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I hated the mirror, I hated seeing myself reflected there. I hated the masculinity I radiated, and I avoided looking at myself whenever I could. Shaving, passing the smooth blade over my rough skin and firm stubble every day. Seeing my chest—so flat—and running the tips of my fingers over my male nipples. I hated it.

My grey presence and my lack of identity transmitted a visceral hatred within me.

It always hurt to be this, to be a—man—. Femininity is so much better, so much softer. So much freer. However, I am trapped here, in a body I don’t like and with a life I like even less.

As I finished shaving, I sighed. It was a desolate sigh, as if I had no other choice—and the reality is that I don’t—but to accept this and keep living, if you could even call it living.

I dressed in my black trousers, white shirt, and tie. I was ready for another day at the office. And while I traveled on the bus, I could appreciate through the window those beautiful women being so free, so sweet. One woman caught my attention; she wore a top that revealed a stomach so smooth it intoxicated me with envy.

I arrived at work as irritatingly as ever and sat in my cubicle. And without exchanging a single word with the atmosphere—so heavy—that daily flooded this capitalist system, I finished my paperwork. So I took the opportunity, grabbed a coffee, and sat down again to check social media, which is always, at all times, a trap and a lie.

Women, women in bikinis, half-naked, women. Every type of woman, being beautiful just as she is, appeared on my feed, and my ‘Likes’ weren’t simply out of flattery or perversion, but out of envy. How I envy women! But... Why?

I read the comments beneath the photo. Hundreds of men, desperate, hungry, writing 'Goddess', 'Queen', begging for a second of her attention.

That is what I envy. The power.

They don’t have to do anything. They don’t have to fill out reports, or be witty, or have money. They just have to exist, breathe, and be beautiful, and the world falls at their feet. Men are the hunters, exhausted and dirty. They are the prize. And I was sick of hunting. I wanted, with a desperation that ached in my chest, to feel what it’s like to be the damn prize for once in my life.

Besides, look at this girl: she wears cherry-colored gel nails, earrings that sparkle, makeup that highlights her eyes, and a bikini that is basically engineering of seduction. She has a thousand ways to express herself, a thousand ways to adorn herself.

I looked at my reflection in the black screen of the monitor when it turned off: cheap white shirt, dark tie, short hair. I am a carbon copy of every other man in this building. They are exotic butterflies, and we are the grey moths banging against the light. I envy their color palette. I envy that their very existence is to decorate the world, while mine is just... to function.

My phone began to vibrate and flash; it was a call, and one name stood out in particular: Leo.

I didn’t even have to slide my finger to answer; my body reacted by instinct, a mixture of anxiety and automatic obedience that I had been perfecting for years.

—Hello? —I answered, hating how weak my voice sounded.

—Julián! —The shout on the other end of the line was a burst of pure energy. It wasn’t a greeting, it was an invasion—. Tell me you’ve already left that rathole you call an office.

I closed my eyes and rubbed the bridge of my nose. Even through a digital signal, Leo managed to occupy all the space.

Leo. My "best friend," if you can call the person who makes your existence seem like a rounding error a friend. Leo was the antithesis of my grey life. While I counted coins and filled out spreadsheets, Leo closed million-dollar deals, drove German cars, and had a rotation of women who looked like they were plucked from the very Instagram photos I had just been staring at with envy.

He was the Alpha. The prototype. The man all the manuals said you should be: six-foot-three of unwavering confidence, broad shoulders that never seemed to carry the weight of the world, and a predator’s smile that knew he would never go hungry.

—I’m leaving now, Leo —I lied, hurriedly turning off the monitor.

—Good. Because there’s a party at my house tonight. And I won’t take no for an answer.

—Leo, it’s Tuesday... —I tried to protest, though I knew it was useless.

—I don’t care if it’s Judgement Day, Julián. I need people. I need atmosphere. And I need you so my sofa doesn’t feel lonely —he laughed, a deep, guttural laugh that resonated in my ear and, stupidly, sent a shiver down my spine—. Wear that blue suit. The one that makes you look almost like a respectable man. I expect you at ten.

The line went dead.

I stood there looking at the phone in silence. Leo didn’t ask; Leo ordered. And I, pathetic and envious of the women he would probably have in his bed tonight, was going to obey. As always.

I hadn’t planned on going out tonight, much less on a Tuesday. But I also had no interest in staying home drowning in melancholy, so with a bit of interest, I finished my workday. I went home with the idea that maybe, if I just put a little 'energy' into the situation, I could have a nice night and break the routine of bad vibes.

