

COUPLES RETREAT
GENDER SWAPPING YOUNG COUPLES
[image: ]


NIKKI CRESCENT


[image: Princess Publishing]



CONTENTS


Newsletter
Find Me On Patreon!
COUPLES RETREAT
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Want Hot Pictures?
Newsletter
Femboy Academy
Find Me On Patreon!
About the Author



NEWSLETTER


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


COPYRIGHT


COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.

[image: Princess Publishing]


Published By Princess Publishing

Copyright © 2024 by Nikki Crescent

Model License Holder: Princess Publishing

Background Image License: Princess Publishing

Cover by Princess Publishing

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.


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


To my fans,

Thank you so much for your continued support!

Love,

Nikki Crescent


COUPLES RETREAT


Tina’s grandmother doesn’t have much longer to live. The doctors have given her a few months, so Tina decides to move to the small cottage town of Beaversmith to be with her, and to help make her final arrangements when the time comes.

But while she’s there, she needs a job to pay her bills—and she needs a place to rent.

So Tina is lucky when she befriends Fae, a middle-aged woman who just happens to own a successful bed and breakfast in town—and Fae is so delighted to have a friend, she gives Tina a job, and a room at her BnB. But Tina has a dark side, and she’s been dying to have a good friend to confide all of her secrets in.
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Note: The pictures in this book are of adult characters (all over eighteen).


CHAPTER 1
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Fae seemed super nice. She was having a drink at the bar, chatting with the bartender, laughing at every joke, telling a slew of her own jokes. All of the locals seemed to know her. They said, “Hey Fae,” from across the bar, and, “How’s business, Fae?”.

She would go from table to table, chatting with the seniors of that small town. “How are you doing since your wife passed, Roger?” “Win at bingo last night, Sue?” “Did your grandson finally get back to that email, Eunice?” “Hey, Carol! I heard about the new windows. Lucky Girl!”

Sure, it was one of those small towns where everyone knew everyone, but Fae really did know everyone, and everyone really did know Fae.

I assumed that she was just being polite when she sat down next to me at the bar and said, “It’s so, so nice to see new people in this town. How are you settling in, Tina?”

I blushed. “How did you know my name?”

She laughed and threw up her hands. “Everyone in town is talking about the new girl, Tina!”

And I assumed she was just being polite when she sat with me to chat… for an entire hour. She just seemed to want to know everything about me. “Where did you move from, Tina?” She used my name a lot—so much that it almost made me uncomfortable with my own name, hearing it spoken over and over. I think it was her way of committing the name to her memory.

“I moved from Toronto,” I told her.

“And why Beaversmith? Do you have family here?”

“My grandma.”

“What’s your last name?”

“Hill.”

“Ah, your grandma must be Karen Hill! Strange that Karen didn’t mention her granddaughter was coming to town. Well—I suppose Karen is in that… state. I’m sure she would have mentioned it otherwise.” Fae went on about my grandma for a while, and she really did know a lot about her. She started rattling off facts. “Married for sixty years before Benjamin passed. Were you at the funeral? It was sad, but it really was a beautiful funeral. Your grandpa Benjamin lived a long life! He was nearly one-hundred years old. And now your grandma—what’s she? Ninety-two? Yes, that’s right, ninety-two. That’s amazing. Her hearing started to go last year... Her sight too. She was always talking about her granddaughter; never told me your name though. Or maybe she did and I just forgot.

“And tell me, Tina. What are you going to do here for work? Beaversmith is a lovely town, but there’s not a lot of work here. Did you get a job at the paper plate factory? That’s where most of the folks around here work.”

“No job yet. I figured I would figure that out once I got settled,” I smiled.

A few new people strolled into the bar. “Hey Dave. Hey Marge. Hey Peter!” Fae knew them all. “Say, Peter. You don’t know of any place hiring, do you?”

Peter, an older man with a big belly, stood for a moment. “Uh, no, I don’t know of any place.”

“Your shop isn’t looking for a new shop girl, is it?”

“The shop? No. Can’t say we need the help.”

“I’m okay,” I said, blushing. It was a bit overwhelming, being in a new town, surrounded by new people, a thousand miles from my friends. In fact, the only person I knew in that town was my grandmother, but she was more-or-less uncommunicative now, with the condition of her brain: a tumour that had suddenly formed and pressed on her frontal lobe, affecting her memory, speech, and basic motor functions. Doctors figured she would survive another two years, and my parents had no interest in moving to Beaversmith, so I made the move. It seemed like a small sacrifice to make for a woman who was always there for us when we were kids.

Fae looked at me and smiled. “You’re so young, Tina! I would have guessed that Karen’s granddaughter would have been in her fifties or sixties. But you—you must be in your twenties still!”

“I’m thirty-one,” I said softly.

“My gosh, thirty-one! You’re fifteen years young than me, but you look at least twenty years younger. Good for you. I suppose your grandmother always looked young for her age as well. We will find you a job. I can probably get you an interview at the factory.”

“That’s really okay, Fae,” I smiled. “I actually have more experience working… in places like this. I was a bartender in Toronto—and a server for a number of years.”

“Stu!” Fae shouted to the bartender. “You looking for bartenders or servers? Tina here is a pro—big city experience!”

The bartender, a short bearded fellow, shrugged his shoulders. “Sorry, Fae. We don’t need no help—not for this season anyhow.”

Fae grunted. “We’ll find you something.”

I thought Fae was just being a bubbly, outgoing, kind, small-town lady. I didn’t think she actually cared one way or another about me. I assumed she was giving me the same treatment that she gave to every new person who came through that small town… but then she proved me wrong, that night, when she showed up at my door with a tray of cookies, and two casserole dishes loaded with food.

“It’s hard to cook when you just move into a new place. I bet your pots and pans are still in boxes. So take these. Make sure you eat a lot. Food is energy, Tina!” She poked her head into my small rental; it was a little house, over one-hundred years old, with small rooms and a little fireplace. And Fae was right; my things were still in boxes. “You know—I don’t have any guests right now. I’ll help you unpack.”

“You really don’t have to.”

“I want to,” she said, and then she came in and started opening boxes. She hummed as she put things away, one item as a time. I felt guilty, so of course I started to do the same. Fae put one of the casserole dishes into the oven, and then she fetched a bottle of wine from her car once she found my wine glasses.

“To you, Tina!” she said, raising a glass. “And… to being young!” I thought it was a slightly strange comment. Fae was in her late-forties. She didn’t look bad for her age, but she certainly didn’t look ‘young’. I don’t know why it made me feel so… uncomfortable—but I clinked glasses with her anyway.

“Oh my gosh, we should do face masks,” she said, and then she zipped to the car and came back with fancy box-store face-masks. Twenty minutes later, there was a rom-com on the television, a face mask on my face, and a glass of wine in my hand.

It was fun. Fae stayed late—until 2:00 AM. She told me all about her little bed-and-breakfast operation, which was the only ‘hotel’ in town. There was a motel about ten minutes from town, but when people came to town to visit their relatives, they always stayed at Fae’s BnB.

But most of Fae’s business came from young couples who wanted a quiet getaway from town. We were only an hour away from a major city, and Beaversmith was one of those little towns that was considered a ‘getaway’ hidden gem.

The town was cute, with a little main road that was always decorated for the season. The little restaurants were adorable. There was a little waterfront quay, with painted Adirondack chairs. It was a little weekend paradise…

But maybe just a weekend paradise. After two days, there was nothing left to see. If you went to a different restaurant for breakfast, lunch, and dinner, you would have gone to every restaurant in a single weekend. After walking the quay a few times, there really isn’t anything left to see.

It was only the next night when Fae came back, with another bottle of wine and another DVD. “Girl’s night?” she asked with beaming eyes.

After a few glasses, she made a curious comment. “Everyone in this town is so old. Not like us.”

I smiled. Again, I didn’t love being clumped into her age category. She was almost twice my age. I didn’t like the idea of her thinking of me as a forty-something, and I felt awkward with her thinking of herself as my age. I pushed those feelings away, knowing that it didn’t really matter.

“I was at the market today, and there were lots of ladies your age there,” I said. I didn’t mean anything rude by it. In fact, the women I saw at the market were probably a bit younger than Fae; some of them were new mothers, with strollers.

Fae’s smile faded. She suddenly looked… offended. She looked like she was biting her tongue, trying not to snap at me. “What ladies?” she asked.

“I don’t know. A few of them were moms. They were all wearing those puffy black vest jackets, and brown Ugg boots—you know the ones. They looked like… trendy ladies.” I could tell that she was getting more upset the more I talked. “Maybe they were just visiting from out of town.”

“Beth, Debra, Ellen, Valorie, Lilian,” she said suddenly. “Yeah, I know them.” Her face was turning dark red. “Those girls aren’t like us.” She was still clenching her teeth.

“Oh. I don’t know. I didn’t talk to them.”

“Don’t,” she said. “They’re bitches. They peaked in high-school. Braindead cheerleader types. Avoid them. Don’t even look at them. They will try to act nice to you—but behind your back, they’re cunts.”

I was surprised to hear that word: cunt. Fae didn’t seem like the type of girl to use a word like that. She would say ‘gosh’ instead of God. When she stubbed her toe, she said, ‘Shucks!’.

“I’ll keep my distance,” I said with a smile.

“Good,” she said.

For the next few minutes, the room was quiet. Then, I managed to come up with a new conversation topic. “Did you play any sports growing up?”

But her weird mood shift lingered in my head. It was just so… out of character. I wondered if those girls really were horrible, or if Fae was just holding some twenty-year-old grudge. Maybe they had bad history from their schooling days. Maybe Fae had a good reason to hold a grudge. I decided not to pry.


CHAPTER 2
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Every few days, Fae was back, with wine. Then, one weekend, she pulled up and said, “Get in the car. We’re going to a party!” I felt a bit anxious, going to a party filled with strangers, but I wanted to make new friends. I figured it was going to be a small-town type of party—maybe a barbecue or a community center get-together.

