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Chapter 1
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Tanya was unhappy. That would not have surprised many who knew her, for Tanya was often unhappy. For a girl born to wealth, beauty and excellent health, she seemed to have no end to the reasons why she ought to be aggrieved at the world in general, and people who encountered her in particular.

“You idiot!” she snapped at the hapless maid, “I said I wanted my favorite sweater! This is not my favorite sweater!”

She flung the sweater into the girl’s face. “The blue one, you simpering moron!”

“Yes, miss,” the girl said, turning away to hide the anger in her face, scurrying across the length of the enormous closet to the section which held the scores of sweaters Tanya only very occasionally ever wore.

She rarely went anywhere that wasn’t strictly climate controlled, after all, and so the sweaters were merely for effect, to be removed soon after arrival.

Tanya was born in poverty stricken Russia, to parents of middling earnings. But fortunately for her, her family emigrated to the United States a year after her birth, and her father’s determination and cleverness encountered one of those fateful encounters when he met up with a partner who perfectly complimented his own abilities. Before long the men had developed a series of software tools which were sold at ludicrously inflated prices to a large American computer company.

Her father then invested all his money, in another fortuitous move, in a company whose stock rocketed upwards over the following few years.

Tanya grew up in a penthouse apartment in Manhattan, and among the children of the wealthy elites of New York. She developed an exquisite taste in fashion, art and expensive furniture, but her lack of effort made her a poor student at school. Her parents doted on the beautiful blonde child, and with their new-found wealth, gave her and her two brothers every advantage and gift their little hearts could want.

Her brothers, however, were held to sterner discipline than she was. Her father had been in the military in Russia, of course, the draft still being in vogue over there, and believed his sons ought to be something more than lazy, lackadaisical playboys. Thus both young men were enrolled in a very fine military school in their early teens to instill what he believed to be the necessary discipline in them.

Her father being an old fashioned Russian man, had little requirement of his daughter other than that she be beautiful and coquettish around him, and she fulfilled this requirement quite well until her early teens. At about that point her attitude of entitlement began to make itself so readily apparent that even her parents could not ignore it.

Tanya was an astonishingly beautiful child, with wide, limpid blue eyes, a tiny, turned up nose, pouty lips and thick masses of silken blonde hair spilling down around her shoulders and back. As such, she was spoiled rotten, and learned to care about no one and nothing but herself. As she was given anything she wanted, she also tended to throw temper tantrums on the rare occasions when her will was thwarted, regardless of the location or the people around her.

Her voice rose higher and higher into an ear-rending clamor which made strong men wince. Her sulfurous and furious attacks upon whomever was the object of her disfavor, whether they be servants ,shop clerks, hair dressers or family and friends, became an object for general mockery among New York’s proper young people, few of whom were noted for their shy restraint

By the point in time where her father was actually prepared to admit that his daughter was in need of considerable reform, however, she was too old to be forced to take part in any. She could not be sent to a “finishing school for young ladies” for she outright refused to attend any such institution. She did not even finish high school, being bored of her teachers constant demands she study and attend classes.

“What do I need a diploma for?” she demanded of her father. “I’m never going to work anyway!”

His suggest she might wish to consider post-secondary education drew mocking laughter.

“You want me to spend years in some musty, dusty old university classroom reading books and listening to dreary old men drone on about things I have no interest in?” she demanded. “Instead of laying on a yacht at the Riviera or on a beach in Hawaii? Are you out of your fucking mind, daddy?”

The idea of forcing his daughter to do as he wished by threatening her with a loss of income did not seriously occur to her father. Tanya was incapable of supporting herself financially, and cutting her off to roam the streets was not something he would ever be able to bear the shame to his family of doing, and she knew it.

And so he simply did his best to avoid his lovely blonde daughter as much as possible, and pretend the problem didn’t exist. This was not difficult as Tanya preferred to spend her time on sun-swept beaches in the tiniest of bikinis, showing off her lush, tanned flesh, taunting the men, sneering at the women, and indulging her sexual and culinary desires whenever and wherever she chose.

She became notorious in the hotel where she stayed, a hotel used to the obnoxious behavior of the young and wealthy, for decadent behavior, for unbearable rudeness to staff, and for demanding any employee who did not scurry at her every wish be instantly fired.

Of course, her father ignoring her did not do anything positive for Tanya’s behaviour, and that was brought home to him after a few years when his niece Tamara came to visit.

His brother had emigrated a few years after he had, and Tamara was three years younger than Tanya. She had lush brown hair, and a lithe, athletic body which yet was still softly rounded and feminine.

Her face was uncannily similar to Tanya’s, and yet, it became evident to him on seeing them together for the first time, that Tanya had been putting on weight. His lovely little Tanya was growing pudgy, her face rounder, her bottom plumper. At only twenty one years of age it was quite evident how soft she had allowed herself to become in her refusal to exercise of any kind.

Watching the graceful way young Tamara moved, the elegance with which she comported herself at such a young age, made his daughter’s crassness all the more evident to him. Tamara greeted her cousin’s obnoxious and rude behavior with little more than a raised eyebrow and an amused smile of soft contempt.

Tanya did not even seem to notice how double edged her cousin’s words were, and the subtle insults contained therein often flew completely over her head in a way which made her father both snicker and bemoan her self-centered lack of awareness.

While Tanya dressed in the finest, most expensive of designer fashions, whether they suited her or not, Tamara wore simpler fare which nevertheless was expertly chosen to accentuate her coloring and style. Tanya’s low cut tops which showed off her ample breasts looked crude compared to Tamara’s elegantly attractive, understated, yet form fitting tops, and when men’s eyes passed over her to drink in her cousin Tanya began to sulk and then throw temper tantrums, making it necessary for him to send Tamara away early.

Her father spoke apologetically with his brother, who, not given to much diplomacy, was quite cutting in regard to his efforts as a parent to Tanya. And this discussion ended with Tanya’s father finally admitting that only a complete shock to the system would prevent his irritating, aggravating daughter from becoming a nightmare foisted upon him for the remainder of his days.

It did not take an enormous amount of persuasion to get Tanya to accompany him back to Russia, to visit his father. Tanya had never been to Moscow, and anticipated quite interesting shopping at exotic places she could later brag to her acquaintances (she having no real friends to speak of) about.

It took considerably more effort to get her on a private plane to visit the Dacha of his father, though he did his best to extol its virtues. In fact, it was necessary to slip a sedative into Tanya’s drink in order to stop her from snarling and snapping and become more cooperative.

His father had benefited from the generosity of his sons, and his own uncanny knack for raising horses, and purchased a place far out in the country. It took a four hour flight by jet to get to a nearby airport, followed by a two hour ride over very poorly constructed highways and roads to get to the place nestled in the foothills of a mountain range.

And there, he tearfully admitted to his father how he had failed with Tanya, and, then gratefully took his leave while the still drugged girl was laying down on the small and not particularly comfortable bed in a small and not particularly well-furnished bedroom.
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Tanya woke with a groan and her eyes fluttered open to an unfamiliar sight. Over her head was a water stain on the roof. She stared at it with some confusion, at first, never having seen such a stain and wondered at its cause. Then she slowly sat up in the lumpy little bed in which she found herself and looked around unhappily.

The room was not a lot longer than the little bed. It had one small, roughly finished table next to it, and a wardrobe across from her which bore the scars of many years of use.

“What a fucking dump,” she said to herself, looking around her in consternation.

She went to the window, noting the crude, thin glass and dirt on the frames, and stared out without enthusiasm at the sight of mountains nearby, and a wide round dirt track on which a horse was trotting. A man stood in the middle of the track, holding a rope tied to the horse’s bridle, and turning as the horse moved.

She looked around for her clothes but found nothing. She was wearing the expensive designer mini skirt she’d worn on the plane, glittery purple, open-toed, high heeled shoes, and a short black vest over, a silk blouse. She rubbed her arms and opened the door, again making a face at its crudeness. Why was she in a shack? Who lived here? Surely this wasn’t the great dacha her father had proclaimed as the house of his father?

She went downstairs, and there was not a lot of the house to inspect. It was quite small and unimpressive, and she fumed at her father’s dishonesty, deciding she was leaving then and there, no matter what her father said. She’d say hello to her wretched grandfather, who, from her memory, tended to scowl at her and say nasty things, and be gone. What a hole!

She passed out through what seemed to be the main door, and walked towards the man in the horse ring who, she now recognized distantly, was her grandfather. She’d only seen him a couple of times, and he had not impressed her either time. He didn’t bring her presents, didn’t flatter her, and had a harsh, crude voice with an unpleasant accent. He had no fashion sense, either, and she had been embarrassed in case one of her acquaintances saw him.

She walked up to the edge of the ring and noted the horse trotting around in circles without enthusiasm. Why did people bother with horses anyway? Surely even Russians knew that tractors and cars were better.

He didn’t say anything, though he clearly saw her there, and she glowered at him. She hadn’t expected him to run and embrace her – and would not have appreciated it if he had – but he could at least greet her.

“Where’s my father?” she asked.

He didn’t answer for long seconds, and her face began to redden as she thought of the many cutting things she could say, but on the edge of a comment he turned and she caught sight of his scowl and thought the better of it. He was a crude, rough, obnoxious man with no breeding or education, she thought. God knows the Russians were a crude people, but he seemed cruder than most. There was an active strength to him, though, an arrogance that his size and muscles somehow gave him the right to do and say as he wished.

“Grandfather,” she said.

“Your father has left already,” he said, still watching the horse.

Tanya stared at him in open-mouthed shock. “What!?”

“Do you know what makes Russian horses different from the horses in the West?” he said.

Tanya could not possibly care less. She stared around her, looking for the plane she remembered getting on, looking for a limousine, for a town, for anything.

“There is saying in Russia, which translates into ‘in the barn and under the king’,” he said. “Russian horses are not meant to be coddled. They are meant for hard, practical work. Even race horses are not the soft, delicate creatures you see in the West. Here they could pull a cart or help uproot a stump. Russia is hard land. Russian horses are tough and used to rough treatment”

“I don’t care about horses,” she snapped.

“Russian women are the same,” he said.

“Good for them,” she sneered.

“Russia is not a land of gentlemen riders like the British,” he said, as if she hadn’t spoken. “It is a land of men who expect their horses to perform at any task to which they are set.”

“And I suppose you’re going to say so are Russian women,” she sniffed.

He smiled lightly. “You are not so stupid as you look.”

She gaped at him. “Who are you calling stupid!?” she demanded, her voice rising several octaves.

“You have put on weight since last I see you,” he said. “You are becoming fat girl.”

Tanya stared at him in outrage. “I am not fat!” she sputtered.

Indeed, she was far from fat. At least, by Russian standards. She was the veritable image of a beautiful, voluptuous woman. By the standards of western fashion magazines, of course, she was quite plump, her large breasts and hips quite unfashionable, and her belly not nearly flat enough.

He finally let the horse stop and walked up to it, stroking its muzzle.

“You’re a crude, obnoxious… farmer!” she cried, as if the latter word were the worst of insults.

He looked at her and shook his head.

“You are lazy fat girl with no manners,” he said.

“Well fuck you! I’m leaving!”

She turned and marched away and he laughed behind her. “Where do you go, fat girl? There is no town for twenty kilometers.”

She refused to look around. She marched to what looked like a garage, and found several trucks and cars there, all of them older, all of some crude design, and none, she found, with keys in them. Still fuming, she marched down the dirt road, marched for almost ten minutes in her high heels before slowing, out of breath. It was not terribly hot outside but she was sweating, and beginning to attract bugs. She tried her cell phone but there seemed to be no towers nearby, and it was useless.

Tanya was a girl who took a taxi to go three blocks. This much walking was more than she’d done in years and she was already exhausted, hot, angry, sweating and miserable.

She sat down at the side of the road and burst into tears. Her shoes were ruined! She cried for some minutes but, there being no one to note or sympathize, she gave up and sulked to herself for another little while before getting up and walking back. She would find a phone, call a cab, and then get on a plane for New York. She still had her credit cards.

She was foot weary by the time she reached the cottage again. And hungry, she found. She found the door to the dacha locked, and scowled at it, before knocking furiously.

Her grandfather opened it and looked down at her. He was a bull-chested man, a peasant type, she thought angrily, completely uncultured.

“What you want, fat girl?”

“Stop calling me that!”

“Then lose weight.”

“I want to use a phone!”

“I have no phone.”

She stared at him. “Of course you have a phone! Everyone has a phone.”

He closed the door in her face and she stared at it in shock, then knocked furiously.

“Open the door, you fucking asshole!”

The door opened and she yelped as she was grabbed by the arm, turned around, and bent over the railing. Her grandfather then slapped her bottom sharply enough to make her squeal in pain. Another slap followed, and a dozen more after that, until she was howling with pain and shock. Only then did he leave her be and go back inside, closing the door behind him.

Tanya ran to the barn, sobbing, rubbing her burning bottom. At first she ran in fear, but that quickly waned and she felt a burning anger, an outrage that he had dared lay hands upon her! She would have him arrested! He would be sent away to prison for… for life!

Only this wasn’t America, this was Russia, and while she sat in the semi-darkness, rubbing her throbbing bottom Tanya began to wonder if there were even any laws against hitting a woman in this god-forsaken shit-hole of a country.

Her stomach rumbled, and she moaned miserably and stared at the house, or dacha as the light faded outside. She did not dare approach it again, however, and spent the night in the barn, amid the bugs, not sleeping at all, really, her hair a mess, her clothes very poorly suited to the occasion.

In the morning the smell of food wafted across the yard and she felt herself salivating at the thought. Her pride pushed aside by hunger she finally made her way across the yard to the door and knocked timidly.

There was no answer. She sighed and waited, then knocked again, still very slowly, not wanting him to be too angry lest he beat her again.

The door opened and she shrank back.

“Yes? What you want, fat girl?”

She bit her lip. “I’m very hungry, grandfather,” she said, trying to sound sad and pitiful.

“Why are you hungry? You not do any work. You sit on fat bottom. It takes no energy to do this.”

“Please,” she whined.

“If you wish to eat, then you will exercise.”

“Exercise?” she asked warily.

“You will exercise or you will not eat.”

“Uhm, okay, after I eat I - .”

“You will exercise now and then you will eat.”

She sighed. “Fine. Do you have, like, an exercise machine or something?”

He snorted disdainfully, came outside, and closed the door behind him.

“Come.”

He grabbed her arm and led her over to the track where he had been exercising the horse. Once there he picked up the rope and tied it around her middle.

She stared at it in astonishment.

“Take off shoes,” he ordered.

“But - .”

“Now!”

She gulped fearfully and kicked off her shoes. She was starting to hate them anyway. They were cute, when she didn’t have to do any walking, but not very practical or comfortable for use in the country.

Her grandfather moved to the center of the track and picked up what looked like the long, thin whip he had used on the horse.

“Run,” he ordered.

She stared at him in disbelief. Was he actually intending her to run around the track like a horse!?

“Run, fat girl!’ he shouted, snapping the whip across her bottom.

Tanya screamed at the sting of the thin whip, and tumbled forward, running away from it. Of course, with her grandfather holding the rope she could only run to the edge of the ring, then she had to run along it. And as soon as she slowed he brought the thing swishing in sideways to snap across her bottom again. She screamed in pain and leapt forward.

“Don’t! Oww! Stop it!” she cried. “Oww! Noo! Please! Oww! Grandfather!”

“Run, fat girl!” he ordered.

Tanya could not really run. But she trotted as best she could in her bare feet along the dirt ring, with her grandfather sending the long, thin buggy whip snapping across her bottom to spur her into more energy. Before long she collapsed, gasping for breath. Her grandfather came over to her and gave her a look of utter contempt.

“You exercise, and you work, or you do not eat,” he growled.

“I-I-I… c-c-can’t…r-r - .”

“Phaa! You are weak. We will build muscles on you, fat girl.”

He grabbed her by the scruff of the neck, tearing her silk blouse as he pulled her to her feet, and holding her where she would have fallen. He then seized her arm and forced her to walk over to the horse pens where a dozen horses were kept, showed her the well – which you had to pump in order to get water for a bucket – and ordered her to water the horses.

Staggering, panting, Tanya had to pump the old, rusty iron handle, then carry the heavy buckets into each stall, sweating and gasping for breath the entire time. Then he gave her a broom and ordered her to sweep out their stalls!

Tanya burst into tears, and her grandfather ignored them. “When stalls are swept you may eat,” he said.

Then he left. Tanya spent an hour sobbing and sulking before her stomach got the best of her. Finally, a bedraggled, filthy, sweating girl presented herself at the door and knocked. Her grandfather glowered at her, then followed her back to the stalls and inspected them.

“Very well. You will do this every morning,” he said.

“Every… but I want to go home!” she wailed.

“You stay here. Your father has told me of his failure to teach you proper behavior and discipline. So it has fallen to me to instruct you.”

She gaped at him.

“You will stay until I am convinced you are of some value to others than yourself.”

“You can’t do that!” she cried.

“Is done,” he said with a shrug.

He walked back to the house, and her rumbling stomach forced her to follow.

“Stop,” he said, turning. “Wash first.”

“Where’s the shower?” she asked gratefully.

He shook his head. “There,” he said, pointing to the watering trough next to the pump.”

She gaped at him in disbelief.

“But… where’s the hot water and soap?”

He grabbed her arm and led her, stumbling, back to the pump, then grabbed her bottom with the other hand, and threw her into the trough!

She emerged, sputtering and yelling, soaked and freezing, stumbling out of the trough and onto the grass next to it.

“Is good,” he said. “Now we eat.”

“You… you fucking bastard!” she wailed.

He stalked over to her and she gasped, turning and trying to crawl away, but her grandfather’s boot struck her bottom sharply and she howled as she was thrown forward onto her belly on the grass. Then he again grabbed her by her already torn collar, yanked her up and around and dropped her belly down across the horse trough. He snapped his belt out of the loops and lashed her defenseless bottom as Tanya howled and screamed and sobbed in pain and anguish, then he turned and walked back to the house.

