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Prologue. Return to the Mill

Jessica's shoulders ached as she stood with her upper body thrust between the rungs of the ladder before her. The leather sheath imprisoning her arms behind her was drawn up almost vertically above her back, attached to some higher point of the ladder that she could not see. Even with her legs spread wide and ankles locked in place, the plug in her ass stretched her tender flesh painfully. She could feel the soft swish of the plug's horsehair tail against the insides of her bare thighs with every shake of her tortured body. The thick intruder inside her pussy, also held firmly in place by the leather strap between her legs, was no less disturbing an addition to the horrid outfit. She could feel it pressing out against the walls of her vagina.

She didn't know how long she had stood there, her only company the pathetic sound of her own crying as it echoed through the barn. The sound of it was alien to her, seeming to come from someone or something else. Her feet ached, imprisoned as they were in the perilously formed boots. She marveled at how she had almost grown accustomed to the steep slant of the metal plates inside them that forced her to stand almost directly on her toes. She vividly remembered her first attempt at walking in them, her attempted flight from this house of horrors. It had been a shocking combination of pain and imbalance that resulted in her lying on the cold cement floor at the feet of her captor.

Twice during this time that she had been left alone and bound, she had lost her grip on the metal bit pressed tightly between her teeth. Both times, she had been rewarded for her lack of attention by the plunge of the foul thing diving into her throat and making her gag. By the time she'd managed to work it back into place, she had been a coughing, crying mess of tears and snot. She could still see the pool of it on the floor beneath her as she struggled to control her breathing.

Breathing. Such a simple thing. In her life before this house of horrors, she could not remember a time when she had ever even given it a thought. Now, the need for air seemed to be her constant companion. The tight leather corset around her waist compressed her lungs, making every shallow breath an effort. This corset glistened in its pure white, but its bright appearance was a lie. While all of her current ‘show pony’ gear was white, it was no less a struggle to endure than the black leather she had worn previously as a draft pony. She panted hard through her teeth, clenched as they were so tightly on the metal bar between them.

Sierra. His ponygirl. It was what he called her now, when he wasn't calling her princess. In his sick, twisted mind, she was something less than human now, an animal to be trained and mistreated to strike his perverted fancy. In her current position, she could see the glaring red light of one of the cameras, looking up at her from the floor and telling her that it was recording her every move. She knew that there were others. There were always others, broadcasting her torment to the deviants of the world who paid to watch her suffer.

She had no idea how long she had been a prisoner in this old, abandoned mill. Since she had been abruptly torn from her life, she had been outside only once. It had been dark then, but she had no idea how many times it had been dark and light either before or after that one visit to the world beyond. She shivered at the memory, the vision of the coffin that had awaited her there flashing before her mind's eye. It had inspired her, motivating her to finally pass his cruel test after so many failures.

Her reward for passing the test had been rape. He had declared her a ‘show pony’ after her success, thereby making her worthy, apparently, of thrusting his cock inside her. She felt her anger rise at the memory of it, unable to fight him as she was bound to the bed and taken. And the morning after had only brought her a return to the pony harness and strapping that she now wore, white instead of black, but no less restrictive. 

Jessica began to cry, not for the first time, as the enormity of her helplessness felt as though it were pressing in on her from all sides. Her thighs trembled from the strain of their spread position. She tugged at the cuffs that held them in place, the hoof-like soles of her boots clattering against the hard floor as the effort brought her no relief. She whimpered as she jerked her bound arms against their own restraint, but the effort served only to awaken the sleeping muscles there. She felt shock-waves of pins and needles rush through them. She cried out as she twisted in her bonds to avoid the cramps that began to knot up in her arms and shoulders.

How could her father have done this to her? How could he have let her fall victim to the man who'd captured her? Could he really be so concerned with his political career that he would sacrifice his own daughter, his flesh and blood, just because he was afraid she would do something to embarrass him? A part of her refused to believe it. She couldn't believe it. This was her father! But then, another part knew the truth. That part had seen the coldness in him, had seen glimpses of what he was capable of doing to achieve his ends. And what her captor had shown her on the news had told her the truth. 

