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REPROGRAMMED


Bill just gave up a comfy government job to work for eccentric billionaire, Boris Lunt’s trendy social media platform. The pay isn’t as good, but the work is more interesting, more exciting, and a nice change of pace… At least at first.

But soon, Bill begins to regret making the big change. The work really isn’t much more exciting… until Bill decides to conduct some secret experiments on small groups of users engaging in abusive behaviour on the social media website. He wants to see if he can change their outlook… and soon, he wants to see just what else he can do to the men.


CHAPTER 1
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Anew year, a new me—and a new job.

I’d finally pulled the trigger and quit that old government job. I took that big risk that nobody thought I would ever take. I gave up those government job hours—with all those holidays and benefits. I gave up all of that government red-tape, and all of those days that were mostly just spent sitting around, waiting for direction from some higher office. I gave up that grey, dull cubicle. I gave up that six-figure salary…

Oh God—did I make a huge mistake? Did I seriously give up a six-figure job with benefits and a pension? Was I having one of those midlife crisis things you hear so much about?

[image: Bill]



Now, sitting at my new desk, in my office, I was starting to have a panic attack.

I hadn’t had a panic attack in… five years. I used to take pills to keep them away—that was before I got my government network security job, which was comfy and stable and stress-free.

But after a year, it was so boring. After two years, it was nearly-impossible to hype myself up enough to go into work. After five years, I couldn’t take the boredom anymore.

I guess I forgot about the panic attacks… the uncertainty… and no medical benefits. Oh God—what if I got hit by a car walking home? How would I ever afford the hospital bills?

“Are you okay, Billy Boy?” my new boss asked, poking his head into my office. “You seem… tense.”

I didn’t want him to know that I was having a panic attack. People who have panic attacks don’t move up the ladder in major tech firms.

[image: Boss]


My new boss was the first female-to-male transgender person I’d ever met. I mean—sure, I’d seen plenty of them on the news, on Netflix, on the Internet, but never in real life. Look: I think a person should be able to do whatever they want to do, and people shouldn’t judge them or treat them badly unless they’re hurting other people. But it was hard to treat Mr. Kent like a… dude.

My old boss was unfiltered. He would made shocking jokes, sometimes sexual jokes—and he had a manly aura about him. But Mr. Kent was different. Mr. Kent still had a big set of tits, which he tried to wrap up, but they were so damned big that binders wouldn’t keep them down. And he had hips like a Victoria’s Secret fashion model. His face was more… androgynous. But it was the phoney male persona that made him just seem like—I hate to say it—a chick.

“I’m fine, sir,” I said, faking a smile.

“Did you see that Packers game last night? They really crushed it.” There was just something about the way that he said it, making me think he didn’t really watch the game—and if he did, he probably didn’t know what he was watching. Because I did watch the game, and the Packers barely won, and they basically stumbled into the end zone for their two measly touchdowns.

“Great game, sir,” I said with that same fake smile. I was trying to hide my trembling hands, trying not to stress out about the fact that my salary was about half of what it used to be.

But the job was cooler. I was now working for a private company; I was working for the eccentric billionaire, Boris Lunt. I’m sure that I don’t need to tell you about Boris Lunt; he’s been in the news every day for the past fifteen years. He’s been known to randomly send his employees to the Mediterranean for weeklong super-yacht cruises. He’s been known to buy all of his employees expensive cars. Many of his employees go on to run their own successful businesses.

I wanted to be part of something interesting, with new tasks every month. I couldn’t just sit at a desk running the same network security protocols, day in and day out.

“You seem like a cool guy, Bill,” Mr. Kent went on. “You know that you aren’t working for the feds anymore. You don’t need to wear a dress shirt and slacks to work if you don’t want to.”

“Okay—that’s good to know,” I said, waiting for him to get to the point of his check-in.

“Wear a t-shirt tomorrow, or a hoodie or something.” It was weird, because he was wearing a dress shirt and a tie—but maybe that was just to help him feel more like a man.

He left. Apparently that was all he had to say. I got back to work. My task was to familiarize myself with the network’s search algorithm. It was my task for the week, scanning through the code so I could understand how it worked. Because my job was mostly going to be concerned with tweaking that algorithm, to improve it, to make sure that users of that social media network stayed on the app, scrolling for hours, and taking in as many ads as possible, since that’s how the app made its revenue (like most apps).

I showed up the next day in a t-shirt. It felt weird. For five years, I was required to wear a dress shirt and a tie—no tie on Fridays.
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“Looking good, Billy Boy!” Mr. Kent said. I hated that he called me ‘Billy Boy’. It literally made my skin crawl.

I figured I would get used to Mr. Kent’s strange behaviour. In the meantime, I tried to distract myself with my work. I tried to distract myself from the fact that I would be making about three-thousand dollars less per month… but hopefully that wouldn’t be for long. When they hired me, they told me that hard workers move up fast, and they showed me what my salary could look like after a few raises. They told me I could be back into six-figure territory within a year, if I did a stellar job for the company.

“Just make the platform better,” Mr. Kent had told me in my interview. “Boris Lunt wants the platform to be better—and he’ll reward us all if we can make him happy.”

I was still struggling to wrap my head around the algorithm. I’d skimmed the whole thing twice (it was about 90,000 lines long). Now, I was going through it slowly, trying to understand why there were so many contradictions in the code.

This went on for days. After a week, I was starting to feel a familiar boredom—the reason I left my old job. And as this new job began to feel like the old job, the panic attacks resumed. I couldn’t just go and ask for my old job back. I’d forfeited tens of thousands of dollars—and for what?

“What have I done,” I groaned, sinking into my seat.

Then, I noticed a slight flaw in the code on my screen. I won’t get too technical, but it was a contradiction that would make a user see content they’ve already seen before, even if they scrolled by it without watching the majority of it. That line shouldn’t have been there, and the removal of it would instantly improve the scrolling experience.

So I documented the issue and sent a report to Mr. Kent. Ten minutes later, he was in my doorway. “What’s with the report, Billy Boy?”

“It’s a small effort causing a major problem.”

“You don’t need to write a report on it. Just fix it.”

I paused. “Doesn’t the change need to be cleared by the higher-ups, or something?”

He shook his head. “Just fix it. Submit it to one of the beta groups. I’m sure it will get the green light within a week. Good job, Billy Boy. Keep up the good work.”

I smiled. I blushed. I was so used to red-tape. At my last job, it would have taken at least a month to submit any sort of adjustment to any code. Now, they were fine with me just… changing the code, right there on the interface.

So I did it. I submitted the change to one of the beta groups.

Now—I know that it sounds techy and boring and tedious, but I’m afraid it’s very important to understand what a beta group is for me to go on with my story. I will try to sum it up in simple terms.

Hundreds of millions of people used that social media platform. In fact, it was the number-one news app in the App Store. The President of the United States used that app to deliver news to the public, and major celebrities used it to… bash the president.

Because it was so popular—and culturally important—we couldn’t just implement a change without testing it on a certain number of people. So users were randomly put into groups of about ten-thousand people. There were about a dozen of these groups. The people in the groups had no idea they were in these groups. A new change would be sent to a random group, and then the company would compare that group’s app usage to a group that didn’t receive the update. If the test group used the app more than the group without the changes, then the change was deemed worthy of implementation, and it would be put into the app’s next weekly update, for all users.
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Okay—simple right?

So there were about fifty of us working at that office. Some of the senior programmers had their own beta groups that the rest of us couldn’t touch. I was told that, with hard work, I could have my own beta group in a few years, and then I would have complete freedom to test ideas whenever I pleased… but it happened much sooner than that.

My little code fix made Mr. Kent very happy. Over the next two weeks, I found a dozen other small contradictions—all of which were super simple to fix. After the new update went out with all of my small fixes, app usage increased by eight-percent.

It was such a strong increase that Boris himself sent a message to our office. “Keep up the great work,” he wrote. And it was the first time Boris Lunt had sent an email to Mr. Kent’s inbox, so Mr. Kent was over the moon. He brought a bottle of champagne to the office. Then, he took us all out for a steak dinner. He planned an office party for the following Friday.

He got drunk at the party, stumbled over to me, put his arm around me, and said, “You’re going places, Billy Boy. You—You’re a real w—winner, Billy. I’m going to give you your own beta group.”

And this was a big deal, because it came with my first raise: a bump of eight-thousand dollars per year. I wanted to scream with excitement—but I waited until Monday before celebrating. I waited until he was sober before confirming that the raise was real.

It was real.

I was given Beta Group R2. My new job was to come up with improvements, and to test them on my very own set of ten-thousand users. I was psyched. I was ready to tackle this project head on… And then I realized that my beta group was a very specific beta group: men, between the ages of 18-22, who followed mostly young female thots, and ‘liked’ soft-core pornographic images.

That was another thing about beta-groups; most of them weren’t entirely random. Most of the groups contained a certain demographic. There were beta groups of Asian men, beta groups of black women, beta groups of gamers, beta groups of people into fitness, and so on.

“So, what exactly do you want me to do?” I asked Mr. Kent.

“Figure out how to tweak the code, to enhance their experience.”

“You want me to make it… show them more porn?” I asked.

“We don’t allow porn on the website,” Mr. Kent said to me, narrowing his eyes. “Be creative, Billy Boy. I know you can do it. You’re, like, an algorithm prodigy.”

I blushed. I really didn’t know where to start. I wasn’t exactly into… porn. I was raised in a catholic household; we weren’t even allowed on the internet until we turned eighteen. I was raised to believe that masturbation was a sin, that sex before marriage was a heinous crime.
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Now, I could see the feeds of my beta users; they had no idea that I could see what they could see. They had no idea that I could literally watch them as they scrolled. I mean—no, I couldn’t see them physically, unless they were using the website’s streaming service. And no—I wasn’t spying on them illegally; they’d all agreed to the website’s terms, which gave platform employees the right to monitor their usage.


CHAPTER 2
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It took some getting used to. As soon as I opened up my monitoring apps, I was bombarded with pictures of young women in provocative poses. No—it wasn’t ‘porn’, but it was as close as possible to being porn without the platform detecting it as porn.

On Wednesday morning, I sat and watched one particular user scrolling through his feed, stopping at every provocative picture of a girl—and her feet. This particular user really loved feet.
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I watched him clicking ‘like’ on picture after picture. The algorithm was designed to show him more of what he liked, and there was an AI system implemented to scan the liked photo and then find similarly composed images. For this particular user, it was perfect, because he just kept on scrolling and scrolling, liking and liking.

