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medellin, colombia



salud!



you 
have always 
been a good 

friend, 
daniel.

which is 
why i am going 
to say it as it 

is.



at this very 
minute your 

next in 
command, 

miguel, has 
taken control 

of your 
cartel.

on my 
behalf.

for 
old 

friendship’s 
sake: how 

much of head 
start will 

you give 
me?



24 hours. get 
out of the 
country! 

disappear.

but if you 
come back, 
your family 

dies.

you know 
i am not 
joking.



daniel lopez, the 
great columbian 
drug lord, took only 
one person with him 
to los angeles. Me.



because i knew bubba 
boy, the chief 
assistant of Kevin 
cox.



and kevin cox knew 
how to make people 
disappear from the 
face of the earth, by 
changing them, 
transforming them 
into someone else 
completely.

come on, bubba. Be patient! daniel 
will be here shortly. i told him it is time for him 
to leave l.a. and move to whatever place it is he 

wants to live.



i am 
telling 

you jesus, 
your boss 
makes me 
nervous.

he is an 
impressive man!

yeah, 
yeah, but 
we have 

transformed 
criminals 
like him 
before.

and their 
egos 

always 
collapse 
when they 
realized 

what i have 
done to 
them.

but this 
one… he is so 
full of self-
confidence.



jesus, i have to 
ask: what on earth 

may make 
colombian parents 

call their son 
jesus maria?

then a woman came 
into the room.

is that 
your 

secretary?

thank god, 
no!



she filled the room.

and i am not saying 
this because she was 
such a voluptuous 
woman.

look 
at her. in 
complete 
control.

she had an aura of 
power.



hi 
jesus 

maria. is l.a. 
treating you 

well?

why 
does she 
know my 
name?



ah, 
so you did 
not know, 

jesus…

your 
good friends 
here can give 

you a new body 
and a new 

life.

it was as if she was 
some kind of 
brilliant star 
emanating sexual 
heat throughout the 
room.

and it was as if her 
gravity pulled you 
towards her. 

eh… are 
you… are you 
telling me?

yeah, jesus. 
their so-called 

veil of ishtar can 
only turn men 
into women.



the 
good news 

is: my 
enemies back 

home will 
never find 
me now.

so you are 
a woman… i 

find this hard…
eh.. in all 

respects... 
eh?

yeah, 
jesus. i have 
a pussy and 
tits. huge 

tits!

so you’d better 
run for your life, 

jesus, because if the 
cartel doesn’t get 

to you, i will.



and i 
will chop 
off your 
cojones.

you 
know what? i 
am attracted 
to men now. 

the great 
daniel loves 

cock!

don’t be 
so hard on 

him. we told 
you that is how 

the veil 
works.



if 
you sleep 
on top of 
the veil, it 

will change 
you into a 
woman!

why 
should i 

believe such 
crazy talk?

ok, maybe i 
will let him 

live.

thank you 
boss, thank 

you!



no that my life was 
not at stake, i 
became more aware 
of his beauty again.

my eyes travelled 
all the way to her 
big chest over and 
over again. i tried to 
control them.



oh 
jesus, you 
can’t stop 

looking at my 
tits, can you. 

well, they 
are not 
for you. 

you like 
kevin, don’t  

you?

i was blabbering, and 
i knew it. Shut up! i 
said to myself: shut 
up!



yeah, he 
has a nice 

cock.
what?

given the amount of 
money i am giving him, 
the least he can do is 

to satisfy me.

i am 
stuck 

like this. i 
am not going 

to stay 
celibate for 
the rest of 
my life. and 
right now 
kevin is my 

hore.



what can 
i say? i 

love having 
his cock 

inside me. he 
makes me 

come, over 
and over 

again!

and my 
nipples are 
so fucking 
sensitive.

it was as if she had 
flipped a switch 
inside me.

don’t 
you 

wonder how 
it would feel 
like to be a 

woman?



i started to think 
about how it would 
be like to be her, 
like that, with a man.

and i could feel 
myself getting a 
hard on. i was 
horrified.

my fantasy ran amok. 
i pictured her naked 
with kevin.



it was as if i could 
see her, tits hanging, 
her hand on his hard 
cock.



in my mind i saw my 
old boss, spreading 
his — her — legs and 
urging kevin on.



before i knew it i 
imagined myself bent 
over, tits swaying, my 
twat full of cock.



oh jesus, 
you are 

wondering how it 
feels like, 
don’t you?

it 
feels 

wonderful. i 
am going to 
be a great 

woman!



and then daniel left 
me. going to a secret 
location with his 
broad hips and his big 
bosom.



he left me 100000 
dollars and a house 
and the memory of a 
heavenly body.



abandoning me to 
lazy days on the 
beach…



and crazy nights.



then i got the first 
envelope. it was post 
stamped new york, but i 
knew that meant 
nothing. Daniel knew 
how to hide his 
whereabouts. I 
immediately realized 
that he had seen 
something in my eyes 
that day over at kevin’s. 
now he wanted to feed 
that spark and turn it 
into a fire. 

