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❧

Maria needs some yuletide cheer. A long, hard year has left this office drone feeling drained. When she sends her letter to Santa, she asks for just one thing: Change.

And boy does she get it.

On Christmas morning, the formerly skinny, flat-chested wallflower wakes up to her new gifts: A ROUND CHEST, a THICK BUTT and an entire WARDROBE OF SULTRY OUTFITS!


Now this new bimbo’s in for a most unholy night, spending time with a Christmas hunk who can BANG her drum and DECK her halls. It’ll be a white holiday for this Christmas Bimbo!


❧

Maria kicked off her heels immediately upon opening the door. Why she wore such uncomfortable shoes was beyond her - they did little to accentuate her thin calves, and the skeleton crew at the office had barely noticed her presence, let alone her shoes.

Her nylon feet slapped hard against the wooden floor as she made her way to the couch. Flopping sideways onto the sofa, Maria let out a long, heavy groan. A 10 hour workday, no winter bonus (“Tax reasons,” her boss had sneered), and another Christmas Eve alone. Happy fucking holidays indeed.

She had to do something. It was Christmas Eve, after all. Just shuffling off to bed after a Reality TV binge was all well and good for any other night, but wasn’t December meant to be special? A little smile danced along her mouth as she remembered Christmases past. Back when she was still naive and carefree.

Now life was all stress, worry, and bills. Shitty online dates with scummy guys, a thankless job, her family miles away. When did it end? What could she do about it?

A nifty idea danced across her head, like the sugar-plums from song. She went over to the kitchen and grabbed a sheet of paper. It was hardly the fine parchment she wrote her childhood letters on, but it would do. Picking up a pen, she began to write a letter to Santa.

Dear Santa, she wrote, then paused, shaking her head. Was she really doing this? It felt ridiculous, but hey, why not? This year has been a bit hard on all of us, and I’m sure you’re feeling the stress too. I know it’s late in the season, but I don’t want you to make me anything. All I want for Christmas is…

She paused, tapping the pen against her lip.

A change. Could you do that for me, Saint Nick?


Yours, 

Maria

She found a wrinkled envelope at the bottom of the drawer, wrote “Santa Claus, North Pole” across the front, and neatly folded the Christmas “list” inside. She was laughing to herself as she folded the envelope. Writing a letter to Santa was a very brief respite from the winter cold, but it’d made her feel happy in that moment.

A huge gust of wind blew her hair wildly as she went to the mailbox, and by the time she was back inside, she’d forgotten all about her brief mirth. It was snowing now. Tomorrow was a work holiday, but she’d still have a driveway to shovel, a house to keep warm, and god knows how many other chores. Sighing, and feeling suddenly very tired, Maria ascended the staircase to her bedroom, languidly stepped out of her frumpy dress, A-cup bra, and granny panties, and fell into a heavy sleep.

Out in the driveway, Maria’s mailbox opened on its own. A small gust of wind swept the envelope out. The paper began to float in the air, twirling over again and again as it rose toward the full moon. Then it began to sail thousands of feet above the houses and street lamps, magically remaining fully in tact, heading as far north as north could be…

Maria hadn’t bothered to set her alarm the night before, intending to sleep in for the first time in months. But this Christmas Day was a surprisingly bright one, especially since the sun’s rays reflected off the thick blankets of snow that had fallen overnight. Her house was pleasantly, surprisingly warm; Maria usually kept the heat off to save money. The blanket fell off her shoulders as she stood and stretched her hands high into the air. Gone was that annoying grogginess she usually woke up with. She had no inclination to go back to bed, and all the chores she fell asleep with were the furthest thing from her mind.

Right now, the only thing she could think about was that odd weight on her chest. Not a metaphorical one, like the weight of her obligations at work. A real weight - like she was wearing an anvil as a pendant.

Maria blinked. She could actually see her eyelashes, thick and long and black as spider legs, shutting around her eyes every time she did so. She ran her hands up her smooth, flat stomach until they came to rest just below her massive, milk jug tits.

