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QOS Island Ch. 01

[Chapter 1] - Queen of Spades Island

It didn't take long for the two men to put their clothes back on after fucking Tabitha in her husband's bed. One of the men turned to Chance, Bob's shemale girlfriend, to get her attention while she was still fucking Tabitha.

"We gotta go! We are gonna be late."

At that moment, Chance released her seed into Tabitha, who also had her orgasm with her shemale lover at the same time. Tabitha collapsed near her husband, who had passed out from the sleeping agent. Knowing what was going to happen to him, she smiled wickedly.

A few seconds later, the men picked up Bob, lifted him, and dragged him outside. She followed, but not before turning to Chance, who was lying on the bed, stroking her cock.

"I hope to see you again soon!" Tabitha said.

Goodbye, hun; I am sure we will meet again. Please take care of Bobby for me!" Chance smirked evilly.

The men got Bob into the limo without anyone seeing them. There was still a strong odor of weed in the car. With the four of them in the limo, Tabitha sat next to her passed-out husband and the limo took off.

As the limo took off, one of the black men called the plane on his cell phone to let them know they were on their way. The ride to the small private airport was uneventful and short. Tabitha still glowed after her sexual encounter with the two black men and the shemale. Once the limo stopped next to the waiting small plane, she was roused from her sleep.

After getting out of the limo, the men picked up the limp sleeping Bob and took him into the plane. Next, Tabitha sat opposite her husband on the plane.

"Ok, we're good to go," announced the pilot to his passengers. After that, he said, "We will stop at Miami for our first refueling, and then at Columbia for our second refueling. It will be a long flight, so get comfortable."

Initially, Tabitha wondered why it would take so long, but then she remembered where the island was. According to her mistress, the island lies west of Ecuador. This will be a lengthy trip. Taking one of the pillows and blankets, she made herself comfortable and soon fell asleep.

"I don't care how much it cost! I need you to find my daughter!" James Robinson said to the private investigator.

"Pam is still alive, and her miserable husband knows what happened to her!"

Pam's mother, Michelle, added, "Do you have any information on what may have happened?"

"Unfortunately, I do not have more information to share with you this week; however, I will be going back to Bob's apartment as soon as I finish here," Kevin replied.

Michelle smiled faintly, and James gave a satisfied look.

Pam's parents hired a private investigator after the police told them they couldn't charge Bob since they had no evidence other than lying to charge him. As a result, James decided to hire a private investigator to help the police uncover any information or clues about the whereabouts of his eldest daughter.

Michelle and James had two daughters, Pam and Laura. The oldest of the two was Pam, who was seven years older than Laura. There are some similarities between Laura and Pam, however, Laura was thinner and wore modest makeup and styled her hair. Despite being 28 years old, Laura has not been married yet. After graduating college, she worked at a hospice facility outside of Minneapolis as a nurse. She has had several relationships, but they have all ended within a year. Jason Miles, her current boyfriend, has been with her the longest. She feels that he could be the one she wants to spend the rest of her life with. Laura and Jason should have been married by now, but the missing sister issue has affected their relationship. Laura has been affected greatly by this, and Jason stood by her. Since he truly loves her, he can wait.

The mother of Pam and Laura is Michelle, a former model who was a finalist in Miss Minnesota. As an attractive woman, her cheerleading at high school laid the foundation for her modeling career. As soon as she met James, she quit modeling, even though it didn't pay well, and focused on being a stay-at-home mom for her two daughters. Grays are beginning to appear on her naturally dark blonde hair. Even after so many years, she still has an impressive figure because she knows how to take good care of herself.

In the St. Paul area, James the patriarch ran a successful car dealership business. Having taught his two daughters the importance of hard work and using your brain, he was proud of how he raised them. James has been psychologically damaged by Pam's disappearance. Even though he is still a hardened businessman, losing his daughter has hurt him like no other could. In his heart, he knows that Pam's husband Bob is responsible for her disappearance. Several scenarios play out in his head; Did Bob harm her in some way? Is she a victim of abduction? For what purpose? When he thinks about that, he shudders.

The only thing James knows is that she didn't go to Ireland as she and Bob suggested. Upon discovering that something was wrong, he had the police check the flights and found that she had never boarded the plane from New York to Dublin. This is where the investigation hits a brick wall. Investigators checked the security footage throughout the sprawling airport once they discovered that she had indeed arrived in New York and had not boarded the plane to Dublin. There, they discovered that the footage of that day had been corrupted and could not be recovered. James was not completely convinced by the police's claim that this was an honest mistake on the part of the airport security team.

As a result, James hired Kevin Bell of Bell Investigations as a private investigator. It was told to James that Kevin Bell was the best investigator in the state. Police used his help to uncover several missing person investigations. When Kevin gave James a list of references from some clients, one of them told him Kevin was half Indian, half bloodhound. Finding people is something he is good at.

Because Kevin finds this case so bizarre, he is motivated to solve it. It might be because of this that he is so successful in what he does, James thought to himself. Regardless of whether he has any news or leads, Kevin provides the Robinsons with weekly updates. As if it were his child, he felt it was important for him to demonstrate his concern.

Over the past few weeks, Kevin has been keeping an eye on Bob Myerson. Pam's husband has been living with another woman in his apartment for several months, and he rarely sees Bob leave the building. Kevin does not have the time or resources to monitor him 24/7, so he stakes out for a few hours on different days.

Kevin left Robinson's house to go to Bob's. As he did last time, he parked his older dark sedan across the street, which gave him a great view of the small apartment complex. It was a relief to find that the space was available today. Parking on the street was full of parked cars last week, and the view wasn't great. It may be due to the time of day on the weekend. Fortunately, today he could park his car in an ideal location and observe the activity from the apartment.

Despite the cooler weather in April, today was still very pleasant. The weather was warm enough for him to roll down the window of his car but cold enough for him to wear a light jacket. Kevin wears his Vikings sweatshirt. The radio was on and some classic rock was being played at a low volume so that he would not be distracted from his primary mission. The 38-year-old is a huge fan of older music from the 90s and 80s. Compared to those eras, he felt today's music is awful. Kevin was a single man who had no plans to get married. Not yet, at least. When he is not working, Kevin hangs out with plenty of friends every weekend. Taking jogs around his neighborhood keeps him in great shape since he is a gym rat. The thick main of his light brown hair has not receded yet and he is thankful he is not balding like his father.

A familiar tune was playing on the radio when something out of the ordinary happened about an hour into the stakeout. In response, Kevin stopped humming and quickly grabbed his binoculars from the passenger seat to take a closer look. In front of the apartment complex, a black limo pulled up.

"Hmm, this is interesting," Kevin thought to himself.

Kevin saw the rear car door of the limo open on the opposite side. His first observation was a cloud of smoke as the door opened. Kevin saw a blonde woman wearing a fur coat and dressed slutty. In his opinion, she is probably an expensive hooker ready to meet her client. A pair of black men emerged from the front doors of the limo car at the same time. The focus of Kevin's attention was on the men. The two black men wore non-descript clothing, long sleeve shirts, but no jackets or coats.

A large dark duffle bag and a rope over the shoulder of one of them attracted Kevin's attention. As the men talked with the woman, they headed into the apartment.

Astonished by what he saw, Kevin tried to make sense of what had just happened. The rope is needed for what purpose? Has someone ordered some kinky shit?

They disappeared into the apartment complex. Kevin decided to investigate the vehicle. The driver turned off the axillary power of his car and stowed the binoculars back in the passenger seat. After exiting the car, the investigator locked the vehicle behind him because the area was crime-ridden.

As he walked past the limo, he pretended to admire it as he had never seen a car like this before. His first impression of the car was the smell. There's no denying it, weed.

With the tinted windows, he couldn't see well in the car itself, so he walked toward the back to get the license plate number. As a precaution, Kevin figured he might have stumbled upon something he could give to the police if it had anything to do with his investigation or some other crime.

As the investigator walked back to his car, he quickly wrote down the plate number on his notepad. Then he waited.

About an hour later, the apartment doors opened. As quickly as he could, Kevin grabbed his binoculars again. The two black men are carrying someone.

Kevin exclaimed, "Holy shit!"

They were carrying Pam's husband, Bob. They were followed by the hooker. They rushed to get the man into the limo as soon as possible. Despite the short amount of time, Kevin was unable to determine whether Bob was alive or dead. They jumped into the car and drove away quickly.

As Kevin prepared to tail this car, adrenaline kicked in. As he started up his sedan, he checked for traffic and made a U-turn to follow the limo. Since it was a limo, he couldn't miss it. To avoid giving away his pursuit, he kept his distance.

He was thinking about the woman, who was the hooker, during his pursuit. There is something strangely familiar about her. He knows he has seen her before but isn't sure where. On a busy highway, a few cars got in between the limo and Kevin's car as the limo made a few turns.

After a few minutes, the Limo turned into one of the private airports. After passing the airport entrance, Kevin stopped on the side of the road. From this position, he could see the airstrip, but it was far enough away to not be noticed if anyone looked at him.

Grabbing his binoculars again, he looked through them. The limo was heading toward a leer jet parked near a hanger. After it stopped short of the airplane, the two men jumped out and opened the rear door to grab Bob. After focusing on Bob, Kevin confirmed that he appeared to be knocked out. After that, Kevin focused on the woman who had just exited the limousine. He had a good chance to examine her face after she paused long enough.

"It can't be! Pam?"

He didn't have his super zoom camera available since it was in the back seat, and it would be too late by the time he got it.

The two men got Bob into the plane, and what appears to be Pam followed. Within seconds of closing the plane door, the engines fired up and the plane started taxiing to the runway.

Immediately, the investigator called the Robinsons.

A call came to James' cellphone, and he noticed it was from Kevin. He quickly picked up the phone and put it on speaker so his wife and Laura could hear him. Hopefully, he will provide some useful information.

"Hello, James?"

This is James. Whatcha got, Kevin? "

"You won't believe this, but I think I found Pam."

Michelle put her hands over her mouth in disbelief. The tears were starting to flow for Laura.

Still unsure of what he heard, James asked, "What do you mean?"

"I think I found her; she was..."

He was quickly cut off by James.

"What! Where? Tell us where, I will be right there!"

"James, she is boarding a private plane at Schmidt Airport right now. The plane is about to take off!"

The airport is known to James, and he has flown from it many times.

"Kevin, listen carefully, I don't care how you do it, but I want you to find out where that plane is going and go there, no matter what the cost is!"

"Yes sir."

"When you find out where she is heading, call me!"

Then, James hung up his phone and turned to his wife.

"Oh James, she's alive!"

Michelle began to cry as she hugged her husband tightly. Then Laura hugged her boyfriend and started to cry.

Kevin watched the leer jet take off into the clear blue sky. A few minutes later, he got out his laptop computer and turned it on. Before the plane took off, he was able to obtain the tail number, N102SS. After looking up the tail number, Kevin was able to access the charter database. He quickly found the plane's information and its destination on his laptop. He has never heard of the owner of the plane, Babylon Mystic, Inc. There is something peculiar about the destination. It gave him latitude and longitude numbers instead of an airport code. The numbers were scribbled in his investigation notebook.

After that, Kevin opened a GIS mapping software and searched for the Lat and Long coordinates. 01D22'20.85"S, 89D39'38.35"W were entered into the corresponding search fields. As the GIS mapping zoomed in, a small island was revealed approximately 600 miles west of Ecuador. It is one of the Galapagos Islands. When Kevin zoomed in on the satellite image, he noticed it wasn't the highest quality and hadn't been updated for fifteen years. Neither an airstrip nor an airport can be found at the coordinates given.

"Now why would you be going there?"

He closed his laptop and sat there thinking. Then, he pulled out his cell phone, found the contact he wanted, and dialed the number.

"Hey Brad, it's me, Kevin. I have a favor to ask of you."

The voice on the other line replied, "What do you need Kevin?"

"How close can you get me to the Galapagos Islands?"

"Galapagos Islands? What the hell do you need to go there for?"

"It's for a case I'm working on?"

"Give me a second. Can you hold on to the line while I check?

Kevin agreed to hold. After a few minutes that felt longer than that, Kevin's contact was back on the phone.

"He Kevin, sorry 'bout the wait, I can get you to a city called Chipipe, that's in the western part of Ecuador. I hope you got your passport?"

"Brad, thanks, that will work. How soon can you take me there?"

"Well shit man, you're in luck. I can take you tonight if you wish."

"Perfect, oh one more thing, since you're my traveling concierge, can you find a boat charter to take me to? Hangon, it's Isle Espanola. I want to be discreet about it, no tourist boat ride."

"I will see what I can do."

"Thank you," Kevin replied before hanging up. Afterward, he called his assistant to have her clear his schedule so he could go to Ecuador.

Tabitha thought Miami was a welcome change from Minneapolis' cool air. While the plane was refueling, she wanted to stretch her legs and have a smoke break.

Immediately, she felt the warmth of the air and didn't need to wear her fur coat. With high heels, Tabitha ascended the plane steps as expertly as she could. Due to the piercing of her clit, the movement made her pussy excited once again. The blonde changed her outfit during the flight. In a pink crop top t-shirt, she shows off the spade-shaped belly ring she wore. As well has black PVC shorts with a zipper that starts at the front just below her navel ring and can be unzipped all the way back, her shirt advertises who she is and how proud she is of it, in black letters "SLUT". Tabitha's outfit is complete with black 6" platform sandals. The blonde had to redo her fabulous slutty makeup after one of the large false eyelashes fell off after fucking at her husband's apartment earlier.

As she puffs on her cigarette, it seems as if she's been doing it for years. As she reflected on her older self, she realized that she would never have smoked. The woman watches the cigarette burn, admiring the red color on her long fingernails. While revving up the plane's engines, she finishes up and gets back into the aircraft.

The men gave her husband Bob a shot to keep him sleeping for the duration of the trip. As she sat next to him, she began to play with his long hair.

"Oh, Bob! I can't wait to see what they do to you. I'm sure it will be amazing!"

A black man sits opposite her and her sleeping husband.

"We will be there in about 4 hours, but we have one more stop to make."

"Thanks, Hadley," Tabitha said still watching Bob.

Hadley is the plane assistant, who will ensure Tabitha's needs are met. Originally from Jamaica, Hadley works for the organization as a transportation assistant.

When Tabitha looked away from Bob, she looked at her assistant Hadley, "Can I ask you a question?"

There was a nod from the dark black man.

"Would you mind telling me more about the island?"

Certainly, Ma'am. Previously, the island was called Isla Espanola. Following the corporation's purchase, it is now known as Queen of Spades Island. Isla de reina de picas."

"The small island has an airstrip just east and a few training buildings north and south of it," Hadley explained.

In her mind, Tabitha believed they would be taking Bob there.

"On the west side of the island is the main resort, but it's not close enough to the beach, so you won't find sandy beaches there."

"Why is that?"

"There is no beach. It's a forty-foot-high rocky cliff. From the resort, you can hear the waves crashing on the rocks. Despite being a private resort, the resort is very large. There are many pools, amenities, and larger guest rooms."

"I am interested in learning more about the training facilities," Tabitha stated. In addition, her mistress had already provided her with information about the actual resort.

"Your husband will go to the first training building. That's the one north of the airstrip. This is where he will be physically modified. Some doctors and nurses are working there."

She wondered exactly what he meant by physically modified, but she let him go on.

"South of the airfield is the second training building. Apart from the resort, it is the largest complex on the island. That's where the real training takes place. There are a few dominatrix living there."

A smile spread across Tabitha's face and she drifted off to sleep. She is very anxious about what awaits her and her husband on the island.

The remainder of the flight was uneventful. Columbia was the last stop, so the flight time was much shorter than the previous ones.

Despite Tabitha's inability to sleep, there wasn't much to see out the plane window since it was late at night and she couldn't see anything moving across the ocean. She couldn't see anything even after the captain said to prepare for landing. Only after the plane landed could she make out the outline of a vast jungle with the airport lights lighting up the runway. In no time at all, the plane had taxied and Handley had opened its door.



Tabitha was accompanied by two black men who placed Bob on a stretcher and then wheeled him into a discreet ambulance.

As another black man waited for the plane at the airport, he said, "Tabitha, will you come with me? "

He pointed to his dark SUV and drove away with the blonde. She took another look at the vehicle that was taking her husband away. Her driver noticed her staring at it.

"Don't worry, you'll see her again."

Upon waking up, Bob experienced the worst headache of his life. It was much worse than the hangovers he had when he drank. That was before Chance made him clean up. His focus was hazy for a few seconds. Last he remembered, his hot wife Pam was fucking black men; no, she was fucking me with a dildo. Holy shit. As his head spins, he is unable to put the facts straight, and the more he thinks about it, the more it hurts.

Then he started noticing what was going on around him. He is inside a small room. The room looked like a hospital room, but he wasn't certain. Then, he panicked because he felt restrained. He is unable to move his arms or legs. His body was covered with a medical sheet, and he assumed he was naked, but couldn't tell because he couldn't feel anything. The pain in his head is still unbearable. A strange thing seemed to be out of place to him.

"Motherfucker!"

Bob notices he has breasts as the bedsheet rises to two mounds. Suddenly, he screamed.

A nurse at her desk said, "The patient is up," as she monitored him from her flat screen.

"Good. How are his vitals?"

All his vital information is displayed on the other screen of the nurse's dual monitors.

"Everything looks fine, doctor."

Evans smiled as he tallied up another successful surgery. His ego is large, and this complex surgery always strokes it up a notch. Although he wishes he would get noticed for his controversial medical procedures, the company he works for pays him a boatload of money to do his work here for months at a time.

His instructions were to convert the male patients into females as much as possible. In addition, it must be done within thirty days. The challenge appealed to Dr. Evans, who developed a program to achieve this. The only request of the doctor is that the company make sure the patient has lost weight and started HRT treatment. The rest can be done in that timeframe.

After the male arrives at his facility, his staff performs permanent hair removal all over the body, but they leave the head hair alone, even though it is shaved smooth.

His massive body modification procedure includes thickening up hips and thighs and adding fatty tissue to the buttocks to create a fuller and rounder ass. Breast augmentation is one of the easiest procedures to perform. He inserts silicone forms into all males and makes them as large as their bodies and skin allow. It is different for every patient. The doctor was able to insert 500cc for this patient.

The removal of lower ribs is the most challenging surgery. It is by far the most risky procedure. This procedure will give the patient a nice hourglass figure, but it is very difficult to perform. It was fortunate that every patient was successful.

Finally, a tracheal shave is performed to lower the Adam's apple profile and modify the voice box.

Rhinoplasty and other facial reconstructions are optional surgeries, but this patient did not require them.

It takes two days to complete all the procedures. The remaining days are for healing.

Doctor Evans approves the next procedure after reviewing the patient's vitals and chart.

As he turns to the nurse, he says, "Okay, let Dr. Fettleman know when his patient will be ready."

"Yes, Doctor."

Dr. Fettleman, the Island dentist, is then notified from the nurse's desk phone that the patient is ready to be seen by him.

"Please bring the patient into the room, and I'll get my assistants to prepare the service."

Bob was shocked by the voice of his scream. His voice was not like that, and he did not sound like a man. While trying to figure out what is going on, someone entered his room. His impression is that it is a nurse because she is wearing a nurse's outfit and a facemask, so he can't see her face. In her hand, she held something.

A voice that Bob found unfamiliar shocked him even more, "Nurse, what's going on!" he cried out.

She put a syringe in Bob's arm before saying anything, and soon he felt drowsy and passed out. The vital monitors were removed from the patient's body, followed by the IV attached to the other arm. Afterward, the nurse wheeled the portable bed to another room a few doors down the corridor. Two more nurses had been waiting in this room, which was the dental room. The limp patient was moved very carefully from the bed to the dental chair. As Dr. Fettleman entered, the other assistant reattached the IV to the arm and placed other monitors on the patient.

"All right, is she ready? "Okay, another porcelain veneer coming up."

It was miserable for Kevin Bell to fly to Ecuador for such a long time. Fortunately, one of his contacts was able to arrange a private charter for him. The next stage of his travel was the boat trip out to the islands. His friend forgot to mention that it will take about three days to get there by boat. Fortunately, Kevin was able to find a flight to another island and will be able to boat there from there.

Kevin was wearing tactical gear as if he was on a mission across enemy lines. He donned his black tactical BDUs, tact vest, and large black waterproof backpack to conduct surveillance and recon.

It was a brutal ride on the boat. It was a fishing boat he was able to charter that was so old he thought it was built before he was born. After an hour of feeling nauseous, he did take Dramamine before the trip, and he prayed it would take hold of him soon. He was able to take the rhythm of the boat hitting the waves at first, but after an hour, he felt ill.

Several minutes later, he saw the island. The target was in sight. Then he took out his binoculars and surveyed the island. He asked the boat captain to take him north of the island. There was no sign of activity nor any lights to be seen.

"Ok, let's go to that rocky area and see if we can find a place."

NEXT CHAPTER - CHAPTER 2: ISLAND LIFE


QOS Island Ch. 02

chapter 2] - Island Life

In a few minutes, Tabitha's jeep arrived at the resort. There was barely any light on the gravel road, and it was narrow. Tabitha could tell they were in a tropical climate by the vegetation that engulfed the road.

Having passed the last curve, Tabitha saw the resort for the first time. With two levels of windows, the building had a white façade and emitted only moderate amounts of light.

Even though Tabitha had never been here before, she felt she had made it home after a long journey away.

An African-American woman waited for the jeep in black leather pants and a matching suit with black sandal high heels. Her long black hair fell past the small of her back, tightly clasped into a pointy tail atop her head. The large gold hoop earrings complemented her look.

"Welcome to Isle de Rina de Picas; my name is Tanisha; I'm the resort manager."

As the manager glanced at the tablet, she turned her attention to the new arrival.

"You must be Tabitha, correct?"

She noticed her nails were long claws painted bright red like daggers, which stood out with her dark skin and black leather outfit.

"Yes, ma'am," Tabitha remembers her manners from training with Mistress Debra.

"Welcome to Isla de reina de picas, Tabitha. Follow me; I will show you where you will be staying."

The black woman moved gracefully in her high heels and could type information on her electronic tablet while walking. Tabitha followed like a child following a parent arriving at a resort during a family vacation, looking at her surroundings.

"Don't worry about your things; they will be in your room shortly."

The woman guided Tabitha through the large hallway surrounded by various doors on each side, which had lovely landscaping trees and shrubs in designer pots on each side. The overhead ceiling was very tall, and ceiling fans worked to impede the humid heat that night.

Tanisha then turned right halfway through the main corridor to another smaller one.

After passing a door to her left and right, she points to the one on the right-hand side, "That is the entrance to the fitness center, which all girls are encouraged to use as well as the guests."

Then the black woman points to the left, "That is to the man club and bar. You will no this very well."

Two more doors appear a few steps later. Again, Tanisha points to the right, "That is the main restaurant for guests and girls, and the other door on the left is another door for the club."

Then they both stop at the end of the corridor with a door in the middle. The black woman then has a key card and scans it in the card reader next to the door. When the door is unlocked, it lights up green, emitting a buzzing sound.             

Tanisha opens the door and motions for Tabitha to enter. She notices that the corridor has many doors on each side with a number on each door. It reminded Tabitha of dorm rooms during her college days. She could also hear some chatter telling her that some girls were already there. Before going through the corridor, the black woman leads Tabitha immediately to the right to a staircase. They both ascend the stairs to the second level. It occurred to Tabitha that she was so comfortable in her high heels that going upstairs was not an issue, and she barely noticed.

After arriving at the second floor, they open the door to the second level of dorm rooms. The leather-clad woman opens the first door on the left, room 21.

"This is your room," Tanisha tells her, motioning her to enter.

"Tabitha, is that you?"

Upon recognizing that voice, Tabitha received a hug from a naked woman with red hair.

"Oh, Krystal!"

Both girls then kissed each other, offering up each other's tongues. Ready to make out.

Tanisha interrupted them, "OK, I will let you two settle in; the other girls will arrive shortly. I will be back when they arrive and show you girls around the resort, have fun!"

Tanisha closed the door and knew both girls would be fucking each other, so she smiled wickedly.

Krystal moaned in pleasure, kissing her new friend and grabbing Tabitha's ass with her long red nails. Then she broke off the kiss and held Tabitha's hand, guiding her to the single bed where both girls would sleep together.

Tabitha could not help but admire the naked redhead. With her giant pierced tits like hers, her right arm sleeve tattoo, and the vine tattoo with small spades as leaves underneath her large fake breasts. What drove the blonde crazy was the similar "Black Cocks Only" tattoo both girls sport above their pussy. She quickly saw the single room before Krystal got her to the large bed. The room is much like a dorm room but has a single large bed in the middle, with the headboard against the left wall. On each side of the bed against the walls were makeup desks for each of them, and on the opposite wall from the bed was a large wardrobe cabinet on each side of the wall and a door that Tabitha assumed led to the bathroom.

Krystal led Tabitha to the bed.

"Mmm, you still got clothes on!"

Tabitha quickly undressed what little clothing she had on and expertly took off her top and bottom but still wore her black high heels. And laid in bed, spreading her legs apart to show Krystal her pierced pussy.

The redhead purred, "Mommy likey!"

Krystel started to move closer to the awaiting pussy to be devoured, liking her lips.

"This is as far I can get without crossing into the rocks," the boat captain told Kevin.

"Okay, I will leg it out from hear. I will call you when I need to be picked up."

"Can you give me a timeframe?"

"Not sure right now, It depends on what I will find, I guess. I will call you in the morning for an update."

"Sounds good; you be careful."

Kevin then exited the boat and was in waist-deep water. He was glad that the waves were not as rough, or he would not know how to make it without getting hurt. He got up on the rocky shore and waved to the boat captain to tell him he was good.

The captain then steered the boat away and motored away into the darkness.

Kevin got his GPS finder out to get his bearings and where to go, then looked at his watch. He had about four hours of darkest left. Then he proceeded into the thin dark jungle.

"Sir, motion detected in sector two at the shoreline."

Austin Smith turned to his security watchman and looked over his shoulder to view what he was watching on his computer.

"Bring up the nearest camera in the area," Austin asked him.

"There, right there!" his security guy exclaimed, pointing to a man in dark fatigues moving south.

"Yep, heading to the airstrip."

Austin then moved back to his desk and grabbed his walkie-talkie.

"Team Alpha, this is Falcon's nest, report."

"Falcon's Nest, this is Team Alpha, standing by, just finishing rounds at T2,"

"Team Alpha, we have an intruder detected in Sector 2 heading South; I think he's heading to the airstrip; find him!"

"Roger that Falcon's Nest, over and out."

"Oh yeah! Lick that pussy you bitch!"

Krystal stopped to tell her blonde lover, "I love it when you talk dirty, Tabitha!"

The redhead then continued to lick Tabitha's wet pussy. Flicking her pierced clit with her pierced tongue.

The blonde started to squirm, signaling that she was ready to cum. Krystal then doubled her efforts. Tabitha rubbed her giant, pierced tits, pinching them hard, getting pleasure and pain.

Tabitha could not take it any longer and screamed out, "Fuuuuuuuuck!"

Kevin noticed a large building on his left. He would return and explore that later, still focused on getting to the airstrip. He saw some lighting that way, which helped him get there faster.

The only noise he could hear was that of the jungle, and it seemed louder during the night than the day. The entire jungle appears to always come alive during the night, with its many mysterious night dwellers. The wilderness should help him sneak through without being detected, Kevin hoped.

After a few minutes, Kevin made it to the edge of the airfield. He stopped there to recon the area. There was one pole with sodium lights that were illuminating the two planes that were parked next to a hanger.

He got out his binoculars to get a closer look. He noticed two girls getting out of the plane. He did not see who they were. They dressed the same way Pam was, in whore outfits with high heels. He then looked at the tail number of the plane they had just got off, it wasn't the one he was following, but he wrote it down for future reference.

He then focused on the second plane. That's the one Pam was on, tail number N102SS.

"Ok, she is here somewhere; I will check out the building after checking the plane," Kevin whispered.

Kevin forgot to call in Robinson and cursed at himself for forgetting. He conceded that he should call them now. The investigator put down the binoculars, got out his satellite phone, and dialed the number to reach the Robinsons. He did not like calling in the middle of the night for anything other than an emergency, but he felt this was worthy of that call. It beeped a couple of times.

"Come on, pick up the damn phone," He whispered.

James Robinson had to go to a business meeting out of town, and his wife when with him. Knowing that their private investigator would call their landline, he asked his younger daughter to stay at the house and wait for a call.

Laura was sleeping with her fiancé, Jason, in her bed. She felt weird and did not want to sleep in her parent's room.

She awoke to the phone ringing. She had the wireless receiver next to her side of the bed.

She quickly tried to answer it, but in a half-sleep daze, she fumbled the phone, which landed on the floor. She got up and promptly responded to it.

"Hello?"

"Hello, is this Michelle?

"No, this is Laura. Is this Kevin?"

"Yes, hi Laura. I found the plane that was transporting Pam. It's at one of the Galapagos islands."

"Galapagos Island?"

"Yes, it's at Isla Espanola."

"Hold on," Laura responded; while looking for a pen and paper, she found some and was ready to write down after she confirmed.

"It's where?"

"Isla Espanola."

Laure wrote it down at the same time Jason woke up.

Kevin said, "I will call you if I have more information; bye."

Laura turned to Jason.

Jason asked, "What's up?"

"Oh Jason, Kevin may have found her!"

"That's great. Should we tell your parents?"

Laura was ready to call them but thought about it for a minute.

"You know, if we can help find Pam, Mom, and Dad would like that!"

"I don't know, Laura; why don't you let the experts handle this? That's why you are paying Kevin for it."

"Dad is paying Kevin; I want to find her myself."

Jason knows it is futile to argue with her, especially once she has her mind made up.

"Jason, does your friend still work at the airport."

"Are you talking about Brad? Yes, why? Where are we going?"

"Jason, you do not have to go."

Jason cut her off, "No, I'm going with you, besides I need to make sure you stay out of trouble. You got your passport?"

Laura smiled, knowing this was the man she would be marrying.

The investigator noted that she might be at the building he discovered, but he wanted to look closer at the planes to see if he could uncover any more clues.

Kevin quickly looked around with his binoculars and did not see anyone around. He stowed them away and started to walk towards the two parked planes.

He made it to the closest one that the two girls came from. He opened the door to the plane, hoping there was nobody in it. He quietly and slowly opened the plane door and entered. Once satisfied that nobody was on the plane, he quickly looked around. He started next to the cabin, and he found a bin of papers.

He opened the bin and found some startling documents, especially on four woman and their husbands. One of them is Pam and Bob Myerson. He looked over the paper about Pam. It had her name, age, height, weight, all the information you wanted to give to a doctor's office, and Bob's information.

Kevin thought he might have uncovered a human trafficking ring that may be big enough to bring in the federal government on this. He quickly thought about his contact at the FBI and noted to give him a call later on.

He glanced at the three other women and noted their information.

Rebecca Bennett from Baltimore. She was a librarian. Her husband is Clyde Bennett, a 30-year-old doctor.

The next girl was Nicole Martin, an insurance company claims adjuster from Miami. She is married to David Martinez, a 32-year-old electrician.

The last girl was Audra Green, who is currently unemployed in Ohio. Her husband is Jeff Green, a 24-year-old mechanical designer.

Kevin started to take pictures of the files with his cellphone; he heard a vehicle get closer, stopped next to the plane, and heard voices. He quickly scrambled, took the files from the bin in his backpack, and looked around where he could hide in the small private jet.

Tabitha was eating Krystal's pussy when she was interrupted by familiar voices.

"Hey, girl! Did the party start without us?"

She looked up and had the tell-tall pussy juice over her mouth, and she saw her other two friends.

Krystal greeted them while her legs were still spread out, "Hey, girls!

Both naked girls got up and hugged their friends and gave each of them long kisses.

Camilla loved tasting pussy juice from kisses, as well as Paige. The Latina girl was wearing a bright green tube dress with matching heels. Paige was wearing her typical dark black gothic-themed attire. This time a dark plaid skirt that barely covered her pussy with thigh-high black chunky heeled boots and a skimpy black bikini top that barely covered anything from her fake breast. It is possible to make out that distinct outline of large nipple rings from the thin material of her top.

Tanisha then enters Tabitha's and Krystal's dorm.

"You girls ready for the tour of the resort?"

Each of the girls nodded. Krystal and Tabitha got their skimpy clothing back on and were ready in a few seconds. Tanisha then handed each of them a small catalog of clothing for their stay at the resort. The list contains many different clubbing attire and accessories. It features mostly latex, leather, or PVC-type material, as well as various high heels and boots. Tanisha instructs them to pick out as many items as they need.

