
        
            
                
            
        

    Sissy Maid Service Book 1

J.J. Cummings



The clock strikes half-past eight, it’s time for work. I get my curly blond hair into something feasibly decent and almost cherub-like and wipe the mess out of my off-blue eyes. Shove at least four days worth of my work clothing in my bag and abandon my band and video game shirts for a white button up and some black slacks. One would think I’d wear my work clothing to the job, but there’s a level of discretion to be had to these things. That and, given the passionate nature of the work, it’s best to keep things clinical with clean-cut professionalism.
As much as one like me can anyway.
I wipe the smirk from my face and head out. It’s a fifteen-minute drive from my current place, though it weaves out of the gray and unwashed brick red city and into the cul-de-sac laden suburbs.
I drive up to my destination, get out and lock the door behind me. Won’t be driving again for a couple days.
The agency called me for this position two weeks ago. A day-long assignment as a maid — it’s a customer favorite fetish and not a cheap one to fulfill, given the skill set involved. Of course, that’s including the other privately requested services.
I walk up to the door, it swings open before I can knock. There stands the assumed owner of the house. Thin rimmed glasses and a touch of gray at the temple, a buttoned-up office shirt that pulls just right at the biceps and upper chest. Daddy. It brings a tiny quirk to the side of my lips that I quell before it grows any further.
“Hello. I’m assuming you’re Nathan Richards?” Takes work to keep my voice even.
“Yes, I assume you’re from the agency?”
“Yes, you may call me Alan.” It’s a slick way to tell him that’s not really my name, the nod he gives me says he picks up on it. He seems like the type who does this often in secret, hiding his more socially reviled indulgences from the wife and kids.
Something in the pit of my stomach rears its head and I grip the briefcase by my side ever tighter. Calm down, we'll start soon.
“May I come in?”
“Oh yes, of course.”
No, this is definitely not this guy’s first time ordering services such as mine. He conducts and holds himself with too much decorum. Usually, when people call our agency for the first time, you’re greeted with stilted speech and more stuttering than a dying car.
He holds himself too well to be a ‘virgin’.
I’d be lying if I said that wasn’t exciting.
I straighten myself out as he leads me from his nondescript foyer and into the living room. The typical and plain set up of sofa, table, television, well put together enough to be welcoming.
“I’ll use your bathroom to get ready. Upstairs, right?”
“Yes. I’ll wait for you.”
Right. I move upstairs, gripping my bag a little tighter. This is the sort of work I enjoy, but the wait to finally get it on and moving is killing me. When I into the tiled bathroom and all but tear into the briefcase, I’m practically shaking.
I pull my work outfit free from the confines; a maid’s dress, complete with stockings ending just over the thigh but beneath the skirt hem, lace headband and pink ribbon lace choker. And of course, the little black heels.
I scramble out of the stuffy work outfit to put it on.
I check over myself in the mirror. Make what changes I can with a tiny makeup case of blush and eyeliner.
What a blessing to be twenty three and still girly looking. Old enough to be legal, young enough to pull off a vague feminine look without makeup. Now I look like I should, like what I am. I shove the things back into the briefcase—I won’t have to wear that shit for a while. I come down the stairs one deliberate step at a time.
Nathan looks over the sofa at me and smiles ear to ear. He’s got plans for me, I’m sure of it, and the more I wonder about them the more excited I get. How much of a freak is my newest customer? The best one I’ve ever had was…well—Nathan would be frightening if he was that good.
“I’m ready for work, Master Nathan.”
“Good. Good.” Nathan says, nodding. His gaze is becoming a burning weight on me. My cock stirs in the lace panties that came with the outfit. Not yet.
I have to focus on pleasing him first, after all.
“Why don’t you get started by grabbing some cleaning supplies from the kitchen and wiping the underside of the table?”
A…weird first request. Most people just skip straight to the fucking—on the other hand, cleaning is actually an optional added service that he’s paid for. My excitement slows and I retrieve something resembling cleaning products from underneath the sink in the kitchen, returning to his side.
He pushes the table forward to make room and I get on my hands and knees, crawl in front of him and underneath the table. My skirt hiked up enough to show off my panties, and the position makes far, far more sense then I’d previously thought.
