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THE BILLIONAIRES’ PETS


Jake rolls his eyes when his buddy, Brian, asks him to help him program a silly dating app called BUZZ. A few years later, the men sell their app—the most popular dating app ever made—and become billionaires.

But boredom soon befalls the men. It turns out, having all of the cash in the world isn’t very exciting. And having infinite access to the most beautiful women quickly loses its appeal too.

Brian wants excitement, and he finds it by creating a challenge for himself: a challenge which involves trying to turn ordinary young men into a hot trap babes. Jake thinks that his friend has lost his mind, until he sees what Brian is able to accomplish with his billionaire powers.


CHAPTER 1
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Brian came to me in… I think it was 2014. “I have an idea for an app. Want to make it for me?”

“I charge fifty bucks an hour,” I told him, knowing he didn’t have a dime to pay me with.

“How’s about you make it for me, and you get… ten-percent of what I make from the app.”

“Bullshit,” I said, waving him off, knowing that he wasn’t going to make a dime with whatever stupid idea he had in his head. I assumed he wanted to sell t-shirt designs, like everyone else who approached me begging me to make them a website or an app.

“Come on, Jake,” he said. “Fine—you can have… forty-nine percent of the company; just make the app for me.”
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“Not happening,” I said—but then he told me the idea. At first, I was only half-listening… and then, he mentioned a few intriguing details. I perked up; it was a spin on social media and dating that I’d never thought of before. “So it just…”

“Vibrates,” he said, smiling, eyes beaming.

“But not a notification… just a vibration?”

“Is that possible?” he asked.
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I thought about it. “I think it’s possible… Nobody’s ever done anything like that, because usually you want a notification to drive traffic to your app, for ad revenue… but this is just…”

“A vibration.”

Okay, so maybe he had a good idea. We started talking about the details. After a couple of hours, we were huddled around my laptop, creating a mock version of his app; it was a simple idea: you fill in your dating profile, answer some generic dating questions (about what you want in a partner, and so on), and then, when you’re in a room with someone who matches your criteria (who also has the app), it buzzes.

And it makes you wonder: was the buzz just one of those ‘phantom buzzes’ that everyone feels from time to time? Or am I in the room with my future spouse? There’s no way to check; no flashy screen that says, ‘You made a match!’ There’s just that little hint, that little buzz to wake you up.

“It’s not really online dating,” he said to me. “You still have to go out and you still have to talk to the person in real life. There’s no ‘DM’ feature.”

“It’s just a buzz,” I said, nodding my head slowly.

It was four days later when a barebones version of the app went live. The motto of the app was simple: ‘Set it, and forget it.’ Once you fill out all of the questions in the app, you don’t look at the app again. You can’t search for partners. It doesn’t ‘recommend’ potential lovers. You just fill it out, and wait for your phone to buzz you.

Two weeks later, someone posted about the app in a popular Subreddit. A month after that, the local news ran a story on it. The news segment went viral after the news reporter downloaded the app on air to test it out, and then buzzed right away before the cameraman revealed that his phone also buzzed—and the story went viral because the pair posted online that they’d started dating, and had even become engaged.
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Suddenly, everyone was downloading the app. “It’s the dating app that’s getting people to head outside!” announced one fascinated reporter. “And it’s taking the world by storm!”

We had to constantly rework our matching algorithm. The more popular the app became, the more phones were buzzing—and the goal was for it to only buzz if the match was truly a match. The more we reworked the algorithm, the more we heard stories of people finding their soulmates. We started getting mail from people—and even wedding invitations.
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We did this all out of my dim studio apartment, until we made the decision to make the app cost one-dollar per month (there was a free version that would only buzz once per month at most). Within a week, we had 1.5 million dollars.

We leased a whole floor of a downtown office and hired two programmers; their job was to constantly hone the algorithm; we wanted it to be the best dating algorithm ever. And it was getting better by the day.

We hired a social media guy—and then a second to keep up with the workload. We hired an accountant, and then a lawyer who was always on staff. We hired a couple of media guys to create marketing content. We had to create an HR department, though we kept that to a single person, and made sure not to hire a total Karen who would kill the vibe.
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By the end of our first year, we had earned 105 million dollars. Our app was in the top 3 dating apps, and closing in on that number-one spot.

As the second year began, Brian and I could hardly recognize our lives anymore. What started in that dimly lit apartment had catapulted us to the top echelons of the tech world. Every day brought a new interview request or a feature in a major publication. We were on the covers of tech magazines and even got a spot on a late-night talk show, where we jokingly demonstrated the app's buzz by having the host and a celebrity guest pretend to match.
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The success, while exhilarating, also came with its challenges. The expectations were mounting. Every bug in the system or a hiccup in the algorithm led to a cascade of emails and customer complaints. It became clear that while we had an incredible concept, we needed a sturdy infrastructure to maintain the quality of our service. We expanded our team further, bringing in top-tier engineers and UX designers to ensure a seamless user experience. Brian, with his eternal optimism, kept the team's morale high, while I, with my tech background, ensured that our tech was always cutting edge.

The money, of course, changed things. It wasn't just about leasing a floor in a downtown office anymore. We bought the whole building. Investors began reaching out, and suddenly we found ourselves navigating the waters of venture capitalism and potential buyouts. While the offers were tempting, we declined most, wanting to keep our creation true to its roots. But we did strategically partner with a few entities, ensuring our global reach expanded even more rapidly.

The buzz (pun intended) around our app was also leading to new opportunities. We were approached for movie deals, documentary features, and even toy companies wanted a piece of the action.

It was March 2023 when Brian showed me a pair of tickets to Mexico. “Spring Break,” he smiled. “I booked us out an entire wing at the resort.”

“Do we have time to go on vacation?” I asked.

“It’s just for a few days. We’ll take my jet down; if we need to rip back, my pilot will be on standby.” That sentence would have sounded so surreal a couple of years earlier, but now, it didn’t seem unusual at all; I had my own jet and pilot too. When you’re flying two or three times per week, heading to important international meetings, you don’t want to waste a ton of time waiting around in airports, sitting for hours while stewardesses help hopeless travellers to their seats. On my jet, I had an office, connected to the internet; I could keep working between meetings. And it was a tax write-off.

Besides, my jet was modest compared to Brian’s jet; he just couldn’t help himself when we showed up at that private jet store: a huge hangar filled with expensive jets. I took the small jet that could fly twenty-four people; Brian bought one that could fly one-hundred. It had an office, three bedrooms, a bar, and an indoor digital driving range where he could work on his swing for golf season (which is every season when you have a jet and can go anywhere in the world).

At that Mexican resort, we were like gods. Word of who were were got around fast. Girls quickly learned that we were both single. It was a surreal experience at first, having beautiful girls—sometimes literally—begging for sex.
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We got the most beautiful women: literal models. We were invited to parties with the upper end of the upper class. It was totally usual to be at a party with two or three Victoria’s Secret models.

I’m not explaining this just to brag to you; I’m not trying to mash my amazing life into your face, because, very quickly, it wasn’t so amazing. You may find this hard to believe, but our ultra-rich lifestyle became ultra-tedious very quickly—and that’s precisely what Brian wanted to talk to me about at that Mexican resort, a few hours before we were due to head back home, to oversee our massive tech empire.

“I’m over it,” Brian said.

“Over what?”

“Having all this cash and not being able to do anything with it.”

“What do you mean?” I said, narrowing my gaze. “You have a plane with a driving range in it. How can you say that you don’t get to do anything with your cash?”

“We’re so fucking busy all the time,” he said. “I want to go and travel the world—and not just for meetings. I want to be able to stay in one place for a while. I want to enjoy that house I just bought.”

“Which house? The one in Miami or the one in Hawaii?”

“Both,” he said. “I’ve owned both for three months and I haven’t spent more than four days at either.”

They were the problems of a ridiculously wealthy man. Most people would roll their eyes hearing such a ‘complaint’, but I could understand where he was coming from. The endless meetings were tiring. Yes, flying on a private jet was much better than flying on a commercial airliner, but it was still tedious in its own right; I didn’t like flying, and I was sick of going to meeting after meeting.

“I thought we would just make the app and it would be passive income,” Brian said. “This isn’t passive. I worked seventy hours last week.”
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There was another problem with that lifestyle that we’d both faced, but were too shy to broach: relationships. We’d both ‘tried’ to have relationships. In fact, Brian had gotten married a few months after we made it big: married to a model from California. He found out a few months after marrying her that she’d been cheating on him with multiple different men. He tried to have the marriage annulled, but the judge wouldn’t allow it—even after Brian put fifty million into paying a huge team of lawyers to make it happen.

I tried to have a serious relationship with a girl—a Playboy cover model who was very sweet, until I had to leave for five days on a business trip. While I was gone, she went ahead and used my credit card (I told her to use it however she wanted) to buy herself fake breasts and butt implants. I stayed with her, even though I wasn’t thrilled with her transformation. But on my next trip, she spent over a million dollars on fur coats. I broke up with her, and then I started to wonder if I would ever be able to be with a girl who wanted me for me, and not just for my money.
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And maybe the solution to that problem was to leave the company behind, to stop appearing on TV, in magazines, and to quietly become a nobody. It would take a good decade to truly slip into the crowd… It was something I thought about a lot.

“What are you suggesting?” I said.

“We sell the company,” he said. “We sell while we’re popular.”

“You’re nuts. You want to sell it all?”

He nodded his head. “That’s what the Twitter guy did. Now he’s a comfortable billionaire—probably living on a private yacht somewhere. I want to do that. I want to just have my money and enjoy it. I talked to a guy who facilitates major company sales. He valued us around 6 billion.”

My heart skipped a beat: 6 billion dollars is a lot of cash—about 3 billion each.

Now, I had over one-hundred million in my bank account: cash, not including assets like properties, cars, and so on. The vast majority of my net worth was in our app… and maybe Brian was right; maybe it was time to turn that hypothetical value into a real chunk of money. Maybe it was time to leave it behind.

“You really want to sell the company?” I asked.

“I do.”

I bit my tongue. “I’m just not ready for it.”

“Well, then you’re going to hate me. I already listed the company. When we get back home, we have offers to look at.”

“What!?” I snapped. “But—But you didn’t even ask me.”

“I assumed you would be on board,” he said, blushing—and grinning, as if this wasn’t that big of a deal. “Don’t you want to retire?”

“You can’t make decisions like this without me!”

“Actually, I can. I own fifty-one percent of the company. I have complete decision-making power. It’s not like I’m fucking you over, Jake. You’re going to walk away from this with three-billion dollars. That’s more than I’m going to walk away with.” It took me a moment to realize that, in his divorce settlement, he’d agreed to pay his ex-wife out one-third of his earnings. I tried to explain to him that he wouldn’t have to pay his ex-wife a piece of our sale if there was no sale. “If the money is locked in the company, it’s essentially yours to do what you want with. If we sell, we have to pay capitol gains tax, and you have to pay your ex-wife.”

He smiled, as if I was telling him good news.

“You’ll barely be a billionaire,” I told him—and it was true. Capitol gains would take about a third of the sale. His ex-wife would take another third, leaving him with about 1.1 billion—assuming we got a minimum 6-billion-dollar deal.

But he was still smiling. “If we sell the company, and I pay her out, then I no longer have to pay her anything. As long as I’m not earning money, there’s no alimony.”

“Is that what this is about? Cutting her out of your life?” I asked.

“It’s a part of it,” he said.

“You’ll still have to pay her interest on investments.”

“I’ll sell it all,” he said. “I’ll live off of cash.”

“You’ve lost your mind.”

