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⚠️ DISCLAIMER

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

Important Notice:

Adri in Glitterland is a magical realism and LGBTQ+ coming-of-age story that explores themes of self-discovery, gender fluidity, and the transformative power of authenticity. Set across parallel worlds, this narrative blends emotional depth with surrealism, following a young man’s journey into becoming his truest self—Adriana Glamm—through drag, art, and unapologetic expression.

This book contains material that may resonate with readers exploring:

	Identity and transformation: The protagonist navigates two versions of his life, questioning societal expectations and embracing his fluid identity. 
	Queer and drag culture: Celebratory depictions of makeup, performance, and the reclaiming of personal narratives. 
	Emotional vulnerability: Themes of alienation, self-doubt, and the courage to be seen. 
	Romantic and platonic relationships: Complex dynamics with friends, family, and love interests across worlds. 


Reader discretion note:
While not erotic, the story includes mild sensual descriptions (e.g., the tactile joy of glitter, fabrics, or a first kiss under the rain) and psychological depth related to gender exploration.
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INTRODUCTION

Some stories begin with a kiss.

Some with a fall.

Some with a bang, a loss, a secret.

This one begins with a boy who never asked to change.

Not because he didn’t want to.

But because he didn’t know he was allowed to.

This is not a tale of magic spells or cruel curses.

It’s the story of waking up in a life that feels impossibly wrong…

and maybe, just maybe, finding out it’s the most right you’ve ever felt.

If you’ve ever looked at your reflection and wondered who’s staring back—

this story is for you.

Take a deep breath.

The mirror is waiting.


Chapter 1 — The Boy Who Had It All (or So He Thought)

At exactly 6:30, the alarm went off with a gentle yet unyielding tone. It wasn’t one of those that shrieked like a tormented soul; it was a modern one, with forest sounds and birds chirping, because, according to his mother, “waking up in harmony boosts productivity.”
Adrián opened his eyes without resistance. No groan, no inner complaint. He had learned from a young age that getting up early wasn’t a choice—it was a virtue. He sat up with the same precision with which he dove into the pool every morning: straight back, feet on the floor, zero hesitation.
The room, like everything in his life, was spotless. Pressed shirt hanging on the rack, backpack ready on the desk, bed made as if no one had slept in it. In the corner, his swimming medals hung on the corkboard like permanent Christmas decorations. And in front of them, his reflection: dark brown hair, short, perfectly combed; well-shaped eyebrows with no apparent effort; athletic and firm build. He looked like he’d stepped out of a college brochure under the “model of excellence” section.
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He ate breakfast in silence while his mother moved around the kitchen like a bank executive in charge.
“You have a presentation in literary analysis class today, right?” she asked without looking at him, pulling fruit from the fridge as if they were confidential files. “Remember not to gesture so much when you speak. You come across as nervous. And please check that your shirt is wrinkle-free before you leave.”
“I already did,” Adrián replied in a neutral tone.
“Good. Appearance is the first filter in social perception. There are no second chances for a first impression,” she dictated as if reciting a verse.
Adrián said nothing. He calmly chewed his toast while checking his phone. A message had come in from Dani:
Dani 🐍
Are you saving the world with your Excellence® again today or will you take five minutes to be human?
He rolled his eyes, smiling unintentionally. Right after, another message from Javi:
Javi 💪
Brooo, don’t forget to bring me the chem notes. I wish you could also bring my willpower, but I’ll settle for the notes.
Adrián replied with a sleepy-face emoji followed by a “Yeah, I’m on my way,” even though he was still in his pajamas.
“Who’s messaging you so early?” his mother asked while arranging the fruit bowl with a gesture that looked choreographed.
“Dani and Javi,” he answered without looking up.
“I hope that Dani girl doesn’t distract you too much. She has a rather… corrosive sense of humor. Not everyone who laughs with you wants what’s best for you.”
Adrián raised an eyebrow.
“Dani’s like a sister. And besides, half her jokes are about me. I don’t think she has a hidden agenda.”
“Uh-huh,” his mother replied, in a tone that didn’t signal agreement, but the end of the conversation.
To the outside world, Adrián had it all: outstanding academic performance, an athletic scholarship, a stable relationship with Vale (the ideal girl, according to his mother and her Instagram), and a life structured down to the minute. He trained in the mornings, studied in the afternoons, had dinner at the exact hour, and got the recommended eight hours of sleep.
He was the son any mother would brag about at Christmas dinners. The student teachers used as an example in class. The boy who always said “thank you,” “excuse me,” and “yes, of course, I can handle that.”
And yet...
Sometimes, in the middle of the silence of his perfectly timed routine, a question began to settle like a persistent drop in the pit of his chest:
“Is this really all there is?”
Vale’s message arrived just as he was walking toward campus:
Vale 💛
Meet under the ficus before class? I’ve got coffee.
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He smiled when he read it. She was sweet, meticulous, always willing to listen… but lately, their conversations felt like walks through a pretty park where nothing ever happened. No surprises, no loud laughter, no awkward silences. Just calm. Almost too much.

And even though Adrián was an expert at following the right path, lately he had begun to suspect that maybe… just maybe… he hadn’t chosen that path himself.
Adrián’s locker smelled like chlorine, effort, and disinfectant. Just like always.
He put on his swim cap with a movement that was almost choreographed, adjusted his goggles, and dropped his backpack onto the bench without a second thought. In the background, his phone buzzed insistently: one message after another from the swim team’s WhatsApp group. “Schedule change for Friday’s training,” “Who’s bringing energy bars?” “Strategy review for the April tournament,” and a bunch of muscle emojis and recycled memes.
Adrián looked at the screen, swiped to mute the group, and stuffed the phone back into his backpack without replying.
He didn’t have the energy to fake interest anymore. No desire to think about energy bars or strategic training. Not even about muscle emojis.
In front of the lockers, he opened his metal closet —because that’s what it was, a college version of the perfect wardrobe— and looked over the row of athletic t-shirts, name-brand jeans, neatly folded button-ups, spotless white sneakers, and jackets without a single fuzz. Everything clean, everything perfect… and everything so predictable that for a moment he felt like if he saw one more sweatshirt in a neutral tone, he’d scream.
He pulled out a gray t-shirt, then put it back. Grabbed a navy one. Sighed. Ended up dressing in the same thing as always, like someone following a script on autopilot. The kind of clothes that say nothing but don’t draw attention either. Safe. Neat. Normal.
“I chose this, didn’t I?” he thought. “This is what I’m supposed to like.”
Later, sitting at the edge of the pool, feet submerged in the warm water, he stared at his distorted reflection. The ripples made him unrecognizable, as if he were looking at someone else. Someone more relaxed. Someone with a different expression. Maybe a different haircut. A different everything.
A drop slid from his wet hair and shattered the image into a thousand circles.
“What are you looking at?” asked a voice beside him.
Dani. With her ever-present notebook full of doodles under her arm, camera hanging from her neck, and mismatched socks that looked like her personal anti-uniform manifesto.
“Nothing. My reflection,” he replied, without moving.
“And? Did you like the movie or were you disappointed by the premiere?”
Adrián gave her a lazy smile.
“Not in the mood for sarcasm today.”
“Oh, come on, you and sarcasm have been a steady couple since 2018,” she said, sitting next to him. “Though lately… you seem different.”
“Different how?”
“I don’t know,” she said, shrugging. “More… dim. Like you’re watching life in demo mode.”
Adrián raised an eyebrow, amused.
“Demo mode?”
“Yeah. Like those video games where everything’s locked and you can only do the same thing over and over. You’re getting boring, Mendoza.”
She said it playfully, like everything that came out of Dani’s mouth, but it hit a spot he preferred to ignore.
He stayed silent, staring at the water again. The joke stuck to him like chlorine on his skin.
“What if I’m just tired?”
“Then change something,” she said, without looking at him. “Nobody misses the perfect ones.”
He didn’t reply. Just looked down, and for a moment, he wished his reflection in the water would do something unexpected: wink, speak, turn into something else.
But no. It only returned him just as he was. Or as everyone thought he was.
The college party had all the ingredients to be unforgettable: flashing colored lights competing for attention, speakers pulsing with vintage reggaetón and old-school pop, and students dancing like the semester —and maybe their worries— would end that very night.
Adrián was there, standing next to the drinks table, holding a cup he didn’t remember pouring. Around him, people laughed, shouted, danced, hugged, kissed. Everything looked exactly the way it was supposed to. And yet, he felt like a silent extra in a movie that had started without him.

Javi appeared through the crowd, sweaty and happy like a puppy just let loose in a park.
“Bro! Where were you? You missed the worst attempt at dancing in history! The art history girl almost broke her hip.”
Adrián laughed, more out of reflex than genuine amusement.
“I was… around.”
“And Vale? Weren’t you two together?”
As if summoned, he spotted her a few feet away, talking to a classmate. She was smiling, nodding, moving her hands gently. She was pretty. She always had been. Even in that yellow sweater that looked like it had been knitted by a sunflower-obsessed grandma. Her glasses shimmered under the lights, and for a moment, she seemed out of place among all the euphoria. Or maybe he was the one who was.
He walked over to her.
“Hey,” he said, resting a light hand on her back.
“Hey!” Vale replied in her usual warm tone. “I didn’t see you! I thought you’d left.”
“No, I just… got distracted.”
She gave him one of those smiles that should normally erase any doubt. But something inside him didn’t switch on. He didn’t feel the click. No butterflies, not even a fly in his stomach.
“Are you okay?” she asked, genuinely concerned.
“Yeah, of course,” he answered automatically.
But deep down, something pulsed, slow and heavy. An uncomfortable question peeked out like a crack beneath the carpet: Had I ever really been in love with her?
Or was it just… easy? Pretty. Right.

Hours later, already in his room, he undressed with slow movements, as if not to disturb the silence. The room smelled of his usual cologne and clean clothes. Everything in its place. Everything in order.
He collapsed onto the bed without turning off the light, staring at the ceiling. Not even the music from the party still echoing in the distance or the messages still popping up on his phone could stir him.
The real noise was inside.
“This isn’t what I want… but even I don’t know what I do want.”
It wasn’t sadness. Not exactly. It was something else. A kind of mild but constant discomfort, like wearing a shirt that’s the wrong size and smiling like everything’s fine.
He closed his eyes.
And for the first time in a long while, he didn’t dream of what was to come.
He dreamed of what was missing.