So I took my best clothes for this situation, a simple black t-shirt and dark Levi’s jeans. Let’s be honest. How could a man like me dress?

I had the bad idea of going back to the mirror, simply to fix my short hair; I thought about using gel, but I think messy hair looks a little sexy. It must be the only thing I like about myself.

When Leo throws parties, he throws real parties. We’re talking about tons of people, alcohol, food. A successful man like him can have whatever he wants, and believe me, he has it. Sometimes I wonder how it is that he notices me and consciously calls me ‘best friend’. Truly, I am lucky to have him. Leo is always calling me, visiting me, bringing me gifts. He is a man who genuinely cares and is more present in my life than many people I consider ‘family’. I couldn’t fail him a single day. He deserves it, although perhaps it’s the least I can do.

I left for his house with the knot in my stomach tightening with every traffic light.

Leo didn’t live in an "apartment"; Leo lived in a statement. His building was a needle of steel and glass driven into the heart of the most expensive part of the city, a monolith that looked down over its shoulder at the rest of the mortals.

The private elevator spit me out directly into his penthouse. As soon as I entered, the smell hit me: new leather, sandalwood, and that decipherable scent of expensive air conditioning.

The place was obscenely large. Double-height ceilings that made me feel tiny, black marble floors so polished I could see my distorted reflection in them—a grey smudge upon his perfection. There was no clutter, no family photos, no warmth. Everything was chrome metal, black Italian leather sofas, and floor-to-ceiling glass walls that showed the city at his feet.

It was a house designed to impress, not to live in. A stage. And I had just entered the performance wearing the wrong costume.

The people had already arrived. I wouldn’t say they were people with the same purchasing power, come on, they aren't millionaires and philanthropists like Leo. However, I’m still not at their level. The women here were so pretty, with their expensive dresses and stiletto heels that drew out the deepest envy in me. I couldn’t escape it; I was being consumed.

The music was loud, and cigarette smoke appeared so quickly it surrounded me within seconds. To be honest, I didn’t recognize anyone here. I couldn’t just walk up and be ‘shameless’, so I approached the bar, grabbed a beer, and stood in the corner as if I were a pervert and a ‘peeping tom’—hey, maybe I am.

An energetic shout turned heads across the entire Penthouse.

—Heyyy little friends!! —a drunk Leo made his presence known.

It was clearly his style. His charisma was incomparable.

—Has anyone seen a short-haired, quiet little man?! —he shouted, clearly looking for me.

I felt so ashamed my face turned red. Everyone turned to look at me. Swallow me whole, earth!

—Hey, hi... —I said softly, waving my hand to the entire penthouse that looked me up and down. Although they didn’t judge or look with disgust, the reality is that receiving so many stares made me nauseous.

Leo approached me to the rhythm of the music with some unremarkable dance moves.

—There is my Cinderella!

—Leo, dear! —I said before Leo threw himself on top of me to hug me; the smell of marijuana and alcohol penetrated my nostrils. Typical Leo.

—Listen to me, we have to talk. Come, follow me —Leo said, taking me by the hand and leading me behind the bar.

I thought about everything Leo could tell me: it’s probably another woman he wants to introduce me to —I thought, naively.

—Julián, enough of being like this.

—Like what?

—Like this, sad and lost.

—Leo, I don’t want to offend you. But you have no idea what goes on in my life.

—Julián. I understand, that’s why I brought you... —he went silent, reached into his pocket, and took out a pink pill— This!

—A pill? I don’t do drugs Leo, no ecstasy or anything.

—No, no, don’t interrupt me. This, my dear Cinderella, is the solution to your problems!

—How could a pill solve my life?

—This that you see here is the ‘Fem-me’. A pill brought from Thailand.

Leo held the small object between his thick, calloused fingers, showing it to me as if it were a forbidden jewel.

It didn’t look like any medicine I had seen in my life. It wasn’t that clinical white of aspirins, nor the boring blue of Viagra. It was electric pink, vibrant, almost neon. It seemed to shine with its own light under the kitchen halogens, pulsing with a chemical energy that made me salivate unintentionally. It was a color that didn’t exist in nature; a synthetic, artificial color, designed to promise dirty things.

—Are you sure it’s not drugs...? —I asked, my voice trembling more from desire than fear.

Leo let out a short laugh and shook his head.

—It’s much more than that, Julián. It’s black market biotechnology. —He took a step closer, invading my personal space, and lowered his voice to a conspiratorial whisper—. They say over there they use it to... "accelerate processes". It burns the testosterone from your blood as if it were gasoline and unlocks the pleasure receptors that we men have atrophied.

