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THE MAGIC BIKINI


A GENDER TRANSFORMATION ROMANCE STORY

Justin’s date with Marla is a complete bust. They have nothing in common and Marla just seems painfully… average… until she shocks Justin by revealing that she was recently on the cover of the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Edition. Justin can’t believe his ears, and then he sees the pictures. Marla is so average, so how did she become so stunning for the magazine cover?

The secret is revealed that night, when they get to Marla’s bedroom and she puts on the same bikini she wore on that magazine cover. It’s a magical outfit that transforms Marla from average to out-of-this-world gorgeous. It’s enough to make Justin want a second date.

But it’s not long before curiosity sets in and Justin starts to wonder what would happen if he were to put on the bikini.


CHAPTER 1
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The date was going fine. Marla was fine… just fine. I guess there wasn’t much exceptional about her that stuck out to me. She didn’t have much to talk about, aside from talking about her favorite TV shows and movies. When I asked her about what kind of music she liked, she listed the current top twenty artists. Her favorite movie was the number-one movie at the box office just the month before (she hadn’t seen the current top film yet). When I asked her about her hobbies, she went silent for a while before talking about how she used to draw horses when she was younger (like every girl in the world).

I was struggling to figure out why we were matched on that dating site.

And this isn’t me trying to be mean, though it may come off as mean: Marla was average-looking, at best. She wasn’t quite in shape, but not fat by any means. She had thin eyelashes that made her eyes almost look sunken into her face. There were blemishes showing through her makeup, which looked dry and unflattering. Her hair was damaged from a constant cycle of bleaching and dying: a new hair color every couple of months. And her clothes just didn’t seem to fit her quite right. Her top was a bit too loose and her pants were a bit too tight. Also, what girl wears jeans on a first date? I’m not trying to be sexist, or whatever, but at least put on a nice skirt or a dress; I didn’t love wearing dress shirts and blazers, but I got my best out for that date.

But the biggest turn-off of the evening was her inability to listen to me when I was talking about myself. Most of the night consisted of me asking her questions about herself, learning about her predictable childhood, her boring office career, her basic friends who had basic names like Jenna, Ashley, and Kelsey. She really liked to talk about the divorce of her parents. They split when she was sixteen and it apparently really affected her (now, she claimed she never wanted to be married). When I started talking about my job, her eyes glazed over, and then I caught her eyeing her phone. When I told her about the band that I played in, she just nodded her head, not even asking to hear a track—not even asking what kind of music we played. Halfway through the date, I decided not to tell her anything unless she asked first—so after the first half of the date, I didn’t tell her anything about myself at all.

“Do you want to go dancing?” she asked me after I finished paying the bill (which I asked for before I was even finished my final drink, because I just wanted to get out of there).

I paused, looked into her eyes, and tried to think of a decent excuse to leave. I was actually a bit surprised that she wanted the date to go on. Did she see sparks that I didn’t see? Was she having fun? Until that moment, I assumed she’d been in silent agony over the dullness of the date. “Dancing?” I said.

“Yeah.”

“Do you like dancing?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t love it, I don’t hate it,” she said. It was the ho-hum answer I could have seen coming.

“I’m not much of a dancer,” I said.

“Oh. Okay,” she said, finally starting to clue in that I wasn’t so into her. It was nothing personal against her; I’m sure that she was perfect for the right guy: a quiet guy who didn’t like too much excitement, who didn’t want guys ogling his girl, who loved the idea of something very safe and predictable. “I guess I’m getting pretty tired. I should probably get home. Fixer Upper is on in thirty minutes too.”

“Right,” I said awkwardly. “Well, I can, uh, walk you to a cab.”

She smiled. I held the door for her. We walked down that side-street, towards the main drag where cabs were on the prowl for people just like us.

“So do you want to go see a movie or something on Friday?” she asked.

I just smiled. “Sure,” I said. I figured I could come up with a good out in the form of a text message later—that would be less awkward than rejecting her in person.

“I like those superhero movies,” she said.

“They’re okay.”

“I met the girl in this latest one,” she said.

“Which girl?” I said as we reached that main drag.

“The girl who plays Tarantula.”

“What? You met Kari Joy?”

“On a modeling shoot that I did,” she said casually. But she never mentioned any modeling shoots during the whole two-hour bar date.

“Modeling?”

“I do some modeling,” she said.

“Really?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I thought you knew that.”

“You didn’t mention it.”

“I just thought you knew who I was.”

“Who you were? Who are you?”

“I can’t tell if you’re joking,” she said with a small giggle.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know much about modeling.”

“Marla Gray,” she said. She stared into my eyes for a long moment, waiting for me to recognize the name. But I didn’t know much about models or modeling. “I guess you can just Google me when you get home.”

“Sure,” I said. And then the awkward pause went on. I was suddenly intrigued, for the first time that night. Sure, anyone can model, technically. Anyone can go on Instagram and spam photographers until they find one willing to do a shoot. Does that count as modelling? But Marla was suggesting that she’d done modeling with a famous actress (who was also a famous model). Was she screwing with me? Was she just lying to make herself seem more interesting?

I looked across the road and saw a busy dancing club. “Do you, uh, still want to go dancing for a bit?” I said.

She smiled. We zipped across the road, paid the cover, bought a couple of drinks, and danced to a few songs. Then I snuck away to the bathroom, went into a stall, and looked her up. The results had me floored. My jaw almost hit the floor when I saw her photos.

Marla wasn’t just a casual Instagram model. She was on the cover of Sports Illustrated—the swimsuit edition. She was a bikini model. She’d been in Vogue and Elle. Searching her name came up with thousands of results.

So maybe Marla was a bit more interesting than she let on. Maybe she just didn’t like to brag. She was modest. And, for reasons I couldn’t quite understand, she was really putting in some effort to make herself look average. Because in those bikini photos, she was gorgeous. Her eyes were big and flashing. Her lips were plump and pouty. She had amazing curves, huge, perky breasts, drool-inducing thighs, an ass that could make any man faint.

I was so blown away by the photos that I almost didn’t notice that she was wearing the same exact bikini in every photo: a white triangle halter mini-bikini. It was a tiny thing, showing off every bit of her body except for the plump lips of her pussy and her perky nipples.

I guess the magazines just really liked the way she looked in that bikini. I went back out and found her on the dancefloor. She saw me and smiled, so we kept dancing.

But while we danced, I couldn’t help but notice that Marla didn’t really look like the girl in those pictures. Sure, I understood that magazines hired the best Photoshop artists to perfect a woman’s every flaw, but Marla and the girl in the pictures hardly looked like the same girl. Maybe they were sisters, but the same girl? I could see the similarities. They had the same eyes. I guess they put Marla in fake lashes for the photos. Maybe she got temporary lip-injections before the shoots. Maybe she used contouring to give herself the appearance of higher cheekbones. Maybe they put her in wigs. And the curviness—that was probably just Photoshop.

Even though she really didn’t look the same as her modeling photos, it was exciting to think that I was on a date with a celebrity. It was cool to think of telling my friends that I was dating a Sports Illustrated cover model. I caught myself grinning a few times, blushing as I thought about telling my brother about my new girlfriend. And to think that I was on the verge of rejecting her, just an hour earlier!

We danced for two hours. We had four more drinks. It was midnight when we decided to get a cab back to her place. I looked into her eyes in the back of that cab, and she looked into mine. I will admit that I was struggling to muster up some ‘arousal’. I wasn’t quite attracted enough to her to throw myself at her, but I knew that she was expecting it.

“Did you have fun tonight, Justin?” she asked.

I bit my tongue. “Totally,” I said. Some moments of the night were fine. She really wasn’t a great dancer—and she wasn’t a great drinker either. She struggled to take back shots, and the alcohol didn’t really get her to loosen up. The drunker she got, the more lethargic she got. It wasn’t like other girls, who got bubbly and frisky as they chugged back liquor. I had to remind myself that she was famous; I was on a date with a famous model.

And maybe this was just the way she approached first dates. Maybe she just made herself look as mundane as possible to try to weed out the creeps and the fans. Maybe she would start dolling herself up by the second or third date. She was probably just trying to find a guy who liked her for her personality and not her looks…

Though her personality was just as mundane as her looks… Unless she was downplaying that as well.

Maybe she was up to something that I just couldn’t figure out, but it was worth persevering. I could see the first couple of dates through, and then I could at least tell people that I’d been in a relationship with a Sports Illustrated cover model.

I leaned over and kissed her. I have to admit that she wasn’t a very good kisser. She wasn’t giving me much back, and at one point she decided to slip in a limp tongue, which was a bit strange. But she was a famous model, so I persevered. I made out with her for the whole ten-minute journey to her apartment. Then we made out some more in her apartment, making our way to her bedroom. I had a chance to glance around her place, at her gray-tone artwork and gray walls. It was a bit like being in a hospital. Her bedsheets were the same tone as her walls.

She put on music that sounded a bit like what you would hear in a Starbucks. In fact, I saw the CD case and it was literally a CD they sold at Starbucks.

I threw her on the bed and pounced on top of her. That usually made girls giggle and blush, but she didn’t have much of a reaction. I kept kissing her, now pulling off her clothes. I was excited to see her body under those clothes… until I saw her body.

And look—I’m not trying to be an ass, but she just wasn’t the same girl as those bikini photos. She had some belly fat that rolled over in an unsightly way. Her breasts were a bit saggy and quite empty. Her nipples drooped slightly, lifeless, even when I sucked on them. Her hips didn’t exist; her waist, thighs, and hips were all even in width, making her look a bit like a child’s drawing of a woman.

But still, I persevered. It’s not like she was ugly or gross; she was just… so plain. There was just nothing remarkable about her, aside from the fact that she was beautiful in a few magazines. But where was that beauty now? Sure, she had no personality, but some overwhelming beauty could possibly make up for it.

I leaned back and looked into her eyes. I tried so hard to see the girl that was in those bikini photos. She stared back at me. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I said. I knew that she was now expecting sex, which meant that I needed to get myself aroused. Right now, it wasn’t happening; maybe it was the liquor or maybe it was just the lack of physical attraction. I needed to focus. I needed to figure out how to get myself in the mood.

And I could tell that she was catching on. She had a nervous look in her eye. Maybe this had happened before. Maybe there were men before me that tried and failed to see something in the famous bikini model.

“Hold on,” she said. “I just need to use the bathroom.”

“Alright,” I said. I waited until she was gone before taking out my phone and pulling up those modeling photos. I grabbed my cock and started rubbing myself. I just had to get myself aroused. I felt a bit embarrassed, sitting on her bed, tugging my cock, but at least it was working. She really was stunning in those pictures. Her body was so full and curvy! Her face was so pretty, with her long lashes and her plump lips. I had to be careful not to stroke myself too much before she got back. I didn’t want to come on myself before we even had sex.

Then she came back into the room. I quickly released my cock and looked up at her. Then I gasped when I saw her standing in that bikini, suddenly looking like a totally different girl.

Now, I was looking at the girl from the internet photos. “Holy shit,” I muttered, unable to believe what I was seeing. I was almost convinced that Marla had snuck out and now another girl was standing before me—some sort of bait-and-switch game she was playing with a friend. “You’re pranking me right now.”

“No, I’m not,” she said. It was her voice.

“How did you do your makeup like that so quickly?” I asked.

“I just put on a touch of mascara,” she said, but it looked like so much more! Her face was different. Her eyes were bigger—I swear!

