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Important Notice:  

This book is a work of fiction written for the entertainment of an adult audience. The plot, characters and events narrated are a product of the author's imagination and should not be considered a reflection of reality. 

The work explores themes such as sexuality, desire, moral corruption and psychological conflicts derived from identity, power and pleasure. It includes situations of emotional manipulation, body transformation (body horror), and scenes with sexual tension of a symbolic, fantastic or explicit nature, which may be intense or uncomfortable for some readers. 

Some fragments may contain graphic descriptions of sexual acts, masturbation, the use of sex toys, erotic lactation, as well as episodes of mental manipulation, loss of control, possession and dissociation of the protagonist. It addresses dynamics of power, submission and non-consensual desire framed in supernatural contexts, with the purpose of building conflict and criticism, not to glorify abuse or coercive dynamics. 

Likewise, the novel includes explorations of homoeroticism, bisexuality and sexual diversity, as well as reflections on the repression of female desire, social pressure on the body and the influence of religion on sexuality. The text may contain explicit language and sexual humor.

The treatment of these themes has a narrative and artistic approach aimed at inviting reflection on free will, consent, social pressure, identity and the nature of 

~ 5 ~ desire. These situations are used for purely literary purposes and should under no circumstances be interpreted as an apology for, promotion of or normalization of harmful or non-consensual behavior in real life. 

The author and the publisher disclaim any responsibility for the personal interpretation that the reader may make of the events and behaviors described. Maximum discretion is recommended for the reader, especially for those who are sensitive to the topics mentioned.
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Author's Note:  

This story was born as an exploration of my own questions, desires and contradictions. It was not conceived to please all audiences, nor to conform to molds. It was written from an intimate and visceral impulse: to talk about pleasure without censorship, desire without guilt, and what happens when a part of us -freer, wilder, more luminous or darker- manifests without asking permission. 

It is true that the concept of "Were-Bimbo" is not completely original. Its name and aesthetic are born from certain works of erotic comics, often superficial or directly offensive, that represented women from a caricatured and denigrating vision. What drove me to take that archetype and transform it was precisely the opposite: to give it humanity, ambiguity, conscience and power. 

In Diary of a Were-Bimbo, the transformation does not seek to humiliate, but to explore. Here, the physical is not separated from the emotional, nor is pleasure separated from thought. The body is a vehicle, but also a symbol: of desire, of conflict, of self-deception, of power, of fear and of the need to be seen and loved. 

What is presented as a curse does not have to be one. It can be a metaphor for what we repress, for what we deny ourselves, for what we were told was impure.

 

~ 9 ~ 

Or it can be simply what it is: an experience of pleasure taken to the extreme, and the question that comes after: how much of myself am I willing to lose... to feel completely alive? 

For centuries, desire - especially female desire - was domesticated, silenced, disguised as a sin. This story takes it and puts it at the center. Not as punishment. Not as a spectacle. But as an intimate battlefield between identity, addiction, pleasure and freedom. 

Yes, there is eroticism. Yes, there is exaggerated beauty. But there is also conflict, doubts, real emotional bonds, and a constant attempt not to fall into the same thing I criticize: the empty gaze that reduces a woman to her silhouette. This book does not seek to feed that cycle, but to reappropriate the symbol and return its soul to it. 

If after reading this story you felt excited, uncomfortable, moved, or even in disagreement... 

then something has been activated. 

And if something has been activated, it is because the curse - or the reflection - has done its job. 
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Prologue 

 

LEGEND OF THE

WERE-BIMBO: THE

DESIRE-WOMAN 

 

I n the landscapes enveloped by fog and the shadows of ancient forests, where bonfires 

crackled in druidic circles and the stars were silent witnesses to forgotten secrets, a legend is whispered that crosses 

generations: the story of the Were-Bimbo, the Desire-Woman.  

In the ancient forests of Celtia, where the shadows of the oaks and the whispers of the wind hid forgotten mysteries, a coven of witches devoted to the Three Goddesses - the Maiden, the Mother and the Crone - 

practiced the arcane arts, weaving spells of wisdom and power. Their knowledge was 

~ 11 ~ vast, and theirambition was greater. It was that thirst to understand and dominate beauty and desire that led them to create "The Grimoire of 

Forbidden Pleasure," or as they called it in their ancestral language, "Grimoire nan Solasan Toirmisgte."  

The grimoire was conceived as a book of enchantments to 

transform physical appearance, a means to reveal hidden sensuality and beautify oneself according to the deepest desires. The witches, convinced that their words would only grant an irresistible attractiveness, carefully drafted the spell, combining verses of passion and power.  

But magic always exacts a price. One of the witches of the coven, upon reciting the words of one of the most daring and powerful spells, became more than a vision of beauty. Her body transformed under the pale light of the moon, adopting an immoderate 

~ 12 ~ sensualityexaggerated curves, porcelain skin that radiated an attractive glow, and a voice that distilled pure desire. However, not only her appearance had changed. Her mind also 

fractured. The knowledge and serenity that defined her dissolved into a vortex of lust and hedonism.  

She had become the first Were-Bimbo, a creature enslaved by her own desires, who seduced and dominated those who fell into her web. The more souls succumbed to her temptation, the stronger she became, and the deeper the abyss of her insatiable desire.  

The witches who had not fallen under her influence watched in horror the result of their work. They tried to erase the spell from the grimoire, burn the pages or seal them, but it was in vain. The words of the spell could not be eliminated. Desperate, they added at the end of the cursed poem a passage that 

~ 13 ~ described the only possible salvation: a pure, sincere and selfless love, consumed without the touch of the curse, could banish the hedonistic alter-ego forever.  

They knew that this would not be enough, because their fallen sister had become cunning. The first Were-Bimbo understood that the only way to maintain her power was to ensure that the grimoire survived and continued to tempt others, making those who did not know her language read the malevolent words that her evil awakened correctly. Since then, she has wandered the world, making sure that the book was hidden in secluded and protected places. Thus, from time to time the grimoire would find a new victim, someone whose curiosity or desperation led them to set their eyes on that cursed spell. 
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"The Grimoire of Forbidden 

Pleasure" waited, eternal and immutable, its words always ready to be recited, and the temptation of beauty and eternal desire always lurking for those who found it.  

Thus, the legend of the Desire-Woman continued, being a reminder that pleasure is a flame that illuminates pleasantly... but also consumes.  
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Part 1: The Awakening of Desire 




Chapter 1: The Cursed Poem

San Viento, a town nestled in the green folds of the Cantabrian Mountains, in northern Spain, seemed trapped in a sigh of the past. Its cobbled streets, flanked by stone houses with slate roofs, which shone under the drizzle that fell like a veil every sunset, were filled with the aroma of freshly baked bread and the bleating of sheep and cows from the small livestock farms that dotted the outskirts. The green pastures, where flocks of woolly sheep and dairy cows grazed under the watchful eye of shepherds, supported the local economy, with family farms that produced cheese and wool sold at the weekly market. The central square, the heart of the town, housed simple restaurants that attracted both locals and travelers. The Romanesque church, with its bell tower worn by centuries of wind and rain, dominated the horizon, its bells tolling with a grave lament that resonated in the bones of the villagers. Beyond the town, the oak and beech forests stretched like a dark mantle. The fog slid from the hills, enveloping the chestnut trees in the central square in a silent embrace, while the aroma of wet earth and moss filled the air. In this corner lived Lucía, a twenty-five-year-old girl whose presence was like a flash of warmth in the melancholy of the town. She was not a beauty that stopped hearts with her figure, but her warm smile, capable of lighting up even the gloomiest day, and her brown eyes with golden 