He spun the pink pill between his index finger and thumb.

—It’s not going to get you high, Julián. It’s going to make you honest. It’s going to tear down all those barriers of shame and fear you’ve built, and it’s going to let out whoever really lives in there. —He pointed to my chest with his free hand—. The question is: Do you dare to meet her?

Burn the testosterone? Let out whoever really lives inside me? Does that mean... I’ll stop having a beard? Will my body be softer?

It seemed my mouth wouldn’t stop salivating when I nodded ‘yes’ with my head. I took the pill from his fingers and put it in my mouth, swallowing it with a long sip of beer. Not three seconds passed in my stomach before a ‘heat’ began to flood my abdominal area and climbed to my crotch, in an extremely pleasurable way.

I looked at Leo and, without my brain giving the order, my teeth caught my lower lip in an instinctive gesture, almost... flirtatious. I didn’t know what the hell I had swallowed, but the heat that began to spread from my stomach to my extremities felt delicious. It was as if my blood had turned into champagne.

Leo extended his large hand towards me, an invitation that felt like an order.

—Shall we, Cinderella?

My answer came out on its own, with a voice that seemed a tone higher, softer than normal.

—Tonight I am all yours, Leo.

Did I say that? Out loud? I should have felt ridiculous, but the only thing I felt was a spark of pleasure seeing his pupils dilate.

I don’t remember walking to the dance floor. It was like teleporting. Suddenly, I was in the center of the hurricane, under the strobe lights. The world was spinning, but I was the axis.

An electric feeling flooded my body, a pink tide that erased my inhibitions as if they had never existed. My hips, normally rigid, began to move with a liquid rhythm, following the bass of the music.

—I love your hair! —a girl shouted in my ear, running her fingers through the back of my neck.

I laughed, confused. My hair? But I wear it short and boring... Upon touching me, I felt the strands strangely long, silky, brushing against my shoulders. Was it the alcohol? The pill? I didn’t care. It felt good.

Around me, the dynamic had changed. The men were looking at me. Not as an equal, not as an office colleague. They were looking at me with hunger. And the women... oh, that was the best part.

Those same women who ignored me before, now locked their eyes on me. But their smiles had disappeared. I recognized that look instantly, because it was the same one I had dedicated to them all my life: Envy. Pure and hard envy. They looked me up and down, judging my clothes, my body, my freedom.

Why do they envy me? —I thought, dazed— I’m just a man... right?

But the doubt dissolved when I felt the hot weight of hands on my waist. Large hands. Hard hands. Man's hands.

I didn’t pull away. On the contrary, I leaned back, pressing my ass against the stranger’s crotch. They invited me for drinks, surrounded me, fighting for my attention as if I were the trophy of the night. And for the first time in my miserable life, I didn’t feel invisible.

I felt beautiful.
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A piercing headache woke me up. I was on the sofa, in the middle of the Penthouse. The warmth and the smell of alcohol coming from my mouth made me realize it was another one of the ‘great parties’ Leo threw. When I opened my eyes, the light streaming through the windows blinded me; it was impossible to open them completely.

I sat up on the sofa as best as I could and tried to look around. It was completely incredible. It was a post-apocalyptic scene: people sleeping drunk on the floor, clothes thrown everywhere, broken bottles. Snoring, and even the occasional person vomiting in a corner. A perfectly normal situation for Leo’s parties.

A heaviness on my chest pulled my body downward and prevented me from standing up comfortably. A sticky sensation flooded my entire body and face; could this be sweat? Also, I couldn’t help but feel a sharp pain in my lower back and, above all, in my ass. I probably danced and danced. I must have danced my life away because this sensation, besides being uncomfortable, was becoming strangely pleasurable.

Leo had taken care of talking to my bosses, so I had no worries about missing work today. Yes, Leo is my bosses' boss...

I tried to stand up and almost fell back onto the sofa; there was no dizziness, however, the heaviness in my chest meant I couldn't control my body as I knew it. Stealthily, without trying to wake anyone or interrupt that horrendous hangover, I escaped through the front door. I ordered an Uber; I needed to be home. I wanted to at least take a shower and take something for this horrendous hangover.

The Uber arrived minutes later and stopped at the door. The driver looked me up and down, not with disgust, but with lust, and asked me innocently:

—And Julián?

I laughed to myself. What do you mean “And Julián?”. It’s me, can’t you see?

I climbed into the back seat as best as I could. I gave him my address and rested my head against the window. I needed to get there urgently. What if I vomit all over his seat? —I thought, terrified.