She came towards me. Even her smell was different, as if she washed off that clinical-smelling deodorant and put on some expensive perfume.

I melted as she slipped on top of me. She sat her crotch down on my erection and started to rock back and forth, smiling with her million-dollar model-smile. “Does that feel good?” she asked, letting a small moan slip. Her perfect gym-toned body flexed in the perfect way: the slight gleam of abs, just enough definition in her arms…

“You look amazing,” I said, in awe of her body.

“Your cock is so hard,” she smiled, and then she sunk down and started the blowjob. Her soft, plump lips felt unlike anything I’d ever felt. I moaned and trembled. I melted into her bed as her tongue slipped around my shaft.

“You’re going to make me come,” I said.

“You can come if you want,” she said in that sultry voice. She used the tip of her tongue to flick the tip of my cock, and she really did come very, very close to making me orgasm. I had to strain to stop myself from coming. I wanted to save myself, so the night could go on.

We kissed again. She giggled when I squeezed her breasts. I paused. My head was spinning. Her breasts didn’t feel the same. Now they were fuller, bigger, perkier. Her nipples were hard and plump. I looked down and then reached for her top to pull it off. She stopped me by grabbing my wrist. “No,” she said. “Leave it on.” But I really wanted to see those perfect breasts. I wasn’t going to fight her on it. If she wanted to keep her top on, she could keep it on. I didn’t need to see her bouncing bare breasts to get off.

I reached down to slide her bottoms off, so we could move on to the penetration portion of the event. But she grabbed my wrists again. She shook her head, and then she grabbed her bottoms with a pinch and moved the strip of fabric to the side, exposing her pussy. She stroked her clit with the tip of her pointer finger. “You can fuck me,” she smiled.

She didn’t have to say it twice. I pressed my tip into her slit and pushed in hard, making her moan. I thought it was a bit weird that she wanted to keep the bikini on, but I have to admit that it was a bit arousing to fuck her in the exact outfit she wore when she did those famous photoshoots. It really did feel like I was fucking a celebrity… because I was!

It felt so good. Her moans were so perfect.

I didn’t last long, though she didn’t seem to mind. She still had her orgasm. She still dug her nails into my skin and let me fill her wet cunt with my warm seed. We kissed again. She lifted up her hips, slipping my cock out of her, and then she started grinding her leaking pussy up and down my abdomen, spilling my seed all over my stomach.

So maybe she didn’t have much personality outside of the bedroom, but in the bedroom she was irresistible. She was kinky. She was daring and naughty. Suddenly, I could see this first date turning into something like a relationship. Maybe she could be my girlfriend. Maybe one day, she could be my wife.

She didn’t take off the bikini until I was starting to doze. I had my eyes closed when she finally went to the bathroom to get cleaned up. I was asleep when she crawled back into the bed.

Then, when I woke up, I saw the sleeping Marla next to me, looking even more average than before, wearing her loose cotton pajamas, once again with those pale, sunken eyes.


CHAPTER 2
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Isnuck out before she woke up. She sent me a text message a few hours later. “Why did you go?”

“I wanted to get to the gym before I had to work,” I lied. But really, the idea of spending the morning with her just seemed awkward. I didn’t have to work that day, and I rarely went to the gym. Though I still wanted to pursue a relationship with her. I wanted to go on another date… but I wanted her to be beautiful like she was in the bedroom, when she was wearing that bikini.

Is that rude? Is it bad to want your date to be beautiful? It’s not like it took her long to get pretty like that; like she said, she only put on a touch of mascara, and that was apparently enough to make her look completely different. And it’s not like I didn’t like her personality… I just preferred her personality when she was dolled up and pretty, because it really did seem like her personality was different when she was in her modeling-mode. She was more outgoing, flirtier, and she giggled more. She was just more fun to be around. “We should go on another date,” I said to her.

“Want to see that movie tomorrow?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. “There’s that theater downtown we can go to: the fancy one that serves liquor.” It wasn’t the best theater in town; the screens were small and the seats were uncomfortable—but people generally dressed up to go there, and I wanted to see her dressed up.

“That’s fine,” she said. “I like that theater. I’m always looking for an excuse to get dolled up.”

I smiled, tingling all over with excitement. The date was shaping up to be a good one. I spent the next twenty-four hours constantly looking up her modeling photos, in awe of her perfect body. That body didn’t make any sense. No woman should be that beautiful. No woman should be able to be so stunning.

There were entire websites devoted to her: hundreds of thousands of ravenous fans. There was even a forum filled with fans discussing her various photoshoots. There were a few threads of people wondering why she was always wearing the same bikini. Very few fans seemed to care; they were just happy to be fans. I’m sure most of them would have killed to be in my position. They would probably call me crazy for sneaking out of her apartment before she woke up… But they would also be very confused as to why she didn’t look anything like her pictures.

I went to the store to buy new clothes for that second date. I wanted to make a good impression. I knew that she was going to be beautiful and I couldn’t wait to see her—and I couldn’t wait for people to see us together. I even bought myself a new cologne, just to ensure that I made the perfect (second) impression.

I showed up early at the theater. I paced around nervously, excited to see her. I found myself peeking at photos of her again, just to refresh my memory of the beauty that I was going to be on a date with.

Then she showed up, stepping out from a cab, and my excitement level dropped instantly.

I hate to say it, but she just wasn’t dolled up the way I was expecting. She was wearing makeup—lots of it—and she was wearing a dress… but it just wasn’t the same as those photos. She still had those sunken eyes, those flat cheeks, those lifeless breasts. There was something about that dress: it just didn’t fit her right; it didn’t show off her curves the way that bikini showed off her curves. Her hair was messy, though it looked like she tried to style it. Her lips were thin, though it looked like she tried to make them look plumped with lip-liner and a glossy red lipstick.

I had to force a smile on my face when she walked up to me. Her legs had splotches on them: blemishes and small bruises and veins. And then there was her gait, which wasn’t quite the womanliest gait. She had a bit of a hunch when she walked, and her shoulders were tense, up by her shoulders.

“You, uh, look good,” I said.

“Thanks. You look good too,” she said. “I can’t wait to see this movie. I’m excited.”

“Totally,” I said. And it seemed like we had gone back in time, to that first date. God, it was so hard to find things to talk about on that first date. We just had nothing in common… or maybe she just had nothing to say. Now, as we walked into the theater, the problem was the same. I couldn’t think of anything to say to her. “So, uh, how was your day yesterday?”

“It was okay,” she said. “I ate lunch with a friend. I watched some TV. I got an email from my grandma, so I spent some times responding.”

“How old is she?” I asked, not really sure what else to ask.

“Eighty-three,” she said.

“And how’s she doing?”

“Fine.”

We were silent, now standing in line to get tickets.

“So, uh, you like these superhero movies, huh?”

“Yeah. Some of them.”

“What’s your favorite?”

She thought for a moment. “I don’t know. Maybe the Steel Soldier remake that came out last year.”

“Cool,” I said. I hadn’t seen it, but I hadn’t heard good things. I was tempted to ask questions I’d already asked her, like questions about her favorite music, her favorite movies, her non-existent hobbies. But it all just seemed like inconsequential small talk. I thought for a long while before turning to look at her.

Did she think that she looked the same as in her photoshoots? Was this her idea of looking good? Why didn’t she try to look the way she looked in those pictures?

“What’s wrong?” she asked me.

“I’m just curious about your modeling career. Why do you work at an office if you had so much success as a model?”

“Oh,” she said, turning away from me. “I guess it’s just more of a pastime. I only really do a shoot or two a month.”

“But you made it to the cover of Sports Illustrated. That’s, like, a big deal… isn’t it?”

“I guess so,” she said.

“I’m sure that paid pretty good. I’m sure other magazines want you in them.”

“I guess so,” she said. “But I don’t really do much of that. I don’t think I was ever a good model. That’s kind of in my past. I haven’t done a shoot in a long time. I don’t think I’ll do another one. Modeling isn’t really for me, I guess.” She was being strangely wishy-washy, and I felt like I wasn’t getting a clear story. Before, she told me that she occasionally did some modeling. Now, she was telling me that she hadn’t done it in a long time and didn’t plan on doing it again. It almost seemed like a subject she didn’t want to talk about, even though it was the thing that she was literally famous for.

“I just think it’s really interesting. Was it a bad time? Did something bad happen?” I asked.

“No,” she said. “It was fine. I just did that, and now I don’t do it.”

I tried not to sigh. She was turning a fascinating topic into the most mundane conversation imaginable. She had literally posed on the cover of Sports Illustrated! Why wasn’t she more enthusiastic? Why didn’t she have any interesting stories to share? “So if Vogue came to you and wanted you on the cover, you wouldn’t do it?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. Depends on what they wanted.”

“What if they wanted pictures of you in a really fancy dress?” I said. “Like, some long red ballgown, maybe in a desert or something. Would you do that?”

She shook her head. “No,” she said bluntly.

“Why not?”

“That’s not my thing. Why are you so interested in the whole modeling thing? It’s really not that interesting. Like I said, it’s something I did in the past. I haven’t done it in a long time. Let’s talk about something else.” She was being dodgy; there was obviously something she wasn’t telling me. Maybe she had a bad relationship with a photographer, or she ended up being shunned from the modeling community for some reason. Or maybe she just ‘hit the wall’, so to speak: when a girl reaches that age where she just doesn’t look young and hot anymore. Maybe they stopped hiring her for shoots and she was bitter about it. But she wasn’t old; Marla was only twenty-four, and she couldn’t have been much younger in those pictures.

I was confused, but it was clear that I wasn’t going to get an answer. We got our tickets, we bought some popcorn, and then we settled into our seats and watched the movie. It was nice to have the loud movie playing, stopping us from having awkward conversations. I reluctantly put my arm over her at one point, though it felt strangely wrong. I thought about making a move and planting a kiss on her lips, but there was never a good moment.

After the film was done, I saw her in the light, and the bit of excitement I’d managed to build up in the dark theater instantly fluttered away. I was on the verge of snapping, demanding to know why she didn’t look like her pictures. But I knew it was possible. I’d seen her put that bikini on in her apartment. I watched her transform, seemingly instantly. It made no sense.

Maybe it was the liquor. I was pretty drunk when I was at her place, though I didn’t think I was quite that drunk… It was hard to wrap my head around what was happening; I still wasn’t convinced that this all wasn’t some sort of prank.

“Should we get dinner or something?” she asked.

I had to think about it. The date was so lifeless. There was no energy between us, and it was hard to believe that she couldn’t tell. A cute, young woman passed by behind Marla; she was blonde, short, and meeting up with a group of friends. “Are we still going to the bar for drinks?” I heard her friend ask.

“Let’s go!” the cute blonde replied.

And I found myself wishing that I wasn’t on that date, so that I could call up some friends (and a good wingman) and meet those girls at the bar. Maybe I would have some chemistry with one of them.

“Justin?” said Marla, staring into my eyes. “Want to get dinner?”

I remembered her in the bedroom. I couldn’t give up on her yet. I’d seen those bikini photos, and I’d seen her dolled up properly in her bedroom. I knew that there was another side to her, both physically and in terms of her personality; I just had to figure out how to get her to be that person, and not the quiet, mundane girl that I was with now. I didn’t want to be with ho-hum Marla; I wanted to be with Sports Illustrated Marla.

