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The door closed behind me with a satisfyingly solid click! I knew that it would only open to the key card I had but, just to be certain, I made sure to use the deadbolt. Absolutely, no one was getting in. And that was the way I liked it.

I took a deep breath to release the tension that had been building in me all day with those stupid meetings. Why not just send an email? No, the physical presence of a person was required. And as I had no family commitments I was fair game. Fine, but after the meetings my time was my own. No getting drunk with people I didn’t know and wouldn’t be able to pick out in a police line-up. No getting drunk in god knows where with no hope of me finding my way back to my room and bed. Nope, no sirree. I was only here for one day anyway, tomorrow I’d be off back home. And I had far more important plans for tonight.

Excitement built in me as I walked past the bathroom to where I’d left my two suitcases on the couch cum spare bed. The large one held my normal clothes and travel stuff that everyone took, and was big enough to contain the smaller one which contained Tiffany, and everything that Tiffany needed to exist. And it was way past time for her to have a girly night in, out of sight of the guy I shared an apartment with back home, who definitely wouldn’t understand.

Opening the smaller suitcase my soul gave a delightful little shiver at the sight of the feminine lace and satin clothes that burst forth from being shut away for so long. Almost reverently I took out a black satin and lace slip and French knicker set that I knew Tiffany was so looking forward to sleeping in tonight. Holding it up to the light I watched the shimmer of the fabric and turned to gently lay them on the bed. But before sleeping Tiffany needed a hot luxurious bubble bath to wash away the day’s toil. Before coming on this monumental waste of time I’d made sure to go shopping for Tiffany, and found just the flower-fragranced bath set I knew she’d love. I unzipped the fabric case and held it up to my face. The scents flowed into me, filling me up with beauty and femininity. I couldn’t wait to let Tiffany use them. 

Putting the case on the bed I took out another case, this one contained things for Tiffany to play with - long rounded things and gels. Maybe tonight she’d pluck up courage and go to the next base? We’d see how she felt. Next was the laptop with the bookmarked sissy porn web pages.

Taking the bath set to the bathroom I turned the light on and heard the extractor fan start up. It was just a background hum. I’d never been in one of this group’s motels before. I deliberately didn’t book a fleabag motel, but something with a little class. It looked like I’d made a good choice. Maybe I’d keep them in mind if I had to go to any other stupid meetings around the country.

I stuck the bath plug in and set the water to run hot and steamy. Tiffany would love this! Opening the bath set further I took out the bubble bath. The container shared the flowery design that the set came in. Taking off the top I poured the colourful contents so they mingled with the flow of steamy water from the mixer tap. Suddenly the room filled with the scent of beautiful flowers. Oh, Tiffany was a lucky girl!

Keeping an eye on the bath I kicked off my shoes, undid my tie and belt and let my pants fall to the floor. I undid my shirt buttons and stripped naked while inhaling the wonderful scent coming from the bath and watching it fill with lovely bubbles!

I went back to the suitcase and gently lifted out Tiffany’s work clothes and shoes. Returning to the bathroom I placed the shoes on the floor and hung her clothes on the spare hook behind the door next to the large soft, fluffy white towel the motel provided (another plus for the company).

With the bath at the right level (although it was a bit tricky to tell with all the bubbles) I turned the mixer tap off and closed the door. Then I carefully stepped into the bath and lowered myself down into the hot fragrant water, letting the heat and gorgeous scents and fluffy bubbles melt my cold, hard exterior and allow Tiffany to come to life.

~
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My skin felt soft as I gently patted myself down with the fluffy white towel. Tiffany definitely approved. And there was so much more for her to look forward to!