Soaking wet, Tanya curled up, sobbing for a time in her torn and bedraggled clothes, but her stomach still rumbled as she stared fearfully at the closed door to the dacha.

She did not get to eat that morning. She thought about running down the road but was sore and exhausted – and had no shoes to speak of. She slept fitfully for an hour, here and there, and then was wakened by her grandfather exercising another horse.

As the her hunger deepened, her pride and fear gave way, and finally, she made her way timidly across the yard to him.

“Please,” she whined. “I’m hungry.”

“You will eat at lunch if you do not misbehave,” he said.

She sat down tiredly and watched him exercise the horse.

Then he led her and the horse back to the stable and told her the names of each of the horses. He showed her how to take a bridle off and put one on, and instructed her in brushing the horse he’d just exercised. Her arms got sore and tired very quickly.

“I need to change clothes,” she ventured weakly.

“Your father did not bring any clothing with him and I have no womens clothes.”

“But… what am I going to wear?” she wailed.

“You may wear your skin for all I care,” he sniffed. “Is not so cold here you will freeze and you have too much padding anyway.”

Tanya’s sore bottom and hungry belly kept her from snarling at him, and that morning she brought him each new horse to exercise, then brushed the horses after he exercised them. When it was lunch, he made her duck her head, shoulders and chest into the horse trough, and then allowed her to come into the house to eat.

While she was there, she cast her eyes furtively about, looking for some sign of a phone, and when he went to the bathroom she darted up the stairs into his room, staring around wildly for a phone. She pulled open the drawer of his bedside table, and felt a surge of elation as she saw the old-fashioned device sitting there, unplugged. She yanked it out, then tried to figure out how to plug it into the wall, for the jacks were not the simple ones she was used to.

She got it in, and then picked the receiver up. Unfortunately for her, she had no idea how to make use of the country codes that would allow her to connect long-distance with the United States. She’d always allowed operators or receptionists or servants to connect her overseas when she was in Europe.

And then her grandfather was in the doorway, glowering.

“I told you no phone.”

“You said you had no phone!” she cried. “You liar!”

His eyes narrowed and she squealed and tried to dive under the bed. He grabbed her ankle, yanked her out, and she was soon howling and screaming as his hand cracked down across her bottom repeatedly. When he was done, she fled, down the stairs, and out the door, then across the yard into the woods. This time she was determined to get away, and simply kept walking until she collapsed in exhaustion.

She spent the rest of the day and that night in the woods, having no idea where she was, and on waking, felt her stomach rumbling again. She emerged into a wide, open grassy area the next morning, and stumbled along, her legs aching, her stomach rumbling, and her throat getting dry and sore from lack of water.

She wasn’t sure if she was even going in the right direction, but never saw any sign of human beings as she staggered exhaustedly along in her bare feet. She spent another night out of doors, hungry, thirsty, cold, and miserable, and completely absolutely lost.

The next afternoon Tanya found a quick running stream and stopped plunging her lips into it and drinking deeply. She sat by the stream, exhausted, hot and sweating, and decided to clean her clothes as best she could. Hopefully, they would dry by nightfall. She had already lost her vest somewhere, but peeled off her skirt and top and ran them through the water, then slid off her dainty lace thong and bra and did the same.

She paddled around at the side of the river, enjoying the cool on her overheated body, then climbed out and lay in the grass for a while, letting the sun dry her.

And that was how her grandfather found her.




Chapter 2

“Well, you don’t look too fat now,” she heard, waking her out of a semi doze. “Perhaps you’ll make decent breeding material before too long.”

She squealed in shock, twisting around onto her belly, her eyes blinking in the sunlight as her grandfather sat one of his horses before her. She looked around frantically for her clothes, but getting them would require getting to her feet and running across a dozen yards of open grass while her grandfather looked on.

Yet a part of her was relieved he had found her. She had been worried about dying alone in the woods, and however crude and ignorant he was, her grandfather wasn’t about to let her die.

He got down off the horse, and she did not, at first, note the rope held casually in his hand.

“I-I-I was w-washing my c-clothes,” she gulped, face scarlet.

“Rags,” he said, bending over her.

“Don’t look!’ she squealed.

“Phha, you think you have something special I haven’t seen before?” he snorted brusquely.

He grabbed her arm and yanked it away from her chest as Tanya squealed in embarrassment, and then wrapped the rope quickly around her wrist.

“Wha… what are you.. what are you doing!?” she cried.

He looped the rope around and around her wrist, then grabbed her other wrist, pulling it up against her other wrist, and binding them together as the blonde girl stared in shocked disbelief.

Then, without another word, he turned and walked back to his horse. She hugged her tied wrists against her chest, staring wonderingly, and then her grandfather clicked at the horse, and it turned and began to walk away.

She let out a yell as the rope yanked her arms up and out, and she was dragged across the grass several yards before she could get her legs under her.

“Wait! Don’t! You can’t!”

He ignored her, not even looking back as the horse walked slowly back through the field, and Tanya was forced to trot along behind it, arms extended outward, the rope tied around the horn of his horse.

She remained shocked that he had actually tied her wrists! That he was actually intending to pull her behind him like some … some prisoner! Oh it was embarrassing to be naked like this in front of him too – even if he wasn’t looking, but Tanya had spent a good deal of time nearly naked on various beaches so she could handle that. But being tied up and dragged along!

It was outrageous! So outrageous she couldn’t even bring herself to be angry. And there was nothing she could do but try to keep up, and her cries and pleas went unheeded and she was forced to conserve her breath, gasping and panting, her bare feet stumbling over grass, and into puddles, over rocks and dirt as she was pulled inexorably along.

“S-stop!” she gasped.

He didn’t even look back, and she didn’t try again, gasping, trotting along naked. Her breasts wobbled and shook as she ran, for she was not a flat-chested girl by any means, and her excess weight – though she appeared indeed to have lost quite some pounds in the last few days – had consisted of virtually no musculature to support her large breasts.

In fact, just the little work she had done over the past two days, the sweeping of stalls and carrying of water and cleaning of horses – not to mention all the walking, had left her aching and bruised and sore everywhere.

She stared in continued disbelief at her arms, extended out before her, at the rope bound around her wrists, and then leading forward to her grandfather’s horse, and at her grandfather’s back. This could not be happening!

She stumbled and fell with a grunt, but the horse continued along, and she gasped helplessly as she was dragged over the grass, her breasts aching as her weight pressed them down. She cried out, but was ignored, and had to scramble to her feet out of desperation. Finally she collapsed, too exhausted to even try to get up, and after dragging her for some yards her grandfather stopped, looking back in annoyance.

“So weak,” he said, shaking his head.

He sighed and got off the horse, then walked back to where she lay, gasping and panting for breath.

“This will take all day,” he said.

Tanya’s hair was long and thick, reaching almost to her waist. He leaned over and twined it around his hand, then pulled firmly upwards. Tanya gasped, her head lifted off the ground, her back bowed up and back before he grasped her arm and used that to lift her higher. The pain in her scalp forced her feet to push up and she found herself standing on wobbly legs, panting weakly, covered in sweat.

Her grandfather examined her with a jaundiced eye, even going so far as to force her head back further so as to push out her breasts.

“Not bad,” he said. “You can tell you had good genes, girl,” he said with evident pride.

He frowned, looking at her her sex.

“You have no hair between your legs? Why is this? Do you have a disease?”

What an ignorant, barbarian brute, Tanya thought dazedly.

Then she squealed breathlessly as she felt his hands THERE, cupping her sex!

“D-don’t!” she gasped.

“Why do you have no hair?”

“I-I-I h-had it r-removed!” she panted.

He shook his head in disbelief. “Western women are so decadent,” he said.

Then he yanked her up over his shoulder and slapped her bottom as he turned and walked back to the horse. He heaved her up across the horse, then got on behind her, slapping her bottom again as he took the reins and clicked at the horse to get it moving.

A part of Tanya was happy to be on the horse and not walking, but the indignity of being hoisted over it like a sack of potatoes galled her to the bone. It was yet another outrage to her dignity and to her status and position! How dare he! When she told her father he would.. he would … kill him!

The horse moved faster now, and she gasped and tried to hold something to keep from falling, but of course, her bound wrists were dangling over one end, with nothing nearby. She squealed as she momentarily felt herself slipping, but then her grandfather’s big, rough hand grasped her thigh and held her in place.

His hand was uncomfortably, outrageously close to the juncture of her thighs, of course, not very far at all from her perfectly bald sex. The proximity of that hand made Tanya cringe at the thought of what a view he must have up there, her nether portions lewdly and obscenely positioned for him to look at! He was probably a pervert! A dirty old man!

“Don’t worry, girl, we will have you in shape in no time,” he said. “There is good flesh here.”

She gasped as he rubbed her bare bottom.

“Once we have you in physical shape we can get your mind in shape too, teach you how a proper woman needs to behave.”

“D-don’t touch me!” she gasped.

He laughed and slapped her bottom stingingly.

“A useless woman does not tell a man what to do,” he said, “And you are as useless a woman as a woman can be! But don’t worry, girl! We will teach you to be useful! Oh yes we will!”

He laughed and slapped her bottom yet again and Tanya yelped and squirmed.

“This, at least, can be of use,” he said jovially.

And Tanya gasped to feel his fingers rubbing along the tight slit of her pussy.

“And I’m sure it has enjoyed much use already!” he said with a laugh. “Western girls are such sluts! You’ve probably had an army in here!”

Tanya squealed as she felt his fingers grip one of her pubic lips and tug it aside, opening the mouth of her pink sex to his viewing.

“Still have nice tight opening,” he said. “Nice, neat little slot.”

His finger pushed into her, and so sweaty was she, and his hand from being in contact with her, that it slipped inside to the second knuckle quite easily.

“Still good and tight,” he said. “Yes, there’ll always be at least one use for you, girl.”

He pulled his finger out and slapped her bottom again.

Tanya could not believe he dared touch her there! What a crude, outrageous pig! She could have him arrested! Or at least, if she were in New York, she could. Bastard!

“Women are like horses. They need to be hardy and do many roles,” he said, his hand resting on her bottom, “and your father should have remembered that instead of gotten all soft in America. At least his sons are strong and capable.”

It took surprisingly little time to make it back to his dacha. Tanya had evidently been wandering in circles. He took her straight to the barn and then got off and heaved her down. She stumbled weakly but he caught her arm and took her into the barn.

“We don’t want you getting lost again,” he said.

He reached into a roughly made drawer and took out a thick leather collar, strapping it around her throat.

“Wh-what are you… d-doing!?” she gasped.

“You think we have no modern devices here?” he said. “There is transmitter in collar so I can find you if you get lost again.”

He adjusted the collar around her throat and locked it in place, then untied her wrists.

Then he handed her a broom.

“Sweep out stalls, then we eat,” he growled.

Tanya was left alone standing naked in the barn, gaping at his disappearing back. She reached up to the thick, rough collar and felt the hard edges of metal joints and a lock. Again she was filled with shock and disbelief. How dare he! How DARE he!?

And yet, what could she do? She was utterly and absolutely helpless. Always before she had had options, but not now. There wasn’t even any point in screaming or yelling at him. All that would do would be to get her bottom slapped or strapped or spanked. The man seemed completely immune to her cares and concerns, to her comfort or pain!

Her stomach growled and she thought of his words. She could eat after sweeping the horse stalls. She was ferociously hungry, hungrier than she had ever been in her life, than she had ever imagined being! Tanya helplessly walked across to the stables and – in bare feet – swept out the stalls, making a face in disgust as she pushed the horse manure away. Her arms were leaden when she finally finished, and she was so hot and sweaty she didn’t even mind dunking herself in the horse trough.

She walked, dripping wet and naked, over to the house, then hesitated as she was about to knock. She was naked! But surely he would find her something to wear, even if it was an old shirt. She knocked, trying to cover herself with her arms as best she could.

The door opened and he looked down at her. “So? Finished?”

She nodded.

“Let us see,” he said.

He grabbed her arm and yanked her along as he walked back to the stables and inspected her work. He had her sweep more in the corners, and then forced her to use a shovel and rake to pile the manure and filthy hay into a wheelbarrow and cart it outside. Then he dunked her into the horse trough with a laugh, and let her accompany him back to the house.

She didn’t even care that she was filthy and wet and naked. As soon as she smelled and saw the food her only interest was getting it into her mouth. She sat down and ate ravenously as he sat across from her. Yet she noticed him looking at her chest with more than idle interest, and felt a twinge of concern there. Sure he was her grandfather, but who knew what these backwoods Russians were capable of? And she was completely naked.

With the edge taken off her hunger she tried to cover her breasts with one arm, and he smiled in amusement.

“You have good tits,” he said.

She flushed. He was so crude and ignorant!

“Good for suckling many babies,” he said.

Tanya glowered at him. “Don’t you have a shirt or something I can wear?”

He shrugged. “You are filthy. And everything you do makes you sweat like a pig. Perhaps when you get more muscles I will give you something to wear.”

“You can’t keep me naked!”

“I am not keeping you naked. I am merely not providing you with clothing,” he said wryly.

“My parents will be furious when they hear how you’ve treated me!”

“Your parents failed at being parents or you would not be an obnoxious, useless, fat cow of a woman.”

She gaped indignantly but did not dare curse or insult him. Instead she glared down at her broth and spooned more of it into her mouth.

After lunch he ordered her to clean the dishes, and then the floor. Tanya thought herself inured to outrage but having to get on hands and knees to scrub the floor by hand dazed her yet again.

Her, scrubbing a floor!

Then he had to exercise the horses. Tanya was to fetch each one, put on its bridle, and take it to him. Then she would take it back, fetch another horse, return, clean the first horse, and continue on in that fashion. And finally, he forced her to run around in the ring, as well, only this time he tied the rope to a ring set in her collar!

“What are you doing, fool girl?” he demanded, as she tried to cross her arms over her chest.

Tanya’s face flushed hotly. “My breasts… hurt when I run,” she complained, red faced.

He snorted in amusement. “They bounce,” he said.

“It’s not funny! Of course they bounce!”

“I take care,” he said.

He headed back for the barn, and since he held the rope in his hand she was forced to follow along. It occurred to her, especially as he shortened and doubled up the rope, that she was practically walking on a leash!

They got to the barn and he searched through myriad drawers before pulling out a set of studded leather straps that she at first took to be some kind of horse’s bridle. Instead it proved to be a halter, which he placed over her chest. The straps were rough and age-worn but quite firm as they cinched tight around her ribs. One pressed up against the underside of her breasts while a second pressed down against the tops of them. Two more thinner straps pulled up around the outside of each breast, squeezing them closer together,

Tanya was astonished by them. They certainly did support her breasts – in a way – but squeezed them out and together so that they were even more prominent than they had been.

“I should have thought of this from the beginning,” he said to himself, nodding. “Perfect training for disciplining impudent and lazy girls.”

He turned her roughly and then pulled her arms casually back behind her, sliding a strap in underneath, then circling it back and around. As he pulled it tight Tanya gasped to feel her shoulders forced back, her arms forced back together at the elbow.

“Oh! Ow! Hey! That hurts!” she gasped.

“Only because you do not exercise enough,” he said. “I will teach you to stretch properly and become more limber.”

“Wha-what are you… d-doing!?” she gasped.

He laughed softly.

“I am going to teach you discipline.”

He left her and moved to another chest, and the shocked girl twisted and turned, feeling her arms bound tightly back behind her at the elbow, her hands sticking out a little on opposite hips.

“This should fit you,” he said.

He had what she took to be boots of some kind, but no they were… she didn’t know what. The bottoms were rounded, like posts, not shaped like a foot at all. He turned and bent her roughly over the chest, then lifted her foot up high in back.

“Don’t! What are you doing!?” she moaned.

She felt her foot sliding into the thing, and then felt him adjusting buckles to fit her. When he dropped her foot to the ground she realized the insides of the shoe – or boot – or whatever it was – was deeply angled, not unlike stiletto heeled shoes. He lifted her other foot up and placed it into a similar low booty, then pulled her upright.

“How does that feel?”

She looked down and saw that the boots came up to her lower calves, and were perfectly round and black. Because the insides were so deeply slanted she felt as though she were wearing stiletto heels, only the bottoms of these were flat, like platform shoes.

“What are these!?”

“Hooves,” he said casually.

“Hooves!?”

“And finally this.”

He showed her some sort of belt whose purpose she did not understand. It was T-shaped, but there were two large, thick, padded wood and leather – tubes – attached to it. She had no clue as to what it was.

Her grandfather turned her and bent her over the chest again, his knee thrusting between her legs and forcing them apart. She gasped at her lewd position, and then felt him sliding the thing under her belly and pulling it in tight around her hips to buckle in back. But then her eyes went wide as she felt herself penetrated, vaginal and anally, by the two “tubes”.

“Wha - ! Don’t! Stop it! Oww! No! Please!”

He laughed tolerantly. “You are no virgin. And this is part of the outfit.”

She felt the two tubes sliding deeper into her body. They felt like something solid, wood perhaps, with a layer of leather over them, and pushed inexorably through her flesh. Then he yanked the lower strap tight against her pussy as he buckled it behind her back, and she squealed in sudden pain.

“Now let us exercise you.”

He pulled on the rope and she stumbled dazedly along behind him. She had a good deal of experience walking in high heels, but these were somewhat different, and she was awkward in them as they moved over the rough ground. The two things inside her felt very odd, and made her feel very full. Her bottom ached, and her pussy felt sore both from the thing he had shoved into her and from how tight the strap squeezed her.

They reached the ring and he turned to her. “You will walk around the ring,” he said. “Walk.”

She stared at him, then tried walking in the things. It wasn’t as bad as she’d feared, but it made no sense to her. Hooves? What on earth was he doing to her now!?

“Good,” he said when she’d made a full circuit. “Now, you will raise your knees more as you walk. Observe.”

He stared to walk himself, but each time he stepped forth, his knee rose ridiculously high.