Jessica heard the door to the mill open with a whine of rusted hinges. Her body tensed instantly at this signal of her captor's entrance. Moments before, she would have sworn that she longed for his return, simply as a break in the monotony of her long bondage. But the actual thought of him being present in the room again sent an icy chill down her spine. As miserable as she was, and as uncomfortable as this position was, she dreaded the thought of what might happen when he arrived. What new horrors did he have in store for her? Every time that she thought that her suffering could not get worse, he found new ways to make her realize just how very wrong she was.

From across the room, Jessica could hear the familiar sound of heavy boots on the floor as he slowly approached. Along with the sound of his walking, she could hear the occasional clink of metal and chain. Her body physically recoiled at the sound, her mind wondering what new devices and cruelties he had in store for her. Each footstep sent an involuntary shudder through her body. She could feel goose bumps rising on her bare flesh as she could do nothing but wait for his arrival. She had thought that she didn't have any tears left to cry, but hot tears welled in her eyes once more as she waited for him to arrive, imprisoned against the ladder.

Abruptly, the overhead lights turned on. Jessica squeezed her eyes closed as the bright light assaulted them.

"What the hell?" The voice was not her captor's. Jessica had not realized, until this very moment, how much she yearned to hear the sound of another human being. It was a woman's voice, and one she had not heard before this moment. Jerking in her bonds, she struggled desperately to turn and look, to see who was there. The heavy leather collar on her neck, however, would not allow her to see, forcing her to remain focused down on the pool of her saliva and tears on the floor.


Chapter One 

Driving Under the Influence

Allison's head swam as she looked around the crowded bar. The place was packed, her own table surrounded by her teammates as they celebrated the day's victory. And what a victory it had been! Her body ached, every muscle seeming to cry out in protest from the long exertion of the game. 

"Panthers!" Maria cried out. Like Allison and the others, Maria was still dressed in her uniform, black shorts with black and gold jersey. The snarling face of their wildcat mascot was proudly emblazoned across her chest.

"Panthers!” the other girls at the table echoed the exultant cry.

They had all come directly from the game to the bar, a local favorite of the college students because its servers did not pay as much attention to the birth dates of prospective patrons as other establishments. For the seniors and most of the juniors, it didn't matter. For sophomores like Allison, it was an important distinction.

She looked down at her watch and was surprised to see that it was almost midnight. Had she really been here that long? Where had the night gone? Picking up her glass, she shook the ice around a little before finishing the last of the rum and coke that it contained. She placed it back down on the coaster and then pushed her chair back a little. Slipping down from the chair to the floor, Allison felt twinges of pain rush through her tired muscles.

"Where do you think you're going, Allie?” Maria asked as Allison moved to pluck her purse from where it hung on the back of the chair.

"It's late" Allison answered with a shrug. "I have to get going."

"Awwww, but we're just getting started,” Maria responded quickly. "One more round. Come on."

Allison shook her head at the offer, and could feel the room spin slightly with the motion. She definitely did not want one more round. She already wondered if she was going to be okay to drive as it was. 

"No, really, I can't," Allison replied. "You know I've got a long drive tomorrow. We'll celebrate when I get back."

With a shrug, Maria turned back to the party as Allison made her way through the crowd toward the door to the outside. She heard another cry of "Panthers!" from the table behind her and she smiled as it was echoed across the room once more. On any other night, she would have stayed, but she had a long drive ahead of her tomorrow. Her family home was an eight hour drive from campus, and she was going to have to leave early if she wanted to be there in time for her cousin's bachelorette party.

Stepping through the door to the parking lot was like a shock to the system for Allison. Gone were the blaring sounds of the music and the voices struggling to be heard above them. Gone were the smells of spilled beer and fried food. The relative silence of the parking lot was almost deafening. The night air was chilly against the bare flesh of her arms and legs, so much cooler now than it had been after the game when they had arrived.