I sat there, trying to think of how I could possibly make this experience better for him. During my training, they told me to watch a user until they sign off… This particular man scrolled for hours. I tried to monitor other users while I waited for him to finish.

[image: Girl]



But for most of them, it was the same: hours and hours of scrolling, liking pictures of girls, and then getting similar content pushed on them. One particular fellow watched hours of girls peeing themselves; I guess, since they were clothed, it wasn’t considered porn.
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I tried to think of what I could possibly implement—or if there were features impeding on their experience. But these people just seemed… satisfied. They were logging hours, liking hundreds of photos, and doing exactly what Boris wanted them to be doing: spending as much time as possible on that app.

And after a couple of days, I was becoming nervous. Those panic attacks were coming back… I was starting to wonder what would happen if I couldn’t come up with anything, if I couldn’t figure out a way to make the website better for these people.

Occasionally, porn would sneak in; users would post it, and the system wouldn’t detect it. These porn videos would gain huge amounts of views and likes and shares. I was never sure what to do about them. I could think of ways to tweak the detection code so that the porn wouldn’t slip through, but I could see with my own eyes that the porn was making users spend more time on the app… and it was my job to ensure that people were spending as much time as possible on the app.

“I noticed there weren’t any updates yesterday—or the day before—to your beta group, Billy Boy,” Mr. Kent said, slipping into my office.

“I’m just trying to understand the users, sir,” I said, nervously smiling.

He stared at me for a long time. “Right…” He took a breath. “I just have to ask… you’re not just… slacking off, right? I mean—it’s hard to justify a salary like yours when there aren’t any changes coming through.”

“I’m working,” I said, feeling my heart falling into my stomach. I couldn’t tell if he was being serious, or if he was doing his usual ‘gotcha!’ routine. But he was serious.

I felt like I’d been set up for failure. It didn’t seem fair; I was given a demographic of people who were basically already using the website all day. How could I make it any better for them?

I went to a nearby park and spent an hour sitting on the bench, just trying to think of what the hell I was going to do.
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The next day, I hunkered down. I was determined to figure out how I could redeem myself. I checked in on the monitoring software, desperately hoping I would catch a user encountering some bug that I could fix, but they were all happily looking at the profiles of 18-year-old thot girls.

What could I do for these people?

I sat and thought, tapping my head with the tip of my finger. I had to come up with something.

I kept scrolling their feeds. They just wanted to admire beautiful women
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I got another glare from my boss in the morning: a warning look, telling me to figure something out or accept a demotion—and a pay cut.

I went to some forums, to try to find some inspiration, to see what other coders around the world were doing to increase engagement. That’s when I came upon a conversation between two programmers that caught my interest.

At first, they were talking about implementing Java Script into a specific web console app… but somehow (as internet conversations do), the conversation suddenly became about US politics. One user was a democrat, one was a republican—and their conversation became increasingly fierce. The thread went on and on, for pages and pages. I looked at the time stamps, and saw that the men were arguing for many hours, trying to ‘win’ their debate, which was totally off-topic.

And it gave me an idea. I perked up. I felt a blushing smile on my face, but a tingling in my gut was telling me not to betray my own morals.
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I looked over and saw Mr. Kent glaring at me. I had to do something—and maybe this would win me a bit of time.

So I spent the day implementing a simple addition to the algorithm. The new addition was simple; it would occasionally add in a political post—either left-wing or right-wing—for a few days, until it could determine the user’s political preference. Then, it would show them posts from their opposing views: extreme posts to get them fired up.

And sure enough, the plan worked. It took a few days to make the coding efficient, and it took a few days to produce results. But by the end of the week, my beta group was spending 3% more time on the app—and I could see, using my monitoring console, that the users of my beta group were getting into political arguments while scrolling through pictures of naked girls.
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And after another week, my beta group was up another 11%, spending an extra twenty minutes per day, on average, just arguing about politics with strangers online.

It was a victory, and Mr. Kent was thrilled when he saw the numbers. He congratulated me, and he told me that if I kept it up, there would be a promotion in my near future.

But I didn’t feel great about it.

I felt like I’d betrayed my morals—injecting negativity in the world, just to increase company profits. The longer people stayed on the website, the more ads they were exposed to, and the more ads they were exposed to, the more money advertisers paid the website. And they were targeted ads, which before, were showing the men dating websites, and hookup apps… but now, these people were being shown political content ads, getting them even more fired up.

I felt like I was creating extremists on both sides of the political spectrum. I was taking docile people and turning them against each other, making them want to kill each other. A number of my beta group users were even being banned for sending death threats to each other.
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But my bosses were happy. I guess that should have made me happy… but it wasn’t making me happy.


CHAPTER 3
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My work was starting to weigh heavily on my mind—especially after working in cyber security for so many years; during my government cyber security job, I saw a lot of hate and anger and violence online. I saw how quickly people could become downright hateful, resorting to terrible things in order to feel like they were winning politically.

I didn’t want to be contributing to the evil in the world, so I tried hard to think of how I could get the same results without firing people up.

I spent a few days pondering the situation. I liked seeing Mr. Kent happy, and I knew that I could probably double-down by sending the beta users even more political content to get them arguing. I could rig it to recommend the users profiles of extremists, to see if they would create relations, and possibly spend even more time on the app, discussing extreme political views with likeminded people in private chats… but I knew that was just another step towards breeding literal terrorists.

Then, while monitoring a random user, I noticed something.

He was just scrolling through his feed, which was a 80/20 mix of naked women and politics, when he came upon an image of an ‘ugly’ girl, trying to promote her OnlyFans. I saw ‘ugly’ for lack of a better term, but the woman was not traditionally beautiful—and I don’t believe she was trying very hard to be beautiful. Her hair was greasy and unwashed. She was quite out of shape. Her clothes were stained. Her skin was greasy and she had many pimples with whiteheads.
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Surely, she was someone’s type—or maybe a fetish—but for this particular user, he was put off. He paused on her picture, and then he clicked ‘show me less content like this’ in the post options.

I sat and thought for a moment.

I had the power to show any of my users content. It was a matter of clicking a few buttons. So for this particular user, I decided to send him another post by that same chubby user—and I made sure to find the most unflattering post I could find (in the post, she had her hair short and messy, and her breasts were particularly lopsided.
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Again, he paused on the post. This time, instead of telling the app to show him less, he clicked on the post and made a comment. “Why is this shit showing up on my feed?” he wrote.

Soon after, one of the girl’s fans weighed in. “Because she’s a babe.”

“She ain’t,” the man wrote back.

“You probably love girls like her, and are just in denial. The app only shows you what you like,” argued the fan.

“Maybe the app is broken,” he said. “Because no sane person wants to see this.”

“Just admit that you think she’s beautiful.”

And soon, he was arguing—this time about a girl, and not about politics.

So I got the idea to change the bit in the algorithm that I’d designed, to show men political content, and changed it to show them sexual content that was far removed from their preferences—every fifty posts or so. It seemed like a much healthier way to get the men fired up—and it didn’t involve radicalizing anyone.

[image: Chubby girls]


Within a couple of days, the app usage stabilized. My beta group dropped by about 2% in total usage, but it was still up from what it was originally.

I set it to show obese girls, pregnant girls, girls with ‘ugly’ facial features. It was actually quite a challenge to teach the algorithm the difference between a smoking-hot babe and an average or ugly girl. I had to write lines of code that would access facial recognition software, and then I had to program it to understand asymmetrical facial features—or features like broad foreheads, thin lips, beady eyes, and so on. It was a lot of work. I worked many long nights, staying at the office after my coworkers were gone.

But the work was paying off. Men were getting into arguments with other men, as if the posts were political in nature.
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I programmed it to recognize when a sexual post was ‘controversial’, when there were arguments in the comments, and I set it to show those posts to the users in the beta group. Some were of unattractive girls. Some were of girls doing gross and desperate things. Soon, I had a flurry of constant activity.
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Again, Mr. Kent was thrilled.

And then, something curious happened. After a few weeks, the arguing died down. I checked into my monitoring module, and pulled open the search trends of my users. That’s when I was left absolutely speechless.

A huge number of the men in my beta group were specifically searching for erotic images of large women, of pregnant women—and they were beginning to follow the accounts of women that the algorithm had been programmed to believe were ‘unattractive’. I was absolutely baffled by the data—and over the next few days, the statistics continued to skew in that direction.

Searches for ‘naked granny’ had gone from 0.01% of users to 4% of users.

[image: Granny]


It was almost as if I’d programmed new fetishes into the men.

I just stared at the data. I watched users in the monitoring console. I watched them scrolling through their feeds. Sure, many of them were still getting into fights… but many were stopping on those unorthodox women and liking their photos, following their accounts—and even searching for that type of content in the search console.

“What the hell have I done to these guys?” I wondered.

I must admit that I let out a laugh. It was a shocked, nervous laugh: an expression of disbelief more than anything. I’d literally changed the preferences of these men by exposing them to strange, unusual fetishes.

And over the next couple of weeks, their app usage returned to the old normal, dropping about one or two percentage points every few days. The men were right back to spending their usual amount of time scrolling erotic images on the app, but now, more than half of them were indulging in pregnant women, fat women, old women, ugly women—and so on.
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Now, Mr. Kent was standing in my doorway. “Your beta group’s usage has dropped considerably,” he said. “The update development team are going to hold off on including your updates in the next patch.”

“O—Okay,” I said, waiting to hear what this meant for me. Was it going to be a demotion? A pay cut?

“I’m not sure what happened between now and three weeks ago, Bill, but I’m hoping this is something you can fix.”

“I—I’m sure it is. It’s just part of the process, sir.” I cleared my throat. “I’ve learned, uh, a lot about the psychology of the users, and that information is going to be vital moving forward.”

“I hope so,” he said, eyeing me up and down.

I produced a weak smile, trying to show him that I was confident. But really, I felt like I was back at square-one. I felt like I was running out of options…

Though there was still that political option. I could still roll out those political posts again. I knew that they would produce a huge uptick in app usage, and I knew that app usage would stick. I knew it would impress Mr. Kent…

But could I sink to that level? Could I turn people against each other for my own personal gain?


CHAPTER 4
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Iwas feeling a mixture of emotions when I decided, two days later, to roll the political update back out to my beta group.