 

~ 16 ~ specks, full of tenderness and a spark of curiosity, made her unforgettable. Her brown hair, cut in a half-bob with a fringe that grazed her eyebrows, framed a face with soft features, sprinkled with freckles that gave a youthful air. Of medium height and a simple figure, Lucía dressed with a style that did not seek to show off, but that enhanced her inner beauty: linen blouses with discreet embroidery, wool skirts that hugged her waist, leather boots worn by the paths. A pendant with a quartz crystal, a gift from her grandmother, always hung from her neck, a detail that seemed to anchor her to the stories of her childhood. Despite her warmth, Lucía carried with her a background of insecurities that shaped her sentimental world. She was not inexperienced in love; she had had some fleeting romances in her adolescence, stolen kisses at town parties and a brief courtship with a boy from a neighboring town that ended when her doubts about her simple figure made her back away. However, her distrust of those who might see her as a trophy or take advantage of her sweetness had kept her at a distance from deep relationships. Sexuality, although not unknown - she had felt the touch of clumsy hands and the warmth of a fleeting desire -, was a terrain she avoided exploring, putting aside any racy thoughts, even when her body reacted to curious looks or to casual contact, like a secret she preferred to ignore. Lucía's life in San Viento was a mosaic of routines and unspoken dreams. She worked in the town's bookstore, a narrow building with shelves that creaked under the weight of dusty books, where the smell of old paper 

~ 17 ~ mixed with the wax of the candles she lit to read in the dead hours. In her hands passed everything from historical novels and mountain guides, to well-thumbed cookbooks, poems for lonely hearts, colorful graphic novels and more conventional literature for the few customers who still sought to get lost in a good book. She attended to every taste and need as if she were offering a piece of the world beyond the hills. Her apartment, on the top floor of a house inherited from her parents, was a spacious, bright and tastefully renovated refuge. Although the structure preserved certain original elements - exposed wooden beams, aged oak floors -, Lucía had updated the spaces with modern appliances, a practical and well-equipped kitchen, and technological details such as a flat-screen TV, adjustable lighting and a stable internet connection. The white walls were decorated with sketches of landscapes that she drew in her spare time, and several pots with aromatic herbs brought freshness to the windowsills. The main room was open-plan, with differentiated areas for reading, resting and eating, connecting naturally with a functional design kitchen. The house had three bedrooms and several auxiliary spaces, all decorated with sobriety and warmth, reflecting a mix between what was inherited and what was chosen. A wide window, facing east, let in the gray light of the valley in the mornings, coloring the environment in which Lucía found comfort and routine with calm. Every morning, she drank coffee in her kitchen, listening to the murmur of the town, and in the afternoons after closing the shop she would sometimes 

~ 18 ~ walk to the river, where the whisper of the water soothed a restlessness she could not name. Clara, her lifelong friend, was her confidant, with whom she shared laughs and plans to escape to distant cities. Sometimes, on weekends, she also met with Marta and Sofía, two other friends from the town with whom she shared anecdotes and gossip, and from whom she always received a breath of fresh air in her routine life. That night, however, something changed. Lucía stayed late at the bookstore, doing inventory in the warehouse basement, a damp and dark space where boxes of books were piled against stone walls. The air smelled of mold and old ink, and the light of a bare bulb flickered, casting shadows that seemed to move on their own. As she was going through forgotten shelves, her fingers brushed against something under a pile of dusty cloths, a volume she had never noticed. When she removed it, the cloud of dust made her cough, revealing a book with leather covers so old that it seemed to crumble to the touch. The cover, rough and cracked, was engraved with strange symbols, intertwined lines that resembled Celtic knots. She didn't understand why she had never noticed it before; perhaps the cloths had hidden it, or maybe its archaic appearance had made it invisible among the piles of discarded books. But when she touched it, a halo of mysticism seemed to surround it, a soft light that attracted her to it. In her mind the possibility arose that those pages could contain something that would answer her deepest desires. She took it with a mixture of caution and fascination, and when she opened it, a smell of old parchment flooded 

~ 19 ~ the air. The pages were full of ancient characters, some written in Latin, others in Gaelic. As her fingers passed over the text, her eyes caught a section that seemed to glow faintly under the dim light. And although her eyes still did not understand the language of those ancient pages, her lips began to whisper the words with an alien sweetness, as if they had been asleep inside her, waiting for the exact moment to awaken. Just before, a flash crossed her mind: she saw herself standing, wrapped in a faint light that outlined her silhouette with a seductive harmony. Her body, moderately accentuated, radiated a beauty that did not intimidate, but invited one to approach. Elegant curves, proportions desired not for being vulgar, but for being intimate. However, her face retained that intact tenderness - large eyes, parted lips, an expression that mixed awe and purity - as if her soul still spoke louder than her skin. And in that perfect balance, the forbidden words took shape in her mouth... awakening what had remained dormant.

 

"Tha e uile a’ tòiseachadh le ìomhaigh gun labhairt,

beachd chaoimhneil a tha a’ suathadh oirean an anama.

Chan eil miann air a ghlaodhaich: tha e air a shamhlachadh.

Agus anns an t-sàmhchair sin, tha rudeigin a’ tòiseachadh a’ fàs.

~ 20 ~ 

Chan e draoidheachd a th’ ann, no peanas,

’s e cruth a th’ ann a tha a’ freagairt ris a’ mhiann as sàmhaiche,

ri suathadh fantasachd a bha uaireigin air a mheas neo-chiontach.

Bidh an craiceann a’ tòiseachadh a’ cuimhneachadh na tha e fhathast ri eòlas fhaighinn air,

bidh gluasadan-bodhaig a’ fàs nas grinne, bidh a’ bhodhaig ga thabhann fhèin...

chan ann le àithne, ach le toil a rugadh bhon taobh a-staigh.

Agus nuair a thèid am facal a labhairt—am fear nach do thuirt thu a-riamh a-mach— 

tha a h-uile dad a bha coltach ri bhith comasach... a’ tachairt mu thràth.”

 

Translation of the text read from the 

“GRIMOIRE OF FORBIDDEN PLEASURE”:

 

~ 21 ~ 

"It all starts with an image not spoken, a soft idea that caresses the edges of the soul. Desire is not shouted: it is imagined. And in that silence, something begins to flourish. It is not magic, nor punishment, it is form that responds to the quietest yearning, to the touch of a fantasy that was thought to be innocent. The skin begins to remember what it has not yet lived, the gestures become refined, the body offers itself... not by mandate, but by will born from within. And when the word is spoken—the one you never said aloud— everything that seemed possible... is already happening."