“Maybe.”
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We argued for hours, but there was no persuading him out of this. The billion-dollar company we’d created together was on the market. I thought about getting lawyers to stop this, but I knew that he had the legal right to do this; maybe I could slow a deal down, but the sale was inevitable; he explained to me that I could remain on the company’s board, making a good ten-million per year, but the company would no longer be mine. And maybe it never was really mine; maybe it was always Brian’s company, and I was just a stepping stone along the way.


CHAPTER 2
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Adeal was made four days later, finalized with three dozen lawyers present and six accountants. There were hundreds of documents to sign to finalize the deal. I had to fight the urge to cry when I saw the beaming eyes of the men buying our company: corporate guys wearing suits, with slicked back hair plugs. They were fat, unshapely men, drooling at the thought of completely changing the spirit of our app. I was in the lobby when I heard them rumbling about putting ads into the interface. I heard them talking about making people pay one-dollar per buzz. I heard them discussing adding a feature where you could send DMs and search users; they didn’t understand the simplistic appeal of the app—or the mysterious fun of a simple buzz without any further context.
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They were going to kill our baby… but I was walking out of that office with a certified cheque, written to the sum of 3.6 billion dollars. I looked up from the cheque to the men who now owned my app.
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I was officially a billionaire—probably richer than them, at least in terms of liquified assets. In fact, I was one of the forty richest men in the country. I was richer than the dude who made PAW Patrol (I was four spots ahead of him on Forbes’ list of richest Canadians).

News of the sales hit the web fast. My face was on every major news app. It was a surreal month, with a lot of familiar press; I was asked to appear on television. I was interviewing with reporters every day. My email inbox filled faster than I could reply. My phone was constantly ringing.

And then, suddenly, it all stopped. Antoine Mitchell sold his shares in the country’s biggest pharmaceutical company, and he came the talk of the country—and that news coincided with news of a new dating app overtaking ours. The value of Buzz had dropped by 40% in just one month—probably because they introduced that ridiculous DM feature, where you could message the person you buzz with.

Suddenly, my inbox was empty. I didn’t have any meetings or interviews to go to.
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For the first time in almost half a decade, I felt like… nobody. I was no longer receiving invites to attend socialite parties in New York City. I was no longer being asked to interview for Playboy Magazine. I would still get the occasional invite to some local party, where young women were hoping to mingle with rich guys.

But those parties weren’t like what I was used to attending. These weren’t business-related outings; I wasn’t there to meet with potential investors or clients. Those weren’t marketing opportunities; they were strangely sad and desperate. The women were all totally one-dimensional: without achievements, without accolades, without education—fully invested in themselves, physically, and hoping to find a man who would support them and their careless lifestyles. And the men were just as desperate: older, divorced, out of touch, just wanting a pretty woman as an accessory in their life.

Okay, so I took a number of girls home. I had my way with many of them—and most of them were down to do whatever I wanted to do. Their desperation was painfully obvious. They reduced themselves to cheap whores, telling me that they would please me however I wanted and whenever I wanted, as long as I flipped the bill for their lifestyle. They all reminded me of my own ex, who used my cash to buy herself furs and fake tits.
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I would become ruthlessly jealous when I saw couples on the street—even ones who emerged from city transit or rundown, rusty sedans. I would see them holding hands, and then my heart would ache. I was increasingly convinced that I would never have anything like it in my life. I was doomed to being lonely, even if I settled for one of those bimbo socialites, paid for her lavish lifestyle, and so on. She would never love me, and maybe I would never love her. I suppose if I was going to be lonely, I would be better off lonely with a beautiful woman next to me…
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Fucking them was fun; they really would let me do anything, though I knew that I had to be careful; I knew that they were sharks, looking for meat. I knew they would lie given the opportunity. Sometimes girls would ask me to choke them, and I would never do it, knowing it could leave the slightest red mark around their throats. I never pumped them too hard, worried I might leave them with even a slight amount of ‘tearing’. If I gave one girl an opportunity to run to the police and declare that I’d raped her—she would be taking a chunk of my money with her, and an even bigger chunk of my reputation.

But still, I had my fun: girls who were down to do anal, girls who would bring their friends over for threesomes, foursomes, and fivesomes. Girls went to raunchy extremes to try to impress me; a pair of chicks sat me down and had me watch them piss on each other. Another girl chained herself to my bed and told me to feed her and fuck her, and she insisted on staying there for three straight days. “I just want to be your slave,” she told me. Of course, I filmed her before we did anything, consenting to it all and explaining exactly what was to be expected. In case you’re wondering, she had a bed pan, which I had to change, which was a bit of a mood-kill—and I wasn’t exactly turned on by the idea of having a sex slave… but it was interesting to try it out.
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Any fantasy that came to my mind was played out without hesitation; I could get any costume in minutes. I was a nerd, so I had fun fucking Lara Croft lookalikes, Mercy cosplayers, and a slew of girls in League of Legends costumes.
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But, after a year of casual sex, it all started becoming repetitive… and even sometimes boring. Of course, orgasms still felt good, but the casualness of it all just made it feel so… cold, and pointless. The girls looked somewhat different from one another, but they were all basically the same once sex started. They would all talk dirty with the same phrases. They all wanted to call me ‘Daddy’. They all smelled like fruity vodka. They would all pee a little bit during orgasm.
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And most of them would ask for money in awkward ways before leaving. “So, like, buying a car is like… pennies to you, right?” one girl said.

“If you have a billion dollars… isn’t that, like, a million millions? Can I just have one million? I’ll come over once a week to suck your dick.”

Most men would fantasize about it, but the reality was so cold and lonely. These girls just wanted my money. And now, I was starting to feel desperate. I started looking into online dating, which seemed somehow so embarrassing, as the creator of one of the world’s most popular dating apps. The app I ended up downloaded was an app that had been borderline plagiarized, called Classic Buzz. It was designed just like the original Buzz, with no DM option or user search feature. It did, however, have ads, and the interface was slightly different—probably to avoid legal issues. I filled out their questionnaires: set it, and then I tried to forget it.

But nothing came of it; my phone never buzzed, and I assumed that the app’s algorithm was cheap or glitched—or maybe it never worked at all, and they were just cashing in on people desperate to recreate that classic Buzz experience.

The boredom got worse by the day. I lost my motivation to go out to meet girls. After a while, I lost the motivation to even pick up my phone to message booty calls—mostly because they would always look at me with a pathetic look when I was finished with them—half-expecting me to hand them cash, half-expecting me to make them some sort of offer, then a look of disappointment when they realized that it was just sex.

I was disappointed with the billionaire experience. Somehow, being rich just made sex… lifeless and boring. And without the excitement of sex, it seemed like there was nothing to look forward to.

It was a sunny August afternoon when I heard from Brian for the first time in almost six months. “I’m so fucking bored,” he wrote to me in a text message.

“Same,” I said.
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“We need to make another business,” he said.

I perked up. I didn’t even care what he had to pitch to me; he could have told me we were going to open up a cell-phone repair shop at the mall; I was down to do anything.

“Fly to me,” he said. “We’ll have coffee.”

It felt strange, calling up the pilot agency to see if there was a pilot free to fly my jet, which hadn’t moved in over a year. I no longer had a personal pilot on staff, for obvious reasons. “We can have a pilot at your plane in thirty minutes, Mr. Thompson.” It all felt so silly, spending tens of thousands of dollars to fly two hours to have coffee—but in a lot of ways, it was just like old times. We often flew on private jets to meet investors for coffee, and sometimes they just wanted to shoot the shit.

My heart was racing with excitement, waiting to hear what Brian had in his mind. He certainly didn’t need me for this project. Since we’d gone into business together, we’d both met master programmers and genius app developers. I really didn’t have much to offer Brian that he couldn’t easily get with a simple phone call—but he wanted to do this with me—whatever it was.
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This project wasn’t about getting rich; we probably weren’t going to be creating the next Buzz, or even something worth ten-million. But to me, it was worth more than ten-million—and maybe even more than one-hundred million. Assuming Brian was on the same page as me, he had one goal in mind here: to bring a bit of interest back into our lives.


CHAPTER 3
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He wanted to meet me at a cafe, and not just at his mansion, which would have been more private (and probably with better coffee). He wasn’t even sitting at a good table—not like the old Brian, who would have paid the cafe owner to have the place totally vacated before his entrance. It was a stuffy cafe—the exact kind of place we would have met to discuss the early details of Buzz.
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He wasn’t even dressed like a rich guy; he was wearing some old clothes, looking like pre-Buzz Brian, and maybe that was what he wanted: to blend in, so nobody would know that he was a billionaire. That’s how I usually went out too. But now, I was dressed in a suit and expensive shoes; I wished he would have told me to show up casually, but a part of me wanted to relive being a CEO of a billion-dollar company. I loosened my tie a bit and undid the top button, so I wouldn’t look too corporate.
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“Did I step into a Time Machine?” I asked as I walked up to the table.

“Jake!” he roared, and then he jumped to his feet and gave me a hug. “Oh, I’ve missed you, buddy. It’s so good to see you. Sit down. Come on—tell me everything. What’s new with you? Married? No—you would have invited me to the wedding, right?”

I smiled. We hadn’t been in touch much. We didn’t part on the best terms; when he sold the company, I was angry with him, but I kept that anger inside of me. And Brian hadn’t reached out to me, so I assumed that he’d gone off to travel, or to pursue one of the passion projects he always talked about pursuing. He wanted to direct movies. He wanted to play in a rock band. He wanted to trek into the Amazon to search for lost ruins.

I was shocked when he told me that he hadn’t been doing anything. He travelled for a few months after we sold the company, and quickly realized that he hated travelling. Then, he went to Brazil and spent a day with a crew in the Amazon before realizing that the humidity and the bugs were too much to handle. He tried to start a rock band but failed to write a single song. “I guess ideas have always been more my thing,” he said. “I’m an idea guy.”

“Well,” I said. “For what it’s worth, I still think that Buzz was one of the greatest ideas. I mean—you literally revolutionized dating.”

“Nobody uses Buzz anymore,” he said, looking suddenly heartbroken.

“No,” I said. “But millions of people are using Classic Buzz, or whatever it’s called.”

“The knockoff? I heard that the new Buzz CEO has spent the past six months trying to get it taken off of the App Store.”

I smiled. “He can’t. There’s no copyright infringement; the algorithm is slightly different, the layout is different enough, and it’s not called Buzz; it’s called Classic Buzz.”

“Why do you look so happy about it?” he asked, as if I was attacking his baby.

“Because it’s more like what we created together,” I said. “And its success is proof that we knew what we were doing.”

He chuckled. “You’re on it, aren’t you?”

I blushed. “No, that’s not for me.”

“But you’re still single?”

“I guess dating isn’t high on my priority list,” I lied. I didn’t want to admit that being a billionaire had ruined sex and romance for me. “Let’s cut the small talk. Why did I just hire a pilot to fly me here?”

“Don’t you ever just want to chat with an old friend?” he asked with a grin. I could tell he had an idea in his head.

“Out with it!”

“We should start another company.”

“Doing what?” I said, leaning in, unable to hide my smile. Like I said before: it didn’t matter what he said—I was in.

“Anything.”

“I’m down.”

He laughed. “What if I said, producing gay porn?”

I thought for a moment. “Would I have to watch it?”

He laughed again. “You really are bored, huh?”

“I’m dying,” I said. “I’ve never been so bored in my life. I need to work. I considered calling up the Classic Buzz guys to see if they would let me sit on their board.”

He shook his head. “Well, we can come up with something. Maybe it will be the next big thing. You still know how to program apps, right?”

“I mean—yeah—but most people use AI for that now, don’t they?”

“I don’t know; do they?”