There’s something heavy about Nathan. Something sinful in his gaze that even while I’m somewhat cleaning the underside of the already spotless table, I can feel him leering at me.
“Turn around.”
That’s a task and a half. I’m shorter than most at hardly four eleven feet, but I’m still a grown man.
I manage it though. The sound of his zipper being drawn down draws my eyes upward. Nathan frees his cock from his pants. “While you’re down there…”  It comes down right next to my face, below the edge of the table. I can practically feel the heat irradiating off him. Better, I was beginning to think I wasn’t having any effect on him.
He’s uncut, with a thick vein traveling down the shaft. I focus there first, lining the heated length with kisses. He releases a sigh that’s music to my ears. There’s something magical in having a cock in my hands. My mouth waters and my throat gets tight as if knowing that I’ll be trying to deep-throat it soon.
I trail my tongue down the underside of the shaft. Under my hand, I can feel his right leg tense up.
“Do you like it, master?” I croon in a voice unlike myself.
“Yes—just take it—take it all.”
He might not be too much longer, even with this little bit of treatment. Perhaps I shouldn’t. Perhaps I should toy with him a little longer. Make him wait and work for it until those bespectacled eyes narrowed until he grabbed me by my shoulders and took me hard against the table. Work the beast out of him so he could fuck me like one.
On the other hand, I need cum. I can’t ascribe any comparable glory to the feeling of cum sliding down my throat. When it’s been so long, I need it.
I slurp the head up into my mouth, guide it the first few tantalizing inches and then let it glide down my throat. When I’d first started I couldn’t do it and denied how wonderful the feeling was. To have inches of another man deep inside your throat, blocking your breathing, feeling so helpless and yet having your head haze into desire.
Now I can’t live without it—hell I’ve made it my profession.
He pushes me back, his cock pulls free from my throat none too gently. I cough, swipe the saliva from my lips. A graceless, messy affair. 
“Get up here, come on—” He reaches down and helps me scramble from underneath the table. I go from crawling on my knees to being grabbed by my shoulders and shoved gracelessly belly first onto the table surface. I’m still gripping the cleaning cloth in one of my hands.
There’s a physical lurch as my underwear is all but torn off me until it hangs, half ripped on the carpet around my bent knees.
Too long. Even if it was only a week its been too long. Blame it on the training or the desperation, but I can’t help but begin to quiver at the press of his uncut head at my entrance.
All it took was a paycheck and a push in the right direction to prove that on some level I was meant for this position. Constantly on my knees, taking a dick and being a real man’s bitch was supposed to be my purpose.
Now I was finally getting what I wanted.
“Please, please—” It becomes a mantra as solemn as prayer as Nathan fucks me against the table so hard it scraps along the carpeted flooring. That’ll cause damage, neither of us cares. My cock bounces underneath the silk fabric of my maid uniform, aching with the need to be stroked to completion. With how Nathan is thrusting into me, slamming into that one spot that drives me absolutely mad, I won’t need to.
“This--is how a sissy slut like you--needs to be reamed.” His breath is labored. He’s right and that thought alone sends my eyes rolling back. With every thrust I can feel both our orgasms coming, drawing closer and closer.
I clutch the opposite end of the table to stop myself from falling over. My orgasm is coming fast and I can practically feel the hot flashes of his cum already. When it comes I let out a broken, pleading shout. My cum stains the table surface and the front of my maid’s outfit. Nathan shoves his face in the crook of my neck, thrusting through his orgasm. I can feel every single drop he releases into me like molten lava.
By the time he’s done, I’ve sunk onto the table.
Satisfaction is melting into my bones. His warmth has flooded me.
“Is this how a maid is supposed to hold themselves?”
“I didn’t think you hired me for my modesty.”
He laughs. Eventually, his cock pulls free of me. I catch myself drawing circles in the table surface like a lovestruck girl. I feel wretchedly empty. Shouldn’t last. With how quickly we got to this point I have a feeling that over the next two days, I won’t be without him for long.
I face him. He looks over me and he shakes his head. There’s cum all over the front of my outfit. 
