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DEDICATION 
 
      
 
    This book is affectionately dedicated to the police officers everywhere that protect us and keep us safe.  I so love men in uniform! 
 
      
 
    Also tenderly dedicated to the hotel maids everywhere that keep things neat and tidy for us. 
 
   
 
  



FORWARD 
 
      
 
    I’ve always wanted to run an isolated bed and breakfast out in the country.  Such an idyllic dream!  I thought that the peaceful sounds of nature would provide the perfect backdrop for a leisurely career. 
 
      
 
    Of course I never acted on my fantasy mostly because the owner of a guesthouse has far too much housekeeping work to do.  I mean, cleaning and cooking for guests every day of the week?  No way!  I simply don’t get along with housekeeping chores and I always avoid them at all cost. 
 
      
 
    Like all young girls when I was little I also dreamed about becoming a police woman.  Aside from the authoritative uniform I also liked the idea of being able to put people in handcuffs.  Such an interesting power to have!  Alas my dream of becoming an officer of the law never materialized either. 
 
      
 
    One of the best parts of being a writer is being able to suspend reality just enough to imagine what it would be like to live out your dreams.  In Bitches Of Birchwood I find a unique solution to the housekeeping issue and finally get my chance to own the perfect guesthouse.  At the same time I get to indulge myself in another fantasy when I interact with a somewhat unusual female police force. 
 
      
 
    I think you’ll find my solution to the pesky housekeeping problem quite entertaining. 
 
  
 
  



 CHAPTER 1.  Room At The Inn 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t exactly what I had planned on when I followed my dream of opening up my own bed and breakfast.  I purchased the six room guesthouse right out of college from a woman that had decided to retire. 
 
      
 
    I had hoped that my boyfriend Phillip would help me run the place but when he landed a position at a tech company he left me alone to work the inn all by myself.  Things went downhill from there.  I soon realized that not only had Phillip deserted me so had the customers. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take long for me to grasp why the previous owner had decided to sell the inn.  It was my mistake to think that I could take a guesthouse located just outside the tiny town of Birchwood and develop it into a prosperous business.  There simply wasn’t much reason for anyone to come to Birchwood other than for the isolation and frankly you could get that just about anywhere. 
 
      
 
    When the camper followed by three speeding unmarked squad cars all with lights flashing pulled down the road that led to the inn they represented the first activity I had seen in weeks. 
 
      
 
    By the speed at which the vehicles approached I presumed that the police were chasing a criminal suspect.  It was just my luck to be located right at the conclusion of a police chase.  I wondered what the driver of the camper had done to bring down the wrath of the law. 
 
      
 
    Much to my surprise that was not the case.  After three uniformed police women got out of the cars a fourth uniformed police woman stepped out of the camper. 
 
      
 
    I use the term uniformed police women loosely.  These saucy ladies were dressed in a black leather corset over a short black dress with fishnet stockings and black leather boots.  If not for their badges and the more traditional black police caps I may not have recognized the ladies to be officers of the law.  They looked more like part of a sexy fraternity prank than actual police women. 
 
      
 
    Nevertheless they appeared to be tough women with serious intent.  I decided that I wouldn’t want to cross them under any circumstance. 
 
      
 
    The three women from the cars stayed behind chatting with each other while the fourth woman approached the guesthouse.  All I could think of was that I wasn’t harboring any criminals.  Heck, I wasn’t harboring anybody!  Then my next thought was that I hadn’t done anything illegal—at least not to my knowledge—and I hoped that I hadn’t done something wrong by mistake. 
 
      
 
    The blonde police woman glided confidently through the door and she sashayed right up to the front desk.  She had a certain swagger about her that was in step with her appearance.  She seemed to have a bravado that you normally don’t see in a woman.  When she removed her sunglasses it was also plainly evident that the young woman with the long blonde hair that flowed from beneath her cap was exceptionally attractive. 
 
      
 
    I wondered why such a stunning woman would go to work for the police department.  Such looks could get her anywhere she might choose to go.  I suppose that I was intimidated just a little too.  You might even say that I was jealous of her.  I didn’t think that I had her sexy looks and I definitely wasn’t nearly so confident like she appeared to be.  I’d certainly need lessons before I could stride with the confidence that she had shown just walking in the front door. 
 
      
 
    Perfect teeth too!  She beamed a bright white smile at me when she talked. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, I’m Officer Sheila Connor.  Pleased to meet you Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I have never liked being called Ma’am, particularly by another woman.  Ma’am always sounds so old.  Sure it was a sign of respect but I certainly wasn’t an old maid yet—I was just out of college and the officer that was in front of me couldn’t have possibly been any older than me.  In fact she may well have even been younger than me.  Darn if she looked like a teenager in an adult uniform--albeit an attractive sexy teen.  I was still nervous about why they had dispatched four officers to my bed and breakfast but nevertheless I managed to sound friendly. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Lisa Farrow.  Pleased to meet you too.  What can I do for you today officer?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m part of a special Birchwood anti-crime task force formed by Police Chief Davenport.  My unit was just established to handle domestic cases, sexual crimes and other assorted criminal misconducts.  We’ve decided that we need a base of operations on this side of town and your secluded bed and breakfast is in the perfect location.” 
 
      
 
    I was familiar with Police Chief Sarah Davenport.  She came to town with the new mayor.  Mayor Brandi Wineland was elected on a law and order platform and she brought in the new Chief and a group of female police offers with her to clean up the town.  Mayor Wineland had immediately appointed Chief Davenport and since then the police had been busy cleaning up the small town of Birchwood. 
 
      
 
    The no-nonsense women had been quite effective at combating crime.  The special crimes group was collectively known by a naughty name that was descriptive and spoke ominously of their reputation.  The special anti-crime task force of women had quickly been tagged the Bitches of Birchwood by the good citizens of Birchwood because the officers didn’t put up with any criminal activity whatsoever.  They were known to be tough women devoted to stamping out crime wherever they could find it. 
 
      
 
    They had been so effective that things had actually gotten a bit out of hand.  Rumor had it that criminals were disappearing from the streets of Birchwood never to be seen again.  All of it was unsubstantiated gossip of course but the talk kept law abiding citizens in line.  I mean people were afraid to jaywalk in Birchwood these days for fear of prosecution—or worse.   
 
      
 
    The Chief that brought the crimes unit in is well-known for her strict law and order stances.  She left her previous position because she had eliminated crime in the town she had worked in.  Without criminals to apprehend things had become much too boring for her so she had moved on.  The bottom line is that nobody fools with Chief Davenport or with her officers.  No matter what it takes she takes care of business. 
 
      
 
    When she came to town a few months earlier Birchwood had been an outpost for all sorts of criminals.  Between the prostitution, illegal drugs, routine theft and common sexual assaults it was no wonder I had no business at the inn.  Until Chief Davenport and her crime unit began cleaning things up nobody ever came to Birchwood.  At least not on purpose. 
 
      
 
    I liked Chief Davenport—she was good for business.  She had already made quite an impact on Birchwood even if I hadn’t benefited at the inn just yet.  This was my first encounter with any of the special crimes police women that worked for her.  
 
      
 
    “If you don’t mind being surrounded by the law and if you have the room we’d like to rent four bedrooms indefinitely.  We’d like to have sort of a second command center here.  I understand that it’s peaceful and quiet out here—exactly what we’re looking for.” 
 
      
 
    My heart skipped a beat.  Did I mind being surrounded by actual paying customers?  Get serious!  The fact that the ladies were police women was just a welcome bonus!  I would never feel afraid at night ever again! 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t say yes fast enough.  Sheila graciously thanked me for my hospitality. 
 
      
 
    I did have a question for her. 
 
      
 
    “May I ask why the flashing lights on the police cars when you arrived? 
 
      
 
    Sheila laughed. 
 
      
 
    “We like to make a grand entrance.  Besides we do mostly undercover work so we don’t get many chances to use the lights.  Do you think we should have used the sirens too?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. 
 
      
 
    “I get the picture.  I don’t think that the sirens were necessary.  Why disturb the tranquility?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded her head in agreement.  Then she went back outside to get the other officers.  Within minutes all four ladies had checked into their new fully furnished alternate command center. 
 
      
 
    They were an interesting group to say the least.  All of them were strikingly attractive yet none of them seemed old enough to legally drink.  They had plenty of youthful energy—you might even call them perky in a sexy sort of way. 
 
      
 
    Sheila was joined by blonde officers Margie and Angie and redhead Barbara.  If I thought that the group was unusual when I first met them it was nothing compared to what I thought that evening when they set out on patrol 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 2.  Scouting 
 
      
 
    The sun was fading when the four women emerged from their bedrooms—in costume dressed up like what could only be described to be sexy Girl Scouts!  The women were certainly young enough to look the part.  If not for their extremely short skirts with their signature scout uniforms on they had the senior scout look down perfectly--complete with sash, tie, cap and vest.  I had once been a Girl Scout myself and I knew that no legitimate Girl Scout would ever allow herself to be seen with her skirt so short. 
 
      
 
    The ladies had even put their hair into double pony tails.  The final touch was that they were all chewing gum the way young girls so often do. 
 
      
 
    The look on my face must have given away my shock because Sheila grinned at me when I saw her. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll bet you’re wondering what we’re doing looking like this aren’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Well I have to say…” 
 
      
 
    “Official police business.  There have been reports of a rapist in nearby Camp Meriwether and we’re going out there on a stakeout.  We hope to apprehend the culprit and we’ll do whatever it takes.  You could say that we’re dressed up like…” 
 
      
 
    “Bait?” 
 
      
 
    “Exactly!” 
 
      
 
    Margie smiled at me. 
 
      
 
    “Hey maybe Lisa would like to see what we’re all about.  How’d you like to come out with us and see how we work?” 
 
      
 
    Sheila jumped right in. 
 
      
 
    “Great idea!  I like to outreach to friendlies.  We can use all the support that we can get.  What do you say?” 
 
      
 
    I had to admit that I was intrigued.  Things had been pretty quiet at the guesthouse and the thought of another boring night spent all by myself wasn’t particularly tempting.  Besides how many chances does a girl get to go out on a real live stakeout? 
 
      
 
    “Sure I’d love to go but I don’t have a uniform.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem.  We can take care of that.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila smiled then looked over at Angie. 
 
      
 
    “Go to the camper and get her a uniform then we’ll be off!” 
 
      
 
    When Angie returned they helped me get the same Girl Scout look down pat even putting my hair into the same pig tails that they were wearing.  I felt young again just like a member of the troop when we went out the door for the start of my very first stakeout. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 3.  Stakeout 
 
      
 
    Three of us piled into the back of the camper while Sheila sat up front in the driver’s seat and Angie sat down next to her.  I have to say that their large surveillance vehicle seemed well-equipped though it was rather unusual. 
 
      
 
    It was outfitted with external cameras and sensitive listening devices.  The cameras provided external views that were displayed on a row of active monitors.  There was nothing strange about that. 
 
      
 
    Aside from the typical kitchen and restroom oddly the camper was oddly mostly closets and storage compartments.  While we sat on chairs nestled next to storage closets there was also a salon type chair that was in the middle of the unit.  It was clear to me that the unit did extensive undercover work because it was filled with so much clothing and accessories all most likely designed for various disguises. 
 
      
 
    Looking at the salon chair I could imagine the ladies doing each other’s hair to fit the situation.  It all seemed to be a bit of overkill for one rape suspect but I guess Chief Davenport spared no expense to get the job done. 
 
      
 
    When we arrived at the campground Angie set up a campfire and we huddled around the warm glow.  It took me back to a time when I was a Girl Scout and I enjoyed the serene outdoors.  We could see the lights of other campfires lit by young ladies that no doubt were enjoying s’mores and telling spooky stories. 
 
      
 
    We weren’t there for fun.  When the other campfires started to dim Angie stoked up our fire so that we couldn’t be missed by anyone nearby observing us.  Then all of us except Angie retreated to the camper to watch the surveillance monitors and wait for our prey. 
 
      
 
    Angie waited patiently by the fire until all of the other campfires went out.  About that time we noticed movement on the monitors and then we saw a dark figure walk up behind Angie. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to scream but Sheila whispered to me to stay quiet.  Instead we watched while Angie struggled with her assailant before she was pinned to the ground on her back.  She made no attempt to call out for help.   
 
      
 
    The officers stayed put.  They casually watched the screens chewing their gum while the rapist lifted Angie’s skirt and felt her up.  Then he reached into his pocket and took something small out.  At that point Sheila commented. 
 
      
 
    “See how he reached into his pocket?  He’s our guy.  Same method of operation that we were briefed on.  He’s short, thin and he roofies his victim.  Haven’t seen one of those in a while.  Most rapists don’t bother doing the roofie thing anymore—it’s so old school.  He’s responsible for over five rape cases in the park this month alone.  Watch what Angie does with him.” 
 
      
 
    Just when he brought his hand to her mouth Angie came to life.  She quickly flipped her assailant over and climbed on top of him successfully pinning him down.  I was still expecting the ladies to spring into action. 
 
      
 
    “Aren’t you going to arrest him?” 
 
      
 
    Sheila smiled. 
 
      
 
    “No way!  This is the best part!” 
 
      
 
    Still on top of the struggling assailant Angie took his hand that held the roofie and forced it to his mouth.  Then she held his hand over his mouth while he struggled to free himself.  When she let his hand go it was empty.  The rapist had roofied himself! 
 
      
 
    The ladies laughed in unison and only then did Barbara open up the camper door.  I watched the ladies help Angie up before they cuffed the intruder with his hands secured in front of him.  It was definitely a strange sight watching four Girl Scouts take into custody a would-be rapist.  With Margie on one arm and Sheila on the other they led the guy into the camper. 
 
      
 
    In the well-lit camper I could see that they had apprehended a young man, possibly a college student or slightly older.  He had red hair and a lightly freckled face.  It was difficult to imagine that such an innocent looking young man could be responsible for so much crime.  Yet we had caught him in the act so there wasn’t any question or doubt about it.   
 
      
 
    After the door was secured Barbara attached the cuffs to a hook that hung from the camper ceiling leaving the assailant standing helplessly with his hands suspended above his head.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. 
 
      
 
    “Aren’t you ladies going to read him his rights?” 
 
      
 
    The ladies laughed and Margie answered my question. 
 
      
 
    “He has no rights.  We are a special law enforcement unit and we are commissioned to do whatever we deem necessary—inside or outside the law—to take care of criminals.” 
 
      
 
    “How can that be?” 
 
      
 
    “Sheriff Davenport is cleaning things up and she is tired of courts letting offenders like this off.  So we have devised our own unique criminal rehabilitation method.” 
 