“I think they do,” I said. “But whatever; I can figure it out; I’m up for a challenge. You don’t have any ideas?”

“Hm,” he said, thinking, scratching at his scruffy facial hair, which he’d had since the day I met him. “What about… dog walking? People who want to walk dogs sign up, and people who want their dogs walked sign up, and it matches them.”

“It’s been done,” I said.

“Really?”

I nodded my head. “Before we made Buzz.”

“Oh… Okay. How’s about…” He thought for a long moment. “Kind of like Door Dash, but just for pizza—nothing else.”

“Why? Who would use that?”

“Someone who wants pizza.”

“But they can just use Door Dash.”

“We’ll call it Pizza Dash.”

“It’s a terrible idea,” I said to him.

He frowned, pouted, scratched his facial hair again, and then said, “What if we just take our old idea—of Buzz—but make it more like… for friends.”

I paused, slightly intrigued to hear if there was more to the idea, or if it was just something he snatched from the air. “Go on…”

“You don’t even do a questionaire. You just give the app permission to track everything you do on your phone, so the app gets to know you after a few days or weeks. Then, it buzzes when you’re near someone with the app, who it thinks you would get on with.”

“But it’s not dating?”

“Just for buddies,” he said. Then, he smiled, his eyes glowing. “Imagine a couple of super-nerds, who are both really into some stupid Magic Card game, and it buzzes when they’re in a room together—and that gets them talking about their stupid game.”

I smiled. “It’s… actually not a bad idea.”

“It’s a great idea,” he said with glowing eyes. “And we can make it, together—and we’ll be back in business.”

I bit down on my tongue. “It’s going to be a lot of work. We won’t be able to use our old code without breaching our contract.” Then, I paused. “Shit. No—we can’t do it. We signed that non-compete agreement. We can’t make a competition company.”
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“It’s not competition,” he said. “It’s not dating. It’s just buddies.”

I smiled. “We should check with a lawyer first… but I say we do it.”

“Move here,” he said. “Buy a house today. I’ll get us an office. We’ll be in business by the end of next week.”

He reached out his hand and we shook. Just like that, we went from having hardly seen each other in years to being business partners again: this time with all of the money in the world to work with.


CHAPTER 4
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Things moved quickly, just like they had when we created Buzz—but this was a bit different, as you can imagine. Back then, we were operating with no money, no investment, and we both had part-time jobs that we had to balance. Now, we had the power of cash, and we weren’t afraid of using it.

Brian leased an entire floor of a new downtown skyscraper.
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Within hours of signing the lease, he had a crew working to get it tech-company ready, working day and night; the cost to have the construction crew rush the job was tenfold the usual cost, but that didn’t matter to us; the interest I earned from my stock portfolio tripled the total cost of the construction in just a few hours. There are perks to being a billionaire.

Brian hired a firm to send us logo designs and app mockups. I got to work creating a simple working schematic, with a signup page and then I spent some time researching how to give an app access to someone’s personal search history and even text message history.

We wanted the app to know everything about the person—and that didn’t mean that we were stealing people’s private information; it’s not like any real humans were going to see that info; it was just going to be processed by the app’s algorithm to create ‘matches’ in the database, and then, when two matches were in a certain proximity, the app would buzz.
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I was a bit rusty… and outdated. I hadn’t written a line of code in years, so I spent a lot of time on various forums, and I was constantly asked by strangers online, ‘Why not get AI to sort it out for you?’ I felt a bit strange when I finally downloaded an AI programming app and asked it to help me with my design, and in seconds it spat out a working schematic that was ten-times more efficient than what I could have made in weeks. “Shit,” I whispered. The world really had changed since we made Buzz.

The reality was, the whole landscape was different. The App Store was flooded with new apps, mostly made by AI. I learned that there were people who were churning out two or three apps a day, using AI to do the coding, just praying that one would take off. I realized then and there that Brian really didn’t need me; not only did he have access to the world’s top programmers, he also had access to AI.

I spent a few hours searching the App Store, to see if something like this already existed: an app for connecting new friends with a buzz. I’m sure there was already something out there—maybe a dozen variants… but I couldn’t find one, and it really didn’t matter; we weren’t doing this for a profit or even for a sense of achievement or success. This was just about reliving a time in our lives when things were exciting and busy and interesting.

The day after our office was finished and open, we ran a hiring fair. Programmers were lined up down the street. “I lost my job to AI,” many of them told us, and they were thrilled at the idea of being hired by us. I will admit that I felt a bit weird hiring them, knowing that I could hypothetically use AI to do their job (and knowing that they were probably going to end up using AI to do their own job), but we wanted to make this a true startup experience, and that meant hiring a crew.
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We hired artists, marketing experts, and programmers. We opted out of hiring any HR after remembering some annoying experiences with the last HR department—and it was a good thing that we didn’t hire an HR person, or make any deals with HR firms, because we quickly ran into some problems that were new to us—problems that would have been much more complicated had our employees had HR representation.

“I want to work from home,” said one of our lead programmers.

“You can work from home today,” I said.

“No,” he said with a blank look on his face. “Indefinitely. I can do my job remotely. I don’t want to work in an office; it’s not good for my mental health.”

Brian and I both looked at each other, confused. “Your mental health?” we asked. “Um… we want our employees to work from the office. We prefer a team environment.”

“What difference does it make if I’m getting my work done?” the young man asked.
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We caved and let him work from home, but that only lasted a week. I’d only spent a week with AI, but as soon as this young fellow was submitting his work from home, it became obvious that he was using AI. We let him go right away—and an HR department probably wouldn’t have let us do that.

Then, one day, an employee brought a snarling pitbull into the office. It barked at the employees and even bit Brian on the ankle. The employee-slash-owner-of-the-dog told us that it was his anxiety dog. He claimed he needed it for his anxiety and depression. After it bit a second employee, we told him to get the dog out of there, so the employee quit.
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Our graphic design girl would show up once a week, at most; the other days, she would call in to let us know she needed a ‘mental health day’. When the other employees found out that we were allowing mental health days, they started staying home as well. It was a Thursday afternoon—just the third Thursday in operation—and Brian and me were the only employees in the office. “This is ridiculous,” he said. “We may as well let them all go; they do nothing and expect everything.” As he said it, one of them submitted some work from home—and from a quick glance, I could tell that it was made with AI. “Yeah,” I said. “Enough is enough. Let’s cut them all loose.”

“And just run the company ourselves?” he said. “I’m not saying that it’s impossible.”

“We can just use AI,” I said. “That seems to be what everyone else in the world is doing.”

“What about marketing. AI doesn’t do marketing—at least not well. We need someone to handle that.”

“Fine,” I said. “But the girl we have doing it now is hopeless. We need to find someone new—someone who isn’t a lazy sack.”

“I’ll put up an ad; you call the girl to let her know she’s done.”

I never liked firing people, but some people just need to be fired. I made the call; she cried, threatened to sue, and then the call was done.

[image: Firing on the phone]



Then, I had to make the other calls; I called every one of our lazy employees and fired them all over the phone. Some cried, some were indifferent. One of the men who had been sending me lazy AI coding samples said, “Let me guess? Replacing me with AI? Typical!”

Brian took me out to a bar after the work day was done, like old times, just to vent and relax. “I don’t get it,” he said. “They’re all using AI, but complain that AI is replacing them.”

“I don’t get it either,” I said. “When I called Frank to let him know that we were letting him go, he asked me why, and I told him that it was because he was submitting obvious AI programming samples. Then, he accused us of using AI to create Buzz. Was there even AI back when we made Buzz?”

“Don’t worry about these guys,” Brian said with a casual smile on his face. “He’s just projecting. We don’t need him. We don’t need any of them; we just need a marketing guy.”

“We’ll find one.”

Then, the bar door opened, and a group of stunning women walked in. They were stopping in for pre-drinks before heading out the clubs—that much was evident by their clubbing attire: short skirts, tight tops, and bold makeup. They turned every male head in the place, and rightly so, as they were all fit and traditionally beautiful. A few years earlier, I would have been drooling and wagging my tail at the sight of the girls, but now, I felt very little. Years of easy, casual sex with model-tier women had left me feeling almost… asexual.
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I noticed Brian looking at the girls, but not with an eye-bulging excitement like the other men in the room; he was looking at them with a sort of longing-look, longing for a time when he would have felt some excitement at the sight of the women.

Brian, without looking away from the girls, said, “It’s just so easy to walk up to them, buy them a drink, tell them who I am…” He let out a sigh. “It’s just so easy.” He said it like it was some sort of curse, and most people would have found that very confusing, but I understood.
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“Don’t you miss when the girls wanted nothing to do with us?” I asked, only half-joking.

He cracked a small smile. “Wasn’t that awesome? Having to chase them…”

“Do you ever just pretend like you’re nobody?” I asked.

“All the time, but it never works. Someone recognizes me. Someone whispers in the girl’s ear. It never lasts. Or maybe I make a slip—I say something that gives me away. Girls seem to catch on fast; they can smell the money or something.”

I nodded in agreement; I knew exactly what he was saying. “They just always know,” I said.

“What I would do to just go back in time,” he sighed. “When it was hard to get girls to even look at me.”

And even now, one of the girls was pointing at us; she must have recognized us, or maybe it was just obvious that we were successful, even though we were both wearing clothes that anyone could find at a thrift store. Brian was right: women can just tell when a man is successful.

One of the girls came over and asked us, “What are you guys up to tonight? Want to come to a club with us?”

“Sorry,” said Brian. “We’re busy.” His response was cold, but I understood it. Really, the girls weren’t interested in us; they wanted our money. They wanted us to buy them drinks. They wanted us to treat them like socialite princesses. They wanted the status that came with fraternizing with billionaires.

The young woman rolled her eyes and stormed off, struggling to swallow the rejection.

But I would have done the same thing had Brian not done it; maybe in politer words, but I wouldn’t have done it too. The girls offered nothing special: a self-conscious fakeness and complete lack of personality—good bodies, but nothing I hadn’t had a thousand times before.

We ordered more drinks. Now, we were catching up, telling each other stories of our post-retirement lives. He told me some stories about women he’d met while travelling. “They’re the same everywhere,” he said. “There’s no challenge, unless you invent the challenge yourself.

“What do you mean?” I said.

“Well,” he said with a blushing grin. “When you see a girl, before you even talk to her, you try to think: what should I try to get her to do? Then, you see if you can get her to do it before the end of the night—without offering to pay her, of course.”

“Give me an example,” I said.

He blushed even more. “Okay,” he said. “And you won’t judge me?”

“I’ll definitely judge you,” I laughed.

“There was this girl—maybe nineteen, blonde, and a total virgin. She was at this party, in Argentina, with all the richest businessmen and politicians. I knew I could easily take her home, but that wasn’t fun enough, so I started trying to think of the worst thing I could get her to do.”

“What do you mean?” I said, feeling a cold chill down my spine.

“Well,” I said. “She came up to me and started chatting. I asked her if she wanted to go walk around. Then, I tried to find the most vile man. We went and got ice cream. We walked down a beach. Then, I spotted him: an old, wrinkly man… He was probably… ninety, and homeless. Now, this girl—she had this glow in her eyes when I started holding her hand; she thought that I was going to make her my next wife, so I knew that she would probably do anything. I stopped in front of the old man and said, ‘Sir? Would you let my friend here have sex with you?’ The girl was shocked.”

I was shocked too. Was this a real story?

“She looked at me, stunned, turning green. Then, I just told her that I had a thing for watching my young girlfriends getting with old men. She looked horrified, but I knew she wanted more than me; she wanted my money. She hesitated, but she did it. I told them that I liked watching anal, and the old man managed to get his wrinkly cock hard, and he stuffed it into the young woman’s asshole, and he even came in her, right there on that dark beach.”