Allison jogged to her car, sneakers kicking up parking lot gravel as she hurried across it. Skidding to a stop by her car door, she fumbled in her purse for her keys, and then giggled as she dropped them. Bending at the waist to grab the keys from where they rested, she lost her balance and fell against the side of her door with a laugh. How many rum and cokes had she had? Was it three? Or was it four? She told herself it didn't matter. It was a short drive home. She would be fine.

Finally recovering the keys and standing upright again, she unlocked the door and then quickly slipped into the car. The leather of the driver's seat was cold against the backs of her thighs, eliciting a yelp from her. Turning the key in the ignition, she turned the heater up to full blast before putting the car in gear. She turned right out of the parking lot and onto the main road.

Allison was already turning onto the side street that would lead her to her apartment complex when the car's heater started to warm up. She could not wait to be home and to snuggle into her bed to get warm. She saw another pair of headlights behind her as she made the turn. She wondered if one of the other girls had decided to leave, too.

And then her world was filled with flashing lights. She squinted, turning her head away as the light from cruiser's flashers bounced off her rear view mirror and directly into her eyes. Cursing to herself, she quickly turned on her blinker and pulled to the side of the road, rolling to a stop. She had come to a full stop before turning at the light, hadn't she? She couldn't think of anything that she had done wrong.

Allison took a deep breath and then rolled down her window as the officer approached her door. She was going to be fine, she told herself. She hadn't had that much to drink, and it wasn't like her voice was slurred or anything. Despite these thoughts, her heart raced in her chest. One of the others girls on the team had gotten a "D.U.I." and it hadn't been pretty. She had been suspended for three games, and things had never been the same for her.

"License and registration, please," the officer spoke as he arrived at her door.

"Oh, sure," Allison replied, smiling as she dug them out of her purse and handed them to him.

"Out of state," the officer said as he looked at her license. "You're a college student."

"Yeah, I kept my home address while I'm in school," Allison answered. "That's okay, right?"

"Of course, it's okay," the officer replied, looking at her quizzically.

"Oh, okay. I just didn't know. I've never been pulled over before."

"Well, I’ll go easy on you, then, since it’s your first time,” the officer chuckled. “Do you know why I pulled you over?"

"No, actually, I don't," she answered, shaking her head.

"You made an awful wide turn onto this road back there,” he said, looking down at her. His eyes narrowed as he continued, "Have you been drinking?"

"No, no," Allison answered, wide-eyed, and then quickly shook her head. 

"No?" the officer asked, cocking his head slightly to the side as he looked down at her, his gaze intent on her. "Then what's that I'm smelling?"

"Sm-smell?” she asked softly, looking up at the officer as she wrinkled her nose. "Oh, yeah. I was at the bar with some friends, celebrating. Someone must have spilled something on me."

"Yeah, of course," he spoke slowly, his voice deepening. "Because the drinking age is twenty one, of course. And, being twenty, I am sure you wouldn't be drinking."

Allison opened her mouth to speak, but froze, her lips quivering, and then just slowly shook her head. Her heart pounded in her chest.

"Why don't you step out of the car for me?" he asked, his voice low and firm as he reached down to open the door.

Nodding slowly, Allison turned in her seat and then stepped out of the car. She moved away from the door at his direction so that he could close it, and then turned to look up at him. He was taller than her, but that wasn't much of a surprise. Standing barely over five feet tall, most people were taller than her.

He gestured for her to walk to the back of the car, toward the open space between the front of the patrol car and the back of her own. The air was cool, chilling her as she came to stand by the trunk, looking up at him once more.

"You look nervous," he said as he looked down at her, "but there's nothing to be nervous about. I'm just going to do a couple field sobriety tests to make sure you're okay to drive. Then you'll be on your way home. It's right around the corner, isn't it?"

"Yes," Allison answered, trying to calm the butterflies that raged in her stomach.

"First, I'm going to need you to count backwards from 87 to 63," he instructed.