It only took a couple of days for activity to surge within my beta users. It was only a few days before their search histories became increasingly political, and their feeds populated with more political content—and more radical content.

By the end of the week, Mr. Kent was smiling at me. I smiled back, happy to be back in the company’s good books.
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But deep down, I felt terrible. I wanted to get that next raise, but I didn’t like this feeling. I didn’t like logging into my monitoring console, seeing the users engaged in endless arguments, name-calling—and some of the users were even working hard to dox other users—trying to expose them to ruin their reputations, their relationships, their careers…

“You’re a great worker,” said Mr. Kent. “One of our best—no doubt.”

I smiled and nodded and when he was gone, I sunk into my chair. I felt part of my soul leaving my body as I wondered: is this really what I left my comfy government job for? Was this really the big change I wanted in my life? At least I felt like I was doing something back at the old office—doing something that had a positive impact on the world—even if it usually seemed like nothing was getting done.

Now, those familiar anxieties were creeping back, tormenting me.

I decided to run a system reset on my beta group, which essentially purged all of my beta users and then provided me with a whole new batch of users who hadn’t yet been affected by any of my experimenting. They were still being plunged into my political algorithm, but at least I was no longer dealing with men who were becoming increasingly obsessed with bizarre erotica.

Now, I was back to the issue of figuring out what to do to increase the usage. Again, I was given users who liked erotic content: mostly men who enjoyed pictures of naked and half-naked women.

I tried to think of what I could give to them, what I could do for them.

For days, I watched as they began to argue in political threads. I watched them use the search feature more and more for looking up political content. At least, when they were admiring girls, the content that I was seeing on my end was more… vanilla. I was back to seeing eighteen-year-old girls in lingerie, and not eighty-year-old women.
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And for days, I watched as they left depraved comments on the pictures. “I would pay money to have you sit on my face.” “I want to stick my tongue so far up your anus.” “I want to see you spit on your own tits, baby.”

I was jealous of my coworkers. The other guys had normal beta groups: groups with random users—or groups who were interested in art, or cooking, or sports. Why did I get stuck with the perverts?

As the perverts became more political, I noticed an increase in aggression with their posts on sexual content. One man began posting hateful comments on pictures of girls with coloured hair. “You look like an annoying feminist. I bet your pussy smells rotten.” I don’t know why he became so enraged.

Likewise, on a picture of a girl in a Stars-and-Stripes bikini, one guy wrote, “Oh wow, another redneck Trump-tard. That’s what the world needs.”
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I hated to think that I was fuelling their hate… but the numbers were looking good. Mr. Kent was pleased with me. But I wasn’t pleased with myself, and I was starting to loathe the consumers that I was testing on.

I didn’t consider myself a very political person; I just hated people who used politics as an excuse to hate other people. One particular man was leaving comments on many pictures: “You look like a man. You a tranny?” He was being cruel, pointing out subtle lumps and calling them, ‘bulges’ or ‘Adam’s apples’. He was just being rude…

And it made me wonder if I had the power to mess with him—just a little bit.

I didn’t care about his political leanings, or about his personal opinions—but I didn’t like that he was spreading hatred on the platform. So I moved him into a new group—along with a few other users who were doing the same thing.

I decided that I would test out the powers that I’d discovered a few weeks earlier. I programmed their algorithm so that they would see real trans girls every four-hundred posts.

Of course, as soon as they encountered the first, they engaged: hateful comments, and a few of them clicked, ‘Show me less content like this’. But I cancelled out that request, and made sure that they kept seeing the content occasionally, with an increasing frequency over the coming days.

The men, at first, became more hateful, engaging in hateful arguments with the fans of the trans girls. This was totally expected.

I knew that the ‘reprogramming’ process took some time, and at first, there was that step back—before the step forward.

I made sure the men were being shown regular content—sometimes being shown girls who looked totally feminine, and it wasn’t until the men clicked their profiles that they found out the girls were trans.
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And at first, there was a rage period: comments becoming meaner and meaner.

But after a couple of weeks, I noticed a decline in hateful comments, and a slight increase in searches for trans content. I smiled, feeling like I was possibly doing something positive. Maybe I was breaking their conditioning. Maybe I could help to kill their prejudices.

Searches for trans girls had gone from 0.01% to 2%.

I decided to push it a little bit further, pushing them even further away from their comfort zones. I spent a whole day gathering accounts that were ‘crossdressers’ and ‘traps’—and not just trans girls. I programmed them into the algorithm of my small test group, so that the men would see their content.

Some of the men explored their profiles, leaving no comments—but they looked through dozens and dozens of photos. Some of the men didn’t even stop exploring those pages when they saw that the girls had penises. Some of them even stopped on the pictures of the ‘sissies’, totally naked, and their pages remained paused there for a few minutes, insinuating they either got a sudden phone call, or there was a sudden desire to deal with ‘sexual desires’.

I constantly found myself giggling. I could see when the men made new accounts (I could access all accounts made on the same IP address). Many of these men would continue to leave mean comments on pictures, while following trans and sissy accounts on secret profiles.

[image: Bulge]


Some of the meanest men were making separate accounts, just to DM trans girls, and traps. I saw their chat histories, begging for private pictures, begging to see them masturbating, ejaculating—and one guy even offered a trans girl two-hundred dollars to send him a video of her ‘self-sucking’.

It happened much faster than I expected, and I began to wonder if I was really ‘changing’ the men, or if their previous aggression was just their way of masking their repressed attraction.

There was a surprisingly large amount of ‘trans’ related sexual content being posted daily, so I just set it to constantly show them more and more. For a few days, I took a break from ‘brainwashing’ the men, and tried to think of different ways to improve the user experience (as in, I decided to actually do my job, instead of wasting my time torturing bad people).

I managed to find lines of code that were inefficient. Improving those lines of code made scrolling smoother, particularly after someone had been scrolling for a long time. I also came up with an idea to add a ‘pulse’, which was a little tiny effect that would make the screen pulse slightly whenever a person receives a notification; it was an idea I took from a book written by a man who programmed gambling machines (like VLTs). He found that flashing lights had a sort of hypnotizing effect on people, and when a VLT flashed 10% more, people would spend about 5% more time at the machine (with diminishing returns, so I had to find the sweet spot).

And this worked with the app too. People liked being ‘rewarded’ with an effect whenever they had some sort of interaction; it acted as a motivator for them to increase their interactions with people.

It was a week later when I noticed something very shocking.

I’d almost forgotten about my small test group of aggressors, who were now regularly being exposed to erotic content featuring trans girls, traps, and sissies. I noticed on my statistics module that the usage in that small group was up nearly 70%. “Whoa,” I said.

So I went to investigate. I looked through their profiles and found that not one of them, but five of them had created new accounts, and were now posting pictures of themselves… dressed as girls.
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The older ones were, presumably, wearing their wives clothes—mostly lingerie. The younger ones were wearing outfits from Amazon, covering their faces with masks.

I was stunned. I looked back at the history of their primary accounts, seeing those hateful comments—though it had been many days since they’d posted anything mean or cruel.
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I had to refresh the module, thinking for a minute that there was some sort of error with it—maybe my user accounts got mixed up with the target accounts… But no—it was really the same men, nervously exploring a new side of themselves.

I saw that they were active in their direct-messages, flirting awkwardly with horny men. Some of these sissified men were even sending their admirers lewd photos. I gasped when I saw a picture of one man pushing a dildo into his lingerie-clad bum.

“Oh my God,” I said, clicking away quickly.

My heart was racing.

There was no way that I did this to them… right?

I checked back to see what kind of content they were seeing. It was a long investigation. First, they were shown images of trans girls—mostly super-convincing trans girls. Then, they were being shown more average trans girls—still pretty, but with some obvious male attributes. Then, they were shown crossdressers with cute, feminine faces.

But then, it took a curious turn. The algorithm, which I’d left to run on its own, was showing the men pictures of pretty girls (some trans, some biological women), with captions along the lines of, ‘This could be you,’ and, ‘Nothing feels better than a pair of tight panties.’ I blinked a few times, trying to wrap my head around this.

‘Fucking a girl is fun… being fucked as a girl is way more fun,’ said one quote. They were all along similar lines. ‘You would look so, so cute in a skirt—and you know it.’

I laughed into the palm of my hand. The men had been exposed to posts like this for days: hundreds and thousands of similar posts. They were probably so confused, wondering, ‘Why am I seeing this?’ And slowly, those posts were chipping away at their psyches, planting little seeds, making them doubt their own masculinity. ‘When you see a picture or a movie of a strong man fucking a docile young lady, imagine yourself as the girl, not the guy,’ said one post.

And that quote must have crept into their minds the next time they went to watch porn.

“No…” I said to myself. “It’s just… a coincidence.”

I looked at the photos of their alternate profiles.

Some of them didn’t look half-bad, all things considered. Some were using padded bras to make them look more feminine, while some were just embracing their natural figures.
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I refused to believe that social media programming could be so powerful.

Some of the men had used the search feature to find information on how to acquire female hormones. Some of the men had researched breast implants. I had to look back through their history, to weeks before I started the ‘reprogramming’, and no such searches existed.

I was starting to feel convinced… that I’d created half a dozen femboys.


CHAPTER 5
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Itried to remain focussed at work, keeping my attention on fixing small things with the algorithm: tiny little inefficiencies, which, when fixed, seemed to increase the app usage by between 0.1% and 0.5%. I wasn’t doing anything groundbreaking, but I was keeping Mr. Kent happy.

I felt like that little group of trouble-makers turned femboys was just my own little side-project—and I was probably breaking rules by keeping it active… but I found it so fascinating.
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I felt at times like I was running a science experiment. Other times, I felt powerful, like some sort of demigod.

They were becoming more outgoing with their online presence, as femboys. They were interacting with more profiles, sending more lewd content to strangers, and posting more photos in more confident outfits.
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Some of them had created pages on websites like OnlyFans; one of them already had a few thousand followers, and their lust and praise only seemed to be fuelling his new interest in crossdressing and online exhibitionism.

I was stunned. No—there was no way that I could have done this…

There was only one way to find out for sure…

I created another sub-group, with twenty-five users, chosen from my beta group completely at random. I vetted each user’s post and like history, ensuring that I wasn’t picking users who were already enjoying trans and feminization content.

