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I could tell my co-workers were getting unhappy with me by the way they whispered behind my back and the looks they gave me. Not to mention the poor guy that shared an apartment with me. I was snappy and irritable and seven shades of bitchy. I knew what my problem was but couldn’t ever, ever tell them. I was pretty sure men couldn’t get PMT, but I, for one, could get PST – Pre-Sissy Tension. The only way to alleviate it, and get close to being back in my co-workers good books, was by being Tiffany and getting fucked like the sissy slut she was.

So it was that I nearly screamed aloud (and would’ve scared the life out of Sally sitting next at the desk next to me) when I saw that the office I’d gone to last time needed some help. I didn’t give a shit what the help was, hell, I didn’t know if I could even help. The important part was to stay at the same motel where Tiffany discovered she had needs, and wants, and could be herself. 

I put my name forward and got an almost instantaneous confirmation email in return. Then I made the motel booking. My hands trembled as I tapped my details in and hoped they had a room available. If they didn’t I suppose I could be Tiffany at some other place. But I got another green light. This was looking to be my day. The only other hurdle would be if the same receptionist was still there. If she was would she remember me? Or the humiliating things she made Tiffany do? I had to take the chance, for my sanity, and that of my co-workers and roommate.

But what should I pack? My French maid uniform, it went without saying, but what else? The new see-through frilly white babydoll nightie with matching panties I’d got off the internet? Oh, that would be so good to wear, so soft against my smooth skin. I was so far into PST I got a hard-on just thinking about what to take! Although I was pretty sure I hid it, and the pre-cum my cock smeared on the inside of the pretty panties I wore, from my co-workers.

Back at my shared apartment Tiffany’s case was almost bursting at the seams with gorgeous feminine lingerie and slutty outfits, while my other case contained the boring male stuff I had to wear.
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Arriving at the motel some male I’d never seen before checked me in. I tried to look around for the lady that made me do such humiliating sissy things last time but I couldn’t see her. I also felt it best not to ask about her as I had no idea what her name was, and describing her as someone’s whose hot pussy I’d licked previously was a non-starter.

Luckily at the office Tiffany took a back seat and I managed to help without biting anyone’s head off, and also avoided going out for a drink with anyone. I’d probably got a reputation by now and they were wondering why I’d volunteered to help without participating in any after work socialising. That was not what I was interested in.

When I’d finished and got back to the motel I got out of the hire car, hopefully remembering to lock it behind me, and walked into the motel. My heart was thumping like it was trying to escape from my chest. I possibly said something to whoever was at reception but if asked wouldn’t be able to remember what it was or who was there. My hard erection pulled me along the corridor to my room. Would she be inside? Or would she wait until I’d got dressed in my frilly sissy finery?

I opened the door. The lights were off. I closed the door behind me and leant back against it. No strange perfume scented the air. The room had that empty feeling. I turned the lights on and saw everything was as I’d left it. Walking round the corner I saw clothes lying on the bed, but they weren’t those I’d brought in Tiffany’s case. Not the short pleated plaid skirt, the cropped white blouse, or white lace-trimmed bra, garter and panty set. Nor even the wig with side pigtails. And especially not the pink-jewelled butt-plug. I let a breath out I hadn’t realised I’d been holding. She was still here. And she wanted to play with Tiffany.

Looking closer I saw she’d also been in Tiffany’s case and taken out a new box of white lace-top hold-up stockings, a tube of lube for the butt-plug, and my fuck-me shiny red stilettos.

Underneath the butt-plug I found a note-

The Headmistress expects Tiffany in Room 7 for her detention. 

So, I wasn’t going to be a sexy French maid. Instead I’d been a naughty college girl. And was going to be punished.
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I carefully opened the door. Was anyone around to see slutty college girl Tiffany? 

No. 

A little voice in me asked what the fuck I was doing, dressed like this, going to see someone I didn’t really know (apart from the aforementioned clit-licking), to do god-knows what? But Tiffany had been quiet for too long and wouldn’t be denied her humiliating sissy desires. The proof of that was her erection pushing against the white cotton lace-trimmed panties and forcing them up between her smooth ass cheeks and sliding against the end of the butt-plug.

