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Don’t try this at home. 

Unless you’re into that sort of thing. 

And doing it with other consenting legal-aged people who are also into that sort of thing. 
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All nouns in this book (People, Places, and Things) have sprung forth from Abby’s imagination and any similarity to real people, places, and things is entirely coincidental and not intended by the author. 
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All rights are reserved. 
No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner without written permission. 
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The cover content is for illustrative purposes only. 

Anyone depicted on the cover is a model. 
Without further ado, let us begin...
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Kate let her head fall to give rest to her aching neck. She knew it wouldn’t last long. Her body was sore, and she was emotionally drained. 
The door opened, and Kate recognized the girl immediately. Sabrina was a vivacious 22 year old blonde, just on the verge of graduating and starting her life. Well, at least that’s who she used to be. 
Kate struggled to raise her head as she watched the cute co-ed crawl across the room. She had been one of the first girls taken and, at the time, it was regarded as tragic and unfortunate, but it wasn’t unusual for young blondes to turn up missing from time to time. 
But Sabrina looked nothing like the pictures that Kate was given and she struggled to make the pictures in her mind of the innocent young coed match the form that crawled to a stop at her feet. 
The girl was still cute. That was undeniable, but Kate had never seen anything quite like it. The girl was completely naked with a blue collar and bell around her neck. Her hair was split into high pigtails and adorned with light blue ribbons. Her breasts swung freely beneath her as she crawled and, when she came to a stop and sat up on her ankles, Kate could see that she had nipple clamps with small bells attached on them and what looked to be frilly garters around the base of each breast. 
Sabrina’s hands and feet were completely useless in the matching padded mittens and booties that appeared to be locked onto her limbs with tiny padlocks. The young blonde had a defeated look in her eyes, but kept her mouth open and her tongue out as she had likely been trained. 
“Good girl! Stay.”
Kate looked at the woman holding Sabrina’s leash. She looked like a boring suburban soccer mom, not at all like the monster that would take a young girl on the brink of starting her life and turn her into...this. 
The woman turned to Kate. “This is who you were looking for, wasn’t it? I told you that I knew just where she was!”
Kate glared at the woman, but the gag in her mouth prevented her from telling the woman how she really felt about their previous encounter or what she would do to the woman if she would ever get free of these stupid restraints. 
So Kate settled for a glare and tried to put as much fire and distaste and disgust in it as she possibly could. 
“Oh, you’re cute when you’re mad! I think we need to make sure we see your face. Hang on just a sec.... Oh, who am I kidding? You aren’t going anywhere!”
Kate thrashed in her bonds but it was no use. The woman grabbed Kate’s ponytail and pulled her head back fiercely, making her look directly at the girl she was trying to save, who still sat obediently with her tongue hanging out of her mouth. 
It wasn’t until the woman stepped away that Kate realized she must have somehow attached her hair to the strict strappado tie that she was in. Kate groaned as she felt the pressure in her scalp and her shoulders ached from being held in such aggressive bondage. 
“Much better! Okay, you two stay right here and I’ll be back in just a minute!”
The two women stared at each other for a moment, Kate unable to speak and Sabrina trained not to. Kate moaned and mumbled incoherently as Sabrina sat perfectly still with her eyes forward. 
Kate watched the girl as her eyes slowly started to dart towards the door and she allowed her tongue to recede into her mouth. Sabrina licked her lips and spoke, barely above a whisper. “Are you here to save us? Is there someone else coming?”
Kate sighed and closed her eyes, unable to even explain to the girl that no one was coming and not realizing that her look of defeat told the blonde petgirl everything she needed to know. Sabrina whined sadly and sighed as she let her tongue hang out of her mouth again in a humiliating display of obedience. 

o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o

When another girl from the same town went missing, people started to take notice. Everyone looked for connections to see what they could piece together. It was just as the press was connecting that they were both students of the local community college that the third girl also went missing. 
Kate reached out to the Dean of Students to offer her services. It was hard work for a fledgling private investigator and getting a break on a huge case like this was exactly what she needed to put herself on the map. 

