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Chapter One

The afternoon sun hammered down on the cracked shoulder of the narrow back road, turning the tarmac into a shimmering river of heat. Oliver Bennett shifted his weight from one foot to the other, thumb still extended, rucksack straps digging into his bony shoulders. At twenty-five he was all sharp angles and lean muscle, the kind of skinny that came from playing too much football and not eating enough proper meals while travelling on the cheap. His short brown hair was damp with sweat beneath the faded England cap, and his pale Manchester skin had already begun to pink despite the thick layer of sun cream he’d reapplied an hour earlier. Two weeks until the World Cup kicked off, and here he was, thumbing lifts across the American countryside like some daft backpacker in a film.

He’d flown into the States four days ago with a budget ticket and a head full of dreams. England were in a decent group, Croatia among them, and the thought of watching the Three Lions in the flesh made his stomach flutter every time he thought about it. Hitchhiking had seemed romantic at first, cheaper than buses, more stories to tell the lads back home, but after three rides with truckers who barely spoke and one with a family who’d dropped him twenty miles short of where he needed to be, the romance was wearing thin. Still, he grinned at passing cars, kept his thumb high, and told himself this was all part of the adventure.

A low rumble grew behind him. He turned, squinting into the glare. A massive eighteen-wheeler rounded the bend, chrome bull-bars gleaming, the cab high and imposing. For a second Ollie thought it would thunder past like the others, but the air brakes hissed and the great red beast slowed, pulling onto the verge a few metres ahead. Dust billowed. The engine idled with a deep, throaty growl.

Ollie jogged forward, rucksack bouncing against his back. The driver’s window rolled down with a mechanical whine. A broad, weathered face appeared, framed by a thick salt-and-pepper beard that spilled over the collar of a faded red-and-black flannel shirt. The man looked to be in his early fifties, solid as a bull, with heavy forearms resting on the wheel and a faded baseball cap pulled low over sharp blue eyes.

“Heading west, son?” the driver called. His voice was a deep Southern drawl, warm and unhurried.

“Yeah, mate, towards the city, if you’re going that way. Any chance of a lift?” Ollie tried not to sound too eager, though his feet ached and the rucksack felt heavier by the minute.

The man studied him for a beat, then nodded once. “Hop on up. Door’s open. Name’s Hank. Hank Whitaker.”

“Ollie. Oliver Bennett, but everyone calls me Ollie.” He hauled the rucksack off his shoulders, opened the heavy passenger door, and climbed into the high cab. The interior smelled of diesel, old coffee, and something faintly sweet like pipe tobacco. The seat was worn but comfortable, cracked leather warm from the sun. He shoved his rucksack down by his feet and pulled the door shut with a solid clunk. The engine vibrated through the floor.

Hank waited until Ollie had clicked his seatbelt before pulling back onto the road. “England, right? That accent’s a dead giveaway. You sound like you’re from up north somewhere.”

“Manchester, yeah. Born and bred.” Ollie settled back, already feeling the tension ease from his shoulders. There was something solid and reassuring about the older man’s presence, the way he handled the massive rig with casual confidence, the thick beard that caught the sunlight in silver threads, the calm certainty in his voice. “You been driving long today?”

“Since before dawn. Got a load to drop a few hundred miles west, but I got time. World Cup, you said?” Hank glanced over, one corner of his mouth lifting beneath the beard. “That’s what’s got you hitching across the country, then? Football mad, are you?”

“Proper mad, mate.” Ollie laughed, the sound bright in the cab. “Saved every penny I could. Flew over on the cheapest ticket going, figured I’d make the rest up as I go. Couldn’t miss the lads playing on home soil, or near enough. England versus Croatia in the group stage, if the draw holds. Been dreaming about it since the qualifiers.”

Hank chuckled, a low rumble. “Y’all take your soccer serious over there. I watch a bit when it’s on. That Bellingham kid’s something else, proper engine in the middle. Reckon England got a shout this time?”

“Better than a shout if the defence holds together. We’ve got the attacking talent. Just need to stop bottling it on the big nights.” Ollie grinned, warming to the subject. The road stretched ahead in long, straight lines between fields of tall grass that swayed in the hot breeze. “What about you? You follow any teams over here?”

“Used to watch the Cowboys when I was a kid, but these days it’s mostly whatever’s on the radio while I’m rolling. Trucking’s a lonely game. You get used to your own company.” Hank reached across with one thick arm and flipped open a small cooler wedged between the seats. “You hungry, boy? Made a couple of sandwiches this morning. Ham and cheese on white. Nothing fancy, but it’ll fill a hole.”

Ollie’s stomach growled at the mention of food. He hadn’t eaten since a gas-station burrito at dawn. “Cheers, that’d be brilliant. I’m starving, actually.”

Hank passed him a foil-wrapped sandwich without taking his eyes off the road. “Eat up. You’re all skin and bone, lad. Need feeding if you’re gonna be running around stadiums for the next month.”

Ollie unwrapped it gratefully. The bread was soft, the ham thick and smoky. He took a big bite and sighed. “This is proper good. Thanks, Hank. Most drivers just give me a nod and that’s it. You’re the first one who’s actually talked to me like a person.”

“Been on the road long enough to know what it’s like being young and broke and chasing something.” Hank’s voice was easy, conversational. He adjusted his grip on the wheel, thick fingers relaxed. “What’s the plan once you hit the city? Got tickets sorted?”

“Got one for the opening match and the Croatia game if we’re in the same group. After that it’s standing outside pubs with the other England fans or finding a screen somewhere cheap. I’ll work it out.” Ollie took another bite, chewing thoughtfully. “You ever been to a big tournament? The atmosphere’s mental. Whole country stops when England play.”

“Can’t say I have. Closest I got was watching the Super Bowl in a truck-stop diner one year. Not the same thing.” Hank glanced sideways again, eyes crinkling at the corners. “You got family back home worrying about you hitching across America on your own?”

“Mum frets, but she knows I’m careful. Dad’s more ‘go on, son, have the adventure while you’re young.’” Ollie smiled at the memory. “Told me to send photos from the stadium. Reckon he’s living vicariously.”

They fell into an easy rhythm after that. The miles rolled by beneath the big tyres, the engine a steady drone that vibrated up through the seat. Hank asked about Manchester, proper football city, he said, and Ollie launched into stories about Old Trafford, the atmosphere on matchdays, the songs, the rain, the chips and gravy after. Hank listened with genuine interest, nodding along, occasionally offering a dry observation about American sports crowds being “a bit too polite for my liking.”

In return, Hank talked about the road. Long hauls from Texas up through the Midwest, the way the landscape changed from flat to rolling to mountainous depending on the route. He spoke of truck-stop diners where the coffee was always burnt and the waitresses remembered your name after one visit, of nights spent parked in lay-bys listening to old country records, of the occasional close call on black ice or with drivers who shouldn’t have been behind the wheel. There was no wife mentioned, no kids, just the rig and the open highway and the quiet satisfaction of delivering a load on time.

“You ever get lonely out here?” Ollie asked after a while, wiping sandwich crumbs from his lap.

Hank was quiet for a moment, eyes on the road. “Sometimes. Then you pick up a skinny English lad with a rucksack and a football dream and it reminds you the world’s still full of folk chasing something.” He smiled, small and private. “You got that look about you, Ollie. Like you’re exactly where you’re supposed to be, even if it’s in the middle of nowhere with a stranger.”

Ollie felt his cheeks warm. There was something in the way Hank said it, steady, appreciative, that made him sit a little straighter. The older man’s beard, the solid bulk of him filling the driver’s seat, the deep voice that seemed to settle comfortably in the space between them… it was easy to feel safe here. Safer than he had in days.

They talked football again for a long stretch. Ollie explained the offside rule in detail when Hank admitted he still got confused by it sometimes, and Hank laughed properly then, a rich sound that filled the cab. Ollie found himself leaning forward, gesturing with his hands, completely at ease. The sun dipped lower, painting the fields in gold. Hank reached over and turned the radio down until it was just a soft murmur of classic rock.

“You look like you could do with a proper rest,” Hank said eventually. “I got another four hours on this stretch before I need to think about stopping. If you want to close your eyes for a bit, I won’t mind. Seat reclines a touch if you pull that lever there.”

Ollie hesitated, then yawned despite himself. The sandwich sat warm in his stomach, the steady rhythm of the road and Hank’s calm presence were doing their work. “You sure? Don’t want to be rude.”

“Not rude at all, boy. Go on. I’ll keep her steady. Wake you when we’re getting close to somewhere you can grab another lift or a cheap motel.”

Ollie reached down and found the lever, easing the seat back a few inches. He shifted until his head rested against the window, the glass cool against his temple. The landscape blurred into soft greens and browns. “Cheers, Hank. Really appreciate this. You’re a lifesaver.”

“Any time.” Hank’s voice was quieter now, almost gentle. “You just sleep. I got you.”

Ollie’s eyes drifted shut. The last thing he registered was the low thrum of the engine, the faint smell of Hank’s aftershave mixed with diesel, and the older man’s solid silhouette against the dying light. He felt oddly content, the excitement of the coming tournament mixing with the simple relief of being looked after for a few hours.

He didn’t notice when Hank glanced over at him, checking that his breathing had deepened into proper sleep. Didn’t see the way the big man’s expression softened, something knowing and satisfied flickering across his face. Didn’t hear the quiet click as Hank reached into the side pocket of the door and drew out a small black medical case.

The rig continued its steady progress along the empty road. Hank drove one-handed for a moment, flipping the case open on his lap with practised ease. Inside lay a pre-filled syringe, alcohol wipes, a small sharps container. He worked methodically, one eye on the road, the other on his hands. He tore open a wipe, reached across, and gently rolled up the sleeve of Ollie’s T-shirt. The younger man’s arm was pale and slender, the skin smooth. Hank swabbed a small patch just below the shoulder with careful strokes, then set the wipe aside.

He picked up the syringe, checked the dose once more, and leaned over. The needle slid in with barely a flinch from the sleeping figure. Hank depressed the plunger slowly, steadily, watching Ollie’s face for any sign of discomfort. There was none. The sedative was mild, exactly as discussed weeks ago in private messages between two people who had planned every detail of this moment.

When it was done, Hank withdrew the needle, capped it, and dropped it into the sharps container. He wiped the injection site again, rolled the sleeve back down, and tucked the case away. For a long moment he simply drove, one hand resting lightly on the wheel, the other brushing a stray lock of hair from Ollie’s forehead with surprising tenderness.

“There we go, pretty boy,” he murmured, voice low enough that only the road could hear. “You’re gonna have the time of your life.”

The miles continued to unspool. After another ten minutes Hank flicked the indicator and eased the rig off the main road onto a narrow dirt track that wound between tall pines. The tyres crunched over gravel and fallen needles. The forest closed in on either side, the light turning dappled and green. The track climbed gently, then levelled out as it disappeared deeper into the woods, far from any passing traffic.

Ollie slept on, head lolling gently with the motion, completely unaware that the friendly trucker who had fed him and listened to his football dreams had just taken the first deliberate step into the carefully constructed fantasy they had both spent weeks building together.

The rig rolled on into the gathering dusk, carrying its passenger toward the old cabin hidden among the trees, toward ten days that would test every limit Ollie thought he had, and toward a revelation that would change nothing and everything at once.

Hank drove in comfortable silence, occasionally glancing at the sleeping young man beside him with something that looked very much like affection. The road ahead was empty. The world, for now, belonged only to the two of them and the plans they had made.


Chapter Two

Ollie’s eyelids fluttered open to a world of thick, cotton-wool fog and a dull, pulsing ache behind his eyes. For one disorientated second he thought he was still in the truck, head resting against the cool glass, the steady rumble of the engine beneath him. Then the ache sharpened into something far worse: a deep, unfamiliar pressure across his midriff and a strange, exposed vulnerability in his lower body that sent a jolt of pure animal panic straight through him.

He tried to move. Nothing happened the way it should. His arms were pulled forward and held fast; his legs were spread and anchored. Something firm and padded pressed up against his bare stomach and chest. Leather. Cool, slightly tacky leather that stuck to his skin where sweat had already begun to form. He was naked. Completely, utterly naked. The realisation crashed over him like ice water.

His head jerked up as far as it could. A thick rubber ball gag filled his mouth, stretching his jaw wide, the strap biting into the back of his head. He made a muffled, desperate sound and tried again to twist free. Cuffs. Thick, padded leather cuffs around his wrists and ankles, secured to the legs of whatever he was bent over. His arse was raised high, back arched, completely exposed to the air and to whatever eyes might be watching.

The room swam into focus through the dim yellow light of a single bare bulb hanging from a wooden beam. It was an old cabin, rough plank walls, exposed rafters, the faint smell of woodsmoke and damp earth. But it had been turned into something else. A sturdy leather vaulting horse, the kind gymnasts used, stood in the centre of the space, modified with heavy D-rings and cuffs. Chains and coils of rope hung from hooks on the walls. A table in the corner held bottles of beer, an ashtray overflowing with cigarette butts, and something that glinted metallic in the low light.

Four men.

Hank was there, leaning against the table with a bottle in one massive hand, his thick beard catching the light. The other three were strangers, rough, bearded, redneck types in work boots and faded shirts. One was stocky with a shaved head and a cruel twist to his mouth; another wiry and tattooed along one forearm; the third broader, quieter, watching with flat, assessing eyes. They were drinking, smoking, talking in low voices that carried clearly in the small space.

“Look at that,” the stocky one said, voice thick with amusement. “The pretty English boy’s finally awake.”

Ollie’s heart slammed against his ribs. He struggled harder, the cuffs creaking, his skinny body twisting uselessly over the horse. Muffled sounds tore from behind the gag, panicked, wordless pleas. Tears stung his eyes and spilled hot down his cheeks. This couldn’t be real. Hank had been kind. He’d fed him, talked to him about football, let him sleep…

Hank pushed off the table and walked slowly around the horse, boots heavy on the wooden floor. He stopped directly in front of Ollie’s face, looking down at him with an expression that was no longer the warm, easy smile from the truck. It was something darker. Hungrier.