The black woman then led them back down to the first floor and told them more about the resort. They learned that the resort is a sex and pleasure resort for wealthy black men worldwide. The guests will have many fetishes, and the girls will assist them to come true. Ultimately, most of the girls of the resort will get bred at some point and give birth to be adopted by a wealthy couple. Furthermore, the girls can be bought off by any guest and taken with them as sex slaves to the guest's whims. The resort can hold up to 72 guests and accommodates 60 girls.

The information given by Tanisha has all the girls hot and bothered and wet in anticipation.

"The guest arrives once a month for a week at a time. The next guests will arrive next week. Enough time to prepare you to accommodate for guest pleasure."

Camilla asked the first question, "Ma'am, what happens when you get pregnant?"

The black woman stops and smiles at the group, "You will continue your duties; however, your tasks will be lighter than usual. You will also wear a unique collar to signal guests that you have a bun in the oven. During your third trimester, you will stay off-resort to prepare for birth. Afterward, you will return to the resort to resume your duties, with a tattoo to note that you have been successfully bred and will continue.

Almost together, all girls started to moan in anticipation. Tanisha anticipated this; that's why she stopped. She thought that the organization did a great job of preparing these whores for the job. She then continued with the tour.

The resort consists of one sizeable 2-story building and two diagonal buildings behind the main building. These two buildings are the guests' rooms. The guest rooms comprise three floors; the larger rooms are on the third floor, the medium rooms are on the second, and the smaller rooms encompass the first floor.

When entering the main building, the large corridor is in the center. On the left side of the main building is where the girl's dorm at the end of the hall, comprising the large club and bar area and a restaurant and fitness center.

"Your husbands are being conditioned as we speak at another facility on this island and will be part of the maid staff once ready. In the process of feminizing them, they will be readily available for guests and you, dear girls. Also, you will be instrumental in their final training in a few months.

Tabitha almost forgot about her husband and could not wait to assist in training him to be a wimpy sissy. The thought of him getting fucked by a giant black cock almost made her orgasm thinking about it. She also thought of how much it turned her on being fucked by the black men on her husband's bed while he watched. That was the most she had been turned on since her transformation. She has embraced this new life as well as her new girlfriends.

The group learned that new girls would arrive every 18 months and come in fours as they have. When the guest arrives, they are the new girls, typically the most sought-after on the island.

Tanisha walks the girls to the other side of the main building.

"On the left side is another restaurant, and on the other side is the dance club. Clothing optional!"

She walks further down the corridor to another set of doors and stops. She opens the door on the right and reveals it to be the domination room. The room is dimly lit and has a black shag carpet with blood-red walls and an elegant look with dark wood crown molding and chair rails. Inside the large room are various BD/SM equipment with doors to other smaller rooms.

"Those rooms are for private sessions for more intimate pleasure," Tanisha noted to the group.

She exits the room, and on the other side of the corridor, she points out that the one door is a spa and salon for the girls. She walks to the other door next to the spa/salon door.

"This one is our tattoo and piercing shop. We will go in."

The shop is small but has a couple of chairs for being inked and pierced. There was a medium-sized built black man with tattoos all over his body.

"This is Titus, the resort tattoo artist, and piercer."

"Hello, ladies."

The girls greeted him, and each one of them had thoughts of fucking his brains out.

"Today, you will be given a new tattoo. You have a number for your duration here on the island. You will receive a tattoo of this number on your left wrist in Roman numerals. This number will match your sissy husband."

After about an hour, each girl had a small number inked on their inner left wrist. Tabitha was 25, Krystal 26, Camilla 27, and finally Paige with the number 28 in Roman numerals. As a result of the marking, they will be able to match with their sissy husbands because they no longer be recognized after their feminization.

After the group exited the tattoo parlor, they moved toward the end of the corridor with a door similar to the one leading to the girl's dorm.

"This is where the sissy maids stay. Eventually your sissy husbands will be here soon."

They started to walk out of this section of the main building when Paige got the nerve to ask a question.

"Ma'am, how many girls or sissies have been taken from the island by the guest."

"Great question, Paige, is it? So far, only two girls have left with guests. No sissies as of yet. The two women that have moved on, their husbands remain here at the island for our use forever until they have been taken away or retired."



None of the girls asked about retirement for the sissies or them. They didn't even want to think of that for a long time.

They explored the rest of the resort. They even got to look inside one of the third-floor guest rooms. These rooms are enormous, with a larger bathroom and a large bedroom with a king-size bed. The tour ended when they took a jeep ride to another building about a mile from the resort, a smaller facility.

"This is the security building. Inside is our director of the island; we call him Governor."

After entering the building, the girls see it is similar to a small doctor's office waiting room. Suddenly a handsome middle age black man comes from one of the doors to greet the group. The man looks like an authority figure dressed in an all-white outfit with comfortable slippers.

"Welcome, girls; my name is Solomon; I'm the director here at Isla de Reina de Picas, also called Queen of Spades Island."

He continued, "I like to meet the new girls once they arrive to welcome them to this resort. You are what makes this resort so special. I want to ensure all your needs are met, so do not hesitate to contact me or my staff if you need anything. Again, welcome; now excuse me; I have an issue to deal with."

"I left the box of papers in the plane; I will be right back."

The staff member entered the plane and saw movement, and a man dressed in a black outfit popped up from the seats, aware of his discovery.

"What the hell... You ain't 'supposed to be here."

Kevin then punched the man in the mouth, knocking him out. Then he stepped over the sleeping staff member and exited the plane. At the same time, the security team just arrived.

The staff member waiting for his partner saw the man dressed in black and pointed him out to the security team.

"Hey, he's over here, leaving the plane!"

Kevin ran as fast as he could. Only a few feet from the edge of the jungle, he felt something hit him in the back of the leg. It felt like someone shot him with a dart. He felt drowsy, his muscles did not want to move anymore, and he fell to the ground. He tried to fight this sleepy condition but to no avail.

He awoke to a dark, dimly lit. he noticed his clothes removed, and he only had on his underwear. Both his hands and ankles bind him behind a chair. Kevin could not move.

Then the door opened, and a black man dressed in all white entered, grabbed a chair from a corner of the room, and sat in front of him.

"So, who are you, and what are you doing here?"

NEXT CHAPTER - CHAPTER 3: BOB'S TRAINING
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[chapter 3] - Final Days of Bob

Bob recognizes the smell as he wakes up in the small room. There was a feeling of a hospital room about it. It is difficult for him to pinpoint what precisely the smell is. Does it have anything to do with sanitation? Do the chemicals used have something to do with it? He does not know the scent, but it is distinctively medical.

His nakedness remains, but he is free from being strapped to the medical bed. Like a paralyzed person, he cannot move his arms or legs. He can move slightly to survey the room, but his gaze focuses on his newly enlarged breasts. There is no way for him to know how long he has been in this state, or he does not know if his breast or the inability to move concerns him the most.

In a slight turn to the left, he discovers a monitor attached to him, just like an actual hospital patient. To his right is the typical IV setup attached to his arm. Why are they doing this to me?

Bob reflects on how he ended up in this predicament. He had a fetish for watching his wife have sex with a black man. It was his wish to become a cuckold. However, he went too far. In following through with the advertisement, he went too far by making his wife a Queen of Spades. After 18 months, his wife had not only fucked other men but also changed physically and mentally.

The life he lived was good to him. He had a wife he loved. He had a promising career and a lovely home and pissed it away. Those days are gone or will never return. He began to backslide after the house fire. As Pam was out, he let himself go.

He realized the organization had planned this all along; they didn't mention he would be a part of it. Then again, maybe he deserved it for what he did to his wife. During his emotional turmoil, he started to shed tears and cry.

"What the hell are you doing on my island?"

Solomon then examined the investigator's license and looked back at the man tied to the chair.

"Mr. Kevin Bell."

Being captive was the first time in Kevin's life he had been terrified. He finds himself in an unfamiliar situation. His investigation into Pam Myerson's disappearance prompted even more questions. Finding more questions than answers is somewhat typical in his field of expertise, but this case has multiplied it. Kevin finds himself tied to a chair, and his fate is in the hands of people he doesn't know.

Solomon has extensive experience in interrogation. He knows he has fresh blood and can get this man to tell him everything he knows.

"So, Mr. Bell, you'll tell me everything. There is no doubt in my mind about that."

"Listen, I don't need to tell you anything. As you know, I have rights."

"Rights?! Rights, Mr. Bell? Do you know where you are? You are not back in the States, Mr. Bell. Here you have no rights. Here, I can determine your fate. Whether you want to live or not will be entirely up to you, Kevin Bell."

Solomon's security team wheeled a small cart into the room and placed it next to the investigator. An examination of the cart revealed only a vile of transparent liquid and a syringe. Kevin thought it might be a truth serum.

The black man in all white gathered the vile and pieced it with the syringe to fill it. By holding it up to the light, he ensures that the correct amount is selected. Then he stared back at his captive.

"Shall we begin?"

A masked nurse occasionally checks on Bob. The nurse came in and checked on his vitals as usual. Several traces of tears are still running down the cheeks and from her patient's eyes, who has been crying profusely. Then she wiped them away as she expected to see them.

Bob tried to speak, "Nurse..."

As much as he tries to finish The sound of his question, he is still alarmed by the strange voice coming from him. His voice is so feminine.

The nurse ignores him, writes down some information on her electronic tablet, and then leaves.

The new voice almost slipped Bob's mind. How in the hell did my voice change?

Bob wanted to hear his voice, so he said, "Hello?"

"My name is Bob Myerson."

"Fuck, I sound like a woman!"

Still paralyzed, Bob could not leave. He tried so hard to get up, to no avail. Attempting to move but failing, the feminized male began to cry again.

As Kevin begins to feel dizzy, he eventually passes out and slumps down from the chair. Only the tethering to the chair prevents him from hitting the ground.

He was satisfied with the information he received from the private detective who infiltrated his island. As a result, he found out who he was and hired by one of the girl's families to find her. The girl was Pam Myerson.

Perturbed by the part of the organization that dealt with this, the governor did not need this unnecessary incident. It was the first time someone from outside the island came uninvited. After a quick check on this individual, he can see how he slipped by the people who are supposed to keep an eye on loose ends for the selected woman, especially during training.

A part of him admired his tracking skills, but he also understood that this man posed a potential threat to the entire organization. All it takes is one man to ruin everything. It is imperative that he act quickly and swiftly.

One of the security team members asked him, "What should we do with him?"

Solomon touched his chin to indicate he was thinking about this. It took him a few seconds to respond.

What should we do about him? Could we get away with killing him, or would anyone notice? We are so out of anyone's jurisdiction that nobody from any country's law enforcement wouldn't dare investigate here. He was sure of this, as he has connections within the surrounding countries and links back to the States.

Although he was confident that he should kill this man, a thought entered his deviant mind. Suddenly, he had an idea that made him smile.

"Let's give him to Dr. Fettleman. Maybe he can find some use with him."

Solomon then examined Kevin close.

"Goodbye, Mr. Bell."

Bob was on the verge of going insane. Anyone would go crazy after a few weeks of lying in this small room on a hospital bed. His TV was set up on the wall before him, playing only movies he would never watch. Lifetime dramas were the only thing he could watch during the day. Little did he know, this was the same setup his wife encountered early in her training. As part of his next training phase, subliminal messaging made him more docile and receptive to commands.

He was no longer paralyzed and was able to move his limbs. His abductors were okay with this, given his current condition. Despite feeling so weak, he is not motivated to escape. It would not be possible for him to run even if he got up from his bed. Bob felt it was just better to stay in bed. He has no idea what they have in store for him or why he is even here.

Over a few weeks, a nurse would check up on him. He found out they came every hour to check his vitals and change his IV. Bob was only fed by IV, with a combination of nutrients to keep his body functioning and hormones to keep him feminine. Throughout the day, they help him get out of bed to go to the bathroom to relieve himself with the IV trailing him. At this point, he thought he could escape, but his physically weakened condition prevented him from running and mentally imprisoning him. Throughout all this time, the nurses never spoke to him, and he tried to talk to them, but they ignored him.

Mentally, he was starving to taste real food. Despite this, the liquid drip flowing through his veins eased his hunger. He wished he could just eat a juice steak but could go for even a fast-food burger, just something.

As Bob looked at his new figure, he became very curious. Touching his new breasts amazed him, and he explored them with his hands and fingers. A full-length mirror in the bathroom allowed him to see even his hourglass figure. It looked like he was a woman with a penis who was bald.

The ordeal is the longest time Bob has ever been naked. Whenever the nurse helped him get out of bed, he felt embarrassed because there was no clothing to cover him.

Bob was startled when the nurse came into his room. He had their schedule down when they came in, so it surprised him while watching one of the chick flicks on the TV.

The nurse then grabbed his IV bag, took out a syringe, and injected it into his feeder of the IV. Right when Bob was wondering what she was doing, he passed out.

It took a moment to open his eyes and get his focus back. Bob had that familiar headache after waking up. He found himself in another unusual position; instead of waking up in the hospital bed as he had for a few weeks, he found himself upright and restrained to a metal post with his wrists secured behind him to the metal device. His neck had a metal collar that, too, was attached to the unknown metal device behind him as well as his ankles cuffed to a horizontal bar between him that made his legs apart, slightly exposing his cock for all to see. His feet are resting barefoot on the metal platform that is somehow attached to the bar he is restraining. The cold metal suggests it wasn't long put into this position.

Bob, feeling like he had more energy than ever, tried to free himself, but it was a fruitless attempt. That's when he noticed his waist secured to the metal device. He can only move slightly as the metal prison holds him in place.

He noticed he was in a different place this time. He is in a room slightly more significant than his recovery room. It was well-lighted will tiled floors and cinderblocks walls painted in shades of white. Still, it reminded him of a hospital. A door with a small window and a full-length mirror is on the wall facing him.

Bob was able to see himself restrained. But he did not recognize himself. His head was devoid of hair, completely smooth. His new body showed off his large breasts, enlarged hips, and a tiny waist that the metal device held him like a belt. Someone put makeup on his face. He was wearing heavy eyeshadow that appeared to be a palette of purple and heavy eyeliner and a dark pale shade of red lipstick as well as other complementary makeup such as blush that made his face look like a slutty bald woman.

The door to the room opened. A woman dressed in a short white provocative nurse outfit appears. She was not wearing a mask and looked beautiful with her brunette hair tucked up in her nurse hat. Bob would give her a cursory look over like all horny men; however, he was too worried about what would happen next to him.

The nurse had a syringe in her hand, then pierced his arm and emptied the contents before withdrawing the needle and putting it away in one of her pockets. Then she put on a pair of latex gloves in front of Bob and took a tube of something from her other dress pocket. She then crouched and positioned herself close to the restrained naked husband on his left side.

Bob could strain himself and see what the nurse was doing from the corner of his eye. She squeezes the contents of the tube onto one of her latex-clad hands. It appeared to be of a gel substance.

In his feminine voice, Bob asked, "What are you doin'?"

The nurse ignored him and then penetrated his asshole slowly with two of her lubed fingers. Then began to apply and smear the lubricant along the insides of Bob and expertly hit his prostrate, making Bob's cock twitch and grow. After a few seconds, she then withdrew her fingers from his ass.

Unknown to Bob, an 8" dildo was attached to the metal restraints below him. It was attached to a vertical frame and could be moved upward along the edge. The nurse applied lube still on her latex gloves all over the dildo. Once satisfied it was well lubed, she raised the fake cock up the vertical track quickly and was positioned ready to penetrate Bob's rosebud. The nurse gave a wicked smile and slowly penetrated Bob's lubed asshole. He could only moan loudly in his feminine voice as the dildo made its way up his ass. Bob thought the dildo would rip him apart, even though his wife fucked him with an enormous dildo a while ago.

The nurse made sure the dildo was entirely inside of Bob and then locked in place. Bob's pain is immense initially but slowly erodes once his body accepts the foreign object. What frightened him the most was how long this object would be in him and how he would relieve himself when the time came.

The nurse then left the room, closing the door behind her. Bob's cock was now fully erect and breathing faster, and he started to sweat as his body was heating up.

The nurse returned to the room with another nurse in a similar outfit; this time, the nurse was a black female.

The black nurse spoke, "Ah yes, the drug is kicking in already. You got a heavy dose of an aphrodisiac."

Bob could feel his whole body tingle, his breathing increased close to panting, and his eyes rolled back. His new breast began to feel heavier and hot as his nipples began to harden. His ass began to clench the dildo, and Bob was moaning when he had a chance from his heavy breathing. He never felt pleasure like this before. His cock was as hard as it ever was.

The other nurse then injected a syringe into the base of his cock. Bob's euphoric trance was momentarily paused by the sharp pain he felt, and the pain left as quickly as it came. He could not tell from the drugs, but his cock rapidly went limp.

Bob could feel his cock go limp, but he was still horny.

The black nurse then put a ball gag in his mouth and secured it around his head. The moans from Bob became muffled by the gag.

Bob was still horny as ever as the drug flowed through him. He clenched the dildo with his ass and wanted to ride it, but the restraints prevented him from doing so. He attempted to moan louder.

The other nurse then took out a metallic device.

She then rubbed Bob's smooth bald head and dangled the device before him so he could see the object. It appeared to him as a metallic cock cage with a small padlock attached to it.

Then she quickly attached the cage to his limp cock and around his testicles. He heard a locking sound and watched the black nurse secure the key in her pocket.

Another woman entered the room. But it was not like the other two nurses. This woman was dressed in all-black leather with thigh-high heeled boots making a clicking sound on the tiled floor as she entered the room.

The black nurse reached into her pocket and gave the woman the key.

She extended her hand, wearing a black leather glove, and the nurse dropped the key in her palm.

"Thank you, nurse Betty. You can now take her to the waiting room with the rest. There will be another one joining us soon.

The nurse asked, "I thought we only had the four girls."

"We did, but an...unexpected guest arrived on the island, and the governor thought he wanted to join the girls."

Then the two nurses unlocked the device and started to roll Bob out of the room. Bob was shocked that the device holding him could move quickly and was being rolled out like an appliance on a dolly. Hitting the small bumps from the grout of the tiles made the dildo move inside of him, getting him even more turned on as it hit his prostrate, causing his cock to leak out cum but not from an orgasm.

Bob could not concentrate and was unaware of his surroundings as the drug taking effect and the dildo riding in his ass as the cart wheeled him out, hitting all the little bumps. The entire ride kept him light-headed, dizzy, and in a state of euphoric trance. Being naked, bound, gagged, and chastised this way made him even more horny. His cock continues to drop out small amounts of cum.

Then the cart was finally stopped in a room similar to where he came from but bigger. He was facing a wall that had a large mirror, like one that one would find in a dance room. There he was joined by three others in the same predicament as him. All of them were naked, bald, gagged, bound, and wearing a cock cage, as well as having a feminine look with large breasts and wearing makeup. Bob could not take his eyes off himself as he no longer looked like a man, instead looked like a woman with a cock, a she-male.

All four tried to talk and whimper but only produced muffled moans from their gags.

More staff arrived in the bright room along with a cart that Bob could see from the mirrored wall in front of him. He cannot tell what exactly the cart is for. What is more frightening is that no one is saying anything, even to each other.

The new staff moved the cart behind Bob. The naked husband tried in vain to move to break free, but he could not move. He was secured tightly. The staff member wore black latex gloves and took something from the cart. A buzzing noise started, and that's when Bob felt it.

My god! They are giving me a tattoo! He tries to scream as the dull pain projects from his left ass cheek, but he cannot be due to the ball gag. The scream was muffled but still could be heard. The other husbands looked on with horror. Then it was over after a few minutes.

The slight pause gave Bob time to recover as his ass cheek felt on fire from the ink gun. What did they draw on me?

Before he could answer himself, another one moved in front of him. The nurse was wearing a white latex dress with a matching mask. He could not see her face, but she wore heavy eye makeup.

The latex-clad woman then grabbed one of Bob's nipples sticking out from the breast augmentation surgery he received a month ago and attached a metal clap device. Then showed him the long pointy needle to torment the newly created shemale. She then proceeded to pierce his left nipple. Bob, still recovering from the tattoo pain, now felt his nipple being pierced and felt the sharp pain right away. He, again, screamed as much as he could. Once the intense pain dulled, she withdrew the needle and attached a gold ring to the newly formed hole. The staff member quickly pierced the other nipple and secured the gold hoop.

After what seemed like hours, eventually, the staff could tattoo and pierce the rest of the restrained husbands. All four of them burst into tears at some point and can be heard screaming, and crying, only muffled by the ball gag stuffed in their mouth.

The woman then packed up all the equipment and left the room.

The primary nurse then said in a booming voice,

"Good night, ladies!"

Then the lights went out, and they were left in complete darkness.

"He is not ready. He will not look like the others."

"Do the best you can, doc," Solomon responded to Dr. Fettleman.

Dr. Fettleman does not like deviating from his carefully planned surgery for the men. Everything was carefully planned out and meticulously planned by him, and when the organization does this, he gets agitated.

"The man still has muscle mass and needs to lose weight; he will not look right if I proceed with the surgery now."

"How long do you need to get him to surgery?"

Dr. Fettleman examined the man closer and started to feel areas of the sleeping man.

"Give me about 45 days; I think I can get him where we need him to proceed with surgery."

Solomon thought on it for a moment.

"You got it, Doctor."

After the agreement, Solomon then left the Doctor's facility.

The Doctor then motioned to his nurse to prep the new patient. The man was knocked out, stripped of all his clothes, and sleeping on the wheeled bed.

The head nurse then approached the Doctor awaiting his plan for the unexpected patient.

"Dr. Fettleman, how do you want to get him ready?"

The Doctor thought about the plan to get him ready. We need the man to lose a considerable amount of weight. At first, he thought about additional surgery to remove fatty tissue, but that will complicate things even more than they need to. No, this calls for something else. He thought about pumping the man with considerable hormones, getting him on an IV drip with no solid foods, and monitoring the fasting. That should get him to lose substantial weight; that should be the plan.



"Here is what we will be doing."


QOS Island Ch. 04

[Chapter 4] - New Life, New Name

Bob awoke groggy. The room his tormentors left him was still completely dark. Bob did not hear any sounds of the other 'girls'; either they accepted their fate, or they are sleeping, just like Bob. A crust of old saliva had formed around the ball gag, he had struggled to accept for a long time but was now comfortable with. It is complete darkness. There is no light emanating from any source. Likewise, Bob felt satisfied with the dildo that penetrated his ass. The tattoo that was forced on him still causes a dull pain, and his hands remain restrained behind him.

Now, the worst pain he is experiencing is the spread of his legs, which are still restrained in place. Due to a lack of movement, he is experiencing aches in both legs and has attempted to move around to create some kind of circulation and comfort in his lower half. Nevertheless, he was so well restrained into this metal contraception that his movements had little effect

He wished and prayed to turn back time to prevent the situation that led him to where he is today. The man wondered what event he could turn back in time if he could do so. Before meeting Chance, his shemale lover? Before his house burned down and he was terminated from his employment? No, what he did to his wife caused the problem. To satisfy his horny self, he agreed to make her into some hot wife.

"Well, look where that has gotten you now, Bob? They turned you into a shemale; you even sound like a woman; they pierced your fake tits and gave you God only knows what tattoo on your ass; good job, you dumb fuck!'

As he started to cry, tears began to trickle down his cheeks, but the mouth gag prevented him from making any sound, only a dull grunt. It must have awoken one of his fellow prisoners since he could now hear a muffled voice. Since it is still too dark to see anything, he is left with only the sense of hearing. Although, for some reason, he is still in a state of arousal, as though he has no control over his body. Over his genital area, he can feel his cock struggling to free itself from the metal cage that is placed over it.

The room's lights came on, Bob's eyes strained to remain open due to the sudden and intense pain.

"Good morning, ladies!"

Bob heard the clicking of heels on the floor coming from behind and could see her from the wall mirror he was facing. He is still naked, still bald, and still looks like a woman.

She had a dominant presence about her, with long, straight black hair and a face covered in heavy makeup. Her attire was neither subtle nor for the faint-hearted. She wore a shiny black rubber dress that just covered her crotch. As a result of the front opening forming a V, the edge of the garment curved down past her navel, which showed off a dangling navel jewelry. Both of her nipples were exposed, revealing black barbell piercings. In addition to her long black nails, she wore black knee-high boots and thigh-high fishnet stockings.

Bob's cock was pressing against its cage more and more from the excitement seeing this woman. More nurses joined her, they wore white nurse outfits with hats and face masks to conceal their identities. Bob counted eight of them.

Bob's ball gag was removed by one of the nurses, and other nurses did the same for the others. Suddenly, he breathed a sigh of relief as the rubber ball stuck in his mouth all night had been removed.

The other nurses then checked on the IV bags of each patient. They were then replaced with a new bag. He wanted to raise a million questions in protest but, for some reason, lacked the energy to do so, so he did not speak up. The others followed suit. The bags were changed without protest or questioning.

It was then that the latex-clad woman spoke again, "Ladies, tomorrow you will be given normal food and start your training."

She continued, "We will leave you alone with the lights on, so you girls can chat."

In waiting for the others to complete their task, she followed them, closing the heavy windowless door behind her, leaving the four restrained by themselves.

Bob attempted to turn his head to see the others but was so restrained that he could not. He was only able to see them by looking at the wall mirror. The entire wall was made up of a gigantic mirror.

It was Bob who was the first to speak after the nurses left, "What the hell is going on?"

Once again, shocked by his female voice that he had forgotten and was startled when he finished that sentence, he still cannot believe his high-pitched voice.

In a feminized voice, the one on his left replied, "I don't know!"

Bob was unable to distinguish what the other two restrained individuals on his right were saying at the same time.

Although Bob could only see straight ahead in the mirror, he was able to look at the others through it. Like him, they were naked, had womanly bodies, and had large breasts, which had their nipples pierced. Additionally, they have shaved heads and wear a large amount of eye makeup.

"I am Clyde," said the person on Bob's left.

All Bob could respond with was "Bob.".

The other two also introduced themselves. Bob learned that their names are David and Jeff.

As the four restrained shemales talked to each other for some time, they learned more about each other and their situation that eventually brought them here, where they all do not know where here really is.

Bob learned that all of them had contacted the QOS organization to make their wives black cock whores through the training program they believed would satisfy their kinky side and make their sex lives with their wives more enjoyable.

Clyde Bennett was a young physician from Baltimore. His wife was Rebecca, and he was shocked to find that she had changed after the so-called training. According to him, she was a timid individual who was well suited to the role of librarian. As far as her sexual life was concerned, she was very plain and had no kinks at all, at least according to Clyde. It is for this reason that he contacted QOS in order to change her. It was her beauty on the inside that attracted him to her, however, her outer physical appearance was lacking and unattractive, even though she had potential to be attractive. It sent Dr. Bennett over the edge when she returned home looking like a gothic bimbo. It was the last thing he remembered when he was tied up and made to watch his gothic wife being fucked by a couple of black men.

David Martinez was the first person to Bob's right. Bob concluded that he was of Latin origin since he was the only one who did not appear to be as white as the others. Originally from Miami, David worked as an electrician. He was married to Nicole Martin. In accordance with the wishes of her family, she retained her maiden name. In the same way as the rest of them, David contacted the organization because he was unsatisfied with his wife's sex life and wanted her to change. He was knocked out cold when he was collected by his wife. When the husband awoke tied to the bed face down with his wife naked, she moved closer to him when she realized he was up and moved her freshly fucked pussy closer to his face. Seeing all the glinting cum flowing from her pussy, she quickly pressed his face into it, asking him to lick it like a good cuck. She then placed a black cock in her mouth. David remembers nothing else.

Jeff Green is from a small town in Ohio. He was the youngest member of this group and a mechanical designer. He is married to Audra Green, who recently graduated from college. According to Jeff, she was the love of his life and she was an attractive young redhead, however, her parents were very religious, and that was reflected in her, as she was a plain Jane like all the other wives. In the course of his wife's 'training', he had a relationship with a woman, who he later discovered was a shemale. A few months later, his affair ended and his wife returned home with a couple of black men. When he saw the appearance of his wife, he was utterly shocked. She now had shorter curly natural red hair, and her entire body resembled that of a sexy stripper. After seducing him to strip, she led him to his bed but was restrained by her two black escorts and was then fucked by his wife wearing a giant dildo.

During the training of their wives, all of the husbands mentioned a shemale in their lives. That was when Bob decided to ask each of them what her name was, and they all replied, Chance. Neither Bob nor the others were able to believe it.It appears that they have been duped. It was Chance's job to get them used to a shemale, start the process of removing their heterosexual walls, and prepare them for the organization to make them shemales. It was unclear to Bob what the purpose was.

The nurses returned to the room a short time later. This time, large carts were wheeled in. Several large carts were available for each captive. A nurse brought an object behind Bob, which she started to unfold into a makeshift bench. A second nurse began to remove his IV and unfasten him from the metallic restraints. Since he was given drugs, he was docile and did not exert any resistance as he believed it would take too much energy to resist. No thought of resistance occurred to him as a result of the effects of the drugs. With the assistance of a couple of nurses, he gingerly stepped down from the metal device and was then guided to sit on the bench. As Bob observed, the others were doing the same. Like a racecar pit crew, other nurses assembled a folding table in front of Bob and an office chair with rollers appeared with another nurse sitting down, with only the table separating them. After that, another nurse gently gripped Bob's arm and placed it on the table. After a moment, he realized what was happening.

He said to himself, "My God, they are doing my nails!"

Bob did not know why he was not resisting, or more importantly that he was intrigued by what she was doing to his fingers. Unknown to him, the IV drip contained a chemical compound that makes him docile, just as they desired. It is part of his training.

Following a few minutes of using various tools and motions, Bob's left hand had been completed and the nurse was now working on his right. It was apparent to him that they had made his nails longer and more feminine. There was a part of him that admired the look. Throughout the large room, the smell of a nail salon permeated as others were getting theirs done as well. The nurse painted all his fingernails black once the right hand had been completed. On the table, a nurse placed a medium-sized box and guided Bob's hands into it, and the device was activated. His guess is that it is some sort of drying device designed to assist him in drying his freshly painted nails. After only a few minutes, the apparatus shut off, and a few nurses quickly removed both the device and the table from the room. Bob took the time to admire the work done to his fingernails at this time. They measure approximately one and a half inches in length. He found the feeling on his fingers to be strange.

In the following minutes, a few nurses began to apply powdery substances all over Bob's body with latex gloves. There was no doubt in Bob's mind that the powder was baby powder, but why?

An additional nurse arrived with a shiny black rubbery material of clothing, and three or four nurses began dressing him in it. The garment seemed to be a PVC bodysuit that covered him from neck to toe. In addition, it had little openings in the fingers that allowed him to expose his freshly painted long nails. The garment also included openings that revealed his large, pierced breasts, as well as a space in the crotch area where his cock was still caged. His head was then covered in a hood, with the only openings for his eyes and mouth, as well as two small holes for breathing. There was also a tiny opening at the top of his head. He was also fitted with black highiheeled boots made of the same material when the hood was placed over his head. After that, a black leather collar was placed around his neck, a leash was attached to it, and his hands were cuffed behind his back.

When the nurses had finished with him, they assisted him to stand up in his new outfit. Fortunately, he was familiar with walking in heels when Chance had him dressing up in woman's clothing. A nurse then took Bob's leash and led him out of the room. As a result of his inactivity with his legs, Bob initially struggled to walk the first few steps, but he was able to gain his balance and strength as the nurse guided him away. As others followed, the large room was filled with the sounds of clicking heels.

The nurse guided Bob using the leash like a pet, and eventually to a well-lit white corridor passage, and then into another room. The room was smaller and looked like a prison cell. The room was large enough to fit a small bed, a sink, and a toilet. After leading him into the room, the nurse unbuckled the leash and removed the handcuffs. After leaving the room, she closed the door and locked it.

Bob can only assume that the others are also in their own rooms. Strangely, he seemed at ease with his current situation. Rather than worrying about what will happen to him, or even considering escaping, he is beginning to embrace the feminization and anticipate what lies ahead.

As a result of the excitement to this point, he is very sleepy. He immediately felt the urge to take a nap on the white sheets and large pillow on the bed. Bob attempted to remove the hood from his head but was unable to do so and was too tired to continue. The outfit and boots remained on him as he fell fast asleep.

He awoke to the sound of the door opening. He felt as if he had slept for hours and felt refreshed after waking up. A nurse then informed him that training would begin shortly and that he should use the toilet if necessary. In fact, Bob had to relieve himself. With the outfit and contraption on his cock, he was unable to urinate standing up. Instead, he squatted on the clean-looking toilet and relieved himself. There was a feeling that he was pissing a gallon for a long time, but eventually he was finished. The fact that he did not wash his hands felt unsanitary, but his hands and arms were covered in his black suit with only his nails exposed, so he did not have to clean them. After that, the nurse leashed him like a dog and led him away from the room. However, this time he was not handcuffed and was able to keep his balance while walking much more easily without having his hands restrained behind him in the high-heeled boots. He believes the heels are five inches high and the constant throbbing reminds him that he is not wearing flats.