“But why!?”

“Because is good exercise,” he said blandly. “Now walk.”

He ostentatiously picked up the buggy whip, and Tanya hurriedly started to “walk” her shoulders held back by the pull against her elbows, her knees rising high each time she stepped, her foot laying down flatly on the ground. Hooves? He was treating her like some kind of horse! The man was insane!

“Raise your knee higher!” he ordered.

The buggy whip sliced into her bare bottom and Tanya squealed in pain and lurched forward.

“Knees high!”

She tried to keep her knees high as she stepped, though that seemed to twist her insides around the hard leather-covered tubes inside her. She was soon feeling the snap of the whip, gasping and wincing and moaning each time it snapped at her.

“Faster!”

She fell several times, but the whip always brought her scrambling awkwardly to her feet until she was so breathless she collapsed and lay gasping for breath, on the verge of throwing up.

“Enough for now,” he said.

He grabbed her by the collar and pulled her to her feet, leading her over to the stable. He plunged her into the trough, forcing her fully underneath, then yanked her up again with a laugh. Gasping and spitting water, she stumbled along beside him as he led her back to the house.

“T-take these o-off!” she gasped.

“You do not tell me what to do. You wait for me to tell you what to do,” he said.

He sat her down and went to the small kitchen, humming to himself as he pulled out an enormous steak and set it to sizzling.

Tanya squirmed uncomfortably, impaled on the two thick tubes, her arms still bound back behind her, her breasts feeling squeezed. And her bottom stung from the many touches of the whip.

“Stop squirming,” he said.

“My bottom hurts, okay! You’re the one who hit me with that thing!”

He shrugged, then came over and pulled her off the chair.

“Kneel, then,” he said, pushing the chair into the table and pushing her down onto her knees on the floor.

In fact, that was better, in a way. The pressure against her pussy and buttocks was now gone. She attempted to sit on her heels, keeping her heels off to the sides of her buttocks, but that was difficult, and her feet and knees started to ache.

“Please untie me!” she whined.

He ignored her and she was too hungry to risk making him angry and missing dinner. So she kept quiet as he made the steak, though it occurred to her he had made only one. No doubt he intended cutting it in half, and at that point he would have to free her so she could eat, she told herself.

He put the steak on the table and pulled out a chair for himself, then sat down to eat. Tanya watched him for a long minute, her mouth watering.

“Don’t I get anything to eat?” she asked plaintively.

“Are you very hungry?” he asked, not looking up.

“Yes!”

“Have you done anything to earn this food?”

She stared at him helplessly.

“Since it is my food you should ask me if you wish some.”

“May I have some food please, grandfather?” she gulped.

“Move closer.”




Chapter 3

Tanya shifted closer on her knees and he cut a piece and held it out to her, not with a fork, but in his open hand.

She stared at it, then at him.

“You don’t want it? Then I’ll eat it,” he said.

“No!”

She leaned in and licked the meat out of his hand, swallowing it enthusiastically.

He nodded to himself and cut another piece for himself, then another. He cut a piece, held it out in his hand, and Tanya, face scarlet, had to lick it out of his hand again.

What a bastard he was!

But the steak was soooo good, she couldn’t resist.

Tanya fumed as he, in his own good time, fed her pieces of steak, always by hand, never letting her take it off the fork. He was cutting up her food and feeding her as though she were some kind of baby! If he’d just untie her arms she could feed herself! Why was he keeping her arms bound anyway other than just being mean and bullying her!?

It surprised her how quickly she’d become used to being naked around him, though to be sure she wasn’t exactly naked now. In some respects she was worse than naked. Certainly the way her breasts were cupped and squeezed and almost thrust out was worse than if they were merely naked. On the other hand, they did, she thought, look more attractive this way. At least they weren’t shaking and wobbling as she moved, which always happened when she didn’t wear a bra. And Tanya always liked to look good…

But the other thing, well! It did sort of cover her, like a thong, but she was constantly aware of those things up inside her as her body moved around them. And, in fact, now that the worst of her ravenous hunger had been assuaged, and she was no longer terrified or freezing or feeling dazed by the outrageousness of her situation, they were actually kind of provoking her in a strange way. It was like she had a dildo up inside her! Two of them!

Almost as bad, the belt thing pressed up achingly hard against the soft flesh of her mons, and there was some sort of little imperfection in the leather, some sort of bump or other which was just at the top of her sex, right over her clit. Whenever she moved in a certain way, especially as she bent and then straightened, it sort of rubbed or ground against her right THERE, and that was starting to make her squirm uncomfortably.

She was, after all, naked with a man, a n older man to be sure, and her grandfather, but it wasn’t as though she’d grown up with him or anything. He was as far from her masculine ideal as it was possible to get, for she generally preferred soft, cultured, almost effeminate men with nice clothes, shoes, and preferably manicures. He was instead a raving barbarian! He was a throwback to another era, with all his muscles and grunting, growling behaviour.

Yet he was also the man who had total control over her, a man who she had thus far been unable to influence in any way towards getting the things she wanted, and the treatment she had wanted. Although - it occurred to her that she had never really tried very hard. She was used to getting her own way all the time. But on occasion, with certain men, she had found it necessary to coax and wheedle and play up to them in order to get them nicely wrapped around her little finger.

And so, almost without thinking about it, she decided that she had been a fool not to have tried playing up to him from the very beginning. He was a lonely old man, after all, and no doubt a pretty, doting young woman could soon have him smiling and wanting to please her.

To begin with, this involved schooling her features, widening her eyes, trying to look pretty, to look sad, as opposed to scowling and glowering. And, of course, it involved shameless flattery. She licked the next piece of meat out of his fingers and smiled at him as she made a satisfied sound. “Mmmm,” she said. “This is so good, grandfather.”

He merely grunted, and she waited until the next piece to make another appreciative sound. “Do you put some kind of special sauce on this, grandfather?”

He snorted in amusement at something, but Tanya was not deterred. When he handed another small piece to her she took it nimbly from his fingers and smiled gratefully.

“Grandfather,” she said in a soft, little-girl voice, “you’re getting your fingers all dirty feeding me like this.”

She had intended that to be the lead to suggesting - gently, that he might want to untie her - purely for his own sake, of course. Instead, he thrust his greasy fingers at her and she stared at them, a little startled. There was no steak in them and then - he pushed them forward into her mouth!

“Clean them,” he growled.

His two middle fingers were actually inside her mouth, greasy and pressing against her tongue! Tanya’s first instinct was to yank her head away and glare at him, but instead she forced herself to remain in place and, feeling a strange sense of something shifting inside her, she closed her lips around them and began to lick them clean. She did not actually consider her actions at all sexually at first, even as her grandfather slowly eased his fingers back, then pushed them in again, deeper still.

She blushed, then, as she felt a strange sense of dark eroticism start to take hold of her. She licked at his fingers, unable to shake the imagery that it was almost like she was sucking a cock.

He pulled his fingers free, and she was grateful that the old man was not subject to that same sort of nasty thinking. Yet the next time he fed her he waited for her to swallow, and then slipped his fingers into her mouth once again for her to suck and lick on. Again she flushed, closing her lips around them as they slid slowly and sensually in and out, over her lips and along her tongue.

Each time he fed her he slid his two middle fingers into her mouth after she swallowed, and Tanya pursed her lips and let them slowly slide in, licking the grease off them, rolling her eyes up at him, squirming with the sudden increase in the sensations between her legs. She told herself she was being perverted, that what she was doing had nothing to do with sex, that it was just another way he had chosen to degrade her because he thought she was spoiled and stuck-up. He was just putting her in her place, was all.

And he was old, old, old! Surely he didn’t even think about stuff like that any more - if he ever had! Did Russians even know about stuff like that? She pictured them as a bunch of old Victorians, doing it missionary style in cold beds, mostly fully clothed, doing their duty and then turning away in relief.

Of course, he was not old as in stooped and withered old. He was still broad shouldered, barrel-chested, hale and healthy, and far more energetic than she was, to be honest. If he was an American she would have guessed he had played football a lot. Her mind flashed to the sight of him this afternoon chopping wood, bare chested. He was an awfully muscular man…

Her eyes flicked to his groin under the table and she flushed again, then straightened, which pressed that little rough spot against her clit. The sensation made her pussy spasm and squeeze tightly around the thing stuffed up inside her, and her mind squirmed as well as hr body.

She tried to push away sexual thoughts, and was somewhat relieved - thought also a bit disappointed, when her grandfather finished the last piece. He got up and took his plate over to the sink, rinsing it off, then went to the refrigerator and poured a glass of milk. He returned to his chair and looked down at her, and Tanya did her best to try ad appear appealing, though again she flushed as his eyes looked her over, knowing how her breasts were pushing out so provocatively.

“And would you like a drink, girl?” he asked.

“Yes, please, grandfather,” she said.

She was startled when he thrust his fingers into the glass, then pressed them against her lips. Again, she flushed, and yet licked at them. He dipped them in the milk again, and slipped them into her mouth, and she licked and sucked lightly at them as he pumped them in and out.

He smiled, and she felt a surge of anticipation, thinking that her efforts were already succeeding in turning him away from his harsh attitude.

“But of course, you cannot drink very well like this,” he said. “It would take all night.”

He sat back in the chair, and then leaned forward with a smile. His two middle fingers slid down between her breasts and hooked under the strap there, then pulled, drawing her forward.

Tanya gasped softly, then rose on her knees, and got to her feet as he shifted his grip to her arm.

“Here, my girl, sit here,” he said, drawing her down onto his lap.

He settled her comfortably so she was sitting sideways across his lap, and then held the glass to her lips.

Tanya, thinking that, though this was odd, at least it was something of an improvement, put her lips to the glass and drank thirstily. When he pulled the glass back she smiled shyly at him - one of her best looks, which she had often practiced in the mirror. “Grandfather, this outfit is awfully uncomfortable,” she said in a soft, almost regretful voice.

“Perhaps,” he said, “It is not meant to be worn at all times after all.”

Again Tanya felt a sense of success, of her new attitude beginning to pay off. Yet it as not her arms to which he first turned his attention. Instead his hand went to the front of the belt around her waist, and unbuckled it there so that the lower belt fell away. She could not help groaning in relief as the firm, even harsh pressure on her mons was finally eased. Yet she blushed deeply as her grandfather then gently pulled the belt back, and the - thing - up inside her, eased out into view.

Also easing into view was her bare pussy, her flesh now pink with the discomfort she had felt, her sex lips somewhat swollen, and the black leather easing out of her glistening slightly with the sheen of her juices.

“Now, now, this didn’t hurt, did it?”

“A little,” she gulped.

“Are you feeling sore here?”

He let his finger gently rub at the top of her sex - across her clitoris - and Tanya gasped helplessly, her back arching.

“Did that hurt, little girl?” he asked, his voice soft.

“N-No,” she gasped.

He was still softly rubbing the warm, slightly rough pad of his finger back and forth over her clitoris, and Tanya fought to not squirm in his lap.

“G-G-grandfather,” she moaned.

“What is it, little girl?” he asked.

His hand pushed down, forcing the belt back, easing the long, thick thing further out of her pussy.

“Y-You s-shouldn’t t-touch me there,” she moaned.

“Perhaps you would like to have this back on?” he said, abruptly moving his hand aside and then pushing on the belt, sliding the thing back up inside her.

“Ohh!’ she gasped, her pussy spasming as a hot rush of liquid warmth spread through her lower belly.

“No?”

He eased it back again, drawing the long length of it down out of her quivering pussy.

“Or yes?”

He drove it slowly back into her, then chuckled. “But of course no.”

He drew it back out once more.

“The soreness will soon go away,” he said, rubbing his fingers lightly against her clit.

He pulled the belt all the way back, and the long thing finally pulled entirely free.

“You do not feel sore inside because of this?” he asked.

“N - OH!”

He slid two fingers up inside her, rubbing lightly against her soft, moist inner flesh, turning and twisting them around inside her while his thumb continued to rub across her clitoris.

Tanya’s mind was swimming in a state of hot, steamy, sexual confusion, her senses overcome with wicked, wanton pleasure she did not know how to react to. She was squirming helplessly on her grandfather’s lap, gasping and moaning as her head rolled back and her legs pulled further and further apart.

“These nipples are very large and fat. Are you cold, granddaughter?” he asked slyly. “Would you like grandfather to warm them up?”

Tanya gasped as his open mouth pressed against the center of her breast, and he began to suck. His tongue lapped back and forth across her quivering nipple as his fingers pumped steadily in and out of her throbbing, burning pussy.

“I-I… oh… oh… no…. d-don’t - !” she gasped weakly.

A firm grip on her long hair pulled her head back almost upside down, arching her back and thrusting her breasts up at him. His fingers pushed even deeper inside her as he bit lightly on her engorged nipple, and Tanya felt herself being swept away on a wild, churning wave of sensations, her body giving way to sexual abandon as her grandfather roused shocking, wicked heat to sweep aside her resistance.

Her hips began to grind more desperately, and then as a tremendous orgasm swept over her she cried out again and again, hips bucking frantically, body writhing and twisting in the throes of an intense and shattering orgasm.

He released her hair and shifted her so she was sitting more or less upright as she caught her breath.

“G-Grandfather,” she said accusingly, panting weakly.

“You didn’t like that I was merely trying to make you feel better, little girl,” he said. “But if you prefer - .”

He fit the nose of the leather covered tube against the open, oozing mouth of her sex and then slowly pushed it back up inside her, then pulled the belt tight and buckled it in place as Tanya groaned and squirmed.

Then he set her down on her knees again on the floor, gently but firmly, turning her to face him.

“Please Grandfather,” she moaned.

“Did grandfather not make you feel good? Did he not?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes,” she admitted helplessly.

“Then a polite and respectful young girl should thank him.”

The idea was ridiculous and yet, Tanya was bewildered about how to deal with him, and still didn’t want him angry at her lest she not get her way in anything and get her bottom whipped again.

“Th-thank you, Grandfather,” she said, blushing.

“That is a start, but you should return the favor and do something to make grandfather feel good too.”

With that he unbuttoned his trousers, and before she could react, drew out a large, thick cock, already swelling, red with an angry, purplish head. It was the biggest cock Tanya had ever seen in person, an she gaped at it in disbelief, both at its size and thickness, and that her grandfather had actually just pulled it out of his pants like that in front of her.

She remembered Emily Stevens laughing hysterically about her grandfather, who would often leave his “Mr winky” dangling like a tiny, wrinkled, string of white spaghetti out of his pants after going to the bathroom, senile and more than a little demented. But this was no wrinkled little old man cock. This was a large, stiff, hard, menacing, hungry looking cock pointing right at her face.

His hand moved behind her, gathering up her hair, pulling her face into his groin, and she tried to pull back with a gasp.

“Grandfather, no! It isn’t right! I’m your granddaughter!”

“So? You are woman and I am man. Besides, did your president not say this is not really sex?”

“Clinton had said that but Clinton was a pervert, she thought. Of course, he was kind of right, she thought, weakening. And Trump was even worse.

And then it was pushing against her mouth, and a sudden yank on her hair made her open her mouth to gasp in pain so that it could push inside.

“Show me that you are good for something at least, girl,” he said with a sneer.

Tanya flushed at the words, anger and embarrassment, discomfort and a fresh wave of dark heat sweeping and swirling through her mind.. Stupid old backwoods fart! She’d show him what she could do! There was more than one way to get a man to do what she wanted, and she had long used oral sex to help twine young men around her finger.

And God it was big! She could barely get her lips around it!

Tanya began to bob her lips slowly up and down its length, or at least, the length of it she could get into her mouth, moistening and slickening it. She began to suck lightly, working her tongue along the underside of the shaft, especially over the head. Her arms pulled instinctively against the strap which bound them behind her back, for she always used her hands to good effect, but of course, now had to do without.

Concentrating on her efforts, it was easy to forget the large, thick cock was attached to her grandfather. It was just a cock, and she needed to please it in order to impress the man attached, so he would treat her nicely and give her things and do things for her. This was familiar ground, and she was able to put aside her confusion and uncertainty and drop into it, bobbing her lips up and down, twisting her head from side to side, humming and sucking and licking as she rolled her eyes up at him appealingly.

His hands were on her head, in her hair, urging her ever downwards. This was also familiar, though always before she had kept her hand carefully before her lips, preventing too deep a downward motion. Now she gagged several times when he pushed himself too deep, throwing her off her rhythm.

“Half my cock is still cold and dry,” he complained. “Do they show you American girls nothing about how to please your men?”

She pulled her head back. “But it’s too big!” she whined.

“PHaa!” he said. “You are lazy and not putting proper effort into it!”

He stood up, and she gasped as he yanked on her hair, lifting her on her knees. He pushed himself into her mouth again, his big hands going behind her head, pulling her forward along the shaft.

One of the reasons Tanya had never been adverse to oral sex was that she had always found herself in complete control when she performed, able to turn a man into jelly by the simple manipulation of his little cock. But she now realized she had no control here at all, that her bound arms and her grandfather’s stern manner left her completely under his control and at his mercy as he forced her further down his shaft and she gagged helplessly.

“Phaa, are you a weakling? Any Russian woman should be able to take all of a man’s organ into her no matter how large?” he sneered, pumping slowly. “It is simply meat, girl. Swallow it as you would meat.”

And then her eyes widened and then bulged as her grandfather slowly pulled her head forward, and she stared at the long length of his shaft protruding from her mouth as she slid forward inexorably. She gagged and choked and still he pulled, his cock sliding into her throat and then down it, down deep, filling her up as her nose and then her face was jammed in against his groin. She felt the long, throbbing length of him down her throat, and amidst her discomfort, pain and gagging she felt a strange, wicked thrill.

She’d done it. She’d deep throated a guy! Guys had talked about it a lot, wistfully in some cases, but now she’d done the ultimate - well, her grandfather had done it to her, but it wasn’t really all that bad.