“Morning, Ollie,” he said, voice low and calm, that same deep Southern drawl. “Or should I say afternoon? You slept like the dead, boy. Must’ve been tired after all that hitchhiking.”

Ollie stared up at him, eyes wide with terror and betrayal. He made another frantic sound around the gag, shaking his head as much as the strap would allow.

Hank reached out and brushed a tear from Ollie’s cheek with one thick, calloused thumb. The touch was almost gentle. “Shh now. No need to get yourself all worked up. We’re just getting started.” He glanced at the others. “What do you reckon, lads? Pretty little thing, ain’t he? Skinny English build, pale arse just begging for it.”

The stocky one, Jeb, someone called him, laughed and stubbed out his cigarette. “Tight little hole on him too, I bet. Gonna look even better stretched around a proper cock.”

They moved closer. Rough hands landed on Ollie’s body without warning, squeezing his narrow hips, spreading his arse cheeks wide, exposing him completely. Fingers probed, dry at first, then slick with spit. One thick digit pushed inside without ceremony. Ollie bucked hard, a muffled scream ripping from his throat. The burn was immediate, shocking. He clenched instinctively, trying to force it out, but the finger only pushed deeper, twisting.

“Fuck, he’s tight,” Jeb grunted. “Gonna need to work this one open proper.”

Hank’s voice came from somewhere behind him now. “Take your time. We got all day.” There was the sound of a belt being unbuckled, the rasp of a zip. Then the blunt, hot pressure of a cockhead against his hole, pushing steadily forward.

Ollie’s whole body went rigid. The stretch was brutal, far worse than the finger. Hank was thick, and he didn’t stop until he was buried to the hilt, hips flush against Ollie’s arse. The pain was white-hot, radiating through his gut. Tears poured freely now. He sobbed around the gag, body shaking, trying desperately to pull away even though the cuffs held him fast.

Hank groaned low in his throat, one big hand settling on the small of Ollie’s back to hold him still. “That’s it, boy. Take it. Just like that.” He started to move, slow, deep thrusts that dragged against raw flesh, each one forcing a broken sound from Ollie’s gagged mouth.

The other men watched, drinking, commenting crudely.

“Look at him squirm,” the wiry one, Travis, said with a grin. “Proper little fighter. Gonna be fun breaking that out of him.”

“English arse feels as good as it looks,” Hank replied, voice rougher now. He picked up the pace, the slap of skin on skin echoing in the cabin. “Tight as a virgin. Bet he ain’t never had anything this big before.”

Ollie’s mind reeled. This couldn’t be happening. Not after the friendly conversation in the truck, the sandwich, the offer to rest. Had Hank drugged him? The injection while he slept, had that been real? His thoughts fractured under the relentless pounding. Pain radiated through him with every thrust. He could feel every inch, the way Hank’s cock dragged against his insides, the way his own body clenched and fluttered helplessly around the invasion.

After what felt like an eternity Hank pulled out. Ollie sagged in the cuffs, gasping wetly around the gag, arse burning and slick. Before he could even begin to recover, another man took Hank’s place, Jeb this time, thicker and rougher, slamming in without preamble. Ollie cried out again, fresh tears spilling. The gag muffled everything into pathetic, broken noises.

They took turns. Hank directed it like he was running a shift on the road. One after another they used his mouth and arse, rotating with casual efficiency. The gag was unbuckled at one point so they could fuck his throat, Travis gripping his hair, forcing himself deep until Ollie gagged and choked, spit and tears running down his chin. The ball gag went back in when they returned to his arse. The pain blurred into one long, overwhelming sensation: fullness, burn, the constant slap of hips against his stinging skin.

At some point Hank picked up a thick leather belt from the table. The first crack across Ollie’s upper back made him jerk violently in the cuffs, a muffled scream tearing free. The second landed across his arse, right over the already abused flesh. The third and fourth followed in quick succession, methodical, heavy strokes meant to “warm him up,” as Hank called it between strikes.

“Gonna mark this pretty skin up nice,” Hank said, voice almost conversational as he laid another stripe across Ollie’s thighs. “Teach you what happens when you hitch rides with strangers, boy.”

Ollie sobbed openly now, body jerking with every impact. The whipping wasn’t the worst of it, the fucking was, but the combination, the helplessness, the crude laughter of the other men as they watched and stroked themselves, waiting their turn… it broke something inside him. He was nothing here. Just a body for them to use. A pretty English toy they’d found on the side of the road.

By the time they finished, Ollie was limp in the cuffs, chest heaving, face streaked with tears and spit. His arse felt ruined, stretched, sore, leaking. Welts burned across his back and thighs. His jaw ached from the gag. He couldn’t stop shaking.

Hank tucked himself away and stepped back, admiring the view. “Look at that,” he said to the others. “Already taking it like he was made for it. Gonna be a good one, this lad.”

They left him there. No one removed the gag or the cuffs. Hank gave his marked arse one last proprietary squeeze, then the four men moved to the table, cracking fresh beers, lighting more cigarettes. Their voices drifted over him, talking about the day’s work ahead, about how tight he’d been, about what they were going to do to him later. Plans for fisting. For proper whipping. For breaking him in slow.

Ollie hung over the horse, exhausted and in pain, tears still leaking from his eyes. His mind raced in terrified circles. Why him? How had this happened? Hank had seemed so normal, so kind. Was this what happened to hitchhikers who got too trusting? Was he going to die here, in this cabin in the middle of nowhere, used up by four strangers?

He had no answers. Only the ache in his body, the taste of the gag, and the low, terrifying murmur of the men who now owned him.

Hours passed. The light through the small window shifted. The men came and went, sometimes stopping to grope him again, to comment on the marks they’d left, to push fingers back inside his sore hole just to hear him whimper. Each time Ollie flinched and sobbed, and each time they laughed.

He was alone with his terror now, bound and displayed like an object. The friendly trucker from the road was gone. In his place was something far darker, and Ollie had no idea how long it would last, or if he would survive it.


Chapter Three

Ollie hung over the vaulting horse in a haze of pain and disbelief, his body trembling with aftershocks. Cum leaked slowly from his stretched, burning hole, trailing down the inside of his thigh in warm, sticky rivulets. The welts across his back and arse throbbed in time with his heartbeat, each one a raised, angry stripe left by Hank’s belt. His jaw ached fiercely from the ball gag, and his shoulders burned from the strain of being cuffed forward. He couldn’t stop the tears that kept spilling, hot and helpless, down his face and onto the leather beneath him.

The four men hadn’t finished with him. Not even close.

Hank was the first to step back up behind him again, still half-hard, his thick cock glistening. He didn’t say a word this time, just spat on his palm, rubbed it over himself, and pushed back inside Ollie’s sore body with one steady thrust. Ollie cried out around the gag, the sound muffled and broken. The stretch was agony all over again, his insides raw and protesting, but Hank only groaned in satisfaction and started fucking him with long, deliberate strokes.

“Still so fucking tight,” Hank muttered, one big hand gripping Ollie’s narrow hip. “You’re gonna stay that way for a while, boy. We like ’em tight.”

The others laughed. Jeb and Travis had pulled up chairs nearby, beers in hand, watching like it was entertainment. Roy stood a little apart, arms crossed, but his eyes never left Ollie’s body. They talked over him as if he weren’t there, or as if he were just an object in the room.

“Reckon we keep him a good long while,” Jeb said, taking a swig from his bottle. “Ain’t nobody gonna miss a skinny English hitchhiker. They’ll think he got lost or picked up by someone else. Easy.”

Travis chuckled, the sound low and mean. “Yeah. We can break him in proper over the next few days. Fisting. Proper whipping. Maybe get some of the boys from the next county over once he’s trained up a bit.”

Ollie’s stomach dropped at the words. A few days. They weren’t planning to let him go. This wasn’t some quick robbery or one-off attack. They meant to keep him. His mind raced with panic, images of his mum waiting for a message that would never come, of the World Cup matches he’d never see, of his body being used until there was nothing left. He bucked weakly against the cuffs, fresh tears spilling, but it only made Hank thrust harder.

“Settle down,” Hank said, almost kindly, as if soothing a skittish animal. “Ain’t nothing you can do about it now. Just take what we give you.”

They rotated again. This time it was Travis in his arse while Jeb unbuckled the gag and forced his cock into Ollie’s mouth. The taste was bitter and overwhelming, salt and sweat and the faint tang of earlier cum. Ollie gagged hard, throat convulsing, but Jeb gripped his hair and pushed deeper, laughing when Ollie choked and struggled.

“Breathe through your nose, pretty boy,” Jeb taunted. “You’ll learn. They all do.”

Ollie’s world narrowed to the dual assault, his throat being used, his arse being pounded, the constant stream of crude commentary from the men. His body felt like it wasn’t his own anymore. Every thrust sent fresh sparks of pain through him. His cock, soft and untouched between his legs, twitched occasionally from the friction and the sheer overload, which only made the shame burn hotter.

At some point Hank produced a small brown bottle. Poppers. Ollie had heard of them, something gay men used in clubs to relax, to make things easier, but he’d never tried them. He didn’t want to now. Hank held the bottle under his nose while Travis was still buried in his arse.

“Deep breath, boy,” Hank ordered. “Both nostrils. Now.”

Ollie tried to turn his head away, but Hank’s free hand gripped his jaw like a vice. The bottle was pressed firmly against his nose. He had no choice. He inhaled.

The rush hit almost instantly. A warm, dizzying wave rolled through his head, making the room tilt and spin. His body loosened against his will, muscles relaxing, hole fluttering open around Travis’s cock. The burn eased just enough for the man to push deeper, and Ollie made a broken, involuntary sound of unwanted relief.

“There we go,” Hank murmured, almost approving. “See? Makes it better. You’ll be huffing these like air before long.”

They kept him on the poppers for the next round. Every time Ollie started to tense up, Hank would hold the bottle to his face again, forcing another deep inhale. The chemical high made his thoughts fuzzy, his body pliant even as his mind screamed in terror. He hated how it helped. Hated that his body responded, that the pain blurred into something almost bearable for a few minutes at a time.

They repositioned him twice during the afternoon.

First to a sturdy wooden table in the corner. They un-cuffed him from the horse, Ollie’s legs nearly buckled when they hauled him upright, and bent him face-down over the table instead, wrists and ankles secured to the legs with rope this time. The new angle let them fuck him even deeper. Roy took a turn while the others watched, his thrusts slow and grinding, one hand fisted in Ollie’s hair to keep his head down.

Then later, to the floor. They spread him out on his back on a thick blanket, arms and legs cuffed to eye-bolts set into the wooden planks. Spread-eagle. Completely open. They took turns again, oral while someone else worked his arse with fingers or cock, sometimes two at once in his mouth until he was drooling and gagging. The poppers came out again. Hank made him huff while Jeb fucked him, the rush hitting so hard that Ollie’s vision whited out for a moment and his body opened like it was trying to welcome the invasion.

By evening he was exhausted, sore in places he didn’t know could hurt, and floating in a haze of chemical afterglow and sheer terror. They finally removed the gag for good this time, though his jaw was so stiff he could barely close his mouth. Someone, Hank, he thought, held a bottle of water to his lips and made him drink. It tasted metallic, but he was so dehydrated he gulped it down greedily. A piece of bread was pushed into his mouth next. He chewed mechanically, barely tasting it, while the men ate proper food at the table and talked over him.

“Gonna keep him hogtied tonight,” Hank said between bites. “Plug him up so he don’t leak everywhere. Let him think about what’s coming tomorrow.”

Jeb laughed. “Yeah. Tomorrow we start on that arse proper. See how much it can take before it breaks.”

Travis lit another cigarette, the smoke curling up toward the rafters. “No one’s looking for him yet. By the time anyone notices he’s missing, we’ll have him trained. Maybe even get some pictures to send his mum if he gets mouthy.”

Ollie’s blood ran cold at that. He tried to speak, his voice came out hoarse and cracked. “Please… please, just let me go. I won’t tell anyone. I swear…”

Hank walked over and crouched beside him, one big hand cupping Ollie’s tear-streaked face almost tenderly. “Shh, boy. You’re ours now. Best get used to it.” His thumb brushed Ollie’s lower lip. “You were real sweet in that truck. Real trusting. Made it easy.”

The words hit like a physical blow. Made it easy. Had Hank planned this from the start? The friendly conversation, the sandwich, the offer to rest, had it all been a trap? Ollie’s mind spun with the possibility, but he had no answers, only the growing certainty that he was completely, utterly alone.

Night fell outside the small windows. The cabin grew darker except for the single bulb and the glow of cigarettes. They moved him one last time.

They rolled him onto his stomach on the floor, pulled his arms and legs behind him, and secured them together with rope in a tight hogtie. His back arched painfully, chest and hips pressed to the blanket. Then Hank produced a thick black plug, already slick, and worked it into Ollie’s abused hole with steady pressure. Ollie whimpered at the stretch, fresh tears leaking as the widest part popped inside and his body clenched around the base.

“There,” Hank said, patting his arse like he was praising a dog. “That’ll keep you nice and open for tomorrow.”

They left him like that. Hogtied, plugged, gagged again with a strip of cloth this time. The men settled in for the night, drinking, talking in low voices, occasionally glancing over at him with lazy, satisfied expressions. Ollie lay in the semi-darkness, every muscle cramping, the plug a constant, humiliating presence inside him. His mind wouldn’t stop racing.

No one knows where I am. No one’s coming. This is it. This is how it ends.

He drifted in and out of exhausted, pain-filled sleep, jolting awake whenever one of the men moved or laughed. Each time he woke, the reality crashed back in harder. The friendly trucker from the road was a monster. These men were going to use him until they got bored, or until he broke.

And from the way they talked, breaking him was going to take days.

Outside, the wind moved through the trees. Inside, the cabin smelled of sex and smoke and fear. Ollie closed his eyes and tried not to think about the World Cup, about home, about anything beyond surviving the next minute, the next hour.