The driver wouldn’t stop looking through the rearview mirror, and he even winked at me!

A man winking at another man... I’m not gay! Why is he doing that?

As that idea passed through my head, a sharp pain made me close my eyes and a blurry memory flashed through my mind: A cock in my mouth.

What? A cock in my mouth?

A disgusting memory passed through my mind: it was me, kneeling, sucking a huge cock. Tasting it, running my tongue along the sides, and even putting the two huge, hairy balls in my mouth. The flash was so real I could feel the taste on the tip of my tongue and even remember those male moans that flooded the room. What the hell?

I thought: maybe I got too drunk and ended up doing those things...

But that’s impossible! I am a man and heterosexual. Impossible that I drink a beer and end up kneeling, being another man’s whore!

An electric heat that prickled my skin and provoked a pleasurable sensation began to submerge itself in my crotch. Maybe, the idea of being used turns me on. But no, not by a man...

I sighed and closed my eyes again, only to see another image. Another cock. Not only did I see a cock in my mouth, but I had two others in my hands. I was sucking three cocks.

Horrendous nausea invaded my body. Why am I thinking about that? I’ve read about this, they are intrusive thoughts. The idea of something that passes quickly through your head but you don’t want it. Or maybe I’m fantasizing too much. A man like me couldn’t do that. I couldn’t have three cocks in my mouth!

The Uber braked at my house and, as I was getting out, I was interrupted by the driver.

—Hey... If you want, we can go out one of these days —he said, in a seductive manner, inviting me.

The driver could see the shock in my eyes and understood the answer. How are you going to invite another man out?

I ran toward my house. Something weird was happening. I could feel it.

My keys were trembling so much I almost failed to open the door to my apartment. When I finally entered, I slammed it shut and slid the bolt, as if that way I could lock out the madness of the outside world, the Uber driver, and my own intrusive thoughts.

I was safe. My grey refuge.

I ran to the kitchen, feeling my throat dry as sandpaper. I opened the fridge, took out a bottle of cold water, and drank desperately, letting the freezing liquid trickle down my chin and neck. I needed to put out this fire I felt inside. I needed to be me again.

—Calm down, Julián. You’re just hungover and paranoid —I said aloud, although my voice sounded strangely sing-song in the silence of the kitchen.

I left the bottle and walked toward the bathroom. I just needed to see my usual face, my dark circles, my incipient beard. I needed visual confirmation that I was still the same boring man as yesterday.

I entered the bathroom and turned on the light. I leaned on the sink with my hands, breathed deeply, and lifted my gaze to the mirror.

Time stopped. The world stopped spinning.

There was no grey man staring back at me.

A scream drowned in my throat, transforming into a sharp gasp.

The person in the mirror was... Her.

A cascade of blonde, straight, shiny hair fell over smooth and perfectly tanned shoulders. Tanned? I hadn’t sunbathed in years. I blinked, incredulous. The image didn’t change. That face... it was the face of the girls I envied on Instagram. Defined cheekbones, a perfect upturned nose, and large, expressive eyes, framed by incredibly long lashes and makeup smudged from the night before that, strangely, made me look sexy and dirty.

I looked down, terrified.

What was I wearing? That wasn’t my clothes. It was a white tank top, several sizes too small, that was being stretched to the limit of its fabric by two monumental bulges on my chest.

With trembling hands, which I now noticed were slender and with nails painted a bitten pink, I lifted the shirt.

—Oh my God! —I squealed, and this time it was unequivocally a woman’s voice.

There they were. Two huge, round breasts, firm as melons, with turgid pink nipples pointing forward with arrogance. They were every man’s fantasy made flesh. And they were attached to me.

I brought my hands toward them. Upon touching them, an electric current of pure pleasure ran down my spine. They were so soft, so sensitive. My thumbs grazed the nipples and an involuntary moan escaped my fleshy lips.

My heart was going to explode. If this had changed... what else?

Real panic, visceral terror, hit me then. My hands went frantically down to my waist. I was wearing denim micro-shorts that barely covered anything. I undid the button clumsily, my breath catching.

I put my hand into my lace underwear (since when do I wear lace?), desperately seeking the familiarity of my penis. Looking for Julián.

It wasn’t there.

There was only softness. A smooth and depilated Mound of Venus. And lower down, a wet and hot slit that pulsed with a life of its own.

—No, no, no... —I sobbed, but it wasn’t sadness.

My fingers, moved by a curiosity that outweighed the fear, slid over those new lips. They were soaked. A slippery wetness with a musky, sweet, and exciting scent covered my fingers.