Lucía felt a shiver run down her spine. She slammed the grimoire shut, but something inside her forced her to open it again. Further on, on another page, a warning written in large, scrawled letters appeared: "The seed is planted. Dreams will visit you. Your skin will be a beacon, your gaze a spell. Your desires will flourish like roots in the shadow of your soul. But the real change will come with the first full moon after your cycle. The mirror will be your judge. The eyes will be your witnesses." She felt a pressure in her chest, as if the air had become dense. She laughed to herself, nervously. "What nonsense am I reading?" she murmured, although she couldn't help but feel the sensation persist. She turned off the basement lights and went up the stairs, with the book still in her hands. She left it on the counter, trying to ignore the impulse to continue reading it. Lucía turned off the lights in the shop with an exhausted sigh, locking the door after hours of 

 

~ 22 ~ inventory among dusty shelves. The rain was falling heavily outside, soaking her coat as she walked home under the dark night. The fatigue weighed on her shoulders, and although the cold dampness seeped through her neck, her mind was more occupied with leaving the day behind than with anything else. As she crossed the square, the sound of laughter tore her from her thoughts. There were Marta and Sofía, swaying slightly as they left the bar, with flushed cheeks and loud voices, surely from an excess of cider or beer. Marta, a cheerful and curious young woman, always ready to discuss any topic, stood out with her short stature and light brown hair tied in a loose braid, her large, expressive eyes shining with an insatiable curiosity. By her side, Sofía, more reserved but with a particular taste for the occult and the esoteric, stood with a thin build and a pale face framed by a long, straight black mane that reached her waist, wearing a long, dark coat that seemed to resist the night touching her. They saw her and raised their hands with a cheerful shout: — "Lucía! Come with us, the night is alive!" they shouted in unison, laughing. She gave them a tired smile, quickening her pace to get closer. — "Wow, it seems you've taken over the whole square," she said, adjusting her wet hair. "Cider or beer this time?" Sofía, leaning on Marta with a slight stumble, let out a laugh. — "A little of everything, I think... Hey, how was the inventory? You look exhausted, didn't you get lost among so many books?" Lucía shrugged, rubbing her eyes. "More or less, it was chaos... But I finished it, although I'm dead. I just need some tea and sleep," she 

~ 23 ~ replied, forcing a smile. Marta, swaying a little as she crossed her arms, looked at her with curiosity. — "Wow, you're a champ. Didn't it take you all night? I thought you'd be trapped counting volumes until dawn." Sofía let out a mischievous giggle, leaning toward her with shining eyes. — "Hey, Lucía, aren't you scared staying so late among those books? You could find a ghost coming out of the pages!" she said, winking at her. Lucía laughed, shaking her head. — "For God's sake, Sofía, what an imagination! There are no ghosts, just dust and invoices." She paused, trying to change the subject. — "Hey, where have you been for dinner? A warm place would do me good after this walk." Sofía, with a tipsy giggle, pointed to the bar with a clumsy gesture. — "At the Mesón de la Plaza! They have a stew that saves your life. Come on, join us, there's still cider left." Lucía raised an eyebrow with a wry half-smile. — "Oh, how tempting... Although, with my luck, I'm sure I'd end up like that time Clara still laughs just remembering. But no, no, this is just tiredness, no treacherous alcohol." She paused, shaking her head. — "Look, I'm going home to rest, but we have to plan to see each other again, okay? Something quiet, without so much cider." Marta, with a weak giggle, gave her a clumsy hug. — "It's a deal, champ... See you soon, don't get lost out there." Sofía, swaying slightly, let out a laugh and dramatically raised a finger. — "Wait, wait! Watch out for the moon, girl! Stay on the path and don't go into the moors, eh, we don't want you to turn into... a crazy cat lady!" she said, laughing as if it were a joke, not suspecting what Lucía's curiosity had unleashed. Lucía 

~ 24 ~ laughed, shaking her head. — "You're incorrigible... See you soon, be careful with that cider." She waved and walked away in the rain, leaving the laughter behind as fatigue enveloped her. She returned their smile, but inside, a shiver that had nothing to do with the cold ran through her. She couldn't get the words of the strange book she had read out of her mind. Something in the air had changed, and although she tried to ignore it, a shadow seemed to follow her in silence as she walked down the street. In the following days, Lucía continued her routine, but something in her body began to change, so subtly that she attributed it to the small adjustments she had made to her diet, more fruits and fewer sweets, or perhaps to a late hormonal whim, as happens to some women. The first morning, she woke up to the echo of a strange dream: figures dancing in a clearing lit by the moon, their bodies brushing against each other in a sensual choreography that left her breathless and with a new heat on her skin. In front of the bathroom mirror, she noticed that her skin seemed softer, her freckles more defined, as if an inner glow was beginning to emerge. Her brown hair, still in a half-bob with a fringe, shone with an unusual softness. She shook her head, thinking it was the effect of the light, and put on a linen blouse and a wool skirt, noticing that the fabric fit more snugly around her waist and bust, as if her curves, once discreet, were beginning to be sculpted. At the bookstore, while she was tidying shelves, Clara visited her, bringing coffee and her usual spark. Clara, open and uninhibited, who always added a spicy touch to their conversations, came in with an 

~ 25 ~ energy that filled the room. Tall and with a slender but not exaggerated silhouette, she wore her dark brown hair loose, slightly wavy, falling gracefully over her shoulders. Her skin, fair but warm, had that natural glow that didn't need makeup, and her eyes, a soft green with golden tones, always seemed to be up to something. She dressed in a carefree style: tight jeans, a worn leather jacket, and a wine-colored scarf that smelled vaguely of floral perfume. — "Lucía, what have you been eating?" Clara said, raising an eyebrow with a smile. — "You're... I don't know, different. Prettier, as if you've suddenly blossomed." — "Blossomed?" Lucía laughed, but felt a blush rise to her face. She smoothed her fringe, feeling a tickle as she touched her skin. — "I've just added more vegetables, nothing special." — "Vegetables, right," Clara said, in a teasing tone. — "If you keep this up, you're going to need new clothes. That bust of yours... are you sure you're not taking something weird?" Lucía blushed, looking at the mirror behind the counter. Her blouse seemed tighter, her bust slightly more prominent, her hips more defined. "Hormones, I guess," she thought, but didn't say it, uncomfortable with the attention. That night, another dream enveloped her: a circle of stones under the moon, whispers in an ancient language, invisible hands caressing her skin. She woke up gasping, with a pulsating desire that surprised her. In the bathroom, she looked at herself: her hips looked wider, her waist narrower, her silhouette transforming into an exuberant flower that revealed the beauty that was once hidden in her smile and eyes. Her brown hair was the same, 

~ 26 ~ but her brown eyes shone with an intensity that unsettled her. On the third day, in the square, Don Miguel, an elderly customer, smiled at her as he picked up a book. — "Lucía, you're radiant," he said, with a paternal wink. — "You must be taking good care of yourself. My granddaughter says that sometimes women blossom late, like autumn flowers." — "Thank you, Don Miguel," Lucía replied, smiling, but the warmth in her chest grew, as if something in her responded to the compliment. When she got home, she tried on an old skirt and noticed that it barely closed, her bust and hips now fuller, her body attracting glances in the town. By the fifth day, the dreams were more vivid: images of intertwined bodies, whispers that made her shiver, a sexual appetite that grew like a tide. In the bookstore, while Clara was helping her with boxes, Lucía felt an accidental touch of her hands and a shiver that left her breathless. — "Lucía, I'm telling you this with affection..." Clara looked her over, raising an eyebrow with a smile that announced mischief. — "If you keep this up, your bras are going to need technical approval." Lucía let out a nervous laugh, just as a slight tug in her back made her blink. — "Nah, it must be the hormonal cycle or stress. It happens to me sometimes... I think." — "Well, just so you know, if you grow a little more, I can see you getting custom orders," Clara replied, winking at her. — "Not because you're vain, but because the stores in town aren't prepared for such demanding curves." Lucía nodded, but said no more. Every night, a passionate fire grew inside her, a desire that surprised and unsettled her. The dreams, each 

