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FEMBOY HOTEL


Freddy has always adored the charming boutique hotel nestled in that historic building—so when he lands a job there, it feels like fate. The work is perfect… almost too perfect. And his boss, Preston, is warm, generous, and charming… suspiciously so.

But there’s one rule that doesn’t make sense. Despite a recent near-fatal heart attack, Preston insists on being completely alone in the hotel every Tuesday night: no staff, no exceptions.

Curiosity gets the better of Freddy. What could possibly be so important that Preston would risk his health to keep it secret? When Freddy decides to sneak in one Tuesday to find out, he uncovers a truth that will shatter everything he thought he knew about the hotel, his job… and the man who runs it all.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwas excited and nervous, so I wasn’t fully paying attention to my new boss as he talked me through my new job. I was just relieved when he said, “We’ll go over all of this again when you start on Monday.”

This was my first real job.

I’d had jobs before: part-time gigs at fast food places where I was just some expendable burger flipper. I had a newspaper route as a kid, and I did some work for my dad’s construction company as a teen—but those weren’t real jobs. This was a real job. This was full-time: five days a week with two days off: forty hours a week. Here, there were what my boss called ‘career opportunities’, even though it was a small hotel. It wasn’t a chain and it wasn’t exactly like I could work my way up the corporate ladder...

But he explained to me that the current hotel manager was planning to retire in a couple of years, and if I was reliable and learned the ins and outs before then, I could have that job. And then he was planning to retire in about ten years. “And who knows—maybe you can take over the hotel when that happens.” He was being optimistic—but not overly optimistic. “I thought the last guy was going to take all of this over, to be honest, but like the guy before him, he just quit suddenly—not even giving us two-weeks notice.”

The story was actually a bit sad. The hotel owner—my new boss—was an older guy. He had a son who was supposed to take over the company, but there was an accident: a car crash on the highway in the middle of the night. A drunk driver left the owner’s son in a wheelchair: quadriplegic. That hotel had always been a family business, passed down from generation to generation—but now, there wasn’t another generation to pass it down to.

I suppose that created a golden opportunity for me in a bitter-sweet kind of way. I’d always adored that hotel. I used to walk by it every day on my way to class, when I was taking communications at NSCC. It was in that gorgeous historic building in that amazing part of town.

God, I loved that building so much… I guess I was a bit of an architecture nerd…

It was tucked neatly between modern storefronts and trendy cafés that never quite matched its quiet elegance. Its brick façade, weathered by time but still proud, was framed by ivy that climbed lazily toward the second and third floors. The grand wooden door, polished to a deep mahogany sheen, opened into a cozy lobby where the scent of aged leather and fresh coffee lingered. A chandelier, small but tasteful, cast a warm glow over the check-in desk—a sturdy antique with brass accents worn smooth by decades of hands resting upon it. The sitting area boasted a collection of mismatched but inviting armchairs, each telling its own story of quiet conversations and long-forgotten guests. The hallways were narrow, but not cramped, lined with faded wallpaper in elegant patterns from a time when craftsmanship mattered. Each of the eight guest rooms had its own personality, with clawfoot tubs, heavy velvet curtains, and beds so comfortable they felt like a secret meant only for those lucky enough to stay the night. It was small, yes—but it had a soul, and I had always felt drawn to it.

And now, there was a good possibility that I could one day own it.

“We do turndown service every day, of course,” my new boss went on as he led me through the building. “Here’s the cleaning storage. You’ll get your own set of keys when you come in on Monday.” He opened the door. It was a small room, smelling strangely like an old bookstore. The light was dim, casting long shadows across the old cleaning supplies. “Once a week, the hotel gets a full deep clean—but don’t worry about that, we have a crew that comes in to do that, every Wednesday.”

I nodded my head. “Sounds good. I’m excited to start.”

“I really hope that you’re a good fit here,” he said, looking at me with a warm smile: the kind of warm smile that only a greyed old man can produce.

My schedule to start was Thursday to Monday, with Tuesdays and Wednesdays off. So after my training shift on Monday, I got a full two days off, which I really didn’t want. I was eager to get back into that hotel. I know that it sounds weird, but there was something about the place that just felt so homey—even more so than my actual home. The job was so relaxed. There was an old tube TV in the lobby that actually got basic cable somehow. The occasional crackling image was weirdly nostalgic. The way the building creaked and groaned was strangely cozy. The chair behind the front desk was comfy, and it seemed like most of my days would be spent reading books. Sure, there was work too: the occasional guest inquiry or check-in or check-out. There were two bed-and-breakfast suites, so I had to coordinate with the restaurant next door (they had a partnership with our little hotel) to ensure meals were made correctly to the guests’ orders and whatnot, and then I was responsible for bringing the food to the guests. Then there was turndown service, which took a couple of hours at the start of each shift. It really wasn’t all just sitting around and relaxing… but it was mostly sitting around and relaxing.

And after my first four weeks, it became even more low-key. My boss managed to find another employee, and I was established enough that he trusted me to work the night shifts, which meant working alone. In a weird way, I was excited to take over the night shifts, even though it meant sacrificing a good chunk of my personal life. I would clock in at 10:00 PM and finish at 6:00 AM when the new guy came in. Most people hate night shifts, but I had a good system down. I would sleep from seven until close to the start of my shift, logging about three hours, and then I would walk home (only a five-minute walk) and I would sleep from six until about 10:00 AM. So in total, I got close to seven hours each ‘night’, which was enough for me, and I still got to be up and about during the daytime.

And honestly… during the daytime, I kind of just wished that I was at the hotel. I know, I know, I know—it sounds weird. To most people, that hotel job would have been boring as hell, but there was just something about it.

I guess I’d always been a bit of an introvert. I liked to read books. I liked to draw. I liked to surf the internet. I liked to write little poems. Those were the things that I did during the day—so of course I would have preferred to do them in the hotel where I was being paid, and the atmosphere was so relaxing and laid back.

One evening, before my boss took off for the night, I pitched the idea of working twelve-hour shifts. He seemed uneasy about the idea. “I’d have to think about it. We can’t really afford to pay you that much overtime.”

“It wouldn’t be overtime,” I said. “I would happily do it at a normal rate.” He thought I was crazy, but he went home and thought about it, and then he came back with a contract that basically said that this was my idea and I was agreeing to it, and that I wouldn’t go to the labour board and complain that I was working over sixty hours each week without earning a dime of overtime.

But those extra hours really didn’t feel like ‘work’. Hell—maybe I would have done it for free.

My boss was thrilled. For him, it was like a soft-retirement. I was now taking over those hours that he filled in. Now, he only had to show up for an hour or two each day to manage whatever administration duties he had to manage.

And then, of course, he had to come in on Tuesdays and Wednesdays. Those were still my days off. And they were the new employee’s days off too. For some weird reason, my boss insisted that he was the only person working in the hotel on Tuesday night and Wednesday morning. Sometimes he would let me come in Wednesday afternoon, after that cleaning crew left.

And I suppose it just made sense financially. I mean, we almost never had people book in for a Tuesday night stay. I guess people don’t generally do a lot of travelling on Tuesdays and Wednesdays. Thursdays to Mondays were busy, as you would expect with any hotel. I never thought much of it—until one evening, when I got a call from my boss’s wife.

“Is this Freddy?” she asked.

“Yeah. Is everything okay?” I asked, already sensing that something was wrong in her voice.

“Um, well…” she said, her voice trembling slightly. “Preston had a fall this afternoon. He, uh… He’s in the hospital. It might have been a heart attack, and… Well, he won’t be able to come into the hotel. I really hate to ask this of you, but do you think that you could manage the hotel until Preston is able to return?”

“No problem at all,” I said. I was in anyway. Preston, my boss, really didn’t need to be in until Tuesday, which was still a few days away. I had a pretty good idea of what needed to be done in the office. I knew his usual orders. I knew his bill schedule somewhat, and I was sure that I could figure out what I didn’t know—at least in the interim. “Leave it to me,” I said. “Just make sure Preston gets better.”

“You’re the sweetest, Freddy. Thank you so much.” I could hear a small sniffle, which worried me. I couldn’t help but think that Preston’s condition was worse than just ‘maybe a heart attack’. I didn’t want to lose Preston. He was the best boss a person could ever want. In fact… in three months, he had never made so much as a small passive aggressive remark. He was so kind, so tolerant…

And, of course, if he were to die, his wife would almost surely sell the hotel: the building and the business, and there was a good chance that I wouldn’t keep my job in that case. Or, if I did keep my job, I probably wouldn’t remain in a position to take the hotel over.

But I promise you that I was more worried about Preston’s health than my own selfish desire to one day own that hotel.

I felt a great deal of pressure as I stepped into that office. I didn’t normally go into that office unless I needed to—but for the next little while, that office was going to be mine.


CHAPTER 2
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Iwas surprised when Preston came into the hotel on Tuesday, around 2:00 PM. He looked weak, using a cane to support his trembling body. I didn’t know he had been discharged from the hospital. “Sir,” I said, jumping to my feet. I had the urge to run to help, to help him to the sofa chair by the main window.