Marilyn Martin gladly took her call and set up a meeting in her office. The police had been completely useless and the board of trustees were not happy about the bad press this was bringing to the school. No one wants to send their kids to Kidnap Kollege, which is what the local reporters had begun to call the small school. 
Marilyn hired the young detective on the spot and gave her as much information as she could to help her to bring the girls home and save their school...and her job. 

o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o

The squeak from the old door brought Kate back to the present as Samantha was pulled into the room. The young brunette was the second girl taken and was the main reason the local police had such a hard time connecting the two girls. Sabrina was homecoming queen and destined to marry rich, have 2.5 kids and a dog, and be head of her local PTA. The perfect cookie cutter All-American blonde co-ed. 
Samantha was mostly seen around campus in oversized band t-shirts and baseball hats. She was abrasive and known mostly as a bully and a bit of an asshole. She still possessed that same fire as she was forced into the room. The young brunette was clad identically to Sabrina, except her ribbons and collar were an obnoxious shade of pink, a color that Samantha would never have been caught dead in under normal circumstances. But these were anything but normal circumstances.  
Her mittens were connected to each other, as were her pink booties, and Kate wasn’t sure if the restraints or Samantha’s wilful and defiant attitude were causing more trouble for the rebellious woman as she hobbled into the room. 
“Bad girl. No!”
“Oh, I’m so sorry, Kate. This one has just been an absolutely handful. Nothing like our sweet Sabrina girl.”
Samantha was spun around and her collar and mittens were attached to a small ringlet on the floor. The woman winked at Kate as she raised the paddle and began her relentless assault on the girl’s exposed bottom, with careful attention not to accidentally strike the fluffy tail that was wedged into Samantha’s ass that was likely the cause of some of the unruly woman’s fight and discomfort. Kate noticed that the hair of her uncomfortable tail was an exact match for the hair on Samantha’s head and shuddered. 
Kate stared down at the wide-eyed blonde and the red bottom of the tomboy turned petgirl as the woman excused herself and left the room again. 
Sabrina was emboldened as Samantha continued to flail and grumble through her gag, with her reddened ass still on display. “Shhh....hey, you have to help us. This woman is crazy. Please...”
They were disrupted by the door opening a third time and the now familiar view of a nude college girl crawling into the room. Jessica was a petite redhead; bookish and timid. The kidnapper didn’t seem to have a type which made connecting the cases even harder. 
Jessica crawled into the room and came to a stop next to Sabrina. Her green ribbons and mittens were a perfect compliment to her bright red hair, and her breasts weren’t large enough to be adorned with frilly garters like her more buxom companions. 
But the meek redhead had something the other girls didn’t: a fluffy pink diaper was tightly wrapped around her small bottom. Jessica couldn’t even bring herself to look Kate or anyone else in the eyes as she kept her head down and mirrored Sabrina’s submissive pose. 
“You’ll have to excuse this one. She was an anxious little thing and kept peeing everywhere! I’ve never seen anything like it. We had to get a little creative, but isn’t this just the cutest thing you’ve ever seen?” 
She reached down to hold the trembling girl’s chin in her face. “Someone is going to absolutely love you. As long as they don’t mind changing diapers!”
Jessica immediately dropped her head as soon as her chin was released and let out a small whine. 
“Well, there you go, Kate! I’ll give you this. You were able to do what the police couldn’t. No one has even come close to finding me, but you just knew just where to find us, didn’t you? How did you do it?”
The woman walked to the bound detective and let her fingers trace over Kate’s naked flesh. She gave a few tentative spanks and watched the cute detective squirm before twisting a nipple as she reached for Kate’s gag. 
Kate stretched her jaw and licked her lips. “Marilyn, please. It doesn’t have to be like this. Let us go and we’ll never say a word. You can go back to your cushy college job and we’ll just pretend like this never happened. I can tell the police that I found the girls, but the kidnapper got away. You had your fun. Just let us go.”
Marilyn stared at the girl and pondered her words. And then burst into hysterical laughter befitting a villain of her status. “Oh, I like you. We’re going to have some fun together.” She laughed again. “Let you go... as if!”
“Come here, Sabrina. Let’s show her how well I train my pets.”
The adorable blonde crawled forward as she was led between Kate’s stretched legs. Kate looked down, unaware that the spreader bar had even been there, as focused as she had been on the girls she was trying to rescue and the painful arm bondage. 
As Samantha was forced between Kate’s legs, Marilyn reached up to replace the investigator’s gag and playfully tapped the blonde’s bare bottom as she listened to the beautiful sounds of Kate’s reluctant moans against the backdrop of Sabrina’s pitiful whines. 
Marilyn enjoyed their discomfort as she slowly fondled Kate’s breasts and imagined all the wonderfully terrible things she would do with two pairs of petgirls. Kate fought diligently but was no match for Samantha’s skillful tongue as the reluctant detective began to moan and thrust her hips into the face of the well-behaved pet that she was there to rescue. 
Samantha’s startled moans joined the symphony as Marilyn pressed the remote to turn on the vibrator deep within her tail plug. The tomboy turned princess could do nothing but moan and rock her exposed bottom back and forth as she struggled against the bonds holding her to the floor. 
Marilyn walked over to caress Jessica’s head and smiled as she heard a hissing sound cut through the moans and groans. The humiliated redhead whined as she looked up to Kate for help and saw that none would be coming. 
“Okay Jessie, let’s get your soggy little bottom changed and then it’s time to train our new friend here. I wonder what kind of pet she’s going to be...” 
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​Astrid is a Good Girl
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The room was mostly empty. At least it looked that way from her vantage point behind the steel bars. 
Astrid yawned and stretched as far as she could in her cage. A few rays of sunshine peaked through the small window and she lazily watched the first sunbeam crawl down the wall and onto the floor. With nothing else to occupy her time, Astrid spent the better part of an hour watching the sunshine gradually work its way towards her and looked forward to basking in the warmth that it offered. 
She wasn’t sure how long she had been here. Not that it really mattered. Her previous life had been an endless stream of stressors and anxiety. At 28, with a couple of useless bachelor degrees and six figures of student debt, life was looking pretty bleak. And all that her years of being a perfect student, following instructions to the letter, and being top of her class had gotten her was an office job so bland that Astrid could barely remember what it was she actually did. 
They had spent years grooming Astrid before she ever reached this point. Her teachers. Her parents. Society. All to be the best possible student so that Astrid could be another cog in the unstoppable workforce machine. And what did she have to show for all of this hard work? 
Debt. Endless debt. Even with her full-time job and doing everything that was ever asked of her. Astrid had a small rented apartment with roommates, an old car that was constantly breaking down, and a fleet of maxed out credit cards and student loans. And she saw no way out of it. Only decades of the same ad infinitum. 
Until one fateful day when Astrid’s boss saw her zoned out at her desk long after everyone else had gone home for the weekend. Her car was in the shop (like it always seemed to be these days) and Astrid had no money for food and couldn’t force herself to muster up the energy to call one of her roommates for a ride back to a shitty apartment where she would be forced to scavenge among her roommate's cabinets for food and hope they didn’t notice. Again. 
Life shouldn’t be this hard. Not for someone that always did the right thing. Not for someone who always followed the rules and did what she was told. 
So when he stopped by to see what Astrid was still doing there, it all came out at once. She cried as she word-vomited all over him, barely aware of who she was even speaking to and losing herself in her story and the words and emotions until she was just sobbing and making inhuman noises while he stared in disbelief. 

