Cinco de Mayo special

MAY 2026

At 19, Mitch was already pretty
accomplished: a straight-A medical student
with a talent for languages. On that summer,
e with all exams already aced, he did what any
EOverachiever would do: he booked a solo

| fé. ° .e.trip to Mexico to “brush up” his Spanish.

He wasn't built for the beach in the way other
guys were. Narrow shoulders, soft arms that
refused to bulk. Girls had never looked at

. him twice but that was about to change, he

¢ feltit. When a pretty Latina approached him
he smiled and started chatting. Ready to
show off his Spanish, she surprised him in
perfect English. “I'm good, thanks. English is
fine.” She seemed genuinely nice, maybe
even a little too eager, and every so often her
smile faltered, like a cloud passing over her

eyes.
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“None of my business”- he thought. She
ordered drinks. "You're nervous, it'll help

| .w you relax!”

Halfway through the mojito, the world
started tilting. Shit. He'd never handled
‘alcohol well. She was staring at him,
noticing the first signs of dizziness, with a
cold, detached look that scared him.
When he realized he had been drugged,
he was too weak to escape. Her voice
was cold, almost gentle. “It's okay, don't
worry. You'll be fine.”

The last clear thing he remembered was
her raising a hand and two broad-
shouldered Mexican men appearing at
his sides, lifting him effortlessly. Then
everything went dark.
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Mitch woke slowly, his head pounding.
The room was a finished basement, white
walls, soft lighting, almost clinical. No
chains. His hands flew to his abdomen.
Smooth. Intact. No incisions, no pain. A
wave of relief hit him—until he looked
down. He was wearing a simple white
dress. Knee-length, modest. Beneath it,
his legs were shaved smooth. His heart
slammed against his ribs as he reached
up and felt the cool metal of hoop
earrings. They had pierced his ears. And
the smell: something sweet, chemical,
like makeup. Mitch touched his face.
Foundation. Blush. Something glossy on
his swollen lips. “What the fuck...” he
whispered, voice cracking.
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He pushed himself off the bed, the white
dress clinging to his smooth, hairless
“thighs. His earrings swayed with the
motion. A large mirror was mounted on
he wall. His sleek hair, now longer, pulled
into a tight bun, flawless makeup,
dramatic lashes, contoured cheeks, lips
plumped by filler. Large silver hoop
earrings swayed gently from newly
pierced ears. A slender, unmistakably
feminine body: narrow waist, smooth
shoulders, rounded hips, and long,
“shaved legs. He touched his smooth jaw,
“the delicate neck. No Adam's apple. A
‘wave of desperate fear crashed over him
- —like he was being hunted with nowhere

|left to hide. No anger, no fury... just pure,
-~ \choking terror.
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A soft click echoed from the top of the
stairs. The door opened. A stocky man
stepped into view, against the brighter
light. He descended slowly.

He spun away from the mirror and tried to
run for the stairs. His legs felt weak, almost
rubbery, the muscles strangely diminished.
He only made it a few clumsy steps before
his knees buckled and he caught himself
against the wall, breathing hard, almost
fainting. He was as weak as a kitten.

"Easy, Mitch,” the Hispanic man said in
heavily accented English. “Don’t panic. You
could hurt yourself.” “I'm a medical
student,” he said, voice cracking in a
higher, softer register that terrified him
even more.
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~ "I'know you've been injecting me with
‘hormones... For how long?” The man
smiled, impressed. “We know you're a
bright guy. Top student. That brain of yours
is going to be useful. You have a very
special role to play.” He paused. “It's been
- almost three months.” Mitch shivered,

| hugging himself. “You can't get away
with...” The man continued: “We left your
clothes and phone in a brothel in Tijuana.
The police already assume your body was
harvested for organs. No one is looking for
you anymore. You know how many
Americans disappear every year here? Just
~ cooperate... and things will be comfortable
for you.” He recalled the words of the girl
“It's okay, don't worry. You'll be fine” and
tried to breathe. There was no way out.
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Weeks had passed. Mitch had played along

ﬁ L perfectly — quiet, obedient, never once
' «‘.{ r.esistin.g. No male ego apparen’.tly.left to
, fight with. The terror of being eliminated
._,: had erased any thoughts of resistance. He
\ followed every order with quiet, remarkable
o obedience, almost eagerness to please his
masters.