      
 
    The ladies were all smiling.  I had the feeling that they knew something that I didn’t and that I was about to be let in on the secret.  Sheila took control of the situation. 
 
      
 
    “Okay ladies time to get started.  Margie--identification of the perpetrator please.” 
 
      
 
    Margie reached into the perp’s pocket and took out his wallet.  Margie emptied the contents on top of a storage chest while Barbara and Angie went into another storage chest and each of them took out a large pairs of shears. 
 
      
 
    Margie went through the contents of his wallet announcing the inventory while she went. 
 
      
 
    “One driver’s license belonging to Mr. Timothy Nelson.” 
 
      
 
    She gave the license to Angie who promptly snipped it into four pieces before discarding it into a small trashcan. 
 
      
 
    “American Express and Visa.” 
 
      
 
    She handed the cards to Barbara and similarly she cut them up and discarded them. 
 
      
 
    “Registration and proof of insurance.” 
 
      
 
    Angie cut them up and they too went straight to the trashcan.  Finally Margie held up a large wad of currency. 
 
      
 
    “Over five hundred dollars in cash.  Ladies we hit the jackpot!  It looks like the drinks are on Timmy tonight!  Lisa if you are interested of course you are invited too!” 
 
      
 
    “I really don’t think that will be necessary.” 
 
      
 
    Margie seemed disappointed. 
 
      
 
    “Your loss sweetie.  You’ll be missing the best part of the fun.  There is nothing like a six pack with guns!” 
 
      
 
    “Margie I don’t think that mixing alcohol and firearms is a good idea.” 
 
      
 
    Angie giggled. 
 
      
 
    “You misunderstood.  She’s talking about the guys at the private male stripper club that we frequent.  I can assure you that you haven’t lived until you’ve been served drinks by well-toned naked men.” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t realize…I’ve got a boyfriend and I don’t think that he would approve…” 
 
      
 
    Barbara chimed in. 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t ask a boyfriend for approval for anything!”  
 
      
 
    Sheila smiled and took the cash.  She placed it in her purse at the front of the camper before she returned to the perpetrator. 
 
      
 
    The young man was seemingly out of it.  With his dazed eyes staring straight ahead he made no effort to struggle to free himself nor did he say anything at all.  Instead he just stood there like a frightened rabbit suspended by the cuffs above his head. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 4.  A New Look 
 
      
 
    In a most calm and professional voice Sheila continued. 
 
      
 
    “Shoes and socks.” 
 
      
 
    Angie and Barbara pulled the footwear from his feet. 
 
      
 
    “Okay ladies, lower cutdown!” 
 
      
 
    With that Angie and Barbara went to work with their scissors.  In seconds his pants and underwear were cut off and discarded.  Now he was naked from the waist down.  He hung helplessly from the ceiling with his eyelids barely open. 
 
      
 
    Angie took a long look at his genitals before she flicked the head of his penis with the back of her hand giving the flaccid organ a bit of a lift before it drooped down again. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve seen considerably more than that.  I don’t think that Tiny Tim here could have done much with that even if he wanted to.” 
 
      
 
    The girls had a good laugh before Sheila continued. 
 
      
 
    “Enough fun for now.  Upper cutdown ladies!” 
 
      
 
    In just a few moments Tiny Tim was completely naked.  Angie raked her fingernails across his chest scratching his skin and leaving red marks behind.  Not to be outdone Barbara did the same across his buttocks. 
 
      
 
    Sheila smiled at them but then she became more serious.  
 
      
 
    “Stay focused ladies.  We aren’t here to play with our catch of the day.  Back to business!” 
 
      
 
    Angie and Barbara put their scissors down and now they were each holding an electric razor.  Sheila continued to issue orders. 
 
      
 
    “Ex foliate—head to toe.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe my eyes.  The two girls went to work with the razors clipping away every hair on Tiny Tim’s body.  The roofie definitely had an effect on him.  He didn’t seem to notice or care what was happening.  They even shaved his pubic area clean.  With his eyes glazed over he offered no resistance at all—even when the girls sheared the hair right off the top of his head leaving him looking like some kind of hairless alien. 
 
      
 
    Sheila carefully inspected the work nonchalantly looking at his most intimate areas for any remaining hair.  She even had Angie touch up an area near his rectum using a smaller razor.  Finally she was satisfied with the ex-foliating work that the ladies had accomplished. 
 
      
 
    Barbara took a broom and swept all the hair that was on the floor out the door of the camper leaving no evidence that it had ever existed.  Clearly the girls had worked together just like this before because they were so well organized.  Sheila continued to direct the proceedings. 
 
      
 
    “Okay girls let’s get him ready.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila sat down in a fold-down chair that she deployed from the wall of the camper.  Angie and Margie unhooked Tiny Tim and brought the culprit over to her and then they put him in position over her knees.  In the meantime Barbara had procured a large wooden paddle that she gave to Sheila. 
 
      
 
    Without saying another word Sheila began to paddle the recently shaved bottom with firm loud smacks.  In minutes Tiny Tim’s bottom turned a deep dark red.  He seemed oblivious to the strokes of her paddle.  Instead he just lay serenely across her lap accepting his fate while she administered severe punishment.  Angie and Margie discussed which bar they wanted to visit later that night while Sheila flailed away at the upturned bottom.  Finally, only after his bottom was ruthlessly paddled, she stopped her assault. 
 
      
 
    “That should just about do it.  I’m not sure I can add anything to that.  Would any of you ladies care to make a contribution?” 
 
      
 
    She held the paddle out to see if any of the other women cared to take her up on her offer.  My only thought was that the severe paddling was already going to be uncomfortable for quite a while for the poor fellow and that certainly no further punishment was necessary.  The ladies seemingly agreed.  They giggled but there were no takers. 
 
      
 
    “Very well.  Put him back in position.” 
 
      
 
    Angie and Margie took the well-spanked Tim and secured his wrists back up above his head to the hook that extended from the ceiling of the camper.  Sheila continued to orchestrate the events. 
 
      
 
    “Margie, time for the pussy panties.  Let’s do red this time.  After all that was his real hair color.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Sheila. 
 
      
 
    “Pussy panties?” 
 
      
 
    She smiled at me. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, pussy panties.  In our first case our perp got a good look at our rehabilitation equipment and he called our rubber vagina panties pussy panties.  We liked the connotation so the name kind of stuck.” 
 
      
 
    Margie held up a clear plastic package that she had retrieved from a storage box.  Sure enough it contained an imitation rubber vagina complete with faux red pubic hair.  She held the package next to Tiny Tim to check the flesh tone.  Then she placed the package back into the storage box and took out a second package that was a perfect match to his skin.  
 
      
 
    While she cut the package open Angie was busy using a brush to slather a liquid on Timmy on his hips, on his crimson buttocks and even on his penis. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Sheila. 
 
      
 
    “What’s Angie doing?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh nothing special.  That’s just lubrication so that the rubber panties go on easier.  They’re rather tight and the lubricant reduces chafing.” 
 
      
 
    Angie looked up from her work and giggled. 
 
      
 
    “Naturally we wouldn’t want any chafing!” 
 
      
 
    Once Angie gave them the nod Barbara and Margie carefully worked the tight vagina panties up until they were at the top of Tim’s thighs.  Then while they held the panties in that position Angie put a pair of rubber gloves on and took Tim’s penis and guided it into the rubber sleeve that was built into the panties. 
 
      
 
    With his sex organ secured with a final tug Barbara and Margie pulled the well-padded panties into place.  It was an interesting look to say the least.  The skin tone was a perfect match so it was virtually impossible to see where the pussy panties ended and Tiny Tim’s own flesh began. 
 
      
 
    The result was that with his male bits tucked away Tiny Tim no longer looked like a male.  Now he appeared to be an anatomically correct woman complete with fuller hips. 
 
      
 
    Sheila noticed my fascination with the transformation so she had me move a little closer while she pointed out the features of the pussy panties.  She slid her fingers into the slit just below the red pubic hairs. 
 
      
 
    I was surprised by the reaction of their prey.  Instead of resistance Tim gave a soft moan at the intrusion of her fingers much like an aroused woman might at the same movement.  
 
      
 
    “Notice that Timmy here now has a real vagina just like the girls that he is so interested in.  Also notice that his penis is tucked under and held in place by the rubber sleeve that was built into the panties. 
 
      
 
    The rubber sleeve securing his untrained little cock prevents an erection.  With things positioned like that substantial vaginal stimulation is necessary to achieve a high level of arousal.  So he will long for what he can’t possibly have.  Our Timmy is likely to experience a sustained period of sexual denial and unfulfilled erotic titillation regardless of what activities he engages in.” 
 
      
 
    She moved her fingers to a tiny opening that was in the anatomically correct location. 
 
      
 
    “Our perp can pee so long as he is sitting down like a good girl.” 
 
      
 
    We moved around behind him.  Spreading the rubber on his buttocks slightly she revealed his anal opening. 
 
      
 
    “We also have an opening here for other useful purposes.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t possibly think of anything to say so I just stared in wide-eyed wonder.  Sheila moved on. 
 
      
 
    “Okay girls, the show is over.” 
 
      
 
    With that Barb and Angie produced a garter belt from a storage chest and a pair of suntan stockings.  They quickly put their prey into the garments.  He now looked completely feminine from the waist down. 
 
      
 
    They capped the look off with a pair of sheer frilly pink panties that gave just a glimpse of the red pubic hair that was visible under them.  Had I not seen the transformation myself I would have thought that they had apprehended a female criminal. 
 
      
 
    At least he appeared female from the waist down. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 5.  Boob Job 
 
      
 
    The girls didn’t stop there.  Angie was busy lubricating his breasts while Margie and Barbara rummaged in another storage compartment.  They produced a pair of large breast forms along with a frilly pink bra that matched the panties that they had just slipped on him. 
 
      
 
    The girls giggled when they pressed the breast forms against his chest and then secured them in place with the bra.  He was still non-responsive to the amazing transformation that was taking place.  Instead he was standing there like a living doll that the girls were enjoying playing with. 
 
      
 
    Angie took off her rubber gloves and looked at Sheila. 
 
      
 
    “Trixie, Jezebel or Abigail?” 
 
      
 
    Sheila didn’t blink and she responded immediately. 
 
      
 
    “Tonight I think Trixie.” 
 
      
 
    With that Angie reached into a compartment and produced a pink leather collar that had “Trixie” spelled out in silver rhinestones on the front.  I presumed that there were other collars in the compartment appropriately lettered in “Abigail” or “Jezebel” rhinestones.  She placed it around Little Timmy’s neck and clicked it securely in place in back with a tiny padlock.  She took the key from the lock and dropped it in the trashcan. 
 
      
 
    The activity was taking on the picture of a kinky Friday night sorority makeover party.  At this point Trixie was completely non-responsive—courtesy of a self-roofie—so Barbara and Margie held onto Trixie while Angie unlocked the cuffs.  Then Sheila brought a short pink skaters type dress out of a closet and the girls put it over Trixie’s head and smoothed it out for her.  Then they sat Trixie down in the salon chair. 
 
      
 
    The girls didn’t pause or slow down for a moment.  Sheila put a pair of ridiculously high strappy pink platform heels on Trixie while Margie put a makeup cape on to protect Trixie’s pink dress.  Almost immediately Angie was applying more of the lubricant to the top of Trixie’s head. 
 
      
 
    Margie produced a red wig from storage and carefully positioned it on Trixie’s head.  That gave Trixie straight hair that came to her shoulders with straight bangs cut just above her eyebrows. 
 
      
 
    The girls chatted with each other while Barbara carefully plucked a few of Trixie’s eyebrows.  After that she glued extra-long lashes into place.  Then she began to glue nail extensions onto Trixie’s fingernails. 
 
      
 
    When Barbara finished the nails Margie and Angie applied two coats of pink nail polish to the feminine talons.  While Barbara quickly dried the nails with a hair dryer Margie started working on Trixie with a makeup kit. 
 
      
 
    Margie was a whiz with the makeup brush.  Soon Trixie had tempting eyes in three shades of pink, pink cheeks and luscious kissable pink lips. 
 
      
 
    The finishing touch was applied by Angie.  After a couple of pops of a piercing gun Trixie had large gold hoop earrings dangling to her shoulders.  Angie added pretty gold bangles to Trixie’s wrists and clipped on a gold bracelet that said “Whore” on to Trixie’s ankle.  With that Sheila announced that the transformation was complete. 
 
      
 
    “Girls meet Trixie!” 
 
      
 
    They all smiled at their creation.  The girls had worked at a dizzying pace.  It wasn’t even midnight yet and the would-be rapist had been apprehended and then completely transformed into a sultry red-haired vixen. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Sheila. 
 
      
 
    “That was amazing.  If Trixie is a red-haired slut I can only imagine what Abigail and Jezebel are.” 
 
      
 
    She gave me a devious grin. 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps another time.  Tonight we have more work to do.”  
 
      
 
    I could only think of one thing to say.  I looked at Sheila and formed my question. 
 
      
 
    “What happens next?” 
 
      
 
    She smiled at me. 
 
      
 
    “Easy question.  Now the real fun begins.” 
 
      
 
    Clearly the girls had enjoyed dressing Trixie so I couldn’t imagine what else they had in mind.  Sheila only paused for a moment before she explained. 
 
      
 
    “Of course we have various plans for our criminals depending on the crime.  In this case we’ll give her the full treatment.  We’ll take our little trollop to the nearest train station, buy her a ticket and put her in a sleep car cuffed to her bed.” 
 
      
 
    “Then what?” 
 
      
 
    “If she’s fortunate she wakes up hours later a whole new woman with a better appreciation for being a woman.” 
 
      
 
    “How does she get the cuffs off?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh we give the key to a gentleman on the train.  If she is lucky the gentleman will kindly set her free at the final destination.” 
 
      
 
    “If not?  I mean a girl traveling alone on a train can easily be taken advantage of.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re right about that because you can meet so many unsavory guys on a train.  A girl has to be careful especially if she is cuffed to her bed and her door is left unlocked.  You never know what might happen to her.” 
 
      
 
    The girls gave a giggle before Sheila continued. 
 
      
 
    “After the train station the four of us will go out drinking and celebrating our conquest.  Tonight the drinks are on Trixie.  Want to come with us?” 
 
      
 
    “But what about Trixie?  Won’t she come back to Birchwood?” 
 
      
 
    “Honey they never come back.  They all learn their lesson the first time.” 
 