"87, 86, 85, 84," Allison counted slowly, careful to enunciate each letter. Was her voice slurring? She didn't think so, but she couldn't be certain.

"You must play for the local college," he spoke as she continued her backwards count. "I hear you guys are doing great this year."

"65, 64, 63, 62," Allison continued, nodding at his comment, hopeful that it meant that he was a fan, and that he would take it easy on her. "Sixty-"

"Do you remember where I told you to stop?" he interrupted her counting, and she stopped abruptly.

"Oh, yeah, I'm sorry," Allison blushed, shaking her head. "You said 63. Sorry, I just got into a rhythm."

"It's no problem. Happens all the time," he smiled slyly as he spoke. "Now, I'm going to have you do the walk-and-turn test. I'm going to give you the instructions and show you how to do it. Don't start until I tell you to, though, okay?"

"Okay," Allison answered, trying to fight back the chill.

"First, stand with your right foot in front of your left, heel touching toes," he instructed. As he spoke he placed the heel of his boot directly in front of the toes of his right foot. Allison did the same. The position made her feel slightly off balance. "When I tell you to start, you will take nine steps forward like this.” The officer took a few steps forward as he spoke, heel to toe. "When you get to nine, you turn with three small steps and then take nine steps back to where you started. Count your steps out loud as you go. Keep your hands down by your sides. Understand?"

"Yes," Allison responded with a nod, then took a deep breath before beginning. "One, two, three," she counted as she took careful steps. The first step, in particular, had her feeling off balance before she settled into the odd way of walking.

"I didn't tell you to start."

Allison stopped abruptly, then turned to look back at him. 

"I'm sorry, I just assumed," she stammered quickly, "that when you asked me if I understood." Her voice trailed off.

"Of course you did," he shook his head as he spoke. "Back to starting position, please."

Allison took a few steps backward, and placed her right foot in front of the left. She clenched her hands by her sides as she felt a shiver run down her spine. She cursed herself for falling into what felt like another little trap of the test. She would pay careful attention from now on.

"And, begin," he spoke, smiling again.

Counting aloud, Allison walked slowly forward, carefully placing each foot in front of the other. When she reached nine, she turned slowly. The turn cost her a little balance, and her right hand came up for a moment as she caught herself and then began the walk back. 

"It's a lot harder than it looks," Allison said as she finished the task and then looked up at the officer again. "Between the cold air and those lights from your car, it's a little tricky.” She rubbed her arms as she spoke, trying to warm herself.

"Well, we'll get you back in and warmed up in no time," he smiled as he spoke. "You're doing great. Just one more field sobriety test and you'll be on your way."

"Okay," Allison returned his smile as she nodded, beginning to let some hope creep in.

"This last one is the one-leg-stand," he told her. "You just have to lift one leg, either your left or your right, and hold it up until I tell you to put it down. Just like the last one, keep your hands by your sides. Like this.” The officer lifted his right leg, bending the knee slightly and holding it in the air. "Understand?"

"Yes," Allison responded, though she didn't begin, waiting for his instruction.

"And start."

Allison lifted her left leg. Her right protested slightly, still tired and sore from the game earlier. She could feel her thigh quiver slightly, though she kept her balance easily.

"Do you have any family here?" the officer asked as she held the position.

"No, I'm from out of town. I just go to school here."

"Any big plans for the rest of the weekend?"

"I'm leaving tomorrow morning to drive back home. My cousin's getting married," she offered with a smile.

"That sounds nice. Is she as pretty as you?"

The question startled Allison, seeming so out of place compared to the rest of their conversation. The toe of her lifted foot touched down on the ground for a moment before she lifted it again. She looked up at him, opening her mouth to speak.

"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said that," he cut in before she could speak. "It just slipped out. You just remind me of someone. I'm trying to put my finger on who it is."

"I, I don't know," Allison answered slowly.

"Scarlett what's-her-name," the officer added quickly, "though I think she's taller than you. You have her face and her eyes, though."