Upon entering a small cafeteria, Bob was joined by the other three. Each of them had a small fruit cup filled with yogurt and a bottle of water. They were then led back out by their nurses by the leash. Eventually, they were led to another large room where the woman wearing all black, whom he had already met earlier, was waiting for him as well as the other husbands. Like a military formation, she lined up all four of them in front of her. As good obedient slaves, they all obeyed her instructions.

"My name is Mistress Fiona, and today we will begin your training. You will need to earn your keep on this island and take care of our lovely resort and its guests."

As she looked at her new shemale students, she smiled. The feeling of satisfaction was that they were all paying attention, not concerned about what was happening, but eager to hear what she had to say to them.

"Shall we begin ladies?"

On the first day of training, they learned the most basic aspects of maid service. Mistress Fiona describes this activity as fetch-and-carry. One by one, she instructed them to retrieve a book from the bookshelf on the opposite wall and bring it back to her. She focused on the posture of each of them, and they fetched the book in a clumsy manner that was reminiscent of a man walking. Particularly in high-heeled boots. As soon as each of them had retrieved a book, they were instructed to balance the book on the back of their heads and walk with it to prevent it from falling around the large room. There was only one lesson today. Despite of many attempts and the sore feet, each of them eventually improved, but Mistress Fiona believed that more work needed to be done. At this stage, this was normal. A larger book was placed on their back, and they were instructed to balance it while crawling around the room.

After a couple of days of doing only this exercise, they moved on to the next stage of their training. It was this time that they practiced carrying a large, heavy tray and setting it down on a table. The practice was conducted with the tray empty at first and repeated many times until it met Mistress Fiona's sense of grace and made little noise. Afterward she placed several empty cups on each of their trays and had them practice setting them down and placing the cups on the table, eventually progressing to having water in each cup. It was done until each of them was capable of carrying the tray with cups filled and placing it on the table without making any noise or spilling the contents all the while in their high-heeled boots. Each of them took a week to master this, but they were able to do it with feminine grace and as if they had been doing it for decades.

Moving on, they practiced picking up and carrying small objects with their mouths. Initially, a small vibrator was used and eventually, a life-size dildo was used. As Mistress Fiona checked each object, she ensured there was no trace of saliva.

In the next training session, they worked on each of their curtsies. There has been no change in the outfits of the feminized husbands and their cock cages are still exposed along with their enhanced breasts pierced with golden rings. Each of the shemales was instructed to stand erect. By stepping back with the right foot and bending down, the right knee moves toward the left foot. In addition, they were instructed to move their arms out to the sides. Maintaining a straight back and a high head position. Then bow the head gracefully and rise once again. It was practiced until Mistress Fiona was satisfied with the result.

Throughout the time in training, each of the shemales has purged their mental masculinity. They have been instilled with a desire to serve as well as grace and femineity. Their training also included basic ballet lessons that helped them move with grace. Additionally, they learned how to perform their basic core responsibilities at the resort, which included cleaning. The future maids learned how to vacuum, dust mop, change sheets, do laundry, clean windows, and perform other household chores while dressed in a PVC bodysuit, hood, high-heeled boots, and long nails.

They moved on to the next phase of training once they had mastered the basics of maid training. First, they will be given new names. As on all other days, they begin the day by lining up in the training room, awaiting commands from their mistress.

"Good morning, ladies."

Each of them replied in a feminine voice, "Good morning, Mistress!"

"As of today, you will be given a new name for the rest of your lives. This is your new name, and it will be the only name to which you will be addressed. Your old manly name no longer exists to you. To let everyone know who you are, you will wear a new collar with your new name on it."

As she walked closer to them, she began with the first on her left. With their similar outfits, the shemales appear to be identical to each other. It is only a slight difference in height and a few other minor characteristics that can distinguish them from one another. During this time, each nurse removed the collars worn since wearing the outfits.



NoneIt is Jeff, the youngest member of the group, that she addresses first.

"You will be called Olivia."

Olivia was then fitted with a new collar by the nurse. Her name is printed in silver lettering an inch long on the front of the collar, which is wider than the collars they wore previously.

Upon moving to David, Mistress Fiona referred to her as Eve, and a collar bearing her name was placed on her neck.

Next, it was Bob's turn. Like a girl on her first date, he felt butterflies in his stomach. He was looking forward to it with great anticipation. Having been feminized, he feels at ease and no longer considers himself to be a man.

The collar with that name was fastened around her neck and she was informed that she was now known as Candi.

Clyde, the last one, was called Daisy.

As compared to the first phase of training, the second phase was shorter. In this course, they learned how to apply their own makeup, focusing on the eyes and lips. As part of the lesson, they were shown how to remove their hoods, apply cosmetics, make their eyes heavily made up, and compliment with fake eyelashes.

They have been receiving a weekly enema since their first training day. Until now, this was the only thing penetrating their asses. A large anal plug has been provided to each of them, and they are instructed to always wear it.

Additionally, they have received new piercings. They have pierced ears, but due to the hood, they only wear stud earrings. However, each of them had a septum piercing, which was visible through their masks. Their tongues and navels were also pierced.

In preparation for their last training phase, each of them received a QOS tattoo on the left side of their sizeable fake breast. When wearing their outfit, they will be visible to everyone.

After completion of this phase, each of them spent one-on-one time with their mistress.

During Candi's turn with her mistress, she was escorted to a room that looked like a bedroom, where her mistress was waiting for her, clad only in thigh-high boots. However, the most shocking part of her appearance was the fact that she had a cock. She not only had a cock, but it was large and thick as well.

"Crawl to me, Candi."

On all fours, Candi crawled to her mistress with a giant cock in her hand.

Mistress Fiona took her giant cock and guided it to Candi's mouth. It was expected that Candi would begin sucking on it. Having her mistress cock in her mouth, she is sexually charged with her caged cock struggling in its little prison. The shemale sucks on the cock and feeling it growing and swelling in her mouth. In no time, Mistress Fiona's cock had become enlarged. Her newest shemale trainee was gently pushed away by her.

"Get on your knees on the bed and remove your plug."

Candi responded immediately and without hesitation, drooling saliva from her mouth as she did so. When she removed the plug from her ass, a popping sound was heard, since the plug is the largest object to have entered her ass.

Fortunately, her tongue stud had been heeled, and she was able to give pleasure to her mistress with it.

"You want my cock?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Beg for it, you shemale slut!"

"Oh, Mistress, please fuck your shemale maid!"

"You want other cocks?"

"Yes, Mistress, I want other cocks to suck and fuck!"

When Mistress Fiona gave a signal from one side of the room, a naked black man with a more enormous cock appeared and is now standing in front of Candi.

Her mistress told her, "Suck that black cock while I fuck your ass."

Candi then guided the flaccid cock into her mouth and began to suck it gracefully. Mistress Fiona placed her erect cock at the shemales' rosebud and entered her ass with only Candi's saliva as lubricant.

With a black cock in her mouth, Candi moaned in pleasure as her mistress pushed the cock further into her ass. After her cock has reached its maximum depth, she slowly fucked the latex-clad shemale. Following a few seconds, the pace is picked up until the fucking is finally in a faster rhythm. A sloshing sound is heard as she fucks her ass.

With her mistress fucking her faster, Candi begins to gag on the giant black cock that has now invaded her throat. It is the first time she has taken a cock down this far and is eager to take as much as possible. The black man found this to be too much for him. He started to cum in the shemale's mouth.

"Do not swallow that cum," Mistress Fiona exclaimed. "Keep it in your mouth!"

Candi was unable to catch the first burst as it jettisoned down her throat, but she was able to capture the following burst. She continues to suck the black cock as she mixes the black man's cum with her saliva as her mistress fucks her.

Candi's mistress then stopped fucking her and pulled out of her ass, leaving it gaping. The black man and Mistress Fiona switched positions. With his cum-coated cock, the black man began to fuck the shemale maid. Candi then placed the cock of her mistress in her mouth and tasted the mild flavor of her own ass.

Candi's latex-clad ass was grabbed by the black man, and he began to fuck her like an animal in heat. Mistress Fiona then grabbed the shemale's hooded head and began to face fuck her. As the black man looked at Mistress Fiona, he indicated that he was ready to cum again.

Okay, let's give this bitch our cum at the same time! Candi, swallow all of my cum!"

It caused Candi to become orgasmic as the cum began to drip from her caged cock. As Mistress Fiona's cock unleashed her seed down Candi's throat, the black man violently delivered his second load in her ass.

Candi had the most incredible ecstasy of her life, even more significant than when she was a man. Back then, she was Bob. Now she is Candi. She has fully embraced this new chapter in her life. She is eager to fuck more. It matters little to her that she cannot fuck anything with her now caged cock, she just wants to suck and get her ass fucked.

The black man then pulled his large cock from Candi's ass, leaving her ass gaping and pulsating from the many mini-orgasms she had. Her cock has been dripping cum ever since her Mistress fucked her. Candi's mistress pulled her cock from her mouth, leaving a trail of cum and saliva on her face. Candi licks her lips seductively at her mistress, signaling that she enjoys being used in this manner.

Suddenly, Candi heard a familiar voice.

"I guess it's my turn now with this shemale whore!"

It was Pam, Bob's wife. She is now known as Tabitha. As she approached the bed, she was naked with all of her tattoos and piercings, wearing a large black dildo. She rubbed it with her right hand as if she were jacking off.

"Mmm, spread those cheeks for me, honey. I want to fuck that fine ass of yours!"

NEXT CHAPTER: CHAPTER 5-TABITHA'S NEW JOB

None

QOS Island Ch. 05

Six weeks earlier.

The morning sun at the island shined through the small room and awoke Tabitha from her sleep. She was spooning her roommate Krystal, and both slept naked and without any covers. The blonde has been sleeping well since arriving on the island.

Tabitha woke first and felt aroused with her roommate pressed against her, feeling her body heat. Krystal was still sleeping. The blonde then reached down to the redhead's pussy, rubbing it. she enjoyed feeling another woman's sex. This made Krystal awake and having her pussy rubbed gently by the blonde got her excited and started to sway her hips to show her enjoyment of the activity.

Knowing her roommate is awake, Tabitha quickly moved between Krystal's legs and positioned her face into the redhead's pussy. The smell of pussy intoxicated her, probing the glistening opening with her tongue, savoring the taste. Her roommate grabbed ahold of her head, pressing her into her pussy and moaned in pleasure. Krystal orgasmed immediately. The redhead screamed loudly feeling every nerve ending exploding in sexual bliss. Tabitha looked up with pussy juice over her mouth and her roommate quickly reached for her kissing her on the lips and tasting her own juices, tonguing her lover. The two woman switched positions and it did not take long for Tabitha to orgasm. The two naked woman embraced each other and enjoyed waking up to this every day.

Both girls were looking forward to today. This will be their first time to host guests who are arriving today. They have been told that there will be over fifty guests this month. The most the resort has ever hosted since opening.

Some guests will arrive by boat at the resort dock, but most will arrive by air. In Tabitha's opinion, this makes sense since all guests are rich and powerful people who will have a private jet to use for their travels.

Now that both girls are awake, they stretch out and welcome the new day. Getting some good lesbian action helped to awaken them fully. The two naked women proceed to the bathroom simultaneously without asking one another for a hot shower. For Tabitha, washing each other in the morning is one of the day's highlights. She enjoys exploring her roommate's body. After washing down her large, pierced breast, the sultry blonde usually gazes into her blue eyes and kisses her seductively as their pierced tongues probe each other's mouths at the same time.

The blonde is awestruck by the wet beauty of the redhead. Under Krystal's large silicone breasts are vine tattoos like Tabitha's, but smaller cupping each orb. She is intrigued by the sexy-looking sleeve tattoo on her right arm. Tabitha did not know precisely what ink displayed before becoming intimate with her, but now can see various objects intertwined. An assortment of exotic designs can be seen on her shoulder all the way down to her wrist. There were a few flowers, some weed leaves, and even a spade hidden within the tattoo designs; Tabitha was amazed at the level of detail. It was only now that she was able to determine that the sleeve tattoo contained outlines of cocks and vaginas. The question Tabitha asks herself is whether she should get one like her friends. The tattoo that both have above their pussy, consisting of a large QOS spade with the letters "BLACK COCKS ONLY," is still a favorite of hers.

It required discipline for the two slutty women not to ravage each other during the shower. Upon finishing, they dried off and went to their closets to select their outfits for the day. The two women agreed that it would be cute if they wore the same outfit but in different colors.

Tabitha looked into the vanity mirror and marveled at her new hairstyle. Her hair has grown to a medium length and is still platinum blonde, reminiscent of Marilyn Monroe. The sexy blonde was used to her very short hairstyle but felt a change was in order. The only downside is spending longer time getting it styled, but Tabitha welcomed the change.

Their choice was a PVC wet-looking mini dress with short sleeves and an opening at the chest to reveal the tops of their breasts. There was a collar on the dress, which buckled around the neck. A visible silver zipper divides the dress in the middle and extends all the way to the hem. A pair of patent leather thigh-high boots of the same color completed the outfit. Krystal chose the red outfit, which was a perfect match for the redhead, while Tabitha chose the black ensemble.

Both women applied their makeup, both skilled at it by now. Imagining that they would be touching it up multiple times during the day and night. Their hair was completely dried and styled. Tabitha has let her hair grow out. Her normal hair color is brown, but currently a bleached platinum blonde. It remains short but styled like a blonde bombshell with soft curls and not yet touching her shoulders. The heavy makeup Tabitha usually wears goes with her hairstyle. Krystal still has a curly style with a vibrant red color. There is a common sense of excitement in both of their faces, and both seem to be aware that the night will be long.

They met up with Camilla and Paige, two girls from the training program, for breakfast at the small restaurant. It was then that they met the other girls. There are over twenty women. They were all wearing the same type of clubbing dress that had various styles and colors that each picked out. Tabitha found the scene surreal, as it resembled a hooker or stripper convention. All the women were impressive and shared related characteristics with the other four girls. Their bodies were decorated with many piercings and tattoos, as well as large breasts and attractive figures.

As all the girls finished their late breakfast, Tanisha, the black resort manager, entered the cafeteria and took center stage to address the whores.

"All right, ladies, are you ready for our guests?"

Hooting and shouts of 'oh yeah' have signaled to the manager that these girls are eager to meet this month's guests.

"You and the guests know there are no rules."

The resort manager walks back and forth, addressing the girls as if they were soldiers getting ready for battle.

"Make sure the guests have a great time. This is what you are prepared for. This time, these guests are ready to breed some girls."

Because of the limited number of girls, the organization did not want any of their merchandise to be impregnated during the other months. Not until they have a stable of whores that can take over the slack. By putting the women on birth control measures, they were still able to fuck bareback. For a select few, the measures have now been removed. A highly advanced liquid contraceptive is used for all the girls on the island. This is not available to the public.

Those girls who will be bred are selected by the organization. Unknown to the new girls, none of them have been selected, as they are too new. They will, however, be available next month. Four girls will be bred this month. Tabitha was informed that after the girls have been impregnated, they will be on light duty and eventually will move to another building on the island awaiting berthing. A child has already been selected for adoption once it has been born. Children from interracial relationships are in high demand on the adoption black market. On the lower abdomen, the girl will be tattooed with a small child to identify her as a breeder. In much the same way as an air-to-air fighter pilot after getting a kill.

Several girls giggled and hoped they would be chosen. Tabitha and Krystal looked at each other and smiled.

Tanisha holds up four bright green collars that bear the words, 'KNOCK ME UP!' Then glances at her electronic tablet to see which girls will wear them.

"The girls I call out are selected to breed. They'll wear the collar the entire time the guests visit, so they know they're primed for breeding."

The resort manager then calls out four names. They all giggled as if they had won a lottery when their names were announced. The women hurried to the manager and fastened their new accessories around their necks.

After looking at her watch, Tanisha realizes that the guests will arrive shortly.

"OK, guests will be arriving soon, give them a good time! Have fun!"

Guests began arriving at the sprawling resort and checking in at the front desk. These guests arrived by ferry, which is used explicitly for those coming other than by private jet. In general, these guests are from the local area, but that is all relative since the island is situated off the coast of South America and is a highly remote location.

The girls were able to mingle quickly with the guests. As Tabitha estimated, there were approximately twelve guests, all of whom were single black men. Tabitha, Krystal, Paige, and Camilla did not meet any of the first wave of guests.

It will not be long before the rest of the guests check in. In the distance, Tabitha could hear planes arriving and departing from the island.

In no time, Paige had hooked up with one of the black men and was heading to his room. Krystal and Camilla then joined a group of men and a couple of other girls for some partying. An attractive black man wearing a three-piece suit approached Tabitha.

"Hey baby, you look very fine!"

A flirtatious Tabitha responded, "Thank you very much."

The man held out his hand, and Tabitha accepted.

"Let's grab a drink, shall we?"

"Of course!"

They walked to one of the resort bars. The black man could not keep his hands off Tabitha during the walk. The platinum blonde loved every second of the flirting. Every time he touches her, jolts of electricity all over her body.

The couple sat at the bar. Tabitha's short dress barely covers her bottom when sitting on the bar stool.

"My name is Killion."

"Tabitha."

Killion then ordered a glass of whiskey, while Tabitha ordered a tequila sunrise.

During the small talk, Tabitha learned that Killion is known as 'Killer M,' the rapper. His name rang a bell in her head, and he was the first celebrity the blonde had every spoken with. The sexy woman never heard his music until her transformation. Since Tabitha has become a queen of spades, had grown to love listening to rap and loves dancing to it.

After her first drink, both started to take shots of tequila. In the wake of her second shot, Tabitha started giggling whenever Killion talked to her. The sexy blonde downed her third shot and then started to rub the rap musician's crotch, feeling the bulge through his expensive slacks.

Killian asked, "How about going to my room?"

"Fuck, yeah, I wanna go!"

In a matter of seconds, Tabitha downed the clear liquid in a hurry. The tequila shots are now taking effect.

Both of them walked to Killian's room, and the rapper couldn't resist touching the buzzing blonde. As Tabitha was not wearing any panties, he took advantage of this by finding her moist slit and playing with it while they walked. During the walk, Tabitha experienced a mini orgasm. The teasing of his long dark fingers probing her pussy and ass outside the room door had reached a point of no return. In the blink of an eye, the drunk blonde threw her arms around the black man, kissing him and offering her tongue. The rapper then took his fingers from her pussy and offered them to Tabitha, who sucked his long finger's savoring her pussy juice.

They somehow found their way into the large guest room and climbed onto the bed. After unbuckling his trousers, Tabitha pulled them down, revealing expensive dark underwear with an outline of a giant cock. After licking her lips in anticipation, quickly moved down and began to kiss his cock through his underwear. The cock started to swell more after a few passionate kisses. By pulling down his underwear, Tabitha unleashed the black snake. Although his cock was not the largest she had ever had, it was long enough, longer than any white man the blonde had previously encountered, which was only her sissy husband.

The slutty blonde then swallowed the thick cock whole. As a result, Killian moaned with pleasure. Her saliva coated his cock so that she was able to deep-throat him more easily. While giving him a blowjob, the black man placed both his hands on the blonde's head and helped her fuck her face, making gagging sounds with every thrust. Tabitha was able to make his whole cock disappear in her mouth.

"Damn, bitch! Hope your pussy's as good as your mouth!"

She paused and looked at him with a wicked grin, "Do you want to know?"

"Hell ya, bitch!"

The slutty blonde climbed onto the large bed and got on her hands and knees in front of him. Spreading her legs apart to reveal her wet pussy. She wiggled her ass while playing with her clit with one hand.

In a seductive voice, she said, "Come fuck this white whore!"

Killian did not waste any time getting the rest of his clothes off, revealing his chiseled body. She turned around her shoulder and noticed a man who regularly attended the gym.

The black rapper inserted his stiff cock into her warm snatch and began to fuck her. It did not take him long to pick up the pace and get Tabitha moaning after every thrust. Her G-spot seemed to be hit every time he thrust in. She continues to be fucked by him without showing any signs of stopping.

Tabitha thought, Holy shit, he's got stamina!

Tabitha was in a state of ecstasy. Although the blonde has been fucked many times, this one with Killian was particularly satisfying to her. The horny woman was hanging on for dear life as he continued to fuck her like a wild animal. It was necessary for her to clench the sheets as another orgasm occurred because of the fucking.

Suddenly, he stopped without warning and exited out of Tabitha's well-fucked pussy. The rapper flipped her over on her back, spreading her legs. The busty blonde thirstily awaited the black cock to return to her hole. Killian then fucked her with the same vigor as before, putting his cock back in her gapping pussy.

Once again, Tabitha was astonished by his stamina. The blonde was now face to face with her fucker. The woman made sure he knew she was a whore by licking her lips with her pierced tongue while playing with her tits. Tabitha began to hear the sexy sound of wet pussy and large balls slapping against her ass.

Killian, to her surprise, picked up the pace more quickly. He grabbed her high-heeled boots and lifted her ass to gain leverage for burying his cock deeper. The sensation of his cock pulsating in her pussy caused Tabitha to scream when she orgasmed once again. The black man slowed his pace and eventually stopped. The satisfied woman kissed him seductively once again, but eventually the black man broke off and retracted his cock from her gaping hole. Tabitha heard a wet popping sound as the cock left her pussy. His cum began to flow down from her gaping pussy to her crack. The feeling of the warm liquid oozing to her asshole excited the blonde.

Killian then went into his bathroom without saying anything. Leave Tabitha with her legs open and cum flowing from her pussy. After playing with the cum leaking out of her, the promiscuous woman finally began licking it from her fingers.

God, I'm still fuckin' horny!

As soon as the young rapper returned to the bedroom, he quickly changed into his clothes.

"Shit, you are a good fuck! I have to go now; my friends are expecting me at the club. Let's plan on doing this again."

"Fuck yea, any time, sugar!"

The horny blonde starts to lick the rapper's cum off her fingers after he leaves the room. Even though the blonde was not invited to join him, she did not mind. Tabitha had her first fuck, and anyways, there will be more guests to please. Fuck, I love being a whore!

Tabitha quickly freshened up in Killian's bathroom. Afterward, she walked back to the bar, hoping to pick up another guest to entertain. During her walk, traces of cum started to escape her pussy and ooze down her inner thighs. A wicked smile spread across the blonde's face as she felt the cum trickling down her legs.

Tabitha was in the main corridor when a couple walked toward her. The man was another handsome black man with his wife, a stunning black woman wearing a long gold evening gown with a slit all the way to her waist, revealing her toned legs.

They stopped to say hello to Tabitha. She returns the greeting.

"I like her, babe," she said to her husband.

Tabitha was asked by the black man to join them for a couple of drinks. Although she was still feeling the effects of the drinks with Killian, the horny woman agreed. Tabitha then took the black man's other hand, and they proceeded to the bar together.

Tabitha was once again drinking, and this time she was vaping. The vape pen contained cannabis oil and made her feel good with the soothing buzz feel to it. The blonde learned that the couple was KaRon and Nina Baker. As a stock market trader, the husband made himself a considerable amount of money. This was their third visit to the resort, and Nina was very particular about which girls they chose to have sexual adventures with. She chooses Tabitha this time. Now Nina is groping Tabitha, and the black woman is offering her tongue to Tabitha, who accepts it. As Tabitha sat in between the couple at the bar, Nina was on her right side making out with her, while KaRon began to fondle her breast and eventually found his way to her wet pussy because of excitement and the rapper's cum.

Then, Nina asked Tabitha, holding her head, "Let's go back to our room."

The only response Tabitha could muster was a nod of agreement. All of them finished their drinks and headed toward the guest rooms. Tabitha and Nina held hands as they walked.

The salon is Michelle Robinson's sanctuary. Formerly a model, she is familiar with the importance of maintaining good physical health and appearance. Her dedication to the gym has resulted in a body to die for, especially after having a couple of children. The housewife had two daughters that she loved very much. In order to prevent going insane after Pam's disappearance, Michelle has intensified her workout efforts, and she was able to maintain a healthy weight as a result. It was her hair day today. Mrs. Robinson has always styled her long, natural blonde hair. It was essential to her that her grays be colored in a similar shade to her blonde hair this time. Her appearance was much younger than that of someone in her late 50s.

The drive home from the salon was uneventful. The traffic was light on a Saturday morning, which was a relief to her. She and James had Laura stay with them just in case Kevin, the private detective they hired, got back to them. The news that her oldest daughter could still be alive shocked and relieved Michelle. Pam's whereabouts have been unknown for the past two years. Although Michelle had prepared for the worst, the mother knew Pam was still alive based on her instincts.

The moment Michelle pulled into their huge driveway; she noticed that neither Laura's car nor her boyfriend was present. Immediately, the mature woman wondered where they might be. Maybe someone was picking up food, she thought. James' large SUV was no longer in the garage when his wife entered it, but Michelle expected that because her husband worked at one of his dealerships nearby.

Michelle opened the door from the garage into the house into the spacious kitchen. Michelle then called out for her youngest daughter, but no one responded. The mother started to worry until she noticed a handwritten note on the refrigerator door.

Hi Mom, Kevin called, and he found Pam and told me where she is at. I wanted to be the one to pick her up, so Jason and I will be out. God willing, I will be back with Pam and surprise you and Dad! I will contact you soon. Love, Laura.

Michelle started to cry as she read the note repeatedly.



"Oh my god!"

Her first instinct was to contact Laura. She picked up the house phone and dialed Laura's cell phone. Because Michelle had no cell phone, she relied on the house landline to communicate. The housewife did not accept being constantly in touch with people and preferred talking face-to-face. Slowly, is coming around and may eventually get one.

There was no one answering Laura's cell phone, and the rings turned into Laura's voicemail greeting. The mother then hung up without leaving a message. She proceeded to dial up her husband's cell phone. This time, someone answered.

James picked it up immediately, noticing it was from his home, "Hello?"

"James, Laura left a note at home. Kevin contacted her to let her know he found her. Laura's going to pick her up."

"What? I told Kevin to call me! Is Laura there?"

"James, I'm the only one here right now. I have no idea where Laura is. I tried calling her phone, but no one answered."

"Michelle, please go over to Laura's place and see if you can get her before she leaves."

"Yes, dear. Love ya."

The older blonde hung up the phone, gathered her purse, and headed for the door to the garage. Michelle hears the front doorbell ring as soon as she opened the door to the garage. After being startled by the sound, Mrs. Robinsons walked toward the main door, wondering who it could be.

James contacted the local police department. During the initial investigation, when he reported his daughter missing, Mr. Robinson remembered a few contacts. In the end, it was a lost cause. There is nothing the police can do except file more paperwork and reports. His claims were not backed up by a lot of evidence. If the private detective contacts them, they may be able to do something about it, including involving the federal government. In the eyes of the police, his theory on Pam's whereabouts is only a flimsy speculation.

When he tried to contact the detective, Kevin Bell, no one answered. James sighed in defeat after five attempts. Again, no one answered when he called his daughter. He felt helpless for not being able to reach anyone. If Michelle was able to contact Laura, would his daughter call him for an update? Since Michelle does not own a cellphone, the wife will be unable to notify him immediately. Damn, I need to make sure my wife gets a phone right away; this is getting way out of hand!

Jason hadn't seen Laura this excited in a long time. During the drive from her parents' house to her apartment, Laura was driving faster than usual. Upon arriving at her house, she immediately grabbed her large suitcase from the bedroom closet and filled it with clothes. The young woman hardly talked to Jason the whole time.

Laura asked Jason to charge her cell phone while she tossed it to him during the flurry of activity.

As soon as Jason caught the phone, he realized that it was indeed dead.

"Your phone's off, Laura."

"It died just before we got here because I forgot to charge it at my parents. The charging cable is already plugged in in the kitchen."

Jason found the cable and plugged in her dead phone, not noticing it was disconnected from the wall outlet. He returned to the bedroom to talk to Laura.

"Hey, I talked to Brad. He has some good news and bad news."

Her gaze was fixed on him as she stood in her tracks, holding a beige bra in her hands.

"What do you mean?"

"He couldn't get a charter flight for us, but he has another flight that can take us to Ecuador."

"Okay, what's the bad news?"

"It's a cargo plane, one of the parcel companies, and the accommodations will be sparse."

"I don't care; even if we have to fly with chickens and goats, we're going!"

Laura starts to pack her medium-sized suitcase, wonders how much she should pack and worries about forgetting anything.

Jason wanted to comfort her and show her that he loved her. The young man started to put his arms around Laura.

"Not right now, Jason."

"Since you heard about Pam, you haven't wanted to be intimate with me."

"Really Jason?! Now?"

Seeing the bad timing of this situation, Jason backed down.

"I'm sorry; I just really love you and want you to know I'm with you."

Laura gave him a half-hearted hug, although she was thinking about how many clothes needed to be pack. A quick kiss was exchanged, and the focused young woman resumed packing.

If you're coming with me, you'd better pack too!"

Tabitha's day continued to improve. She has previously fucked a well-hung rapper, and now the horny woman is ready to fuck a black couple. As soon as they entered their large guest room, all three of them stripped naked.

Nina was the first to climb into bed. Tabitha admired her well-toned body and large natural breasts. It came as no surprise when Tabitha noticed her pussy was bald when the black woman spread her legs and waved the blonde over to sit next to her. However, KaRon, who was also in good shape, had a smaller cock than the rappers but was still of a reasonable size; she estimated it was probably 9 inches long.

Both Nina and KaRon kissed the slutty blonde, with Nina receiving a kiss on the lips and KaRon kissing her neck. They both fondled her large, well-rounded breasts. Tabitha spread her legs out, tempting anyone to touch her wet pussy.

In no time at all, Nina crawled between Tabitha's legs and began to give the slut's pussy attention with her tongue. The sexy blonde knew that this was not the first time the black lady had eaten pussy before. Nina was able to get the wet blonde hot and bothered. Nina's husband stood up and positioned himself so that Tabitha could suck on his cock. She accepted the challenge. Immediately, Tabitha began to orgasm, moaning loudly while still holding the black cock in her mouth. The black woman knew how to make a woman orgasm.

The two eventually switched positions, and Tabitha positioned herself to eat at Nina's pink pussy on all fours. Taking notice of the contrast between her dark brown skin and the pinkness, she marvels at its beauty. KaRon then guided his cock into Tabitha's pussy and began to fuck her while the horny white woman was eating his wife's pussy.

The fucking continued for several hours, leaving all three of them exhausted. They were all huddled together in the nice guest room, sleeping naked with the smell of sex filling the air. Tabitha would be with the couple throughout the week as their personal sex slave.

A smile spread across Tabitha's face as she thought, "I love my job!"

"What a waste," Beth Kirby thought as she wheeled the captive intruder to one of the medical facility's rooms.

Ms. Kirby had been with the organization as a nurse since it started the island operation. She has seen what Dr. Evans was able to do to these men. Beth was amazed at how proficient the feminization process is, especially in a short amount of time.

As a result of the injection he received from the security staff, the man was still passed out. Nurse Beth was instructed to add a double dose of the hormone serum that Doctor Evens created. She thought it was a lethal dose, but trusted the doctor's judgment and followed through with the orders.

The nurse then injected the double dose of female hormones into the man, hoping it would not cause any complications. She waited a few moments to ensure the vital signs were stable. Beth then made sure everything was secured and clear from the bed and unlock the wheels and carted him out of the room.

Beth wheeled him into the large shower room, which had a contraption attached to the ceiling. Tiles cover the entire space from top to bottom, matching the muted green tiled floor. The room was well illuminated.

Beth positioned Kevin's bed in the center of the room, where there were shackles hanging from the center of the contraption. After securing the shackles to the man's wrists, the nurse carefully moved the bed away, leaving him firmly affixed to the device. He was still unconscious. When the nurse pressed a button on the wall, the shackles started to winch back up to the device, causing the limp man to rise. She stopped the machine once satisfied with the positioning and left the man with his hands raised and his feet barely touching the ground. Beth and another nurse were able to remove the man's clothing before entering the room, leaving him completely naked.

A second nurse wheeled in a cart with a large metal bucket on top. She then donned medical latex gloves and picked up a large brush, dipping it into the bucket of a hair depilatory that permanently removes hair and hair follicles when left on the skin for a specified period. From his neck down to his toes, the nurse began administering treatment. Following Beth's application of the white, smelly substance, another nurse started shaving the man's head with hair clippers. Having done this many times, both nurses have become proficient at it. Using a smaller brush, Beth applied the smelly substance to his face and finally to his freshly shaved head.

