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BILLIONAIRE GAMES

Clive, Rachael, Ken, and Marko go to the same pub every evening after work. It’s a quiet pub, usually empty save for the bartender and the couple of drunken regulars slumped over the bar. So Clive isn’t too upset when he loses a work bet and has to go to the bar dolled up in Rachael’s clothes and makeup.

What starts out as a silly night suddenly turns serious when a rich billionaire walks in, looking for two men and two women to have some fun with, back at his gigantic mansion. He’s willing to pay a million dollars if the group of friends can complete every raunchy task. And if they’re going to get paid, Clive is going to have to stay in character so the billionaire doesn’t realize the stunning blonde isn’t a woman at all.


CHAPTER I

I lost the bet—a bet I never even wanted to take in the first place. I hardly agreed to the conditions, and I was under the influence of alcohol when the bet was made, so surely that should have made the whole agreement void.

But no one had any sympathy for me. My friends all wanted to see me dolled up in lingerie and a slutty blonde wig and some makeup so they could have a good laugh. And now they were having that laugh as we walked up to the bar while I wobbled in the incredibly tall high heels. At least they had the decency to let me wear a light jacket over my skimpy lingerie, so that icy winter wind would only sting a little bit.

I could feel my skin turning white. None of my three friends seemed to care that I was teetering on the edge of hypothermia. They thought the bumps on my exposed and recently shaved thighs were funny. “I’m fucking freezing,” I said, hoping I could drum up some sympathy. But they just laughed, and then Marko said, “We’ll be at the bar soon, sweetheart.”

I mumbled something very profane under my breath. It was Marko’s fault that I was stuck in this humiliating position. The bet was his idea, and he was the one who rigged it against me—at least I was fairly certain the whole thing was rigged against me, though I had no way to prove it. It just seemed very strange to me that he would suddenly get calls from some of our biggest ever clients on the very day of our wager to see who could drum up more business in a single day.

Then there was Rachael, who always put up big numbers—we all knew that she wasn’t going to be the loser. And Ken was probably in on the whole scheme as well. He came into work late, but still managed to whip up some of the biggest sales of his short office supply selling career. They all knew something I didn’t, so they decided to have some fun with me; at least that was my theory, but I still had no way to prove it.

“The loser has to dress up like a girl at the Bone Yard,” Marko said when he made the bet, as we were leaving the Bone Yard the night before. It was the bar we went to after work every night. On weeknights, it was basically our bar. The whole place would remain nearly empty from 6:00 PM until 2:00 AM, when the bar closed down. Of course there was Richard and Mike at the bar: the local alcoholics who never left the bar. The odd bum would walk in off the street and pay for a single beer with pennies and nickels. But otherwise, the place belonged to us, so I wasn’t too upset about the idea of sitting for a night in Rachael’s lingerie.

Though I didn’t love that the satin special occasion panties she gave me to wear were a bit crusty where her pussy was meant to go, as if some random man’s cum had oozed out from her snatch and dried up there. I kept assuring myself that it was just dried up pussy juice, but it had a white tinge to it and I’m pretty sure no woman naturally secretes white fluid—but I’m certainly no doctor.

The only upside to my awkward dilemma was that I got to take the last hour off of work. Unfortunately, that hour was spent in the women’s bathroom with Rachael, getting my face dolled up. She took her time and used about fifty different products. She even surprised me by plucking my already thin eyebrows. “Nothing permanent,” I told her, and she just grinned as if she didn’t care even a little bit about my situation.

I have to admit, she did good work. I actually looked a little bit like a girl when she was finished. And for the first time, I believed that she really did work in film as a makeup artist before moving to Regina to work in office supply sales. Apparently she wanted something steadier, though I never could for the life of me figure out why she would want steady income in Regina over an exciting career in Vancouver. Then again, I was living in Regina and making a steady income, so maybe I could understand it.

The wig was a bit itchy at first. It was long and made from real human hair, which made me squirm a little bit. I couldn’t help but imagine some poor Indian woman being forced to shave her head so that some mogul could make a few extra bucks.

“I look like a drag queen,” I said to Rachael, running my fingers through my hair.

“You do not!” she snapped, becoming instantly defensive, as if I’d just criticized her most precious artwork. I knew how angry Rachael could get—being a second generation Scot and all—so I didn’t make the mistake of criticizing my appearance again.

The guys laughed hysterically at me when I came out from the bathroom, then Rachael gave the two of them all a narrow-eyed glare and the laughter stopped. “You look good, Clive,” said Ken, biting his tongue to hold back his laughter. Marko nodded his head in agreement, pressing his lips thin while his face turned a shade of dark red.

“Laugh it up,” I said. And then Rachael nudged me in the ribs with her elbow, reminding me that I was supposed to be using my girly voice. So I repeated myself in the soft, feminine voice I’d spent the past hour practising in the bathroom while Rachael dolled me up

“I bet you’ll actually convince a few people you’re a real girl,” Marko said. “If I didn’t know any better, I would probably check your ass out.” He gave me a slap on the ass, taking me by surprise, eliciting another bout of laughter from everyone but myself.

“Let’s just get to the bar so I can get a few drinks in me,” I said, using that practised voice again.

The initial humiliation was certainly the worst of the evening—at least I thought it was. When we walked into the Bone Yard, the bartender checked me out and then said, “A bit under dressed for the weather, no?”

I forced a smile and nodded my head as he looked down my body. “But with a body like that, I think we could do a drink or two on the house. What can I get you?”

Marko, Ken, and Rachael all started snickering. Then the bartender looked up at them with red cheeks. “What? What’s so funny?”

“Don’t you recognize her, Benny?” Ken asked between childish snickers.

The bartender looked at me again. He shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “I think I’d remember a pretty girl like her.”

My co-workers erupted with laughter, and then Ken threw down the punch line. “You want to take Clive on a date then?”

Clive’s face became dark red and his gaze shot away from me. Even I had a bit of a laugh after the shock wore off. Apparently I really did look like a girl. It was funny—except for the fact that it wasn’t funny at all. If I could look like a girl with some makeup, a wig, and some lingerie, did that mean that I had a girly body? Did I have a girly face? Could that explain why I was still single? Was this whole rigged bet just some cruel way of letting me know that I looked better as a girl than I did as a guy?

“Awe, fuck you guys,” said Benny the bartender, waving us off. “You can pay for your drinks then.”

“What’s the matter, Benny? You aren’t transphobic, are you?” And there was some more laughter.

“You going to order drinks or no?” Benny said, suddenly scrubbing a clean glass while he waited for my friends to get over themselves. We ordered beers and then we migrated towards a table in the corner—the same table we usually drank at, unless there was an important hockey game on the little TV above the bar.

Richard and Mike turned to check me out, but their horny gawking didn’t get under my skin because I knew they were drunk and looking at me with foggy beer goggles. Richard, with his scruffy beard, nearly fell off of his stool while trying to check out my legs.

“What’s up, Rich?” Ken hollered from across the bar. “What would you pay for a night with a girl like this?”

“What’d you pay?” Richard called back, and we all laughed. I drank my beer quickly and ordered a second. After my third, the embarrassment was practically gone. My cheeks still turned red whenever someone cracked a joke about my appearance, but we were all having fun. I even decided to have a bit of fun with my unfortunate situation. On my way back from the bathroom, I went to the bar to tease Benny a little bit. I leaned over the bar and gently ran my fingertip around my empty glass. “Think I could have another little squirt, Benny?” I asked in my most seductive voice. “Maybe on the house?”

He waved me off, grunting. “Laugh it up, laugh it up,” he said, pouring me a drink. He slid it to me and said, “This one is on the house—but don’t get any funny ideas.”

I blew him a kiss, and then I broke character for a moment while I had a laugh. He laughed along, and I suddenly wasn’t so bummed about losing the bet. We were having fun. Sure, most of the fun was at my expense, but the alcohol helped to mitigate that bit of anxiety. Maybe I did look like a girl, but there are worse things—right? I knew I could bulk up at the gym if I was really worried about it. And I could grow a beard if I really wanted to hide my soft jawline. I’m sure lots of guys have feminine features and they have no idea.

The alcohol helped to keep me in character. I was getting better with my mannerisms, and I think my voice was getting better too. I started crossing my legs, letting my heeled feet dangle in the air. Whenever I spoke, I would wave my hand, pointing my fingers to show off my painted fingernails. The laughter was getting louder from everyone. We ordered more drinks. Ken was suddenly sitting beside me with his arm over me. He jokingly said, “It’s too bad you aren’t a real girl. You could be my girlfriend.” We all laughed. Then I reached over and flirtingly ran my finger up his thigh and over his crotch. “You probably couldn’t handle me,” I said, and we all laughed again.

Maybe we were toeing the line between funny and awkward, but fun was still being had. The bar seemed more lively than usual, even though we were the only people in it (unless you count Richard and Mike). It was nearly midnight when Rachael finally said, “We should pay the tab. We’re on the clock in eight hours.”

“One more drink,” Ken insisted.

Rachael looked at the time on her phone and squirmed. “I think I’m going to call it a night.”

“No! Rachael, you have to stay for one more drink. We’re having fun—and Timothy isn’t in tomorrow, so we can slack off a bit.” Timothy was our manager. “One more drink. Please? I’ll even show you a car trick!”