My room was 35, but where was room 7? Opposite me was 36. Further along to the left was 38. Therefore 7 would be to my right. But how far? How far would Tiffany have to go with the chance of being seen?

Not hearing any voice or sounds of movement I closed the door behind me. The butt-plug moving in my ass would only let me take small scurrying steps along the hallway in my red stilettos.

A cool breeze found my uncovered torso, my freshly shaved stockinged legs, and flowed up my barely-there plaid skirt. My pigtails bounced off my shoulders and large breasts barely contained by my cropped white blouse.

Desperately I counted the door numbers, my ears open for any sound of people coming along the hallway or out of their rooms. I passed room 20 and stopped before turning a corner. I peered round, my long dark eyelashes flapping. 

Still no-one. 

Anyone behind me eyeing the jewelled butt-plug and ass cheeks of a big-breasted slutty college girl? 

No.

I sped past the doors until I came to room 7. Dare I knock? What would she make me, or rather Tiffany, do? I stood undecided in the hallway. Then Tiffany made the decision for me and knocked.

“Hello? Who is it?” a female voice said from inside.

Was I at the right door? Had I read the card correctly? I didn’t have it on me. I suppose I could’ve tucked it into my bra like I did my room’s key-card. I glanced round the hallway, no other door had 7 on it.

I made sure to soften my voice before saying, “It’s me, um, Tiffany, Miss?”

“What are you here for, Tiffany?”

“Detention, Miss?”

“Why?”

“Er, I’ve been naughty, Miss?”

The door opened. It was the same lady that made me do such humiliating things last time I stayed here. She had her hair up in a tight bun and wore a dark red satin pussy-bow blouse, a knee-length black leather skirt, nylons and shiny red heels that matched her blouse. She looked gorgeous.

“Tiffany?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“You look very pretty.”

I glowed inside.

“Thank you, Miss. So do you.”

She smiled at the compliment, then said, “Are you properly dressed for detention?”

What did she mean by that? And could she let me in so I’d not potentially be seen by anyone?

“Um, yes, Miss?”

“Turn around and bend over, Tiffany.”

Oh, the jewelled butt-plug.

I quickly turned around and bent over, then reached round and lifted the hem on my short plaid skirt with one hand and used my other to pull my panties down to show her the jewel end of the butt plug that was moving so deliciously inside of me.

I heard people start talking from along the corridor and quickly stood up, letting go of my skirt and panties, and turned around.

She still stood there, with a thin smile on her face and a glint in her eye. I knew she could hear them as well. But why wasn’t she letting me enter?

“Please, Miss!” I frantically whispered, trying to pull my short skirt lower so that I didn’t look so much like a college girl slut. 

The voices came closer and closer. It sounded like a man and woman. I turned to look. How close were they?

Suddenly my arm was grabbed and she yanked me into the room and quickly closed the door.
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I breathed a sigh of relief, hearing the voices pass by the closed door. I was safe from being seen. But now I wondered what she was going to do with me.

“Into my office, Tiffany.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said in my feminine Tiffany voice.

As well as the room’s bed a wooden school desk met my eyes as I walked round the corner. 

“Stand there,” she ordered, indicating the centre of the room.

“Yes, Miss.”

I shuffled over to it and stood still, my hands clasped nervously in front of me, my butt plug making my erection and balls go nuts. I definitely felt like a naughty college girl called to the headmistress’s office.

Slowly she walked around me, flicking my ponytails, feeling my cotton blouse, straightening my short plaid skirt. Then she sat down at the desk and put some glasses on.

The desk had the standard lamp, but also a mobile phone and a brown folder. She pressed a button on the phone and then pulled the folder towards her and opened it.

“This is your report, Tiffany.”

“Miss.”

She fixed me with a glare. “It doesn’t make good reading, Tiffany.”

“No, Miss. Er, sorry, Miss.”

I looked shamefacedly down at my shiny red stilettos.

“Have you always been a slut, Tiffany?” she said sternly.

I looked up in surprise, “Miss?”

She
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