After leaving the foul-smelling white goo on for a half an hour, the nurse then washed it off with a hose, removing the remaining body hair as well. Beth then inspects his body to ensure that all body hair has been removed, including his eyebrows. The nurses then dried the man before placing the gurney next to him and lowering him onto it once the shackles had been removed.

The nurse wheeled him into another smaller room and transfer him to a bed with the assistance of several other nurses and strap him in place. Beth closed the door after the other nurses left the room.

The sight of a hairless and bald man astonished her. His appearance remained attractive. Despite being a nurse, she is still human, and Beth has been lusting after a man for quite some time now. All these exotic and erotic procedures have made her moist, and the only relief she is finding is masturbating in her quarters during her free time. This is not sufficient. It is necessary for her to have a real cock.

The naked man's cock caught her attention, and it was a good size, not the biggest, but certainly not the smallest.

The nurse stroked the flaccid member with one hand while other hand stroked her panties-covered pussy. Her patience had run out. Grabbing the flaccid cock, she placed it in her mouth. There was a feeling of blood rushing to his member, causing it to become rigid. Beth loves the taste of his manhood, savoring the feeling of a cock getting hard in her mouth.

As Kevin awoke, he was shocked to find a nurse sucking on his cock. He tried to move but was too secure in the bed, strapped down from the leather restraints. He felt horror from the whole situation and pleasure from this nurse sucking his erect cock.

"What the fuck is going on!?"

Nurse Beth removed his cock from her mouth and placed her finger to her lips in a signal that he should be quiet.

Kevin watched in disbelief as the nurse put her lips around his cock again and sucking his erect shaft.

"What the fuck! My God, where am I!"

This was such a buzz kill for the nurse. Beth cannot control this man's screaming, and she does not wish to draw attention to the room. After getting off the bed, the nurse reached into one of the room's drawers for a ball gag. Kevin gave a fight by thrashing his head around, but Beth was able to fasten it around his head, and the ball eventually found its way to his mouth. The man can only make a muffled noise now.

The nurse was horny and knew there was no time to waste. She needed his cock in her now. Sucking the man's cock made her so turned on, there was no turning back now. Beth had to fuck his cock.

After removing her white lacey panties, Beth climbed over the man, guided his still-hard cock into her moist pussy, and began to fuck him. This was something she needed. The nurse was delighted to finaly fuck a cock. It has been a long time for her.

Kevin was unable to move as the nurse rode his cock. The restraints were extremely tight.

While bucking her hips and riding him like a bitch in heat, Beth got closer to him.

"This was exactly what I needed. I bet you're wondering what's going to happen."

The only thing Kevin could do was nod.

"You're gonna get fucked up! See those IVs on both sides? There's a serum in them with female hormones. You're gonna be one of them once they pump you with them for a few weeks!"

Kevin is not sure what she is referring to, and he has become more fearful as a result.

Beth was getting more turned on by talking about his fate and increased the pace. Seeing that the man is unable to hold it any longer, she continues the pace as Kevin explodes inside the nurse, who moans in pleasure and stops fucking him, and approaches the bald man once again face-to-face.

"They're gonna make you a shemale maid!"

Afterward, Beth kissed the man and left a trail of cum over his naked body. Then she put her panties back on, washed her hands, and began inserting the IVs in his arm, starting with the left.

Despite trying to move in protest and to scream through his ball gag, Kevin was unable to do so, as he was too secure, and the ball gag merely muffled his voice.

The IV, just like the quick injections he got before, is laced with estrogen hormones. She connected both arms to IVs. Not only does the liquid being administered to his arms contain hormones, but it is a substance that makes him completely docile and will eventually make it where he will have no will to move, let alone escape. His fate is almost certainly sealed now.

Beth checked that all monitoring devices were connected to him and functioning properly. She confirmed they were working and then left the room with a satisfying grin.

"Thanks for the fuck!" It's good to know that I'm the last pussy you'll fuck, nighty night, girlfriend!"

After turning off the lights, the nurse left. The only lights in the room are the ones from the monitoring equipment attached to Kevin.

Kevin could not move nor make any sounds. He could only look up into the darkness, wondering what was to become of him, as tears formed around his eyes.

The resort guests began to leave the island. Tabitha wished it would never end. Nina and KaRon enjoyed her company and fucked her frequently during the week. In their next visit to the resort, they said they would keep an eye out for the slutty blonde.

The next group of guests arrived the following month. Tabitha was disappointed to find that the black couple did not return this month. Despite this, she had a good time with the new guests. Neither Tabitha nor her friends were selected for breeding this month to her disappointment. All the chosen girls last month were successfully impregnated. The four have been placed on light duty. This time, four more girls were selected. As Tabitha found out, light duty entailed manning the club's glory holes. For the next week, the four girls will be sucking a lot of black cock.

This time, Tabitha fucked ten or eleven guests. Together with her friends, Paige, Krystal, and Camilla, she participated in an orgy on the last day. During this enormous fuck-fest, the busty blonde was able to lick the pussies of each of her friends as well as fuck large black cocks.

Tanisha, the resort manager, contacted Tabitha a week after the second month of guests.

"Tabatha, you ready to help with your husband's training?"

Tabitha had forgotten about her husband. It is rare for her to even think about him anymore.

"Sure, what do I need to do?"

She then hands her a large black strap-on, "You will need this!"

There was no doubt in Tabitha's mind that she was going to fuck her sissy husband, and she was looking forward to seeing how much they had feminized him.

"I am looking forward to seeing the girly Bob."

Tanisha said, "He's no longer Bob, she's Candi!"

Tabitha noted the large black veiny fake cock attached to the multiple nylon straps. She couldn't resist wrapping her hand around the girth and felt her pussy tingle with excitement.

She smiled wickedly, "When will I be able to meet Candi?"

NEXT CHAPTER: CHAPTER 6-A SISTER'S QUEST
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Soon after the first guests arrived during Tabitha's first month, she finally saw the sissy maids. The maids all looked alike, dressed in an all-black shiny body suit, high-heeled boots with similar material, and a matching mask. Their large breasts were exposed with pierced nipples with gold hoops and a similar QOS spade tattoo on one of their breasts. The masks only had openings for their mouth, which displayed their puffy red lips, large openings for their heavily makeup eyes, and smaller ones for their nose, which had a septum piercing ring large enough to fit a leash. All the sissy maids had their cock caged up and exposed for everyone to see what's left of their manhood. Not noticeable as much is the large anal plug in all the maids' asses.

Tabitha had seen this in action when one of the guests led one of the maids around with a leash. The busty blonde could not wait to do this to her former husband, who was no longer a man. He may still have a cock, but the rest of his masculinity has been stripped, and now goes by the name Candi. She was amazed that all the latex-clad maids moved gracefully like a woman, showing no resemblance to the testosterone-filled movement of a man.

Candi was given a couple rooms to clean by the head maid, who was a shemale herself. The shemale wondered if the head maid was one of the first ones converted or if they hired her. Either way, she wore a light blue latex maid's outfit with white trim. Her head was not covered like the other maids, showing off her heavy makeup with light blue eyeshadow and red lips. Her hair was of a natural dark brown and was pinned up in a ponytail, with the end just touching her shoulders. Candi was told to call her Adeline and appeared to be of a mix of Asian and Caucasian and had a French accent that highlighted her English words.

Candi strutted to her assigned rooms with the maid cart. Walking in six-inch heeled boots is now natural to her. During her trip to the guest's rooms, a few black men groped her on the way; some smacked her ass, which was amplified by the material of her catsuit. Others simply fondled her pierced tits that were on full display for everyone. This did not embarrass her, and she is now proud of her new tits.

She arrived in front of room 304 on the third floor. This is where the more prominent guest' rooms are located. The new girls are constantly assigned to these rooms as they are larger and will take longer to clean them. Candi was tasked to change the sheets and make the bed, vacuum, sweep the floors, sanitize the bathrooms, and replenish the toiletries and towels. However, her primary duty is to make sure the guest's needs are met; usually, this means sexually.

Candi knocked on the room door.

"Maid service."

Candi is still amazed she sounds like a woman. No one answered and started to do her assigned chores. The black-clad maid was in awe of the size of the room. It's the most enormous room Candi has seen in her former life. When she used to be Bob. It took close to an hour before the maid was finished and moved to the next room, 305.

At the same time, she stopped in front of the room; a black man was coming out. The man looked her up and down, and Candi could tell he was turned on by her appearance.

She meekly replied, "Maid service."

The black man noticed her collar with her name in big block letters, "Candi, is it?"

"Yes, sir."

"So, you bitches will do anything for the us?"

Candi nodded, knowing what could be expected of her. She has been yearning to be fucked.

"Ok, prove it. Take my cock out and start sucking!"

The latex-clad maid then dropped to her knees in front of the man. Her hands struggled to unzip his pants due to the long fingernails, but was able to get the zipper down. She then pulled down his pants. He was wearing gray underwear, and the outline of his cock was visible. Candi then dropped his shorts, and the black cock came to life.

This was her life now. Candi is no longer the male architect from Minnesota. No longer a husband. No longer a man. The latex maid was now a freak. A shemale freak. They made her into a sexy Frankenstein monster. However, Candi has embraced this. This is what the shemale wants to do for the rest of her life. Being a maid at a resort that hosts black men. Why should her wife or former wife have all the fun? Pam, who is known as Tabitha, helped take his manhood away. It was only fitting since he took her innocence away. It was Bob who helped her, who Tabitha is today. A fucking whore. A whore that fucks only black men. A Queen of Spades.

Candi's mouth watered as this was the most enormous cock she had seen. The maid then put the dark meat in her mouth. The shemale moaned while the cock was in her mouth, savoring the taste of his cock. The latex-clad maid could tell he had just taken a shower as his member had a hint of body wash to it. Candi picked up the pace and started to face fuck herself on his cock. The man held her latex-covered head and helped pace her bobbing on him. Expertly using her pierced tongue to stimulate the giant cock while in her mouth.

The black man bucked his hips. Candi, who was not an expert cocksucker, at least not yet, knows that the man is about to explode. She continued the pace of face fucking his shaft. Her saliva coated the cock and made a mess over her hooded face and bare breasts.

"Here it comes, bitch!"

The cock erupted in her mouth. Sending waves of pleasure and Candi's cock struggled in its metal cage to do the same but could not orgasm, not yet. Candi could taste the bitter-tasting cum. The first string of cum shot down her throat without resistance. The next wave of ejaculation filled her mouth. Now her mouth was full of cock and cum. Candi withdrew the cock from her mouth. It was glistening with her spit and his cum. The white substance started to drip from the cock and down on her tits. The corners of her mouth started to leak the sexual mixture as well. Her lips were bright red from the shade of lipstick, is now a pale shade of red smeared around her mouth, and her lips reveal her natural color with the glossy coat of black man's cum.

"Shit, I needed that; now go clean my fucking room!"

The man put his pants and shorts back on and left in a hurry, leaving Candi still on her knees with his cum all over her. She got back off her knees and cleaned the man's room without cleaning herself up.

Something about being used like this turned her on. Candi wished that the anal plug in her ass was a real cock. She wanted to fuck so badly, and her only regret was not letting the black man fuck her ass instead of her face.

The high-heeled latex-clad shemale completed her maid duties, but it was hard for her to concentrate on them. The man's cum still on her tits and around her mouth. Candi could still taste the man's cum. At first, the maid thought it was very nasty and thought about throwing up, but the taste has grown on her, and it doesn't bother her as much. The shemale hurriedly cleaned up the black man seed that coated her face and re-applied the lipstick Candi got from her service cart.

Once her chores were up, Candi wheeled the cart back to the maid's station. She noticed more and more of the girls, some with one or a couple of black men escorting them around the sprawling resort. Some could be seen fucking in the open, some in the hallway. A few others outside fucking indiscreetly and in the open. Candi has not seen Tabitha, Bob's former wife, who was the last one to fuck her. Tabitha had a large black strap-on dildo and ravaged her ass. Fucking her and calling her all sorts of nasty names.

The maid then put the cart back at the maid's station and was relieved for the day; however, Candi was told to walk around and clean up any messes encountered. Once leaving the maid station, the maid was approached by a black couple. The man was of an average build and only wore a skintight, thin swimsuit. Candi can make out the outline of his rather large cock. The woman had long braided hair and wore a similar color and material bikini. However, the bikini did not cover up her large areola and only managed to cover the hardened nipples. The bottoms were no different, and the lack of cloth covering her pussy was swallowed by it, revealing a somewhat visible camel toe.

The couple, just like the black man before, noticed the collar with Candi's name on it.

The black man asked, "Candi, are you available to play?"

"Yes, sir."

The woman then said, "Good!"

On cue, the black woman approached Candi to attach the leash to her collar and walked her behind them to their room like an animal. The couple did not talk to her after that. Candi did not even know their names. The maid guessed it didn't matter if she knew their names.

During the next several hours, the couple took turns fucking Candi. The first thing they did was to remove the anal plug from her ass when she was on all fours on the bed. The black man then probed her ass with his tongue while the black woman spread her legs and made Candi eat her pussy. This was the first pussy Candi licked in a long time. It was the first as Candi. The man then fucked Candi while eating the black woman's clean-shaven pussy. Apparently, Candi was doing a horrible job at it.

"Fuck, this shemale is horrible at eating pussy!"

The woman then got up quickly and attached a strap-on like Tabitha's, but the dildo looked more realistic than the one Candi was fucked by his former wife. The couple then switched positions, and the woman started to fuck Candi's ass with the strap-on while Candi sucked on the black man's cock. Tasting her ass from his cock.

"Hey babe, at least Candi can suck cock good!"

The black woman smacked her latex ass. Candi felt a sharp but brief pain from it.

She scolded the maid, "You need to learn how to eat pussy, you fuckin' shemale!"

The black man came twice. Once from Candi's blowjob and another from fucking her ass. Candi improved her pussy eating skills. The black woman made Candi eat her pussy until she orgasmed. It took a while, but Candi was able to find the proper technique and tongue-flicking to get this horny woman to orgasm.

The black man fucked her good the second time and made her finally get a sissy orgasm. Her cock leaked out cum from its cage while getting fucked. Candi's cock continued to leak cum from the fucking and produced a good amount of cum on the sheets. The couple made her clean it up by licking up her own cum after the fucking. Candi enjoyed this.

Candi did not clean herself up and instead left the room with man cum and pussy juice over her face and cum leaking down her leg. It only stopped when the maid put the plug back in her swollen ass. The plug was getting too small because of the ass fucking she had just received, but Candi was able to tighten up her hole around the metal plug.

The maid walked out of the room and was unsure where she was going. Then a painful smack was felt on her ass by someone behind her. The latex-clad shemale then looked around to see who hit her.

"Hello, bitch!"

It was Tabitha who was with two black men.

Kevin can feel the changes in his body. He feels so lethargic and just wants to rest or sleep. The IVs attached to his arms are the only thing giving him substance. He has not had any solid foods or drinks since being abducted. His wrists and ankles were still strapped down to the bed. Something is unfamiliar and different with him. The white cotton sheets feel different as if every nerve ending can feel the soft fabric. He looks down at his naked body. It just dawned on him; all his body hair is gone. His skin looks softer without the body hair. Unknown to him, the hormones fed him are shrinking his muscle mass.

He can't see his head, but it feels that all his hair is gone as well.

What the hell.

The panic quickly fades because he is too tired to care. I'm just too sleepy. He remembers what that nurse told him. They are making me into some freak. A shemale! Fuck!

He panics again and starts to scream, but all his energy has been sapped from him, and he capitulates to this tired feeling. I just need some rest; yes, I need rest.

"Have you found someone to manage the girls yet?"

Solomon relaxes in his leather chair behind his desk, with his hands together, only touching the fingertips. Listening to Tanisha giving her report for the week. She always gives him weekly status on everything with the resort, the guests, girls, maids, and everything else. He contemplates his answer to her. He had a few papers on his desk in front of him that he had been examining before the resort manager came in.

Tanisha has been asking Solomon to get someone to manage the girls. This is not her standard duty, which alone keeps her very busy. The black resort manager was reassured there would be someone to just manage the girls 24/7. She does understand that they just can't advertise this position.

She chuckles at the thought. Help wanted, need someone to organize and tend to the needs of whores that fuck all day and night at a resort in the middle of nowhere. It is highly illegal and breaks a few dozen international laws.

"Tanisha, as you know, I have been looking for someone for quite some time."

She knew he had been looking to fill this position for a while and understood they would need a special someone who not only had a job to do but would be living it every day. And the fact to be discrete about it as well. Tanisha frowned knowing its double duty again for the next few months. The black woman has heard this line before.

Solomon continues, "However, I believe I have found someone. They have potential and will need to be...persuaded."

Tanisha looked surprised, not only because he said they may have found someone but also because he gave a smile. She rarely saw him smile, even though it was a wicked one.

"Oh, yeah?"

"Yes, she is being collected as we speak."

Brad Peterson was the airport attendant at the tiny airstrip called Schmidt Airport. He is a longtime friend of Jason's and knew the private investigator, Kevin Bell. Brad was the only one who worked the tower at the small airport. He grew up around planes his whole life. His father owned the airfield, and Brad has managed it for a few years.

He found it strange that Kevin asked to fly to Ecuador and even stranger that his friend and his fiancé like to fly there as well. Neither of them ever told him why he was interested in going there. Brad was able to hook a flight for Jason, but it would cost him. The pilot wanted more than he told Jason it would cost, and he was not looking forward to telling him when Jason arrived, which would be in a few minutes. The jet was ready to go and awaiting its passengers just outside the tower. Brad was concerned that he had not seen the pilot since he checked in at the tower about half an hour ago. He concluded that he may just be getting ready in the pilot's lounge or a long bathroom trip.

The airport tower was lonely, as Brad was the only one to man it for the single runway. There was some activity in a couple of the hangers, which is typical. Usually, a few aircraft maintenance is the regular activity on a slow day like this. Brad was sitting in his chair, his feet propped up on the control panel, reading the current Aviation magazine.

Brad heard the tower door open, and before he could turn around, that was the last thing he would ever know. The masked man struck him, it broke his neck and ended his life.

The man got out his walkie-talkie and clicked to talk, "Ok, you're clear."

Jason and Laura finally got their things packed for a long journey. They had no idea how long it would be, and they only packed as few items as possible that would fit in a suitcase for each of them.

The driver to the airport was made into an adventure with Laura driving her sporty Camaro. Jason held onto the handle the whole time, and it just hit him why they are called the "Oh shit handle." She was like a possessed woman driving with the lethal combination of speeding, tailgating, and cutting drivers off. They finally made it to the small airport, Schmidt Field. When the green rocket for a car stopped, he did not waste any time getting out. He felt nauseous.

Laura saw that Jason was distressed from the ride.

"what's wrong with you?"

"Laura, you drove like a crazy lady, I just need time to relax."

"Pussy."

She showed a sign of humor that Jason had not seen in a while.

He smiled at her while getting the luggage from the green sports car truck.

"So, where's Brad?"

"He's probably up in the tower."

Laura looked up, put her hand above her eyes, and focused on the tower. She could not see anyone if they were up there.

A man dressed like a pilot started walking up to them.

"Jason Miles?"

"Yeah, that's me."

The man turned to Laura, then looked at his clipboard, "And you must be Laura Robinson?"

"Yep."

Laura was ready to go and awaiting instructions from this man, who she assumed was their pilot.

"I'm Steve, I will be your pilot today. Unfortunately, the plane we were going to fly has been grounded. I worked out a deal with another, and we will fly one of the better planes. And we will not have to make any stops, so it will be a direct flight."

This was a pleasant surprise for them both; however, Jason was worried about the cost. Even though Laura told him not to worry about the price, her family would cover expenses.

"If you could, follow me, and we will get going."

The man led them past their original plane parked under the tower, past two hangers, and then to the expensive private jet waiting for them. The jet was different than all the other private planes at the airport. Most of the planes were white; this one was all black with only the required tail numbers in white as the plane's only markings. It was one of the Dassault Falcon planes with a more extended range than all the other private jetliners.

The man then opened the plane ladder and told his two passengers to leave their suitcases so he could put them in the aircraft's cargo hold.

Jason and Laura made themselves comfortable in the Falcon by sitting in the enjoyable plush leather seats. Laura was still anxious about what awaited her and could not wait to find her older sister. The young woman is unsure how, but hopefully, they can meet with Kevin on that tiny island. They have not heard back from him, not yet. The chair was comfortable, and her worries seemed to be put on hold as the young brunette drifted asleep. Laura was momentarily awakened by the jet engines firing off to the constant humming sound. Then the plane started to taxi and felt the sudden acceleration and the smooth liftoff. Only then was she able to indeed fall asleep.

Tabitha was very drunk for all the drinks she consumed at the resort bar with her two black men. The busty blonde could barely walk in her high heels when walking to one of the men's resort rooms to have a threesome. Even though Tabitha was very drunk, she was able to identify her former husband, that is now a latex-clad shemale maid for the resort.

"There is my shemale husband!"

She points out Candi after smacking her latex ass which was then followed by a few hiccups.

Tabitha gets face-to-face with her husband. Candi can smell the alcohol permeating from her breath, and her eyes are glazed over. The two black men on each of her sides make sure she does not fall over.

"Come with us. Candi!"

Candi then followed the threesome down the hallway. Hearing Tabitha giggle all the way while the two black men fondled her ass and large breasts. Finally, they made it to the room and entered the standard resort room.

Tabitha then moved towards Candi, grabbed her waist, and started to kiss her former husband and entered her pierced tongue in her mouth.

This was the first time Tabitha kissed her former husband in many months when she was still called Pam, and he or she was still called Bob. No feelings were coming back to Tabitha from kissing her. As far as the blonde was concerned, she was not kissing her former spouse, that Pam loved dearly, but just another fuck toy that could be used for her pleasure.



The same is felt by Candi. When she was Bob, he missed his wife dearly and regretted the position he placed both. But now he was happy to be a shemale and be able to please both men and women.

The drunk blonde then guided the black latex-covered shemale to one of the chairs that was facing the bed and had her sit down. Tabitha then lay down on the bed, and the two black men started to kiss her body all over. One of them kissed her lips passionately as the other pulled her club dress from the breast to reveal her pierced tit and started to kiss and suck on it. This made her squirm as her pussy was on fire from the combination of the foreplay and her drunken state.

Both men stopped kissing Tabitha and quickly took their clothes off, and were completely naked. One of them got up to her and fed her his limp cock as the other spread her legs and started to eat her wet pussy. Tabitha, with her expert cock sucking skills, was able to make the flaccid cock hard in no time. Candi watched in amazement, both her hands on her knees, rubbing them as she could not touch her caged cock as it struggled to become hard against the cold steel. Candi was so aroused, started to fondle her tits next and licked her lips, wishing she could be in Tabitha's place.

The men started to fuck the drunk blond and switched positions every so often fucking all her holes. Candi could feel her cock dripping out precum from the excitement she was watching.

Eventually, one of the black men finally shot his load in Tabitha's mouth, and the other followed by orgasming in her ass. Candi watched and was close to orgasm herself.

Tabitha quickly got up from the bed and promptly approached Candi, held her head, and kissed her. The sexy blonde did not swallow the black man's cum and saved it in her mouth. Tabitha then let the cum mixed in with her saliva flow into Candi's mouth, who greedily accepted it, further turning her on more. In no time, the busty blonde was able to transfer all the cum from her mouth into Candi's.

The drunk blonde then turned around and bent over, revealing her ass to Candi with the tell-tale sign of being well fucked and cum just waiting to drip out.

Candi did not have to be told what to do. She quickly grabbed Tabitha's ass and started to tongue her ass, slurping the cream-filled hole.

Tabitha loved the feeling of her ass being tongued; she closed her eyes and said, "Oh yeah, tongue that ass. Get that cum!"

Laura woke up suddenly during the flight. Awaking from a dream or nightmare. She looked out the window and saw nothing but blue water and the sound of the jet humming. Laura also looked across her seat and her fiancé, Jason started to wakeup.

Just then, a woman dressed in a white blouse and blue tight skirt that was very short walked towards them. She also sported a blue scarf neatly tied around her neck. Her blonde hair was tightly pinned back in a ponytail with the end down to the small of her back. The woman also wore makeup that showed off her attractiveness with smokey eyes, a black outline with bright red lips.

The sexy flight attendant bends down to talk to the couple. That's when Laura saw she was wearing nude hosiery and navy-blue high heels. Much higher than Laura would wear.

"Glad to see you guys are awake."

She smiled at both of them. Jason could not take his eyes off the attractive woman, making Laura uneasy. the young brunette was close enough to smell her very seductive perfume.

She continued, "We should be in Miami in a few hours. So, sit back and relax some more."

Before leaving, she winked at Jason. The flight attendant moved back to the front cabin with a strut that shook her well-defined ass. Jason was in a trance until he felt a smack from Laura.

"Jason, what the hell?"

"Sorry, just never seen a woman like that before."

Laura scuffed at his response.

"Well, I don't think we are going to Miami."

"Why did you say that?"

"Look out the window, tell me what you see?"

Jason looked out the window, "So what? It's water."

"You dummy. We are flying from Minnesota. How is it nothing but water below us if we are heading to Miami?"

"I don't know, maybe it's the Gulf of Mexico? Anyways, I need to go to the boy's room."

Jason got up and walked to the front of the aircraft, where the lavatory was located. He opened the small door and then zipped down his pants, and started to relieve himself. He was almost finished when the door opened behind him. Before he was able to turn around, someone grabbed his cock and began to pump it. It was the sexy-looking flight attendant. She quickly closed the door behind her. The small lavatory had just enough room for both.

The blonde felt his cock to stiffing up. A tell-tale sign of being sexually turned on. The flight attendant was able to get in front of Jason and started to kiss him with one arm around him and the other hand still pumping away at his hard cock. She noticed his cock was more significant than expected.

Jason could not believe what was happening to him, so he just let things proceed and enjoyed the ride. After a few seconds of the blonde tonguing Jason, stopped and then was able to turn around and stick her ass out as little as she could because of the confined space. Wiggling her ass. The sexy woman hiked her skirt up to reveal only stockings attached to a garter belt with no panties.

She whispered to him, "Fuck me."

Jason did not even second guess himself. It's been months since he had sex with Laura. He could not control his masculine instincts as he guided his cock to her surprisingly wet pussy and inserted it.

"Mmm, there you go. Fuck me."

Jason started to pump the hot blonde. Grabbing her waist. She had to hold on for dear life on the lavatory sink as Jason fucked her like an animal.

It did not take long for him to explode into her. He had to be mindful of not screaming out his orgasm, afraid that his fiancé would hear him.

Just as swiftly as the flight attendant got in front of Jason, she pulled her skirt down, shifted to the front of the door, and left. Leaving Jason with his cock still twitching and dribbling the last drops of his cum.

Holy shit, did that just happen! Jason quickly pulled up his pants and tried to clean up the best he could before he left the small space.

She started to fish through her purse for her cell phone. Once found, Laura pressed the button to call her father's phone just when her fiancé returned from the lavatory.

She could tell he looked flushed and sweating a little bit.

"You OK?

"Yeah, must have eaten something..."

She raised her arm to signal for him to stop talking.

"Hello, Dad?"

"Yeah, it's me, Laura. Yes, I'm OK. Where am I? We are on our way to Ecuador to get Pam."

Jason could tell that Laura's dad was reading her the riot act for leaving without discussing it with him. Then Laura's demeanor changed suddenly.

"What do you mean mom is missing?"

Laura's phone then died before she could get an answer from her father.

"Dad? Hello?"

Laura looked at her phone and noticed it had no power.

"Shit, Jason, I thought you charged my phone!"

"I thought I did."

The blonde appeared, only this time wearing a gas mask, and then smoke and hissing sounds came from the air vents of the cabin. It did not take long for the couple to pass out. A few minutes after the smoke and hissing were turned off, the blonde then took off the gas mask, satisfied that the two had been knocked out. The flight attendant moved to the front to let the pilot know that they were sleeping and everything was going according to plan.

The pilot then turned a couple of switches on his long-range radio and called out to his destination.

"Raven's Nest, this is Two Niner Delta One. Do you copy?"

We hear you: two Niner Delta One, Raven's Nest, Roger."

"We have sleeping beauty aboard; we will make target time."

"Copy that."

"Two Niner Delta One, out."

Tanisha knocked on the dorm door of Tabitha and her roommate Krystal. The resort manager did not wait for an acknowledgment and opened the door. She found the two naked girls sleeping on the bed, with Krystal spooning Tabitha.

"Tabitha."

The blonde woke up groggy, "What is it?"

The redhead continues to sleep.

"You will have guests in a few hours. I need you to get ready to meet them at the airfield."

Tabitha is still trying to wake up, "Guests? What guests?"

"It's a surprise."

NEXT CHAPTER: CHAPTER 7 - BREEDING
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There were no issues with the landing of the black private jet on the island. There was just enough illumination on the small runway to allow the pilot to safely land the jet at midnight. As soon as the plane slowed to a taxi speed, the blonde flight attendant unbuckled herself and checked on the two passengers.

In confirmation that the two are still asleep, the flight attendant smirked. A sleeping gas was administered to Laura and Jason several hours ago from the plane's ventilation system. Knowing that they would wake up soon, she turned back to give the pilot an update on the sleeping guests.

"They are still sleeping."

A minute later, the plane came to a halt near a small hangar that was barely visible from the airstrip lights. The pilot then flipped switches to the off position and silence quickly descended on the engines.

As he glanced at his watch, he said, "Good, they should start waking up soon. Open the hatch and let the ground team know."

"Yes sir."

Immediately after opening the hatch, the blonde flight attendant felt the humid jungle air. On the small tarmac, two men in black fatigues waited near the plane. She opened the hatch easily, and the steps flipped out to their final position.

"Be careful, they'll wake up soon," she told the men that have been waiting.

The men then entered the plane through the hatch. One of the men grabbed Laura and carried her out to the plane when she was starting to wake up. Jason was still out when the other man grabbed him and slung him over his shoulder. In combination with Jason's small frame, it wasn't too difficult for the well-built black man to accomplish this task.

As soon as both men got off the plane with the sleeping passengers, the one carrying Jason placed him in a wheelchair that was waiting near the plane. While still groggy, Jason had not yet regained consciousness. Cuffed to the chair, the black man wheeled him off into darkness.

Ground crews were refueling and checking the plane for its next destination. Although there were only a few men, the flurry of activity still amazes the blonde flight attendant, who will be staying at the resort until the next charter plane leaves. She had been awake for over 14 hours and was very sleepy. She was told she would be flying the next night and to get a good night's sleep. She was extremely tired after fucking the male passenger a few hours ago and just wanted to sleep.

It took Laura a while to wake up, but now she is fully awake.

"What the..."

As she was about to finish her sentence, the black man that was carrying her put her on her feet and grabbed her arms behind her back like a cop would.

Laura was frightened, not knowing what was happening or where she was. From the foliage that was visible at night, she quickly determined that she was somewhere tropical. Then her attention turned to the two women who were approaching her. Two women, one black and one white. As they stood at a distance, they began to talk to each other. The frightened girl tried to focus on them, but the distance, darkness, and the fact that she was just waking up made it difficult.

"Holy shit, is that...?" Tabitha asked Tanisha.

"You're right, it's your sister. She is trying to find you. Now we need to take action to remedy the situation. She cannot go back home as she knows where this place is."

It's hard for Tabitha to believe that her sister is here. The emotion she had for her sibling was strong, but she does not wish to change it because of her new lifestyle. Her love for her sister is still strong, but it is not as strong as her love for her new life. Being bisexual and fucking black men. That's her new life and she loves it.

She asked, "What are you going to do with her?"

"It's up to you. The governor wants to know what to do with her. She cannot go back home. We can dispose of her if you wish."

"She is my sister," Tabitha insisted, "No way!"

Tanisha knew this would not be an option before she asked the blonde. The purpose of this is merely to set the stage for what they really want to do with her.

"Alternatively, she can be made a Queen of Spades just like you. All you have to do is say so."

This sent a tingle throughout Tabitha's body. It was the most shocking yet erotic thing she had ever heard.

"Just think, in 18 months, you and your sister will be together, doing things you both long for." Tanisha said.

The thought of this makes Tabitha wet. In her mind, she imagines her younger sister getting fucked by a black man and enjoying it. It was hard for her to contain her excitement.

"I think we should do it. Let's make her a queen," Tabitha smiles wickedly.

The two women then started walking towards the plane. The tarmac echoes with the sound of heels clacking.

"Let me go! Where is Jason?"

She looked around for her fiancé. There is no sign of him. She then turns her attention to the two women standing in front of her a few feet away.

"Holy Shit!" Laura said when she recognized the white blonde. "Is that you, Pam?"