I felt guilty. I knew that my way of thinking was wrong. I knew that I was wasting her time, and I knew that I was a bad person for caring more about how she could look than worrying about her personality or the things we had in common. But sometimes, men just can’t help it. We’re wired in a certain biological way, to crave sex. Marla had no limits to her sex appeal when she was modeling. When we were out on dates, there was no sex appeal to be seen. It’s not like I was going to demand that she be her modeling self whenever we were together, but I wanted to know that she really could be like that when I wanted her to be like that. It’s not like I wouldn’t be the best version of myself for her if there was a best version of myself that she really wanted. I mean—surely, she must have known that men were going to want that bombshell that had been on the cover of so many magazines.

We got to the bar and ordered some drinks. We were quiet as we sipped, trying to think of things to talk about. I asked her to tell me more about her childhood, but she just said, “It wasn’t really all that interesting. I had a pretty normal childhood.” Maybe it was too normal.

“Ever been in a long-term relationship?”

She shrugged her shoulders and shook her head. “Not really.”

“Any serious boyfriends?”

“No.”

I bit down on my tongue. She just wouldn’t let any question evolve into a conversation. I was starting to think that I was doing something wrong; maybe I was just asking the wrong questions. “Your career now—is that what you want to do forever.”

“I guess so,” she said.

I nodded my head and waited to see if she would follow up, but she had nothing to say. Two long minutes of silence went by—and let me tell you, two minutes of awkward silence is a lot of awkward silence. We both just sat there. I tried so hard to think of something to say, but I had nothing to say. And I realized in that moment that I would have nothing to say to this woman. It was looking like we weren’t a match, even though the dating site said otherwise. We had no chemistry. I hadn’t found anything interesting about her that she was willing to talk about.

I needed to end this before I wasted anymore of her time, and anymore of my time.

“Marla,” I said before taking a deep breath. “I like you. You’re a nice girl.”

I watched as her face turned a curious shade of white. Her eyes grew wide; she knew what was coming. I could already see that she was hurt, but I had to say the words. It wasn’t fair to string her along like this.

“Okay!” she said suddenly, cutting me off before I could finish dumping her.

“Okay, what?” I said.

“Okay, I’ll wear the bikini,” she said, sighing. She let her shoulders fall down as she rolled her eyes.

I just sat there, quietly, trying to wrap my head around what she was saying. “You’ll do what?”

“The bikini. The one I wore the other night. I’ll just wear it,” she said.

“Why? Are you going to the beach?”

“I can wear it under my clothes. It still works. I’ll just… I’ll wear it, okay? Go on one more date with me. Don’t dump me now. I’ll wear the stupid bikini.”

“Marla, I’m sorry, but I don’t know what you’re talking about. You don’t have to wear a bikini. I just—I don’t know if we really have the chemistry that a guy and a girl need to be a couple, you know? I guess we just don’t have a lot in common. It’s nothing personal. You’re a really nice girl.”

“Just let me wear the bikini, Justin. Give me one more chance. I—I thought I could do it without the bikini, but I guess that’s just what guys want.”

“I don’t care about a bikini,” I said, more confused than ever. I had no idea why she kept talking about her bikini. “This has nothing to do with a bikini.”

“The one I wore the other night,” she said. “The one I wore on those magazine covers.”

“Yeah, it’s a nice bikini. And I think it’s super cool that you were on all those magazines. But Marla, the problem isn’t anything to do with a bikini.”

She sighed, cutting me off as she shook her head. “It’s a magic bikini, Justin,” she whispered. “It makes whoever wears it irresistible.”

The table became silent. Now I was starting to think that Marla was having some sort of mental breakdown. “Alright,” I said. “Well, I don’t mind paying for the drinks. Like I said, it’s been fun hanging out. But I just don’t think we click.” I chose to ignore the strange thing she said about her bikini being magical.

“I’ll go home and put it on. We can go out to a club. I’ll just show you. I get that it’s hard to believe.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“I know!” she cried. “Just pay for the drinks and we’ll swing by my place. I’ll put on the bikini and you’ll just see for yourself.”

I was silent. Now I was positive that I was being pranked. This was some sort of joke. I was starting to think that she was some YouTuber making a joke video; hidden cameras were certainly all around us. She must have swapped out with some twin sister when we were having sex… I guess they were really committed to this gag. “I’ll probably just head home,” I said.

“Please,” she said. “Just entertain me. I promise it’ll be worth it.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I’m not sure why I went along with it. I guess I just felt really guilty for wasting her time; the least I could do was entertain this strange little prank. Maybe it would be embarrassing—maybe for me or maybe for her. We paid the bill, got into a cab, and set off for her apartment. We were both silent the whole way. I officially had nothing to say to her; I’d run out of conversation ideas. She apparently had nothing to say to me.

We went into her building, up her elevator and into her apartment. I watched as she went into her room. She snatched the bikini as I stood awkwardly in the hallway. This was turning into the single most awkward breakup I’d ever experienced. I had a feeling my friends were really going to cringe when I told this story.

She marched over to her bathroom, went in, and closed the door. A minute later (and not a second more than a minute) the door opened and the drop-dead gorgeous version of Marla stepped out: big, perky boobs, curvy hips, bright eyes, high cheekbones. I was brought to a silence at the sight of her. Her body seemed to radiate. Her aura was so luring. She batted her long eyelashes and smiled. “Is this better, Justin?”

I stuttered. I felt like an idiot as I stared at her body. “Y—You got changed quickly.”

“It’s the bikini,” she said. “It’s magic.”
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Of course I didn’t believe her. I was sure that she was pranking me, because bikinis aren’t magic. I stormed by her and went into her bathroom. I opened the vanity and I pulled back the shower curtain. I was sure that the Marla I’d been dating was hiding in there, and this stunning girl had just been hiding in there before we arrived at the apartment. “Where is she?” I said. “It’s a really funny prank, but I’m not an idiot.”

“It’s not a prank, Justin,” she giggled, suddenly much bubblier than she was a minute earlier. “Why are you so worked up?” She stepped up to the doorframe and leaned her shoulder against it. She puckered her lips and giggled again. There were no windows in that bathroom.

“How did she sneak out?” I said.

“It’s me, Justin. It’s the bikini.”

“Don’t mess around with me,” I said. “I don’t like magic tricks. I’ve never liked those prank shows. They weren’t funny when they were popular twenty years ago, and they’re not funny now.”

“It’s not a prank!” she said before laughing with her hands on her hips. I was getting flustered and frustrated.

“I’m not falling for this nonsense.”

“It’s not nonsense.”

She decided to prove herself by grabbing the bottom of her bikini top and pulling it up, letting her perfect tits fall out. I was instantly brought to a silence, captivated by her beautiful body—though it didn’t stay like that for long. As her breasts bounced, they seemed to get suddenly heavier, stretching down a couple of inches, deflating like tires that had been punctured. Her hips pulled in, and at first, I just thought it was because she was standing upright, abandoning that seductive pose—but that wasn’t enough to explain the waist that was suddenly stretching out to meet her hips.

But it was her face that made me gasp. I watched as the darkness drained from her lashes. I watched as her cheekbones flattened down, flat with the rest of her cheeks. Her lips were suddenly half as plump.

“That—That’s impossible!” I said.

“I told you,” she said. “It’s a magic bikini.”

She hammered the point home by pulling that bikini top back down, back over her breasts. And then, magically, her body morphed back into that perfect, ideal version of herself. And it wasn’t like she had literally morphed into a different woman; she just morphed into the version of herself that did everything right: went to the gym twice a day, ate the perfect diet without ever deviating, used all of the expensive lotions and creams to keep her skin glowing and radiant, nailed her makeup perfectly, using the most expensive products. It was almost like that bikini turned her into the best version of herself: what she could have been if she made every correct move.

“Where did you get that?” I said, hardly able to close my mouth. I thought that I was dreaming; this just didn’t seem possible—because it wasn’t possible. There is no such thing as a magical bikini!

“I’ll tell you, but you can’t tell anyone else. It’s a secret that I’ve kept for a long time.”

“You have to tell me,” I said. I needed to know. This was real magic, which meant that the world wasn’t at all what I thought it was. This meant that impossible things were possible. This meant that… anything could be possible!

“I stole it,” she blushed.

“You stole it?” I said. “From who? From where?”

“A few years ago, I was having some confidence issues,” she said, turning a saddened gaze to the floor. “I was really struggling with my looks. Guys never asked me out on dates. If I did go on a date, I never got asked on a second date.”

I tried to keep a straight face, as I completely understood why she had that issue.

“A friend of mine had an idea to boost my confidence. I thought it was silly, but she wanted me to try out for this modelling thing that was in town. They were looking for an unknown face to be on the cover of Dash Magazine. My friend signed me up. I really didn’t want to go, because I really didn’t want to be rejected—but she made me go. I went, sat awkwardly in the waiting room for an hour while they called us in one at a time. The other girls were so pretty; I thought about leaving so many times because I knew I didn’t have a chance against any of them.

“There was one girl in the room who was stunning—like, nobody could take their eyes off of her. I’m not a lesbian, but even I was in awe of this girl. She was just sitting there in a bikini. I knew that I had no chance of beating her.

“It was almost her turn, but she had to use the bathroom. So did I, so I got up a minute later and went in. I was really flustered and overwhelmed, I didn’t realize that it was just a regular bathroom—not a bathroom with stalls—just one toilet and a sink. The girl hadn’t locked the door, and I awkwardly walked in on her while she was finishing with her business. Her bottoms were down around her ankles, and her face… it was different. Her body was different too. She yelled at me to leave, but I just froze, confused.

“Then she stood up, pulling her bottoms up as I stared at her. I watched her transform before my eyes. She yelled at me and I finally snapped out of my daze. I ended up running away. I didn’t try out for the modeling thing, but I saw that girl again a week later. She was getting a coffee at the café next to my building. I recognized her, but I guess she didn’t recognize me. She wasn’t beautiful this time, because she wasn’t wearing the bikini. I was supposed to go to a meeting that morning, but instead, I decided to follow the girl. I followed her for an hour, like a complete crazy person. I just followed her as she met up with some friends, and then I followed her as she went to do some banking. Then I followed her to her house. I watched her from the alley as she took a key from under a rock next to her back door. Then, I lingered around for a couple of hours. My heart was pounding. She left again, this time wearing workout clothes, carrying a rolled-up yoga mat. She got into a little car and left. I went and took her key from under that rock, went into her house, and found that bikini on the top of her dresser.

“I put it on in her house. I watched in the mirror as I transformed into a beautiful girl.” She motioned down at her body. “I’d never been beautiful like this before. It felt so good. So I took the bikini. I took it home and kept it. I started wearing it under my clothes, wherever I went. I was suddenly getting phone numbers every hour. Men would just stare at me—women too. It wasn’t long before I was approached on the street by a photographer who begged me to take my picture. He submitted the photos to some magazines, and then I started getting calls.

“But it started getting tricky, coming up with excuses why I had to be wearing that bikini when I was modeling. Some designers and editors got frustrated. Some worked with me after spending hours trying to convince me to take the bikini off. Of course I didn’t tell them that the bikini was magic, and it was the only reason that I was beautiful.”

“That’s insane,” I said. “I mean—it sounds so ludicrous… but you aren’t lying.”

“So after modeling for a couple of years, I decided to stop. It was just too awkward. And the attention I was getting from people just seemed… fake. I mean—the admiration was real, but it wasn’t for the real me. I didn’t want people to want to be with a version of me that wasn’t really me. I can’t wear the bikini all the time.”

“So why wear it with me then?” I asked.

