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Blair
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The girl dangles in the beam’s stale shadow, arms pulled straight above her head by a cheap nylon rope, wrists lashed so tight that the skin around them has already begun to purple. Her toes barely skim the cold concrete, and she claws at the air with painted nails chipped to the cuticle. 

Her name, in the moments before, was Blair, but memory is a box too heavy for her in this position, so she exists only in pulses: the sharp ache in her shoulders, the flood of her own breath behind the gag, the throb of blood vessels in her skull. 

She opens her eyes. The first thing she sees is the bulb. One ragged filament, a congealed blob of light in a metal cage that drags down every shadow in the basement. She blinks, tries to adjust, but her brain keeps looping back to the same three-second question: How did I get here? She’s in a uniform—pleated blue skirt, sleeveless white blouse buttoned all the way up. It’s the same outfit she wore last night, she thinks, but her head is thick with static, and her mouth tastes like the inside of a latex glove.

She tries to spit, but her tongue bumps up against rubber and her teeth can’t separate. The gag—black, smooth, big enough to stretch her jaw—makes any sound a garbled whine. Blair tries anyway. The effort only shoves saliva past the gag and down her chin, where it pools in the hollow of her throat. Her body is volcanic: hot, wet, and shaking with the aftershock of fear.

She looks down. Her knees knocked together, calves trembling, legs a little bow-legged from the strain. The rope harness bites under her armpits and winds around her ribcage in wide, rough bands. 

Blair’s body—brown as burnt sugar, a perfect, obscene hourglass—has never looked so exposed to her. Her long black hair is matted to the side of her face, tangled from the hanging and sweat. Even in the half-dark, she can see bruises rising on her wrists like new planets.

The walls are concrete, pocked and unpainted, graffiti and old poster tape. The smell is wet leather and bleach. Scattered on the workbench behind her, a lineup of implements: thick rubber paddles, belts in every color, and dildos, most enormous, some affixed to suction cups or harnesses, others studded with metal or grotesque knots. A few things Blair doesn’t recognize—something that looks like a cattle prod, coiled ropes, a hand drill.

A noise above—heavy feet and a scrape of something metal against wood. She twists at the sound, but the rope is unyielding and her shoulders scream in protest. Blair’s mind trips over itself: the way she can’t move, the way her body hangs for someone else’s gaze, the certainty that whoever comes down those stairs is not her friend.

She starts to swing, a slow arc, as the footsteps pause at the top of the staircase. Blair closes her eyes. She listens. Two voices, maybe three. Low, men’s voices, and laughter at the edge of hearing. The clatter of a lock, and the door at the head of the stairs opens. The voices get louder. Boots on stairs now, the careful step of men who have all the time in the world.

They enter together a parade of three, each in a ski mask and nothing else. Shirtless, barefoot, skin shiny with sweat, and every cock already thick and flushed. They don’t bother to hide their bodies—if anything, they show off, flexing as they take their time down the stairs. The tallest walks up first, smirking around a toothpick, and gives her a long, appraising stare.

“Do you watch the news?”

Blair’s heart stops. 

No. Please.

The look of horror on her face tells it all.

“That’s right. That’s us. This is not going to turn out well for you.”

Blair starts to scream. The news. Reports of young women being abducted. Tortured. Raped. Tossed in trash dumpsters. Six so far.  Two didn’t make it. Tortured. Raped. 

She howls in panic and starts to kick. She is only 19.

The second one, thick-necked and hairy, drags a red rubber paddle along the metal railing. The third hangs back, hands in pockets, watching Blair like she’s a meal just out of the oven.

The tallest drops the toothpick, steps right up to her, and runs a hand along her cheek. His palm is rough, his nails are bitten down to nubs. Blair flinches and tries to twist away, but the rope swings her back like a pendulum. The hand closes around her chin, turning her face to the light, and his thumb presses hard against the cleft of her gag. The man grins, and behind the mask his eyes crinkle in delight.

“Look at this,” he says, and his voice is sharp, with an edge of amusement. “She’s awake. Bet she’s scared as shit.”

The hairy one grunts in agreement. He sets the paddle on the workbench, like a chef sharpening knives before dinner. The third man circles her slowly, dragging a finger along her exposed shoulder, down the curve of her bicep, and back up to trace the rope burn. Blair can’t see him, but she feels his breath against her neck, the way his chest presses against her back for a moment.

The tallest man bends to her ear. “You know why you’re here?” he asks. Blair shakes her head, eyes wide, and makes a sound—somewhere between a sob and a growl. He chuckles, then slaps her cheek just hard enough to sting, fingers lingering at the end of it.

The men keep circling, slow and methodical. Blair thrashes, kicks her legs, but her body is leaden and her muscles betray her. The third man grabs one ankle and tugs her foot out, admiring the lines of her calf, then lets go to watch her swing. Every time she stops moving, one of them sets her in motion again, watching her skirt flutter up to show the black panties underneath.

Her skin prickles as they touch her, poke her, prod at the rope knots and squeeze her thighs. The hairy one slides his finger under the hem of her blouse, tickling up her side, then digs his thumb into her ribcage. The other two laugh. Blair starts to sob, shaking her head violently, but the gag muffles it all into a desperate, animal sound.