Laura is puzzled by this woman, as she resembles Pam, but her body and other features resemble those of a hooker. It looks like she has lost a lot of weight and is in great shape. She has a prominent bust and a bulging ass. Her face was adorned with plush lips, dark eye shadow, and thick false eyelashes. It would never be Pam's style to wear makeup, she thought to herself. She also had piercings above her lip and on her nose. Her hair! She has bleached blonde hair and a short haircut. It's a far cry from the light brown color Laura remembers.

"Pam, what did they do to you?"

The only thing Tabitha could do was smile and approach her sister. The two of them are face-to-face. She is close enough to smell her. Tabitha noticed she didn't wear perfume or have a noticeable scent on. Her younger sibling gazed at her in fright after she kissed her lips gently.

"Oh Laura, you have no idea. My life has changed now. One I fuckin' love. As a result of these changes, I became a goddess! Mmm, the sex! God, I love fucking! Tabitha rubbed her large chest with her hands. It was at this point that Laura discovered her nipples were pierced with rings that were outlined in the tight material.

Laura broke down in tears. Her older sister's words are unbelievable to her.

"But mom and dad..."

Laura was shown to be quiet by Tabitha's finger on her mouth. She noticed that her sister's fingernails were very long and bright red.

"Don't worry, Laura. It is fine. They will understand. They will understand that their girls are now whores."

Her sister's plural statement confused Laura.

"Girls?"

"Oh yes, you'll be joining me."

"The hell I am Pam! I'm not a whore!"

She corrected her, "Not just a whore, but a whore for black men!"

"You are fuckin' crazy! I'm not a sex fiend, like, like you!"

"Oh, I know you'll be!" Tabitha approached Laura and began kissing her, trying to enter her sister's mouth with her tongue. Laura struggled to move away from this. The tongue of her sister was also pierced. Tabitha started rubbing the perky breasts of her sisters.

"Stop it, Pam!"

Looking at her frightened younger sister, the sexy blonde said, "I'm not Pam anymore!"

"And you won't be Laura anymore!"

Tanisha, who was beside the blonde, signaled to the man holding Laura to return her to the plane.

Laura struggled to free herself from the black man's grip, but he was too strong. Her wrists were handcuffed behind her back by him. While trying to kick her way out of his grip, she screamed and cried. Seeing her sister being dragged back to the airplane, Tabitha could only smile.

We'll see you in 18 months! It's going to be so much fun sharing adventures with you! Tabitha then took a hit from her weed vape pen. After exhaling the smoke, she thought about how her sister would look after her training is over. It got her wet and excited and she can't wait to fuck Krystal when she gets back to her room.

She continued to kick and scream all the way back into the plane. She passed out after another man covered her mouth and nose with a rag with a sleeping agent, and she was placed in a plush leather seat on the plane.

The new pilot of the plane was ready to take off once his solo passenger was secured. A man then walked over to the cabin to inform him that she is safe and secure. After securing himself in the jump seat, he dreaded the long flight.

The pilot then flipped some switches and started the engines, "All right, off to New York."

Doctor Evans wondered what is going on with the organization. These unplanned procedures they now want him to perform are not to his liking. He hadn't expected this. He must now perform his surgery on two males who were not properly prepared. Solomon only informed him hours ago of the need for another male for his transformative surgery. After being assured that he will be well compensated, his anger subsided. The next unexpected patient took him hours to plan for, and he was just alerted that he had just arrived.

"What the fuck is going on!" Jason cried out as he was wheeled into the building and down the corridor. His pleas were ignored by the black man pushing him.

Upon hearing his new patient's screams of terror, Dr. Evans told one of his nurses, "I think our guest is here." He gave the nurse a few notes before nurse Betty arrived to wait for orders.

"Oh, a live one, Doctor!"

"Yes, another unexpected surprise. Let's hope we don't get any more unplanned patients."

Then he gathered his other notes and examined them.

"Put him with the other male and sedate him before giving him the same dosage. Start depilation tomorrow."

"Yes, doctor."

"How is our other male doing?"

"Good, he'll need to get his next hormone IV in about an hour."

"Let's make sure it gets done in that timeframe. We don't want him to wake up and walk out, do we?"

"Will do, Doctor."

The black man then wheeled Jason to the last corridor, where Betty met him. As she looked at the terrified young man, she thought he was cute, just as handsome as the man she just fucked who is now sleeping.

She asked the black man to place the fully awakened young man on the empty bed. In the room, there are two beds, one already occupied by another male, naked and without hair, with IVs attached to his arms.

The man was stripped down naked, moved to the bed, and restrained down after a few moments. As the patient fought with every fiber to get away, another black man helped his partner tie him down. All of Jason's limbs were immobile after he was restrained. As a final touch, he was given a ball gag so that he would not be able to scream anymore.

The nurse waited for the black helpers to leave the room. After closing and locking the door, she stared at the terrified man. In fear of his life, he cried out in terror, but the ball gag just muffled the sounds of his pleading. It doesn't occur to him that Kevin, the independent investigator his fiancé's family hired to find her, is sleeping next to him.

The nurse had the IVs ready to administer to the naked man. When she glanced down at his cock, she found it fascinating that it seemed normal, but also somewhat enticing to see a man restrained naked. In a total state of helplessness. She has seen many men getting transformed but never acted on her desires until recently, from the man sleeping in the bed next to this one. She found it mesmerizing and so erotic that she could do anything to them, and they could not stop her. After injecting the needle, the IV bag's gravity started flowing into the man's veins. She took a moment to examine the naked man and his flaccid cock before moving on to the other arm. Her desire is to have another cock. She has been betrayed once again by her pussy. Taking his cock in her hands, she stroked it.

Now fully awake, Jason was terrified and disoriented, but his cock betrayed him and was becoming fully erect as the nurse stroked him. As a result of his arms and ankles being tied to his sides, he could not move freely. Due to the ball gag that he was wearing, the naked man was unable to say anything as only muffled sounds came from his mouth.

Betty needed another cock. Her desire overrode all her emotions and thoughts, and her pussy was on fire. While the other hand stroked the fully erected white cock, the other hand moved to her crotch and began masturbating. As she rubbed rhythmically, she could feel her moist pussy make wet sounds. She desperately needed this cock. She leaned down and took the cock in her mouth, enjoying the flavor.

The taste of cock only increased Nurse Betty's desire to fuck. Despite the man's squirming, she was able to keep her mouth on his cock and bobbing up and down. Her irritation was growing as the man thrashed around.

In addition to being scared, frightened, and shockingly enough, Jason was turned on as well. As he glanced at the bed next to him, he noticed a naked man in the same situation. However, there is something strange about him. He discovers why it's strange, the man has no hair on him, even on his head. It is evident that his breasts are perky. He looked familiar, and quickly realized that it was Kevin Bell, the private investigator hired by the Robinsons.

After removing her panties, the nurse positioned her wet pussy to engulf his cock and started riding him.

The activity next to Kevin Bell caused him to wake up. It took him a few moments to gather his thoughts and process the surroundings. On the bed next to him, a nurse was bouncing up and down on something. As he focused, he realized that something was a man. As he continues to focus, he notices that the man is Jason Miles, Laura Robinson's fiancé. He was hired to find Pam Robinson, the other daughter of James Robinson. It's all coming back to him now. Now that he's awake, he's becoming more alert. The two IV bags flanking him on the bed are attached to both of his arms. Both appeared to be empty. As a clever maneuver, he pretended to be asleep and played with his restraints with his hands and fingers, trying to free himself from the leather straps without making a sound.

It was difficult for Nurse Betty not to make too much noise as she fucked the restrained man while the bed squeaked. She was careful not to knock out the IV in the arm of the man she was raping. She reminded herself to insert the other IV after her fun. As she glanced over to check on the other man, she realized he still needed his IV bags refreshed. She has so much work to do, but right now is her time to play. Just as she was about to orgasm, someone tried to open the locked door, interrupting her. Panicked, she leapt off the man and ran to the door. Fucking with patients was not something she wanted to be caught doing. If she was caught, she feared what they might do to her. The company would fire her in a legal world, but in this company, she shook her head at the thought and hoped that there were no suspicions about what she was doing. While putting back on her panties under her white nurse uniform, Betty tried to think of a good excuse for this.

A nurse was waiting for her at the door when she opened it. It was a relief to her that it wasn't Doctor Evans.

"Betty, why was the door locked?"

As an excuse, she only had a lame one, "I didn't want to be disturbed while preparing the new guy or should I say girl."

As she looked behind Betty, the nurse noticed the naked man struggling to stay in his restraints with his cock fully erect. Is Betty fucking him? The thought was dismissed.

"Dr. Fettleman needs assistance and is asking for both of us now. I hope you are finished here."

"Oh yeah, I was just finishing up," Betty wanted the subject matter to change. "What does the good dentist want?"

Betty quickly left the room, closing the door behind her as the two nurses walked away.

Kevin opened his eyes and waited another minute before moving around. He tried in vain to get out of the leather cuffs. He eventually moved the leather strap enough to unattached itself from his wrist. He gently took the IV needle from his restrained arm and quickly worked the other restraint off with his free arm. After removing the other IV and freeing both arms, he got up on the bed and worked on his ankles. Despite his lethargic state, his adrenaline was helping him maintain an energy level, and the thought of escaping him motivated him to keep moving. Then he turned to Jason.

"Jason. Jason, it's me Kevin."

The IV was making Jason drowsy, but not enough to cause him to fall asleep yet. Kevin removed Jason's ball gag.

"Kevin is that you?" he asks, struggling to keep his eyes open. A smile spread across Jason's face as he pointed at Kevin, "You've got little boobies!" In addition to making him sleepy, the liquid in his veins makes him loopy.

Kevin looked down at his perky chest, but his mind is only focused on escaping this place right now, not worrying about his chest. The IV was removed from Jason and he was released from his restraints.

The drowsy Jason was helped to his feet by Kevin.

"We have to get out of here."

As Kevin helped Jason, he moved towards the door. As he opened it, he peeked out and found out if anyone was there, and where to continue their escape. After looking to the left and right of the room, he noticed that the right-side corridor led to what he hoped was the back door of the building.

Once he had a good hold of Jason, he burst through the door quietly. Both men are completely naked, and Kevin has no body hair at all. What seemed like a long corridor took him forever to reach, but he made it without anyone noticing.

As Kevin approached the door, he paused. There were no windows or signs indicating that the door was an exit. The only tell-tale sign of an exit door was the metal push bar for a quick exit in case of emergency. In addition to praying it was an exit door, he prayed it would not be equipped with an alarm once it was opened.

After slowly opening the door, Kevin felt the warm night air of the jungle. Soon after the door cleared the threshold, his relief was short lived as an audible alarm sounded.

"Fuck!"

Kevin and Jason escaped into the darkness as fast as they could to the edge of the jungle tree line.

"What the hell is that?" Dr. Fettleman asked the two nurses he was briefing when the alarm sounded.

A nurse replied, "That's the emergency exit alarm, someone opened one of the doors."

After realizing she had forgotten to change the IV bags on the only patient in the room, Nurse Betty immediately feared what might have happened. She hurried back to the room and discovered both men were gone. Following her was the other nurse.

"Code Red! Code Red!" Betty screamed out.

The other nurse then ran to the wall-mounted phone.

"We have a Code Red in building one!"

On the other line, Austin Smith replied, "Rodger that!"

As soon as he hung up the emergency phone, he grabbed his security walkie talkie and alerted his teams to hunt down the two fugitives.

Kevin was grateful that the air was not too cold. He found it strange and primitive that both were naked and wandering around in the jungle. The worst part was that neither of them had shoes. A few seconds later, he moved Jason on the ground, who was barely awake at this point. To conserve his energy, Kevin bent down on his knees to catch his breath.

There was a distinct sound of waves crashing. He assumed they were near a beach and decided to move in that direction. Kevin wonders how they will get off the island, if they don't find a way out, they will eventually find them. A small island offers few places for hiding, if any at all, he told himself. The naked man's energy is waning, but he is determined to continue. After picking up Jason, he pressed on through the jungle darkness.

Kevin was getting bitten what seemed like every second when naked, even when moving he could feel the bites. His attention was drawn to distant voices as he turned to look. Although he tried to double his efforts, the energy wasn't there.



Despite the dense jungle, Kevin was able to reach the shoreline. As a welcome change from the jungle's coarse ground, the cool sand of the small beach felt refreshing. After gently dropping Jason, he assessed the area and decided what to do next.

Kevin exclaimed, "Hallelujah!"

Near the rock outcropping on his left side, he could see what appeared to be a small rowboat. He quickly inspected the boat to see if it was seaworthy. The voices could be heard again, and it sounded like they were getting closer. The moonlight is his only source of illumination on the jungled beach.

Kevin assessed that the boat had seen better days. This wooden boat is large enough to carry Jason and him. It appears that the boat needed a good paint job years ago. He checked the inside. All that was left was a pair of old oars. As far as Kevin was concerned, that was good enough.

Jason was passing out on the sandy beach when the naked man ran back to collect him. As he ran the short distance, Kevin could feel his cock flopping back and forth. Kevin picked up Jason and moved him into the boat, then pushed the boat fully back into the water, which felt very cold to him, giving him a jolt of energy. After the boat and he were over knee deep, he climbed aboard and took the oars to begin rowing.

Despite the men's arrival on the beach, Kevin was able to get a good distance from the shore. The man could make out that there were about six men looking around the beach. It is evident that they saw Kevin's footprints on the shore since he had no time to cover them up. However, the crashing waves on the beach with the high tide put Kevin in a good position. Kevin was relieved when the men disappeared back into the dark jungle after a few seconds.

Finally, Kevin was able to relax a bit, but it was short lived as he was freezing. In addition to being naked, being wet made the situation worse. The constant rowing was the only thing keeping him warm. Having gotten some distance from the island, he decided to stop for a break to regain some energy after a few minutes. As he put his hands in his armpits to feel his body warmth, he noticed his perky tits. Even though he knew he didn't have hair, he didn't notice his tits until now. It scared him, but he was too tired to care right now, he needed to sleep. He closed his eyes and curled up into a ball to keep warm. Kevin felt hypnotized by the constant rocking motion of the boat in the waves.

Kevin opened his eyes as if something mysterious had awoken him. He got up when he realized he was the only one on board. Kevin thought Jason must have fallen overboard. Despite calling out to Jason, he did not hear a response. He doesn't even know how long he slept or when his companion left. Now he's alone, naked, with perky tits, in the middle of the ocean. As he wraps his arms around his torso to keep warm, he assumes the fetal position.

As the patrol boat flashed its powerful searchlight around the shoreline, it looked for any signs of the two escapees. The man behind the searchlight found something in the water after a few minutes.

"Over there!" He pointed with the light to the rest of the boat crew.

The object floating in the water took a few moments to identify. The body was lying face down. It didn't take them long to get alongside the body. Two men pulled the naked man into the boat and began performing CPR on him. After a few pushes on the man's lifeless body and a few puffs of air into the man's airways, water started coughing up from the man, followed by a violent cough to clear the man's airways.

Jason had no idea where he was or how he got here. As soon as he realized he was naked, it was dark outside, and he was on a boat, he passed out.

From the large monitor, Shawn Matthews observed the naked woman lying lifeless on the bed. He wondered how this unplanned training session came about. Again, he stares at the clipboard in disbelief, wondering if this is the sister of patient #25. A one Pam Myerson. She is now known as Tabitha. Who is now a member of the organization.

As it turns out, there were some complications with one of the acquisitions of a potential Queen, and the well-dressed black man just got off the phone with the governor to confirm this next patient. In a few weeks, the other three girls will join. Shawn has time to break in this one, a Laura Robinson. An unmarried woman. However, the governor approved it.

He was given the go ahead for training after his doctor did a quick medical examination. He hacked into a medical database and found records for Laura Robinson from Minneapolis, Minnesota. Based on her last medical exam notes, he discovered that she does not have any ailments, but that she is due for a root canal in a month. Shawn is grateful that his medical team has a dentist and all the equipment necessary to perform any necessary procedures for the girls. Upon acquisition of the records, as with all other women with their husbands, the records are permanently deleted. They disappear without a trace. For that, Shawn was also grateful to his excellent cyber team.

"So, what will be the theme for this one?" Devin, the trainer for the organization asked Shawn.

"I have something in mind."

"I bet you do. Man, I can't believe this bitch is Tabitha's sister."

"Yeah, we've got to make sure she's ready. She'll need to go to the dentist. There's a root canal waiting for her."

"I think we should pull all her teeth out. That'll make blowjobs easier."

Shawn laughed. "No, we're not barbarians. The truth is that she'll have all the teeth she needs. Her teeth are healthy; if she had skanky teeth, then, yes, we'd consider it."

Laura began to wake up. Moaning as if waking up with a massive headache. She quickly realized she was naked on the bed in an unfamiliar room. It snapped her out of her groggy state.

"That's so fitting. It's the same room her sister was in." Shawn laughed. He was amused by the irony.

"Ok, let's look at her stats. Laura Robinson. Nurse from Minneapolis who worked at a hospice. 34-28-36. 129 pounds, 5'4" and 28 years old and single. Oh, and a perky A cup, we will change that soon."

Seeing the light brown haired naked woman search around the room from the security monitor, Devin said, "It won't take her long to reach her target weight."

"Yeah, I want her at 98 pounds. Let's see how the workout training goes."

Laura frantically searched the spacious room for a way out. Although she is completely naked, her priority is to escape this prison. Her attention was drawn to two adjoining rooms: the bathroom and the workout room. She didn't realize it was the same room that had transformed her sister.

The naked petite woman tried in vain to open the locked door near the bed. At first, she kept turning and giggling the doorknob, hoping that it would break loose and open the door. Laure looked around the room for any items that might help her escape once she realized it was a lost cause. Seeing the empty vanity table and stool, she quickly picked up the stool and started pounding the door with the wooden stool, leaving marks at every strike, grunting on every swing, determined to break it down.

"Oh shit!" Shawn shouted and pressed a control button quickly.

Her violent actions prevented her from noticing the gas coming from the ceiling at first, but then she stopped and heard a hissing sound and fell to the ground, the stool that was missing a leg now, and now destroyed, with her.

There was no doubt Shawn was going to have difficulty with this one. One of the staff members then put the naked woman back on the bed and replaced the stool with it bolted to the floor after the gas was cleared. The staff member left the room as quickly as he entered, satisfied that the stool could not be moved without any tools.

Shawn noticed that the woman was still sleeping after a few hours. The controller then instructed the staff to prepare food and water for her. Having determined that the situation was under control, he went to the men's room. It was now time to leave before the woman awoke from the sleeping agent as the large lunch was taking a toll on him.

A staff member wheeled the food cart into the small room between Laura's room and the rest of the facility. The small room was just large enough to accommodate the cart between the two doors.

She was feinting sleep as she was awake for a few minutes, but she knew she was being watched, keeping her eyes closed. From the door she was trying to break down, she heard the activity. This was probably her only chance to escape, the naked woman knew.

From her sleeping position, she bolted towards the door and turned the knob. The door was not locked. In the process of closing the other door across the small room, the staff member was startled when the other door opened. Laura rushed the cart and it rolled towards the man, spilling salad, other food and bottled water and jarring the other door wide open. As she ran past the man who was knocked down on the floor, she noticed the corridor was large, like one in a school or hospital. As she looked for a way out, she did not take the time to notice anything else. There it was. She bolted toward the door when she saw an exit sign on her right.

When Laura got to the door, a very loud alarm sounded. The door led to a stairwell. The woman prayed she wasn't too high up in this strange building. After descending a few flights of stairs, another exit sign pointed to the door that she opened, her ears still ringing.

As the warm summer air hit her, she noticed it was dark out and that she had just walked out of what appeared to be a medium-sized building. Laura looked for a place to run next. She could see a tree line about the length of a football field away from the door, but it was not well illuminated. Her eyes were fixed on the target as she began running.

After one full stride, the electric shock made her go ridged. Having been tased, she fell like a tree that had been chopped down. A staff member hovered over her and removed the taser leads before injecting her in the neck. She soon fell asleep.

Shawn's fear was confirmed when she was the first girl to escape. She was placed back in bed. There was no doubt in Shawn's mind that she was different, and that she was going to fight.

After Shawn changed up the routine of feeding her, she did not eat for two days and only drank water. On the third day, she finally relented and started eating the salad laced with drugs intended to make her more docile. Shawn hoped this would help her overcome her resistance.

Laura's yearning to escape is still strong after a few weeks, but her attempts have been thwarted. Although she eats reluctantly, she is not interested in following instructions from her captors. Her docility has not improved even with the laced food. Her television always instructs her to work out, and she cannot receive food unless she exercises. Wearing workout clothes is also motivation to follow the instructions.

Laura has been getting into a routine for the past couple weeks. As soon as she awoke, she would dress in the workout outfit provided to her, work out; mostly treadmill, eat, repeat until she took a shower and went to bed. That was it. Her hatred for it was unrelenting. She is still looking for a way out, the laced food has not changed her.

As soon as she woke up the following morning, she noticed that her hair had changed horribly. Her over-the-shoulder light brown hair is now a bleached blonde, and it's tied into pigtails on both sides of her head. The woman's eyebrows have been shaved and her pubic hair has been shaped a small strip of bleach blonde hair just above her pussy.

Naked, the woman screamed in terror and pulled off the hair ties. The room is then filled with gas. Once again, she wakes up to the pigtails and quickly removes them. It takes seven times for her to capitulate to the hair style and leave it alone.

In her routine exercise outfit, she wore black thong underwear, very short and thin red jogging shorts, a white halter top, and running shoes with socks. Laura was just glad to be wearing something rather than being naked. There is still a desire in her to escape. On the treadmill, which she only does to receive food, she tries to plan how she will get out.

Shawn knew the television subliminal messages weren't working on her. She doesn't watch anything on the screen. Even when it stays on, she covers her head and ears when she tries to sleep. As a result, he uses a strategy he calls 'Plan B'.

"This is Shawn, prepare the chair," the black man says from the control room. "We will need it in room 4."

Last month, Tanisha gave the girls a peptalk and announced who would be selected for breeding for this month's guest. As Tabitha eagerly awaited the news, she was giddy with excitement. Since last month's guests left the island, she has been craving black cocks.

"All right ladies, I'm happy to announce that last month's breeding girls were successful!"

After the four girls took their pregnancy tests at the medical facility, the news spread quickly. All tested positive.

As Tanisha continues, "We have tweaked the breeding program a bit. We are giving the girls new collars, and we will only be selecting two for now."

There was a grumble of protest from all the girls. They all desire to not only be fucked by black men but also to be impregnated by them.

"I know, I know, but we didn't expect a 100% rate so far. Additionally, the two girls will only be available to certain men and will remain in the new breeding room at the resort throughout their stay. Each day, there will be three sessions with three different bulls. For the whole week, this will be done every day."

All the girls were getting moist between their legs from this. When she thought about that scenario, Tabitha almost fingered herself.

"The two lucky ladies are... Tabitha and Paige!"

Hearing her name almost made Tabitha orgasm. Paige, who was by chance next to her, did the same. To the roar of claps, they hugged each other and quickly walked towards Tanisha in their high heeled boots.

Afterwards, the black woman secured the new collars on the two women. Bright green leather collars were adorned with 2" lettering that read "BREED ME".

A smile spread across the faces of the two whores as they held hands in anticipation. Paige, dressed in her usual all black latex dress with thigh high boots, while Tabitha wore a white latex halter top with a short white latex skirt and white thigh high boots. There is no doubt that the collars stood out on both girls' outfits.

As Tanisha finished fastening the collars, she said, "I'll take you to the special room for the week. We will provide you with food and water and you will not be allowed to smoke or drink alcohol beginning today. We want healthy babies. Both of you have been taken off liquid contraceptives and are ready to get breed."

Each girl squeezed the other's hand. They are expressing their excitement.

"Currently, it's June, and I expect you two to deliver sometime next March. We will put you on light duty for the first three months after you are confirmed pregnant, after which you will be transferred to the birthing area until you give birth. So, follow me, and I'll take you to the breeding room."

Leaving the main building, the black woman led the two to the south guest building elevator. Then, they ascended to the third floor. Tabitha remembered that the largest guest rooms are on the third floor. After exiting the elevator, they walked down the left corridor to the last door on the right. Tanisha then opened the door with her security card and led the two girls inside.

It was a very spacious room dimly lit with a crystal chandelier in the middle. The sliding glass door to the room's balcony overlooks the ocean on the other side of the wall. There is a large round bed with red sheets and matching large pillows on the left side of the room. Tabitha guessed that the strange-shaped furniture on either side of another door were couches. In terms of color, the couches were black.

As Tanisha pointed to the bed, she said, "There's the bed with plenty of pillows, and over there is the bathroom with curved yoga chairs, great furniture for fucking."

After that, the black woman walked toward the bathroom door. On the right side of the bathroom was a large walk-in shower as well as a toilet. It has a large tub big enough for two and a dual vanity in the center.

To show them the balcony, Tanisha walked back to the main room and opened the sliding glass door.

I'm sure you two would enjoy the view while getting fucked from behind!" she smiled wickedly after that statement. This idea seemed to appeal to the girls.

Lastly, the black woman showed the girls the medium-sized refrigerator on the left side of the main door. There was a full supply of cold bottled water, fresh fruit and vegetables that will be replenished every morning. The two girls are only allowed to consume these items for the next week. Tanisha then handed both a pill box filled with different sized pills, one compartment for each day. These are fertility pills that need to be taken every morning, she explained.

"Okay, we'll have three breeding sessions a day. One at 10:00am, one at 3:00pm, and the last one at 8pm. Each session will have three black bulls for the two of you."

In addition, she said, "These men were selected for this particular purpose. Each of them is highly capable of getting anyone impregnated, and they are all very well endowed and have been proven successful numerous times. During the seven days, there will be nine different men, but today is the first day, and our session today starts at 8pm. That's 57 different men. We should have a good shot at getting you two knocked up."

"Oh, and don't worry about clothing, it will only ruin them. You will find your makeup in the bathroom vanity so you can touch up, and feel free to take a shower or bath whenever you want. The collars can be taken off anytime between sessions, but you must wear them when the bulls are around. Any questions?"

No questions were asked by either girl or they are eager to get started.

She glanced at her watch, "it's around 1:30, so you have plenty of time to prepare for your first bullfight tonight. See you next week! Have fun!"

Tanisha left both girls alone in the room. The two girls then started making out and slowly made their way to the bed. Their outfits and boots were removed, but their collars remained on, and they started kissing passionately and rubbing each other's pussies. It wasn't long before Paige moved between Tabitha's legs and started licking her friend's pussy until she orgasmed. They then switched positions and Paige returned the favor. The two took a nap together naked on the bed.

Tabitha had been having a very good sexy dream when she was awakened by the bedroom door opening. As the blonde got up on the bed, Paige, the goth girl sleeping next to her, awoke. In front of the two naked women are three black men wearing only a large black towel around their waist. All three dropped their towels simultaneously to reveal their nakedness and very large soft cocks.

As Tabitha licked her lips in anticipation, she felt like a little girl receiving birthday presents. The first man had a very well-built body with very pronounced muscles. More importantly, Tabitha was surprised by how thick his cock was despite being flaccid. He was called Muscles by her. As Paige eyed up the second man, he was another athletic type who was not as muscular as Muscles. He had a large cock, but it was not as thick as Muscle's. His body, however, was covered in tattoos. On his abdomen is the word "RESPECT" in large gothic lettering. Tats was the name Tabitha gave him. The last black man was taller than the others and looked like your typical professional basketball player. The size of his cock was comparable to Muscles'. He was referred to as Stretch by Tabitha.



The girls smiled at each other and hopped up from the bed. Tabitha then kneeled in front of Muscles, grabbed his thick cock, and got it in her mouth. The blonde couldn't resist playing with her pussy while sucking on the biggest cock of her life. She could feel blood rushing to the flaccid part of his body, and it began to swell. It was impossible for Tabitha not to get intoxicated by the smell and taste of his cock. Similarly, the goth girl began by deep throating Tats. It didn't take him long for Paige to get his cock hard. Then Stretch got behind Tabitha's knees and began playing with her wet pussy and inserted his long fingers into the warm cavity. Then Tabitha buckled her hips and fucked Stretch's finger while Muscle's cock filled her mouth.

After a few minutes of getting the men's cocks hard, both girls got up and led them to the large round bed. She had Muscles lay on his back and got on top of him. It did not take her long to insert the large cock into her pussy. While fucking him, she moaned in pleasure, leaned down and kissed her black lover passionately for a few seconds. Then Tats got on the bed and lined up his large cock to Tabitha's mouth, and she started sucking him while fucking Muscles.

Stretch approached Paige and got her to lay down on the other side of the bed. The jet-black haired goth spread her legs revealing her pierced pussy. Using his long tongue, he began to lick her clit and teased her by flicking around her hole, making her long for more of his tongue to enter her wanting pussy. A moan of pleasure escaped Paige's lips.

After a while, Muscles grunted to signal Tabitha he was ready to cum. In the next moment, she stopped sucking the other man and began riding faster on Muscles, who shot his load into her pussy. The warm rush of fluid in Tabitha's pussy prompted her to cum. He slowly retracted his cock from her pussy, allowing a large gob of white liquid to leak through the gaping hole.

Rather than giving Muscles much time to recover, Tabitha sucked on his cock, making it come alive again. Taking a taste of both her fluids and his on his cock. As Tats got behind Tabitha, he started fucking her pussy, which was still dripping Muscle's cum. Paige was then fucked by Stretch in missionary position. Fucking her faster than anyone has ever done to her before, the tall black man made her orgasm. Her orgasm made her scream. Her screams were the only thing that silenced the noise of his large balls hitting her ass.

In no time, Tats cummed in Tabitha's pussy, emptying his load and mixing it with Muscle's cum. After releasing his seed in Paige, he made her orgasm once again. Once Stretch had withdrawn his cock, he rolled between Paige and Tabitha. The cum ran down his still ridged cock as it dripped from her pussy and onto the sheets. Suddenly, Tabitha climbed up on Stretch and started fucking him and sucking on Tat's cock, tasting the sex juices coating his cock from fucking her. Getting on her knees, Paige was then doggie fucked by Muscles. Once again, neither man took long to orgasm. It was surprising to both girls that two of the men had cummed twice and did not affect their performance after the first orgasm. Naturally, they didn't complain.

After switching positions, Paige was lying on her back with her legs spread out, revealing her well-fucked pussy with cum oozing out. Tabitha got between her legs and began eating cum from her pussy. Stretch fucked Tabitha while Tat's cock was getting attention from Paige's mouth. For Muscles, this gave him time to watch the erotic scene and regain his energy.

After Tabitha cleaned up her friend's pussy, Tats took over from Stretch and inserted his large cock into her pussy and fucked her. When Stretch got next to Paige, he began sucking on her large, pierced tits and kissing her passionately. After Tat's fucked her, Tabitha got on her knees and started sucking Muscles' cock to make it come alive again. Her pussy dripped and made puddles on the carpet. Tats then fucked Paige.

Muscles guided Tabitha back to the bed, where he had her lay down and ride him. The man, who had not cummed in Paige, got off her and slipped behind Tabitha, slowly entering her ass with the cum coating as a lubricant. Tabitha was used to having her ass fucked and accepted the large black python invading it. Then Stretch approached Tabitha's face and she sucked him while getting her pussy and ass full of black cock. It was heaven for her.

Paige enjoyed the show and started masturbating while the black men fucked her friend. After a short wait, all three men gave Paige the attention she wanted and fucked her as they had fucked Tabitha.

Fucking continued for several hours. There was a strong smell of sex in the room. There were occasional breaks in-between fuckings, but for most of the time, the men fucked the white fertile woman.

By 11pm, the men had left, leaving the girls naked and well fucked, not just with cum in their pussies, but all over their bodies, and in their hair. Everything was covered in cum.

After all the fucking, both women grabbed a bottle of water to rehydrate. They have already consumed a great deal of bottles during the fuck session. After finishing the water, they both went to the bathroom to freshen up before going to sleep, reliving what just happened but feeling exhausted.

As soon as they finished in the bathroom, they walked hand in hand to the bed and kissed and cuddled each other. They felt the white goo all over their bodies. Their gapping pussies were still oozing cum when they touched them.

Both are looking forward to the morning's breeding session. Each dreamed of getting fucked again and again, until they were knocked up, which they both couldn't wait for. Sleeping, they dreamed of all the black cocks and what their black babies would look like. Dreaming away with a smile on their faces. It is a feeling of fulfillment knowing that their dreams will be realized.