The last guest had just checked out, and the hotel was officially empty for the week, with no new guests checking in for another twenty-four hours. “Why are you here?” I asked. “You should be resting.”

“I’m fine,” he said, sounding out of breath.

He didn’t look fine. He was shaking. His face was pale. “Does your wife know you’re here?” I asked.

He waved me off, looking almost annoyed at my question. “She’s not my keeper,” he growled.

I’d never seen this side of Preston. I didn’t want to make him any angrier, so I just gave him some space. I went back to the front desk and then I said, “Is there anything I can get for you?”

“You can go home,” he said. “Take your weekend.”

“I really don’t mind staying. Actually, I was planning to lock up for a few hours. I was going to sleep in the staff room and then do the night shift.”

“No,” he said bluntly. “You know that you don’t work Tuesdays or Wednesdays. Those are your days off.”

“I know, but I just thought under the circumstances⁠—”

“No,” he said, cutting me off. “You can go home.”

He stared at me with a brooding sort of look, which had me feeling uneasy. “Are you… sure?”

“Yes. Go ahead and go. I can handle things here.”

I was tempted to call his wife and ask her if she knew he was here. This didn’t seem like a good idea. He was in a frail condition, and now he was planning to pull an all-nighter. He needed rest.

“I mean,” I said. “We have no guests coming in. Just the cleaning crew. I don’t mind being here to let them in and let them out. It really isn’t a big deal.”

“Go,” he said again, this time a bit louder. He coughed into his fist, and it took him a moment to recover.

“O—Okay,” I said. There was no arguing with him. I grabbed my bag and slipped into my outdoor shoes. I walked to the door and then paused. I turned to him. He was still in that sofa chair. “If, uh, there is anything you need… just call me. I don’t have any plans or anything, so I’ll be around—and I’m only five minutes away.”

I went home… but I didn’t feel good about it. In fact, I was damn-near paralyzed with anxiety. Leaving Preston there alone seemed like a terrible idea—even if he was angry that I was treating him like a child.

No—I wasn’t treating him like a child. I was treating him like a man who had just recovered from a near-death heart-attack.

After a few hours, I couldn’t handle it any longer. I had to go and check on him. It was only five minutes away: ten minutes of my time to walk there and back. But I didn’t want to embarrass him. I didn’t want to hurt his pride. So I put on some sunglasses and a ball cap and one of my more casual coats. I went for a stroll, on the other side of the street. Then, across from the hotel, I stood and tried to peer through the main lobby window. It was a small window. Now, the curtains were closed—which was unusual; we always kept those open. I walked a bit further down. All of the curtains were closed: every single room. That was very unusual. But maybe it had something to do with the cleaning crew. Maybe they were in there now cleaning?

I decided to cross the road. I figured I could sneak into the lobby, just to make sure Preston wasn’t lifeless on the ground. But as I was about to approach the door, a car pulled up. I paused, backing away. I felt weirdly nervous, as if I was doing something wrong, as if I was going to get caught in the act of… checking on my sick boss.

A girl stepped out of the car. Her female friend stepped out of the passenger seat. They looked at me and then at each other, giggling. They went into the hotel. As the door was closing, I caught a glimpse of Preston behind the counter, with a smile on his friend as he greeted the guests.

So he was fine. He still looked a bit pale, but he was alive and smiling. I let out a sigh of relief. I started back towards home.

Though I was a bit confused. We weren’t expecting any guests, and those girls didn’t look like cleaners. Maybe they booked in. We got a few of those every week; it wasn’t super unusual… but those girls were young. Young women didn’t generally book at our little hotel. We didn’t have a bar or a pool, and we weren’t close to any bars or nightclubs. Our clientele tended to be older: people who liked quiet, relaxing atmospheres—and those giggling girls seemed like the opposite.

Oh well—Preston had it all under control. He knew how to run his hotel; he’s been doing it for thirty years. That was a hell of a lot longer than the three months I’d been there.

I went home. I picked out a new book to read. I put on some music. I relaxed into a comfortable sofa chair and started reading.

But after another few hours, a pang of nervousness hit me again. I remembered the tone in her voice when she told me Preston was unwell. I remembered Preston hobbling into the hotel with that cane. I remembered his pale face. Was he really going to work a full night shift? Maybe I could talk some sense into him. Maybe I could at least convince him to go and take a short sleep in the staff room while I manned the desk for a few hours. His pride wasn’t as important as his health.

So around 11:00 PM, I decided to go again. I put on a coat and stepped out into the cool night air. I don’t know why, but I felt so nervous. I just had this terrible feeling that something was wrong, so I walked quickly. I didn’t even stop at the red lights—I just jogged across the road, hardly even looking both ways.

I reached that hotel, and was surprised to see that the lights were all on: every single room, except for the light in the lobby, which was always left on. Something about this was strange.

I approached, but before entering, I saw a figure move past one of the second-floor windows. Did the hotel book out? Or was this the cleaning crew? I knew the cleaning crew came on Tuesdays… but did they come this late?

I went to the front door and carefully pushed it open—so carefully that it didn’t even rattle the bell. Why was the lobby light off?

I went over to the office, but it was dark too. I peeked inside, making sure Preston wasn’t lifeless on the office floor. He wasn’t there. So I went to the staff room, quietly, to see if he was sleeping.

I heard footsteps overhead: lots of them. The hotel was busier than I’d ever heard it before. What the hell was going on?

I was tempted to call out for Preston. The whole first floor was unmanned, leaving that hotel vulnerable to theft or vandalism. I went to the stairs and looked up. I heard a door open and close. I heard more footsteps. I heard feminine giggling. There was a curious smell in the air: like perfume, and something else… something I couldn’t quite put my finger on, but it wasn’t the most pleasant sort of smell. It was a bit bitter… almost medical.

I heard another door open and close. For a moment, there was silence, and then more footsteps.

My heart started racing. What if the hotel had been overrun by teenagers? What if Preston had fainted somewhere and now teens were ravaging the place?

I ascended the stairs. I felt a cold chill creeping down my spine. Something about this was just… wrong. Something bad was happening.

I stood at that second floor hallway, with four rooms ahead of me, doors all closed—but I could hear movement coming from… all of them. And there were footsteps overhead. It seemed like every room had guests, and everyone was awake and lively.

I went up to the next floor. More noise. More giggling. I decided to approach one door. I was going to knock. If they were guests, I could just tell them that I wanted to check that everything was alright. I didn’t see any Do Not Disturb signs on door knobs.

But as I approached the door, I heard something that made me turn dark red: moaning. And with the moaning: a repetitive slapping sound: skin spanking against skin. “Right there. Oh God, right there! Don’t stop! Don’t stop! God, your cock feels so good!”

I backed away from the door. I could now feel beads of sweat. Sure, I’d heard guests fucking before, but never like this. Like I said: our clientele was generally older. They didn’t have wild sex. But this… this was loud. They were talking dirty. There was spanking and wet, messy sound effects. It almost sounded like they were watching porn.

I went down to the lobby and checked the log book.

No bookings.

My heart dropped. If they weren’t guests, then who the hell were they? And what were they doing?

Then, I heard footsteps coming down the stairs. In a sudden panic, I dropped down, hiding behind the desk. I don’t know why I hid. A weird fear had just overtaken me.

Then, I heard Preston’s voice, “You’re really sexy in that little little dress,” he growled, sounding slightly out of breath.

I heard giggling. “You’re a bad old man,” another voice said. It was feminine… but not entirely. I could just tell from the person’s cadence that they weren’t fully female. I poked my head up slightly to see Preston, topless, walking with a girl—but her features weren’t quite convincing. Sure, she was cute in her own way, but her stature was just… well, I’ll admit it: masculine. She took Preston into the staff room.

I remained there frozen. Then, I listened as Preston said things like, “Suck it, baby. Suck my fat cock. Make me cum, baby. Make me cum in your slutty mouth.”

My jaw must have been near the floor. Preston was getting a blowjob from… a femboy—maybe a prostitute.

And surely, Preston was well aware of what was happening in that hotel. He had just come from upstairs, so he had surely heard all of the noise. And… he didn’t seem to care. He seemed to be in on this—whatever it was.

Suddenly, I realized why he didn’t want me around on Tuesday nights. On Tuesday nights, the hotel became some sort of fucked up brothel. I was about to sneak out when another pair of girls came down the stairs. I ducked down. I waited for them to leave—but then they started kissing right there in the lobby. They giggled. They pawed at each other. They stumbled over to the couch. One girl yanked up the other girl’s skirt, revealing an erection.

They were both males, biologically speaking.

She started sucking off her friend, moaning gently as her mouth explored that long shaft.

I was trapped. I remained in hiding the whole time. I didn’t move until the girl got her friend off, accepting the cumshot into her mouth, swallowing it—and then they jogged off together, giggling.

I took my chance while the lobby was empty. I fled the hotel, leaving it in Preston’s questionable care. Heart racing, I returned home. I didn’t know how to make sense of any of it. It seemed so… surreal. I even wondered if it had been a weird hallucination, or a dream.

My place of work for the past few months was also some sort of one-night-a-week femboy orgy destination.


