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It’s All About Fame and Wealth, Babe

Do you dream of fame and wealth? Do you yearn for the unconditional love of countless followers? Is your deepest desire to receive the unquestioning adulation you’ve always secretly felt you deserve?

Then start a cult.

Or do the next best thing: become a successful writer. Sure, some people will tell you creative writing is about “self-expression” or “sharing human experiences,” but let’s be real. We all want the good stuff. Fortune and fame, preferably by next Tuesday.

Delayed gratification? Hard pass. Patience and hard work? That’s boomer talk.

Meet Jamie Genius, a rising social media star who dreamed of leaving a lasting mark on the world. His story started—like all good stories—with the inciting incident. Namely, when the hero of our tale reached a major milestone.

“A milli!” Jamie yelled, throwing his arms wide as if to embrace the entire digital universe. “I did it! One million fans, just waiting for my next drop, hanging on my every word.”

Maddie, his girlfriend, glanced up from her phone. “Whoa.”

“That’s it? Just ‘whoa’?” Jamie’s eyebrows shot up. “Babe, this isn’t just a ‘whoa.’ This is the God-tier whoa. Do you have any idea how huge this is? This is legacy-defining! My talent is finally getting the global recognition it deserves.”

Maddie twirled a strand of honey-blonde hair and reached for her latte. Early twenties, she had the glow of someone who treated being camera-ready as a civic duty: flawless eyeliner, designer bag, a fresh manicure sharp enough to open cans.

“To be fair, the dog did the heavy lifting,” she said. “She’s why the views went nuts.”

Jamie’s grin didn’t falter. “Don’t worry, Lulu got her puppuccino. But this isn’t about the dog. This is about my legacy!” He shot his arms skyward again.

A few other customers at the coffee shop threw him annoyed looks over their laptops.

Maddie shook her head, a small smile playing on her lips. “Oh my God. You’re for real? Not to kill your vibe, but… you think funny dog videos are your ticket to immortality?”

Jamie’s grin finally deflated, though his eyes still held a manic spark. “I’m more than a master of canine comedy. My new content is pure fire, babe. It’s scientifically proven—once you hit a million followers, your place in history is basically guaranteed. But…”

He dropped a sugar cube into his espresso with a thoughtful plink. “But just in case the algorithm fails me, I need a backup plan. Something to, like, cement my name for all time. Shouldn’t be too hard, not with an IQ of 191.66. That puts me in a pretty exclusive club with guys like Newton and… what’s-his-name, the physics bro? Einstein. Frank Einstein. Whatever. The point is, a brain like this can do anything.”

His expression turned pensive, his gaze scanning the art on the café wall as if searching for a divine signal. “So, how to leverage this colossal intellect?” he mused aloud.

“Start a business?” Maddie offered, scrolling again.

Jamie picked up another sugar cube and examined it. “Business? Nah, not the move. First, I need to secure my spot in the history books as a creative genius. I need to craft my… magnum opus!”

His eyes lit up as he said the words, as if they were a magic incantation. He paused, imagining his face projected onto the Sphere in Vegas, statues erected in his honor, his portrait replacing old paintings in government buildings.

“Of course,” he breathed, snapping his fingers. “It’s so obvious. I’m going to write a novel.”

Maddie scoffed. “A book? Seriously? Who even buys books? Besides, like, boomers.”

Jamie pointed an accusatory finger at her. “Hey, don’t be a hater. People absolutely buy books. Some even read them. You know that fantasy guy—what was his name again?—he raised over forty-one million dollars on Kickstarter. Forty-one million dollars!”

“You remember the amount but not his name?”

He ignored her, his gaze already lost in a future filled with bestseller lists and literary awards.

“Imagine what I could do with forty-one million.”

“Pay your bills, for starters,” Maddie said. “You should try it sometime.”

Jamie dropped another sugar cube into his coffee. “If some fantasy dude can raise that much, I can do way better. Sell billions of books. Become a billionaire. Then what? Launch my own tech corp. The greatest mega-corp on Earth. Trample Meta and Google into dust!”

He clenched a fist, his imagination painting a clash of cybernetic titans.

“Kay,” Maddie said. “So, what are you gonna write? Canine comedy?”

He waved his hand dismissively. “Details later. Not important. I can write anything. It’s the vibe that matters. Step one: find a penthouse with a sick view. The view fuels the muse. Step two: quit my cringe job.”

Maddie stared at him. “You sure that’s smart? Even with a million followers, you’re still broke. Shouldn’t you, like, try to monetize these videos first? Get some sponsors, brand deals, build up some savings?”

Jamie’s face tightened. No one gets it, he thought. Not even Mads. The curse of being a genius, I guess.

Isn’t it obvious? It’s a great idea to max out your credit cards and quit your day job to pursue your dreams. With no plan, no skills, and no clue how you’re going to achieve any of it.

Just believe in yourself and your destiny! All you need to succeed is blind faith. To quote Paulo Coelho, “when you want something, all the universe conspires in helping you to achieve it.” The Alchemist sold 150 million copies, and 150 million people can’t be wrong, so it must be the literal truth. With the entire universe on your side, how can you possibly fail?

Oh, right! Disclaimer time. This is fiction; all characters, companies, organizations, and events depicted are entirely fictional. Any resemblance to real persons, businesses, or actual events is purely coincidental. Also, nothing in this book is legal or financial advice.

You should totally leave your unsatisfying life behind, burn all your bridges, and—unencumbered by practical considerations—venture into the realm of literary fantasy. Your dreams will all come true. Guaranteed.