The "intrusive thought" of the cocks returned to my mind, but this time it didn’t give me disgust.

Hunger.

A ravenous hunger took hold of me. My knees went weak, and I had to lean against the wall so as not to fall. My fingers found a small button of super-sensitive flesh at the top of my new anatomy and, instinctively, I began to rub it.

—Ahhh, yes! —I moaned, throwing my head back, watching my blonde hair move in the mirror.

The pleasure was overwhelming, different from anything I had felt as a man. It was a pleasure that radiated from my center to my whole body, heating my thighs, my belly, my new tits.

As I sped up the rhythm of my fingers, the fog in my brain dissipated. As if the arousal was the key that unlocked the box of memories.

The flashes from the taxi made sense.

They weren’t nightmares. They were memories.

I saw the party. I saw myself dancing on the table, with these same tits bouncing. I saw the hands of men kneading my new ass. And I saw... God, I saw the cocks. Not one, nor two. I remembered the salty taste in my throat, I remembered how they pushed my head down and how I enjoyed it. I remembered begging for more.

—It was me... —I whispered, looking at the spectacular blonde in the mirror, who now had cheeks flushed with lust—. It was always me.

And as the female orgasm hit me with the force of a freight train, arching my back and making me scream the name of no one in particular, I knew that Julián, the grey man, had died at that party.

Minutes, maybe hours had passed since I started masturbating. I couldn’t stop doing it; the pleasure was so much sweeter than anything I could have lived as Julián. However, the vibration of my cell phone interrupted me. It was Leo.

I answered the phone immediately; he would have answers about what I am experiencing.

—Cinderella! —Leo greeted from the other side of the phone.

—Leo... what is happening?

—What are you talking about? Wasn’t this what you wanted?

—I mean, I can’t complain —I said looking at my fingers, still sticky from so much masturbation—. But, why am I... a woman?

—I told you the ‘Fem-me’ brought out your true self. I got tired of seeing such a sad guy. I want my best friend to live in the best way possible.

And I realized he was right. It’s only been hours since I woke up in this body and I love it!

—But Leo, how am I going to live now...? My job, my social life?

—Cinderella. The ‘Fem-me’ lasts less than a week. If you get used to it and enjoy this life, I can give you the full dose and you’ll stay like this forever. And if not, you only have this week left.

—Mhh —I sighed into the phone. Fears occupied my entire mind.

—Do you think you can do it, Julia?

Julia? Did he call me Julia? Why did I blush? Why did I like that name?

—Yes, Leo... —I said with a smile that perhaps could have been transmitted through that call.

The call ended.

I had to live this week. Continue my routine. Go to work, do the shopping. But not as a stupid, depressed man unhappy with his identity. But as Julia, a beautiful blonde woman. How could I do this?
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The first challenge was the closet.

I stood in front of the collection of grey suits and boring shirts that belonged to the late Julián. Everything smelled of mothballs and sadness. How was I going to dress this goddess body in funeral clothes?

I took one of my white "office" shirts. Trying to put it on, I realized that physics was against me. Or, rather, in my favor. The buttons in the chest area begged for mercy when trying to close over my new tits. One of them shot off and bounced against the mirror.

—Oops... —I giggled, biting my lip.

I had no choice. I had to leave the first three buttons open, creating a cleavage that in my previous life would have cost me a dismissal for "indecency," but now made me feel powerful. The pants were big on my waist but ridiculously tight on my new ass, so I used a belt to cinch the hips, creating an hourglass silhouette that no man’s suit should have.

I looked in the mirror. I looked like the "naughty secretary" porn fantasy. And I loved it.

I went out into the street. And that was when the world changed color.

Before, the way to work was a funeral march. No one looked at me, no one moved aside. I was a ghost dodging people. Now... now I was Moses parting the waters.

I walked to the bus stop (no, screw the bus, today I’d order another Uber) and felt the stares like physical sunbeams on my skin. A construction worker stopped his drill to watch me pass. An executive almost tripped over a lamppost turning his head to see my ass.

—Good morning, gorgeous —said the doorman of my building, the same bitter old man who had never greeted me in three years. Today he held the door for me with a grin from ear to ear.

—Good morning... —I replied, and my voice came out sing-song, flirtatious. I winked at him and saw the poor man turn red as a tomato.

Was this being a woman? Was this the "power" they talked about so much? It was intoxicating.

Arriving at the office was the litmus test. I crossed the glass doors in my men’s shoes (the only thing that clashed, but strangely gave me a sexy tomboy vibe).