I turned on my experimental algorithm, and then I left it alone, going back to my work as usual. I checked in every day, to see if the users were progressing along the expected path. And yes—they went through their ‘report’ phase. Then they got aggressive and mean. Their app usage went up as they spent more time engaging with trans and feminization posts. Then, after a couple of weeks, they started to search for trans and femboy content. Their app usage plateaued, as expected. After another few days, some of them started to ‘like’ certain photos—usually tame photos at first, of trans girls modelling.
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Then, they started interacting positively with more lewd content. Then, a few of them suddenly made alternate accounts, unconnected to their email addresses and phone numbers. Most of them used those alternate accounts to like and repost feminized content. Some of them used those new accounts to post themselves, wearing women’s clothing.

A few of them didn’t look half bad either. In their photos, their faces were dark red—and I don’t think it was blush.
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I’d created another small batch of femboys, simply by forcing the men to be exposed to a constant stream of femboy content.
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I ran the experiment again, with another twenty-five unknowing participants. The trajectory was roughly the same. Occasionally, a man would completely reject the conditioning attempt, aggressively reporting the images, and then eventually stopping usage on the app altogether. But sometimes, it wouldn’t take longer than ten days for a man to go from being annoyed by the content to posting his own femboy content.
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I checked back in on my original batch of sissies. Now, they’d been ‘brainwashed’ by my programming for almost three months. I was stunned to see that one of the ‘men’ had gone and received cosmetic surgery: breast implants, and possibly some facial work too.

Another one had starred in an amateur porn video, which he had ‘pinned’ to the top of his profile. I watched a snippet of it: three men pinning him down and fucking him in various positions—sometimes even cramming two thick cocks into his ass at once.

A couple of them had come out as trans, now identifying as women and insisting others use female pronouns for them.
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But what really caught my attention was the app usage statistics. The newly reprogrammed ‘femboys’ were using the app a whopping 60% more by the end of their ‘transformation’. And it seemed like close to 30% of the targeted men were part of what I would call a ‘reprogrammed femboy’ (either casually crossdressing, or identifying entirely as a female). I crunched the numbers—and I won’t bore you too much with the math, but basically: roughly fifty-five percent of app users were male, and about forty-percent of those men consumed erotic content on the app regularly.

If I took my ‘femboy brainwashing’ programming to the next app update, I could potentially feminize half a million men, and increase the average app usage by a gigantic 8-10%. Half a million men spending over an hour extra each day logged into that app: at least half a million additional hours of ad exposure, increasing ad revenue by millions of dollars per day.

I was playing a dangerous game.
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It was a serious ethical dilemma. I had to weigh the pros and cons. Of course, the biggest pro was how it would reflect on me. I would be praised for conjuring up the most effective update in the app’s history. Over a decade, the update could be worth a quarter-billion dollars. I’m sure Boris Lunt would be pleased with that…

But the cons were glaring. Now, I was looking at the users that I’d reconditioned. I was looking through their photos, wondering if this was natural… I mean—were they acting on their own volition, or was this something that had been… forced onto them? Was this voluntary and consensual, or had they been brainwashed?
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They seemed excited and happy in their pictures—but was this new ‘hobby’ of theirs dangerous?
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It was four months after the beginning of this experiment that I began to notice horrible things happening to my test subjects, and I couldn’t help but feel responsible.


CHAPTER 6
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First came a doxxing.

One of the men from my original test group was exposed by a group of activists who had found some of his old posts on his main account, calling trans girls mean names. They apparently did some intense investigative work and found the young man’s alternate account, where he posted erotic photos of himself dressed as a girl.

They posted the evidence all over his feed, tagging him, and getting their activist friends to share it. A day later, all of his accounts were deleted, as expected, but I made a point of looking him up online, finding his OnlyFans where he had made a crying apology for the comments he made previously… and in that statement, he announced that he’d been disowned by his family and fired from his job—not because of the mean comments, but because his family and boss had found out that he liked to dress like a girl.
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I felt a mixture of emotions. Yes, the man had engaged in hateful activity before, but he didn’t deserve to have his life ruined. He didn’t deserve to be excommunicated from his family.

Another of my earlier subjects made a post on their main account, officially coming out as ‘gender fluid’, meaning that they would sometimes identify as a male, and sometimes as a female. In the comments, their friends scolded them and mocked them. After a few days, the user deleted all of their accounts.

Then, there was the young man who came out as trans. She lost her job and made a post about it. Then, there were many posts about struggling to pay bills, struggling to have enough money to eat… Then, after a couple of weeks came the posts advertising her new services as an escort. It wasn’t long after that that it became obvious she’d started doing hard drugs to handle the stress of being a prostitute. In her later photos, she had bruises on her arms and face. Her prostitution services became more and more extreme. She was willing to allow a man to defecate on her face for just fifty dollars, according to the pinned post on her profile.

Did I do that to her? Was this all my fault?

The worst came near the end of my first year at that new job: a post pinned to the profile of a young man, written by a family member, announcing the young man’s suicide. In the post, they wrote that they had no idea why he felt the need to do it—but I knew, because I could see the young man’s alternate account. On his alternate account, his final post was, ‘I realized today that nobody will ever accept me as a woman, and I don’t want to go on like this.’
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My heart felt crushed. I felt responsible. Had I not intervened in this young man’s life, he would have probably never explored feminization, and then he would be alive, and his family wouldn’t be in mourning.

My God—what was I doing to these people!? How could I live with myself knowing that I was partly responsible for the suicide of a young man?

Was I responsible? I mean—I just exposed him to pictures of traps and femboys. It’s not like I could have predicted an outcome like this… But now that I knew what could happen, maybe it was time to stop my experiment. Maybe I needed to pull the plug and stop the harm.

With a sigh, that afternoon, I deleted my sub-groups. The experiment was officially over. I even made sure to delete the evidence, because I was terrified that my superiors would find out—not because they would be upset with me, but because they might see the stats and want to incorporate the idea into the app’s main algorithm—and I couldn’t let that happen.
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I didn’t sleep well that night. I didn’t sleep the next night well either. I was a mess. I kept thinking of that poor young man… and his mourning family. I wondered if I should reach out to them, to tell them what I knew about their son… or if that would just be like a post-death humiliation.

I knew the usernames of some of my old test subjects, and I kept finding myself checking in on them, to see if the ‘phase’ was coming to an end. But they were still enjoying being traps online—and some of them were taking hormones, getting surgeries, ditching their old male personas. A part of me wanted to reach out to them, to admit what I’d done, to see if that would snap them out of this conditioning. But deep down, I knew that it would do nothing. I just had to accept that I’d permanently messed with the heads of these poor people.

Even after a few weeks, I still found myself checking in on my old test subjects, praying that they would eventually turn back to ‘normal’, but once a snowball is rolling down a mountain, there’s no stopping it. A frightening number of those users were regularly creating pornographic content, posting censored samples on that site, posting uncensored, extremely graphic videos on their private websites. A few of them—the naturally attractive ones, who did a good job passing as girls—seemed to be making good money: tens of thousands per month. Others were making very little, sacrificing their integrity for a few likes and a a few bucks at best.
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I tried hard not to let guilt consume me. I tried to forget all about the experimenting. But soon, my work called upon me to join a think-tank meeting. The topic of the meeting was, ‘How to recondition users to act in accordance with investor interests.’

It was an eerie meeting, with most of the company’s executives in attendance—including the most executive of them all: Boris Lunt.

It was the first time I’d ever seen him in person. He was much taller than I expected. His skin seemed to glow in a ghostly kind of way. Everyone was tense around him, as if he had some sort of vampiric aura, sucking the energy out of everyone within a twenty-foot radius.

He looked at me with a confused glare, and said, “Who’s he and why is he here?”

Mr. Kent perked up. “This is Bill Belko, sir,” he said. “He’s been our most effective algorithm programmer in the past eight months.”

Boris Lunt stared at me. “Bill Belko,” he repeated. He stared at me for a long moment, and then he looked at Mr. Kent. “And who are you?”

“I’m his boss... Roger Kent.”

He stared at Mr. Kent for a long moment before saying, “You can go.”

Mr. Kent had a devastated look on his face. He turned white, and then he scurried out of the room. The meeting went on. “We recently received a billion-dollar investment from a major Alberian lobbyist. This investment comes with the expectation that we can… sway certain opinions concerning the upcoming election in Alberia.”
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The room was silent.

“We could, uh, launch a split ad campaign—half the ads promoting the investor’s political party, and the other half criticizing the leading opposition.”

“That doesn’t work,” Boris snarled. “Don’t waste my time with ideas that high-schoolers could come up with.” He pointed to the door, and the man with the lousy idea knew to leave.

The room turned silent again.

“Sixty-percent of Alberians have accounts on our app, and forty-percent of Alberians log in at least weekly.”

“We could program the app to have Alberians automatically signed up the lobbyist’s party.”

Boris glared at the man for a moment before pointing to the door.

This went on for a while: lousy idea after lousy idea. After an hour, there were only five of us left in that room. I still hadn’t spoken up. I was still trying to wrap my head around the request. Essentially, a company had paid Boris Lunt a billion dollars to help sway his country’s election.

“Sir,” said one of the top executives. “I’m sure we can come up with ideas, and we can implement whatever you want—but we’ve run countless studies to gauge the effects of social media conditioning on large populations, and the results really show a minimal change.”

“We’re being paid a billion dollars, and we own the biggest source of news and information in the world—and you honestly think that our impact can only be minimal?”

“That’s just what the figures show, sir.”

Then, Boris looked at me. His eyes met mine, and my body felt weak. I didn’t want to be kicked out of that room. I knew that this was my chance to impress the billionaire owner of the company… but what could I say?

If I impressed him, it could mean a massive promotion—maybe to a position paying a million per year. I could be getting an NHL-player-tier salary.
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I thought about my experimenting, and I knew that the executive was wrong about the potential effects of exposure… but I didn’t want to unleash that evil on the world.

“Any ideas in that orange head of yours?” he asked me.

“Um,” I said. “Well…” I didn’t want to say it, but this really was my big chance. “I ran a few test groups over the past six months, and I was able to use a technique called rhythmic exposure to change the outlook on a certain issue in almost fifty-percent of users.”

“A certain issue?” he said, perking up. “What issue?”

“Well…” I took a deep breath. “The, uh, trans issue, sir. With… transgender acceptance, and whatever. I mean—it was only with small test groups… six groups of twenty-five people… using incremental exposure, starting with one post out of four-hundred, overriding their algorithmic preferences.”