CHAPTER 3
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Iwent back around 10:00 AM the next morning. Believe it or not, I was still worried about Preston, even though he was cheating on his wife, and I had a feeling she had no idea.

He was still recovering from a heart attack—and I couldn’t imagine cheating like that was very good for the heart.

I walked into the lobby and found him sitting behind the desk. He didn’t look tired… or sick. In fact, he looked totally rejuvenated. He even smiled when he saw me. “Freddy! What a wonderful surprise!” he said. “The cleaning crew just left an hour ago.”

“How are you feeling?” I asked, nervously looking around. I couldn’t believe how clean it was. The whole place was sparkling: every inch of floor, every inch of wall. I’d never seen it so clean. There wasn’t a speck of dust left behind, and it smelled just wonderful. There was no way that Preston could have done it himself. And when did the femboy orgy leave? When did those ‘girls’ leave, and when did the cleaning crew show up to clean?

“I’m feeling great,” he said. “But I will admit… I’m tired. It was a long night.” He stretched out his arms and yawned. “You know… I may take you up on that offer to watch the hotel for a few hours while I catch some sleep—if you’re free?”

“Of course,” I said.

“We have guests coming at 3:00 PM. I’ll be up before then. I really appreciate it, Freddy.” He stood up quickly—too quickly for my comfort. But he didn’t wobble. He smiled and went off to the staff room where we kept a small bed.

It was a short conversation… and a weird one. I still couldn’t scrub my memory of the previous night. I could still remember Preston’s voice as he talked dirty to that femboy.

Once Preston was asleep, I went for a walk through the hotel. It was spotless. Every room was perfect. It was like the hotel was ready to be featured in Home & Garden Magazine.

Even in the storage room, all of the sheets were perfectly folded. It was like a huge crew of cleaners and swept in.

Preston was awake around 2:30 PM, looking even more refreshed than before. “I’ll see you back here tomorrow evening, Freddy,” he said.

“Okay, sir,” I said. “Are you sure you can handle tonight? I don’t mind staying.”

He thought for a moment, and then he shrugged his shoulders. “You know… My wife might appreciate having me home for the night. Maybe you can go home, rest until around 10:00 PM, and then we can switch. If you don’t mind, it’s fine with me.”

I smiled, nodded, and left for home. But falling asleep wasn’t easy. It was hard to scrub those memories from my brain. I couldn’t un-see what I had seen the previous night. It was just so… weird.

And when I showed up for work that night, the hotel seemed so insanely quiet—especially compared to the previous night. Three rooms were booked out, and the couples who booked them were already asleep by the time I clocked in. My duties for the night were light. I had to coordinate a morning breakfast for one room. I had to place an order for some cleaning supplies. That was it. Otherwise, I just needed to man the desk.

It was around midnight when something curious happened. Two girls came into the hotel. The little bell chimed. The girls—about eighteen—both giggled as they peered around. One girl was wearing a very short skirt and high white stockings under her over-the-top leather boots. Chains hung at her sides. She was one of those ‘glam goth girls’, and her friend was dressed in a sort of anime Lolita costume, with pink ruffles. They looked like they belonged at some sort of costume convention. “Can I help you?” I asked.

“Just checked it out,” they giggled. They whispered to each other, and then they left giggling. And I could tell that at least one of the girls wasn’t really a girl—at least not biologically speaking.

So of course I couldn’t help but think of the previous night. Maybe those girls were involved in that ‘orgy’. Or maybe they planned to come to the next one.

Suddenly, I was on high alert. I wasn’t going to allow anyone to infiltrate that hotel and take it over. It almost seemed like those girls were ‘casing’ the joint.

I will admit that some nights I would let myself doze off. Sometimes even in the staff room for a couple of hours on very slow nights. I was a light sleeper and that bell always woke me up instantly—but I had no plans of letting my guard down now. I wasn’t going to be responsible for letting those femboys back in to wreak whatever havoc they wreaked the night before.

But the rest of that night was quiet… too quiet. No calls. No more strangers sauntering in off the street. The guests didn’t wake up until the other employee came to relieve me. It was one of the more uneventful nights of my hotel management career.

Still, I went home feeling uneasy, still unable to forget that very strange night—and Preston’s involvement in it. I tried to tell myself that it was none of my business, but it was hard not to feel guilty the next evening, when Preston came in with his wife. They were both jolly and rosy cheeked. Preston’s wife had a tray of cookies that she left on the front desk. “For the customers—and, of course, for you, Freddy.”

They were fantastic cookies. She was a fantastic woman… and maybe Preston didn’t deserve her. It seemed impossible to think that she knew about the orgy. It was hard to believe that she knew Preston was allowing femboys to suck him off in the staff room.

I was tempted to say something… but it wasn’t my business. And… I still wanted to take over that hotel, which meant staying in Preston’s good books. Right now, it really seemed like he adored me—despite that one strange encounter that we had together when he was weirdly cross with me.

But now, the hotel felt strangely… tainted. When I showed up for work the next day, I still couldn’t get the memories out of my head. I didn’t even want to go near that sofa where the girl sucked her friend off. I didn’t want to lay on the bed in the staff room, knowing that Preston had cheated on his wife there.

And yes, I know that people fuck in hotels all the time. People had fucked on every bed in that place many, many times—but there was something about that Tuesday night free-for-all that just left me feeling uneasy. Something about it seemed so gross, so wrong.

Preston came in around 1:00 PM on Tuesday. I was just finishing tidying up the rooms on the top floor. Preston put a hand on my shoulder and said, “Don’t worry about that.”

“I’m almost done,” I said.

“We don’t have any guests tonight,” he said. “And the cleaning crew will come in and go over all of this again. Just don’t worry about it. Clean sheets on the bed—that’s enough.”

And even that seemed strange. If the cleaning crew was going to come in and redo everything, why bother with clean sheets?

“How have you been feeling?” I asked.

“Just fine. Just fine. Seriously, Freddy—you can take off. I’ve got it from here.”

He seemed like he wanted to rush me out the door—so I left. It had been a week since the last time he rushed me out that door. This time, I wasn’t so concerned about his health—I was concerned about the hotel. So instead of heading home, I took my laptop and settled in at the cafe across the road. I sat by the window where I could see the hotel.

For the next few hours, nothing happened. The hotel was quiet. The curtains stayed open. I had a bit of work to do on my laptop, and I had music playing in my headphones, so I didn’t get super bored. I was taking an online university course: a hotel management course. It was a ‘work at your own pace’ type of course, and I’d fallen a bit behind recently—and this seemed like a good idea to catch back up…

But it was hard to focus once I started noticing Preston going from room to room, closing the curtains. The sun was starting to set now. The temperature outside was dropping. It looked like snow was possible with the clouds bunching up into dark masses.

I ordered another coffee. That cafe was open until midnight, and I planned to stay until they kicked me out. I wanted to know what the hell was happening while I was away from that hotel.

It was around 10:00 PM when cars started parking along the street. Young women got out of the cars in skimpy little outfits and flocked into the hotel—some giggling and fast, some sauntering slowly with swagger. The hotel lobby was dark, and so were the rooms—until lights started flicking on. Occasionally silhouettes crossed the curtains. I kept watching nervously. More cars showed up. I tried to keep track of how many people were showing up.

I counted about twenty, but there could have been more. It was hard to count when they showed up in little packs. There could have been as many as thirty people in that hotel, occupying all of those rooms.

Now, all of the rooms were lit up. The lobby was still dark.

I knew what was happening inside. I knew that those weren’t really ‘girls’ in the traditional sense. Some were more convincing than others.

“We’re closing,” a barista said to me. I eyed my watch and saw that it was past midnight.

“Sorry,” I said. “Thanks for the coffee.”

I went outside with my laptop bag, but I didn’t leave. I kept watching. The strangeness wasn’t over. I settled in on a bench at the end of the road and stuffed my hands into my pockets. Snow was starting to fall, but I wasn’t ready to leave. I had always been patient, and I was determined to see this night through.

Now, men were arriving. They seemed to come one at a time. They would go in and then emerge about thirty minutes later. They just kept coming. The femboys weren’t coming out. The rooms remained lit up. I couldn’t help but conclude that the ‘femboys’ were taking ‘clients’. I couldn’t help but assume that the hotel was being turned into some sort of raunchy brothel every Tuesday night.

I sat there until I couldn’t stand the cold any longer. It was around 3:30 AM. Men were still coming and going. Maybe they were paying. Maybe this was some sort of lucrative side hustle that Preston had been running for years. I mean—if this many people knew about it… surely it had been going on for a while.

And did I really want to take over a hotel that was a well-known underground brothel once a week?

I went home with that uneasy feeling still churning inside of me. I slept for a few hours, and then I got myself dressed up to go and check up on the hotel once more.

It was around 6:30 AM and I saw a very peculiar sight: the cleaning crew, which was the same as the crew that had just ‘worked’ the night. Those femboys were going in and out. I saw one carrying a vacuum, another carrying a mop and pail. They were moving quickly and efficiently. I could see them through the windows, which were now opened up.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. I went into that cafe and took a seat by the window. I watched for two hours while they went room to room, deep cleaning every inch. Then, around 8:30 AM, they all left. I finished my coffee and sauntered over, finding a smiling Preston in the main lobby. “How was the night?” I asked.