When he held out his hand towards her, Astrid took it, having learned to do what she was told by those in authority over her. 
Astrid barely registered what was happening as he led her out of the office where she had spent four bleak years of her life and would unknowingly never see again. She followed him to his car and continued to sniffle as he buckled her in and walked around to his side of the car. They sat in silence as he drove across town until he stopped at the gate to punch in his code. 
As they walked into his home, Astrid immediately wondered how much he got paid for mid-level management at their generic company. He noticed her wide-eyed stare. “Oh, I received a large inheritance from some distant relative a few years ago. I live quite comfortably but decided to keep my job to give me something to do during the day while I figure out my next steps. No one knows about this. Except for you. Let’s have some dinner and see what we can do about your situation.”
Astrid nodded and followed him into the formal dining room, where a meal for two was already laid out for them. Is he trying to sleep with me? Date me? What the hell is this?
He pulled out a chair for her and they began their first meal together. Astrid had never really been to a fancy dinner before and, finding herself absolutely ravenous, forgot her manners and dug in like a feral animal. Minutes later, when she had scarfed down her meal, he sat back in his chair and looked at her with amusement and determination as though he was deciding what to do with her. 
“Do you want a new life, Astrid?”
Astrid coughed and put down her drink as she stared in bewilderment across the table at him. “What?”
She listened with surprise as he carefully recounted her entire story back to her and asked again. “This life seems to be too much for you. Do you want a new life, Astrid?”
Impressed and touched that he had listened to her story at all and even more impressed that he had picked up on so many of the seemingly trivial details, she studied the man carefully. No one had ever done that for her. Astrid had always been told to just keep working and not ask questions. As long as her work was acceptable, those in authority had never questioned what she had to sacrifice to provide it. 