he had changed the 
colour of his hair, 
but this was the 
same beautiful 
woman, self 
confident and calm. 
she was teasing me. 
He was teasing me. 



he knew what he was 
doing, because now, 
when i saw a woman 
when out clubbing, i 
could not help 
wondering: what if… 
what if i had been like 
her.



heck, i would look at 
the disk jockey and 
wonder… what if… 
and that would turn 
me on…



two weeks later 
another envelope 
arrived. he was 
making fun of me 
now. 

it was at this point i 
started wondering if 
kevin and his 
associate michael 
was in on the joke.



kevin and michael 
invited me to one of 
their pool parties.



i went out with one 
of the girls, just to 
reassure myself. i 
was a regular man 
able to go out with a 
regular girl, with 
no weird thoughts.

actually i was 
amazed that a woman 
this beautiful was 
willing to go out 
with me.



i should have 
guessed. a sexy 
girl at at a 
kevin and 
michael party?

i feel 
more 

comfortable 
around you, 
you know, 

because you 
understand 

what the veil 
does to 

you.



i wake 
up every 
morning 

like this, and 
i have to pinch 
myself. it is 
that unreal, 
you know.



but 
i am 

starting to 
like it now. it 
takes me an 
hour every 
morning to 
look this 

good.

but it 
feels kinda 
good, you 
know. i am 

beautiful now. i 
used to be 

anything but 
beautiful.

so i was back at 
square one: 
wondering how it 
would feel like to 
be her.



the next picture 
from daniela (i had 
started using her 
new name now) was 
even more ingenious 
than the last. 

you could see the 
outline of her 
breasts, but they 
were partly hidden, a 
see through blouse 
signalling promises, 
but no action. she 
was pushing the legs 
of a man apart, 
showing me another 
potential gift, and 
she wanted me to 
want it.



i found myself hiding 
in my new apartment. 
it was not as if i 
needed to work or 
anything.



a couple of times i 
tried to get help 
from call girls.

but every time i found 
myself wondering 
how it would be to 
have lips like theirs, 
long sky hair like 
theirs, tight sexy 
dresses like theirs.



they did their best, 
but i found the 
whole experience so 
unsatisfying. i no 
longer wanted to be 
the man they 
expected me to be.

jillian janson





i needed someone to 
talk to, so i told my 
story to one of my 
only remaining 
friends in l.a., 
carmela, a fellow 
colombian.

she and i had been a 
pair for a short 
while. i still had a 
drawer with some of 
her clothes back at 
my flat.

But she got tired of 
my lack of sexual 
aggressiveness and 
left me for someone 
else.



so 
you are 

telling me 
you noticed 
the waiter 

too?

and 
you are 

telling me 
you are not 

gay?

hm, 
maybe 
daniel 

triggered 
some deeply 

buried female 
sexuality 
inside you.

sorry, 
jesus 

maria, i was 
raised as a 

catholic girl 
in colombia. 
we want real 

men. if you 
want to be 
a girl, be 

a girl!



and then i got 
another photo in the 
mail.



she was still 
looking at me, but 
she had that vacant 
look that spoke 
volumes of 
wonderful orgasms. 
she had one hand on 
her right tit, and it 
was as if i could feel 
that nipple in my own 
palm.her mouth was 
half open, waiting 
for something good.



and down below a 
huge cock was 
pictured at the 
opening of her 
vagina, pushing her 
labia apart, but yet 
not inside her. this 
was what she was 
waiting for. this was 
what she was 
longing for.

and then there was 
this soft, soft body 
of hers, with silky 
white skin, in sharp 
contrast to the 
muscles of that man, 
the hardness of that 
man.



i was going crazy. so 
one night i did the 
impossible. long 
after midnight i went 
over to kevin and 
michaels place.



i broke in.

i found the box  and 
took it together with 
some other stuff i 
put in the bag to 
make sure they did 
not understand that 
the box was my only 
target.

i had managed to get 
bubba to tell me 
where they hid the 
box with the veil.

box design by tim baker



i put the veil under 
my bed sheet and lie 
down on top of it. I 
couldn’t sleep. i 
tossed and turned. I 
was scared. Did i do 
the right thing? was i 
mad. if it worked, how 
would i look. what 
would i do if i 
changed? where 
would i go? What 
would kevin and 
michael do?



i fell asleep after 
midnight, exhausted.









i woke up completely 
stunned. i zoned out, 
barely daring to 
move.

my regular clothes 
would not fit me. i 
went to carmela’s 
drawer and found 
something 
comfortable to keep 
me warm.





i knew that i had to 
explore this body, to 
get acquainted with 
it.but i was to 
freaked out. i put on 
one of carmela’s 
dresses instead and 
went out for a walk. 
in needed to think. i 
needed to find a way 
to handle this.

i watched the young 
couples in the park. 
would i ever be as 
happy as she seemed 
to be, and with a 
man?