When I was sure I was dry enough I put on the black waist-cincher, making sure it was tight, but not too tight, so it gave me the perfect feminine hourglass figure. Then the black satin and white lace padded bra (with the cups already containing breast forms), the black garter belt, the black seamed stockings, and the frilly white satin panties (which had a bit of a problem getting over my swelling dick). Then it was time for Tiffany’s work clothes! I took the flouncy, short, black and white satin, French maid uniform off its padded hanger and stepped into it, then gently lifted it up, feeling it slide sensuously up my nylon-clad legs. I slid my arms through the short puffy sleeves and made sure it was in position before reaching round and carefully zipping it up at the back. Then it was time for the frilly white cuffs and matching choker. Using the bathroom mirror I made sure the dark, shoulder-length wavy wig was in position, then pinned the white satin maid cap on top. Opening up Tiffany’s make-up case I made sure she had the shimmeriest eyeshadow, the longest, darkest lashes, and, of course, the sluttiest red lips. Lastly I slid my stockinged feet into the five-inch shiny black stiletto shoes. 

Tiffany was ready.

Tiffany was ready to be a slut.

Tiffany was ready to suck cock.

My semi-erect dick pushed against the frilly white satin panties as I got used to the height of the heels and then opened the bathroom door. I felt a slight lubrication at the tip of my cock as my excited precum met the smooth satin and rubbed against it.

Walking into the hallway with the short skirt brushing against my black nylon stockings I saw the clothes on the floor. What a pig my master was for leaving dirty clothes just lying around! I very carefully crouched down, feeling the waist cincher tighten against my body and my dick delightfully squeezed by my frilly satin panties as I did so, and picked them up. 

Walking into the bedroom I gave a surprised cry and almost dropped them in shock. 

There was someone else in the room.

Someone I didn’t know was seeing me dressed like this.

“Wh... what are–?” I stammered at the woman, my heart thumping like a bass drum. She sat on the side of my bed, her legs crossed showing off her calf-length shiny high-heeled black boots, a long black pencil skirt and a shiny white satin blouse. I almost didn’t recognise her as one of the receptionists that booked me in when I arrived.

She smiled at me, “My, aren’t you a pretty sissy.”

How did she get in? I’d deadlocked the door?

“What–?” I tried again.

“Do you have a name?”

What? Of course I had a name. It was the one I put on the forms.

She must have seen my confusion as she indicated my outfit with a hand and said, “Your sissy name.”

“I–” I began but then I saw she’d opened the case of Tiffany’s toys, and my laptop was playing a video of a sissy sucking someone’s cock. My legs almost failed me but before I fell I managed to grab hold of the room’s desk for support.

My worst nightmare had come true. This was far worse than when my flatmate almost found me dressed. What was she going to do to me? Blackmail me? Would I lose my job?

“You still haven’t told me your name.”

She’d seen Tiffany. She’d seen Tiffany’s toys. She’d seen the sissy porn Tiffany was planning to watch. There wasn’t much else she didn’t know about my secret shame. I tried to speak but needed to clear my throat first.

“Tiffany,” I managed to whisper.

“Pretty name.”

“Um, thank you?”

She turned and picked up the black satin and lace lingerie I was planning to wear to bed, running it through her fingers, feeling its smooth softness. “Nice. Do you want to know my name?”

What? “Er, ok?”

Her eyes met mine. “It’s Mistress.”

I looked at her, my mind not working, not knowing what to say.

Putting my sleepwear back down she said, “We get all sorts staying here, Tiffany. Couples going around the country on holiday, people just staying the night. But do you know what my favourite type is, Tiffany?”

“No?”

“No...?” She raised her eyebrows at me as if waiting for more.

“No... er Mistress?”

She held a finger up, “Uhuh, in Tiffany’s voice.”

I cleared my throat again and softened my voice to sound more female. “No, Mistress.”

She smiled at me, “Much better. My favourites are the single, furtive-looking men. Because you know what they are, Tiffany?”

“No, Mistress?”

“They’re sissies. Getting all hot and bothered at wanting to wear female clothes. Sexy dresses, short skirts, girly panties and bras.” She indicated the short frilly French maid uniform I wore, “Even slutty uniforms like that.”

I felt more warmth in my cheeks at my secret shame. Was I so easy to read? 

“Do you know how I know they’re sissies, Tiffany?”

“No, Mistress.”

“They can’t take their eyes off my satin blouse. I can tell they don’t want to fuck me, but to wear it. Does wearing pretty, girly panties turn you on, Tiffany?”

“Yes,” I whispered, feeling
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