      
 
    “All of them?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes all of them!” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe that so many criminals would just calmly allow you to transform them like that.  I realize that this one roofied himself but…” 
 
      
 
    “We have our own medications that we normally dispense during our rehabilitation treatments.  We call them our sissymakers.” 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 6.  Sissymakers  
 
      
 
    I was intrigued.  It sounded so juicy that I just had to know more about what a sissymaker actually was. 
 
      
 
    “Sheila, tell me more.  What does a sissymaker do?” 
 
      
 
    “Sissymakers are a law enforcement miracle.  They are a custom derivative of a secret drug that Russia developed decades ago to treat their Olympic athletes. 
 
      
 
    The former Soviet Union went through a period of attempting to have guys compete in women’s Olympic events and the drug helped them to be able to do that.  They don’t use it anymore but we’ve managed to put their research to good use. 
 
      
 
    Our sissymakers are a specially formulated time released capsule that we administer to our perpetrators.  Each capsule is part sedative, part female hormone and part mind altering.  The combination of drugs lowers inhibitions much like alcohol and then it renders the subject extremely suggestive.  At the same time the hormone component helps to—shall we say—make other pleasant physical changes to the body.  You know--things like eliminating hair regrowth, a reduced libido, fuller hips and sensitive breasts.   
 
      
 
    The treatment is exceptionally powerful and very effective.  One such dose can significantly influence a subject for weeks or even months.  Two doses can control a subject for many months while three doses can be effective for years.” 
 
      
 
    “What about four doses?” 
 
      
 
    “Good question Lisa, you catch on quickly.  Four doses cause permanent irreversible changes in the subject.  The changes become permanent since in the process the body’s hormone production becomes altered for good.  The suggestions that we make become permanently imbedded in the sub-conscious of the perp and the person is left with few inhibitions. 
 
      
 
    We find that all of our treated subjects seem to acquire a whole new outlook on life.  Of course most of our subjects receive the full treatment of four doses.” 
 
      
 
    I was beginning to get the picture. 
 
      
 
    “What sort of suggestions do you give the subjects?  It seems to me like sissymakers could be dangerous in the wrong hands.” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing too harmful of course!   
 
      
 
    For instance Trixie here will be given instructions to never assault a woman again.  If Angie decides to apply a bit of a sense of humor Trixie may even wind up with an irresistible urge to become a Girl Scout troop leader.” 
 
      
 
    “Angie?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Angie.  She does all of the psychological work with our criminals.  She is a highly educated professional psychologist.  It’s a tricky business because making a statement at the wrong time can impact the criminal for a lifetime.  It’s sort of like programming a computer only once the programming is completed it can’t ever be changed. 
 
      
 
    We provide the subjects with total uninhibited access to their law abiding alter ego—their feminine side.  Since most crimes are committed by males we have found that giving sexual predators a female persona seems to solve the problem.” 
 
      
 
    I was beginning to understand why the criminals could be set free once they were apprehended. 
 
      
 
    “That sounds rather drastic.  Don’t you think that it’s a little bit of overkill?” 
 
      
 
    “No not at all because we are dealing with criminals that have committed serious crimes against women.  We simply turn their attention to a different obsession.  A perpetrator that is infatuated with everything feminine won’t be inclined to harm a woman or for that matter anyone else.  A perpetrator smitten with female attributes is no longer a threat to society. 
 
      
 
    These criminals aren’t very likely to be rehabilitated in any other way.  Besides the courts won’t take care of the problem so we simply expedite their rehabilitation. 
 
      
 
    In our opinion just disrespecting a woman is a crime all by itself and I assure you that each and every one of our criminals is guilty of that.  We are simply teaching them a lesson that they couldn’t possibly learn any other way—a lesson that they will never forget.” 
 
      
 
    “What about Trixie here—she didn’t receive anything other than her own roofie.  What will become of her?” 
 
      
 
    “No problem.  We’ll take you back to the inn and then Angie will administer a full dose of sissymakers on the way to the railroad station.  By the time we get there she’ll be set for the rest of her life.” 
 
      
 
    The girls laughed while Sheila went up front and started up the camper.  Since I had turned down their generous offer to go for drinks they dropped me off back at the bed and breakfast. 
 
      
 
    I stood on the front porch of the inn and watched the camper speed out of the parking lot.  I could still hear them talking loudly and laughing raucously while the camper raced off into the night. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 7.  Boyfriend 
 
      
 
    When I awoke the next day it all seemed like a dream.  Had I not had my Girl Scout uniform hanging in my closet I would have thought that I had imagined it all.  I felt like I had to share what I had seen with someone so I was relieved when Phillip came by to visit early that next morning. 
 
      
 
    I thought that the officers were all still sleeping so I took the opportunity to tell Phillip what I had witnessed the night before.  We sat at the kitchen table while he listened intently to my amazing story.  When I finished he shook his head in disbelief.  He gave me a skeptical look while he spoke. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry honey but I don’t believe a word that you said.  How dumb do you think I am?  I can’t believe that police women would actually do that to a criminal.  They might be the Bitches of Birchwood but I think it’s all just a charade. 
 
      
 
    Sissymakers?  I mean really!  They’re probably still laughing at you for being so gullible. 
 
      
 
    Women just aren’t that aggressive and they certainly could never dominate a male like that.  They’re just trying to scare everyone into obeying the law.  Besides there is no way that they could possibly make a guy look that much like a woman.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila had come up behind Phillip while he was talking.  When he finished she walked around in front of him so that he could see her.  Sheila looked rather casual that morning dressed in a skimpy sundress that left little to the imagination.  When Phillip looked at her his eyes widened.  I had never seen him look at me like that and I immediately wished that I appealed to him like she did. 
 
      
 
    She taunted him with noticeable sarcasm.  
 
      
 
    “Well, well, so we have a disbeliever here do we?  Are you a naughty little boy with no respect for women and no respect for the law?” 
 
      
 
    He gave her a smile that looked more like flirting than like politeness. 
 
      
 
    “I just think pretty police women look more like meter maids to me than like real cops.  It’s difficult to take a sexy police woman in a corset and fishnets too seriously.  Besides you can’t make a guy look like a girl quite so easily.” 
 
      
 
    The other three officers came into the room and they heard the last part of what Phillip had said.  Clearly Sheila had been the designated driver the night before because the other girls looked totally hung over.  They hadn’t even dressed themselves—all three were wearing babydoll nighties. 
 
      
 
    They certainly had Phillip’s attention.  His hungry eyes were immediately riveted to the girls carefully taking in the delightful leg and cleavage show that the scantily clad women were providing him with. 
 
      
 
    I remembered that it was my bed and breakfast and that I was hostess.  Hoping to distract him I spoke to the women. 
 
      
 
    “Ladies would you care for coffee or maybe for breakfast?” 
 
      
 
    In unison all four ladies asked for coffee.  Sheila’s attention went back to Phillip while I prepared the coffee. 
 
      
 
    “Honey we turn crooks into ladies just about every night and if we wanted to we could do the same to you so fast that your head would spin.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes stayed fixed on the girls with the baby doll nighties. 
 
      
 
    “I doubt that.  No way.  Feminists!  All of you are the same.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila gave him a stern look. 
 
      
 
    “So you think we are feminists?  You’re wrong about that.  Feminists believe in gender equality.  We’re not feminists.  We are female supremacists.  We don’t really believe in gender equality at all.  Women are far superior to men and the sooner you learn your place the better off you’ll be.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, right!” 
 
      
 
    He gave her a condescending chuckle.  I was embarrassed by his rude behavior.  
 
      
 
    Sheila took on a much more serious tone. 
 
      
 
    “Keep it up and we’ll be demonstrating our makeover talents on you.” 
 
      
 
    He looked back at Sheila with those lusting eyes and smiled at her. 
 
      
 
    “Even if you could I would never let you do that.  There’s nothing in it for me.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila smiled.  She appeared to take his comment to be a challenge rather than a statement. 
 
      
 
    “What if there was?” 
 
      
 
    “I doubt that there is anything that you could offer me that could possibly be of any interest to me whatsoever.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll tell you what sweetie.  I know we can convince you that we are for real.  You let us turn you into a lady and then you can decide if we are telling the truth about our conquests.  What do you say to that?” 
 
      
 
    “I’d say that there’s still nothing in it for me.” 
 
      
 
    She gave him a long look perhaps noticing his interest in her well-toned form. 
 
      
 
    “Okay I’ll tell you what.  We’ll turn you into a female housemaid for Lisa and you agree to spend a couple of weeks working for her like a female bed and breakfast maid.  You’ll have to obey everything she says though.  Then just for playing games with us after two weeks if you’re still man enough you can have me in bed every night for a week.  How does that sound sweetie?” 
 
      
 
    She sounded so casual with her offer like she offered herself to men all of the time.  I cringed at the thought that he might accept such an offer. 
 
      
 
    He turned to Sheila and his eyes widened.  I could only imagine the dirty thoughts that were going through his filthy little mind.  Then he looked over at me and I nervously laughed.  My next thought was that there was no way that she could be serious.  How could she be?  Thankfully I think he agreed. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think so.  That wouldn’t be fair to you.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila looked at the other officers and they nodded yes.  She turned her attention back to Phil. 
 
      
 
    “What if I said you could have all four of us for two weeks?  Would that interest you honey?  Or are you afraid of what we might do to you?  I think you’d make a pretty girl in a maid uniform.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at me again and I rolled my eyes.  Secretly I hoped my Phillip would resist the enticing offer.  Then he looked over at the three women in their nighties before he looked back at Sheila.  He may as well been drooling all over himself for the hungry look he gave the girls.  I knew exactly what was going on inside his head.  How dare him! 
 
      
 
    I was so angry at him I could have smacked him right then and there.  I expected fidelity out of my boyfriend and here he was salivating at the chance to take four strange girls to bed.  Sure they were hot attractive women but I mean really! 
 
      
 
    He didn’t hesitate for a moment longer. 
 
      
 
    “Done.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila gave him a wicked smile. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t go away dear.  We’ll be giving you a tour of our criminal processing center in just a few minutes.  We’ll see to you right after our coffee sweetie.” 
 
      
 
    With that the four women sat silently sipping their morning brew. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 8.  Grand Tradition 
 
      
 
    When the girls finished up their coffee Sheila calmly stood up and left the room.  She returned with her handcuffs which she promptly used to restrain Phillip’s hands in front of himself. 
 
      
 
    He had a haughty smirk on his face.  It was like he didn’t believe a word that I had said and he didn’t think that the girls were serious.  Oh they were serious alright.  They didn’t even bother to get dressed.  The four of them escorted Phillip straight out the front door and into the camper. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t think that I could bring myself to watch my boyfriend being feminized so I stayed inside of the inn.  When the camper door shut I decided to get busy in the kitchen with dishes.  I don’t know how much time passed before I heard the girls coming back into the inn but the time seemed to pass quickly. 
 
      
 
    By then I was in the laundry room loading linens into the washing machines.  Since I had seen Trixie the night before there was no question in my mind that the ladies had done a magnificent job with Phillip.  I only got a glimpse of a dark gray dress when they whisked him down the hallway towards the full length mirror that was at the end of it.  I could hear Sheila talking while they went along. 
 
      
 
    “Honey let’s give you a good look at yourself.  I know you don’t believe that you make such a fine looking maid so I want you to see for yourself.” 
 
      
 
    There was a pause and then I heard the girls giggling.  A few moments later Sheila came into the laundry room. 
 
      
 
    “Lisa please sit down in the kitchen.  We’d like to present your new employee to you.” 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t expecting a dramatic introduction but I welcomed a break from my laundry duty.  We moved into the kitchen and I sat down at the kitchen table.  Sheila stood next to me and proudly made her introduction. 
 
      
 
    “Our unit has three methods of dealing with criminals.  You’ve already seen Trixie the tempting whore.  We also have Jezebel the cheating housewife.  Our third sentence for naughty boys is Abigail. 
 
      
 
    There was a time when the name Abigail was commonly associated with maid servants.  So when the crime is appropriate we dress our perpetrator like a domestic servant and we give them the name Abigail in the grand tradition of female domestic servants.  So Miss Farrow I’d like to introduce you to your new employee--maid Abigail.” 
 
      
 
    She held her hand out like she was making a theatrical presentation.  Right on cue with Margie on one side and Angie on the other they led maid Abigail into the kitchen.  Had I not seen Trixie the night before I would have never expected the transition that had occurred with Phillip.  But having seen the ladies work the previous evening when Abigail appeared in front of me for the first time I wasn’t at all shocked at the adorable transformation that had occurred. 
 
      
 
    Phillip—and I’ll say Abigail henceforth—was hardly the same arrogant male that had been in the kitchen that very morning.  Abigail was dressed like the perfect refined domestic maid.  She wore a long sleeved dark gray maid uniform that came just below her knees.  It was trimmed in white at the collar and at the sleeves.  She had matching dark gray stockings.  With substantial black heels she presented a lovely feminine pose standing at attention directly in front of me. 
 
      
 
    The girls hadn’t stopped there.  She also had a white waist apron and a gray and white headpiece that completed her fine maid appearance.  The hairpiece was not a simple mob cap but rather it was a classic frilly adornment—more fancy headband than cap-- that was trimmed in lace.  Such adornment is usually only seen in finer establishments on the help so I thought it perfect attire for my bed and breakfast maid. 
 
      
 
    To top it all off she wore a matching gray and white collar that had Abigail spelled out in silver lettering on it.  
 
      
 
    The girls had paid attention to cosmetic details too.  Abigail had straight blonde hair that came just to her shoulders.  She was lightly made up with mascara bringing out her eyes and a shiny pink lip gloss giving her mouth a feminine appearance. 
 
      
 
    While I was sure they had applied blush to her cheeks it wasn’t evident.  Her face was so red from humiliation that any blush she may have been wearing was of little consequence. 
 
      
 
    Abigail looked like she would be equally at home serving in a fine English mansion or taking personal care of clients at a top quality country inn.  No doubt about it, the girls had outdone themselves with maid Abigail. 
 
      
 
    Abigail looked distracted like she wasn’t really all there.  She seemed docile—like she was being led by the ladies and had no inclination to resist.  Her eyes were fixed straight ahead and seemed glazed over.  All I could think of was that I was looking at an empty-headed blonde. 
 
      
 
    I was puzzled by her demeanor until I remembered that Sheila had mentioned the sissymakers that they typically administered to their perpetrators.  Then I surmised that her docile appearance must be the result of her treatment with the sissymakers.   
 
      
 
    The girls could barely suppress giggles when Angie spoke up. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, remember what we taught you.  Miss Farrow is now your employer.” 
 