Ken pulled out a deck of cards, which was starting to look worn out. He was always whipping that deck out. He quickly shuffled the cards, turned them towards himself to ensure they were shuffled, and then he turned them towards Rachael. “Pick a card and don’t tell me what you picked.” Rachael rolled her eyes and shook her head. She knew she wasn’t going to be impressed because it was the same trick Ken always played—hardly a trick at all, really.

“Do I have to?” Rachael asked.

“C’mon. Indulge me.”

So she picked a card. Then Ken said, “It’s a three of clubs. Am I right?”

“You know you’re right,” Rachael said, sounding unenthused. The trick—if you can call it that—was impressive, but Rachael was right: it was getting old. Ken had a phenomenal memory. He could look at a spread of fifty-two cards for a mere second and somehow memorize the exact order they were in. Maybe it was some form of autism, or maybe it was just a phenomenal skill. At work, he would memorize sales reports and then come into meetings with nothing but his super brain. It was a nice little party trick, but it wasn’t very useful beyond that.

“I’m working on some more tricks. I’ll show them to you if you stay,” Ken said. “Just stay for one more drink.”

Rachael squirmed again, checking her time again as if it had changed. “Okay—one more drink,” she said. We all cheered.

Ken jumped to his feet, ready to order another round of drinks, and then the front door of the bar swung open and a tall figure stepped in. Suddenly, the place became silent. We all turned to look at the man, who was wearing a black suit and a black tie.


CHAPTER II

He wore his long hair slicked back, and he was perfectly clean-shaven. He scanned the bar slowly before looking down at his wrist to check the time on his glittering watch. Then he looked up at the bar again. “Are you still serving food?” he asked. His voice was deep and it almost sounded like he had the makings of a British accent.

“The fryer is still running if you want some fries or onion rings,” Benny said. The rest of us just watched and listened, as if something was about to go down. The newcomer had a strange aura about him. He seemed out of place. Maybe it was the expensive suit and the diamond-studded watch. Or maybe it was the neatly slicked hair and the fancy accent. He turned to look at us, and then we all looked away quickly, apparently all feeling that same strange intimidation.

“I’ll have some fries,” the man said. “And three fingers of your best scotch.” He walked over to a table on the other side of the small bar. He sat up straight, but he didn’t remove his suit jacket. He seemed perfectly content waiting, not even pulling out his phone to check e-mails. He was just staring at the little television above the bar, watching the looping sports highlights.

Our energetic vibe never came back. We started drinking our new beers, but the roaring laughter was gone, along with the playful roleplaying. “Think Timothy will notice the uptick in sales from this week?” Ken asked, flipping the topic back to the office just to kill the silence.

“I doubt it. He never even looks at the quarterlies. Hopefully we see a difference on our commissions though,” Rachael said.

“Do you have my clothes with you, or did you leave them back at the office?” I asked Rachael.

She forced a smile, showing me her teeth. “Sorry—I left them in a bag at the office,” she said. “We can share an Uber though, so you won’t have to walk home like this.”

“That would be great,” I said.

We were all silent for a moment while we sipped our drinks. Then I looked up and noticed the wealthy newcomer staring in our direction. I wondered if he was checking me out. I looked away quickly, worried I would give him the wrong idea. I was tempted to yell to him, to let him know that I was only dressed up because of a bet, but I knew I would never see him again so there was no sense in wasting any energy defending myself.

“Any plans this weekend?” Marko asked the group, just to kill the silence once again.

We all shook our heads. “I think I’ll go to the farmer’s market on Saturday morning. But that’s all I’ve gone planned,” Rachael said. And then the silence returned. How could one stranger completely destroy such a fun vibe? How could the presence of a man dramatically change the energy of an entire room?

“Maybe I’ll go wash the makeup off and take off the wig,” I said.

Then Marko snapped his fingers and pointed at me. “Hey! You’re supposed to stay in character all night—and that goes for the voice too.” I think it was his attempt at drumming up the excitement again, but it was unfortunately gone. But still, I played along.

“Sorry, darling—I forgot,” I said in my girly voice. But I didn’t get more than a slight snicker. The vibe was gone and the strange newcomer was to blame.

He was looking at us again, seemingly staring at me with a narrowed gaze. But he wasn’t just looking at me. Sometimes I would look up and see him looked at Rachael, and then sometimes he was looking at Ken or Marko. He didn’t seem to be shy. It almost seemed like he was waiting to be invited over. But if he could kill a fun night by walking into the room, I certainly wasn’t about to invite him over to see what kind of damage he could create face-to-face.

“That dude is pretty weird, huh?” Ken whispered. “He’s been staring at me since he came in.”

“No, he’s been staring at me,” Rachael said. “I’m pretty sure he’s going to come and ask me out. I can always tell when a guy is thinking of asking me out.” Rachael was a pretty, young woman. She had long dark hair and big glossy eyes. Men were always asking her out. In fact, a number of men had quit working at the office shortly after attempting to ask her out on dates. It was such a big problem that our boss had to tell her to stop putting on so much makeup, and to wear tamer outfits, even though she rarely wore anything but a pencil skirt and a blouse. “You’ve giving men the wrong idea,” our boss said to her. She was upset about the remark for a solid week—but our boss had a point: her attractiveness was bad for business. But even with no makeup on, and jeans instead of a skirt, she was still the most attractive face in the building.

“He’s been staring at all of us,” I said. As I said it, the stranger’s gaze turned to me again, making my skin buzz with a cold vibration. He was almost done his fries and his beer. I was hoping he would leave so our little party could kick off again.

“Maybe he’s into trannies,” Marko said with a big smile. “Maybe he wants to diddle Clive’s pee-pee.”

Ken laughed, nearly spewing out his beer.

“He probably can’t tell that Clive is even a man,” Rachael said with her chin tilted up high. “She looks perfectly feminine as far as I can tell.” She was trying to compliment herself. Whether or not she was correct, I still wasn’t entirely sure.

Suddenly, the man stood up. My stomach turned quickly, worried the man could hear our joking around. Was he about to come to our table to ream us all out? Or was he actually coming to ask Rachael out on a date? Or was he just going to pay his tab and leave? I was hoping for the latter option—though it would have been fun to watch the man stutter through a date proposition with Rachael. It was always fun watching men trip over their words while trying to talk to the office beauty.

“He’s coming over,” Marko hushed, as if he was warning his cheating classmates that the teacher was coming by. We all perked up and became silent. He really was coming over. But why? It was nearly 1:00 AM? What could such a man have to say to a group of lower-middle-class office workers?

“Excuse me,” he said with his almost-accent.

We all looked up at the man slowly. We were silent, apparently all waiting for someone else to accept the duty of being the one to speak back. “What’s up?” Marko finally said.

“How’s your night going?” the man asked after a short pause. In that moment, I was sure that Rachael was correct: that he was there to pull her away from the rest of us so he could ask her out on a date.

“Fine,” Marko said. We all nodded in agreement. Rachael kept her head turned away, apparently afraid to make eye contact so the man wouldn’t get the wrong impression. But she was probably giving him the wrong impression by looking away, looking shy as if she was flustered by the man.

The man nodded his head and continued to linger over us. I could smell his expensive cologne. He literally smelled like fresh money and whiskey and mahogany. His skin was perfectly clear, as if it belonged on a robot in some sci-fi movie.

“Can we help you with something, man?” Ken asked, taking a sip from his beer.

“I was actually hoping that I could pay your tab for you. I suppose I’m feeling somewhat generous tonight.”

We were all silent for a moment, and then Marko said, “Sure. I wouldn’t complain about that.”

“You really don’t have to do that,” said Ken. Then Marko nudged Ken with his elbow.

The man scanned our faces. When he looked into my eyes, my heart trembled. I wondered if the others felt the same sensation.

“I would be my pleasure,” the man said. So we all nodded our heads and waited for the man to go off to pay our tab. But he wasn’t leaving, as if he was waiting for some sort of praise. Was that all he wanted? Praise? Was he just going around trying to be kind so that people would praise him? Was he really such a narcissist?

“Okay, man. Have a good night,” Ken said, forcing a smile and nodding his head. I was starting to feel genuinely creeped out. The man was acting like an alien that just came down to earth and was now trying to convince humans that he too was a human.

“There’s one other thing,” the man said, looking down at his feet for a moment, finally looking away from our faces, giving us a moment of reprieve. And I was sure he was about to ask Rachael out on a date. “I was wondering if the four of you would be interested in making some money tonight.”

“We have to work in the morning,” Rachael said.

“Well, it would only take a few hours, and I assure you it would be worth taking work off tomorrow. I’ll pay you well.”

“It’s really late, man,” Marko said. “But thanks for the offer.”

The man looked at Marko with dark eyes. “You haven’t heard the offer yet,” he said.

The silence returned. Marko shrugged his shoulders. “Okay. What is it?”

“One million dollars, split four ways,” he said, grinning slightly. My heart bounced. I had about fifteen thousand dollars of credit card debt, and another fifteen of student load debt—so I couldn’t help but perk up. Though I had a feeling the man was just screwing with us. He wasn’t a millionaire. His suit was probably from Hong Kong and his watch was probably a plastic replica bought in some alleyway in New York City. Maybe he was some YouTube guy doing some social experiment, with a cameraman hidden outside of that big bar window. I looked over at that window now, but it was too dark outside to see anything.