Instead, we started driving out of town. “Where are we going?”

“You’re going to love it,” Fae said with glowing eyes. We drove for forty-five minutes, to a campsite. There were many little sedans parked around—and loud music. There was a huge bonfire, and the smell of cheap beer filled the woodsy air.

There were dozens of… high-schoolers. I instantly felt uncomfortable, knowing that I was more than ten years older than the next oldest person… except for Fae. Many of these kids were too young to be drinking legally.

And Fae didn’t skip a beat; she walked in, cracked a beer, and started chatting with the kids.

And they really were kids.

Fae was acting like one of them. I kept my distance. I told Fae that I didn’t feel very well, so I wasn’t going to drink. Fae was a bit upset, but she was quickly distracted when she saw kids doing keg-stands. She went to do a keg-stand, with a pair of eighteen-year-old boys holding her up. She played beer-pong with seventeen-year-old girls.

I noticed some of the young girls snickering together, pointing at Fae, surely talking about how weird her presence was.

I looked young for my age, so I blended in… at least enough that I wasn’t turning heads. I was near a group of girls talking about Fae. “Who even is that? Is that someone’s mom? That lady is, like, so cringe.”

I felt bad for Fae; she was clearly trying to relive some highlight of her life. She really didn’t know these kids. I don’t even know how she found out about the party. Not one person knew her. Over and over, I heard kids saying, “Who is that? Who invited her?”

I felt so horribly uncomfortable. I asked Fae if we could leave. She looked stunned. “Aren’t you having fun?”

“I just don’t feel very well. I think I picked up a bug.”

Before leaving, she wanted to shotgun one more beer with the young men. They were laughing as they downed their drinks—she laughed with them, not knowing that they were laughing at her.

And the next weekend, Fae asked me if I wanted to go to the city with her for a night. She’d rented a room at a casino, and she’d gotten tickets to a show. “Would you be my date?” she asked with a giggle.

“Sure,” I said, but I was still feeling awkward about the past weekend. And I probably should have turned down the offer to go to town, because this casino trip quickly turned into a similar trip.

The show she had tickets to were for a rave. There were no people older than thirty there—except for us. At the casino, Fae had no intentions of gambling; she just wanted to find young people who knew about nearby parties. She was fishing for an invite.

It was a long night. Fae just didn’t slow down. The rave ended at 4:00 AM, but Fae wasn’t finished. With dilated pupils, she said, “I know a party. Let’s go.” Reluctantly, I went. It was a grungy party, with Lamb of God playing through an intense subwoofer. The men were tattooed, bearded, wearing leather jackets. There were burnt spoons on tables, and razor blades coated with white residue. The men were eyeing me. They had bad ideas in their heads. Fae snuggled right up with them, not even knowing their names.

Soon enough, Fae was gone—surely off with one of them in some seedy bedroom. I slipped out and waited for an hour on the street. It was 6:00 AM when I decided to go to our hotel room without her. She never showed up. It was noon when she messaged, asking me to pick her up with her car. She didn’t tell me about her night, but she was a mess: makeup smudged, hair dishevelled. She was feeling sick: a bad hangover. We pulled over many times on the way back to town.

She groaned as we came near the town. “I have people checking in tonight,” she said. “I still have to flip the suite.”

I bit my tongue. “Can I help?”

She looked at me. “Would you?”

So I helped. She didn’t do much but sit and sip coffee, nursing that hangover. She told me what to do, and I did it. I washed sheets, folded towels, decorated toilet paper folds, and so on. I cleaned the suite up nicely.

“Oh my God, you’re a life saver, Tina,” Fae said. “I feel like I should pay you.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I smiled.

A few days later, she called me and asked if I would come over and help her to turn over the suite again. “I promise I’ll pay you. I have to deal with some tax stuff that’s due in, like, two days.”

I did it. I went and cleaned up the suite while Fae worked in her little downstairs office. We were both finished in a few hours, and Fae gave me $100 cash. “Oh, that’s too much for just a couple of hours,” I said.

“It’s nothing,” she said. “Do you know what people pay to stay here? I do alright, Tina—don’t sweat it.” And then she insisted I take the money. I looked that night to see what she charged, and I was shocked to see that she was charging $480 per night, with a two-night minimum.

And the schedule for her BnB was almost fully booked. There were a few small gaps—intentionally left in the schedule so Fae could have breaks.

So I decided to ask, “How did your little business become so… popular?”

She smiled. There was a curious gleam in her eye… almost menacing, before she said, “I get a lot of repeat customers.”

“I mean—your place is really lovely. It’s just…” I tried to think of how to word what I wanted to say in a polite way. “It’s just—I mean… I’ve stayed in lots of AirBnBs before…”

“This isn’t an AirBnB,” she said. “It’s a proper BnB. I provide meals, drinks. It’s an open bar. I provide them with everything they need. Plus, there’s a comfort in having someone around to do all of the chores, like unpacking and packing.”

“Oh. I see,” I said. “I had no idea that you did all of that.”

“It’s a lot of work,” she smiled. “And then, sometimes, it’s no work at all. Sometimes couples will come for four days. I’m super busy before check-in, and I’m super busy after check-out, but in-between… Some people just like their privacy.”

Still, she had that curious gleam in her eye. She had something that she wanted to tell me, but she was holding back, keeping some sort of secret. I didn’t pry. I thought about it, and figured that it made sense. Sure, $480 per night is a lot… but if that included three meals and as many drinks as you could drink… it probably evened out.

Fae was indeed super busy that night—until midnight. Then, while I was sleeping, I woke up to a knock at my door. I stayed in bed and listened for a minute, not sure that I really did hear a knock—but then it came again. So I got out of bed. I put on a housecoat. I carefully approached the door. And then I looked through the peephole to see Fae.

“What is it?” I asked, assuming that there was some sort of emergency.

She held up a bottle of wine. “I need to unload. Want to eat chips and drink wine?”

“I—I was sleeping,” I said.

“Oh, it’s not like you’re working tomorrow. Come on, Tina. Let’s have some fun. Have a drink with me.”

I smiled and let her in, even though I really, really wanted to send her back home. She’d become comfortable with me… too comfortable. There no longer seemed to be any boundaries in her mind. I really did want to sleep; I was a very routine person; I liked to sleep between the same hours every night. I liked to wake up at the same time every morning. Fae was the opposite.

“This couple that just checked in… Oh my gosh, they’re so needy,” she groaned, flopping down onto my couch. She poured herself a glass of wine. “Every five minutes, they want something else. I finally put them to sleep.”

That comment caught me slightly off-guard. She put them to sleep? It almost sounded… ominous. But I tried to be polite. “What did they want?” I asked.

“Everything. They wanted a specific brand of tequila that I didn’t have. They wanted their dinner re-cooked. They specifically wanted cheesecake for dessert. You know—I get people like this from time to time. Sometimes I just want to tell them to get bent. My tolerance is getting lower and lower every year. But… working with clients like these… I guess I get to feel less guilty.”

And there, again, was a very strange comment. “Guilty about what?” I asked.

She grinned. There was evil in those eyes. “Oh, I shouldn’t say anything,” she said, as if she wanted me to pry.

I smiled, just wanting to be neutral. I didn’t want to know what she was doing to ‘put her clients to sleep’—whatever that meant.

“I suppose I could tell you. I mean—I trust you,” she said, as if I’d pried.

I said nothing.

“But you have to promise not to tell anyone—or say anything.”

“If it’s sensitive, I really don’t need to know,” I said softly.

She looked frustrated that I wasn’t more curious. So, reluctantly, I said, “What do you do?” in an attempt to make her happy.

“Well, it’s a long story,” she said. “I mean—to explain to you how it all started. But… we have all night, right? Oh, Tina, you’re going to think that I’m so crazy, but I promise you I’m not crazy. It’s all just for fun… and the clients have fun too; in fact, they have more fun than they expect. Really—I’m giving them a service that they don’t even know that they want.”

“You’re being so vague, Fae,” I said, rubbing my eyes. She handed me a glass of wine, but I wasn’t sure I could stomach booze after that rude awakening.

“Sometimes…” she started. “Sometimes, I slip the guests… something.”

“What?” I asked, heart skipping a beat.

“Something to make them relax… to make them a little more open. It’s my own cocktail, actually. A bit of X, mixed with Zannies.”

I paused. I grew up downtown Toronto, and I knew the lingo. “Ecstasy and Xanax? Fae… you can’t mix those together.”

“It’s not a huge dose,” she said quietly, almost whispering, as if she was worried someone might listen in. “It’s just enough to make them loosen up. In fact, it’s a tiny dose, in each drink. They get a bit looser with each drink, and just think that they’re getting drunk.”

I was stunned. I was speechless. I paused, and then assumed she was messing with me. “Fae—please,” I said. “You know how gullible I am.”

“It’s true, Tina. But it’s not a big deal. It’s part of the experience,” she said. “They end up having the absolute time of their life.”

“Of course! They’re high on drugs!”

“They don’t know that,” she said. “They just think they’re drunk. It’s not like I’m making them into addicts.”

“So that’s the big secret? You give your guests… drugs?”

She blushed and smiled. “Well, that’s not the end of it. That’s just when the fun starts. But anyway—when I get guests like the ones I had tonight, sometimes I just adjust the cocktail… take out the Ecstasy and pop in a sleeping pill. A sleeping pill and a Xanax, and they’re out until 2:00 PM tomorrow.”

“And all of the liquor!” I said. “You have to be careful not to give someone a heart attack, Fae.”

She waved me off. “I’m careful. I used to be a nurse, you know. I know the limits of the human body. I’m not going to kill anyone. It’s just fun, Tina—and people love it. More than seventy-percent of my bookings are repeat-clients. I’m making them happy.”

I wanted to scold her. I wanted to tell her that she was doing something terrible… but I knew how she would react, and she probably meant well. I didn’t want to make her upset. So I just smiled and left it at that.