Chapter 2 – Awakening in a World of Makeup

The first glance was familiar. The white ceiling. The soft light coming through the window. The distant hum of cars and a bird chirping, like something out of a relaxing background soundtrack.
The second glance… was strange.
Adrián blinked. He felt different. Not bad, not sick. Just… as if his body had been calibrated differently. Something didn’t fit.
He sat up in bed. The first thing he noticed was the smell. His room had never smelled like vanilla and hairspray. The second was what surrounded him: on the vanity lay two wigs —one platinum blonde, wavy, like a 1950s diva; and another jet black, long, with soft waves— accompanied by a perfect row of makeup brushes, lipstick tubes, and a box of false eyelashes that stared at him like they knew something he didn’t.
Next to the bed, a pair of fuchsia heels sparkled in the sunlight like Broadway showroom stars. And hanging behind the door, a pink satin robe with the word Glamm embroidered in sequins.
Adrián swallowed hard.
“What…?” he whispered.
He stood up slowly, as if any sudden movement might blow up the universe. He took two steps and froze. The floor was colder than he remembered. And his body —never particularly hairy— now had no trace of hair at all.
He slowly turned toward the full-length mirror by the closet.
The image staring back at him froze his breath.
It was his face, yes. But also… not.
His skin looked smoother, like freshly shaved and exfoliated. His eyebrows were shaped with a delicacy he could never have pulled off himself. He had long, thick, curled lashes that blinked with natural drama… too natural. A faint pink tint on his lips. And his hair —although tucked into a mesh net— was clearly not his usual style.
He touched his face, as if needing to confirm it was real. Felt his cheeks, his jaw, his lashes. He tried to pull them off, fumbling awkwardly. One came loose halfway and hung like a web of half-baked glamour.
“No, no, no!” he muttered, panicking.
He checked his body: an oversized t-shirt that smelled like floral perfume and a pair of plush cat-shaped slippers. Everything on his skin, in the room, screamed that he was someone else… and yet, not entirely.
As if he had been himself… but filtered through another version.
And the most unsettling part: he didn’t look like he was in costume.
He looked strangely natural.
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Knock knock.
The door opened with the ease of someone who already belonged there —because she did— and his mother peeked in, smiling, wearing a salmon-colored blouse with embroidered flowers at the collar. Her hair was down, which was unusual, and she had a red polka-dotted scarf tied around her wrist. She looked… more relaxed. Happier.
“Have you had breakfast, Adri?” she asked casually, not noticing the absolute horror on her child’s face. “I left banana bread on the table. It’s fresh. I added walnuts, just how you like it.”
Adrián opened his mouth but found no words. He just made a confused gesture with his hands, as if expecting her to say something else. Something that explained everything.
“What… what is this?” he finally stammered, pointing at his face and then at the room. “Why do I have makeup? And wigs? And that?” He pointed with a trembling finger at the pink robe still gleaming defiantly on the door.
His mother narrowed her eyes slightly, like someone watching a small child say something very silly.
And then… she laughed.
“Oh, Adriana, another weird dream or what?” she said, stepping lightly into the room and placing a knitted scarf on the bed. “Didn’t you say you were past the pre-show existential crisis phase?”
“Adriana?” he repeated, frozen.

“Yes, Adriana, your full name,” she replied, like she was reminding someone that their name is María Fernanda, not Marifer.
Adrián took a step back. It felt like the ground had shifted beneath him, but the rest of the world kept walking as if nothing was wrong. As if he was the glitch.
His mother leaned in, gently tucked a loose strand of hair (or was it a wig? He wasn’t sure) behind his ear, and smiled with a new kind of sweetness.
“I finished this scarf last night. It goes perfectly with the little black skirt you wore at your last performance. Remember? The one with lace at the hem.”
Adrián opened and closed his mouth, stunned. He wanted to scream that he didn’t own any lace skirt, that he’d never done any kind of performance, that his name wasn’t Adriana.
But his mother was already leaving, humming something, as if her eyelash-wearing, existential-crisis-having child was the most normal scene of the day.
He began digging for clothes with almost feverish urgency. He opened drawers, slid hangers around, searched beneath glittery sweaters. Everything was feminine. Or… not exactly feminine, but bold, shiny, soft. There were mesh crop tops, vinyl pants, sequin jackets, blouses with phrases like “Be fierce” and “Gender is a costume.” Even the jeans were high-waisted with embroidered details.
He finally found a plain black t-shirt —thank god, something without sparkles!— and paired it with tight-fitting pants that, unfortunately, had pearls on the back pockets.
He looked at himself in the mirror. He didn’t look ridiculous. He just looked… off.
Like a character was playing his body with more grace than he usually allowed himself.
And the worst part was that, despite the confusion, there was something he couldn’t ignore:
It looked good.
Too good.

The city was the same… but not quite.
The walk to campus had the same streets, the same dusty trees, the same juice stands opening at dawn. But the details had changed, as if someone had rewritten the script without telling him.
New graffiti covered the walls: bright colors, phrases like “Be who you are, even if no one gets it”, “Gender is performance,” and mural-style portraits of figures with massive wigs and scarlet lips.
The lampposts were plastered with flyers for shows with names like “Drag in the Dark,” “Midnight Queens,” and “Glamm Attack: Deluxe Edition.” Some even had his face. Or… a version of his face, flawlessly made up, with one arched brow like a weapon and wine-colored lips.
“This is an aesthetic nightmare,” Adrián muttered, crossing the street like someone entering enemy territory.
The students walking beside him dressed with overflowing freedom: skirts over pants, impossible platforms, blue hair, green, shaved, braided. Sheer shirts, neon eyeliner, black nail polish. And no one seemed shocked. In fact, no one was even looking at him weird.
As if he fit perfectly into this movie he didn’t remember filming.
By the time he reached campus, he couldn’t tell if he was hot from the sun or from accumulated panic.

And then, he saw her.
Vale.
Or rather, another Vale.
She stood by the fountain, leaning with a confidence he’d never seen in her. Her once long, naturally blonde hair was now platinum, nearly white, straight and cut at the shoulders. Her makeup was bold: eyes lined with surgical precision, dark lips, subtly contoured cheeks. She wore a flared black skirt, fishnet stockings, and combat boots that went clack-clack as she walked.
And she was walking straight toward him.
“Adriana!” she called out casually, flashing a sly smile. “You’re looking very toned down today. Not like you at all.”
Adrián felt his spine freeze. He looked her up and down like he was seeing a rebellious version of the old Vale multiplied by ten. A version crackling with electric energy in her gaze.
“Va… Vale?” he stammered.
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“Yeah?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “What, don’t tell me you forgot my name too?”
He didn’t know what to say. He was too busy processing the fact that his sweet, soft-voiced, sweater-wearing girlfriend now looked like she’d walked straight out of an underground music video.
And that she had just called him Adriana.
Just like that. Without blinking.

"You're... different," he finally murmured.

Vale burst out laughing.

"Me? What about you? You look like you've just stepped out of a princess's funeral. Are you okay?"

Adrian didn't respond. He just stared at her, stunned, his heart beating like a war drum. Because Vale was there. But she wasn't his Vale.

And, even more disconcerting, he seemed to be more intrigued by this one than the other.


Chapter 3 – Failed Attempts to Return (and to Explain the Inexplicable)

Night fell without asking for permission, and with it, the hope that everything had just been a hallucination caused by sleep deprivation, expired coffee, or prolonged exposure to glitter.
Adrián put on pajamas —some kind of satin set with a cherry print that made him feel even more out of place—, got into bed, and squeezed his eyes shut. Tightly. Like pressing them hard enough might be a spell.
“Tomorrow everything will go back to normal.”
“This is a lucid dream.”
“An elaborate prank by Dani.”
“Maybe I hit my head in the shower and have amnesia.”
He counted sheep, took deep breaths, repeated his full name like a mantra. He convinced himself that if he could just sleep long enough, he’d wake up in his usual room, with his usual clothes, in his usual body.

He woke up at 3:47 a.m., drenched in sweat. Everything was still the same.
He jumped out of bed, rushed to the bathroom, and turned on the shower. He took a cold shower that would’ve made an iceberg cry.
He looked at himself in the mirror: smooth skin, arched brows, the lashes were still there, like two soldiers guarding his lost identity.
He pinched his arm. Nothing.
Jumped. Screamed. Lightly banged his forehead against the wall.
“Wake up, idiot!” he whispered in desperation. “This isn’t you, this isn’t your world!”

He went back to bed soaking wet, not bothering to dry off, hoping the discomfort would help break the simulation. He closed his eyes again.

When the alarm went off at 7:00, he was already awake. He hadn’t slept. He had just floated somewhere between confusion and denial, like a ship adrift in a pink ocean full of makeup and heels.

He dragged himself down to the kitchen, hoping his mom would notice something strange, that she’d finally say, “Aha, we got you, it was a hidden camera prank! Surprise, Adrián!”
But no. She was there, humming softly while arranging sweet rolls in a basket. She wore a mint-colored blouse with embroidered cherries and a frilly apron. She looked like his mom… after a makeover show transformation.
“Good morning, Adri,” she said without looking at him. “Did you sleep well?”
“No.”
“Oh, that explains your drowned-cat face. You still look cute,” she added, turning to hand him a cup of hot milk with cinnamon.
Adrián didn’t sit. He stood there, trembling slightly.
“Mom… I need to ask you something. Don’t you notice that… that something’s wrong?”
She looked at him with one eyebrow raised and an infinitely patient smile.
“Again with this?”
“I’m not me!” he burst out. “I mean, I am me, but not me me. You know what I mean?”
His mother tilted her head, still perfectly composed.
“Sweetheart, eat something. Don’t scare me with your drama this early.”
“But I have makeup! And wigs! And you call me Adriana like it’s normal!”
She let out a gentle chuckle, like someone had just told her a dirty joke at church.
“Of course it’s normal. You’re you. It’s just that, well, sometimes you get a little too philosophical. Maybe you had a weird dream. Or you’re just hungry. You always think strange things when you skip breakfast.”
She handed him a little fabric pouch with a coin purse inside.
“I need you to go buy some gold fabric for your new costume. Oh, and if you see those sparkly gems —the ones you heat-press on— grab a few. The store on the corner knows what you’re looking for. Ask for ‘Adriana Glamm,’ and they’ll give you a discount.”

Adrián looked at her, soul completely shattered.
“I’m trapped in a dimension decorated by Lady Gaga,” he muttered.
“What was that?”
“Nothing. I’m going to get the… fabric.”

And out he went, the little bag swinging from his hand, silently wishing a meteor would just end his suffering already.
Before leaving, Adrián —or whatever was left of him— decided to explore the house a little more. Not because he wanted to, but because he needed hard proof that this couldn’t be real. Something that screamed: “Aha! This is a setup. You’ve been pranked!”
But what he found was, somehow, even worse.

The hallway walls were lined with family photos. In almost all of them, his mother smiled proudly… next to him. But not him him. It was a version of him dressed in flashy outfits, flawless makeup, and striking poses he wouldn’t pull off even during a wild Olympic-level drunken night. In one photo, he wore a silver dress with massive shoulder pads and a fire-red wig. In another, he posed with a flower crown and a microphone, like he’d just won The Voice: Cabaret Edition.
There were diplomas, certificates, medals. None said “Top GPA,” “Swimming Champion,” or anything remotely academic. They were for things like:
• “Drag Newcomer of the Year”
• “Best Lipsync Performance 2022”
• “University Talent Queen”
On a shelf, a trophy shaped like a golden high heel stared at him triumphantly.

He opened his bedroom door hoping to find, you know, something of his. But the room was carefully decorated in glam-chic style: violet curtains, a mirror framed with LED lights, posters of artists he didn’t recognize but who were clearly queer icons, and a fluffy pink rug that felt like stepping on a nervous ball of cotton candy.
Every corner was assembled with care, detail… and, most disturbingly, authenticity.
Nothing looked temporary.
It was like someone had lived here for years, building this identity. As if this world, this version, had existed for a long time —and he had just now arrived.

“What the hell is happening to me?” he whispered, resting a hand on the edge of the vanity. “This isn’t a dream. This is a special episode of my life written by RuPaul and directed by Almodóvar.”
He sighed, grabbed the errand bag —with a tag that read Glamm errands 💋— and left the house.