“Should I go change?”
He appears to toy with the idea before discarding it. “No.”
Oh. I swallow hard. Throat suddenly dry. Not fear, excitement. Most men don’t even want to see me out of the outfit, much less so blatantly unkempt. Panties destroyed, outfit cum-laden, mused and ruined. It reminds them too much that I’m a sissy and not a woman.
This man, however, is…
Filthy.
He pulls up his zipper, reclines on the couch. “Now, are you sleeping on the premises or off?”
“Your preference.”
He grins like a snake that’s caught its prey. “Fantastic.”
***
I’d been instructed to ‘pretend’ clean the front windows for a while and meet him back upstairs in an hour. Whatever he was planning or wanted would be finished by then.
Excitement makes the time pass slow. It isn’t as if I’m some sort of blushing virgin, I’ve been working as a sissy for months to a year now, selling my ass out to anyone who could afford the high fee (for a high-quality product). But, I can’t help but wonder ‘what’s this one into?’ whenever I meet my clients. Box of chocolates, as they say.
Ten minutes before the next hour. The windows can’t be any cleaner than they already are. The cum on my outfit has long since dried and either flaked off or sunk into the fabric, ruining it forever. I swear, just run my way through these things…
“Alan, can you come here for a moment?”
It must be time. I dump the paper towels into the garbage as I head upstairs. Takes me a moment to find his bedroom, but when I do he’s seated on the edge of the bed, rubbing his wrists.
I stand in front of him, doing my best to hide my smile.
“Alan.”
“Yes, sir?”
“It's your job to clean the house, top to bottom, correct?”
“Yes, sir.”
“But look at you.” He says and reaches out to brush his fingers over my dirtied uniform. That explains the point of this scene, at least. “If your job is to clean, don’t you think it’s wrong for you to hold yourself in such a way?”
“M-master—” I cut myself off, nervously fidgeting. ‘You made me look like this’ dies on my tongue.
He chuckles and gets up. “Punishment is in order. Come here, lie down on the bed.”
I eye the deep red bedsheets and sturdy, thick wooden frame. What’s this guy planning? The last time I’d been fucked in a bed it hadn’t been nearly as interesting as I thought it would be; just my face shoved in the sheets and ass in the air for all of five minutes before he blew his load and rolled to the side. Slept until my assignment was done.
Easy money, but boring.
I sit over the edge before fully crawling into the center. Nathan stands there, as casual as ever. If I wasn’t as well versed in the usual look of our clientele I would’ve written him off as your stereotypical, if abnormally handsome, middle-class guy. I know better now; the more ‘normal’ someone looks, the more likely they’re a complete freak.
Nathan reaches over, runs a warm palm down my leg stocking. I shift, lying down straight as a board before Nathan guides me upward, my head at about pillow level.
“Now, let me see what you’ve done here.”
He draws the skirt up until the lacy undergarments are on full display. Still half torn from our previous session downstairs on the table. Nathan’s smile is enough of a tell; They must be stained and beyond repair at this point.
“Unacceptable.” He whispers.
He grabs the side of the fabric and tears it free from my body. A yelp escapes me before I can stop it—he notices, shoves the torn underwear into my mouth as a makeshift gag.
“Bite down.”
I do as he says. The pit of my stomach alighting and my cock stirring to life under all this attention. Simplicity has been abandoned here, this isn’t some rough merciless pounding against a table, this is more explicit and intimate than that.
“Getting hard already?” Nathan’s voice sounds disappointed, but the smile is constant. “Well, we’ll deal with that in time. Until then—” He reaches into the side table and pulls out a number of shining handcuffs and shows them to me. “You’ll be wearing these, understood?”
This is interesting.
I nod and raise my arms. Nathan maneuvers them to about the midpoint of each side of the bed-frame before clicking the cuffs into place. Two more are placed on the bedframe but hang there unused. They don’t feel tight or difficult, but I do feel trapped. I can’t lower my arms at all. Can’t remember the last time someone put cuffs on me in a sexual sense.
“Now, since you’re so willing to touch yourself, I figure we could skip the middle man and have me do it.”