For the first time in her life, Maria had boobs. Big, juicy breasts, with perfectly rounded nipples poking up to say hello.

“Cool!” it was all she could think to say. She’d gone to bed with a flat chest and woken up with huge gazungas, and in her empty head, that was simply ‘cool.’

Maria cupped her hands underneath her breasts and ran them back and forth, then traced the outline of her massive mammaries. Tingling sensations emanated out from her fingernails as she touched the smooth, soft skin, and Maria couldn’t help but moan when she found herself making little circles around her nipples with her thumb.

But there was more to explore. She couldn’t keep her knees together any more; her thighs were no longer pencil thin. Looking down, Maria saw that she had a tan. Her perfect light-brown thighs parted, showing her a small mound of pubic hair.

Maria looked around the room. What she was about to do could land her on the naughty list, and she certainly didn’t want anyone to see. Reluctantly, she moved one hand from her breast and slid it down her chest, her stomach, and through her nether hair, poking one finger out to slide down her slit…

“Ah!” A jolt of Christmas cheer rang through her pussy. She was immediately wet, groping her tit languorously as she slipped her finger into her pussy, tossing her self backward onto the bed. Her head forcefully flattened the pillow as her body jolted, yet another finger entering her walls. They acted on their own, pressing against her upper wall in a ‘come hither’ motion that had her convulsing and screaming with the first orgasm. A light sheen of sweat coated her naked bimbo body. Between breaths, she heard a knocking at her door.

Part of her wanted to stay in bed and give herself another Christmas present. Somewhere in the back of her mind, the spirit of Christmas spoke to her. What if it was a orphan in need? Or a family whose car had broken down? Or, Oooh! Carolers!

Better than that - what if it was a hot stud who’d come give her fingers a break?

“Coming”! She shouted, giggling. Her face was santa-hat red as she leapt from the bed and dashed to the closet. None of her size 00 clothing would fit her new busty frame. The only item she owned that might do was the loose terry bathrobe she occasionally wore around the house. It clung tight to her frame, but by tying the very ends of the belt together, she could just barely manage to keep her tits hidden.

Well, it hid her nipples, at least.

The knocking continued. “I’m coming!” she said again, and she found it just as funny the second time. Maria made a quick stop in the bathroom to check her features. They were flawless. Her face was dolled up perfectly with what looked like red lipstick. Her mascara was lightly tinted green in the spirit of the season, and there was even a tiny bit of glitter around her eyes that made her baby blues sparkle even more.

She rushed down the staircase like a kid on Christmas morning, twirling as she reached the door.

Standing on her front doorstep was a tall, broad-shouldered man with a chestnut beard and dark eyes. He held a snow shovel in one hand and stood stock still in his huge winter jacket. The mid-day sun shone off the snow behind him, although the path to her house was bare.

“Morning miss,” he said, tilting the snow shovel slightly. “Plow your driveway for ya?”

Between the glare of the sun and snow, and the lack of light coming from Maria’s house, the man could only make out the woman’s curvy figure. She stepped forward, coming into the full light of day.

He dropped his shovel to the ground with a clang, mouth slightly agape in shock. The bathrobe was only covering key places. Everything else - her neck, her chest, her windswept hair, her eyes, and her lips - cried out to him, begging for his touch, his lips, and his hungry, heavy cock.

“Wow! Are you sure you can plow all of it?” she asked, twirling a lock of her hair, staring at him.

He was positive he could.

Maria watched him from the kitchen, transfixed with longing. The sun was strong enough now that he didn’t need the jacket, so he worked without it, his flannel undershirt unbuttoned down to his chest, a thick mat of hair beaded with sweat and droplets of melted snow.

