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		“F irst time on a train?” the conductor asked as Anya looked for her seat.

		“It’s been years,” Anya answered as she tossed her bag down on her found seat and began to remove her coat. The air outside was frigid, but the air inside the train car was quite comfortable. But that was to be expected on Christmas Eve.

		Anya’s last trip by train had taken place when she had been a young teen traveling Europe with her classmates as part of a school trip. That had been years ago. Now she had a fiancé and was traveling to spend Christmas with him.

		Diego was a wonderful man, which was why she had agreed to marry him. She wanted to spend the rest of her life with him. However, this year had not gone as planned. Instead of spending Christmas together with family, she was having to travel to him.

		There had been a job offer that Diego simply could not refuse. It required him moving to a small town Anya had never heard of: Bimboton. There was not much publicly available about the town when she looked it up online. The pictures she found made it look like paradise, but Anya knew better than to trust marketing materials. As someone who worked in advertising herself, she had become astute at reading the truth from published photos and the like.

		All Anya knew about Bimboton was that Diego’s new employer was the primary employer in the town. Almost everyone who lived there worked for the company in some capacity. Luckily, given the recent influx of people to the town, according to her video chats with Diego, the company was doing well and expanding.

		It had been a rough month since Diego left. They had spent Thanksgiving together, but he had shipped out the next day. Not even shopping had been able to disguise the hurt Anya felt at his leaving. Outside of those video chats, their frequent phone calls, and their long text threads, she felt as if she were single and alone again.

		Anya was excited to finally see Diego in person again. She could not wait to feel his strong arms wrapped around her. She could not wait to feel his lips pressed against hers. Their sex life had been good before, but this last month had been hard. They had tried reproducing their sexual activities over video, but it just had not been the same. Anya would never admit it publicly, but she was looking forward to the sex almost as much as she was looking forward to spending Christmas with the man she loved.

		“Get comfortable,” the conductor said. “I’ll be back as we get underway to check tickets.”

		With that, the conductor left and Anya was left to herself. The train was quickly filling up with people. It was Christmas Eve and there were still last minute travelers, just like Anya. She would have loved to leave earlier, catching an earlier train so that she could spend more time with Diego, but her work schedule did not allow it. She had been able to leave the office a couple hours early, but that only gave her enough time to swing by her apartment to pick up her bags and then get to the train station. Her stomach growled, but she was hesitant to go up to the dining car to see what food was available. She figured it was a lot like airplane food, which she had never liked.

		Anya stashed her bag in the overhead compartment above her seat and then stuffed her coat under her seat. Then she sat back and looked out the window as the final passengers hurried onto the train from the platform. She could see her wearied face in the reflection from the window. She had looked better. The last month had been hard on her, trying to fit a long-distance relationship around her normal activities. It had not helped that work had been extra difficult. She was already working on the late spring and early summer campaigns. It made her wish it really was warm out, instead of threatening to snow. Although a white Christmas would be nice, it felt like more hassle than it was worth.

		As soon as the train started moving, the conductor returned to check everyone’s tickets. She had already scanned her ticket when entering the platform. Now it was just a matter of making sure that everyone was in their assigned seat.

		“Headed to Bimboton, I see,” the conductor said with a wink as he scanned Anya’s ticket.

		“My fiancé just started a job there,” Anya said. “I’m spending Christmas with him.”

		“I’m sure you’ll enjoy it,” the conductor said. “And before I forget, someone purchased a special visit with Mr. Claus for you. Possibly your fiancé. Mr. Claus is at the front of the train. Just wear this and any train personnel will be able to direct you where to go.”

		The conductor handed Anya a thin gold chain with a bright red pendant on the end.

		“Um, thank you,” Anya said.

		“That also gets you free food in the dining car if you’re hungry. It’s dinner time, you know.”

		Anya felt her stomach growl at the mention of food. “I’ll check it out, thank you.”

		The conductor smiled and winked again before he moved on to the next passengers. “Tickets. Get those tickets out.”

		Anya sat there and waited for the conductor to move on to the next train car before she got up. The dining car was just forward of her passenger car. It would be on the way to meeting with this Mr. Claus. Anya did not understand what was so special about a visit with Santa, but if Diego paid for it, he must have thought it worth it. It was a bit weird that the conductor called him Mr. Claus instead of Santa or Santa Claus, but she vaguely wondered if someone had somehow trademarked the name and prevented the train company from using it. It should not have been trademarked, but working in advertising, Anya was sure companies tried to do it every year. Maybe one finally succeeded.
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		As soon as the conductor had moved on, Anya got up and started walking forward. She could feel a gentle sway of the train as it moved along the track. Sitting, she had noticed it, but standing up, with the higher center of gravity, she could sense it ever so slightly.