She looked down at the floor again. Her cheeks turned red. “I’m tired of being lonely.”

The remark stung my heart in a way that I wasn’t expecting. Her story was strangely sad. I felt for her. I walked up to her and put my arm around her. “Don’t be sad.”

“I just… I want something to finally work out. If it means wearing a bikini under my clothes, then so be it. I’ll wear this tiny bikini. I guess there are worse fates. I just have to think of it like… taking a pill every day.”

I wanted to tell her that she didn’t have to wear the bikini for me, but I have to admit: if I was going to stay with her, I wanted to be with that bubbly, animated, beautiful version of her, and not the version that I’d been trying to break up with just minutes earlier. What can I say? I’m not proud of the fact that I was willing to give her a chance just because she was beautiful, but I’m sure any man would have done the same thing. She said so herself: she had no problems getting dates when she was in that bikini. But when she took it off, her relationships fell apart.

“You don’t have to wear it… all of the time,” I said.

She made a half-smile, because my remark was only half-rude. She looked into my eyes and said, “Well, I like you a lot—more than any guy I’ve dated before. I don’t want to lose you.”

Those words made me tense up. I was confused beyond belief. Our dates hadn’t gone well. We had no chemistry. We hardly talked. But apparently, she saw something there that I couldn’t see, no matter how hard I tried. I forced a smile on my face and then I leaned in to kiss her.

The kiss lasted long enough for her to get her tongue into my mouth, and her hand into my pants. I wasn’t sure if she was trying to use sex to seal the deal, or if this was just a natural romp in the making. We stumbled over to her bed and fell down onto the covers. I got on top of her and looked down at that stunning body. My instinct was to pull off her top, but I stopped myself, knowing that she would turn back into her normal self if I did that.

But then I paused. Maybe that was the right thing to do. Maybe I needed to give her real self some loving, and not this fake, magical idealized version of herself. So I grabbed her top.

“It has to stay on,” she said. “Or I’ll change back.”

“I know,” I said with a smile. I couldn’t help but wonder, how bad could it be? Well, it wasn’t ideal. I took off her top and she changed back. Luckily, I already had an erection from making out with the supermodel version of Marla. But staying aroused was a bit challenging.

I’m not saying that she was ugly, but seeing her in her normal state just made me feel guilty; it reminded me of why I tried so hard to break things off with her. Now, I was giving her pity sex, and I’d never been good at dolling out pity. I ended up folding myself over her, burying my face against her shoulder. I fucked her with my eyes closed. I pulled out and came on the stretch marks on her stomach.

Without that bikini on, she didn’t put much enthusiasm into the sex. She was much better at fucking when she was bubbly and outgoing. Without the bikini, she was mostly limp, making me do all of the work, keeping her hands to herself. Let’s just say I’d had better evenings in the past week with my fist.

“You really don’t mind me without the bikini?” she asked, her eyes sparkling with apprehensive excitement.

“I like you with it, I like you without it,” I said.

“But you tried to break up with me when I didn’t have it on,” she said.

I had to think on my feet. “Well I will admit that you’re more confident with the bikini on. It’s the confidence that I’m attracted to, Marla. If you can just be confident without the bikini, like you are when you’re wearing it, then I think we could have a bright future together.”

She smiled. “I’ll work on it,” she said. And then there was a very long silence, both of us trying to think of something to say. “Should we watch a TV show or something?”

“Okay,” I said. I was half-hoping that she would put the bikini back on, but she left it off. Now, I was wondering if I made a mistake by convincing her that I really didn’t need her to wear it. I wanted her to wear it. I liked the idea of her wearing it all of the time, like she suggested; I should have kept my guilty mouth shut and just let her do it.

But there was still lots of time to convince her to put it on more often. Right?
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Iwoke up to her springing out of bed at a mile-a-minute, as if her apartment was ablaze. “What’s going on?” I asked, scrambling to sit up as the morning sunlight attacked my tired eyes. “Is everything okay?”

I blinked a few times and then saw her naked body as she rushed to the closet. “I’m late for work,” she said. “I forgot to set my alarm. Oh God, I’m going to be in so much trouble. I was late last week, and they gave me a warning. I’m in so much trouble.”

“Anything I can do to help?” I asked, looking down at her bum, which was nothing compared to the bum she had when she put that bikini on her body.

“If you can clean up some of the dishes before you leave, that would be great,” she said. She pulled an oversized sweater over her head and then she shimmied a pair of jeans onto her legs (strangely skipping panties altogether). Then she rushed over to me, kissed me on the lips, and said, “I love you.”

She stared into my eyes, waiting for me to say it back. But I hardly knew her. That was only the second night I’d spent at her house, after our second date. There was no way that I was going to tell her that I loved her. I was nowhere near loving her. “Have fun at work,” I said awkwardly. It was the best I could come up with.

She turned red, pressed her lips thin, and then she left me alone in her apartment.

I decided to go back to sleep for a bit. She kept me up late the night before, wanting to have sex again before we fell asleep. She didn’t put the bikini back on, so it took a lot more work to come than it would have otherwise.

I will admit it (though I’m sure it’s obvious by now): I just wasn’t attracted to Marla. I hate to say it, but I just wasn’t. She wasn’t my type, unless she was wearing that bikini. Maybe that’s mean. Maybe it’s downright cruel—but I would rather be honest than a liar. I simply wasn’t attracted to her unless she was in her supermodel state.

I finally got out of bed. I went to her coffee and groaned at the sight of the dishes: not just the dishes from the previous night, but the dishes from the entire past week. It took forty minutes to get them all cleaned (who doesn’t own a dishwasher in 2022?). I made a pot of coffee. Her beans were badly expired, tasting stale, but strong. I had two cups, sitting at her table. I decided to poke around, to see if I could learn a thing or two about Marla.

I figured I would discover something interesting: an instrument or some art supplies. I assumed there must be something she wasn’t telling me about herself. I refused to believe that she was the most boring person to ever walk the earth.

But I found nothing. Even her closet was filled with frighteningly dull clothes: everything was gray tones. Even her blue jeans were hardly blue, but more of a bluish-gray.

Though I did find copies of those magazines, with her on the cover, looking breath-taking. I even found a thumb drive, which I stuck into her laptop. It was filled with videos: interview from her modeling days. She was so lively and bubbly, giggling, looking cute. I sighed, wishing that was actually her.

Then I went to the bedroom to get my things before taking off. That’s when I saw that bikini on the ground. I walked up to it slowly. I went down to one knee and I picked it up. It just felt like a normal bikini: soft fabric, tiny triangle cuts to cover the user’s nipples. It didn’t feel magic, though I knew that it was. I’d seen it in action.

And I was suddenly overwhelmed with a funny thought: what would happen if I put the bikini on? Would I turn into an idealized version of myself? Would I become some charismatic body builder superhero? Would I finally be able to grow a beard (I’d always wanted to grow a beard, but my thin, patchy facial hair never allowed me to grow much of anything)? Would I finally have one of those rugged masculine jawlines that women swoon over?

That’s when I started thinking about stealing the tiny bikini. Would it be wrong to steal it? Maybe—but it’s not like it was rightfully hers. She stole it from someone, and that girl probably stole it from someone before that. Maybe it was my turn to have it. Marla had gotten tons of use out of it; she’d been on the cover of Sports Illustrated.

But what was I going to do with it? It’s not like I was going to wear a tiny bikini under my clothes every day… or was I? There were worse fates, like Marla said. If I could be a better man just by putting on a little bikini, then why would I pass up the opportunity?

My heart raced as I undressed. My hands trembled once I was naked, lifting up the tiny bikini. I laughed, feeling ridiculous. I’d never put on women’s clothing before. But this was different. I wasn’t ‘crossdressing’. I was just trying out the magical outfit.

I wriggled the bottoms up and then I pulled my arms through the holes of the top. I shimmied side to side, making the outfit slide into the right place. Then I laughed, feeling no changes, feeling like a lunatic putting on a stranger’s clothes.

Then I turned to face the mirror and I watched as the impossible happened. It wasn’t at all what I was expecting. My jaw didn’t become big and rugged. My beard didn’t suddenly fill out. My arms didn’t turn into weightlifting arms. I didn’t grow six inches. Instead, my shoulders softened. My hair began to pour down towards my shoulders. My chest pushed out, stretching into the top. My body hair shriveled and retracted into my body.

My eyelashes thickened. My lips became plump. I let out a gasp, and what came out sounded like a womanly whimper—because the bikini had turned me into a woman.

I was so horrified that I ripped the bikini top off, throwing it onto Marla’s bed. I didn’t wait a single second before bending over to pull down the bottoms. By the time I was standing upright, I was myself again, heart pounding, eyes wide, face pale.

Did that really happen? Did that bikini really just turn me into a woman? No—that’s impossible. Men can’t just magically turn into women… though I suppose I really didn’t know what was possible and what was impossible anymore.

I stood frozen for a long time, maybe one minute, maybe ten minutes, maybe longer. Then I looked back down at that magic bikini. I had to know if it was real or just my imagination messing with me. So I carefully put it on again, heart still racing, mind overwhelmed with terror. Once the outfit was on, the changes happened again. I watched with parted lips and giant eyes as my body morphed. I became the female version of myself: big, plump tits, wide hips, narrow waist. “This is crazy,” I said aloud, and my voice was actually feminine. I covered my lips with my hand, and then I saw that my fingernails were painted with a glossy nude polish. I shook my head in disbelief.

So the bikini truly was magic, and it worked on whoever put it on.

But there was a new curiosity on my mind. What was now between my legs?

Before I got to checking, I looked down at my breasts. I slowly cupped them, putting my hands under them and lifting gently. They were soft and light, bouncing easily in that tiny bikini. I pulled the fabric triangles back slightly so I could see my own puffy nipples. I grabbed my nipples with my fingers and gently rolled them, just to see what it felt like. It was kind of nice, though much more sensitive than I realized.

Next, it was time to investigate between my legs. I was terrified to look, mortified of seeing myself ‘missing’ a part of me. I grabbed the bottoms and slowly pulled out. My pelvis was shaved. I couldn’t see anything. “Oh God,” I whimpered. I pulled further and leaned forward until I could see the pair of subtle lumps: pussy lips. I gasped again, covered my lips with my mouth. I wasn’t sure why I kept doing that; it wasn’t a mannerism I’d ever had before.

I reached down to feel it with my fingertips. I could feel the whole thing, clit and all—and as I grazed myself, a ping of sensitivity surged through me. I gasped once more before turning dark red all over.

How was it possible?

I freaked out again, taking the bikini off quickly, as if I was worried it would change me permanently if I left it on for too long. I took another minute (or ten) to catch my breath and settle my heartrate, going to the mirror to ensure that I was properly back to my normal self.

“This is too goddamn weird,” I said. I was happy to hear that my voice was back to normal.

Now, I was eyeing that bikini. I had no idea what to do with it. That thing was worth a fortune: millions, maybe billions of dollars. Where did it come from? Who made it? Were there more of them floating around in the world?

I thought about stealing it.

Marla didn’t know much about me; she’d never asked too many questions. In fact, I was pretty sure she’d never asked me what my last name was, or what part of town I lived in. She knew my first name, Justin, but that wasn’t enough to track me down. There really was nothing stopping me from leaving her apartment with that bikini, so I could sell it or figure out some way to make a fortune with it—maybe charging people money to try it on, or going to the news and making myself famous. There were so many possibilities.