NEXT CHAPTER: CHAPTER 8 -- LAURA'S TURN


QOS Island Ch. 08

[CHAPTER 8] - LAURA'S TURN

Tabitha relaxes in the soft plush resort room chair. Her well-shaped legs spread out and dangling over each of the arms of the chair, dangling with her feet clad in the clear platform high heels. Playing with her pussy while watching the scene unfold before her. On the bed next to her, her sissy shemale husband is fucking two naked well hung black men. Candi is on all fours as one of the men is fucking her well-used ass while she is giving the other one a sloppy blowjob.

Candi has gotten better sucking cock and gets really turned on by it, however, she could not tell how much it is turning her on due to the cock cage restraint that is permanently attached to her limp penis. Sometimes when getting fucked in the ass she will have a small amount of cum drip from her when the large cock hits the right spot against her prostrate. She was so focused on deep-throating the cock in front of her that she did not notice her little caged penis leaking the small dribbles of white goo once again.

"That's right, suck that black cock, you sissy bitch." Tabitha screams out while she still plays with her pussy. She is ready to orgasm any moment now. Her statement was answered by a moan from her sissy shemale husband, who no longer looks like the man he once was. Now looks like a woman clad in black latex from head to toe. Her large, enhanced breasts every slightly rocking back and forth from the fucking. Tabitha loved Candi's tits and has spent many times kissing and sucking on them for her pleasure. He loved that the shemales nipples are pierced as well as hers, however, the spade tattoo on her sissy's maid still turns her on.

Tabitha reflected on what had transpired when the guests were here a few weeks ago. How Paige and she were selected for breeding and got the wear the collars and spent the whole week, fucking different black men night and day.

'Oh yeah, this will make me fuckin' cum', she thought to herself, as her hand is rapidly playing with her clit yearning to get that orgasm.

She focused on how erotic it was getting fucked by two black men in the pussy and ass while she was eating her goth friend's pussy. She did this so many times that week. She did not know how many of the men came in her pussy, but she does know that there will be no doubt, she will be pregnant from this event. She was told that in a couple weeks, she and Paige would be tested to see if they were indeed knocked up.

Once she focused on this, that was enough to put her over the edge.

"Oh, Fuck!"

She had a screaming orgasm, enough to cause the black men to stop fucking and turned towards the hot blonde to make sure she was ok.

Tabitha was glowing and dipped her fingers in her moist pussy and then brought it to her mouth. She savored the taste but wished it was from another woman. The sight of her former husband who is now a shemale getting fucked in both the ass and mouth still excited her. She is amazed at the transformation. Candi, still dressed from head to toe in black latex with her enlarged pierced breast exposed. Seeing the spade tattoo on her breast still gets Tabitha wet. Candi is now an expert on deep-throating black cock and the black man was skull fucking her. Putting all nine inched down her throat with his balls even touching Candi's chin. Ropes of saliva appear after every thrust. The only sound from the shemale is the ecstasy groans of pleasure from getting her ass fucked by a thick cock. Tabitha orgasmed again seeing little dribbles of cum from the caged little penis from the shemale dripping onto the sheets.

At the same time, the black man shot his load in Candi's mouth and the black man fucking her ass then dumped his load into her.

Tabitha got close to Candi and then kissed her probing her mouth with her tongue. Savoring the taste of cum that was deposited in the shemales mouth.

This is all that Candi wants to do in her life. She has fully embraced being a fuck toy for black men. Smiling as her former wife is swapping black man cum with her all the while both black men started to fuck the two cum-swappers from behind.

Betty knew she was in trouble when the Governor wanted to see her. She only met him once when she first arrived on the island. She remembers him being a very intimidating man. Now he wants to see her. She knows the reprimand is coming for her and she is fearful for her life as Betty's worst nightmares are now coming true. They are going to kill me!

The long walk to his office was torture. She is sweating and her legs are starting to give out. This is what death row inmates must feel like walking to their ultimate demise. The door is opened for her and is escorted into the small room with Solomon behind the large wooden desk.

"Please sit down, Nurse Kirby."

Betty sits down on the hardwooded chair and is ready for her fate.

"You know why you're here?"

"Yes, sir. I'm so sorry It will not happen again," Betty was pleading for her life and had every ounce of sincerity in her words.

"You may have jeopardized our entire operation," Solomon said to her and then got up.

He continues, "Just so you can get a quick fuck! We have found one of the patients who escaped, and he was barely alive, however, we are still searching for the other one. I hope for your sake he drowned."

Betty was now really worried by his stern words, as tears began to run down her cheek.

"Now it's my responsibility to discipline you." He knows he can't just fire her as she knows too much about the island operations and cannot risk having her expose everything. Killing her was the first thing he thought of. That's always the best and cleanest way to solve a problem like this. However, Solomon is a creative man and knows how to find a creative solution, especially for an issue like this. He smiled, seeing her squirm like this. He already made up his mind about what he will do with her but wants to torture her a bit more.

"You know, I can have you terminated, not just your position, but your life."

The tears are really coming now, and she became more vocal in her crying. "I'm so sorry sir! Please forgive me!"

"What to do with you? I can't just fire you and take you off the island...," Betty cut him off.

"Governor, sir, I will not say a word of anything! I promise you!"

Solomon was behind her, starting to play with her medium-length brown hair.

"Oh, I know you won't say anything."

"Please don't kill me!"

He stopped playing with her hair and walked back to his chair behind his desk.

"No, I won't kill you."

He pressed a button at his desk and then two security men appeared in his office flanking the scared nurse.

"Betty Kirby, you are no longer working in the medical facility. I'm having you transferred to New York. There you will be re-trained. I may find a use for you afterward.

Betty was confused. Training? Then she remembered where all the girls on the island came from. Training them to be a cock crazed bimbo. Maybe that's not a bad idea, Betty thought. She has nobody else in her life, no family, and worst yet no love life. Maybe this will not be all that bad. Until Solomon shattered that dream.

"You will not be going to our QOS facility in New York. Instead, you will be going to Mistress Debra's mansion. There you will be made into one of her maids. Lesbian maids."

He nodded to the security men, and they quickly grabbed Betty as it took her a while to process those words. She is in no way attracted to women.

"Maybe this will help you get over your cock craving, now, good night, Betty Kirby."

The men then took the former nurse away, who was still in shock by what the Governor sentenced her for.

Michelle was told by her abductors that she would see her long-lost older daughter once they arrived on the island. The older blonde did not give much resistance to the team picking her up. As they told her she will be reunited with her daughter. She did not fully understand what was going on, nor did she care. She was told she would see her daughter, Pam once on the island. For the longest time, she feared her daughter was dead. She did not blame her husband, Bob for her disappearance like her husband did, as she cannot understand what happened to her. She felt that their marriage was perfectly fine and did not see any warning signs with Pam and Bob. Now her world has gone mad.

Her marriage to James was rocky before their daughter's disappearance. He was so consumed with his work and the multiple car dealerships he owned around the city that he hardly had any time with Michelle, nor much intimate time with her. She missed that. The older blonde thought of the last time she had sex with her husband and could not believe it was before Pam disappeared. Damn, it was after that Christmas party they hosted. That was over a couple years! She remembers it like it was yesterday, James was very drunk, and she wore a red sequined mini dress with red stiletto heels. He ravaged her like an animal and liked it very much. God, I miss that. Ever since then, she tried to seduce him to no avail. The only relief she had was to masturbate. She purchased a rabbit vibrator as she heard from her friends that it was gratifying to put out that flame. It did do its job, but she missed the real thing, she missed having a cock. She did not masturbate much when Pam vanished.

The older blonde looked out the plane window as it started to descend. It must be in the middle of the day, and she could see the small island zooming into view and before she knew it the plane landed on the small landing strip on the island.

She was guided out of the plane. The humid air hit her in an instant. The bright sun and tropical plants surrounding the runway proved she was not in Minnesota or the country. An older black man dressed in white greeted her out of the plane.

"Welcome to Isla de Reina de Picas."

She looked at the black man. She assumed he was around the same age as her and appeared to be very attractive. He was wearing a white gauze suit that reminded her of her trips to Miami a long time ago. She did not know the meaning of the island name, and if she knew Spanish, she would have picked up that this was the Queen of Spades Island. The only thing on her mind was her daughter, Pam. She was told she would be able to see her.

"I was told I would be able to see my daughter, Pam. Is she here?"

"Ah yes, you will see her in due time. My name is Solomon, for now, let's eat, you must be starving from that long trip. Follow me."

Solomon knew he made a wise choice. This older woman is very attractive as is. A smile formed on his face as he guided the blonde in his jeep and drove them to his small office building outside the main resort.

The governor had a small room as his dining room, just like a smaller apartment building. He had lunch already out for the two of them.

Like a gentleman, he helped Michelle in her seat as she sat down eyeing up the large turkey sandwiches already prepared for her. Pam is still on her mind.

"So when can I see my daughter?"

Solomon sat across from the worried mother and grabbed a sandwich from the plate.

"She is here and is doing just fine. You will see her soon I guarantee you that."

He continued, "But first, I would like to offer you a job."

Michelle was confused, "What do you mean?"

"A job, where you do something for me, and I will repay you."

"What kind of job?"

"I researched you, Michelle Robinson. You have an interesting background. Was a head cheerleader back in high school and college. A model for a few years. And then, you got married. Had two daughters, and became a housewife for many years, and that's where you are today, a housewife."

The blonde felt embarrassed about this black man going over her life so quickly. Before she responded, the governor continued, "I think you are bored and are just waiting for something exciting to happen in your life."

He was not wrong, Michelle thought. She was bored even before her daughter disappeared. She was intrigued by his offer; however, he did not exactly say what this job was.

"What kind of job?"

"Oh, I think one you would like. You will oversee the staff that entertains the guests here at the resort. Sort of like a manager position."

"Resort?"

"Oh, yes, my apologies, this is a very exclusive resort for very rich and influential guests. A private resort."

Solomon got up and moved behind Michelle. This made her feel uneasy. He then started to rub her shoulders gently. A shot of excitement shot through her feeling another man touching her like this. James never rubbed her shoulders like this.

"But I live back in Minneapolis, I can't possibly take any job here, with my husband and girls back home..."

"What if your girls worked her with you?"

"What do you mean."

"What if they worked for you as well? You would see both of your girls every day. Safe hear on the island."

Michelle forgot about Laura and quickly wondered where she was right now. She still is naive about this resort.

"Sir..."

"Call me Solomon," the black man whispered in her ear.

"Solomon, what exactly do the staff do for the guests here?" His touching her has turned her on. She felt wet in her panties.

He got closer to the attractive older blonde. Michelle was able to smell him, and he smelled of an exotic cologne with hints of coconut and other tropical spices, it was very pleasant to smell. Solomon then started to gently kiss her neck.

Michelle gave little resistance to him and was caught up in the moment. Enjoying the gentle touch of his lips on her neck. A small gasp escaped from her mouth. She longed for another man to touch her. Her husband hasn't made love to her in so long that she forgot the passion of another man touching her. She squirms in her chair rubbing her thighs together trying to put out the burning ich she feels between her legs.

Solomon then reached down to feel her crotch through her conservative skirt feeling the material of her panties and the warmth from her pussy. Michelle felt paralyzed, but she did not resist. She knew she was supposed to resist the touch, but she wanted to be touched. She wanted to be touched by this man. She needed to be touched.

The black man suddenly kissed the blonde and entered his tongue in her mouth. Michelle accepted the invading wet pink muscle. She did not notice that the black man dropped his white gauzed pants and black underwear revealing the largest cock she has ever seen and it was still flaccid. Her lust is taking over her, her inhibitions let loose, and she cannot think of anything except that she needs to be fucked, and she has a handsome black stranger kissing her with his dark cock begging to be fondled.

Michelle wasted no time to grab the black cock and she can feel the veiny muscle growing in her grip. She gasped as a mini orgasm tremored her whole body. Her hips started to buckle and longing to fuck something. She started to stroke the ever-growing cock in her hand, moaning in delight while Solomon's tongue continues to invade her married mouth.

The black man broke off the passionate kiss. He looked down at the wanting blonde mature housewife still stroking his cock. She wanted his cock and quickly wrapped her lips around it and started to suck it. It is the largest cock she has ever had as its continuing to grow. She reaches down to her soaked panties and tried to masturbate through the tight fabric as it combined her sweat and pussy wetness.

Solomon bent down and helped her remove her skirt and panties, leaving Michelle with only her blouse and bra on. She felt abandoned when the cock was removed from her mouth.

"Take them off," was the only thing Solomon said.

She knew what he wanted, and she wanted it too. She looked at him in lust as she unbuttoned her blouse in no time and the same with her bra, revealing to Solomon her lush breasts. Not bad for a mature woman, he thought to himself.

The black man then quickly kissed her and had her sitting on the edge of the table, Michelle put her hands and arms around her new lover, darting her tongue in and out of his mouth.

She felt his hard cock up against her moist pussy and did not object to it as she spread her legs open to invite the strange dark cock into her love box. Solomon obliged and entered her. She gasps as nothing this large ever entered her pussy. It did not take long before Solomon started to fuck her like an animal. She never has been fucked with much passion and lust before.

Solomon enjoyed her pussy and thought about her transformation and how easy it will be to make her the head Queen of Spades for his stable of black cock whores. He grinned and was ready to cum as he fucked her faster.

Michelle could not take the lust anymore and screamed the loudest and most powerful orgasm in her life as this black man still fucking her faster.

"Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!"

Solomon knew he had her. He unleashed his seed in her in no time. Making her orgasm again from feeling his seed enter her.

Shawn knew he had his work cut out for him with this one. Unlike the other girls which was meticulously planned out to the detail, this one was rushed to him and has rejected the preliminary stages of becoming docile which is needed to have them converted into whores. He had to go with what was called Plan B in his group. It has not been utilized until now with this woman. He overlooked from the control room as the sleeping agent had taken hold of the naked woman who did not make it back to the bed and fell to the floor, sleeping.

"The chair is ready, Shawn."

"Good," he pushed a button that vented the gas from the room and waited for the status indicator to turn green, meaning it was safe to enter the enclosed room. The indicator lit up green and Shawn turned to his staff member, "Ok, get it ready in the room."

The chair was a bulky hulk and would not be easily moved if not for the wheeled castes on each of its legs. The chair was designed by Shawn, but he never got a chance to use it. It resembled a crude electric chair, being mostly of cast iron steel and bulky thick leather straps. However, unlike an electric chair, this one had plush black leather cushions resembling more of a car seat than that of an executioner's chair. A thick black metal post protrudes and has a claw shape to it where a person who sits in it will have their head covered by the claw. Metal straps as well as leather ones are on each side for the arms of the person. The most intimidating other than the headpiece was the bottom cushion where the wearer would sit as well as the leg harness that both adjusts and can spread the legs of the one unfortunate to be strapped into it.

The staff members rolled in the beastly chair into the room and one of them had to pick up the sleeping naked woman from the floor and set her aside on the bed. The chair is placed at the foot of the bed and faces the big-screen television. There were holes in the floor that lined up with each of the legs of the chair and once aligned the casters were extracted back and the chair made a dull thud as it was lowered onto the floor. Each leg of the chair had a series of holes that aligned with the holes in the floor. One of the staff then took out thick bolts from his lab coat and had a power wrench in the other hand and started to wrench down each of the bolts into the holes, securing the chair.

The staff then picked up the limp girl positioned her in the seat and put the claw-shaped mechanism around her head with the soft cushion draping around her face. The staff then adjusted it to secure it in place forcing the woman to look directly straight ahead and will restrict her movement. Her arms and legs as well as a couple straps around her torso were secured. Then an IV was placed in each of her arms and each staff member had no issue of getting the needle in her veins. The staff remembers then left the room and the lights turned off and Laura was secured into the chair in complete darkness still sleeping.



Laura awoke and quickly panicked when she could not move at all. Her face was secured so tight that her head could not even turn to either side. Her arms and legs are so strapped down that she only can feel the resistance from the straps to know her limbs are still intact. She screamed in horror with the feeling of restrictedness but in complete darkness as well.

Shawn was sipping on coffee when he noticed his patient was awake from the monitor that had night vision. He was glad that his chair was working and that was its only function. He sat down in front of the monitor and then positioned the wireless keyboard so he could start typing up some commands.

Laura was feeling hoarse from all the screaming and eventually gave up as it was useless, no one was going to do anything. She could feel the cold tears running down her face. Wondering what they were going to do to her and worst of it was that she had to pee so bad. She could not even rub her legs together to assist with her urge to urinate.

Suddenly the TV came to life and a pink screen appeared almost blinding Laura. She could only close her eyes as she could not move her head at all. Black large text appears on the screen.

GOOD MORNING, YOUR TRAINING WILL RESUME NOW.

"What the fuck?"

She screamed out, "Hey, What the fuck is going on?! Hey, I gotta pee so bad!"

New text appears: IF YOU GOTTA GO, THEN GO.

Shawn smiled after he typed that text. She was not aware that the chair had a bedpan device under the split seat, and she would be able to piss and shit right into the pan without an issue. Also, the IV bags attached to her will keep her fluids in check and they will not have to feed her solid foods while she is in the chair.

She could not hold it any longer and then she pissed hoping to not make a mess, crying the whole time, she felt so embarrassed by this. She heard the stream of liquid hitting a metal device under her and to her amazement, she could not feel a puddle forming around her bottom.

Then the pink screen then turned to a movie, Laura assumed, as the screen shows a woman taking a shower and then a naked black man then joins her and starts soaping the naked blonde woman, and they started fucking in the shower.

Holy shit, they are playing a porno! She tried to look away in disgust but was somewhat curious about where this was going and felt fascinated. Then she snapped back to reality and tried to close her eyes.

"Good luck with that, my little rabbit, I have all the time in the world," Shawn said out loud. He has hours and even days of porn footage to play and all have been programmed with hidden subliminal messaging in them to help make her more docile. Lord knows she needs it, Shawn said to himself.

Hours have gone by, and Laure could only watch what was given to her she so all sorts of lud acts of carnal activity. Nothing has even triggered a sexual emotion yet. She was given closeups of hard thick black cocks that were serviced by a bimbo or two and shows the detail of fucking and sucking. The TV even played when she tried to sleep, but she could not sleep through the bright TV and the sound. My god the sound, she can hear the fucking loud and clear.

Shawn knew she would break eventually, it's only a matter of when. The constant bombardment of the subliminal messaging will eventually take its toll on anyone. He was pleased that the chair was doing its job. He knows that she needs to sleep eventually and he does turn on the sleeping gas to control when she sleeps, however, he still plays the TV, but it now plays audio messaging that he hopes will penetrate into her while she is sleeping.

After almost four days in, she has started to show signs of docility and excitement from the bombardment of interracial porn with messaging in it. He tested her when asking her a series of questions on the TV and her answers were satisfactory to him.

Laura was confused. She does not know why, but her motivation to escape has waned. She is intrigued by all the porn that was playing and wished it was her not the bimbo blonde that was fucking a couple black men. She needed to masturbate but was unable to for being secured in the chair. Then the porn stopped to her displeasure.

Shawn typed up questions to ask her:

DID YOU LIKE THE PORN?

She answered with a whisper, "Yes."

DID YOU WISH YOU WERE THE BLONDE?

"Yes," in a normal voice.

DO YOU WANT TO FUCK BLACK COCK?

She closed her eyes, and couldn't believe what her answer was, "Yes!"

Shawn then pressed the sleeping agent button, and the brunette quickly fell asleep with somewhat of a smile on her face.

Laura had the wildest dream in her life, she dreamt of getting fucked by black men and they all took turns fucking her, just like in the porn videos, and orgasmed many times.

She woke up on the bed in the room and was not in the chair to her pleasant surprise. Even the chair is gone in front of the TV. However, one change she notices is that her nails are now longer than she has ever had them, and they are colored hot pink and at least an inch long. Somehow, she was not bothered by this.

Lester came into the control room to check on how the woman was doing.

"So how is our rabbit now she is out of the chair?"

Shawn replied, "Doin' really good. The chair came through and worked like a charm."

"I feel sorry for the poor bastard that had to clean the bedpan!"

"Yeah, unfortunately for us that was a minor inconvenience, but the results are worth it, she is really docile no, and is no longer a wild child."

"You think she will try to escape again?"

"I don't think so, she was really into the porn, I can't wait for the next step. For now, she will be going back to solid foods and we will get her some workout outfits so she can start hitting the gym."

"How 'bout the bitch's hair, you gonna do anythin' with it?"

Shawn thought for a moment and answered, "No, not right now, as a matter of fact, we want her hair to grow out as much as possible. Need it long for what I have planned."

All week Laura started getting into a routine now she is free to move about her isolated room, which doesn't bother her anymore. She is now given clothes to wear, a very skimpy workout outfit, but clothes nonetheless. She has been given food to eat, even though it really is only salads, fruits, and water. She enjoyed jogging on the treadmill in the small gym connected to her room. She cannot stop thinking about fucking, she never has been this horny in her entire life. She thought about her fiancé, Jason, which is a distant memory, and the only thing she can think of is comparing his cock with the black men she watched in the pornos. Jason had a good size cock but is nothing compared to those she watched and dream about. She wondered if they really were that big. This is usually her routine; she thinks about this during her workout, and takes a shower, and then masturbates on the bed thinking about those large cocks. This helps her sleep with a satisfactory grin on her face as she falls asleep, naked, thinking about those cocks once again.

"Fuck yeah!"

Tabitha took the pregnancy test that was given to her. A little stick that she had to piss on and got the instant result. The result she hoped for.

Paige was next to her and got the same results as well. Both girls congratulated and hugged each other. Tanisha was there in the small room with the two whores that just learned they are knocked up.

She then produced two collars for each of them to wear. The collars are thick black leather with the words in silver "KNOCKED UP". Each girl gleefully put on the collars to proudly display they have a bun in the oven.

"Ok, this means no weed, smoking, drugs, or any alcohol for each of you still."

Each of the girls showed a disapproving sigh, they are missing drinking and smoking, it's so ingrained in them like true whores.

"Also, light duty for you for the next couple of months. That means that you can still have sex but only one man at a time. Then I will collect you in due time and you will stay at the birthing wing of the hospital building to wait for you to spit them out."

Both girls giggled and started to make out with each other as Tanisha left the small room. Thinking to herself, such whores.

Laura has enjoyed masturbating every day for the past month. She is not aware that she has been in captivity for four months now, but like her sister before her, time is nothing to her during her training. The porn on the TV usually goes from interracial to gangbang, and to lesbian, which she is surprisingly enjoyed. She never thought about another woman, but she gets very wet and horny thinking about another woman eating her pussy and returning the favor.

Her brunette hair has really grown and looks as healthy as ever before. Little does she know that special supplements are in her food that promote rapid and healthy growth of her hair. Her hair is now almost to the small of her back and she must have been getting it trimmed while she was asleep because she noticed it was well-trimmed, especially after taking a shower.

She is comfortable with her long hot pink nails and can do everyday tasks with them. It was a struggle at first, but she is starting to get used to them and wonders why she never got them done before.

The following morning, she awoke to a couple changes. She now has a nose ring through her right nostril and another piercing near her lip on the opposite side with a large steel stud protruding from her skin. She remembers that it's called a Monroe piercing, but never would have considered it on her. She took time looking at her face in the bathroom mirror, admiring the look.

The TV instructed her to weigh herself, which it had before many times. And she was pleasantly surprised she weighs now 98 pounds. She also has been given a special outfit to wear when she is not working out. It is just a soft pink bra with holes for the nipples to peak out and a thong in the same color as well as a small furry pink collar with a ring in the center. She was also instructed to have her long hair in pigtails which she submissively complied with.

During the next few weeks, she was given high heels to wear, again, like her sister, Pam, when she had her training, started with 3" heels and finally worked her way to 6" platform white heels she wears all the time when she is not working out. Laura feels comfortable in the higher heels, she never felt sexier.

NEXT CHAPTER: 09 - PROGRESS


QOS Island Ch. 09

[CHAPTER 9] - PROGRESS

Laura's been yearning to fuck. Wearing the skimpy erotic outfit doesn't help as well as the high heels. But the pink collar made her feel different. Feel like the urge to obey. It made her submissive for the first time in her life. She is usually the one who is domineering in all aspects of her life, just like her father. She was always the one to control the conversation in her circle of friends, she was the one who was not afraid to speak out, Moreso than her sister, and she was the one who wore the pants in her relationship with her fiancé, Jason.

Her thoughts on Jason quickly turned to wishing to be fucked. On the bed, she wasted no time to play with her moist pussy with her long fingernails. She had no pubic hair as it had been stripped away leaving a nice smooth feel. The pig-tailed brunette usually keeps it well-trimmed and never had it completely shaved off until now as a submissive slave to her unknown captors.

Her legs spread apart, longing for someone to invade her hole. I wish one of those black cocks from the pornos would fuck me! My God, I need it so bad!

The thought was enough for her to climax too and screamed out the pleasure that burst from her pussy. The orgasm made her fall asleep right away. Laura felt guilty for climaxing while thinking such vile thoughts and her mind keeps turning to her sister and wishing to find her, but then it quickly shifts to thinking about how much she enjoys thinking of fucking. The pig-tailed brunette tosses and turns until she is exhausted of the thoughts and falls asleep eventually.

The following day started out as a typical one for Laura. From her workouts, she notices she is as fit as ever before, even during her high school days when she was involved in all sorts of sports. The brunette has been following the instructions given to her and has complied so far. Today was a non-workout day so she put on her pink thong and bra with the tall platform heels. The pink fuzzy collar was added last, and it made her feel so submissive, which is a foreign feeling for her. She resisted as much as she could but the overwhelming desire to submit was too much for her, to Laura's surprise. Why do I feel like this? I never felt these desires before. What did they do to me? Where is Jason? Where is Pam? These questions in her mind caused her a mild headache, enough for her to put her hands on her head to prevent it from exploding. Then the thoughts of fucking and the urge to masturbate fill her head, replacing those questions. She reached down to her pink thong that was heating up when the brunette heard a different noise from the door.

The door swung open, and a man entered her room. The first thing she noticed was he was black and wearing a black spandex muscle shirt showing off his well-toned and bulging arms. He was also wearing black leather pants with boots and had on a matching hood that only exposed his mouth and eyes. A sense of fear started to flood her mind as well as she was intrigued. This was the first person she had seen in a very long time. She lost sense of time many days ago, or was it weeks, she thought to herself.

"Come here and kneel down," The man said to her while pointing to the location in front of him where he wanted her to go.

Laura, to her surprise, complied and kneeled before him. She gazed at his eyes through the hood, mesmerized.

"I'm your Master and you will call me as such."

Before she could finish saying OK, he swatted her with a riding crop she did not notice he had, and gave out a loud scream as her breasts felt on fire from the violent swat.

He corrects her, "Ok, Master."

She did not say a thing as she started to tear up afraid to look at him.

He swatted her again. Another yelp from Laura as her breast started to show red welts from the two violent hits.

"Yes. Yes. Yes, Master!'" She did not want to be hit again and was still crying.

Then a couple chains appeared from the ceiling as it made a rattling noise down between her and this black man.

The chain had leather cuffs at the ends of each chain. Devin quickly strapped the cuffs to each wrist of Laura and suddenly like magic, the chains moved back towards the ceiling and spread out, raising Laura up and then stopping when she was a few inches from the floor, suspending her there. Devin then strapped a ball gag around her head and secured it, leaving Laura with the ball inserted halfway in her mouth. The brunette's fear quickly elevated to levels she had not experienced before.

Her fears shifted swiftly to pleasure as the black man started to kiss her softly on her neck and slowly worked his way to her exposed nipples. There, he stopped to make sure each of them was erect as much as possible. Devin stopped sucking on the nice hard nipples and suddenly placed nipple clamps on Laura, who gave out a gasp and grunt through her ball gag. He tightened them until he ensured it was the right amount of pain that she could take.

The black man took out another object, this time a pink vibrator, and turned it on and applied it to Laura's pussy that was still hidden from her pink thong. Devin moved it around finding just the right spot that excited his slave.

Laura is experiencing pain and pleasure at the same time for the first time in her life and is driving her crazy. She was bucking her hips to time it with the vibrator that was teasing her clitoris. The pleasure is outweighing the pain from her nipples until she felt a powerful smack on her ass, as the black man spanked her violently. He rapidly repeated the smacks until she could not take it any longer and climaxed. Laura tried to scream her orgasm but was muffled by the ball gag. He gave her just a few seconds to recover and started to smack her again forcing her to try to twitch away from the slaps but could not avoid them. Devin continued this for 15 minutes, but to Laura, it felt like an eternity. She orgasmed three more times and never came so hard or so many times in a short amount of time before in her life. She was drained. The pain from the nipple clamps went away and now the throbbing of her ass cheeks cannot be ignored. She could not believe how many times she climaxed from this act. Once Devin stopped, he soothingly rubbed his hand around the reddened ass to give her comfort while the chain was lowered, and she was uncuffed and the ball gag removed. Devin moved Laura to her bed without a fight and she lay there completely exhausted by this event. The brunette fell asleep.

Every other day, sessions like this with her black master made her more and more submissive. Many times, he plays with her pussy and makes her cum, and he would stick his long fingers in her and make her lick off her juices from them. He started to penetrate her with the vibrator and fucks her until she orgasmed. Each session concluded with her licking off the vibrator dripping with her juices. In some sessions, he had a vibrating wand that really made her orgasm quicker than the vibrator when applied to just the right area on her clitoris.

During her sessions, her master has given her instructions to put on makeup. And her makeup table has now been filled with all different kinds of items. Her look was the same as all the other girls before her. Because her eyebrows had been removed, she was to draw thin arching eyebrows on her. The look was completed by blue eyeshadow thick eyeliner and thick false eyelashes. She was told to wear all this every day along with pink lipstick. Every day her Master inspected her work and corrected her when needed. It did not take her long to perfect the look he wanted as Laura was more akin to makeup than her older sister.

Along with the makeup, several pieces of jewelry were given to her to wear. She was told to affix herself with large gold hoop earrings that were round enough to almost touch her shoulders. Finger rings, an assortment of necklaces, anklets, and bracelets complemented her makeup.

Laura has been captive for over seven months and the only person she has interacted with is her black master. Her makeup has been flawless and loved prepping her face to don the slutty look her Master wanted. She still is required to have pigtails and her hair has been growing longer than she normally remembers. Her hair was only down to the base of her neck when she started her training. Seven months later it's down to the small of her back. Little does she know that her food was laced with a natural supplement that promotes rapid hair growth and is working just fine on her.

The hot-looking brunette has no idea how long she has been in this room. She no longer cares. Before she looked for means of escaping and her resistance was dulled from the brainwashing she endured. She spends most of her time perfecting her slutty makeup look and marveling in the mirror at her appearance. Smiling after applying her makeup, because of her new item that was given to her to play with.

She quickly moved back to her bed and started to rub her pussy getting it nice and wet and then grabbed her realistic black dildo that was 10 inches long and thicker than any cock she remembers having and fucks herself with it, moaning in pleasure, thinking about what her Master's cock would be like as he has not fucked her yet. Every time she orgasms, she thinks about her Master fucking her with his cock. She cannot fall asleep until she fucks her dildo.

The next morning, she woke up with many changes to her. She fell asleep naked like every night dreaming about fucking and sucking black cock. When she awoke, her back felt strange and had a dull pain to it, she quickly reached around her lower back, and it felt like her skin was raised a bit and went right to the large bathroom mirror to see if she could see what happened. Before she could look, she gasped as her long dark brown hair was changed to a bleach blonde of the same length. After a while checking her new hair color, she turned around and noticed that she was given a tramp stamp. It was the same design as all the other girls, with a large black spade with a white "Q" in the center and flanked by intertwined vines on each side. Laura spent much time in the mirror admiring her new features and is not ashamed of masturbating while licking her lips, thinking about her master's cock plunging into her pussy.

Solomon loved his small but spacious house on the island. The place is just a few yards from the main resort. He walked through the front door and was immediately in his gathering room that is connected to the kitchen and a door to his bedroom and master bath. He is thankful that it is well-cooled by the central air conditioning and allows him to wear anything he feels comfortable. He is used to the tropical heat, but it is good to know he can find comfort here, his home. His walls are a dark tan color giving it that dark but homely feel to it. The centerpiece is his brick fireplace which he has not lighted yet. Surprisingly, it gets very chilly during the evening, or so it seems to ones who live on the island. Each wall is adorned with black erotic art, such as his masterpiece that was created just for him, above the mantle of the fireplace. It is a painting of a white girl, naked and adorned with gold jewelry with her legs spread apart while sitting on a throne, showing her pussy with very little pubic hair. Behind her, is a muscular black man with long dreads with both hands on the arms of the chair cloaking the woman.

He spends many nights just admiring that picture as it is a symbol of what he has accomplished on this island. Near the mantle is a small bar with an assortment of spirits. The white-cloaked black man started to walk to, and then turned behind him at the front door, "Come, my dear."