		That did little to prevent Anya from going forward to the dining car. She traversed both doors, the one marking the end of her car and the one marking the beginning to the dining car. She shivered briefly as she passed between the cars, a gust of cold air blowing in the space between, almost making her wish she had brought her coat with her, but as soon as she stepped into the warm dining car, that gust of cold air was forgotten.

		“Good evening, Miss,” the waiter said as Anya stopped to catch her bearings. “Merry Christmas.”

		“Merry Christmas,” Anya answered automatically. It was usually not something she enjoyed saying. It always felt forced, but she had trained herself to respond in kind to those who used it.

		“Are you looking to dine with us tonight or are you just headed forward?” the waiter asked. He was dressed in a white button-down collared shirt with a black vest over it, pairs with black slacks and black shoes. He looked like he could have been a waiter at nearly any upscale restaurant. That attention to detail alone was enough to impress Anya.

		“I was hoping to find something to eat,” Anya answered. “The conductor said something about this getting me free food.” Anya held up the pendant she had placed around her neck.

		“It does indeed,” the waiter said, suddenly stiffening up, as if the presence of the pendant made Anya important. She did not understand how it did, but if it somehow did, Diego must have spent a pretty penny to make it happen. “Why don’t you take a seat over here?”

		The waiter guided Anya to a corner table, someplace private and out of the way. Anya, for her part, appreciated the waiter’s actions. Even if her food came to her free, she was planning to tip well. It was only fair.

		“We have quite a menu tonight,” the waiter said as Anya sat down and got comfortable. “However, if I may, I would recommend the Christmas dinner. It was prepared just before we left, making it hot and fresh.”

		“Sure, that sounds nice,” Anya said. “I’ll have that.”

		“I will return shortly with a plate. Is there anything you would like to drink? We have a hard eggnog that goes well with the Christmas dinner.”

		Anya had never had hard eggnog before. She had always wanted to try it, but always ended up with the store bought stuff. Even then, she had never added alcohol to it.

		“Sure, that sounds good,” Anya said, smiling. She had been a bit worried about this train trip, but with Diego’s help, it was going much better than expected. And they had only just gotten underway.

		The waiter whisked away toward what amounted to the kitchen onboard the train. It looked more like a closet, but Anya was not about to complain. She was hungry and she was getting free food. What more could she ask for.

		It was only a minute later when the waiter returned with a large plate of food and a mug of eggnog. “Enjoy, my dear. And should you need anything, do not hesitate to ask.”

		“Thank you,” Anya replied, her eyes bugging out at the sight of the large plate of food in front of her. Surely she could not eat all of that.

		There was a small Cornish game hen, a mountain of mashed potatoes with a crater carved out and filled with gravy, a mixture of carrots and green beans, and a small gingerbread cake for dessert. Suddenly Anya grew concerned that Diego might be planning a big Christmas Eve dinner for them, even though she would be arriving in Bimboton late. She pulled out her phone, but found she did not have reception, preventing her from contacting him about his plans for the evening.

		After putting her phone away, Anya realized there was no harm in eating. She was hungry and Diego should have explained his plans if he planned to feed her so late.

		“Wow,” Anya said after taking her first bite of food. It was delicious, definitely better than any travel meal she had ever eaten before. And it only got better from there.

		Anya felt a little embarrassed with how quickly she ate. Not that the waiter or the other passengers that started to drift into the dining car paid any attention to her fast and slightly sloppy eating. She just could not help herself. It all tasted so good and it felt as if she had not eaten in days. It felt like almost no time had passed before she was picking the last of the meat from the game hen’s bones.

		“I see you enjoyed your meal,” the waiter said as Anya sat back, having just washed her meal down with the last of the eggnog. That too was good, although very different from the store-bought varieties she was used to.

		“Very much so,” Anya said as she wiped her hands on her napkin. “I didn’t realize how hungry I was.”

		“It happens to the best of us,” the waiter said. “Feel free to take a few minutes before you move on.”

		Anya’s stomach gurgled, this time from being so full. “I will, thank you.”

		The waiter cleared the table and returned to the kitchen to deposit her dirty dishes.

		However, as soon as the waiter left, Anya started feeling strange. Her body felt weird. She could not even begin to describe it. In some places she felt hot, in others she felt cold, and in others she felt an odd tingling. This was not like the hot flashes she got every month. This was not even the right time of the month for those.

		“Maybe I ate too fast,” Anya reasoned with herself as she tried to understand what was happening to her. “Maybe I’m going to be sick.”