Now, Fae just wanted to talk about past boyfriends, and she wanted to hear about my exes.


CHAPTER 3
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It was a long week, moving my grandmother into the hospice where she would spent her final couple of years—or maybe months. The doctors weren’t so positive that she would last much longer, but she would have moments with perky energy where she would seem like a version of her old self.

I had to deal with emptying out her room at her old care home. I had to sign off on her discharge, and then I had to go to a number of appointments on her behalf, to have her legal address changed, since she wasn’t signed up for any online services.

I didn’t see much of Fae during this week, and I honestly found myself missing her. Yes, she was a bit of an oddball, and she confessed that she was getting involved in some questionable activity—but she was still (usually) fun to be around, as long as she wanted dragging me to high-school parties or raves.

I really did enjoy staying up with her, watching movies. I really enjoyed spending time at her BnB when she was between clients. She would take me down to the hot tub and we would look at the stars together. She had a small heated pool, and would insist I bring a bikini to go swimming with her. She once had her usual massage therapist come to massage us together.

Despite her flaws, I still liked her. So I messaged her and asked when she would be free next. An hour later, she was at my door. “We’re going dancing,” she said with beaming eyes.

I knew it wasn’t going to be age-appropriate dancing, but I went with her anyway. It was thirty minutes away, to a little bar in another town. Some girl was celebrating her nineteenth birthday, and was having her first legal drink with her best twenty-five friends… and Fae and me. Some of their male college friends showed up, and I found myself letting loose.

At least these weren’t high-school kids.

I danced with a couple of guys who were almost half my age. One of them made a move on me, trying to kiss me, but I pulled away, feeling too awkward about his pimples and lack of facial hair.

Fae didn’t hold back. A drunk nineteen-year-old boy locked his lips with her, and they made out for an hour.

I had a couple more drinks… and then I began to feel very drunk—maybe too drunk. Maybe I hadn’t had enough water or food throughout the day. I kept laughing, even when people weren’t telling jokes. I found myself under the arm of some college football player… And then, a few hours later, I found myself in his bedroom. He was undressing.

He was a fit young man… but too young for me. I looked down and saw that I was in lingerie. I don’t even know where the lingerie came from.

“I’m sorry,” I said, jumping to my feet. “I—I have to go.”

Then, he pulled down his shorts and revealed his thick, throbbing erection. I paused. I will admit that I stared at it, watching those thick veins throb. I’m sure it would have felt nice… but I didn’t know him, and I wasn’t the type of girl to sleep with strangers.

“I’ll change and give you back your, uh, outfit,” I said, covering my nipples, which showed through that lacy top.

“That’s not mine. You were wearing it under your dress,” he said. “Just stay. I’ll show you a good time.”

He flexed his muscles, making them pop. Then, he stroked his fat cock, pulling back his foreskin to reveal his smooth, round tip.

I almost caved, but I was just too old for him. I blushed and put on my dress and I slipped out. Then came the terror; I had no idea how I ended up there. I really had no memory of going to that house. It wasn’t even close to the bar; we must have cabbed, but I couldn’t remember a cab ride. And did I make out with him? What else did I do that I couldn’t remember?

I’d never been so drunk that I couldn’t remember anything. That wasn’t like me. I really didn’t think that I’d had that much to drink. But maybe I wasn’t paying attention. Maybe I needed to be more careful around Fae; she wasn’t the greatest influence. “Oh, just make it a double,” she would always say, no matter which bar we went to.

Fae called me the next afternoon, to ask for help turning over her bed and breakfast. “I’ll pay you,” she said.

And I really needed the cash, so I accepted the work and the money. She lay on the couch while I made the bed. “I’m so happy you’re here,” she groaned. “My head is throbbing. I don’t know what was up with the drinks at that place. They were like… so strong.”

So maybe it wasn’t just me.

She watched me work, and then she said, “You know… we work so good together, Tina. We really should just be in business together. I mean—I should hire you to work here, full-time.”

I paused. I was surprised.

“A lot of the work is serving the guests meals and drinks—and you said that you were a server and a bartender. And you’re clearly good at turndown service. You’re perfect for the job.”

I paused. I was flattered. I really did need to find work; money was starting to get tight, and I knew that Fae would be flexible with my grandmother’s needs. I didn’t spend too much time thinking about it.

“I’d really love that,” I said.

She clasped her hands together and bounced. “And we’ll have so much fun. We can drink wine after the guests go to sleep. We can talk about boys. We can even workout together, down in the gym.”

Her eyes were truly beaming, and I realized in that moment that I was being hired to keep her company, because she was lonely.

She was at that age, where the female body tells a woman that she’s officially too old to birth a child. She was at that age that, when single women reach it, it usually means that they will always be single. I’m not trying to be rude, as I was also single and childless, but I never considered myself lonely. Fae’s loneliness was becoming a little bit too… obvious.

“There’s even a room for you,” she said. “You could just move in here. Have I showed you the spare room?”

It was a nice room, with a nice view of the woods out back. It was on her side of the structure, away from the guests, with a nice queen-size bed, and a big closet. “You can save all of that money in rent. Just live and work here.”

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“Am I sure? I insist! It will be, like… a sleepover party… every night!”

I smiled. But now, I was thinking about some of Fae’s less-appealing traits. I was remembering how hard she liked to party. I was remembering how late she liked to stay up. I was remembering how she always liked to go home with a different guy. And then there was still that curious admission about drugging her guests.

But I tried not to worry too much about any of that now. I wanted to think that her ‘admission’ was a bit exaggerated, and maybe not quite as insane as she made it seem.
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My first day on the job was fun. In fact, I’ll go as far as to say that I was sure this was going to be the best job I’d ever worked. And by the end of that day, I was starting to wonder if maybe I would stay in Beaversmith after all was said and done with my grandma.

The couple that arrived was so cute. The husband was hilarious, cracking jokes as they checked in. The wife was so pretty, and she complimented my dress, making me blush. I helped them take their luggage up. Then, I went to help Fae with dinner prep. In the kitchen, we chatted and laughed. Fae had a little television in that kitchen, and she put on some trashy reality show, and by the end of the afternoon, we’d both taken sides in that nonsense television drama, and were playfully arguing over who was right—the cheating wife or the sleazy husband?

Then, while Fae served dinner, I worked the bar—which was more like hanging out with friends. The cute couple told me about a recent vacation, and told me all of the crazy things they saw and did. Later that evening, they asked me and Fae to play a board game with them; they were a bit drunk and really wanted to play Risk. I’d never played before, but it was fun—especially once the husband made an alliance with me and the wife made an alliance with Fae.

Then, they went up to their room to ‘sleep’, and we heard the headboard banging against the wall. We giggled. “The board game thing—that happens sometimes,” Fae told me. “We have to make ourselves available to the guests for whatever they want. Sometimes they will even want us to go into town with them, eat at restaurants with them—whatever.”

I went to bed while Fae stayed up. I was exhausted, but Fae didn’t even seem a tiny bit tired. I crashed immediately. Then, at 5:30 AM, I woke up to my alarm letting me know it was time to start breakfast prep.

Fae was already in the kitchen. The smell was delightful. Fae was sipping coffee. I assumed she hadn’t gone to sleep yet, so I was stunned when she said, “I had the best sleep of my life.”

But so much had been done already; she’d clearly been up and going for at least two hours. There were fresh croissants baking in the oven. The tables had been decorated meticulously. A ‘Happy Anniversary’ banner had been put up, with bouquets of flowers and balloons. Rose petals led from the guest room to the dining room.

“What can I do?” I asked.

“Just keep me company,” Fae said. “And maybe stir the hollandaise sauce.”

They woke up two hours later, looking groggy. The husband had a pale look on his face, and a long-stare. They were quiet through breakfast. It wasn’t quite the same atmosphere as dinner service. “Did you get a good sleep?” I asked as I served them their eggs Benedict.

The husband didn’t even react to my question, as if he didn’t hear a thing. The wife looked up at me, red in the cheeks. “It was lovely,” she said softly.

“I’d be happy to fix you some Caesars. They’re known to cure a hangover.” I smiled.

“Sure,” the wife said. And still, the husband didn’t react. I wondered if they’d had some big fight and killed the mood.

They went out after breakfast. “When will you be back?” Fae asked in the lobby.

“Probably closer to dinnertime. We’re going to Brooklyn to visit my uncle and aunt,” said the wife. Fae smiled. We cleaned their room and tidied the dining room and scrubbed down the kitchen. By 10:00 AM, we had nothing left to do.

“Now what?” I asked.

“We’re on break for six hours,” she smiled. “Want to go to the beach?”

So we changed into bikinis and headed down to a beach that was closer to town, in a more populated area. It was well-known to young people, of course, so there were tons of high-schoolers and college kids. Fae, of course, wanted to be right in the middle of that action—and she was quick to pull out her pack of coolers. Before noon, she was drinking with the youngsters.

I was learning to accept this side of Fae. I couldn’t blame her for wanting to feel young again; she was enjoying herself and hurting nobody. She wasn’t forcing me to slam coolers with her; I think she’d accepted that I was never going to be that person… though she did constantly come up and urge me to come and chat with this young guy or that young guy, or she would say things like, “Everyone wants you to do a keg stand, Tina!” I awkwardly let her pull me into a game of water volleyball, with me perched the shoulders of some college football player. I could feel his flexing shoulder muscles rubbing my pussy—and I felt very conflicted about it, knowing that I was a good decade older than him.

Sure, the day had some awkward moments… but it was fun—and I was still being paid—I was being paid to party.

The whole job felt like a party, even when we were back at the BnB, serving drinks to the guests.

The husband was still quiet, still dealing with some internal struggle. And the wife was still acting sheepish. And then Fae said, “I’ll take over the bar.” It wasn’t long before the couple began to loosen up. They quickly became lively again—and then, after an hour of being served by Fae, they were loud and boisterous, touching each other all over.