He failed.


Chapter Four

Ollie woke to the dull throb of every muscle in his body and the insistent pressure of the thick plug still buried inside him. His arms and legs were still bound behind his back in the tight hogtie, the ropes digging into his skin. The floorboards were hard beneath the thin blanket, and the cabin was cold in the early morning light filtering through the dirty windows. For one brief, merciful second he thought it had all been a nightmare, the truck, the injection, the vaulting horse, the four men. Then the plug shifted slightly as he tried to move, and the ache in his stretched arse brought everything crashing back.

A low groan escaped him before he could stop it. His throat was raw from the previous night’s use, his jaw still stiff. Dried cum and tears crusted his face. The welts on his back and thighs burned with every tiny shift.

Heavy footsteps approached. Hank crouched beside him, beard brushing his shoulder as the big man checked the ropes with casual efficiency.

“Morning, boy,” Hank said, voice still rough with sleep but already carrying that same calm authority. “Sleep well?”

Ollie didn’t answer. He couldn’t. The cloth gag was still in his mouth, though looser now. Hank reached down and pulled it free. Ollie worked his jaw, tasting stale cotton and the faint metallic tang of fear.

“Please…” he rasped, voice barely above a whisper. “Please, just… let me go. I won’t say anything. I swear on my life.”

Hank chuckled, low and amused, and patted Ollie’s marked arse. “You’re not going anywhere, pretty boy. We’ve got plans for this tight little body of yours. Days of ’em.” He straightened up. “Jeb, get that plug out. Let’s see how he’s holding up after his first night.”

Jeb appeared, grinning, and gripped the base of the plug. He twisted it slowly, then pulled. Ollie gasped as it stretched him on the way out, the sudden emptiness almost as shocking as the fullness had been. Before he could even catch his breath, Hank was rolling him onto his stomach and untying the hogtie with practised hands.

They didn’t give him a moment to recover.

Within minutes he was back on the vaulting horse, wrists and ankles cuffed once more, arse raised and presented like it had never left. The position was already familiar in the worst way. Hank stepped up behind him first, cock already hard, and pushed inside without preamble. Ollie cried out, the raw burn flaring hot and immediate. Poppers appeared almost at once, Hank holding the bottle to his nose while he thrust.

“Breathe it in, boy,” Hank ordered. “Deep. Both sides. Makes it easier on that sore little hole.”

Ollie tried to resist, turning his head, but Hank’s free hand gripped his hair and held him still. He inhaled. The rush hit fast, head spinning, body loosening against his will. The stretch became more bearable, his muscles fluttering open around Hank’s cock. Shame burned hotter than the pain. His body was betraying him already.

They rotated through him again that morning. Jeb. Roy. Travis. Each one using his arse while the others watched or held the poppers to his face when he started to tense. The chemical high came in waves, making the world tilt and his hole relax even as his mind screamed. By the time they finished the first round, Ollie was panting, drooling slightly around the renewed ball gag, his skinny body slick with sweat.

They left him bound over the horse while they ate breakfast at the table, eggs, bacon, coffee, talking like it was any normal morning.

“Gonna work on stretching him properly today,” Hank said between bites. “See how much that arse can take before it gives.”

“Fisting?” Jeb asked, interested.

“Start slow. Build him up. He’s got the frame for it, skinny lads open up nice once you get past the resistance.”

Ollie listened in growing horror, tears leaking steadily from his eyes. Fisting. They were going to fist him. He’d seen videos online, knew how extreme it could be. His body was already sore and used; the thought of a whole hand inside him made fresh panic spike.

They didn’t wait long.

After the meal, Hank returned with a bottle of thick lube and more poppers. The others gathered around, holding Ollie steady, hands on his hips, shoulders, spreading his cheeks wider. Hank started with three fingers, working them in alongside his cock for a few thrusts before pulling out and adding a fourth. The stretch was intense, burning, but the poppers kept coming, forced inhales that made Ollie’s head swim and his hole loosen.

“Relax,” Hank murmured, almost gentle. “Push out a bit. That’s it. Good boy.”

Ollie sobbed around the gag as the fourth finger sank in, then the thumb tucked and Hank’s hand began to press forward. The widest part of his knuckles caught at Ollie’s rim, stretching it brutally. Pain flared white-hot. Ollie bucked and thrashed in the cuffs, muffled screams tearing from his throat, but the men held him firm.

“Steady now,” Hank said, voice calm and focused. “Breathe through it. Another hit.”

The poppers bottle was pressed to his nose again. Ollie inhaled desperately, the rush crashing through him, muscles loosening just enough for Hank’s hand to slide past the resistance with a slick, obscene sound. The full width of the knuckles popped inside. Ollie’s eyes rolled back. The sensation was overwhelming, fullness beyond anything he’d ever imagined, pressure against places inside him that made his vision spark.

“There we go,” Hank said with satisfaction, slowly rotating his hand, working deeper. “First fist of many, boy. You’re taking it real nice.”

Ollie could only cry, body shaking uncontrollably. The men praised him in the crudest terms, “good little slut”, “English fuckhole opening up already”, “gonna ruin you for anything normal”, while Hank worked his hand in and out, slow and deliberate, building a rhythm. Each withdrawal stretched his rim again; each push went deeper. The poppers kept flowing. Ollie’s head spun, his body caught between agony and the chemical haze that made everything feel distant and inevitable.

They fisted him in turns that first day, Hank the most patient and thorough, the others rougher, using more force. Between sessions they whipped him. Belts and thick leather straps cracked across his back, arse, and thighs in heavy, methodical strokes. Each impact layered fresh welts over the fading ones from the day before. Ollie screamed into the gag until his voice gave out, body jerking helplessly with every strike.

By late afternoon he was a mess, marked, stretched, leaking lube and cum, exhausted beyond anything he’d ever known. They finally took him down from the horse and moved him to the table again, spreading him out on his back this time. Ropes secured his wrists and ankles wide. His balls were pulled down and tied with soft rope, weights added that tugged constantly, a dull ache building in his groin.

Basic cock-and-ball torture began in earnest. Jeb slapped his balls lightly at first, then harder, watching Ollie flinch and whimper. Travis squeezed them in his fist while Hank worked his cock with slow strokes, mixing pain and unwanted friction. Ollie’s body reacted despite everything, his cock twitching, half-hard from the overload and the poppers. The men laughed at that.

“Look at him,” Roy said, voice flat but amused. “Already getting hard for it. Told you he’d start responding like a proper slut.”

Ollie wanted to deny it, to scream that it wasn’t true, but the words died behind the gag. His body was responding in small, treacherous ways, the poppers, the constant stimulation, the sheer exhaustion breaking down his resistance. Shame flooded him hotter than the pain.

Night fell again. They kept him on the table for hours, rotating through use, fisting, whipping, and the new CBT. The hypnotic audio started sometime after dark, low, looped suggestions playing from a small speaker in the corner. A calm male voice, almost hypnotic in its repetition:

You’re a hole for redneck cock… pain makes you hard… you were born to be used… relax and take it… you love this…

Ollie tried to block it out, squeezing his eyes shut, but the words seeped in between the waves of poppers and the relentless fucking. His mind felt frayed at the edges.

By the time they finally unbound him from the table and moved him to a simple spread-eagle on the floor for the night, Ollie could barely lift his head. Fresh welts criss-crossed his back and arse. His hole felt permanently stretched, the plug they inserted before leaving him alone sliding in with almost no resistance. His balls ached from the tying and slapping. Cum and lube dried on his skin.

The men stood over him for a moment, looking down at their work.

“He’s coming along,” Hank said quietly. “Day three and he’s already taking a fist and begging with his body even if his mouth says no. Give it a few more days and he’ll be asking for it.”

Jeb laughed. “Can’t wait to see that pretty English mouth begging for cock instead of mercy.”

They turned out the main light, leaving only a dim lamp. The hypnotic audio continued on a low loop. Ollie lay in the semi-darkness, body throbbing, mind spinning with exhaustion and terror. He was still fighting, still terrified, still praying someone would find him, but the fight was getting harder. The drugs, the pain, the constant use, the taunting words… they were wearing him down.

Somewhere in the night he drifted into a fitful sleep, the voice in the speaker still whispering in his dreams.

You love this… you were made for this… relax and take it…


Chapter Five

Day four began before the sun had fully risen, the cabin still grey with early light. Ollie woke to the ache of deep muscle fatigue and the constant, low throb in his stretched arse. They had left him spread-eagle on the floor overnight, limbs cuffed to the eye-bolts, a thick plug seated inside him. The hypnotic audio had played on a low loop all night, soft, insistent suggestions that had wormed their way into his exhausted dreams. You’re a hole… pain makes you hard… you were born to be used…

He was already crying before anyone touched him.

Hank was the first to approach, boots heavy on the planks. He crouched, ran a calloused hand over the fresh welts and older bruises mapping Ollie’s pale skin, and smiled faintly beneath the beard.

“Morning, pretty boy. You’re looking well used.” His fingers traced one particularly angry stripe across Ollie’s thigh. “Today we’re going to push you a bit harder. See what that body of yours can really take.”

Ollie shook his head weakly, voice hoarse from the previous day’s screaming. “Please… I can’t… I can’t take any more…”

Hank only chuckled and patted his cheek. “You can. And you will. We’re just getting started on making you ours.”

They released him from the spread-eagle only to reposition him immediately over the vaulting horse again. The cuffs clicked into place with familiar finality. Ollie’s arse was already raised and presented, the plug still buried deep. Hank gripped the base and pulled it out slowly, watching the way Ollie’s hole fluttered and tried to close. It didn’t close much.

“Gaping already,” Hank observed with satisfaction. “Good. Saves us some time.”

The fisting began almost at once.

This time there was no slow build. Hank slicked his hand generously, tucked his thumb, and pushed. The poppers bottle appeared immediately, pressed to Ollie’s nose by Jeb while Travis and Roy held his hips steady. Ollie tried to resist the inhale, but exhaustion and the pressure at his rim made it impossible. He breathed in deep, the chemical rush hitting hard and fast. His head spun. His body loosened. Hank’s knuckles breached him with a slick, wet sound that made Ollie sob.

The hand went deeper than the day before. Hank worked it in past the wrist, then further, twisting and flexing inside him while Ollie’s muffled cries filled the cabin. The fullness was overwhelming, pressure against his prostate, against places that made sparks shoot up his spine even through the pain. His cock, trapped against the leather of the horse, twitched and began to fill despite everything.

“Look at that,” Roy said from the side, voice flat. “Getting hard while he’s got a whole fist up his arse. Told you he was a natural.”

Hank worked his hand in and out in long, deliberate strokes, going deeper each time. Poppers were forced on him whenever Ollie started to tense. The rush made everything blur, the pain, the stretch, the shame of his body responding. By the time Hank finally withdrew, Ollie was shaking, drooling around the gag, his hole left open and twitching.

They didn’t give him long to recover.

Jeb took the next turn with the fisting, rougher, pushing harder, while Hank supervised and kept the poppers flowing. Then Roy. Then Travis. Each man took his time, working Ollie open further, praising him in the crudest terms when his body accepted more. The hypnotic audio was turned up louder in the background now, a steady, looping drone beneath the sounds of grunting and skin on skin.

You love cock… you’re a slut for redneck dick… pain makes you wet… relax and take it… you were made for this…

Ollie’s mind felt frayed. The words kept repeating even when he tried to block them out. His body was betraying him more and more, the poppers, the constant stimulation, the sheer overload breaking down his resistance. He hated the way his cock hardened. Hated the small, involuntary clenches around the invading hands. Hated that part of him was starting to crave the chemical rush that made the pain blur.

The whipping came next.

They used canes this time, thin, whippy lengths of rattan that whistled through the air before landing with a vicious crack. Hank laid the first stripe across Ollie’s already marked arse while he was still being fisted by Jeb. The pain was sharper, deeper than the belts. Ollie screamed into the gag, body jerking hard in the cuffs. Another stripe followed, then another, methodical and heavy, crossing over the welts from previous days.

His thighs were next. Then his upper back. The canes left raised, burning lines that throbbed in time with his heartbeat. Between strokes, the fisting continued. Poppers were shoved under his nose every time he started to fight too hard. The combination, agony from the cane, overwhelming fullness from the fist, dizzy rush from the chemicals, pushed Ollie into a place where his thoughts fragmented. He floated somewhere between terror and unwilling surrender.

“Big party coming up soon,” Hank said conversationally while he caned Ollie’s arse in steady rhythm. “Fifty of the boys. All of them wanting a turn on this pretty English hole once we’ve got it properly trained.”

Ollie’s blood ran cold even through the haze. Fifty. The number hit him like ice. He made a desperate, muffled sound of protest, shaking his head as much as the gag and cuffs allowed.

Hank paused the caning long enough to lean down near his ear. “That’s right, boy. Fifty hungry rednecks who’ve been promised a tight little sissy to use. You’re gonna be the star attraction. Mouth and arse, all night long. Maybe we’ll even let some of them fist you in front of the crowd.”

The others laughed. Jeb added, “Gonna dress him up proper for it too. Make him look like the pretty little whore he is.”

Ollie sobbed harder, the words cutting deeper than the cane. The thought of fifty men, strangers, using him, watching him, breaking him further… it was too much. His mind recoiled, but his body, still under the influence of the poppers and the relentless stimulation, clenched and fluttered around Jeb’s hand.

They kept going for hours.

Fisting sessions blurred into whipping sessions. CBT was escalated, his balls tied tighter with rope, weights hung from them that swung and tugged with every movement or impact. Harder slaps and squeezes made him see stars. Poppers were almost constant during the worst moments, forced into his system until his head spun and his body went pliant. The hypnotic audio never stopped.

You’re a hole for redneck cock… you love the pain… you were born to serve… relax and open up…

By late afternoon Ollie was beyond exhausted. His voice was gone from screaming. His body was a map of fresh welts, bruises, and stretched, puffy flesh. His hole gaped slightly even when empty, unable to close properly after so much use. His cock hung half-hard between his legs, leaking despite the pain and terror. He hated it. Hated every involuntary response. Hated that the men noticed and mocked him for it.