		Anya pushed herself up and headed forward. She barely had the wherewithal to drop a couple bills on the table as a tip for the waiter. She stumbled as she walked, feeling like she was swaying and swerving uncontrollably. She needed to find a bathroom and quickly.
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		The blast of cold air as Anya moved from the dining car to the next compartment shocked her. Her hair whipped around her face, her clothes became disheveled. The only benefit was her stomach no longer felt as if she was going to be sick.

		However, as Anya stumbled into the next car, she found herself struggling to focus. Her body still felt weird and she had to hold onto the wall to keep her balance.

		“Oh dear,” came a woman’s voice. “You do look like a mess. Here, come sit down for a moment.”

		Anya barely had a chance to look at the women helping her before she found herself sitting in a salon chair. Sitting was better, but she still felt as if the world was spinning around her.

		“What’s happening?” Anya managed to ask as she closed her eyes, hoping that would stop the spinning.

		“It’s just your mind adapting to your body, my dear,” the woman cooed softly in Anya’s ear. “I see you are wearing a pendant. You’ll be going forward to meet Mr. Claus, I suspect. But we can’t have you meeting him looking like this. But you’re in luck. I can help. Would you like that?”

		Anya was not fully aware if she said anything. She might have nodded. All she wanted was to stop feeling so weird. It seemed unlikely the food had been spoiled. That would have taken longer to affect her. Maybe it was the eggnog. But Anya had no actual idea what was happening to her. And suddenly this nice woman was talking about helping her. Help was all she wanted.

		“You just lie back and keep those eyes closed. I’ll have you looking great in no time.”

		Anya sat there and let the woman work. With her eyes closed, there was no world to spin. And the woman’s voice did sound nice. It was even better when the woman started running a brush through Anya’s hair.

		“What is this place?” Anya asked as the woman worked.

		“This is the personal services car,” the woman answered. “I’m a stylist. The other half of the car has a barber, but you have no need to visit him. Don’t worry about a thing. I’ll have you feeling much better when all this is over. Trust me.”

		And the odd part was Anya did trust the woman. She had never actually looked at her, only listened to her voice, but her voice exuded a calm and trusting demeanor. Anya could not help herself but to trust this woman.

		Anya found herself floating somewhere between reality and a happy lucid dream that saw her meeting Diego at the train station. She could imagine him waiting for her on the train platform and her jumping into his big strong arms. She could imagine kissing him. And then she could imagine him laying her down on the bed when they got home so that they could renew their physical relationship. Anya needed it so very badly.

		It was unclear how long the woman worked for. She started on Anya’s hair, brushing it and rubbing a sweet smelling liquid into her scalp. The details seemed far too complicated at the moment, but it felt good. And it smelled good.

		“Just keep sitting there while I work on your nails,” the woman said.

		Anya briefly wondered whether she wanted her nails done or not, but she felt too good in her current state to argue. It was easier just to do as the woman said. And if she did not like the woman’s work, she could always repaint them later. It really was not a big deal. And the truth was, Anya figured it might be nice to have something other than her usual gloss coat for the holidays. She had a full week off of work, so there was plenty of time to get herself back in shape for the office.

		“And now your toes,” the woman said as she slipped off Anya’s flats.

		Anya could not remember the last time she had painted her toes. She must have been in college. That felt like a lifetime ago, even if it was only a couple years. It was amazing how much growing up and adulting she now had to do. What she would give to return to such a state of innocence.

		“And now it’s time for your makeup,” the woman said. “Don’t worry about opening your eyes. I can handle everything with them closed.”

		The woman started painting Anya’s face, leaving her curious about what exactly she was doing. Anya had never used much makeup. She had never had the talent for it. Some women could completely change their appearance with a few vials of makeup products. Anya had never been able to come close to that. All that she had managed was a little mascara and lipstick with the occasional concealer to hide a pimple. That was about it.

		“All done,” the woman said. “You can open your eyes now.”

		Anya did just that, but the woman sitting before her in her reflection did not come close to matching the appearance of the woman she had always seen in the mirror. For one, Anya’s brown hair was gone, replaced with a bright blonde shade. The heavy makeup she could understand, having just experienced the stylist apply all those layers of makeup. But even that did not explain how her face had changed. Her nose seemed slimmer, and it was not just a trick of the light and makeup shading. And then there were her lips. They were plump and juicy and painted red, matching her nails.

		“My nails,” Anya said as she held up her hands in front of her face. They were red, to match her lipstick, but they were also now quite long, extending at least half an inch past the end of each finger.

		“Those are lovely,” the stylist said. “And I must say, they were needed.”

		“What did you do to me?” Anya asked, but her eyes were already falling to the rest of her body.