The air outside didn’t help. It was the same neighborhood… but with a weird Instagram filter, one where everything sparkled a little more, sounded a little louder, and felt like reality had been remastered by someone with a taste for drama.
The buildings were still there, but now new murals covered the façades: fantasy drag queens, glittery inspirational quotes, window frames decorated with fairy lights. One small shop had a sign that read: “Sewing is resistance. Queer sewing and self-defense classes available!”
At the bakery, the chalkboard advertised: “Now with gluten-free bread and vegan cookies shaped like little high heels.”

He walked down the avenue with a blank stare, seeing everything as if through a cracked mirror —recognizable, but with pieces out of place.
The people around him looked happy. Comfortable. Free. Some had ten-centimeter acrylic nails, others had dyed beards, others wore skirts with suspenders and sequined shirts. No one was hiding. No one stared. No one… looked like anyone from his old world.

Adrián took a deep breath.
Everything was distorted, yes. But it worked.
Like a nightmare with its own internal logic.
A nightmare… perfectly livable.

And that was the real problem.

The fabric store was only three blocks from his house, but to Adrián it felt like walking to the edge of the universe.
A little bell rang as he pushed open the door. The place was a festival of textures and colors: shelves packed with tulle, sequins, feathers, organza, vinyl. A curtain at the back separated the sewing area, where a woman sat stitching with glasses that magnified her eyes like she was viewing the world in zoom mode.

Adrián had just started looking for the damned gold fabric when he heard a familiar voice behind him.
“Well, well! If it isn’t the one and only Queen of Existential Panic.”

He spun around. There was Dani. Just like always… but not quite. Something about her was more colorful, more relaxed. She still wore ripped jeans and an oversized jacket, but now her hair had streaks of green, and her notebook was covered in drag queen stickers. The camera hung from her neck, like always, though now it seemed more like part of her outfit than a tool.
“Dani,” he whispered, as if seeing a mirage in the desert.
“What, don’t tell me you forgot my name too? I already heard you’ve been acting weird,” she joked, giving him a curious look while pulling out her phone and snapping a photo without asking. “You’ve got meme face, Adriana. The lighting’s working for you.”
Adrián looked at her in desperation.
“I’m not Adriana,” he said in a low voice, stepping closer. “I mean, yes… but no. I don’t know how to explain it. This world isn’t mine. None of this is real. I woke up in an alternate version of my life, and everyone thinks I’m someone else. That I’m… you-know-who.”
Dani blinked twice, as if processing something deeply philosophical… then burst into laughter.
“Another one of your existential metaphors? I love it. Is this for the essay, or just your usual performative identity crisis? Because if it’s the second, I’ve got five entries in my journal about that. We can compare.”
“I’m not joking!” he insisted. “I don’t know how I got here. I used to be… different. I was studying engineering. I swam every morning. You were more cynical and less… colorful. Vale, my girlfriend, was sweet and shy. My mom was a corporate executive. And I didn’t wear makeup or false eyelashes!”

Dani looked at him in silence, arms crossed. Then she smiled.
“Okay, I’ll give you this: it’s your most entertaining breakdown yet. Want me to document it? Or should we use it in Friday’s show?”
Adrián blinked.
“What show?”
“Your drag number, Adriana. What, don’t tell me you forgot that too?” she said, stepping closer with a sly smile. “Rehearsal’s this week. Don’t disappear on us like last time. You’re closing the show. And you know a queen never closes quietly.”
And just like that, without giving him time to respond, Dani winked, grabbed a roll of silver fabric, and disappeared between the aisles like nothing had happened.

Adrián stood frozen.
Clutching the little bag of money.
Surrounded by shimmering fabrics and rainbow ribbons.
Heart pounding in his throat.

He wasn’t just trapped in a life he didn’t recognize…
Now, everyone seemed to be expecting him.
They were waiting for Adriana.
For her number.
Her shine.
Her final scene.

And he…
He had no idea what he was supposed to do.


Chapter 4 – Memories That Aren’t Mine

The house hadn’t changed since the day before. Which, ironically, was the most unsettling thing. Every object was exactly where it was supposed to be… just not in the life Adrián remembered.
He spent the morning silently walking through the hallways, like someone wandering through a museum of himself. Or of someone who looked a lot like him.

In the bathroom, he found a perfectly arranged skincare routine laid out on a sparkly ceramic tray: foaming cleanser, toner, serum, night cream, eye cream, glow-effect sunscreen. There were labels with dates, even times. “Show night = double cleanse,” said a heart-shaped sticky note on the mirror.
On a side shelf, a clear box held extensions and hairpieces sorted by texture and color. He opened a drawer: five foundation bottles, two highlighters, seven lipsticks, and an eyeliner with his name written on it in gold marker: Adriana G.

He went back to the bedroom.
Inside the closet, the wigs were lined up like soldiers in a display case: chocolate brown, pastel pink, electric blue, midnight black, platinum blonde. Each on its stand, each labeled with a quirky name: Señorita Drama, La Patróna, Nube Radiante.
On a desk sat costume sketches. One wall held a calendar marked with rehearsal dates, costume fittings, photo shoots. A small shelf displayed trophies and plaques:
“Miss Audacity 2021”
“Best Reveal of the Year”
“University Drag Icon”
Adrián touched them with his fingertips. The engraved letters, the cold metal… it was all real.
Too real.
This wasn’t a staged set. No one was pretending.
Someone had lived here. Had slept in that bed, rehearsed in front of that mirror, cried after losing a lash or forgetting a choreography.

And that someone… was him.
Or at least, someone who had his face and name.

“Adri?”
His mother’s voice cut through his thoughts from the doorway.
“Can I show you something?”
Adrián nodded without a word.

They went to the living room. She pulled a large photo album from a drawer, with a fuchsia cover and spiral sticker letters that read “Our Star 💫.” She placed it on the table with something close to reverence.
When she opened it, the first images were exactly what he feared: him —or her— onstage, in makeup, feathers, lights. Smiling brightly, posing with friends, holding trophies. In one, they had caught her mid-performance, a golden cape billowing behind her, mic held high.
His mother pointed to that photo, her fingers trembling with emotion.
“This was the night you became you,” she said, eyes shining. “Talent festival, first year. I’d never seen you like that. You were fire. The whole university stood up. I couldn’t believe it. It was like you were born again… but this time, shining from within.”

Adrián swallowed hard. His face in the photo was exactly the same as he knew it… but the expression was different.
More alive.
More free.
More… true, maybe.

“I didn’t know I… had done all this,” he murmured.
“Of course you did,” she said, gently brushing the page with nostalgia. “And after that, you never hid again.”

He tried to smile. Half-succeeded.
But inside, he was spinning.
He didn’t know whether to feel proud, afraid… or just completely lost.
Because if all this was real…
Then maybe he wasn’t.

After closing the album, Adrián climbed back up to his room, his heart pounding like he’d just left an exam he hadn’t studied for.
He sat on the bed and picked up his phone.

The wallpaper showed a photo of himself in a red wig and sequin dress, arms around Vale (new Vale —combat boots and intense eyes). Both of them were laughing like they’d just shared the filthiest joke in history.

He unlocked the phone and, not sure what he was even looking for, opened Instagram.
The account wasn’t @adrian_mendoza_97.
It was @AdrianaGlamm.
With two Ms. And a crown in the bio.

“Performer, dreamer, unapologetically queer. ✨ #GlammAttack”

He had over forty thousand followers.
The feed was an explosion of color and attitude: show photos, makeup transition reels, backstage selfies, dance videos, lipsync clips with dramatic edits. And the comments… hundreds of them.
“Absolute queen 👑”
“Your last show made me cry”
“Thank you for teaching me not to be afraid”
“You’re fire, Adriana 🔥🔥🔥”

There were hashtags like #GlammIsPower, #QueerUniversity, and #MyInspiration.

Adrián scrolled and scrolled, hypnotized and horrified all at once.
There wasn’t a single photo of training, no swimming medals, no academic achievements. The Adrián who swam didn’t exist. Had never existed.
Here, there was only room for Adriana, the star.

He closed the app and stared for a long moment at the dim reflection of his face on the black screen.
“How can I be such a different person… and still be me?”

At the university, the world offered no respite.
He walked through the main hallway with his backpack slung over one shoulder —a backpack that now had rainbow patches and sequins attached with unintentional irony— while the comments around him followed like kind, suffocating shadows.

“Did you see Glamm’s new teaser?” a girl asked her friend. “It’s brutal. Makes you want to burn the closet down.”
“It’s art, girl. Adriana is art,” the other replied, dead serious.

In the cafeteria, a history professor waved at him.
“Adriana! I still haven’t recovered from your monologue at the last show! That mix of comedy and pain… it was brilliant. Truly. We’re so proud to have you at this university.”
Adrián gave a clumsy smile.
“Thanks… prof. That’s very kind.”

Every compliment felt like another brick in an invisible wall. One he couldn’t tell if he was building or if it was slowly closing him in.
Because he didn’t know what show they were talking about. He didn’t remember dancing anything, hadn’t written any monologue. He had no idea what teaser was going around or why —apparently— everyone saw him as an icon.

And instead of feeling flattered… he felt like a fraud.
Like he was disappointing everyone without them knowing.
And worse, disappointing himself —without knowing why.

He sat on a bench, closed his eyes, and pressed his forehead into his hands.
“What if this version of me is better than the one I left behind… but I don’t know how to be her?”

“So… I quit swimming?” Adrián asked quietly, like someone afraid of the answer they already suspected.
Dani didn’t look up from her notebook, where she was doodling what looked like a drag queen mermaid in vinyl scales.
“You chose to,” she replied, like she was talking about the weather. “After the talent festival, first year. Remember? You went up in that awful lilac wig and a dress we made from the theatre room curtains. People screamed. Like, they literally cried.”
Adrián forced a smile.
“Yeah… I remember.”
“After that, you traded the pool for the stage. You said being in the water made you feel invisible, but on stage? You were you. Like every lash you glued on brought you closer to your soul, or whatever. It was very dramatic. You almost made me cry. Almost.”

She chuckled to herself, but Adrián couldn’t join in.
He stared ahead, like his brain was projecting a movie and he’d just seen the key scene.
That show. That moment. That decision.
It had been the fork in the road.

In one universe, he chose to swim.
In this one, he chose to shine.

And that choice hadn’t just changed his wardrobe or his schedule.
It had rewritten his entire story.

In class, everything seemed normal on the surface: a professor teaching with enthusiasm, students taking notes or pretending to, sunlight streaming through the windows with that mid-morning sleep-inducing glow.
But Adrián wasn’t listening.
He was watching Vale.

Two rows ahead, she was laughing with Javi. She wore a black mesh top over a lace bralette. He had an open leather jacket and the kind of confident expression that made him look far more charming than the bumbling, goofy Javi Adrián used to know.
They were laughing. Not politely. Not out of social nicety.
They laughed like they shared a private language.
Like they’d known each other… forever, but in this version.

Adrián felt a sharp tug in his chest.
It wasn’t jealousy.
Or not just that.

It was… confusion.

Because he had been Vale’s boyfriend. The Adrián from before.
And yet now, he wasn’t even sure if he wanted to be that boy again.

He wasn’t even sure he wanted what this Vale represented now.
But something about her laugh… something about the way she looked at Javi…
Reminded him that he didn’t know where he fit.

He wasn’t Adrián.
He didn’t know how to be Adriana.

And between the two, there was only one question left —growing heavier each second like a wound that hadn’t healed right:
“Who do they expect me to be… and who am I, really?”