I was going to puke. “You’re lying,” I said.

He shook his head. “I told you not to judge me. She consented to it; it’s not like I forced her to do it. She cried the whole time, and then I let her spend a couple nights at my place. Of course, I wouldn’t touch her; God only knows what she contracted from that old man.”

“You’re disgusting,” I said, and I was even more shocked to see him grinning.

“Oh, relax, Jake,” he said, waving me off. “She consented. It made things more interesting. I tried it again a week later, this time with another young woman, and another old man. I went online and found a deformed midget—you know, a little guy.”

“Brian!” I gasped. “You can’t say midget. And you can’t do shit like that.”

“Oh, don’t get all PC on me. I didn’t make her do it; I didn’t even offer her cash. It was just to see if she would do it. To be honest, Jake, I hardly ever have sex anymore; there’s no thrill in it.”
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“I—I don’t know if you’re lying to me.”

“Not at all. I watched for an hour while this young girl took it from a midget—and the midget’s friend. They actually made her orgasm.”

“Stop,” I said.

“Whatever,” he said. “How do you find sexual pleasure?” I could tell that he was getting drunk, and was probably going to regret this conversation in the morning.

“I just have normal sex, with normal girls, and everyone consents to everything.”

“That’s boring. You know, I went to countries where there was a lot of freedom—laws that exist here, don’t exist there. I’ve seen some shit.”

“You need to stop talking,” I said. I wasn’t sure if he was pranking me. It wasn’t unusual for him to prank like this, but the look on his face made me think he was serious.

“Being rich takes the excitement out of everything,” he said. “You need to find ways to inject some excitement back in.”

“Whatever,” I said. “Maybe that’s true, but making young girls sleep with old men, deformed men…”

“I’m not making anyone do anything; these girls are doing it voluntarily, thinking they will get access to my bank account.”

“Is that really voluntarily, if they’re going in with expectations?”

“That’s their problem, not mine.” Now, his grin was growing. “I did something else…”

I paused, staring into his dark eyes. I wasn’t sure that this was the same Brian who made Buzz with me. This was a different person: a person corrupted by power and money. Sometimes I wondered if I’d been corrupted to a degree, but now, I was seeing just how bad it could have been. “A boy.”

“Brian…” I said, feeling suddenly ill.

“He was eighteen,” he said quickly, making sure that I knew he wasn’t suggesting something illegal. “I saw him at a club that I was at. He was straight, hitting on girls… But he had this look.”

“What are you talking about? Did you have sex with a dude?”

“Not exactly,” he said with a strange smile. “I introduced myself. He knew me from a spot we did on Kimmel. I started talking to him, and then I asked if he wanted to intern. I had him come over the next day, and he was super excited. Then, I told him to shave his body.”

I was stunned. My jaw was hanging open and I couldn’t think of any words to say. “You… What?”

“He shaved, looking confused. Then, I asked him to put on some makeup. He kept asking why, and I told him that I was just testing his willingness. I told him that a good intern is always willing, and never asks questions. I say jump, you say ‘how high?’. And he did it. He put on a wig. He put on a minidress. He put on heels. He put on perfume.”

“And you two were… alone?”

He nodded his head.

“Isn’t this the same shit that Harvey Weinstein went to jail for?”

“That was rape,” he sighed, waving me off. “This was consensual. Do you know how careful I am? Every hour, basically, I was asking this young guy if he was comfortable, and I kept telling him he could leave. But he stayed; he wanted the internship.”

“What internship? You’re retired.”

“An intern to my personal operations,” he grinned.

“This is evil. You’re… evil.”

“Well, it lasted two weeks. He would come in each day, and I would ask him to do the same thing: wig, dress, makeup—and eventually a breast form, and I convinced him to look into ‘tucking’. He would sit, dressed as a girl, and answer my casual emails, get me coffee, and so on. I kept tasking him with ‘practising’. I made him work on his voice, his gait, his makeup. It wasn’t long before he really passed as a chick. And Jake—he liked it. I was monitoring the internet usage at my property and saw that he’d looked at a local plastic surgeon who did breast implants. One day, I told him that if he worked out, I would be happy to pay for any surgeries. That same day, he came into my office, crawled under my desk, and…”

“No,” I said, shaking my head.

“Yes,” he smiled. “He sucked me off. I should say—she sucked me off. So—unrelated to the sexual relationship that we fostered—I bought her a nice pair of breasts, and every few days I would fuck her brains out on my desk at work. That went on for a while, and then I let her go.”

“Why?”

“It got boring. She was too easy.”

“I—I can’t believe what I’m hearing. It all sounds so… evil. Brian—if this were to get out, you would be all over the news. You would be cancelled. You know that banks have shut down people’s accounts because of shit like this? Just because you have a billion dollars, doesn’t mean you’re set for life. You’re playing with fire.”

“It was all consensual. I had secret recordings of her consenting multiple times. She would stand no chance in court.”

“The court of public opinion is much more damning than a real court.”

He waved me off again. “I did it two more times. I hired young, slim boys—all eighteen—and I…”

“Groomed them?”

“I let them turn themselves into women,” he said. “It was all voluntary; I just made suggestions. That was over a year ago. I want to do it again. Between you and me…” He took a sip from his drink, and I noticed him swaying slightly in his seat. “Between you and me, it’s the only way I can get off anymore.”

“You need to go home,” I said. “I’m going to call you a cab.”
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“You’re so lame,” he said, slurring, and now, I was wondering if he’d consumed more than just alcohol; I couldn’t help but sense some pills or something—something that was hitting him very hard and very suddenly. I made sure he got home. I even walked him to his bed. Then, I called my pilot, and he told me he just needed forty-five minutes and he would be ready. So I had a bit of time to kill before heading to the airstrip.

Brian was snoring in his bed. I walked around his place. I really did think that he’d been lying to me about his sexual stories. Then, on his laptop, in his office, I found pictures and videos of his ‘interns’. He had videos of them bouncing on his lap, taking his cock in their asses. He had ‘modelling’ style photos of them, taken around his house—some clothed, some naked. I gasped, looking through the huge collection.

I was stunned that Brian would risk his reputation doing something so reckless. But I was also taken aback by just how… good some of the ‘girls’ looked. He had pictures of them as men; the transformations were impressive. And the videos of them fucking—they had an intense sexual energy and vivaciousness that you rarely see from a biological woman.
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My heart was racing. I was disgusted, but at the same time… intrigued. I couldn’t help but think that there was something of value to what Brian had been doing to entertain himself. It seemed so psychopathic, but the logistics of it were so… risky and challenging, and those were the two things that seemed to be missing from my life: risks and challenges.


CHAPTER 5
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Brian had no memory of the night. He was ruthlessly hungover, and I was worried that he’d been taking drugs in the bathroom of the bar. I decided not to make it awkward by suggesting as much—and I didn’t bring up any of our talk, so I had no idea if he knew just how much he spilled to me.

“You need to pull yourself together,” I said when he emerged from the bathroom, face green and stomach grumbling. “We have marketing prospects coming in an hour.”

“You might have to do the interviews yourself,” he said, and ten minutes later, he was back in the bathroom.

So, I conducted the interviews myself. It was a bit strange, playing the role of the interviewer; back at Buzz, we would have only been present when interviewing major positions, not simple positions like marketing coordinators.

The candidates came in, one at a time, while the rest sat in the large waiting room by the unmanned reception desk. We didn’t have a receptionist anymore; the one we hired originally had asked if they could work from home, with a camera and FaceTime screen—so we fired them. Now, I just had my own desk set up close to the front, in case anyone came in—and I had the phone on my desk.

The candidates were experienced. Some had impressive degrees. Many had lost their jobs to AI. Many were quick to ask about sick days and mental health days, and work-from-home policies.

I was clear: at Vibe (that was the new name of the company), we worked from the office, and we came in, rain or shine. This made many applicants very nervous. But there were three who were excited by the idea of working in an office. “I love the retro vibes,” said one applicant.

I told the three prospects to wait in the waiting room while I mulled over their resumes. I wanted to hire one on the spot. All three had included headshots with their resumes. Now, I was looking at their pictures, deciding who was the best fit. There was a man, handsome, tall, with a short beard. There was a woman: beautiful, blonde, with plump lips. And then, there was a young man with soft features and an innocent sort of look on his face.

And the young man reminded me a bit of the young men I saw on Brian’s laptop. I suddenly paused.

I remembered what Brian told me. Now, my heart was beginning to race. What if Brian tried to do what he did with those young men to this young man? The thought of getting wrapped up in some sexual misconduct lawsuit had me shivering… but then I began to think about the challenge—to see how hard it would be to get this young man to… feminize himself.

The way Brian did it was very… obvious and questionable ethically. But what if it was done more subtly. What if the young man did everything himself, assuming it would benefit him in some way—or maybe I could get him to convince himself that he would like it…

Now look—I wasn’t fantasizing about being with a man, sexually. I want to make that clear. I was just… excited about the idea of a challenge.

The challenge had my heart racing faster than it had raced in years. I even caught myself grinning as I tried to brainstorm ideas: how I could pull it off without risking my own reputation.

And, I should point out, that this young man was probably the most qualified in terms of marketing. So I called him into the office and offered him the job.

“When can I start?” he asked, eyes glowing.
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“Today, if you want,” I smiled.

His name was Keith. He was twenty-two, clean-shaven, and he had the hallmark features of a woman: soft jawline, high cheekbones, big eyes, and a slender frame; it’s not the kind of thing I would have ever noticed before, but after seeing Brian’s laptop, and hearing him talk about his despicable little hobby, I couldn’t help but notice those little features.

Brian came back to the office mid-afternoon. I watched him pause as he saw the young man at his desk. I even watched as Brian’s cheeks turned a slight shade of pink. I knew what was on his mind, but he had no idea that I knew.

“This is the new guy?” he asked me.

“This is Keith,” I said. “He’s very qualified.”

“He looks… qualified,” Brian said with a smile. He was eyeing the resume from over my shoulder. Maybe he was just looking at the young man’s photo.

My heart skipped a beat. “I think he’ll be good,” I said. “He’s already working hard.”

It took only one day before Brian approached Keith, smiling, and he said, “By the way, Keith—I know that Jake likes to wear suits and stuff, because he’s a nerd. But we’re totally casual here. You don’t have to wear suits to work—or even dress clothes. Wear anything you want.” I couldn’t help but think that it was the first step in his little ‘grooming’ fantasy.

I kept an eye on Brian, worried he was going to go too far, and get us in trouble. But another part of me was curious, to see what he was going to do, and how he was going to do it. I had this strong suspicion that he was going to project his fantasy onto Keith, but I really had no idea how he planned to do it. Now, he wasn’t just risking his own reputation; he was risking mine as well.

“I was thinking of throwing a costume party,” he announced a few days later. “An office party. We’ll invite some people to get our numbers up, of course.” Then, he blushed and smiled, “I was hoping that we could do a group costume.”

“What did you have in mind?” Keith asked, oblivious to Brian’s evil thoughts.

“Well,” he said. “I was thinking, like Addams family. I could be the hairy guy. Jake—you could be the dad. And Keith, maybe it would be funny if you did, like, a Wednesday Addams sort of thing.”

Keith blushed, but he knew that Brian was a billionaire, and he knew that Brian was totally out of touch with the value of a dollar; over the past few days, he’d bought Keith a three-hundred dollar steak when we went out for lunch, and he’d given Keith a four-thousand dollar bonus. Maybe Brian was out of touch, or maybe it was just part of the process.