She heard her voice answer before she had a chance to think. “Yes.”
He showed Astrid to a guest room for the first night and explained that her new life would begin in the morning. She sprawled out on the luxurious bed with sheets she was certain had a thread count higher than the number in her bank account and blissfully surrendered to sleep, knowing that, for once in her life, she would be taken care of. 
When she awoke the next morning, she found him sitting at a small table sipping his coffee. “Good morning, Astrid. I trust you slept well?” 
Astrid nodded meekly as she hadn’t quite found her voice and didn’t know how to answer the man that had been her boss and was now her...what was this?

“You have spent your whole life doing what you were told and life treated you cruelly. But it shouldn’t be that way. Obedience should be rewarded. If you do as I say, you will never want for anything again. Can you be a good girl for me?”
Astrid again felt herself nodding, without realizing the implications of his words. She trusted him. 
He placed a collar on the table. It was simple and unremarkable. Black with a single chrome ring hanging from the front. Astrid stared at it and then back at him. 
“If you accept my offer, I will pay your debts and we will move you to a ‘consulting role’ in the company under my management. You will be paid well but have no actual responsibilities to the company. Your only responsibilities will be to me. I will place this collar on you and you will follow every instruction I give or you will be punished. If you want this to end at any time, say the word ‘Pumpernickel’ and we will stop immediately and you will have one hour to gather your things and walk out of my door and out of this life. Do you understand?”
Astrid tried to take in all that she just heard. She had no idea what she would be agreeing to and as she studied him, it was clear he would give no answers. But he had always treated her with respect at work and had kind, if firm, eyes. Astrid couldn’t know where this would lead, but didn’t have to. 
This would be about obedience. Blind obedience and hoping that it would be different this time and her life would be better for it. Astrid looked into his eyes. She trusted him implicitly and nodded. 
“Pumpernickel and you are free to go. You will obey me, but you are still the one in charge and can end it at any time. Say the word so I know you understand.”
Astrid hesitated, not wanting to accidentally lose everything she was on the cusp of gaining. He saw her hesitation and chuckled. “This doesn’t count. Any time I ask you to say the word, it will not count. I just want you to understand that you are here of your own free will and can leave at any time.”
She nodded again. “Pump...pumpernickel”
“Good girl. Do you accept my terms?”
Astrid didn’t hesitate this time. “I accept.”
He reached forward and took the collar in his hand. Brushing her hair to the side, he fastened the collar behind her neck and centered the ring on the front before looking her in the eyes. 
“Remove your clothes.”
Astrid hesitated, fearing that this was where everything had been leading. But what did she have to lose? The silk pajamas she was wearing, the dinner she had with him last night, and the decadent night of sleep that she had just experienced were better than anything she could remember from her last decade of being an adult. Astrid reached for the first button on her pajama top and didn’t stop until she stood completely nude before the man she barely knew. 
Astrid shifted from foot to foot as he studied her. She was average, unremarkable in every way. Her auburn hair fell loosely around her shoulders. Her small breasts were cute and her hands were crossed as she looked down at the ground timidly. 
He smiled. She was perfect. 
“Look at me. You are always to look me in the eye. You are beautiful.” She blushed and fought the urge to look away, but remained focused on his piercing blue eyes. “Let’s begin.”

o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o
The rest of the weekend focused on training as Astrid learned her new role. She was to be his pet, his plaything. Her obedience is what he craved, and he truly seemed happy in ways she had never seen him in the office. His approval became her biggest craving. 
As she learned the basics of her new life, some parts were a bit humiliating, like when she learned to beg, play fetch, or eat and drink from a bowl at his feet. Some parts were downright mortifying, like when she learned that she would have to scratch at his back door and whine to be allowed to go into the backyard to do her business. Some parts were sensual, like bath time and when she was allowed on the couch to snuggle with him as his hands slowly traced the lines of her body. 
Astrid’s life was simple now. He just needed her to be obedient and cute. She lived to please him and he loved nothing more than to take care of her needs. After decades of hard work and obedience, Astrid absolutely basked in the glow of his praise and wanted nothing more than to be his good girl. 
Despite the unusual trappings of life as a petgirl, most of her new life was strangely peaceful and familiar. If there was anything that Astrid knew how to do, it was to obey and follow instructions. She had been trained for this her entire life. And, although it looked nothing like she imagined, Astrid was proud that all of her hard work was finally paying off. 