I nod again. Nathan takes my cock into his hand. If it weren’t for the underwear in my mouth I would’ve filled the room with cries for him. My cock strains against his hand.
My own pre-cum was pooling onto the underside of the lifted skirt. If the goal was to make me not make a mess, we’ve already failed. The promise of orgasm is mounting in the pit of my stomach. My cock is stirring in his hand. I’m aching, ready for release when he pulls his hand away.
Discarding professional pride, I make an awful, desperate noise.
He feigns a sorry face. “Poor baby.” Nathan chides. He rolls his finger in circles against my cheek. “I’m sorry Alan, but you need to learn that you can’t just come whenever you want, wherever you want. It’s not only messy, but it’s also dangerous. What if I need you right after you’re done, hm?”
Nathan lowers his head, covers my neck and shoulders with kisses. After two minutes, the torment continues. Nathan drags me to the edge of cumming once, twice, then lets me hang there for some time, drawing his fingers up my cock enough to keep my attention but not enough to cum. I’m twitching. Not just at my dick, but all over.
When I’m about to call it quits, Nathan abandons my cock in favor of another pair of handcuffs. He slides down from my knee and takes one of my legs up and up until it’s almost equal level with the bed. I let out a sound of protest. I may be a prostitute, but that doesn’t mean I’m hyper-flexible.
Nathan soothes me with a line of kisses down my cheek and to my shoulder. “It’ll be good sweetheart, I promise.”
Nathan gets his cock free. I watch as he kisses the ankle of my cuffed leg and gets himself between my now spread legs. The press of his cock against my ass has me biting down harder and harder into the fabric. When he pushes past the ring of muscle he lets out a pleased sigh that draws my cock back to the brink.
He doesn’t waste his time. Places his hands on either side of my body, lingering over me before he thrusts, hard and fast and deep. Takes all my strength to keep my teeth solidly in the fabric. He sets a pace of a resting heartbeat and fucks me deep and proper, the sort of way I hope every customer does.
Then he takes my cock in hand, my muffled moaning fills the room. So close, so fucking--
“Don’t cum.” He orders between his heavy exhales. “Don’t cum. Don’t, cum.”
The pace picks up and the bed creaks. I can feel Nathan’s cock entering and leaving me, pulling at my insides as it does so. My cock feels so full, so ready. Nathan keeps repeating the order but his hand and thrusts don’t slow—
This, amplified by the exhaustion…
I can’t hold it anymore—I spit out the filthy wet fabric.
“Please—”
“Shh, I know.” He whispered.
Nathan fucks back into me, doesn’t slow his pace at all. Things get hazy around the time I cum. Either exhaustion or going under, but either way I can only distantly hear myself calling his name, pleading for more. It could be hours, it could be seconds, all I know is that I feel an underlying sense of bliss at being his.
His cum floods my ass, my voice fills the room for more and more of him before it breaks on a sharp cry. He fucks through it, combs his fingers through my hair as we both come down and when I’m finally coming down the last thing I see before passing is his smile.
***
It’s about six a.m. the next day when I roll out of bed from beside him. Looks about like we’re done here. The first thing I do after the roll is cradle my wrists and check on my ankle; the man has done a number on me. Soreness lingers in every limb. Can’t say he didn’t get his money’s worth.
I swipe the exhaustion out of my eyes and tumble to the bathroom, nude and filthy. I get my clothing back on, my maid outfits get shoved back into my backpack. I’m not wasting the time cleaning them but I can’t just leave them here.
It’s a struggle to get my pants above my knees. I manage with an annoyed grunt. Can’t remember the last time I’ve felt this drained. I could sleep for a week—
“Alan?”
Right, shit. I turn and smile at Nathan as best I can.
“Good morning, Mr. Richards.”
“Morning.” He says slowly. He looks as drained as I do, but he works his way next to me in the bathroom anyway. He plants a kiss on my cheek, whispers something I don’t have the time or energy to listen to.
It’s always like this after my work is done.
“Well, have a nice rest of your day sir.” I say, taking the bag in hand. He wishes me the same, in an even duller tone of voice and I get the hell out of there and back to my car. My job here is done.
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