
 

When I first came to San Francisco, I was inexperienced and seeking mentorship. A respected 
venture capitalist was introduced to me and asked me to meet at a hip SF spot for drinks after 
work. When I arrived, the VC quickly pivoted the meeting into more personal terms. I became 
hot in the face, and tried to gracefully avert his advances, but also felt conflicted. He had a lot 
of great qualities and was quite funny. I decided to continue the conversation with openness to 
different possible outcomes — and at the end of the night, he planted a kiss on me. I was taken 
aback, thanked him for his advice and excused myself swiftly into my waiting car. 

After multiple date invitations, I decided to be open to the direction of the world, decided not to 
pursue a professional relationship with him and agreed to meet him for date. We dated for 
about six months. Later, we ended things when I found out the relationship had not been 
monogamous, despite his adamant requests for a monogamous relationship with me. I asked 
him for a bit of time, and we scheduled a friendly dinner two months out to reconnect after the 
dust and the hurt had settled. 

Over the course of several years, we stayed in touch and became close friends. He was 
intelligent and became somewhat of a sounding board for me during my early career. During 
those years, I had started a business that was starting to look like it might become quite 
successful. He got more and more excited about the project and asked to be made a formal 
advisor, citing the impact he’d had on my career and his ability to further my network. I 
weighed the pros and cons, and in the end, I felt having him involved would be our best 
chance of getting this thing off the ground.  

As the months passed, and the business starting looking more compelling, he began 
pressuring me physically and began telling me he felt conflicted, was sorry for cheating, and 
felt he had made a mistake. I told him I cared about him, told him he was important to me, and 
tried to let him down with compassion as I averted and brushed off increasing advances. When 
the business appeared to be poised to get its first round of financing from top-tier investors, he 
started calling me for late night “urgent” pitch meetings, telling me my pitch was not ready. He 
used those opportunities to try and physically coerce me into staying the night. 

I remember crying myself to sleep, wondering if the only reason anyone had an interest in my 
work was ulterior motives, and wishing over and over that I had been born a man, so that I 
could be a part of the intellectual conversations, advice, and growth without these advances. I 
cried until my eyes hurt. I cried until my face swelled up and I looked awful. After failed 
attempts at direct resolution and negotiation, I notified the man’s investment partner of the 
situation (at least in broad strokes). I received a written resignation from the advisor and then 
worked with my team to have this man removed from my company for a marginal fee (less than 
$30, plus legal fees for the agreement to go our separate ways). He nitpicked the negotiation 
and dragged it out, but it eventually concluded, much to the joy of our team.
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