Keith didn’t question it. Brian bought the costume for him, and even got a bra with silicone breast pads.

I approached Brian during the party, while Keith was awkwardly drifting around the drink table. “Why the Wednesday costume?” I asked him.
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“Why not? I think it’s funny,” he said.

“You know… there are rules in the workplace.”

“You have to admit, he really looks like that actress who played Wednesday.”

“Brian,” I said.

“What?”

I thought about telling him what I knew: about his secret fetish, about his laptop pictures and videos. I bit my tongue. “Remember that… he’s our employee.”

But at the same time, I was so curious to see how Brian was going to proceed with this ‘process’. Later, during the party, he approached Keith and started telling him how good he looked. Then, a man I did not recognize went up to Keith and started flirting with him, before Keith made it clear that he was a male (in case his voice hadn’t made it obvious enough).

Two days later, Brian revealed his ‘idea’ for a video, to help market the app. The idea involved Keith acting in a number of roles—one of which was a female role. “We’ll make you sexy,” Brian laughed. He had a makeup artist come in, and a costume professional. They spent the whole day filming the ‘marketing’ video, which was meant to be a viral thing for TikTok and Instagram. In the video, Keith was blushing and shy—but he really did look like a girl in that makeup and costume.

A week later, Brian announced ‘Opposite Day’. “Tomorrow is Opposite Day. Be the opposite of what you normally are.” He looked at me. “That means no nerdy suits for you, Jake,” he grinned.

I don’t know if Brian said anything to Keith, but Keith showed up dressed like a girl. He laughed about it and blushed. I couldn’t help but wonder if Brian had gotten into Keith’s head, planted some emasculating seed of doubt. Maybe Keith was starting to like being dressed as a girl. He spent the whole day at his desk, wearing that little dress and those stockings, with that soft blonde wig on his head.

Was Brian messing with Keith’s brain? Was it working?

That same day, Brian asked if Keith would go to his house with him, after work. “I want to talk about your goals,” Brian said to the young man, who was dressed as a woman.

I was stunned. Keith went, and I was left trembling, worried Brian was going to get us into big, big trouble. I knew that Brian was going to try to fuck Keith, and maybe Keith would do it. Maybe he did it… I’m sure he did it, because the next day, Keith showed up to work, red in the face, dressed like a girl (with makeup, blonde wig, and a minidress). He said nothing as he took his seat. He wouldn’t look up at me, too embarrassed to make eye-contact.
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“What’s going on?” I asked Brian.

Brian grinned. He had an evil look in his eye. “Keith revealed something to me last night. He’s interested in exploring his feminine side, and I told him that we wouldn’t judge him here.”

“Brian…” I said.

“What? I’m being tolerant.”

I had chills. I couldn’t believe it. My mouth felt suddenly dry. A nausea churned in my gut. During lunch, both Brian and Keith disappeared. I went snooping around, trying to find them. I finally heard a moan as I passed the never-used women’s bathroom on our floor. I put my ear to the door and heard a ‘spanking’ sound, like a pelvis against an ass. “Harder,” moaned a feminized male voice. “Fuck me harder. Oh God—it’s so fucking deep!”

I froze. I couldn’t believe my ears. Brian was fucking a young man who was dressed up like a girl. And… it sounded like Keith liked it.

It seemed so impossible, but at the same time, I knew how much power came along with being a billionaire. It’s not that he needed to give Keith money; just having the money gave Brian an intense, powerful energy that he could flex on anyone. He was using that power for evildoing, to satisfy a sexual fetish that was created out of a desperate need for sexual excitement.

I was at my desk when Keith returned from ‘lunch’. He was slow to sit down, almost wincing as his ass pressed on the seat; Brian must have left his asshole sore.

My heart was erratic for the rest of the day. I felt uneasy for the rest of the week, with them sneaking off together. Then, one day, Keith didn’t show up. “Where is he?” I asked Brian.

“I had a discussion with him. I think it’s best that he works from home from now on. He can do his duties remotely.”
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And I knew that Brian had finished with Keith; he accomplished his goal and the sexual excitement was gone. He no longer had a use for Keith. “Maybe we can hire a second marketing guy?” A dark gleam flashed in his eye, and I knew that he was hoping to do it again, to create himself another pet T-girl, another booty call who he could call up at any moment for a little bit of action—though I don’t think he planned on making that call, now that it was so easy and accessible; now that the challenge was over, the sexual excitement was gone, along with his arousal.


CHAPTER 6
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George started working the very next Monday. We had six candidates come in, and then Brian made the final selection. Unsurprisingly, his selection was, for lack of a better term, ‘petite’. George was short and thin. One of the first questions Brian asked was, “How much do you weigh?”
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George laughed and blushed and said, “One-ten. I’ve always been tiny. I was never good at sports, but I’m good at marketing.”

Two days later, Brian caught wind of some LGBT fundraiser that some companies were running, and decided to create his own spin on it. “We’ll all dress up like girls,” he said. “You know—to support the community.”

A sickness churned in my gut—especially when he went out later to purchase the outfits for all of us. For me, he picked an old-lady-style moo-moo dress. He bought himself an outfit that was hardly feminine at all: a black pantsuit that could have just been a regular suit with the buttons on the wrong side. Then, for George, he bought a little pencil skirt and a small white blouse.

George was embarrassed, but he tried on the costume anyway. “You don’t think it’s too… provocative?” he asked nervously. Brian shook his head, and George didn’t put up a fight, because he wanted to keep the job.

The job was, after all, one of the best-paying marketing jobs in the whole province. Brian insisted on paying these guys six-figures, even though they had very little experience, and despite the fact that AI could have taken their positions—for the most part.

Brian was pretending to be altruistic—but really, he knew that he was putting these young men in a sticky position, which gave Brian a massive amount of power and control.

Brian sent a makeup artist to George’s house on the morning of the ‘fundraiser’. As for us, we just put on some blush. George got a full makeover to look like a legitimate chick. George worked without confidence that day, sitting small at his desk. He was clearly uncomfortable, but Brian didn’t seem to notice—or maybe he didn’t care; this was all part of his process.
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Then, a few days later, came the costume party: another ‘group costume’ idea from Brian, which had George dressed as a girl. This time, Brian was pushing the limits. He invited two dozen people to the office, told them all to dress up in their craziest costumes, and then he told us that we would be dressing up as the ‘Playboy Mansion.’

“What does that even mean?” I asked.

He had it all planned out. An interior designer came in and revamped the office to look like the Playboy Mansion for the day, with leather decor and faux-panelled walls. Brian, of course, dressed up like Hugh Hefner. He had me dress up like a professional photographer, and then George was given the role of Playboy Bunny. It was far from appropriate, and I wanted to protest for George’s sake, but George seemed up to the part—at least he said he was; it was obvious that he was nervous and uncomfortable with the whole thing—especially when Brian gave him the silicone breast form to wear.
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He was stiff and awkward… at first. But as the party progressed, he seemed to settle more into the role. The odd man would approach him, to flirt with him. Then, the men would be shocked to hear his voice (which wasn’t exactly masculine naturally). But some of the men didn’t seem to mind once they realized George was a man. Like Brian, they could easily look past his male biology in order to appreciate what they could see with their eyes.

And George really did make a fairly pretty girl.

It was just two days later when Brian took the game to the next level. He came into the office, all panicked—but it was an act. He told us that a member of the work board was coming by the office. “I lied about our gender quotas,” he said, putting on a fake blushing face. “They think we have one-third female staff. We’ll lose our grants if they realize we’re all men.” He looked at George with a red-cheeked smile. “How awkward would it be for you to dress up like a girl—just for a day?”

And George did it, to appease Brian. But once again, he seemed a little bit more comfortable as a girl.

[image: In her element]


He almost seemed… in his element as he sat by the big picture window, working through some charts and whatnot.

That night, Brian invited George over to talk about work—at his house. They left together, and I knew what Brian was going to try to do.

The next day, George didn’t show up; it was a similar story: “He’s going to work from home from now on,” Brian said. “It will just be better that way.”

I knew what had happened… Well—I knew two possibilities. Maybe he had sex with George and then set him loose, having accomplished his goal. Or maybe he tried to have sex with George, was rejected, and he told George to work from home to avoid the awkward confrontation.

“We really should get a secretary,” Brian said with a sly smile.

The next day, we were interviewing candidates for the secretary jobs: all young men with fresh faces—all young men who had potential to pass as women.

And it wasn’t a week later when there was a young man dressed as a woman: another victim of Brian’s crafty, conniving tricks. More costume parties, more LGBT awareness fundraisers, more gender quotas that needed to be substantiated. Brian hired actors to come through the office, to play the role of job board cronies. It was all so intricate, and so evil. He was going to incredible lengths to trick these young men into dressing up…

But it was more than just dressing up. He could have easily paid young guys to dress up like girls, and he probably could have paid them to put out too—I mean, most young, poor guys would sacrifice their masculinity and their humility for an easy hundred-grand. Back when I was young, I would have put on a skirt and allowed a man to fuck me if it meant… even ten-grand. Ten grand would have changed my life back when I was poor and young.

Brian wasn’t looking for easy sex. He wanted to make it into a challenge—but there was more to the challenge. He wanted to change these young men on a fundamental level. He wanted to change their minds. He wanted to change them permanently. He wanted to flex his power—and he had so many tricks; he was getting better at it. Danny, the new receptionist, was coming into work dressed as a girl within two weeks of starting. He even told us that he wanted to be called Danica. I had no idea what Brian did to him, but he got into his head somehow.

“I think we should take the whole crew out on a special trip,” Brian said to me with a smile. “I’m thinking of getting the old yacht out of storage.” Brian owned a super-yacht, with eight luxury bedrooms. I thought it was a giant waste of ninety-million dollars, but he actually made a decent profit off of it, allowing a luxury yacht rental company to rent it out when Brian didn’t want to use it. A single charter fetched him nearly one-hundred thousand dollars (for just a few nights).

Two days later, we were all on Brian’s private plane: me, Brian, and all of the ‘girls’, most of whom worked from home. Now, George, Keith, and the new guy, Danny, were all ready for a few days on a super yacht in the Caribbean. Now, the three of them all happened to identify as women. Keith had recently removed the bandages from his breast augmentation surgery—so I should be calling him her. In fact, they were all her now. And even when they were all in a plane together, none of them seemed to be suddenly privy to Brian’s evildoing.
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I felt weird about it all, knowing it was a major lawsuit waiting to happen. He was using his power to change people, for his own sexual gratification.

That first night on the yacht, Brian took all three girls (after lots of drinking) to the master bedroom, and they had a loud orgy. I could hear it from the deck. I tried to distract myself with the biological women that we had on board the ship (Brian had invited some supermodels to come and vacation with us, as well as an actress who was quite well-known, and a Russian ballerina who had recently been recognized as the best in the world.

All of the girls on the ship were interested in me. The liquor had been flowing since we stepped on the ship, and they all knew that I was a billionaire. I thought about picking one or two and taking them down to my room, but I just felt uneasy, and I knew that my brain was too busy to perform well in bed. I didn’t want to suffer the awkwardness of not being able to get an erection—or to maintain one—so I just dismissed myself and went to bed alone.
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In the morning, Brian was alone on the deck, sipping coffee, watching the sunrise. I approached him, and knew I had to say something. “You really shouldn’t be sleeping with the staff,” I said. “You’re going to end up in a lot of trouble.”

“That’s exactly why we don’t have an HR department, Jake,” he smiled. “I’m sick of having all the usual stupid office rules.”

“It’s not a stupid rule,” I said. “It’s a good rule that prevents a lot of drama—and lawsuits.”