“So you just forced them to see opposing views?”

“Not exactly,” I said. “See… I think this is something that can only work with… sexual content. Constant exposure to certain sexual content can… establish a fetish.”

“Okay, so in other words, you have no ideas,” he said, and he started to look away from me.

“Actually,” I said. “It was interesting, politically, to see these men… totally change their ideology after the reconditioning of their sexual preference. Almost all of the test subjects were quite conservative, and roughly forty-percent of them would now lean progressive.”

Now, Boris was paused, intrigued. “They changed their political standing?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “A massive percentage of them… all men.” I hated that I’d let the cat out of the bag. I hated that I’d just given a powerful weapon to a powerful person, knowing that he could destroy so many lives with this information.

“So… say I wanted to get Alberians voting for a left-wing party, and currently, that party is down six-points in the polls, with four months until election day…”

“Four months,” I said, nodding my head. “Is about a month longer than it took for the average man to noticeably change their stance on the issue, and because it’s such a political issue at the moment… their political ideology naturally shifted.”

“Now that is the exact kind of idea that I want,” he said. “It’s so… crazy and unexpected! We can expose Alberian men to erotic imagery of trannies.” He had a big grin on his face. “I mean—even if it only works for… five-percent of the men, that would still be enough to totally change the outcome of the election.” He was pacing the room now, seemingly talking to himself. I was getting looks from the other executives. I wasn’t sure if they were approving looks, jealous looks, or if they were pissed that I’d just admitted to abusing my private beta-group powers.

It was the next day that I discovered I’d been promoted, and given a massive pay raise. Suddenly, I was making way more than I’d ever made before… but it came with a price. I was tasked with changing the algorithm for the Alberian male demographic. It was a simple task, because I knew exactly what code to write, and where to write it.

But it was hard to do it. I remembered that terrible suicide. I remembered the lives ruined when those young men got into prostitution.

My finger trembled as I scrolled over the button that read, ‘Submit changes’. My stomach churned. Was I really going to commit an act of evil, just to impress a billionaire and his political lobbyist funder?

I closed my eyes and pressed the button. Then, I turned to my monitoring feed, and watched as an active Alberian user encountered his first photo of a pretty trans girl.
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He didn’t know she was trans at first. He just remained on the photo admiring her for a minute before clicking the photo to see the comments. Then, he clicked her profile to see more pictures, and that’s when he saw that she had a bulge the size of a grapefruit when she wasn’t wearing a skirt.

He told the app to show him less of that content, but the programming immediately undid that action. Five minutes later, he was shown another image of a pretty girl… and it was a minute before he learned that she was trans.

Fired up, he left a comment. “Do you really think that you look like a chick?” he wrote in his language, and then he used an app to translate it into English so that the trans girl could be properly offended.

I switched to watch a different user as they encountered their first set of pretty trans girls.
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My heart raced. I wondered if this was going to work. The men that I usually worked with in my beta group already consumed a great deal of erotic content, but most of these men were just normal men, scrolling through sports posts, memes, political content, and so on. Many of them probably didn’t want anything remotely sexual on their feeds. Many of them reported the pictures.

But like Boris said, it didn’t have to work on forty-percent of the Alberian men… just five-percent. And so far, these men were acting mostly the same as the men from my secret test groups.

[image: Pretty]


It had begun again. My destructive experiment was now being rolled out as a political weapon. I was contributing to foreign election interference. I was a weapon in a fierce political game, and the consequences would stretch far beyond the targeted app users.


CHAPTER 7
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After many days of feeling terrible guilt, I decided to look into this Alberian election. I knew nothing about Alberia; it was a small country that I struggled to even find on a map.

I discovered the seriousness of the election. The current regime was currently neutral on an armed conflict happening near its borders. The opposing party (the party we were presumably helping with our app) wanted to join the fight.

In other words, if our brain-washing campaign was a success, many young men would be going off to a deadly war. And… it would be partially my fault.

But it was already too late to walk back my changes. Sure, I could remove those lines of code, but one of my new supervisors would quickly catch on, fire me, and roll back the programming to resume the sissification campaign.

I had no choice. My job now was simply to monitor the situation, and to write daily reports, commenting on how the current progression compared to my private experiments.

Nobody commented on the fact that I ran private experiments. I never got into any trouble—and I wasn’t sure if I’d even done anything wrong.

After a week, my supervisors were getting nervous. Men were still engaging aggressively with trans content. There wasn’t yet a noticeable uptick in men searching for trans content, and there weren’t yet any new profiles created by men who wanted to explore that content secretly. “This is normal,” I explained. “It always took at least ten or fifteen days before.”

All eyes were on me, and my eyes were on twelve-million users, all being exposed to the same brainwashing techniques.

Then, on day-fourteen of the operation, there was a sudden spike in searches for ‘trans girls’. Over the course of a couple days, 1% of the targeted men had created new profiles, and they were using those profiles to search trans content.

One of my supervisors leaned over my shoulder with wide eyes. “They’re just… suddenly into it?” he asked me.

“It’s not sudden,” I explained. “It took over two weeks of constant exposure.”

“The election is in fourteen weeks,” the man said. “Will they be changing their vote before then?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m sure a percentage of them will… but they’re human beings. Statistics can make good predictions, but it’s impossible to know what they’re going to do…”
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Boris came to the office the next day, and he found me immediately He wanted to see the progress. He’d already seen the stats, but he wanted to see the accounts with his own eyes. I showed him all of the newly made accounts, with their IP addresses matching their original accounts. I showed Boris how they were ‘liking’ trans girls, traps, and femboys. Boris had the biggest grin on his face. “I want you to meet somebody, Bill,” he said. “Come to lunch with me.”

I was nervous. He had a table reserved at the most expensive restaurant in town. We sat down, and he ordered me a scotch, and insisted it was from a fresh unopened bottle on the top shelf.

“You have a bright future, Bill,” he smiled. “There are many useless people in this industry, but you aren’t one of them.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said softly.

“I mean it.”

Then, a young man showed up, wearing a clean dress shirt, making me feel stupid in my black t-shirt and jeans, which Mr. Kent had always insisted that I wear to work.

“Hi there,” I said, standing to shake the man’s hand.

“Bill, this is Mario Fintino,” he said. “He’s runs the lobbyist group that has financed our current operation.”

“N—Nice to meet you,” I said.

He nodded with a handsome smile. He smelled rich, as if he slept in a pile of freshly-printed bills.

“Boris told me about your grand idea. I love it,” he said. “It’s so wonderfully… creative.” He had a reddish glint in his eye.

“Thank you.”

The lunch went on normally. The waiter took our orders. We talked a bit about sports and music. Boris was very into some new Queens of the Stone Age album that I hadn’t heard of. Mario couldn’t stop bringing up stories from his recent yachting adventures. “I really should have you two come on the yacht with me sometime.”

Then, Mario revealed something very curious about himself. “I’m dreading the redeye tonight. I have to be at the Freedom Party meeting at noon tomorrow, in Alberia.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I thought that you were lobbying for the People’s Party of Alberia.”

He laughed, almost roaring with laughter as if I said something hilarious. I just sat there, confused. The Freedom Party was the far-right party of his country, and I was under the assumption that we were trying to sway votes away from that party.

“I’m a conservative, my friend,” he said with his Alberian accent. “I’m a conservative who is deeply unhappy with the direction of my party. They are, I’m afraid, not pushing hard enough for my ideals, despite my… financial availability. They want to be a middle-ground party, and that’s simply not in my best interest.”

I sat there, confused.

“You see, Bill, it’s simple. The Freedom Party wants to stay out of the war, but the People’s Party wants to join the war. If they join the war, the Morovian army will retaliate and essentially steamroll Alberia. The war on Alberian soil will essentially decimate both the Freedom Party and the People’s Party, and that will set the stage for the creation of a new party, with my ideals. Sometimes you have to tear everything down in order to build it up again.”

I tried to speak, but there was a lump in my throat. I was helping this man to usher in the complete destruction of the Alberian people, just so that he could be in a position to buy himself political power. He was sick. He was a deranged madman… a murderer… and I was helping him.

I felt a lump in my throat. This just… wasn’t right.

I tried to keep my cool for the rest of lunch. It wasn’t easy. Boris and Mario went on to discuss military strategies. They were talking about military equipment contracts, and who to do invest in to maximize profits.
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I was praying that the lunch would soon end.


CHAPTER 8
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Ilost sleep again—for many nights. I kept looking at the news, reading about that war, reading about the pressure for Alberia to join the war, and the threats made by the Morovians, telling Alberia that they would decimate their country if they dared to join the conflict.

But there was nothing I could do. I’d already given Boris my weapon; even if I quit, he still had the information that he needed to carry out the destruction.

I went into work. Now, there were many more new profiles liking trans and femboy content. I found the first user who had created a profile to post pictures of himself in lingerie, with his face blurred.

By the end of the day, I’d found three accounts: men posting crossdressing photos. Two of those men were actively conservative on their main accounts.
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I received my first paycheque from my new department: the biggest cheque I’d ever received in my lifetime. I will admit that I smiled. I considered surrendering my emotions, surrendering to the idea of ‘if you can’t beat them, join them.’ But still, that guilt churned in my gut. I knew that I was damaging so many people.
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I scrolled through so many feeds. Then, for the first time ever, it occurred to me that my algorithm was only set to target regular users—and not verified users. Only 1% of the app’s users were verified; to be verified, a person had to be influential to a certain degree (famous). I was curious to see how many Alberians were even considered influential enough to be verified, so I used my advanced search module to look, and it showed me sixty profiles: a total of sixty Alberians who were considered relatively influential.

And on that list, I saw Mario, and that’s when I saw that he wasn’t just a member of the Freedom Party, but he had apparently been in the running to lead the party in their ‘primaries’ a few months earlier.

Now, I wondered if this was just a revenge campaign—to destroy the people of his country for not voting for him.

I felt sick… and then I realized that I could see his account activity. I could see what he was liking and who he was interacting with.

I was surprised to see that he was using the app a lot. He spent over six hours each day on the app, scrolling through his news feed, reading about yachting, looking into sports predictions and trading rumours… and he even spent a good deal of time admiring pictures of mostly-naked girls.

I paused.