Within the week, he paid off all of her debts and freed her of every responsibility. Astrid didn’t need to work. She only needed to follow instructions and do exactly as she was told. 

In her old life, Astrid followed every instruction to the letter, only to be met with disappointment after disappointment. In her new life, Astrid continued to follow instructions and was always rewarded with treats. 

It took some time to settle into a routine that worked for them, but Astrid was determined to be a good girl and do everything she was told. Just like she had been groomed to do her entire life. 

​
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​Farmer Harold’s New Pets
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“Harold, what the hell is this?”
“Oh, that? It’s my new scarecrow.”
“Harold...that’s a naked woman on a pole.”
“Nah, she’s got a hat on. And I made her paint her face a little before she got up there to match my last one. She’s a scarecrow.”
“...okay...”
“If you think that’s something, you should see some of my new farm animals.”
Leonard followed Harold as the pair crossed the farm towards his barn. The two men had known each other for years and had always been good neighbors. Harold could be a little....eccentric... but was more or less a good, dependable friend and hard worker. 
The barn door slid open and Leonard heard groaning and a low hum sound from the center of the barn. As Harold turned on the light, Leonard saw what all the commotion was about. 
“This is my new milk cow.”
“Harold...that’s a naked woman with an industrial goat milker attached to her nipples.”
“Now you hold on one minute there, Leonard...listen to this.”
“Let me hear you, Bella.”
The dazed girl looked towards him, mind numbed from hours bound to the Sybian. “Moooooo”
“See, that’s a cow noise. That’s my new milk cow.”
“...okay, Harold...”
The girl pleaded with her eyes, but Harold was already on to the next thing. 
Harold opened the stall to show off his next prize. 
“This is my new pony.”
“Harold, that’s a naked woman with a bit gag in her mouth.”
Harold rubbed his chin and walked over to study the young blonde, who stomped her feet in protest. “Well, she stomps her feet like my old pony.” He spun her around. “Yep, there you go. Look at the tail. This is my new pony.”
Leonard looked at the toned bottom facing him, with strands of long blonde hair poking out between her reddened cheeks. 
“See? It even matches her mane!”
The girl continued to stomp her feet and groan in protest, clearly not happy about her recent haircut...or what the excess hair had been used for.
“Whoa...steady girl....easy....” Harold stroked her bottom and gave it a few pats while winking at Leonard. “This one can be a bit feisty, but I’ve trained tougher ones than her before. Come on, let’s have some breakfast.”
Leonard looked over his shoulder at the bound blonde as he walked out of the barn and followed his friend towards the house. “Hey Harold, what happened to your fence out front? Looks like you’re doing some repairs?”
“Yeah, funny you should mention that. I had a car plow through it a few days ago. Ran right through the fence and wrecked a bunch of things. Even let some of my animals out. Completely wrecked my scarecrow, I lost a horse, one of my cows, and....hey girl! Sit!”
Leonard stepped back as the naked woman excitedly settled into place, shaking her bottom back and forth and staring up at them. 
“This is my new puppy. I sure do miss old Blue, but little Rosie here knows all sorts of tricks. Isn’t that right, girl?”
The small redhead barked, a tiny yip like an actual dog, and remained upright on her knees with her hands in a begging position with wild, bright eyes and her tongue hanging out of her mouth.  
“Harold, that’s a naked woman with a colla....you know what, fine. It’s your new puppy.”
“There you go...this one here’s my favorite. Her name used to be Riley or something, but I think she looks more like a Rosie with that bright red hair. You hungry, girl?”
Rosie barked again and scooted off down the hallway towards the kitchen on all fours. Leonard watched the naked young woman crawl in front of him with her pigtails flying and her hips swaying back and forth. 
Leonard sat down at the breakfast table and Rosie crawled over and put her head in his lap. 
“You can pet her. She doesn’t bite.”
Leonard tentatively stroked the woman’s head and rubbed her back as she looked into his concerned eyes. He leaned down and whispered quietly. “Are you okay?” The redhead looked at him quizzically before nodding and nuzzling into his thigh. He shrugged and turned his attention back to Harold while letting his fingers lazily graze over the nubile young body of his friend’s new pet. 
“So, these girls crashed through your fence?”
“Yeah. They were absolutely loaded on something. Every single one of them. I let them sober up and sleep it off and the next day they pleaded with me not to call the cops and insisted that there must be some other way that we could work something out. Just like one of those porno movies, Leonard! You should’ve seen them beg!”
“We came to an understanding, but I don’t think this is quite what they had in mind. They’ll be here until I can get the fence repaired and get some new animals.” 
Harold put plates of bacon and eggs onto the table and put a bowl of eggs and a bowl of fresh milk on the floor next to his chair for his favorite new pet as the trio dug into a farm fresh breakfast. 
Leonard had planned on seeing if Harold was interested in buying some of his livestock, but decided he might just keep that to himself for now. “Say, you think we could go see your new pony again after breakfast? She was quite a beauty. I’d love to see her in action.”
“Sure thing, Leonard. You got it.”