The microwave dinged. A warmed up cup of hot cocoa was inside, representing the sum total of Maria’s cooking skills. She cupped the warm chocolatey beverage in her hands and shuffled into the living room. As she passed through the doorway, something glimmered from the corner of her eye. It was a big, pink christmas ornament hanging from a decorated Christmas tree, right there in the living room, next to the TV.

She hadn’t set that up.

And she didn’t put those presents underneath the tree, either.

Maria sank down to her knees. “Ooooh.” All the presents were done up nicely in glittering pink and purple wrapping paper, with bright gold bows on the top. She grabbed one and pulled it over to her, neatly taking apart the wrapping paper to reveal a large cardboard box.

What was inside made her squeal in delight.

Nicholas didn’t charge for his snowplowing. Ever since his divorce - well, ever since the self-destructive drinking binge that followed it - he’d been dedicated to making the world a better place, day by day. Plowing people’s driveways was his way of paying it forward, and he’d helped plenty of elderly shut ins in that way, as well as doing other household work for them. It made him feel good. If there was a Santa, he was certainly on the fat man’s Nice list.

Satisfied with his work, Nicholas approached the door to knock, and let the bimbo know he was done. He hesitated. Something was odd here. A girl that beautiful, blonde, and dumb should have a rich husband taking care of this stuff. Yet there was only one car in the driveway, and this quaint little house didn’t seem to be built for two.

So he knocked. The door opened, and he gasped, taking a small step back.

There, standing before him, was the bimbo from before. She was dressed now, but what she was wearing was somehow sexier than the skimpy bathrobe she wore previously.

It was a one-piece Christmas dress. Red as his pounding heart, with trim around the hem of the skirt as white as snow. her feet were in furry white heels, and there was lacing across the front and back that made her look like a christmas present.

God how he would have loved to unwrap her.

Maria bobbed her head from side to side. The poofy snowball on the end of the cap flipped back and forth with her.

“Isn’t it awesome?” she said, throwing her arms into the air and gyrating her hips down toward the floor. It fit her perfectly, clinging to every curve, her cleavage thick between enormous, barely contained breasts.

“It’s, um, lovely, Ms…”

“May-May!” Shouted the bimbo, twirling her skirt back and forth. She knew her name started with “M-A,” but her mind got lost in those two extra syllables. May-may sounded fun, and she was all about that.

“Did you buy it?” he asked, still staring at her outfit, and breathing heavily from his recent exertion, as well as his overwhelming desire.

“No. Santa brought it!” She winked at him.

“Uh-huh…” He could hear faint Christmas music playing in the house. Come down my chimney, sang a high, sultry voice not unlike May-may’s. The bimbo was dancing in place, moving her hips back and forth in a hypnotic way. Nicholas stared for a while, then cleared his throat.

“I, uh, finished plowing your driveway, May-may,” he said.

“Ohmigod, thank yoooou!” May-may leapt at him, grabbing him around the arms in a tight hug. His cock was at full mast the moment he felt those gracious tits press against his chest.

“Come in!” she said, stepping back and motioning him in. “I make the best cocoa!”

She sauntered off toward the kitchen, her ass bouncing up and down in a way no man could resist.

Nicholas left his snow shovel by the door, but his other tool was hard and ready.

The cocoa was grainy, saccharine, and watery. If he had one complaint, that would be it. And he had, really, only that one complaint.

Everything was else was magical in a way that made you believe in Christmas.

Her living room was perfectly clean. The Christmas tree was vivid and beautiful. The Christmas music was high-spirited and original - not the kind of music they kept on the radio 24/7. I need a special Christmas gift, crooned another sexy voice. Let me unwrap you tonight!

The absolute best part, however, was the ditzy Christmas bimbo sitting beside him on the couch, bare feet curled up on the cushion, leaning against him. He realized he had his arm draped over the couch, and she was using his chest as a pillow. When did that happen? And why did it feel so natural?

“Did you have a good Christmas?” she asked, running a finger along his bare chest, the buttons undone all the way to his sternum.