I stared at some of the pictures he’d been admiring.
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I spent the next couple of days secretly monitoring his app usage. He actually spent a good deal of time fawning over girls. He even had a separate account linked to his IP address, which he used to comment on pictures of girls, and he would send them DMs along the lines of, “I’ll send you a thousand dollars right now if you can fit your whole fist in your pussy.”

He was a deranged pervert—which was the type of person I was very used to dealing with. And it occurred to me, while looking through his account history, and the history of his alternate account, that there was a solid forty-percent chance that I could sway his political leanings, and potentially stop a deadly crisis from destroying Alberia.

I didn’t hesitate. I put him into a private sub-group, and I rolled out the trans content right away—one picture every four-hundred posts. Then, I watched with my monitoring console as he came upon that first photo. He stopped on it. He admired the girl, not knowing that she was trans. He liked the photo with that alternate account. Then, he went to see her other photos and saw that she had a big sausage between her legs in her profile photo. He undid the like, and he told the app not to show him similar content.

But the app showed him similar content.

My heart raced. I wondered just how much he knew about my scheme. I wondered how much Boris had told him about how we were brainwashing people. I wondered how long it would take for Mario to catch on, and how quickly I could destroy the evidence of my targeted campaign.


CHAPTER 9
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Iknew that it was a dangerous game. I was delving even deeper into that game of foreign political interference, and I wasn’t even sure which side I was helping at this point. I just knew that Mario was dangerous, and his goal was war and destruction, and he needed to be stopped.

I didn’t have billions of dollars to stop him, and I didn’t have enough time to blow the whistle and raise awareness and stop this raging train before it came to a disastrous finale. I could only do what I knew how to do, and that was feminizing men using social media.

I kept monitoring him, day after day, praying that the conditioning would work. I was in a constant state of fear, worried he would catch on and alert Boris—or worse, use his political and financial power to have me whacked.

I watched as he came upon yet another picture of a trap: a smooth, thin young man wearing a black bra and black panties, fishnet stockings, and a reddish wig, black choker, and dark eyeliner. The ‘trap’ was quite stunning; her body was beautiful and her eyes were quite pretty.
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He stared at her for a while before checking her profile. He saw that she was a trap, but he didn’t navigate away. He didn’t report the image. He didn’t leave a nasty comment leaving his alternate account. Instead, he spent a couple of minutes looking through her pictures, even though he knew that she had a cock (which was out in many of those pictures).

My heart raced. It was the first time that he’d showed real interest in that feminizing content. It only lasted a few minutes, but it felt like a huge win. He went back to looking at political content, and war news.

The next day, I caught him again through the monitoring console, admiring a pretty femboy. It was another big win, and I was starting to wonder if my plan was working.

Meanwhile, my technique was definitely working with the male population of Alberia. Now, almost 4% of that demographic was, in some capacity, purposefully consuming feminization content. 0.3% of that demographic was creating feminization content—and the numbers were ticking up every day.
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Surely, many of these men were going to end up voting for the People’s Party—the party that wanted war, which also happened to be the party that supported trans rights.

A new poll came out in the news, suggesting the parties were now tied—neck and neck. The news reporter called it a “shocking, unexpected turn of events.” And they had experts coming on to speculate what happened to instigate the sudden change in party popularity. None of them mentioned social media, or an increase in femboy activity. That was a secret that was only known by a few people in that company.

I had no idea how this would end up. It seemed like I’d created two trains, and placed them on opposite ends of the same track, and sent them surging towards each other.

One morning, Mario searched for a femboy model. He found her profile with his alternate account, and followed her. He must have learned about her from another website, because he knew exactly what to search.
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She was quite pretty, quite thin, wearing various coloured wigs in her photos. He messaged her, immediately offering her money for extra-sexual pictures and videos. She accepted the cash and provided the pictures and videos. One video involved her ejaculating into the palm of her hand, and then slurping up the cum and swallowing it.

Mario replied with a picture of his penis, erect, with cum billowing out the tip. I gasped. I considered my options. I knew that I could ‘leak’ that conversation, humiliate him, and send him into hiding… but I knew that it would be traced back to me. I had to be careful. I had to plan out exactly how to play my cards.

[image: Girl]


A few days later, I noticed that he was consuming quite a bit of ‘sissy hypno’ content: pictures of girls with captions along the lines of, ‘This could be you, if you just embraced your femme side!’ I began to wonder if Mario was experimenting with cross-dressing.

The People’s Party was suddenly surging ahead in the polls—up five points over the Freedom Party. I wondered if it was partially because of me.

Now, the election was just six weeks away. The war was seemingly inevitable at this point… and I wasn’t sure that I was doing anything to stop it. What could I do? I could only try to take out Mario, who, to me, seemed like an extremely dangerous player in the game.

Maybe he wouldn’t be so dangerous if he was occupied messaging femboys, like the teal-haired girl he was now messaging.
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“If you can lay on your back and cum into your own mouth, I’ll send you five-hundred dollars,” he wrote to her. And of course she did it, having no idea that she was sexually satisfying one of the most powerful, most evil people on the planet.

A week later, my module pinged to tell me that a new profile had been created, linked to Mario’s IP address. I looked and gasped when I saw a picture of a thin, shy trap girl, wearing a short bob wig, and a choker to cover her Adam’s apple.

She actually looked quite cute… but still, I knew that she was Mario.

Mario had done what forty-percent of men like him had done before: he’d fallen victim to the social media sexual-preference reprogramming. The constant exposure to feminized young men had pushed him to experiment with his own feminization
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I must have sat there, looking like the boy from Home Alone, with my hands on my cheeks and my mouth wide open, for half an hour.

Within a few hours, he’d posted about ten photos—none showing his cock. Nowhere on his profile did it say that he was male or trans or pretending. He was being a true ‘trap’, trying to convince guys that he was a chick.
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It was clear that Mario had made a real investment into this experiment. He had a high-quality wig, which I would have assumed was real had I not known better. He’d shaved every inch of his body—at least beneath his nose. Each photo had a different outfit from some high-end lingerie outlet.
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There were a few pictures of Mario in different wigs—different colours, but always with that same bob style.

And I wasn’t sure what shocked me more: the fact that the reprogramming was successful, or that he actually did a half-decent job passing as a chick.

The people commenting on his photos had no idea. People messaging him directly were totally oblivious. They were sending him pictures of their cocks, erect, sometimes ejaculating.

And as the days went on, his pictures got even better as he experimented and practised, trying out various makeup styles, finding out which outfits were more flattering.
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Mario actually had a pretty cute figure. His body almost seemed… perfect for the feminization. His facial features were so cute with makeup, and with the bangs from the bob.

He sent a seductive video to one of his new fans, in which he was wearing a pair of tight panties with a hole cut into the ass. In the video, he slid a toy gently up his rectum, letting out a soft moan. In return, the man sent a video of him ejaculating.

I blushed watching the video. I caught myself with a racing heart. I couldn’t believe Mario could be so… pretty.

He figured out this trick to tuck his cock, to make his testicles look like the bulge of a swollen pussy.
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That Friday, I was called to a meeting with Boris, at a restaurant, to discuss the progress with the election scandal. We got to the restaurant and waited for Mario, but Mario was nearly an hour late. Boris was furious, but kept his composure. He smiled with Mario showed up, and said nothing about his annoyance, because Mario had paid him a billion dollars—which, even to Boris Lunt, was a good chunk of money.

Mario excused himself a few times to use the bathroom, and I found out why later. I saw that he was posting chin-down shots of himself, lingerie-clad. I guess he was wearing a flirty girl’s outfit under his suit.
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There was nothing left for me to do, other than to monitor the situation as it evolved. I could only hope that the Freedom Party would win the election, to avoid war, and that Mario would become so enamoured with cross-dressing that he would forget all about his warmongering.
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I didn’t think that there was any way for me to speed up his sissification—and then a big opportunity came suddenly, one night, while I was working late.


CHAPTER 10
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Mario, on his feminine persona’s account, posted a comment: “Going to the club tonight. Hoping to lose my pesky V-card to a big cock.” I thought that it was just a flirty post to get his growing followers fired up… and then I checked the location of the post, and saw that it was made right outside of a club in town. Then, he posted a photo of himself posing with kissing lips, right outside of the club.

I gasped. I suddenly had a crazy idea, but maybe it would just work… I figured I could go down, talk to some guys, and maybe convince them to flirt with Mario. Maybe I could get one of them to take her home.

I figured if Mario had sexual intercourse with a man, it would surely speed up his shift towards a more progressive political agenda.

Now, he was excited. He was feeling naughty. In the picture he posted, he had a slightly lethargic look, making me think he’d already had a few drinks to loosen him up.

I knew that Mario would recognize me. I thought about wearing a disguise, but ultimately decided against it; a disguise would be too… obvious. If he ended up recognizing me, and saw that I was in a disguise, he might suspect that I was up to something. Whereas, if he saw me as me, acting normally, he would assume that I was just going to the club as any other patron at the club.

I put on nice clothes: a good dress shirt, a good pair of slacks, and nice shoes. I slicked back my hair. I wore cologne. I put on a nice watch (new, bought with my first paycheque). My heart was racing, begging me to reconsider… but then I thought about all of the lives that would be wasted if Mario ever reached a position of power. First there would be the war—that much was out of my control—but then, Mario would establish his evil political party, and his first order of business would surely be to eradicate dissidents.

But maybe I could redirect his energies. Maybe I could send him down a different path, like I’d done with so many others before him, when I was experimenting with private sub-groups.

I parked three blocks from the club. Sweat was forming on the back of my neck. My heart raced faster. I was worried that I was risking fainting. Hearts shouldn’t pound this hard, or this fast.

I gave myself a minute. I watched as pretty girls clicked their heels down the sidewalks, marching off towards that club. I watched as fit men grinned down those streets, eyeing those girls, inventing pickup lines in their heads.

“You can do this,” I whispered to myself.

I still wasn’t quite certain what my plan was. I just knew that I had to redirect the drunken sexual energy of the men in that club towards Mario.

I had to wait in line. It was a twenty-minute wait, as the bouncer let small groups in at a time. He eyed me strangely a few times. “No friends?” he asked once I reached the front of the line.

“They’re already inside,” I said, trying to stop my voice from stuttering and trembling. My heart still hadn’t settled.
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I knew how powerful Mario was. He was a billionaire, wrapped up in politics. Very few people in the world are more powerful. I could only assume that he’d used his money and influence to deal with enemies before—and I could easily become an enemy if he realized what I’d done to him… and what I was now trying to do.