“Okay, man, that’s really funny. Have a good night, okay?” Marko said.

“Wait,” Ken said. “Let the man speak.”

Marko laughed. “Give me a break. You aren’t buying this, are you?”

“What? Just let him speak,” Ken said, and then Marko scoffed.

After another short silence, the man continued. “I’ve actually been looking all night for two men and two women for a bit of an… experiment. I’ve got this party this weekend, but I need to test out my… facilities before I can confidentially have my acquaintances over.”

We all stared at the man. “Be more specific,” Ken said, apparently genuinely interested in the offer. And I wasn’t surprised to see that Ken was perked up in a desperately optimistic way. He had a gambling problem. Whenever I walked by his desk, I saw Poker Stars running on his computer. He played with real money. He bought scratchers whenever he went to buy smokes. He once told me that he lost a thousand bucks on a horse race. I’m sure a quarter million dollars would solve a lot of his problems, at least until he blew it all on some bet or another. Hell, he wanted to make the office wager about money, and not some humiliation bet to see who had to go to the bar dressed in Rachael’s lingerie.

I squirmed in my seat, feeling that dried cum (or maybe it was pussy juice) against my taint. I didn’t like this well-dressed stranger. There was something off about him. Even if he was a wealthy millionaire, I still didn’t want to go anywhere near his house. I didn’t want to end up being murdered and eaten by him and his twisted millionaire friends.

“Well, first, let me show you the money, so you know that I’m being serious.” He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a thick wad of money. A little piece of paper wrapped around the wad said ’$10,000’. “The rest is at my house. But if it would make you feel comfortable, you could take this now as a sort of collateral. However, if even one of you backs out or breaks the rules before the deal is done, then no one gets paid.”

He handed the wad to Ken. Ken stared at it closely, with wide eyes. Then he turned to the bar and called Benny over. Benny came slowly. The bar was completely silent now. “Benny, look at this money. You know counterfeit bills, yeah? Is this real?”

Benny took the wad and looked closely. He squinted his eyes and held the cash up to the light. Then he nodded his head. “It looks real to me.” On the wall beneath the little television was a collection of counterfeit bills Benny had collected over the years. Apparently the wad wasn’t about to go up there.

“Shit,” Ken said.

Now Marko was perked up, no longer slouched into his seat. “It’s seriously real?” he said.

“Yes. And there’s more of it at my house,” the rich man said. “A quarter million for each of you. But I’m going to be honest: it might be a bit awkward, especially if you all work together.”

“What is it? What do you want us to do?” Marko asked.

The man smiled and his cheeks turned red. “Well, I’ve got some equipment. It’s sexual equipment, and it needs to be tested out. Also, for what I’m paying, I would expect the four of you to follow my orders for the night, so I would hope that you aren’t too shy with one another. I just need two young men and two young women.”

“No way. Not doing it,” Rachael said, folding her arms and shaking her head. “Thanks anyway.”

“Rachael!” Ken snapped.

“What?” Rachael said, glaring at Ken with her dark Scottish gaze.

“A million bucks! You aren’t going to seriously turn down that kind of money, are you?”

“It doesn’t matter anyway because Clive isn’t—”

Before Rachael could finish her thought, Marko shushed her. “I’m not what?” he said with wide eyes. Then he turned to the rich man. “I’m Clive, by the way.” He laughed awkwardly before turning back to Rachael with a tightly clenched face. “What is it, Rachael? What am I not? Why can’t you just suck it up so we can all make a quarter million dollars in tax-free cash?”

Rachael was silent for a moment. She looked from Marko to me and then back at the rich man. “Are you a pervert or something?” she said.

The man laughed, and then Ken said, “Rachael! Don’t be rude!”

“If this makes you uncomfortable, I can find another group to participate. I’m sorry for disturbing your night.”

“No—we’ll do it,” Marko said. “One million dollars—Rachael can have fifty from each of us, so she gets four hundred and the rest of us get two. How’s that? Is that fair? Four hundred is enough to buy your family cottage, isn’t it? Is that still for sale?”

Rachael’s face became white. The background picture on her work computer was of a cottage a few hours north of Regina. It was on a beautiful lake, with its own little pier. It was her grandparents before they passed, but her parents needed money so they put it up for sale. A young Turkish family bought it and apparently only used it once in five years before putting it back up for sale. The motivation of possibly one day owning the old family cottage was what made Rachael the most productive salesperson in the office.

“Well?” Ken said to Rachael.

“I suppose we could do it, if we all promise to never talk about it again.” She turned to me. “Right, Hailey?”

My skin crawled and my gut turned. Hailey? Was that my name now? Would I have to stay in perfect character until the horrible night was over? And what would I have to do exactly? What if the man found out that I wasn’t really a woman? Would the deal be over and would it all be for nothing? Would my co-workers hate me forever for ruining their shot at a million bucks?

Everyone was looking at me now. Apparently I was the only one who hadn’t agreed to the deal. There was a lump in my throat, but it wasn’t quite thick enough to stop me from saying, “Okay, let’s do it.”


CHAPTER III

His house was far from the bar, and far from the city. We all sat in the back of his personal limousine with him the entire way, and there wasn’t a single word spoken during the whole drive. The silence didn’t seem to bother the rich stranger, but it was certainly getting to me.

When we left the comfort of the city lights, regret started to flutter in my stomach. I suddenly had the urge to come clean to the man. It seemed inevitable that he would find out that I was a dude, so it made sense to tell him before we got too far into whatever strange sexual games he had in store for us. But I wasn’t able to produce the words in that horrible silence. A part of me thought that I could simply keep my mouth shut all night and then maybe the man wouldn’t figure out that I wasn’t a girl.

His house was hidden down a long, unmarked driveway. It was late when we pulled up: almost 2:30 AM. The stars were bright thanks to a moonless night. I was shocked when his massive house started to materialize. It was so big and glowing so bright—how could we not see it from the highway? It must have been four stories high!

The driveway was littered with expensive cars, letting us all know that he really was a rich millionaire—and maybe a billionaire as well. Ken finally broke his silence by asking, “Where did you get all of your money?” The rich stranger didn’t reply, unless you count his sly smirk.

We all got out from the car. While the others admired his fancy cars and massive mansion, I tugged my lingerie down, out from my butt crack. Then I carefully tucked my cock back to hide my bulge while no one was looking. I felt so foolish. I was so terrified that I was going to be the one to ruin this whole opportunity. But at the same time, the opportunity only existed because I was dolled up, so maybe they wouldn’t be able to be mad at me.

“Come on in and we’ll get started right away,” the man said, heading for the door. The limousine driver remained in the vehicle. He already had a novel in his hands, picking up where he left off. Apparently he was used to long periods of time with nothing to do.

I was the last to go inside. I thought about running away, hoping the rich man wouldn’t notice that the group had dwindled down to three. They could split the million—I wanted the money, but I wasn’t desperate. Or maybe I was, because I was walking into that house now, dressed like a woman, ready to follow some sexual commands, which I wasn’t even sure I would be able to biologically accomplish.

His foyer was massive, with a big bar directly to the right. The stranger was already at the bar, pouring himself a drink. “Help yourself to whatever you want,” he said. Of course we were all at the bar a moment later, pouring tall glasses of hard liquor.

Rachael’s face was white. Hey glossy eyes were glazed over, and she was clearly still weighing the options in her head: was it worth it to have sex with co-workers just to save that old cottage? Did she really want to save that old cottage?

“Okay. You’ve got your drinks? Now follow me down to my newest room,” the man said, walking towards a door. The door revealed a long staircase headed to the basement. We all followed him down. I took the opportunity to relocate my cock again, making sure the bulge was non-existent. It helped that the panties were thick—and it also helped that it was so cold outside, making my cock shrink as small as it could. Though the man’s mansion was warm, and it wouldn’t be long before my cock started to grow back to its usual size.

He flicked on a dim light, revealing a large red room. The room was empty. The walls didn’t even have any art on them, unlike the other rooms in the house (that we’d seen). “Watch this. I just had this built,” he said. He walked over to a button on the wall and then pressed it. Suddenly a panel flipped open in the middle of the room, and a bed spun out from the ground. The rich man laughed with beaming pride, as if he designed the whole system himself.

That’s when I noticed buttons all around us. I wondered what they all did, and I had a feeling we were going to find out.

“Rachael, is it?” the rich man said. Rachael nodded her head. Her face was still white. “Go over to the bed and lie down. Let me know if the mattress is comfortable enough.”

She walked over slowly, looking back at us when she was halfway. Then she climbed up on the bed and lay down. She snuggled into the thick sheets and said, “It’s nice.”

“I’m imagining the party guests would be standing about here,” the rich man said, looking down at the ground. “This is a good watching distance. Now Rachael, stick your hand down your pants and touch yourself, would you?”

She stared at the man with wide eyes. The rest of us looked away, unsure of how to respond. I felt strangely obligated to jump to Rachael’s defence, but I didn’t want to ruin this chance for everyone, so I kept my mouth shut. It was a long moment later when Rachael finally looked away. She looked down at her jeans and then she sighed. Suddenly, she reached down and slipped her fingers down the front of her jeans. “Okay,” she said, closing her eyes.

“Really touch yourself,” said the billionaire.