But my conscience was holding me back. Yes, Marla stole it and it wasn’t really hers, but the idea of stealing it from her just didn’t feel right. I’d never stolen anything before. I didn’t like the idea of taking something from her that made her life better, whether she deserved to have it or not.

I decided to leave it there. I knew where to find it if I changed my mind. I even knew where Marla hid her housekey, because she’d texted me its location just an hour earlier. “Lock up when you leave and put the key back under the angel statue.” When I left her place, I found the little angel statue in the apartment building garden. I made sure nobody was looking when I lifted it and slipped the key under it.

I spent the rest of that day trying to find some information on magical garments. If that bikini was real (and it certainly seemed real to me) then that meant that someone made it, and if someone made it, they probably made more.

But I couldn’t find anything on the internet, aside from some old medieval stories of witch hats that made the wearer ugly like a witch. The bikini didn’t look medieval, but there were still people who called themselves witches in the world. Did witches make that magical bikini?
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Marla showed up to date number-three wearing the bikini. I couldn’t see it under her dress, but it was obvious that she was wearing it because she was stunningly beautiful and she was wearing a red dress. I’m pretty sure that she only touched colors when she was in that bikini; the real Marla had a gray obsession unlike anything I’d ever seen.

She giggled when I took her hand. “I’m so excited,” she said.

“I haven’t even told you what we’re doing yet,” I laughed.

“It doesn’t really matter. I’m just excited to be with you.”

I knew that the bubbly energy wasn’t really her, but it was a nice change from the dull silence that characterized our first two dates. I took the beautiful Marla to a billiards hall. We got drinks and played a few rounds of pool. The men in the place ogled her with drooling mouths. They looked at me with jealous eyes, shaking their heads in disbelief that I could land a girl like her. I swear I even heard a man gasp when he watched me kiss her on the lips.

The conversation was so much better too. She was so much more outgoing, talking at a mile a minute. Sure, she was talking about things I really didn’t know much about: clothes, shoes, makeup—but at least she was talking. I wasn’t really learning anything about the real Marla, but for the first time, she was learning a bit about me; she finally asked me what I did for a living, where I lived, what I wanted to do with my life. It was refreshing.

And it was nice being the envy of so many men. I liked the feeling of them staring at me, wishing they were all me. I even kind of liked it when they would check her out, staring at her with glowing eyes whenever she bent over to make a shot. She was lousy at playing pool, but that didn’t matter; we were having fun.

We went out for drinks at a nearby bar. More men stared at her. One man recognized her from the Sports Illustrated cover. He approached us for an autograph. Then he said to her, “You deserve to be with a real man—not this guy.”

I thought about defending myself, but I just smiled instead. The best comeback I could come up with was just being there with her, rubbing it in his face that she wanted me and not him.

Though it did feel a bit fake, knowing that she wasn’t really the girl that was sitting next to me. The whole date seemed like a bit of a sham, but it was still much better than our first two dates.

After drinks, we went back to her place. Things were going so, so well… until she took the bikini off. I almost stopped her, but I didn’t want to be rude. I didn’t want her to think that I was staying in that relationship strictly for her bikini body, even though that was exactly the case.

We had sex in the nude. She wanted it from behind, so that’s how she got it. I closed my eyes and tried to imagine that I was with supermodel Marla. It took some time to get off, but it eventually happened. Afterwards, she insisted that I spend the night, even though she had to work in the morning. I smiled and said, “Sure, that’s fine. But, uh, maybe you could do something for me.”

“What is it?” she asked.

I bit down on my tongue, blushed, and said, “Maybe you can just sleep in the bikini tonight.”

She took a moment to reply. Her glazed-over eyes suggested that she was taking some time to really think about the implications of what I was asking of her. Then she finally let out a smile and said, “Okay.” She put the bikini on, turned into that gorgeous, outgoing supermodel, and then we snuggled up together in the bed and went to sleep… after having a second—and much better—round of sex.

When I woke up, she was already gone. There was a note on the kitchen table. “Feel free to stick around. I’ll be home around six. We can order something for dinner.”

Though the thought of lingering around her boring apartment for close to ten hours was mind-numbing—and I really was starting to feel like I needed a break from Marla. We’d spent a lot of time together over the past week. I took a shower, made some coffee, and then I was about to leave when I saw the bikini hanging on the end of the bed.

I knew that it worked, but I was still overwhelmed by a strange curiosity. I wanted to see myself magically transform again. This time, I wanted to really pay attention to what happened to my body. I was fascinated. Who wouldn’t be fascinated? It was literally magic; everyone loves magic. But how many people actually get a chance to witness real magic in their lives?

I had a feeling that relationship wasn’t going to last, even with Marla putting the bikini on. I was quickly losing patience, and it was just a matter of time before she realized that I wasn’t fully checked in. There weren’t going to be too many more opportunities to behold that magic.

I got undressed. My heart rate started to surge. I grabbed the bikini and caught myself grinning, knowing that I was about to have tits and a pussy. I wriggled into the tiny outfit and then I quickly looked at the mirror so that I wouldn’t miss a thing.

I watched myself transform. I watched makeup appear on my face where there was nothing before. I watched as my hair grew long, curling, softening. I watched as those plump boobies emerged from my chest, and I watched as my cock bulge shrank away, leaving behind a cameltoe.

I blushed all over.

There was another curiosity that I really wanted to satisfy. Satisfying that curiosity involved stealing the plastic-wrapped cucumber from the fridge. I ran it under warm water for a minute so that it wasn’t so cold.

I was still blushing when I took the cucumber to Marla’s bed. My heart was still racing too.

Maybe it was gross to be doing that with food from Marla’s fridge, but Marla didn’t own a dildo or a vibrator. Trust me: I looked everywhere. I hate to say it, but I think Marla was too ‘dull’ to get too frisky with her masturbation.

The cucumber was going to have to do to satisfy this particular curiosity.

Which man doesn’t wonder what it feels like to be a woman? Find me one man who wouldn’t rub his clit the moment it magically appeared on his body—you can’t do it, because that man doesn’t exist. We’ve all seen women having orgasms, in real life, in porn. It really does look like the best thing in the world. They moan uncontrollably for so long, sometimes for ten straight minutes. As a man, it’s five seconds of intense pleasure—and don’t get me wrong, it’s good—but wouldn’t it be nice to feel pleasure that makes you moan and moan and moan, quivering all over, sometimes even screaming so loud that you wake up half the block?

I wasn’t going to miss my chance.

I pulled the fabric off of my little pussy. I reached down and rubbed my clit in little circles. My knees rose up quickly and I gasped, pressing my lips firmly together. It was very sensitive!

I looked around the room, blushing, suddenly worried that the curtains weren’t quite closed fully, worried that the front door wasn’t locked and some delivery guy was going to poke his head in.

I jumped to my feet. I closed the curtains fully and I locked the front and back door. I took a deep breath and returned to my cucumber bed. I sat back down. I pulled the fabric to the side again. This time, I made sure that I was facing the mirror. I could see my own pussy now. I used two fingers to part my lips, seeing my pussy hole. I carefully put my manicured fingertip in, giggling as I felt the dampness. Then I pulled some of that dampness onto my clit. I rubbed in little circles, this time more gently, because it was so sensitive. It took a minute to figure out the perfect amount of pressure to use while rubbing. But I knew I had it right as soon as I found it.

“Oh, okay,” I said with a small gasp. My body tensed up. Then I let my shoulders relax. I felt my long hair tickling my shoulders. I looked at myself in the mirror.

I wasn’t just a regular woman. I was an amazingly beautiful woman. I had plump lips and perky breasts. My eyes were just like my eyes, but they were different at the same time… maybe it was the way my magical makeup was done. They were more… seductive. They looked bigger, even though they weren’t really bigger. I looked surprisingly cute. I would have thrown myself a like on Instagram.

The cucumber slid into my quivering hole. I let out a long, nervous whimper. It definitely was not a feeling that I was used to. I clenched hard on the vegetable, and my pussy made a squishing sound. The cucumber was probably a bit too thick for a ‘first time’ but I knew that this was probably going to be my one and only chance at trying this out.

I was blushing all over as I watched the cucumber sink deeper and deeper. I suddenly had the curious urge to use my free hand to rub my clit; I reached down and pressed my fingertips against that little bean. I rubbed in circles, and for some reason the pulsing tingling made me giggle aloud. I blushed even harder.

I didn’t even realize that I’d started to pump the cucumber in and out, sliding it slowly but gracefully. My shoulders relaxed as a warmth pulsed through me. I grinned, now knowing what intercourse felt like from the female perspective… At least I thought I knew; I was about to get a better idea.

I decided to try sliding the cucumber faster, rubbing my clit harder. I felt so silly playing with myself, dressed like a girl. Then something curious happened: I closed my eyes, and the image of a naked man entered my head.

I wasn’t gay; I’d never fantasized about men before. But now, I couldn’t make that image go away. I imagined him with big muscles, glistening with sweat, putting his big hands on me, holding me down. I imagined his big, veiny cock.

My lips let another loud whimper out.

The cucumber that was now inside of me suddenly felt warm and pulsing. I could almost feel his foreskin pushing and pulling, but maybe that was just the flimsy plastic wrap that was starting to come loose. My whole body quivered and that pulsing became stronger.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

I imagined the man pinning me down, muscles flexing all over. I imagined him grunting as he thrusted into me. I even imagined his ball sack slapping against my ass as he drove into me. “Fuck my little pussy,” I moaned to nobody.

He pumped harder and harder. My whole body was trembling now: convulsing. Wetness was dripping out of me—or maybe I should say spilling. I lifted my hips off of the ground by pushing against the mattress with my toes. I cried out. I pushed that cucumber down deep and rubbed my clit harder and faster.

“Justin?” her voice called out.

I gasped. Marla was home.

In a frenzied panic, I pulled the cucumber out of my pussy and tossed it across the room. I quickly pulled off that bikini top and shimmied out of the bottoms. One second later and I would have been doomed.

She came into the room and froze at the sight of me. I wasn’t too sure if I’d finished my transformation back into my male self. Her frozen reaction was suggesting that I was still in the process of changing.

Then, she said, “Why are you masturbating on my bed?”

I looked down and saw that my cock was rock hard—and worse, cum was oozing down my shaft. I was naked, sweaty, and my heart was pounding ferociously. I could either play along and tell her that I decided to jerk off, or I could tell her the truth: that I put on her bikini and penetrated myself with a cucumber.

I cleared my throat. “I was thinking about you,” I said, blushing.

“I just came home to grab my credit card. I forgot it.” She kept staring at me. “Did you get cum on the sheets?”

I looked down. “I—I’ll clean up.”

She smiled. “Were you really thinking about me?”

I nodded my head. My heart was still pounding. Her foot was three feet away from that cucumber, but she hadn’t yet noticed. The cucumber was glistening with moisture. That bikini wasn’t too far away either, in a mess on the floor—not at all where she left it.

But she was in a rush. She didn’t have time to look around the room for inconsistencies. She gave me a giggling kiss, grabbed her credit card, and then she went back to the door. “Maybe tonight we can get dinner,” she said.

“I’d love that,” I said.

She looked at my erection. “Are you going to be in the mood again tonight?”

I smiled and nodded my head.

She giggled once more and then left the room, leaving me alone with my pounding heart.