He laughed, and she felt the vibrations. “Ah, it was fine,” he said, memories of years of Christmases alone threatening to creep back into his thoughts.

“Just fine?” she asked, looking up at him with those wide enticing eyes. “Christmas is about, like, getting presents and stuff! It should be a happy time!”

He certainly felt happy. But things could always be better.

“What’s under the tree?” he asked, nodding toward it. May-may turned her head to look at the presents. “Oh, cool!” she popped up off the couch and swiveled her hips over to the gifts. Nicholas took a sip of the bland coco, grinning over the rim of his mug while he admired her rear end. HE nearly spat the liquid across the room when he saw her bend over at the waist to pick up her gifts. The skirt rode up all the way, revealing a tight red thong with “HO HO HO” written across the top.

“Let’s open this one!” She said, turning to him, completely unaware she’d just mooned him. Sauntering back to the couch, she plopped down next to Nicholas and tore the paper to shreds, eager to see what Santa had brought her.

“It’s…” she pulled out a plastic bottle of pink liquid and squinted the label. “A-aroma…”

“Aromatherapy massage oil,” said Nicholas.

“Cool!” May-may popped the lid open and squirted a copious amount into her hand, rubbing it between her fingers and palm. “Oooh! Smells like peppermint!” She pressed her oiled hand against Nicholas’ chest. “Feel?”

“It’s nice,” he said, gazing at her with longing as she rubbed his chest. “V-very warm.”

“Mmm….”

An idea struck him suddenly. “Do you want a massage?”

Her bimbo ears perked up. “I would love one!”

Maria laid down on the couch, letting Nicholas straddle her. The dress was open-backed, plunging all the way down to Maria’s lower back. Warm liquid eked out from the bottle in little driblets until Nicholas coated her entire back.

“Oh…” she cooed “it’s so warm!” The entire room smelled of peppermint now. Nicholas’s broad, muscular hands spread the oil across her back. May-may brushed the shoulders of her dress away, letting him coat her entire upper body. He’d touched everywhere except her breasts, the bounteous sides of which were calling to him.

He stared at those gorgeous orbs while he worked her muscles. There wasn’t a note of tension in any part of her, but she still squirmed, cooed, and groaned with each moment of his touch.

“You’re good at this,” she said in a breathy, far-away voice.

“Thanks. You want a breast massage?”

“Breast massage?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said, feeling naughty for the first time in a long while. “It’s, uh, a new thing at all the spas.”

“Oh. Okay!” That was all the nefarious trickery required to get bimbo May-may on her back, staring up at him with a vacant expression as she shimmied her dress down to her waist.

Nicholas must’ve been really good this year, because the bimbo present lying under him was the best fucking gift he’d ever gotten.

Straddling her wide hips, Nicholas shot a copious dollop of the massage oil into his palm, then pressed it against her breast, her plush nipple flat against his hand.

“How’s that?” he asked, taking his other hand and placing it similarly. His fingertips could just barely reach the edges of her tits - and he had big fucking hands.

“Like, super good!” she said, the tip of her tongue hanging over her lips. The little pink edge of her cock warmer flitted slowly from side to side as Nicholas began to grip her breasts, rotating them in circles. IT wasn’t much of a massage, but a bimbo’s body is ultra-receptive to pleasure. Maria felt like she was melting into the couch. A particularly teasing twerk of her nipple made her fidget on the seat, bucking her hips up into Nicholas’ crotch.

“Ooopsies!” she said, shimmying under him. “Sorry. I guess I’m just extra sensitive.”

“It’s fine,” said Nicholas.

“I felt something down there,” said Maria, teasing him.

Nicholas’ face went red as he twitched his cock muscle involuntarily. “Uh, well… You do have really nice tits.”

“Aw, you’re so sweet!” Heart full of Christmas cheer, May-may was in the mood to give Nicholas a special present.

“Do you want to fuck them?”