~ 27 ~ time more intense, left her gasping when she woke up, with images of bodies dancing under the moon, whispers that seemed to call her. In the bookstore, the young neighbors, her age, were starting to ask her for erotic novels like Fifty Shades of Grey or imported comics with covers of women with exaggerated bodies, their impossible curves vaguely reminding her of what she saw in her dreams. "It's just my imagination," she thought, attributing her desire to the readings the boys asked for, to the dreams that haunted her. One afternoon, on the sixth day, Lucía was alone in her apartment. She decided to take a bath, and when she got out, she stopped in front of the full-length mirror in her room. Naked, she contemplated her physique with astonishment: her body, once simple, was now an exuberant silhouette, her breasts full but not uncomfortable, her hips curved, her waist sculpted like a flower in full bloom. Her brown hair, with its half-bob and fringe, was still the same, but her skin shone with a luminosity she couldn't explain. As she looked at herself, a scorching heat ran through her body, a desire so intense that her hands trembled, begging for satisfaction. Then, in the reflection, she saw something that made her hold her breath: a shadow behind her, a silhouette similar to hers, but more exacerbated, with impossible curves and a lustful smile that seemed to mock her own image. The figure vanished when she blinked, but the fire inside her burned stronger, her body throbbing with a need she couldn't ignore. Lucía moved away from the mirror, breathing heavily. "It's because of the dreams," she told herself, denying what 

~ 28 ~ she had seen. "Or because of those novels the boys ask for, or the comics with those unreal women." She remembered the covers of the comics, with figures of exaggerated breasts and hips, and thought that her mind was mixing everything: the dreams, the readings, Clara's comments. "It's just a hormonal change," she repeated to herself, trying to calm down, without understanding the scope of what was happening to her. She didn't know that, with the first full moon of the next lunar cycle approaching, something inside her was waiting, ready to blossom completely. By the end of the week, the changes had stabilized. Her silhouette, now ideal, was the most beautiful and exuberant in San Viento, without the discomforts Clara had feared. The villagers attributed it to a healthy diet or a late development, and Lucía, although disconcerted by the desire that grew within her, accepted it as something natural. But at night, when the dreams enveloped her, she felt a whisper without origin, a presence that was watching her from the shadows, waiting for its moment. Without knowing it yet, Lucía had read more than simple words. She had awakened a shadow that slept between the pages of that grimoire, and every day, every night, the dark seed slowly germinated in her soul.

 

~ 29 ~ 




Chapter 2: Changes and Glimpses

The days in San Viento continued their slow pace, with drizzle falling on the slate roofs and the mist enveloping the hills like a whisper from the past. The bells of the Romanesque church resonated at dawn, and the aroma of chestnut trees filled the square, where the villagers gathered for their morning chats. But in the last two weeks, something had changed in the town: Lucía, the young woman from the bookstore, had transformed into a vision no one could ignore. Her silhouette, once simple, was now a curve of exuberant beauty, like a flower that, after seeming to wither, had bloomed with dazzling vitality. Her brown hair, in a medium bob with bangs, still framed her face, but her eyes shone with an intensity that seemed to charm everyone, and her warm, always gentle smile, now carried a nuance that made hearts race.

The neighbors couldn't help but comment on her change. The older women, when passing the bookstore, looked at her with joy, as if they saw a daughter who had found her light. "Lucía, you are like a rose in spring," said Doña Carmen, the baker, as she handed her a freshly baked bun. The younger girls, barely out of adolescence, watched her with admiration, as if she were a creature of fantasy, a nymph from the stories their grandmother used to tell them, with a beauty that combined warmth and an inexplicable magnetism. "It's as if you glow from within," whispered Ana, a nineteen-year-old neighbor, as she leafed through a book in the 

 

~ 30 ~ bookstore, her eyes fixed on Lucía with a mixture of envy and fascination.

Even her longtime friends seemed unsure how to react to her new presence. One morning, as she crossed the square on her way to the store, she ran into Marta and Sofía, who were chatting on the bench under the City Hall's chestnut tree. Seeing her pass, Sofía called out to her with a mischievous smile:

"Lucía! You're going to blind someone with that glow if you keep going out without sunglasses."

Lucía laughed softly, shrugging. "That again? You're worse than Clara..."

"No, seriously," Marta insisted, raising an eyebrow. "Are you using some new cream? Or have you made a pact with Aphrodite? Because something's going on."

"Just sleeping better. And drinking more water," Lucía replied, although her tone was not entirely convincing.

Sofía pointed a finger at her, theatrically. "Aha. A white lie. You'll see, one of these days I'll catch you levitating among the shelves."

Lucía let out a nervous laugh, waved goodbye and continued on her way to the bookstore. Although the conversation had been a joke, their words left an echo in her mind. Did she really look so different?

Among the young men, from eighteen to thirty years old, the change was even more notable. The same ones 
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"Lucía, do you have anything new about carpentry in the bookstore?" he asked, scratching the back of his neck, his gaze shifting to her silhouette.

"Oh, Javier, I think so," Lucía replied, smiling, but her voice acquired a softer, almost syrupy tone, without her intending it. "Stop by later and I'll show it to you... personally." Her eyes widened as she realized the double meaning, and a blush crept up her face. "I mean, the books. The carpentry books!" she stammered, laughing nervously.

Javier smiled, clearly delighted. "Of course, the books. I'll stop by later, then."

Lucía turned, feeling a heat run through her body, a desire that took her by surprise. "What's wrong with me?" she thought, attributing it to the fatigue of the last few nights, plagued by dreams that left her gasping: images of bodies intertwined under the moon, whispers in a language she didn't understand, a passionate fire that grew inside her like an uncontrollable tide.

On Wednesday, while working at the bookstore, another incident threw her off. Pablo, a twenty-two-year-old student who used to ask for hiking guides, approached the counter with a shy smile.
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"Lucía, do you have something... I don't know, more exciting than hiking?" he said, his eyes fixed on hers.

She, sorting invoices, felt a tingling on her skin and replied without thinking: "It depends on how exciting you want it to be, Pablo. There are things that could... make you vibrate." Her voice came out low, almost seductive, and realizing it, she dropped an invoice. "Oh, sorry! I meant adventure novels. I'm a little tired, that's all."

Pablo laughed, clearly intrigued. "It's okay, Lucía. Sounds good. Do you recommend one?"

She nodded with a forced smile, while inside her body burned. It was as if something in her demanded to be released, a wild and hungry part that was awakening without her permission.

And although those anecdotal moments rarely led to anything more—at most, a casual date at a coffee shop or an afternoon meeting to show the guy a promised volume—Lucía had learned to handle the situation with a certain subtlety. When she noticed that her companions' gazes were fixed more on the new curves of her silhouette than on her words, on her breasts when she bent over or on her hips when she walked, she would cut the game with elegance. A smile, a kind excuse... and everything would end there.

And then, the most unsettling thing: a sudden hardening of her nipples, even without cold, even without contact. A slight pressure on her breasts, as if 

 

~ 33 ~ they were just inflating, rising, seeking attention. As if her own body sought to provoke, eager to placate that internal sensation that only grew with each passing day. It was a mute, deep need, that did not come from thought, but from something more primary... something that lived just beneath her skin.

Clara, always observant, noticed the changes during a visit on Friday afternoon. As they helped reorganize a shelf, Clara looked at her sideways.

"Lucía, seriously, you're breaking the laws of gravity," Clara said, half-jokingly. "If you keep this up, you're going to have to ask for help just to button your blouse."