The security guard, a guy named Ramón who used to ask for my ID every damn morning as if he didn’t know me, froze.

—Can... can I help you, miss? —he stammered, unable to stop looking at my cleavage.

—It’s me, Ramón. I’m here to cover for Julián —I lied with astonishing naturalness. The lie slipped from my pink lips like honey—. He is... sick. I’m his cousin, Julia.

—Ah... uh... sure, sure. Go ahead, please. Do you need me to accompany you? Do you want a coffee?

—A coffee would be delicious, thank you Ramón.

I walked toward my cubicle—that grey box I hated so much—but it didn’t feel grey anymore. As I advanced down the hallway, the office murmur stopped. Heads turned. I felt the envy of the secretaries (that envy I knew so well) and the hunger of the sales guys.

I sat in my chair. The same monitor, the same keyboard. But when I looked at the Excel spreadsheet, my brain short-circuited. The formulas, the numbers, the balances... it all looked like Chinese to me. Bimbo Brain, I thought, remembering the term. The pill hadn’t just erased my beard, it had erased my interest in accounting.

—Are you... lost?

I looked up. It was Marcos, the account manager. The guy who used to yell at me if I turned in a report five minutes late. Now he was leaning on my cubicle, invading my space, with a wolfish grin and smelling of expensive cologne.

—Oh, yes... —I pouted, playing with a lock of my blonde hair—. It’s my first day and this computer is so... complicated. Could you help me?

Marcos looked at my lips, then my tits, and then my eyes.

—Of course I can help you, Julia. Move that chair. Let me show you how things work here.

He leaned over me to grab the mouse, and I felt his chest brush my shoulder and his crotch dangerously close to my arm. Before, this would have panicked me. Now, I felt my underwear getting wet again.

This was going to be a very, very interesting week.

The following days were a blur of pleasure and privileges that my "grey man" brain could never have processed.

Marcos wasted no time. He took me to dinner. He sent flowers to my cubicle. Even on Saturday, he took me shopping, and under his penetrating gaze, I couldn’t stop trying on dresses.

He treated me like a queen. He opened the door, paid the bill without looking, listened to me laugh at stupid things.

But beneath that chivalry, I felt the tension. The Fem-me in my blood didn’t want flowers. It wanted action. My body vibrated every time he brushed my arm. My ass, rounded and soft in those pencil skirts he bought me, throbbed with an empty need, waiting to be filled.

And on Friday... on Friday Marcos decided to collect on his investment.

It was six in the afternoon. The office was almost empty. The hum of the fluorescent lights was the only sound, along with the sporadic typing of the few wretches working overtime.

I was packing my things, pretending to work, when Marcos appeared at the door of my cubicle. He wasn’t smiling. He had that dark, predatory look that made me wet my panties instantly.

—Julia —he said, his deep voice breaking the silence.

—Yes, Marcos?

—To my office. Now. Bring that... "report".

There was no report. And we both knew it.

I stood up, my heels clicking on the linoleum floor, and followed him. But he didn’t go to his office. He turned sharply to the left and pushed open the door to the men’s room.

He stopped and looked at me, holding the door open. A challenge.

—Are you coming in, or are you going to stand there?

My heart beat in my throat. That was the bathroom where Julián used to come to wash his face when he had anxiety attacks. The saddest place in the world. I entered without hesitation.

The lock sounded like a gunshot as it closed behind us.

There were no sweet words. There was no "you look beautiful today". Marcos grabbed me by the waist and slammed me against the cold tiles next to the sinks. His mouth devoured mine with a savage hunger, biting my lower lip until it almost bled.

—I’ve been wanting to do this to you all fucking week —he growled against my neck, while his large, hot hands went up my thighs, crumpling my new skirt.

—Marcos... someone could come in... —I moaned, although it was an empty protest. I wanted them to come in. I wanted them to see what Julia was for.

—Let them come in. Let them watch.

He spun me around roughly, making my chest collide with the mirror. There I was, with smeared mascara, swollen mouth, and ass popped out, offered like a banquet. I heard the sound of his zipper going down. The sound of authority.

—Lift your ass, Julia.

I obeyed. My body reacted on its own, arching my back to the limit. There was no preparation. Marcos spat in his hand, rubbed his hard cock and, without warning, pushed the head against my rear entrance.

—AAHHH!! —I screamed, a sharp sound that bounced off the tiles.

It hurt. By God, it hurt at first. It was an invasion, a conquest. But the Fem-me worked its magic. The pain instantly transformed into blinding, electric pleasure. My insides opened, yielding, embracing the thickness that split me in two.