​

​

​

​
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​The Puppy Van
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“Did you hear about the new booth at the festival downtown this week? Well, not really a booth...more like a van...with puppies!”
“Yeah! The Puppy Van! We’ve got to go. I’ve had such a shitty week. I could use a day rolling around with some cute puppies for a while...”
o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o

“Are you sure that this is going to work?”
“Yeah! They said they needed at least four new girls today. Can you think of a better way to get a lot of attractive women to let their guards down and give us their info? We’ll have our pick of only the best and then drive around later and pick them up!”

o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o

Grace grabbed her friend by the hand and pulled her down the street. “Come on! We’re going to miss it!”
“But...but...they had deep fried twinkies. Deep fried Oreos. Deep fried green beans! I’m pretty sure that last one was healthy!”
“Yeah, yeah... we’ll get some snacks later. We’ve got to hit the Puppy Van! Once all the puppies are adopted, they pack up and leave. There will always be deep-fried snack foods, but this Puppy Van is gone after today. They travel all over the country. I’ve been following them on Instagram for months!”
Stella whined and mimicked grabby hands towards Fiona's Fried Things cart but agreed and allowed her overly eager friend to continue dragging her down the road. “Fine. But you owe me something greasy and terrible later.”
“Deal. Okay, here it is!”
Grace stepped in first, practically leaping into the van and scouring it for any traces of small canine adorableness. 
“Awwwww!! Come on Stella! Look at this little guy..”
The cute brunette climbed into the van, planning on petting a doggo on the head and heading back to the rest of the food section. She had been so good all week with her workouts and diet, and today was a cheat day Stella definitely felt she had earned. Mmmm....funnel cakes. 

“Is that a corgi?! Noooo!!! They’re already so cute when they’re full sized. I’ve never seen a corgi puppy!”
Stella couldn’t help herself as she climbed over Grace towards the pup who was more than happy to respond with vigorous tail wagging and yips and licks. 
“Grace, we have to get him... oh my god... Please!”
“How could we say no to this face?”

o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o

Grace and Stella waited eagerly on their front porch for the Puppy Van. Apparently, there was some rule about filling out paperwork and agreeing to a home visit before their new pup was delivered. The hours felt like days, but a belly full of food truck delicacies was enough to keep them happy and satisfied while they awaited their new addition. 
“Oh, there it is! Did we decide on a name?”
Grace couldn’t answer as she was already sprinting down their driveway towards the van and stood bouncing from foot to foot like a kid waiting for the ice cream truck. Stella was right behind her as they waited for the van to pull up and the door to open. 
“Aww, he’s all locked up in the big cage back there. Is he the only one left? He looks so sad and alone.”
“Yeah, he’s the last one. Before you take him into your home, it’s important to show him you are comfortable in his. We ask our new applicants to climb in and hold their new puppies for a few minutes to help them acclimate.”
Grace had already crawled into the cage and was on all fours with her face buried in furry puppy kisses. Stella was a little more hesitant, but the little guy was just so fucking cute. She crawled in and was heading for her blonde friend and new puppy when she heard the cage click shut. 
“Hey! Wait...what are you doing? Let us out!”
Katie shed her customer service smile and exchanged it for her mischievous kidnapper smile. “Oh, I don’t think so. Welcome to the Puppy Van. You and your friend are going to be the most adorable little puppygirls... At least when me and Hazel are done training you.”
Hazel bent forward to look at the two terrified women. “Have fun, girls. You can play with your puppy until we get there.” She looked at Grace and winked. “Then it’s my turn to play.”
Katie nodded at her friend as she joined her in the front of the van and they listened to the rattling of the cage mixed with cries and whining as they drove off into the night. 

