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    This is for the sissies who know that true destiny begins where your resistance ends. From one of you, to all of you."

      

    

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.”
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“This work was originally conceived and written in Arabic, then translated into English with the assistance of advanced Artificial Intelligence. The author has carefully curated the translation to preserve the soul, evocative imagery, and visceral emotions of the original narrative.”
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Chapter I
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My name is Lily, a detective with the LAPD. For years, we’ve been shadowing one of the most dangerous criminals in the region—a man whose power has made the department bleed just trying to corner him. Yet, every single time, he slips through our fingers like grease.

I am currently sitting in a high-stakes briefing with the Police Commissioner and the Mayor. We are joined by the most seasoned veterans on the force because my colleague Chris, the head of Forensics, claimed he had finally found a "vein" worth tapping.

"Mr. Mayor, Commissioner," Chris began, his voice steady as he laid out his vision. "Our surveillance has yielded some... provocative insights into the Boss." He pulled out a tablet, flicking through photos of the Kingpin surrounded by a harem of women. "Silas is an enigma as a crime lord, but the most curious thing isn't his business—it's this."

Chris paused, highlighting a shot of Silas. Even from a distance, the man radiated a primal, intimidating fitness. At seventy-four years old, Silas possesses the physique of a man in his prime. He stands at a towering six-foot-three, with a broad, chiseled chest and a torso that isn't quite flat, but rather possesses a firm, prominent "power gut"—an incredibly masculine protrusion that, if you asked me, was nothing short of a turn-on. But back to Chris.

The image on the tablet showed the Boss in shorts, with a stunning, long-legged beauty clinging to his arm. Chris pointed to her. "It’s not the Boss I want to discuss today, but the 'girls' he keeps. Do you know what makes them unique?" He looked around the room, savoring our silence.

"Is she a porn star?" I asked. Chris let out a dry chuckle. "No, Lily. Look closer. Feel the details."

I took the tablet, squinting at the girl's features, then swiped through more shots of him with different women. Chris watched me, a predatory smirk playing on his lips. "Do you see it now?"

Suddenly, I gasped, shoving the tablet toward the Commissioner and the Mayor. "My God... these aren't girls."

"Precisely," Chris whispered, relishing the thrill of his discovery. "Mayor, Boss Silas is obsessed with this specific 'breed' of beauty. In fact, I’d bet my career they are his only true weakness."

The Mayor’s eyes went wide. "Damn. If I hadn't seen it with my own eyes, I wouldn't have believed it."

Donald, the Head of Tactical Intervention, barked from the back of the room. Donald was a man I’d shared certain... unspeakable sexual adventures with, a secret known only to the two of us. "What’s so special about these girls? Why aren't we calling them girls? Someone explain this to me."

I turned toward Donald, my gaze sharp. "These 'girls,' Chief, have something in common with you—something I don't have, being a complete woman. Do you catch my drift?"

Donald’s jaw dropped. "They’ve got cocks? Like Thai Ladyboys?"

A roar of laughter broke the tension, but I didn't join in. Chris’s plan—the one he hadn't fully unmasked yet—was already fermenting in my mind, taking a dark, delicious shape.

"What’s the play, Chris?" I asked. "Are you going to hire one of these sissies?"

A look crossed Chris’s face that made him look like a goddamn demon. "Lily, dear, you don't hang around the outcasts and nerds like me for nothing. Let me introduce you to the cutting edge of science." He reached into his briefcase and handed out a stack of identical dossiers. As Donald leaned in to grab his copy, I caught him with a sharp elbow right to his cock, unnoticed by the others. He chuckled, retreating to his seat. Then, in his typical blunt fashion, he shouted:

"What the hell is Project Madagascar, Chris? Explain it to me—I don't have time to read all this damn paperwork!"

Chris stood up, ensuring every ear in the room was tuned to his frequency. "Two years ago, a bizarre incident occurred. The military rescued a group of Marines from the island of Madagascar. Initially, it was believed they were victims of a Voodoo ritual... a ritual that had transformed them into women."

"What?!" the Commissioner and Donald shouted in unison.

But Chris was undeterred. "Exactly as you heard. Our brave soldiers in the jungles of Madagascar became women. It wasn't black magic, but something far more scientific—something we didn't uncover until one of the 'women' managed to escape and blow the whistle."

Chris held up a photo of a provocative, striking woman in a doctor outfit. "This is Zora. Before she was captured by the primitives in Madagascar, she was a male, a biologist named Miguel. He was transformed into a girl through an antidote injected via hunter's arrows. Any man who isn't of African descent—specifically black—transforms within minutes. Well, not a 'complete' woman. The penis shrinks and remains, but the rest of the body becomes entirely female."

"What else happened?" I asked, curiosity clawing at me.

"Well," he replied, "Zora—or Dr. Miguel—escaped the clutches of the tribe that holds our men and several Europeans captive in female bodies. I use the word 'men' so you understand who they were before those transforming arrows hit them. But they are women now; no treatment has worked in the last two years. In fact, two of the finest Marines have become women exactly like you, Lily."

My mouth hung open in shock. Chris pressed on: "During the successful rescue operation, a man named Baru was captured. He is the source of all of this. This man possesses a unique semen that triggers this transformation in any male. (Except for Aura and Konra, who became complete women)."

The Mayor stood up, skeptical. "Why are you telling us all of this?"

"Because," Chris said, his voice dropping an octave, "we have the capability to select one of our own officers, transform him
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