“Everything is consensual—trust me, I have it all well-documented.” I could smell the whiskey on his breath, and knew that his coffee was spiked. And as the day went on, he kept drinking. It was lunch and he was already staggering, and laughing at terrible jokes. His little crew of trans-girls giggled at his antics. It was Keith (who now identified as Kyla) who took him away and gave him a long blowjob in his master suite.

The remaining pair of girls were now eyeing me. They sat with me, wearing their tight bikinis, and began flirting with me, asking me what it was like being a billionaire. “Is it true that you have, like, triple the wealth of Brian?” asked Danica.

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t really know what Brian has. It’s not my business.”

When I went to get a drink, Danica followed me. At the bar, while we were alone, she came up behind me, reached around me, and gently grabbed my cock through my pants. “Want to sneak away, Jake?” she whispered into my ear.
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I froze. She was massaging my cock. And behind me, through my swim trunks (and through her tiny bikini), I could feel her arousal. I could feel her shaft throbbing, and my heart skipped a beat. I hate to say that I was tempted. Her body was surprisingly fit, surprisingly feminine. I knew she was wearing one of Brian’s silicone breast forms; he bought the most expensive ones for all of the girls. He treated them like his little ‘pets’. They were spoiled pets, and that’s how he knew they would remain loyal to him.
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She rubbed me until I was hard, and then I jumped away. “Sorry, Danica,” I said. “I—I don’t think that’s appropriate.”

She stared into my eyes. I couldn’t understand how Brian had done this—or was it just a coincidence? Had he managed to find guys who were already deep in the closet, and now they were just coming out? No—he’d done this to them… somehow.

Ten minutes after I went to bed, Danica came into my room. “Shh,” she said, crawling into my bed. “Nobody has to know.” She crawled onto me and began to rock herself, grinding herself against my cock. It took all of my might to reject her, to tell her that I just wanted to sleep. She didn’t want to hear it. She looked almost mad, and now I felt strangely guilty, as if I was the one who had done something wrong. “Where’s Brian? He’ll be happy to… play with you,” I said.

“He’s been passed out for hours in the bathroom.”

I was worried about Brian, so I went to check on him. He was on the bathroom floor, snoring, breathing, heart beating. But he was out cold. There was a bag of cocaine on the counter, and he had a bottle of pills, unlabeled. I dragged him to his room and put a bucket next to his bed. Then, I noticed his laptop on the table. Curious, I went over and saw that he had an SD card plugged in, and there was a camera set up on a tripod in the corner, facing the bed.

There were videos on his laptop, taken in that room. They were his ‘proof of consent’. The videos all started with the girls giggling and saying to the camera, ‘We’re all consenting to being with Brian, however he wants us—whatever he wants us to do.’ The video made my skin turn cold. I skipped ahead. Now, in the video, Brian was thrusting hard into the asshole of one girl, while she sucked the cock of another girl. Meanwhile, the third girl stood nearby, stroking herself, getting ready to ejaculate onto Brian’s partner.

I skimmed ahead again. Now, Brian was on his back with a t-girl bouncing on his lap, and another sitting on his face, ramming her cock into his mouth; he seemed to be fine with it both ways.

I couldn’t’ watch anymore. I couldn’t believe that Brian had, so easily, created himself a little harem of t-girls.

I went to bed and I locked my door. I woke up early, and planned to tell the captain to head straight to the dock, to bring a quick end to this trip. The only other person awake was Danica. She was standing on the deck, wearing a creative blue shimmering swimsuit, which showed off the middle of her chest in great detail.
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She was wearing sunglasses. She smiled at me and said, “Finally, someone’s awake.”

I smiled back at her.

“Last chance, Jake. If you want to go and fuck me, I promise I won’t tell anyone.” She had a grin on her face. I couldn’t believe her sexual confidence. Imagine speaking to your boss like that!

Well, I considered it. It took all my willpower to shake my head and say, “Not today, Danica.” I decided not to give her the whole ‘I’m your boss’ speech.

I called Brian’s pilot to ensure the plane was ready; I wanted to get home.

But even back at home, there was no escape from Brian’s new little hobby. The very next day, a dozen young men came into the office. “What’s going on?” I asked.

“I’m interviewing for the social media coordination position,” said one of the young men.

“Me too,” said the others.

I had no idea we were hiring a social media coordinator. But from what I could gather, just looking at the faces of the young men, we weren’t really in need of a social media coordinator; Brian wanted another pet.
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These men had no idea what they were signing up for…


CHAPTER 7
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It took just ten days before Eric was coming into the office as Erica. Then, Brian hired an IT professional named Freddy, who was Freya by the end of the month.

Brian seemed to be drunk with power. It seemed so easy for him; none of these young men ever put up a fight, which made me wonder if this really was much of a challenge for him. He told me that this whole thing was about a challenge… but where was the challenge? The boys came in, awkwardly cross-dressed for a couple of weeks, and then started to embrace a femininity.

There was still a big mystery to what Brian was doing. There was that standard home invite that always came before the ‘coming out’. There was some sort of secret meeting between Brian and the young men—and maybe Brian was straight-up offering them cash; maybe he was paying them to accept femininity. But wouldn’t that defeat the whole challenge?

Maybe he was offering them cash in some other way; maybe he wasn’t directly saying, ‘Do it and I’ll pay you.’ They knew he had money; he didn’t have to say anything necessarily.

I walked into Brian’s office one afternoon without knocking, and froze when I saw that Brian had Freya bent over his desk, ramming her from behind with heavy grunts. Brian found me ten minutes later to ‘apologize’. “Sorry you had to see that.”

“You’re going to get us in trouble,” I hissed.

“Quit being such a paranoid freak,” he said.

“I’m not being a freak. I don’t want to end up losing everything over this.”

He rolled his eyes. “Even if they somehow took a billion dollars from you, you would still be a double-billionaire.”

“I value my reputation more than my money,” I said to him.

“Bullshit. Nobody values their reputation over money; it’s all just lies. Besides—you have to admit that the new guy makes a hot girl. Just look at her.”

He was talking about Candice, who had identified as Camden just two weeks earlier. To be honest, I didn’t even know what Candice’s job was, but Brian hadn’t told her to work from home yet—possibly because he hadn’t successfully gotten into her pants yet.
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And yes, she was attractive—much better looking as a girl than she was as a guy (though I’d never been attracted to men, so maybe I couldn’t really make that call). The delivery guys would hit on her. The cleaning staff would hit on her. When we went out for lunch, restaurant staff would hit on her.

“It has to stop,” I said to Brian. “You’re drunk with power. You’ve feminized enough of these young guys. You had your fun. Now stop while you’re ahead.”

“Wait,” he said, narrowing his eyes. “What makes you think that I’m doing this to them?”

“Don’t play dumb; it’s obvious,” I said. “Besides, you admitted it when you were drunk.”

He blushed and smiled. “Okay, maybe it is obvious. I don’t care. It’s fun.” He really didn’t care. Even now that he was out with his secret, he was the same careless Brian.

That night, he took Danica home with him. And as I was leaving, the new girl, Candice, asked me if I would talk to her about something.

“Sure,” I said. “Want to talk in my office?”

“I’d rather talk somewhere else. Maybe a cafe or a bar.”

My skin crawled. I thought about turning down the offer, but I decided to entertain her. We went two blocks away, to a bar. We got a small table. She had a nervous look on her face. Before she spoke, I said, “Did Brian tell you to dress like this?”

She turned white. “What? No,” she said.

“Did he ask you to? Did he put any pressure on you at all to dress like… a girl?”

She shook her head, but her face was pale, as if there was something wrong.

“What is it?”

“I want to be a girl,” she said. “But… I don’t know why. It’s… not something I ever thought about before. Then, I dressed up a few times—for that office party, and for that fundraiser… and then I talked to Brian about it a little bit, and… well, he’s so smart; he could have been a therapist.”
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“Really?” I said.

She nodded her head. “He sat me down and just… talked to me. He asked me about my childhood. He even, like… psychoanalyzed me. It was… amazing. I felt like he managed to get so much off of my shoulders—like, a weight I didn’t even know that I was carrying.”

“He did that?” I said, stunned.

She nodded her head.

“But it’s just… I’ve been feeling weird about it. I mean, I feel like I’m in the right body—finally… but it’s just so strange.”

“What’s strange?” I said, even though I also agreed that it was all strange.

“All your other employees are all trans too. And I was talking to them, and none of them knew they were trans until recently. At first, it just seemed like a crazy coincidence. But now…”

My heart skipped a beat. I could feel some controversy brewing. I could feel a lawsuit boiling, and now, I wanted to make sure that I was on the correct side.

“What?” I said.

“Just… how is it possible? Eight people in a row start working for you, and then discover that they’re trans? It’s so… bizarre.”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I think it’s curious too. Tell me more about what happened at Brian’s house. He didn’t… do anything else with you?”

She shook her head. “Just talk—for a few hours.”

“Did you drink?”

She giggled. “No. Just talk—really. Brian’s sweet. He listened while I talked, and… well, it was a positive experience that really changed my life. I owe you guys so much for this job. Really, I just wanted to thank you for it all.” She sipped her drink.

“Well, I’m happy to give you the opportunity.” But now, I was strongly considering leaving this company. I didn’t want to be around when shit hit the fan, and it seemed inevitable; these girls were starting to ask questions. Brian had been inappropriate with most of the staff. I couldn’t help but think of Harvey Weinstein. Brian wouldn’t fare well in prison.

I wanted to get more info out of Candice. I knew that Brian had met with her a number of times. I knew that he had the hots on her, because he told me so. But I wanted to know exactly what he was saying to these girls.

I knew I couldn’t keep pressing her without seeming suspicious, so I allowed the night to progress somewhat. I let her talk about other things. She asked me to tell some stories about my billionaire lifestyle, and she almost seemed disappointed when I didn’t have anything spectacular to say. “Brian told me that he ventured into the Amazon,” she told me.

“For, like, a day,” I laughed.

“And he travelled the world.”

“He stayed in expensive hotels around the world.”

She giggled. “He told me that we might be going on some international trips for the job,” she said.

“He said that?” And it was a clue; it was an example of Brian offering his wealth: an offer attached to expectations.

She nodded her head. “Is it a lie?”

“I don’t know. We might do some travelling. When we made Buzz, we did a lot of travelling.”

We ordered more drinks and kept talking. I felt like I was getting a better idea of what Brian was offering these t-girls.

“Oh, I’m feeling tipsy,” Candice said. “I should get home.”

“No worries,” I smiled, though I was a bit disappointed that I hadn’t gotten more information out of her. I should have pressed for more details.

“It’s dark out,” she said. “I don’t live far. Would you mind… walking me home?”

I paused for a moment. “I can call a driver for you,” I said.

“Oh,” she said. “It’s not really that far. That would be… overkill.”

Then, I paused again. “Okay. I’ll, uh, walk you.”

Out in the soft warm glow of the lamplight, she looked more convincing than ever. The way the orange streetlight accentuated her frame, she looked like a real woman—and a beautiful one. I could see why Brian was so captivated by her.

We started walking. She told me a story about growing up, being forced to go to the mall with her mom when her mom went clothes shopping. “Maybe that had some effect on me.”

“Maybe,” I smiled. But really, I knew that, somehow, it was all Brian.

“Here’s my place,” she said, stopping out front of a small, rundown apartment building. It was in a rough end of town, so I now understood why she wanted me to walk her home. “Mind walking me up?”

I walked her up. I didn’t think anything of it, and then we got into her apartment and she spun around and kissed me. Her soft lips pressed against mine, and I melted; my willpower evaporated in a matter of seconds.