      
 
    Abigail seemed confused at first like she was trying to resist herself but she was unable to do so.  Then she composed herself just enough to bob a cute little curtsy for me.  Then she managed to stammer out an introduction that she obviously had rehearsed earlier. 
 
      
 
    “Pleased…I’m so pleased…to be of…serving…service for you…Miss Farrow.” 
 
      
 
    Margie and Barbara couldn’t contain themselves any longer.  They burst into laughter and then all four girls clapped their hands in sweet approval of the pretty new maid. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know why but I had to know.  I looked at Sheila. 
 
      
 
    “One dose or two?” 
 
      
 
    She gave me a devious grin. 
 
      
 
    “Just one for now.  I should say that in Abigail’s case it would seem to be more than enough to do the job.” 
 
      
 
    “Will she always behave like that?” 
 
      
 
    “Like what?” 
 
      
 
    “She’s so…ditzy.” 
 
      
 
    “Eventually she’ll become accustomed to the sissymakers and she’ll settle down a bit.  It takes a while for the full effect to take root.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila stood in front of Abigail and looking into her eyes she stroked her hair with her hands on each side of the maid’s head. 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t she just adorable?  She is such a cute looking girl!  I love her hair—it certainly becomes her!” 
 
      
 
    With that she stood back like a proud mother about to send her daughter out into the world.  Abigail continued to meekly stand there while Sheila gave me ideas regarding things that I might have my maid do for me at the inn. 
 
      
 
    “Put her to work like you would any hired maid.  You know--have her do dishes, laundry, dusting and whatever other menial chores you can find for her.  She’ll be more than happy to do them for you.” 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure if I should take advantage of Abigail in her altered state.  I mean when a girl has too much to drink she expects her date to see her safely home—not rape her while she is defenseless.  So I thought it not proper to do much more with Abigail than to have her sleep off her condition. 
 
      
 
    After the officers left for their duties I gave much thought to Abigail.  Of course she was dressed up like a hotel maid and there was so much work to do at the inn. 
 
      
 
    I had heard of submissive males before but I never believed that there was really such a thing.  I didn’t think that any guy would willingly dress himself up in female clothing and certainly not in a maid uniform.  Why would a guy ever want to obey a woman?  It never made much sense to me.   
 
      
 
    Yet there was Abigail dressed in a maid’s uniform seemingly with a desire to serve me. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 9.  Put To Work 
 
      
 
    It was so tempting.  It would be such a shame to have a willing maid at my beck and call and not put her immediately to work.  After all, I had a whole laundry room filled with soiled linens and clothing that had been worn by my female guests.  So I did what any woman would do under similar circumstances.  I succumbed to my inner needs and I put Abigail to work. 
 
      
 
    Abigail may have looked the part of fancy maid but she had much to learn about working at the bed and breakfast.  Of course I was more than happy to teach her. 
 
      
 
    Even though Abigail was in somewhat of a drugged stupor and she stepped with a bit of difficulty in her heels I soon had her traversing the inn doing one job after another for me.  All the while I continued to instruct her on precisely how I wanted various tasks performed. 
 
      
 
    She turned out to be a willing student.  Even after the immediate effects of the sissymaker dose seemed to wane she continued to ask questions about her duties the way any entry level housekeeping maid might.  So it was easy for me to become accustomed to Abigail the maid while putting Phillip the boyfriend entirely out of my mind. 
 
      
 
    After quick training Abigail was pleasantly adept at changing linens, making beds, doing laundry and washing and stacking dishes.  She did a great job sanitizing bathrooms even cleaning the floors down on her hands and knees.  She didn’t know a thing about cooking so I made her my junior assistant in the kitchen.  Her assistance made my own job much more pleasant. 
 
      
 
    It quickly became apparent that the officers had their own ideas for the new maid too.  They had obviously made interesting suggestions to her after she received her dose of sissymaker. 
 
      
 
    When they came back in from patrol that day they had Abigail pour baths for them and help them out of their uniforms.  Then she assisted the ladies in donning their costumes for their next stakeout night.  For this particular evening the ladies were dressed like streetwalkers and I definitely didn’t want to know why. 
 
      
 
    At times Abigail seemingly tried to resist their orders but she appeared to be controlled by an unseen power.  When the maid tried a brief protest to one order Sheila threatened her with another dose of sissymaker.  After that once again Abigail immediately became quite compliant.   
 
      
 
    When the officers went out the door for the evening Abigail came over to me to beg for leniency. 
 
      
 
    “These women are so demanding!  For some reason I can’t seem to resist them though and I seem to receive pleasure in assisting them.  I can’t believe that they are treating me like I’m just a hired servant.” 
 
      
 
    I had no sympathy for my boyfriend.  After all he had traded his dignity for a future frolic in bed with four very attractive women.  I was not happy with him at all. 
 
      
 
    “That’s what you are honey remember?  You said if they could make you look like a woman that you’d become a maid for them.  So there you are—a simple bed and breakfast maid.  You look perfect in your uniform.  Don’t you agree that they transformed you perfectly?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes I like my uniform, but…” 
 
      
 
    “I think you look cute.” 
 
      
 
    “They told me I have to keep these pussy panties on all the time…” 
 
      
 
    “So?” 
 
      
 
    “So I have to sit to pee!” 
 
      
 
    “Just like a good little girl should!” 
 
      
 
    “I have to keep the bra on too and they said I can’t take my wig off either!” 
 
      
 
    “Be sure to comb your hair out in the morning so that you’ll look pretty!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’ll be sure to comb my hair.  I want to look pretty for the ladies.  Thank you for the helpful suggestion.  They gave me a nightie to wear to bed too.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you’ll look very attractive in it.” 
 
      
 
    I giggled at Abigail’s apprehension.  It was her own fault that she had been put into such an unusual situation.  I could see that the dose of sissymaker had quite an effect on her.  She seemed to still be suggestible.  I knew that the officers would have no mercy on Abigail—the ladies weren’t called the Bitches of Birchwood because of their sympathy that’s for sure. 
 
      
 
    “Can I please sit down?  My feet are killing me in these heels.” 
 
      
 
    “No, stay at attention until I dismiss you.  I would like tea before I call it a day.  See to it immediately.” 
 
      
 
    Abigail quickly went to prepare tea for me.  I knew that Abigail was something special because Phillip would have never done that for me.  He would have been more likely to have told me to get my tea myself. 
 
      
 
    I went to bed well after midnight but I still didn’t hear the officers come back in that night.  I could only imagine what kind of criminal they had apprehended in those outfits and what they had done with him. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 10.  Amusement 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure if the ladies were trying to humiliate Abigail or if they had already had plans for that next day.  For whatever the reason Mayor Brandi Wineland and Chief Sarah Davenport both arrived at the inn just in time for dinner.  When they came in the front door Abigail panicked and ran out of sight into the kitchen.  I suppose that she didn’t want anyone else to see what had become of her. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t matter.  When the officers came out and greeted the Chief I overheard them talking.  The first thing that Chief Davenport said was that she couldn’t wait to see Abigail because she typically didn’t get the opportunity to see their brand of police work on display.  I surmised that apparently the officers had bragged to the Chief about Abigail and they had invited her over to see their work for herself. 
 
      
 
    Abigail assisted me with preparing dinner in the kitchen while the women sat in the dining room talking.  I could hear Sheila bragging about the “Jezebel” that they had apprehended the night before.  They picked him up for soliciting prostitution and then they had rehabilitated him.  Apparently they had taken the perpetrator back home to his mother and presented him to her dressed up like a fine young housewife.  They all joked at the image of the naughty boy being humiliated like that in front of his mother. 
 
      
 
    When coffee was ready to be served I had Abigail take it out to the ladies.  It was a big moment for Chief Davenport and I heard her in hysterics at the sight of the finely attired maid.  She went on to compliment Sheila on the fine job that her unit had done and she urged her to keep up the good work. 
 
      
 
    When she returned to the kitchen Abigail was clearly flustered.  Her cheeks were flushed crimson and she couldn’t look me in the eye.  In spite of the obvious humiliation that Abigail was enduring she was unable to resist serving the women.  To the amusement of the guests the scene was repeated over and over again with each course that was served by the uniformed maid. 
 
      
 
    By the end of the meal Abigail had been humiliated by the women beyond imagination.  They had continuously laughed at her expense and made fun of her punishment like she was a hardened criminal being subjected to a harsh sentence. 
 
      
 
    After she served the dessert Abigail came back into the kitchen in tears.  Apparently the humiliation was too much for her to handle.  I had pity on her and dismissed her to her room to gather herself back together. 
 
      
 
    After watching the spectacle unfold I could only imagine the effect that the sissy treatment would have on an actual criminal.  The special crimes unit sure knew what they were doing.  It was easy to understand why perpetrators never returned to Birchwood once they were apprehended by the special crimes unit.  Who would think that it would be so easy to rehabilitate sexual predators and other assorted criminals? 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 11.  Helping Out 
 
      
 
    The next day Sheila resumed teaching Abigail her lesson.  Using their evidence camera Sheila insisted that I take pictures of the four officers with Abigail standing at attention next to them with her head down in a submissive pose. 
 
      
 
    It was plainly evident that the ladies were intent on not only teaching Abigail a lesson they wanted to completely humiliate her.  That day they began to use Abigail like she was their personal assistant rather than just the bed and breakfast maid.  At one point they had Abigail polishing the leather boots that they routinely wore. 
 
      
 
    I overheard the ladies talking about how they could use Abigail both inside the inn and outside the inn.  They casually talked about how Abigail could also be used to provide more intimate services for them. 
 
      
 
    So it was no surprise to me at all when the officers had Abigail join them in their camper that evening when they began their preparations for an evening of crime fighting.  When the girls went out the door to change from their casual attire into their working attire I heard Margie arguing with Angie over who would be the decoy that night. 
 
      
 
    I thought that they intended to have Abigail help them dress for the evening’s stakeout.  When the officers emerged from the camper they had changed into their sexy street uniforms and I presumed that Abigail had assisted them.  The black leather corset over a short black dress with fishnet stockings that they were wearing was the signature look of the special task force. 
 
      
 
    But it was the appearance of Abigail that surprised me.  Apparently the ladies had decided that neither of them would be the decoy that night.  Instead Abigail was the decoy. 
 
      
 
    The ladies had done a stunning makeover job on maid Abigail.  The change was so complete that at first I didn’t recognize her.  When she walked in the door I thought that she was a new customer. 
 
      
 
    Instead of looking like a contrite maid Abigail was dressed like a demure housewife.  She had exchanged her maid uniform for a modest red flower print dress that featured pink carnations.   
 
      
 
    She had a shiny wide black belt at her waist that accentuated her hips and bust.  Her taupe stockings made her legs look seductive posed in a pair of open toe red pumps. 
 
      
 
    Her accessories included faux diamond earrings, a glitzy fake diamond bracelet, a choker around her neck that spelled out Jezebel in rhinestones and a big red handbag that matched her dress. 
 
      
 
    She was nicely made up with neutral cosmetics like a housewife might use on a night out on the town.  Her shoulder length blonde hair was adorned with a red rose. 
 
      
 
    After I did a double take I wanted to laugh at the transformation that had taken place.  I had to admit that I had never seen anything like this before.  These ladies were exceptional at working magic in that camper and they had done it once again on Abigail.  Or maybe I should say on Jezebel. 
 
      
 
    While Jezebel stood silently Sheila gave her instructions. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t forget Jezebel you are the decoy.  We just want you to sit on the park bench and wait for the purse snatcher.  Try to look inconspicuous.  We’ll do the rest.  Got it? 
 
      
 
    “Yes but I don’t want to be seen in public like this…” 
 
      
 
    Sheila shook her head.  She couldn’t have sounded more condescending had she been talking to a child. 
 
      
 
    “Remember honey you agreed to do everything that we said if we could make you look like a woman.  Don’t you think that you look feminine enough sweetie?” 
 
      
 
    She made it sound like she could fix that if need be.  Jezebel didn’t take the bait. 
 
      
 
    “No I admit I look like a girl.  But I agreed to do maid service for Miss Farrow and I agreed to do whatever she said.  I never agreed to obey you.” 
 
      
 
    Jezebel turned to me for salvation.  I wasn’t about to deliver the sissy from the ladies.  I was having far too much fun watching them torment the sissy girl. 
 
      
 
    “You’re right Jezebel honey.  You agreed to obey me not the other ladies.  I have a special instruction for you.  What I want you to do for me is to obey these fine ladies too.  Get the idea?” 
 
      
 
    With a downcast expression on her face the imitation housewife looked back at Sheila and she gave the sissy girl a victorious smile.  In a desperate second effort Jezebel looked back at me with her eyes pleading for rescue but my mind was made up. 
 
      
 
    “Sheila, would you mind if I tagged along again?  I’d love to see Jezebel in action.” 
 
      
 
    “We’d love to have you dear.  Let’s go!” 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 12.  Parking 
 
      
 
    It was early evening and the park was crowded with couples taking an evening stroll.  Jezebel sat alone on a park bench with her purse right next to her.  She was easy prey for anyone so inclined to relieve her of her tempting offer. 
 
      
 
    We observed her from the camper in a parking lot that was a reasonable distance away.  The monitors gave us a clear picture of the bashful decoy housewife nervously waiting for crime to find her.  Angie drew my attention to the monitor. 
 
      
 
    “She’s even got her knees together like a real woman!  My gosh our Jezebel is a real sissy girl!” 
 
      
 
    The other women giggled at her comment.  She was right.  Jezebel had actually only been dressed like a woman for a short time but whether she was Abigail or Jezebel she clearly was becoming quite feminine. 
 
      
 
    Her mannerisms had definitely changed.  She even looked like a proper lady when she walked in her heels and once at the inn I had witnessed her touching up her makeup.  If the intent of the ladies was to humiliate Jezebel they were certainly doing a fine job of it. 
 
      
 
    While we were looking at the monitors a hot looking guy sat down next to Jezebel.  The housewife appeared nervous while he chatted her up.  Margie put a hand over her mouth to keep from laughing. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe it!  That guy is hitting on her!” 
 
      
 
    The ladies laughed again. 
 
      
 
    Then the scoundrel turned quickly and pulled Jezebel towards him and gave her a deep kiss.  Mind you it wasn’t just a peck on the cheek.  Rather it was an open mouth full tongue kiss—the kind that can knock a girl’s heels right off. 
 
      
 
    Jezebel was clearly taken by surprise.  She made no attempt to resist the onslaught.  Instead she closed her eyes and allowed the stranger to take full advantage of her meek disposition. 
 