Even now, sitting on the hospital bed after
getting top and bottom surgeries, gently
ouching his new breasts and pelvis,
recovering from the vaginoplasty, his
raumatized psyche was hoping his masters
would be pleased with the result.

His handler Tiburcio entered the room and
smiled "You've been a very good girl,” he
said in Spanish.
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"From now on, your name is Ximena. Do
you understand?” She looked up at him,
her voice soft and feminine as she
answered in clear Spanish, “Si... entiendo.
Me llamo Ximena.”

Tiburcio’s grin widened. "Mira nada mas. A
good boy really can become a very good
girl when he tries. jQué tetas, carajo! - he
added - Shame they're half post-op
padding though.” He stepped closer,
studying her submissive posture with
satisfaction. Ximena lowered her gaze.

After her final check-up, they dressed
Ximena in a simple white dress. Still wealk,
they led her to a black SUV which took
them deep into a remote countryside
where the gang held absolute power.
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They pulled up to a small, isolated hair
salon on the edge of a quiet town. Tiburcio
watched the stylist finish attaching and
styling Ximena's long chestnut extensions
in silence. She looked much better than she
ever did as a guy.

"l spoke with the boss last night,” he said
quietly. “We're still not sure what to do with
you. The usual plan is to turn pretty boys
into trans escorts... but not you. You're too
smart. It would be a waste. And you're so

~ obedient. Seems like you even enjoy this.
rYou’ve made everything so easy for us —
never fighting, never complaining. We want
to reward that. But you're such a delicate
flower now... too soft, too pretty for any of

"‘\
.the dangerous work.”
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“If | can be useful... I'll do anything,” she
whispered. "Whatever you need. | just
want to be good for you.” She lifted her
eyes just enough to meet his in the mirror
— soft, resigned, and sincere. No trace of
Mitch remained.

Tiburcio studied her for a long moment,

gently playing with a lock of her silky new
hair.

“You really have become the perfect girl,
haven't you?” Ximena gave a tiny,
submissive nod, already bracing herselt
for whatever came next. In any case, she
belonged to them now, she thought.

The following weeks, things started to
move faster.
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Tiburcio took her back to a discreet eye
clinic. While she sat obediently, the doctor
applied local anesthesia and carefully
dyed her irises a deep, warm brown.
Ximena blinked slowly at her reflection in
the mirror. The striking blue-gray color she
had known her whole life vanished,
replaced by dark brown eyes that made
her look already different.

She stared at herself in quiet surprise,

| gently touching the skin beneath her new

eyes.

A few days later the Melanotan injections
began in earnest, followed by regular
suntanning sessions. Each dose deepened
the golden tone of her naturally pale skin
and accelerated the change at her scalp.
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Day by day, the roots of her long hair
darkened from chestnut to glossy jet
black. Eventually, a full hair dye session
made the color look entirely natural.

She had finally gotten used to her female
face, her softened features, her long
hair... now this change destabilized her
as the last visible trace of Mitch
disappeared.

Tiburcio stood behind her "Your eyes and

| hair looked pretty before,” he said calmly,
. resting a hand on her shoulder. “But we

have no blue-eyed blondes here. We
don’t want anyone noticing you're a
gringa”. Ximena lowered her gaze
obediently. “"Entiendo...” she whispered,
voice soft and accepting.
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Tiburcio smiled and ran his fingers
through her now black hair. “Good girl.
One last touch today.”

He took her to a private piercer the gang
used. Ximena sat still as they gave her
multiple ear piercings plus a small nose
ring. She barely flinched, only breathing
softly through each one. Ximena touched
one of the new hoops in her ear with that
same resigned, submissive expression,

" recalling her that her body didn't belong

to herselt anymore.

Unsatistied with the slow progress of her
tanning sessions, she was introduced to
the latest CRISPR-based therapy, cutting-
edge technology the gang had access to
through underground connections.
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Over several sessions, her skin tone was
finally deepened to a rich, natural
caramel shade that would never fade.

