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Chapter one



Mark stepped off the plane at McCarran International Airport, the dry desert heat of Las Vegas hitting him like a slap as he shuffled through the terminal with his carry-on slung over his shoulder. At 38, he was the picture of suburban perfection: a mid-level marketing manager with a neatly trimmed beard, a pressed button-up shirt, and a wedding band glinting on his left hand. He had a wife, two kids, and a cul-de-sac home in Ohio with a meticulously mowed lawn. 

But beneath the polished veneer, a gnawing hunger clawed at him—a secret so deeply buried that even his closest friends had no inkling of its existence. Mark craved cock. Not just any cock, though. His fantasies were specific, vivid, and relentless: he dreamed of feminine bodies with that masculine surprise between their legs, of being taken, used, and dominated by someone who embodied both beauty and raw power. Vegas, with its neon promises of anonymity and excess, felt like the perfect place to finally scratch that itch.

Back in college, there had been John—a wiry, confident guy from his dorm who’d caught Mark staring one too many times in the communal showers. What started as stolen glances turned into late-night encounters in John’s room, Mark on his knees, learning the taste of another man while his heart pounded with equal parts shame and exhilaration. Those moments had been fleeting, cut short by graduation and the life Mark built afterward. But the hunger never left. It only evolved. A few years ago, he’d stumbled across trans women in online porn, their elegance and strength captivating him in a way nothing else had. Then came the glory holes—a seedy adult bookstore near his office where he’d spent a few desperate lunch hours, anonymous mouths and hands feeding his need. Yet none of it was enough. He’d never fully surrendered, never let himself be the submissive plaything he craved to be under the control of a dominant, well-hung woman. Vegas, he told himself as he checked into his hotel on the Strip, was his chance to change that.

The first day of his business conference dragged on interminably. Mark sat through presentations on market trends and supply chain logistics, his mind wandering to the darker corners of his imagination. By the time he returned to his room at the Bellagio, exhaustion weighed on him, but so did determination. He wasn’t here just for work. He had a mission. After a quick shower to wash away the day’s grime, he slipped into a pair of jeans and a plain T-shirt—nothing flashy, nothing that would draw attention—and grabbed a local smut paper he’d picked up from a rack near the hotel lobby. The pages were sticky with cheap ink, filled with grainy photos and ads for escorts, massage parlors, and strip clubs. He flipped through, his pulse quickening with each turn, but nothing matched the fantasy in his head. Too many of the women in the ads looked like caricatures, their descriptions generic and uninspired. “Hot blonde, full service.” “Curvy Latina, no limits.” He sighed, tossing the paper onto the bed, ready to give up for the night. That’s when his eye caught a small, unassuming ad tucked in the bottom corner of the last page: “Gorgeous TS goddess with a surprise for cock-loving boys. Discretion guaranteed. Call Brandy.”

The wording snagged him like a hook. “Surprise.” What could it be? His mind raced with possibilities, each more explicit than the last. He hesitated, his thumb hovering over the numbers on his burner phone—a cheap prepaid device he’d bought specifically for this trip to keep his personal life separate. Finally, with a shaky breath, he dialed. The line rang twice before a voice answered, smooth and commanding, with a hint of amusement. “This is Brandy. Who’s calling?”

“Uh, hi. I’m Mark. I saw your ad,” he stammered, his mouth dry. “I’m... interested.”

Brandy’s laugh was low and warm, sending a shiver down his spine. “Good boy. Tell me what you’re looking for, Mark. Be specific. I don’t have time for games.”

He swallowed hard, the words spilling out before he could overthink them. “I want... I want to submit. To someone like you. I’ve never done this before, not fully, but I can’t stop thinking about it. I want to be used. By someone who knows what they’re doing.”

There was a pause, and he worried he’d said too much. Then Brandy spoke again, her tone laced with intrigue. “I think I can help with that. Come to my place. One hour. Bring cash. And Mark? Don’t keep me waiting.” She rattled off an address in a quieter part of town, away from the Strip’s chaos, and hung up before he could ask any questions.

Mark’s heart thundered as he grabbed his wallet, ensuring he had enough cash, and called a cab. The ride felt endless, the driver’s small talk barely registering as Mark stared out the window at the blurring lights. When they pulled up to a sleek, modern apartment building, he paid the fare and stepped out, his legs unsteady. The lobby was empty save for a bored security guard who waved him toward the elevators after a cursory glance. Mark punched in the floor number Brandy had given him, his palms sweaty. When the doors opened, he found himself in a dimly lit hallway, the air heavy with the faint scent of jasmine. He knocked on her door, and it swung open almost immediately.

Brandy was everything he’d fantasized about and more. She stood at least six feet tall in her stilettos, her skin a flawless caramel, her long blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. She wore a tight red dress that hugged every curve, her full lips painted to match, and her dark eyes assessed him with a predator’s gaze. “Mark,” she purred, stepping aside to let him in. “You’re right on time. I like that.”

Her apartment was plush, all velvet and chrome, with low lighting that cast intimate shadows across the room. A bottle of champagne sat chilling on a glass coffee table, and soft music played from hidden speakers. Mark felt out of place in his casual clothes, but Brandy didn’t seem to care. She circled him like a shark, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. “Let’s get one thing straight,” she said, stopping in front of him, so close he could smell her perfume—something spicy and intoxicating. “I’m in charge here. You do what I say, when I say it. If you can’t handle that, there’s the door. Understood?”