They finally took him down from the horse as the light outside began to fade. This time they didn’t spread him out on the table or floor. Instead they cuffed his wrists behind his back, attached them to a short chain from the ceiling so he was forced to stand bent forward, and added a spreader bar between his ankles. A thick plug, larger than before, was worked into his sore arse. Then Hank produced a small metal chastity cage.

Ollie’s eyes widened in fresh panic as the cold metal was fitted around his cock and balls. The lock clicked shut with a final, damning sound.

“There,” Hank said, giving the cage a light tap. “Keep that pretty little thing locked up until we decide otherwise. Wouldn’t want you getting any ideas about coming without permission.”

They left him like that, bent, plugged, caged, arms stretched up behind him. The hypnotic audio continued. The men settled in for the evening, drinking and talking about the coming party, about how well Ollie was progressing, about what they were going to do to him tomorrow.

Ollie hung in the restraints, body throbbing, mind spinning. The cage felt alien and humiliating around his cock. The plug was a constant reminder of how open they’d made him. Every breath brought another wave of the whispered suggestions from the speaker.

He was breaking. He could feel it. The fight was still there, but it was getting harder to hold on to. His body was learning faster than his mind wanted to admit.

Somewhere in the back of his exhausted, drugged thoughts, a small, traitorous part of him wondered what it would feel like if he just… stopped fighting.

He pushed the thought away violently. But it lingered.


Chapter Six

Day five dawned colder than the ones before. A thin wind rattled the cabin’s single window, and the bare bulb overhead cast harsh shadows across the wooden floor. Ollie hung in the restraints they had left him in overnight, wrists cuffed high behind his back, chained to the ceiling so he was forced to bend forward at the waist, ankles spread by the bar, the thick plug still seated inside him, and the cold metal chastity cage locked tight around his cock and balls. Every muscle ached. The welts from the canes had settled into deep, throbbing bruises. His hole felt permanently loose around the plug.

He had barely slept. The hypnotic audio had played all night, the calm voice repeating its suggestions until they felt like they were coming from inside his own skull. You love the pain… you were made to be used… relax and open… Every time he drifted, the words pulled him back.

Hank was the one who came for him first. He unlocked the chain from the ceiling and let Ollie’s arms drop, then removed the spreader bar. Ollie’s legs trembled as he was guided, half-carried, back to the vaulting horse. They cuffed him over it again, face down, arse raised. The plug was pulled out without ceremony. Ollie made a weak, broken sound at the sudden emptiness.

“Today’s the day we start making some permanent changes, boy,” Hank said, running a hand over Ollie’s marked back. “Something to remember us by when this is all over.”

Ollie’s stomach twisted. Permanent changes. His mind flashed to the worst possibilities before he could stop it.

The others gathered around. Jeb and Travis held his shoulders and hips steady while Roy and Hank prepared something on the nearby table. Ollie heard the clink of metal, the rip of sterile packaging. When Hank turned back, he was holding a sealed packet containing thick-gauge piercing needles and a pair of heavy stainless steel rings.

Ollie’s eyes widened in fresh terror. He shook his head frantically, muffled protests spilling around the ball gag. “No, please, no…”

“Hold him still,” Hank ordered calmly.

They did. Strong hands pinned him down. Hank swabbed Ollie’s left nipple with alcohol, the cold liquid making the sensitive skin tighten. Then he pinched the nipple hard between thumb and forefinger, stretching it out. The needle appeared, long, thick, menacing.

The pain when it went through was shocking. White-hot, sharp, immediate. Ollie screamed into the gag, body convulsing against the cuffs. The needle slid through cleanly, and Hank followed it quickly with the heavy ring, twisting it closed. Blood welled around the new jewellery. Hank wiped it away almost tenderly before moving to the other side.

The second piercing was just as brutal. Ollie sobbed openly now, tears streaming down his face, chest heaving. The rings felt alien and heavy, tugging with every breath. The pain radiated outward in hot pulses. He had never felt anything like it, deliberate, permanent modification of his body against his will.

“Pretty,” Hank murmured, flicking one of the new rings. “Gonna look even better when they’re healed. Or maybe we’ll add more later.”

They didn’t give him time to process. Almost immediately, Roy produced a tray of metal instruments. Urethral sounds, long, smooth, stainless steel rods of increasing diameter. Ollie’s eyes went wide again. He knew what they were. He had seen them in dark corners of the internet. The thought of them going inside his cock made his stomach lurch.

Hank unlocked the chastity cage and removed it. Ollie’s cock, half-hard from the overload and earlier conditioning, lay exposed. Roy swabbed the head with alcohol while Travis held Ollie’s hips down. The smallest sound was lubed and pressed against his slit.

Ollie bucked hard, a muffled scream tearing from him. The cold metal breached him slowly, sliding into his urethra with a burn that was entirely new. It felt wrong, too deep, too invasive. Roy worked it in and out in short strokes, fucking his cock with the sound while Ollie cried and shook. The sensation was overwhelming: pressure, burn, a strange fullness that made his whole body tense.

They increased the size. Each new rod was thicker. The stretch inside his cock was intense, almost unbearable. Poppers were forced on him again, deep inhales that made his head spin and his body loosen slightly. The hypnotic audio was louder now. Hank held a small pendulum in front of Ollie’s face while Roy continued the sounding, swinging it slowly.

“Look at it,” Hank said, voice low and steady. “Watch the pendulum. Breathe. Let the words sink in. You’re a hole. You love being used. Pain makes you hard. You were born for this.”

Ollie tried to look away, but the combination of the poppers, the pain in his nipples and cock, and the exhaustion made it hard to focus anywhere else. The pendulum swung. The voice from the speaker repeated its litany. His body, already conditioned by days of use, began to respond in small, involuntary ways, his cock twitching around the sound, his hole clenching around nothing.

CBT came next. While the sounding continued, Jeb attached clover clamps to his already pierced and sore nipples, the chain between them tugged downward with a small weight. His balls were clamped too, tight, vicious pressure that made him see stars. Travis slapped them lightly at first, then harder, timing the impacts with the thrusts of the sound inside his cock.

Ollie was crying steadily now, body shaking uncontrollably. The pain was layered and relentless: the heavy rings in his nipples, the metal rod fucking his urethra, the clamps biting into his most sensitive flesh, the fresh welts from the previous day being struck again with heavier straps. Poppers kept coming. The smoked drug haze, something sweet and herbal they passed around and blew into his face, added another layer of disorientation.

Through it all, the men talked.

“He’s almost ready,” Hank said while he caned Ollie’s already striped thighs in steady, burning strokes. “Couple more days of this and he’ll be begging for cock instead of mercy. Perfect for the party.”

“Fifty lads are gonna love this one,” Jeb agreed. “Especially once we’ve got him in a dress and wig, looking like the pretty sissy he was always meant to be.”

Ollie made a broken, desperate sound at the word sissy. The future they were describing, pierced, sounded, fisted, dressed up, used by fifty strangers, felt like a nightmare he couldn’t wake from. His mind recoiled, but his body, caught in the chemical haze and the relentless stimulation, kept responding in small, humiliating ways.

They kept him on the horse for hours.

After the initial piercing and the first rounds of sounding, they showed no intention of releasing him. Ollie remained bent tightly over the leather vaulting horse, wrists and ankles cuffed to the legs, his body already trembling from the shock of the thick-gauge needles that had been driven through his nipples and the cold metal rods that had been worked in and out of his urethra. The heavy stainless steel rings now hung from his chest, and every small movement made them tug and swing.

Hank was the first to resume.

While Ollie was still panting and shaking from the last sound being pulled free, Hank slicked his hand and began working four fingers back into his already stretched hole. The fisting was slower this time, more deliberate. Hank twisted his wrist, curling his fingers, pressing deeper than he had before. Because Ollie had already been opened over the previous days, his body yielded more readily. The resistance was still there, but it was weaker. Hank pushed past the knuckles with a wet, obscene sound, and Ollie cried out around the gag as the full width of the hand breached him.

At the same time, Roy picked up one of the thicker sounding rods again.

He didn’t warn Ollie. He simply pressed the cold, lubed tip against the slit of his cock and began to push. The burn was immediate and intense. Ollie’s whole body jerked in the cuffs as the metal slid deeper into his urethra. Roy worked it in and out in short, steady strokes while Hank’s fist moved inside him in counterpoint. The dual invasion was overwhelming. Ollie could feel the pressure of the sound moving inside his cock at the same time as Hank’s fingers pressed against his prostate from within. The sensations collided and overlapped until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

They kept him like that for a long time.

Every so often, one of them would reach up and take hold of the new nipple rings. They tugged on them, not gently. They pulled downward, twisted them slowly, sometimes in opposite directions. The sharp, bright pain from his freshly pierced nipples cut through everything else. Ollie screamed into the gag each time, his back arching as much as the cuffs would allow. The men seemed to enjoy the reaction. They would laugh softly and do it again a few minutes later, timing the tugs with particularly deep thrusts of the sound or twists of Hank’s wrist inside him.

The whipping started again while he was still being fisted and sounded.

Jeb picked up a thin, whippy cane this time. He laid the first stroke across the middle of Ollie’s back, right over already bruised and welted skin. The pain was sharp and immediate. Ollie bucked hard in the cuffs, a raw, muffled scream tearing from his throat. Jeb didn’t pause. He laid another stripe lower, then another, working his way down across Ollie’s arse and the backs of his thighs with methodical, unhurried strokes. Each impact landed on already tender flesh. The cane left thin, raised lines that burned fiercely.

While the cane fell, Travis held the poppers bottle to Ollie’s nose. He didn’t give him a choice. Every time Ollie tried to turn his head away, Travis gripped his hair and forced the bottle against his nostrils.

“Breathe,” he ordered. “Deep. Both sides.”

Ollie inhaled. The chemical rush hit hard and fast. His head spun. His muscles loosened against his will. The burn of the cane and the stretch of the fist and the sound inside his cock all blurred at the edges for a few seconds. It didn’t remove the pain, it just made it feel distant and inevitable. His body accepted the next stroke of the cane with a weaker flinch than before.

The hypnosis never stopped.

They had positioned a small screen on a stand directly in front of Ollie’s face. On it, a simple black pendulum swung slowly back and forth against a dark background. At the same time, the audio continued to play through a speaker somewhere behind him. The calm, steady male voice repeated its suggestions on a loop, layering them over everything that was being done to him.

You are a hole for redneck cock… pain makes you hard… you were born to be used… relax and take it… you love the stretch… you love the burn… you exist to be filled and hurt…

Hank spoke the suggestions aloud sometimes as well, his voice low and steady while his fist moved inside Ollie.

“You love this,” he murmured. “You were made for this. Feel how open you are now. Feel how easy it is to take my hand. That’s what you’re for.”

Ollie tried to resist. At first, he squeezed his eyes shut and tried to block out both the swinging pendulum and the voice. But the poppers kept coming. Every time his resistance started to return, someone would press the bottle to his nose again and force another deep inhale. The chemical haze made it harder and harder to hold onto his thoughts. The voice seeped in between the waves of pain and the overwhelming fullness inside him.

Hours passed like that.

They cycled through the different torments without ever fully stopping. One moment Roy would be working a thicker sound in and out of Ollie’s cock while Hank fisted him. The next, they would pull the sound free and someone else would take over the fisting while Jeb caned his back and thighs again. They tugged and twisted the new nipple rings constantly, using the pain as another layer of stimulation. Every so often they would pause the physical torment just long enough to make him watch the pendulum and listen to the audio without distraction, reinforcing the suggestions while his body was still trembling and open.

Ollie floated in a strange, fractured space between agony and unwilling surrender.

At first his cries had been loud and desperate, even through the gag. His body had fought hard against the cuffs, muscles straining, back arching. But as the hours dragged on, the sounds grew weaker. His screams became hoarse, broken whimpers. His struggles grew feebler. He still jerked when the cane landed on particularly tender skin, and he still moaned when the sound moved inside his cock or Hank’s fist twisted deeper, but the fight was draining out of him.

His body was accepting more.

The fisting went deeper than it had before. Hank was able to work past the wrist now with less resistance. When he curled his fingers and pressed against Ollie’s prostate, Ollie’s cock would twitch and leak even while the sound was still inside it. The pain from the cane and the tugging on his nipple rings no longer made him thrash as violently. Instead, his body would tense and then slowly relax again, almost as if it was learning to ride the pain rather than fight it.

The suggestions kept sinking in.

Every time the voice on the audio said you love being used, Ollie found himself moaning softly around the gag without meaning to. When Hank told him to relax and take it while working his hand deeper, Ollie’s body would push back slightly against the fist instead of trying to pull away. The triggers were taking root even while his mind still recoiled in horror at what was happening to him.

At one point, they removed the gag entirely for a while. Ollie’s jaw was stiff and aching. Before he could even try to speak, Hank fed his cock into his mouth. While Hank fucked his throat, Roy continued to work a sound in and out of his cock and Jeb caned his back. Ollie gagged and choked, tears streaming down his face, but he didn’t bite down. He didn’t fight the cock in his mouth the way he once would have. His body simply endured.

They put the gag back in after a while and continued.

The light outside the small windows gradually changed. What had been late afternoon became evening. The single bare bulb in the cabin cast harsh shadows across Ollie’s sweat-slicked, marked body. He had lost all sense of time. There was only the endless cycle of pain, fullness, chemical haze, and the relentless voice telling him what he was.

You are a hole… you were made to be hurt and filled… pain makes you hard… you love this… relax and surrender…

Ollie’s cries had become little more than weak, broken sounds. His struggles had reduced to small, involuntary twitches. His body hung in the cuffs, open and used, accepting whatever they gave him with less and less resistance.

And still they kept going.

Hank’s fist moved steadily inside him. The sound slid in and out of his cock. The cane landed across his back and arse. Fingers tugged and twisted the new rings in his nipples. The pendulum swung in front of his face. The voice whispered its suggestions into his exhausted, drugged mind.