Then, when I came to ask them if they wanted an evening snack, the wife put her hand on my side, and slid it down to my ass. She squeezed and moaned. “You’re so sexy,” she groaned to me. “Come up to the room with us.” Her hand then went to explore my pussy, so I jumped back.

“I—I’m sorry. I have to work,” I blushed.

She looked unfazed. She turned to her husband and reached over to fondle his crotch as he sipped his drink.

I’d worked in lots of bars, and I’d been around lots of drunk people—but these people were acting… different. These people weren’t drunk; these people were on ecstasy… and maybe some Xanax or Valium as well. They were subdued. They were slow, sluggish. They were slurring slightly. And they were far too horny.

I returned with the evening snack: cheeseburger sliders. I paused as I entered the room and saw that the husband had his erection out and he was stroking it while his wife was fingering herself next to him. They didn’t seem to care that I was standing there, seeing them. I put the sliders on the table and rushed out the room, heart racing.

Then, I found Fae in her office. I told her what I saw, and she just laughed. “They’re finally letting loose, huh?” she said.

“Did you…” I took a breath. “Did you give them anything?”

She blushed. “I wanted to make sure they had a good trip,” she said.

She was, of course, admitting to drugging them. I felt a bit ill, knowing that it was totally illegal. “Do they… know?”

“They don’t need to know,” she said, waving me off. “In fact, it could be dangerous if they found out, because then they might seek the drug out after and become addicted, you know? They can’t become addicted if they don’t know they’re using.” She giggled, as if it was funny… but I wasn’t laughing. I couldn’t muster up a fake laugh to appease her.

I managed to make a little smile. “What should I do now?” I asked.

“Just go to bed,” she said. “They’re going to handle themselves for the rest of the night.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I was tired… but I couldn’t even think about sleeping. I was too stressed out, knowing that the guests were on a combination of ecstasy, Xanax, and booze. People die mixing drugs like that all the time. I didn’t want to end up being some accessory to manslaughter, because I failed to report a serious drug-related crime to the police. This all just seemed so reckless… and stupid…

But Fae had been doing it for years. She really was a nurse. Maybe she had a handle on this, and maybe the guests… wanted it. These were returning customers, after all.

I don’t think I fell asleep until 4:00 AM, and then the alarm went off an hour later—and there was Fae, peppy and humming in the kitchen, with fresh baked biscuits in the oven, bacon on the stove, pancake batter resting.

“Are they going to be up soon to eat all of this?” I asked.

Fae laughed. “This is for us, silly. I’ll make more when they get up—but that won’t be for at least six more hours. They were up late—until an hour ago.”

“Really?” I asked.

Fae nodded her head. So we ate like queens. Everything was already cleaned, so there wasn’t really anything to do, but wait. We sat out and watched the sunrise. Fae mixed some morning mimosas. “Let’s get in the hot tub,” she said.

“What if the guests wake up?”

She rolled her eyes. “They’re seriously going to be out for many more hours.”

So we got into our bikinis and lounged in the hot tub. We clinked glasses. “This is the life,” Fae said, letting out a sigh. “And it’s so much better spending it with my best friend.” She looked at me and smiled. “To my bestie.” She reached out her glass again.

I blushed. I felt a bit awkward, letting her call me her best-friend. I liked Fae; she was full of surprises—some good, some flaws… But she wasn’t my bestie. I had friends back home who I still talked to regularly…

In fact, after the guests checked out later that afternoon, I went to my room to FaceTime with Becca, my best-friend from high school. She’d recently had her first baby, and wanted me to meet the little one. The baby was so cute, and Becca seemed so happy—but tired. We talked for over an hour. She told me all about her labour. She told me the funny story about how her husband almost didn’t make it for the birth.

I would have talked to Becca for longer—but Fae came into my room, looking annoyed. She scowled at me. “I—I think I have to go, Becca,” I said. After hanging up, Fae said, “I’m not paying you to chat with your friends all day, Tina.”

I stuttered. “I thought we were done for the day.”

“Who told you that? Did I tell you that?”

I paused, waiting for her to crack. But she was serious. “I guess I just assumed it. I’m sorry.”

“I need the kitchen cleaned.”

“We already cleaned it—didn’t we?”

“I want it deep-cleaned. Behind the fryer, behind the oven, under the fridge. Pull out the appliances. Clean the grout. Don’t just assume you’re done for the day.”

She glared at me as if she hated me to my core—and I wasn’t sure what I’d done. She didn’t talk to me for the rest of the day. Finally, before bed, I went to her office and said, “I’m sorry about today. It won’t happen again.”

“It better not,” she said, without looking at me.

I was worried that she was going to hate me forever… but in the morning, she was her usual peppy, happy self. “Guests cancelled today—so we’re partying tonight!”

After her annoyance with me the day before, I didn’t feel like I was in a place to turn her down. I bit my tongue and produced a smile. “Sounds like fun.”

She wanted to get ready together—to do our makeup together and try on dresses together. She insisted that I wear one of her slutty clubbing minidresses. It was glittery and it showed off my ass and the whole center of my chest. It wasn’t something I would ever wear… but I wanted her to be happy, so I wore it. I even let her brush some glitter onto my chest, and I let her put dripping pink lipgloss on my lips. I thought that I looked a bit like a whore—dressed like a nineteen-year-old into my thirties.

The party was exactly what I expected: a house-party filled with young people. Some were drinking underage. Most were under twenty. There were a few people in their mid-twenties—but again, we were the oldies. I hated feeling old like that. Somehow, being around young people made Fae feel young, but for me, the effect was the opposite.

Drunk boys hit on us—certainly dares from their friends. It was awkward, even once I was tipsy. I turned the boys down. Fae didn’t. She ended up going up to a bedroom with a young guy. I don’t want to speculate just how young he was; he looked too young. I had to wait for Fae, knowing she would be upset if I left without her. I ended up waiting until 3:30 AM.

Fae puked when we got back to the BnB. I held her hair back so she wouldn’t get puke in it. Then, I helped her drink some water, and I put her to sleep. She smelled strongly of cheap Axe deodorant—like some high-school boys’ locker room.

I looked at her, passed out, her roots undyed and showing greys. “Poor thing,” I whispered. I could tell that she was battling some inner turmoil of some sort.
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Over the next couple of weeks, I began to get a better read on Fae. After being caught on the phone with old friends a few times, I came to quickly realize that Fae was jealous that I had friends. When she heard me talking personally with someone else, her mood would shift. The same thing that happened with my FaceTime call with Becca happened again when I had a FaceTime call with my old friend Susan, who wanted to tell me some details about her upcoming wedding.

That night, Fae had me cleaning out the hot tub—opening it up and scrubbing the gunk out of the filter while she locked herself in her room. But again, the next day, she was her usual bubbly self.

I began to wonder if she had some sort of depression. I was no psychologist, but her mood swings seemed awfully bipolar. And it seemed like as long as I talked to my friends in private, I would never see that bad side of Fae.

So when I wanted to chat with my friends, I would be sure that I was alone—with Fae out shopping, or with me out for a walk. And I quickly learned not to bring up my friends. One night, I made the mistake of saying, “Seeing Becca’s baby just makes me want to have a kid so bad. He’s so cute.”

That was enough to ruin Fae’s night. She stormed off, locked herself away, and I was left feeling strangely guilty, even though I didn’t feel as though I’d done anything wrong.

Everyone has their flaws. Fae was a great person, but she had an ugly side—like most people. As long as I didn’t push her triggers, she was nice.

Her guests adored her. They would literally tell me, when I was serving them drinks, how lucky I was to be working with such a saint. One of her guests even went so far as to call her an ‘angel on earth’. The guests always wanted to take her out for dinner if they were going out. She was constantly being invited to eat with them in the house. They would leave her big tips. They would go on and on and on about how great Fae was.

And in town, when people saw me, they would say, “I heard you’re working for Fae! You lucky, lucky girl! She’s the salt of the earth, she is!”

Everyone loved her… but none of them were friends with her. After a few weeks working in her BnB, I learned that she had no friends, aside from me. She never went to meet up with anyone. She never talked with anyone on the phone. If she had any free time, she wanted to spend it with me. And when she ran into me in the mornings, she would say things like, “Hey, bestie!” And I learned to play along. “Hey, bestie!” I would say back—and she would glow and blush.

Maybe I wouldn’t call her my best friend. But she was my best Beaversmith friend. Maybe she was in my top-ten. I liked Fae. And I’m sure most people would be happy just to be a friend… But Fae needed to be the ‘best’ friend. I liked to make people happy, so when I was around Fae, she was my best friend.

I started buying the wine, and the face-masks—from time to time. When I would walk into the room with a bottle and two glasses, Fae’s cheeks would turn red and her eyes would glow, like a small child being told her divorced parents are getting back together. And one night, I even said, “Why don’t we go find some college party to crash?” I really didn’t want to do it, but I wanted her to be happy—so we did it.

And that night, stumbling back into the BnB, tipsy, Fae looked at me with a big grin and said, “Can I show you something… naughty?”

“Sure,” I burped.

“It’s really naughty. You have to promise to keep it a secret… a best-friend secret.” She held out her pinkie, and I accepted that pinkie-promise. Then, she took me to her office. She went on her computer, pressed a few buttons, and then the mood went from playful and silly to absolutely horrifying.

Fae had cameras in the guest room. She had cameras in the bathroom. And now, we were seeing a live feed. “F—Fae,” I said. “This is… illegal.”

“Oh, don’t be such a drag,” she laughed. “It’s fun to watch them... and to play with them. Check this out.”

She put on a little headset—the kind telemarketers use—and she pressed a button on her phone. She stared speaking. “This is God talking,” she said in a weird, soothing voice.

“Who are you talking to?”

“The room,” she giggled. “So I can talk to the guests.” She covered her lips and kept laughing, as if she couldn’t stop.

“You… talk to the guests?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “When they’re high enough, it really trips them out. I can tell them to do things—and they usually do it. And they always forget it in the morning—or just think that it was some hallucination.”

