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Evan slammed the door to their shared dorm room harder than he meant to, the echo bouncing off the cinderblock walls like a accusation. Marcus was already there, sprawled across his bed in that effortless way of his, shirtless and reading some tattered paperback with a cover that looked like it had been through a war. The room smelled of coffee grounds and the faint tang of sweat from Marcus's morning run, but Evan barely noticed. His backpack hit the floor with a thud, and he collapsed onto his own bed, staring at the ceiling where a water stain mocked him like a Rorschach blot.

"You look like shit," Marcus said, not looking up from his book. His voice was low, gravelly, the kind that made Evan's stomach twist in ways he didn't want to admit.

"Professor Harlan tore into my essay. Said it was 'derivative drivel.' Whatever that means." Evan rubbed his eyes, feeling the weight of the day pressing down. He was nineteen, fresh out of a small town where everyone knew everyone's secrets, and college was supposed to be freedom. Instead, it felt like a cage.

Marcus set the book aside, his dark eyes flicking over to Evan. He was older, twenty-two, a senior with broad shoulders and a jawline that could cut glass. They'd been roommates for a month now, and Marcus had this aura about him—commanding, almost predatory, but laced with a kindness that disarmed. "Derivative means you're copying someone else's shit. Be original, man. Show them your guts."

Evan snorted. "Easy for you to say. You're the one who struts around like you own the place." He meant it half-jokingly, but there was an edge to it. Marcus did own the room, in a way. His side was neat, organized, with a locked trunk under his bed that Evan had never seen inside. Evan's side was chaos—clothes piled up, posters of indie bands peeling at the edges.

Marcus swung his legs over the side of the bed, standing up in one fluid motion. He was taller than Evan, his presence filling the space between them. "You want to own something? Start with yourself." He crossed the room, leaning against Evan's desk, arms crossed over his chest. The muscles in his forearms flexed, and Evan found himself staring, heat creeping up his neck.

"What does that even mean?" Evan sat up, meeting Marcus's gaze. There was something in those eyes, a challenge, an invitation. They'd talked late into the nights before—about dreams, fears, the shit that kept them awake. Marcus had shared stories of his past, hookups that sounded wild, uninhibited. Evan had listened, fascinated, his own experiences limited to awkward high school fumbles with girls who expected too much and gave too little.

"It means," Marcus said, his voice dropping lower, "stop letting the world push you around. Take control. Or let someone take it for you." He reached out, his hand brushing Evan's shoulder, a casual touch that sent a jolt through him. Evan didn't pull away.

"I've... never really thought about it like that." Evan's heart pounded. Marcus's hand lingered, thumb pressing lightly into the muscle there.

"You curious?" Marcus asked, his tone even, no pressure, just the question hanging in the air like smoke.

Evan swallowed, his mouth dry. "About what?"

"About letting go. Trusting someone to lead." Marcus's eyes searched his face, waiting for a sign, a nod, anything.

Evan thought about it—the monotony of classes, the pressure to fit in, the loneliness that gnawed at him despite the crowds. Marcus was offering something different, something raw. "Yeah," he whispered. "Show me."

Marcus's smile was slow, approving. "Good. But we set rules first. You say stop, we stop. No questions. Understand?"

Evan nodded, the word "yes" escaping his lips like a confession.

Marcus moved to his side of the room, unlocking the trunk with a key from his pocket. Inside, Evan glimpsed leather straps, gleaming metal, things he couldn't name but that stirred something deep inside him. Marcus pulled out a harness, black leather supple and worn, holding it up. "This is for you. It'll hold you, remind you who's in charge. You okay with that?"

Evan stood, his legs shaky. "Yeah. I trust you."

Marcus approached, his movements deliberate. He helped Evan out of his shirt, fingers grazing skin, sending shivers down his spine. The harness slipped over his shoulders, straps crossing his chest, buckling tight around his torso. The leather bit into his skin just enough to feel restrictive, grounding. Marcus adjusted it, his hands warm, firm. "How's that feel?"

"Tight," Evan breathed. "But good."