o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o

Grace couldn’t even look at her friend. The things she had seen...the things she had been made to do. The things that had been done to her...it was all just too much. So much had changed in the last 24 hours. 
When the van finally came to a halt and the door opened, Katie found the two girls huddled together at the far end of the crate. The corgi leapt out of their arms and barked at the front of the crate. 
“Come on, Churro! You were such a good boy today!”
Despite her current predicament, Stella chuckled. That was such a perfect name for the fluffy little guy...and a churro sounded amazing just about now. 
“You two...out. It will be far worse if we have to come in there and drag you out.”
Grace wasn’t sure what lay ahead of them, but she saw no choice and was ready to get out of the cramped cage and not have her best friend laying all over her. Stella followed her lead and the two girls stood anxiously outside of the van. 
Frozen in fear, the two friends didn’t move as their hair was gently lifted and small collars were locked around their necks. 
Hazel stood back to take in their latest acquisitions. Sometimes the girls put up a fight. But most of them were all talk and actually quite compliant when faced with the reality of their situation. 
She walked towards them, and both girls flinched as she lifted each of their chins to look her in the eye. “Good girls get treats. Let’s see if you can keep it up. Follow me.”
The girls were taken to a small room and commanded to strip. Stella protested and was rewarded by having her clothes ripped off. Grace watched on in horror as her tough as nails friend was spanked until she was crying and pleading for mercy. Grace was a quick study and meekly followed orders and stood to the side, using her hands to preserve her modesty. 

A leash was attached to each collar, and the nude girls cautiously lowered themselves to their hands and knees, as commanded, and crawled towards the corner of the room. Grace studied the red bottom in front of her and vowed to be a good girl. 
Stella recoiled as the cold water hit her nude body. Katie made quick work of cleaning both of the girls before having them lie down with their legs spread wide. Hazel returned with a playful smile and a razor and within minutes both women were shaved completely bare and dried off with a big, fluffy towel. 
Forced to remain in their vulnerable position, each girl was fitted with locking mittens and booties as well as plush kneepads. Grace almost laughed at how ridiculous her friend looked with her new pigtails before remembering that she was a mirror image, only blonde. Crawling out of the room at the end of a leash, Stella looked at her friend and wished they had stayed home. Stupid churro. 
Stella was taught to Sit as she leaned back on her legs with her arms on the ground and ample chest heaving forward. Grace did not have as much chest to heave, but otherwise followed through with the command. 
Grace was taught to Beg, sitting up straight on her knees with mitten-covered hands perched near her small breasts and her tongue fully extended outside of her mouth. Stella studied her friend and assumed an identical position. 
Both friends were spanked and teased as they learned the Down position, with their face down and asses pointed straight into the air. Grace cried softly as she was made to shake her naked bottom back and forth in the air. 
It was in the final Lie Down position that Grace found herself fearfully awaiting her ‘treats’ for being a good girl. Stella’s petulant behavior had only earned her additional spankings and led to her current predicament;  Down and kneeling between her friend's open legs. 
“Please...don’t make me do this. I’ll be good.”
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
Stella winced and recoiled as she was spanked again. “You had your chance to be a good girl like your friend. Grace has earned treats and you chose the hard way. This is how you show us you can be a good girl. Though it won’t be long until you are both begging to be in either position.”
The girls shared a defeated look before Stella’s eyes disappeared from view and Grace quietly pleaded for it to stop before the moans started. Despite never being with another woman, Stella proved to be a natural and soon tasted Grace’s sweet juices as a reward for her hard work.
“Your new owner, Mrs. Franklin, is very excited about her two new lesbian puppy girls and has instructed us to make sure that each of you gets a lot of practice before your arrival. She expects to see two very eager and well-trained puppy girls to show off to all of her friends.”
“Mmmmph!” Stella protested, but her face was held into her friend’s smooth pussy as she continued to lick through tears. Hazel continued to spank Stella as she was forced to lick her mortified friend to orgasm. Twice. 
After the humiliating show, the two new puppygirls-in-training earned themselves a shared bowl of water, and a few minutes to rest. Exhausted from a hard day of puppy-wrangling, Hazel and Katie soon laid back to rest, each with a hesitant puppygirl nestled between her legs, as they browsed their phones and enjoyed the fruits of their labor. 
Hours later, Grace and Stella were led back to a small cage where they spent the night. Unlike their trip in the van where they cuddled together for comfort, neither friend could bear to look at the other as they huddled in opposite corners of the cage and fell into a fitful sleep. 
o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o
“Dammit, Katie. Did you do that fucking nose thing again?”
“Awww, what’s the matter, Steve? I can’t help it. They always look so cute with little black noses and freckles. We even did their makeup!”
The two friends had been given quite the makeover. Both knelt in their Beg position with red bottoms from a preventative morning spanking. Through the wails of tearful screams and pleading, it was explained to each girl that they needed to be presentable and on their best behavior for what came next. 
Their hair was pulled into high pigtails with pink and blue bows to match their mittens and collars. Each girl was forced to sacrifice about six inches of her hair to make their luxurious buttplugs, which also featured small, matching bows. The vibration from the plugs was currently set to its lowest setting, but both girls had felt the full intensity during an earlier spout of disobedience.
The puppy pair was helped onto a table where they were positioned on all fours and their collars were connected to each other with a lead so short that they were practically nose to nose. 
The two men took their time to inspect each girl, fondling and teasing them as their obedience and arousal was tested. Each girl was spanked to tears, with one man standing with a clipboard and making note of how many spanks it took to get her there. Grace watched as her friend had her breasts groped by one man and was fingered by another, knowing that she was soon to share an identical fate. 
After an hour of playtime disguised as a medical exam and inspection, Grace and Stella were loaded into crates and placed into a different van. The bone gags in their mouths prevented any speaking and they could only whine and moan as they reacted in alarm to the scuffle heard outside of the closed van door. 