She kept her eyes closed. Her hand was moving, and it was safe to assume her bare fingers were touching her bare pussy.

“How does that look to the rest of you?” the man asked.

We all looked over at Rachael reluctantly. She still had her eyes closed and her hand was still moving. Ken shrugged his shoulders. “It looks fine.”

“You can see everything clearly?”

We all shrugged our shoulders. “I guess so,” Ken said.

“Because I can do this,” the man said, walking over to the wall. He pressed another button, and then the bed started to rise up. The motors were loud as they spun, lifting Rachael higher. The whole contraption stopped suddenly, and now Rachael was up high, on prime display, still fingering her pussy.

“What’s your name?” the man asked Ken.

“Ken.”

“Ken, go up on the bed with her, please.”

Ken slowly approached the bed. “Rachael, please don’t stop fingering yourself. Make sure you’re rubbing that clit nice and hard.”

My heart trembled. Everything about this scenario was off-putting and creepy. I felt bad for Rachael, and I was terrified for myself.

Ken climbed up onto the raised bed. He wouldn’t look Rachael in the eye.

“Now take out your cock and place it in her mouth,” he said.

The couple on the bed froze. The room was horribly silent. “If you want the money, you’ll do it,” the man said.

Ken looked over at Rachael. They shared a glance and then I saw Ken’s lips whisper the word ‘Sorry’. He unzipped his fly and then he fished out his cock. He got close to Rachael, who now had her eyes closed and her mouth open. A moment later, that cock was in her mouth.

“Now suck him off, Rachael,” said the man. So she started sucking. The man hit another button on the wall, making the bed spin slowly, as if the reluctantly intimate couple was a dessert in a diner. He turned to us with a big grin on his face. “Pretty cool, huh?”

I had no idea if he was referring to his spinning bed platform or the fact that he had so much money that he could make anyone do whatever he wanted.

I found myself inching back, heart racing, terrified of what I was seeing and terrified of what he was going to make me do once it was my turn. We were well beyond the point of no return. Rachael would never look me in the eye again if I ruined this whole opportunity for everyone. She was clearly uncomfortable up on that bed: face red and tight, eyes refusing to open. Even Ken didn’t look so happy, even though his cock was already rock hard. His head was turned away and his cheeks were dark red with shame.

“Don’t look away. Watch! You’re here to take it all in,” the rich man said to Marko and me. Was that why we were there? Or was he just so deep into his own strange roleplaying game? I reluctantly turned my head to watch my co-workers and good friends on the bed.

“Hold her head with both hands,” the billionaire said to Ken. Ken gently grabbed Rachael’s head with both of his hands. “Now pump your big dick into her throat.” My heart stammered and my legs trembled. Was it worth the money? Was a couple hundred grand worth being a prostitute for a night? Do prostitutes even subject themselves to this level of humiliation?

Ken started to face-fuck Rachael, still looking away from her with red shame all over his face. “Harder!” the rich man said. So he pumped harder. She was gagging now, with saliva running down her cheeks. Even from across that large room, I could see her eyes becoming wet. “Okay, now stop!” the man said. Ken pulled out and quickly covered his throbbing erection with both of his hands. The rich man laughed from the bottom of his gut, leaning back like some cartoon character from the 50s. He seemed to enjoy screaming out commands as if we were well-trained dogs. And to him, we probably weren’t much more than that.

“Ken, you can get down,” the billionaire said. Ken was quick to pull his pants back up. He didn’t look at us while he climbed down from the slowly spinning bed. Rachael wouldn’t look at us either. But the billionaire wasn’t finished with her. He pressed another button on the wall, making a panel spin open, revealing an assortment of sex toys. He grabbed a very strange-looking one—unlike anything I’d ever seen in a porno before. It was long and phallic, but it had a big box for a base, and it was a mixture of silicone and metal, like some sort of futuristic weapon you might see in a Men in Black movie. He walked it over to the bed and handed it up to Rachael. “Put it inside of you and then press the button,” he said.

“What is it?” she asked. Her voice was soft and broken—filled with humiliation.

“You’ll see. Just give it a try—it won’t hurt you.” When the billionaire turned back to us, he had a big smirk on his face. Rachael slipped down her pants, along with her red panties, exposing her pussy. She had her pubic hair nicely shaved around her tight slit. My heart stammered again.

Then the billionaire leaned over and whispered, “It’s a squirt machine. They’re not even on the market yet, but I know a guy. I’ve been told it works ninety-nine percent of the time.”

Rachael awkwardly nestled the long shaft into her pussy, holding the contraption by its big metal cube of a base. She squirmed and groaned and then she felt around for the small button on the back. “Is it here somewhere?” she asked with her embarrassed voice. Then she suddenly found the button and perked up. She let out a loud gasp.

Then she started to squirm, pressing her lips thin. Her knees rose up and her thighs closed on the metal box. “Oh God,” she moaned. She looked over at us for a moment and then she looked away with dark red cheeks. “It feels so hot.”

“Just keep going. You’re doing great,” the chuckling billionaire said. The rest of us just stood in a silent awkwardness, afraid to watch but also afraid to look away.

Rachael moaned louder, clenching her thighs tight. “Oh my God, it feels so hot,” she said between panting. Her toes curled down and she let out a loud moan, and then fluid gushed out of her like a shower pipe bursting suddenly. The splashed far, hitting the ground over the edge of the bed. She gushed for five straight seconds, and then stopped. A long, soft moan slipped out from her lips, and then she expelled the device slowly from her body as all of her muscles relaxed, almost as if she’d fallen asleep—but her eyes were still open, though narrowed in a lethargic kind of way.

The billionaire started clapping. “Bravo!” he yelled. Then he turned to us. “It works like a charm.” His gaze found me. “Do you want to give it a try?”

I froze, staring into his eyes as all of the muscles in my body became tense. My lips parted and I waited for him to realize he was staring at a man. I still couldn’t believe he hadn’t figured it out yet. How could he not tell? Was it not obvious? Were his eyes bad? Was I really that convincing?

“What else do you have?” Marko asked suddenly, stealing away the attention before I ruined the wealthy opportunity.

The billionaire continued to stare at me, his lips curling up into a terrible smirk. “I’ve got plenty,” he said. “But why don’t we have a drink and regroup for a minute. There are some things that need… set up.” He turned and started walking towards the door. “Help yourself to anything you want at the bar.”


CHAPTER IV

It was a few minutes before Rachael came down the stairs to join us at the billionaire’s private bar. Ken was behind the bar, pouring drinks for everyone. No one looked Rachael in the eye when she took a seat. Even Ken didn’t look at her when he asked, “What can I get for you?”

“Just whiskey,” she said. “Straight.”

So he poured an expensive glass of whiskey and slid it towards her. She took a long sip as we all sat in silence. There was a mirror across from me, reminding me that I was still dolled up. The reality of the situation was starting to dawn on me: the billionaire had something in store for me. It was only a matter of time before I was going to wind up on that bed, or on one of his contraptions. There was probably going to pressure to suck off either Ken or Marko—maybe both of them. And what if the billionaire wanted to see me getting fucked? Would I have to find a way to slip one of the boys into my bum? And what if the billionaire wanted to see some pussy? Would Rachael’s pussy be enough for him?

I took a long sip from my own straight whiskey. It burned my mouth and my throat and my stomach, but it didn’t help me to feel much better. Alcohol is supposed to help with anxiety, but it certainly wasn’t helping with the dread that was churning in my stomach.

I kept feeling the gazes of my co-workers turning towards me, as if they had something to say. And I had a feeling I knew exactly what they wanted to say: ‘Don’t fuck this up for us.’ I didn’t want to fuck it up for anyone. I wanted that money and I wanted them to get their piece of the pie—especially Rachael. She’d already been humiliated up on that bed. It only seemed fair that she should get some monetary appreciation, regardless of how things went down with me. And Ken too—though I’m sure he wasn’t too upset about getting his cock sucked by the hottest girl in the office.

We were all sipping our drinks in silence when the billionaire returned. “The room is ready. Come on up,” he said. A chill ran down my spine, and I’m sure that same chill took its time to run down the spines of the others as well. Rachael was slow to put down her glass. The boys were quick to pound down what was left in their glasses. They were probably dreading having sex with me just as much as I was dreading having sex with them. At least I looked like a girl. At least they could squint their eyes and pretend like my asshole was a tight pussy. I didn’t have that option.

We were brought up to a different room, on a higher floor. But this room wasn’t much different: big and open, with buttons and hidden panels. It was starting to seem like the giant mansion was built as a creepy sex facility—each room with its own sexual theme.

With the press of a button, a bed flipped up in the middle of the room, just like the red from the other room. I couldn’t help but wonder if it was the same bed, on some sort of conveyer belt underneath the floorboards. The billionaire looked over at us with his big smirk. “A million dollars is a lot of money,” he said. And why was he reminding us? Was this next task going to be so much worse than the first? Did he feel the reminder was necessary so we wouldn’t run away on him? “Ken, why don’t you get back on the bed.”

Ken was slow to react. He nodded his head slowly and then started towards the bed. There was no way he was going to pair Ken with Rachael again, which meant it was my turn to taste that cock. It was my turn to feel the horrible humiliation that Rachael felt in the other room. But my humiliation was going to be so much worse. For Rachael, it was just sex she wished she didn’t have. For me, it was an entire gender I wished I would go my entire life without fooling around with.

