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I willingly traveled all the way across town to meet some guy I had texted about 

our mutual interest in ballbusting. I ended up being overpowered, my wrists 

were tied behind my back and I found myself on my knees in front of him. The 

basement air was hot and smelled of blood and cum.
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I feared this would be the last place I ever lived to see… 
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…especially when I saw the 

skull on the guy’s belt buckle.
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I wondered why he had tied 

my wrists behind my back. 

Then he give me a hint.
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I fell to the floor because of nut pain. He laughed at 

me. Then for no reason he suddenly stopped laughing.
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"Wow, your tattoo. You in a gang?" he wanted to know. "Nah, got this when I was in the Marine Corps," I replied from the floor. He surprised me with how gently he helped me get to 

my feet. “Really love that skull," he said as he moved in close and put both arms around me caressing my neck and face as he studied my tattoo up close. It caught me off guard how 

quickly he switched from kicking my balls to holding me so erotically. He said to me, "Two skulls together. My buddies will especially enjoy meeting a young Marine like you."
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"Who?" I asked. He replied, “Not saying any names. Just guys like me. Played college football together. Now we got my basement here for our private fun." 

He pulled out his phone and seemed proud to show me this picture:
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A second guy, an African American with a Louisiana accent, showed up at the basement. He was 

very generous with his time. He kept punching my gut with his thick, unmerciful fists while the first 

guy restrained me. "Wonder how much this Marine can take?" he asked aloud. 

“Hey, you remember the last Marine we had down here in our basement? He came across as so 

tough. Would not do what we wanted. I used your phone and shot a picture of him at the very end.”
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The picture they showed me of the Marine switched me 

immediately into survival mode. I instinctively had to do all I 

had to do in that basement. There was no other choice for me
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After I proved my value to the two 

men in that basement, a third one 

showed up. I figured I was doomed. 

With a booming, deep voice he 

shouted, "I'm the quarterback. These 

other two guys? Nothing. Useless." 

He touched my face and examined 

me closely as if I were his private 

livestock.
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Then the quarterback barked 

his orders at me: "Over here 

on the stairs. Grab my cock 

and keep punching my balls 

until I shoot. Nothing and 

Useless can help you if they 

choose." I chose to obey the 

quarterback. The other two 

men chose to wait for the 

right moment to come.
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As the quarterback shot his load from the ballpunching 

in the basement, his thick cock was quickly impaled.
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As I slowly woke up, I was safely alone on that basement 

floor. The scent of blood and cum filled my nose.
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