Ollie floated.

Somewhere in the space between the agony and the chemical haze, something inside him was quietly, unwillingly, beginning to give way. His body was learning. His mind was fracturing. And the hours on the horse continued, relentless and unhurried, breaking him down one layer at a time.

By the time they finally released him from the horse, the sun was low again. They didn’t bother with the chastity cage this time. Instead they plugged him, cuffed his wrists in front of him, and chained him to a ring in the floor near the wall so he could only kneel or lie down. A blanket was thrown over him. Food and water were given, forced down while he was still shaking from the day’s torments.

Hank crouched in front of him before leaving him for the night.

“Tomorrow we start turning you into something pretty,” he said, voice almost gentle. “Makeup. Lingerie. The whole works. You’re gonna look real nice for the boys when they come.”

Ollie stared at him through swollen, tear-reddened eyes. He wanted to beg, to fight, to do anything but accept what was coming. But his voice was gone, and his body was too exhausted to do more than tremble.

Hank patted his cheek. “Sleep if you can, pretty boy. You’re doing so well.”

The men turned out most of the lights. The hypnotic audio stayed on low. Ollie curled on the blanket as much as the chain allowed, the new nipple rings tugging with every movement, his cock sore from the sounding, his arse plugged and aching. The words from the speaker whispered in the dark.

You love this… you were made for this… relax and take it…

He closed his eyes and tried to hold on to the last pieces of himself.

They were slipping.


Chapter Seven

Day six felt different from the moment Ollie opened his eyes.

He was still chained to the ring in the floor, the blanket tangled around his bruised and marked body. The new nipple rings tugged with every small movement, a constant reminder of the needle that had gone through him the day before. His cock was sore from the sounding, his arse plugged and aching, his skin a map of welts, bruises, and the faint pink lines from the canes. The chastity cage had been left off overnight, but his cock remained soft and sensitive from the metal rod that had fucked it.

The hypnotic audio had played all night. Even in sleep, the calm voice had whispered its suggestions into his dreams. You are a sissy slut… you exist to be used and hurt… pain makes you hard… you love redneck cock… relax and accept it…

When Hank came to unchain him, Ollie didn’t fight. He was too exhausted, too sore, too deeply conditioned by days of relentless use. His body moved where it was guided, back to the vaulting horse, wrists and ankles cuffed once more, arse raised and presented like it belonged there.

They started with hypnosis before the first round of fucking.

Hank positioned a small screen in front of Ollie’s face while Jeb and Travis held his head steady. The screen showed a simple, swinging pendulum against a dark background. The audio was turned up louder than before, the voice steady and inescapable.

“Watch it,” Hank ordered, one big hand resting on the back of Ollie’s neck. “Breathe deep. Let the words in.”

Poppers were pressed to his nose. Ollie inhaled without resistance this time. The rush hit fast, making his head spin and his body loosen. The pendulum swung. The voice repeated its litany.

You are a pretty little sissy… you were born to take cock… pain turns you on… you love being our fucktoy… relax and present yourself… you exist for our pleasure…

Ollie tried to close his eyes, but hands forced them open. He tried to turn his head, but the grip was too strong. The words sank in between the chemical haze and the exhaustion. His body responded before his mind could stop it, a low, involuntary moan escaped around the gag as his hole clenched around nothing. His cock, still sore, twitched and began to fill.

Hank noticed immediately. “There it is,” he said with satisfaction. “The triggers are starting to work. Good boy.”

They fucked him while the hypnosis continued.

Hank took him first, thrusting deep while the audio looped and the pendulum swung. Every time Ollie started to tense, poppers were forced on him and the suggestions were repeated aloud by the men. You love this… you were made for this… His body opened. His moans grew louder, less purely pained and more mixed with something else. Shame burned through him, but he couldn’t stop the sounds.

They rotated. While one man fucked him, another held the pendulum or adjusted the screen. The suggestions grew more specific.

You are our English sissy slut… you will beg for cock… you will present your arse and mouth without being told… pain makes you wet… you were born to be dressed up and used…

Ollie caught himself moaning at the word sissy. His body pushed back against the cock inside him without conscious thought. The realisation made fresh tears spill down his face. He was losing control of his own reactions. The conditioning was taking root faster than he wanted to admit.

They kept him on the horse for most of the morning, mixing heavy fisting, more sounding, and targeted whipping with the ongoing hypnosis. Every time a new trigger was planted, present your arse, open your mouth, thank us for using you, they tested it immediately. Ollie found himself arching his back, pushing his plugged hole out, without meaning to. When they removed the gag to fuck his throat, he opened his mouth wider than necessary, a broken sound escaping that wasn’t entirely protest.

By midday they released him from the horse and moved him to the table. This time they dressed him in something new.

Tiny pink panties were pulled up his legs and settled over his caged, or rather, now uncaged but soft, cock. The lace felt alien against his skin, humiliating in its femininity. A simple black collar was buckled around his throat, the word SLUT embossed on the front in silver letters. They made him stand and walk in small circles while they watched, commenting on how the panties framed his marked arse, how the collar made him look owned.

“Look at our pretty little sissy,” Jeb said, grinning. “Already starting to fill them out nice.”

Ollie’s face burned. He wanted to rip the panties off, to tear the collar away, to scream that he wasn’t any of those things. But his body stayed where it was put. When Hank told him to bend over and present, he did it, slowly, shakily, but without being forced. The shame was overwhelming.

They used him in the panties. Fucked him through the thin lace until it was soaked and ruined. Sounded his cock while he wore them. Whipped his arse over the fabric so the welts showed through. The hypnosis continued in the background, the suggestions now including the clothing.

You love wearing panties… you feel right in lace and collars… you are our dressed-up fucktoy…

Ollie caught himself moaning again when they called him sissy. His cock twitched inside the ruined panties. His hole clenched greedily around the fingers stretching him. He hated it. He hated how his body was learning faster than his mind could resist.

The afternoon was more of the same, physical torment layered with deepening psychological conditioning. Extended fisting while he wore the panties and collar. CBT with the clamps attached to his new nipple rings. Heavy whipping that left fresh stripes over the old ones. Poppers and the mild smoked haze kept him floating. The visual hypnosis was used again, this time with a screen showing simple text commands mixed with the swinging pendulum.

Present. Open. Beg. Accept. You are a sissy. You love being used.

By evening Ollie was a wreck. His body was covered in fresh marks. The panties were torn and stained. The collar felt like it belonged there. His mind felt frayed at the edges, the suggestions looping even when the audio was off. He caught himself arching his back when Hank walked past, presenting without being told. The look of approval on Hank’s face made something twist inside him, shame and something dangerously close to relief.

They left him on the table, wrists and ankles cuffed wide, the ruined panties still on, the collar buckled tight. Before they turned out the lights, Hank crouched beside him one last time.

“Tomorrow we make you pretty for real,” he said, voice low and certain. “Makeup. Wig. Proper lingerie. The full sissy treatment. You’re almost ready for the party, boy. Fifty men are gonna love what we’ve turned you into.”

Ollie stared at him, eyes glassy with exhaustion and tears. He wanted to beg, to fight, to say no. But the words wouldn’t come. His body was too conditioned, his mind too full of the whispers that had been planted there over six days.

They didn’t let him rest.

Instead of leaving him chained to the wall for the night, Hank looked down at Ollie’s exhausted, marked body and shook his head.

“Not yet,” he said. “We’re not done with you tonight. Big day tomorrow, but we’ve still got time to play.”

Ollie’s eyes widened in fresh dread. His body was already trembling from hours of use. The tiny pink panties were soaked and torn, the collar felt heavy around his throat, and every inch of him ached. He shook his head weakly.

“No… please, I can’t… I need to sleep…”

Hank ignored him. He nodded to Jeb, who disappeared for a moment and returned carrying a small glass pipe and a little clear bag of crystals. Ollie’s stomach dropped the second he recognised what it was.

Meth.

He started shaking his head harder, panic cutting through his exhaustion.

“No. No, please, no hard drugs. I don’t do that. Please, don’t…”

“Relax,” Hank said calmly, crouching in front of him. “It’s our own product. Good shit. Clean. None of that street garbage. You’ll feel fucking incredible, girl. Wide awake. Horny as hell. Exactly what you need right now.”

Ollie kept begging, voice hoarse and cracking. “Please… I don’t want it. Please don’t make me…”

They didn’t listen.

Travis grabbed his hair and yanked his head back while Hank packed the pipe. Jeb held Ollie’s jaw open. Hank brought the pipe to his lips.

“Big breath in,” Hank ordered. “Hold it.”

Ollie tried to turn away, but they held him firm. The flame touched the bowl. Thick, acrid smoke filled his mouth and lungs as he was forced to inhale. The taste was harsh and chemical. They made him take three long hits in quick succession, holding each one until his lungs burned.

The rush hit almost instantly.

It was violent. A white-hot surge of energy exploded through his body. His heart started hammering. His eyes flew wide open. Every nerve ending lit up. The exhaustion vanished in seconds, replaced by a raw, desperate, almost painful horniness that made his caged cock strain uselessly against the metal. His skin felt electric. His hole clenched around the plug like it had a mind of its own. The fear was still there, but it was now mixed with something much stronger, an overwhelming, drug-driven need.

Ollie let out a broken, involuntary moan.

Hank smiled and patted his cheek. “There she is.”

They didn’t waste any time.

They dragged him off the floor and bent him back over the vaulting horse, re-cuffing his wrists and ankles. The tiny skirt was flipped up, the ruined panties pulled down just enough to expose him. Hank pulled the plug out and immediately shoved three fingers inside, working them roughly while Ollie moaned like a whore from the meth rush.

“Fuck… please…” Ollie gasped, the words spilling out before he could stop them. “Please… I need it. I need cock. Please fuck me…”

The men laughed.

“Look at that,” Jeb said. “One hit and she’s already begging like a proper little meth whore.”

They took turns fucking him hard and fast while the meth kept him wide awake and desperately horny. Every thrust sent sparks of intense pleasure-pain through his overstimulated body. He moaned and begged without shame, the drugs stripping away what little resistance he had left.

“Please… harder… use me… I need it so bad…”

At one point Hank pulled out and stepped around to Ollie’s head. He gripped his hair and tilted his face up.

“Open your mouth, girl.”

Ollie obeyed instantly, mouth falling open around the ring gag they’d put back in. Hank aimed his cock and let go. A hot, bitter stream of piss flooded Ollie’s mouth. He gagged and tried to turn away, but Hank held him in place.

“Swallow it,” Hank ordered. “Every drop.”

Ollie choked and swallowed as fast as he could, piss running down his chin and soaking the front of the pink bra. The taste was strong and humiliating. The meth made everything feel sharper, the degradation, the warmth, the way his body kept clenching and twitching with unwanted arousal.

They didn’t stop there.

They waterboarded him with piss.

Travis and Roy held his head back over the edge of the horse while Hank and Jeb took turns pissing directly into his open mouth and over his face. They poured it slowly, letting it fill his mouth and nose until he was sputtering and struggling to breathe. Every time he tried to turn his head, they held him still and kept going. Piss ran into his eyes, up his nose, down his throat. He coughed and gagged, tears streaming, while the meth kept him painfully alert and horny through the entire ordeal.

All the while they kept fucking him.

Someone was always inside his arse, sometimes two fingers, sometimes a cock, sometimes working towards another fist. They tugged on his nipple rings, slapped his caged cock, and caned his already marked arse while he was being used and degraded. The meth made every sensation overwhelming. He moaned and begged between gasps for air, the words pouring out of him in the trained sissy voice.

“Please… fuck me… use my sissy pussy… I need more… please piss in me again…”

They kept him like that for a long time, high, desperate, and completely at their mercy. The combination of the meth rush, the relentless fucking, the piss, and the constant humiliation pushed him deeper into that fractured space between horror and surrender. His body responded to everything now. He arched his back and presented without being told. He opened his mouth eagerly when they brought their cocks near his face. He moaned like a bitch in heat every time they hurt him.

Eventually, when they’d used him until even the meth couldn’t completely mask his exhaustion, Hank finally stepped back.

He patted Ollie’s piss-soaked, tear-streaked cheek.

“Sleep if you can,” he said. “Big day tomorrow.”

The men left him in the semi-darkness. The hypnotic audio stayed on low. Ollie lay spread out and marked, the collar heavy around his throat, the torn panties clinging to his piss-wet skin. His body was still twitching from the meth and the hours of use. The suggestions continued to whisper in the dark.

You are a sissy slut… you were born to be dressed up and used… you love this… relax and accept it…

He closed his eyes.

Somewhere in the haze between waking and sleep, he caught himself arching his back again, presenting his plugged arse to the empty room.

The triggers were working.


Chapter Eight

Day seven began in the cold grey light of early morning. Ollie woke still chained to the ring in the floor, the blanket tangled around his bruised body. The heavy nipple rings tugged with every breath. His arse ached around the thick plug they had left inside him overnight, and the welts from the previous day’s caning throbbed beneath the thin blanket. The hypnotic audio had played on a low loop all night, the calm voice repeating its suggestions until they felt carved into his skull.

You are a pretty sissy slut… you love being dressed up and used… pain makes you wet… you were made for this…

When Hank came to unchain him, Ollie didn’t resist. He was too exhausted, too sore, and too deeply conditioned after six days of relentless use. His body moved where it was guided.

“You’re becoming our pretty girl today,” Hank said as he unlocked the cuffs. His voice was calm, almost conversational. “Full transformation. Shaved smooth, painted up like a proper slut, dressed in lace and heels, and trained until you don’t even have to think about it. By tonight you’ll look like the sissy we’ve been building.”

Ollie’s stomach dropped at the words, but his body gave a small, involuntary clench around the plug. He hated how automatic the reactions were becoming.

They started with shaving.