The billionaire turned and looked at me. I closed my eyes, like a child thinking ‘if I can’t see him, he can’t see me!’ I waited for him to say my name. The silence was gruelling. Then suddenly, he said, “Marko. Get up there with him.”

Marko didn’t move. His face became white. “Me? Why me?” he said after a long silence.

“I’m not paying you to have a discussion,” the billionaire said, suddenly with a straight face.

“Is Rachael going to come up with us?” he asked, his voice shaken.

The billionaire shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know—maybe she will, maybe she won’t. That’s not up to you. One million dollars—you have thirty seconds to get on that bed.” He was suddenly serious, without a smirk on his face.

Marko remained still. Rachael’s eyes were wide, glaring at him as if she was about to drag him by the throat onto that bed. Ken’s face was conflicted. He obviously wanted the money, but no straight man wants to fool around with another man—especially not a friend that they see almost every single day.

As for me, I didn’t know what to think. I wanted the money and I wanted my friends to get the money, but this was possibly the only chance for me to get out of this scenario without either being fucked by a man or being blamed for ruining an amazing opportunity for everyone. If Marko tapped out, no one would be mad at me. It almost seemed perfect, and I hadn’t even thought of it as a possibility until that very moment.

But I didn’t get the out I was secretly hoping for. Marko started walking towards the bed. He was slow, but he made it the whole way, climbing up with Ken. They refused to look at one another.

“Get undressed—both of you,” said the billionaire.

Rachael stepped closer to me. She reached down carefully and grabbed my hand, squeezing it tightly. I could feel regret in that squeeze—but the regret couldn’t have been too strong, because she was still there, still toughing out the competition for a chance at the big prize. No one forced her to suck Ken’s cock, and no one was forcing her to watch her friends have an unwanted gay experience.

The men got undressed slowly. I took a deep breath. My heart was pounding ferociously. My legs wobbled slightly from the liquor. I wondered how much worse I would have been if I’d been completely sober.

Ken and Marko sat naked together on the bed, still refusing to look towards one another. The billionaire had the smirk on his face again. He rubbed his hands together before looking at Rachael and me. “This is fun, isn’t it?” he said.

We remained silent. Rachael forced an awkward smile, and then the billionaire turned back to the naked boys on the bed. “Ken, suck Marko’s nipples.”

There was another long pause as the thought of stacks of big bills ran through all the minds in the room. Then Ken turned towards his friend, ducked down, and pressed his lips against Marko’s left nipple. Marko perked up suddenly, closing his eyes as shame filled his body.

“Don’t worry,” the rich stranger said. “The embarrassment is temporary. By the end of the night, you won’t want this to end.” Another cold chill crept down my spine. It seemed impossible—but what if he wasn’t lying? I didn’t want to think about the possibility.

“Good. Keep sucking. Now Marko, reach down and massage his big dick.”

Marko was slow to follow the command, but he followed it with red on his face. He squirmed and groaned, and then he was manhandling Ken while Ken sucked his nipple.

The billionaire turned to us again. “I bet you didn’t know your friends were gay,” he whispered before chuckling. He seemed to enjoy using his money to make the impossible possible. He was a powerful man. It never truly occurred to me just how powerful money could make a man. But what I was seeing was proof: two straight men having a gay experience together, just for money. Watching them, I remembered a conversation I’d had with Marko in a bar a few years before. We joked around, asking questions like, ‘How much money would someone have to pay you to go down on Oprah?’ After a while, Marko asked the question, ‘How much money would someone have to pay you to have gay sex?’ I remember saying a million. He said he wouldn’t do it for any amount of money. Was he lying? Or did he just not realize how powerful the temptation of money could be?

“Now I want you to sixty-nine,” the billionaire said. His command seemed to reverberate through the thick, windowless walls of the room. The silence that followed was long and horrible. The men looked at the billionaire for a moment while they tried to decide if it was worth it. Then, at the same time, the men got into position. Marko rolled onto his back and Ken climbed on top of him, head lined up with Marko’s crotch. Ken’s long dick dangled down in front of Ken’s lips. Ken squirmed and turned his face away, but it was obvious on his face that he knew he had to do it. And he did it, with his eyes closed, taking that long cock with his hand and guiding it into his mouth. I’m almost sure I heard Marko gag, and then I’m sure I heard Ken gag as well—but they didn’t stop. They both continued sucking.

And it was only a minute later when I noticed Marko’s throbbing erection. Ken couldn’t fit the whole thing in his mouth, so he sucked the tip, using his hand to stroke the rest.

“I think they like it,” the billionaire said with his chest pushed out.

And it almost seemed like they were enjoying themselves. A few minutes later, they were both hard. Ken was sucking with long bobs and Marko was using his tongue to draw circles around Ken’s erect tip. The redness was still on their faces, but the disgust seemed to be gone. Maybe the gay act had been demystified. Maybe it really wasn’t so bad. Or maybe they just really wanted to be paid.

And watching the men, I realized I was going to have to step up to the plate once it was my turn—if it was ever my turn. Now I really couldn’t let my friends down. Now I really had to stay in character.

And I got my first character challenge a moment later. “So Hailey,” said the billionaire. “Tell me a little bit about yourself. You’ve been awfully quiet since the moment I saw you all in that bar.”

My heart leapt up into my throat and I perked up straight. Then I shrugged my shoulders. “What do you want to know?” I asked, using my more careful and quiet girly voice.

“What makes you tick? I mean—you must be quite the character, to be sitting in public with your friends in lingerie—all dolled up and beautiful.”

My heart skipped a beat. I forced my most convincing smile. “I lost a bet,” I said. “I’m usually more of a jeans and sweater kind of girl.”

He nodded his head. Rachael was glaring at me now with wide eyes. Maybe I was giving up too much information. Maybe I should have remained silent and pretended to be a mute.

“Do you have a boyfriend? I don’t see any rings on your fingers.”

My heart skipped another beat. Was he hitting on me? Was he saving me for himself? Is that why he hadn’t sent me up onto the bed to be poked and rubbed and licked and fucked? Was the night going to end with a special surprise from him? And what if he realized I was actually a boy? Was he going to be offended and angry?

“Oh God,” Ken groaned, stealing all of our attention. He no longer had Marko’s cock in his mouth, but Marko was still sucking away at his, stroking it with a tightly clenched fist. His face was dark red and his eyes were closed. He reached down suddenly and grabbed his cock, taking it away from Marko and pulling it out from Marko’s mouth. He squeezed it hard and aimed it right onto Marko’s chin. Then he started to unload, blasting Marko’s face with a seemingly endless amount of hot cum.

Marko didn’t flinch or move away or even squirm. He seemed to like it, even opening his mouth to accept some onto his tongue. Then his eyes suddenly opened and reality seemed to slap him hard in the face. He groaned loudly and turned his head away with a look of disgust. I don’t think the disgust was genuine—I think he just remembered he had an audience and he didn’t want us to think that he was gay. And was he gay? Or could any straight man be swept away in the heat of the moment? Once I was put on the bed, would the same thing happen to me? Or would my unshaken lack of enthusiasm ruin everything?

Marko pushed Ken off of him before sitting up and spitting the cum out onto the bed. He used the sheet to wipe his face while Ken zoned out with red cheeks, realizing another man had just brought him to orgasm.

“Wow,” the billionaire said with an enthusiastic smile. “That was fun, wasn’t it?”

The room was unsurprisingly silent. Marko and Ken both climbed off of the bed with glazed eyes. They walked over to stand next to us, keeping a good amount of distance between them.

Now the billionaire was at the wall again, scratching his chin as he looked at all of the different buttons and knobs. “So much to try out, so little time…” he mumbled as he scanned his options.

It only took him thirty seconds to pick his next cruel activity, but it felt like hours of dreadful silence. He pressed a button, and then one of the walls began to spin, revealing a number of black straps.


CHAPTER V

We all stared at the frightening wall. The billionaire walked over and yanked on a few of the straps, to make sure they were ready to support weight. Then he turned to us and said, “What do you think? Pretty neat, huh? I designed it myself.” I had no idea what I was looking at, and I had a feeling that confusion was mutual in the room. No one said anything. The straps were everywhere, though I could make out the shape of a person after staring for long enough. There were straps for the wrists, straps for the biceps, straps for the chest, straps for the abdomen, straps for the thighs, straps for the ankles, and a few more straps, which I couldn’t quite figure out.

“Hailey,” the billionaire said. “Why don’t you come and try this one out?”

I heard a whimper slip out from Rachael’s lips. It was finally my turn to play the billionaire’s evil game. I had no choice, but with my limps all strapped back, how could I hide myself? How would I be able to keep my bulge hidden from the eccentric stranger?

I walked over, my legs trembling and wobbling in those tall heels. He put his hands on my hips and spun me around to face my friends, with my back to the strapped wall. “This is going to be so much fun,” he said like a kid waiting to get onto a rollercoaster. He gently moved me back, until my back was against the wall. Then he took my left arm and pulled it up, He pulled one of the straps around my wrist and then tightened it with a single tug. Then he did the same with my other wrist. I suddenly had the urge to reach down and make sure my cock was neatly in my lingerie, but I couldn’t move.