CHAPTER 6
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The date was okay… just okay. I had the idea of getting a reservation for an outdoor restaurant that was right on the beach: a place where people ate after a day of surfing or sun bathing. My plan was to make Marla think it was a good idea to wear the bikini on our date, and the plan worked. She wore the bikini and a cute beach dress. Everyone fawned over her, and that bikini gave her that amazing bubbly energy that made her so much more tolerable to be around.

Then we went back to her place. She tried to ‘surprise’ me by changing into some lingerie while I was in the bathroom. But when she took the bikini off, she became that ho-hum version of herself, hardly interested in having sex at all. She wanted it on the bed, on her back. When I tried to put her into different positions, she groaned and complained about being uncomfortable. Then, once I was fucking her, she went limp and just let me go at her—and you might think, well that could be fun. But she wasn’t exactly being a ‘sex doll’ for me. She wasn’t even lifting up her hips, making it awkward to enter her, awkward to pump her. She never had an orgasm, even though I worked my ass off for twenty minutes trying to get her into it. It didn’t help that she kept asking me, “Don’t you like my lingerie?”

So the sex was a bust. We had our first fight that night when she was getting dressed for bed. I asked her to put on the bikini for sleeping. “It’s not for sleeping in,” she said, putting on a set of cotton pajamas that were far from sexy: thick white, boxy pajamas, which I’m pretty sure were made for a man. I made the mistake of telling her that I liked when she wore the bikini. I understood her disappointment when she told me that I was acting shallow; I agreed with her, I was acting shallow, but that didn’t make it any less true: she was more attractive when she was in the bikini.

The fight escalated. She cried, so I started packing up to leave, then she suddenly begged me to stay with her. “I’ll put on the bikini!” she said. “If that’s really what you want, I’ll put it on!” But now it just felt awkward. I decided to do some damage control, telling her not to put it on, telling her that I wanted to spend the night with her, and not with a fake version of her.

I knew that it was wrong to lie to her. I knew that I needed to just come clean and tell her that we were mismatched, even if she did decide to wear the bikini day and night. She needed to find someone who loved her properly, with or without the bikini; that guy wasn’t me. But for some reason, I was just too afraid to do it. I kept biting my tongue, stopping myself from saying those break-up words.

And the reason for my reluctance left a dread churning in my stomach. That night, once she was asleep and snoring, I snuck out of the bed. I picked up the bikini and tiptoed out of the room. I carefully closed the door and went to the guest room on the other side of the house.

I put the bikini on my body and watched as I transformed. My body beamed with that taboo excitement, treading into new territory, territory that I should have been staying far away from.

I’d never fantasized about being a woman before. I never had any interest in putting on women’s clothes. But how could anyone resist the temptation of magic? It’s extremely interesting, seeing how you would look as a woman. It’s so strange, seeing yourself, recognizing yourself, but also seeing a perfectly convincing girl.

And that’s all I wanted: I just wanted to experience that magic one last time. I wanted to get it out of my system before I decided to leave Marla. I had to see that transformation one last time before I walked away, because it was the last time in my life that I would ever see magic. How many people get to see real magic in their lives?

Well, that’s all it was supposed to be, but once I was in that womanly form, I had new ideas creeping into my head. I suddenly had the urge to try on some outfits—maybe because that guest room was where Marla kept all of her special outfits: the sexy dresses and skirts and tops that she only wore when she was the fake, bubbly version of herself. Without thinking about it, I went to the rack. I pulled off a little green dress. I felt the soft fabric in my hands and then I immediately started to step into it.

And that’s when I remembered that Marla’s personality changed when she put on the bikini. She became bubbly and outgoing, talkative and sweet. I could only assume that I was now experiencing similar changes to my personality. I couldn’t fight the desire to try on an outfit, and a dress just wasn’t enough. I had to try on the heels too. Oh God, there were so many pairs of heels there; I wanted to try all of them.

I must have spent the next hour in that room, quietly trying on outfit after outfit, pair of shoes after pair of shoes. It was getting late into the night. Soon, it the glow of the morning sunlight was glowing on the curtains. My heart was still racing and I’d gone through at least a dozen costumes.

I knew I had to stop. Prying myself away was hard. I kept covering my mouth with my hands, catching myself giggling with the strange excitement of a teen girl. This was strong magic. But I was just getting it out of my system… that’s what I kept telling myself. Though it was starting to seem like it wasn’t leaving my system at all. Now, I felt like I wasn’t ready to let that magic leave my life—not quite yet. I was worried that I would regret letting it slip away, though I wasn’t sure why; it’s not like I wanted to be a woman.

I got changed and crawled back into bed with Marla. She was still snoring. Her alarm went off an hour later. She nudged me awake. I was exhausted. “Get up and have a coffee with me,” she insisted. “You’re always sleeping. All you do is sleep and jerk off.” She was looking into my eyes with a scornful look. It almost seemed like she was trying to start a fight, trying to get me to defend myself. “Like, do you even ever work?”

I wanted to remind her that we’d only been on a handful of dates. I wasn’t her ‘boyfriend’, and I definitely wasn’t her husband. I just bit my tongue and smiled. “I have to work today,” I lied. “Later.”

“Well, have a coffee with me. And by the way, if you’re going to be staying over this much, then it’s only fair that we split the bills.”

I had a feeling that it was that time of month for her—or maybe she just woke up on the wrong side of the bed. We sat together in silence, drinking her terrible coffee. Then she went to work. “If you’re going to be bumming around the house all day, at least clean up. And if you’re going to jerk off again, don’t come on my sheets.”

“Okay,” I said with the urge to snap back, but I knew that she was just in a bad moon. And there was no sense in getting into a fight; the relationship was going to be over as soon as I was ready to break up with her—and I was almost ready. I just had to get that bikini magic out of my system.

And that was my day to do it. But this time, I wasn’t taking any chances. I didn’t want her catching me again, so I grabbed the bikini, stuffed it into a bag along with a dress and a pair of heels. Then I left.

I slipped into a public bathroom in a park, five blocks from her house. I got changed in the bathroom. I stuffed my male clothes into that bag, and then I slipped out, into the real world, now as a woman.

It was just something that I needed to get out of my system. The whole night, as I tried on those outfits, I fantasized about being out. I fantasized about being ogled the way that Marla was ogled when she wore the bikini. A strange part of me wanted to feel that collective lust. I wanted to know what it felt like to… be sexy.

It made no sense. It wasn’t something that had ever crossed my mind before, but maybe that was just because I never thought it was something that was possible. Now, it was possible. Now, by putting on a bikini, I could look like a supermodel. I had the curves of a Sports Illustrated model, and a face that could be on the cover of Vogue.

My heart was pounding with terror, worried people were going to look at me in revolt—or laugh hysterically at the sight of me. Maybe I didn’t look quite how I thought I looked. Maybe my reflection was deceiving.

And then I caught the first man staring at me, wide eyes, red cheeks. It took him a moment to look away once I glanced at him. A minute later, I got my first catcall, from a group of construction workers. I blushed and smiled, winking at them.

This confidence was uncharacteristic. I wasn’t like this as a man. I didn’t look for attention, and I didn’t bask in it when I got it. I rarely made eye-contact with strangers, but now I was trying to find faces in crowds. I was smiling at people when they looked at me. I was winking at men who gave me what I was looking for. I knew that it wasn’t me—it was just that magic. It was fake magical confidence, but it was so, so satisfying.

Every glance filled me with energy. I was beaming, smiling. I didn’t want this to end. Was this what it felt like to be a pretty girl? I was just walking around downtown, with no goal in mind: just walking and enjoying the feeling of the soft breeze on my bare, shaved legs. A man whistled at me and I turned around to smile at him. My smile made him melt. I have a feeling her jerked off to the thought of me later that day.

I knew that I needed to wrap things up. I needed to get that bikini back to Marla’s house, and then I needed to end what should have been ended after that first date. But I wasn’t ready to let that fun go just yet.

I was even catching the odd girl staring at me. I went down to the beach and took off the dress. I sat in the sand for a while, enjoying the sun, enjoying the glares of both single men and taken men, to the scorn of their partners.

I was so used to being invisible; I had no idea what real attention was like. It was so powerful, the way it made my heart race, the way it made me glow and smile. Why didn’t Marla wear that bikini every day?

I kept catching a little brunette chick eyeing me. I thought at first that she was a lesbian, and then I started to think that she was really admiring the bikini. Every time I looked at her, she was closer to me, looking more and more nervous. I kept smiling at her, and she would blush all over. Was she trying to get close to me so that she could make some sort of lesbian move on me?

Finally, she cleared her throat, just fifteen feet away from me, and said, “Excuse me.”

I smiled at her. “Hi there,” I said.

“I just, uh, wanted to say that I really like your bathing suit.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“Um, where did you get it?” she asked, keeping her distance. She had the nervous look of a scared animal, as if she was worried that I was about to pounce on her. She was ready to run, ready to scurry away to some hideaway or another. I almost wanted to tell her to relax, but I knew that feeling, feeling overwhelmed in the presence of a stunningly beautiful woman. I knew what it was like to be in awe of a woman’s beauty, because I’d been around Marla when she was wearing that same bikini.

“I’m just borrowing it,” I smiled. “It belongs to a friend.”

She nodded her head slowly. “I see. I’d love to have one like it.”

I smiled. “It’s really one-of-a-kind.”

She stared at my body for a moment longer. I was tempted to ask her if she wanted to have some naughty lesbian sex. I felt like I had a lot of power when I was in that bikini. That feminine beauty gave me confidence and sway that I’d never had before—not even close. I stared into her eyes, thought about it, and then she started to back off.

“Have a nice day,” she said.

“You too.”

And now I was thinking about my ‘power’. Did this magical bikini give me power over people that was ‘unnatural’? Could I seduce any man or woman?

I remembered my cucumber fantasy from the day before, imagining the ripped man driving his cock in and out of me. A tingling crept through my whole body, and then I scanned the beach until I saw a man sitting by himself, on his towel, getting some color on his skin.

He was toned, fresh from the gym, and maybe fresh from the barber too. He was a younger guy, maybe twenty-years-old, with a cool, calm look on his face. He was the kind of guy that always got first pick of the girls at the club, the kind of guy you knew that you had no chance of competing against. Now, he was sitting alone and minding his business, but somehow it was just so obvious that he was teeming with confidence.

But I had confidence too, and he seemed like the perfect target to test those magical powers on. I got up and approached him.

And maybe I had some other naughty curiosities that I wanted to deal with. That rough sex fantasy hadn’t left my head. Even after I took off the bikini the day before, those images kept coming into my mind; they wouldn’t leave me alone. Feeling that cucumber sliding in and out of me, I couldn’t help but wonder what the real thing would feel like—and I started to panic that I would never know. Once I broke things off with Marla, that bikini would be gone. I absolutely needed to get everything out of my system before I let that bikini leave my life. I didn’t have time to sit around and question my new urges or worry about my sexuality. I knew that I was straight; I knew that I still liked women and would always like women.

Though as I approached the young man on the beach, I started to worry that I was going to regret letting myself entertain this urge. Once I fooled around with the guy, I couldn’t take it back; it wasn’t a memory I could just erase. Even once the bikini was off, the memory of being with a man would stick with me. And what if I liked it? What if I wanted more of it? I didn’t want to turn gay because I got carried away messing around with some magical bikini…

Can you turn gay? What if I was already gay?

No—now I was getting carried away, worrying about my sexuality. I told myself that I would do that! This was just about the magic. Besides, it’s not gay if I’m a woman… right?

My heart pounded as I tried to justify actions I hadn’t yet taken. Now, the man was looking at me. His gaze scanned my body before coming back up to my face. “Can I help you?”