Michelle appeared in front of his door but had been transformed. No longer is she the beautiful mom next door, she is now a hot-looking MILF. Her natural blond hair has been replaced with a bleached blonde look that falls below her shoulders and her large gold hoop earrings are just visible from the golden mane. Since she fucked Solomon, he prompt had her get large silicone breasts and they are popping out from her sheer white blouse and each nipple have been pierced and can be visible through the blouse since she is not wearing a bra.

She struts into Solomon's house and the clacking of her high heels echoes through the large room. Her nails are longer than she ever had them, painted with a slutty red. Her outfit is completed with a short black skirt with black thigh-high stockings and the tops are barely covered by the skirt. Her heels are the tallest she has ever worn with snakeskin 6" platform heels.

The black man lit up a cigar and poured whiskey into two glasses with some ice as Michelle approached him.

"Here is to your new job, and us."

Solomon gave her one of the drinks to toast. Michelle took the drink, and their glasses clanked, and both put the glasses to their lips. She normally does not like any alcohol, especially anything as potent as whiskey, however, she embraced her changes, and she did not mind breaking more inhibitions. She surprised him by gulping the entire contents. She felt the burning sensation down her throat but didn't mind and enjoyed the instant buzz it gave her.

Solomon gave a smile enjoying that she had embraced this life as he took a drag from his cigar.

"So, what do you think of your changes so far?"

The blonde woman got face to face with the black man, she wanted to fuck him. She never has been fucked so fervently as Solomon fucked her. She wanted more.

"I love them!"

She put her arms around the black man and instead of kissing him, she lowered her head down to his cigar and took a drag of it. Another first from her, as she did not smoke and never had, until today, she exhaled the smoke from her lungs, and surprisingly did not cough, like she had experienced before. Solomon loved this lewd act and then started to kiss his new mistress. He felt the newly pierced tongue of his blonde beauty that he would be sharing his bed.

Michelle darted her pierced tongue in and out of his mouth, moaning like a bitch in heat, yearning for this man's dark cock. The black man unbuttoned her blouse, freeing her large silicone breasts. He noted the ink that adorns her right breast with a highly detailed red rose with thorns. He knew she had other ink done on her and could not wait to see them on his new lover and employee.

He grabbed her hand and led the blonde to his room, with a large bed with silk sheets that a zebra printed flanked by more erotic black art depicting white women in all sorts of sexual positions with a black man fucking them.

Michelle took her clothes off only leaving on her stockings and heels. She did not wear any panties. This is when Solomon finds her other ink. She had a black spade with a white "Q" above her pussy that had no visible pubic hair. She also had the same kind of tramp stamp as all the other girls with the same spade tattoo flanked by interwoven vines.

The black man took his clothes off and Michelle gently pushed him to sit on the bed and kneeled in front of him. She immediately put the large flaccid cock in her mouth and swirled her tongue around it. Her free hand was busy playing with her pierced pussy, which she loved as it heightened her sexual stimulation every time she walked.

"So, you love that black cock?"

She stopped to answer him, "Oh my God, yes! I fuckin' love your cock!"

His cock is now hard and did not take long, Solomon, thought she was a good cock sucker. He wished he had her when she was younger, damn she is good!

"Oh, baby, I need that cock in my pussy!"

The slutty blonde hopped on top of Solomon and guided the large cock in her wet pussy and started to ride him.

"You like that, slut?"

She loved it being called a slut; nobody ever called her that.

"Fuck yeah!"

"Who's your Daddy?"

This gave Michelle an orgasm.

"Fuck! You are! You are my Daddy!"

Solomon then got the busty blonde off him and had her bend over the bed and inserted his cock back in her pussy, grabbed her hips, and started to fuck her.

Michelle was in bliss. She loved getting fucked by her black lover. She has embraced her newfound life and changes. Her priority is finding her oldest daughter, Pam, however, Solomon, told her she is fine and loving her new life and her other daughter will be joining them soon. She did not like this at first, but her inner slut and lust took over her.

"Fuck me, daddy! Fuck your white slut!"

Solomon is glad he found just the right woman to lead his stable of white whores. He wanted someone who he wanted to seduce into this life, and not have it synthetic like all the women on the island. He was hoping this stunning blonde would embrace this life, and he was glad she did. He shuddered to think what he would do if she completely rejected him, and he would need to take her out. He quickly erased that thought from his head and concentrated on fucking this hot older blonde.

The black man told Michelle everything about his operation on the island, he told her that the woman here is to pleasure the guests here, who are mostly black men or couples. Her daughter is one of the whores and her youngest is currently getting her 'training'. This did not bother Michelle at all. She is glad they are safe and doesn't begrudge them for servicing black men. As she now has had a taste, her inner sexual desires have amplified. She loved the feeling of this black man's large thick cock penetrating her pussy. Her sexual awakening felt liberating to her.

Michelle quickly switched positions with Solomon and mounted on top of him on the bed and started to thrust her hips, fucking the black man.

"So, my pretty bitch, you thought of your new name?"

"Mmm, Yes I have, Daddy."

The blonde mature woman felt her large orbs and pinched her pierced tits until she orgasmed on the large black cock.

Laura was on her knees sucking on her Master's cock. The pig-tailed blonde was playing with her pussy and wanted to cum at the same time as her Master. Her desire to please this black man was her sole mission. She started wearing sexy schoolgirl outfits like the one she was wearing. A short plaid skirt with no panties, white thigh-high socks with clear high heels. Laura was wearing a white crop top that shows off her new tits that are almost three times bigger. The well-shaped mounds are clearly visible with the shear material.

Laura just healed from her Brazilian butt lift surgery that made her ass fuller and now has a pronounced bubble butt. She loved how the surgeries made her more attractive and sluttier. She continues to suck on the large cock and swallowed it as much as she could. Wishing she could deep-throat more but has improved her cock sucking skills in the past few months.

Devin was pleased with her rapid descent into becoming a whore for black cocks. He marveled at how the organization molds these women not only physically but mentally as well and he is proud that he is a part of it.

Laura's desire to be fucked grew every time she sucks on her master's cock. The thought of this large appendage invading her smooth white pussy sends her to orgasm every time. The slutty blonde has begged for her black dominant to fuck her, only to be face fucked followed by her face covered in cum. She enjoys the taste which was surprising to her.

Over the last few weeks, Laura has experienced more changes to her body. Her naval was pierced as well as her nipples which compliments her fake breasts and truly has the look of bolt-on breasts that was fitting for a bimbo. Her naval was also outlined with a large "Q" tattoo that had a black spade charm dangling from her recent piercing. Laura loved these changes, but she really loved the fact that her lips have been enlarged with injections to give her pillow lips that looked hot wrapped around dark cock as well as an intricate tattoo that was in a design of a vine with little spades as thorns that wrapped around her right leg and terminated near her pussy and wrapped all the way down to her ankle.



When Devin appeared in Laura's room, she immediately kneeled before him in her skimpy schoolgirl outfit and high heels. Her face was covered in heavy makeup and her large lips were covered with pink lipstick. Her hair was still in pigtails and colored in the bleached white, blonde look.

Devin unbuckled his pants and unleashed his large limp cock just inches away from her face.

"You want this?"

"Oh, yes, Master! I want your cock!"

Laura's pussy started to swell and moisten up. Her desire to fuck this cock outweighed anything else she can think of.

"Master, please fuck me! I need your cock inside me!"

Devin holds his cock and moves it towards her face as his white bitch started to suck on it. He smiled knowing another white bitch is ready to be converted.

Tabatha loved feeling her swelled belly knowing there was a black baby ready to be born. She did not mind that the organization would be giving her baby away and she was more than happy to keep producing more if they wished. However, today she was ready to give birth to what was swelling inside her for the past nine months.

Before she was sent to the delivery ward of the small medical facility on the island, she was told that Solomon wanted to see her first. She was naked and lying on the bed with her prominent belly on full display for everyone when the black man entered her room.

"How are you doing? You ready to give birth?"

Tabitha was both nervous and anxious. "Oh, yes, Mr. Solomon."

"Good, somebody wants to see you before you give birth."

Then he motioned for someone outside the open door to come in. Laura can hear the clicking of heels on the linoleum floor. It did not take long for her to recognize her mother, however, she changed, not as much as Tabitha did, but looks sexier than she remembered, Tabitha was very happy.

"Mom!"

"Hey, baby!"

Her mother came to her side of the bed gave her a kiss on her forehead and started to feel her daughter's naked belly. Laura noticed her long red nails.

"Mmm, I can't believe my baby is ready to pop!"

So many questions filled Tabitha's head, wondering how her mother was here and changed, but it was a pleasant surprise. Her mother knew she had many questions to ask her.

"It's Ok, Tabitha, I will explain everything later on, for now, just sit back and relax."

She started to walk out of the room and then turned around to tell her daughter one last thing.

"Oh, by the way, my name is Mistress Veronica now and I will be managing you white whores on the island." She winked at her daughter and left.

The birth was quick, and she was told she had a girl. The following day Paige gave birth to a girl as well. Both women spent a couple days recovering before joining their sisters back at the resort. But first, they were told to go to the tattoo shop and get inked with a black baby icon near their belly to signal that they successfully were black bred. Afterward, they rewarded the artists with a blowjob that they took turns with and made him cum after a few minutes, sharing his cum with each other, savoring the taste they both enjoyed and missed.

Tabitha and Paige were ready to fuck again and hope they are selected to be bred once again. They both walked towards their area of the resort hand in hand still with cum around their mouths, when Tabitha noticed her mom, mistress Veronica waiting in the courtyard. She was dressed in a short black mini skirt with a black blouse that was half unbuttoned. She wore the slutty makeup as the other girls as well as large hoop earrings that are barely visible with her bleached blonde hair that flowed from her head. Tabitha noticed she was wearing thigh-high stockings that the tops were visible from the short skirt and were topped off with black high-heeled stiletto heels. She was smoking, which Tabitha never knew her mother smoked. Her mom noticed the two girls approaching.

Both girls had done their faces with slutty makeup that had been covered with the tattoo artist's cum. Tabitha was wearing a sheer white crop top T-shirt that barely covered her breasts, but it did not hide her areolas too well, especially after giving birth, hers had turned darker. Her pierced nipples were very prominent showing off the tell-tale rings under the sheer top. Her naval showed off a dangling black spade with a "Q". The blonde wore a black latex micro mini skirt and black platform sandal heels. Her friend, Paige, wore her typical goth look, this time wearing a black latex club dress with matching black thigh-high-heeled boots.

"Hey, baby!"

"Hi, mo...uh, Mistress Veronica."

Tabitha remembers her training at Mistress Debra's mansion even though this was her mom about proper etiquette for addressing other mistresses and masters.

She introduces Paige to her mother. Mistress Veronica moved closer to the goth girl to greet her and kissed her gently on the lips tasting the remnants of the cum from the tattoo artist earlier. The older blonde savored the taste and quickly darted her tongue into the willing mouth of Paige. This sight turned on Tabitha, who quickly joined in and her mother started kissing her.

After a few minutes, Mistress Veronica broke off the threesome make-out session. Still enjoying the taste of cum from the two whores face and lips and directed her attention to Tabitha.

"Baby, soon your sister will be joining us."

Tabitha had nearly forgotten about her younger sister, Laura. Hearing her mother saying those words sparked excitement in her.

"Really?"

"Oh yes, right now she is getting trained, and, in a few months, we will be together, all of us!"

Mistress Veronica then placed a hand over her daughter's exposed belly fascinated by her look. She was proud that this hot-looking woman was her daughter. She started to kiss her daughter passionately for a few seconds and then broke off the kiss and faced her and started to reach down her skirt noticing she was not wearing any underwear and felt the warmth of her exposed pussy.

She looked into her daughters' eyes, "We need more black babies from you and your sister."

This turned on Tabitha and she grabbed her mom's head and kissed her while the older blonde played with her pussy.


QOS Island Ch. 10

[CHAPTER 10] - CANDI'S FATE

Mistress Veronica was told she would be getting an assistant to help her with her duties. The new assistant arrived by plane from New York. She remembers Solomon told her she used to work in the medical building, but because of some unfortunate events, she was sent to Mistress Debra for some re-education. She did not know what that meant and did not press him for more details.

The busty older blonde was at her desk looking over roster sheets when her new assistant came through the door.

"Hello?"

Mistress Veronica looked up at her new employee for the first time.

Betty Kirby has been transformed during her months at the New York Mansion. She has been conditioned to only like women and she is no longer attracted to men. She looks at her new boss and licks her lips and is attracted to the older woman.

Betty was wearing only a skimpy green bikini that did not hide her pussy or nipples too well. Her head was shaved, and she had a septum as well as her tongue pierced. She wore the same heavy makeup as the other girls and large thin gold hoop earrings. Betty was also wearing black high-heeled sandals.

The older woman says she had some sort of symbol tattooed on her right tit. She could tell she had breast augmentation as well as her tits are busting through the thin material and large hoops imprinted showing her nipples are pierced. At a closer look, the tattoo looked like a vagina with little flowers around it. What Mistress Veronica has not seen yet, is the well-defined lesbian tattoo above her shaved pussy, the two intertwined female symbols in rainbow coloring.

Veronica got up from her chair and moved to the front of her desk barely sitting on it. Betty moved closer to the attractive woman put her arms over her new boss and started to kiss her and probed her tongue in the mouth.

Mistress Veronica remarked, "We got work to do, but...I guess we can have some fun before I leave tonight."

The bikini-clad lesbian then felt the blonde's pussy and started to rub it. Thanking that she was not wearing any panties under her short black skirt and then kneeled and started to flick her tongue against her clitoris. It did not take long for Veronica to orgasm and then she switched positions with Betty and moved her lower bikini to one side and enjoyed her pussy. She wondered why she never fucked another girl before, especially during her cheerleading and modeling days. She is going to enjoy working with her new assistant, Betty.

-------

Months have passed since Laura finally got her wish of being fucked by her Master. The pig-tailed bleach blonde loved the feeling of a thick cock plunging in her pussy. She continues to orgasm every time her Master fucks her, which is every day now. She can't get enough sexual satisfaction and still masturbates during the evening with her realistic black dildo.

Shawn looks on from the monitor. Thinking her descent is almost complete. The owns that give him the hardest time and most resistant to his program are the ones he is most satisfied with. This one was no exception. He was shocked that this one was the sister of a girl he transformed earlier, Patient #26 called Tabitha. Yes, patient #36, a young Laura Robinson, was one of the most resistant Shawn, but in the end, he always wins as the results show. He watched as his trainer, Devon fucking this white girl, and she is loving it.

He thought the governor's timing was impeccable, as they had trouble acquiring a girl for this batch. Nevertheless, it worked out and here she is ready for the next major step in her reconditioning. In this step, he makes sure he observes for all the girls.

Devin felt horny and aggressive for this white bitch and was thrusting his hips as fast as he can, plunging his large cock in the pig-tailed blonde. She already has orgasmed a couple times as evident from the white liquid coating his dark cock. He was ready to burst. He stopped fucking and Laura knew what was next. She turned around awaiting her prize for a great fucking.

Her Master exploded on her outreached tongue and down her mouth. She loved the taste of cum, she was trained to tolerate and enjoy it. Devin was finished, the blonde started to suck his cock again, hoping to get it back to life.

He gently pulled her away, "Not yet."

He quickly explained to her what a 'Queen of Spades' is, and she is ready to be one. She was eager to fuck more black men, especially if they are as hung as her Master. She is fully invested in this new lifestyle.

Laura who is sitting on the edge of the bed while her Master tells her what her purpose is, starts to get aroused again and rubs her well fucked pussy with her fingers. For this session, she was wearing a short-sleeved white blouse that was tied just below her large breasts instead of buttoned. A dark plaid skirt that barely covers her pussy and ass, black large, weaved fishnet tights that are crotchless, topped off with black thigh-high PVC high-heeled boots. Her makeup was highlighted by blue eyeshadow, black eyeliner, and thick false eyelashes. She had pink lipstick covering her large lips but was smeared off from sucking the black cock. She orgasmed when she heard what her new name was.

"You will be called, Tiffany."

A couple other black men entered the room right away after her name announcement and placed a portable tattooing station next to her.

Tiffany was told that they would be giving her new tattoos and piercings which excited her and showed her commitment and dedication to being a Queen of Spades.

When Griffin, the artist was finished with her, Tiffany was given a small mirror to see the results. A black spade with a white "Q" about 3 inches tall above her pussy and the words, "BLACKS ONLY" above it. Like her sister before, Griff tattooed her new name in gothic lettering above her right breast.

Tiffany was told to reward the artist for his work, and she did not hesitate to suck the black man until he orgasmed. Smiling up at him when she finished him in her mouth.

The next month Tiffany was introduced slowly to anal penetration. At first, her Master had her insert a small anal plug to wear all day. It was painful when she started, but the pain quickly faded away, and then started to feel pleasure from it. After a few days, her plugs started to increase4 in size, until it was the size of a large cock. She was amazed she was able to insert something that large in her ass at all.

Her Master fucked her with the anal plug still inside her, giving her a foreign but pleasurable feel. It also helped that for the first time, her Master called her by her name. Her new name is Tiffany.

Once she was used to the last large-sized plug, her master started to fuck her ass, and it was the most delightful feeling she experienced. It was like fucking for the first time and realizing she was missing out the whole time.

Her Master continued to fuck her ass instead of her pussy due to the clit piercing she received from Griffin. The piercing was the worst pain she felt but it was just a sharp extreme sting that was replaced by just a dull discomfort. Devin only fucked her ass and mouth during her recovery. Once healed, Tiffany felt pleasure from just walking from the clit piercing constantly arousing her.

The following month after Tiffany was healed from her piercing, she was introduced to fucking other black men. The bleach blonde did not hesitate at all and enjoyed different men each day. After a few days of fucking other men, Tiffany started having two men at the same time fucking her, and on her first threesome, she orgasmed so much that the blonde passed out during her first threesome session. Tiffany enjoyed being penetrated in the pussy and ass at the same time. She was in sexual bliss. Her threesomes turned into foursomes, and all led up to the final session. She was strapped down to a breeding bench and was used for hours by multiple men, using her mouth, ass, and pussy. She lost count after fifteen men used her. When they were down, she was exhausted from the extreme fucking, cum was running down her mouth. The smell of cum permeated the room. Her asshole was swollen from the constant fucking and was oozing cum down to her pussy which was dripping like a leaky faucet in a pool under her. She thought this was the best day ever while she was licking her lips with her tongue savoring the cum that was still there. She felt like a slut and enjoyed it, she wanted more.

Just like her sister and other girls before. She was transferred to Mistress Debra's Mansion somewhere in the middle of New York State. There along with three other girls, she started her final training with Mistress Debra. Also, this is where the girls are conditioned to be bisexual and have multiple sessions of girl-on-girl sexual action.

Tiffany never had any attraction to women in her life, but after one of Mistress Debra's maids seduced and fucked her, she enjoyed the session and started to find an attraction to women. She relished the taste of pussy as much as cock. The hot blonde had her most intense orgasm when one of the maids first licked her pussy. She never had a girl ever eat her pussy before and her first is from an experienced lesbian maid. It is another awakening for her as she looks at women differently as she is now proudly bisexual and enjoys pleasuring women as much as black men.

The pig-tailed blonde also learned how to smoke from Mistress Debra. She never tried it before in her life and thought it was a disgusting habit but was trained to do it and she enjoyed it and felt it as a calming influence on her, especially after fucking.

Her training finished at Mistress Debra's mansion, and it was time for her to do street walker training along with the other girls. During this time, she was roomed up with one of the organization's hookers deep in downtown New York City. With her new roommate, she learned about doing tricks as well as fucking and sleeping with her roommate. The hooker also got her to smoke weed from a bong and they regularly got high every day and night as that was her payment for fucking organization members. She fucked every night with new black men outside usually in a vacant alleyway which made her feel like a true whore, but she did not care, she was getting fucked by large black cocks and got paid with more cannabis. Tiffany did her street walking for a whole month before her last day, like all the girls before her, including her sister, had a massive orgy with her roommate with several black men.

Tiffany received her biggest surprise during her whole training time, when her mother greeted her in her roommate's room along with her black master, Devin.

"Hello, baby," her bimbo mother greeted her.

Tiffany could barely walk, she was just fucking for hours, and cum has been dripping from her pussy, as there were no panties to collect it. She was still feeling high as she was doing bong hits between fucking men. She struggled for a few seconds to see the couple that was waiting outside the apartment door. She recognized her black Master, but she could not figure out the woman who greeted her. She focused her eyes, and they were wide when she figured it out.

"Mom?"

"Yes, honey, it's me."

She could not believe her eyes, her mother who had her natural blonde hair color replaced with the same bleached look as hers, and her chest and other features enhanced, again, like her. Her mother was wearing a mink coat to protect her from the November weather. Tiffany could see that she was wearing a leather micro skirt with black fishnets with black knee-high heeled boots. She had a vape pen in her hand and took a hit after she acknowledged who she was.

"Oh Tiffany," As she puts her hand on her daughter's cheek, as to reassure her, "I missed you."

Tiffany was shocked she used her new name. Was her mother part of the organization? Or did they change her too? Either way, she was happy to see her and hugged her mother. The two women embraced each other for a few seconds.

Her mother then broke off the hug and looked at her daughter, "Call me Mistress Veronica," she held her daughter's head with both hands and then moved in to kiss her, and probed her tongue in her daughter's mouth, which Tiffany complied and getting turned on from French kissing her mother.

"Shall we go in and have some... Fun?"

Tiffany nodded her head took her mother by her hand and led her, Devin, and the roommate in the room. She could not wait to see what her mother meant by "fun."

The island breeze was a welcome change from the past couple of days of constant tropical rain that made the humidity almost unbearable. Tabitha took advantage of this with some of the guests and fucked outside the large upper balcony of the resort. The blonde missed getting fucked since her late-stage pregnancy and giving birth. She was completely naked and was enjoying the fucking from the black man from behind as she held tight on the balcony rails. Her moaning echoed from the courtyard, and she did not care if everyone heard her getting her brains fucked out, she missed this, she needed this, and her reward is when the black man yelled out a grunting noise that signaled that he shot his load deep inside his white bitch for the night. She could feel the warm ropes of cum invade her well-used pussy that just recovered from giving birth. She told herself, she loves this life and hopes to be fertile for more breeding.

Candi was inside the room while her former wife was getting fucked outside the balcony. The shemale was on her knees sucking off another black man with her hands behind her back, deep throating the large dark cock.

"Fuck, your good suckin' dick," The black man complimented her.

But this was no ordinary black man. He was one of the wealthiest men on the planet, he owned a pharmaceutical company that helped produce some drugs for feminization, just like what happened to Candi, when she was Bob. He also owned many other various companies, such as Babylon Mystic one of the shell companies that helped make this resort possible.

Candi wanted her prize; she was addicted to cum and enjoyed servicing the black men that are guests at the resort. The latex-clad shemale used her pierced tongue to swirl around the engorged cock, coxing it to explode in her warm mouth. She won again.

"Oh, Fuck!"

Bernard Richards grabbed Candi by the head and forced her to take all his cock down her throat and unleashed his seed. Candi choked but excepted the cock and felt it twitch and throb as ropes of cum shot directly down her throat without even tasting it in her mouth.

The black man released her head and fell back on the couch near them. Candi quickly followed him and continued to suck his now half-limp cock and hoping to taste his juices on it.

"Damn, you are one nasty bitch!"

Candi looked up at him, "Thank you," and still looked up at him licking his cock with her tongue.

"That is why I'm going to buy your ass. I'm taking you home with me."

The shemale was shocked by this, but before she could say anything, Tabitha burst back into the room naked with just high heels on and sat on the opposite couch and spread her legs open.

"Oh Candi, dear, do you mind?"

Her former husband turned shemale crawled to her and started to lick up all the fresh cum in her freshly fucked pussy. Tabitha enjoyed it so she grabbed one of the coach pillows holding back her scream of another orgasm. Candi became very proficient in eating pussy as much as cock. She truly becomes a well-versed sex toy for the organization. Her limp cock was still caged and started to drip cum from eating her former wife. This is both their lives now and do not want to ever go back.

Once Tabitha was done with the shemale licking her pussy out, she went back into the bedroom and was ready for another round of the black guest that fucked her outside the balcony. Completely ignoring the shemale that cleaned out her pussy.

Mr. Richards quickly got changed and told Tabitha, to pack her things and will be traveling back to California with him tomorrow.

"Now, I need to complete the transaction with Solomon," he left without saying anything more to Candi. She was left sitting on the floor with juices all over her face and by instinct got up and reapplied her lipstick with the bright red color, wondering what new adventures awaited her. She was disappointed he did not fuck her ass and put her daily large anal plug back in her well-used ass.

Tabitha enjoyed her work at the resort. She thought she was truly a Queen of Spades having given birth to a healthy black baby girl. She was committed to getting picked again to breed. The past few months have had a lot of change at the resort, especially with some of Tabitha's friends she joined with.

Camilla was sold to a black man to be his personal assistant. She was told the man was a socialite and a well-known R&B artist. The Latina was not only doing administrative work for him but was used to pleasure him daily. Camilla was also used to close some deals by fucking potential clients and closing the deals with a happy ending. He has her dressed as a sexy secretary wearing very revealing clothing. She enjoyed her new life as her sissy husband is still back on the island as a maid and sometimes a fuck toy if any of the guests want shemale action.

Not too long after Camilla was sold, Paige was sold as well. She continues to be a goth bimbo. Another rich black man who lives in New York City has her and uses her to frequent nightclubs. He is bisexual and typically has her to pleasure him and his male guests as well as female guests. Tabitha was told through the grapevine that Paige is used to make pornos for videos and magazines. Like Camilla's former husband, Paige's sissy husband is still on the island pleasuring guests and cleaning up after them.

This only leaves Tabitha and her roommate, Krystal on the resort island from the foursome. However, Krystal was just selected to breed her first time and is now on light duty and is expecting twins. Tabitha could not be any happier for her roommate and they still fuck each other every night.

Tabitha knew she would not get much sleep tonight as she was told that her mother, Mistress Veronica, would be coming back to the island with her sister along with the three other girls. She could not wait to not only reunite with her mom but her younger sister. It was her, that Laura was made to go through the training like she did when she was Pam, a boring married career woman. At least that's what she thought of herself when she reflected on her former life. She embraced her new life and was even more excited that her own mother is now in charge of all the girls, and she also loves fucking black cock, even though she is the Governor's Mistress.

To help her sleep, she needed Krystal to fuck her to set her mind at ease. It also helped when she shared the bong with her redhead lover. Her mind turned to pleasing Krystal and eating her pussy out while she returns the favor. Surprised by how swollen her roommate's belly is and is in awe that she is having twins.

Krystal then showed the strap-on dildo to Tabitha.

"I think you need this tonight!"

"Oh, yeah, fuck yea!"

Tabitha spreads her legs out and holds her pussy open with her long fingernails. Krystal struggled to attach the toy to her, as her large belly complicated things, but she managed and then she had Tabitha suck on the large realistic dildo to get it lubed up. After a minute, she plunged the fake cock into Tabitha's pussy and started to fuck her. The blonde smiled feeling the dildo fucking her. She knew this would help her sleep tonight.

Candi did not have anything to take with her on the plane. Bernard Richards's personal plane was a luxurious one with a lot of space. Besides the pilot and copilot, it was just Candi and Mr. Richards onboard.



The shemale was instructed to remove her latex outfit that she has been wearing for many months now. Her hair has been growing out for some time as she was given special pills to help accelerate hair growth. During her time at the resort, the small hole in the latex hood allowed her hair to project out showing the natural hair color of the shemale. Candi now has hair that just touches her shoulders.

Candi changed into an oversized t-shirt, jogging pants, and slippers for the long trip to California. That's all she knows where she is going besides that Mr. Richards purchased her from the organization, and she will never see her former wife ever again. She was also told that Mr. Richards had other shemales at his mansion and has frequent guests that they tend to their needs.

Many hours later they touched down at a private airport outside of Los Angeles. A limo was waiting for its two passengers and the ride took almost an hour. The weather is the distinctive impeccable temperature you would except for southern California. Candi reflected on the last time she was in LA. It was years ago when she was called Bob. When she was a man.

The large limo pulled up to a sizeable white mansion alongside the ocean. The automatic gates opened for the car and immediately closed behind it. Bernard Richards took Candi by the hand and led her to the front door, which was very wide and tall made of wood with steel rivets. Candi thought it was very medieval-looking, like one you would find on a castle.

The door opened into a large foyer and three people were lined up and awaiting their new resident. Mr. Richards led her to the threesome where he introduced them to Candi.

"Candi, this is Elvira," he points to a beautiful black woman who had very long black hair that was slightly curly and ended down past the middle of her back. She was wearing thick hoop earrings and had very long black nails. Elvira was wearing a shiny blue crop top that covered her neck and exposed her arms and shoulders as well as shiny black leggings with a gold zipper in the front. She was wearing very high-heeled black patent leather sandals.

Why, hello, Candi," She greeted the new shemale resident.

"Next, this is Harley."

Harley greeted her as well. She was taller than Elvira. Harley had long straight blonde hair with a mix of orange streaks. She had on thick makeup with her eyes outlined in black. Her long silver earrings dropped down all the way to her shoulders and was wearing a black sheer long-sleeve top that covered her neck as well. Her nipples can be seen through the top. Harley had on a black leather skirt with black stockings, topped with black knee-high boots with the same heel height as Elvira.

"Then there is Liza."

Liza was another beautiful woman who had brunette hair with purple streaks in it. Unlike the other two, she was wearing a shiny purple bikini that barely covered her nipples, which Candi could see the outlines of her bar piercings as well as her very large, enhanced breast, she thought she was at least a double-D. What was interesting was her lower bikini that covered her crotch, and Candi could see a bulge forming. She was wearing purple platform high heels to match her bikini.

"Go ahead, say hi, to your new friends, Candi."

"Ah, um, hello."

"OK girls, show Candi how you greet your Master."

The three women then kneeled in front of Mr. Richards who was wearing a dark three-piece suit and began to unzip his pants and dropped them down along with his silky boxers. Elvira was the first one to start licking the dark flaccid cock. Candi noticed her tongue was pierced, just like hers. She could not see the others as they hungrily started to devour his cock and in a few seconds, it was now swollen and rigid and can accompany all three mouths at the same time.

"Go ahead Candi, join them, enjoy my cock."

Candi then kneeled next to Elvira, who grabbed the thick cock and swung it towards the new girl who then took his cock in her mouth and the other girls then tongued it with Candi doing the bulk of the work. In no time, Mr. Richards orgasmed down the throat of Candi, who dribbled some of the white goo from her lips. Elvira then kissed Candi and probed her mouth. This turned Candi on.

"You are yummy," Elvira complimented her.

Mr. Richards recovered from the blowjob and pulled up his pants. He never gets tired of his girls sucking him off.

"Elvira, show Candi her room and get her dressed. We have guests coming over later tonight and I want her ready for them."

"Yes, Mr. Richards."

"Oh, and unlock her, too," as he gives her a small key.

Elvira led Candi to the upstairs by gently taking her hand. Candi was in awe as this was the first time she was in a mansion this large. The upstairs had a large hallway with many doors. Candi, lost count, but they eventually stopped at one of the doors on the left side and Elvira opened it up.

"It's so good to have a new one with us," Elvira told Candi.

Candi is still confused with everything, is she to be a maid, a sex toy, or a lover?

"Ok, let's get you out of those ungodly clothes, go ahead and take them off, please."

"Go on, don't be shy!"

Elvira then walked further into the large bedroom, opened up the dresser, and pulled out a few items as well as went into the walk-in closet.

"I'm getting you some clothes to wear for tonight."

Candi stripped out of the baggy clothing and stood naked except for her cock cage on.

Elvira dropped many articles of clothing on the bed and moved towards Candi.

"Ah, you poor thing," the black woman touched her caged cock.

"Don't you worry, Elvira is here to free you," dangling the small key and proceeding to unlock the cage. Releasing her small limp cock.

Candi felt relieved that her small cock was free.

"That's so cute, a little white clitty! Don't worry, Elvira has one too, but darker!"

She removed her pants to reveal her cock, larger than Candi's but still limp. The black shemale then kneeled in front of the white blonde, "Let's see if it still works."

Elvira took all her cock in her mouth and swirled her pierced tongue around. It took a few minutes for Candi to get hard. Having her cock locked up all this time had a toll on the flaccid appendage. The black shemale continued to suck Candi, even deep throating it and Candi felt her tongue touching her balls, amazed she was able to perform that feat, hoping she could do that one day, but for now, Elvira knows how to suck cock so well that Candi started to buck her hips and playing with her large tits, pinching her harden and pierced nipples.