He attached the straps around my biceps, and then the ones around my chest. Now I couldn’t even squirm. A minute later, my legs were strapped in, and I couldn’t even kick. I was now a part of that wall: glorified artwork: living taxidermy.

“Comfortable?” the man asked, and I wasn’t sure how to respond, so I just forced a terrified smile. I wasn’t in pain. The straps were surprisingly snug and soft considering they were pinning me flat to a wall—but I certainly wasn’t comfortable. I tried to squirm again, but couldn’t move a muscle.

“Rachael, why don’t you come over and make your friend a happy girl?” he said. My heart was pounding insanely hard. I was worried I was going to have a heart attack on that wall, and then the paramedics would find my dead body all dolled up on some strange sex wall. And would they tell my parents how they found me? Would they at least take the makeup and wig off before burying me? Would my parents think that I was some sort of closeted cross dresser who went to strange houses for strange sex parties?

The billionaire flipped open a hidden panel, revealing a classic assortment of sex toys: dildos of various sizes, vibrators, whips, gags, and blindfolds. He grabbed one of the blindfolds and handed it to Rachael. “Put this on her,” he said. And a moment later, after getting a wide-eyed look from Rachael, I could see nothing but black. It was no longer up to me to keep my identity a secret. I could use my sissy voice and I could try my hardest not to get an erection—but otherwise, she was going to have to be the one to conceal my true identity.

“What do you think of this one? I think it suits her,” I heard the billionaire say. My heart galloped. “Well?”

“It’s okay,” Rachael said.

“What’s wrong with it?”

“It’s kind of… big. Don’t you think?”

I heard him scoff. “The bigger, the better.”

I hadn’t forgotten that I had an audience of co-workers. Not only was I dolled up and wearing lingerie, but I was pinned to a wall, about to be sexually humiliated. Was this worth two hundred thousand dollars? Did I really need the money? It didn’t matter what I wanted—the others were relying on me now, and I couldn’t let them down.

“Bonus points if you can make her squirt the way you squirted earlier,” the billionaire said with that smirk now residing in his voice. My heart leapt again. The room became silent. I hated being blind. I hated not knowing what was about to happen to me. I felt a presence step up to me, and I was relieved when I caught a whiff of her gentle perfume.

I felt a warmth closing in on me, and then I heard a soft voice whispering into my ear, making me jump. “I’ll try to be gentle,” she said.

The lump in my throat grew ten times in size. I felt the blood rush out from my face as coldness entered my nerves. Then, I felt the dull tip of something warm sliding up my thigh. It came to my crotch and then teased down my shaft, where my pussy should have been. I tried to take a deep breath, but the fear trembling inside of me was powerful.

The tip of the object slid back and forth, and then I felt a set of gentle fingertips, carefully reaching into my satin panties, grabbing near my asshole and pulling to the side. I felt the humid air of the room tease the edge of my cock. It felt like my shaft was holding hanging on by a millimetre of fabric, about to fall out into the open. Rachael used that dull, warm object to nudge my shaft back into the panties before I had a wardrobe malfunction.

Then that dull dip nestled between my butt cheeks. It moved towards my asshole. I took another deep breath. More blood drained away from my brain, leaving me lightheaded and on the verge of blacking out. I could only trust her—though I had a feeling it was going to hurt either way: gentle or rough. I’d never stuck anything up into my asshole before, and whatever was now knocking at my back door was big—bigger than my own cock, for sure.

She twisted it against my hole. Then the billionaire spoke. “The little heater inside of it is a nice touch, isn’t it? Do you like it, Hailey?”

I was able to nod my head, but the lump in my throat prevented me from responding properly.

“Rachael—if you squeeze the base, it self-lubricates. A nifty little feature. Try it out.” With the object pressed against my asshole, I suddenly felt little beads of warm fluid wherever the toy was touching, as if lubricant was squishing out from a number of tiny pores. Rachael twisted the toy, spreading that lubrication around. I had the urge to clench my ass, but I knew it was only going to delay things. So I did my best to relax every muscle I could below my hips.

Then she started to push the thing in and I clenched hard without even thinking about it. I gasped and tried to squirm as I felt my anus stretching, and then I felt her soft hand on my thigh. “Just relax,” she said.

“Is it just my angle, or are you pushing that toy into her asshole?” the billionaire asked. My heart stammered and the room turned silent. Was the jig about to be up? Was he about to walk over and discover the reason for the anal penetration?

Rachael didn’t reply—at least not with words.

The silence was brutal. I heard nothing—not even footsteps or breathing. Then, the silence ended when he laughed and said, “I love it! Carry on.”

The object pushed deeper into me without warning. I gasped and clenched again—but clenching was pointless with all the lubricant. That phallic object was slicked and ready to push in—and Rachael was stronger than I expected. She knew how to screw that cock into a tight hole; it almost seemed as though she’d done it before.

I groaned. It felt like the tip of the toy was up in my throat. I tried to clamp my thighs shut, forgetting they were restrained like the rest of my body. I tried again to squirm, and was reminded by all of the straps tying me to that wall. The object plunged deeper. “Just another couple of inches,” Rachael whispered. I had no idea how much was inside of me. It felt like an entire broomstick! How could there still be more length?

She groaned slightly as she fought the final two inches up into my rectum. Then she stopped, rubbing my thigh gently as if to tell me that the worst part was over. Now I was happy I couldn’t move. If I could move, I was worried I would nudge that object into some organ and kill myself by accident. Maybe it was best that I was restrained to that wall.

“If you can make her squirt by fucking her in the ass, I’ll throw in another fifty grand,” the billionaire said. It was a nice offer, but sadly, I didn’t have the proper anatomy to accept the challenge.

Rachael started to pull the object out from my body, leaving me feeling empty. The sensation was short-lived. A moment later, the object was pushed back up, this time with relative ease. She continued, thrusting up and down, sodomozing me in front of my co-workers. How was I going to work along side them in the morning? How could I ever speak to them normally again? Would this moment always be on their minds whenever we were working together? Would I have to find a new job?

Rachael plunged the toy faster. She had a hand on my hip, and now her fingernails were digging into my skin as if she needed the extra support while she fucked me with that long toy. I groaned. It was a strange feeling: unnatural, but curiously pleasant. A warm tingling was growing between my legs, not even close to where the object was rubbing. I could feel a hot sensation in the tip of my cock. I didn’t like it at all—but at the same time, I was starting to like it.

A whimper escaped my lips without warning. Now I was starting to worry that I was going to break character by accident. I was no longer worried about my cock suddenly growing or the billionaire suddenly noticing the slight bulge of my Adam’s apple; no—now I was worried that I would suddenly scream out some profane word in my natural voice, ruining everything.

Rachael thrusted faster, making my nerves tingle all over. I clenched and groaned and tried once more to squirm. I wanted to grab my cock and squeeze it. That tingling sensation needed to be satisfied, and the only way I could think to satisfy it was by clenching it to stop it—but I couldn’t move my hands. “Oh God,” I groaned—thankfully in my feminine voice.

Then I felt something warm running down my leg. I opened my eyes and saw warm fluid trickling down from my panties. There was a big wet spot where the tip of my cock was concealed. Was I pissing myself?

The billionaire clapped and said, “Amazing! What a show!” The small puddle grew on the ground as horrible humiliation filled every part of my body. Now I had another line to add to my list of embarrassments for the night: cross-dressing, sodomy, and peeing myself. How could this night get any worse?

Well—I had one idea, which involved getting caught and being denied a lot of money.

I heard a masculine groan across the room. I had no idea who it belonged to. Then the billionaire asked, “Are you already ready? That was fast. Well don’t just stand here and make a mess. Get over there!” I had no idea who he was talking to, but I heard the approaching footsteps. Then I heard the flick of a switch and I started spinning. Rachael stepped back, pulling that toy out from my ass. I kept spinning until I was upside down. Blood was now rushing back into my head in an uncomfortable way.

“I’m so sorry,” I heard Marko say. I wanted to ask why, but I didn’t have to. A second later, warm goo was splashing into my face. I shut my mouth and tried to wince away. He was coming on my face. It must have been a quiet command from the billionaire while I was being fucked in the ass.

The cumshot seemed endless. Apparently Marko had a lot of semen stored up in his body—and now it was dripping down my face and into the hair of my wig. I was just happy the wig wasn’t falling off.

“Put some in her mouth,” the billionaire said. I felt the fingers wiping the cum off of my forehead, and then those same fingers pressed up to my lips. Reluctantly, I opened my mouth and got a salty taste of Marko’s hot cum.

The billionaire clapped again. “Isn’t this so much fun?” he asked. “What time is it? Only four? We still have so much time left! Go and have a drink while I prepare the next room. Please be careful helping Hailey down from that wall. Those straps were very expensive: Italian leather.”

By the time they had my blindfold off, the billionaire was gone—and I desperately needed another drink.


CHAPTER VI

No one said anything to me as I took a seat at the bar. No one would even look at me, and maybe that was for the best. I downed the first drink that was slid towards me, without even sniffing to see what it was. It was definitely some sort of strong rye. It was only a few seconds later when another was slid my way. The alcohol from earlier was already wearing off, so the top up was welcomed.

My bum was starting to feel sore. But worse than the tickling paid between my butt cheeks was the empty feeling inside of me. Something had been stretched out down there and now it felt like something was missing. I kept adjusting my panties, making sure the thin strip of fabric was covering my embarrassingly stretched out anus.