Lucía laughed, but the idea worried her. "Don't be dramatic, Clara. It's just... I don't know, good food, hormones. I think it's stabilized now." Although she said it, she felt a slight tension when moving boxes. Her bust, now firmer and rounder, had become clearly more noticeable, just enough for her blouses to look brand new and her movements to require a little more balance. It wasn't uncomfortable—in fact, her body seemed to adapt with an almost organic fluidity—but it was impossible to ignore that something had changed. The way the fabric clung, the slight pressure when she bent over, or the way others' eyes discreetly lingered... everything confirmed it.

"And what about your 'non-dates'?" Clara asked with a mocking smile, crossing her arms. "I've heard rumors of 
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Lucía snorted. "Ugh... they've been more awkward than anything. One expected a hiking trip and ended up asking me if my bra was new. Another wanted to talk about Tolkien, but couldn't even read the subtitles." She rolled her eyes with a tired smile. "And, of course, as soon as I notice they're looking more at my curves than at me... goodbye."

"And you?" Clara asked with a raised eyebrow. "Don't you feel... something? I don't know, a desire to let yourself go for once?"

Lucía looked down, as if the shelf in front of her offered a way out. She bit her lip and spoke in a lower voice:

"That's the weird part. Sometimes I feel that... my body wants things that I don't. As if my skin were hungry, as if... I don't know, just accidentally brushing an arm left me trembling for a while. My nipples harden for no reason. And in some showers, I feel as if..." she paused, hesitating. "...as if my breasts grew a little more just by remembering a look or a whisper."

Clara tilted her head, with no trace of mockery. "Could it be hormonal? Your cycle? Crazy ovulation?"

Lucía shook her head slowly. "I thought so. But this... I don't know. It's different. It's as if my body remembers things that I don't, as if it reacts before my mind. As if something... inside me yearns for something I don't fully understand."
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"Well," Clara murmured, gently placing a hand on her shoulder with a sideways smile. "If at some point you feel like you're going to burst into flames, I promise to have a fire extinguisher on hand. And if some creep gets too fresh... let me know. Although you, alone, with that lethal charm and your subtlety, could melt their ego without even messing up your hair. Just... take care, okay? Those guys look at you as if you were a prize, not a person. You look like an Aphrodite walking among mortals, but don't forget that even goddesses can be devoured by the wrong adoration."

Clara noticed Lucía's lost gaze, and her tone became more practical, seeking a way to get her out of her thoughts. "Hey, why don't you come to my place this evening? We can call Sofía and Marta, order some pizzas, and put on a B-movie, one of those that make us cringe. It's the best way to not think about anything and have a good laugh."

Lucía nodded, grateful for the suggestion and the opportunity to distract herself. That afternoon, trying to set aside the strange tension that consumed her, she met up with her friends at Clara's apartment. Between laughs and bags of freshly made popcorn, they commented on how their day had gone while debating which movie to watch.

"It's so nice to finally sit down all four of us," Clara sighed, stretching out on the sofa. "With everything going on, it seemed like we hadn't all been together in a month."
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"I know, right," Sofía nodded, with a smile. "At this rate, to see each other for a bit we have to organize a summit. By the way, should we order dinner yet? I vote for pizza. The salmon and goat cheese one is my downfall."

"Pizza sounds ideal, but the ham and mushroom one is the best," Marta replied, laughing. "And for dessert, those cinnamon rolls they make at the bakery on the corner."

"Okay, pizza and cinnamon rolls. Who's going to get them?" Lucía asked, her stomach already rumbling.

"I volunteer if you promise not to leave me without WiFi again," Marta joked, getting up.

"I just ask you one thing, Marta," Sofía said, in a very serious voice that contrasted with her smile. "If they offer you the pineapple one at the pizzeria, I swear..."

"Oh, no! Don't look at me like that," Marta interrupted, shrugging. "I know it's a heresy for an Italian, but I love it. It's sweet and salty, and the flavor explodes in your mouth."

"I'm offended. Like a grandfather would have a heart attack if they told him not to stir the rice pudding with the family's wooden spoon..." Sofía continued in the same dramatic tone, earning laughs from the others. "If it were up to me, I'd order the four-cheese with Cabrales, that one's a real explosion of flavors."
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"The taste of victory, but it's so strong it blows your taste buds out," Clara added, with a feigned grimace of disgust. "I still remember the last time we ordered it and Marta, after one bite, told us with her mouth full that it 'tasted like the feet of a bear that had eaten cheese'."

"It's not my fault it's such an intense combination," Sofía defended herself, smiling. "You either love it, or you hate it."

"I hate it, and with good reason," Marta intervened, with a shiver that ran down her entire body and a look of disgust on her face. "I still get the bear aftertaste in my throat just remembering it. You don't know how many times I thought: 'I wish I had gotten the pineapple one'. Please, don't make me think about it, I feel like my esophagus is getting hairy."

The four of them laughed. While they waited for dinner, they began to comment on how their day had gone.

"I'm exhausted, really," Clara said, stretching out on the sofa. "I've been working on my illustrations all week, but luckily the workload goes down in the summer and I can enjoy more free time. And I'm grateful for it, because that way I can escape to the bookstore to lend you a hand and you force me out of my cave to have a coffee. Although, honestly, all I want to do is stay in plant mode."

"Me too," Sofía added, letting out a giggle. "Today I had a client who wanted me to design a logo for his 'organic 
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"At least you have a cat. Mine decided today that it was a good idea to bite the router cable," Marta complained, feigning drama. "I was without internet for two hours! Do you know what that's like? Civilization is collapsing."

"Well, I spent the day sorting shelves in the bookstore, but I haven't stopped," Lucía commented, with a resigned smile. "Apparently, the guys in the neighborhood have decided that I'm the only person who can recommend books to them. The carpenter Javier came, asked for manuals and tried to convince me to have a second date, even though he already knows it won't work. And the baker's assistant, who has finally stopped bringing croissants, came to ask me if there are books that are 'exciting' or will 'make him vibrate'."

"Oh, please!" Sofía exclaimed, laughing. "Don't they give up? You have them all queuing up. If it bothers you so much, introduce them to me. I don't mind having an admirer with free cookies!"

"Or the one with poetry and manuals," Clara added, with a knowing smile. "You pass them on to us, and we'll help you free up your schedule."

Lucía laughed, shaking her head, and the atmosphere felt, for the first time all day, truly relaxed. Marta, with 
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"Girls, I present to you Attack of the 50 Foot Cheerleader. I thought it would be the sequel to Attack of the 50 Ft. Woman, but with more budget and less papier-mâché."

"Or with more papier-mâché, which is the fun part," Sofía added, falling onto the sofa with a laugh.

"Well, if there are giant cheerleaders we've already won something," Clara joked, tossing a piece of popcorn into the air and catching it with her mouth. "I just hope there are giant pom-poms and not other things."

Once dinner arrived, and they put on the movie, they soon discovered that it wasn't what they expected: instead of a colossal heroine fighting for her dignity, they found an absurd university comedy, full of giant female students fighting in tight clothing, exaggerated special effects, and blatantly suggestive scenes.

"Please... was this 'battle' in oil necessary?" Sofía asked, putting her hand to her forehead while laughing.

"It's clearly fundamental for the development of the plot," Marta replied, trying to hold back her laughter.

"Yes... for the development... but of something else," Clara added with a sideways smile.
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On the screen, one of the most risqué scenes caught everyone's attention. The exaggeration was such that it seemed like a parody of itself: the contact, the looks, the excessive physical change...