Again, not financial advice. I love disclaimers. They’re a get-out-of-jail-free card for authors. Slap “fiction” on the cover and you can say almost anything. You can give the most reckless advice, twist facts, try to brainwash your readers, and get away with it.

With that out of the way, let’s get back to our story.

“Don’t you see the big picture?” Jamie said. “I must do this. Not just for the money. I must immortalize my ideas for posterity. Centuries from now, future generations will read my work with awe, admiring every plot twist, every turn of phrase. Every. Single. Word.”

He plopped another sugar cube into his cup. “Yeah, I’ll write words so beautiful they aren’t even in the dictionary. Each one will glow and sparkle like a very, very expensive gem. Diamonds and rupees and… well, diamonds, and whatever the other ones are.”

“Not rupees,” Maddie pointed out. “Rubies. I like rubies. Not that you’d ever buy me one.”

Jamie ignored her, raising a hand as if to grasp some invisible treasure. “Generations of students will devour my magnum opus, their minds transported into the sublime heights of my boundless imagination!”

He closed his eyes, a wistful smile on his lips.

“I thought you dreamed of starting a tech company,” Maddie said. “Make up your mind.”

He opened his eyes and blinked, snatched from his reverie. “I can multitask. After I bank billions in royalties.”

“Jamie, I care about you, so I’m telling you this for your own good. Go to college. Get a degree in something useful. Get a real job.”

He snorted. “Mads, you’re hilarious. That’s what I love about you—the comedy chops.” He wiped a fake tear and dropped another sugar cube. “School and jobs are for normies. Geniuses need only inspiration. Besides, I’ve got, like, six PhDs already.”

“The ones you bought from ‘Totally Legit Online Academia’? The same place that gave you that IQ test? Tell me you didn’t blow your savings on those diplomas.”

“Of course I did.” Jamie spread his arms. “Best investment ever. You don’t know which PhD you’ll need, so I copped them all. One in every discipline. Good thing I grabbed creative writing too—no one takes you seriously without a fancy certificate.”

Maddie sighed into her latte.

“I appreciate your concern,” Jamie said, turning on his sweetest smile, “but chill. I’ve got this. I watched a bunch of videos by a dude who retired at twenty-eight. He explained financial independence, step by step. Making money is easy.”

“Yeah, you told me. If the guy’s retired, why is he still making videos? Shouldn’t he be, like, sipping margaritas on a beach or something?”

She held up a hand before Jamie could object. “Oh, right. He’s just doing it out of the goodness of his heart. A public service. To educate all the poor losers stuck in a nine to five.”

“See?” Jamie beamed. “We agree on something.”

“Look, if you’re serious about this, at least get advice from a pro. A published author, an agent, whatever. Doesn’t one of your friends work at a bookstore?”

Jamie nodded. “Totally. I’ll hit them up. But first, I quit my job, take out the biggest loan the bank will give me, and rent the penthouse with the craziest view on the planet. No, wait. I’ll take out the loan first, then quit. The bank might want proof of employment.”

“Good thinking, Jamie. You’re a real Genius.”

“I know, right?” He took a sip of his espresso, gagged, and spit it back into the cup. “Bro, what’s this? Are they trying to give people diabetes? Who the hell put five sugars in my coffee?”

Maddie didn’t even look up from her phone. “You did, genius.”
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Where’s My Pulitzer, Already?

Drumroll!

We interrupt our program to thank today’s sponsor. Give it up for…

Another drumroll, please!

InstantMastery.com! Learning is such a drag. Reading? Practicing? Years of grind? Hard pass.

That’s why I use InstantMastery.com, the only site that guarantees instant expertise in any skill. That’s right—zero effort required!

Why slog through books by actual experts? Snooze. Boo. Boring.

Master any topic in minutes, taught by self-educated educators who’ve definitely nailed the art of smiling into a webcam and probably know a thing or two about video editing. If they’ve mastered that, surely, they’ve also mastered programming, psychology, or finance.

InstantMastery.com hosts thousands of self-proclaimed gurus sharing their wisdom on topics they know little about with millions of clueless viewers. But hey, who needs credentials when you have vibes and a truckload of five-star reviews?

Can’t we always trust random people on the internet, provided they’re pretty on camera and have thousands of followers? Right? Everything they say must be the absolute truth. And their career advice is fire!

You should totally make life-altering decisions based on their guidance. Go ahead, invest your life savings in that meme stock or a new crypto. Or do like Jamie and quit your job to become a novelist. What could possibly go wrong?

Or maybe you want to be an online educator? How hard could it be? No degree or professional experience necessary. No one checks your résumé, so claim whatever you want. Don’t know your subject? No problem. Just promise your viewers easy solutions to all their problems, and you’ll be swimming in likes, five-star ratings, and followers.

Try InstantMastery.com today! Use my promo code to sign up for a totally free twenty-four-hour trial using my affiliate link and start impressing your friends with your totally real new skills!

Disclaimer: No Refunds. So, so many terms and conditions apply.

* * * * *

Now, back to our story, where we find Maddie and Jamie on the balcony of his brand-new penthouse.

“Oh my God, it’s gorgeous,” Jamie breathed.

The balcony offered a staggering view of the city. A veil of mist clung to the tops of glass towers as the first blush of dawn spilled over the horizon, staining the sky in streaks of tangerine and rose. Below, the city stirred; the staccato honks of early taxis cut through the hush, their echoes bouncing between buildings still in shadow. The warm scent of bread floated up from a bakery downstairs.
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