—You’re so tight... fuck, Julia... —he panted, grabbing my hips tightly, leaving marks I would see tomorrow with pride.

He started thrusting. Hard. Fast. Without mercy. Slap, slap, slap. The sound of his pelvis hitting my buttocks was obscene.

Julián used to sit on these toilets crying about his miserable life. Julia was getting fucked against the sink by her boss.

The difference was abysmal.

—Do you like it? Huh? Do you like getting used in the office? —he shouted in my ear, pulling my blonde hair back to force me to look at him in the mirror while he penetrated me.

—Yes! Yes, sir! I love it! —I sobbed with pleasure, drooling on the marble—. Fuck me! Break my ass!

It was degrading. It was dirty. It was perfect. My tits bounced against the mirror with every thrust, and I moaned watching how he possessed me, how I ceased to be a person to become a hot, compliant hole.

—I’m gonna cum... —he warned, increasing the pace to a brutal speed.

—Do it! Fill me! Please!

With a final shove that knocked the air out of my lungs, Marcos sank to the hilt and stayed still, growling like an animal, emptying himself inside me. I felt his heat flooding me, marking me, claiming me.

My legs trembled and, when he finally pulled out, I had to grab the sink so as not to fall to the floor.

Marcos zipped up, fixed his tie, and looked at me in the mirror. There was no longer lust in his eyes, only the satisfaction of a duty fulfilled.

—Clean yourself up, Julia. And get back to work. Your mascara is running.

He left the bathroom, leaving me alone, disheveled, with my skirt up and legs shaking. I looked in the mirror. I was a mess. But I smiled. A dirty, lascivious, and absolutely happy smile. I had never felt so alive.
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Sunday didn’t dawn; it crashed into me.

I opened my eyes with a sensation of heaviness that had nothing to do with sleep. It was the gravity of being a man. I brought my hands to my chest, seeking comfort, looking for my soft, round mounds... but my hands collided with a flat, bony, hairy chest.

—No... no, no, no.

I jumped up and ran to the bathroom, tripping over my own feet, which were once again large and clumsy.

The mirror was cruel.

The blonde goddess was gone. In her place was him. Julián. With his tired eyes, his oily skin, and that damn shadow of a beard that rasped like sandpaper under my fingers.

I tried to speak, to beg my reflection for her to return, but a hoarse, deep growl came out of my throat that made me want to vomit.

—Come back! —I screamed, punching the mirror—. Please, come back!

I let myself fall onto the cold tiled floor, crying. But I didn't cry like her. These weren't delicate tears. They were ugly, snotty, masculine sobs.

I felt my body was "empty." But not the pleasant emptiness of waiting to be filled, but a sterile void. My ass was flat. My skin was rough. My penis... I looked down at my crotch. There was that useless, flaccid piece of meat, hanging like a parasite.

—I hate you —I whispered to my own member—. I hate you for being there.

Hours passed. I tried to distract myself. I put on a soccer match. I tried to play video games. But everything seemed grey, insipid. My brain was still wired for Julia’s pleasure. I saw the players on the screen and I didn't see the sport; I saw their strong legs, their bulges in their shorts, and I felt a phantom pang in a vagina I no longer had.

Withdrawal was killing me. My soul hurt. The lack of cocks hurt.

I couldn't live like this. I simply couldn't.

At eight o'clock at night, I made the decision. If I had to live as Julián one more day, I’d rather throw myself out the window. I ran out of the house, not caring about my disheveled appearance, and went to find my only savior.

I arrived at Leo’s building breathless. I pounded on the door until my knuckles bled.

When Leo opened, he did so calmly, impeccably dressed as always, with a glass of red wine in his hand. He looked me up and down with a mixture of pity and amusement.

—You look terrible, Julián.

—She’s gone, Leo! —I fell to my knees in his entryway, grabbing onto his trousers—. She left and left me trapped here in this corpse! It hurts! Everything hurts!

Leo closed the door and let me crawl after him into the living room.

—I warned you the trial week was hard. The return to reality is always disappointing.

—This isn’t my reality! —I screamed, desperate—. My reality is being Julia! My reality is having my legs open and my mouth full! Julián is dead, Leo! He’s just an empty shell! Please, give me the permanent dose! I’ll do anything!

Leo sat on his leather sofa and stared at me.

—Anything?

—Yes! Sell me, use me, give me away! I don’t care. I just want her back. I want to feel pretty again. I want... —my voice broke and I lowered my head, confessing my darkest truth—... I want cocks, Leo. I’m hungry. I’m dying of hunger.