"Oh my God..." Marta commented, laughing. "Can you imagine if that really happened? You're just chilling and suddenly... boom!, three sizes bigger in the middle of it."

Sofía took a sip of her soda with a half-smile.

"It depends... If the other person is underneath, it could be... interesting."

"Or dangerous," Clara added, in a suggestive tone. "Although if it were me... I'd take the opportunity to see how long they'd last."

They all looked at Lucía with a knowing smile.

"Come on, confess..." Sofía said. "If something like that happened to you, would you keep going or would you stop?"

Lucía shrugged, laughing nervously.

"I guess... it would depend on how well they were doing it."

The laughter erupted again, and Marta added jokingly:

"Well, if you have any of those vials they use in the movie, leave us some."

Lucía smiled and, with a wink, replied:
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"Mine's totally natural."

The laughter spread through the room, and Clara, recovering, pointed to the screen with a piece of popcorn.

"And the other way around? What if the guy was the one who got so... big?" she asked, the word resonating with an obvious double meaning.

"Oof, well, that changes things. I think the important thing is that he knows what to do with the new 'material'," Sofía replied, feigning an air of expertise. "Because if he can't control the weight, what you might get is a sprain."

"Or for that to turn into the eruption of Vesuvius," Marta added, in a more comedic than serious tone. "You don't know how many fluids would have to be expelled, that would be a real... flood."

"Exactly. Strength is good, but if you don't control it... you'll be left without a bed, without desire, and without a partner," Clara said, in a more pragmatic tone.

"Yes, because then they complain that they don't last long," Sofía intervened, in a knowing voice, earning another round of laughter. "They tell you they're very resistant, that they can handle anything... but as soon as something gets 'big', boom! They fall apart. Literally. And besides," Sofía added, with a knowing smile, "what does the magnitude of the work matter if the architect doesn't know how to build? We just ask that there's a 
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"And I thought a good architect no longer existed," Clara added, with a choked laugh. "If you find one like that, the first thing is that the facade doesn't deceive you. That it's as spectacular inside as it is outside. And if that's the case, you reserve it for life. You tell him 'the most important suite is yours, honey, and I'm not going to let you remodel it'."

"Oh, please, Sofía!" Marta exclaimed, rubbing her hands with a false air of greed. "It's not just the most important suite, it's that you put a 'permanently reserved' sign on it and a 'do not disturb' alarm. And, of course, before you sign the contract, you make sure that the interior is up to the exterior, in case the building has leaks."

"Well, let's see, Lucía, what about you?" Sofía asked, in a playful tone. "What would your fantasy be in the 'giant who knows what he's doing' pack?"

They all turned back to Lucía, waiting for her answer.

"Honestly, I'd worry that he'd suddenly start to growl and look at the moon," Lucía said, trying to go along with the joke, but the phrase resonated with a pang of panic that none of her friends noticed. "Although I guess if it's a new moon... there's no problem."

The laughter erupted again. The movie continued with comments and jokes, but inside, Lucía felt how each joke and each absurd scene ignited something deeper. 
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Those impossible bodies, the unreal curves, and the camera's constant attention reminded her unsettlingly of the shadow she had seen in the mirror days before. It was ridiculous, she told herself... and yet, she couldn't ignore the warmth that ran through her every time the images repeated in her head.

When it ended, Sofía stretched out on the sofa. "Well, at least we had a laugh... although I confess I expected more city destruction and less... lubricant."

"Me too," Marta laughed, "but hey, it's not bad for a silly afternoon."

Clara turned to Lucía with curiosity. "What's wrong? Did you like it more than you're letting on?"

Lucía looked away, hiding a small smile.

"No... it was just... entertaining, I guess."

As they collected the empty cups and bags, Lucía couldn't stop feeling that uncomfortable, persistent warmth. The movie was over, but in her mind the scenes were still alive, mixing with thoughts she preferred not to analyze too much.

That night, after returning home, sleep enveloped her like a thick fog. Lucía found herself walking through a lush forest, the fresh air brushing her skin, next to her ex-boyfriend from years ago, whose familiar smile brought her bittersweet memories. They had decided to take a shortcut after a quiet afternoon, and the 
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Suddenly, the path opened to a clearing where a circle of ancient stones emerged from the ground, covered in moss and bathed in an unsettling gloom. A bad feeling settled in her chest, the figure of her ex-partner looked at her intently, and with a sigh he repeated the same words he had told her the day they broke up:

"You're not... striking enough."

Before she could answer, the sun suddenly sank behind the trees. Darkness descended like a heavy curtain, and a shiver ran down her back. Then, a tremor began in her legs, ascending her spine. Her breathing became erratic, and her heart hammered forcefully as her body began to convulse.

The blouse and jeans she was wearing tensed to the limit. She felt an internal cracking sound, as if her bones were rearranging, and her hips widened with an almost painful tug. Her waist narrowed, her thighs rounded, and her breasts began to swell until they tore the fabric, revealing a skin that glowed with an unnatural radiance.

He looked at her, motionless, his eyes wide open, caught between astonishment and excitement. Before he could utter a word, Lucía, dominated by a wild instinct she didn't recognize as her own, pounced on him. Her hands—now stronger but soft—ripped off his 
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In a matter of seconds, they were on the ground, their bodies intertwined under the cold moonlight. Every touch, every moan, fanned a desire that felt infinite. When Javier climaxed inside her, a scorching heat ran through her belly and chest, as if something was burning from within.

It was then that she began to grow. Her arms and legs lengthened proportionally, lifting her above the treetops. Her breasts and hips expanded with every heartbeat, and a wave of inhuman pleasure shook her. In her mind, one thought repeated with a sickening intensity:

"Soon everyone will seek me... because no one else can give them what I can."

Lucía screamed, not out of fear, but out of a wild longing that she couldn't satisfy. She sought more, always more...

She woke up startled, gasping and drenched in sweat. For a few seconds, she thought she felt her breasts heavier and fuller, but when she fell back asleep and woke up in the morning, everything seemed normal. Still, she couldn't help but look at herself in the mirror and murmur with a tense smile: "It was definitely... that absurd movie's fault." However, throughout the day, that persistent sensation didn't completely abandon her; a strange heat continued to beat beneath her skin, 

 

~ 46 ~ like an echo of the nightmare that had shaken her during the night. That same Thursday, while working at the bookstore, the incidents continued to accumulate. Every word she uttered seemed to be tinged with an involuntary double meaning, accompanied by a heat that disconcerted her, and the slips became more frequent, as if her body was sending signals she didn't understand. Her figure, which in the dream had changed so vividly, now felt different, with every nerve vibrating just beneath the surface, amplifying that internal oppression.

By Friday afternoon, that internal oppression, amplified by being cooped up in the bookstore and a heat that seemed to surge from within, had exhausted her. In search of a respite, Lucía convinced Clara to leave work and head to the town's ice cream parlor, fleeing the scorching sun that, in a way, reflected the fire she carried inside.

They walked along the cobbled streets, the warm air brushing their faces, when Lucía broke the silence with a voice tinged with nervousness and curiosity. "Hey, Clara, do you remember the movie we saw the other day with the girls?" Clara, adjusting her backpack on her shoulder, nodded with a sarcastic smile. "Of course, that giant cheerleader madness with more cleavage and hormones than many of our college classmates. Between the oil and the cheesy effects, it was a spectacle." Lucía let out a nervous laugh, looking away towards the ground before continuing. "Well... I had a pretty weird dream afterward, or rather a nightmare. I 

~ 47 ~ don't know how to explain it." Clara stopped for a moment, turning to her with her green eyes shining with curiosity. "A dream? Come on, don't leave me in suspense. What happened?"