It was the oddest thing Nicholas had ever been proposed, but he wasn’t going to question it. He had his pants around his ankles in two seconds, hard cock leaking precum. He knee-walked up slightly toward her neck, laying his dick between her copious breasts. Maria pushed them in and rubbed them back and forth. So that’s what these are for! she thought, watching the head of Nicholas’ cock disappear and reappear as he began to fuck her breasts. Making men happy is what Christmas is all about! She looked up at him with a happy smile, like this was all standard Holiday fare.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Nick, pulling his sweat-soaked shirt off. The sight of the fit, bearded man straddling her made that tingle return to her pussy. She moved one hand from the side of her breast and down her thigh, checking between her legs for the wetness that was still so new to the once-sexless Maria, but felt so amazing and natural to the bimbo she’d become.

Soon May-may had her fingers running along the edge of her sex, spreading her wetness and heightening her pleasure while Nicholas continued to fuck her tits. Her sexy groans and alluring vibrations did not escape his notice.

“You got another present for me?” he asked, sliding his hands down between her legs. “You shouldn’t have.” With a grin, Nicholas moved Maria’s hand away, then slid his own two thick fingers in for her.

The sensation made her gasp. Her eyes nearly crossed, and her mouth was so round that she looked like a real fuck doll. Feeling her own fingers inside her was one thing - feeling someone else’s was magical. She couldn’t control how fast, how hard, or how deep - she was under his control. Nicholas laid against her body and took one of her tits in his mouth, nibbling at nipple and licking around her areole while his fingers worked her like a meat puppet.

“Ooohhhh, Santa baby,” whispered May-may. She could barely muster any volume. Her nipples had turned a darker shade of brown, and her lips and face were full Christmas red. Nicholas was falling in love with the way her toes curled, her arms swayed, and her eyelids fluttered as he took her right to the edge of explosion.

“Come,” he demanded, and she screamed toward the ceiling, feeling like her heart was about to leap out of her chest, bimbo toes curling against the sofa when he commanded her first orgasm.

Maria leaned up on the couch, still in a daze. As her eyes focused she saw Nicholas kneeling in front of her. “I guess Christmas came,” he said with a chuckle.

May-may blinked at him. Even though she’d just climaxed, her mind was still screaming for more. More what though? She’d never felt another man’s fingers inside her. This was all completely new. Her eyes drifted downward - down to Nick’s thick, hard cock.

This was it. This was what Maria wanted for Christmas.

She bent forward and took it in her mouth, lying flat against the couch cushions as Nicholas leaned back on his haunches. She slurped and groaned and licked and gave him every audible indication that his cock was exactly what she wanted, and no better gift would ever come across her mind - or her lips. She forced herself to take it all in, all the way down her throat, holding it there to show her Saint how good she was at pleasing him. Her entire body rang out for more. Every time that dick hit her throat, her heart warmed up like chestnuts on an open fire.

Nicholas held onto his orgasm like he was hanging off a cliff. The bimbo’s mouth was made for dick-sucking, but he wanted to take her. He wanted to watch her cum on his cock. He held the side of her head and gave her a few more good pumps, face-fucking her like a good bimbo slut, on the near verge of bursting as he watched her mascara run down her face.

Then he tossed her backward onto the couch like a limp fucktoy and parted her legs. He held his cock in one hand, jerking it lightly to keep it hard, while he pressed his tongue against her slit. She was dripping like a peach, and her moans didn’t let up one bit as Nicholas lapped at her pussy, bringing her closer and closer, her fingers running through his hair as he worked one orgasm after another out of her gorgeous body and through his hungry mouth.

“Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck me!” She sang the words like they it was some lewd Christmas carol. Nicholas couldn’t stand it anymore. He laid flat against her and easily slipped his cock in her. Both of their eyes went wide and their mouths hung open like they’d just seen a reindeer fly. Maria had never been so fully and completely filled in her life, and Nicholas had never felt a pussy so wet, yet so goddamned tight.

