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All characters are over the age of 21.

This is a work of book. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.  All rights reserved.
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SAM SAT HOME AT HIS desk going over a number of items on his new rig. His calendar was open on one screen where he could check the appointments for the coming week along with each client’s particulars. 

On the second screen was his bookkeeping and shopping sites looking over new additions to his wardrobe.

Sam was a sissy maid and a very successful one at that. Happier with his new job than he was at any of his previous jobs.

This was not a job that Sam fell into on purpose or a lifestyle choice. He had an opportunity presented to him and simply ran with it.

Coming out of Covid, Sam worked at a myriad of retail jobs because nobody would give him thirty or more hours a week or pay a decent living wage. He tried to find something full-time, but nobody was interested in someone without a college degree.

One day, Sam just got tired of dealing with the Karen’s at his dollar store and quit his primary job. The one that gave him twenty hours a week. 

At first, he was happy to have just up and quit. The store was understaffed by at least two people and the co-worker he often worked with was a piece of work.

She fell in love more times on the internet than he could count often jumping from bad relationship to bad relationship in a span of days. Each guy was a new love being the one for a month or two until she left. There was a pattern here and every day at work it was a new adventure. She was either in love planning the wedding or beside herself over a broken heart.

A week or so later, Sam felt some remorse with a major portion of his income gone. He replaced some of the hours with a new retail job that was just as mundane as his last and some hours helping out friends doing construction. 

It was Sam’s hope that if he helped out at some of the construction jobs for the new fast-food restaurants, maybe he could swing a position and some solid hours when they started hiring.

Like most of Sam’s ideas, they did not work out.

One night he was sitting on the couch after eating some ramen realizing he needed to pick up some extra money soon. Winter was coming and with the cold weather, it meant he was not going to have the outdoor jobs to lean on for extra cash.

As Sam was perusing some local online boards there was an ad for a maid. Sam laughed it off, but it was on a day when he could pick up some extra cash. 

Initially, he brushed it off but after searching the job boards Sam thought to himself that beggars cannot be choosers. With winter coming, the extra money hit on the right date.

The first couple of applications went nowhere before someone responded about services. Sam replied and went over to clean the house. It took him two hours of what he considered light work compared to his other jobs.

The man calling Sam seem pleased at his work but disappointed at the same time.

Sam did not know what he could do better until his phone rang from someone named Sparkle. She was apparently outside and wanted to talk. Sam was confused but agreed to unlock his apartment door.

Sparkle sashayed into Sam’s apartment not paying attention to the drab furniture. She walked over to the couch with an air of importance sitting down with her legs together and knees touching.

She patted the couch signaling for Sam to sit down next to her. One thing he did notice was that she looked very passable for a guy. Her lithe figure and little to no breasts made the front of her maid outfit very flat but proper. Her skirt was just low enough to meet her stocking tops when standing showing off a few inches of skin sitting down while not showing anything under the skirt off.

Sam admired her posture, which was perfect. Straight back, chest forward, shoulders back, and eye always looking forward.

When Sam sat down, Sparkle turned her head to face him and tilted her head just a bit to show attention. Her lips glistened in the light streaming through the window behind the couch which did not have any curtains.

‘Sam,’ Sparkle started with her eyes almost shut showing off her eyelashes which curled up. Her puckered lips opened just enough to speak and look as sexy as any genetic girl Sam has seen in months. She looked perfect and he wanted to ask her, no him, no her out on a date or better yet jump her right there.

Sam moved to speak but Sparkle lifted one finger gently placing it on Sam’s lips letting him know not to speak.

‘I came here to talk to you Sam. I know that you are new to the business so I thought I might set you on the right path to see if this is the lifestyle for you. After all, being a maid is so much more about just cleaning a house and scrubbing floors, Sparkle said with an air of confidence while never moving her body once.

‘I don’t seem to understand,’ Sam said with a bit of a confused look on his face. Sparkle was a trap. Sissy. How or should he find an opening with her?

Sparkle rolled her eyes just a bit before continuing with a smirk appearing in the corner of her right lip. Sam noticed the gloss on her lips and a strange smell.

‘Sam, being a maid means selling the sizzle. You and anyone else can clean. That is not hard. It is all in how you do it. If you get my drift.’

‘You are saying you want me to dress up?’

‘You do have the figure for it. Tall. Lanky. Thin. With a little work, you can have a nice peach ass. Do you ever wonder why men do not call you back despite doing a fine job?’

‘It was making me angry.’
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