I knew I had to reject her. I knew I had to summon the strength to walk away, or I was just clumping myself into this whole mess. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it; her lips just felt so… soft. Her tongue was so inviting, so warm, so wet. Her hands, now on my sides, were caressing me in just the right way. I needed that intimacy. The way that my heart was now pounding… I needed that in my life. I hadn’t felt sexual excitement like this in years.

I put my hands on her, feeling her soft curves. I could feel her ribs through her top. Sliding up, I could feel the bust of her silicone breasts; I knew they were fake, but I groped them regardless; they felt real, and she’d told me that she was now taking hormones, and would soon have her own breasts.
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I pushed her against a wall. My heart raced faster. I couldn’t stop kissing her; I wanted to have her; I wanted to own her. I lifted up one of her leg and pushed my pelvis against her, feeling her package in her panties. I felt it throbbing: that should have been enough to make my head clear, but it wasn’t. She began to gently thrust, grinding against me, making herself hard.

Now, we were in her bedroom. She spun me around and pushed me onto my back. I hit her soft bed and found myself looking into her eyes. She pulled off her dress, letting it fall down, exposing her naked body. Then, she removed the silicone breast form as well, but somehow, her flat chest still seemed feminine.

She bent over so that I could suck her real nipples; I did it, feeling conflicted, knowing those nipples belonged to a man just a few weeks earlier—but she smelled so feminine, she felt so feminine. She had a feminine allure that seemed to cancel out her maleness and her male history—and it even seemed to make her penis irrelevant. Now, that penis was out, erect against my abdomen. She reached down and began to tug on it. Then she took my hand so I could take over the duties while she went to tug on my cock.

I felt strange, rubbing an erect penis that wasn’t my own, but I didn’t stop—mainly because it felt so good when she rubbed me. We jerked each other off… and then she took my wrists and pulled them up, above my head. A moment later, her penis was pushing into me, slithering between my butt cheeks, penetrating my tight hole.

I gasped. This wasn’t how I imagined this going. Now, I was too shocked to tell her to stop. I was afraid of offending her—maybe even more afraid of offending her than I was afraid of accepting her inside of me.

And now, her shaft was pushing into me, deeper and deeper. The penetration was successful. I could feel her veins; I could feel her throbbing.

“Oh God,” I groaned.

“You’re so tight,” she whispered. “You’re so fucking tight.”

“Sh—Shouldn’t we switch?”

“I’m a top,” she said. “And you—you’re so fucking tight.” She began to pump. I gasped.

“Oh fuck!” I said. “It—It’s inside of me! Oh God, I can feel it.”

She giggled for a moment, but then the pleasure of pumping herself in my tight hole seemed to take over. She sunk her nails into me and pumped me harder.

“Harder!” I heard myself shout.

“Fuck, it’s so tight,” she cried out. I clenched hard, and probably nearly cut her cock off doing so. She yelped.

Her cock was big—too big for my virgin hole, but she didn’t care; she was determined to abuse me for her sexual gratification.

She kept pumping—harder and harder and harder. My body began to tremble, as if I was having some sort of seizure. Pleasure was taking over my body. I was yelling swear words that I never used. I was clenching. I was sweating. I was grasping at her, digging my nails into her skin.

Then, I felt her gushing into me: unloading heavy, hot loads deep into my hole. I screamed. She bellowed. She kept coming: blast after blast, filling me like a water balloon.

“Fuck!” I cried.

And then she pulled out suddenly, making my hole gush white cream. She reached down and rubbed my asshole quickly, making the cum sputter in every direction. I felt embarrassed and emasculated—but so, so satisfied.

Fifteen minutes later, she decided to try being a bottom—something she’d never done before. She put her face on her pillow and let me pump her until I came inside of her.
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She liked it in the end, but not as much as being on top. “I just really enjoyed fucking you,” she giggled.

I ended up spending the night, even though her living conditions were much worse than what I was used to. We were just starting to doze off when she said, “That private session really did change my life.”

I paused for a moment before asking, “What private session are you talking about? With Brian?”

“At Brian’s house, with his psychologist friend. They worked with me. I think I told you, didn’t I? Simpson—his name was Dr. Simpson, I think.”
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I had no idea what she was talking about, but now, she was rolling over to sleep. She let out a soft, feminine yawn before snuggling into me. She felt so feminine, but when I wrapped my arm around her, she took my hand and slid it down to her cock, as if she wanted a comforting fondle while she dozed off: or maybe she wanted to remind me that I’d just slept with a biological male, and not a female.


CHAPTER 8
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Ipressed Candice for more information about this Dr. Simpson. She told me that she didn’t know much about him. “He was there,” she said, “at Brian’s place. They helped me through a lot of stuff. They did a regression. It was all very insightful.”

“A regression?” I said. I didn’t know much about regressions. When I got to the office, I did a bit of research, and discovered that a regression was accomplished through hypnosis.

So I did some more research, looking to see if there were any active Dr. Simpsons in the area, but none were active in the registrar of clinical psychologists. But an article did come up.

‘Veteran psychologist loses license after lawsuit, controversy.’

I paused and clicked to read more.

‘Dr. Simpson, a seasoned psychologist with over 25 years of experience, has recently been stripped of his license following a series of legal challenges and mounting controversy. The core of the allegations stems from his use of a highly unconventional hypnosis technique that, former patients claim, was employed for manipulative and self-serving ends.

According to the lawsuit filed by multiple plaintiffs, Dr. Simpson's methods involved deep hypnosis sessions, supposedly designed to unlock repressed memories or alter behaviour patterns. However, the patients assert that these sessions led to false memories and manipulations, influencing their decision-making in ways that directly benefited Dr. Simpson, both financially and personally.

While Dr. Simpson has chosen to remain silent in the face of direct media inquiries, he has not remained entirely out of the public eye. In a written statement released on his personal website, he vehemently disputes the severity of the claims. "The accusations levied against me are grossly overstated," he writes, "My techniques have always aimed to empower my patients, and the suggestion of any nefarious intent on my part is not only unfounded but maliciously fabricated."

The controversy has sparked a broader debate in the psychological community about the ethical boundaries of hypnotherapy. Renowned experts have weighed in, with many expressing concern over the potential for abuse when such powerful psychological tools are mishandled. Meanwhile, former patients have banded together, sharing stories that paint a troubling picture of vulnerability and betrayal.

The licensing board's decision to revoke Dr. Simpson's credentials was not taken lightly. A representative for the board stated that "the decision to strip a practitioner of their license is always a somber affair, but it becomes necessary when the trust that must exist between a psychologist and their patients is broken as egregiously as it was in Dr. Simpson's case."

As the legal proceedings continue, the psychological field is left to grapple with the implications of Dr. Simpson's actions. For many, it is a harrowing reminder of the responsibility that comes with delving into the human psyche and the damage that can be done when that power is misused.’

I got in contact with my personal assistant, who I kept on payroll but very rarely used; her job was mostly to handle the cleaning and maintenance of my properties, paying bills, and so on. “What’s up, Jake?” she asked as she picked up the phone.

“I need you to track someone down for me,” I said. “I’m looking for a guy named Dr. Simpson.” I had to whisper it, because both Candice and Brian were outside of my office. Now, Brian was interviewing young men for a new position.

It was lunchtime when I got a call back from my assistant. “I got your his contact info, and his address.”

“You’re the best,” I said. I decided not to call him. Instead, I took my coat, smiled at Brian and Candice, and lied that I was going to meet an old pal for lunch.

Dr. Simpson lived in another town, about an hour-and-a-half away. I didn’t mind making the drive alone. I needed to get to the bottom of this, or the stress was going to eat me alive.

His house was small, near the river, on the edge of a trailer park and an old abandoned farm field. The house seemed abandoned. One of the windows had a large crack down it, and the screen door that stood in front of the wooden door was broken, off its hinges, and leaned against a decrepit rail.

I approached the door carefully, avoiding the broken deck boards. It was hard to believe that a doctor lived here—even if he was a disgraced doctor.
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I knocked. There was no answer. I knocked again—still nothing. I waited. I did a lap around the old house. Then, I noticed a neighbour watching me from across the street. “Any idea if the doc is home?” I called out.

“He moved out last week,” he called back.

“Any idea where he went?” I asked.

“Somewhere nicer than here,” he scoffed.

“Why do you say that?”

“Well,” he said, scratching at the scruff on his chin. “The same day he put the house on the market, he came home with a nice ride—a big black SUV with the big chrome rims. He bought his wife a matching one, with the his and hers plates.”

“Really?” I said. “So he came into some money?”

“Maybe some inheritance. I don’t know shit—he never talked to me. Always treated me and everyone in the neighbourhood like dog shit. He always thought that he was better than everyone else.”

“No kidding…” I said.

“Well, maybe it was true. He bought his fancy cars and got out of here.”
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I had a feeling I knew where he got the cash for the fancy cars. I had a feeling Brian was paying him a good sum for a service that was possibly not so legal.

I called my assistant and asked her to track him down. I knew we would find him one way or another.

Back at the office, Brian was gone. “Where is he?” I asked Candice.

“He hired a new guy,” she smiled. “And took him out for lunch.”

“Hm,” I said. I went into my office, and then turned to see Candice standing at my door with a blushing smile on her face. “What is it?”

“I had fun last night.”

I blushed. “Yeah. Me too.”

“I’d love to do that again,” she said.
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My heart skipped a beat. “Same,” I said. I was just being polite… or was I? Maybe I did want to do it again, deep down—but I knew I needed to reject her ultimately. I knew I couldn’t let her suck me into that erotic pleasure; I could see how it could become an addiction. I could see how someone could turn into something like Brian with enough exposure.

I’d been with a lot of women, but Candice was different; Candice understood what it took to pleasure a man, because she used to be one—not too long ago. She knew how to satisfy a cock, and she knew how to create pleasure in the rear-end of a man as well—probably from experience.

And now, she was closing the curtains of my office.

“I don’t think now is an appropriate time,” I blushed.

But she didn’t care. She closed the door and walked over, and a moment later, our lips were locked. Resisting her allure was impossible. She pulled up her skirt so that her erection could be free. I felt it throbbing, warm, against my abdomen. Then, she sat down on my chair, spat onto the tip of her cock, and then motioned for me to sit down on her lap.

I did it, straddling her, pressing my own erection against her bare stomach. I bounced on her, succumbing to those forbidden desires. I felt her long, thick, rigid shaft sliding in and out of me. She lifted off her top so I could see her flat chest. Her nipples were puffy, swollen—growing from the hormone pills she was taking. I could almost make out some slight mass to her breasts as the estrogen did its work.

[image: Moan]



“Come on my chest,” she giggled, and then she gripped my cock and began to pump it as I bounced on her lap. I gave her what she asked for, and she finished inside of me.

She really was beautiful. I really did lust over her. I spent the rest of the day fantasizing about her. I even caved and asked her to come to my house. She came over after darting home to change. She was wearing a beautiful red dress. We ordered dinner to the house, kissed on the couch, and then she removed the dress to reveal skintight black lace lingerie. We fucked again: me bent over my bed, her thrusting me from behind.

I knew that I was giving in to poor judgment and dangerous desires—but I couldn’t help it.

We were cuddling when my phone rang. I saw that it was my assistant, so I took the phone to another room to answer it. “What’s up?” I whispered.

“So he did move, and he’s not far from you,” she said to me. “He’s in a mansion now, on Elm Drive.”

She gave me the address—and she was right; he was just two blocks away. “Thanks so much,” I said.

When I got back to my bedroom, Candice was already asleep, snoring peacefully. I watched her for a minute, and then I checked the time; it wasn’t super late. Maybe Dr. Simpson was still awake; maybe I could confront him and get to the bottom of this nonsense.