"Arms behind your back." Marcus's command was soft but unyielding. Evan complied, feeling the cool touch of rope—no, not rope, softer cords—winding around his wrists, securing them at the small of his back. The bondage was immediate, his shoulders pulling back, chest exposed. He tested it, the cords holding fast, a thrill of vulnerability rushing through him.

Marcus stepped back, admiring. "Look at you. So eager." He circled Evan, a predator assessing prey. "On your knees."

Evan knelt, the carpet rough against his skin. His pulse raced, anticipation building like a storm. Marcus stood before him, unzipping his jeans slowly, revealing the bulge straining against his boxers. He pulled them down, his cock springing free—thick, veined, already hardening. Evan's mouth watered, a mix of fear and desire churning in his gut.

"You want this?" Marcus asked, hand wrapping around his shaft, stroking lazily.

"Yes," Evan said, his voice steady despite the tremble in his body.

"Open." Marcus guided the tip to Evan's lips, and he parted them, taking him in. The taste was salty, musky, the head smooth against his tongue. Marcus groaned, fingers threading through Evan's hair, not forcing but guiding. Evan sucked, tentative at first, then bolder, feeling Marcus swell in his mouth. Precum leaked, slick and bitter, coating his tongue as he bobbed his head, the harness creaking with each movement.

"Good boy," Marcus murmured, his hips thrusting gently. "Take more."

Evan did, gagging slightly but pushing through, the fullness overwhelming. Saliva dripped from his lips, wetting his chin. Marcus pulled back after a while, his cock glistening, hard as iron. "Up. Bend over the bed."

Evan rose awkwardly, wrists still bound, and leaned over his bed, ass presented. Marcus's hands roamed his back, down to his jeans, unbuttoning them and yanking them down along with his boxers. Cool air hit Evan's skin, his own cock aching, dripping precum onto the sheets.

Marcus's palm connected with his ass in a sharp smack, the sting blooming into heat. Evan gasped, the humiliation mixing with arousal. Another smack, harder, on the other cheek. "You like that? Being marked?"

"Yes," Evan moaned, the words spilling out. The spanks continued, rhythmic, each one building the fire in his skin, his ass reddening under the assault. Tears pricked his eyes, not from pain but from the release, the surrender.

Marcus paused, his hand soothing the heated flesh. "You're doing so well. So open for me." Fingers traced down, dipping between his cheeks, finding his hole. Evan tensed, then relaxed as a lubed finger—when had Marcus gotten lube?—circled, pressing in slowly.

The intrusion was strange, invasive, but Evan pushed back, wanting more. Marcus worked him open, one finger, then two, scissoring, stretching. "Feel that? That's me claiming you."

Evan whimpered, his cock throbbing untouched. Precum pooled on the bed, his body slick with sweat. Marcus added a third finger, curling them, hitting a spot that made stars explode behind Evan's eyes. "Oh god," he cried, hips bucking.

"Not yet." Marcus withdrew, leaving Evan empty, aching. The sound of a condom wrapper tearing—wait, no, Marcus had asked earlier, in a hushed tone, if he wanted it raw, and Evan had nodded, trusting the tests they'd discussed weeks ago in casual conversation. But now, in the heat, Marcus slicked his cock with more lube, pressing the head against Evan's entrance.

"Ready?" Marcus's voice was strained, holding back.

"Please," Evan begged, the word raw with need.

Marcus pushed in, inch by inch, the stretch burning, filling him utterly. Evan cried out, the pain morphing into pleasure as Marcus bottomed out, balls pressed against his ass. They stayed like that, breathing heavy, Marcus's hands gripping the harness for leverage.

Then he moved, slow thrusts building to a punishing rhythm. Each slap of skin echoed, Evan's ass clenching around the invading cock. Wet sounds filled the room—the slick slide, their moans intertwining. Marcus reached around, fisting Evan's cock, stroking in time with his thrusts.

"Come for me," Marcus growled, angling to hit that spot again and again.

The orgasm built like a wave, crashing over Evan. He came hard, ropes of cum spilling over Marcus's hand, his body convulsing in the bonds. Marcus followed, thrusting deep, filling him with hot seed, the breeding fantasy alive in the pulse, the overflow dripping down Evan's thighs.

Evan’s knees pressed into
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