“My God, Fae,” I said, now with my mouth feeling dry. “You—You really shouldn’t do that to people.” I knew I was going to frustrate Fae, but it had to be said.

She just waved me off. I bit my tongue. I didn’t want to lose that job. I needed money while I lived in that town, and there weren’t other decent options. I also didn’t want to be on Fae’s bad side. But this… this was just so, so wrong.

I didn’t know what to do. I had to spend some time thinking about this. I needed time to process all of this. Was I supposed to gather evidence and go to the police? Was I just supposed to turn a blind eye, because the guests always left happier than ever?

“I want to show you something else,” she said, and she took me to the guest room. But now, I was on edge. I was worried that there were cameras everywhere… maybe even in my room. Now, I was filled with dread, knowing that I’d masturbated in my room a few times. Had she watched me? Did she have a recording of me fingering myself? Oh God, it was so embarrassing.

Now, in that guest room, Fae was pushing on a panel in the wall. It shifted, and then it pulled open. “I can do this from the office too. It’s pretty cool.” She unveiled a hidden closet. It wasn’t very deep, but it was long, stretching half of the wall. And it was absolutely loaded with lingerie and sex toys: dildos ranging in size from four inches to sixteen inches. There were strap-ons, and butt plugs—handcuffs and gags. There were silicone fists. There was a machine with a dildo attached to it. There were whips and swatters.

I blushed. “The guests love this,” she said.

“And you… film them?” I ask.

“I don’t keep copies. But I’ll watch them… You know, to make sure they’re staying safe.” She winked and giggled, expecting me to giggle along. So I produced a small smile. But this was so wrong. She was coaxing her guests into having sex, and she was watching them, with cameras.

And she was telling me all of this casually, as if I would find it just as humorous as her. “We have new clients coming tomorrow,” she said. “I’ll show you how it’s done. I’ll show you how we give them a good time.”

“Okay,” I said. “I—I just don’t want to be part of anything… illegal.”

“It’s not illegal,” she said, rolling her eyes. “This is what they come here for. There’s a reason they come back again and again.”

But she wasn’t exactly getting their consent. The consent was… dubious, at best.

I slept on it. I spent the whole next day thinking about what I would do about this. And I made a decision: I was going to presume the best of Fae. I was going to assume that she knew what she was doing, and that she had consent from these people.
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That night, after serving the guests dinner and then drinks, I watched as they started to become what Fae called ‘looser’. They were handsy with each other. They seemed beyond tipsy after a few drinks. I caught the husband looking at his hands as if he’d never noticed them before.

I bit my tongue and tried to just do my job. Apparently, this is what these people were coming to Fae’s BnB for.

I kept serving them drinks until Fae tapped me on the shoulder and said, “That’s enough. Let’s leave them on their own for now. Come to the office with me.” She winked and giggled, and we went to the office. She loaded up the screens, looking into their rooms—and one watching them in that main living room.

We were watching a couple of people on drugs. They were acting strange, touching each other… touching themselves. They were laughing a lot. “Let’s try to get the wife…” Fae said. And then we waited until the husband left to use the bathroom.

Fae was wriggling in her seat with excitement. “This is going to be so good. He’s so feminine already.”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but I was about to find out.

When the man left for the bathroom, Fae spoke to the wife like God. “Go to the room, Carol,” she said with that soothing voice. Carol looked around, looking stunned and amazed. She sauntered to the bedroom, alone. Fae pressed a button to make that sex closet open. Then she spoke to Carol again. “The strap-on. He wants the strap-on.”

I turned dark red. Carol didn’t seem to be too hesitant; she was trusting the voice of God, trusting her crazy hallucination. She took it down and blushed, gently stroking the long, thick, veiny toy. She fastened it around her waist.

“He wants to wear lingerie, Carol. Would you make his dream come true?” Fae asked through the hidden speaker.

And sure enough, Carol took down a piece of sexy red lingerie. She was blushing all over. She went to find her husband, and she found him in the living room. He looked at her, stunned, with that big fake cock between her thighs. “What’s that, Carol?” He asked.

“It’s what you wanted,” she said. “And I want to give you what you want, Brett.”

Brett was red all over—speechless.

Fae was laughing her ass off, wiping tears from her eyes using the sides of her hands. “This is too good,” she said.

“Put this on,” Carol said to her husband.

“Why?”

“Put it on. For you… for me. For God.”

I felt sick watching these people being manipulated and humiliated. They were high enough to go along with it, just drifting wherever the wind blew them. Brett undressed. He awkwardly shimmied into that lingerie. “D—Do you want to suck it?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” Brett said, completely confused.

“If we can get him alone,” Fae said to me, “we can get him on the same page. He’s so lost right now. But he’s going along with it. It’s not usually this easy—but some people—like these guys—are just so stupidly easy.”

I said nothing. I just watched with a mixture of curiosity and horror.

When Brett went to the bathroom to look at himself, Fae spoke to him, as God. “You’re going to love being a girl, Brett. You’re going to love it so, so much. It’s going to feel so, so good—deep inside of you, sliding in and out while you moan and purr. You’re going to love it, Brett.” Maybe it wasn’t the voice of God this time; it was more like the voice of a porn star.

And Brett was blushing all over.

Fae took a moment to laugh. Now, Brett was standing in the mirror, posing like a girl, making his lips pouty. “I should show him the wigs… Hold on,” Fae said, and then she pressed a button, revealing a hidden closet to Brett, filled with wigs and makeup and silicone breast forms. Brett approached slowly. He reached out for a blonde wig. “I knew he was going to go blonde. We should have placed a bet.”

He put the wig on his head and blew himself a kiss. Now, he actually looked more-or-less like a girl. Fae was right: he had a feminine frame and feminine features. The lingerie and wig make it so much more obvious.

I kept silent. I just watched a mad-genius at work. She had all of the buttons on her keyboard memorized; she’d been at this for years. She even had a button to operate a smoke machine, which filtered some pink hazy smoke into the bedroom when Brett walked in. To the couple, it probably seemed so surreal and so dreamy. From that office, it was a freaky production, plotted out long in advance by a raving lunatic.

And now, Brett was on his knees, sucking his wife’s fake cock. She had her head turned, and she was watching in the mirror. After ten minutes of sucking, they moved to the bed. Brett bent himself over, bum in the air. Carol mounted him from behind. Slowly, she slid in and out of his tight hole.

Fae could change the camera angle with the press of a button—and she had many angles in that space. It was like watching a well-produced porno. Those cameras were high-definition; they could zoom and track the subjects. Fae even made one camera zoom close in on Brett’s anus as that lubricated cock slid in and out of his reddened hole. She panned to his face to show him moaning. “He loves it. Look at him.”

Fae was watching with glowing eyes. She kept watching for the next hour, just ogling the couple as they fucked. They changed positions. Brett tried on top, bouncing on her fat fake cock. He sprawled on his back and took it laying down. She pinned him against the wall and rammed him hard while he screamed.

“They’re here for three nights,” Fae said. “We will do this again tomorrow night, and then, on night three, we’ll see if they do it on their own. That’s always the fun part—to see them trying this stuff out without the influence.” She spoke so casually about her evil plot; I was left feeling uneasy about the whole thing. It really didn’t seem right…

But Fae had so many returning customers. Surely, she was making these people happy… right?

The next night, we served them drinks, spiked with Fae’s special cocktail. Fae put less in, so that the effects would be more mild. She didn’t use the voice system to guide them this time, but she did open up closets when they weren’t looking. It seemed hard to believe that these people didn’t know Fae was behind the scenes of all of this… but then again, they were on drugs.

They were nervous—especially Brett, who had spent the whole day walking a little funny; I’m sure his ass was sore.

First, he sprawled on his back. She crawled in and ate him out, as if his ass was a pussy. He reached down and kept his cock and ball sack covered with the palm of his hand. After, he went to the bathroom. Without being instructed, he shaved his legs and put on some makeup. Fae zoomed in on his hands, and we saw that they were trembling. “He really likes it,” Fae said. “He loves it.”

Fae was right; he really did seem to be excited. He was blushing. He kept grinning. I found myself wondering if he was somehow in on this; maybe he booked this vacation knowing that Fae was going to orchestrate something along these lines. Maybe he was in the closet, and he wanted someone to ‘force’ him into doing this stuff…

Or maybe I was just being optimistic.

We kept watching as they became intimate again, now with Brett all dolled up, and looking surprisingly pretty. They fucked for hours. They were covered in sweat. Brett ejaculated all over himself and his wife used her hands to smear it all over his silicone breasts.

“I think I’m going to go to sleep. I’m super tired,” I said to Fae. But she wasn’t interested in sleeping; she just wanted to watch. She got so much pleasure out of watching.

The whole thing had me feeling so uneasy—and that uneasy feeling was only about to get worse.

After Brett and Carol checked out, a local couple checked in. I recognized them as regulars at a restaurant where Fae and I went often. They just wanted to have a little ‘staycation’ in town.

I was nervous. I had no idea what Fae was going to do with them. They were an older couple—old enough to be Fae’s parents. They weren’t terribly lively, and they weren’t terribly interested in drinking. The husband asked for a beer, and the wife just kept asking for soda.

And Fae seemed to be on her best behaviour. She wasn’t pushing drinks. She wasn’t reaching into her little ‘secret’ drawer, where she kept her drug cocktail. The couple sat in the hot tub for a while, watching that late-summer sunset, and then they went off to bed.

So I started cleanup duties around the house. I was giving the kitchen a deep clean, since I had nothing better to do, when Fae came in and whispered my name. “Tina—come here.”

“What is it?”

“You have to come and see this.” She giggled into her hands like a small child. “You really, really have to see this.”

“What is it?” I asked again.

She brought me to her office. Then, I was stunned when I saw, on her screen, the old man bending his wife over, and spanking her hard on her wrinkled, naked ass.

Fae roared with laughter.