“Quiet,” he lied. “What are you doing here so early?”

“I was in the area and thought I would stop in,” I said.

He seemed tense. “Have you been in the area long?” he asked.

I shook my head. “I just got here,” I lied.

A relief seemed to wash over him. “Well, you don’t work today, so don’t feel like you have to hang around here.”

I peered around. The smell of floor cleaner and clean linens was strong—but there was another smell lingering: a smell from the previous night: perfume, anal sex, lube… Those smells were so distinct.

And the windows were cracked; Preston was clearly aware of those smells, which needed time to air out. No amount of floor cleaner could hide them.

“The place is clean,” I said.

He nodded his head. “The cleaners just left.”

“Right,” I said. “Well… I should be going.”

I smiled and left.

A week later, I went back to spy on the hotel. I saw the cars pull up. I saw the femboy filter in. After midnight, I saw more cars showing up. I saw men going in and coming out. And the next week, I went to see it all happen again.

Every Tuesday night was the same: the femboys started showing up around 10:00 PM. They engaged in their own little orgy for a few hours before male clients started showing up, presumably paying for sex in those rooms. One night I counted thirty different male clients. I wondered how much of that money Preston kept for himself, and how much went to his ‘girls’.

I wondered how often Preston fooled around with the ‘girls’ himself. I felt so awful, thinking about his poor wife, who cared for him so seriously—and he clearly had no respect for her whatsoever.

“See you Thursday,” he would say to me every Tuesday morning. In his ‘soft retirement’, I really only ever say him on Tuesday mornings. Otherwise, he never really came by the hotel. And when I would see him on those mornings, he would be grinning, blushing, giddy with excitement, which he tried to hide… unsuccessfully. He was… a pervert. He was a cheater… and a pimp. Seeing him once a week made me ill. Actually—twice, because I would see him again on Thursdays, to relieve him of his forty-eight hours of duty… of debauchery. And he always had a tired, dizzy sort of look on his face: a sort of ‘post-orgasm’ haze, as if he contemplated his actions once per week, and couldn’t decide if he was guilty or excited. Sometimes I would see a tinge of regret in his eyes, and I would feel a pang of hopefulness that he would change. But then he would show up on Tuesday morning again, rushing me out of the hotel with a big, evil smile on his face.
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Itried my best to ignore Preston’s secret side project, but there were always reminders. One Thursday, while cleaning, I found a pair of panties behind a bathroom door: missed by the cleaning crew, which was the same as the ‘brothel crew’. I went to pick up the panties and found that they were dripping with thick white goo—probably cum. I winced and tossed them into the trash.

Occasionally, ‘girls’ would come by the hotel, seemingly scoping it out. Sometimes young men would come in, nervously perusing around, not seemingly interested in booking a room. I could just tell from their nervous expressions that they were there about the happenings on those Tuesday nights. Or maybe it was their ‘feminine’ features that made it seem more obvious. “Can I help you find something or someone?” I would ask.

And they would rarely answer. They would just shake their heads and scurry off like scared mice. Then, surely, they would return as women on Tuesday night to partake in the usual debauchery.

I still had no idea if these people were being paid. I had no idea if those men who came in later were clients. I had no idea what kind of cut Preston was taking from it all. I did let curiosity get the better of me one night, while the hotel was empty, and I poked around the office looking for records of the debauchery, but there was nothing. Though it was likely an all-cash operation, and it would be stupid to leave any sort of paper trail—because it was surely all illegal…

Unless it was truly just some sort of voluntary orgy, and there was no money involved at all… which was a possibility. Everyone involved seemed very excited about it each Tuesday night—and I don’t think prostitutes are typically excited about their jobs… or maybe they are; I suppose I’ve never known any prostitutes.

I could only speculate, and there was really no sense in speculation. I just wanted to pretend like everything was normal. I wanted to stay in Preston’s good books, because his retirement was closer and closer every day—and there was a good chance that I would take over that hotel.

For a full year, I stayed out of his business. I would occasionally walk by the hotel on Tuesdays nights, just to see if it was still happening—and of course it was. Aside from that, I didn’t let it become my issue. I did my job. I took reservations and managed the hotel and kept things clean and made guests happy. I kept Preston happy. In April, Preston left on a three-week European trip with his wife. For the first time, I was left with the hotel to myself for the entire week—including Tuesday and Wednesday… but Preston told me, “Close the hotel for those nights. There’s no sense in staying open, since nobody ever books in. Lock all the doors and windows and put up the sign that I made.” I looked at the sign he made, which was very peculiar. ‘We will not be open on Tuesday nights until the beginning of May.’ “In fact—just close the hotel up and you can stay home.”

“Someone should be here,” I said. “We wouldn’t want to leave the place vulnerable to theft or vandalism.”

He shook his head. “That’s not likely. Plus, we have insurance. I’d rather not have to pay an employee for those days.”

“I can just sleep here. I don’t mind. You don’t have to pay me.”

“It’s not necessary,” he said firmly. I knew there was no fighting him. He didn’t want me there—and the reason was obvious when Tuesday night came around. Of course I went to the hotel. Of course I sat outside on that bench and watched as cars pulled up and girls got out, reading the sign and then leaving, disappointed. Then the men showed up and saw the sign and left. Some people knocked. Some people walked around the whole hotel, looking for some other entrance, as if they thought the sign was just some sort of decoy for authorities.

Had I been inside, I would have heard all the knocking and seen all the people trying to get in. Preston didn’t want me there for a reason.

I made sure nobody broke in. I made sure nobody started a fuss. The hotel was in good hands, even if Preston didn’t want to pay me to be there—because I wanted that hotel to be mine one day, so I was going to treat it like it was already mine.

Preston came back and inspected the hotel carefully. He asked me if I did in fact come in on Tuesday, and I lied and said no. He looked relieved, and things went back to ‘normal’. Another nine months passed. In a weird way, I got used to it. After a while, I stopped worrying that police were going to burst in at any moment and accuse me of being part of that mysterious weekly operation. I never did tell anyone about it—because I wanted to take over that hotel one day, and I wanted to take it over with a good reputation. I didn’t want the world to think that I was taking over some sort of fetish brothel.

[image: ]



It was a July morning when it happened. I woke up around 3:00 PM on Friday, took a quick shower, dressed, and set off for the hotel. I arrived, taking over and letting the other employee head home. I was ready for a busy weekend: all rooms booked out for a weekend bachelorette party. Some 55 year old woman was getting remarried and all of her bridesmaids had booked rooms. I had arranged for them to have manicures and pedicures in the lobby, and I had a full breakfast schedule for the weekend. By that little hotel’s standards, it was going to be a very busy three days.

But the first person to come in was not the bride or one of the bridesmaids. It was Preston’s wife. She had a nervous look on her face as she looked around, almost looking lost. “Is everything alright?” I asked.

“It’s Preston. He—He’s back in the hospital,” she said.

“What happened?” I asked.

“His heart. He, uh… He had another heart attack. The doctors induced a coma to reduce the strain on his system, but now they aren’t sure they will be able to bring him out of it.This happened on Wednesday. He was here, at the hotel… Someone found him.”

“How did I not hear about this?” I said. A cold shiver ran down my spine. I could only assume that one of the prostitutes found him and got him to the hospital—and then the other employee must have showed up and just assumed everything was normal.

“I’m so sorry to put this on you, Freddy, but could you manage the hotel while we figure out what’s happening? If you need to bring in another employee to help, that’s understandable.”

I nodded my head. “No problem,” I said.

But there was one little problem: Tuesday nights.

I couldn’t just lock the doors and put up a sign that said ‘Tuesday are closed until further notice.’ Or maybe I could… Maybe that’s the only thing I could do, until those Tuesday night people found somewhere else to party once a week.

I was stressed out. I found myself in a perpetual state of dread as the days went by. I made stupid mistakes. I screwed up breakfast, and then I wrongly billed one of the guests. My brain was swirling. My mind was all over the place. I was worried about Preston, even though he had a shady side. I was worried about his wife, who seemed so lost and scared. I was worried about that hotel. If Preston passed—what would happen to it? Did Preston have a will? If so, was I in it? I hadn’t been there for a full two years yet—surely that wasn’t long enough to qualify me for taking it over…

“Why was I billed twice for this morning’s breakfast?” one guest asked.

“Uh, I’m so sorry about that. I must have run the bill through the system twice. I’ll refund you.”

“I also got an email confirming another booking, but I never made one. For next weekend…”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I said. “Someone called in and booked. I, uh, must have had your file open and I forgot to make a new one. Shoot—I’ll have to call them back and get their info…”

I was scatter-brained. I felt like the hotel was suddenly busier than ever, and I was forgetting how to manage it.

It didn’t help that I was a bit behind on my schoolwork schedule. I wasn’t able to focus, knowing Preston was unwell…

And knowing that Tuesday night was approaching fast.