He pulled out and again she fought against gagging, against choking, and then saliva dribbled over her lip and down onto her chest as she gasped for breath and her grandfather rubbed his spit-wet cock all over her face.

“That is a start, little girl,” he said. “You will learn to do better with time and effort.”

He let her catch her breath, and then pushed himself back into her mouth.

“Deep breaths,” he said.

Tanya moaned around his cock, rolling her eyes up at him, but breathed deeply as he seized her hair, gathering it up at the top of her head in a thick mass, and used it to pull her forward. His other hand slid around behind her neck, and there was no resisting the twin pulls as his cock slid slowly into her mouth and then down into her throat, gagging or no gagging.

And there was certainly gagging. Her head throbbed and pounded and her chest burned and her stomach threatened to overturn, but her grandfather forced her all the way down the full length of his shaft, and then did it again, and then again, until she began to get used to the sensations, and her gagging and choking eased.

And then he started pumping himself, pumping his cock in her throat, fucking her throat, and again she gagged, at first, but again began to get used to it as he held her firmly in place and used her mouth and throat for his pleasure. She kept waiting for him to come so that it would end, for the boys she sucked always came very quickly, but he seemed able to last forever.

Finally, her throat numb, her jaw aching, he pulled back, and sprayed his seed all over her face, hot white spattered drops showering her cheeks and nose and open mouth as he grunted in relief and then rubbed his cock over her to smear the semen into her pale skin.

“That’s what grandfather likes,” he purred to the dazed girl. “Come and get your reward, little girl.”

He was still holding her by the hair and now lifted her upwards so that the pull forced her to scramble to her feet. He laughed jovially, turned her, and pushed her bottom against the table, then bent and lifted her legs up from underneath her so she fell back with a squawk onto the table. He spread her legs wide, achingly wide apart, and then sat down, his arms holding her legs wide as his tongue licked up and down along her thighs just to either side of where the belt held her.

He unfastened the belt and gently eased the big thing out of her, and Tanya moaned in relief at the easing of pressure. But then his tongue began to lap at her, his thumbs pulling aside the lips of her sex as he lapped and licked and kissed her in that most intimate of fashions.

Tanya, of course, liked to get oral sex even more than she liked to give it, but not from her grandfather!

“G-Grandfather!” she moaned breathlessly, throat raw, chest still heaving from lack of air.

He ignored her, licking and lapping at her sensitive flesh, and Tanya quickly felt the sexual heat which had been bubbling along barely below her conscious mind churning with more and more violence, rising higher and spreading through her body and mind to melt her resistance.

The tendons in her inner thighs ached as his big arms pressed downwards on her legs, forcing them to spread farther and farther to either side, but the straining, aching sensation was merely a counterpoint to the throbbing, bubbling, surging heat in her pussy as his expert tongue stroked, teased and taunted her in ways she could not remember ever being touched before.

The heat built up within her to the point her body could not keep still. Her hips rolled and ground upwards, her body writhing and twisting, her head rolling up and back as she gulped in air. Her grandfather’s tongue pushed amazingly deep into her fluttering, spasming pussy, then slipped up to twist and roll around her clit until his lips pressed down and sucked in a way which caused sensations of such intensity it almost hurt.

She was lost in a world of swirling sexual sensations, and hardly aware of it when her grandfather rose up above her and fitted his stiff cock against the entrance to her body. Still gasping, moaning and undulating, she raised her fluttering eyes to him, lowered them and saw the head of his cock slowly pushing into her with a sense of shocked fascination. Then it pushed deeper and she cried out in soft, helpless pleasure a the surging wave of pleasure which accompanied it.

She knew that she should be trying to stop him, but naked, laying on her bound arms, she also knew there was absolutely nothing she could do, nothing. And there was a strange sort of freedom in that, a complete absence of any ability to influence her situation left her free to simply experience it. She didn’t have to worry, care, think. His big cock was burrowing steadily up through the soft, tight, moist folds of her pink flesh and it felt - GLORIOUS!

She moaned helplessly, gurgling inarticulately, head rolling back as he jammed his thick spear of flesh into the deepest pit of her belly and ground himself against her. She cried out then as his hands pressed down on her thighs, pinning them to the edges of the table so she was just about doing the splits. He drew back and thrust in, drew back and thrust in, using longer and longer strokes as he leaned into her body.

Every wonderful thrust of his cock made her want to cry out in helpless, wanton pleasure, and then she realized that she was. And when his big body collapsed atop her, when his hand sought her swollen breast and his lips crushed her own, it seemed like the most natural thing in the world to meet his tongue with her own as their kiss became long, passionate and filled with the lust and hunger they were rousing in each other.

She felt herself spiraling up into an orgasm, and cried out as it enveloped her, setting her nerves to spasming as she twisted and bucked and wrapped her legs around him. She grunted ad moaned and shuddered as waves of intense sensations ripped through her mind and nervous system, the orgasm going on and on until she thought she would go insane. Then it slowly waned, leaving her slack jawed and limp, gasping for breath, chest heaving.

Her grandfather continued to thrust, however, his hips rising and falling, rising and falling, his cock pumping steadily inside her, the nose punching against the very back wall of her pussy. The sensations there were suddenly so intense in the aftermath of her come that they were uncomfortable. Yet again she knew she could do nothing, and lay there, gasping, moaning weakly, as he thrust and thrust.

And then the discomfort gave way to something else, as her body reignited and she felt the waves of sexual heat sweep through her again. And just like that she was gasping and moaning in pleasure again as his plunging cock forced her into another feverish haze of excitement.

He drew back to thrust at her, pulling free entirely several times, then penetrating her anew. He gripped her legs, sliding his hands down to the backs of her knees, then forced her legs up and back against her chest. He leaned into her, forcing her legs back further and further, until her ankles were up over his shoulders. Then his hands thrust under her, scooping up her buttocks as he straightened, pulling her with him. She balanced precariously on her tailbone, her ankles still up over his shoulders, her body bent in two as she looked up, slack jawed, into his determined face.

His hips thrust hard and deep, spearing himself into the deepest center of her belly again and again, and she felt the world spinning around her as another orgasm howled through her system. Her eyes went wide and then narrowed to slits as the climax tore through her, and her body trembled and shook in his tight embrace as he drove himself into her with steely determination.




Chapter 4

She was wakened by the crowing of a rooster. She lay on her bed, staring at the wall across from her, a little hazy in the early morning light as she thought about what had happened yesterday evening. She’d been exhausted then, both mentally and physically, and she found it rather amazing how things had progressed and how far they’d gone. She was also a little shell-shocked about just how, and her mind squirmed to admit it even to herself - how incredibly aroused, how wildly pleasurable the experience had been.

Tanya was a girl who had engaged and indulged in sex for sport for some time, for she rarely denied herself something pleasant, much less pleasurable. She could not remember sex ever being so incredible, the rush so wild, the heat so intense, as what had happened yesterday evening. It was ridiculous! He was an old man and he was crude, backward, ignorant, uneducated, and everything she hated about men!

Not to mention he was her grandfather!

Yet she could still feel, as an echo of the sensation at the time, the thickness of his cock driving into her body, and how incredible it had been. Even now, in bed, she squeezed her thighs together around her head, remembering, and then flushed angrily at herself, discomfited by her own lewdness, her own perversity.

On the other hand, she was sleeping in a bed, warm and dry tonight, which was a considerable upgrade over sleeping in the woods! She reached her hand up to the collar still around her neck, still locked tightly. Even if she could find her way to some other farm or village, even if she could walk that distance, they probably wouldn’t even speak English, and her Grandfather would simply track her by the collar and drag her back.

Suddenly something knocked hard against the floor from downstairs, and she jerked upright in bed.

“Wake up, fat girl! There are chores to do!” she heard her grandfather yelling.

She flushed indignantly, but quickly got out of bed. Fat girl?! She hadn’t been fat when she got here. Okay, she might have put on a few extra pounds, but she had been far from fat! And God only knew how much weight she had lost over the last few days! She looked in the cracked dresser mirror at herself. Her face was definitely thinner than it had been, and her body less rounded. She was sore all over from the constant overuse of her weak muscles, and certain that would continue.

She ran her hand over her belly. It was mostly flat, with perhaps just an extra couple of pounds of weight. She supposed she wouldn’t mind losing another couple of pounds, though her muscles ached at the thought of another energetic day. She arched her back, pleased at the fulness and firmness of her breasts, thinking of how hot she looked, and that grandfather would…

She dropped her arms, abashed at herself. Was she really contemplating looking hot for her own grandfather!? God! That sick old pervert! No wonder he hadn’t wanted her to wear any clothes!

But still, she would have to be careful else she’d get a strapping.

There was another thumping at the floor, and she jumped, then hurried to the door.

She went downstairs, flushing shyly as her grandfather scowled at her. She wanted to cross her arms over her breasts, but knew that would be pointless.

“Time for work, girl,” he said.

“But… what about breakfast?”

“After work,” he barked.

He led her outside and she shivered in the cool morning air.

“Don’t you have a shirt or something, grandfather?” she whined.

“The cool air will toughen you up. You’re weak! Russian women should be strong!”

“I’m not Russian!”

“Your father is Russian and so are you. “

First, he dunked her into the horse trough “to wake her up” then for exercise, he made her run around the horse ring a number of times. And when she had to hold her breasts, he again put the halter on her, though at least he didn’t put the lower “belt” on her or bind her arms. So she didn’t complain. She ran herself breathless, and collapsed on the grass.

She then had to learn how to feed the chickens, and look for and collect eggs, then he made her chop wood and bring it to the woodpile, then start a fire in the old wood-burning stove and build it up. He said he would introduce her to “womens’ chores” which meant she stood beside him as he cooked up something called “blini” which looked an awful lot like pancakes to her.

They didn’t come in packages either. He actually made it in a mixing bowl with flour, buttermilk, sugar, eggs and other ingredients, talking as he added them, telling her she was going to be responsible for making breakfast henceforth.

Other than fitting the halter firmly around her breasts he paid seemingly no attention to her nudity during all this time. It was as if the previous evening hadn’t even happened.. She got to eat breakfast at the table, just like him, feeding herself, and had to admit it tasted good.

Then they went back outside to start with the horses. As before, she had to fetch and bridle each horse for him, then return it to the stable and clean it. She had to fetch pales of water for them, sweep out the stalls, and take out the manure and dirty straw and replace it with fresh straw. It was all quite exhausting and she worked non-stop all morning - naked.

At lunch he came to inspect her work, then dunked her in the horse trough and brought her to the house for lunch, again, showing her how to cook it, and again they sat down at the table together.

After lunch he had her chop more wood, until her arms were leaden and her hands raw and sore.

“I can hardly lift my arms,” she whined, dropping the axe, panting weakly, sweating in the warm air.

“You will not need them for a while,” he said.

He took her arm and led her to the barn, and then had her get into those odd “hooves” she had worn before, strapping them tightly around her ankles.

Then, so quickly, she hardly had a chance to protest, he gathered her arms behind her and slipped the thick strap around them, pulling them together at the elbows.

“Grandfather!” she whined.

“You say you cannot raise your arms anyway,” he said jovially.

Her chest tightened, though, and she felt a sudden heaviness in her groin, a sense of anticipation starting to build within her. She felt a sense of alarm and consternation at that, and when her grandfather picked up the T-shaped belt with the - and there was no getting around this - the dildo and butt plug which were attached, she twisted aside.

“Grandfather!” she whined. “I don’t need those!”

“I decide what you need, girl,” he growled.

“But - Oh!”

He didn’t argue, but simply gripped one of her wrists and pulled it back - and up. Tanya yelped, forced to bend far over as he held her bound arms up high.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

And when she hesitated he raised her arms higher. Tanya’s shoulders screamed and she cried out in pain, shifting her feet apart on the floor.

He did not lower her arms now that she had acquiesced, however. Instead he picked up a coil of rope on the chest and looped it under the strap binding her elbows together, then threw the coiled rope up across a beam overhead and pulled. Holding the rope, he walked aside, then tied it casually around a pipe, leaving her bound in that position, bent at the waist, arms going straight up, legs spread apart.

He fastened the belt around her waist as she gasped and panted and moaned uncomfortably, her breasts dangling down, her hair a blonde curtain around her face.

“Ohhh!” she gasped as he slowly forced the dildo up into her pussy.

Embarrassingly, she was already somewhat moist so it went in smoothly. The other one ached and she hissed as it pushed up into her bottom. Then he pulled the belt tight against her pussy and buckled it.

Tanya didn‘t have a clue as to what was to come next, not until she felt him gathering her hair up in a mass in his big fist, and then pulling her head up and back. She found herself looking directly at his hard, red penis, the head inches from her mouth. And she had only an instant to recognize it before he thrust it forward into her open mouth. Her eyes widened and she gurgled weakly around it, but it was already filling her mouth and there wasn‘t exactly a chance to complain.

He as so incredibly - casual about it! He had thrust himself into her with as much intensity, as much emotion as if he were plucking eggs from under chickens or sawing wood. But it was clear what he expected, and Tanya began to suck, rolling her eyes mutely up at him as she sucked and licked at it. He started pumping it in and out almost at once, and pushing deeper with every stroke. Tanya braced herself, sucking in air through her nose, and then his cock pushed slowly into her throat.

Oddly, it felt much easier this time, perhaps because of the way she was bent over, and her head pulled back. This gave his cock a straight shot through her mouth and down her throat, and her nose was soon jammed hard against his groin as he buried the last inch in her oral cavity and ground himself against her.

Her throat ached a little, but not as much as it had the other day. His cock filled it, though, the same way it filled her up when he pushed it into her pussy, and she cold not breath with him in her throat. Fortunately, he eased back, the long, slick length of him sliding back along her throat tube and then popping free into her throat, stroking sensuously along her tongue as it pulled back out of her mouth.

She gulped in air, gasping, panting, face red as he held himself before her. Her scalp stung, for he was using her hair to hold her head up, and then he pushed forward again, filling her mouth, and she had just enough time to inhale deeply before he entered her throat again, and this time started pumping slowly up and down its length.

She started to gag at this, but he continued, his cock stroking slowly up and down along her tongue, through her mouth and throat, burying itself every third or fourth stroke, then pulling fully out so she could gulp in air.

“You need more tongue work, girl,” he said, holding his cock upright, and pushing one of his hairy testicles into her mouth.

“Suck on this. Let me feel your tongue working.”

Moaning helplessly, Tanya sucked it into her mouth, her tongue sliding over and around it before he pulled back again and buried his shaft in her throat. He had her suck his other testicle, and lick up and down his shaft as he rubbed it over her, then finally came in her face again. Tanya was astonished at how much cream he spewed out and more than a little grossed out as well.

He rubbed his cock all over her face to smear it in, then pushed it into her mouth again so she could lick it clean before pulling up his trousers and then finally letting her stand upright once again.

“You need to stretch out that tongue more,” he said. “Stick your tongue out. Let me see how far you can push it out.”

A little dazed, she complied, then cried out in pain as something bit her tongue painfully. She twisted and jumped and squealed, for something was locked tightly around her tongue, squeezing it painfully!

“Keep still, girl!” her grandfather growled.

It was some sort of clamp biting into her tongue! Her grandfather was pulling on it, and it was attached to a narrow cord he pulled down over her lower lip. She whined and trembled but he simply ignored her as he fiddled with something just below her line of sight. Then her eyes widened and she squealed in pain again as something else - another clamp - bit into her right nipple.

He held her by the collar and then attached a second clamp to her other nipple. Again Tanya squealed and twisted around, but he jerked on her collar and slapped her bottom sharply.

“Behave!’ he snapped

Tanya held still, trembling and moaning as he attached the cord from the tongue clamp to the two nipple clamps. He jerked back on her hair, ordering her to look straight ahead, then measured the three way cord and locked it in place. Tanya thus found her tongue hanging over her lower lip, pulling tautly against her nipples, which ached, and were pulled upward.

She had very little time to get adjusted to it, however, as he grabbed her collar and pulled her back out of the barn, leading her over to the horse ring. He picked up the long buggy whip and attached a rope to her collar, then reminded her how she was to walk - raising her knees up high before every step.

Tanya felt ridiculous as she high stepped around the ring, but was concerned more with her aching tongue and nipples than anything else. She tried to lower her chin, for that eased the pressure considerably, but every time she did her grandfather would snap the buggy whip out and it would flick stingingly across her bottom.

“Head up!” he would shout.

He made her high step all around the ring again and again, pumping her knees high. For almost half an hour she walked around and around the ring. It was hard walking like that, and her legs began to ache almost as much as her nipples and bottom. Her grandfather insisted, however, snapping the long thin whip out again and again to get her to walk straight-backed, head up, knees high in those strange, hoof-like booties.

She was breathless and gasping, barely able to stand on her trembling feet, when he finally allowed her to stop and pulled on the rope, sort of reeling her in towards the center of the ring.

“I should brush you down like one of the horses,” he chuckled as he removed the rope from her collar. “But you did good. You are starting to get the rhythm of the walk. Once you have that mastered we can start on your speed.”

His fingers went to the belt around her waist and between her legs, unhooking it from behind. Tanya felt a sense of relief as he released the tight buckles and the pressure was finally eased off from her mons. Then she felt the dildo and butt-plug being slowly pulled out of her body, and groaned weakly as they came free completely. She was expecting him to then remove the halter and undo her arms, and hopefully, remove the clips from her aching tongue and nipples.

Instead, he pushed forward on her shoulders to bend her forward a little, kneed her legs wider apart, and then her eyes went wide as she felt something warm and soft - and yet hard - pushing up against her still open back passage. The head of his cock slipped easily inside, and slid several inches deep before encountering any resistance at all. She tried instinctively to speak, to protest, but of course, with her tongue held she could not.

Her grandfather pushed forward on the back of her neck, bending her a little more. Her bottom was already elevated, of course, in the strange shoes, and his cock pushed smoothly through the soft flesh of her anal tube as he began to pump himself gently in and out with short strokes.