Chapter 5 – Borrowed Heels, Uncertain Identity

The rehearsal room was full of mirrors, white lights, and expectations.
Adrián—or Adriana, as everyone insisted on calling him there—stood in the center, arms hanging at his sides, dressed in a golden sequin blouse, a black vinyl skirt, and heels that had probably been designed by the devil himself.
The false eyelashes itched like he had beetles on his eyelids. The eyeliner had smudged with the first drop of sweat, and the makeup looked like a mix between an attempt and an accident.
“How do I look?” he asked, turning to Dani.
“Honestly?” she said, sitting on a table with a bag of chips in her hand. “You look like a depressed peacock. But a stylish one.”
Vale burst out laughing from the corner, where she was leaning against the wall, arms crossed, crescent-moon smile.
“It’s not that bad,” she said. “Just... maybe don’t use that lipstick shade with that eyeshadow. You look like a melted popsicle.”
Adrián looked at himself in the mirror and let out a resigned laugh.
“Perfect. I’m ready to be crowned queen of disaster.”
“With honors!” added Dani, raising her chip bag in a toast.
“That’s enough,” said Adrián, taking a deep breath as he tried to keep his balance. “Rehearsal is rehearsal. Let’s do this.”
The music started: a pop song with a catchy beat and powerful lyrics. Something about fire, freedom, and high heels as a metaphor for life.
Adrián took a step.
Then another.
On the third, the left heel bent with a sinister crack. His ankle wobbled like scared gelatin. He tried to compensate, spun... and fell.
Not gracefully. Not stylishly. He fell like someone who doesn’t understand how they got there in the first place: arms spread, eyes shut, and a dull thud that echoed through the whole room.
Silence.
Then, laughter.
“Are you okay?!” Vale asked, running toward him, still laughing but holding out a hand to help him.
“No,” Adrián replied from the floor, a lock of wig in his mouth. “I’m trapped in a glitter-covered body, suffering a high-definition identity crisis, wearing cursed heels and listening to motivational pop.”
“And now... I have glitter in my eye.”
Vale laughed harder. Dani wiped a tear from laughing.
He took Vale’s hand, stood up shakily, and looked at himself in the mirror again. Smudged makeup, crooked wig, one lash about to fall off.
He shrugged and smiled, half defeated, half amused.
“How did someone like me end up becoming someone like… me?”
No one answered.
But for the first time since he’d woken up in this alternate version of his life… the silence didn’t feel so uncomfortable.
After the failed rehearsal and the fall with more dignity than glamour, Vale stopped laughing. She just looked at him with arms crossed, head tilted, and one eyebrow raised.
“Okay, I know you play modest sometimes, but can you explain what that was?”
Adrián, still half limping, looked up with a mix of resignation and guilt.
“What? My physical comedy routine?”
“No. I mean you, Adriana Glamm, two-time festival winner, part-time influencer, and self-proclaimed queen of lipsync… don’t know how to apply foundation without looking like a kid’s party clown?”
Adrián looked at her like she had just spoken in another language.
“I... won two festivals?”

—Yes. And you yourself gave me a class on “how to contour without looking like a potato.” So, what’s going on with you?
Adrián hesitated.
“I’m... going through a weird phase.”
Vale stared at him, as if trying to read something behind his eyes. Then she sighed and, with a half-smile, stepped closer.
“Come on. Let’s fix that mess of a face. But for real this time.”
She dragged him—literally—into an empty room next to the rehearsal hall, one of those with mirrors on one wall and big windows overlooking the garden. There, under the golden light of sunset, the universe shrank to two people, a bag of makeup, and a chair facing the mirror.
“If you’re going to be Adriana, at least have some dignity,” said Vale, pulling out a brush with authority.
First, she showed him how to apply foundation with a sponge and patience. Then, how to make eyeliner not look like an EKG reading. She taught him how to walk without looking like an injured centipede, to lift his chin without seeming stuck-up, to project his voice without sounding like a cartoon.
At first, Adrián was stiff. He mimicked the movements, repeated what she said, but awkwardly and distantly.
“Stop overthinking it,” Vale told him. “You’re not operating a machine. You’re embodying an attitude.”
“And what if the attitude isn’t mine?” he asked.
Vale looked at him through the mirror.
“Of course it is. You just haven’t met it yet.”
There were moments when he let go. He walked smoothly. He laughed with a new note. He moved with something close to grace.
In those moments, something opened inside him. Something light. As if he’d dropped a very heavy bag he’d been carrying forever.
But every time he felt that freedom... something in his mind pulled him back. Like an internal alarm.
“This isn’t you.”
“Don’t get carried away.”
“Remember who you were.”
And then he’d stumble again. Erase the smile. Clench his jaw.
Vale noticed, of course. But she didn’t say anything. She just looked down for a second and gently adjusted one of his false lashes.
“Relax, Glamm. No one’s born in heels. Well, except Lady Gaga.”
Adrián smiled, unable to help himself. And for a moment, he wondered if that reflection was really his… or someone finally starting to look inward.
The rehearsal ended with a round of applause and lots of chatter about lashes, reveals, and whether someone should throw confetti in the show’s final act (the answer, of course, was yes).
Adrián was in a corner, taking off his heels with a dramatic sigh, when he heard Javi’s voice a few meters away. He wasn’t speaking quietly. Javi never spoke quietly.
“I think I’m going to ask Vale out for a beer this week. I mean... if she’s free. She’s been amazing lately, right?”
Adrián froze mid-motion. One lash he was about to rip off hung half-detached. He pretended not to have heard. Stayed in his own world. Or tried to.
Dani, who was sitting on the floor checking her camera, looked at him over the lens. Then raised an eyebrow with her surgical precision for detecting other people’s microdramas.
“All good, Glamm?”
“Yeah,” he said, without conviction.
She placed the camera in her lap and leaned toward him slightly.
“Does it bother you because he’s your ex in another universe... or because you like the way she sees you now?”
Adrián didn’t answer. He just looked down. At his feet in ripped tights, at the abandoned heels, at the pink eyeshadow still on his hands. As if somewhere there, among the character's remains, he could find an answer.
Dani shrugged, didn’t push further. She just added, before standing up:
“There are questions only the mirror can answer.”
That night, back home, Adrián spent a long time in front of the bathroom mirror. He had traces of makeup at the corners of his lips, a bit of glitter under one eye, and eyeliner more smudged than applied. He wasn’t Adrián the swimmer. He wasn’t Adriana the star, either.
He was... something in between. A sketch. A glitch between two versions of himself.
And no matter how hard he tried to deny it, there was something about that feeling he liked.
He liked seeing himself unguarded. He liked hearing his voice with new tones. He liked the way Vale had looked at him when he walked with confidence, even if it was just for thirty seconds.
But it hurt. It hurt to imagine that Vale—the strongest, the freest—might choose someone else. Javi. Even if they weren’t together anymore. Even if Adrián himself didn’t quite know what place he wanted to hold. Even if this version of her wasn’t “his” anymore.
Because maybe she never had been.
Because maybe, in this version, she was also discovering herself.
And maybe that’s why… they were starting to miss each other.
He turned off the bathroom light, heart warm and messy.
“How are you supposed to go back to who you were... when you’ve finally started becoming someone you actually like?”


Chapter 6 – Conversations in Front of the Mirror

The room was quiet, interrupted only by the soft hum of the ceiling fan and the meticulous sound of a brush against an uncertain face.
Adrián—wrapped in a white silk blouse with small embroidered cuffs and loose light linen pants tied with a pale pink ribbon—looked at himself in the mirror like someone trying to understand a new language. The outfit was comfortable, light... too comfortable. As if the body already knew what the mind was still denying.
His face was half made up: one crookedly lined eye, patchy foundation, uneven lipstick. He was trying. Clumsily, yes. Frustrated, too. But with a persistence he could no longer hide.
“What exactly are you doing?” asked his reflection, sarcastic, in his head.
“Trying to understand myself,” he answered silently, lifting the brush again.
The door opened without warning, and his mother peeked her head in.
She didn’t flinch. Didn’t frown. Didn’t say “What are you doing?” She simply walked in naturally, leaned against the doorframe, and looked at him for a few seconds in silence.
Then she smiled. Not an ironic smile. Not one of patience. A warm smile. Proud.
“You’ve always been very expressive with colors,” she said, as if commenting on the weather.
Adrián immediately looked down. The brush trembled between his fingers.
“It’s not professional at all,” he murmured. “I look... bad.”
“You look like yourself,” she replied, stepping further into the room. “A little messy, yes. But definitely you.”
She sat beside him, without asking. She didn’t need to.
“Do you remember that school play? First grade. ‘The Enchanted Forest’ or something like that.”
Adrián looked at her, confused. She nodded with an almost nostalgic smile.
“You were supposed to be a tree. But you got upset. Said you didn’t want to stand still doing nothing. So you asked the teacher if you could be something else. You ended up as the forest fairy. They gave you a wand with stars and tulle wings.”
He laughed, incredulous.
“That actually happened?”
“Of course it did. You were happy for weeks. Said the wand gave you magic. Maybe it did.” She paused for a moment, then looked at him again, more seriously. “And I... I was happy to see you so free. Even if it was hard to understand.”
Adrián felt a knot in his chest.
He didn’t know if it was sadness. Or relief.
“I thought I’d disappoint you,” he said, voice quiet. “That all of this would make you think I’m not who you expected.”
His mother looked at him with undeniable tenderness, the kind that heals from within.
“Adri... I always knew you were special. But not because of this. Not because of the heels, or the makeup, or the stage. You’re special because of how bravely you search for who you are, even when it hurts. Even when you don’t have all the answers.”
They stayed like that, in silence, in front of the mirror: a mother, a son, a shared reflection that no longer looked so confusing.
Adrián, without thinking much, lifted the brush again. Fixed the eyeliner. His hand trembled less.
And for the first time, the image in the mirror… didn’t look like an impostor.
It was clumsy, yes.
But it was honest.
Adrián stayed quiet, eyes glassy, staring at his reflection. The brush hung from his hand like it no longer had a purpose.
“I think I do remember,” he said, barely a whisper. “The costume... the wand. I loved waving it around and shouting that I could make the trees fly.”
His mother smiled, nodding slowly, as if she didn’t want to interrupt the memory rising to the surface.
“You used to say the forest needed more ‘sparkles.’”

