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Darren sat at the bar in the private club. Tonight was a special night at the club for LGBT+ individuals including crossdressers. His makeup was good and he looked passable, but his shy personality latched him to the bar rather than be sociable like a few of the other crossdressers here tonight. 

Everyone was happy at the club laughing and joking. A few guys were making out with their dates in the corner and others were flirting up a storm trying to score someone before the last call.

Darren was happy being the wallflower. Any chance to be out dressed was a good night. 

Darren found it increasingly hard to make it through the day. He would count down the minutes before rushing home to change into his lingerie and watch a romantic movie with a glass of wine.

His black dress clung to his lithe body and the red lipstick matched his red heels perfect. Darren, or Darlene, was quite attractive, but a very shy crossdresser. There were a number of cute guys and if Darlene wanted, she could take one of them home, but she always felt shy.

Suppose someone recognized her Darlene thought. In the club, she was amongst friends. However, she got very anxious when she left her house, making sure to back out of the garage with the lights off.

When Darren was home alone, he would often look at pictures of bimbo's dreaming of being the type of girl men fawned over. The type of woman men showered with money and gifts.

More than anything Darlene wanted to be a woman in real life. It would be so liberating to live her life the way she wanted, but there was always real life to get in the way.

The club music was kicking into high gear, and Darlene looked over to see almost everyone dancing up a storm. She continued to nurse her drink feeling good that she came out tonight, but sad that her shy personality did not allow her to get up and mingle with the others.

If this were working, it would be a different story. Darren knew all about computers, laptops, tablets, smartphones, etc. There was a joy in helping customers that allowed her to open up but in a social situation, she had problems.

Darlene never noticed the woman appear next to her ordering a drink from the bartender. From the corner of her eye, she could see an all black, skintight latex suit, and long black hair. The fingernails were a blood red which matched her lipstick and eyeshadow except for the ring finger which was pink.

‘Hello Darlene, do you mind if I join you?’

‘N-n-no.’

‘Allow me to introduce myself, I am Mistress Tasha, but you can just call me Tasha for now. Love that dress and your makeup darling. Such a tight fit. How come you are not cutting it up on the dance floor?’

‘I tend to be a bit shy.’

‘Well, I am a bit shy as well and besides most of those girls are drunks just looking to live out the same fantasy week after week. They are too scared inside to dance and pick up a guy sober so they get wasted and fall all over some drunken chap who takes them home, screws their brains out, and they feel guilty for the next few days until they start thinking about the next party. Wash, rinse, repeat. Are you a good dancer Darlene?’

‘I never tried before. I mean the few times at home; I was pretty good moving in time to the beat. That is all you have to do really, just find the bass line and let yourself go with the beat.’

‘You look like you would be a great dancer, Darlene. You have the trim body of a great dancer.’

‘Thank you. To be honest, I have never seen you in the club before. Do you often come for these nights?’

‘Depends, my work is quite busy. I do not get out unless I have a need to get out.’

‘What business is that if I may ask? I am in sales myself.’

‘Sales, good. Very good. I am in sales myself to an extent. Very high-end clientele with very discreet needs. How do you like dressing as a woman Darlene?’

‘I love it. If I were not so afraid of losing my job, I would come out and transition.’

‘So what kind of girl would you be?’

‘I am sorry?’

‘What would you look like if you had your choice of being any woman in the world?’

‘Well, um, it is a bit of a secret. I love bimbos. They look so beautiful with the long, blonde hair, pink outfits, vapid look in their eyes.’

‘Bimbos, vapid look, guys love women like that and what woman does not want to be ogled by men? It is a sign that they are adored, and women adore attention. They want the focus of the entire room to be on them. 

You know Darlene, I used to be like you insecure and a wall flower at events like this, but I overcame that. Tell me, do you have to go to work tomorrow. The next few days?’

‘No. In fact, I have the next three days off. Why?’

‘Do you like your job?’

‘It pays the bills if that is what you are asking. Sometimes I think, no I know that I am nothing more than a cog in the machine. A gopher in a cube farm.’

‘What if I could turn you into a new life? Something more exciting.’

‘You mean becoming a bimbo?’

‘If that is what you desire?’

‘I would love to be a bubbly bimbo rather than a boring wallflower.’

‘Well, I thought that if you would like you could come back to my place, we can talk further about your dreams.’

‘That sounds interesting and oh no; Martin is coming over and he is hammered.’

‘Let's hurry and get out of here. I will pick up the tab. Martin, she is with me. Turn around, NOW! Bronson, keep the change as a tip.’

‘Always a pleasure Mistress Tasha.’

‘Come on Darlene or should I say Pinki.’

‘Pinki?’

‘Pinki is more of a bimbo name. You do want to be a bimbo, right?’

‘Yes, Mistress Tasha. It has been my dream to be a bimbo,’ Pinki said with a smile on her face.

When Pinki woke up in the morning or was it the afternoon, she shook her head and looked around. Everything in the room was a shade of pink including the floor. The paint was a light pink, and the trim on the walls was a brighter shade of pink. The pink sheets on the bed were the softest satin she ever felt in her life. Off to the side, there was a pink dresser with light pink hearts stamped all over the side. The nightstand was a shade of pink with a pink lamp, and a small pink mp3 player with headphones. One door was just off to the side beyond the nightstand and across the room were two doors, one on each side of the room.