“Yes,” he breathed, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Yes, what?” she snapped, her hand gripping his chin and forcing him to meet her gaze.

“Yes, ma’am,” he corrected, his cheeks flushing.

She smirked, releasing him. “Better. Now, let’s see how serious you are. Strip. Down to your underwear. And don’t just stand there—crawl to me when you’re done.”

Mark’s breath hitched, but he obeyed without hesitation. He shed his shirt and jeans, folding them neatly on a nearby chair, then sank to his knees. The hardwood was cold against his skin as he crawled toward her, his eyes fixed on her towering figure. His cock strained against his boxers, already hard from the sheer humiliation of it all. Brandy watched with a satisfied glint in her eye, one hand on her hip. “Good boy,” she murmured, reaching down to stroke his hair. “You’re a natural at this. But we’re just getting started.”

She stepped back, gesturing for him to stay on his knees, and poured herself a glass of champagne. She sipped it slowly, her eyes never leaving him, letting the tension build. Mark’s arousal was palpable, a tight knot in his gut, but Brandy withheld any further touch, teasing him with her dominance. “You want me, don’t you?” she asked, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. “You want to know what it feels like to be mine. To take everything I give you.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said again, his voice trembling with need.

She set the glass down and leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “Patience, pet. I’ve got a little surprise for you first. Something to make this even more... memorable.”

Before he could ask what she meant, the door to an adjoining room opened, and another figure stepped out. Mark’s eyes widened. The man—or was it a woman?—was stunning, with the same caramel skin and sharp features as Brandy, but with a softer, more delicate frame. He wore tight leather pants and a sheer black shirt that revealed toned arms and a hint of chest hair. His hair was cropped short, and his smile was just as predatory as Brandy’s. “This is Billy,” Brandy said, her hand resting on the newcomer’s shoulder. “My brother. And your surprise.”

Mark’s initial hesitation flared, a flicker of uncertainty cutting through his lust. Two of them? He hadn’t signed up for this. But as Billy approached, his movements graceful and assured, Mark’s doubts melted away. Billy’s beauty was magnetic, and Brandy’s encouragement—her hand now sliding down Mark’s back—stoked the fire in his belly. “Don’t be shy,” Billy said, his voice a smooth tenor. “We’re going to take good care of you.”

Brandy guided Mark to a plush rug in the center of the room, pushing him down onto all fours. “Stay,” she commanded, and he obeyed, his body trembling with anticipation. She circled behind him while Billy knelt in front of him, unzipping his leather pants with deliberate slowness. Mark’s eyes locked onto the bulge there, his mouth watering even as his nerves jangled. Brandy’s hands gripped his hips, her nails digging into his skin through his boxers. “You’re ours now,” she whispered, her breath hot against his neck. “And you’re going to love every second of it.”

Billy pulled himself free, revealing a thick, hardening cock that made Mark’s breath catch. “Open,” Billy ordered, and Mark complied, his lips parting as Billy guided himself into his mouth. The taste was salty and musky, overwhelming his senses as Billy thrust gently at first, testing his limits. Behind him, Brandy tugged his boxers down just enough to expose his ass, and he felt the cool slickness of lube as Billy’s fingers—wait, no, it was Brandy’s now—probed him, stretching him open with expert precision. The dual sensation was electric, Brandy’s fingers working him deeper while Billy fucked his mouth with increasing intensity. Mark moaned around Billy’s cock, the sound muffled but desperate, his own erection throbbing painfully with no relief in sight.

But just as he felt himself teetering on the edge, his body tightening with the promise of release, they stopped. Billy pulled out, a string of saliva connecting Mark’s lips to the glistening tip, and Brandy withdrew her fingers, leaving him empty and aching. Mark whimpered, his hips bucking involuntarily, but Brandy’s sharp slap to his ass silenced him. “Not yet,” she said, her tone firm but laced with amusement. “You don’t get to come until we say so. Understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he gasped, his voice raw. His entire body trembled, every nerve alight with need, but he couldn’t move, couldn’t beg for more without their permission. He was theirs, completely and utterly, and the realization both thrilled and terrified him.

Brandy and Billy exchanged a knowing look over his bowed head, a silent agreement passing between them. “This is just the beginning,” Billy said, tucking himself back into his pants with a smirk. “You’ve got a long night ahead, Mark.”

Brandy stood, smoothing her dress as if nothing had happened, and picked up her champagne glass again. “Clean yourself up,” she told him, nodding toward a bathroom down the hall. “Then come back. We’re not done with you.”

Mark nodded, his mind reeling as he crawled to the bathroom on shaky limbs. He splashed cold water on his face, staring at his reflection in the mirror—flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, a man undone by his own desires. He was in deeper than he’d ever imagined, caught in the web of Brandy and Billy’s control, and yet he didn’t want to escape. Not yet. The taste of Vegas, of submission and forbidden lust, lingered on his tongue, and he knew he’d only just begun to savor it.

As he returned to the living room, still trembling, still craving, he saw Brandy and Billy waiting for him, their expressions unreadable but their intent clear. This wasn’t just a one-time indulgence. They had plans for him, and Mark, for the first time in years, felt truly alive—helplessly, deliciously alive.

The night stretched ahead, a labyrinth of pleasure and power, and Mark was ready to lose himself in it.