Allison furrowed her brow at the suggestion. She had been told that before, though most people had a hard time looking past her athletic body to see the similarities. Years of playing sports had given Allison toned legs and arms that made most people think of athletes first, and to overlook her more feminine properties. She looked down at her uplifted foot as she continued the stance. She could feel a slight flush on her cheeks.

"Of course, you never know with those movie actors and actresses," the officer chuckled. "She might actually be shorter than you. I hear Tom Cruise isn’t even five feet tall. Okay, you can put your foot down now."

Allison returned her foot to the ground, then took a deep breath. She looked up at the officer hopefully again as he stepped in close to her. He towered over her, making her feel as though she were shrinking as she stood there in the cool air.

"You did fine on the field sobriety tests," he told her, and she smiled. "Just one more thing to check. Reaching to his belt, he unclipped a black box and then plugged a clear straw into the end of it. "You seem safe to drive, I think, so I just need to have you blow into this breathalyzer and you'll be on your way."

Allison eyed the box nervously as he held it up to her mouth, then nodded as she closed her lips around the tube.

"Blow, blow, blow," he ordered and she complied, blowing into it. When she thought she would run out of air, the box finally beeped and he pulled it from between her lips.

"Do you know what the legal limit is?” he asked her, turning the display on the box so that she could see it. She watched the numbers slowly rise until they stopped at .043.

"It's .08, right?" she asked, looking up at him again.

"Yes, it's .08, for adults," he answered, reaching out to place a hand on her shoulder.  "But you're not twenty-one yet, are you? That means if there's any alcohol in your system, you're over the limit."

Allison felt her heart drop in her chest at his words, and then allowed him to turn her to face the car with the hold on her shoulder.

"Do you remember when I asked you if you'd had anything to drink?" the officer asked, and Allison felt her stomach knotting up nervously.

"Y-yes," she answered softly, looking down at the lid of her trunk.

"And you told me you hadn't," he continued.

"Y-yes, but I, I-"

"You lied to me.” He cut her off brusquely.

"Please, I'm so sorry," she whimpered softly, turning back to face the car again as she felt tears beginning to well up in her eyes. "W-we won the championship tonight. We were just going out to celebrate. It's, it's so close to home. I didn't mean to do anything wrong."

"I tried to do you a favor," he answered with a sigh. "If you'd told me the truth, I might have been able to help you, but now that I've done the breathalyzer, my hands are tied."

"I'm sorry, I was just so scared."

"Place your hands on the trunk and spread your legs," he demanded. Allison was quick to comply, moving her feet out to shoulder width and then placing her trembling hands on the cold metal of the car's trunk lid. "Good. Now, stay right there. I'll be right back."

Allison stood stock still as he walked away from her back to the patrol car. She resisted the urge to watch him as he left her, keeping her eyes focused straight ahead. It felt like she was standing there in the cold, clutching the trunk of her car, for an eternity. Why had he left her here like this? Was he just doing it to teach her a lesson? Her heart leapt in her chest at the thought. Maybe he wasn’t really going to arrest her. Maybe he was going to just scare her a little and then let her go.

She heard the patrol car's door open and then the sound of the officer's footsteps on the side of the road as he approached her. As he approached, she could not resist the urge to turn her head to look at him. What she saw made her heart stop in her chest, and then a half-strangled sob escaped her. In his hands, he held a bundle of chains. She could see multiple gleaming silver cuffs scattered amongst them.

"You know it's illegal for you to drink," the officer spoke in matter-of-fact fashion as he came to stand behind her. She felt his arms go around her waist, and then the press of chain against her stomach and around her back.

"Y-yes, uh-" she gasped as he gave the chain a tug, driving it into her waist. Looking down, she saw that the chain pressed tightly into her stomach through the material of the jersey. Hanging from the chain at the level of her bellybutton, she saw a pair of open handcuffs with a hinged bar between them. Another chain dangled down from the front of this chain belt, ending in a pair of wider cuffs that lay on the ground below.

"But you thought it was okay for you, since you're a soccer star and all," the officer chuckled as he spoke, squatting down behind her. 