But we were all embarrassed; I certainly wasn’t the only one. I still felt bad for Rachael, and I felt really bad for Ken and Marko, who had to suck each other’s cocks. But it was over—at least for now. And how much more could the billionaire really have in store for us?

“What time is it?” Ken asked.

Rachael checked the time on her skinny wristwatch. “It’s almost 5:00 AM—almost time to call in sick for work.”

“How long do we have to stay here for? Haven’t we done enough?” Ken said without looking at anyone in particular. We all sat in silence. No one had an answer for him. The question wasn’t unique to him. We all wanted to ask it, and I’m sure he even knew it was pointless to ask.

“It’s not right,” Marko said with a strangely defeated voice. “He shouldn’t be able to do this. It’s just… wrong.”

We all looked over at Marko. “It’s not like he’s forcing us to do it,” Ken said. “Technically, we can leave whenever we want.”

“No we can’t,” Marko said, looking up from his lap. “Don’t you see? He was clever in picking a group of us. He knows that money isn’t enough to make a person go to such humiliating extremes. He knew that there would be no turning back after that first little game up on that bed. He knows none of us want to let each other down. He knows what he’s doing. And I have a feeling he’s not going to stop, and we won’t see that money, because one of us will break before he’s ready to pay up.”

It was a chilling thought. I couldn’t help but remember what the billionaire said in the bar, about the deal being broken if just one of us broke the rules: no money for anyone. And it was starting to seem like he was trying to see how far we would go, so that no one got a morsel of money. Maybe he didn’t really have a spare million bucks lying around the house, in cash. Maybe he was just a poser. Maybe we were all humiliating ourselves for nothing. He showed us that one wad of money, but he never showed us anything else.

His footsteps were approaching. We all turned and looked back at the swirling staircase as he came down. He stopped at the bottom of the stairs with a big smile. “The room is ready. Follow me now.” But no one got up to follow him. Marko’s words were still resonating in the room, still settling in our heads. Was he right? Was this all pointless?

“Show us the money,” Ken said suddenly.

“Excuse me?” the billionaire said.

“The money—the million dollars. Before we go on, we want to see that the money is real.”

There was a long silence in the room. The billionaire’s eyes were wide, as if he’d been caught. Was he a billionaire? Was this house even his, or was he just some drifted who found a fancy house while the owner was on vacation? Who was this man? He never even gave us his name!

“The money? What difference does it make if you see it or not?” he asked.

We were all silent: the same anxiety fluttering through all of us. Had we been played? Did Ken suck Marko’s cock for nothing? Did Rachael take Ken’s dick for nothing? Did I get sodomized and splattered for nothing?

“Fine,” the man said. “You want to see the money? Then follow me.” He went up a different staircase. This time, no one hesitated. We all trailed him closely, wanting to see the money—up close, to ensure it was real and not counterfeit—and not just a number on a computer screen in some bank account. I certainly wasn’t prepared to wait for him to liquidate assets in order to pay us.

He brought us to a small broom closet and then he pulled out a wooden panel to reveal a safe. He spun the little dial, back and forth, until the safe opened. Then he stepped back, showing us a mountain of money. It was impossible to know how much cash was there, but there was certainly a lot. He grabbed a random wad and held it out. “Look real enough for you?” It did look real, though Benny wasn’t there to confirm it. Ken took the wad gently and flipped through it.

“Why do you have so much money?” he asked.

“That’s none of your business. Now if you don’t get over to that room with me, you’re going to get none of it.” The billionaire snatched the money wad from Ken and thrusted it back into the safe. He slammed the safe shut and spun the dial. His face was red. Was he embarrassed? Did our lack of faith in him rattle his confidence? Did he not like being questioned?

We were all silent as we followed him to the next room.

Up the stairs we went, down the hall we went, up another set of stairs we went, and then we were in the biggest room yet, with tall ceilings and thick pillars every forty feet. It looked a bit like a dungeon, and it seemed very out of place in that contemporary mansion.

“This is going to be so much fun,” the billionaire said with a grin, rubbing his hands together.


CHAPTER VII

The billionaire hit a series of buttons, making a series of panels flip out. Then he walked down, inspecting the huge selection of sex toys that were now at his disposal. He put his hands behind his back as he walked, even though he surely knew exactly what he owned. He was putting on a show, letting the suspense settle in, to make the game just a little bit more fun for him. And it was in that moment that I knew Marko was right: he was going to keep pushing us until we broke, so he wouldn’t have to pay a dime—so he could say, ‘Rules are rules,’ and send us on our way with nothing.

He stopped at a thick dildo—nearly as thick as my wrist. He took it off the wall. It was black and veiny and terrifying. He turned to us and said, “Hailey, why don’t you hold this for me?”

I walked over and took the giant dildo. I could hardly wrap my fingers around the intense girth. I couldn’t possibly imagine fitting it into my asshole.

“You took that last dildo in your ass, now it’s your turn to dish it out,” he said with a chuckle. Then he turned to the rest of the group. “Volunteers?”

Of course the room was silent. All of the eyes were wide. Then the billionaire pointed at Ken. “Okay, Ken. Take off your pants, get on your hands and knees, and let Hailey work her magic.”

Ken didn’t move. It was probably the reaction the billionaire was hoping for. He knew that none of the boys would allow such a massive object into their ass. He was probably hoping to put an end to the night so he could go to bed without losing a single dollar.

“You aren’t backing down, are you, Ken?” the billionaire asked, looking unsurprisingly excited. My stomach turned. So this was it? After so much humiliation, we were all going to leave with nothing? Was I happy that it wouldn’t be my fault? Was I angry with Ken? No—of course not. It was inevitably going to be someone, so what difference did it make if it was Ken or me or someone else?

Then, Ken stepped forward. He pulled off his shirt and then he bent over to pull down his pants. The billionaire’s eyes widened with shock. Apparently he was going to have to try harder to get us all to fold.

I couldn’t believe Ken. Was he really going to take the massive dildo? Was he prepared to have his ass stretched? He walked over to us with his hand over his cock. He stared into the billionaire’s eyes for a moment, and then he sunk to the ground, onto his hands and knees. Now I was the one hesitating.

“Well, Hailey? Go ahead,” the billionaire said.

So I sunk down to my knees behind Ken. I looked down at his firm ass. Then I lowered the dildo down, pushing the tip up between his cheeks. It didn’t even seem possible. I looked up at the billionaire. “Do you have lube?”

He grabbed a bottle from one of his opened panels. “Here,” he said. I squirted half the bottle onto the giant fake cock. Then I took a deep breath. “Sorry, Ken,” I said.

“It’s fine. Just do it.”

I began to twist and push, trying to squeeze it inside of him without hurting too badly. He groaned, but he didn’t move. I watched his bum hole clench, but he managed to relax after a moment. I just needed to get that first inch in, and then the rest would be easy. So I kept pushing, and he kept groaning.

Then suddenly, the toy penetrated. It sunk in a full three inches before I was able to squeeze it in place, to give Ken a moment to relax. He groaned loudly. It probably hurt, but he was taking it like a champ. “It’s okay,” I whispered. “That’s the worst part done.” I carefully twisted it, pushing it further. His legs trembled and his head fell down as his neck muscles gave out—but he remained in position, for the sake of the team.

I pushed and pushed and pushed until the thing was entirely inside of him. Then I gave him another moment before thrusting it back and forth.

“I think Ken likes it,” the billionaire laughed. “Maybe we should put some lipstick and a wig one him, and see what else he’ll do.” He was obviously trying to get under Ken’s skin, but it wasn’t working. Ken was apparently bulletproof—or maybe he was just too distracted by the massive dildo in his ass to even hear the billionaire speaking.

I kept plunging, faster and faster, hoping the billionaire would grow bored and call the whole game quits.

“Oh my God! Look at that! He really does like it!” the billionaire said. And it took me a moment before I noticed him looking at Ken’s cock, which was now erect and throbbing between his legs. “Keep going, Hailey. Don’t stop until he comes!”

I kept plunging and Ken kept moaning. Did he like it? Was this possibly not the first time he’s taken it from behind? Or was this him discovering that it could feel good to get rammed in the asshole?

“Faster, Hailey! Fuck him faster!”

My arm was getting sore, but I kept plunging. The lube was squishing and squashing loudly with each penetration. But Ken really did seem to like it. He was moaning now, trembling all over. I’d never seen a cock so erect before! And I’d never seen what I saw next either…

He came. Cum blasted out from his cock, shooting across the floor with loud splats. I pulled the dildo out and tossed it aside. Then I grabbed Ken’s cock and squeezed it, to make sure the cumshot felt nice—though I’m not sure why I did it. It was the strangest urge, but he seemed to appreciate it, and I kind of liked the way his dick felt as it throbbed and squirted jizz.

The billionaire clapped. “Rachael, come over here and lick the cum up with Hailey!”

Ken stood up and walked away with dark embarrassment on his face. Then, Rachael and I got on our hands and knees and licked the warm cum off of the cool, clean floor. I kept my eyes closed with each lick, feeling more humiliated than ever before. On the bright side, I couldn’t imagine a more humiliating scenario—so maybe we could get through the billionaire’s games without folding. Maybe we could make that money. What could he possibly have in store for us that was more embarrassing than licking cum off of the floor like a couple of starving dogs?