Tanya would have been open mouthed with shock even if she wasn’t open mouthed due to the clamp pulling on her tongue. Her grandfather had simply, outrageously, decided to sodomize her as casually as he did everything else, with no preliminaries, no warning, and certainly not even asking her! The filthy pervert!

It ached a little as he pushed deeper, but Tanya was forced to admit that it didn’t really hurt. The long, butt-plug he’d stuffed inside her had ensured that her anal muscles were now ready to be penetrated with minimal resistance. She grunted as his cock pushed deeper, and she felt cramps in her gut. She was standing, straight-legged, legs apart, virtually naked, bent forward a little at the waist, while the old man fucked her in the ass! She could hardly believe it!

He muttered in Russian as he drove his cock up into her belly, and then one of his hands curled around in front of her and his fingers began to rub at her clitoris. The other hand slid up onto one of her swollen breasts, kneading them roughly. His fingers released the clamps, at least, and she felt a sense of relief as the pressure was removed from her tongue and nipples.

But an instant later the pain hit her nipples, and she cried out at the sudden return of blood, the sudden harsh, hot throbbing pain in both nipples. That distracted her, though, as her grandfather pushed his cock much deeper up her back passage, jamming it high into her belly so that his hips were jammed against her out-thrust buttocks.

The twin clips still dangled from the cord attached to her tongue clamp, so that intelligible conversation was still not really possible. All she could do was gasp and moan and squeal when he drove his thick prick too deep into her soft, tight belly, her body jerking in time to his thrusts as he leaned back a bit and thrust upwards again and again and again in short little jabbing strokes.

Of course, Tanya had never been one to enjoy anal sex. In fact the mere prospect sounded so “icky” that she had never before experienced it. The butt-plug things attached to the belts which her grandfather had pushed up Into her bottom had been the first penetration that hitherto virginal orifice had ever experienced, and while she had been surprised, despite herself, at how little it had hurt, it hadn’t exactly aroused her either.

Now her grandfather was pushing his cock up into her tight little round back hole and there wasn’t a thing she could do about it, not even complain - not that he paid much attention to her complaints. It was… it was… outrageous! She moaned anxiously as she felt his big cock pushing in deeper and deeper.

She squealed and moaned and stumbled weakly as she stood there, but he was quite determined and slowly but surely his cock pushed up all the way inside her. It felt - very strange - inside her. She was all full up but not in a way she had ever felt before. And despite herself she felt a strange sense of dark, almost astonished arousal, not so much at being anally penetrated as being penetrated at all by her grandfather’s big cock.

His cock was up inside her belly! Aaaalll the way up inside her! God, this was so sick, so kinky, so nasty, so dirty!

She felt no sense of guilt or shame over it, though. If this savage, backwards barbarian insisted on abusing her, all tied up as she was, there was certainly nothing she could do about it. Nor was there anyone around to disapprove of it. She was alone in Russia with this crude, perverted pig of a man, and completely at his mercy.

“Ahh, you’re so tight and warm inside,” he growled, his breath hot in her ear.

His hands slid around and cupped her breasts, fingers digging into the soft material, then one dropped down her belly and his fingers began to rub against her clitoris.

Her grandfather ground his pelvis against her bottom as he stood there behind her, his cock embedded in her belly, and she felt his teeth against the side of her neck just above the collar, then nibbling at her earlobe. It was all just insane, and her mind reeled from the bizarreness of it all.

He drew his hips slowly back and she felt his big cock sliding down out of her belly. Then he pushed back up and she groaned as his cock slid back up inside her again. The penetration felt oddly exciting. She had always liked the feel of a cock sliding into her, but hadn’t imagined she would like it going into that particular opening. Yet she did

When it got too deep she felt cramps deep in her belly as the nose of his cock jammed against the back wall of her rectal tunnel. Then he eased slowly back and she groaned as his cock slid almost all the way back before pushing forward once again.

It was soon impossible to ignore that her body was actually beginning to enjoy his outrageous touch, that despite what she had always believed, being done ”back there” was not particularly painful, and that, in fact, it could actually be kind of wickedly exciting.

Her pussy began to buzz and then to throb, and as the fingers of his other hand started to toy with her nipples she gasped and winced, for they were exquisitely sensitive in the aftermath of the clips being pulled free. They were both swollen and sore, yet they crackled with pins and needles so that his fingers rubbing across them made her legs wobble uncontrollably.

She felt the soft heat of pleasure suffusing her body, making her face and chest flush, and her breathing became rougher as she bent forward a bit more and took her grandfather’s cock deep into her belly.

And it was then that a car drove up the long dirt road, turned in front of the house, drove along the twin tire ruts which circled the center of her grandfather’s dacha, and stopped not twenty yards before them.

Tanya gaped in shock and then horror. She squealed and tried to twist away. But her grandfather gripped her hair tightly, yanking it down and back to force her head back and pinning her bottom more firmly against his groin.

A man got out of the car. He was about middle aged, a little overweight, with shaggy black hair. He shouted a greeting of some sort towards them and her grandfather replied over her head.

But he kept thrusting into her at the same time!

The other man, rather than blushing and turning away from such a perverse sight, walked calmly up to them, smiling and calling out something else, to which her grandfather again replied. Both men laughed then, and Tanya, face scarlet, utterly, utterly mortified, tried to drop her eyes to the ground, but failed because of how tight a hold her grandfather had on her hair. The two men actually chatted while her grandfather continued to thrust his stiff cock up into her bottom in slow, measured strokes!

And then, to her shock, the other man laughed and reached out to grope her breasts!

“Don’t!” she cried.

The two continued chatting and laughing, and then her grandfather let go of her hair, and the man standing in front of her gripped the dangling cord clamped to her tongue and pulled down.

She squealed, forced to bend forward at the waist, her tongue yanked low, and saw to her shocked horror that he was undoing his fly. He pulled a fat, thick cock out and then as she tried to twist her head away, laughed and tugged harder on the cord. He reached out and gripped a thick mass of blonde hair at the top of her head and yanked upwards, and Tanya cried out in pain, yet her mouth was forced wide as her scalp was pulled up and her tongue down.

And he simply pushed his cock into her open mouth.

Her grandfather was still thrusting into her bottom as if nothing had happened, and the two men exchanged more words and laughter over her head as the man before her thrust forward and drove his cock right down her throat.

She shocked and gagged, unprepared, but he forced every last inch into her, then started thrusting in short, sharp little jabbing strokes that punched his pubic bone into her nose and made her eyes tear up.

He pulled out, however, and as she gasped for breath, he released the clamp from her tongue, apparently not having liked the feel against his cock. He thrust his cock back into her mouth and said something stern, something she almost instinctively realized was aimed at her and not her grandfather, but of course, Tanya could not understand.

“He says suck him, lick him” her grandfather translated.

Tanya felt a surge of indignation and anger, but then the man reached down and pinched one of her sore, swollen nipples, and she squealed in pain and began to suck.

The two old men used her, fore and aft, right in the middle of the yard, and as casually as though they were milking a cow. Tanya sucked frantically at the man’s cock, licking along the underside of the head, and gulping in air to prepare herself before he drove himself back down her throat.

Her grandfather continued to jam his cock up into her back passage, using long strokes, grunting with pleasure each time he sheathed the long length of him in his granddaughter’s tight body. The two men talked occasionally, but seemed mainly occupied with their work until first the stranger, and then her grandfather, came inside her and spat their silvery seeds into her body.

The man released her hair and put himself back into his pants, doing up his fly with a satisfied grunt, and her grandfather continued to fuck her for a bit, pulling on her hair to pull her further upright, before coming and letting his softening cock slip free of her

He said something to the other man, and then spun her around and bent her forward so her bottom was pushed out to the stranger. It was clear he was offering the man the chance to use her, either her bottom or her pussy, and Tanya squealed and twisted aside from her grandfather’s grip. He glowered at her as she tried to duck away but he caught her by the hair again, bringing her up short

“When I offer my hospitality to a friend you do not say no,” he growled.

“You can’t offer me!” Tanya gasped.

“Why not? You’re not good for anything else!”

He marched her off towards the barn, slapping her bottom. The other man followed, talking good-naturedly to him and her grandfather turned towards her with a low growl.

‘You are lucky he has no interest in taking you again so soon after enjoying your mouth,” he said. “But you will learn manners, girl!”




Chapter 5

Still filled with shock and humiliation, Tanya was forced to stumble along as her grandfather led her up to a sawhorse, then gripped her by the hips and lifted her up over it so the rough wood jammed up painfully against her soft sex. Tanya squealed, then squealed again as he gripped the cords dangling from her tongue and pulled them up and forward.

He attached them to a chain and fed it up to an overhanging hook. Tanya didn’t see what he did next, for he knelt beside her, but she felt her ankles strapped together, then some kind of weight added to them.

Her grandfather and the other men then left her without a word, chatting in Russian.

Tanya rolled her eyes after them, her tongue aching and stretched up and out, holding her in position, back arched, head back, as her pussy ground down against the rough wood.

At first it was merely uncomfortable, and maybe a bit painful. But the longer she sat the more painful it became, as the soft flesh of her mons was jammed down onto the thin length of wood with all her weight behind it. Tanya felt very hard done by. This was so unfair! What had she done? She hadn’t disobeyed him! She hadn’t done anything wrong! Why was she being punished!?

Was he actually punishing her because she hadn’t shown the proper enthusiasm and skill in sucking off his friend!? How dare he!? She wasn’t his whore! She didn’t have to let other men use her body when she didn’t want to! It wasn’t fair!

The outrage was somewhat lacking, however. She had voiced that very complaint so many times since she’d wakened here, and was coming to accept, if not embrace, the thought that her grandfather would do whatever the hell he wanted to her, and there wasn’t a thing she could do about it.

She groaned helplessly, unable to keep still, squirming atop the narrow wedge of wood as she instinctively tried to find a more comfortable position, as she tried to ease the bruising pressure against one side or the other. It was a sneaky sort of punishment in that leaning forward did indeed ease the pain on her tailbone and give her a sense of relief from that pain – momentarily, but then within a second or two the pain started in the front of her sex, causing her to lean back to ease that pain in turn.

She rolled her eyes and saw her grandfather and the other man trotting past on horses, and followed them anxiously until they rode off into the fields far off, then disappeared.

She was alone, alone in the barn, just inside the doorway, straddling the sawhorse, and moaning helplessly as the clamp pulled on her tongue. Her arched back began to ache and throb, but it never became more than a slight distraction to the ache in her groin.

The pain kept easing and growing worse, front and back, over and over again as she shifted and eased her weight, trying to ease the gnawing pain. Yet it only grew worse to a dull, deep, hot, aching throbbing between her legs. The thing he had tied to her ankles pulled her down cruelly, and she let out a sob of misery as she panted for breath and rolled her eyes frantically towards the field, hoping to see her grandfather riding back. All she saw, however, was the open field, and the mountains beyond.

She leaned forward slightly, groaning at the pressure against the top of her sex, against the soft, sensitive flesh there. The pain grew worse and worse and she rolled her weight backwards onto her tailbone, and felt the harsh, sharp pain as her tailbone ground against the hard wood below with only a small layer of flesh between them.

Her eyes rolled off to the side, towards the door, desperate to see her grandfather return, determined that she would try harder to please him, even if that meant pleasing his friend. Anything was better than this! Yet still, there was no sign of them. Her grandfather had simply gone riding off and left her to her pain.

She was sweating from the pain and exertion, her eyes tearing up as the pain gnawed at her tender groin. Yet there was nothing she could do to fight or ease it. It felt as though she were on fire down there, yet she could do very little, other than shift the pain slightly forward, or back, forward and back.

And after crying for a while, and enduring the pain, she soon lost the energy even for that, and simply sat there, jammed down on the wood, dazed, her lower body a partly numb flaming sore.

She wasn’t even aware of his return until his hand seized her by the hair and yanked her head up and back. This made her tongue strain painfully against the clamp, and she squealed in pain even as he removed the clamp.

“And have you learned more enthusiasm and manners, girl?” he demanded gruffly. “Have you learned to obey your grandfather’s orders?”

He shook her back and forth by the hair, and Tanya gurgled weakly, still dazed, her tongue swollen and throbbing. He pulled her back all the way, until she was laying down along the length of the short sawhorse, her crossed arms beneath her. The sawhorse was short enough that her shoulders were now over the far side, and her head pulled upside down even as he thrust his cock into her open mouth.

Tanya moaned weakly as she licked and sucked at it. He started talking again, but this time in Russian, and she felt more than one hand on her body despite the fact his left hand was firmly holding her hair bunched up below her upside down head. Another voice spoke, and she realized the other man was there, but hardly cared. She sucked anxiously, dazedly, on her grandfather’s cock, and gurgled and choked as he forced it into her throat and began to casually stroke in and out.

Rough male hands roughly squeezed and caressed her soft, downy flesh, kneading her breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples, and sliding along her belly and between her legs. When a finger slid along the swollen, aching, burning flesh of her pussy she cried out, back arching, and the men chuckled in amusement and spoke together in Russian.

Her grandfather pulled his cock out of her throat and dangled his hairy balls into her mouth. She sucked on them, moaning, mewling weakly, gasping for breath as he hovered over her.

She felt her ankles being freed, and then her grandfather pulled his cock out of her mouth, and gave her hair a sharp pull and twist, rolling her over the side of the sawhorse and dropping her onto her belly on the ground. She cried out in surprise, her face only missing striking the ground by inches because of his hold on her hair.

“Come, girl, into the house,” he barked.

He and the other man started walking towards the house, her grandfather still with his fist filled with her hair. Tanya was dragged on her belly at first, and he stopped long enough for her to scramble to her knees, then continued. The sharp, remorseless pull on her hair prevented Tanya from getting to her feet at all. She had to stumble along next to him on her knees, gasping and moaning and whimpering as he pulled her with him.

The other man said something and the two men laughed, then they reached the porch, and her grandfather slowed, allowing her to climb the steps on her knees, then stumble into the house next to him before releasing her hair with a final pull that sent her falling forward onto her belly.

“Show Mikhail how much effort you are going to put into pleasing him now, girl,” he barked as he walked into the kitchen.

The other man sat down heavily in a stuffed chair, burped and casually undid his trousers, pulling them down and off. His legs were very hairy, and he wagged his flaccid cock at her as he grinned and said something in Russian.

Tanya panted weakly, groaning in pain, but forced herself back up onto her now sore knees, stumbling forward across the wooden floor until she was between his legs.

“You better make it good,” her grandfather called from the kitchen, “or you’re going to spend all night out there in the barn riding that horse.”

Tanya whimpered at the thought, for her grandfather did not make idle threats. She leaned in, her breasts pillowing out against the chair as she licked at the tip of the man’s cock. She moaned as she sucked it into her mouth, working it over with her tongue and lips, sucking lightly, drawing it further and further into her as her tongue swirled and twisted around it.

The man’s cock hardened rapidly, and he gripped her hair, as her grandfather had done, jerking her head up and back, apparently pleased by the wince and gasp of pain he saw. He pumped his other fist on his cock, then drew her face forward, rubbing his cock all over her face, then feeding it into her mouth again.

She sucked anxiously, licking and lapping at it as he pushed down on her head, and forced her to take it all the way down her throat. He held her in place for long seconds, as her chest burned and her head pounded, before letting her slide back up its length and gulp in desperate air.

He held his cock upright then, the head pointed at the ceiling, and pulled her face in against it, saying something.

Her grandfather came back in from the kitchen, holding a pair of cans.

“He says lick me, whore,” he said with a chuckle.

Tanya licked her way up and own his cock, and sucked on his balls as the man shifted and tightened his grip on her hair. She took him deep into her throat again, moaning soundlessly as he held her there for even longer, cruel eyes smirking down at her as she was locked in tight against his groin.

He picked up one of the cans her grandfather had brought and took a nice, long sip, then slowly pulled her back up by the hair until she could finally breath again.

He spoke over her head and her grandfather replied, nodding casually, unconcerned. The man smiled and pulled up harder on her hair so that Tanya cried out in pain.

“Up, girl. Mount him. Give him a good ride. He wants to feel how tight your cunt is,” her grandfather said.

Tanya was already being forced to her feet by the man’s grip on her hair. Now she was pulled inwards, gasping, whimpering, moaning uncertainly as she straddled him and pressed her knees into the cushion on either side of his hips. He rubbed his cock along her lower body and she gasped and winced as it brushed down over her slick, swollen, aching sex lips. But he forced the head inside and she shuddered as she was pulled forward and then had little choice but to sink slowly down onto him.

Her pussy lips stretched wide, aching, throbbing hotly, but she sank down onto the stiff cock, feeling it sliding slickly up through the soft, tight folds of flesh within her as the man rubbed his face against her taut breasts, and began to suck and chew on her nipples.

He slapped her bottom and barked an order.

“He say, ride me, slut,” her grandfather laughed.

Gasping weakly, Tanya forced herself up and forward, then sank down and back, groaning as his thick cock again pushed up deep into her belly. With her arms bound she could use only her legs and what leverage she could get by leaning her weight forward and then back, but she managed to slowly ride up and down on his cock, and the burning of her swollen sex lips began to slowly ease.

He grasped her buttocks in thick, hard fingers, helping her rise and fall, and she gasped and moaned as she rode his cock much faster. He leaned back, laughing, pulling her with him so she bent forward, and the index fingers of both his hands pressed against her anal opening, squirming inside her and then slowly pulling her open as she rode him.

He was leaning far back now, and Tanya was like a jockey riding a horse, gasping and whimpering as she rode his cock. Then she sensed her grandfather’s presence behind her, and a moment later Mikhail’s fingers pulled back from her buttocks. One grasped her hair, yanking her head down so that he could crush her lips against his. The other crushed her left breast.

Then she felt her grandfather’s cock pushing against her anus as he leaned over her, and she whimpered as his thickness forced her wide and then began to burrow down into her gut.

“Oh!” she gasped. “Oh! Oh! Grandfather!”

“Tight little ass on you,” her grandfather grunted as he forced himself deeper.