Ollie was led to the large metal tub in the corner. Warm water was poured over him while Jeb and Travis held him steady. Shaving cream was lathered across his legs, chest, underarms, and groin. The razors moved in slow, deliberate strokes. Every pass of the blade over his skin felt like another layer of his old self being stripped away. When they reached his arse and balls, Ollie whimpered, trying to close his legs, but strong hands held him open.

“Keep still, girl,” Jeb said. “Good sissies are smooth for cock.”

The humiliation burned hotter than the razor nicks. By the time they finished, his skin was pale, smooth, and completely hairless. The new nipple rings stood out starkly against his bare chest. He felt exposed in a way that went beyond nakedness.

Next came the makeup.

They sat him on a sturdy chair and cuffed his wrists behind his back. Brushes, sponges, and tubes of makeup appeared on the table. Hank took the lead, working with surprising care. Heavy foundation was smoothed over Ollie’s skin, erasing every trace of stubble and exhaustion. Bright, glossy pink lipstick was applied thickly, then blotted and reapplied until it looked deliberately overdone. Heavy black eyeliner and mascara made his eyes look huge and vulnerable. Shimmering pink eyeshadow was blended across his lids, and blush was brushed high on his cheekbones.

When they were finished, they held up a small mirror.

Ollie stared. The face looking back at him was unmistakably feminine, exaggerated, slutty, and painted for one purpose only. Tears welled in his eyes, threatening to ruin the mascara, but Hank simply dabbed them away with a tissue.

“Don’t smudge it,” Hank said. “Good girls keep their makeup perfect.”

The dressing came next, slow and deliberate.

Pink lace panties were pulled up his smooth legs. The front stretched obscenely over the chastity cage they locked on him with a quiet, final click. A matching pink bra was fastened around his chest, the cups pushing the new nipple rings into prominence. Fishnet stockings were carefully rolled up his legs and clipped to a black garter belt. A tiny pleated pink skirt that barely covered the tops of his stockings was zipped into place. Sheer black thigh-highs followed. Then came the long platinum blonde wig, carefully positioned and pinned so it framed his painted face. Finally, strappy pink heels were buckled onto his feet, forcing an arch that made his calves burn and his posture change completely.

The final touch was the pink collar with SISSY written in glittery letters across the front.

Ollie stood trembling in the full outfit. The heels made every small shift unsteady. The skirt rode up with the slightest movement, exposing the lace tops of the stockings and the locked cage beneath the panties. The bra felt tight and alien against his chest. The wig was heavy and unfamiliar. He felt ridiculous. Exposed. Completely owned.

And yet his body still reacted, a small, shameful twitch inside the cage.

Training began immediately and without mercy.

“Walk for us, girl,” Hank ordered.

Ollie tried. The heels forced small, mincing steps and an exaggerated sway of his hips. The men watched critically, correcting him with sharp taps of the crop across his thighs or the backs of his calves whenever his posture slipped or he walked like a man.

“Smaller steps. Swing those hips. Back straight. Eyes down.”

He walked back and forth across the cabin floor again and again until the movement started to feel less foreign. Every time he got it right, they praised him in the crudest terms.

“Look at that pretty little sway,” Jeb said. “Almost like a real girl.”

“Curtsy,” Travis ordered next.

Ollie bent his knees, trying to remember the motion from old films and half-remembered etiquette. The skirt flared and rode up, exposing more of the panties. They made him repeat it over and over, correcting the depth of the bend, the position of his hands, the angle of his head, until it looked sufficiently submissive.

“Voice,” Hank said. “Breathy. Soft. High. Like a good little sissy.”

Ollie’s first attempts came out hoarse and broken from days of screaming. They made him repeat phrases until his voice cracked and reformed into the high, breathy tone they wanted.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Please use my sissy pussy, Sir.”

“Thank you for fucking me, Sir.”

“I’m a pretty English sissy for you, Sir.”

Every time he slipped back into his normal voice, the crop landed. Every time he got it right, they praised him and made him say it again.

Oral training followed.

They produced a large, realistic dildo mounted on a stand and made him kneel in front of it in the heels and skirt. While one man held his head and forced him to take it deeper, another flipped the skirt up and whipped his exposed arse with the crop. The panties were pulled aside just enough for fingers to push inside him while he gagged and drooled around the silicone cock.

“Deeper,” Hank said, one hand resting on the back of Ollie’s wig. “Good girls don’t gag. They take it all.”

They fucked him repeatedly while he remained in the full sissy outfit.

Bent over the vaulting horse, skirt flipped up around his waist, panties pulled to the side, he was used while still wearing the heels, stockings, bra, and wig. The contrast between the feminine clothing and his marked, pierced, shaved body made every thrust feel more humiliating. They rotated through him, commenting on how pretty he looked getting fucked, how the wig bounced with every impact, how the skirt looked when it was bunched up over his reddening arse.

Photos and videos were taken throughout the day. Close-ups of his painted face stretched around a cock. Shots of the locked cage visible beneath the pink lace. Images of his arse being fisted while he wore the full outfit. Hank documented everything with clinical care.

“For the party invites,” he said with a grin.

Hypnosis ran constantly in the background. While they dressed him, trained him, and fucked him, the audio played on loop and the men repeated the suggestions aloud, layering them over every act.

You are a pretty sissy slut… you love wearing lace and heels… you exist to be dressed up and used… pain and cock make you happy… you were made for this… you love being shown off…

Ollie found himself repeating some of the phrases in the breathy voice without being prompted. His body presented when told. His mouth opened on command. His arse pushed back into the thrusts. The triggers were firing more automatically with every passing hour.

By late afternoon, Hank crouched in front of him while Ollie was on his knees, deepthroating the dildo under the steady rhythm of the crop.

“The big party is the day after tomorrow,” Hank said quietly. “You’re going to look real pretty for the guests. Mouth and arse open all night. You’re almost ready, girl.”

Ollie made a broken, desperate sound around the dildo. Fresh tears spilled down his cheeks, cutting tracks through the heavy makeup.

By late afternoon they moved into the final brutal preparation sessions, determined to break him in completely before the party.

Ollie was still fully dressed in the sissy outfit, tiny pink skirt bunched around his waist, torn fishnets, stained panties pulled aside, bra, wig, and heels. They had him bent over the vaulting horse again, wrists and ankles cuffed wide. The chastity cage remained locked. They started with extended fisting while they caned his already striped arse and thighs, then moved on to sounding and heavy CBT.

But they saved the worst for last.

Hank and Roy brought over a thick piece of wood and positioned it beneath Ollie’s caged balls. They unlocked the chastity cage and pulled his balls down, stretching them over the wood. Travis and Jeb held his hips and legs steady while Hank picked up a long, sterilised nine-inch nail and a hammer.

Ollie’s eyes went wide with pure terror when he realised what they were about to do.

“No…please…please don’t…!” he begged, voice high and panicked in the trained sissy tone. “Please, I’ll be good…I’ll do anything…just not that…!”

Hank ignored him completely. He lined the sharp point of the nail up against the centre of Ollie’s right testicle, pressing it firmly into the stretched skin. Ollie thrashed in the cuffs, begging and sobbing, but the men held him down without mercy.

The hammer came down.

The first blow drove the nail through the sensitive flesh of his testicle with a sickening, wet crunch. The pain was instant and blinding. Ollie’s scream was deafening, a raw, agonised wail that echoed off the cabin walls. His whole body convulsed violently in the restraints as the nail was hammered deeper, pinning his testicle firmly to the wood beneath it.

They didn’t stop at one blow.

Hank continued hammering in steady, deliberate strikes, driving the long nail all the way through until the head sat flush against his stretched ball and the point was embedded deep into the wood. Blood welled up around the entry wound. Ollie’s screams were continuous and shattering, his voice cracking and breaking as he howled in agony. Tears poured down his face, completely ruining his heavy makeup.

Only when the nail was fully driven in did they finally stop.

Ollie hung in the cuffs, shaking uncontrollably, still screaming and sobbing. Every tiny movement sent fresh waves of white-hot pain through his pinned testicle. The men stepped back to admire their work for a moment.

“Fuck, listen to her scream,” Jeb said with a grin. “Proper broken now.”

They left the nail in place for several long minutes while Ollie continued to cry and shake. Only then did Hank finally grip the nail and work it back out, slow and deliberate. Fresh blood ran down Ollie’s thigh as the nail was removed. They quickly cleaned and bandaged the wound, then re-locked the chastity cage over his swollen, injured balls.

By the time they finally stopped, Ollie was shaking with exhaustion. His arse was red, puffy, and gaping slightly around the plug they reinserted. His makeup was ruined again from crying. The chastity cage felt tighter than ever against his damaged testicle. Every small movement made the torn fishnets rub against fresh welts, and the new piercing pain in his ball throbbed with every heartbeat.

They left him fully dressed for the night.

The tiny pink skirt, torn fishnets, stained panties, bra, wig, and heels stayed on. The chastity cage remained locked over his injured balls. A larger plug was seated inside his sore, caned arse. His wrists were cuffed in front of him and chained to the wall so he could only kneel or lie on the blanket.

Before they turned out the lights, Hank crouched in front of him one last time.

“Tomorrow we polish you up even more,” he said. “Make sure you’re perfect. Sleep if you can, pretty girl. Big days ahead.”

The men left him there in the semi-darkness. The hypnotic audio stayed on. Ollie lay curled on the blanket, still fully dressed in the ruined sissy outfit, the chastity cage pressing against his freshly pierced and nailed testicle, the torn fishnets clinging to his welted thighs. His body throbbed with pain in places he had never imagined could hurt this badly.

He closed his eyes, tears still leaking down his ruined face.

The audio continued to whisper in the dark.

You were made for this…

Somewhere in the haze between waking and sleep, he caught himself whispering one of the trained phrases in the breathy sissy voice.

“Thank you for making me pretty…”

The words came easier now. The day after tomorrow, the party would begin.


Chapter Nine

Day eight began with Ollie waking up in agony.

He was still fully dressed in the ruined sissy outfit from the night before. The tiny pink skirt was twisted around his waist, the fishnet stockings torn in several places, and the pink lace panties were stiff with dried cum and piss. His makeup was a smeared mess across his face, and the platinum wig had slipped sideways during the night. The chastity cage remained locked, but the real pain came from his right testicle.

The memory of the nail being hammered through it hit him the second he moved. A deep, throbbing, sickening pain radiated from his balls. The wound had been roughly cleaned and bandaged before they left him, but the bandage had shifted during the night. Every tiny shift of his body sent fresh waves of pain through his groin.

He lay curled on the blanket, whimpering softly.

When the men finally came for him, Hank was the first to check the damage.

They unchained him from the wall and laid him on his back on the table, legs spread and held open. Hank carefully removed the old bandage. The puncture wound through his right testicle was red, swollen, and still oozing slightly. Ollie hissed in pain as Hank prodded around the injury with gloved fingers.

“Looks angry,” Hank muttered. “But it went through clean.”

He cleaned the wound again with antiseptic, making Ollie cry out and try to close his legs. The men held him down while Hank applied fresh antibiotic ointment and rebandaged it tightly. The new bandage was snug, pressing against the swollen flesh.

Once that was done, Hank cupped Ollie’s left testicle in his hand, examining it carefully. He rolled it between his fingers, squeezing lightly as if testing the weight and feel.

“What do you reckon?” he asked the others without looking up. “Should we do this one too? Even it out?”

Jeb laughed immediately. “Fuck yeah. He took the first one like a champ. Might as well finish the job while we’re at it.”

Travis grinned. “Yeah, do the other one. Looks weird having just one done.”

Roy nodded in agreement. “Go on. He’s already crying. Might as well make it match.”

Ollie’s eyes went wide with fresh terror. He started shaking his head frantically.

“No…please…no, please don’t…please, I can’t take it again…”

Hank continued rolling the untouched testicle between his fingers for a long moment, considering it. Ollie held his breath, trembling violently, tears already spilling down his ruined makeup.

Eventually, Hank gave the left ball a final squeeze and let it go.

“Nah,” he said. “Not today. We’ll leave this one for now. Give the right one time to heal up a bit first.” He patted Ollie’s thigh. “Wouldn’t want him passing out on us before the party, would we?”

The other men laughed, but they didn’t push it. Hank seemed to have the final say.

They re-locked the chastity cage over his injured balls, the metal pressing against the fresh bandage. Ollie let out a shaky, relieved sob.

From that point on, the pain in his right testicle became a constant, throbbing presence throughout the day.

They kept him in the full sissy outfit while they trained him. Every time he was made to walk in the heels, curtsy, or present his arse, the movement tugged at the bandaged wound and sent sharp flares of pain through his groin. When they bent him over for use or fisting, the pressure on his balls made him whimper and cry. The men seemed to enjoy it. They deliberately made him move in ways that aggravated the injury, laughing every time he gasped or sobbed.

Despite the pain, the training continued relentlessly.

They drilled him in serving, posing, and begging. They made him walk back and forth in the heels while carrying a tray, correcting his posture with sharp taps of the crop across his thighs. Every time the crop landed near his arse or thighs, the jolt travelled straight to his injured testicle. He learned to keep his voice soft and breathy even while tears ran down his face.

Hypnosis played constantly in the background. While they fucked him, fisted him, and caned his already marked arse, the suggestions were layered on top of everything.

You are a pretty sissy slut… pain makes you wet… you were born to be used… relax and take it… you love being hurt…

The meth from the night before had long since worn off, but the conditioning remained strong. Even through the pain in his balls, Ollie found himself presenting automatically when told, opening his mouth on command, and moaning in the trained sissy voice when they used him.

They spent hours on oral training while he was still in the outfit. They made him deepthroat the mounted dildo while one of them caned his thighs and another tugged lightly on the bandage over his wounded testicle, just enough to make him scream around the silicone cock. Every time he tried to pull away, they pushed his head back down and told him good girls didn’t stop until they were told.

By the afternoon, they moved into the final brutal preparation sessions.

They kept him dressed while they worked him over.

Extended fisting while the skirt was bunched around his waist. Heavy caning across his arse and thighs until the skin was glowing red and hypersensitive. More sounding while the panties were pulled down. Intense CBT that deliberately focused around the bandaged testicle, squeezing the cage, pressing against the wound through the bandage, making him sob and beg.