"No, n-no," Allison whispered softly in reply. She could hear the quiver in her voice as she watched him pick the first of the cuffs up off the ground and then close it on her right ankle. She heard it ratchet closed and then felt the press of the metal through her white athletic sock. "It's not like that at all. I didn't drink that much. I wasn't going to hurt anyone."

"That's what they all say, you know," he spoke as he took hold of her left ankle and moved that foot closer to the other before closing the second cuff in place.

Allison broke down into open sobbing as she watched the second cuff take hold of her ankle. She felt the hot tears streaming down her cheeks as she cried. The officer rose slowly, and she felt the palms of his hands move over the outsides of her bare thighs. His body was close against hers from behind, his hands reaching up along her arms now and gliding along them until he took hold of her wrists. He seemed so massive as he hovered so closely over her now.

"But the law applies to everyone," he whispered harshly in her ear as he drew her right hand down to her waist. "No one is above the law," he continued as he closed the first waiting cuff in place on her wrist. An icy shiver ran down her spine from the combination of the cold cuff imprisoning her wrist and his hot breath in her ear. "Well, almost no one," he added, sounding almost like an afterthought as he drew her left hand down and then cuffed it in place next to the right.

"Do you have a roommate? Anyone you could call to come drive your car home?"

"I have a roommate, but she's still out at the bar," Allison answered, sniffing back her tears as she gave the cuffs on her wrists a slight tug. The cold metal of the cuffs combined with the chain on her waist kept her hands pinned against her belly. "I don't think she," Allison's voice choked off for a moment before she continued, "she would be any better."

"How about bail?" he asked. "Anyone nearby who will pay the money to bail you out?"

"I don't think so," Allison replied despondently, her tears continuing to flow down her cheeks. 

He took hold of her arm, turning her roughly to face back toward his patrol car. She turned her head away from the bright, flashing lights. Her hands rattled the chains at her waist as she instinctively tried to bring them up to shield her eyes. With a firm grip on her upper arm, he began to lead her back toward the waiting car. Her shoulders shook as she cried softly while they walked, forced to take small, mincing steps by the chains on her ankles. Her world was crashing down around her. Would she be able to keep her spot on the team? If no one could bail her out, how long would she have to stay in jail? What was she going to tell her family?

"You're different," he spoke as they walked. She turned to look up at him questioningly. What did that even mean? "Most girls like you ask me a question right about now. You're quiet."

"Wh-what do they ask you?” Allison asked, trying to sniff back her tears.

They reached the back door of the patrol car. He reached out to open it and then placed a hand on the back of her neck.

"Oh, there are lots of different questions," he smiled as he began to press her down toward the waiting back seat of the car. Allison practically fell onto the hard plastic seat. He squatted down next to her, placing one hand onto the bare flesh of her left thigh. "Most recently, the biggest question on the girl's mind was whether all the chains were really necessary. And she was wearing less than you."

Allison felt her breathing quicken. Something felt wrong, very wrong, about what was happening. The tone of his voice had changed, and there was something about the way that his hand gripped her thigh. Her heart raced in her chest as she looked up at him. Her hands clenched and unclenched on her lap with her nervous energy. He looked into her eyes, as if waiting for her to say something, but she could find no words.

"And do you want to know what I would say if you asked me that question?" he asked her, raising an eyebrow. She nodded slowly in response, swallowing hard, feeling almost hypnotized by his gaze.

"I'd tell you that you look like a very athletic girl," he answered his own question, and Allison felt his hand move across the top of her leg and then slip down onto her inner thigh, "and I think I need all these chains to make sure you don't get away."

Allison quickly brought her thighs together with a rattle of chain, pinning his hand between them. A tight, fluttering sensation ran through her belly as she looked at him, wide-eyed. Chuckling, he left his hand pressed between her legs and then reached up with his free hand to lightly graze the back of it across her cheek. When he drew his hand away, she could see that it glistened with the wetness of her tears.