“Hi there,” I said with a smile. It seemed like an opportunity to collapse under pressure, to fold to my anxiety and the lack of confidence that I was used to. But now, there was no lack of confidence. I was operating in a different body, apparently with a different set of rules controlling my brain. “You’re hot. I really like your tattoos.” I couldn’t believe how forward I was being.

He laughed. “Thanks, beautiful. You’re looking damn fine yourself.”

Was this how confident people interacted with one another? I’m not sure I’d ever been around two prime specimens when they interacted. He was at the top of the food chain, and I was now the top food—and that wasn’t me being cocky, by the way; I knew that I wasn’t actually a hot babe. It was just magic. By calling myself stunningly beautiful, I was really just complimenting the bikini, not myself at all.

“Have a girlfriend, big boy?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips, biting my bottom lip.

He laughed again. “Come sit down for a bit.” He patted the spot next to him. As soon as I sat down, he put his ripped arm around me. It was a weird feeling: something that would have made me revolt as a man, but now I couldn’t help but melt into his body, suddenly overtaken by a sense of protection. I had female hormones buzzing through me. I was tingling with feelings that were completely alien to me. But I liked it…

We sat for a while, complimenting each other. He liked it when I ran my fingers down his muscular arms and chest, and he was content with his hand on my ass. It wasn’t long before we were making out on that beach. I stuck my tongue in his mouth and couldn’t stop myself from rubbing his abs. I finally understood what women liked about muscular men.

“Why are you so nervous?” he asked.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Your heart is pounding,” he laughed, putting his palm against my chest. “You okay? I’ve never felt anything like it.”

I had to stop to feel my own chest. My heart really was pounding! It almost seemed like my real heart was trapped inside of that beautiful woman’s body: a nervous heart trapped inside of an amazingly confident beauty. “I’m fine,” I said. “You’re just cute.”

He smirked. We kept kissing. I couldn’t help myself: I reached down and grabbed his erection through his shorts. He was big: big enough that I finally understood his brimming confidence. He let out a moan, and then he stood up, lifting me to my feet. “Come on,” he said, taking me to the beach’s public bathroom.

All of those anxieties were gone now. I was no longer worried about whether or not this was something I would regret. I wasn’t thinking about the fact that I was actually a man, and that the bikini was the only thing between me being a beautiful woman and me being an average man, complete with body hair.

But I came to my senses—at least a little bit—when he tried to pull off my top. I managed to grab his wrists, stopping him. “Leave it on,” I whispered.

“I want to see your tits,” he smirked.

“Another time,” I said. “I—I just got them done. They’re still healing.”

“Oh,” he said. “That’s cool. I like fake tits.” He laughed and then he leaned in to kiss my neck. He wrapped his arms around me. He pushed me against that bathroom wall. It was weird, being completely out of control. His strong hands had complete control over me, holding me in place as if I weighed absolutely nothing.

He was dominating me. It was almost like my muscles were failing me. It was almost like I was shrinking, or maybe like he was growing. His firm grip on me almost hurt.

“Relax,” he said, though I thought that I was relaxed. I looked down and saw that he had his palm on the middle of my chest again. My heart was probably still racing. The real me was trapped inside of that body, horrified as it watched me going through with this insanity.

And it really was insanity! I didn’t even know the man’s name. He was a complete stranger, and I was about to let him fuck me. He was about to ravage my body, and I was doing nothing to stop him. I wasn’t even resisting him. In fact, I was the one hurrying it along, unable to wait to know what it felt like to have a throbbing cock inside of my body.

I grabbed his shaft and squeezed it, moaning, pressing it against my clit. I let him slide up and down, massaging my clit, making my legs tremble. He picked my thighs up, leaning me harder against the wall. We both stared down at his cock as it slid up and down my pelvis. I reached down and pulled my bikini bottoms to the side, knowing they couldn’t come down my legs or I would change back. Then, he drew back, bringing his tip to my dribbling hole. He paused for a moment with that big grin on his face. Then he mashed himself inside of me. I gasped, watching in shock as my hole stretched open to fit his huge size.

I could feel every throbbing vein pushing into my body. He was so warm. When I clenched, his cock twitched, reminding me that it was real and not just a cucumber.

Was this really happening? Just a couple of hours earlier, I was a man, in bed with a woman, feeling relatively normal. Now, I had no idea who I was. I had no idea what I wanted. Were these just random urges, or was this what I actually wanted?

He pushed deeper and deeper, until it felt like he was pushing hard against the back of my pussy. “It’s too deep!” I cried suddenly, grabbing onto his shoulders and clenching hard.

He just grinned, as if my cry was some sort of badge of honor. At least he didn’t try pushing in any further, though he didn’t exactly take it easy on me. And it didn’t take long to realize that I didn’t want him to take it easy on me.

It felt good when he rammed me. It felt good when he pushed me hard into that wall and forced himself deep, pushing me past my comfort zone. He was thrusting way harder than I was brave enough to thrust with the cucumber, and it was paying off. I screamed loud, and then he pulled out suddenly, letting the flow of hot liquid gush out of me. He grinned. “I had a feeling you were a squirter,” he said before ramming his fat cock back into my pussy.

He ravaged me for ten more glorious minutes, until I was dripping with sweat, four or five orgasms deep. I could hardly move when he finally started groaning. I knew what was coming because I could feel his cock becoming hard—harder than it had been, harder than I knew a cock could get. It was like a pillar of warm steel inside of my body. And it was pulsing, twitching. All of the muscles on his body were clenching. He cried out, and then he pulled his cock out of my pussy. He put his hand on my head and shoved me down to my knees. The bathroom floor was concrete and cold. “Ouch!” I cried, and then a moment later, I was getting a warm facial of thick cum.

I don’t know why, but I opened my mouth, trying to catch as much as I could on my tongue—though he wasn’t aiming for my tongue. Thick cum was blasting left and right. His hand was shaking and cock went along for the ride. Cum got on my eyelids, my cheeks, my chin, my lips, my forehead, my chest, and my thighs. To finish, he stuck his tip into my mouth and held my head in place by grabbing my hair; he didn’t release me until I sucked that final drop out of him.

Then he released me with a rough push, grunting as he bent over to pull up his shorts.

He gave me a slap on the cheek. “You were pretty good,” he said with a grin. “I want your number.”

“I don’t have one,” I said.

“Who doesn’t have a number?” he asked.

I probably could have come up with a better excuse, but that was the best I had under pressure. I shrugged my shoulders. “I get it,” he said, shaking his head. “Just wanted a good fucking. I’m not offended. But if you change your mind, look me up. Chase Parker. Add me and we can hook up again. Oh, you’ve got cum on your swimsuit, by the way.” Then he left, leaving me alone in that men’s bathroom.

I went to the mirror, and then another man came in. he paused and looked at me. I flushed red and then scurried out of the bathroom, rushing down the building until I was at the women’s bathroom door. I went in. It was much more spacious, with multiple stalls and a clean floor. I went into one of the stalls and put my bag down on the ground.

Now, I could feel my heart racing. The anxiety was real, and not just hiding deep inside of me. I had to take a series of deep breaths to calm myself down while I came to terms with what I’d just done. I looked down at my breasts and saw the thick, oozing cum running down between my tits. I used my wrist to wipe the cum off of my lips. I ran my fingers through my hair and learned that there was cum there too. “Shit,” I said.

I went to the sink and tried to rinse out my hair. The cum was thick and sticky, not wanting to come out. Getting it off of my face wasn’t too easy either. All of my makeup washed off. I knew that the solution to this messy issue was to transform back into myself, even though I wanted to continue being a woman for a while, basking in that curious sense of freedom that came with being a girl.

I reluctantly took the cum-stained bikini off. I took my proper clothes out of my bag and dropped the bikini into the bag. Then I peeked out of that stall to make sure there were no women in the bathroom before going to the mirror to make sure there wasn’t cum in my hair or on my face. There was some cum on my chest, so I spent a minute cleaning it off with paper towels, soap, and water. I felt so embarrassed—and even more embarrassed when a girl walked in.

It was the girl I ran into earlier, who complimented my bikini. I froze as she stared at me, and she froze too.

“Sorry,” I said, trying to think fast. “Is this the women’s room?”

“I think so,” she said with a soft voice.

“My bad,” I said, blushing all over. I don’t think she recognized me. I was myself now, wearing jeans, with my usual flat chest and short hair. Thankfully, there was no more cum on me. “I’ll just get my shirt on,” I said.

I took a minute to wriggle into my shirt. Sure, I was embarrassed, but it could have been so much worse. If the woman had any idea what I’d just done: letting a stranger fuck me senseless before drenching me in cum… being caught cleaning my hair in the women’s bathroom wasn’t so bad.

I grabbed my bag and zipped out of the bathroom, hurrying across the beach with my head down until I was far away from anyone who might realize I was the same person as the woman who went into the bathroom with the jacked man.

I went straight home, to my house, tossing my bag onto the ground and then falling onto my couch, exhausted after a long week with little sleep. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I wanted to take a nap, but I knew I had to get back to Marla’s house to put that bikini back where it belonged. If she got home and saw that I wasn’t there, and the bikini was missing, she would certainly come looking for me, thinking that I was up to no good. I didn’t want her coming close to knowing that I’d been putting on her magic bikini so that I could experience being a woman.

I knew that I only had a couple of hours before she was done work. So I pulled myself up, grabbed my bag, and headed towards my laundry machine. I had about enough time to wash the bikini and dry it, but I had to hurry. I unzipped my bag, reached in, and then I froze.

The bikini wasn’t inside.

“What the hell?” I said, turning my bag inside out, reaching into each and every little pocket, and then checking all of the pockets a second and third time. “No, no, no.” I kept searching, but the bikini had vanished. My bag was empty.

I was sure that I put it in the bag, but maybe I missed. Maybe I dropped it next to the bag.

I threw the bag aside and rushed through my house, thinking that it might have fallen out at some point since I got home. Then I rushed outside, walking the exact path I took home from the beach, looking everywhere, packing. Where did the bikini go? I must have dropped it in the bathroom.

But it wasn’t there. I made a woman gasp when I went in. “What are you doing in here!?” she yelled.

“I’m sorry!” I said, buzzing through the bathroom. “My—uh—girlfriend dropped her bikini. Did you see it?”

“Get out, creep!” she screamed. “I’m calling the cops!”

The bikini wasn’t there. I looked everywhere. Now, the woman was screaming for help. I had to get out of there. People were rushing over to see what was happening.

“H—Have you seen a bikini?” I asked a stranger who was standing nearby. “I—I think I left it here.”

“That creep was just spying on me in the bathroom!” the woman shouted from behind me.

“What?” said the stranger.

And I knew I had to get out of there. I wasn’t going to find the bikini.

I rushed away as a small crowd formed around the woman. She was telling them what I’d done, barging into the bathroom and opening up every stall. I was starting to sweat, heart pounding, terrified of what was going to happen. How was I going to explain this?


CHAPTER 7
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Iwas at Marla’s house when she got home. I played it cool, sitting on her couch, acting like nothing was out of the ordinary. “I thought you were going to work today?” she asked with the condescending tone of a wife that had been putting up with ‘my shit’ for a decade.

“I only worked four hours,” I said. “It was a short day.”

“Well did you at least make some money?”

“Yeah,” I said.