I crept out from my house and down my driveway. I was still in pyjama pants. My heart was racing; I just wanted to get answers. I already knew everything, but this Dr. Simpson was likely going to confirm it all.
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His house was glowing. There was a large U-Haul parked out front and the Sale sign was still hammered into the earth. I approached the door cautiously. I took a deep breath.

Then, before I could knock, the door opened. An older man holding a champagne glass stepped out. “That’s what I told him!” he called out to someone inside, and then he turned to see me and he gasped. “Jesus, man! What do you want!?”

“I’m sorry, I was just about to knock,” I said.

“Who knocks at 11:00 PM?”

“I, uh… live a few houses down,” I said.

“Not a great time to meet a new neighbour,” he grumbled. “You want to chit-chat? Come back in three weeks. We’re leaving for vacation in the morning—three weeks in Bermuda. And don’t think of breaking into the place while we’re gone. People will be here.”

He clearly had money; he was wearing a new Rolex watch. Behind him, I could see a brand new 150-inch television, still in its box, and brand-new leather furniture. It almost seemed like he’d won the lottery… or maybe someone had given him a few million to perform a certain service, under the table.

“You’re Dr. Simpson, right?”

He stared at me for a moment, looking nervous. “Who told you that?” he asked. “How did you get that information? Wait—are you here to serve me? No, I’m not Simpson. I’ve never heard of Simpson. Get lost and tell your boss to shove it up his ass.”

“I’m not serving you. I work with Brian.”

Then, he paused. “You do?” he asked apprehensively.

I nodded my head.

He relaxed, and that was a huge giveaway. He really did know Brian, which meant that he was implicated in all of this. And maybe this was an opportunity to gain intel; I knew that I had to play along. “I’m Brian’s partner—business partner,” I said.

“Right. He mentioned that he was working with someone.”

“We made Buzz together,” I smiled.

“No shit,” he said. “That’s how I met my wife! Brian never mentioned anything about making Buzz!”

So it was obvious that Brian had kept some of his life private. Maybe he didn’t want this disgraced doctor to know much. The whole operation was seemingly illegal.

“So, uh, what do you want?” asked the doc, looking me up and down, seeing that I was in my pyjamas.

“He, uh, asked me to stop by and just…” I had to think fast. “Let us know how we should proceed with Candice.”

“With Candice? What’s up with Candice?” he said. So he knew the name. Before I could think of what to say next, the doc volunteered some information. “Is the hypnosis not sticking?”

My heart skipped a beat. Hearing him say it like that sent a chill down my spine. Was Candice currently in a state of hypnosis? Were all of the young men—who had come out as women—actually just… hypnotized? Had I been having sex with a young man who wasn’t in control of his own body—and his own consent?

I felt suddenly sick, but I had to stay in character. “Oh, no, it’s sticking,” I said. “It’s just… She hasn’t come as… far as the others.”

“Oh,” he said. “She has fond connections to her male memories. That’s normal. It will take years for a full transformation to really take hold. Some people transfer faster than others—particularly younger guys, smaller guys—guys who were picked on for being weak or small… they tend to have less of a bond with their masculine memories, so they transition a bit tougher. Look—we can talk about all of that when I’m back. I thought I explained it to Brian, but I could tell he wasn’t quite listening.”

I faked a laugh. “Classic Brian.”

Then he laughed. “Brian mentioned you, but he didn’t mention that you were in on this with us.” He had a curious look on his face. “And… just asking for my own… safety. Are there others involved in this? I really don’t want this to be something that’s getting around, if you know what I mean.”

“Obviously,” I said. “Brian filled me in a few weeks ago.” I was, of course, lying. “He was pretty vague about certain things; I could tell that he hadn’t been totally listening to whatever you told him. Classic Brian.”
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“Well, let’s schedule a meeting when I get back—the three of us—and we can do follow up sessions with the girls… Adjustments, as I like to call the sessions. You guys tell me what you want out of them, and I’ll make the changes during hypnosis. You want them more frisky—whatever. We can do all of that.” He smiled an evil smile, and I bit my tongue to stay in character.

Then, I returned to my house, my spine and skin cold as if I’d just walked ten miles in the arctic winter.

There was Candice, asleep peacefully on my bed—and still hypnotized. I felt sick. We’d fucked half a dozen times… but she was actually a young man under the influence of evil hypnosis.


CHAPTER 9
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Icouldn’t sleep. I tossed and groaned and felt a horrible dread washing over me. Brian truly was drunk with power—and he wasn’t even doing this for a challenge anymore. Now, he was just paying a mad doctor to do his dirty work for him.

Brian was never convincing these young men that they wanted to be girls. He wasn’t even seducing them with his billionaire charm. He was simply paying a hypnotist to do it all for him—and by the looks of it, he was paying the hypnotist very well—maybe millions of dollars per session.

I felt sick. I spent a good portion of the night in the bathroom. I knew that I had to confront Brian, face-to-face, and I needed to stop him before he ruined more lives. And Dr. Simpson needed to be stopped as well—maybe even jailed.

But I couldn’t just contact the police. I couldn’t tell them what I knew without implicating myself to some degree. Or maybe I needed to implicate myself and sacrifice my own reputation in order to put an end to the madness.

First, I needed to confront Brian. I showed up at the office in the morning, tired, exhausted, but ready to get in his face. I was ready to make sure that he knew he was way in the wrong.

But I was rocked off of my game when I noticed all of the boxes in the office. Brian was standing there, packing his personal items into a small cardboard box. “W—What’s going on?” I asked.

“I sold my shares,” he said. “I’m done here.”

“Why?” I asked, stunned.

He shrugged his shoulders. “It got boring.”

“What got boring? We’ve hardly launched the app.”

“Yeah—I never cared about the app.”

“I—I don’t understand,” I said. “I thought this is what you wanted.”

“I wanted a challenge… but this isn’t challenging. The app reached the top-1oo chart this morning. We had over a thousand inquiries from investors last night. I sold my shares for 700 million. It will probably be worth more in six months, but I don’t really want to stick around that long if it’s not fun.”

“This wasn’t ever about the app though—so what difference does it make?”

He shrugged his shoulders again. “It was about the company—a little bit. But when you can just throw money at something to make it popular… it’s not fun. And the… other challenge…” He grinned. “Well, that wasn’t much of a challenge either.”

“Because you threw money at it,” I said. “Don’t pretend like you managed to do what you did without money.”

He blushed. “I don’t know what you mean,” he lied.

“Oh really? Never heard of any Dr. Simpson.”

He laughed. “Damn. Did Candice tell you?”

“Why is this funny to you? You can’t do that to people; you’re… raping them! You hypnotized those young men and then you had your way with them while they were hypnotized.”

Now, his face was turning dark red. The smile was gone, and he looked like a wild animal about to pounce. “That’s slander, Jake,” he growled.

“It’s the truth.”

“I’ll destroy you in court,” he said. “My lawyers will bury you. I know shit about your financials. I know everything. And I know that you were with Candice, last night.”

I froze up.

“And you knew that she was hypnotized, but you were with her anyway.”

“I didn’t know it yet,” I said.

“Explain it to a judge. And explain it to him while you explain one-hundred million dollars in write-offs over the past few years—business expenses for a business that doesn’t really exist—does it, Jake?” He was staring hard into my eyes.

He was referring to a little (and common) setup that many rich people use to stop the government from taxing up to 80% of earnings when you earn within a certain bracket. He was doing it too; in fact, he taught me about it. And it was… sort of legal. But he was right; I didn’t want to have to explain it to a judge. I didn’t want to have to explain to a judge, in a court case that would surely be public, that I slept with a trans girl who was only a trans girl under hypnosis. No, I didn’t know when I slept with her, but the timeline was very tight and Jake was a billionaire, with endless resources. If I backed him into a corner, he was surely going to try to claw his way out—and his moral threshold was much lower than mine. He was prepared to swipe for the eyes.

“So you’re leaving?” I said.

“I’m leaving.”

“Alright,” I said. “And Dr. Simpson…”

“I paid him for his work,” he said.

“Okay…” I said. I was confused. I wasn’t sure where to go from here. I wanted to get back at him. I wanted to make sure he wouldn’t go off an do something like this again… but there was nothing I could do, unless I was willing to sacrifice everything: my money and my reputation.

I suppose I wasn’t quite that brave. I suppose I wasn’t going to be the one to bring justice to the world. Sometimes rich guys just get away with anything—and not just because they’re rich, but because they’re willing to be ruthless.

Sometimes that’s just what it takes to become rich in the first place: a demented ruthlessness. In my case, it was just dumb luck; I programmed a mediocre app and then I got very, very lucky. Brian made it into a success with his own relentlessness. Maybe I owed Brian; he would have made it happen with or without me.

Or maybe Brian owed me, for deciding to keep my mouth shut about his deranged little hobby. He got away with it; he feminized all of those young men, and their lives were changed forever now. There was no undoing their gender transformations without a very awkward hypnosis session.

I decided to let it go. I decided to turn my back to his evildoing. I left Candice as she was. I didn’t do anything about the others. Brian did it to them, and hopefully he would one day come to his senses and undo what he’d done, even if it meant losing it all.

Well—he did lose it all. It turned out, he never had much when we started that second app together. He was on the verge of bankruptcy; he was living off of investor loans, which he’d received questionably. He needed a big hit to pay off some debts, and he took his first opportunity to cash out—so he sold his shares in our new company, and he left.

I sold my shares a few weeks later when I was offered 980 million. I didn’t need the cash. I gave a good chunk of it to those poor young women, who used to be men. They just assumed it was a kind gesture; maybe it was, or maybe it was hush money, in case they ever discovered what happened.

Candice was constantly asking to see me. I reluctantly met up with her and fought the urge to throw myself at her; now, with breast implants and a few more months of HRT, she was downright stunning—but I knew it wasn’t right. I knew that deep down, she was someone else. I told her that I wanted her to see a psychologist, and I paid for her to see the best one—but she never did detransition. I have no idea if she ever stumbled onto the truth. She was retired at twenty-two—not a bad deal, all things considered. Fifty-million can last a lifetime, even when you’re living life fully.

Dr. Simpson’s plane crashed on his way home from vacation a bit later that year; he was killed, of course. I often wonder if Brian had something to do with it; I’ll never know, because I’ll never ask. If Brian is psychotic enough to have a doctor killed, then what would stop him from having me killed to protect his own name?

He was afraid of going after me; he knew that I had over four-billion dollars; he knew what a person can do with money. Nobody puts a hit out on a billionaire; it’s suicide.

All I could do was disassociate myself with all of it—with everything that we’d ever done together. Well—almost everything. I ended up downloaded the knockoff of that app we made together: Classic Buzz. I forgot that I had it on my phone, until one afternoon when I was on vacation in Italy. My pocket buzzed and I reached in to see who was messaging me—but there was no message. It took me a moment to realize that it was probably from Buzz Classic, and then I looked up to see a girl who was looking at her phone, trying to figure out why it had just buzzed.

Then, she turned and looked at me. She blushed and I bit down on my lip to stop myself from grinning like an idiot.

She was trans—recently transitioned into femininity. She was cute; with light freckles and beautiful blonde hair. Her breasts were barely starting to form; she didn’t bother wearing a padded bra to create a fake bust.
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We were married a year later. And I suppose that it would have never happened had I not gone through everything with Brian. Had he not created his harem of hypnotized femboys, I would have never learned that I had my own little appetite for girls who weren’t always girls. My own appetite was satisfied with one loyal girl, unlike Brian, who needed an entire army of new girls at his disposal.

THE END
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