After a moment of hesitation, biting her lip, Lucía took a deep breath and summarized: "I was with Javier in a forest. We found some weird stones, and suddenly my body started to change." She made a broad gesture with her hands around her hips, then brought them to her chest, opening them as if measuring an impossible growth. "I pounced on him without being able to stop myself. Then... I grew until I was taller than the trees, with a desire that wouldn't stop. It was... intense." Clara let out a brief laugh, but her expression softened as she watched her with interest. "Oh my God, Lucía! That sounds like a direct sequel to the movie, but with the idiot Javier as a guest star." Lucía laughed too, a blush coloring her cheeks as the heat in her chest intensified. "Yeah, well... it was weird. I guess the movie made me imagine a way to have given him more than he could handle," she said with a giggle, half-blushing, touching her neck as if she was looking for an explanation, while Clara looked at her with a mix of amusement and an increasingly deep curiosity.

"Don't worry, my friend," Clara said, in a softer tone, putting aside the joke for a second. "He already showed at the time that he couldn't handle so much. You were the one who won, and you know it. Don't forget that you're a gem, and he didn't know how to appreciate it."

 

~ 48 ~ 

Upon arriving at the ice cream parlor, Clara opened the door with an ironic smile. "Well, I hope this ice cream cools down all that heat... both from the sun and from your wild dreams with Javier."

After stopping to buy their respective ice creams, Lucía an exotic fruity flavor with visible chunks of mango, kiwi, and strawberry, and Clara, true to her bold character and sharp humor, chose a chocolate ice cream with a tangy touch of lemon, both sat on a bench in the square, enjoying their cone ice creams. Lucía had chosen an exotic flavor, full of fruit chunks. As she took the first lick, the sweet coldness met her lips, and then her tongue explored the creaminess and the small chunks.

An unexpected wave of pleasure ran through her. It wasn't just the flavor; it was the texture, the temperature, the shape of the ice cream melting against her tongue and palate. Her eyes narrowed for an instant, and a small breath escaped her lips. It was too much. Too intense for a simple ice cream.

Clara watched her, noticing how Lucía had stared at her cone for a couple of seconds, a slight tension in her neck. Her mind, Clara thought, must have been smoking with sensations.

Lucía, without taking her eyes off her ice cream, and in a voice that sounded deeper and hoarser than usual, murmured to herself, though loud enough for Clara to hear: 
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"Mmm... This is so... creamy. And it melts so well in my mouth. I love it when the fruit is so... plump and juicy." She paused, taking another slow, prolonged lick of the ice cream, her eyes shining with an unusual intensity. "I could be with this all afternoon. It leaves me breathless with how good it is."

Clara, who had already been about to choke on her own ice cream, couldn't help but let out a laugh, although she tried to disguise it with a cough. She looked at Lucía with a mixture of amazement and uncontrollable amusement.

"Oh, Lucía!" Clara said, in a teasing tone and raising an eyebrow. "For a moment I thought you were talking about something else. Are you sure this passion fruit ice cream doesn't come with an extra of... unicorn hormones or the very essence of bottled lust? Because come on, if the ice cream gets you like this, I don't even want to imagine you in the pastry shop."

Lucía blinked, coming out of her micro-trance, the blush quickly rising up her neck and cheeks. She realized what she had just said, and how it sounded. She put her hand to her mouth, mortified.

"Clara! No, of course not! It's just the ice cream! It's just very good..." she tried to excuse herself, her voice rising in pitch, but her traitorous eyes still shone with the echo of the intense sensation.

Clara smiled knowingly, licking her own ice cream, her own cheeks lightly blushing, caught up in the 

 

~ 50 ~ embarrassment and humor of the situation. "Relax, relax, Luci. It was a joke. Although, seeing your face, I wonder what kind of ice creams you've had lately... Maybe ice cream should be your new destiny, if one day, which I hope doesn't happen, you close the bookstore, maybe we should open an ice cream parlor. You'd have a line."

Lucía buried her face in her ice cream, knowing she had no escape. Her body, now, found excitement in the most absurd places, and her mouth, apparently, had developed a dangerous talent for involuntary double entendre. Ice cream would never be the same again.

On Saturday, Lucía ventured into the romantic novel section of the bookstore, a small universe of pastel covers and suggestive titles, often with the light a little dimmer to create atmosphere. Lucía needed to reach a copy of "Love in the Time of Cholera" that, ironically, someone had placed on the highest shelf, right above a series of erotic historical novels. She took out the old, heavy, and noisy wooden ladder she always used, and propped it against a shelf full of stories of excessive passion. She climbed carefully, feeling the roughness of the wood under her fingers.

Upon reaching the third step, she had to lean to one side to get a better angle. Unconsciously, she rested her body against the rail of the ladder. And that was when it happened. One of the wooden legs, old and polished by use, slid with alarming precision to anchor itself right 
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For a couple of seconds that felt like an eternity, Lucía stood motionless, her eyes veiled, her gaze lost somewhere on the ceiling. The sensation was instantaneous and disarming. It wasn't pain, or even discomfort, but a strange and prolonged pressure that sent a wave of heat throughout her body, so deep that her breath caught in her throat. A ladder! Made of wood? Was her body so desperate for contact that a piece of inanimate wood in a library could get her so worked up? Several years already without any sexual contact and now she was getting turned on by furniture, and right in the romance section! A muffled moan escaped her lips, almost a released sigh, while her hips moved with a slow and almost imperceptible rhythm, rubbing her chest against the wood in an unconscious but clear search for pleasure. "Oh... yes... more...", she whispered to herself, in a choked voice, imagining for an instant that the rough wooden leg was something very different, something... much warmer and alive. It was as if time had stopped just for her and her peculiar affair with the furniture of passion.

Suddenly, a distant click of the front door snapped her out of her shameful trance. She pulled away abruptly, almost falling off the step, her face burning with embarrassment. Her cheeks were on fire, an intense blush that went all the way to her hairline. She looked at the ladder leg as if it were a pervert, an object with lascivious intentions. A quick glance at the surrounding 
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"This is ridiculous," she thought, trying to calm her pulse. "Absolutely pathetic. I'm a librarian, not a furniture fetishist. And especially not in this section." She laughed to herself, a forced laugh that sounded more like nerves than amusement, as she struggled to grab the book, praying that her body wouldn't go on a decency strike again.

However, her problems with ice cream and furniture were not the only things that made her uncomfortable; during the previous days, among the boys who now sought her attention, Marco, a twenty-nine-year-old who worked at the agricultural cooperative, stood out for his persistence. Known in San Viento for his polite charm and confident smile, Marco had always been successful with the women of the town, but Lucía, before her change, had never been on his radar. Now, however, his eyes followed her with an intensity that made her nervous. On Tuesday, while Lucía was sorting books at the entrance of the bookstore, Marco approached, holding a box of apples as an excuse.

"Lucía, I brought this for the bookstore, a gift from the cooperative," he said, with a smile that reeked of gallantry. "Although, to be honest, I wanted to see you. Fancy a coffee this afternoon?"

Lucía felt a tingling on her skin, her body responding with a heat that disconcerted her. "Oh, Marco, thanks 
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Marco tilted his head, without losing his composure. "Another day, then. I won't give up that easily, will I?" he said, winking at her before leaving.