CHAPTER 5
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Ifinished turning over the rooms on Tuesday by 1:00 PM: a bit faster than usual. Normally, that would have been my cue to leave… but now, I had to stay to manage the hotel. I was tired. We didn’t have any bookings for another twenty-four hours. So I locked the doors, and I went into the staff room to log a few hours of sleep before night.

But I wasn’t able to sleep.

I was stuck awake, terrified of the night ahead of me.

I thought about locking the doors… but is that what I would have done if the hotel was mine? No—of course not. I would have stayed open in case there were any real guests wanting to check in for the night. I couldn’t just be closed one night each week because I was afraid of a bunch of femboys.

My heart was racing. The sun was setting.

I did a full sweep of the hotel, ensuring everything was clean and tidy and ready in case a proper guest showed up.

I made myself something to eat in the staff room, but I wasn’t able to muster up the appetite to actually eat it. I paced around the lobby. It was dark now. I turned on the lobby light. I kept the curtains open. I was hoping those people would come by and see that hotel was open as usual, and maybe they would just turn around and buzz off.

I went across the street to get a coffee from the cafe. I needed something to help keep me awake.

I sat at the front desk for the next three hours, sipping my coffee, listening to gentle music. My heart didn’t stop pounding.

Then, at 11:00 PM, I heard the low rumble of a car coming to the stop out on the street. There was a silence, then car doors slamming. I heard some giggling, and I knew what was coming.

I perked up. I was ready to face them—as if this hotel belonged to me. Maybe Preston would be annoyed to find out that I turned those degenerates away and ruined his operation… but I had no orders to do otherwise, and this was the correct thing to do as the stand-in full-time manager of that hotel.

The door opened.

Long smooth legs in high heels. Tiny dresses with short skirts. Perfume like a wall of flowers. Dark eye makeup. Blonde hair bouncing in curls. Giggles. Clutches. Blushing grins. “Is Preston here?” one of the girls asked with a voice that wasn’t quite feminine.

“He’s not, I’m afraid,” I said. “Are you looking to book a room?” I was tense. I was going to treat this like a normal potential-guest interaction, as I would with anyone else stumbling in off the street.

The girls looked at each other and giggled. “But you’re, uh, expecting us still… Right?”

I’d spent nearly two years dreading this moment: finally facing those transgender prostitutes… or femboys… or whatever they wanted to call themselves.

“I’m afraid I have no reservations,” I said. I looked at the screen to ‘make sure’, even though I was positive.

“You’re kind of cute,” one girl said to me. She planted her elbows on the desk and leaned forward. I could see down her top now: at her flat chest. I could see her nipples on her flat chest, but I tried not to look. The perfume scent was strong as she batted her long lashes.

“Would you, uh, like to book a room?” I asked.

“Can we get a good discount?” they asked.

“Our weekday rate is actually already quite good,” I said, trying to will away the bead of sweat that was now inching down from my hairline. “Just eighty dollars for the night.”

“So normally, we clean the hotel for Preston, and he gives us a really, really good rate. We could even make it… worth your while.” More giggling. I felt my face turning red.

“I can’t really change the prices,” I said. “Though we do have a, uh, short-night discount for bookings that happen after midnight. We usually have that for truckers passing through or whatever. It’s a fifteen-percent discount, but it means early-checkout.”

The girls giggled again. Then, the door opened and another pair of girls walked in.

“What if we book out the whole hotel: all of the rooms. And we clean the whole hotel before nine: a full, deep clean. We’ve been doing it for years. I’m sure then you could give us a really, really good rate. Right?” She batted her long lashes again. I did have to admit that she was quite convincing: at least in terms of looks. Her voice gave her away—but she was still cute regardless.

“We have a multi-room rate. Uh… I could potentially combine it with our short-night discount…” I don’t know why I was even slightly caving. My plan had been to turn them away. But now… four different girls wearing skimpy outfits were staring at me. Some were whispering to each other. I didn’t want that hotel to descend into degenerate chaos… but I still had to treat it like a normal business, which meant treating them like normal customers. “To book the whole hotel for the night, with early-checkout…” I did some quick math. “Four-hundred dollars.”

“What about two-hundred—and we make it worth it for you,” she said. The girls all giggled.

“I’m sorry. That’s just the rate,” I said.

They all stared at me.

Then, feel the pressure of their gaze… I felt myself caving. “But if you do provide the, uh, usual full cleaning service… I could maybe do… two-hundred.”

They all smiled. I was caving… sort of. I was still taking in two-hundred dollars… and getting a full cleaning of the hotel. I mean… from a management perspective, it made sense… right? Theoretically, I didn’t know that they were going to be selling themselves as prostitutes. I mean… as long as they stayed in their rooms the place was cleaned… if they were doing anything illegal, I didn’t know about it.

Why was I justifying this?

Why was I now giving the girls keys to all of the rooms? The door opened and more came in. They eyed me. More giggling. More flirting. One of the girls came up and asked if I wanted to check out her room with her. I tensed up and said, “Is there anything wrong with it?”

“I just want you to see it with me,” she said, grinning. I knew that she was trying to seduce me. I tried to be polite.

“If there are any issues, just let me know and I can come up and sort anything out.”

They giggled. Of course they did call down and tell me there were issues. And when I went up, of course there were no issues: just femboys in lingerie, on beds, giggling. “Can you come and see if these mattresses feel right?”

I went over and sat down gently, trying to act professional. “They feel normal. Are they alright for you?”

“Maybe you could help us warm them up a little bit.”

I feigned a smile. “I have to stay down at the desk. You ladies, uh… have fun now.”

And more arrived. I lost count of how many there were… at least four in each room. But the rooms only had two beds each. Technically, we allowed up to four people to stay in each room, so they weren’t breaking any rules—unless there were more and I just didn’t realize. I suppose I was turning a blind eye.

I heard some moaning. I’d heard guests fucking before, but this was different. This was… wrong, somehow.

And it only got weirder when men started showing up. They came into the lobby looking nervous. Girls came down to get them. They looked at me and said, “He’s just my boyfriend.”

Now I knew that they were over the limit.

I heard loud moaning now. Thumping. Banging. Screaming. Dirty talk that I can’t repeat in writing. I heard doors opening and closing. I heard giggling. Men left. Girls came back down to meet more ‘boyfriends’.

Girls came down to try to coax me upstairs. One girl was blunt. “Can I suck your cock while you sit at that little desk?”

“No thank you,” I said, all tense.

She pouted and stomped off. I have to admit she was cute. Maybe I did consider it for a moment…

But I was a professional. I hated everything about this. They were breaking some rules… but it just wasn’t bad enough to make me feel like I needed to shut it down.

I had spent two years fantasizing about the moment I could shut that whole thing down and tell those people to find a new hangout…

But now that it was a reality, it wasn’t quite so simple. And it was even less simple in the morning, when the cleaning started. After the men left, the femboys started cleaning, fetching supplies from their cars. They went through the whole place, scrubbing everything, including the staff room. One femboy even performed routine maintenance on the water heater. It was all very surreal—an fast. There must have been thirty girls working in tandem, and within an hour, they were finished. The place was sparkling. And the last girl handed me an envelope, which said ‘thank you’ on it, and then there was a red lipstick ‘kiss’. Inside, I found an additional five-hundred dollars.

My stomach churned. Was this my ‘cut’? Was this part of what they made charging those men for sex? I didn’t want that money. I didn’t want to be involved with any of this. So I just went to Preston’s office desk and I put the envelope in the top drawer for when he returned.

A week went by. Preston was still in a coma and I was still in charge of the hotel. I dreaded every second leading up to that Tuesday night—and then I lived through it all again: the same group of boys dressed like girls, the same long night of moaning and thumping and giggling. Some of the same men, some newcomers. And then a big clean followed by another envelope—this time with a couple hundred extra. I put the envelope in the desk and tried not to think about it. The hotel was clean, and if I was ignorant to any illegal activity, then I wasn’t liable in any way… Right?

It happened again the next week, and then the next.

Preston was still comatose. His body was still apparently ‘too weak’ to wake up, but apparently not ready to die either. His wife would stop in every few days to check in on me, to make sure that I was okay. One day, she broke into tears while in the lobby. “I just don’t understand what happened,” she wept. “How could his heart just fail him like that?”

My God, I was so tempted to tell her what I knew… but I didn’t want to get into Preston’s personal affairs. I didn’t want to give his wife a heart attack of her own… though maybe she deserved to know the truth.

I put my hand on her back and helped her to sit down. “Has there been any changes in his condition?” I asked.

“Nothing good,” she said. “The doctors have started suggesting we pull the plug. They’re basically saying that, uh, the chances of him waking up are less than one-percent. And… I don’t know if he’s struggling right now. I mean—maybe he’s suffering and just can’t tell us. I don’t know what to do.”

I didn’t know what to do either, so I didn’t offer any suggestions. I just sat with her until she was able to pull herself together. “I’ll come back and check on you. You’re very sweet, Freddy,” she said with a feigned smile.

I nodded my head and watched her go.

Another week went by… Another visit from the femboys… Another envelope full of cash.

