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James stood in the dim glow of the dungeon's low-hanging bulbs, his fingers trembling as he adjusted the collar around his neck. The leather bit into his skin just enough to remind him of the promise he'd made to Fletcher three months ago, when their eyes had locked across the crowded bar and words had turned to whispers of surrender. Fletcher, with his broad shoulders and the salt-and-pepper stubble that framed a jaw like carved stone, had seen something in James's lithe frame, his wide eyes, and the way he fidgeted under scrutiny. "You'll be mine," Fletcher had said, not as a question but as a fact, and James had nodded, heart pounding, knowing this was the escape he craved from his mundane days stacking shelves at the corner bookstore.

Tonight, Fletcher circled him slowly, his boots thudding against the concrete floor. The air between them crackled with unspoken rules, but James's consent was etched in every glance, every deliberate step he took toward this space they'd claimed as their own. "You ready for this, boy?" Fletcher's voice was gravelly, laced with that authoritative warmth that made James's knees weaken. James swallowed, meeting his gaze. "Yes, sir. I want it. All of it." Fletcher's hand cupped James's chin, tilting it up. "Good. Remember your word if it gets too much." James nodded, the safe word "mercury" lingering unspoken but solid between them, a tether in the storm they were about to unleash.

Fletcher's fingers trailed down James's bare chest, pausing at the waistband of his tight jeans. "Strip for me, little one. Show Daddy what he's working with." The words ignited something primal in James, a role they'd slipped into naturally, where Fletcher became the guiding force, the protector who demanded everything, and James the eager, vulnerable charge yearning to please. He peeled off his clothes with deliberate slowness, his skin flushing under Fletcher's unwavering stare. Naked now, his slender body exposed—smooth chest, narrow hips, and the hardening length between his legs—James felt the vulnerability twist into excitement. Fletcher's eyes darkened, approval gleaming there like a predator's hunger.

"Over to the bench," Fletcher commanded, pointing to the padded leather surface in the corner, straps dangling from its sides like invitations. James obeyed, his pulse racing as he positioned himself on all fours, ass presented upward. Fletcher moved behind him, his hands rough yet precise as he secured the bondage cuffs around James's wrists and ankles, the leather binding him spread-eagle, immobile. The restraints pulled taut, stretching his limbs until every muscle quivered with anticipation. "Look at you, all tied up for me," Fletcher murmured, his breath hot against James's ear. "You're mine to play with tonight."

The first smack came without warning, Fletcher's palm connecting with James's ass in a sharp crack that echoed through the room. Pain bloomed across his skin, hot and stinging, but it melted into a rush of heat that pooled in his groin. "That's for teasing me all week with those texts," Fletcher growled, landing another spank, harder this time. James gasped, his body jerking against the bonds, but he arched back instinctively, craving more. "Yes, Daddy," he whimpered, the words spilling out in a breathy plea. Fletcher's hand soothed the reddened flesh for a moment, fingers tracing the welts, before delivering a series of rapid slaps that left James's ass throbbing, each impact sending jolts straight to his cock, which now bobbed heavy and leaking precum onto the bench below.

Fletcher stepped back, admiring his work, the way James's skin glowed crimson under the lights. "You're taking it so well, boy. But we're just getting started." He shed his own shirt, revealing the muscled torso etched with tattoos from years of life on the edge—construction sites by day, this hidden world by night. His jeans followed, freeing his thick cock, already rigid and veined, the tip glistening with his own arousal. James twisted his head to look, mouth watering at the sight. "Please, Daddy," he begged, voice hoarse. "Let me taste you."

Fletcher chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through James's bound form. He approached, gripping James's hair to tilt his head back. "Open wide, little slut." James's lips parted eagerly, tongue extending as Fletcher guided his cock into the warm, wet cavern of his mouth. The taste—salty, musky, utterly Fletcher—filled him, and James sucked greedily, hollowing his cheeks to draw him deeper. Fletcher thrust gently at first, then with increasing force, fucking James's mouth in steady rhythms that made saliva drip down his chin. "That's it, worship it," Fletcher groaned, his free hand reaching down to pinch James's nipples, twisting until James moaned around the shaft filling him.

The humiliation twisted like a knife in James's gut, sweet and degrading, as Fletcher pulled out suddenly, strings of spit connecting them. "Not yet, boy. You don't get to make me come that easy." He moved around to James's rear, knees nudging his thighs wider. Fingers slick with lube—Fletcher always prepared, always careful—probed at James's entrance, circling the tight ring before pushing inside. James keened, the intrusion burning deliciously as one finger became two, scissoring and stretching him open. "So tight for me," Fletcher whispered, his voice laced with possession. "You love this, don't you? Being spread out like a toy."

"Yes, Daddy, fuck me," James pleaded, pushing back against the fingers, his cock aching for release. Fletcher withdrew, replacing them with the blunt head of his cock, pressing insistently. "Tell me you want it rough." James's breath hitched. "I want it rough, sir. Breed me." The words hung heavy, sealing their pact in the heat of the moment. Fletcher surged forward, burying himself in one deep thrust that tore a cry from James's throat. The fullness was overwhelming, stretching him to the brink, pain and pleasure blurring into ecstasy.

Fletcher set a brutal pace, hips slamming against James's ass with each drive, the sound of skin on skin mingling with their ragged breaths. His hands gripped James's hips, nails digging in as he angled to hit that spot inside that made stars burst behind James's eyes. "Feel that, boy? That's me claiming you." James's body rocked with each impact, the bondage holding him helpless, heightening every sensation—the slide of Fletcher's cock in his wet, clenching ass, the drip of precum from his own untouched length, the building pressure coiling in his core.

Sweat slicked their bodies, Fletcher's chest pressing against James's back as he leaned in, teeth grazing his shoulder. "You're mine forever," he snarled, one hand snaking around to fist James's cock, stroking in time with his thrusts. The dual assault shattered James's control; his orgasm crashed over him like a wave, cock pulsing in Fletcher's grip, spilling hot ropes across the bench. "Daddy!" he screamed, muscles spasming around Fletcher, milking him.

Fletcher followed moments later, burying deep with a guttural roar, his release flooding James's ass in warm, claiming spurts. "Take it all, boy. That's my seed in you." They shuddered together, Fletcher's arms wrapping around James's trembling form as he softened inside him. Gently, he undid the bonds, massaging the marks on wrists and ankles, pulling James into his lap on the bench. "You did so good," Fletcher murmured, kissing his forehead, his neck, holding him close as their heartbeats slowed in sync.

James’s wrists ached sweetly where the cuffs had bitten in, the faint red lines already blooming like secret signatures across his pale skin. Fletcher hadn’t released him
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