Adrián chuckled softly. But he immediately looked down.
“In my world…” he began, hesitating. “Or well, in a dream I had, all of that disappeared. I never talked about that play again. I never dressed like that again. I didn’t even remember that I had liked it. It’s like… like someone locked that part of me away.”
His mother looked at him with deep tenderness, the kind that doesn’t impose, but holds everything.
“Sometimes no one has to lock you up. Sometimes you throw away the key yourself. Because you think it’ll help you fit in. Make you strong. Make you ‘right.’”
Adrián swallowed hard. He felt a pressure in his chest, something between sadness and relief. Like reuniting with an imaginary friend who had been more real than many people.
“I forgot. I wanted to forget.”
“And I didn’t let you,” she said softly. “I kept the wand. I still have it, in a box with your drawings. I never thought it was something ‘weird.’ To me, it was the first time I saw you happy without fear. That’s why I didn’t want it to disappear.”
Adrián turned to her. He couldn’t speak. The words were stuck in his throat.
His mother then took his hand. Firmly, but without rush.
“I love you as you are, Adri. I always have. Even when you didn’t know you could be many things at once. Being brave isn’t always about changing…” she stroked the back of his hand. “Sometimes it’s about returning to who you were before you started hiding.”
A tear slid down his cheek without asking permission. Not from sadness. From something more complicated. More luminous.
Remembering who he was… hurt.
But starting to accept it… hurt differently. As if, finally, he was healing something he hadn’t known was still broken.
“Thank you,” he whispered.
His mother stood up, kissed the top of his head, and left the room without another word. She gave him space. Silence. A mirror.
Adrián stayed there, looking at himself. Not to judge. Not to correct.
Just… to recognize.
He took a deep breath.
He still had traces of eyeliner on his face, like soft scars from a failed attempt. He looked at himself in the mirror honestly, without mockery, without harshness. He picked up a cotton pad and, with slow movements, began erasing what had smudged.
Not to start over as if nothing had happened.
But to start better.
This time he didn’t rush, nor act out of desperation. Not with the pressure to make it perfect, or the idea of looking like someone else. He applied foundation gently, like someone touching a wound that’s starting to heal. Blended with patience. Fixed the eyeliner with a trembling hand, but steady intent. Painted his lips without fear.
And for the first time, he wasn’t doing it to impress.
He was doing it to discover.
Each stroke was a question answered.
Each shadow, a space that had once been hidden.
Each lash, a permission he was finally granting himself.
When he finished, it wasn’t a flawless image. But it was him.
Or at least… a version of himself that wasn’t hiding.
He put on a cream-colored blouse with an open collar, high-waisted pants, and low-platform boots. The clothes flowed, they didn’t restrain him. It wasn’t a costume. It was an extension of what he felt. And for the first time, he didn’t feel the need to explain himself.
He stepped into the hallway with calm strides. The sunlight poured through the window, spilling onto the floor like an invitation.
From the kitchen, his mother saw him pass.
She didn’t say anything. Didn’t make a show of it.
She just blew him a kiss in the air, with the same ease someone offers a cup of tea.
Adrián caught it midair with one hand.
He smiled.
Not a forced smile. Not a concession.
But like someone finally beginning to live their truth.
Step by step. Brushstroke by brushstroke. With sparkle, with clumsiness… and finally, with peace.


Chapter 7 – Jealousy, Confessions, and Contradictions

Rehearsal ended late that night. The mirror room, usually noisy, had fallen silent except for the sound of a broom and the distant music of another group practicing in a nearby room.
Adrián sat in front of the mirror, slowly taking off his boots and letting out a long sigh—the kind that carries more weight than one admits.
“You okay?” Vale asked from the doorway.
She wore her ripped denim jacket and her makeup was a little smudged with sweat. Still, she had that energy in her eyes, that mix of toughness and tenderness that could break you down.
“Yeah,” Adrián replied without looking at her. “Just... exhausted.”
She walked in and sat beside him on the floor, hugging her knees. There were a few seconds of comfortable silence.
“You’ve been weird lately,” she said finally, without judgment. “And I don’t mean the crooked eyeliner. It’s something else.”
Adrián hesitated. He glanced sideways at her. He knew that if he was going to say it, this was the moment. The night had that air where words carried a different weight.
“Vale… I need you to believe me when I tell you this. I don’t really know how to explain it, but... I’m not from here.”
She looked at him, a slight smile on her lips and one eyebrow raised.
“‘From here’ like the room? The city? The planet?”
“From this world. This version. I… I used to be different. I had another life. I was another Adrián. I swam. I studied. You and I were together. We were a couple. And you… you were different. Sweet. Quiet.”
She laughed, not mockingly, but like someone reading an old letter aloud.
“That sounds like the draft of a dramatic novel.”
“I’m not making this up.”
Vale paused in thought.
“What if I do believe you?”
Adrián tensed, hopeful.
“Really?”
“Yes,” she said, shrugging. “But what you’re saying… it sounds like a metaphor. And metaphors can be truths, too.”
Adrián looked at her, confused.
“We all come from somewhere else, Adri,” she continued. “A childhood, an old version, a family that expected something. What matters isn’t where we come from… but who we choose to be now.”
Her words were beautiful, yes. But not enough.
“Vale, you don’t understand. I didn’t choose this. I woke up here. In your world. In my other self. And I don’t know what’s expected of me. I don’t know if I’m betraying myself… or discovering something.”
She looked at him more seriously.
“Sometimes it feels like you still haven’t accepted who you are here. Like you’re playing a role but afraid to get your hands dirty. Like you’re just waiting to go back to your ‘reality.’”
Adrián pressed his lips together.
“And you don’t understand that I’m lost. That it’s not easy to see a life you didn’t live… and have everyone expect you to keep going like…”
“I’m not asking you to keep going,” she said, voice softer now, almost hurt. “Just to let yourself be here.”
The silence between them filled with something thick. A distance that wasn’t measured in meters.
Adrián looked down. It felt like everything in his chest was pushing to get out, but had no idea how.
Vale stood up.
“Let me know when you figure out whether you’re running from something… or toward yourself,” she said, without reproach. “I’ll be nearby, but I don’t want to wait for you from a distance.”
And she left. Leaving him in front of the mirror, makeup still half removed… and a truth in his throat that still had no shape.

In the days that followed, Adrián tried to focus on rehearsals, on perfecting his performance, on remembering how to walk without looking like he was battling both gravity and his shoes at once.
But what he couldn’t ignore, no matter how hard he tried, was Javi.
More precisely: Javi with Vale.

He started noticing it in small things. The way you notice cracks in a mug once you already know they’re there.
In the hallways, Javi spoke to him in a different tone. Not like the lifelong friend, but like someone in “soft charm” mode. More elaborate jokes. Lingering smiles. Compliments disguised as teasing. And Vale… Vale laughed. Laughed like she used to. Like she did with him. Only now, with another “him.”

At the gym, Adrián saw them training together. Javi held Vale’s wrists to teach her a self-defense move. She rolled her eyes, but didn’t pull away. They looked comfortable. In sync.
And in that image—which in any other context might have just been sweet—Adrián felt a dull stab.
It wasn’t rage.
Not even clear sadness.
It was… internal noise.
A discomfort he couldn’t place.
“Am I jealous? Of what? Of who? What part of me is this coming from?”

That afternoon, while they cleaned up some costumes in a makeshift room, Dani watched him in silence for several minutes. She sat on the floor, notebook on her knees, sketching impossible shapes.
Adrián, with his back to her, pretended to be very focused on folding a feather boa.

“Can I ask you something without you getting dramatic?” she said suddenly, without looking up.
“Any time you start like that, I know a soul-punching comment is coming,” he replied, exhausted.
“Then I’ll warn you now—it’s going to sting a bit.”
Adrián turned. Looked at her. Dani lifted her eyes, hitting him with that half-curious, half-challenging stare of hers.

“What if you’re not jealous?” she said.
“Excuse me?”
“Yeah. Jealous. What if it’s not about Javi liking Vale… but more about you not knowing if you can still be someone she could like?”

Adrián blinked.
“What are you talking about?”
Dani closed her notebook. Held it in both hands like she was about to give a TED Talk.
“Maybe it’s not ‘Adrián likes Vale’ or ‘Vale is drifting from Adrián.’ Maybe it’s deeper. Maybe it’s Adriana who doesn’t want to lose Vale. Because while you’re still figuring out who you are… she’s already gotten used to the idea that you’re someone new.
And that, sweetheart, is terrifying.”

Adrián felt the air grow heavier.
He had no answer. Just a tightness in his chest. Like someone had finally said out loud what he’d been feeling for days but didn’t know how to name.

“I don’t know what I’m feeling,” he murmured.
“You will,” Dani replied, turning back to her notebook like it was no big deal. “But don’t wait for the part of you you’re scared of to make the decision for you.”

The room returned to silence, save for the soft rustling of notebook pages and the brushing of fabric being folded.
Adrián didn’t look out the window again, where minutes before he’d seen Javi and Vale walking together.
He was no longer sure which gaze hurt more to lose: hers…
or his own.

In the days that followed, Vale became more present… and more distant at the same time.
There were no more awkward silences between them. Everything flowed. They chatted naturally, shared inside jokes, and Vale even sent him long voice notes—sometimes just to tell him about a weird dream or vent about something that had happened in class.

She asked him for help picking out eyeshadow, showed him new glittery eyeliners, and one afternoon, without warning, she said:
“I’m going to lend you my magic mascara, but only if you promise to give it back.”
“Magic how?” he asked.
“It makes you look stronger when you feel fragile.”

They shared playlists. Vale sent him songs with titles like “my chest is exploding but I smile” or “I don’t know what we are but I think of you.” Accompanied by short voice notes:
“This one hit me. Listen and tell me if I’m just being intense or if it actually says something.”

And Adrián listened to them. Over and over.
But he didn’t know if it was Vale talking about herself… or talking to him.
Because every time she wrote to him, she used “Amiga.” Or “Glamm.” Or “Hermana.”
Never “Adrián.”

And there was the invisible wound: not in what they said, but in what they no longer said. In what had once been a bond of love, of partnership, of desire… and was now something else. Closer, maybe more intimate—but also further from who he used to be.

“Am I just her friend now? And if I am… why does it hurt so much?”

That night, lying on his back in bed, the light off and the phone screen the only source of brightness, Adrián typed out a message.
I miss you.
Just that.

He read it once. Twice. Five times. His thumb hovering, trembling over the send button.
But he didn’t send it.
He deleted it. Letter by letter. No drama. No tears.
Just the quiet gesture of someone who knows something has changed… but still doesn’t have the words to name it.

He stared at the blank screen.
As if, in that empty space, he might find a reflection.

And inside, his heart was full.
Of something.
Of so much.
But of nothing he could name yet.


Chapter 8 – The World Starts to Feel Like His

It all started with a song.
Adrián was in his room with Dani, surrounded by shiny fabrics, piles of shoes, and a notebook full of ideas. They’d spent the afternoon listening to music for inspiration—songs with power, lyrics that didn’t ask for permission, melodies that made something inside your chest stand up.
“That one,” Adrián said suddenly, as a slow-beat pop ballad with an explosive chorus filled the room. “That’s me.”
Dani raised an eyebrow, amused.
“‘That’s me’? Oh boy, sounds like an artistic awakening is coming.”
“Don’t mock me,” Adrián replied, but he was smiling. “It’s just… I don’t know. I feel like the lyrics are about me. About what I’m doing now. About everything I didn’t dare before.”
“Perfect. Then we’re turning it into a coronation.” She started scribbling choreography, rhythm shifts, key poses. “You’re going to enter with that red skirt we used last rehearsal—the one with the big flare, remember?”
Adrián nodded. He remembered it well.

It was a skirt made of layers of light chiffon, floating like smoke when he spun. The first time he wore it, he felt clumsy, like his body didn’t know how to coexist with so much fabric. But when he moved… something shifted. An energy. As if the clothes weren’t wrapping him up—they were moving with him.
Now, looking at it hanging on the rack, it didn’t stir insecurity. It stirred desire. The desire to wear it again. To feel it brush against his skin as he walked. To see it ripple with the air.

The process of creating his drag number was different this time.
He wasn’t doing it out of obligation, or to maintain someone else’s illusion. It wasn’t a nervous impersonation of Adriana Glamm. It was his Adriana. Built with his choices, his colors, his music.