And, of course, another half dozen invites to fool around with those girls in those rooms. I really hate to even admit this, but there were moments of temptation. Some of those girls were truly cute. When they batted those long lashes and looked at me with those glittering eyes… their pouty lips… their blushing cheeks. Saying no wasn’t so easy.

Then there were other ‘inquiries’. One evening, two girls came down and stood in front of me, grinning for a moment before I finally said, “Can I help you with something?”

“Could we do your makeup?” they asked.

“Excuse me?”

“You would look so, so cute as a girl.”

“I—I’m not interested in that.”

“You have, like... all of the features. You would be stunning.”

“I’m not interested in that. And… I’m working.”

“Technically, you’re working for us,” they said, and then they started laughing. Before I could answer, they skipped off. “Think about it, cutie!”

I was left feeling embarrassed… emasculated. I just assumed that they were teasing me, but the next week, a different girl made the same request. “Would you let me doll you up? You would look super hot.”

Of course I told them I was busy, but their little comments were starting to chip away at my ego. I kept finding myself in the bathroom, looking at myself, wondering if they were right…

And then I would see the way men looked at them when they came in: their eyes flashing, cheeks reddening. It was weird to think that they were under the impression that I could have the same effect on a man. They were surely just teasing me…

But week after week, they asked over and over. One girl even begged me. “Let me just do your makeup quickly—just so you can see how pretty you would be like us.” I didn’t like the way she said ‘us’, insinuating that I could be some sort of prostitute.

I wasn’t like them. I didn’t want to be like them…

Though the more I was around when they came in, the more I started to feel like they were… harmless.

They weren’t the destroyers I thought they would be. I imagined some sort of Max Max band of barbarians. I thought they would run through the hotel and flip the place over, fucking on the stairs and the sofas. That’s more like what I saw the night I snuck in while Preston was working. But when I was there, they were strangely… respectful.

They were more polite than I expected. And week after week, I swear it seemed like they were becoming more feminine. It seemed like they came back a little more practised, a little more refined. Maybe some were even taking hormones—I can’t say for sure. I noticed some cleavage on some of them—though it could have been some sort of silicone breast form. Some were frighteningly convincing… and startlingly beautiful. The men who came in weren’t what I expected either; they were respectful and quiet. They did as they were told by their ‘girlfriends’, and then they left respectfully.

And what struck me as strangest of all was how happy everyone seemed. The whole operation left everyone smiling and satisfied, like it was some sort of win-win for everyone. So it was hard to really be upset with any of it.

Another two weeks went by… still no update on Preston. His wife hadn’t yet pulled that plug. But his chances of surviving were apparently even less than before.

The girls continued to nag me every Tuesday night. As they became more comfortable with me being in Preston’s place, they became more insistent. “I’ll give you the best blowjob of your life if you let me do your makeup,” said one.

“You can fuck me in the ass as hard as you want if you let me doll you up,” said another.

I would just blush and play their ‘offers’ off as jokes. I didn’t want any part of their weekly games.

But the offers were tempting. I really do have to admit that I would sit there and consider their offers for longer than I want to admit.

And… well, there was one night that I caved. They were being more persistent than usual. Apparently, their ‘boyfriends’ were busy, though they didn’t say what that meant exactly. Still, they wanted to book out the hotel for the night, and they went ahead with their usual fooling around with each other. It was around 1:00 AM when three came down to the desk and started begging. “Please, please, please! Let us make you pretty. We’ll make it worth your while. We promise!” There was something about the way they were looking at me, something about the way they were leaning into that desk, batting their lashes. No woman had ever begged me like that. I know they weren’t really women… though they were quite convincing. One in particular was downright adorable.

I had promised I wouldn’t get involved with their games… but that night, I just couldn’t help myself. “Will it take long?” I asked.

They bounced up and down, giggling with victory. I was grabbed by the wrist and led up to one of the rooms. They sat me down on the edge of a bed. I said nothing. They just started working. They hummed and giggled and whispered to each other. I couldn’t see myself. My heart was racing the whole time. I didn’t like being away from the desk… even though I would sometimes sleep for a couple of hours in the staff room at night.

On Tuesday nights, I didn’t like letting my guard down. I was terrified that this was part of some big plan. They finally had me distracted. Now I was worried some girls were hauling valuables out of that hotel and into some unmarked van.

I could only hope that wasn’t the case…

“Are we almost done?” I asked.

They kept applying another product and then stepping back to look at me. They kept giggling. They kept beaming and smiling.

Then, they handed me a little dress and said, “Can you put this on?”

I looked at it for a moment. It looked far too small to fit onto my body. “I don’t think so,” I said.

“Please!” they all cried at the same time.

So I did it… just to make them happy… to get them to drop it, so we could put this behind us. I turned towards the corner and awkwardly undressed with my ass to them. I wriggled into the stretchy dress, pulling it up. Then I turned to them and said, “Happy?”

There were gasps. “You’re gorgeous!” one cried.

I blushed. I felt so weird about this. All of this teasing… They were trying to meddle with my head. This was probably a game for them, trying to confuse me.

But I stopped caring about the teasing a moment later when they started to… repay me for my participation. One of the girls went to her knees and pulled up my skirt. I closed my eyes, feeling weird that the others were watching. More girls poked their head into the room to see what was happening.

I felt so ashamed of myself for letting them win like this—and now, they could all see me. Now, every Tuesday, they would come in and know that I had participated. I could no longer act weird about their presence. I no longer had that high platform to stand upon. I was no better than them—and they knew it.

But God, it felt good. They took turns sucking me. Some of those girls were damn good at it. Some were newer to it, sucking me nervously—but even that still felt nice. Then, one of the girls said, “Open your eyes, silly.” I opened my eyes and saw a gorgeous blonde bending over the bed, panties down, butt cheeks being spread open by her friends. Her puckering hole was almost calling out to me. The girls all giggled. They pulled me towards that blonde. They nestled me on top of her, making me straddle her. One of the girls grabbed my cock, making me gasp. She pulled it down and mashed my tip into that blonde’s hole.

The blonde’s thighs parted slightly—just enough that I could see her shaved ball sack. She reached back and stuffed it back out of sight before closing her thighs again.

“Fuck her!” said one of the girls.

So I did it. I caved entirely, abandoning my ideals completely. I became like one of them for a moment, seduced by their beauty and their willingness. My desire to feel pleasure won that night. I fucked that blonde femboy with those girls all around me, putting their hands on me and on her.

I came inside of her while she was moaning loudly. The girls giggled.

I felt suddenly dizzy. I pulled up the panties that were around my ankles (I honestly don’t even remember putting them on). I looked around and saw them all looking at me. Then, I said, stuttering, “I—I have to go back to the desk.” And I left. I was so frazzled that I forgot that I was dolled up. I forgot that I was in a dress. I went and sat at the desk for a full hour before I needed to use the bathroom. Then, after peeing, I went to the mirror and nearly screamed when I saw that I was⁠—

A girl.

I hardly recognized myself. My eyes, my skin, my figure… it was all so feminine. And the girls were right: I actually looked cute.

I rushed back upstairs and knocked on the door. “Come in,” someone called. I went in and saw that two of the girls were fucking another: two cocks in her ass at once. She was red in the face and moaning uncontrollably. The girls around her giggled and said, “What’s up?”

“M—My clothes,” I said. “I think I… left them here.”

The girls looked around. Then, they told me that the clothes must have been taken down to the laundry with the sheets. I guess I should mention that the girls were constantly running loads of laundry while they were there, because they were ruining so many sets of sheets with their bodily fluids…

“We’ll bring them to you when they’re clean,” they said.

I nodded my head, turning to look at the girl getting a hard fucking for a quick moment—and then I fled.

I awkwardly sat at the front desk, praying nobody would come in and see me like that. I had to wait two hours before a girl brought me my clothes, freshly cleaned and folded. I changed quickly, washing that makeup off of my face. Then, when I emerged from the staff bathroom, I found them all cleaning the hotel. Their night was over.


CHAPTER 6
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After that night, it became harder to resist them. When they made their little offers, I couldn’t simply discard them by saying, ‘I would never do that’… Because I’d done it already.

And even I had to admit it felt good—every second of it… until it was over and the dread came in a wave along with the reality of what I’d done. I couldn’t believe that I’d actually let myself do that with a group of biological men. I considered myself straight. I was only attracted to women… but they really did look like women, making it all very confusing.

That guilt lasted all week. But when they came in again and begged me again, I couldn’t help but remember the pleasure.

So once again, I let them put a little bit of makeup on me. I put on one of their little lacy dresses. I let them ogle me and make their little remarks, calling me cute and whatnot… and then I had a bit of fun with them. That night, I fucked two different ‘girls’ on one bed. The next week, I went to a room alone with a stunning girl with black hair—though her long cock kept slipping out from between her legs—and finally she said, “It’s such a pain to keep it hidden. You don’t mind, do you?” And I said no, so she let it hang out while I fucked her, and that was a bit weird; I tried not to look at it.