      
 
    The joke was on her.  He had distracted her sufficiently so that when the lewd embrace ended she kept her eyes closed for a moment while the stranger snatched her purse and began to run through the park with it.  Barbara spoke first. 
 
      
 
    “We’re up ladies!  We have a runner!” 
 
      
 
    Sheila started up the camper and we drove deeper into the park ahead of the thief.  When the camper stopped the girls got out and waited patiently for the thief to arrive.  When he appeared he was winded from his sprint and while Sheila and Barbara observed he was easily apprehended by Angie and Margie. 
 
      
 
    The officers both pointed their guns at the thief and he immediately surrendered.  When Barbara and Sheila took the thief away I talked to Angie and Margie. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you think that using your gun was going a little bit overboard?” 
 
      
 
    Angie smiled.  Then in a quick motion she tossed her gun towards me.  I moved out of the way and the gun fell into the grass.  I picked it up to give it back to her and got an interesting surprise. 
 
      
 
    “Angie, what are you doing?  This is a toy gun!” 
 
      
 
    She took the gun back and smiled again. 
 
      
 
    “We’re tough cops so we really don’t need to use force.  We intimidate our crooks with our looks so there is no need for any violence.  We all carry toy guns.  They are extremely effective.  Besides we wouldn’t want anyone to get hurt!” 
 
      
 
    She laughed and we followed the other ladies back to the camper. 
 
      
 
    I watched while the ladies transformed the bandit into a duplicate Jezebel.  At first he struggled to resist their feminization but in the end he surrendered to the sissymakers that they administered and he found himself in the identical outfit that my own Jezebel was wearing. 
 
      
 
    I talked with Sheila while she drove the camper back to pick up our decoy. 
 
      
 
    “What will become of tonight’s bandit?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh we’ll give our girl a purse with bus fare in it.  Then we drop her a couple of towns over in the nastiest part of town.  I mean they actually have real thieves over there.  She’ll be lucky if they let her leave there with the dress on her back.” 
 
      
 
    The girls laughed at the implication.  I didn’t want to see it.  I mean he deserved whatever happened to him but I didn’t have to watch.  They offered to have me join them and then hit the bars with them but I wasn’t interested.  After they picked up my Jezebel I had the ladies drop us off at the inn before they sentenced their prey to a night of desperately running from lawbreakers. 
 
      
 
    I was so excited from the stakeout that I was unable to get to sleep that night.  So instead I stayed up at the front desk and tried to catch up on my paperwork. 
 
      
 
    It was a good thing because had I gone to bed I would have missed the impressive entrance the ladies made just before dawn.  The stillness of the night was shattered with a roar and when I went over to the window and looked out I couldn’t believe what I saw. 
 
      
 
    Again the camper was speeding down the road towards the inn.  Right behind it were three Harley Davidson motorcycles with police lights flashing! 
 
      
 
    The motorcycle engines roared right up to the inn and then came to a stop in the parking lot in a cloud of dust.  When all four vehicles were parked Angie, Margie and Barbara were the riders that emerged from beneath the helmets while Sheila climbed out of the camper. 
 
      
 
    The ladies were dressed in black leather from head to toe complete with leather jackets, leather pants, leather riding gloves and leather riding boots.  They came in the front door like a rowdy motorcycle gang that had just pillaged the town.  Of course more than likely the ladies had probably just plundered the local bar! 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 13.  Boudoir Duty 
 
      
 
    The next morning the ladies were sitting in the kitchen in their nighties still bragging about apprehending the thief—and about using Abigail to assist in his capture.  Abigail was politely pouring coffee for Margie when Angie noticed that Margie needed a bit of grooming. 
 
      
 
    “Margie, look at your legs!  When was the last time you shaved them?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know.  It’s such a chore.  I guess I’ll have to tend to it this morning.” 
 
      
 
    Angie smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I have an idea.  Why don’t you have Abigail shave your legs for you?  I’m sure she’d love to provide you with intimate service in the shower.” 
 
      
 
    Margie seemed to like the idea. 
 
      
 
    “Yes and after that I need my hair washed.  Hey I can have her powder my bottom for me too!  Come on Abigail you can assist me.” 
 
      
 
    She motioned to the maid and they both went back towards the bedrooms.  Angie was delighted. 
 
      
 
    “I think our sissy maid is working out quite well don’t you think ladies?” 
 
      
 
    We all giggled at her comment and the thought of the intimate services that Abigail was providing Margie.  It seemed that the ladies had a thing for service because from that point on Abigail was not only providing maid service for my bed and breakfast she was also providing boudoir service for the ladies. 
 
      
 
    I thought it must be quite humiliating for Abigail to be put into that kind of servitude but she didn’t seem to mind.  I suppose that the thought of bedding the four women at the end of her period of servitude was sufficient motivation for her to humble herself like that. 
 
      
 
    Her boudoir duty also included styling hair for the officers.  Since their look changed depending on what type of criminal they were on assignment to apprehend changes in hairstyle for the ladies was a daily ordeal for Abigail. 
 
      
 
    So Abigail learned how to shampoo and curl their hair.  She also became an expert at braiding their hair and putting their hair into pony tails. 
 
      
 
    The ladies must have been comfortable with Abigail because it wasn’t unusual for them to traipse about the inn in various stages of undress while Abigail worked away on her chores.  Margie in particular seemed oblivious of any effect she might have on Abigail because she could regularly be seen first thing in the morning in just her panties and bra. 
 
      
 
    The officers enjoyed the attention that Abigail gave them.  Since she had been so successful at being a decoy they decided to use her again when they set out on a later assignment. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 14.  Call Girl Assignment 
 
      
 
    If Abigail thought that posing like a housewife was embarrassing it was nothing compared to what she must have felt when she emerged from the camper dressed in her Trixie outfit. 
 
      
 
    There was absolutely no doubt about Trixie—she was a call girl if ever there was one.  Her sheer black see  thru dress came to just above her lacey black stocking tops giving a glimpse of her black panties even when she stood straight up.  Her well-padded bra was clearly visible thru the mesh fabric.  Her black leather platform boots advertised her legs in a way that would make most women blush. 
 
      
 
    When she came into the inn her musky perfume filled the room.  She had cat eyes and plump ruby red lips that glistened.  Hoop earrings that dangled to her shoulders with matching wrist bangles completed her slutty ensemble. 
 
      
 
    Trixie was precisely what she was supposed to be—the perfect decoy for a prostitution sting.  The target that night was a pimp named Leonardo who was abusing women on Main Street in downtown Birchwood.  Unescorted Women who accidently wandered into his territory at the wrong time were immediately abducted, trussed up, crated for shipment and then sold into white slavery never to be seen or heard from again. 
 
      
 
    The special task force had done exceptional preliminary work on the operation.  They knew everything about it including shipping drop points.  The only problem was that Leonardo managed to elude all efforts to pin the operation on him.  He left minimal evidence of his involvement and both prosecutors and judges were either bought off or feared retribution from any attempt to prosecute him.  In other words he was untouchable. 
 
      
 
    When I heard the backstory on the assignment I simply had to go along and see what was going to happen.  So when the ladies put Trixie into the camper I joined them all for the ride downtown. 
 
      
 
    We parked the camper one block away from Leonardo’s territory and dropped Trixie off.  They instructed her to stroll right through his domain. 
 
      
 
    Trixie only mixed with the other call girls for a few moments before a couple of big guys emerged from a storefront and quickly spirited her inside.  Once the ladies were satisfied that the bait had been taken Sheila drove the camper over to the remote warehouse that served as a front for the white slavery sales. 
 
      
 
    Leonardo was so blatant with his operation that the doors to the warehouse were wide open so we could safely observe things from a distance using a telescopic lens that projected images on monitors inside the camper.  With the listening devices that the camper was equipped with we could also listen in on any conversations that took place inside. 
 
      
 
    Before long a truck backed into the warehouse and dropped off a large wooden crate.  The two thugs that had grabbed Trixie opened the front of the crate giving us a clear view of Trixie. 
 
      
 
    Trixie was standing inside the crate with her wrists tied together suspended from the top of the box.  She was blindfolded and gagged with black leather restraints. 
 
      
 
    One of the guys fondled her between her legs and then removed her gag before he violated her with a deep full mouth kiss.  Then he put the gag back in place before the two guys got back into the truck and drove away leaving Trixie all trussed up standing in plain sight on her own. 
 
      
 
    Just a few minutes later Leonardo drove up in his own car—a brand new Porsche 718.  He got out of his car and walked up to Trixie—no doubt to inspect the goods. 
 
      
 
    Satisfied with the quality of his merchandise he took out his cell phone.  We listened in on his call. 
 
      
 
    “Alfonso I have another one for you.  A blonde hooker.  Yah, she’s a looker alright.  Nice curves.  Hot and ready.  Usual terms.  Okay see you in an hour.  What?  Three hours?  I don’t have all night!  Try to hurry it up.” 
 
      
 
    He ended the call and then he went up to Trixie.  After drinking her in with his eyes he removed her gag and then sampled her with a long kiss on her mouth just like she had been previously defiled.  Trixie tried to evade his unwelcomed oral penetration but suspended like she was all she could do was accept his unwanted advance. 
 
      
 
    When he was finished with his lewd embrace he put her gag back on her and stood back to enjoy the view again.  It was only then that the police women of the special task force moved in to break up the proceedings. 
 
      
 
    In moments Leonardo was subdued, cuffed and brought into the back of the camper.  He sputtered something about his lawyer and retaliation against the police before Angie administered sissymakers and stuffed a penis gag into his mouth to silence him.  In the meantime Margie freed Trixie from the crate and brought her safely into the camper. 
 
      
 
    This time the ladies worked at a furious pace.  The three hours were plenty enough--they had more than enough time to transform Leonardo into a whorish harlot named Trixie.  The replacement Trixie quickly found herself back inside the warehouse—this time drugged with sissymakers, blindfolded, gagged and suspended inside of the crate. 
 
      
 
    The ladies watched in total amusement when another delivery truck drove up.  Two guys got out and went up to the crate.  After one of the guys fondled the faux Trixie he removed her gag and before she could speak a word he gave her a deep kiss on the mouth.  Then he put the gag back in place and they closed the wooden box up and nailed it shut.  Then they placed it in the back of the truck and drove away. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe the precision of the work that the team had done.  I couldn’t help but ask Sheila what would become of the perpetrator.  She smiled when she answered me. 
 
      
 
    “She’ll be in South America by morning.  They have a thriving sex slave operation going on down there.  If she knows what’s good for her she’ll be putting out for her customers all day and all night long.” 
 
      
 
    With that the ladies dropped my Trixie and me off back at the inn and then they were off to a private nightclub for a long evening of celebrating their latest victory. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 15.  Officer Farrow 
 
      
 
    The ladies were certainly masters of disguise.  On a daily basis they seamlessly went from playing one part to another all in the interest of apprehending the criminal element.  I found myself jealous of all of the fun that the ladies were having so it was an easy decision for me to join in on the fun when they offered. 
 
      
 
    For their next operation the officers were going to be in their uniforms so I had the opportunity to wear the same sexy outfits that they had been wearing.  Sheila told me to wait in my bedroom until Abigail arrived to help me get dressed.  So I sat on my bed and waited for Abigail to come in. 
 
      
 
    When Abigail came in to my room carrying my uniform on a clothes hanger it quickly became apparent that the girls had been training her.  She hung the uniform up and stood politely in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “May I assist you in getting dressed officer Farrow?” 
 
      
 
    Officer Farrow!  It was so delightful to receive such respect from a well-mannered maid servant.  I mean Phillip would never treat me like that.  Oh he was nice to me but never so respectfully in awe of me.  Abigail not only looked like a maid servant she was also beginning to act like one!  A girl could get used to treatment like Abigail was providing. 
 
      
 
    I felt myself slipping into the role of bitchy police woman.  I didn’t know what to expect next but I decided to find out what tricks the ladies had taught my boyfriend.  I stood up and turned my back to the maid. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, please assist me at once.  I don’t have all night.” 
 
      
 
    I don’t know why but I expected to be sexually mauled by the maid.  Phillip never could keep his hands off of me once he started taking my clothes off so I thought that Abigail would do the same. 
 
      
 
    Instead she surprised me.  She gently assisted me out of my clothes stripping me down to my panties and bra without so much as even brushing my skin.  I was amazed with what she offered next. 
 
      
 
    “Would officer Farrow like to be moisturized before she is dressed?” 
 
      
 
    She sounded so cute and so sincere!  Of course I wanted to be moisturized!  How could I resist? 
 
      
 
    I sat down on the bed while she lovingly rubbed lotion into my skin.  She started with my arms and hands and then moved her way up from my feet.  Phillip had never done that before.  It was heavenly.  I made a mental note to thank Sheila for her superb job of training the maid. 
 
      
 
    My thoughts blissfully drifted.  For a boyfriend Phillip had been a pleasant distraction but really nothing too special.  Phillip was a total loser at sex.  He wouldn’t even go down on me.  He always said that real men don’t lick pussy.  I mean really! 
 
      
 
    So I never had any plans to make our relationship permanent.  Abigail on the other hand was something special.  I found myself thinking that I really wanted to keep Abigail and I didn’t really care if I ever saw Phillip again. 
 
      
 
    That dry skin feeling vanished.  My legs glistened from the lotion.  Abigail slowly pulled my panties down before she brought a pair of fishnet pantyhose from the hanger that held the uniform.  The pantyhose were crotchless so I was acutely aware of my sex when she had me stand while she pulled them up to my waist.  
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help myself.  The experience had been so sensual that there was no way in the world that I was going out that night in the condition that I was in. 
 
      
 
    “I think that I’ll require kisses before you finish dressing me.” 
 
      
 
    Abigail smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Usually I’d be upset about the use of the word Ma’am but this situation was different.  It sounded deferential to me like I was in charge and Abigail was just my serving maid.  The thought stirred my feelings. 
 
      
 
    Abigail leaned in to kiss me on the mouth.  I sharply rebuked her. 
 
      
 
    “Not up there bitch.  Down there! 
 
      
 
    I pointed down between my legs.  She quickly lowered herself to her knees being careful to do so like a refined lady.  Then she gave me a long slow French kiss in the most intimate place imaginable. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe it.  Phillip had been so reluctant to go down on me that he had never done so.  Not once!  Yet there was Abigail pleasuring me like she was experienced in oral servitude.  She was so delightful!   
 
      
 
    Before long I was on the bed lying on my back with my legs spread wide apart.  She continued to give me the most tender kisses imaginable while I writhed in sexual ecstasy. 
 