He tried outfit combinations without fear: crop tops with tulle sleeves, loose blouses with falling shoulders, pleated skirts, satin pants. He layered belts, bold necklaces, rings with stones that sparkled in a way he hadn’t noticed before. Dani helped him adjust details, but didn’t interfere much. She watched with a kind of new respect. As if, finally, Adrián was letting himself be.
“You realize you haven’t asked me if this ‘looks good on you,’ right?” she said one afternoon while he tried on a short jacket with lilac sequins.
“Because I don’t really care if it suits me anymore,” he replied, looking at himself in the mirror. “I care if I like it.”
Dani smiled—rarely without sarcasm.
“You’re becoming dangerous.”

The real leap came later.
One morning, Adrián got up, looked at himself in the mirror with a bare face, and decided: today, he’d go to class as Adriana. Not in full drag, but in something that made him feel true. No costumes. No hiding.

He chose a white off-the-shoulder blouse made of soft, light fabric. A light gray linen midi skirt that moved with his steps. He painted his lips wine red, added a touch of mascara and a barely-there eyeliner. Gold accessories: a large hoop in one ear, a beaded bracelet on one arm. Hair pulled back into a low, messy bun.
And he stepped out.

He walked through the hallways with his heart in his throat at first. He didn’t know if anyone would point, if they’d look at him with mockery, judgment, or surprise.
Some did look. Others didn’t.
But for the first time, he didn’t feel the need to avoid their eyes.

He walked down the main hallway—the same one he’d walked so many times as Adrián: the perfect one, the invisible one, the acceptable one. And now he walked as Adriana: visible, present, unbothered by explanations.
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When he reached the classroom, Dani was waiting, leaning against the doorframe. She scanned him from head to toe with that signature emotional-inspector look of hers.
“Now you look like you.”
Adrián let out a soft laugh.
“And before I didn’t?”
“Before you looked like someone who performed well.
Now you look like someone who chose themself.”

And that phrase—without drama, without solemnity—stuck with him the rest of the day.
Like a well-applied highlighter: subtle, but impossible to ignore.

After class, while digging through his backpack for that notebook that always disappeared at the worst possible moment, Adrián ran into Javi in the hallway.
It was a casual encounter—no dramatic music, no soft lighting—but with a gentle tension that only Adrián seemed to notice.

“Hey!” Javi greeted, flashing that wide smile of his that didn’t seem fazed by anything in the world.
“Hey,” Adrián replied, still not fully used to Javi looking at him as Adriana.

And yet… he did.
Not with discomfort. Not with that sideways glance some people gave, like they needed time to decipher what they were seeing. Javi looked at him plainly. Clearly. As if nothing about Adriana confused him—or piqued some weird curiosity. As if it was… normal.

“I saw your rehearsals,” he said, casually. “You’re really into it.”
“Oh yeah? And what exactly did you see?” Adrián asked, half joking.
“A lot of fabric flying around and a jump that looked like glam karate,” Javi replied, laughing. “But seriously… you’re brave, you know?”

Adrián looked at him, surprised.
“Brave?”
“Yeah. Not everyone puts themselves out there like that. Unfiltered. Unafraid. Well, maybe with fear, but you still do it. That… that’s admirable.”

For a moment, Adrián just looked at him.
It was the same Javi as always—but something had shifted.
Maybe it was him.
Maybe it was both of them.

“Thanks,” he said. And he meant it.

And Javi gave him a soft pat on the shoulder, like someone greeting a teammate. Like someone recognizing someone in the middle of becoming… and not needing to understand everything to respect it.

Days passed, and things with Vale took a different path. Not backward. Not forward.
Just… somewhere else.

They shared more and more moments that weren’t “couple moments,” but also weren’t just between friends. They did their makeup together. Vale taught her tricks to keep eyeliner from looking like an EKG, and they laughed when one of them ended up looking like a glam panda.

“I’m thinking of going full red for the show,” Vale said one afternoon while trying on a fitted blouse. “Too dramatic?”
“Just the right amount of drama,” Adriana replied. “I’ll lend you my tulle skirt. The one that looks like it came out of a 2000s music video.”
“The red one? The one with the impossible flare?”
“That’s the one.” She paused. “It’ll look better on you than on me.”
“Nothing looks better on me than you,” Vale said, almost automatically. And then, as if realizing it, she looked away.

They both fell silent for a moment. A silence charged with electricity. The kind that doesn’t ask for a response… but can’t be ignored.

Then they laughed. Changed the subject. Talked about exams, about a professor with a weird accent, about a classmate who kept saying “drack queens” with way too much enthusiasm.

But something lingered.

And Adriana, for the first time, started to accept the idea that Vale wasn’t her girlfriend. At least, not here. Not now.
And maybe—just maybe—she didn’t have to be again.

Maybe her role in this story was something else.
A presence.
A connection without a name.
A bond that didn’t need to be defined to feel real.

And even though it hurt—a little, around the edges—it was also a kind of love she hadn’t learned before.
One that didn’t demand possession.
Just company.

The first few weeks, every morning was a battle.
Will I go back to my world today?
To my other life?
To my swim routine, to my demanding mother, to that version of Vale who loved me… but never really knew me?

But lately, the question didn’t devour him anymore.
It still appeared, yes. Sometimes in the shower, sometimes while removing makeup in front of the mirror, sometimes when he heard a song that sounded like before.
But it didn’t hurt the same.
It didn’t press on him.

It wasn’t about giving up… but about living without having all the answers.
Maybe one day he’d wake up in his old bed, with his old haircut, his gray backpack, and his fixed schedule.
Maybe not.
But in the meantime… he was here.
And here, he was.

The afternoon sun fell over the campus like a warm blanket. The air smelled of freshly cut grass and hot coffee.
Adriana walked along the campus paths with steady steps.
Not dramatic.
Not defiant.
Just… confident.

She wore a lavender blouse with puffed sleeves and a thin belt. A black midi skirt with a subtle flare. Platform boots. Just the right amount of makeup: mauve lips, clean eyeliner, brows that spoke for her. Star-shaped earrings, and a chain that shimmered faintly in the light.

Some people looked at her.
Others didn’t.
Someone whispered her name. Another smiled discreetly. A pair of girls gave her an approving nod without saying a word.

But none of that defined her stride.
Because the real change… was what she felt inside.

Not fear.
Not anxiety.
Not the need to hide.

Pride.
A quiet pride. Subtle.
Like someone finally walking without asking for permission.
Like someone who understands that belonging isn’t always about arriving somewhere…
Sometimes it’s about returning to yourself.

And that was her new home: that body, that outfit, that walk.
That moment.
That now.


Chapter 9 – What You Awakened in Me

Time began to pass differently.
Not like an hourglass weighing down on his back, but like a breeze that pushed without rushing. The weeks went by filled with rehearsals, classes, makeup videos, and long conversations with Dani. Amid all that, Adrián stopped thinking of himself as “temporary.”
Because the truth was simple:
Each day, he was more Adriana.
And he liked it.
Not as a mask. Not as a performance. But as a way of being in the world that didn’t demand he bow down or pretend. Clothing was no longer a costume; it was expression. Makeup, an emotional mirror. And the stage… a kind of home with lights.
And, in the middle of it all, Vale was still there.
Not as a promise. Not as an expectation.
As a constant.
And that —even if it still hurt a little in certain corners— felt good.
It was Friday afternoon, and the campus café smelled of cinnamon bread and freshly brewed coffee. Adrián —wearing a light pink wide-neck sweater and loose-fitting raw linen pants— sat with Vale at a table by the window. Outside, the sun was slowly setting, painting the leaves amber.
“Don’t you have rehearsal today?” she asked, stirring her coffee calmly.
“No. I took the day off. I needed a day without glitter on my eyelids,” he said, smiling.
“Pink suits you,” Vale commented, looking at him without much ceremony. “Not the color. The energy.”
Adrián looked down but smiled. He was getting used to the way she looked at him. Without judgment. Calmly. With something like tenderness… or something more he didn’t want to name yet.
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“And you?” he asked. “Have you always been this confident?”
Vale let out a low, almost bitter laugh.
“Not at all. I was the queen of ‘sorry for existing.’ I made myself invisible on purpose. I dressed to avoid attention. Spoke softly. Wore makeup fearfully, in case it seemed ‘too much.’”
“And what changed?” he asked, genuinely.
She looked at him. Directly.
“You.”
Adrián froze, confused.
Vale rested her elbow on the table and held her cup with both hands, as if she needed the warmth to say what came next.
“The first time I saw you on stage, in that violet dress with that goddess attitude challenging the world… something in me broke. Or opened. I don’t know. I thought, ‘If Adriana can do that, if she can show up like that, so fearlessly… then I can too.’”
There was a silence. Not uncomfortable.
A silence with meaning.
“And since then,” she continued, “I stopped hiding. I changed my hair. I wore whatever I felt like. I started speaking louder. Laughing louder. Loving myself… even if just a little more each day.”
Adrián didn’t know what to say. His throat was tight.
“I just wanted you to know,” said Vale, looking into his eyes. “You helped me find myself. Without even trying. Just… by daring to be you.”
He nodded.
He couldn’t speak, but he could smile.
And in that smile, there was gratitude.
And love.
Not the kind that demands to be defined.
But the kind that was starting to feel inevitable.
Adrián remained silent.
Not the awkward silence of not knowing what to say, but the silence of someone who doesn’t want to ruin a moment that’s bigger than words. He looked at his coffee cup in his hands, feeling the warmth seep through his fingers. His heart was warm too, though he didn’t know if it was from emotion… or vertigo.
“You helped me find myself.”

That phrase kept spinning in his head. Not because he doubted it, but because for the first time, he understood the weight that simply being could carry. What he was doing —what he was— wasn’t only transforming him. It was also touching others. Vale, Dani, even his mother. And maybe… even Javi.
For weeks he had thought Adriana was a system glitch, a parallel universe that didn’t belong to him.
But now he was starting to wonder if, maybe, Adriana was his best version.
And that… scared him.
Because he still didn’t know how to fully coexist with her.
He still couldn’t say “this is me” without a knot in his throat.