CHAPTER VIII

Now the billionaire was facing his wall of toys, scratching his chin while he tried to think of a way to get us all to fold—or even just one of us. There wasn’t much he hadn’t tried. He surely thought that the boys would cave when he told them to sixty-nine, but that didn’t work. He probably assumed Ken would walk away when shown that big black dildo, but that didn’t happen either. But it was clear that he wanted to keep his money. The sun was already starting to come up and he couldn’t keep this nonsense going forever.

Then he froze. The room became somehow more silent, and then he turned around slowly. His gaze moved from the boys to Rachael and then it landed on me, where it stayed. His eyes seemed to glow as his lips curled into a slight smile. And I felt like I could read that smile. It seemed to say, ‘If I have to pay you, I may as well get something out of it.’ And I was right: that’s exactly what he was thinking.

“Suck my cock,” he said. And his gaze was still on me.

“W—What?” I managed to say.

“Come and suck my cock. You’ll have five minutes to get me off with your mouth. If you can’t do it, then it’s game over.”

My heart stammered, then Ken jumped forward. “That’s not fair! You can’t just change the rules on us now!”

“It’s my money, I can do whatever I want,” he said with a smug smile.

“Bullshit!”

“Open your mouth again and you all go home with nothing,” he snapped, narrowing his eyes. Then he looked back at me. “Well?” he said. “Are you going to suck me off or no? You’ve got five minutes—starting now.” He reached down and pressed a button on his watch. My heart stuttered again. I knew I didn’t have time to hesitate. My stomach groaned and then I hopped forward, looking back at my friends for only a split second.

“Your first ten seconds are already gone,” he said. So I dropped to my knees and reached for his belt with my trembling hands. I didn’t want to suck his cock. I didn’t want to taste his come, even though I had a feeling I wouldn’t be able to get him off. But I had to try. I had to do it for my friends. Though even if I got him off, he would probably come up with a new challenge and a new set of rules to keep the game going, until he was the winning and we were the losers.

I unzipped his fly, and then I tugged down his pants. I nearly grabbed his long cock, just to bring it to my lips, and then I paused. I’m sure he would count that as using my hands. So I leaned in with closed eyes and found the tip of his flaccid cock with my open mouth. It was thick and long. He had no pubic hair—not even a touch of stubble, as if he’d been waxed that same day. His shaft was warm, but at least it smelled clean, with no awkward taste. I started sucking, using the tip of my tongue to stimulate his tip. I didn’t have long, and he wasn’t even erect yet. I bobbed my head quickly.

“Rub your clit,” he said.

I didn’t waste a second. I reached down and started rubbing between my legs. He had no idea I was just rubbing my folded back cock—but if that’s what he wanted, that’s what he got.

I kept bobbing my head. He was getting hard. His cock was starting to lift up, pointing out. It was only a minute before his shaft was pressing against the roof of my mouth. But a minute is a long time when you only have five. I pressed my lips harder around his girth and I bobbed my head faster, using my tongue to tickle his tip constantly. Saliva ran down my cheeks and dripped off of my chin. But I wasn’t about to stop—not even to wipe my face. I didn’t have any time to kill. I was already mad at myself for wasting the first twenty seconds of my five minutes.

He moaned. I knew I was doing something right. But I had no idea if I was doing it fast enough. I didn’t want this to be for nothing. I didn’t want to make him come and then find out I was a minute late. I was already angry with myself for taking so long. A professional cocksucker probably would have gotten him off already.

There was a tingling between my legs. Apparently I was rubbing too hard, because now my cock was started to become erect. I tried to push it down, so it wouldn’t sneak out into view, but I was getting hard fast. So I stopped rubbing and just held my hand down between my legs, to keep everything in place.

But he noticed. “Don’t stop rubbing. Make yourself squirt like you did before,” he said.

He was so naïve—and I was so screwed. I knew that I would get a full-blown hard-on if I kept rubbing—but what other choice did I have? I kept massaging my shaft while I sucked him. I gagged slightly as his tip pressed into my throat. I tried to mash his tip hard against the roof of my mouth, to create the most stimulation possible. But he just wasn’t coming.

Though he was groaning. His legs were trembling. I was getting closer—but was it fast enough? Was I out of time? Would he tell me when the five minutes were up?

I looked up with my eyes and saw that his eyes were closed. His head was tilted back. He was moaning loudly. He probably wasn’t even watching his watch. He probably didn’t even know if I’d lost yet. Maybe he just wanted to get off.

Then his watch beeped. I knew my time was up, and there was no cum in my mouth. So I spat his erection out, wiping my face with my bare forearm. He looked down at me with intense eyes. “Why did you stop? Don’t stop. I’m almost done!”

“Your watch beeped,” I said softly. “My time is up.”

He looked at his watch and hesitated for a moment. Then he looked down at my body. “I’ll give you a chance to redeem yourself—take off your panties. Let me come in your pussy.” He was breathing heavily, desperate to keep the pleasure going.

I remained still. Then I shook my head. “I—I can’t,” I said.

“Why not? Take off your fucking panties or you get nothing!”

I closed my eyes. Then I stood up and pulled down my panties, letting my erection flip up. His face became white and he stumbled back. “What the fuck is that?” he said.

“I’m sorry,” I said to my friends behind me, without looking back.

“It’s not your fault,” Rachael said.

“You’re a—a dude?” the billionaire said.

I nodded my head.

Then he was silent for another long moment. He slowly sat himself down on the ground, as if his legs were about to give out on him. He stared down at his own erection, which was created by another man. Then he looked up at me with those forlorn eyes. “Sit on my cock. Let me come in your asshole. And don’t you dare tell anyone about this.”

I looked down at him. “Will you still pay us?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I haven’t decided yet. But if you want any chance at all, you’ll do it. And face me—don’t face away from me.” His voice was suddenly low and dark—strangely gravelly as if he aged twenty years in five seconds.

I closed my eyes. I didn’t want to sit on his cock, but I didn’t want to screw over my friends. So I carefully sat down on his lap, reaching down to point his cock up towards my hole. It went in with relative ease, only stretching me a little bit, seeing as I was still stretched out from the dildo earlier. “Now bounce,” he said through clenched teeth. He was staring at my erection, eyes glowing. He liked it. He hated that he liked it—but he definitely liked it. He watched it as I bounced. He watched as it went up and down, and then he reached out and gently stroked it, feeling my veins and my swollen tip. He let out a low groan.

And I have to admit, his cock felt nice inside of my asshole. It massaged my anal walls in all the right spots. I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped my lips. And it was only a minute before he started to cum inside of me. I sat down hard on his lap as his warm goo filled my deep cavern. His eyes were closed and his head was tilted back again. It took him a while before he opened those eyes. He looked into my eyes and said, “Stand up and get out of here. Get out of my house.”

“What about the money?” I said, still using my girly voice even though I’d been found out. After that long night, it had become my natural voice.

“You get nothing. You broke the rules: I wanted two boys and two girls. I got three boys. Sorry, but I made that very clear in the bar.” He pulled himself out from underneath me and then he pulled up his pants. I stood up slowly, feeling his hot load rushing down to my gaping asshole.

Then I noticed him looking behind me with wide eyes. “Where did they go? Where are your friends?”

I looked back. They were gone. The billionaire ran out of the room, and I followed him. He ran down the hallway and through his maze of a house to his safe, which was open and empty. I stood twenty paces behind him with cum oozing down my leg. He turned to me with the same look Jack Nicholson had in The Shining. “You’re going to pay for this,” he said. So I started running. I managed to kick off my shoes as I sprinted towards the front door. He was trailing me, sprinting clumsily. Maybe he was drunk or maybe he still had his post-sex legs on. Somehow, I managed to beat him out to his parking pad.

There was a Rolls Royce idling twenty feet from his front door. Rachael was leaning out the passenger window. “Get in! Quick!” she said.

I ran over and dove into the back seat, across the legs of Marko, who helped to pull me in as the car pulled away, door still wide open. We all laughed like giddy children running away from an imaginary monster. Next to Marko was a giant pile of money—easily a few million.

I looked back and watched as the billionaire became a tiny dot in the distance. He was trying to chase the car, hopelessly on foot. I looked forward at Ken, who was in the driver’s seat with white knuckles clutching the steering wheel. He cheered loudly before saying, “We’ll have to dump the car as soon as we get into town—before the police find us.”

“How did you get the money?” I asked.

Ken looked back at me with a grin. “I memorized his safe code, and then I slipped away while you had him… distracted.”

I looked back at the money. We’d just stolen a lot of money—but we stole it from an evil person. Maybe that was wrong, but it certainly didn’t seem any more wrong than taking advantage of four strangers, humiliating them sexually with no plans of actually paying them a dime. Maybe we weren’t his first victims. Maybe many people had gone through that house of humiliation and left empty-handed. Now, he was paying the price.

Marko put his arm over my shoulders and pulled me in close. “You did good, Hailey,” he said. And then he chuckled. “I can’t say I blame the guy for not being able to tell the difference. If I’m going to be honest, you’re actually pretty sexy.”

I looked into his eyes. “You probably couldn’t handle me,” I said before laughing.

The sun was rising over the distant treeline. The billionaire’s games were over. And now, we were all millionaires.

THE END
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