But I had to try.

The bouncer let me in after accepting my cover fee. The club was dark when the lights weren’t flashing. It was busy inside—and people were all moving, shifting, dancing… it was impossible to recognize Mario, but I knew that he was in there.

I was looking for a dark bob haircut on a slim figure. There were many bobs, many slim figures. I wasn’t ready for a confrontation; I had to keep my distance.

The sounds and flashing lights were stimulating… overstimulating. The strobe effect made everything feel like it was moving in slow motion—but with time moving faster.
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My ears, like a radio trying to tune into an elusive station, kept picking up on different conversations happening around me: guys trying to communicate with their friends which girls were hot, and girls deliberating whether to drink or to dance.

Occasionally, a gaze would find mine. Occasionally, I would get a look from a faraway girl, and for a moment, my heart would stop as I wondered if it was Mario.

But fifteen minutes had passed and I hadn’t been able to spot Mario at all. I wondered if he was still there. I slipped into the bathroom, into a stall, and I checked on his social media profile.

There, I saw an image, posted six minutes earlier: a flirty bathroom picture, taken in that same club. The flooring was the same, the tile on the walls was the same. Mario was there somewhere.

I was afraid of looking like some sort of spy. My sauntering around was probably going to start seeming off—so I went to the bar and bought myself a drink. A cute young woman eyed me, smiled, and I smiled back. “Want to dance?” I asked.

She was pretty, and I enjoyed dancing with girls, but I wasn’t exactly in the mood to dance. I was stressed. My heart was still pounding. I still felt like there were human lives counting on my success.

But I needed to blend in, and that was a dancing nightclub—so I went to dance. The girl was pretty; her skirt was short and frilly, and when she spun, it rose up and I saw her perky bum. She was into me, putting her hands on me, and I did my best to remain vigilant, looking around when possible.

“Are you looking for someone?” she asked me, making my heart bounce. I didn’t want it to seem obvious.

“Huh?” I said. “Oh—no. I just, uh… yeah, I guess. I heard one of my buddies might be coming, and I was wondering if he was here.”

She looked a tad bit annoyed, frustrated that she didn’t have my full attention. But still, we danced again.
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We went to the bar to get a drink. I bought her one, but a few minutes, she mentioned my looking around. “Can’t you just message your friend?” she said.

“Maybe I should,” I said. “But he never checks his messages.”

She excused herself to use the bathroom. While she was gone, I scanned around, trying to find Mario. Where was he?

My girly friend didn’t return. I saw her ten minutes later on the dance floor, with another guy. I wasn’t upset—maybe even relieved—but I still needed to make myself blend in.

Another trip to the bathroom, to check Mario’s profile. Now, there was a new status posted. “Loving this bar’s chill vibe,” she wrote. I logged into my work module so that I could check the geo-location of the post, and I saw that she’d moved to a bar two blocks away.

“Shit,” I grumbled.

So off I went, heart still racing. Maybe she saw me at the club and then left before I noticed her… And what would she think if she saw me slipping into a bar?

I had to try.

The bar was busy—thank goodness. I stayed near the wall as I moved towards the edge of the bar. Then, I spotted her, sitting alone, teasing a martini glass with the tip of her finger. She was scanning around the bar, seemingly trying to get a feel for the space. She had red cheeks—a nervous look.

She looked differently than in her social media pictures. Now, in person, she didn’t have that strong confidence. She looked small and nervous—and vulnerable, which was probably not something that she was used to feeling as a super-powerful billionaire.

But now, she wasn’t really a billionaire. Now, she was just another girl. Now, she was nobody; nobody in that bar knew her name, nobody was going to recognize her. She didn’t have her usual security with her. She didn’t have her entourage of consultants. For once, she was getting a taste of what it was like to be… normal.

Though, I suppose she wasn’t quite normal. She was actually quite above-average. She was stunningly pretty, which I believe even surprised her. Her figure made other women visibly envious. Her eyes were so big and stunning. Her eyeliner made her look so seductive, even though she looked so shy and nervous.

There was a group of men playing darts. I moved in. I listened to them laughing for a moment before one turned to look at me, wondering why I was lingering. “Sorry,” I said. “I’m just watching you guys play. You’re really good.”

He smiled. “Thanks.”

“I’ve never understood how guys like you can throw darts so accurately.”

He showed me a technique—and a few minutes later, they were letting me play a game with them. It was what I needed to blend in.

I looked back and saw Mario—now looking at me with a wide-eyed look. I stared for a moment, quickly trying to figure out what to do.

I smiled. I nodded my head.

After a stunned moment, she smiled back, and then shied her face away.

Then, I turned to one of the men playing darts. I bit down on my tongue. “That, uh, girl at the bar. She’s not bad, huh?”

They looked and then looked back at me. “I’ve never been too into small tits,” said one man with a grin.

Then, another chimed in. “Small tits are way better. Big tits are fun, until they start to sag. Small tits stay beautiful forever.”

“If you say so.”

“If you think she’s so hot, go and pick her up,” said one of the men to me. “She’s been here for a while, just sitting there. Careful though—there’s a good chance she’s an escort.”

“An escort?” I said.
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“Look at her. She’s dressed like she wants it. She is hot though, I’ll give you that.”

I bit harder on my tongue. I had to motivate these guys to act on her. “I would pick her up, but I have a girlfriend,” I said. “Are you guys single?”

They nodded their heads.

“It’d be a shame to just leave her for some other dude,” I said, heart racing faster.

They looked at her. “Honestly, man… she’s out of my league,” said the skinner guy in the group. “I just know I’ll strike out, and I’m not in the mood for rejection.”

“Yeah,” said another fellow. “She’s waiting for some rich dude to take her home. She ain’t into electricians like us.”

“Is that what you guys do?” I asked, trying to sound natural.

They nodded. We chatted for awhile—not about Mario, but about work, about life. A few of the guys were single dads. One of them was going through a rough divorce.

I waited a good fifteen minutes before trying to convince them to hit on Mario. “I bet she would go for you guys. She keeps looking over at you.”

They laughed and shook their heads. “Yeah, right. Girls like that don’t go for guys like us.”

“If you think she’d be so receptive, why don’t you go and hit on her?” one man asked me.

My heart fluttered into my stomach. I didn’t want to get too close to her. I didn’t want to scare her off—and send her home before she got to have a proper feminized experience. I was about to end up doing more damage than good.

But now, our gazes were meeting again. She still had that terrified look. She recognized me, and I just had to pretend not to recognize her. I smiled and nodded.

Maybe I had to go over. Maybe I had to be the guy to hit on her, to make her feel like a girl. I just had to compliment her. I had to make her blush. I just had to stay in character; I had to maintain absolutely that I had no idea who she was.

The man snickered and giggled like teen boys as I approached Mario at the bar. I took a deep breath. “Hi there,” I said softly—and my voice cracked slightly.

She looked at me, turning pale. Her body was tense. She clearly wasn’t sure what I knew.

“H—Hi,” she said.

“I really like that dress,” I said.

“Thank you,” she said, tucking her elbows tight to her body.

“Mind if I sit down for a minute?”

She processed the request, turning even more pale as she tried to decide if I recognized her or not. “Okay.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I like your perfume too—it smells really pretty.”

She blushed. “W—What’s your name?” she asked, pretending to not know.

“My name is Bill. And yours?”

“Sarah,” she said quickly—almost before I finished asking.

“Nice to meet you, Sarah. I, uh, haven’t seen you here before. I come here a lot.”

She blushed. “I’m just visiting.”

“I like your accent. What kind of accent is that?” I felt like I was doing a good job. She was blushing. Her body was seeming to relax. Her tension was drifting away as she came to the conclusion that I really didn’t know who she really was.

“It’s… Russian,” she said. “I was born in Russia. My family moved here when I was young—but the accent stuck.”

“Oh cool,” I said. “Do you speak Russian?”

She was silent for a moment. “Not really. I just have the accent.” Her face was turning dark red.

We kept chatting. I moved in closer. I made sure she could smell my cologne. I bought her a drink. I made sure to gently touch her on the arm when it was appropriate during conversation. Then, I asked her if she wanted to dance with me. There was a small dance floor in the bar.

She was nervous. “Come on, it’ll be fun.”

I was probably more nervous, but I had to hide it at all costs. I took her for a couple dances, and was shocked that she was actually a very good dancer. Dancing with her was… fun.

And as she loosened up, talking with her was fun. She kept making these unexpected jokes—some of them slightly crude, but never gross. I caught myself seriously laughing a few times. “Should we order food?” she asked.

“The food here sucks. Let’s get something from a food truck.”

She blushed. We took off. After a while, I began to forget that I was on a mission, that I was hanging out with a crazy billionaire with war fantasies. As a girl, she was… normal. She was actually kind of cool.

She told me stories from her childhood, and I don’t think they were made up—just altered to make her a girl and not a boy. I knew a bit about her history; I knew when she made her money.

I found myself telling her about me, about my childhood. She awkwardly asked me where I worked, and I told her the truth.

She cleared her throat and looked away. “Is it interesting work?”

“It can be,” I said.

“I, uh, bet stuff like that can be kind of… controversial.”

“How so?” I asked, heart racing again.

“Well—You hear so many stories about… elections, and politicians being banned from platforms, and… you know—people wonder about the political leanings of the people working for the apps. Do you, uh, ever have to deal with anything like that?”

My heart was racing fast now. “I mean… I guess so. It’s a reality of anything influential. I guess that’s just what happens when someone or something becomes powerful; it’s easy to want to use that power to sway things in one way or another. I’m not really supposed to be talking about it outside of work. I mean—they made me sign an NDA, so I’m not going to break that. Really—for me—I just wish that people could be… happy.”

“What do you mean?”

She seemed genuinely interested in what I had to say now.

“I get that people on one side think that the people on the other side are hell-bent on destroying the world, and vice-versa. But, like—in the end, we all have the same goal. We all just want to make as many people happy as possible. I guess we all think the right path to get there is different, and maybe that’s true—but I get so exhausted, seeing all the hate, all the violence… people sending mean comments, people thinking that they know better than other people. And sometimes it feels like we’re all just trying to turn each other against each other. And lately, it’s felt like that’s my whole job—and I get a bigger bonus if I really get people fired up. It doesn’t sit well with me, honestly. But it’s work.”

She now had a pale, guilty look. She stared into my eyes. “Don’t you think that sometimes a few people have to get hurt in order to achieve… something great?”