“Sometimes,” Vale said, breaking his spiral of thoughts, “I feel like I never really knew you until now.”
Adrián looked up.
“When I met you,” she went on, “I thought you were a very self-assured person. Organized. Untouchable. Almost perfect. Everyone admired you. So did I. But there was something… that didn’t quite connect.”
She paused for a second, searching for the words.
“But now… now I see you as more real. Closer than before. More sensitive. More fragile, in the best sense.”
Adrián swallowed hard.
The phrase shook him. Because it was exactly what he felt about himself, but had never managed to say out loud. Not as Adrián, the boy who tried so hard to seem invulnerable. Not as someone who had spent years trying to be the reflection others expected to see.
Now, for the first time, someone saw beyond all that. And what they saw… wasn’t disappointing. It was valuable.
Beautiful, even.
“I don’t know if I’m two people or just one I’m getting to know late,” he confessed softly.
Vale smiled, leaning in a little toward him.
“You don’t have to decide that today. Just… keep walking.”
Adrián nodded.
He had no answers.
But he had someone in front of him who looked at him like he didn’t need to be perfect to be seen.
And that, for today, was enough.
The coffee had gone cold, but neither of them got up.
Vale played with the spoon between her fingers. Adriana looked at her with a kind of attention that didn’t take effort, as if something in that conversation had paused time. As if, suddenly, the noise of campus had faded away and only the two of them remained, sharing a soft intimacy born not from the past… but from the present.
The glances lingered longer.
Silences weren’t escapes anymore, but refuges.
Adriana laughed, her voice slightly trembling.
“I don’t get how you can see me like this… without me saying a word.”
Vale looked up, and their eyes met.
“Maybe because I don’t need you to say anything to understand you.”
The air shifted. Not heavy or dramatic. Just… dense with something new.
They were closer than usual.
Not by mistake, not by accident.
Because they had drawn close without realizing it.
Their faces weren’t that far apart. Their knees nearly touched under the table. And though neither moved a muscle, both knew that if one of them breathed just a bit deeper… the moment could change.
Adriana looked down. Then looked up again.
“What if I kissed her?”
Not like before. Not from the security of someone with a clear place in her life.
But from this luminous uncertainty.
From this new self that was being built with every word, every skirt, every shade of eyeshadow.
She imagined the brush of lips, now coated with a wine-colored lipstick she had chosen herself. She imagined the different sensation. The vertigo. The beauty.
And the fear.
But she didn’t do it.
Not yet.
Because something in that closeness was already enough.
Vale smiled, just a little. A small smile, like a secret.
And Adriana… understood that not everything had to happen now.
Some things are simply about to happen.
That night, when she got home, she removed only half her makeup. She left the eyeshadow on, lips untouched. She sat in front of the mirror, took a selfie in the reflection: no poses, no filters. Just her.
She logged into her @AdrianaGlamm account.
Posted the photo.
Typed the caption without thinking too much.
She just felt it.
“Maybe I was never lost. I just hadn’t seen myself clearly.”
She put the phone aside.
And, for the first time, didn’t wait for the likes.
She just closed her eyes.
And smiled.


Chapter 10 – The Night of the Show (and the Dance)
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The room was lit only by the vanity lights. A frame of warm bulbs reflected Adriana’s face as her fingers applied the final touch of highlighter to her cheekbones with almost ceremonial precision.
Her skin glowed, but not because of the makeup.
It was something else.
Something coming from within that, for the first time, she wasn’t trying to contain.
She wore a scarlet corset with rhinestones, sheer tulle sleeves that fell to her elbows, a skirt of asymmetrical layers with ruffles and see-through panels, and high boots in the same tone. Her hair —a black wig with soft shoulder-length waves— framed her face with feline elegance.
The eyeliner was flawless.
Her lips, dark wine.
Her nails, shiny as promises.

“Ready?” Dani asked from the door, camera in hand.
Adriana took a deep breath, then nodded. She didn’t say she had butterflies in her stomach, or that she had dreamed of this moment and feared in equal measure that it wouldn’t feel real. She just looked at herself in the mirror with a strange serenity.
“More than ever.”
Dani stepped closer, studied her for a few seconds, and raised the camera.
“Don’t move. This image needs to exist in the world.”
She took several photos. Some posed, others mid-nervous-laughter, one as Adriana fanned herself and said, “I’m melting from glamour and anxiety.”
Dani lowered the camera and looked her straight in the eyes.
“This is your moment. Shine.”
Adriana smiled.
And this time, not with insecurity.
But like someone who recognizes herself.

The auditorium was full. The lights, dim. The curtains, closed. The murmur of the crowd felt like a wave slowly rising, anticipating something. There were family members, students, teachers, strangers. Some held signs, others waved flags — all filled with expectation.

Backstage, Adriana took a deep breath.
She smoothed her skirt.
Adjusted her boots.
And stepped out.

A burst of light bathed her instantly.
The music started: vibrant, energetic, with a beat that seemed to pulse in time with her chest.
The audience applauded the moment they saw her.
And then, the show began.

She sang —or lipsynced, but with so much conviction that it didn’t matter. She danced. She moved with grace, with humor, with that elegant boldness she had learned to love. There was comedy in her gestures, fire in her eyes, truth in every step. At one point, she stood still, looked out at the audience, and said into the mic:
“I thought I had to choose between being what they expected… or being what I imagined.
Turns out I could be more.”

The ovation was instant.
Not just for the makeup, or the dance moves, or the music. It was for her. For what she represented. For what she dared to embody.

Adriana ended the number with a spin and a pose, arm extended toward the ceiling —as if claiming the sky for herself.
And for one eternal second, the auditorium exploded in applause.
A standing ovation.
Chanting her name.
“Glamm! Glamm! Glamm!”

And inside, something fell into place.
As if every part of herself, at last, was on the same stage.

The music was still echoing through the auditorium as Adriana stepped off the stage, breath still ragged, cheeks flushed, and heart beating like she was still dancing. On the other side of the curtain, among dressing room lights and quick hugs, Javi appeared.

He wore dark jeans, a black shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and a leather jacket that looked like it came straight out of a ’90s movie. But in his eyes, there was no longer that shadow of doubt, nor the flicker of discomfort that sometimes slipped in uninvited.
“Glamm,” he said, with a genuine smile. “I’ve never seen anything like that.”
Adriana laughed, her voice still trembling.
“Like what… exactly?”
“Like… you. So you. It’s clear this is your thing.”
“The drag? The show?”
Javi shook his head, just slightly.
“All of it. The stage, the way you connect, how obvious it is when you’re not pretending. I don’t think I’d ever seen you so… real.”
Something softened inside Adriana.
“Thanks, Javi.”
“Really. I’m glad you’re finding yourself. And…” —he paused, then smiled mischievously— “if you ever do another show, I already know I can’t compete with you in charisma, but at least I can dance. Call me if you need a backup with rhythm.”
They both laughed. The tension was gone.
No confusion.
Just the gentle return of a friendship finding its most honest shape.

Just outside the auditorium, the night stretched out with a kind breeze. The campus lights twinkled in the distance, and the air smelled of damp grass and celebration. At the foot of the front steps, waiting with a calm expression, stood Vale.
And she looked… incredible.
She wore a fitted black dress made of thick fabric, sleeveless, with a sweetheart neckline and metallic details at the waist that gave her the air of an elegant warrior. Over it, a purposely frayed denim jacket. Fishnet tights showed off her usual style, and the boots —black, tall, with platforms and buckles— completed the look with that bold touch that fit so well with her confident gaze.
Her lips, painted a deep burgundy.
Her hair, loose and platinum, gleaming under the streetlights.

Adriana, on the other hand, had changed after the show into a flowing wine-colored chiffon gown. Thin straps, a V neckline, and an open back. The dress cinched at the waist and then fell like a light cascade, following every movement of her body with gentleness. On her feet, shiny low heels. In her ears, golden moon-shaped earrings. And on her skin, the soft trace of her stage makeup — softened, but still intact.

When their eyes met, no words were needed.
Vale simply smiled. Gently. Almost shyly, as if she still didn’t know how to say what she wanted.
And then, she simply reached out her hand.
Adriana stepped forward and took it.
Their fingers fit with a new kind of familiarity.
It wasn’t a date.
It wasn’t a promise.
It was a silent agreement.

“Shall we?” Vale whispered.
Adriana nodded.
And they walked together toward the graduation party, wrapped in campus lights, in the murmur of those celebrating, in the distant sound of a song about to begin… and in something bigger:
The feeling of finally being in the right place.

The dance hall was bathed in warm lights and vibrant music.
Colorful garlands hung from the ceiling like improvised constellations. On the walls, movie quotes, messages of self-love, and photos from past generations were projected. The dance floor, lit by spinning beams like stars, filled and emptied with every song. The atmosphere was pure joy: hugs, laughter, clumsy steps, restrained and unleashed euphoria all at once.

Javi danced with a theater girl wearing huge glasses and a red dress with tulle down to her ankles. Dani played the role of impromptu DJ but never let go of her camera, capturing moments like someone bottling time.

Adriana and Vale entered quietly, as if the party had been waiting for them all along.
Some people looked their way as they passed. They smiled. Applauded. Not loudly, but with a luminous kind of approval.
As if the two of them —dressed in so much truth— were a reminder that yes, it is possible to live without hiding.

Adriana danced with classmates, with a philosophy guy wearing a skirt and blue eyeliner, with a girl deliberately channeling Cher. She laughed. Spun. Felt how the dress moved with her like a second skin.
Vale, meanwhile, joked with Dani, danced alone, danced with everyone —but her eyes, every now and then, found their way back to Adriana.
And Adriana, without searching… always found her.

The music dropped suddenly.
The lights shifted to softer, lower, golden tones. A slow song began to play. Nothing cheesy. Nothing overdone. Just a gentle melody with lyrics about finding yourself at the end of your own road… and not being afraid to stay there.

Adriana was about to get some water when she felt a soft hand on her wrist.
It was Vale.
She didn’t say a word. She just looked at her.
And Adriana understood.

They walked to the dance floor. Not to the center. To a corner where the lights spun more slowly, where the world seemed to lower its volume just to hear them breathe.

They embraced gently. Not with the intensity of a couple reuniting, but with the intimacy of two souls who no longer had to pretend.
They danced like that, close but without pressure. Like floating. Like recognizing one another.

Adriana felt Vale’s hand on her waist, and the warmth of her fingers on the bare skin of her back. She felt her breath, light, between her neck and collarbone. And when she looked up, their eyes met.

They didn’t speak.
Because they didn’t need to.

There, in the middle of everyone, in the middle of the noise, the movement, the year coming to an end…
they looked at each other as if there were no secrets left.
As if, finally, everything had been said.
Or better yet… felt.

And as they turned beneath the light, Adriana thought that maybe it wasn’t about having changed.
But about having arrived.
At herself.
At Vale.
At this moment.
And she smiled.
And didn’t stop smiling.


Chapter 11 – In the Rain, the Truth

The party faded behind them like a joyful echo. The lights, the laughter, the hugs, the clumsy dance steps, and the songs shouted in unison no longer rang in their ears, but still floated in the air like a perfume that doesn’t quite disappear.

Adriana and Vale walked in silence through the damp campus streets.
It wasn’t raining hard. Just a persistent drizzle, delicate —as if the sky also wanted to take part in the scene, but without interrupting.
Their steps echoed against the puddles: splash, splash, splash, like a soft metronome keeping a slow, unrushed rhythm. The streetlamps cast golden light across the pavement, where the wet leaves shimmered as if they held memory.

Adriana wore the wine-colored dress, now a little heavy with moisture, but still beautiful. Her hair —the wig— was no longer perfectly styled, but still fell gracefully. Vale still wore her denim jacket, the dark skirt clinging to her legs, her boots splashed with light mud. She looked like a warrior who had chosen to dance before going home.

Neither spoke. There was no need to fill the silence.
They just walked. Side by side.
As if with each shared step, fear was being gently washed away.
As if the world, wet and quiet, was secretly embracing them.

They stopped by a wooden bench under a tree.
Adriana looked at her.
Vale looked back.
And then, without planning, without preamble, without a grand voice, Adriana said:
“I don’t know if I came here by accident… or because something in me already wanted to arrive.”

The words came out soft, but steady. Like a confession that didn’t ask for permission.
Vale didn’t answer right away. She just looked at her, unblinking. The rain made her cheeks and eyelashes glisten. Then, with a tenderness that seemed to carry years, she whispered:
“I don’t care where you come from. I care that you’re here.”

Adriana felt something inside her —something old and quiet— unfold like a flower under the storm.
They stood still, beneath the tree, with the raindrops falling slowly. Lips slightly parted. Breathing in sync. The space between their bodies, barely there.

And then, as if the night itself knew it too, they moved closer.