i caught myself eying 
some of the men, 
especially the tall, 
strong, muscular 
ones.



hi pretty 
girl!

one of them smiled 
at me and i felt a 
shiver of excitement 
run down my back.

i was pretty. no one 
has ever said that to 
me before.



i went to a store to 
buy some more 
clothes and female 
essentials.

i had no idea what i 
was doing, but the 
clerk helped me as if 
i were a real girl. 
this was the first 
time shopping for 
clothes had ever 
been fun for me.

i was told i needed a 
34G bra.i bought 
three, just to be 
sure.



to tell you the 
truth, i did not like 
my flat as much as i 
had yesterday. it was 
cold and masculine. i 
had to do something 
about that.

i needed more warm 
colors. red! some 
pillows maybe.



it had been a long 
day. i had to rest.

i looked down at 
myself, the 
protruding chest, my 
long legs, my long 
hair.



it was kevin.

i realized my mistake 
as soon as i heard my 
sexy sultry voice.

it is jesus 
maria.

no, i 
haven’t seen 

your box.



i 
am having a 

throat 
infection.

no, i have 
not used it.

ok…
bye!



i liked his voice. it had 
a deep, manly, ring to 
it.



if kevin found 
out about what 
i had done, he 
would own me. 
i decided to 
move to 
another city 
the next day.

i would start all 
over again, as a 
young woman.

it was time to face 
the consequences of 
what that meant.

there was no bulge. 
that did not bother 
me as much as i 
thought it would.



i had a pussy. i could 
see my labia over the 
hills on my chest. so 
unfamiliar, but yet so 
right, in a way.

i grabbed my tit for 
comfort.



they were just 
perfect. nothing 
made me feel the 
femaleness of this 
body as those big, 
soft, pillows.

i found my clit. 



did you know that the 
average clit is 
longer than a penis? 
it is, but all that 
erogenous goodness 
is hidden on the 
inside.

it felt good.





i had forgotten that 
kevin was a thief. 
doors like mine do 
not stop him.

i 
fucking 

knew it. i 
knew at soon 
as i heard that 

soprano on 
the phone!



where 
is the veil? i 
want it back!

if you 
wanted to 

use the veil 
so badly…

all 
you had to 
do was to 

ask!

i don’t 
want to be 
your slave!



i 
need my 

money to 
start a new 

life.

and i 
was 

ashamed. i do 
not want to 
want this, 
but i do!

well, you 
do owe me! 

damn, 
you are 

beautiful!

listen! i did 
not plan to keep 
it. i planned to 
send it to you 

tomorrow.



i want 
to believe 
you, i truly 

do. but i don’t. you 
were stealing it so 

that you could hijack 
our business.

then 
why on 

earth would 
i chose to 

sleep in the 
veil 

myself?

to 
make sure 

we could not 
find you.



what’s 
with the 
money?

we 
have to 
make an 

example of 
you, so that 
no-one ever 
tries to do 
this to us 

again.

you will 
work for 

us, bringing 
in a lot of 
money. and 

when you have 
paid us, ah, a 

hundred 
grand, we 
will let 
you go.

you will 
work as one 
of our call 

girls.



i should have made a 
run for it that very 
day. now it was too 
late.

my life was in this 
gangsters hands 
now.



he smelled of musk 
and man. a strong 
scent that would 
have thrown me off 
the day before.

it was 
daniel. 

daniela made 
me do it.



no, 
she did not. 
she has told 

me all about it. 
she was 

teasing you.

she 
wanted 

you to ask 
me to change 
you , so that 

you could 
join her  

where she 
lives 
now

she did?

yeah, she 
wants to have 
someone from 

the home 
country to 

talk to.



let me go 
to her.

when you 
have the 
money!



oh my god!

good god, he knew 
exactly where to 
push and where to 
not.

holy….!

by going down on me 
like this he was 
showing me what i no 
longer had.

but what i had gotten 
instead was amazing!



i remembered the 
last picture davida 
had sent me.

the one with the 
cock. now i was the 
one… i was…

and then he was 
inside me.

oh! oh!





i love it 
when you 
new girls 

realise what 
you have 
gotten 

yourself 
into.



Just looking at that 
hard cock moving in 
and out of my soft 
curvy body made me 
crazy.



i was a sexy young 
woman being fucked 
by a strong, wilful, 
man. 



not much of a 
gangster now, 

are you?
just a 

sweet  girl 
needing a 

good fuck.



i stopped fighting 
him. i stopped 
fighting my new self.



i was completely 
exhausted in the end, 
having lost count of 
my orgasms.

he wanted to make an 
example of me, that 
much was clear, 
coming all over my 
face porn star style.



maybe 
daniela will 
come to your 

rescue. or maybe 
she won’t.



but 
one thing 

is clear to 
me now: you 

really 
wanted 

this. and 
you love 
having a 

pussy, being 
fucked hard 

by men.

which 
means that you 

were not much of a 
man from the 

start. he was probably 
right about that.
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