But the worst came at the end.

They brought out the plug.

It was monstrous. Far larger than anything Ollie had ever seen or taken before, thicker than two fists side by side, with a heavy, bulbous head and a wide, flat base. The men held it up in front of him so he could see it clearly, turning it slowly so the light caught on the thick veins moulded into the black silicone. Ollie’s eyes widened in genuine horror.

“No… please… that’s too big… please, I can’t…”

They ignored him.

They positioned him on his back on the table with his legs held wide apart and pulled up toward his chest. The tiny pink skirt was flipped up around his waist and the ruined panties were pulled down just enough to expose him completely. Hank coated the massive plug in thick lube while the others kept him pinned down.

They started slow, but even the tip was a struggle.

Hank pressed the blunt head against Ollie’s already stretched and puffy hole and began to push. Ollie screamed the second it started to stretch him. The pain was immediate and overwhelming, far worse than anything they had fisted into him before. His body fought it hard, muscles clenching and shaking as he begged and sobbed.

They didn’t stop.

For nearly an hour they worked on getting it inside him. They took turns holding him down while one of them steadily pushed, twisted, and rocked the massive plug against his resisting hole. Every few minutes they would add more lube and push again, forcing it a little deeper each time. Ollie’s screams were constant and deafening. He thrashed in their grip, tears pouring down his face and ruining what was left of his makeup. The pain in his bandaged testicle flared every time his body jerked, but it was nothing compared to the brutal stretch in his arse.

The men loved his screams.

They laughed and encouraged each other as Ollie howled, commenting on how pretty he sounded when he was really suffering. Every time he let out a particularly loud, broken scream, they would praise him and push the plug a little harder.

“Look at her scream,” Jeb said with a grin. “Fuck, that’s hot.”

Eventually, after what felt like an eternity of agony, the widest part of the plug finally breached him with a wet, obscene pop. Ollie let out one final, shattered scream as the rest of it slid inside, his hole stretched brutally wide around the thick neck before closing around the base. The flat base sat flush against him, completely sealing him.

He lay there shaking and sobbing, the massive plug forcing his insides to rearrange around it. Every breath made the pressure shift inside him. The men stepped back to admire their work.

“Fuck, that looks good in her,” Travis said.

They left it in while they finished the rest of the session. They caned his thighs and arse around the base of the plug, tugged on his nipple rings, and pressed against the bandage on his testicle just to hear him cry. Ollie could do nothing but sob and take it, the enormous plug making every movement feel like fresh torture.

By the time they finally stopped, Ollie was shaking with exhaustion. His arse was red, puffy, and stretched obscenely around the base of the massive plug. His makeup was ruined again from crying. The chastity cage felt tighter than ever against his bandaged testicle. Every small movement made the torn fishnets rub against fresh welts and sent fresh flares of pain through his groin and stretched hole.

Through it all, they reminded him what was expected the following night.

“Tomorrow night,” Hank said while he slowly worked his hand deeper into Ollie’s stretched hole, “fifty men are coming. You will be on the horse or on your knees the entire time. Your mouth and arse will be available to anyone who wants them. You will thank every single man who uses you. You will beg for more when they slow down. You will take whatever they give you, cock, fists, whips, anything. Do you understand, girl?”

Ollie nodded desperately through his tears, the pain in his testicle making his voice shake. “Y-yes, Sir… I understand…”

“Say it properly.”

“I… I’ll be a good sissy for them. I’ll take every cock… every fist… I’ll thank them all and beg for more…”

They made him repeat it again and again while they used and hurt him.

By the time they finally stopped for the night, Ollie was shaking with exhaustion and pain. His right testicle throbbed constantly beneath the tight bandage and chastity cage. His arse was red, puffy, and gaping around the plug they reinserted. His makeup was ruined again from crying. The torn fishnets rubbed against fresh welts with every movement.

They left him fully dressed once more.

The tiny pink skirt, torn fishnets, stained panties, bra, wig, and heels stayed on. The chastity cage remained locked over his injured balls. A larger plug was seated inside him. His wrists were cuffed in front of him and chained to the wall so he could only kneel or lie on the blanket.

Before they turned out the lights, Hank crouched in front of him.

“Tomorrow night you become exactly what we’ve been training you to be,” he said. “The pretty English sissy at the centre of everything. Make us proud, girl.”

Ollie looked up at him through swollen, tear-reddened eyes. His voice came out small and broken.

“Yes, Sir… I’ll try…”

Hank patted his cheek. “I know you will.”

The men left. The hypnotic audio started again on loop. Ollie curled on the blanket in the semi-darkness, the tiny skirt riding up, the chastity cage pressing painfully against his bandaged testicle, the torn fishnets clinging to his welted thighs. His body throbbed with exhaustion and pain.

He closed his eyes.

The audio whispered in the dark.

You were made for this…

And somewhere in the haze, Ollie caught himself whispering back in the trained sissy voice.

“Yes… I was made for this…”


Chapter Ten

The cabin had never felt so small.

By late afternoon on day nine, vehicles began arriving, battered pick-up trucks, old muscle cars, and a few larger rigs. Men climbed out in groups, laughing and talking loudly, their voices carrying through the trees. They were exactly what Ollie had been dreading: rough, bearded, redneck types in work boots, faded jeans, and flannel or faded band T-shirts. Some were in their thirties, others in their fifties and sixties. All of them looked like they belonged to the same world as Hank and his three friends.

Ollie was already in position. They had spent the morning polishing him. Fresh makeup had been applied, even heavier and slutter than before. The platinum wig was brushed and pinned perfectly. The tiny pink skirt, fishnet stockings, garter belt, and pink lace panties were all clean and in place. The chastity cage was locked tight. A ring gag had replaced the ball gag, forcing his painted mouth wide open. His wrists were cuffed to the front legs of the vaulting horse, his ankles to the back, so he was bent tightly over it with his arse raised and completely accessible. The new nipple rings glinted under the lights. A large plug stretched his hole.

Hank stood beside him, one hand resting possessively on Ollie’s lower back.

“Showtime, pretty girl,” Hank said quietly, running a possessive hand down Ollie’s back. “Remember everything we trained you for. You’re going to make us proud.”

Before Ollie could respond, Hank nodded to Roy. The other man stepped forward with a small syringe already prepared. Ollie’s eyes widened in immediate recognition and fear.

“No… please, not again…” he started, but Hank simply gripped the back of his neck, keeping him still over the vaulting horse.

“Easy,” Hank murmured. “Just a little something to keep you nice and lively for the boys. You’re gonna need it.”

Ollie tried to pull away, but with his wrists and ankles already cuffed to the horse, there was nowhere to go. Roy swabbed a small patch on his upper arm and slid the needle in without hesitation. Ollie gasped as the meth entered his system.

Within seconds the rush hit him… hard.

A violent, electric surge flooded his body. His heart began pounding violently against his ribs. The exhaustion from the morning’s preparations vanished in an instant, replaced by a raw, desperate, almost painful horniness. Every nerve felt lit up. His caged cock strained uselessly, and his hole clenched greedily around the plug still inside him. The fear was still there, but it was now drowned beneath a powerful, drug-driven need.

Ollie let out a shaky, involuntary moan as the men began arriving.

Through the open door he could already see more vehicles pulling up. The smell of beer, cigarettes, and engine oil began to fill the cabin as the first group of rough, bearded men walked in, laughing and talking loudly. Their eyes immediately found him… bound, dressed, plugged, and already twitching from the fresh hit of meth.

Hank gave his arse a firm pat.

“There we go,” he said with satisfaction. “Now you’re ready for them.”

Ollie’s heart hammered against his ribs. He could already see more men arriving. The smell of beer, cigarettes, and engine oil began to fill the cabin as the first group walked in.

They stopped when they saw him.

“Well fuck me,” one of them said with a low whistle. “You weren’t lying, Hank. That’s a real pretty English sissy you got there.”

Hank grinned. “Told you boys we had something special. He’s been in training all week. Fully broken in and ready.”

The men circled the horse slowly, commenting on every detail, the heavy makeup, the locked cage visible beneath the pink lace, the nipple rings, the way his arse was already presented and plugged. Hands reached out to grope and squeeze without asking permission. One man tugged lightly on a nipple ring. Another ran a rough palm over Ollie’s caged cock through the panties.

Ollie trembled but stayed in position. The training held. His body remained presented even as panic clawed at his chest.

Hank clapped his hands once. “Alright, lads. We’ll start the show. After that, he’s all yours.”

The core four took their turn first.

Hank went first, as always. He pulled the plug out slowly, letting everyone see how Ollie’s hole stayed open for a moment before trying to close. Then he unzipped and pushed inside in one steady thrust. Ollie moaned around the ring gag, a high, breathy sound that made several of the watching men laugh and adjust themselves.

While Hank fucked him, Jeb stood in front and fed his cock through the ring gag. Ollie took it automatically, the training kicking in even through his terror. Travis and Roy took turns whipping his back and arse with leather straps while he was being used from both ends, layering fresh stripes over the fading marks.

The demonstration lasted nearly an hour. By the time they finished, Ollie was already drooling around the ring gag, his makeup beginning to smear, and his arse was leaking cum down the inside of his thighs.

Then the crowd took over.

It happened fast.

Men lined up on both sides of the horse. Some were already stroking themselves as they waited. The first stranger stepped up behind Ollie and pushed in without any preamble. Another moved to his head and fed his cock through the ring gag. Spitroasting began immediately.

Ollie’s world narrowed to sensation and sound.

The constant stretch and thrust in his arse. The taste of different men on his tongue. The smell of sweat, beer, and unwashed bodies. Rough hands groping his body, squeezing his caged cock, tugging on his nipple rings, slapping his marked arse. The sound of laughter, crude comments, and the wet slap of skin on skin.

“Fuck, this one’s well trained,” one man grunted as he fucked Ollie’s mouth. “Takes it like he was born for it.”

“Pretty little English whore,” another said while he waited his turn. “Look at those nipple rings. Hank really did a number on him.”

Poppers were pressed to Ollie’s nose at regular intervals. The chemical rush made his head spin and his body loosen, allowing the men to fuck him harder and deeper. Someone produced a bottle of something stronger and blew the smoke into his face between thrusts. The combination kept him floating in a hazy, overwhelmed state.

The lines moved steadily.

Men took turns in his arse and mouth. Some were rough, pounding him hard and fast. Others took their time, grinding deep and commenting on how loose and well-used he already was. A few of the bolder ones fisted him while the others watched and cheered. Ollie cried out around whatever cock was in his mouth as a thick forearm worked into him, but the sound only seemed to encourage them.

Tortures were layered on throughout the night.

While one man fucked his arse, another whipped his back and thighs with a belt. Someone attached clamps to his nipple rings and tugged on the chain in time with the thrusts. Another man produced a set of sounding rods and worked one into Ollie’s caged cock while he was being fucked from behind, the cold metal sliding in and out in time with the cock in his arse.

Temporary play piercings appeared. Needles were pushed through the skin of his arse cheeks and the head of his caged cock while men continued to use him. The sharp bursts of pain cut through the haze, making him jerk and moan. The men laughed and praised how well he took it.

“Jesus, he barely even fights,” one man said admiringly while he waited for his turn. “Whatever you did to him this week really worked.”

Ollie lost track of time.

Hours passed in a blur of bodies, cocks, fists, pain, and chemical haze. Cum leaked from his arse and ran down his thighs. More was shot onto his face and into his open mouth. His makeup was completely destroyed, mascara running in black streaks, lipstick smeared around the ring gag. His wig was askew. The tiny pink skirt was bunched uselessly around his waist. The fishnets were torn to shreds.

His body kept responding.

Even through the exhaustion and overwhelm, the conditioning held. He presented his arse when hands spread him. He opened his mouth wider when a new cock approached. Small, broken moans escaped him in the trained sissy voice whenever the poppers hit. Part of him hated it. Part of him had stopped fighting days ago.

At some point the energy in the room shifted.

A group of men, including Hank and the other three, decided they wanted to do something more permanent to their new toy while the rest of the crowd continued using him. They un-cuffed Ollie from the vaulting horse and dragged his limp, cum-covered body over to a sturdy wooden table in the corner. They laid him on his back, pulled his legs up and spread them wide, and secured his wrists above his head. Someone yanked the ruined pink panties down and off completely, leaving his caged cock and swollen, bandaged balls completely exposed.

Hank picked up a long, sterilised nine-inch nail.

Ollie’s eyes widened in fresh horror when he realised what was about to happen. He started shaking his head weakly, voice hoarse from hours of screaming.

“No… please… not again… please…”

They ignored him.

Hank lined the nail up against his untouched left testicle and drove it straight through with the hammer in three hard, deliberate strikes. The nail punched through the sensitive flesh and into the wood of the table beneath with a sickening crunch. Ollie’s scream was deafening, a raw, shattered wail that cut through the noise of the party. His whole body arched violently against the restraints as fresh blood welled up around the nail.

They didn’t stop there.

Using the existing hole from the night before, they worked the other testicle back through the old wound and hammered a second nine-inch nail through it as well, pinning both of his balls flat to the table. Ollie’s screams were continuous and shattering. Tears poured down his face as he thrashed and sobbed, the pain so intense it made his vision white out.

Once both testicles were nailed down, they brought out a box of thick, sharp tacks.

Fifty of them.

One by one, they hammered the tacks through the stretched skin of his scrotum, spreading it out and pinning it flat to the wooden table. Each tack was driven in with a single hard strike. By the time they finished, his scrotum was stretched wide and held completely immobile by the grid of tacks, his nailed testicles on full display. Blood ran in thin rivulets down the sides of the table.

Throughout the entire process, other men continued to use him.

While his balls were being nailed and tacked down, someone was still fucking his mouth through the ring gag, and another man was working a fist into his stretched arse. Ollie screamed around the cock in his throat as the hammer came down again and again. The men using him seemed to enjoy the vibrations of his screams.