		“It’s my job to get you ready to see Mr. Claus,” the woman said. “And I must say, other than your outfit, I think you are ready to meet him. You look fantastic.”

		However, Anya did not hear the stylist comment about how she looked or her outfit. Her focus was entirely on her breasts. They were big, pushing out from her blouse. Buttons were missing, leaving her now prodigious chest on full display. She had never been very big, but it seemed all that food she had just eaten went straight to her breasts. At their new size, breasts seemed far too clinical a name for them.

		“Tits,” Anya said, letting the word roll around her mouth as she spoke it. She had never used such language before, but she had a hard time not seeing her breasts as tits. It seemed like a much more appropriate name for them.

		“That’s right. That meal you had certainly helped fill you out. It was a good thing you weren’t wearing a bra. Those wires can be painful.”

		“Bra?” Anya asked, absentmindedly. Her brain was still trying to figure out how her breasts had become tits in so short a time. Then she remembered that she had mostly worn bralettes due to her small size. They were more comfortable, especially when traveling. But they could also be quite stretchy, making room for her now much larger bust.

		“Yes, some women wear bras,” the stylist said. “Although I don’t think you need to worry about wearing a bra with those puppies. Maybe just when you exercise. The rest of the time you can let them breathe.”

		Anya found herself completely overwhelmed. This was not right, yet she could not find the words to express that fact. Instead, she found herself stuck on how much her body had changed. And it was not that she disliked what she saw in her reflection. She liked it a lot, but she had never expected to look that way before. It felt like a polar opposite of the image she had once portrayed.

		“Let’s get you moving forward,” the woman said as she started to help Anya up out of the chair. “Don’t worry about your shoes. You’ll be getting a better pair soon enough. You only have one more stop before you get to meet Mr. Claus.”

		“Um, thank you,” Anya said as the stylist helped her stand up. Her whole center of gravity felt different. Part of that was her tits. Looking at her reflection in profile, they really were big, projecting out far more than she would have expected. However, that was not all. Anya’s ass had grown significantly as well. That helped counterbalance her, but it was still something she needed to get used to.

		The stylist helped Anya traverse the rest of the car, sending her further on her journey to meet this Mr. Claus.
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		While Anya could not understand what had happened to her, she was at least no longer feeling as if the world was spinning. Once she departed the stylist’s car, she found herself in the luggage compartment. It was the car where the checked luggage was stored. Anya had not checked anything, using her carryon as her only bag.

		“Good evening and merry Christmas,” said a man who seemed to pop up from behind a stack of luggage. “My name is Mario. Is there anything I can help you with?”

		Anya stood there for a moment, trying to figure out what was going on. She had not expected to see anyone here. Still, she was appreciative of the helpful staff. Everyone on the train had been helpful and kind. There might have been some oddities, especially around what her body, but the staff had at least been kind. Anya was finding something positive to come out of this. She was actually enjoying herself a little.

		“Um, I’m headed to see Mr. Claus,” Anya said.

		“Ah yes, I see your pendant nestled in your cleavage,” Mario said.

		Anya looked down to see that the red pendant was indeed nestled in her cleavage. That only seemed to further highlight her new assets, assets she was not sure she wanted. She could only assume that she would return to normal after visiting with Mr. Claus. It had to be a big joke or something.

		“So I can go ahead and see him?” Anya asked, hopefully.

		“Not yet,” Mario said. “You do not yet appear ready to see him yet.”

		“What do you mean I’m not ready?” Anya asked, this time exacerbation in her voice. “What more do I have to do?”

		“Just a simple outfit change,” Mario said.

		Suddenly it clicked in Anya’s head. There had been a reason she had left her shoes behind with the stylist. She said she would be getting a new pair.

		“Okay, what outfit do I need to wear?”

		“Something more festive, I think,” Mario said. “After all, you are going to see Mr. Claus on Christmas Eve. It is important to be properly outfitted, don’t you think?”

		“Sure,” Anya said, shrugging her shoulders. Of course, that simple motion caused her breasts to move in her too tight top. “Maybe something that fits these better?”

		Mario smiled. “My thinking exactly.”

		Before Anya could say anything else, Mario started digging through one of the suitcases in the stack in front of him. At this point, after all that Anya had seen and experienced, she was not about to question whether Mario had the authority to simply open someone’s suitcase and start rummaging around in it for clothes for Anya to wear. It was easier to just go with the flow.

		“Ah, these will do nicely,” Mario said, extracting several articles of clothing and a pair of shoes. “Put these on and you will be ready, I believe.”