Lucía sighed, relieved, but the encounter left her uneasy. She had felt something in Marco's gaze, an intensity that was not just interest, but something more possessive, as if he saw her as a trophy. Two days later, on Friday, Marco appeared again, this time in the square while Lucía was buying bread.

"Lucía, you're radiant," he said, approaching with his confident air. "How about a walk this weekend? I know a trail with incredible views."

She adjusted her bangs, nervously, feeling that passionate fire run through her again. "You're very kind, Marco, but I have plans with Clara," she replied, with a kind but firm smile. "The bookstore keeps me busy."

"I understand," Marco said, although his eyes did not lose that calculating gleam. "But you don't get away so easily, Lucía. You are... special." He walked away with a smile, but Lucía felt a chill, remembering old rumors about Marco: always polite in public, but with a dominant side that the girls in the town whispered about with caution.

Marco had always been popular, but his reputation was not entirely clean. As his interest in Lucía grew, the 
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"I don't understand how Lucía can stand him," whispered Sara, one of the girls in the town, when she saw Marco loitering around the bookstore. "He always shows up with that smile, but... when he gets you, he changes."

"Yeah..." Ana added, biting her lip. "Sometimes he seems charming, but then... he makes you feel like you're just a toy."

Clara didn't need to hear those rumors to know that there was something about Marco that she didn't like. It wasn't just his confident attitude, but that look he had, as if they were all his by right.

Lucía perceived it too, but with an even greater clarity. From the first moment Marco began to frequent the store, his smiles always seemed too rehearsed to her. His kindness, a mask. Every time he invited her out, every time he tried to seduce her with sweet words, Lucía noticed the hidden edge of his interest.

"Come on, Lucía," Marco insisted, leaning on the counter. "You can't stay cooped up here all day. You should go out, have fun... with me."

But Lucía always found a way to politely refuse him.

"Thanks, Marco, but I have to take care of the store."

 

~ 55 ~ 

Her refusal didn't seem to discourage him, but rather made him more insistent. Every time he left, he left behind a heavy air, a sense of danger disguised as charm.

The rumors grew, sometimes vague stories of uncomfortable encounters were heard. One girl confessed tearfully that Marco had been sweet at first, but that he soon treated her like another trophy. Another spoke of empty promises and cruel words when he lost interest. However, most remained silent, either out of shame or fear.

Lucía and Clara didn't have those experiences with him. But not because Marco hadn't tried, but because both had a certain intuition, an ability to see beyond the facade. In Clara, Marco found a wall of irony and contempt; in Lucía, a polite courtesy that never gave ground. And that only seemed to make her more irresistible to him.

What Marco didn't understand was that, for Lucía, each day was becoming a struggle not only against his interest, but against something much darker. The heat inside her was no longer just a sensation. In her dreams, it turned into flames of desire and shadows that enveloped her. Hands that ran over her skin, mouths that whispered her name in voices she didn't recognize, but that spoke to her with a disturbing familiarity.

That afternoon, after closing the bookstore, Lucía made a decision. With her heart beating fast, she visited a 

~ 56 ~ small shop on the outskirts of San Viento, where tourists bought souvenirs and discreet products. There, blushing, she bought a couple of sex toys, the first she had ever bought in her life. In her apartment, she stored them under the bed, feeling a mixture of shame and curiosity.

That night, alone in her apartment, Lucía closed the curtains of her small room, where the light from a table lamp projected a warm glow on the white walls, adorned with her landscape sketches. The aroma of aromatic herbs in her pots filled the air, mixed with a sweet perfume that seemed to have followed her since that night in the basement. Sitting on the edge of her bed, she took the toys out of their hiding place: the purple vibrator, soft to the touch, and the pink dildo with silver veins, whose daring appearance made her hesitate for a moment before the desire inside her pushed her to continue. Her hands trembled as she inspected them, her breathing already agitated by anticipation. The passionate fire she had felt since she read the words in ancient Gaelic now burned with an overwhelming intensity, her body demanding relief in a way she had never known.

She lay down on the bed, the linen comforter wrinkling under her weight, and turned on the vibrator, its soft hum amplified in the silence. As she brushed it against her inner thigh, a shiver ran down her spine, her full breasts responding with a sensitivity that made her gasp. Her body, now an exuberant silhouette with sculpted curves, seemed to amplify every sensation: 

~ 57 ~ the vibration sent waves of heat that concentrated in her lower belly, her nerves vibrating like tuned strings. Her hips arched instinctively, seeking more, while images from her dreams—bodies dancing under the moon, whispers in an ancient language—flooded her mind. As she moved the vibrator toward her center, a moan escaped her lips, her eyes narrowing as her skin, softer and more luminous since her transformation, bristled. Every pulse was like lightning, her nerve endings on fire, her body responding with an intensity that surprised and frightened her.

Then, she took the dildo, its pink and silver design shining under the lamp light. "I can't believe I've come to this," she thought, a glimmer of shame mixed with a growing desperation. After what felt like an eternity of bodily silence, of a drought that had dried up not only her body, but also her imagination, the rough and curved texture of that toy promised not only a different experience, but a desperately longed-for relief. As she slid it in slowly, a gasp escaped her lips as she felt her sex, so long empty, fill up again. "God... yes..." she thought, the sensation of fullness was almost overwhelming, a violent welcome. "Finally... finally something." A shiver so deep it took her breath away, an electric shock that ran through every fiber of her being.

The sensation was more than different; it was deep, invasive, almost overwhelming, as if it touched something primitive and asleep for too long inside her. Her legs trembled uncontrollably, her breathing 

~ 58 ~ became a choppy gasp, and the pendant on her chest seemed to pulse to the frantic rhythm of her heart, as if something inside her was avidly feeding on her desire. Every movement of the dildo was a revelation, an electric shock that built an unbearable, but exquisite, pressure. "This is too much," Lucía whispered to herself, her voice trembling. "I can't stop." The waves of pleasure followed one after another, higher, stronger, dragging her into a current that promised oblivion. Her body, thirsty, clung to every friction, to every vibration, begging for more.

The images from her dreams returned, more vivid than ever: a circle of stones under the moon, intertwined bodies, a sweet voice that invited her to surrender. The tension built until it exploded in a climax that left her breathless, a whirlwind of sensations that shook her to the core. "More...", she moaned, her body arched, rigid, and a prolonged, husky groan escaped from the depths of her being as her skin glistened with a fine sweat.

After an ecstasy that left her breathless, a whirlwind of sensations shook her to the core. Her body arched, rigid, and a prolonged, husky groan escaped from the depths of her being as her skin glistened with a fine sweat. For an instant, only for that fleeting and glorious instant, the libido that had tormented her for days dissipated completely, vanishing into a sweet and exhausting nothingness. "What a relief...", Lucía sighed, her voice barely a murmur of gratitude. And when she felt the sexual need return, it did not do so with the 

~ 59 ~ uncontrolled fury of the previous days. It was not the overwhelming tide that left her breathless or speechless. "No... it's not completely gone," was her first conscious thought, a bitter certainty. It was an echo, a discernible but manageable pang. For the first time in days, she could think with surprising clarity, her mind not hijacked by the constant heat. She didn't get excited so easily; the urgency was there, yes, but reduced to a level that didn't overwhelm her or force her to lose control.

"At least now I know how to calm this down, even if it's just a little," Lucía thought, with a sigh of resignation and a small glimmer of hope. "I'm no longer completely at the mercy of this madness." The idea of being able to manage, even minimally, that uncontrollable impulse offered her unexpected comfort.
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