      
 
    Apparently the ladies had trained her remarkably well.  I could never have imagined that a maid could be so accommodating to my wishes.  I definitely could get used to having special treatment like that.  I didn’t ever want her to stop. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 16.  Bank Job 
 
      
 
    When I emerged from my bedroom in my tawdry police uniform I felt like a whole new woman.  Abigail had sinfully satisfied me several times with her tongue just like I had commanded her and now I was dressed like a bad-assed sexy cop. 
 
      
 
    That day the ladies were going to investigate a bank manager at a small branch office.  The manager had been accused several times of raping female bank employees.  Several female employees had charged the manager with making unsolicited deposits in a private place that he shouldn’t ever have been in to. 
 
      
 
    The women had reported the rapes but bank management had covered up the incidences in order to protect their manager.  Instead of prosecuting the manager the women that reported the crimes were subsequently fired. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until one of the women came directly to the special crimes unit and reported the conduct of the manager that the police women became involved.  The ladies decided that a decoy was essential to capture the criminal so for this case Abigail was recruited and changed into her Jezebel attire.  The ladies had her walk into the branch office and apply for work while we waited outside in the camper carefully listening in on the action. 
 
      
 
    The branch manager—a lout named Dennis—didn’t even take the time to hire Jezebel.  Instead he took her right into his office and began to proposition her.  He didn’t wait for her response to his intentions either. 
 
      
 
    Soon he was giving her kisses on her neck.  When she stood up to leave his office he pulled her close and covered her mouth with a deep penetrating kiss. 
 
      
 
    Naturally Jezebel tried to refuse his advances but it made little difference to the determined rapist.  Soon he had Jezebel down on the floor and she struggled helplessly to free herself while he lifted her dress up. 
 
      
 
    At that point the ladies decided it might be best to rescue Jezebel before things became further out of hand.  Sheila gave the order and we exited the camper intent on catching the rapist in the act. 
 
      
 
    Poor disheveled Jezebel.  Her dress was up over her waist and the manager was on top her with his tongue halfway down her throat when the special crimes unit women burst into the manager’s office and busted the would-be rapist. 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure that the manager ever figured out exactly what hit him because just a few hours later he found himself on a bus ride out of town dressed up like a lovely hooker named Trixie. 
 
      
 
    I guess that there really is a substantial penalty for early withdrawal! 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 17.  Bondage Bandit 
 
      
 
    Abigail was a useful decoy for several other criminal stakeouts but by far her most noteworthy performance was her participation in apprehending the Bondage Bandit. 
 
      
 
    The Bondage Bandit was a notorious thief who operated in the red light district of Birchwood.  He would stalk attractive women—mostly prostitutes—and then lure them into a nearby hotel with a promise of money and sex. 
 
      
 
    Once he had his victim alone in the hotel room she would be engaged in suggestive foreplay that included wine, French kissing and of course intimate fondling.  Soon the aroused subject would find herself in leather bondage cuffs tied spread eagle to the bed with her hips lewdly propped up with pillows ready for carnal play. 
 
      
 
    At that point the bondage bandit would silence his victims with a leather penis gag.  Then, instead of delivering the promised sexual encounter while the woman would struggle for freedom the bandit would rob the victim of her money and credit cards. 
 
      
 
    Having satisfied his desire for cash the Bondage Bandit would then use a pair of scissors that he brought with him to cut away the victims clothing including her panties leaving her only in her bra. 
 
      
 
    Having performed his ritual on his victim the bandit would then snap a few pictures of his conquest.  Then he would turn the lights out in the room leaving his victim in the dark securely bound in place. 
 
      
 
    For a final flourish he would then open the blinds to the room so that any passerby could enjoy the pleasures of his victim the following morning in the light of day.  He would then gather up his bounty and leave his victim alone in the hotel room. 
 
      
 
    Unable to free herself or call for help the hapless victim would have no choice but to wait for her humiliating discovery before being released.  Ultimately the highly embarrassed woman would be found the following morning by the hotel maid. 
 
      
 
    The female officers had no idea how long the bandit had been operating because most of the crimes were committed against prostitutes that operated in the area.  Since the women were engaged in illegal activity themselves they were reluctant to report the theft and the humiliating treatment.  It was only when the hotel management finally gave details of the recurring activity that the special crimes unit became involved. 
 
      
 
    Abigail was certainly not excited about another night on the town dressed up like Trixie the harlot but that was precisely what Sheila had the girls do with her.  I had another opportunity to join the crimes unit dressed like Officer Farrow and I took them up on the offer. 
 
      
 
    That night we sat silently in the camper observing a group of streetwalkers and other women on the monitors from an unobtrusive position.  Trixie walked the street like a common hooker while potential customers went by and checked her out. 
 
      
 
    Sheila had Margie and Angie take license plate numbers from unsuspecting Johns that occasionally propositioned Abigail and the other women from their cars.  She said that the information would be useful for later investigative work. 
 
      
 
    Finally a guy walked up to Trixie and began to talk to her.  He looked suspicious if only because he arrived on foot instead of by car.  When he took her by the hand and led her off to the nearby hotel we knew that we had our bandit. 
 
      
 
    While the ladies were excited about pouncing on the criminal Sheila held them back.  She said that she wanted to catch the bandit in the act so that there would be no question about his guilt.  From our position we could see the hotel and it was only after the blinds opened on a room that Sheila gave the order to close in. 
 
      
 
    The bandit was easy prey for the police women.  He had already finished with Trixie when they confronted him in the hallway.  They caught him red-handed--he was holding the purse that Trixie had been carrying with her.  Barbara and Margie then escorted him back to the hotel room where he had robbed Trixie. 
 
      
 
    We found Trixie cuffed and tied spread eagle to the bed in just her bra with her hips raised precisely like the Bandit usually operated.  She made muffled sounds while Angie cuffed the sexual predator and Barbara and Margie escorted him back to the camper for processing. 
 
      
 
    If I had any doubts about why the crime unit was dubbed the Bitches of Birchwood they were doused when I observed what Angie and Sheila did next.  Instead of releasing Trixie from her humiliating situation they stood by the bed and admired the job that the Bandit had done securing her. 
 
      
 
    While Abigail made muffled pleas for her release beneath her gag they casually discussed whether they should leave her tied up like that or if they should rescue her.  Finally after a lengthy discussion and plenty of giggles they opted to leave her there for the night precisely the way that they had found her. 
 
      
 
    Trixie struggled to free herself while we walked out of the room.  We wouldn’t see her again until another police officer returned her to the inn the following morning with a blanket covering her for modesty. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile back in the camper the ladies debated what they wanted to do with the bandit.  They couldn’t come to a decision if they should go with the Trixie persona or the Abigail persona.  Finally they let me cast the deciding vote. 
 
      
 
    I thought it would be sufficient payback to leave the Bandit at a local hotel dressed up like a hotel maid.  So in the end the Bondage Bandit wound up a couple of towns over in front of a hotel manager dressed up for maid service.  Sheila explained to the manager that the girl had been caught in the act of prostitution and that she could avoid jail if she worked off the sentence doing community service. 
 
      
 
    The hotel manager—a woman named Debbie—was delighted to get extra help.  So she agreed to keep a close eye on Bondage Bandit Abigail and provide room and board for her while she worked off her sentence for a few weeks at the hotel.  Based on Debbie’s reaction somehow I doubt that Abigail was sent on her way after only a couple of weeks. 
 
      
 
    Of course it was entirely up to Debbie.  I guess all hotel owners like the idea of free maid service so I’m pretty sure what Debbie most likely decided to do! 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 18.  Potty Mouth 
 
    The evening before Abigail’s two weeks were up I had her in my bedroom tending to my needs.  She had just helped me into my nightgown and she was dutifully engrossed applying moisturizing lotion to my legs.  We talked while she worked and she was certainly in an unbecoming mood.   
 
      
 
    “I can’t wait for midnight tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    “Why, what happens tomorrow?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you remember?  My two weeks are up!” 
 
      
 
    Naturally I knew all about the arrangement but I just wasn’t excited about it like Abigail was.  Perhaps I was hoping if I didn’t think about it maybe it wouldn’t happen.  I mean I was definitely getting used to maid service for the inn.  I virtually couldn’t remember what it was like to act like my own housekeeping maid.  Not to mention the personal attention that she was providing me with in my bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie what do you intend to do at midnight?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been in this silly getup forever.  I feel so humiliated.  I don’t want to wear it…I mean I like my maid uniform and I want to serve.” 
 
      
 
    She had a strange expression on her face like she didn’t realize what she had said or where it came from.  Such a strange contradiction!  I wondered if her confusion had something to do with the sissymaker treatment.  More than likely I guessed.  Then the maid continued. 
 
      
 
    “Yes I do like my maid uniform and I love my feminine lingerie but I’m going to take off all of the pretty clothing and then take the padding off too.  Then I’m going to teach that Sheila and her gang of bitches a lesson that they’ll never forget.  I’m going to fuck them all one after another for hours at a time like they are my own personal whores. 
 
      
 
    I can’t wait to get their bitchy leader in bed.  I’ll bet that Sheila is one hell of a fuck.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right.  I’m going to fuck her brains out.  I’m going to ride that whore all night long.  By the time I’m done with her she’ll be so sore in the morning that she won’t be able to walk. 
 
      
 
    Revenge is so delightful.  I’ll enjoy such sweet penetration between those lovely legs!  I’ll do all of her bitchy friends too.  All of them.  Then I’ll do them again the next day and again every day thereafter until Sheila and her bitches beg me to stop.” 
 
      
 
    I had never heard such appalling language!  It was clear to me that the dose of sissymaker was beginning to wear off.  Abigail hadn’t shown such defiance since that first day when ladies had turned her into a maid. 
 
      
 
    I was disappointed.  I had hoped that once the drug wore off that Abigail would stay true to me and leave the ladies alone. 
 
      
 
    “Honey that seems a bit extreme don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    “Not at all.  I’m going to give those girls the grand fucking of a lifetime.  You wouldn’t believe what they’ve been doing to me.  I don’t know why but I want to cooperate with them even though they are forcing me do things that are embarrassing.  Sheila is making a fool out of me!” 
 
      
 
    “But you said that you like your uniform.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, for some reason I do like my maid uniform.  Don’t confuse me!  I’m still angry about that Bondage Bandit gig.  I couldn’t believe how they left me in that hotel.  I had to suck on that penis gag all night long.  Then the hotel maid found me and she called the police.  The police officer treated me like I was a damsel in distress.  It’s been so darn… humiliating!” 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie maybe now you can better appreciate what women go through all the time.  We put up with quite a bit.  They didn’t have you do anything that the female crime victims didn’t endure did they?” 
 
      
 
    “No but…” 
 
      
 
    “Then you might want to reign in that anger.  Nice ladies don’t talk like that.  A maid should be more genteel.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not a…” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes you are.  Just look at how you are dressed!  I think that somebody has a serious case of potty mouth today.  I’ll have to do something about that.  I think that I’ll mention it to Sheila.  It’s very unbecoming of you to speak like that. 
 
      
 
    So you think it’s humiliating to be a woman?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I didn’t say that.  I love my maid uniform.  I want to serve women.  It’s just that they have put me in so many demeaning situations.  They have me providing services for them like I’m some sort of…” 
 
      
 
    “Maid?” 
 
      
 
    “Why yes!  Not only am I cleaning up the inn but they have me shaving their legs, doing their hair, perfuming their bodies and powdering their bottoms like I’m at their disposal like some sort of junior chambermaid. 
 
      
 
    I’m even providing them with intimate bedroom services.  Miss Farrow, I’ve had to worship each of them orally every night this week.  Imagine that!  They have me doing oral servitude!  I’ve been licking pussy for days and I don’t even like to do that.  I can’t seem to stop myself.  Can you believe it? 
 
      
 
    Not to mention having me work like their girlie decoy on their sordid stakeouts.  I’m not some sort of femme fatale either!  It’s demeaning and I won’t stand for it anymore!”  
 
      
 
    I wasn’t at all happy with what I was hearing. 
 
      
 
    “Honey you don’t sound like you are reigning in that anger.  Are you saying that you find tending to the intimate needs of a woman to be demeaning?” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t say that.  I like serving women.  I meant that they boss me about like I’m…” 
 
      
 
    “A servant?” 
 
      
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
      
 
    I gave a short laugh.  Dressed in her maid uniform like she was it was difficult to imagine that the sissy maid was anything other than a maid servant.  With her housekeeping uniform on she certainly looked the part. 
 
      
 
    “Honey you sure look like a servant to me!” 
 
      
 
    She stopped moisturizing my legs for just a moment.  I prodded her on. 
 
      
 
    “Did I give you permission to stop?” 
 
      
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I definitely liked the respectful tone of Ma’am that she used.  At least she had that part right.  I’ve always thought that a maid with a bad attitude is a bad maid.  She continued applying the lotion while our discussion went on. 
 
      
 
    “It was the way they have treated me.  That Sheila is mean spirited.” 
 
      
 
    “She does have major responsibilities in a very difficult job.  A girl like that needs an outlet for all of that on the job stress.” 
 
      
 
    “I know but we only had a simple bet.  Okay I admit that I lost but she didn’t need to rub it in.  She’s taking advantage of me.  I think it’s only fair that I do the same to her and I have to tell you that I can’t wait to strip her down and have her spread her legs for me.  I can’t bed her fast enough, that’s for sure.” 
 
      
 
    I was disappointed.  I realized for the first time that I really didn’t want my Phillip back.  What I wanted was to keep my sweet darling Abigail.  
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 19.  Cleaning Up Abigail 
 
      
 
    When the morning of the last day dawned the ladies began to tease Abigail unmercifully.  They made no secret about the fact that the two weeks were up at midnight and that they couldn’t wait to get into bed with Abigail and feel the thrill of the sexual encounter. 
 
      
 
    That morning the officers were dressed in their police uniforms early and were seated in the kitchen while Abigail served them breakfast.  Just like usual Angie was the biggest tease. 
 
      
 
    “Abigail honey would you like to have me first tonight?  I can hardly wait for you to satisfy me!” 
 
      
 
    The maid who had been so haughty when she talked with me in private blushed crimson red.  I guess she wasn’t expecting the women to be so excited about upholding their end of the agreement.  She stuttered her response. 
 
      
 
    “I…I…I hadn’t thought about it…” 
 
      
 
    “I guess you’re not so manly at all!  Maybe you’d rather stay in that dress than to have a real woman.” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t say…” 
 
      
 
    Margie chimed in. 
 
      
 
    “We know how much you love playing the helpless decoy.  You know you can keep on working for us if you’d like.” 
 