This felt so wrong—so much more wrong that what we’d done to Brett and Carol. These people were surely here for a little getaway; there was no way that these people knew they were getting into some sexual adventure. This was just a case of Fae spying on the locals, while the locals thought they were behind closed doors.

Now, Fae was zooming in. “Watch her old ass ripple,” she giggled. “She loves the old man spanking that tush. You can tell she wants him to hit it harder. She’s considering whether to beg him to lay into it. Naughty girl wants her man to break a few bones!”

I felt ill. I looked away from the screen. These were friendly people—people I saw on a regular basis. And now… we were invading their privacy in the worst way possible.

I said nothing.

It happened again a week later: the town mayor came to stay with his younger wife, and Fae urged me into the office to watch as he tied her up on the bed and proceeded to slap her, spit on her, piss on her, and then he jerked off and came on her face. Fae laughed, but she wasn’t happy about having to clean up the piss. “I have a special chemical for that,” she said. “But just knowing that there’s piss there. We’ll have to throw out the sheets.”

After the mayor checked out, a young couple from the big city checked in, and I could see the excitement in Fae’s eyes: it was time for another round of her crazed game. Before they arrived, she worked on topping up her drug cocktail. Now, she was just doing it in front of me, assuming that I was totally fine with it. In her mind, I was her partner in crime.


CHAPTER 7
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For a couple of weeks, I saw a lot of the same: Fae spying on locals, Fae drugging couples from the city. She was particularly interested in feminizing the men in the marriages. She got so much joy out of making them put on lingerie. She considered it a sort of ‘victory’ when she got them to shave their legs. And if they engaged in any sort of feminization without the help of drugs, that was an absolute ‘win’ in her books.

It happened from time to time, during three-night stays: couples being coerced the first night, or the first couple of nights, and then the voluntary gender swapping on the third night, with the couples wanting to continue to ‘explore’ the new interest.

I felt uncomfortable with it… but started to come to terms with it. It really didn’t seem like Fae was hurting anyone, and I wasn’t sure reporting her voyeurism was worth losing a good job. The pay was amazing; she was giving me $150 cash every day, even on weekends, and I wasn’t paying any bills—not even food bills. She had me in a hard spot, trapped between what I knew was right, and what was best for me. Of course, it’s easy to say that you would do the right thing in any situation, but when you’re actually faced with that situation—it’s a totally different ballgame. Everyone thinks that they would be the hero if they ever saw some girl being attacked in an alley, but most people would probably run away and call the police later.

And now, I had a cushy lifestyle. I was saving a lot of money. That BnB was comfortable… even though there was possibly cameras hidden in my room, as there were cameras hidden elsewhere.

I wanted to give her the benefit of the doubt. I wanted to think that she had good intentions, and that her being into the whole voyeur thing was just a… kink. Maybe it was just how she got off. Maybe she wasn’t hurting anyone. Maybe I was being too rigid with my morals.

I kept trying to stay in that mindset, but it was hard. I did spend an afternoon pulling apart my room, to see if there were any cameras. I found nothing—but I kept my guard up. I searched the bathroom as well, knowing there were cameras in the guest bathroom. I’d gone to the guest room to see what the cameras looked like, so I knew what I was looking for. They were small, looking like little cut cables. I couldn’t believe a camera could be so small and discreet. It made me wonder if there were cameras hidden everywhere in the world. How many AirBnB owners had watched me showering before?

But I found nothing in my room, or the bathroom that I shared with Fae. There were no cameras hidden in our little ‘staff’ hangout area. So, I figured that the depravity was limited to the guests—for what it was worth. And I decided that I would stay out of it as much as possible; it was Fae’s problem. I’d told her many times that I believed it was wrong, and that was all I could do, short of getting her arrested and putting myself in an unfortunate and awkward position.

I was one month into my new job when the mayor went on TV to announce that the town’s big factory was unexpectedly shutting down. “They’re moving operations to Taiwan,” he said, and the townspeople gasped in horror; that gasp was audible through the mayor’s microphone. Even Fae gasped and covered her lips.

That factory employed a huge chunk of that town, and now, those people were all unemployed. There was no work for them to fall back to, and the town’s economy took an instant blow. Within days, small shops were closing—no longer getting any business. Many of those factory workers left town to find work elsewhere. The ones who stayed were no longer spending money on non-essentials. We had a surge of cancellations at the BnB—all from locals who could no longer afford even Fae’s local rate, which was drastically less than her out-of-town rate (maybe because the rate didn’t include the cost of illicit, illegal drugs).

But Fae wasn’t worried. Within days of locals cancelling, out-of-towners were filling those slots. In fact, we were making more money, because we weren’t giving locals discounts. But there was a new pressure on us; we were one of very few businesses in town that took in money from outside; the other businesses in town all relied on local support.

We had women coming in every few days, asking us if we would hire them. Fae turned them all down. “Sorry, love. If I hear of something, I’ll let you know, okay?” Fae would tell them. I felt guilty, taking up a spot when I wasn’t even a local myself. So many people in that struggling town would have killed to have my job, and my pay…

But I had a feeling my position wouldn’t even continue to exist once I was gone; Fae only wanted an employee who could keep her secret under wraps.

Fae seemed genuinely distraught about the town’s situation. When we didn’t have guests at the BnB, she would organize town lunches and dinners—spending the whole day cooking in her BnB kitchen, and then hauling all of that food to the nearby community center to serve all of the down on their luck townspeople.

When the guest room wasn’t booked, she would allow the recently homeless to take up refuge for a night or two, to get showered and rested. She charged them nothing, and even provided meals and drinks.

Fae donated a huge amount of money to an effort by a lobbying group who was trying to convert the old factory into a car parts factory for electric vehicles. If successful, there would be even more jobs than before for the people of that town.

But when out-of-towners came to stay at the BnB, Fae’s dark side would slip back out, and that special cocktail of drugs would slip back into the drinks that I was being asked to serve. Guests would quickly become inebriated, sometimes totally confused, and then Fae would be ready with a grin on her face to manipulate the people into humiliating themselves.

I was starting to wonder if Fae had two souls inside of her body: a sweet, caring middle-aged woman who wanted to help the unlucky, and then the soul of some twenty-something evil-doer who just wanted to watch the world burn.

“Come and see this, Tina,” she said, tugging on my wrist around midnight, bringing me into her office. She wanted me to see the male guest in the bathroom, shaving his pubic hair before slipping into a tight red thong. “Look at those legs. Can you believe he had legs like that this whole time?”

It was getting harder to produce a smile—but I knew that Fae would be disappointed if I failed to produce a smile. “He has good legs,” I said softly.

Then, Fae got me from my room an hour later, wanting me to see how the night had evolved (or devolved) for the new couple. Now, the woman had mounted her husband and was driving a long, thick dildo into his tight anus while he moaned so loud that we could hear him with the computer on mute.

My heart fluttered. Fae zoomed in on his hands, clutching bed sheets, knuckles white. She panned to his eyes, dolled up with eyeliner and a soft blue shadow—now with tears trickling down his cheeks. “Tears of joy,” Fae giggled.

It wasn’t a part of Fae that I was getting used to. But I just bit my tongue and tried to assure myself that this was what the guests wanted—even if they didn’t explicitly ask for it… because the next day, the couple did it again, but this time without the influence of drugs.

The young man—red in the face—got himself dolled up with trembling hands. His wife put on a fitted suit. She slicked back her hair. Then, they met in the bedroom, kissed nervously for a while, and then picked up where they left off the night before: dildo deep in the husband’s tight tush. Fae sat and watched the whole time, eyes glowing. Sometimes she would become like a zombie watching her guests. She would zone out entirely and lose track of time. I wasn’t even sure if she was blinking as she stared at her screens.

And again, I tried to tell myself: ‘If this is as bad as it gets… maybe it’s not that bad.’ I mean—she could have been a rapist or a serial killer. Yes, she was being bad… but there are worse crimes… right?

It got worse.
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Iwasn’t sure what to expect when three young men checked in, all requesting their own beds. It was a bachelor party trip, with the wedding taking place in a couple of days there in Beaversmith.

We converted the den into a bedroom before their arrival. We also set up a folding bed in the living room, so each man had his own space. They were normal guys. The groom seemed nervous about his wedding—but his friends were trying their best to put him at ease, but not without the usual groomsmen teasing.

Like most groomsmen, their solution to the groom’s nerves was liquor. It was only 11:00 AM, and they were already asking for drinks. Fae took over serving them. It was 1:00 PM when I noticed her slipping a tiny bit of her cocktail into their whiskeys.

I froze. It was just a tiny dose—but they were planning to drink all day; one tiny dose after another would go a long way by the evening.

Fae was up to no good, and it soon become apparent that she had the whole thing orchestrated. I overheard her joking with the men, telling them about a supposed ‘Beaversmith tradition’ of the groom dressing up like the bride during his bachelor party. The men laughed, tipsy, and they joked about it over the next couple of hours—but they had no wedding dress… until Fae said, “We have one here.” She went to fetch it; it was a sexy fitted lace dress—cut deep and with a short skirt. It looked more like bridal lingerie than a wedding dress.

She left it there for them, and they kept joking about it… until around 8:00 PM, when they finally got the groom to put it on.

More drugs went into their drinks. They got a bit drunker… a bit more high.

Then, while the guys were smoking cigars outside, Fae slipped a blonde wig onto the bar, with a little makeup pallet. The men returned to the bar area and proceeded to argue amongst each other: “Okay, who did it? I know it was you. It wasn’t me! I swear!”

More drinks, more drugs. The men were wobbly now. They were putting makeup on the groom. The groom didn’t look half bad with that blonde wig. When the groom went to pee next, he saw the leg shaving supplies set up neatly on the edge of the tub. He looked at himself in the mirror for a long time, giggling at first… and then feeling himself with his hands, seemingly surprised by his own curves. Curiosity got the better of him, and he started to shave.