“Oh shit,” he whispered, slowly pulling out, only to thrust back in, harder than a fruitcake, pounding his bimbo gift into the couch. He lifted her legs above his head, feeling the warmth radiating from her muscular legs against his red ears. He threw his head back in mirth, groaning and undulating his torso into her, each thrust bringing a high-pitched girlish yelp. Maria tried everything to quiet herself, wanting to not be naughty on christmas, but it was all for naught. She tried biting her knuckle and keeping her mouth tightly shut, but in the end she found herself working her big, luscious titties in her oily fingers, teasing them to a a rock hardness.

He pulled out of her and jerked a blizzard of cum out onto her tits. She cried out in shock as a thick droplet hit her face, but “mmm”’d in delight when she tasted it. No cocoa on earth was as sweet as semen to the bimbo he’d just planted his pole in.

Spent and exhausted, Nicholas collapsed onto her soft body, kissing her plump red lips without abandon, pawing at her breasts and grinding between her legs, already feeling himself ready to go again. Maria was more than receptive to his desire until she suddenly stopped, slapping lightly at his chest.

“What is it?” asked Nicholas with some concern.

“Oh no…”

“What?”

“I didn’t leave cookies out for Santa!”

May-may had her face buried in the pillow, thick bimbo ass up in the air. Occasionally she would turn away to gasp for breath and moan “fuck me” or “spank me” or “ride my sleigh” before once again pressing her flawless face downward. She loved seeing the fireworks behind her eyelids every time Nicholas’ cock thrusted deep, deep inside her, each orgasm coming quicker and easier. When she felt the last dregs of Nicholas’ beloved semen drip out of her wet cunt, she turned over on the bed and watched him collapse next to her.

“Eight times in a night,” he said, gasping for air, sweating.

“Uh-huh!” said May-may. It could have been eighty times - this bimbo never let up.

“M-merry… Christmas…” he said. She couldn’t fault him for running out of steam - it was almost 11, and her little brain had formulated the best possible plan she could have come up with. She wanted to see Santa - but Nick, she felt, didn’t believe in the jolly old fat man. He’d never known the girl she was before.

The girl she didn’t want to go back to being.

Just before midnight, Maria crept out of bed and tip-toed downstairs. Prior to heading upstairs with Nick, she’d discreetly dumped a plate of Oreos onto a plate and left them under the Christmas tree. She was well-aware that Santa came (teehee!) on Christmas Eve, and not Christmas Day, and certainly not the day after, but she still hoped and wished with every fiber of her bimbo being that he’d come back and try “her” cookies.

Sure enough, the jolly old fat man was leaning back on her couch, plate in one hand, glass of milk in another.

“Santa!” she said in delight.

“Hoe hoe hoe,” said the fat man, looking Maria up and down. “Well, you’ve certainly grown into a big girl, haven’t you?”

She wriggled her hips for him. “Thanks for the new pajamas!” The pajamas were, in fact, a red and green neglige, see-through lace and plenty of room for cleavage.

“It was my pleasure,” said Santa, standing and wiping black crumbs off his jacket. “You’d been such a good girl in the past few months that I thought I’d give you a break for the coming year.”

She put a finger up to her lips and tilted her head. “Really? A whole year?” Vaguely aware that she’d once been different, Maria grabbed one of her big breasts and jiggled it up and down. How could she possibly live without these?

“Ooooh, Santa,” She said, putting her knees together. “That’s like, totally great!”

The old man’s benedictine smile made her feel warm inside.

“But what can I ever do to repay you?” she asked.

“Oh, just be a good girl. Spread cheer to your fellow man, like you did with that young man today. Leave a plate of cookies out for me, and I’ll be back next Christmas as well.”

She nodded. “Anything else?” She approached him coquettishly, hands behind her back, shaking her hips from side to side.

He pointed to the ceiling. A sprig of mistletoe was hanging down.

She knew exactly where to kiss him.

THE END
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