Once his scrotum was fully tacked down, Hank stepped between his spread legs and began fisting him again, hard and deep, while Ollie continued to scream. The combination of the brutal fisting and the immobilised, nailed testicles pushed him into a new level of agony. His body jerked and convulsed with every thrust of Hank’s arm.

They kept him like that for a long time.

Men took turns stepping up to the table. Some pissed directly onto his pinned and stretched balls. Others tugged on the nails or pressed down on the tacks just to hear him scream louder. Photos and videos were taken constantly, close-ups of his nailed and tacked scrotum, his face twisted in agony around whatever cock was in his mouth, his arse stretched wide around fists and cocks.

Eventually, when they were satisfied, they removed the nails and tacks.

Fresh blood ran freely from the wounds. Then, while Ollie was still sobbing and shaking, they pushed thick, long permanent piercings through both testicles, heavy gauge bars that went straight through the damaged flesh and were secured with large balls on either end. The piercings were left in place, ensuring his testicles would remain pierced forever.

Only then did they unstrap him from the table and drag him back to the vaulting horse for the rest of the night.

At some point he became aware that men were taking photos and videos on their phones. He didn’t have the strength to care.

The gangbang lasted deep into the night.

By the time the last of the guests began to leave, Ollie was barely conscious. He hung over the vaulting horse, cum-drenched, marked with fresh welts and needle tracks, his arse gaping and leaking, his caged cock sore from sounding and impact. His eyes were glassy and unfocused. Drool and cum ran from the corners of his mouth around the ring gag.

Only the core four remained.

They finally un-cuffed him from the horse and laid him on the blanket on the floor. Someone removed the ring gag. Another person gently cleaned his face with a wet cloth. A blanket was thrown over him. Hank crouched beside him and stroked his tangled wig.

“You did good, girl,” he said quietly. “Real good. They all loved you.”

Ollie made a weak, broken sound. His voice was completely gone.

Hank gave him a small sip of water and wiped more cum from his cheek.

“Sleep if you can,” he said. “We’ll sort you out properly in the morning.”

The four men moved around the cabin, cleaning up bottles and ashtrays, talking in low voices. Ollie lay on the blanket, too exhausted to move, the events of the night replaying in fragments behind his closed eyes.

Fifty men. He had taken every one of them, and somewhere in the exhausted, conditioned haze of his mind, a small voice whispered that he had done exactly what he was trained to do.

The cabin grew quiet.

Ollie drifted into a fitful, cum-stained sleep, still wearing the ruined sissy outfit, the chastity cage locked, his body aching in places he didn’t know could hurt. Tomorrow, everything would change, but tonight, he was exactly what they had made him. A pretty, well-used English sissy, and the night was finally over.


Epilogue

Morning light filtered through the dirty cabin windows when Ollie finally stirred.

His body felt like it had been run over by one of Hank’s trucks. Every muscle ached. His arse was sore and puffy, still slightly open from hours of use. Fresh welts and cane marks criss-crossed his back and thighs. The heavy nipple rings tugged with every breath. His cock was tender inside the chastity cage, and dried cum flaked on his skin wherever the ruined sissy outfit had been pulled aside during the night.

He was still wearing most of it.

The tiny pink skirt was twisted around his waist. The torn fishnets clung to his legs. The pink lace panties were stained and stretched. The platinum wig had slipped sideways during sleep. Only the ring gag had been removed.

Hank was already awake, sitting at the table with a mug of coffee. When he noticed Ollie stirring, he stood and walked over, crouching beside him.

“Morning, pretty girl,” he said quietly. “You took quite the pounding last night.”

Ollie made a weak sound. His voice was completely gone.

Hank reached down and gently brushed a strand of the tangled wig from his face. “Time to get you cleaned up. Your train leaves in a few hours.”

They helped him up. His legs were unsteady in the heels. The other three men were already moving around the cabin, clearing away the worst of the mess from the night before. No one spoke much. The atmosphere had shifted from the intense dominance of the previous days into something quieter.

Hank led him to the small bathroom at the back of the cabin. The water was only lukewarm, but it felt good against his sore skin. Hank washed him carefully, wiping away dried cum and sweat, gently cleaning around the new nipple rings and the locked cage. When he was done, he unlocked the chastity cage and removed it. Ollie’s cock hung soft and sensitive between his legs.

“Leave the panties and stockings on,” Hank said as he handed Ollie a towel. “Under your normal clothes. I want you wearing them on the train.”

Ollie looked at him for a long moment, then nodded. The request didn’t surprise him. After everything, it almost felt right.

They gave him his original clothes back, the faded England football shirt, his jeans, and his worn trainers. Ollie pulled the jeans on over the pink lace panties and torn fishnet stockings. The contrast felt strange and intimate. The soft lace against his skin, hidden beneath the denim. The England shirt went on over his bare chest, the fabric brushing against the heavy nipple rings. He looked almost normal again. Almost.

Hank watched him dress with quiet satisfaction.

“Ready?” he asked.

Ollie nodded.

The drive to the small rural train station took nearly an hour. Ollie sat in the passenger seat of Hank’s truck, staring out at the passing trees and fields. His body ached with every bump in the road. The panties and stockings felt like a secret against his skin. The nipple rings pressed against the inside of his England shirt.

For a long time, neither of them spoke.

Eventually Hank broke the silence.

“So,” he said, eyes on the road. “Did it live up to your fantasy?”

Ollie turned his head slowly. His voice was still rough, but it had returned enough to speak.

“Everything,” he said quietly. “It was everything we talked about. The pickup. Waking up tied over that horse. The four of you. The drugs, the poppers, the hypnosis. The piercings. The sounding. Being turned into your sissy. The party last night…” He swallowed. “Fifty men. All of it.”

Hank glanced over at him, a small smile tugging at the corner of his mouth beneath the beard.

“You were perfect,” he said. “Took everything we gave you like you were made for it. The boys are still talking about you this morning.”

Ollie let out a tired laugh that turned into a wince when it pulled at his sore muscles.

“I was terrified at first,” he admitted. “Really terrified. When I woke up that first day… I thought it was real. That you were actually going to keep me or kill me or something.” He looked down at his hands. “But that made it better. Hotter. Knowing it was you the whole time, even when I was scared… it made every part of it perfect.”

Hank reached across and rested one big hand on Ollie’s thigh, squeezing gently.

“We planned it for weeks,” he said. “Every detail. The route. The sedative dose. The cabin. The three lads. The guest list for last night. Safe signals. Aftercare. All of it. You never once used a signal. You just took it.”

Ollie nodded. “I didn’t want to stop. Even when it hurt. Even when I was exhausted. I wanted all of it.”

“So,” he said, glancing over. “How do you like the testicle piercings?”

Ollie let out a tired, slightly broken laugh. He shifted carefully in his seat, feeling the weight of the thick bars inside the jeans.

“They hurt like fuck,” he admitted honestly. “Especially after… everything else they did to them last night.” He paused, then added more softly, “But I like them. They feel… permanent.”

Hank nodded, looking pleased.

“Good. That was the idea.” He kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting casually on his thigh. “I got trained by a proper piercing expert before we did any of that. Spent a couple of weekends with him learning exactly where it was safe to put the nails and the bars without causing any real long-term damage. Didn’t want to fuck you up for good, just wanted to give you something you’d feel every time you moved for a while.”

Ollie turned his head to look at him. Even through the exhaustion, there was genuine surprise in his voice.

“You planned that too?”

“Course I did,” Hank said with a small shrug. “We talked about extreme CBT and permanent marks in the messages, remember? I wasn’t going to wing something like driving nails through your balls. Wanted to make sure it was done right.” He glanced over again, a faint smirk under his beard. “You screamed like hell though. The boys loved it.”

Ollie let out another tired laugh, shaking his head.

“Yeah… I remember.” He was quiet for a moment, then said, “It was a lot. All of it. But it was exactly what I wanted. Even the parts that scared me.”

Hank reached over and gave Ollie’s thigh a firm squeeze.

“You took it like a champ. Every single bit of it.” His voice was low and satisfied. “The piercings, the tacks, the fisting while you were nailed down… all of it. You were perfect.”

Ollie didn’t reply straight away. He just looked out the window for a few seconds, feeling the ache between his legs and the weight of the thick bars through his testicles. Despite everything, a small, genuine smile tugged at the corner of his mouth.

“I’m glad you planned it properly,” he said quietly. “Makes it feel… safer, somehow. Even when it was fucking brutal.”

Hank chuckled.

“Exactly. That’s the whole point of this kind of play. Push you right to the edge, but know exactly how far is too far.” He gave Ollie’s thigh another squeeze. “You did good, pretty boy. Real good.”

They drove in comfortable silence for a while. The landscape gradually changed from deep woods to more open countryside. Ollie could feel the lace of the panties against his skin every time he shifted in the seat. The stockings rubbed lightly against the inside of his jeans. The England shirt felt strangely normal over the hidden evidence of what had been done to him.

Hank spoke again after a few minutes.

“So,” he said. “You heading straight back to England after the match? Or you got time to play again before you fly home?”

Ollie turned to look at him. Despite the exhaustion, despite the ache in his body and the lingering soreness in his arse, a slow smile spread across his face.

“Depends how well England do against Croatia,” he said. “If they crash out early, I might have some free time on the way back. Or I could always ‘hitchhike’ again.”

Hank chuckled, low and warm.

“I was hoping you’d say that.”

He pulled the truck over onto the shoulder of the quiet road. For a moment they just looked at each other. Then Hank leaned across and kissed him, slow, deep, and unhurried. Ollie kissed him back without hesitation, tasting coffee and the faint trace of tobacco.

When they pulled apart, Hank rested his forehead against Ollie’s for a second.

“You were incredible,” he said quietly. “Best week I’ve had in years.”

“You too,” Ollie whispered.

Hank kissed him once more, then put the truck back into gear and continued toward the station.

They arrived with twenty minutes to spare. Hank walked him to the platform, one heavy arm draped around Ollie’s shoulders. The small station was nearly empty. A single train idled on the track, heading toward the host city.

Before Ollie boarded, Hank pulled him into another kiss, longer this time, one hand resting on the small of his back, right over the hidden lace of the panties.

“Call me after the match,” Hank said against his lips. “Doesn’t matter how they do. I want to hear from you.”

“I will,” Ollie promised.

Hank gave his arse a gentle squeeze through the jeans, then stepped back.

Ollie climbed onto the train. He found a seat by the window and sat down carefully, wincing slightly at the lingering soreness. The England football shirt felt familiar against his skin. Underneath the jeans, the pink lace panties and torn fishnet stockings still clung to him, a secret reminder of everything that had happened over the last ten days.

The train pulled away from the small rural platform with a low rumble. Ollie settled into his seat by the window, wincing slightly as his sore arse met the cushion. The England football shirt felt familiar against his skin, but underneath the jeans, the pink lace panties and torn fishnet stockings still clung to him, a deliberate, intimate reminder of everything that had happened over the last ten days.

His body ached in a dozen different places. The heavy nipple rings pressed against the inside of his shirt. His hole still felt open and used. Yet despite the exhaustion and the lingering soreness, a deep, satisfied warmth sat in his chest.

He waited until the train had been moving for nearly twenty minutes before pulling out the cheap burner phone Hank had given him. He stared at it for a long moment, then scrolled to a saved number and pressed call.

It rang twice before she answered.

“Hi honey,” Ollie said, his voice still rough from days of use.

There was a soft laugh on the other end. “Well, look who finally decided to call his wife. I was starting to think you’d forgotten about me.”

Ollie smiled tiredly, leaning his head against the window. “Sorry. I meant to call sooner, but it’s been… crazy. Absolutely mental.”

“I bet it has,” she replied, amusement clear in her voice. “How was the business meeting? You said it might run long.”

“It did,” Ollie said, playing along with the cover story they’d both used. “Went well though. Sorted everything out. Then I met up with some of the boys afterwards. You know how it is.”

She hummed knowingly. “And now you’re on the way to the match?”

“Yeah. Just got on the train. Should be there in a couple of hours.” He shifted in his seat, feeling the lace of the panties move against his skin beneath his jeans. “How about you? How’s Italy treating you?”

“Lovely,” she said. “The girls and I have been having a brilliant time. Wine, sunshine, far too much pasta. I didn’t call you either, so we’re even. I didn’t want to bother you if you were busy with work and the football.”

Ollie chuckled softly. “Fair enough. You having a good time though?”

“I am. Very good.” There was a brief pause, then her tone shifted, lighter, but with a playful edge. “So… what about Hank and his boys? Did they fuck you hard?”

Ollie froze for a second, phone pressed to his ear. His heart gave a surprised little jump.

“You know?” he asked, genuinely caught off guard.

There was a bright giggle on the other end of the line.

“Sissy,” she said fondly, “I’ve seen the videos. All of them. Hank sent me a few while it was happening. I love them. God, you looked so pretty in that pink outfit. The way you were taking it…” She let out another soft laugh. “I want to watch in real life next time.”

Ollie felt the tension drain out of his shoulders. He relaxed back into the seat, a slow, genuine smile spreading across his face. The surprise melted into something warm and relieved.

“Any time,” he said, voice soft but certain. “Any time you want.”

There was a pleased hum from his wife.

“Good,” she said. “Because I’ve already told the girls I might be extending my trip by a few days. Depends how England do against Croatia, of course.”

Ollie laughed quietly, the sound tired but happy.

“Depends how they do,” he agreed. “But… yeah. We can make it work.”

They talked for a few more minutes, light, easy conversation about nothing important. When they eventually said goodbye, Ollie slipped the phone back into his pocket and stared out of the window at the passing countryside.

Underneath his England shirt and jeans, the lace panties and fishnet stockings still rested against his skin. His body carried the marks and piercings from ten days of carefully planned, brutally intense play. And now his wife, who had known the entire time, wanted to watch it happen in person.

Ollie closed his eyes and let the steady rhythm of the train carry him forward.

He was sore.

He was marked.

He was already looking forward to the next time.
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