Fae had done this before—more than I realized. It was like she could predict with 99% accuracy what men were going to do under the influence of her drug cocktail. She knew how to guide them. She was on top of ‘leading’ them, waiting for them to be alone before whispering to them through her microphone system. “Dress up with her. It would be fun,” she said to one of the men—and it didn’t take much persuading.

She went down in person to talk to the third man. She took him aside and said, “Roger asked me to ask you to dress up too. I think he’s too embarrassed to ask you himself.”

By midnight, the three of them were giggling, dressed like girls. Fae sent me out with more drinks, and with nail polish. “Be their nail lady for them,” she said. I’d painted the nails of a few female clients before, during the day, before the guests were hammered out of their minds.

But this was, obviously, much different. I set up my station, and the boys sat on the couch and put their feet up. Two of them had shaved. They noticed the smooth legs and joked about it, blushing. With each passing minute, they were more ‘in character’. Fae came in with more drinks while I was painting their nails white.

Fae spent some time setting up a whole ‘feminization’ station for the young men to indulge in after their pedicures. There were lotions and perfumes and lingerie and shoes and accessories and more makeup supplies, like false lashes. The boys—now more like girls—blushed as they played along, acting at first like it was a game. But as time went by, they were more in character—and more inebriated.

I knew that Fae was talking to them in the bathrooms, using that voice of God. Whenever they went to the bathroom, they would come back acting strangely: nervous, jumpy, quiet.

I finished my shift for the night. “You can go to bed, if you want,” Fae told me.

“Okay,” I said.

I went to bed, but after twenty minutes, I started to notice a headache… getting worse and worse. So I got up to fetch a Tylenol pill—and that’s when I found Fae, in her office, putting a mask on her face. I froze. It was a creepy mask: all black, and smooth all over. I wasn’t sure how she could see through it, but there must have been some way for her to see. She was wearing jeans and a black sweater—and sticking out from her opened fly was a long plastic cock.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

She pulled up her mask, revealing her blushing face. “I have to do this sometimes with the male guests,” she said. “It’s part of the experience. I figured it would make you feel uncomfortable, so, uh, I waited until you were asleep.” Then, she giggled. “But you caught me.” She said it as if it was funny… but I wasn’t laughing.

I looked at that big plastic cock.

“You can watch from the office,” she said, pulling her mask back down. Her face was so red; she really didn’t want me finding out about this.

But her reaction to me finding out was more like the way someone would react to being caught eating brownies in the middle of the night. This was a much bigger deal than she was acting.

I went to her office, reluctantly. I was terrified as I turned on her monitor. I was mortified when I saw the boys lined up, in their little lingerie outfits. They were all bent over the couch, bums in the air. Fae was using a clenched fist to smear lube onto her shaft.

She pushed into the first young man and pumped slowly. Then, she pointed to the anus of the young man next to her, and said something to the third man. A moment later, he was on his knees, eating out the groom while Fae pumped the best-man.

I wanted to look away, but the scene was so shocking. Fae mounted the groomsman while the groomsman licked out the groom’s asshole. She pumped him hard, and then she made the groom suck the dildo clean before it was the groom’s turn.

She used every inch of her dildo to pump the fragile groom’s tight body. She made him scream as his friends took turns sitting on his face. Then they came on his face with long white streaks of pearly cum.

After Fae pulled out, the best man put his feminized erection in. Now, they were having gay sex. The groomsman got his face into the action, tongue up against the penetrated hole so that he was licking both the rectum and the friend’s veiny cock.

After the best man ejaculated, the groomsman moved in to suck out the oozing seed. A moment later, he stood up and pushed his cock into that used hole and took his turn.

The debauchery went on and on, until 5:00 AM, when the men passed out in that living room: one on the couch, the other two on the floor, all dolled up. The smell of anal sex could be smelled from the hallway outside as I walked to my room to try to get an hour of sleep.
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It was an awkward day for the men. It was clear that they could remember very little of the previous night—particularly how they ended up in lingerie, makeup, and wigs. Maybe they were pretending, to a degree—too embarrassed to admit that they remembered engaging in a gay orgy. They were quiet through breakfast, quiet through lunch, and quiet through dinner.

But still, the groom and the best man snuck away together after the groomsman went off to sleep. The groom put on that lingerie bridal dress, that blonde wig, some makeup, and they engaged in hardcore gay sex without the assistance of any drug. The groom took it hard, on all fours, screaming out in pleasure.

Fae had me watching in her office.

I felt bad about it… but I felt awful about it when I heard, the next day, that the wedding was off. I heard a rumour in town a few days later that the groom had run off with the best man. “Weird time to come out of the closet,” said the town grocer to one of the women in line.

“That sounds like a mean rumour started by a salty bride,” the customer said. “Bad on him for getting cold feet at the last minute—but there’s no need to go around starting mean rumours about people and their sexuality.”

My stomach churned. Then, for the next few days, my stomach was in a knot. Before, Fae’s little ‘hobby’ didn’t seem to be harming anyone. But now, the harm was evident. There was no denying that Fae’s little game was taking at toll on innocent people…

Or maybe her game had saved a catastrophe from happening. Maybe that groom really was gay… or trans, or whatever. Maybe he was deep in the closet, and Fae just… sped up his coming out. Now, the bride wouldn’t have to be a ‘divorcee’; she was just a girl with a failed engagement.

I wanted to stay positive—but it was getting harder and harder to stay positive. It was only a week later when Fae put on that mask and that strap-on again, this time to pleasure a husband whose wife had already passed out from drinking too much of Fae’s cocktail. She took the man to the bathroom and railed his brains out—after dolling him up like some lingerie model, of course.

And then it happened again… and again. I wondered if this happened a lot, and I just never caught her doing it, or if this was a new interest of Fae’s: joining in on the action. Had I never caught her that night with the wedding party, maybe it would have continued to be a secret.
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I kept telling myself that Fae wasn’t doing anything illegal. I kept telling myself that this ‘process’ of hers was agreed upon at some point when I wasn’t around. Yes, it was wishful thinking… but I wanted to believe that Fae wasn’t totally twisted and evil.

But my hopes took a huge blow one afternoon when I was alone at the BnB, and four police officers came in. “Can I help you?” I asked, perking up behind the front desk.

“We’re looking for Fae,” said one of the raspy-voiced officers.

“She’s out.”

“Where is she?”

I paused for a moment, looking from one man to the next. “Um—I’m sorry, but what is this about?”

“We need to talk to her,” said another officer, sounding firm and serious.

They all stared at me. “She… She’s at Sam’s… getting groceries for the guests that are coming tonight.”

Saying nothing, the officers left. Fae was supposed to be back an hour later, but she didn’t return. The guests came four hours later, and Fae was still gone.

I scrambled to do it all: prepping the rooms, getting dinner ready, unpacking the guests’ bags. It was a lot of work; Fae had done it alone for many years, but I didn’t have the same expertise or experience as Fae. I could tell that the guests were a bit disappointed, especially when the end of the night came and the wife asked, “You aren’t watering down our drinks, are you?”

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “I’m pouring directly from the bottle. Why do you ask?”

She stared at me, disappointment in her eyes. I wondered if she was expecting to be drugged. They supposedly came a year before for a weekend getaway, and I could only assume that Fae had done her thing with them.

The next night, when Fae still wasn’t back, I considered giving the guests that premixed cocktail—but I wasn’t stupid. If Fae was being held in jail, and it was because of drugging strangers, then I didn’t want to implicate myself more than I already had. I tried to get the guests drunk by serving them lots. Then, after they went to bed, I reluctantly checked on Fae’s monitoring system, to see what the guests were doing.

They just looked… bored, watching a hockey game on TV. The wife was thumbing through an old fashion magazine.

I knew Fae wasn’t going to be happy… but I refused to do what Fae did, even if that was how she sustained her business. If her business couldn’t continue without illegal dealings, then maybe it didn’t deserve to exist.

Finally, after checking the guests out the next morning, Fae returned, looking exhausted. There were dark circles around her eyes. She barely said hi, marching off to her room. She slept for ten hours. Then, around 10:00 PM, she came out, still looking rough.

I reluctantly asked her what happened. She rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Someone complained,” she said. “They made some dumb false accusation. In the end, they have no evidence, so they had to let me go.”

I decided not to ask more questions. The next day, a cop car pulled up next to me and the officer said, “We need to bring you in for questioning.” Sure enough, they wanted to ask what I knew about Fae… and about her operation.”

I sat there, feeling sick, wanting to tell them everything, but not wanting to get myself in trouble—or get myself unemployed.

They kept me for six hours, questioning me over and over, sometimes with the same questions. “Are you aware of any illegal drugs in the establishment?”

I knew that Fae had something… but I didn’t know with certainty that it was illegal. “I don’t know,” I said… and maybe it was lie. Maybe I was protecting Fae, when she didn’t deserve it—and I needed to start protecting myself. I had an opportunity to come clean with my ‘involvement’… and I wasn’t sure if that meant getting jail time for myself.

I wasn’t able to sleep. I didn’t tell Fae that I’d been questioned. Over the next week, I kept seeing the police, cruising around the property. I saw them questioning locals around town. When we would go out, we would get looks, and hear distant whispers.

Fae was a mess. She wasn’t getting any sleep. She knew the police were on her trail, but she kept insisting that she was doing nothing illegal.

Then came a bittersweet relief from the chaos: my grandmother passed away, and I had to remove myself from work for two full weeks to deal with the final arrangements. During that time, Fae was taken into the police station two more times. She was questioned, and held.

The arrest came two days after my return to work. It happened suddenly, with shocking intensity. Police stormed the BnB while the guests were having breakfast. They surrounded the property, blocking the exits, storming in and securing all of the rooms before pinning Fae to a bed, cuffing her, and then taking her away.

It was a huge shock when, later that day, police revealed, in a press conference, why Fae was arrested. The town was shocked, and disgusted. Many were just… silent, speechless.