Ximena accepted every procedure
without complaint, only nodding softly
when they asked if she liked her new
look. During her last session — a semi-
permanent makeup appointment —
Tiburcio leaned against the wall, arms
crossed, watching the artist work. “Your
servitude is about to be put to the test,
Ximena. We've been gentle with you so
far... but now we need to see if you're
truly ready to serve. By treating you with
gloves, we've spared you the bad side of
our life. It's time you learn it. After all, you
might be book smart, but you need to be
street smart.”
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Ximena's freshly enhanced brown eyes

~ widened slightly. “"What do you mean?”
Tiburcio stepped closer. “No more easy life
for you. You're going to become a street
criminal now. A small one, just some
pickpocketing... but you need to learn it.”
Ximena's breath caught. “Oh please... | can
cook, | can clean, | can serve drinks, | can...
| can marry you if you want, but...” “No
'buts,” Tiburcio cut her off firmly. “This is
what we need from you now.”

Ximena lowered her gaze. This was
different, not another humiliation to endure
passively, it was something active... After a
long second she gave a tiny, resigned nod.
"Entiendo...” she whispered obediently. “I'll
learn whatever you want me to learn.”
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s \
! N }‘;

Ximena had only ever been obedient.
Quiet. Passive. A good boy turned into a
good girl. But now they wanted more.

- They wanted her to become a bad girl.

The idea still clashed somewhere deep in
her mind — the last fragile piece of Mitch

screaming that this wasn't her life. She

was supposed to be a medical student,
not a Mexican street criminal. Yet the

! other part of her — the louder, terrified

part — knew the truth: she needed the

o gang's protection. Without them she was

nobody. Escaping was impossible, and

\' < the thought of being abandoned made

her stomach twist with fear.

- So she obeyed. Again.
& .
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The bustling market in the historic center
was packed with tourists and locals.
Ximena moved through the crowd in her
red plaid shirt, white crop top, and tight

jeans, her long black hair tied in a high
= /‘ponytail with a red bandana. She looked
67 “every bit the pretty local girl.

« £

. She spotted her targets — an older
Ve . . . .
-+- American couple in bright tourist clothes,

9‘;&_— frowning over a large paper map.
/N ";? Ximena took a deep breath, and

_ approached with soft, hesitant steps.
"Excuse me... are you guys okay?” she
asked in perfect, innocent-sounding
English. “You look a little lost. This market

can be so confusing.”
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‘. The couple looked relieved. Ximena
stepped between them, pointing at the
. map with one hand while her other hand
| —thin, quick, and steady - slipped into

Wthe man's loose pocket. Her fingers

- closed around his phone with

- smoothness. Before the man realized
lany’ching she turned and melted back

1 into the crowd.

-
“

&,

“# Her heart pounded hard, the adrenaline
& making her weak legs fly. Once she was
several blocks away, she ducked into a
quiet alley and quickly hid the stolen
phone into a flashy glittery case she had
been given. Then she raised it, puckered
her lips into a cute duck-face, and took a
mirror selfie. Proof for Tiburcio.
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,‘33.. iy : The challenge seemed to leave a strong

2 impression on Ximena's young mind. For
the first time, she stopped feeling like a
fraud, like a good American boy trapped in
the body of a chola, or a chica mala. She
had used her charm, her looks even to
commit a crime and blend in the crowd. In
. the new, mirrored hierarchy of crime she
~was now starting to position herself, she
was still a beginner, but she was one of
them now, and they started treating her as

- such, not anymore like a prisoner. She had
more freedom, access to her gang’s
apartments and, occasionally, to her boss's
V||Ias She had also picked up smoking and
- was enjoying it. It was liberating. She might
‘, never be able to fuck a girl, but she was
B finally having some fun.

-

"L,“
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However, officially joining the Latin Kings
and Queens came with certain rituals.

Ximena lay face-down on the bench in
‘the tattoo parlor. The buzz of the tattoo
machine filled the air as the artist
carefully worked on her skin.

She winced slightly, biting her glossy lip,
but stayed perfectly still. A small, delicate
crown with a code was taking shape just
above the curve of her hips — the mark of
the gang.