"Oh, my God, I'm going to cum!" She warned Elvira, but she continues to have her cock deep in her throat.

"F...F...Fu...Fu..Fuck!"

Candi exploded what felt like she never experienced before. She has no idea how much she came because the black shemale still locked her mouth onto her cock. When she released, there were no signs of cum as she swallowed it all. She licked her lips and played with her large breasts/.

"That was yummy," she moved up and kissed Candi passionately, "You want to try my clitty?"

Candi bit her lip and shook her head and moved down and took the flaccid dark meat in her mouth, hoping to replicate what Elvira did with her, swirling her pierced tongue around the cock. It did not take long for the dark cock to come alive, and it was a good size cock and thick to Candi's surprise. She almost was able to get it down her throat, but her gag reflexes betrayed her, and choked and moved off the cock.

"Don't worry, we have plenty of time for you to take all of it," she reassured the white blonde.

Candi continued to take the rigid cock in her mouth and after a few minutes, she was able to make Elvira cum. She exploded in her mouth and had a large quantity of semen dribbling from her lips. Elvira helped clean her up by kissing and licking it off her face.

"we will have more fun later, for now, go ahead and put on the outfit on the bed I have for you and I will meet you downstairs, Oh the makeup table is over there, make yourself, hot!"

Elvira left Candi alone in her room. The blonde quickly examined the items and started to put them on. She felt so sexy wearing what Elvira picked out for her.

Candi had on a black PVC bikini top with matching shorts with a zipper down the middle and all the way to the back as well as a black collar. She had on a pair of red PVC thigh-high stockings that were snugly tight against her legs to stay up with black leather platform pump heels.

The shemale proceeded to put her makeup on as well as donning some hoop earrings. She has become proficient in her makeup skills and admires her look. She put on smokey eye shadow with eyeliner with wingtips. Her lips had a matted dark red color to them. She decided to paint her nails black and again admired her work and she was able to coat her long nails flawlessly with the black color almost professionally. Before she left, she put on an oversized leather jacket to compliment her look. She again looked into the mirror and admired herself. Noticing her spade tattoo on her breast.

She meets the other shemales downstairs, and all had similar outfits with the theme being black PVC and leather and heavy makeup. They all sat at the table and had a quick meal before guests arrived chatting with each other, but it was mostly the three asking Candi questions ranging from her background to sexual questions. Candi thought all the girls seemed friendly and felt relaxed around them.

Mr. Richards was dressed in all leather and looked like one of the Village People. Wearing assless leather chaps and leather straps around his arms. When the other guests arrived, twelve in total, they too, were dressed in all leather.

Mr. Richards, the four shemales, including Candi, and the guests all mingled, drank various cocktails and all took turns doing lines of cocaine. That's when the real party started as all guests started groping the four shemales. In an instant, an orgy broke out in the ballroom of the mansion and Candi serviced many cocks with her mouth until one guest unzipped her bottom and started to fuck her in the ass as another guest sucked on her cock. Candi was in bliss from the fucking, drinks, and drugs.

The orgy lasted well into the morning hours as guests one by one started to leave. Candi was never fucked so much in a short period. Her ass still gapping with cum leaking from the orifice. Her cock was still sore from all the sucking it endured, and her face was covered with so much cum she felt like a cinnamon roll with glazing on it. She was in heaven. During the orgy, little did Candi know, her old boss from Bronson Associates, when she was a man, was one of the guests. Because Candi had been so busy and the fact her life had been turned upside-down and been brainwashed to a certain degree, did not recognize him at all.

Candi learned that these parties happen every weekend unless Mr. Richards is away, then the shemales party together and fuck each other. The blonde shemale loved this new life of hers. After a few months, she has been fucked by many guests that included not only men but women and shemales alike. Every party had a different theme, she loved every one of them, especially when they dressed in leather and latex. During the weekdays, she and the other shemales tend to the household chores of the mansion. The girls usually dress in normal clothing during cleaning and do not wear any sexy French maid outfits, but Candi would have enjoyed that if they decided to do that. Bernard Richards usually takes turns on fucking his shemales and they will share the bed with him that evening he fucks them.

Her hair has grown out and the girls typically go to the hair salon regularly to have their hair and nails done. Candi has let her hair grow out just a few more inches and maintained the bleach-blonde color.

Candi was content in her life to remain here for the rest of her life if Mr. Richards would have her. She also enjoyed her mansion sisters, and they usually stay up and play board games, which always end up with fucking each other.

The blonde girl was cleaning the foyer when the doorbell rang. Candi was dusting the wooden furniture, and she stopped and walked to the door to answer it.

She opened the large wooden door and was shocked to see who it was. It was Chance, her first shemale lover who is wearing sexy makeup and a large fur coat with black boots that she could see.

"Hello, Candi!"

Candi froze and did not know what to say or do. She did not see that Chance had a thick black collar with a silver loop and she fastened it on the shemale and gave her a passionate kiss and probed her tongue into Candi's willing mouth.

"I talked to Mr. Richards, and I have traded you for a couple other shemales that I owned, I told you, you were my favorite, Bob, I'm sorry, Candi."

Chance attached a leash to the collar and tugged her out of the mansion.

"Bitch, your mine now!"


QOS Island Ch. 11

[CHAPTER 11] -- FAMILY REUNION

The flight from New York to the resort island was very long. Tiffany remembers when she was on the island briefly when she was Laura. Now, she is like all the other QOS girls. The pigtailed blonde is addicted to sex. Mostly black cock and pussy. She was snuggling with her mother, Mistress Veronica, who was also changed like her daughters; however, she oversees the girls at the resort. Tiffany was excited to be with her mother and her older sister, Tabitha. She thought about her sister and was turned on by her. She was told that Tabitha gave birth to a black baby, and that got her wet thinking about it. The blonde smiled, dreaming about sharing a large black cock with her sister, and could not wait till they fuck each other. These thoughts made her start playing with her pussy. She enjoyed having her pussy pierced as it made her more sexually aroused.

On the plane with Tiffany were her QOS sisters, DeeDee, Rose, and Lace. They have been together since Mistress Debra's training at her mansion.

DeeDee has been transformed into a lustful brunette with a country button shirt tied together in the front, tight, small jean-cut shorts, and high heels. Rose looked like a prototypical bimbo, with bleach blonde hair, like Tiffany, but was very long and straight with long bangs. She wore a skimpy pink club dress decked with bangles on both arms. Lace was a natural dirty blonde worn in a tight ponytail. She wore a pink latex catsuit covering her from the neck down.

Tiffany wondered what had happened to her fiancé, Jason. The last time she saw him was being taken away before she met her sister, who was changed into a bimbo. But now, she is just like her and could not wait to reunite. She started to rub her exposed pussy, thinking about how her sister looked. What used to revolt her now turns her on. The blonde thought that having sex with Jason was great, but there is no comparison with the large black cocks she has had, and thinking about him did nothing for her, but thinking about black cock made her horny as hell, and she felt uncontrollable, which she loves.

She was excited when the plane touched down on the island. She noticed through the plane window a couple of people were waiting for them, and she guessed that one was her sister.

Tabitha did not wait too long till she saw her mother and sister exiting the plane; she ran towards her mother, hugged her and then turned to her transformed sister, who was twirling one of her pigtails.

"Laura?"

"Nope, it's Tiffany now, sis."

Tiffany then approached her older sister, wrapped her arms around her, and gave her a lustful kiss. Veronica then hugged both.

"My babies!"

Betty interrupted the brief reunion to let her boss, Mistress Veronica, know they needed to stay on schedule. Betty had to contain her horniness seeing the hot-looking woman. She was changed from a horny nurse at the medical facility on the island to a lesbian after some training from Mistress Debra. She was wearing all-black leather pants and a tube top. Mistress Veronica did not like her hairstyle and demanded that she change it. So, her shaved head has been growing out, revealing her natural brown hair, which is still too short for her boss, but it will grow out eventually.

That evening, the two sisters met their mom at her office. They are so content now; not only that they enjoy their new lives, but they get to experience it together as a family, a family of whores. Veronica was sitting on the edge of her table when the sisters started to suck on each nipple of hers, which made her moan. She reached down and played with each of their well-used pussies and felt the wetness of each of her daughters.

Betty entered the office after hearing her boss moaning, "Can I join in?"

Veronica nodded, and Betty wasted no time and bent down and started to tongue her boss's clit with her tongue. Veronica bucked her hips and was ready to cum. Betty was an excellent pussy eater, which Veronica was thankful for, and orgasmed loudly. Tabitha started to kiss her mother, and Tiffany fingered her mother, feeling the fluids dripping from her mother's pussy, and kissed Betty, tasting the pussy juice of her mom.

Tabitha then lay on the table with her legs spread out, and her mom started to kiss her breast, then her abdomen, and then her prize, her daughter's pussy. Having her mother's tongue flicking against her clit caused her daughter to squirm in delight and orgasmed within seconds, but her mom continued to eat her pussy. Tiffany started to lick Betty's pussy, and they dropped to the floor with Betty on the bottom, and both women ate each other's pussy. Both came in minutes. Tiffany wanted to taste her mother's pussy, who was still licking Tabitha. The pigtailed blonde then grabbed her mother's ass cheeks and started to tongue her asshole.

"Oh fuck, that feels good, baby!"

She darted in and out of her hole with her tongue. Veronica had to play with her pussy while her one daughter was fucking her asshole with her tongue, and she was eating her oldest daughter's pussy.

Betty was on the floor, enjoying the scene before her, and started to masturbate, watching the carnal activity. After many switching positions of the girls, the fun finally ended with both daughters of Veronica leaving her office well satisfied, and they walked out hand in hand, ready to continue the activity back to their rooms, kissing each other.

Veronica adjusted her skirt and top and tried to get back to business.

"Ok, Betty, now the fun is over, we need to go back to work."

"Yes, Mistress Veronica."

Back in the room, Tabitha convinced her roommate, Krystal, to share her sister's room. Krystal, who loved having Tabitha as a roommate, did not hesitate to comply with the request since she knew it was her sister. However, Krystal was ready to give birth to her twins and is spending her last months pregnant back at the medical facility.

After the sisters made out and fucked each other with various toys, including strap-on dildos, they laid in bed, enjoying a weed vape pen. That's when Tiffany forgot about her former lover, Jason.

"Tabitha, do you know what happened to Jason?"

"Jason? Oh him. Do you know what they do to our former husbands here?"

Tiffany had no idea what her sister was talking about and let her know.

"Well, they transform them too."

"What do ya mean?"

"I will show you tomorrow."

The sisters spooned together naked and quickly fell asleep.

The following morning, the girls got dressed, and Tabitha led her to the resort rooms, and one of the sissy maids was cleaning the room, getting ready for the next wave of guests in a few days. Tabitha told her sister about the sissy shemale maids and how they are transformed. She also told her about her former husband, Bob, who is now Candi and was sold to a wealthy black man. She doesn't know anything else about him, nor does she care; she no longer has any feelings toward her husband.

"Well, there she is, your former lover," Tabitha remarked.

Tiffany was confused. She asked her sister what she meant.

"Here she is, Jason. But she is not called Jason anymore, are you sissy?"

The maid, all clad in latex from head to toe, turned around after wiping the kitchen counter.

Tiffany could not believe this was Jason.

"Tell her your name, you sissy bitch!"

"I'm...I'm... Wanda."

Wanda was dressed like all the other sissy maids. Only her eyes and mouth are visible from the latex bodysuit. Her breast has been surgically enhanced, jetted out from the opening on her breast, showing off the large, pierced nipples and the distinctive spade tattoo on her right tit. The other opening was the crotch area for her caged cock for all to see. Her body shape has an hourglass form due to the rib removal surgery, and her ass has been enhanced. Wanda was wearing high heels, and there was no sign of masculinity in the latex-clad sissy.

"Holy shit!" Tiffany exclaimed out loud.

"Go and please your Mistress," Tabitha told the shemale maid.

Without hesitation, the maid kneeled in front of the pigtailed blonde and started to lick her exposed pussy from her dress, pleasing Tiffany, who was gyrating her hips.

"I could get used to this!"

"Well, baby sister, this is your playtoy whenever you want. Hell, I bet she loves fucking black cock and would join you any time, won't you, you sissy bitch?"

"Yes, Mistress. I love black cock."

Tiffany smiled and couldn't wait to share black cock with her former lover. Her fiancé, who was Jason, was a man and is now a sissy shemale with her little cock caged and not used for any sexual gratification.

Tabitha asked her sister, "Say, when the guests arrive, let's have an orgy with your new girls and their sissy bitches?"

"Mmm, that sounds like a great idea!"

While Wanda was eating her pussy, her sister then started to play with her large tits and kiss her passionately, swapping spit.

During the next few months, Tabitha and her sister did have those orgies with her former boyfriend turned shemale. She enjoyed watching her former lover sucking cock and getting fucked in the ass. Watching the shemale turned her on more than anything. She truly embraced being a slut and a black cock whore. When Wanda was sold to the same man Candi was sold, Bernard Richards, Tiffany was only disappointed as the shemale was her favorite sex toy and enjoyed watching her fuck black men. Still, she enjoyed having her former lover watch her get fucked. The pigtailed blonde enjoyed humiliating the latex maid, calling her derogatory names and calling herself a slut and whore, and asking her if she enjoyed that. Tiffany quickly forgot all about Wanda when the next group of guests checked in, as she was getting all the cock and pussy she ever wanted.

When Chance found out that her favorite person was the one the organization hired her to slowly convert to in LA, she needed to see him and eventually convinced Mr. Richards to sell her. She offered another shemale from the island, who, by coincidence, was Wanda.

Chance still had Candi in the collar and leash as she drove back to her nice beach house. It was small but enough for Chance and now her new pet, Candi. Chance doesn't have to go to her next assignment for another week. So, it gives her some time to play with her new sex slave. During the drive, Chance could not help rubbing Candi's crotch where her cock stood up erect from the skirt she was wearing, and she now was gripping it with her right hand while her left was on the steering wheel. She was thankful her cock was still functional.

Once she pulled up to her driveway and into the small garage, she could not wait any longer and started to suck Candi's cock. It did not take long for Candi to orgasm, and Chance collected her cum in her mouth and then swapped it with her new pet, which Candi enjoyed.

The two shemales quickly entered the house, and Chance led her to the bedroom, where both kissed and fell onto the bed. Eventually, Candi took out Chance's cock and returned the favor. Showing Chance her cock sucking skills along with the tongue piercing she uses to help stimulate the throbbing shaft.

"Damn, you have good skills, baby!"

Chance exploded in her mouth and, like her, collected it in her mouth without swallowing, and the two shemales kissed, savoring the cum together. Candi wanted to hug Chance, but she moved away and let Candi know they were not alone.

"Baby, we have guests, and we must entertain them," she nodded her head towards the door of the room.

At the threshold of the bedroom stood two naked young black men holding their cocks with one hand.

Candi licked her lips as the two men walked to the bed and started to suck one of them as Candi took the other. All night the two black men took turns fucking the two hot-looking shemales. The blonde loved this life. After a few hours of fucking, all four of them lay in bed.

"Baby, when I'm gone, Jack and Randy will stay and entertain you while I'm gone."

Chance then handed Candi a black credit card with the QOS spade logo.

"Here, tomorrow, use this and go shopping. Get yourself some hot clothing and heels."

Candi kissed Chance. She can't wait to buy sexy clothing for her lover and black men.

"Are you sure you want me to go?" Veronica asked her lover, Solomon.

"Yes, we need to tie up some loose ends. I need you to go with a couple of men to care for some things. You can take your assistant if you wish. It should only take a couple of days."

Solomon continued, "You can have some fun while you're there. But I want your fine white pussy before you leave!"

The black man dropped his pants, and Veronica attacked him with her mouth, eager to get his cock hard while she took a hand playing with her pussy. Solomon thought her sucking skills had improved since he first seduced her, she truly was a slut, and he helped her find her inner slut for her. She made sure she took as much of his cock in her mouth as possible. She enjoyed the aroma of the distinct musk of manhood. She was close to orgasm when Solomon got her up, bent the blonde over the desk, and guided his cock into her waiting wet pussy. She moaned like a bitch in heat, enjoying every thrust of her black lover. Veronica finally orgasmed just from being fucked from behind and screamed out her orgasm. Her lover could not hold back any longer and shot his load into the older woman. He withdrew his cock with ropes of cum attached to his cock that was still connected to her ravaged pussy. Veronica wanted to taste him; she needed to taste him and his juices. So, she turned around and started to suck his cock clean, enjoying both their juices on his cock. She loved being a slut.

Veronica pulled her skirt back to normal height, which barely covered her pussy. Solomon patted her on the ass.

"Ok, you better get going."

She got a passionate kiss before strutting out of his office in high heels. The mistress returned to her office, where her assistant awaited her.

Betty knew she fucked Solomon; she normally always fuck him. Veronica asked Betty to follow her into her small office. The blonde sat on her desk and spread her legs wide, showing her assistant her well fucked pussy with cum still glistening out.

"Come here and eat me!"

Betty loves eating pussy, especially with cum in it. She is a lesbian, but nothing tasted better than a fucked pussy with cum in it. She eagerly complied.

"Oh, yes, you fuckin' dike, clean out my slutty pussy!" Veronica grabbed the short-haired woman while she was licking her out. Veronica orgasmed again, and Betty doubled her efforts, making Veronica explode again. Then, both women kissed each other, darting their tongues in and out of each other's mouths.

"Ok, Betty, we have a long trip and some work to do."

Veronica told Betty the plan that was tasked to them. Betty tried to hide her excitement as having a long plan trip would give her more opportunity to fuck her boss.

"Yes, Ma'am, I will get packing."

Veronica took a hit on her vape pen and wondered how she would feel going back to her former home. She no longer has any feelings for her husband. The blonde was content being here, the mistress to all the whores on the island, that included her daughters, who she was proud of. Veronica took another hit on her pen, getting that quick buzz, and wondered what to pack. She had to check what month it was, as the older woman was hoping it wasn't winter; she hated the cold, another reason why she loved this tropical erotic island. She checked the date, and it was late February. Fuck, it's still gonna be cold, she swore under her breath.

The small jetliner arrived at Schmidt Airport in the middle of the night. Veronica, her assistant, Betty, and two men from the organization stepped off the plane. They were greeted by the frigid cold air that was normal for this time of the year in the northern state of Minnesota. Both Veronica and Betty donned large fur coats to keep them warm. The men wore all-black fatigues and black parkas.

The small airport was void of any activity, which would be normally the case during the twilight hours. Only one person was manning the tower. The airport was rocked by the murder of one of the managers over a year and a half ago. The scandal made local news, and the investigation has gone cold.

Two dark SUVs were waiting for the group. Veronica and Betty climbed into one of them while the two men entered the other. They were tasked with a few tasks and would meet with the two women at Veronica's old house later.

The older blonde knew her husband would not be home that night. The organization has been monitoring James for the past few weeks. They uncovered that James was having an affair with a younger woman almost the same age as Veronica's youngest daughter, Tiffany. Her husband's infidelity did not surprise her, as she had had suspicions for many years he was cheating on her. It did not affect her at all, which surprised her. Her new life on the island and with Solomon changed her. She needed the change and embraced it. It was further solidified when her daughters were also part of this new life. To hell with him, she thought to herself. Solomon told her his ultimate plan and how they would tie up loose ends. Once done, nobody will be looking for her or her daughters anymore. She smirked before drawing a drag from her weed vape pen.

The SUV stopped just at the end of the block of Veronica's house. There was an undercover police car staking out the place.

"Why did we stop here?" Veronica asked the driver.

"Pigs are watching the house over there," He pointed towards the unmarked police car with two cops inside.

"Well, that's great, what do we do now?"

"Just wait for a few minutes; they will leave."

Deputy Barnes hated this shift. He also hated doing stakeouts. It's the most boring thing he could do during the middle of the night. You can't go anywhere, and the only time you can get out is if you have to take a leak while his partner continues to watch.

"7-Bravo 10, come in," his police radio broke the silence inside the car.

"This is 7-Bravo 10."

"7-Bravo 10, what's your 10-20?"

"Outside the Robertson home doing routine stakeout for any suspicious activity."

"7-Bravo 10, we need you to assist with 10-74 at the Robertsons dealership on Long Lake Road."

"Dispatch, 10-4, 7-Bravo 10 en route."

Barnes told his partner, thank God, and left the side of the road and drove off.

"There, he left," the driver pointed out to the two women. He pulled up to the house driveway. Veronica and Betty exited the dark vehicle while the driver stayed put. Veronica hoped the spare key was still in the same location as she remembered. The blonde was relieved that the key was in the ceramic planter bed near the garage door. She took the key and proceeded to open the front door. Memories tried to flood her mind when she came back to this house, but they were quickly diverted away by what her mission was. She was to rig the house to be set on fire, and not only that, but to make sure all evidence was lost in the blaze as well. Betty and Veronica moved flammable items in each room to maximize damage. Rigging downstairs took a while, and then they started to work upstairs when the two black men returned from their night task.

They meet the two women upstairs in the master bed.

"Did everything go as planned?" She asked them.

"Yep, got the shit planted, we had to do it quick because the place had a good security system, but we got the shit done before the cops stopped by."

"Did you get the lockbox?"

"Yep," one of the men showed her the medium size safe.

Veronica knew where James had kept the petty cash at his main dealership and had the men take it, so it looked like a legit burglary. She told him to take it downstairs and place it in the kitchen where the fire would originate to ensure the lockbox was destroyed with all the cash.



The older blonde was getting horny seeing the two men and being in her former bedroom; a deviant thought entered her mind. She told Betty her plan and lay back on the bed.

"Oh, boys!" she called out to the two black men.

They both entered the master bedroom and found the blonde with her legs spread out and her pussy in clear view while she was rubbing it. Her assistant was sitting on the chair next to her, with her legs spread out, masturbating while watching her boss.

"Let's have some fun before we leave! I want to fuck in my married bed! I want fuck your large black cocks now!"

It did not take long for the two men to strip down naked. One of the men started to eat her out while the other moved next to the horny woman and offered his cock to her mouth. Veronica took the large cock and started to suck on it, eager to get it as hard as possible. The man eating her pussy was experienced and made her orgasm in a short time. She tried to cry out but could not with the cock in her mouth. The man got up with his mouth covered in pussy juice and started to fuck the blonde. They switched positions, and Veronica got on all fours on the bed, and the other black man fucked her from behind while she cleaned the cock of the other that was just fucking her.

The blonde heard her assistant orgasm on the chair. She asked the black man who had his cock in her mouth to fuck her ass. She then climbed onto the other man that was fucking her, and she hopped up on top of him; then she signaled for her assistant to come over to her. The other man then penetrated her ass, and she was in sexual bliss with two cocks inside her at the same time. She had Betty spread her legs in front of her and started to eat her pussy while fucking the black cocks. She was not satisfied until everybody orgasmed. Minutes gone by, and the foursome was not drained and satisfied.

They all collected their clothing, straightened themselves up, and set up the kitchen as the fire start point by rigging the microwave with a homemade contraption inside that would blow up after a few seconds. Next, they placed what they could find flammable in the kitchen, cooking oil, and poured it all around the microwave and through the large kitchen. Once set up, everyone but Veronica left the house. She waited until everyone left, then pressed the buttons on the microwave for 10 minutes, hit enter, and quickly left the house.

She hopped in the front seat of the SUV, and the driver quickly left the driveway, following the other SUV. Veronica looked back at the house one last time.

"Goodbye, James, you prick."

It did not take long for the microwave to erupt into a yellow fireball that spread instantly in the kitchen and spread throughout the house. The response by the local fire department was swift; however, the fire spread too quickly, and the house was lost. The fire department tried desperately to prevent it from spreading to the adjacent homes and was able to contain it to the Robertson's property. The house was a complete loss once the fire had been contained the next morning.

Veronica and Betty could see the fire from the plane when it left the runway. The yellow blaze could not have been overlooked in the morning when it was still dark, and the sun was almost at the horizon. Veronica's former life has now been burned to ashes, and she has no regrets and looks forward to the long flight to her new home, Isla de Reina de Picas.

"My God," Detective Henderson yelled out when he heard the news of the Robertson's home from one of the police officers. He arrived at the Robertsons Car dealership for the burglary a few hours ago.

"So, what was taken here?"

An officer replied, "There are signs they took something from the back room. The petty cash box was probably taken; however, we can't confirm that."

The detective looked over the broken glass window, likely the thief's entrance point. He looked over the area, looking for any kind of clues.

"Did anyone contact James Robertson yet?"

"Not yet, detective, we can't locate him."

"Do we know if he was in the house fire?"

"We don't know now. Firefighters are looking over the remains of the house; so far, no signs of any human remains."

"Ok, was there anything else taken here?"

"It does not appear so, but we have not looked at Robertson's office yet. We were waiting 'till you got here. Want to check it out now?"

Detective Henderson agreed and followed the officer into the large office. The large dark walnut desk and chair were set at the far wall, and trophies, model cars, bookshelves, and various degrees and certificates on the wall surrounded the room. The detective sat down on the large leather chair, looked at the desk, and saw a few scattered papers. He opened the top drawer on the right-hand side, and nothing seemed out of place. Opening the second drawer under it, there were a few items that the man had to glance a second look. Looks like fabric of various colors wadded up in the drawer.

"What the ...?"

He took a pen from the top of the desk to pick up the first item, a black soiled woman's panties.

He had one of the officers get a few evidence bags to place the contents. Once he returned, Detective Henderson pulled out all the remaining panties from the drawer. There were five in total, all soiled and of various colors. Both he and the officer packed them in an evidence bag.

"Is he some kinda sick fuck?"

"I don't know, but I bet it has something to do with his daughter's and wife's disappearance."

Brian Henderson had many puzzling clues that may or may not be related to Robertson's case. He knew that this was turning into a weird, bizarre one. One that may be above his expertise. That's why he will be calling the FBI later today. He believes the killing at the airport a while back may have something to do with the Robertsons disappearance, but the clues do not add up.

Resort life was like every day was a vacation for Mistress Veronica. She fit right into her new role as managing the whores on the island. She has managed the roster flawlessly during the past weeks since she returned from the States, according to Solomon, who she has been sleeping with every night. During the day, her assistant Betty helps her unwind with some passionate lesbian sex.

When the next set of guests arrive, Mistress Veronica always prepares her girls with a meeting and ensures they are all good to go, topped with who will be getting bred this time. The older woman told Solomon that she wanted her daughters knocked up so that both would get the coveted breeding collar. Tiffany and Tabitha begged their mother to be selected to breed, and Tiffany was looking forward to her turn and to doing the breeding sessions with her older sister. Both girls have been sleeping together in their room and have many times shared black cocks. Many times, both girls stopped at their mother's office, and the three girls enjoyed fucking each other. Sometimes, Betty joins in.

The guests arrived, and the two sisters stayed in the large suite and waited for their bulls to show up. They look forward to the three sessions a day for the week that they will be fucked by three black men that have been conditioned and prepared to breed white women like the sisters. They have been tested and enhanced for maximum fertility on their side. Tiffany asked Tabitha about her breeding session and pregnancy, which excited her and turned on.

During their week-long fuck-fest, both girls have been well fucked in all their holes and made sure enough sperm entered their wombs to ensure they got pregnant. The girls looked forward to having their bellies swelled with a black baby and looked forward to adding to their tattoo marking to show they had been bred. This is their new life, and they have embraced it. The girls have shed their former life as Pam and Laura and now are black cock whores that have and will be bred as Tabitha and Tiffany. True Queen of Spades.

------------

The FBI officer took the call and could not believe what he just heard. Months ago, the embassy of Ecuador had an individual come to them claiming they were an American citizen and needed to get back to the country and talk to law enforcement.

Special officer John Anderson was told of an outrageous story of this individual about a sex resort island that was located on the Galapagos Islands. Officer Johnson told his young partner Barbara Killian, and like him, could not believe it.

"Are you kidding? You sure this is not a tall tale?"

"The embassy says he insists it's the truth."

"I wonder if he is just a druggie that just wants to get back to the States. That's if he is an American. Why did it take so long to reach us?"

"Not sure; I guess they did not believe him, and they finally just called us; either way, it is somehow connected to that new case in Minnesota, the Robertson Family disappearance."

"Really? How so?"

"The person they found claims to be Kevin Bell, a private investigator James Robertson hired to find his missing daughter."

"No shit?"

"Yeah, I have approved to have him transported back here for questioning."

Special Officers John Anderson and Barbara Killian reviewed all the information they had for this case in Minnesota. They knew Pam Robertson went missing a few years ago. Then her husband went missing, followed by Laura and her boyfriend, as well as Michelle, the mom. Now James Robertson has gone missing.

The evidence they have is not much. Bob and Pam Meyerson's home burned down after she disappeared. Her husband then rented an apartment and was the main suspect for his wife's vanishing. Then he disappeared. They found evidence of Pam at his apartment, from a fake eyelash in the bedroom. The forensics ran it through and found the DNA matched that of his missing wife. Many odd events have transpired between the older daughter's disappearance and now. They found the burnt remains of Laura Robinson's car in the country and found evidence that the car was at the airport during the same time when an airport employee was found murdered in the airport tower.

Just when both investigators tried to make sense of all the evidence, a call from the forensics lab rang in their cubicle. Barbara Killian answered the call. The FBI agent wrote down a few things and hung up.

"John, you are not gonna believe this."

"What is it?" the FBI agent wonders what caused the shock of his partner.

"They ran the DNA test on the soiled panties found in James Robinson's work desk. They found the DNA of everybody!"

"What do you mean?"

"Each pair of underwear had Pam's DNA, as well as that of her husband Bob Meyerson, Laura, Michelle Robinson, and Laura's boyfriend Jason Miles."

"What the fuck is going on with this family?"

Both agents wondered what all this adds up to. A few days ago, they discovered that the DNA of James Robinson was found at the murder scene at the airport tower, which would make him the primary suspect in the murder of Brad Peterson. It did not help that Mr. Robinson was nowhere to be found, especially after his house was burned to the ground.

A day later, the person who claimed to be Kevin Bell arrived at the FBI office in Minneapolis. John Anderson and Barbara Killian were looking forward to questioning this individual. He may be the one who can make all these pieces fit together and form a reasonable story on why this family is missing and all the events that have happened.

When the individual entered the investigation room, both FBI agents could not believe what they saw. They recognized it was Kevin from the photos that were provided to them, but he had noticeable bumps that showed the tell-tale sign of little breasts, like breasts from a girl reaching puberty, but on a man. Kevin's hair started growing out but was still short for him. However, his skin was pale, smooth, and void of any hair. What the FBI agents thought was a very strange look was he had no eyebrows.

Kevin tried to hide his perky tits by wearing loose-fitting shirts, but just cannot escape his look. He was thankful that he escaped before they could perform more transformational changes for him.

John Anderson asked him to have a seat after a second of awkward silence as both his partner and himself tried to assess how he looked.

"So, you, Kevin Bell, correct?"

Kevin was very perturbed by this question. He has been telling many people who he is since he was rescued off the coast of Ecuador. However, the private investigator could not fault them, for he did not have any identification on him, and it took months before the United States embassy took him in. Kevin Bell understood now and saw first-hand how government bureaucracy worked at a snail's pace.

"Yes, I'm Kevin Bell. I had a private investigation company, and I last worked for James Robinson looking for his oldest daughter., Pam Meyerson."

"Ok, tell us how you ended up in Ecuador?"

Kevin collected his thoughts, still traumatized from the ordeal he remembered. He still cannot sleep at night. Nightmares continue every night, and he feels bad for not watching Jason from the boat, who he surely believes died from drowning. He did not answer right away, as all the memories came flooding back to him. Remembering how he got this job from Mr. Robinson, staking out Bob's apartment, flying to the island, getting caught, and worse, ending up in some medical facility. He quickly recalled escaping with Jason. He just realized and wondered how he was there. Maybe the FBI knows? Or do they know? He has no details on what they know or do not know. He thought, hell, I don't know many things either. That bothered him.

Kevin noticed he was in the small interrogation room with a large mirror. He knew there were probably some people looking on from the other side. Maybe it was James, he thought.

"That's ok. Take your time," Barbara comforted him and said they were patient.

Kevin turned his head from looking at the mirror to the FBI agents and smiled, "Where do I start?"

The head regional FBI director just got a couple of cups of coffee for him and another person. He looked on from the one-way mirror and was ready to observe the questioning of this individual. Gary Jackson had worked for the FBI for many years and ascended to his position fairly quickly. He was the youngest of all FBI regional directors. He credited his hard work and knowing the right people, especially for a black man.

"So, is this the one that got away?"

Solomon sipped his coffee, staring at the man in the other room with the FBI agents like a predator would at his prey.

"Yes, that's him," he smiled and knew what Kevin Bell's fate would be.

THE END, or is it?