It felt unbearable, at first, having them both inside her. Tanya felt a deep and shocking fullness within her lower belly as their stiff cocks thrust in and out of her. She was too exhausted and dazed to properly comprehend the sensations, however, and at least it was a lot better than riding the sawhorse out in the barn. Her judgment of what constituted “bad” had taken quite a beating over the past several days, after all.

As had everything else about her sense of self, her sense of entitlement, and her sense of the world around her.
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Tanya was delighted when the man, Mikhail, made obvious preparations to leave. Her grandfather had given her a little water, though she’d had to slurp it up from a bowl he placed on the floor, her arms still being bound behind her. She was not pleased when her grandfather made her come out with them to see the man off but, of course, obeyed immediately.

She was stunned, however, when they reached the beat up old car, the man opened the trunk, and began to pull her into it.

“Mikhail will look after you for a few days,” her grandfather said. “I must go into town and take care of some business. You will obey him or he has my leave to punish you as he sees fit. Learn your exercises for I will have less patience for your clumsiness when we start again.”

By the time Tanya understood and got up the nerve to protest all she got out was “But grandfather - !” before Mikhail slammed the hood shut.

She heard some talking in Russian, then the car started up and began to move down the bumpy dirt road. She was tossed around inside it for a good thirty minutes before the care finally stopped.

The trunk opened, and Mikhail reached in, grabbed a thick mass of hair, and yanked her so she came stumbling out and sprawled on her belly on the ground. Then he yanked her up to her feet, and the dazed girl was horrified to find two large, handsome, bear chested young men standing before them.

She trembled, gaping at them, and then tried to twist away, but Mikhail simply twisted her hair back harder and she cried out in pain, back arched severely as he spoke to the two.

One of the young men laughed at what Mikhail said, while the other simply nodded placidly.

She heard the name Vladimir used for the one who laughed, a round faced blonde man, and the man seized her arm and pulled her forward as the other stayed to talk with Mikhail.

Tanya’s face was flaming at this new shameful encounter, but the man holding her arm only seemed to speak Russian, and she whimpered helplessly, feeling shocked yet again, even though she thought she was past such outrage.

She was still out in the countryside, she noted, near the mountains, with a large paddock, training field and ring on one side, and a series of low sheds on the other. The main house, not much bigger than her grandfather’s was in front of them, but Vladimir led her to one of the training rings instead, tied a rope around her collar, and stood in the center of the ring.

He said something like “pragool” which her grandfather had used from time to time, and which she had come to understand meant she should walk. And so Tanya anxiously began to walk, bringing her knees up high as her grandfather had instructed her, her back straight, hideously embarrassed under the young, and not unhandsome man’s eyes.

He ordered her to run now and she began to quicken her pace, gasping weakly as she moved around the ring. He stopped her suddenly by reeling her in, and she gasped to see the other young man approaching, with a naked woman in hand. The woman was about five years older than Tanya, beautiful and blonde, wearing the same sort of halter she did, and with the same sort of hooves. Her arms were bound behind her back, but more severely, straight down, wrapped in rope from elbows to wrists.

She seemed quite poised for all of that, not the least embarrassed or uncertain. She wore large, thin perfect rings in her nipples, and another through her clitoris. A fourth, larger one was dangling between her thighs, piercing her lower labia. She sniffed disdainfully at Tanya, then, as the man ordered, she began to walk around the ring. Her movements were quick, fluid and graceful, much like a horse to Tanya’s cow.

She ran quickly and easily, long legs moving quickly, knees pumping high.

The two men then took the two of them, each gripping an arm, across to a much larger paddock where a low, light cart sat. The two women were placed side by side in front of it, and the straps were hooked to the cart. Tanya squealed as a thick round plug was forced up into her rear, just as one was forced into the rear of the other girl. The plugs were attached to a wooden bar which ran back to the cart, and strapped in place.

Then Tanya’s right leg was strapped to the left leg of the girl beside her

A moment later bridles were placed around their heads, the bits shoved into their mouths. Tanya stood, astonished by it all, but obedient, for she had no other option. Vladimir then got into the cart, and made a clicking sound, shaking reins which had been attached to their bits. The other girl started to move, and Tanya stumbled a bit, then figured out how to move her right leg with the other girl’s left.

They moved slowly at first along a paved pathway, and she gasped and moaned at the pull against her shoulders, and the pull against her tailbone from the plug up inside her. Vladimir shouted encouragingly and Tanya tried to move as the other woman did, in step with her, pumping her knees high, and leaning forward to pull the small cart along.

She squealed in pain as the buggy whip snapped out and bit into her left buttock, and threw herself forward harder, jerking her knees high alongside the other blonde, gasping and moaning as they pulled the little cart slowly around the paved ring. Several times the whip snapped and bit at her, but never at the other girl, and they pulled the cart around and around the circle until she was gasping for breath and staggering, despite the whip.

The two men removed the bits, then, unlatched them from the cart, and unstrapped her leg from the other girl. She promptly collapsed to her knees, then, though the other girl hardly seemed winded.

Vladimir then barked an order, and the other blonde woman spread her legs and leaned forward slightly. Tanya flushed to see Vladimir step up behind her and knew he was thrusting himself into her from behind. The girl didn’t seem to mind, though, and instead her eyes fluttered and she moaned happily as Vladimir began to pump.

The other man gripped Tanya’s collar and yanked her forward on her knees until she was directly between the girl’s legs, then he pushed her face against her there and barked an order.

When Tanya failed to comprehend, he slapped the back of her head and shoved her face into the woman’s groin again, and she understood. She whimpered and resisted the idea, for while lesbianism was fashionable she really had no particular experience with it, nor desire to get any. The man insisted, however, and fearing punishment, Tanya’s tongue pushed out and she began to lick at the blonde’s shaven sex.

She thought it was gross and humiliating, but feared pain more, and so as the woman’s body ground and jerked in and out in front of the man who was sodomizing her, Tanya licked and sucked at her pussy and clit as best she could while the other man looked on sternly.

One of them said something, and the woman replied. The reply brought laughter to the two men, and the one behind her yanked back on Tanya’s hair.

“She says you have the skill of a dog,” he said in thickly accented English. “Have you never pleasured a woman before?”

“N-No!” Tanya gasped.

He snorted in contempt. “You will be taught,” he said, shoving her face back into the other girl’s pussy.

Regardless of how amateurish Tanya’s oral sex was the woman was growing quite enthusiastic as she was licked and sodomized, and began to gasp and moan and whine in pleasure as Vladimir used her bottom enthusiastically. And when the woman came she screamed uninhibitedly, her head thrown back, her hips bucking violently into Tanya’s mouth.

The men led her over to one of the low sheds, a wide one with a wide door, and then removed her hooves, collar and the halter around her. Finally, her arms were unbound, and she groaned in dreadful relief as she was finally permitted to pull her arms away from one another.

Her freedom was short-lived, however. Almost immediately, the two men tied ropes around her wrists and then forced her legs wide and tied similar ropes around her ankles. The ropes bound her to the four corners of the large doorway, and the men then began scrub her down, using a hand shower, soap and brushes. She was glad to be clean, but yelped and squealed at the roughness of the brushes scouring her body.

Then the older girl, who the second man referred to as Olga was brought in and knelt before her. She leaned in rolled her eyes up disdainfully at her then began to lick at her pussy.

Tanya squirmed mentally and physically, but she was bound spreadeagled and could do nothing to resist as the woman’s tongue moved lightly and carefully over her sex. Tanya winced at every touch, at first, finding the whole thing extremely distasteful on the one hand, and still quite sore from her ride on the sawhorse on the other.

She could not help but be amazed, however, as the woman’s tonguing showed a level of expertise far superior to anything she had ever experienced at the hands of her male lovers. The woman’s tongue was ridiculously long and delicate as it teased and taunted Tanya’s sore, throbbing pussy, sending hot little tingling pain through her body, at first. But then, as her swollen flesh began to appreciate the soft, slick caress she felt her chest going tight, felt her pussy starting to throb in an entirely different fashion.

She tried to ignore it, but in truth, Tanya had felt so little in the way of physical pleasure of any kind since her arrival in Russia that her body immediately felt drawn to the sudden bubbling heat coming from inside her. Her breasts began to swell, and she felt her nipples aching with the rigid strain which came over them. She turned her head up and back, trying to pretend it wasn’t a woman between her legs, but that did nothing to forestall the heat which began to set her pulse racing and her pussy bubbling with a deep, powerful excitement.

“Unggh!” she groaned helplessly, arching her back as the woman’s tongue pushed, for the first time, deep into her pussy, amazingly deep, shockingly, deliciously deep, and squirmed eel-like around inside her.

Tanya felt her juices beginning to seep out all along the walls of her inner flesh, felt her groin ache with the need for a touch, a heavier touch, a harder touch, felt her sex lips slowly spreading in eager anticipation of being penetrated by something long, hard and thick.

The girl’s tongue slid up and teasingly circled Tanya’s clit, and despite the ache of that abused little button it began to glow with the pressure of the excitement roused within her. Tanya felt her legs going rubbery, felt her entire lower body roiling and twisting as the girl’s tongue caressed her most intimate parts. Then it whipped across her clit strongly and she cried out again, hips bucking and jerking frantically.

The two men, who had been standing beside her as if watching, suddenly leaned in on either side. Each gripped one of her breasts and squeezed, and Tanya shuddered and moaned in feverish delight.

“Yesss!” she groaned.

She barely noted the needles in their hands, and then cried out as her nipples were pierced, jerked out of her heated sexual haze by the stinging to her swollen pink nipples. Yet even that stinging, over as quickly as it was, could not dispel the heat the girl was setting aflame within her.

She stared, a part of her aghast, another part entranced, as the men fitted stainless steel rings through the holes they had just driven through her nipples. The rings were not like the ones she had seen before, with the little ball allowing them to be opened and closed. These rings were complete circles, and once snapped together, there was no obvious opening or way to remove them.

The men released her breasts and Tanya stared dazedly at the rings dangling from her aching nipples. Then the girl whipped her tongue across her clitoris and her head was thrown back as she cried out in pleasure, back arching under the sudden scalding wave of heat which swept up around her.

She felt a hand behind her, felt fingers squeezing her buttocks, then a finger pushing up into her anus. She shuddered and her anal muscles clamped down on it as her entire body pulsed with excitement. The finger pushed deeper, twisting and turning, slick with some substance, and the girl continued to lick at her, then caught her clit between her lips and sucked hard enough to make her cry out again.

One of the men moved more directly behind her, and she groaned as she felt his cock pushing up into her anus. She resented it only a little, for that hazy, sexual fever was clawing at her mind and pulling her more deeply into its embrace. She shuddered in delight as the hard cock pushed deeper inside her, and then his hands were around her, kneading her lower breasts as her hips began to buck violently into Olga’s mouth.

His cock was shoved deep and he began to pump, to grind, her own hips mirroring his as the fever grew in power and the sexual pressure became so intense she thought she would scream if it didn’t finally give her release.

Then it did, and she screamed anyway, screamed in ecstasy, screamed in pleasure, hips bucking desperately as she rode the man’s cock, as she jammed her anus back against him and felt the delicious sense of deep, almost painful penetration with very stroke.

She slumped, gasping for breath, but he was just getting started, his hips working in and out, his cock driving high, achingly high inside her with every stoke. Between her legs, Olga continued to lick, avoiding her hyper-sensitive clit at first. When it did return to her the sensations were so powerful they were almost painful, but slowly they turned, and twisted, and she began to shudder and moan in heat once again.

Then Vladimir yanked Olga back by the hair. He grinned at her and pushed his own body in against her, crushing her back against the other man as he guided his own hard cock up into her pussy.

“Oh God!” she sobbed as the two hard, muscular men crushed her delicate body between them. They leaned their upper bodies slightly back as they worked their cocks into her front and back, working in rhythm until with another scream, she came again, twisting and thrashing and sobbing at the wildfire heat tearing through her mind.

The one in front of her gripped her buttocks, yanking her forward, while the one behind gripped her breasts, yanking her back, and their cocks continued to thrust up into her faster and faster, driving her into yet another dazed, stunned orgasmic explosion.




Chapter 6

They made her pull a plow.

It was a small, wooden thing which looked like it had been put together by a poor excuse for a carpenter, but she had seen enough movies to recognize it. They put a larger harness around her, and then drew her arms up above her then back behind her to attach to the back of the collar they’d put back around her throat.

She was entirely naked, save for the odd “hooves”, and the halter which hid nothing. In fact, this new halter squeezed her breasts rather more than the other had, especially when she pulled, so that when she pulled very hard her breasts stood out like hard white grapefruits on her chest.

A butt-plug had been shoved up into her bottom, but not for any purposes of aiding in her pulling. And a dildo had been pushed up into her pussy, so deep that the base was level with the mouth of her sex. It stayed in because it was so thick, and because it was attached to the new ring they had pushed through her newly penetrated labia by a small chain.

Her clitoris had not been pierced, but a chain had been attached to her belly button ring and pulled down tightly to the ring piercing her lower labia, and there was a little spiked ball on it just over her clitoris which twisted and rubbed at her as she moved.

And Tanya did move, pulling the plow through the loose earth as Vladimir walked behind it, guiding it. Whenever she slowed he lashed out at her back or buttocks with a short, stinging quirt that never failed to cause her to cry out and throw her body forward with more conviction.

He made her pull until she collapsed from exhaustion, retching in the dirt. Then he picked her and carried her back over his shoulder, laying her light to the ground to rest a few minutes and recover before she was started in on her next task.

They wanted her to work her leg muscles, but deep-knee bends were too simple, too casual for them. So instead she was made to straddle a stump in the earth. They had placed a long, thick carved wooden dildo on the centre of that stump, and placed her over it so that it pushed into the mouth of her sex.

Then she was required to ride slowly up and down, taking it all the way inside her. It was so long and so hard that was painful to do, but they made it more painful to not do by standing before and behind her to encourage her with a pair of short, thin quirts.

Vladimir slashed his across her back, while the other man, whose name she had finally heard spoken of as Ivan, send his snapping down across her belly and breasts with stinging force. And so she worked her legs muscles, rising up and down, up and down, gasping and moaning and sweating and sobbing as the quirts bit into her, riding the dildo until even the stinging bite of the quirts could not give her the energy to move again.

Again she was allowed to rest, and fed. She and Olga, and four other girls she had not seen previously, were placed on their knees three to a side, of a long feeding trough, then Vladimir poured a pot of broth into it and all of them leaned forward, slurping and sucking voraciously, their arms all bound behind them – or in her case, up and back behind her.

Afterward, she and Olga had one leg tied together, and as before, they marched around in a circle, knees pumping high as the men shouted encouragement.

Tanya had thought her grandfather had worked her hard. Now she realized just how soft he had been on her. The men here were not the least bit soft, nor the least bit patient with her weakness. They worked her to collapse again and again. And several times, even as she lay on her back, chest heaving, covered in sweat, gasping for breath, one or another of them would drop to his knees between her legs, spread them, and casually enter her, fucking her just as casually while they waited for her to regain her breath.

Finally, as the sun began to sink, she was roughly cleaned, then led to what she at first thought was a stable. Then she realized it was – but not for horses. Each of the girls was placed into a small stall, and their collars were chained in place. Their arms were freed, however, and they were allowed to rest and sleep as they would on a pile of clean hay.

She wondered about a toilet, but the bars between the stalls let her observe the other women – the other – ponies, she thought, and she watched, aghast, as one of them simply crawled to the far side of her stall, spread her knees, and urinated right there, then crawled back onto the straw. The one on her other side did worse! And Tanya began to feel that shocked outrage again at how these lovely young women were being reduced to the status of animals.

But then her own bladder made insistent demands, and, blushing helplessly, she was forced to move to the end of her stall and urinate as well before crawling back to the hay. She was terribly thirsty, for no water had been given her, but she observed one of the women next to her turn and place her lips over a dildo which had been attached to the back of her stall at about hip height. Tanya had one too, and had looked at it doubtfully on entry.

Now she saw the woman slide her lips over it, then force them down all the way to the base. At the point she could see the woman swallowing repeatedly. And when she eased her lips back Tanya saw her lick her moist lips.

Terribly thirsty, she turned to her own and rising onto her knees, she slipped her mouth over it and forced her lips down. There was nothing. But then she saw the small ring at the base, and forced her lips down harder, taking the dildo into her throat. When her lips pressed against he raised ring, some sort of fruity liquid began to trickle from the tip of the dildo down her throat.

It would only trickle for a few seconds however, then she had to draw back an inch or so and then press her lips against that raised ring again to get it flowing once more. The fruit juice had a slightly mediciny taste to it but Tanya thought little about it, so tired, thirsty and emotionally battered did she feel. She felt tired after that and lay down on her side in the straw and drowsed of.

Not long after, she was shaken half awake by someone, a short, thin man she hadn’t seen before. She blearily yawned as he pushed her over onto her belly and then gripped her hips, lifting her buttocks high. He spread her knees apart on the straw and then spit on his cock before entering her. Tanya remained half asleep for this as he drove himself into her, thrusting again and again until leaving. Then she sank back down, rolled onto her side and drowsed off again.

In the morning she and the other girls were taken out on their knees and gathered around the feeding trough to eat their morning porridge. Tanya still felt a little drowsy, as if a part of her mind was still asleep. She obeyed the orders given her, shown her, really, since almost none of them spoke English, and at one point was bent over a tree stump and entered from behind, then casually fucked by … well.. someone. She didn’t really look.

Then she was tied to Olga again as they made their way around the ring together, did her exercises on the stump – though her thigh muscles ached terribly – and then she and Olga pulled the cart around the circular track. After that Olga knelt and licked her and Tanya groaned and rolled her hips as the pleasure rippled through her body and set her blood on fire. Afterward, it was her turn, and she was not at all nervous or anxious now for some reason, and had Olga’s recent examples to teach her how she should respond in kind.