The tallest holds up a phone and takes a picture. The flash blinds her, leaves a white ghost floating in her vision. He tilts the phone for the others to see. The hairy man lets out a whistle, then palms her ass and squeezes so hard she yelps through the gag. The third kneels in front of her, staring up, hands on his own cock. “She’s fucking beautiful,” he says, not even hiding his awe.

They all stroke themselves now, slow, almost lazy. The men talk, sometimes to her, sometimes to each other, as if she’s just a new toy they’re figuring out. “Look at these tits. You ever see a body like that?” “Nah, man, she’s one in a million.” “I bet she screams when we start.”

The tallest moves to the workbench and returns with a knife. Blair freezes, eyes wide, breath coming in ragged gulps. He flicks the blade open with a practiced snap, then slips it under the collar of her blouse. The other men step back, giving him room, watching hungrily. He cuts through the buttons one by one, slow, savoring the sound as the fabric parts down the center. When he’s done, he pulls the blouse open, exposing her chest. Her nipples are hard, goosebumps running along her skin. 

He takes the knife and slides the flat of it under the band of her bra, then cuts. The elastic snaps and the bra falls, leaving her breasts bare in the cold air. He steps back, admires his work, then peels the rest of the blouse off her shoulders, careful not to slice her skin. The hairy man grabs the skirt and yanks it down, bunching it at her knees and then slicing through the waistband. The pleats flutter to the ground.

Blair’s body is naked now, save for the gag and the ropes, every inch on display. The men close in, touching, squeezing, talking about what they’ll do next. Blair thrashes again, but it’s pointless. The rope creaks and her arms feel like they’ll tear out of the sockets. Her panic is a tsunami—she can barely breathe, barely think. The tallest man cups her face and whispers, “You ready? You better scream for us, girl. Scream as loud as you can.”

He’s not disappointed. When the first slap lands, Blair’s shriek blasts through the gag, ricochets off the concrete, and fills the basement. The three men all smile.

-Part Two-

Blair’s screams echo off the concrete like animal calls. The men don’t bother with words; they circle her, hands everywhere at once, slapping and kneading, fingers digging into her flesh with deliberate, practiced rhythm. 

Her breasts become a battleground—one-man cups and squeezes, another pinches and rolls the nipple until it stands out, dark and impossibly hard. The third simply stands behind her, one palm flat on her belly, the other tracing the curve of her lower back to her ass.

She tries to twist away, but the ropes dig deeper, and her wrists are going numb. The tallest man laughs and grabs the back of her hair, yanking her head up so her neck stretches out, jaw flexed beneath the gag. He runs his tongue up the side of her face, slow and obscene, then licks her ear in a long, deliberate stroke. 

Blair’s eyes squeeze shut. The hairy one clamps his hands around her hips and dry humps her, grinding his cock against the outside of her thigh. The third circles to the front and shoves two fingers into her mouth alongside the gag, pulling her lips apart even farther.

She’s crying hard now, wetting the gag, spitting and tears running down her neck and pooling in her collarbones. The men take their time, groping, sucking, slapping, all the while narrating her body in crude detail—how her tits bounce when they smack her, how her stomach flexes when they dig into her sides, how “fucking gorgeous” she looks with her ass bared and helpless. The hairy man squats down, spreads her thighs, and bites the inside of her leg, leaving a row of teeth marks in the soft skin. The pain brings a new scream out of her, high and sharp.

The men step back, and Blair thinks maybe it’s over, but they’re only making room for the next act. The tallest picks up a wide leather strap from the workbench, its edges frayed and stained from use. He snaps it in the air, testing the weight, and grins. The other two do the same, each with a different color and thickness. Blair shakes her head, the only protest she has left. The men line up, and the first strike lands across her stomach, a sharp whip that leaves an instant red welt.

The second one hits her thighs, just above the knees, and her legs buckle. The third targets her ribs, wrapping the strap around her body so the end kisses her back with a slap. Each hit is deliberate, spaced so she can feel every second of the burn before the next comes. Blair thrashes, but the effort is useless. The tallest man calls out a count—one, two, three, four, five—and by six Blair is screaming so loud her voice is hoarse.

The men switch to her back. The hairy one grips her jaw to keep her steady as the others whip her from shoulders to waist, each stroke a precise line of agony. Blair sobs and drools and pisses herself, hot urine streaming down her legs and pooling under her feet. The men howl with laughter, clapping and cheering as the floor grows slick. The hairy man leans in, wipes her tears with his thumb, then licks it clean. “Fucking beautiful,” he says, and slaps her ass for emphasis.

They save her ass for last. The men trade out the straps for thick, rubber paddles—one red, one black, one transparent. Blair’s ass cheeks are already red from earlier, but now they become the sole target. The tallest man rears back and delivers the first blow. It’s a full-body swing, the paddle landing flat and hard. Blair’s scream is a ragged gurgle, barely more than a gasp. The next man follows, then the third, each strike spaced so the pain has time to blossom before the next one lands.

After ten strikes, her ass is purple/black in the center, fading to red at the edges. After fifteen, she stops making noise—her eyes roll back and her chin drops to her chest. The men keep going anyway, counting out loud, alternating paddles, until Blair’s body hangs limp and shuddering from the rope.

When they’re satisfied, the hairy man lets out a long, contented sigh. “She’s done,” he says, and the others agree
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