      
 
    “I couldn’t…” 
 
      
 
    “But you do like your uniform don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes I do like my uniform but I couldn’t…” 
 
      
 
    “Your loss sweetie.  Maybe you’ll reconsider later.” 
 
      
 
    The ladies finished up their breakfast and Abigail cleared the table.  Then Sheila spoke up. 
 
      
 
    “We do have one thing to do today for sure.  Your employer--Miss Farrow--told me about your potty mouth and we’ll have to clean that up for you.” 
 
      
 
    She made that sound like she was going to do the maid a great service.  She continued on. 
 
      
 
    “I won’t have a potty mouthed maid tending to my needs.  Would you please bring me a fresh bar of soap?” 
 
      
 
    Perhaps Abigail didn’t realize what was about to happen because she simply responded “Yes Ma’am” and then went immediately off to fulfill her request. 
 
      
 
    When she returned she gave a brand new bar of fragrant lavender soap to Sheila and stood at attention waiting for further instructions.  Sheila slowly unwrapped the signature soap of the inn making a big deal out of the process while she spoke. 
 
      
 
    “There is only one way to cure potty mouth.  A good cleansing is the best way to ensure respectful language from a maid servant.” 
 
      
 
    She held the unwrapped soap in her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Now then Abigail I hope you will learn your lesson and speak respectfully to your superiors from this point forward.  Open your mouth for me honey.” 
 
      
 
    Realizing what was about to happen Abigail opened her mouth to protest and Sheila promptly inserted the bar of soap into it.  Abigail meekly stood there stunned by what Sheila had just done to her.  The officer continued. 
 
      
 
    “You will keep that in your mouth and you will go stand with your nose in the corner until I say you can come out.  Do you understand me?” 
 
      
 
    With the bar of soap between her teeth Abigail could only nod her head.  With a wave of her hand Sheila sent the chastised maid off to the corner of the kitchen where she stood with her nose pointed submissively to the wall with her mouth filled with the bar of soap. 
 
      
 
    I have to admit that I was impressed.  She was so obedient and so adorable!  She hadn’t hesitated following the instructions of the woman for even an instant.  She was certainly not the same person whom I had known just a couple of weeks earlier.  The bluster of the maid that had been complaining about her superiors the previous day was gone too. 
 
      
 
    While Abigail stood humiliated in the corner the officers continued their after breakfast discussion regarding the activities of the day like nothing at all had happened.  I suppose for them putting a sissy in her place was all in a day’s work though I found Abigail’s position both bizarre and riveting.  Such powerful authority to be able to put a grown sissy maid into the corner holding a bar of soap in her mouth like she was a penitent little girl! 
 
      
 
    When they were finally ready to leave for the precinct all of the officers left the room before Sheila remembered Abigail and returned to see to the maid.  She stood at the doorway and made a casual comment. 
 
      
 
    “Abigail sweetie you may leave the corner and tend to your duties.  I hope that you’ve learned your lesson.  I would expect that we’ll hear no more of your naughty potty mouth.” 
 
      
 
    With that Sheila turned and left the inn for the day.  Abigail quickly removed the soap from her mouth and made a face. 
 
      
 
    “That was awful!  I’ll never be able to get that terrible taste out of my mouth.  I can’t understand why I let her do that to me.” 
 
      
 
    “Tend to your duties sweetie.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Then Abigail went off to begin her work day no doubt feeling fresh and clean all over. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 20.  Maid For Life 
 
      
 
    There was no stakeout that night.  Instead the officers stayed in uniform and we all played poker at the inn.  Abigail was busy playing barmaid and delivering snacks while the ladies drank and generally had a great time. 
 
      
 
    The girls certainly played a rowdy game of cards.  It was typical behavior of the group.  They always seemed to do everything with a self-assured zest. 
 
      
 
    They consumed quite a volume of beer and Barbara was smoking a cigar that filled the room with heavy smoke.  They laughed and shouted during the game like a group of guys hanging out in a bar.  Of course I joined in the fun too! 
 
      
 
    When the clock turned to midnight the girls paid no attention to Abigail.  Instead they continued playing cards like nothing had happened. 
 
      
 
    On the contrary Abigail had meticulously observed the time. She anxiously watched every tick of the clock until it was midnight.  At precisely twelve she immediately turned and left the room.  I suspected that she wanted to change out of her maid uniform and receive her treat for participating in their game. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t like the hungry look that I saw on her face when she left the room.  I really did want the helpful sweet Abigail and I wasn’t interested at all in a no good cheating boyfriend. 
 
      
 
    We continued to play our poker game.  Margie finished her beer and wondered where Abigail had gone to because she needed a refill.  At twelve thirty Abigail meekly came back into the kitchen—still in her maid uniform.  Margie noticed her and spoke up immediately. 
 
      
 
    “I need a refill Abigail.  Hurry up, I’m thirsty.” 
 
      
 
    Abigail didn’t move.  Instead she summoned up all of her courage to protest. 
 
      
 
    “My time is up.  I’m not the maid anymore.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly there was silence.  The girls stopped the game and they all simultaneously turned to Abigail.  Sheila spoke up in a hushed voice. 
 
      
 
    “Abigail, you certainly look like a maid so get to it.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s after midnight.  I’m all done.” 
 
      
 
    “Then why are you still dressed up like a maid?” 
 
      
 
    Abigail flushed scarlet red. 
 
      
 
    “They wouldn’t come off.” 
 
      
 
    There were giggles and Sheila smiled. 
 
      
 
    “What wouldn’t come off honey?” 
 
      
 
    “My pussy panties won’t come off.  They’re stuck.  So are the breast forms and the wig.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you saying that you’re really not man enough to take us to bed?” 
 
      
 
    There were more giggles.  Abigail looked confused like she was a little girl appealing to her mother for help.  Sheila continued. 
 
      
 
    “I suppose if you were smart enough to realize that Angie had coated you with surgical glue before you wiggled into those pussy panties you wouldn’t be standing there looking like such a contrite little housemaid.  But then you aren’t the first guy that we gave a permanent pussy to and that we gave permanent boobs to are you? 
 
      
 
    I hope you realize that your cock won’t be of any use to you anymore honey.  I think you’ll find that it is safely secured in place.  With that lovely cunt of yours I’d say that you’re far too feminine to be of any use to us. 
 
      
 
    I do hope that you like being a girl sweetie.  Don’t worry honey the glue on your wig is permanent too so you’ll be appearing like a pretty girl for a long time.” 
 
      
 
    I finally got the picture.  It was really quite impressive.  I remembered that first stakeout that I had participated in.  Angie had heavily slathered that criminal with a liquid before they put the pussy panties, the breast forms and the wig on him.  Even the sleeve that held the culprit’s penis down and out of the way had been liberally coated before they slid his sex into it.  They must have done the exact same thing with Abigail. 
 
      
 
    Abigail’s mouth opened but no words came out.  What could she possibly say to that?  Angie took charge from there. 
 
      
 
    “Abigail come over here for a minute.” 
 
      
 
    The maid stepped closer to Angie.  The other ladies resumed their poker game while Angie reached down to her purse and produced a handful of large capsules.  Abigail had a strange look on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Are you feeling okay Abigail?” 
 
      
 
    “No…I’m so confused.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry honey.  Take these.  They will help clear your pretty little head.” 
 
      
 
    With that she gave the capsules to Abigail. 
 
      
 
    “Go get a glass of water and swallow all of them and then come back here.” 
 
      
 
    Abigail obediently walked over to the kitchen sink and poured herself a glass of water.  I whispered to Angie. 
 
      
 
    “Sissymakers?” 
 
      
 
    She smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Of course.” 
 
      
 
    “Was that a full dose?” 
 
      
 
    Angie didn’t respond.  Instead she just gave me a wicked smile.  I knew what that meant. 
 
      
 
    Abigail swallowed the capsules one at a time and washed each of them done with water.  Then she returned to Angie just like she had been ordered.  Angie had her stand at attention for several minutes while the poker game continued.  Finally when Abigail’s eyes seemed to glaze over Angie turned her attention back to the maid. 
 
      
 
    “Abigail honey I want you to listen very carefully to the pleasant sound of my female voice.  I’m going to give you very important instructions and I want you to repeat them back to me so that I know that you understand what you need to do.” 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 21.  Teacher Says 
 
      
 
    The card game stopped again and the women were quiet.  I suppose that they didn’t want to interfere with anything that Angie was about to say.  Angie’s tone became firm and serious when she began to speak again to Abigail. 
 
      
 
    “Abigail you like being a maid.” 
 
      
 
    “I like being a maid.” 
 
      
 
    “You like your maid uniform.” 
 
      
 
    “I like my maid uniform.” 
 
      
 
    “You like to serve women.” 
 
      
 
    “I like to serve women.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay Abigail, I realize that you understand my instructions.  Now I just want you to listen to the rest of my orders and promise that you won’t ever forget them.” 
 
      
 
    “I will just listen and I promise that I won’t ever forget.” 
 
      
 
    “It is good that you are listening because women are superior to men and women should always be obeyed.  You will enjoy obeying and serving women because you will be compelled to do so and you will be unable to resist the orders of a woman. 
 
      
 
    You are just a simple maid and you enjoy tedious housekeeping chores.  You will serve Miss Farrow in her bed and breakfast like a good employee and you will strive to please her at all times. 
 
      
 
    Your pleasure is unimportant in bed because you are just a maid and your job is to pleasure the woman that you are serving.  You will always perform cunnilingus on request and you will enjoy the savory scent of a woman’s love nest.  You will long for the touch of a woman but you will never touch a woman without her permission. 
 
      
 
    You will show your respect for women by addressing all women with either Miss, Mistress or Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Angie stopped for a moment and looked at me.  I took her hint. 
 
      
 
    “Abigail after you are given an instruction you will curtsy to acknowledge that you understand your instruction and then you will do precisely like you are ordered.” 
 
      
 
    Angie giggled. 
 
      
 
    “I almost forgot about that.  That’s all for now maid Abigail.  You will now resume your duties.  I’ll give you more instructions later.  Since you are such a sissy girl you had better see to Margie's beer immediately.  She said that she’s thirsty.  You wouldn’t want her to get angry with you would you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Miss Angie.” 
 
      
 
    The maid bobbed a curtsy.  She seemed somewhat confused that she had done so without giving it much thought.  
 
      
 
    It appeared that she had simply conceded defeat at the hands of the police women.  She submissively went off to fetch Margie her refill.  The ladies went back to their poker game like nothing at all had happened.  When Abigail returned with Margie’s beer she stood at attention. 
 
      
 
    To my surprise while the poker game continued Angie continued to give Abigail further instructions on how she was to behave.  The maid stood silently listening carefully to every instruction like it was of utmost importance to completely obey Angie. 
 
      
 
    When the poker game ended in the early morning Angie finally dismissed the maid. 
 
      
 
    The best orders she gave Abigail concerned Sheila.  The following morning we all had the opportunity to witness how effective the sissymaker capsules were.  Paybacks certainly were something to behold when it came to the Bitches of Birchwood. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 22.  Payback Time 
 
      
 
    The ladies settled in for their morning coffee.  Abigail poured us each a cup then she stood next to Sheila for a few seconds like she was puzzled and she was contemplating what she should do next. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes were still glazed over.  She appeared to be in some sort of foggy haze.  Finally after just a few moments had passed she followed the humiliating instructions that Angie had given her the night before. 
 
      
 
    It was immediately apparent that Abigail had become such a sissy girl that she had no choice but to obey the commands that Angie had given her the previous night.  Those sissymakers really did a number on her.  She stood there in her maid uniform the day after she was supposed to be free and without so much of an appearance of protest she showed us all what female supremacy and the special crimes unit was all about.  
 
      
 
    Though she sounded strange—like she was in a far-away place--she spoke her lines perfectly.  She recited them exactly in the manner that Angie had suggested. 
 
      
 
    “Miss Sheila you are the most beautiful and intelligent woman that I have ever seen.  I really love my maid uniform and I would love to continue to wear it for you.  May I please have your permission to continue to provide Miss Farrow with full time Maid service?” 
 
      
 
    Sheila didn’t even look at the maid.  She took a slow sip of her coffee while the maid waited for an answer.  Barbara and Margie snickered at the humbling plea of the maid.  Finally Sheila responded to the passionate appeal. 
 
      
 
    “I really don’t know Abigail.  You are such a silly bimbo.  I’m not sure that your sissy head is smart enough to provide adequate maid service to a woman. 
 
      
 
    Too bad there isn’t a book called Maid Training for Dummies dear because I think you could make good use of it.  It’s so very unfortunate for you.  Since I think you look cute in your uniform perhaps if you beg me for permission I’ll consider granting my approval.” 
 
      
 
    “Please Miss Sheila!  I realize that I’m just a bimbo but I can learn to serve properly.  Please may I be a maid?  I’m begging you!” 
 
      
 
    Sheila smiled.  The other ladies laughed at the humiliation that Abigail was heaping on herself.  I laughed too—I was enjoying the amusement that Angie had thought of providing us with at Abigail’s expense. 
 
      
 
    “I might give my permission but no woman would want a slut for a maid.  Are you a slutty bimbo Abigail?” 
 
      
 
    The maid lowered her head. 
 
      
 
    “Yes Miss Sheila.  Yes, I’m a slutty bimbo.” 
 
      
 
    Again the ladies roared with laughter at the maid’s self-degradation.  Sheila was really getting into her payback and she poured it on. 
 
      
 
    “I suppose I could approve of your permanent maid position but you are probably just like all the guys—you jerk your cock off every chance you get.” 
 
      
 
    “Miss Sheila I’m not like that at all!  I’m a sissy girl and I’m not allowed to jerk off even if I could.  It would be so unladylike.  Besides I don’t have a cock.  I’m a slutty cunt so I can’t do that.” 
 
      
 
    The maid seemed oblivious to the hilarious laughter of the ladies.  She just stood there like a clueless blonde bimbo while the women were entertained by her self-degradation.  There wasn’t a thing she could do about it--she was forced to taste her humble pie courtesy of the sissymakers. 
 
      
 
    Finally Sheila seemed to have had enough pleasure bringing down the girl. 
 
      
 
    “Very well maid Abigail.  You may be become Miss Farrow’s maid.  You have my permission.  But first you must do a few things for me. 
 
      
 
    “Anything for you that you desire Miss Sheila.” 
 
      
 
    “Be forewarned maid Abigail that I expect all of your duties to be performed up to my expectations.  Substandard work will not be tolerated and will be met with swift disciplinary measures.  Do not try my patience because no doubt you would be totally amazed at how many times and for how many different reasons a lady can find it necessary to punish her maid.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll do my very best to please you Miss Sheila.” 
 