Relaxing music filled the room as Pinki tried to shake off the morning cobwebs. A pink, cotton candy like fog filled her head. Pinki laid down to sleep for a moment as the slow song talked about the delights of sleeping.

The pink fog began to clear as the sun shooed it back into the forest. Pinki was standing in a field on a warm summers day with a soft breeze blowing the lazy grass from side to side.

Pinki stretched and when she looked down got a huge surprise. There were now massive breasts attached to her body. Both hands reached up to feel the soft, malleable flesh and her body quivered every time her fingers touched her round, sensitive nipples.

‘Oh, where did I get these? They feel so soft. What is that over there?’

Pinki looked across the meadow to see something just poking out above the wavy grass. She skipped her way forward as the breeze blew her blonde hair around her body.

A thought crossed Pinki's mind as she skipped along through the tall grass. When did he get huge breasts and blonde hair? The thought quickly went away as Pinki remembered that she always dreamed of being a bimbo so this was nothing new. 

When she was alone on a Friday night Pinki, or was her name Darlene, would always put on her blonde wig, breast forms, and lingerie. Makeup was the hardest part and the breast forms were only C-cups, not J-cups like she wanted.

A bubbling brook could be heard close by and when Pinki approached the brook there was a picnic basket.

Pinki bounced over feeling the weight of her breasts heave up and down against her chest. A glowing smile illuminated her face as she opened the basket to see what was inside. A full complement of expensive makeup filled the basket bringing a tear to Pinki's eye. 

A long sigh emerged from Pinki's lips, and she walked over to the slow running brook to look at her reflection in the water. 

Pinki gasped when she looked at herself. There was a beauty that she could never comprehend before staring back at her. Her nose, chin, and makeup were perfect. When you added in the blonde wig, she looked like a beautiful blonde bimbo. One hand reached down to touch the reflection and when the water rippled Pinki woke up from her dream.

The music was now the sound of a running brook and Pinki shook off the pink mist getting up to check her surroundings. The smell of cotton candy filled the room, causing her to take one long, deep breath, holding it for a three count and then releasing it.

The door next to the bed was locked. Pinki called out a couple of times scrunching her face as the scent of cotton candy got stronger.

Pinki walked over to the door on the right and opened it up to find two doors, one on the left and the other straight ahead.

The door straight ahead was locked, but the door on the left led to a bathroom. In the bathroom there was a shower, toilet, vanity, and makeup table. The room was painted pink with hot pink towels and cotton candy scented shampoo.

Pinki walked by the makeup table to relieve herself. She admired the room, but needed to get going soon since there was no clock in the room. There was no recollection of the night before. She did not see her clothing, but she remembers having the time of her life talking to Mistress Tasha about being a bimbo sissy.

Mistress Tasha seemed to understand everything Pinki was saying and shared a number of personal experiences as well. Pinki remembered talking for hours late into the night, but nothing else.

Pinki turned to her left and looked at the makeup table; on it sat a beautiful blonde-haired wig and a full complement of makeup. Next to the blonde wig sat four breast forms and bras of various sizes from C up to EE.

Pinki finished and walked over, looking over every item with great interest. The wig was perfect with the makeup from all of the top designer brands. The bras were all gorgeous; hot pink with white lace trim.

Pinki stuck her head out the door and listened to make sure nobody was coming before shutting the bathroom door and locking it.

What could it hurt to try on the wig and a bra, she thought to herself. Nobody was around and the door was locked. Pinki stood naked in the bathroom and decided to grab a quick shower and try on the wig and breast forms before looking for her clothing. 

The water was just perfect. She grabbed a loofah and the cotton candy body wash, letting the water from the shower wash over her body. The feel and sound of running water reminded her of the soft background music playing. The scent from the body wash made Pinki feel feminine and she took a deep breath. Three seconds later she released it in a long slow exhale. On the third breath, Pinki felt something go pop in her mind and her head tilted to the side as the soap bubbles ran down her body.

‘Pop. Pop. Pop. Giggle.’

Pinki started popping the bubbles on her body, giggling like a schoolgirl. Both the water and the scent of the body wash had her laughing and dancing in the shower.

When Pinki stepped out of the shower, she took a deep breath, smelling the strong scent of cotton candy infiltrate the room. 

Pinki walked one foot in front of the other like she would do at home in the most feminine way possible over to the makeup table. She picked up the breast forms and placed them on her body like she was putting on a bra except this bra had no clasp on the back; just the front.

The forms felt strange with no adhesive and Pinki saw a bottle in the drawer. She did not want to apply them not knowing if Tasha would get angry with her so she put the bottle back where she found it.

Pinki picked up the bra and slid it on having some problem getting the front latch in place until she sucked in her chest.

Wow, women with large chests have problems getting a bra on, she thought to herself.

Pinki looked at herself in the mirror and smiled. She looked like a lithe man with huge fake breasts, but there was something sexy about her.

The blonde wig beckoned and Pinki tried it on. The moment she brushed the hair back from her eyes, a smile crossed her face.

Pinki looked much more feminine than before. If she only knew how to do makeup she would look like the bimbo in her dreams.

When Pinki walked out of the bathroom into the bedroom the sounds of a babbling brook with strange phrases babbling in the background. The scent of cotton candy was even stronger feeling the air with its delightful scent. 
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