It wasn’t a rushed kiss.
Nor a trembling one.
It was a kiss that recognized.
That thanked.
That said I’m here without saying it.

Adriana’s lips, still stained wine, brushed against Vale’s like someone touching a memory that had always been there.
As if, at last, the universe —all its possible worlds— folded into one exact point.

When they pulled apart, they didn’t say anything.
They just looked at each other.

And the rain kept falling.
But it was no longer an interruption.
It was the curtain gently covering their moment.
The sound that accompanied them, like a secret shared between the two and the sky.

The rain kept falling, fine and steady. It didn’t matter anymore if the makeup had run or if the dress was soaked. What remained now was skin, gaze, truth.

They kept walking in silence until they reached a small, empty gazebo, with stone benches and a streetlamp that flickered now and then, as if it too was processing emotions.

Vale sat down, and after a moment, Adriana did the same.
The cold was mild, but the trembling came from within.
As if both of them had just set down something heavy they’d carried for too long.

“You know what the hardest part is?” Vale said, without looking at her. “It wasn’t changing my style. Or speaking up. Or dumping my hipster ex without drama.”
“Then what?”

“It was accepting that I’d been pretending to be someone I wasn’t… just because everyone else seemed more comfortable that way.”
She paused, then added, more quietly:
“I always felt like I pretended to be sweet because they wouldn’t let me be strong.”

Adriana looked at her.
Not with surprise.
But with an empathy that hurt.

“I pretended to be strong… because I was afraid that if I showed who I really was, I’d break,” she confessed. “I hid behind good grades, medals, behind Sweet Vale, behind Mom the ‘strict one’...”
“And in the end, I got lost.”

Vale lifted her gaze. Her eyes were wet —and not just from the rain.

Adriana swallowed hard, trembling on the inside. She gently took her hand, like someone asking permission without speaking.

“This world showed me what I never dared to see in myself,” she said, her smile trembling but sincere.

The lamplight flickered again.
Their intertwined fingers were the only certainty in the midst of so much doubt.
And for the first time, that was enough.
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They didn’t know what came next.
They didn’t know if this would last.
But there, in the rain, soaked, honest, hand in hand…
they were themselves.

No masks.
No script.
Just truth.

The silence was perfect.
Not movie-like, not the kind from dramatic endings.
A real silence.
Full of falling water, shaky breaths, unhurried glances.

Vale and Adriana remained there, sitting under the gazebo, holding hands, knees touching, the rain drawing rivers down their cheeks.

They didn’t say “I love you.”
They didn’t ask “What are we?”
They didn’t try to close with words what had been opened with soul.

They simply leaned in, one toward the other.
And kissed.

A kiss without music.
Without witnesses.
Without the need for anything.

Just the two of them, under the rain, wrapped in the warm steam of the unplanned, the inevitable.
A kiss that didn’t try to define itself, that didn’t answer to roles, or names, or boxes.
It simply was.

And when they pulled apart, they didn’t laugh.
They didn’t cry.
They just looked at each other, with the simple and beautiful certainty that this moment was real.

They walked back under the same rain, without umbrellas, without rush. The world seemed to move more slowly around them, as if giving them space. The drops kept falling, but they no longer bothered. They soaked their clothes, their hair, their lips… but didn’t blur a thing.

Adriana and Vale walked hand in hand, unhidden. Soaked, happy, authentic.

And as they passed in front of the theater, just before crossing the street on their way back, they stopped for a moment.
Above the entrance, in large letters lit by warm lights, a banner had been hanging for days.

“THANK YOU FOR BEING YOU”

Adriana looked at it. Then looked at Vale.
Vale squeezed her hand, and nothing more needed to be said.

Sometimes the world doesn’t need to understand to celebrate.
And that night, at last, they were being celebrated.


Chapter 12 – What If This Were Reality?

The sun slipped through the half-open blinds, painting golden lines across the carpet. There was a delicious stillness in the air —the kind that only follows something big.

Adriana opened her eyes.
There was no confusion.
No fear.
No startled “where am I?” like other mornings.
Just the quiet certainty of being home.

The room was the same as always.
Or rather: the same room she finally recognized as hers.
Wigs hung neatly by tone.
The vanity held traces of eyeliner, a still-damp makeup sponge, and a pair of false lashes that seemed to have slept beside her.
On the rack, her wine-colored dress from the night before still hung, like a dried flower that still smelled of celebration.
And she… was makeup-free, face clean, hair tousled, body still tired.

But at peace.
Completely at peace.

She got up, walked barefoot across the room, and paused in front of the mirror.
She didn’t smile right away.
She just looked.
And the reflection, for the first time, didn’t ask for explanations.
It simply looked back.

Breakfast was already on the table when she came downstairs.
Her mother —wearing a coral blouse and a patterned headscarf— was making coffee, humming a song she always played on Sundays.
“Good morning, star,” she said, without turning around.
“Good morning, Mom.”
“Did you sleep well?”
“Like never before.”

She poured a cup, added sugar without asking, and handed it over with a smile.
“I’ve been thinking about your next show’s closing number. Maybe something with fans. Or lights. Or fans with lights. I’ve been getting wild ideas since I saw you last night.”
Adriana laughed and hugged her from behind, resting her cheek on her shoulder.
“Thanks for not letting me forget who I was.”
“Thanks for daring to remember.”

After breakfast, she checked her phone. Three unread notifications.

A message from Vale:
💬 “Not sure what was better — your show or the kiss. Heart for you (literal). ❤️”

A post from Javi on social media:
📸 A group photo in front of the theater, everyone laughing, light falling on Adriana at the center.
Caption: “Our queen. Never doubt who you are. #GlammForever”

And a message from Dani:
🎬 “I’m writing a short film about a girl who finds herself again through a mirror full of glitter. The main character looks a lot like you. Want to star in it?”

Adriana set the phone down on the table.
She didn’t respond yet.
Not because she doubted.
But because she wanted to stay a little longer in this moment.

Life, at last, didn’t feel like a waiting room.
But like the place she had arrived at.
And maybe, unknowingly, always wanted to reach.

The sun was high by the time Adriana stepped out of the house.

She wore mustard palazzo pants, a white linen blouse with a V neckline and loose sleeves, and oversized sunglasses that gave her an effortless, elegant air. Her lips were lightly tinted pink, her hair pulled up in a messy bun. As she walked, the fabric moved like it too was happy.

She strolled through campus unhurried.
She greeted people with an easy smile. Some called her “Glamm,” others “Adri,” and others simply nodded —as if recognizing something, or someone, without needing words.

For the first time, she didn’t feel like she had to perform.
She wasn’t faking confidence.
She wasn’t adjusting her voice.
She wasn’t measuring her gestures.

She was Adriana.
And that was enough.

She passed by the café and spotted Vale, who blew her a kiss from across the room and pointed to a song playing in the background. Adriana laughed, gave her a thumbs-up, and kept walking. Javi caught up with her a few steps later, handed her a bottle of water “for the diva,” and told her he’d been invited to judge a freestyle drag competition. She hugged him and let him go.

Dani was waiting on a bench under a tree, editing on her laptop. When Adriana sat down, she showed her a scene from the short film already in the works. A slow-motion sequence: her walking, bathed in light. In the background, a voice-over said:

“Maybe it wasn’t about inventing yourself. Maybe it was just about seeing yourself again.”

“I don’t know how you do this,” Adriana said, moved.
“I just point the camera. You do the rest,” Dani replied, without looking up.

Later, she had lunch with a group of classmates, laughed until her stomach hurt over an absurd story about a professor and her cat escaping in the middle of a video call, and at sunset, she sat on the grass to watch the sky turn orange with soft music in her headphones.

Everything was… simple.
And perfect.

That night, back in her room, Adriana kicked off her shoes at the foot of the bed, took off her earrings, washed her face with gentle movements, and applied her night cream with a goofy smile.
The same routine as always.
But with a new kind of peace.

She put on an old T-shirt —one of those you keep without knowing why— and crawled into bed.
Turned off the lamp.
Pulled the covers up to her chest.
Sighed.

The room smelled of lavender and makeup, of open books and freedom.
And in her mind… nothing.
No questions. No judgments. No to-do lists.
Just the gentle thought that, for the first time, nothing was missing.
Everything was perfect.
Maybe too perfect.

And right there, in that pure calm that almost felt frightening…
she closed her eyes.

The night was at its stillest when Adriana woke up.
No sudden jolt, no noise from outside. Just a soft impulse, as if something inside her had tapped her shoulder gently.
She opened her eyes.
The room felt different.
Dark.
Silent.
Neutral.

It wasn’t bathed in warm lights or lavender scent. There were no wigs, no scarves, no sheer curtains. The closet, slightly open, revealed masculine clothes: plain shirts, athletic sneakers, a gray backpack resting on the floor.

Adriana —or Adrián— sat up slowly.
The heart wasn’t pounding in fear.
Just… holding a question beginning to form.

He sat on the edge of the bed.
Looked at his hands.
The same ones.
The usual ones.
The ones from before, maybe.

He stood up.
The floor was cold beneath his bare feet.
He took three steps in the dim light and reached the nightstand, where a digital clock blinked 03:17.
And beside the clock… a tube of red lipstick.

It wasn’t lost.
It wasn’t hidden.
It was there.
Alone.
Waiting.

Adriana —or Adrián— picked it up gently, like something fragile.
Turned it between their fingers.
Recognized its shape. Its weight.
Smiled.

Not with certainty.
Not with confusion.
With something else.
Something bigger.

And then, without anyone saying it aloud, without needing an explanation, a clear thought came, soft, like an echo between dreams:

“What if Adriana once dreamed of being Adrián…
or if Adrián dreamed of becoming Adriana?”

There was no answer.
Just silence.
And a smile that didn’t try to understand everything.

Because sometimes, living yourself… is more important than understanding yourself.

And that —that luminous question— was the perfect ending.
Or maybe… the real beginning.
THE END


AFTERWORD

If you've made it to this point — thank you.

This story began as a whisper. A question I didn’t know how to ask out loud. A feeling that something inside was shimmering quietly, waiting to be noticed.

Adri in Glitterland is not just about wigs, eyeliner, or heels — though I hope those were fun too. It’s about the space between who we are and who we’re told to be. About the strange, sacred courage it takes to listen to the voice inside when it doesn’t match the world outside.

Writing this book was like walking in borrowed shoes — high ones, with glitter and doubt and the occasional sprained metaphor. But somewhere along the way, they started to fit. And I started to see not just a character, but a part of myself I had long hidden.

If you saw a part of yourself in Adrián or Adriana — in the confusion, the joy, the mess, the softness — I hope you know you’re not alone.

You’re never too late to meet the version of yourself that makes you feel most alive.

Keep looking in the mirror.
Keep asking questions.
Keep shining — awkwardly, honestly, beautifully.

With love,
Sofia Bacon
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please consider leaving a
short review on Amazon.
Even a few kind words or
stars help more than you
imagine — and keep me witing
more fabulous adventures
like this one!
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5 LEVEL CONTENT SCALE

Girly Dreams

Mild, introspective, or sweet feminization.
Ideal for soft stories.

Soft Seduction

Visible transformation, light sensual tension, suggestive intemacy.

Playful Desire

Active sensuality, sexual tension, role-playing, no crude content.

/ Intimate Heat
Psychological and moderate ly

explisit eroticism, detailed scenes.

No Filter Femme

Explicit eroticion, submission, fetishism, or
intense transformation. (Within KDP limits)
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