The next week, they insisted again on dolling me up. Then, they laid me down on a bed and took turns bouncing on me. They told me how cute I would look with ‘titties’, and then the next week, they had an expensive-looking silicone chest piece for me to wear under my dress—and I wore it while they bounced on me again.

The dread always came after—but the pleasure during those romps was intense. Some nights I ejaculated two or even three times inside of them.

And then things started getting a bit more weird. One night, while I was fucking a pretty femboy (she was on top of me, cowgirl-style), another femboy came up, cock erect, and penetrated the girl I was already inside. I just froze, feeling that cock squishing up against mine. It didn’t seem possible at first; that hole was just too tight. But somehow, she managed to get inside—and then we were both fucking her, rubbing our cocks together inside of her stretched anus.

It was weird. I’d never rubbed cocks with anyone before. It was even weirder when I felt the warm gushing of her cum, spilling all over my shaft inside of that anus.

The next week, as I penetrated a girl’s asshole, I felt that it was already gooey—and then I learned that three others had already finished inside of her, and I was now using their cum as lube. I felt weird about it—but the dread didn’t hit me until after it was over.

I kept telling myself, “This will be the last time.” But then the girls would come in, and they would bat their lashes and pucker up their lips, and it was so hard to say no. I knew they were clean. I knew it felt good. I knew I would enjoy every second of it… until it was over.

I knew the dread would sit with me for the whole week—but that was apparently not enough to stop me. The pleasure was just too, too good to resist, so I kept caving.

It seemed harmless. I let them put makeup on me, and then I got to have wild sex—sex that I would never get to have again in my life. It just seemed like carefree fun—but it was also evolving.

One night, while I was penetrating a girl, she pulled in my head and we locked lips. I’d never kissed them before, but it seemed harmless enough in the moment. It didn’t feel like I was kissing a man, even though she was biologically male. Our lips remained locked, and we ended up doing more making out than fucking.

And then, I felt her shaft slipping up into me. I felt her tip against my hole and I gasped, but she pulled my head back down to keep kissing. Suddenly, she penetrated me. Luckily, she wasn’t big. In fact… she had what she called a ‘small clitty’. It was quite small, but I still felt it push into my body. I still felt her sliding in and out slowly while we kissed—and five minutes later, I felt the warm gushing of her cum inside of me, and it dawned on me that I’d just been fucked in the ass—and she came inside of me.

I was, of course, ashamed. But I tried to just brush it off, like I’d brushed everything off up until that point.

I didn’t want to think that I was not only condoning their behaviour—but I was supporting it… I was participating it. I was perpetuating it. Preston was more or less gone, and I had always thought that I would instantly put my foot down on that terrible scene, but I was doing the opposite.

And now, it felt a lot harder to judge Preston. I mean—I wasn’t cheating on any wife or girlfriend; I definitely couldn’t condone that aspect of Preston’s behaviour… but otherwise, I was just as bad. I was supporting what was almost certainly a prostitution scheme, though I didn’t ever confirm that; I think that I was too scared to confirm that. I felt like if I remained oblivious, then I wouldn’t have to face any consequences…

But I kept getting pulled deeper into that world. I found myself… looking forward to those Tuesday nights—secretly at first. And when I say ‘secretly’, I mean it was a secret from myself. I kept trying to convince myself that the excitement wasn’t genuine, that it was just a misunderstanding of my own feelings. But after a few more weeks of dressing up and fooling around with the femboys, I started to admit the truth to myself—and that’s when things started to become more intense.

The girls convinced me to try new things. I sucked a cock. I tasted cum. I let different girls take turns with me. Then, one night, the girls convinced me to ‘fool around’ with a guy. When those men came, I usually snuck off and stayed out of it. But this time was different. I stayed with three other girls, and we took turns playing with one of their ‘clients’. I sucked him. I even let him inside of me. He came inside of another girl.

The next week, I let them convince me to do it again. This time, it was just me and another girl with the man. I sucked him and then he fucked me in the ass—and he came. It felt weird. It felt so much different than when the femboys were inside of me. He had… pubic hair, and muscles, and sweat, and his manly grip pinned me down in a way that made me feel so weak… so submissive.

And the next week, I was one-on-one with a man. He fucked me so hard I could barely move the next day—but I liked it.

And the next week, two men took me alone in a room.

Now, I dressed myself. I did my own makeup. On lonely nights in that hotel—nights that weren’t Tuesday nights—I would sneak up to one of the rooms and play dress up. I discovered a stash of girly outfits and makeup in an old wardrobe; the femboys hid those outfits there, and other places in that hotel: under certain floorboards and in old unused vents (the hotel had been upgraded to heat pumps long before I showed up, so those vents had no other purpose). I would experiment with different makeup styles. I would put on different outfits and pose in the mirror. Each time I did it, I felt like I got a bit better…

I figured out how to make myself cute. I would try a dozen different looks, and then I would pick my favourite for Tuesday night. The femboys would notice. They would instantly point out the new little techniques I’d tried out, without me having to say anything. They made me feel so cute… so sexy… so seen. It was something that I wasn’t used to—and maybe that was part of what drew me into their world.

But I was constantly aware of what they were doing to me. I was constantly aware of the world they were pulling me into. And the more I participated with the men who came in later, the larger my ‘cut’ became at the end of the night, reenforcing my fears that I was participating in some sort of prostitution ring.

Worse were my growing fears that I was starting to enjoy this new ‘excitement’ more and more with each passing week. It was starting to be obvious that this wasn’t something that I would get out of my system. The more I participated, the more this became me.

Months and months went by. And each week, I put the cash into an envelope and slipped it into Preston’s desk—not wanting anything to do with it. I felt like I was innocent as long as I didn’t keep that money for myself.


CHAPTER 7
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It was a Thursday afternoon when a man came into the hotel. He was accompanied by a police officer, so of course my heart dropped into the pit of my stomach. I had no idea if I had been part of something terribly illegal—and now I was horrified that I was about to end up in prison. “Is—Is everything okay?” I asked.

“Unfortunately, no,” the man said, removing his hand and holding it down at his side.

I felt heat rising to my head. I felt my legs beginning to tremble under my weight. Maybe I could get out of trouble by claiming I had no idea. I could play dumb. They couldn’t prove that I’d participated—could they? Did they have DNA evidence?

“We have to close down this business,” the man said.

“W—Why?” I asked, trying my best to play dumb.

The man stared at me. “You received ample warnings,” he went on. “The warnings have been ignored for the past three months.”

“What warnings?”

“The cracks in the building’s foundation are spreading and the building has not been fit for business operation since the largest crack grew beyond ten millimetres, as per city bylaws.”

A wave of relief washed over me. I wasn’t going to prison—but the news wasn’t good.

“I didn’t get any warnings.”

He checked his iPad. “Are you Preston? They were sent repeatedly to the home address of a Preston Westbone.”

“Preston is in the hospital. He’s in a coma,” I said. “He has been for… months.”

There was a silence. “You weren’t aware of the warnings?” he asked. “Well—regardless, the hotel cannot operate because of a serious safety violation. And because the warnings were ignored, regardless of the circumstances, there is a fine.” The police officer handed me a fine: a hefty fine that made the air escape my lungs. “And the hotel—as of right now—cannot reopen until the improvements are made and approved by one of our inspectors.”

“O—Okay,” I said, still feeling relieved that I wasn’t being busted for my participation in those Tuesday night romps.

When they left, I contacted a company that specialized in foundation repair. They were over by the end of the day, inspecting the work. “This is a big job,” he said. “Huge, actually. It’s possible, but it won’t be cheap. You’re looking at… thirty-thousand dollars, if you’re lucky.”

With that whopping fine, I now had to scrounge up forty-thousand to reopen the hotel…

But that wasn’t entirely unrealistic. For the past nine months, I’d been stashing that cash. Some weeks, the girls gave me fifteen hundred dollars for letting the hotel belong to them for one wild night each week. It took an hour to count all of that cash…

I had about thirty-eight thousand dollars. So I went ahead with the repairs. I paid the fine. Because I was paying cash, the foundation company was willing to cut a deal. I ended up giving them every last dollar from that stash—but the work was done within two weeks, and then came the inspector, who was satisfied with everything.

I never did tell Preston’s wife about the repairs or the fine. I didn’t want to worry her… and I didn’t want her wondering how there was money to fix everything. One little suspicion could lead her to finding out the truth about her husband—and that truth would almost surely kill her.

But at some point, she had to know. She had to know what happened to her husband… and she had to know what he had been doing to her.

Or did she? Was any of that my business?

Maybe not… Maybe that was for Preston to deal with… in another lifetime. Because Preston’s condition was hopeless. Doctors had essentially declared him dead—they were just waiting for his wife to make that decision to pull the plug, and I don’t really know what was stopping her…

She was hanging onto some thread of hope that was just totally unrealistic… at least that’s what I thought—until I got the news.
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Preston’s wife came into the hotel on a Saturday evening to tell me the news. “Preston is back!” she cried, clasping her hands together. There were tears in her eyes.

“He’s back?” I asked. For a moment, I thought that she was having some sort of mental breakdown. Maybe she had seen him as a ghost and thought he’d been reincarnated like Christ.