      
 
    “I expect no less than that from you.  I want you to go into my bedroom and make my bed.  Then wait for me there because I’m going to have you massage my feet.  Then I think I’ll have you kiss my ass.  Would you like to do that honey?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Miss Sheila.  I’d love to kiss your ass.  I like to kiss ass.” 
 
      
 
    “I suppose that you like to lick pussy too.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes Miss Sheila.  I love to taste pussy.  It’s my favorite thing to do!” 
 
      
 
    The maid curtsied and quickly went off to Sheila’s bedroom.  Barbara and Margie were laughing so hard that they were brought to tears.  Angie was in such hysterics that she had trouble breathing but she still beamed with the gratification of success. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I realized why none of the criminals had ever returned to Birchwood once the Bitches of Birchwood had finished with them.  Each and every one of them had been given a permanent life sentence by the dominant ladies.  Considering the crimes against women that they committed it only seemed fitting.  The ladies had certainly done their job properly. 
 
      
 
    One more thing occurred to me.  I smiled at the thought while Sheila stood up and went towards her bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Phillip was gone forever.  I now had a permanent full-time maid working for me at my inn. 
 
      
 
    I do so love my Abigail. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 23.  Little Dickie 
 
      
 
    If I had any question regarding where the special crimes unit got their largess of funding from it was settled a few days later when the ladies raided the house of a pimp named Dick.  I learned that the unit operated under the premise that they were allowed to keep any funds that they confiscated during the course of their work. 
 
      
 
    Dick was engaged in attracting young women to work for him with promises of making big dollars.  Of course the dollars never materialized but the innocent young ladies would quickly find themselves caught in a prostitution ring that left them earning money solely for Dick. 
 
      
 
    At this point I was routinely accompanying the special crimes unit on their crime fighting adventures.  I was an unofficial member of the team at the time soon to become a duly deputized member.  So I was present when the officers raided the home of the naughty flesh-peddler.  I was astounded at what we found there. 
 
      
 
    Apparently business had been more than good for Dick.  After Angie and Margie whisked Dick off to the camper for processing Sheila and Barbara searched his home and found what was literally a treasure chest. 
 
      
 
    The large box looked like something a pirate might bury on a secluded island.  When Sheila opened it we were all amazed to find that the box was filled with a mountain of cash. 
 
      
 
    When I say a mountain of cash I mean a mountain of cash.  It took both Sheila and Barbara with my assistance to haul the huge take out into the camper.  While I never did learn the total amount of the extravagant wealth I am certain it would keep the special crimes unit well-heeled for years to come. 
 
      
 
    By the time we returned to the camper Angie and Margie had already begun to work on their captive.  He was already off in another world completely oblivious to the transformation that was intended for him.  Naturally the ladies had renamed him Little Dickie—a testament to his less than impressive sexual attribute. 
 
      
 
    I really didn’t need to observe the proceedings because I knew where Little Dickie would be going.  Since he had been selling women for sex it was assured that Little Dickie would shortly be on his way to South America to participate in the sex slave operation that was going on down there.  Little Dickie would soon be Trixie and she would be on the other side of endlessly putting out for her customers all day and all night long. 
 
      
 
    Angie and Margie were enthralled with the heap of cash that we had brought into the camper.  While they systematically turned Little Dickie into Trixie they began to talk about going to a fine private ladies club called The Chastity Cage. 
 
      
 
    The members’ only club featured sensual entertainment designed especially for dominant women.  The women were laughing when they talked about the submissive males that were employed there and how they were so docile that they were unable to resist the authority of provocative women.  Angie was particularly fond of a guy appropriately named Big Teddy because of his big…need I say more?  I’m sure that you get the picture.  All four women held memberships and apparently they frequented the club.  
 
      
 
    The discussion grabbed my attention.  I had never heard of such a place meant specifically for women and I found myself captivated by the image.  The thought of a night out with the girls was intriguing.  One thing that I knew for sure about the special crimes unit ladies—they certainly knew how to party. 
 
      
 
    When Angie described The Chastity Cage to me to be an all-female patron club that catered to our every desire I just knew that I had to see the place for myself. 
 
      
 
    I could hardly wait to see what pleasures were in store for me there. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 24.  The Chastity Cage 
 
      
 
    With the stash of cash in their possession courtesy of Little Dickie the ladies were off for a night on the town.  After listening to the girls talk about the club it was an easy choice for me to go along with them.  So when I was also invited to go along it didn’t take much convincing from them to decide that I would accompany them.  After all Abigail had become such a pansy—and a girl has intimate needs that must be addressed. 
 
      
 
    After we dropped Trixie off at the train station to begin her journey south we drove to a secluded area outside of town that was seemingly in the middle of nowhere.  There we found the club sitting all by itself with a large well-lit parking lot that was completely filled with expensive luxury vehicles. 
 
      
 
    We had all been dressed in our police uniforms so we took a few minutes in the back of the camper to change.  Sort of.  All we needed to do was take our badges off and remove our cap and we were all set for nightclub action.  I suppose you could say that was one of the fringe benefits of such a sexy uniform. 
 
      
 
    It was immediately clear upon entering why the club was named The Chastity Cage.  We fit right in with the raucous crowd of women that were fixated on the stage at the back of the club.  We sat down at a table and without delay Angie and Margie started shouting with the rest of the women. 
 
      
 
    The stage featured two absurdly large elevated bird cages—one on each side of the platform.  Each cage had a well-toned virtually nude male dancer in it that was lewdly swaying to the music.  The dancers were just high enough so that they couldn’t be reached by customers but low enough to be clearly observed.  Women up towards the front were tossing dollar bills into the cages and the bills covered the cage floor while the dancers continued to amuse the women. 
 
      
 
    I said virtually nude dancers because they weren’t quite naked.  They were each identified by a silver number that was displayed on the front of the black leather collar that they wore.  Also attached to the leather collar just below the number was a silver ring that would later become an important part of the evening’s entertainment. 
 
      
 
    They also each wore a clear plastic chastity device that covered their penis and effectively kept it from becoming erect.  The chastity devices were secured in place by a silver lock. 
 
      
 
    In fact all of the males—from the strippers that were on stage to the waiters that took our drink order--were all similarly attired.  It was a woman’s fantasy dream come true. 
 
      
 
    On the stage a trio of male strippers were dancing to the loud music and slowly removing their attire for our entertainment.  The female patrons whistled wildly at the guys and encouraged them on. 
 
      
 
    The waiters that brought our food and drink had their buttocks slapped and pinched while they went about their duty.  We were all driven into a sexual frenzy with such masculinity close enough to touch. 
 
      
 
    The boys were clearly excited by all of the female attention that they were receiving but the cock restraints they wore kept their male sex completely secured.  What we heard from the well-hung guys was sporadic libidinous moaning while they served us while they struggled to keep their restrained arousal in check. 
 
      
 
    Normally I would find it a shame to waste an attempted erection in such a manner.  You could say that the guys were trying so hard to rise to the occasion.  But under the circumstances for some odd reason the sensual restraint actually seemed appropriate. 
 
      
 
    For me the effect from all of the eye-candy was absolutely intoxicating.  I found myself completely enthralled with the fine display of male flesh that was clearly in dire need of intimate feminine attention. 
 
      
 
    We spent hours at the club enjoying the male strippers and teasing the waiters.  Just when I thought the night couldn’t get any better it was time for the grand finale. 
 
      
 
    The waiters passed out envelopes to each of the patrons.  Then a woman—she called herself the Mistress of Ceremonies—appeared on the stage.  We were each invited to write a sealed bid on the services of each of the guys for the evening.  One by one she called numbers and they presented themselves on stage for our consideration.  While the women in the audience screamed approval the guys posed for us and displayed their masculine features the best that they could. 
 
      
 
    When the winning bids were announced at the end of the festivities the Mistress made a spectacle out of calling out the winners.  Each successful bidder would then approach the stage and the Mistress would provide her with a leash that was attached to the collar of her winnings along with a key that would unlock the chastity device should she so choose to do so. 
 
      
 
    Normally I wouldn’t have participated in such debauchery.  I think I am a fine woman with extremely high moral standards.  However, we had just procured a large stash of cash that was at our disposal and Sheila told us all that we deserved to have some fun. 
 
      
 
    Besides every woman should have the opportunity to be ravished by an Adonis at least once in her lifetime.  Maybe even more times than that.  Okay, quite a few more times than that! 
 
      
 
    I gave in to my urges and joined in the fun. 
 
      
 
    So it shouldn’t be a surprise that when the lights dimmed at the end of the evening all five of us were leading our favorite guy out of the club by a black leather leash that was attached to the silver ring that hung from his collar.  Of course we all had corresponding keys in our possession. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 25.  Sissy Girl 
 
      
 
    When we arrived back at the bed and breakfast it was well past midnight.  Even though it was late we were hardly in the mood to sleep.  I mean I had this well hung guy on a leash and he was ready to provide me with pleasure and I had a key to his most intimate feature in my hand.  What’s a girl to do with that? 
 
      
 
    In a strikingly clear contrast Abigail greeted us at the door in her maid uniform.  At first she seemed appalled at the vision of the five of us bringing naked men in to the inn but she soon found her composure when Sheila began to bark orders at her. 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure if Sheila was trying to be mean or if she was just trying to prove what a pantywaist that Abigail had become.  Regardless of her motivation she had no trouble reinforcing Abigail’s true position of maid servant. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll be in our bedrooms dear.  Provide us each with wine and then you are to return to my room.  I want you to witness what a real man can do with a woman.” 
 
      
 
    Abigail flushed a deep red but then she realized her place.  With a curtsy she was off to the wine rack while we retired to our rooms. 
 
      
 
    I knew that Abigail had a deep admiration for Sheila.  While she had never said so I could tell by the look in her eyes that she still had sexual designs on the dominant woman.  But the sissymakers had done their job and there was no longer anything that Abigail could do to satisfy her lust. 
 
      
 
    Sheila’s bedroom is adjacent to my own.  The walls of the bed and breakfast are well insulated and typically eliminate any noise from adjacent rooms.  However that evening I could hear screams of blissful passion that came from Sheila while she was ravished by her male.  She was like a lioness that was fulfilled by her conquest enjoying every moment while her male pumped pleasure into her body with each manly thrust. 
 
      
 
    I did not want to be pleasured with such a rapid effort.  My male was still using his tongue to gently massage my vagina when Abigail arrived in my bedroom—so ordered by Sheila to take in more examples of fervent heated sex. 
 
      
 
    Abigail stood at attention with her head lowered while I thrust my hips in a riding motion against the soft tongue of my lover.  It wasn’t until I had been completely satisfied that I took a few moments and then used my key to unlock further delights. 
 
      
 
    I was not disappointed with my selection.  With considerable passion and juices flowing I bucked and squirmed under his expertise whimpering and moaning in complete ecstasy.   
 
      
 
    It was only after my next lusty orgasm and the pleasurable contractions that followed that I was completely gratified.  Only then did I lie back in total exhaustion softly sighing while enjoying the pleasant sensations—completely satiated and without the strength left to get up. 
 
      
 
    I can say from my own experience that there is nothing like the undivided attention of a highly proficient motivated lover to take a woman to places she had never before visited.  Such pleasure is incredibly fulfilling and completely beyond description.  With my needs quenched my mind drifted to other matters. 
 
      
 
    I realized how inadequate Phillip had been in satisfying my womanly desires.  I thought in my idyllic haze that perhaps I could find better uses for Abigail. 
 
      
 
    Without regard for how she might feel I ordered Abigail to lick my private area clean.  Once I was satisfied with her effort I ordered her to do the same with the most intimate part of my lover. 
 
      
 
    After that I ordered her to secure my lover back in his chastity—I had no further need of him.  It was only after she finished that task that I dismissed Abigail and sent her off to her own room to contemplate what she had become. 
 
      
 
    When I finally fell asleep that blissful night in the arms of my lover I slept fully quenched with fulfilled desire.  My body will always crave more of the same. 
 
      
 
    The following morning the ladies all had that unmistakable look that every woman would surely recognize—that of complete and total satisfaction.  The stallions had clearly all done their jobs because all of us were in exceptional moods in that day.  Even the consequences of all that alcohol we had consumed couldn’t dim our bright afterglow. 
 
      
 
    Barbara called for an Uber that would take our males back to the club.  Sheila must have used the Uber driver before.  A female drove up in a van and hardly seemed to notice that the customers she led by the leash into her vehicle were naked except for their clear chastity devices.  It seemed to all be in a day’s work for her. 
 
      
 
    When the woman drove away Abigail seemed so contrite.  I put her to work that morning cleaning away the remnants of passionate love making stripping beds and washing towels while we went off on our next law enforcement assignment.  It seemed so appropriate. 
 
      
 
    Perhaps she had learned a lesson about being respectful to women that she would never be able to forget. 
 
   
  
 



EPILOGUE.  Serious Fetish 
 
      
 
    Guys can have intense sexual fetishes.  You know, like a sexual attraction to maid uniforms, infatuation with leather boots or an obsession with our high heels.  You probably know someone just like that I’m sure. 
 
      
 
    Personally I like to drive guys crazy with my leather skirts and my leather boots.  There is something about tapping into a guy’s fetish that makes me feel special.  I like the look on a guy’s face when he is fixated on me. 
 
      
 
    Girls can have fetishes too.  For instance I like to dress a guy up in a maid uniform.  I particularly enjoy doing so if he has choir boy looks and innocent eyes.  Any sort of maid uniform will do if it makes him appear like a humble servant at my disposal.  Then I like to order him all about doing housework for me and if his service isn’t satisfactory I enjoy paddling his bare bottom.  I guess that you could call that a serious fetish. 
 
      
 
    I do wonder from time to time.  Is tease and denial a fetish?  I’m not sure about that but I enjoy doing that to guys too. 
 
      
 
    Now that I have your attention I would like to tease you more.  I enjoy writing about sexual domination and sexual humiliation.  You see I would like to keep writing about my fetishes because I enjoy teasing sissy girls.  I’m sure that all of my authoritative readers and my submissive readers would enjoy continuing to read my stories.  Wouldn’t you?  There is a way that you can help me out. 
 
      
 
    I do hope that you too enjoy sexual humiliation.  So I urge all of my readers to leave me a review at Amazon saying how much that you enjoy my books.  You should know that I read each and every one of the reviews so please be polite and submit accordingly. 
 
      
 
    Give a girl a little love.  I would appreciate that. 
 
      
 
    Hugs and kisses, 
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    Lisa Rose Farrow 
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