
T H E  I S L A N D

Meeting Anna changed something in Emelie. 
Until then, she had been drifting, letting the 
island swallow her role, her discipline, her 
sense of purpose. Some part of her had 
begun to confuse survival with surrender. But 
Anna’s appearance cut through that fog. 

If even half of what Emelie had heard was 
true, then Anna was not just another 
transformed girl. She was the key. The one 
person on the island who might expose what 
Adrian had done. And Emelie knew she 
would never get close to her by acting like an 
investigator. She would have to become 
exactly what Adrian wanted her to be. And 
she would have to show that to him. By the 
end of the evening, Emelie stood before the 
mirror in a glossy black dress, studying the 
woman she had allowed him to refine. She 
inspected her body. Her face was outrageous, 
but her body was still passable. 
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Her breast implants sat high and unnaturally perky 
on her, yet not too big. She pressed them together 
and upwards, making them look bigger. I could go a 
bit bigger just to show him. I’d survive.  

She had gone undercover before. She had lied 
before. This was only a more humiliating version of 
the same work. So she stopped fighting him.  

She let Adrian believe he had finally broken the last 
serious part of her. She laughed more easily, 
touched him first, asked questions less directly. At 
some point, she sat on a bed in a common area in 
the mansion, in case people needed a not-so-quiet 
place where to have some fun. 

“Adrian,” she said, with just enough hesitation to 
make the confession sound difficult,  

“I don’t care anymore about my reputation.” She 
looked down at herself, then back at him. “Go on” - 
he encouraged her.
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“I think you’re crazy,” she admitted, almost whispering. 
“But maybe that’s the part I can’t stop thinking about. 
What you did to me was horrible, but I was kind of 
plain before, wasn’t I? You made me impossible to 
ignore now.”  He stepped closer. “That sounds almost 
like gratitude.” “Don’t get too proud.” She let out a 
soft laugh, then reached for his hand. “I’m still 
deciding whether I hate you.” “And tonight?”  “Tonight 
I don’t want to think about hate.” She moved closer, 
close enough for him to smell her perfume. “Come 
here,” she said. “And invite someone else too, if you 
want.” 

A busty Latina joined them for the night. The Latina 
woman Adrian invited that night stayed in Emelie’s 
head longer than she expected. She could endure 
being displayed. She could endure being used as 
proof of Adrian’s control. She could even endure the 
way he looked at her now, with that satisfied 
ownership in his eyes.   
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What she had not expected was the jealousy. A flash 
of irritation when Adrian praised her body. She 
hated herself for feeling it. But she realized she 
could use it in her favor.  

After that, Emelie’s role deepened. She performed 
demeaning BDSM roles in front of his guests, 
accepted degrading little rituals with a smile, and let 
everyone believe Adrian had turned her into his 
favorite toy. His little slut, as he began to call her.  

Then, when she knew he was convinced, she gave 
him a request. Degrading enough to sound sincere.  

“I was thinking about something…” she said one 
day, relaxing on the bed in their suite, touching her 
chest as if the thought embarrassed her. 

“How about a little more just a little more…” she 
stopped, hearing herself. What was she doing? 
Adrian looked up from the bed.
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“A little more what?” She hesitated, then let her eyes 
drop.  

“Here.” Her fingers pressed lightly against the top of 
the dress. “Nothing absurd. Just enough to make the 
dress fit better.” Adrian stared at her. Then his 
expression changed. “Emelie, are you asking me for 
a breast enlargement?” 

Emelie lowered her gaze, genuinely embarrassed. 
“A… small one,” she said. “It’s not that I want it 
exactly. It’s just… I noticed the way you were looking 
at that Latina’s boobs…” She glanced back at the 
mirror with a fragile, dissatisfied little smile.  

“And you know, my face looks so artificial now. So 
polished. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve grown to like it. 
But my boobs are still kind of regular, no?” Adrian’s 
delight was immediate. He crossed the room slowly, 
as if approaching a rare animal that had finally 
chosen to eat from his hand. “You really are 
beginning to understand yourself.” 
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A few weeks later, the change was done. They were 
enormous, even by the grotesque standards of the 
island. And she had asked for this. Not Adrian. 

And she had to admit, she turned out to have the 
potential to be a convincing bimbo! More than 
enough. Her reflection now looked like the sort of 
woman Adrian would display. Her balance had 
shifted. The dress held her differently.  

She reminded herself that her goal had not changed 
despite the inconvenience of having her looks 
drastically altered to match that of a bimbo. She 
reminded herself that this was deep cover. Agents 
had changed names, accents, habits, entire lives to 
reach dangerous men. She had changed more than 
most, but the principle was the same. She would 
endure the role because the role gave her access. So 
she would give Adrian vanity. She would give him 
corruption. She would become his proof that no 
woman could stay serious forever on his island.
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