"Almost done, princesa,” the artist
murmured. The permanent ink was
sinking into her caramel skin, sealing her
new identity. She was becoming one of
"~ them, body and soul, and despite the

~ pain, this thought made her feel good.
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§ had debits to pay. All those surgeries and
hormones hadn’t come cheap.

on full display, and every time she
% moved, the fabric rode up just enough to
" reveal the fresh ink on her lower back —

# doorway. "Stop fussing,” he said. “You
' look perfect. That dress makes you more

. +7 anyone who knows what those tattoos
.\ ‘ 1 M 1/ M
, '@’ﬂ& mean.” "Entiendo..."” she whispered.

1P
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They sent her to a trendy beachside bar,
different location, same strategy. A group
of drunk American college students. Her
,_target was Jake. Ximena felt sick the
& moment she saw them. She knew exactly
what was going to happen to this boy.
Hormones. Surgeries. And she was the bait.
But she obeyed. She waited for the right
moment, then talked to Jake with a shy,
charming smile. “Hi... sorry, | don't usually
do this,” she said in perfect, slightly
accented English. “I'm Ximena. I'm
American too... well, technically. My family
got deported back here a few months ago
by ICE. Still getting used to it.”

> Jake lit up immediately. A pretty Latina girl
,1( with a killer body and fluent English? He
| / was hooked.

‘}
"\
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Ximena played the part perfectly —

sweet, a little vulnerable, very interested
& in him. While he was distracted, she
discreetly dropped a small white tablet
into his drink and stirred it with her straw.

The envy hit her hard as she looked at
him. Confident. Masculine. Successful
with girls. Everything she used to be...
everything she could only dream of now.
- 4 Her eyes drifted to the pretty American
girls in the group — laughing, carefree,
touching his arm. A sharp pang of

M longing twisted inside her chest. She

~ wanted them. But that life was gone
forever.

: to glaze over. He swayed on his stool.

/.4.- e 1
¢ AP,
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. don't feel so good,” he mumbled.

Ximena forced a concerned smile and
rubbed his back. “It's okay, baby. I've got

\_________.——— you."

ITwo large Hispanic men appeared at his
sides. They lifted the collapsing jock

W between them as if he weighed nothing
A T 7 e . .
4. 8 and carried him out the back door
&N AN toward a waiting van. No one in the noisy
—:".‘ v .‘" N
AR\ - bar managed to stop them.
.\.‘g?gft@gg;’ﬁnﬁ i Ximena stayed seated, her long red nails
S A ‘,,“ ~$ f'..'.".'-‘ " ® . .
FRAY trembled slightly. She had done it. She
o B \v\“, ‘ .
) L had condemned another innocent boy to
i | the same hell she was living. The guilt

i - was suffocating.
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Ximena drove back to the villa along the
dark coastal road. She kept replaying the
moment in her head: Jake's trusting
smile, the way he laughed at her jokes,
how easily he had let her drop the tablet
L . into his drink. She had condemned
another innocent American boy to the

,\ same nightmare she was living. Another
"doll” for the trafficking ring.

How am | supposed to live with this?

Worse than the guilt was the fear. By now,
\ someone in that bar would have noticed
/Jake was missing. Someone would
y describe the pretty Latina girl who had
\\\\4 . been talking to him. There was no going
./ 7& back. No escape. They had her
¢ o completely now.
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M After the mission, Tiburcio had simply said,
"Good work, Ximena.” She wasn't being
watched every second now. They gave her
space to breathe: a quiet room in the villa,
away from the noise of the city. The late
afternoon sun filtered through the iron-
barred window, casting warm light across
her caramel skin. Ximena took a slow drag
from her cigarette.

" This was the most difficult thing she had
ever done. Not saving a life like the old
Mitch would have desperately wanted...

_ but destroying one. Ximena glanced down
at her body, developing breasts, feminine
hips, long legs, killer curves she now

o owned. A hot Latina with a killer bodly...
-%*?and apparently a cold heart.

A - “Damn...” she whispered to herself, voice low and husky.
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They needed her again.