She didn’t notice the missing bikini right away. We ordered some food to the house. We sat and watched a few shows. Before bed, she told me that she was going to get changed into something more comfortable. I braced for her shock, but she didn’t notice the missing bikini then. She wanted to have sex in her lingerie. I went along with it, even though I was still trying to find a good opportunity to break things up. Maybe I could be out of the relationship before she realized the bikini was missing.

But I wasn’t sure how to do it, so I went along with the sex. I slept with her. It took me thirty minutes to come. We slept in the bed together. Then, in the morning, she finally realized the bikini was gone.

“Where is it?” she asked, shaking me awake in a state of terror.

“Where’s what?” I asked, waking up slowly. But I knew exactly what she was asking about.

“My bikini!” she gasped. “Where is it!?”

“The magic one?” I said, probably playing a bit too dumb.

“Where is it, Justin!? It’s gone!” she cried.

“I—I don’t know. Why would I know? I don’t know where you keep things.”

“I always leave it in this room. It’s always here. But it’s not here. So where the hell is it? Where did you put it!?”

“I didn’t put it anywhere,” I lied. “I don’t know where your bikini is, Marla. Quit accusing me of losing it.”

“It’s gone!” she screamed, as if I lost her newborn baby.

“Relax,” I said. “Just relax. I’m sure it’s here somewhere.”

“I’ve looked everywhere! It’s not fucking here!” She took a deep breath. “When you went to work yesterday, did you leave the door unlocked? It was stolen! I’m sure of it! I’m sure it was stolen! You idiot! You left my door unlocked and I was robbed!”

“Is anything else missing?” I said, ignoring the fact she just called me an idiot.

“No!” She screamed. “They probably just wanted the bikini! I can’t believe it’s gone.” She broke down, crying hysterically like a mother who lost a child. It was awkward, to say the least. She was acting like I’d taken away her whole life, and maybe I did screw her over just a little bit. Though she stole the bikini to begin with; it was never rightfully hers. She had her run with it, and now there was probably someone else getting their run with it—maybe that someone was a seagull at the landfill.

“It’s fine, Marla,” I said from a distance. “I—I’m sure you’ll find it. It’s probably here somewhere.”

“Leave!” she screamed. “Get out of my house! I want you gone! I don’t want you here!”

I decided to take the advice, and I was happy to be gone. I felt strangely guilty. Yes, I lost the bikini, but it really wasn’t her bikini to begin with. She had her success with it. She needed to get on with her life without it—and I’d been looking for an out for days. Now I had my out. She asked me to leave, she didn’t want me in her life because she was convinced that I left her door unlocked; if that was enough to make her want to dump me, then so be it.

I was happy to be out, but I still felt bad about the lost bikini—not because Marla couldn’t have it back, but because I couldn’t have it back.

Maybe I regretted letting that man fuck me—just a little bit—but I didn’t feel like I was finished being a girl. I didn’t get it out of my system. I liked that feeling of being sexy, wearing those cute outfits, smooth skin, long, soft hair. I liked it when guys looked at me and smiled, eyes gleaming. Maybe I didn’t need to be the world’s hottest supermodel, but even if I could just have a tenth of that attention back…

It wasn’t the attention that I wanted necessarily. It was something else—something I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Maybe it was just the validation; those looks confirmed that I really did look like a girl… But why did I care? Why did I want to look like a girl?

I got home and looked in my mirror, at my male face, male body, male hair. As a man, I just looked so… plain. I never really cared before, but now it felt different. Now, I knew what I was missing.

And I would never have it again. I would never stumble upon another magical bikini—or any magical anything. My time as a girl was up, and I suppose I saw it coming; that’s why I was so adamant about getting it out of my system while I had it. Maybe I would have never gotten it out of my system. Maybe I would have kept entertaining it and the urges to wear it would have just gotten stronger and stronger, until I was trying out for the cover of Sports Illustrated magazine, just like Marla.

Now, I thought about posing for the cover of a magazine. I let out a sigh and then went to my couch. I put on the TV and felt lifeless as I sat, slumped, watching some rerun of a show that wasn’t even very good to begin with. I couldn’t stop thinking about what I’d lost, even though it was something I never really had, and it was something that I never really wanted (until it was gone). It’s funny how things can be like that…

Then, an ad came on the TV. It was an ad I’d seen a thousand times, for some high-end department store: images of women wearing ritzy dresses and sparkling high heels. I found myself feeling strangely jealous of the girls, even though I’d seen the ad before—and before when I saw the ad, I would usually find myself ogling the girls. This was different. Now, I was ogling their shoes, their dresses, and their pretty hairstyles.

Then another ad came on, this one for a local women’s clothing store that sold trendy discount clothes. They were having a blow-out sale. The ad was similar, this time with alt chicks, emos, and some trendy zoomer girls posing in more urban settings.

“Everything in the store is 50% off, this weekend only!” said the announcer. And the strangest urge to look the store up overwhelmed me. I ended up on their website, going through page after page of women’s clothing. I filled a shopping cart, though I’m not sure why. I wasn’t a woman anymore. I was only a woman for a few hours. I didn’t have a woman’s body or a woman’s face. I didn’t have a pussy or tits. I had a cock, a flat chest, and body hair…

But I didn’t have to have the body hair…

I found myself in my bathroom, holding my razor. I had the strangest grin on my face as I swiped away the hair, one stroke at a time. What was I doing? Why was I shaving my legs? Why was I shaving around my cock? Why was I taking the hair off of my armpits?

And why did I go ahead and order the clothes from the website, even paying an extra fifteen bucks for express delivery? Was I losing my mind?

I grabbed my wallet and put up my hood before walking across the street, going into the drug store. I spent over a hundred dollars on makeup supplies, refusing to make eye-contact with the saleswoman. I felt awkward and insane—and very, very confused. I had no idea why I was doing the things that I was doing, but I couldn’t stop myself. I wasn’t a girl anymore, but I was acting like one. These urges should have gone away when I took the bikini off. Why were these feelings lingering inside of me?

I took the makeup back to my apartment and got started experimenting. I must have spent four hours in front of the mirror, testing everything. Then, I got a phone call. I was so distracted that I didn’t even bother to check the caller-ID before answering. “Hello?” I said.

“Are you going to come back?” she asked. It was Marla.

“Come back?” I said. “You told me to leave.”

“I’m so sorry about that. I was in a bad place. Please come back. We can spend the night together. I’ll make it up to you. I’ll blow you. You can put it in my ass—whatever you want. Please.”

There was a touch of temptation, but I hadn’t forgotten our complete lack of chemistry. I hadn’t forgotten the long, awkward silences. We just weren’t a good match, and I couldn’t waste any more of her time, even if it meant getting a blowjob (her blowjobs were short and awkward anyway. She obviously didn’t enjoy giving them). I wanted to be with a girl who was happy and spunky and fun to be around…

Or maybe I wanted to be that girl…

I shook my head. Where were these thoughts coming from? Why did my body tingle with excitement when I thought about being with a man? Those ideas were supposed to leave with the bikini.

“Justin?” she asked.

“What is it?”

“Are you coming or not?”

“We have to break up,” I said. “I’m sorry, Marla. We aren’t a good fit. I wasted your time. You deserve someone who wants to be with you. And—I hate to say it—I don’t think you actually want to be with me; I think you’re just tired of looking for someone. But you’ll find the right guy. He’s out there for you. It’s just not me.”

“Just admit it,” she said. “You’re just done with me because the bikini is gone.” I could hear that she was starting to cry.

“Marla,” I said. “That’s not it. But you deserve honestly, so I’ll tell you honestly: you were more fun to be around when you were in the bikini. It gave you a nicer personality. That’s the kind of girl I want to be with—and I don’t even really care about the beauty you gained from it, believe it or not.”

“The bikini never changed my personality,” she said.

“Yes, it did.”

“No, it didn’t. It doesn’t do anything to the wearer’s personality, Justin. It just changes their appearance. Maybe I was acting more confident because I felt more confident, but that’s it.”

I paused for a moment. “How sure of that are you?”

“Positive,” she said. “The bikini has nothing to do with your personality. It just changes you physically. But it’s gone now. But I promise I’ll start trying harder. I’ll start going to the gym again. I’ll get my lashes done. I’ll get my eyebrows done. I’ll change my diet. I can be like that girl if you’ll stay with me.”

“I’m sorry, Marla,” I said. “I think you should do all of that stuff for yourself. You should be determined to love yourself. But we’re just not a good match. I’m glad I met you, but I don’t think we were meant to be together.”

She was silent for a long moment. I could hear her breathing. I was waiting for her response, and then she hung up the phone. That was the last time I ever heard from her.

I felt bad, but it was for the best. Years later, I looked her up and saw that she was engaged to a nice-looking fellow. She looked happy, so it worked out for her in the end.

As for me, things worked out for me too, but in a much different way than I expected.

I never got that bikini back, but I found out where it went when I stumbled upon that familiar girl on Instagram one afternoon. She had twenty-two million followers, and she was wearing that bikini in most of her photos (and I guarantee it was under her clothes in the other shots). It was the girl I talked to at the beach, who I ran into in the bathroom. She must have swiped the bikini. Oh well—it never belonged to me anyway, and it didn’t stay with her either. One day, she made a post on Instagram—her last post—saying that someone had stolen something dear to her and she could no longer carry on with her social media career.

I don’t think that magical bikini was meant to stay with one person for very long. I think Marla held onto it for longer than the universe wanted her to.

My clothes came a few days after I ordered them. I still had no idea what I was going to do with them. I spent so much money on them, so I had to do something with them. I knew that I was never going to look like the supermodel that I was when I put on that bikini, no matter how much cash I dropped on clothes and makeup, but that didn’t stop me from trying to see what I was capable of.

With some work, I managed to create something feminine. No, I wasn’t going to be on the cover of Sports Illustrated. I wasn’t going to turn every male head that passed me, but I thought that I was pretty cute. I went out and managed to turn a couple of heads over the course of a few hours. I got a smile from a cute guy, and that did wonders for my confidence.

And then I went home and spent a good hour in front of the mirror, trying to calm myself down. My heart was pounding mercilessly. I actually went out dressed like a girl, with pads stuffed into a lace bra and my cock tucked between my thighs. It was both terrifying and exhilarating.

I liked it.

I can’t really tell you why I liked it so much. I guess I just liked feeling cute; it wasn’t something I was used to, but it was something that was just so, so satisfying. So I went out again the next day, wearing a cute summer dress. I turned another head or two. Maybe I got a few weird looks from people who weren’t quite sure if I was really a woman. Maybe they had to look hard to make a determination, but I knew that I was only going to get better as I improved my makeup, grew out my hair, and so on. I felt like I had a big journey ahead of me. It was an exciting thought and a scary one.

There were still many questions left to be answered—some that I would figure out over time, and some that I would probably never figure out. Where did that bikini come from? Who made it? Was its appearance in my life some form of divine intervention? Those were questions that would probably remain unanswered. There were other questions that I knew I would figure out: just how far was this new little ‘hobby’ going to go? Would it just be a fun little pastime, or would it become a part of my life? Did I want to find a man, or was I still looking for a woman… or did I want both?

I think life is more fun when you don’t have the answers to all of the questions; it gives you something to look forward to. A bit of uncertainty can do a person good. Maybe those questions were uncertain now, but I had a pretty good idea of where things were going, just based on those desires which were only getting stronger and stronger every time I went out. And when I started looking into getting a prescription for hormone pills… well, I guess that gives you an idea of where I was going.

THE END
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