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    You love Big Black Men?  You're not alone.

      

    

by

Vaya !webb

Author’s Note: “This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.”

A Note on the Translation: This work was originally conceived and penned in Arabic, capturing the raw essence of its cultural soul. It was subsequently translated into English with the aid of advanced Artificial Intelligence. The author has personally refined every passage to ensure that the original’s evocative imagery, visceral emotions, and provocative spirit remain untarnished.

Prologue: The Burning Question

––––––––
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I was a young man like any other—full of relationships and brimming with self-confidence. Yet, a persistent question haunted me every time I finished making love to a woman: "What does a woman actually feel during sex?"

Strange, isn't it? A man in the prime of his youth, obsessed with the depths of female lust and what they truly experience in the heat of the moment. That curiosity didn't last long, though. At twenty-two, I joined the Marines. Between the grueling drills and the relentless workload, I completely forgot about that lingering thought.

Months of agonizing service later, I found myself on a special mission with six of my comrades. Led by Sergeant Collins, we were deployed to the island of Madagascar to recover assets allegedly stolen by a terrorist group.

Was I interested in women back then? Not at all. On an island like Madagascar, your only concern is scrubbing leeches off your sweating ass and swatting mosquitoes away from your ugly face.

We pushed deep into the jungle. The Sergeant’s orders were strict: no firing, regardless of the risk. Use cold steel if any wild animals attack. But what awaited us wasn't an animal. While we were resting in a low-lying ravine, we were surrounded by a tribe of primitive hunters.

Their bodies were carved like stone—massive muscles, terrifying features, and skin that shimmered like polished obsidian. Sergeant Collins signaled us not to fire, and we all obeyed. All except Corporal Jason. When an arrow grazed him, he panicked and fired a stray shot that hit a tree branch, which promptly crashed down on top of him.

The guys started laughing at him; he was the only one clumsy enough to get "hit." Callum even began mocking their primitive weapons. It was as if they understood his mockery—the tribesmen unleashed their arrows with terrifying speed and lethal precision.

One by one, we began to lose consciousness. Jason went first, screaming like a frightened girl as he hit the dirt.

What I’m about to describe next is likely what the others felt upon waking:

I came to, my arm gripped by a massive man. His hand was a vice, clutching my bare, inexplicably frail arm. The heavy scent of the jungle mingled with the musky aroma of his sweat, stirring something deep within me. As my vision cleared, I saw girls scattered across the ground, naked except for underwear that looked far too masculine for their frames.

The giant holding me tightened his grip, his words echoing with a clarity I shouldn't have possessed: "You are mine. Do not fear." His language was alien, yet I understood every word. His voice was gravelly and powerful, triggering a wave of submission within me—a brokenness mixed with a desire so overwhelming my body trembled at his very scent.

The other girls were terrified, looking at each other as they were held by men as massive as the one talking to me. 

"What do you mean, I'm yours?" I managed to ask.

To my horror, my voice was delicate, soft, and melodic. I tried to sound intimidating, but he only smirked and slid his rough hand onto my bare thigh. The feel of his calloused palm against my skin ignited a buried flame of lust. I tried to push him away, only to stare in disbelief at my own leg—the hair and muscles were gone, replaced by skin that was incredibly smooth and supple.

He slid his hand higher, grazing my inner thigh. My body jolted at his touch and his primal scent. When he growled, "I told you, you're mine, you slut," my nipples hardened instantly. I felt a strange, pathetic weakness toward him.

I reached up to touch my chest, only to find my rugged muscles had transformed into firm, budding boobs with agonizingly sensitive nipples.

That’s when I realized who those other "girls" were—my comrades, struggling as they were stripped and led deep into the jungle. 

I didn't know where we were being taken, but looking at the massive cocks swaying between the legs of our captors, and feeling my own nipples twitching in response, I knew one thing for certain... I was finally going to feel what a woman feels."
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We began to fumble with our new bodies, desperate to understand the nightmare that had claimed us. But the tribesmen were cruel and unyielding; they allowed no room for curiosity, only for submission.

Let me speak on behalf of the rest—no, let me rephrase. There were no "men" among us anymore. We were all women now, each possessing a body more provocative than the last. Bound together by a single rope, we marched, whispering and sobbing, slowly identifying who was who. We found Callum, Jason, Stephen, Bryan, and our leader, Sergeant Collins. And finally, there was me—Tom.

The Sergeant had been transformed into a stunning MILF with heavy, swinging breasts. Stephen’s body was slender but cursed with an impossibly large, round ass. Yet, from the way their eyes lingered on me—and the way my own heavy tits bounced with every step—I realized I was the prize. The most beautiful of the lot. I could feel the girls—forget the soldiers, they were gone—staring at me with a hunger that was purely feminine.

As for me, I was drowning in a wave of arousal. Every time the man who claimed me stepped closer, my skin burned. Did I want him? My mind screamed no, but this new body was aching for him with a primal, desperate greed.

We reached a small clearing deep in the jungle. Nearly two hundred people gathered to gawk at us. I felt a cold bead of sweat trickle between my
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