But her face was now too well-known
after the last mission. So the gang made
some “improvements.” They gave her

~ fuller, plumper lips, sharpened her

: gcheekbones and jawline into a more

| & ‘mature, seductive Latina face, and
increased her breast size with a round of

“implants. The result was striking, Ximena

;" ; now looked like a stunning 25-year-old

- Mexican model, more confident and
- womanly than before.

The insecure, soft-bodied medical
student from before felt like someone
else’s distant memory. And the worst part
was — she was starting to like it.
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Ximena was now a fully committed member
of the Latin Kings and Queens. The gang no
longer saw her as the kidnapped gringo
boy. Her successful role in luring innocent
men to their fate had earned her a place
among the gang's trusted elite. Only those
with intelligence, charm, and absolute

loyalty were given the more sophisticated
missions. And Ximena had it all.

)

, N"._' She became a regular honeypot. Dressed
| : to kill, she would flirt with wealthy tourists
Q/ and locals alike in upscale bars and clubs.

v While her full lips smiled and her hands
roamed teasingly over their bodies, her
trained medical mind assessed them coldly
— judging organ quality by touch, muscle
tone, and overall health.
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The ones with the best “parts” were
marked for harvesting. The less valuable
ones were simply robbed blind: wallets
emptied, passports stolen for use in fake
profiles and new trafficking schemes.

With every mission, her heart grew colder.
Obedience brought survival and luxury.
Morals only brought trouble. So she
buried what remained of Mitch deeper
and deeper. Even if some American

5/}’ \

o\ . . i
= & tourists recalled her of family, friends,

!

from a now distant life.

Sometines Ximena felt oddly nostalgic
about her college life, wondering how
different life could have been if only that
boring gringo guy spent the whole break
working in a fast food, back in the US.
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Months went by. Ximena became a drug
mule.

She would ride her vintage scooter
through the city, long black hair flowing,
big hoop earrings swaying as she drove.
With her sweet smile, soft voice, and
innocent, pretty face, she looked nothing
like a threat. Police and rival crews rarely
gave her a second glance, always playing
the harmless chica just running errands.
Tiburcio had told her once, “Your looks are
your best weapon now. Use them.”

And she did. In fact, she became almost
obsessive about her appearance. Her

. weak male ego had completely vanished,
" replaced by a strong female persona.
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The hormones and the CRISPR
modifications continued their relentless
work. Her once-teenage curves blossomed
into a fuller and softer figure — wider hips,
thicker thighs, and a noticeably rounder
ass. Not last, heavy, eye-catching breasts
that strained against every outfit she wore.
Her newfound love for rich Mexican food
helped adding extra fullness to her frame.
A subtle procedure on her cheekbones
and jawline gave her face a more natural,
womanly Latina look: fuller cheeks, softer
angles, and a distinctly Hispanic beauty
that made her blend in seamlessly.

Moreover, as her criminal history got
richer, she hedged an increasing urgency
to alter her appearance from time to time.
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Her interests shifted as well. Even as
Mitch, she had never been particularly
masculine — disliking baseball, cars, and
most “guy things.” Now, those remnants
of her old self had been completely
replaced by a very real, passionate
obsession with fashion, designer purses,
high heels, and anything feminine. She
spent hours shopping at luxury shops in
Mexico City, collecting bags, and
curating the perfect outfits for every
- mission. One of the many perks of her
"N = new life was the access to almost
“unlimited cash.

-

N = - Ximena no longer looked like a lost
W college boy forced into femininity. She

looked like a dangerous, seductive

woman who belonged in this world.

_—
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The Latin Kings and Queens still had her
occasionally followed — discreet shadows
that watched her every move, even now.

- Bh-

"; 2 /l ’ But after months of flawless obedience,
pt cold efficiency, and zero signs of the old
. ) Mitch resurfacing, they were finally

convinced. It was time for one more

-

-

upgrade to her role.

“Two high-ranking members of the
_organization sat comfortably in front of
her — powerful, sharp-eyed men in
tailored suits — watching her with
calculating interest. “You've come a long
way, Ximena,” one of them said, a slight
smile on his face. “"No more small-time
work. No more simple honeypot jobs.
You're ready for something bigger.”
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