Just before mid-day she was washed and then led into the house for the first time. She knelt as Mikhail stood before her, the two younger men she had first met, Vladimir and Ivan on either side. All of them were dressed, but all had their cocks out and Tanya’s arms were unbound so she could use her hands on them.

She sucked Mikhail first, while her small hands pumped up and down on the shafts of the other two men. She shifted her mouth to Ivan while pumping Mikhail’s cock, then shifted her mouth to Vladimir. The three men stood I close, like a half circle around her so that she saw cock everywhere she looked. Then Mikhail lay down along a bench and they pulled Tanya up and had her straddle him, sliding her pussy down onto his spit-wet cock and riding slowly up and down.

Ivan moved in behind her, straddling the bench, as well, and rubbing his own cock against her anus, then Vladimir stepped up close on her right, pulling her hair, and thus her face, down and to the right and feeding her his cock. Tanya moaned weakly as she mouthed it, riding in and back on Mikhail’s cock as he sucked and chewed on her breasts. Ivan’s cock was pushing hard to bury itself in her ass, and she gurgled as Vladimir’s cock pushed into her throat.

Only a small part of her thought there was something wrong with this, that she ought to be indignant for some reason. For the most part, half her mind remained asleep, and she simply did as she was instructed – and this was a lot less difficult and painful to do than most of what she’d been given for chores and duties.

In fact, it was even rather pleasurable, for someone was rubbing her clit, and the feel of the two big cocks in her belly was starting to turn her mind into a soft, malleable jelly as she rode one and was ridden by the other. The three men fucked her for some minutes, and she had a wonderful little orgasm as her insides were churned to mush by the men. Then her arms were bound again – more stringently than before, straight down, bound from wrist to elbows, and she taken back outside to pull the plow.

Image

Tanya was there for two more days, then Mikhail drove her back to her grandfather’s dacha. She was very pleased to see him, and he greeted her warmly, hugging her, kissing her cheek, and telling her how strong and healthy she looked now.

“And look who is here to see you,” he said jovially, as he led her across the yard.

Tanya felt a sudden shock ripple through her as another man came out of the dacha and she recognized him as her uncle Sergei. She had felt quite self conscious being seen naked around her grandfather at first, even though she hardly knew him and he was almost as much a stranger as the people on the beach who saw her in just a thong.

But she knew her uncle Sergei much better, and standing before him naked and collared as she was, her arms bound, rings dangling from her nipples and pussy, she felt her face grow warm and dropped her eyes to the ground.

“Well, Tanya, you are looking very good,” Uncle Sergei said pleasantly.

He was her father’s age, of middling height, thin hipped with dark curly hair and bushy eyebrows.

He leaned in and kissed her on the cheeks as he always did, but this time he looked down at her breasts too.

“What lovely breasts you have, and already ringed,” he said.

He dropped his hands and cupped her breasts, and Tanya felt another little shock ripple through her as he kneaded her breasts lightly.

“You’ve lost that baby fat you had the last time I saw you,” he said. “Now you look much more athletic, much stronger.”

“She has been doing a lot of exercises,” her grandfather said. “She is not the soft girl she was when she arrived.”

Despite her embarrassment Tanya felt a squirming sort of pride having the two men speak glowingly of her, and after all she had been through, it really didn’t feel all that strange to have her uncle touching her, she thought.

“Come, let us see how you have learned,” her grandfather said.

He led her to the ring, and had her parade around it, doing the high-stepping march he and Mikhail had been teaching her. She felt self-conscious again with her uncle watching, but was proud that her grandfather complimented her on how quickly she was learning. Then her uncle left, and she was alone with her grandfather for a few minutes, marching around the ring. When her uncle returned, however, she got another shock.

Her cousin Tamara was with him, and like Tanya, she was nude, and wearing the odd hoof things on her feet. However, hers were quite shiny and colorful, not the dull old leather ones Tanya wore. She had a shiny halter with sparkly glass jewels on it, and her nipples were pierced by large gold rings.

Her hair was done up behind her, and she already had on a leather headdress which included a bit between her teeth, and a high, colorful feather sticking straight up. Her arms, rather than being strapped together, were in a shiny arm sleeve which bound them tightly together behind her.

She walked with a delicate grace, and gave Tanya a superior look as her uncle showed her off.

“Tamara is an excellent pony girl,” her grandfather said, then gave the girl a deep bear hug which made the brunette flush a little with pleasure.

“But she has been learning for more than a year,” her uncle said. “So I’m sure you will be just as good some day, Tanya.”

Tanya fumed at the idea she wasn’t as good as her cousin, and that she was wearing beat up, ugly old leather and steel while Tamara wore shiny, gleaming harness and bit. Even the T-belt which descended between her legs was colorfully decorated, and Tanya wondered snarkily whether the dildos the girl probably had shoved up inside her were just as colorful.

Her uncle and grandfather paired the girls up and had them doing their high stepping march around and around side by side, and Tanya did her angry best to be every bit as good as Tamara, though she quickly realized she did not have her cousin’s experience. Why, you would hardly know the girl was, in effect, walking on six or seven inch heels, for she moved so gracefully and quickly in her hooves.

And of course, she still had more endurance than Tanya, who was about ready to collapse by the time her grandfather called a halt to things, though Tamara still seemed quite capable of running on and on. Tanya dropped her to knees, gasping for breath, but Tamara simply stood there, only lightly winded.

Her grandfather laughed and hugged Tamara and called her his pretty girl, and Tanya looked on resentfully. It did not occur to her that there was anything odd about it either when her grandfather’s kisses left Tamara’s cheeks and pressed against her mouth. And she actually felt pangs of jealousy as her grandfather’s right hand slid up and cupped one of Tamara’s bare breasts while the other cupped and kneaded his granddaughter’s bottom.

Tamara giggled and kissed him back, open mouthed, rubbing her bare body against him as she rolled her head in pleasure. And her eyes were alight when her grandfather turned her around. She spread her legs eagerly and bent forward a little as he undid her T-belt and pulled the dildo out, then he thrust himself up into her bottom and she groaned with pleasure, her mouth opening and her eyes slowly closing into slits as her grandfather began to sodomize her.

She glared at them, feeling quite hurt. She had been looking forward to getting back to her grandfather and seeing how pleased he would be by her progress, and now her filthy cousin was usurping her place!

“Now now, little Tanya,” her uncle Sergei said, combing his fingers through her hair. “You did very, very well! Why, I’d hardly know you’d only been training for a week or so! It’s amazing what progress you have made!”

Tanya perked up a bit, and was only taken slightly aback when he unzipped and brought his cock out into the light. She turned and licked at it, giggling a bit self-consciously, then slipped her lips over him and started to suck.

“Ahh, such a sweet girl you are now,” he sighed.

Again Tanya felt a surge of satisfaction, sliding her lips all the way down her uncle’s staff until her nose was pressed in against his belly. He combed his fingers roughly through her hair and pulled her back a little, then pumped in and out, in and out, in slow, deep strokes as she knelt bound before him.

He laughed and pulled out entirely, and Tanya gulped in air, gasping weakly as he pulled on her hair to raise her to her feet. He turned her around and she could not help but stare at Tamara gasping and whimpering and moaning in pleasure, legs straight and spread, body bent forward at a slight angle.

She spread her own legs as her uncle removed her T-belt, and shuddered as his cock slid up into her bottom. She sniffed disdainfully at her cousin as her uncle ran his hands over her breasts and ground his pelvis into her bottom.

“Such a sweet girl,” he whispered into her ear.

His right hand began to rub her clit, and Tanya felt a sexual heat beginning to rise within her. It rose very quickly, startlingly quickly, and soon her eyes were slitted, as well, as she grunted and gasped and moaned just like her cousin. Her uncle pulled back on her hair, forcing her head up and back, even as he pushed forward a little to bend her further forward.

She and Tamara gasped and whimpered and moaned as the two men thrust into them harder and harder. But then at a word from her grandfather they both stopped. He was speaking Russian, so Tanya had no idea what he said, but her uncle Sergei laughed and then he moved her forward. Then he bent her much further forward, so she was bent ninety degrees at the waist. He pulled back on her hair, however, so she was looking forward.

And directly in front of her, her grandfather did the same. Tamara’s face was now only an inch or so away from Tanya’s, and her grandfather had also pulled back on her hair.

“Kiss your cousin,” he ordered.

Tanya was taken aback, but Tamara obeyed at once, and their lips opened almost automatically. The men began to thrust into their bottoms once more as Tanya uncomfortably felt the pressure of her cousin’s lips on hers and her tongue inside her mouth. She really had no choice but to kiss back.

And things only got worse after that, for after the two men had finished coming inside their bottoms, the two girls were led into the dacha. Her grandfather and uncle Sergei untied she and Tamara, then sat down and had a couple of beers

“Entertain us,” her grandfather said as he slouched back on the sofa.

Tanya had no idea really what he meant but it was evident Tamara had no such confusion. The two girls were on their knees together, Tanya rubbing her recently freed arms, and she gasped as Tamara pressed her body against her and began to kiss her.

Since it was obvious from the way her uncle and grandfather nodded and smiled that this was what she wanted she didn’t push the girl away, which was her first thought. It felt odd, though, to be breast to breast with the girl, her arms free. Tamara’s hands went around her, squeezing her buttocks, and Tanya did the same.

She fumed a bit, but knew she had to let Tamara take the lead, and soon she was laying on her back on a rug on the floor as Tamara ground herself against her. Their breasts were pillowed together and continued to rub and mash against one another as Tamara’s hands moved over her body and her tongue twirled and swirled within her mouth.

Then the brunette slid down her belly and Tanya found that Olga wasn’t nearly as good as she’d thought. Her cousin was even better. That made it impossible for her to pretend she wasn’t being affected by the girl’s tonguing, and she was soon writhing and gasping and moaning and pulling at Tamara’s head, trying to force her mouth down harder against her flaming pussy.

After her screaming, writhing, bucking orgasm, she wanted to show Tamara that she too had some knowledge, and the two shifted into a sixty-nine, tonguing each others pussy as her uncle began to pump his cock and her grandfather leered excitedly.

And despite herself she became wildly aroused again by Tamara’s tonguing, so was delighted when her grandfather barked an order and the two girls knelt and presented themselves, hip to hip, chests against the floor, bottoms high. She groaned in delight as a hard cock slid into her and started thrusting. Next to her, Tamara did the same.

Her uncle Sergei ran his hands eagerly over her body as her rode her, his cock jamming into the deepest pit of her pussy. Next to her, Tamara gasped and moaned and her shoulders rocked in and out as her grandfather rode her too. Both girls were on the verge of orgasm when both men stopped, and Tanya gasped weakly as she realized they were shifting places. Then her grandfather thrust into her and she felt the orgasm starting to roll over her.

She realized in that instant that uncle Sergei had entered Tamara – his own daughter – and she felt a strange sense of the bizarre at that, but the pleasure was overwhelming and left her no time to worry about things like that as the orgasm poured over her. Next to her, Tamara began to cry out as well, her father slamming his hips into her shapely, upraised bottom with unrestrained animal hunger and passion.




Chapter 7

Tanya came to actually like her cousin after a few days. This was only natural, in a sense, for she was the only other girl around, and they often made love as a show for her grandfather and uncle. Not only as a show either. They both slept in the same narrow bed, collars shackled to the headboard, and they both remained naked. And Tamara was so good at oral sex that on the first occasion the girl began to lick her she couldn’t bring herself to say no.

After that it was normal for the two young girls to kiss, caress, and tongue each other for hours in their bed at night.

And it was so wonderful to have someone she could talk to again! Another girl! Tamara told her about her visit to her grandfather last summer, and how he had taught her to be a pony girl.

“I was really shocked and angry the first time he fucked me,” she confided. “But the old man is so good at it I had to relent! I mean, how can I complain and be angry when he gives me orgasm after orgasm!?”

“Was your father here then?” Tanya asked curiously.

“No, but after weeks and weeks of my grandfather and other men, it just seemed only natural that any man who wanted me should fuck me, so when my father showed up and took out his cock I just sucked him like any other man. He’s pretty good, but not as good as grandfather.”

“I don’t think my father would be as happy,” Tanya said, shaking her head. “He’s a big prude.”

Tamara snorted. “I bet your father comes back and takes out his cock for you, Tanya. He’ll want you to be his little pony girl too, just like mine does.”

Tanya was disturbed at the thought. Her father hadn’t seen her naked since she was a little girl. Somehow, without ever actually thinking about it, she’d assumed that when it was time for her to go home she’d be all nicely dressed because her grandfather wouldn’t want her dad to know what he had done to her. But uncle Sergei wasn’t the least bit upset. Was it possible her father had known what she was coming here for?!

She remained jealous of Tamara’s much nicer, prettier harness, though, as they worked together over the coming days. When they were put together to pull a cart she complained to her grandfather once too often – which was to say twice, and got bent over a fence and had her bottom soundly strapped until she howled.

“You’ll get a nicer harness when you deserve it,” her grandfather said sternly. “You’ll get whatever I give you in all other regards and won’t whine and nag about it. Is that clear?”

She and Tamara remained naked at all times. They cooked and cleaned and did the laundry in the dacha, and also cleaned the horse stables and brushed them down as her uncle Sergei and grandfather worked with the horses.

In the evenings, alone in the little dacha, they danced for the men, put on lesbian displays which were not at all forced or faked, and then serviced the men on floor, table, chair, bed, or wherever her uncle Sergei or grandfather wanted.

A week after her uncle arrived they prepared for the arrival of some buyers who were coming to look at some of her grandfather’s horses. The place was cleaned, the horses brushed down, and she and Tamara were given new outfits to “wear”.

First, very thick dildos were pushed up into the girl’s pussies, stretching the mouths of their pussies wide. The dildos protruded a good three inches but were held in place by a small chain attached to the large ring piercing their pussy lips. A ball was pushed up their bottoms, with a horse tail attached which would angle down behind them.

They wore very thin, lightweight halters which consisted of little more than tight leather straps around heir breasts, squeezing them and forcing them out tautly. Each girl had chains attached to the ring in the front of her collar, and attached to her nipple rings.

They also wore the horse’s hooves, though for this occasion Tanya had a pretty pair just like Tamara’s. They also wore pretty headdresses, somewhat like the ones they wore for their pony practice, but leaving their mouths free. And Tanya was pleased that she too got a bright pink feather sticking straight up behind her.

After some discussion about how closely she and her cousin resembled each other, they decided both girls would dye their hair the same shade of blonde, and their hair would be done up in exactly the same style. It was uncanny how closely they resembled each other, then.

Aside from those objects, and leather bands around their wrists, they wore nothing else, and Tanya was a bit anxious as the first car arrived. She had to walk out to it, open the rear door, smile at the guest and say “Welcome” in Russian. It wasn’t easy learning it, either, but Tamara helped with her pronunciation.

There were two dozen guests, not all of them men, and Tanya felt horribly self-conscious at first, parading around like that, even though her outfit was very pretty and sexy. She and Tamara were to serve refreshments to the guests, and then help to lead horses for her grandfather. And of course, she was routinely groped by many of the men – and the women as well.

Afterward, when most of the guests were gone, a half dozen sat around outside, a crackling bonfire lighting them as they chatted and drank. The two cousins were kept busy again, kneeling and orally servicing the men as they sat around the fire. Then the dildo and horse tail were removed, and each of them got to service two or three of the guests at once. Then they put on a lesbian display, which roused the men once more, and got to service them again.

The next day it was right back to work, however, and she resented that she was again wearing old, beat up leather while Tamara had nice, shiny, pretty things to wear. That made her more and more irritated as the morning wore on, and she began to snap at her cousin, who snapped back. This culminated in her slapping Tamara, who promptly slapped her back, and then they were rolling on the ground cursing and pulling at each others hair.

Briefly.

For punishment, she was put back on the horse, but this time her cousin sat before her, facing her. Their ankles were lifted up and back behind them and bound to the end of the sawhorse. Their heads were pulled up and back, tongues clamped, pulled straight up. And chains were bound between their nipples, going up above and through a ring. And there they stayed, whimpering and moaning in pain for hours.

Only then, when the two sobbing girls were finally taken down and allowed to apologize – on their knees – did her grandfather gruffly demand to know what they had been fighting about. That got all their gear replaced by very uncomfortable rough iron which chaffed and was heavy and quite ugly. Even their collars were replaced with thick, ugly metal collars, and to teach them to get along better, they were to spend their nights sleeping not in a comfortable bed, but in a small cage.

The cage was a good size for a large dog. It was barely adequate for a girl. Two in it were a tight squeeze, and must be in physical contact at all times. And, of course, it was very difficult to sleep, so boredom soon had the cousins spending most of their time in the cage with their heads buried between each others legs.

Their fighting and bickering stopped, and Tanya felt she really did love her cousin, both as a cousin and as a lover. She did her best to learn from Tamara and within another few weeks she had a pretty harness that was the twin of Tamara’s and they were pulling the cart around the ring at a quick pace.

Her grandfather took them to several competitions where hundreds of people gathered around to stare at the two nearly perfectly matched pony girls in their flashy harnesses and headdresses hooked up to the cart. Then they raced other girls pulling other carts while the people looked on and cheered.

Tamara was expert enough, and strong enough, to be in the singles competition, and pulled a smaller cart, facing off against other single pony girls. Tanya was not yet up to that level of competition, and so her grandfather left her at the “stables” on the large dacha where the competition was being held.

It did not really bother her that a strange man, well, little more than a boy, really, even younger than her, removed her harness and washed her down, brushing out her long hair. He spoke to her while working on her, and groped her often, but again, that was to be expected. She couldn’t really understand a lot of Russian yet, though she was learning, but it wasn’t hard to tell he thought she was very pretty, and so she was, as usual, flattered.

When he took her out of the stables and around back she of course followed, and was only very slightly anxious when he brought her behind a large barn where half a dozen other very young men and older teenagers waited. Her smile was tremulous and uncertain as they eagerly crowded around her, groping her mercilessly, but she of course, didn’t try to resist. There was an old picnic table there and she was placed on it as they began to use her, one, two and three at a time.