o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o

“I told you this would work. Isn’t that right, Sprinkles? What do you think,Trixxi?”
Katie glared at her friend through the neighboring cage. With the bone gag in place, there wasn’t much else she could do. Hazel hung her head, purple pigtails and bows hiding her tear-stained face. 
They were a perfect compliment for the two scared women in the crates opposite them. But unlike their pet loving companions, Katie and Hazel knew exactly what they were headed into. 
“I told you, Steve. That is why you always get a pair of women on the acquisition team. That way, even if it goes south, you still have at least two to bring back to the Pound.”
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​Abby’s Spanking Shorts: Councilwoman Punished

Councilwoman Deborah Johnson has had enough of the lax sentences being handed out to women in her town and has made it her mission to stop Jerry Martin and his Academy no matter the cost. 

“Perhaps you would like to see for yourself, Councilwoman? After 24 hours in my program, I think you will see how our program's 1 to 6-month sentences could be VERY effective.”
Deborah answered without hesitation, never one to back down from a challenge. “Deal. But when I prove your Academy is a joke, I will shut you down for good.”

Will Councilwoman Johnson boost her poll numbers and shut down this blight on society, or will she learn what it means to be a good girl after her stay at The Academy? 

(Contains: M/F and F/F Spanking, Forced to Strip, Role Reversal, ENF, and more!)
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​Red Hills: Jade’s Story: The Academy
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When Jade Rowland gets pulled over for speeding through a small town, she plans to pay her fine and be on her way to meet with friends. 

Unfortunately for Jade and her stinging cheeks, the sleepy little town of Red Hills recently found a new way to deal with women who believed their speed limit signs were mere suggestions. 
(Contains: Spanking, Diaper Punishment, Shaving, Ageplay, ENF, and more!)
ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Nothing turns Abby McGee on more than writing about rebellious, defiant women getting what they deserve through humiliating spankings and increasingly naughty punishments.

She may enjoy seeing the occasional man or couple put through the wringer as well.

After decades of daydreams and dirty fantasies, Abby decided to put pen to paper and has been churning out page after page of scintillating smut ever since.

A few themes that Abby fantasizes over and frequently writes about:
Spanking | Humiliation | BDSM | ABDL | ENF | CMNF | CFNF | DDLG| MDLG | Demotion | Role Reversal | Ageplay | Petplay | Discipline | Diaper Punishment | Bondage | Submission |
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​DID YOU HAVE A GOOD TIME?

​Rate or leave a review on Amazon or Smashwords.
(Amazon ratings are totally secret, and your username is never shown. Reviews will show your username.)
 

​Reviews and ratings help me get readers to keep writing more of the stories you love.  –––––––– 
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