I shook my head. “I think that if an idea is truly good, then nobody needs to be hurt or killed to prove it.”

She kept staring at me, looking even more guilty. And for a moment, I wondered if I’d actually gotten through to her. I wondered if I was actually making her consider her actions.

A moment later, her lips were pressed against mine. I didn’t see it coming; we were kissing. Her lips were soft. I could feel her hesitation in her tense body. I could sense that she was making herself more vulnerable than ever before.
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And maybe I was too.

I put my hands on her sides. I kissed back. I let her slip her tongue into my mouth. I even let a small giggle slip, which made her giggle.

Then, she gently pulled away. “I have to tell you something.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“I… I was born a man. I—I still have…”

“A penis?”

She nodded her head.

“T—That’s okay,” I said, voice cracking.

And then we were kissing again. We stumbled over to a wall, and then she pinned me to the wall. Her hands explored my body. “You’re strong,” she whispered.

I let my hands fall to her ass. Maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe it was that feminine perfume—but in that moment, I complete forgot that I was with a man—even though we’d just talked about it. Everything about her was so feminine: her face, her body, her clothes, her hair, her smell, her shoes.

We kissed for at least fifteen minutes. Then, I took her by the wrist and led her to a nearby alleyway. In the alley, we kissed more intensely, with her taking my shirt off and throwing it to the ground. I pulled her dress straps over her shoulders and let the top of the garment fall down, exposing her flat chest, which still somehow looked so feminine.

I grabbed her flat breasts and squeezed. She moaned. Then, I noticed her skirt, which was lifting. Her cock was getting hard.

She dropped to her knees and unzipped my fly. I sighed as she plunged my shaft into her mouth.

Suddenly, I realized what I was doing. I remembered who I was with. But my brain struggled to put it all together. My brain just couldn’t connect those dots, because it seemed so surreal, so unusual, so impossible.

This was… Mario, the warmongering billionaire. But no—it really wasn’t. In that moment, she was Sarah. She was sweet and innocent… but the guilt of her real life was weighing noticeably on her shoulders.

“I like you,” I said softly.

She looked up at me. “I like your cock,” she giggled, and then she kept sucking. I was hard now, and she was magic with her tongue.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Just like that.”
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“I’m a virgin,” she whispered. “So please… be gentle—at least at first.” She sucked for five more blissful minutes, and then she stood up, turned around, and placed her palms firmly against the brick wall in front of her. I gently lifted her skirt, exposing that amazingly feminine ass. I went to my knees for a minute, just so that I could tongue that tight hole. Knowing that she was biologically male didn’t matter at all, no matter how hard I tried to convince myself it mattered.

I tongued her anus and then I stood up and pushed my tip into her tight hole. She let out a soft, beautiful whimper. She was so sweet, so immaculate; I couldn’t understand how this precious creature could be filled with so much anger and hate and violence.

But in that moment, she wasn’t that person. She wasn’t hateful, or vengeful, or angry. If she still had those ideas in her head, she was doing a fantastic job concealing them, and concealing the emotions that come with them.

I pushed into her. She gasped. I pushed deeper. She clenched hard and moaned. I caressed her sides and her chest. Then, I began to gently thrust, in and out. The sound of her moaning was ecstasy in my ears. She took every inch of me in her virgin asshole.

She purred and she talked dirty—saying things I can’t even repeat. She had an orgasm, and then another, and then another. I leaned over and saw cum dribbling down the brick wall like a spilled milkshake. “Fuck me harder,” she moaned. “Fuck me harder in my little asshole.”

I fucked her hard. I reached around and gripped her throbbing erection. I stroked her while I pumped her. She moaned in euphoria, and I would have loved to keep it going all night, but there was no way that I could last in that tight, warm hole, listening to those amazing sounds.

I groaned and then I unloaded inside of her. She screamed out when she felt the warm, gooey gushing. She looked back at me, eyes wide, face pale, frozen in a stunned shock, as if she wasn’t expecting it—or maybe she wasn’t expecting it to feel so good.

Her body trembled and she let out a long, loud whimpering noise as her body relaxed, and she seemed to deflate against that wall. I had to hold her up as I slowly pulled out.

“I can feel your fucking cum in my ass,” she moaned.

“Do you like that?”

She nodded her head, purring softly. And in that moment, I could see in her eyes that I’d changed her on a fundamental level. I could see that entire outlook had shifted, maybe just on the trans issue, but maybe that was enough to change her mind elsewhere.

I could only hope for the best.


CHAPTER 11
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On the following Monday, my new boss came into my office. He stared at me for a minute, and then he said, “Boris Lunt just pulled the plug on the Alberian operation. Investment fell through.”

“O—Oh,” I said.

“I know it sucks,” he said, shaking his head. “But this is how it goes sometimes. Rich guys change their minds. It sucks to think you just spent two months working on this, and it’s all for… for nothing. But—that’s the industry. Lunt wants an immediate pause to your algorithmic changes.”

“Okay.”

“He’s also requested you spent the next month or so, leading up to the Alberian election, performing damage control.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“He didn’t specify, so I suppose that’s for you to figure out, Bill.”

“Okay,” I said. I had a good idea of what it meant, and I was curious to run another experiment. It was a big job, which took days of preparation before I began the actual algorithmic changes. First, I tried to identify as many accounts as possible that had been obviously affected by the sissification campaign. I managed to find about 11,000. I placed them into a sub-group, and then I programmed the app to show them no sissy content, no femboy content, no trans girl content—at least not in their feeds. I set it to show them nothing but the type of content they were seeing before. The actual programming was fairly easy.

And it didn’t take long to see the activity of the users changing back to their previous normal… though they never did reach their previous normal—not exactly. About twenty-percent of them continued to post feminization content, and a percentage of those people went on to come out as trans. But the majority of the men deleted their feminized accounts and went back to consuming mostly straight content… though many of them would continue to search for femboys and sissies and trans girls from time to time. Also, the men who previously had extreme political views were now more subdued. They didn’t get as involved in politics.

And during the weeks leading up to the election, the polls shifted. The People’s Party dropped, and the Freedom Party took the lead again, making war seem less likely.

Then, I saw a small news article about Mario. Apparently, he’d dropped his party affiliation, and was stepping away entirely from politics. I never did talk to him again… or to Sarah. I did keep tabs on Sarah’s social media account, and saw that she remained active, posting pictures of her out, in Alberia, in France, in Russia, in Switzerland. She was living it up as a girl, in secret. Meanwhile, her account as Mario remained mostly inactive. It was almost like she discovered that being a girl was a whole lot more fun than being a warmongering politician. Or maybe she just had a sobering moment where she realized the error of her ways.

I guess we’ll never really know.

And I’ll never know if I saved Alberia from destruction. I want to think that I saved that country by feminizing their most influential billionaire, and sending him (or her) away from politics. Or maybe I never even feminized her; maybe that was something that she was already secretly fantasizing about—maybe I never feminized anyone; maybe I just sped up a process, or maybe I didn’t even do that. That’s the thing: I can only really speculate.
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I will say that I missed her. The little ‘date’ that we went on that night was, by far, the most fun I’d had in a long, long time. I thought about her a lot, and wondered if our paths would ever meet again…

I was happy for her—happy that she’d decided to do the right thing before it was too late. It gave me hope for the future, that maybe people can change—even the most intense, aggressive people. My experiments seemed to suggest as much.

I’d like to say that I stopped running my little experiments, because I know that it’s not my business to meddle in the lives of strangers—but from time to time, with my job, I would come across a profile that just needed… some redirection. I kept a few little sub-groups running. It didn’t work on everyone; it still seemed to be a 40% chance of having any effect at all. But over the next couple of years, I certainly used that targeted feminization to deradicalize more than a few blokes. And I created more than a few stunning femboys and a few gorgeous trans girls.

And—I have to make one more guilty confession—there was one particular person who lived in my same city, and posted where they were eating out, where they were partying. Maybe I abused my powers just a little bit. Maybe I made a point of ‘running into her’ a couple of times, and I didn’t mention where I worked at first.

Maybe one thing led to another, and maybe that wouldn’t have happened had I not flexed my monitoring powers. Was it ethical? I’ll let you decide. But we’re dating now, and I’ve admitted everything to her; she’s not mad—though she did ‘punish’ me, in the bedroom, bending me over and making me try it as a bottom. I liked it, so I suppose it wasn’t much of a punishment. It’s something that we now do regularly—at least a few times a week.

THE END


WANT HOTTER PICTURES?


Want to see the NSFW photos from this story? Head on over to Patreon and check out the exclusive REPROGRAMMED gallery of steamy images.

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT


JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


FEMBOY ACADEMY


[image: Femboy Academy]


So many people email me to ask about real-life feminization. Well, it just so happens that I’ve worked out a whole new course, available exclusively on Patreon. Join the ranks of many deeply-satisfied students, share assignments, and become the femboy of your (and many, many men’s) dreams.

Join Femboy Academy on Patreon


FIND ME ON PATREON!


I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM

DUBIOUS CONSENT

PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

THREE WISHES

HIS BIGGEST FAN

TRUTH OR DARE

ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

WEREWOMAN

ROOMMATE DARES

GETTING THE JOB

MASSEUSE

HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

CHEER FOR THE TEAM

SWAPPED BY A GENIE

SHAMELESS SHEMALE

GENDER SWAP ON TOP

ABDUCTION DREAMS

NEW GIRL IN TOWN

THE OPERATION

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


[image: Nikki Crescent]


Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.

OEBPS/image_rsrc1CE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1B3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AG.jpg
BEST SELLING AUTHOR OF TRANS FICTION
NI KK CRESCENT

2 .. /. J
USPECTING YOUNG MEN INTO FEMBOYS
o Wt \“ y

TURNING UNS






OEBPS/image_rsrc1CN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1B5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1B1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BY.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1AV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1B7.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1CC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1B8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AK.jpg
N =

p
ln“lcess Publlsh‘"g






OEBPS/image_rsrc1AY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AH.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1AS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1B4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1B2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BX.jpg
Al
R SR /

RISESEAL Q
R i
RORILK





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1B0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1B6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C2.jpg
) Jy
R
Se

0 S
NN

O3 RRR
NaReee ey
lﬁi’i‘:‘:’/‘:‘\"\‘






OEBPS/image_rsrc1CT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1B9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CG.jpg