“He came out of the coma this morning. His vitals are stable. He’s been able to drink a little bit, and he’s already getting movement back in his fingers and toes. The doctors are stunned—but they think there’s a chance he will make a full recovery!”

“A full… recovery?” I asked, stunned. It made no sense. He had been in a coma for months. Doctors had said that he would most likely be brain dead if he did wake up… but now this?

I wondered if I was dreaming—or if she was delusional… but I went to the hospital that evening. They permitted a short visit—and during that time, I saw Preston open his eyes. I saw him look at me. I saw his fingers lift from the mattress. He was still hooked up to all those machines—but he was very much alive: back from the dead like some sort of zombie.

“Nobody can believe it,” a doctor said to me. “There must be some very good reason he wants to stay alive.”

Over the next couple of weeks, his condition improved drastically. He was recovering faster than doctors thought possible, given how long his body had atrophied. He was able to sit up. He was able to eat. He was able to speak slowly. After three weeks, he even managed to get up using a walker, and he did a full lap around that hospital ward.

It was a miracle.

I kept managing the hotel. And on Tuesday nights, I kept finding myself sucked into that underground world of femboy fun. Every day, I got an update from Preston’s wife, letting me know about some new miraculous improvement to his condition. “He’ll be back at the hotel in no time at this rate,” she told me, with tears of joy in her eyes.

And I should have been happy for them… but instead, I was gutted. I knew what this meant: my time as a femboy was going to come to an end. I knew that every cock I sucked dressed in some skimpy lingerie was possibly the last cock I would ever suck.

My nightmare came true just six weeks after Preston’s miraculous awakening. I was sitting in the lobby, on a Tuesday morning, and Preston came in using a walker. He was weak and wobbling… but he was on his own, with a smile on his face. “I’ll take it from here, Freddy,” he said with a raspy voice.

“Look at you!” I said. I will admit that I was excited for him. I was happy that he was being given a second chance. But I hated that this meant things were going to go back to the way that they were.

“I feel like a whole new person,” he said. I helped him reach a sofa chair, and then I helped him sit. “I’m a bit sore still, but I’m ready to be back here.”

“It’s not necessary. You should probably take another few weeks to really regain your strength. I have everything here covered.”

He looked at me with a worried expression. “You’ve been keeping the hotel closed on Tuesdays, right?”

I stared back at him. There was no way that I could lie to him; he was going to talk to those femboys at some point, and he was going to learn that I’d been keeping his operation running… and maybe they would even tell him the truth about my participation.

I was worried that Preston would be angry… but I was even more worried that he would be happy. I was worried that he would find himself relating to me, and thinking that I was just like him. I mean—maybe that would win me points in terms of taking over that hotel one day… but I didn’t want him to think that I was like him, because I wasn’t. I wasn’t at all like him.

Or was I?

He was a liar and a cheater… but was I so much better? No, I wasn’t cheating on anyone, but I was lying. Even right now, as I refused to tell him the truth, I was lying. So was I really so much better?

I bit down on my tongue. I was afraid of killing him with stress, but I had to speak up. “I know what happens here on Tuesdays.”

His eyes widened and he froze. He stared at me. After a long silence, he cleared his throat and said, “I book the hotel out to a group of people. The same people every week. What they do… I have no idea. I don’t pry into the business of others, and if you’re insinuating that I do, I’m not going to be very happy, Freddy.”

He was lying again. The way he lied made me feel so… revolted. How could a person just lie like that? And he was lying to someone who had helped him. I had taken over that hotel for many months, and I had bailed him out of a serious business-ending disaster.

“I saw you with them,” I said. “I came to the hotel one night, and I saw you. It’s none of my business, Preston, and you’re a free person who can do what they want—but don’t lie to me and say that you have no idea what they do here.”

“If you breathe a word of this to my wife, you can kiss your job goodbye,” he said through clenched teeth.

“I just told you: that’s none of my business,” I went on, shaking my head. “I just want this hotel to continue operating in the green. I want customers leaving happy. I want good reviews. I want to make sure we are keeping cash aside for major issues.” I told him about the foundation.

And then he answered with the question that I was expecting. “How did you come up with the cash to pay for that?” He was looking weaker now. This conversation was giving him a beating.

“The Tuesday night girls,” I said. “Each week, they give me cash. I used it to pay for the fine and the foundation fixes.”

He stared at me, red in the face, body shaking as weakness consumed him.

“You need to just go home and let me handle it here,” I said. “You aren’t strong enough for this.”

“I’ll stay,” he rasped.

“I mean… it’s your hotel. You can do what you want. But your wife cares about your health, and I don’t think working a night shift right now is in your best interest.”

“I’ll stay,” he growled.

So I went and fetched my bag from the staff room. I tidied up the papers by the printer and then I headed to the door—but I stopped before leaving. I turned to Preston, who was still unmoved on that chair, looking angry—and humiliated.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to stay?” I asked.

“Go,” he said.

“You should tell your wife the truth.”

“Mind your business,” he said.

So I left.

And maybe it was wrong to leave. Maybe I should have listened to my instincts and stayed, regardless of what he said. With his miraculous recovery and rapidly improving condition, he was probably going to go on living and working for a lot longer—and now that I’d revealed to him what I knew about him, he was probably going to cut me loose.

My dreams of owning that hotel died when I confronted him—but at least I spoke the truth. At least I admitted to him what he was unable to admit to anyone. Maybe that made me a better person—and he was just stuck festering in his bitterness.

At least that’s what I thought. But the next twenty-four hours played out much differently than I expected…

Because Preston died in the hotel that night.


CHAPTER 8
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Iheard the news from his wife. She called me, and told me that police had just called her. “I hate to do this, but someone needs to be at the hotel—even just to close it up and make sure it’s all locked up. I—I’m with the police now at the hospital.”

So I went to the hotel, which was empty—but a mess. The police had broken up the night and chased off all of the femboys after Preston was found dead.

He apparently died while attempting to have sex with one of the girls. The police told everything to Preston’s wife. She was devastated, of course. She had no idea…

I gave my own statement to the police. I told them everything I knew—and I was honest when I told them, “They gave me money, but I don’t know who was exchanging money.” I didn’t tell them about my involvement over the past months.

In the end, they determined that the actions in that hotel were not part of any prostitution ring. Whether or not that was accurate, I don’t know, because I really never did see anyone exchanging cash—unless you count the end of the night when the girls gave me cash… maybe it was their own.

The biggest surprise of all was when we found out about Preston’s will. He wrote it hours before he died, as if he had some sort of suspicion that the end was near. He even had a lawyer come by the hotel that night to notarize it. In the will, he gave me the hotel, under the condition that I would continue to support his wife with a small percentage of profits. I thought that it was a fine deal—though it was hard to believe that Preston thought about me after that confrontation. It was hard to believe that he really wanted me to have that hotel after I had called him out on being a cheating liar.

Deep down, I think he appreciated my honesty. He knew that I would handle that hotel properly, which meant his wife would be able to live a comfortable life.

It was all very surreal. It was overwhelming at first, taking over all operations, even though I’d already essentially been handling everything for the past year. I was given all of the documents that Preston kept at his home office. I learned that there were other issues that had been swept under the rug, so a good deal of the next year was spent paying off loans and fees, and repairing outdated infrastructure.

But it was mine. Every morning, I came to the hotel and looked up at it in disbelief. It was mine… completely mine. A lawyer had come by the hotel and had me sign all of the paperwork. The deed was now in my name. The business was signed over to me. The only part that wasn’t mine was the percentage of profits that I was legally required to pay Preston’s wife—and it was a small percentage, because she was also receiving her own pension as well as life insurance.

On Tuesdays… the femboys would come back. And I will admit that I looked forward to Tuesdays. I will admit that I would get dressed and fool around with them. In fact, I’m not ashamed to admit it. I no longer came out of those Tuesday nights feeling dread or shame or humiliation. When the police cleared them all, and declared that none of it was illegal, I felt a lot better about it. And when I saw how happy those girls were every Tuesday night, I realized that there really was no harm in any of this. Everyone left happy. Everyone left feeling fulfilled.

And over the next few months, I got to know some of those femboys a bit better. Most of them went back to being men for the rest of the week because of pressures in their lives to do so. For them, those Tuesday nights were their only chance to feel free—to feel like themselves. And maybe there was nothing wrong with that. Nobody was forcing them to participate, after all; it was all consensual.

It was an escape for me too. I was always excited for those Tuesday nights. It was a chance to be surrounded by people who I understood—people who understood me. For me, the feminization and crossdressing was all still very new. Some of them knew that they wanted to become women properly, with hormones and operations and whatnot. I wasn’t so sure that I was there yet; I liked being a girl, but I still wanted to explore that world.

I will admit to you that there were days I would get dressed up and run the hotel as a girl. I was convincing enough that none of the guests had any idea, and I only ever did it when I knew that I wouldn’t have any employees coming by. I guess it was still very much a secret for me… but I had a feeling that it wasn’t going to stay a secret for very long. Preston wasn’t able to keep it a secret—and now, I was, after all, the owner of that once-a-week Femboy Hotel.

THE END
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