More young men arrived as they were doing so, and Tanya, face flushed, gasping, after half a dozen hard driving uses, found herself the eager center of attention for at least a dozen young men. They continued to use her, laughing and shouting, thrusting into her pussy and bottom and down her throat, their hands all over her body. And each man who finished was replaced by another, and then another, and then another.

Now and then she would see a man or two wandering away, satisfied, but she also saw others coming up to join the crowd around her, and it was not until hours later that her grandfather found her and the men around her scattered.

He was quite angry, but it was more an indignant sense of outrage than anything else. It was the outrage of a man whose shiny new car had been borrowed without permission and raced around town, not the outrage of a man whose granddaughter had, in effect, just been gang banged.

But then, Tanya didn’t really feel as though she had been forced into anything. She had been heavily and continuously used, and was exhausted and bruised and sore because of it, but she felt no sense of shame or trauma. In fact, she had had a number of orgasms while the young men had used her. Her view of reality had indeed shifted radically since coming to Russia.

She was covered in semen, inside and out, and her grandfather muttered angrily as he washed her off, then put her back in the stables, complaining angrily to the dacha owner who promised to take action against his farmhand.

“It’s a good thing it happened after the race and not before,” he snapped, “Else she’d have been useless for anything!”

She returned home, battered and bruised, but not upset, and was back to normal within a few days. She continued her hard exercise, continued her chores, and continued practicing with Tamara, and the next week she had new and unexpected visitors.

She was not dressed in her harness at the time. She was barefoot and wearing nothing but the butt-plug her grandfather had her routinely wear so she would be ready for his use at any time, the leather collar around her throat, and the two leather restraints around her wrists – though they were not locked together. She was chopping wood when the car drove up, and as always she felt a little flush of heat, a combination of self-consciousness and exhibitionistic sexual pleasure.

And out came her brothers Stephen and Peter. They both stared at her with considerable interest, and her face flamed as she turned away, trying to hide herself.

“Tanya!” her grandfather barked, coming out of the barn, “Is that how you were taught to greet a special guest!?”

She halted at once, biting her lip as she looked at him. “N-No, Grandfather!” she stuttered.

“Then greet them properly!”

“But they’re my brothers!” she wanted to say.

She didn’t, knowing that would not be an acceptable reply, and she definitely did not want to sit on the horse again.

Swallowing anxiously, she turned to face her brothers, and her face burned even hotter. But she dropped to her knees in front of them and then after a moment of appalled embarrassment almost stopped her, leaned in and rubbed her face over her brother Stephen’s groin, then did the same to Peter’s.

The both laughed lightly and she felt herself squirming with embarrassment.

“Well, little sister, much more polite than you used to be,” Peter said.

He gripped her hair and lightly but firmly pulled.

Tanya gasped and was forced up to her feet in front of him as he smirked down at her.

“And looking like a very attractive girl now,” he said.

He reached out and slipped his index finger through her nipple ring, then tugged it up.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped, grabbing at his wrist.

“Is she supposed to refuse like that?” Stephen asked pontifically.

“Perhaps she needs more discipline,” Peter said.

“Petr, Stepan,” I will leave her to you for a while to get reacquainted,” her grandfather said with a broad smile.

“Thank you, grandfather,” Stephen said. “If you’ve managed to turn our bitch of a sister into something we can live with we shall be forever in your debt.”

Tanya looked back and forth between them nervously, head low, blushing as they grinned her.

“Pose for examination,” Stephan said.

Tanya blushed further and bit her lip, but she began to feel a soft bubbling heat between her legs, the kind of heat which had been coming more and more rapidly and powerfully of late. She swallowed and then spread her legs apart, drew her arms up and back, crossed her wrists, and pushed her chest out.

Stepan smirked and leaned in on her left. “So this is what you’ve been giving to all our friends since high school.”

She gulped as his hand slid down and began to knead her buttocks.

“And a lot of others,” Peter said on her other side.

His hand cupped her breast, then his other hand slid down between her legs, middle fingers rubbing along her slit.

Tanya was almost instantly wet, and trembled weakly as Stephan cupped her other breast.

“I think we should punish her for all the nasty things she’s said to us in the past,” he said.

“Oh definitely. She definitely needs punishing,” Peter agreed.

“And of course we need to see to it that grandfather’s done a good job in turning our little bitch whore sister into a properly useful woman.”

“I can think of several uses for her,” Peter said, to which his brother snickered agreement.

Tanya moaned softly, her mind swirling and twisting helplessly as floods of animal hunger rolled through her body and mind.

Her brothers let their hands roam over her soft, lush young body, squeezing, caressing, kneading, and occasionally pinching the flesh which had long been forbidden even to their view. In the process they drove Tanya into gasping, whimpering, moaning heat as she was forced to stand as still as possible, posed before them.

“I think she needs the same thing we gave Tamara last year,” Stephan said.

“Something big and hard in her tight little whore pussy?”

“Exactly.”

“I bet I have just the thing.”

“Me too.”

“But that isn’t a punishment, of course. She needs to be punished.”

They gripped her arms suddenly and then pulled her along between them towards the barn. Tanya moaned weakly, her pussy bubbling and throbbing with heat, her nipples aching from the numerous pinches, twists and pulls her brothers had given them.

They led her inside the barn and over to one of the big, rough wooden posts which rose to the second level above. Tanya noticed a pair of rusting rings set high up on either side of the post, and a series of holes running down the center which seemed to serve no real purpose.

Stephan went over to a nearby cabinet and fished around inside while Peter kicked her feet apart. When Peter came back he handed a pair of chains to Stephan. He had a triangular shaped block of wood in his hands. It was perhaps an inch thick, and had some sort of leather covering one side. There were two screws sticking out of the second side, while the third was simply bare wood.

He pressed the second side against the post, and the screwed fit neatly into two of the holes drilled into it so that the wood pressed tightly against the post at about the level of Tanya’s groin. Then he seized her by the nipple ring and pulled her in tight against the post, examining his handiwork.

“Too low,” he said, pushing her back.

He pulled the block out and raised it an inch, pressing it into two more holes, then tested again. Now when Tanya’s chest was pressed against the post the block pushed out and down so that her groin was forced back by the pressure of the first side against her sex. The thing was angled downward so that if she stood with her belly pushed backwards it barely touched her. But the closer she moved her belly to the post the harder her pussy pressed against the block, mercifully covered in leather.

While he was adjusting the thing Peter was attaching the chains to the rings up on the sides of the post. Then he pulled her hands up and clipped the chains to her wrist restraints.

When he was done the two stood back, smirking, and Tanya gulped anxiously as she looked over her shoulders, wondering their intent. She was standing upright, but her bottom pushed back in a rather lewd way, and neither could have missed seeing the butt plug pressed flat against her anal ring. For that matter, they could probably see her pussy fairly well from back there, too.

“Do you think she needs any accessories?” Peter asked.

“Hmmm,” Stephan said. “It couldn’t hurt. Well, it couldn’t hurt us.”

The two laughed and returned to the cabinet, and Tanya gulped helplessly and fought not to grind her pussy against the angled side of the block now between her legs.

She gasped as Peter’s arm slid around her and pulled her bottom out further. Then gasped again, and moaned as Stephan slid some sort of dildo up into her pussy.

“Look how wet the slut is,” he said with a grin.

“We always knew she was a whore,” Peter said, squeezing one of her breasts.

“Oh! Oh! Wha-what are you doooing?” she gasped.

“You don’t get to ask questions, slut,” Peter said, slapping her bottom stingingly.

The dildo was quite a bit thicker than the ones usually used on her, and even with wetness he had to twist and turn, pull and thrust to get it deeper. Tanya squealed with pain as it jammed into the very rear of her pussy, yet there still seemed plenty left outside her, as he continued to turn and twist, push and pull, slapping her bottom whenever she protested.

Finally he succeeded in working it fully inside her, though barely. Her pubic lips were still held open, squeezing in against the very bottom. Then he turned it on.

“Oh!” Tanya gasped.

She had several vibrators at home, of course, but hadn’t felt one since arriving here. Now she felt the vibrations through her sopping wet pussy and felt her clit starting to buzz in response.

The butt-plug was pulled free of her anus and then some other kind of dildo was slowly, slowly forced up into her ass. It was also a lot thicker than the butt plug and she winced and squirmed and moaned as it was slowly pushed up into her aching belly.

Like the vibrator, it was too big to go fully inside her, but stuck out a few inches as the brothers eased back with a chuckle. Tanya moaned weakly, leaning in, her pussy rubbing against the side of the block.

The soft flesh of the top of her pussy ground against the angled surface of the leather covered block, and now the sensation was redoubled, for her soft flesh was pressed back against the hard, buzzing plastic toy inside her sex sleeve, and Tanya shuddered as her hips began to grind helplessly against it before she’d even realized what her body was doing.

“Look at the whore try to rub herself off,” Peter sneered.

Tanya blushed hotly, and tried to stop herself, but found her will power melting away in the face of the churning heat in her lower belly.

She didn’t even see the strap in Peter’s hand.

Suddenly it lashed out, cracking against her out-thrust bottom, and she squealed in pain. The stinging blow drove her hips violently forward, which of course, jammed her pussy against the angled block attached to the post.

“Ooww! Don’t!” she begged.

“You’ve been a very, very bad girl and you need to be punished,” Peter said.

He slashed the strap across his sister’s bottom again, with the same result.

Stephan had his own strap and, grinning, he too swung his arm out and down to cut across Tanya’s lovely bottom.

“Ow! Oh! Please! Oww!” Tanya yelped as her brothers took turns bringing their straps down against her rapidly reddening bottom.

Each blow forced her hips forward, grinding her pussy against the leather covered block in a way which was both painful and darkly thrilling. Her bottom began to overheat, but her insides were already a roiling furnace as her brothers strapped her again and again and Tanya’s pussy ground up against the angled block.

The stinging became terrible as her bottom burned, and Tanya sobbed weakly, yet still ground herself against the block. As blow followed blow, however, a kind of numbness seemed to settle over her bottom. It still throbbed hotly, yet the sharpness of each new blow was dulled into little more than a soft, dull ache, and her pussy began to bubble violently once again.

And then as she fought desperately to avoid what she sensed would be a massive orgasm, not wanting her brothers to watch her come that violently, she was shocked out of the pulsing heat by a fresh blow. Stephan landed the strap across her back just below her shoulder blades, driving her chest forward, her breasts mashing against the rough wood.

The fresh pain was more stinging, and yet that was not what shocked her. Strapping her bottom was more like, well, play, no matter how much it stung. But strapping her back was … outrageous. It wasn’t something brothers ought to be doing! It was… it was too real!

She realized, abruptly, that her brothers were going to do to her exactly anything they felt like, that she was as completely at their mercy as she had been to every other man who had used her since her arrival here. That did not dishearten her for some reason. In fact, a wave of scalding heat seemed to roll over her and she shuddered and moaned, gasping and yelping as fresh blows hit her back, grinding her soft, tender breasts against the rough wood as she soared upwards towards orgasm.

Straps struck her back and bottom, faster and faster, both brothers swinging hard, and Tanya gurgled and sobbed, hard nipples grinding and mashing against the rough wood, pussy riding up and down the rough leather.

The orgasm screamed through her mind like an out-of-control freight train, and it took her several seconds to realize she was screaming as she twisted and writhed and ground herself madly against the angled block.

Her brothers strapped her back and bottom all the way through the intense, powerful orgasm, and she collapsed, groaning, slack jawed, as it finally left her. They stopped then, and began to caress her body once more.

She shuddered and cried out as she felt the huge dildo in her ass shoved harder, and somehow something shifted within her, allowing it to push even deeper, causing cramps and aches in her belly.

Then the vibrator was pulled slowly out of her pussy and she groaned as her hips were pulled back. The sensation of Peter’s thick, hard cock sliding up into her belly was indescribably wonderful. After the hard buzzing plastic the soft, sleek, sensual feel of his skin was heavenly, and she groaned as he filled her, then again as his hips pushed against her buttocks, forcing her grind up against the angled block once again.

He found just the right position for her, with the top of her sex pressed against the leather, but her bottom pushed out so that he could thrust freely in and out. Of course, his rapid movements ground the top of her pussy continuously against the rough leather, and Tanya mewled weakly as another orgasm built within her, then poured over her in a hot, bubbling wave of animal pleasure.

Stephan came next, and Tanya gasped in shock to see the massive size of his cock. He grinned as he fisted it, then pulled the thick dildo out of her backside and forced himself up into her in one smooth, shockingly deep thrust that made her scream as she was impaled. That monster cock pumped in and out of her for long minutes, grinding her against the post, making her come again, and then again, before pouring his cream into her belly.

That, of course, was only the start. Her brothers seemed insatiable, and she spent the rest of the day being tormented by them, being forced to bow and bend and scrape and serve them, and of course, being made to service them. Each of her orifices was well-tested by both her brothers, singly and in tandem, so that by the end of day when she was shoved into the cage with Tamara she was so exhausted she could hardly move.

The next day she and Tamara pulled the cart around, both of them dressed in the prettiest harness, and Tanya was both embarrassed and excited to have her brothers both watch, and taking turns riding the cart.

And then she turned around, panting from the run, and saw her father standing there watching.

She colored instantly, but could do nothing to hide herself. Her arms, like Tamara’s, were locked behind her in a leather sleeve. She was attached to the cart, next to Tamara, the plug up her bottom, the reins attached to her headdress, the bit in her mouth.

Blushing furiously, she had to pull the cart around the track again as her grandfather sat on the cart and urged the two cousins on, their knees pumping high in unison as the other four men looked on. Then she had to stop directly in front of him as he looked down at her, her mind squirming yet that hot, helpless sexual fever already rising in her lower belly.

“You have never looked more beautiful, my dear,” her father said with a smile, and he sounded like he meant it.

Tanya flushed with pleasure, and then moaned as his hand descended to examine the little weighted bell dangling from her clit. He chuckled, then pulled it free, and she gasped in pain, then felt a surge of relief.

She inhaled sharply as his fingers gently stroked her clitoris, moaning through the bit as her body instantly began to throb with heat and hunger.

Her father watched her closely as he rubbed and smiled in satisfaction.

“She seems quite responsive.”

“Once you remove all the American shit that makes them think their pussy is made of gold and they have the right to buy you with it they feel less guilt over letting you use it without the proper begging,” his father said with a snort.

Tanya shuddered, her nipples burning, her pussy as her father rubbed her a little harder. Then he stopped.

“I think you have learned a thing or two about the purpose women serve,” he said. “And about discipline and obedience, if I am not mistaken.”

He reached up and kneaded her breasts, looking much impressed by their size.

“I am sure that we will see a much improved little princess at home this fall,” he said.

Her grandfather removed her from the cart while her brothers undid Tamara. Her uncle grinned and kneaded her breast as the bit and headdress were taken from her.

“She has a hot tight one,” her uncle said approvingly. “What more could a man want from a woman?”

“That she obeys,” her grandfather said gruffly.

“That is assumed now,” uncle Sergei said.

Tamara was already on her knees, taking turns sucking Peter and Stephan as her father looked down at her and grinned proudly.

Tanya shuddered and squirmed as her father continued fingering her clit, her hips rolling and grinding against him. Then she gurgled, eyes going wide as she felt her grandfather’s cock pushing up into her rectum.

“She has a tight back hole too,” he said over her shoulder.

Her father watched with a smile, still fingering her clit as her grandfather sodomized her.

Tanya was on the edge of orgasm, and could not hold back, crying out, bucking frantically as her anal muscles squeezed down on her grandfather’s hard cock.

Her brothers timed their own come so they could both come together, pouring their cream over Tamara’s face, laughing at her as she moaned and licked at it hungrily.

Then she and her father went inside, alone, and she blushed breathlessly as he kissed her lightly on both cheeks, then pushed down on her shoulders.

She sank to her knees before him, then leaned in, rubbing her face all over his groin, feeling the hardness behind his trousers. He took out his cock and she was delighted at how thick and hard it already was, wrapping her lips around it and sucking excitedly, bobbing her lips up and down the hard, red shaft until he was buried in her throat.

He pulled out before coming, however, drawing her to her feet. He brought her upstairs to the small bedroom, lay her back, and licked and kissed her all over her trembling young body. Then he licked at her quivering clit until she was ready to scream with the pleasure and anticipation.

“Please!” she half sobbed “Please fuck me, daddy!”

He entered her and she screamed as the orgasm poured over her, scalding, all-encompassing, a raging animal fever consuming her as her father’s cock rammed down into her for long, long minutes.

She came, and came again, and when he poured himself down her belly, she sucked him hard again and he rolled her over and took her again, her face jammed into the pillow as she screamed in pleasure.

Her father and brothers stayed another week, and she and Tamara remained naked, continuing to exercise, do their chores, and now service them all.

When they left, the two girls redoubled their work, practicing their moves, going to more competitions, and servicing their grandfather and his friends. By the time the summer ended and it was time to go home Tanya didn’t feel like she even knew the person she had been before arriving.

It felt very, very strange to be wearing clothing, unnatural and uncomfortable, but she didn’t protest. She returned home and was a far more obedient young lady. Everyone who knew her marveled at the change which had come over her. She helped her mother around the house, began to take university courses, and, of course, continue to service her father and brothers at any time they desired.

In exchange, she felt the dark thrill of hunger gripping her every single day, sometimes in suffocating strength, and her orgasms were enough to blow her mind! She felt a new freedom in her sexuality and was far happier and more comfortable with her family now that the rules were firmly set in place.

She had no confusion about what she could or could not do, about what her chores and tasks and roles were, and how she must behave. That gave her a sense of ease and a lack of stress that removed any reason to be angry or upset.

Like the Russian horse, she was now adaptable to a variety of purposes, and quite well disciplined at all of them.

The End


cover.jpeg
Grandfather's Pony Girl

By Zoe Black






