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Sage sat at her desk going over her schedule for next week. Ten clients over seven days for her maid service. Word was really getting around about the new sissy maid on the block.

Before Sage became Sage, she was Sam your average nobody with multiple part-time jobs trying to make a living from month-to-month.

Sam drew little interest from women resigning himself to a life of jerking off to porn online. The prospects were few and far between. He often felt himself being at the bottom of the barrel having been turned down multiple times from women who most guys would resign themselves to best they can.

That did not mean Sam was not a nice guy, but he did not have the job prospects or background that would have women pounding on his door wanting to marry him. Instead, Sam was just an average guy with a lithe figure.

One day, Sam overheard a conversation from a friend regarding someone they kinda knew in passing who got a job cleaning houses and was raking in the cash. 

Sam thought about the opportunity for a bit before deciding that maybe, just maybe, he might give it a shot. After all, winter was coming, and he was going to lose some hours helping friends doing construction so why not. It was work and indoor work was great during the winter allowing him to work outside during the summer.

The first few jobs went fine with Sam doing what would be considered a fine job, but the clients were not interested in him returning. 

Then one day, Sam met Sparkle, and his world turned upside down. Sparkle was, to put it bluntly, a trap. And a cute one at that. The difference was Sparkle understood this business and was a success.

Sparkle took Sam or Sage, as she was now known, under her wing giving her some lessons on how to act and walk.

Sam at first thought the lessons were a bit silly. Learning to walk with a book on your head. One foot in front of the other. Bending over at the waist. Basic things like that to see if Sam was ready for this type of job.

Being a sissy maid, was a job where the more sizzle you showed to a client when cleaning the house, the more interest you garnered. More cock as well.

The way Sparkle put it, a good sissy sells the sizzle. Your walk and posture have to be perfect. Bend over at the waist so your ass faces the client. Always show a focus on cleaning when you may have no interest in cleaning. 

Men enjoy the show, and a good sissy maid sells that sizzle. The item of affection they cannot get elsewhere.

Once Sam got a few lessons under his belt from Sparkle he moved on taking the name of Sage finding the sissy maid job and lifestyle one that he would never imagine.

In just a month’s time, Sam went from working four part-time jobs to being a full-time sissy maid. The gig economy was working just great for Sam. He could focus his efforts on being a sissy maid full-time putting extra money back into his job buying new maid outfits, fancy panties, thongs, fake breasts, and top tier makeup.

Now Sage had herself a custom computer with two monitors to keep track of everything. Self-employment accounting software. All expenses tracked with spreadsheets. 

It was a lot of work but a successful sissy maid like Sage needed to stay on top of everything. 

Ten jobs next week alone had her head spinning as she munched on a spinach salad noticing that it was time to work out and do yoga in fifteen minutes. 

Crunches and fire hydrants to make her sissy ass pop out. She wanted it to lift the skirt when she walked so every head would turn. That pop of her sissy ass was the sizzle Sparkle always talked about. Most sissy maids went with a tiny skirt or one that stopped at the bottom of her ass.

Sage wanted her skirt to pop out just a bit. Let that skirt ride up her ass on its own. Show off the goods. Sell the sizzle.

As Sage moved to start her workout and yoga, she pondered Sparkle telling her that sissy maids went as far as their motivation carried them.

It may seem simple enough but once word got around, she was getting multiple calls from people wanting her to come clean their houses. Some sissies were branching out into boats, campers, and recreational vehicles.

One sissy, who lived in a trailer park next to a campsite was quite popular with the weekend getaway crowd. She worked every recreational vehicle that pulled into the lot. Or at least it felt that way. 

Rumor had it she was also working under the table for the owner but hey if she was making bank in this gig economy where you had to work hard and get what you could then good for her.

Once Sage was finished with her yoga and workout, she looked over her notes for tomorrow before checking her wardrobe making sure the outfit she would wear was appropriate for the job. 

Some gentlemen liked the traditional maid outfit. Other different colors. Some wanted gaudy makeup with fake breasts. To each their own as she cleaned their houses. 

The key was selling the sizzle so that every client was left with a fond memory excited to schedule Sage’s next visit. Every client needed to be fully satisfied that she went above and beyond the call of duty to ensure their complete satisfaction.

Sage wondered what Sam’s old high school friends would think of him now. They used to call him lazy and unmotivated. Especially his old teachers who never seemed to know how to motivate Sam.

But Sage had the brass ring on the merry-go-round thrust in front of her and she grabbed it clutching it for all she was worth.
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