In the span of two days, most of our bookings cancelled and asked for refunds. I worked alone, refunding the money, trying to answer all of the emails that were coming in from past guests, demanding an explanation. “Sorry, but Fae is out of the office. I will get her to respond to you as soon as she’s back. Unfortunately, I’m rather new here and don’t know anything about Fae’s currently situation.”

I thought about destroying evidence. Police didn’t come back until four days later to search the BnB. I could have gotten rid of the cameras and the monitors… but I didn’t. I wanted the police to find everything… though I didn’t want to be implicated.

They took files. They took computers. They took damn-near everything.

And I just had to stay at the BnB. Despite many cancellations, we were still getting bookings, and someone had to be there to tend to the guests, to cook three meals a day, to serve drinks, and so on.

I opened that hidden cabinet and saw that Fae’s mixture was still there. The police hadn’t found it. My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. I knew that, without that mixture, the police wouldn’t have much of a case…

I found the cameras too, untouched. I guess those small town police officers weren’t quite as experienced as the city cops; they never had to deal with issues like this one.

But without that evidence, they couldn’t judge Fae fairly; she couldn’t just deny filming, deny drugging—and what could they do?

After a week, I caved. I knew that it might mean spending time in jail as well… but I had to do the right thing. I called the police. Two officers met me at the BnB. After taking a deep breath, I went and showed them everything. I showed them the cameras. I showed them the drug mixture. They took the cameras and the drugs, and they asked if I would make a statement, and I said yes.

I felt horrible for stabbing my friend in the back. But I had to do the right thing, even if it meant facing the consequences of my prolonged silence.
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Acourt date was arranged. Fae was held in jail, without bail. I went to visit her after a few days of building up the confidence. I was expecting her to lash out at me; surely, she’d found out about me calling the police and handing over crucial evidence. But instead of being angry, she made a small smile. “It’s so, so good to see you, Tina.”

“It’s good to see you too,” I said softly. “I—I don’t know what to say. I’m really so sorry about this.”

“It’s not your fault.”

“I just… I saw the police missed some stuff, and I didn’t want them to think that I was concealing evidence, you know?”

‘It’s not your fault,” she said again. “Don’t sweat it, Tina. You didn’t do anything. Trust me; I told the police that you had nothing to do with this. I even told them that you constantly tried to talk me out of it.”

I was quiet. I wondered if her saying that would be enough to keep me out of trouble. Suddenly, I became teary-eyed. Seeing Fae behind bars was sad. Yes, she had been up to no good, and maybe her actions had hurt a few people… but she really wasn’t a bad person at heart.

They kept her locked up for three weeks—three long, horrible weeks. Then, they managed to get her in front of a judge, in what was supposed to be a two or three hour hearing—but it turned into a full day event as Fae’s lawyer presented an overwhelming amount of documentation, which seemed to show that she did, indeed, have the consent to do what she’d done with her guests.

I wasn’t sure where those documents came from, or if they were real, but the county’s prosecution lawyer had a past guest come to the stand to claim that he never agreed to anything. Then came the police revealing the cameras. Fae claimed the cameras were only activated when there were guests who agreed to being ‘watched’, but there was shaky documentation to support that claim.

The judge seemed genuinely unsure of what to do—and I was genuinely unsure of what to make of it. Had Fae been running a legitimate operation this whole time?

The judge needed time to mull over the evidence. She was considering offering Fae bail while they set a future date, but that didn’t end up being necessary, because the very next day, a group of townspeople came in and took the stand to tell the judge that they had, indeed, agreed to be filmed and monitored. And Fae’s lawyer had managed to find a consent form, signed by the accusing party, saying that he agreed to be filmed and drugged.

Fae was charged with possession and distribution of a prescription substance, to which she had no prescription. She was given three weeks in jail, which was chalked up to time-served.

I was stunned to discover that Fae had, indeed, been operating her business… more-or-less legitimately—as legitimately as you can run a business involving prescription drugs. It turns out, it was actually ecstasy that Fae had been giving the guests, but some sort of prescription downer.

Within a couple of weeks, the booking schedule was full… for the whole year. When the news let the whole country know about Fae’s little ‘service’, which had been operating in secret until then, people from all over wanted to experience their own little ‘sexual revolution’. The news even went so far as to call Fae’s BnB ‘sexual therapy’.

Reviews started to fill up her Google Review page, claiming Fae had saved marriages.

But honestly, I had no idea what to believe. I wasn’t sure that I could take the ‘trial’ at face value, because Fae was a tricky person. I couldn’t trust that those documents were legitimate. And there was a good chance that the town came to her rescue because they felt like they all owed her one. She’d done so much for so many—and maybe the town just didn’t want to end up being put on the map for all the wrong reasons.

Or maybe Fae really had been operating her business morally. I guess nobody will ever know, except for her. Fae continued to operate as if nothing happened. She showed me a little orange pill bottle, with a smirk on her face. “Guess who just got a prescription,” she said. And I saw that she was inching back onto thin ice. I never saw her put those pills into drinks, but I saw guests acting strangely—more than just drunk. I suspect she was just doing it all over again.

So I decided to politely resign. I chose not to stay in Beaversmith. Fae was sad to see me go. I used my grandmother’s passing as an excuse. “Now that she’s gone, I have to go back to Toronto,” I said. Though I really was sad to leave. Beaversmith was a beautiful town, and I had a wonderful life there. Fae was so good to me. The pay was good. It was so quaint and peaceful.

And Toronto was noisy and expensive and fast. I really wasn’t sure what I was going to do. I managed to find a room to rent, but it was small, and overpriced, and in a bad area. I found a job, but it was part-time, with bad pay, and the boss was a prick.

I suffered at that job for a couple of months, until something very curious happened. A lawyer reached out to me, and told me that my grandmother had changed her will around a few weeks before her passing. She’d decided to give me everything.

She didn’t have a ton of money, but she owned a few properties, including a property in a small town just outside of Toronto. It wasn’t worth much compared to houses in Toronto, but it was fully paid for. It was a large heritage home, with many rooms, two kitchens, and many bathrooms. Grandma left me enough money to have it cleaned up and modernized where it mattered (the kitchen and the bathrooms).

I had the idea to turn it into a little BnB, since I understood the ins and outs of running a BnB after working with Fae. I got a lawyer and an accountant and made sure that I set the business up properly, with all the right permits. By the end of the year, I was operating. My booking schedule began to fill up, with gaps—but it was better than my expectations.

I was busy for a few months, getting used to doing all of the tasks on my own, making a small profit after all of the fees were paid. I didn’t need to have big profits—just enough in case of an emergency. I felt like I was doing really well, and moving in the right direction.

Then, I had a guest book for a weekend. I received a message from the guest. “I heard that you used to work for Fae, in Beaversmith. Is that right?”

“Yes,” I said, though I was a bit nervous to admit it, because a Google search of Fae came up with some questionable news articles.

“We want the full experience,” the guest wrote to me. My heart fluttered. I wasn’t sure what they meant… until the next day, when Fae sent me a package in the mail. I opened it, and saw that she’d sent me two bottles of pills. “Treat them well,” she wrote.

I was nervous. I felt terrified about it… but I had a feeling that this is what these guests wanted.

It was a young couple; they checked in that weekend. They were shy and blushing when they came in. I served them a drink… slipping a tiny quarter of each pill into their beverages. My heart was racing. With each drink, I chipped a bit more pill into their drinks.

When I noticed that they were very ‘loose’, as Fae would have said it, I went into their room and put some lingerie out on the bed (it was my own, but I chose to sacrifice it for the guests). When the wife was in the bathroom, I pulled the husband aside. “Um, your wife told me that there’s an outfit out on the bed for you.”

“For me?” he said. “What outfit?”

“I don’t know. She told me to tell you. And, uh… she asked you to be ready.”

I distracted the wife for fifteen minutes, and then I let them meet in the bedroom. I didn’t have cameras to spy on them, but it was forty minutes later when I heard him moaning with a girly voice. My heart was still racing. I remembered that there was a vent between the boiler room and the guest room, so I snuck in and peered through the vent slats. Then, I watched as the wife violently fingered her husband, who was on his knees, face down on the mattress.

Fingers turned into a fist, wrist-deep, plunging, gushing with spit-lube. He moaned loudly. I watched, frozen, knowing that I’d facilitated this between the shy couple.

But this is what they wanted… right?

In the morning, I took a trip to the store. I bought a strap-on. I bought lubricants. I bought massage oils. I bought a couple dildos. I bought a vibrator. I bought lingerie sets. I probably spent $1,200, and then I hid the stuff in the guest room. That next night, I told the husband where to find the new ‘tools’. And then, again, an hour later (after shaving his legs voluntarily with his wife’s pink razor), they went at it again. The wife pumped her husband’s tiny butthole, and spanked him hard on his smooth, round tush.

A week later, another couple asked if I was the same Tina that worked for Fae, and then they also asked for the ‘full experience’. I had people booking in, writing in their booking notes that they were referred to me by Fae. So when they showed up, I knew to treat them a bit… differently. I knew to charge them a bit more. I knew that they wanted more than just a quiet evening and a waffle breakfast.

So I gave them what they wanted. And I would sneak into that boiler room to make sure that they were getting what they asked for.

Don’t ask me why they wanted it. Maybe they didn’t know what they were getting when they told me they wanted the ‘full experience’; maybe they were just told to ask for it; maybe they were just told that the ‘full experience’ would help their marriages. I don’t know.

Maybe I’ll never know. Maybe that’s for the best. Maybe some questions are better left unanswered. For instance, was I doing something good or bad? Did I have detailed consent to do what I was doing? Maybe I don’t really want to know the answer to that question. But there is one question that I definitely know the answer to: Were my guests happy?

And the answer is, of course.

THE END
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Want to see a NSFW photo gallery from this story? Pictures of hot hubbies turned into wives? Head on over to Patreon and check out the exclusive COUPLES RETREAT gallery of steamy images.
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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.
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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
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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:
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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
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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.
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