Leo smiled. A smile of absolute triumph. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the vial. The neon pink liquid shone with intensity, promising paradise.

—This is the final dose, Julián. If you take this, your testicles will dry up. Your cock will shrink until it’s a large clitoris. You will be sterile. You will be a female forever.

—Give it to me now! —I lunged at him, but he held up the vial.

—There is a condition. I have guests today. My business partners are coming to celebrate a contract. They are rough men, Julián. Hungry. If I turn you into Julia... you will have to service them. All of them.

My eyes lit up. Far from scaring me, I felt a spark of arousal in my dead crotch.

—All of them? —I asked, licking my dry lips.

—All of them. Can you handle it?

—Leo... —I looked at him with lust—. Not only can I handle it. I need it. I want them to fill me. I want them to wreck me. Bring them all.

Leo uncorked the vial.

—Then, say goodbye to Julián.

I opened my mouth and let the liquid fall.

It was like swallowing lava.

I screamed when the transformation hit my body with the violence of a freight train. My bones cracked, my skin stretched and softened, my body hair fell out. I felt my testicles ascend and atrophy painfully, making room for my hips to widen suddenly. My breasts burst outward, ripping my men’s shirt, growing bigger and firmer than before.

When I opened my eyes, the world had recovered its colors.

I looked at myself in the window reflection.

Julia was back. And this time, she had the look of a hungry whore that was terrifying.


EPILOGUE

—They’re here! —I crooned, hearing the doorbell.

I was naked. Totally naked, except for some black stiletto heels Leo had forced me to wear. My body glistened, sweaty and perfect, under the dim lights of the Penthouse.

Leo opened the door and they entered.

There were six of them. Six huge men, in expensive suits and dirty looks. Men who smelled of tobacco, money, and testosterone. They froze when they saw me. A stunning blonde, with huge tits and a perfect ass, waiting for them on all fours on the rug.

—Gentlemen, —Leo said— tonight’s entertainment is on the house. Her name is Julia. And she told me she is very hungry.

One of the men, a bald guy with hands like shovels, loosened his tie.

—Oh yeah? How hungry are you, doll?

I looked up, biting my lip and wiggling my ass in the air, exposing my pink, throbbing hole.

—So hungry that one isn’t going to be enough —I said with my sweet, provocative voice—. I want you all. Now.

It was like firing the starting gun.

They threw themselves on me.

There was no foreplay. No kissing. Just flesh against flesh.

I felt the first cock enter my mouth, thick and salty, pushing down to my throat. At the same time, I felt rough hands grabbing my buttocks, spreading them.

—Here comes another one! —someone growled behind me.

—Yesss! Put it in! —I screamed with my mouth full.

A hard, dry cock broke my rear entrance without mercy. I screamed, but not from pain, but from pure ecstasy. I felt full. I felt complete.

I was being impaled from both sides, turned into a human skewer of pleasure.

—Look how the slut swallows! —laughed the one in my mouth, grabbing my hair and fucking my face with violence.

But it wasn’t enough. My hands were free. I stretched my arms toward the other men waiting, snapping my fingers.

—Don’t just stand there watching! —I stammered between gags of pleasure—. Come here! I have hands! I have tits! Use me!

Soon, I was a mountain of flesh and limbs.

I had a cock in my mouth, another in my ass, two in my hands being jerked off frantically, and another being rubbed between my huge tits by a fifth man. I was surrounded. Submerged in the smell of male. Covered in someone else's sweat.

—I’m gonna cum! —shouted the one behind me.

—Do it inside! Fill me with milk! I want to feel it! —I begged.

I felt the hot stream flooding my insides, marking me as public property. Seconds later, the one in my mouth warned me.

—Open up, bitch!

He pulled his cock out and fired his load over my face, covering my eyes, my nose, my lips. I ran my tongue over the corner of my mouth, tasting the thick cum.

—Delicious! —I moaned, laughing like a madwoman—. Next! Don’t stop! I want more!

Leo watched from his armchair, with his glass raised, toasting his creation.

I returned his gaze through the mask of fluids covering my face.

There were no more doubts. There was no more fear.

Julián had died of sadness, but Julia... Julia was going to live forever, happy, with her mouth full and her legs open.

And that was all that mattered.
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Julian's transformation into Julia was a wild, intense ride, and I hope you enjoyed every dirty second of it as much as I enjoyed writing it.




I know your time is valuable, and there are thousands of books out there. The fact that you chose mine means the world to me.
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