		Mario handed Anya a stack of folded clothes with the shoes resting on top. He motioned toward a corner of the car where there was a curtain forming a makeshift changing room.

		“Thank you,” Anya said as she accepted the clothes and retreated into the changing room.

		There was a single light hanging from the ceiling. One wall featured a mirror. There was not a lot of room, but there was enough room for Anya to manage, assuming she did not mind regularly brushing her hands and arms against her tits. She was still getting used to them, although there was no accompanying back pain, which seemed like a plus.

		“You have got to be kidding me,” Anya groaned as she saw the outfit she had been given. It was made of three pieces. There was a red and white bra, with fake fur accents. There was also a cape that would help keep her shoulders warm. Then there was the skirt. It was the shortest skirt Anya had ever worn. She vaguely wondered if it would actually cover her now bubbled butt.

		Anya took a deep breath and then let out a sigh. It was best to just get this over with. She started by unbuttoning what was left of her blouse. How she had avoided noticing her blouse popping open before, she had no idea. It was all but useless now. Then there was the little bralette she had worn beneath it. That was practically shredded, having been stretched past its breaking point as her tits grew.

		Taking a short break, Anya took a moment to get a good look at her tits. They were big and round, far too big for her thin frame, yet they looked amazing. She especially liked how they each seemed crowned with her small pink nipples. Anya reached up and tapped her nipples, just to see what they felt like. Her legs nearly gave out as a rush of pleasure almost overwhelmed her.

		Managing to get her slacks off proved to be a bit of a challenge. Her new ass had expended enough to make things a bit tight. Coupled with her long nails, she had to work hard to push her pants over her butt without scratching herself or breaking a nail. But she managed, barely.

		“Let’s put on this silly costume,” Anya said as she started to put on the bra. There was little surprise that it fit. Whatever strange magic existed on the train, it would be expected for the clothes to fit her. Of course, the bra only seemed to highlight her voluptuous chest, leaving a deep valley of cleavage on display. At least she was not at risk of her nipples being exposed, but she still showed plenty of tit-flesh.

		The skirt did cover her ass, but just barely. It managed to contain her swell, but sitting or leaning over would surely leave her exposed. Like with her bralette, Anya’s panties did not survive. She would have to go without. Not that she could have worn her full-cut panties with the skirt.

		The cape did little to cover her body. It barely fell past the band of the bra in the back. And it was not big enough to actually wrap around her. All it did was cover her shoulder and her upper back. At least it would help a little bit with the cold air. Although her midriff remained completely exposed.

		Finally it came to stepping into the shoes. They were high heels, of course. Given all that Anya had seen thus far, they could be nothing else. And they were really high, taller than any pair Anya had ever owned. She had only once tried on a taller pair, stripper heels when she was in college. Back then, she had been unable to take more than a step or two before falling over. While these were more reasonable in height, they were still plenty tall.

		But as Anya took her first step out of the changing room, she discovered her body was much more adept at walking in such high heels than she would have expected. They were actually quite comfortable.

		“What should I do with my old clothes?” Anya asked.

		“I will take care of them for you,” Mario answered. “You are now ready to see Mr. Claus. He is in the next car.”

		“Okay, thanks,” Anya said, only just remembering to grab her phone from her slacks pocket and slipping it into the waist of her skirt. She had no pockets and she wanted her hands available to brace her fall in case her new heels became suddenly unmanageable.

		“Good luck,” Mario said. “And remember, you get one with with Mr. Claus. Make it count.”
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		As Anya stepped between cars, she was hit with one last blast of cold air. However, unlike before, she was not fazed by it. Instead, it left her turned on. Her nipples hardened and the cold air against her bare skin forced the embers burning in her belly to ignite into full-fledged flames.

		“Ho, ho, ho,” came a jolly voice at the end of the compartment. “Merry Christmas, Anya. Welcome to the front of the train.”

		The warm carriage was lit by candlelight. Down at the other end of the car sat a tall man on a large chair wearing red with white, much as one would expect Santa Claus to wear. He even sat beside a roaring fire in a fireplace against the side of the carriage.

		However, that was where the similarities ended. This man was not old and white haired. He did not wear spectacles and he did not have a bushy white beard. He had locks of blond hair appearing below the hem of his hat and he was clean shaven. And as Anya approached, she figured the man looked close to 40 years old. He was mature, but not an old man.

		Anya looked at the man quizzically. It made more sense that he was referred to as Mr. Claus and not Santa. But as grew nearer, she became more and more aware that Mr. Claus was quite a hunk. He had broad shoulders and large hands. He looked like the kind of guy who worked out, although it was hard to tell with his red Santa outfit covering his body.

		“You’re Mr. Claus?” Anya asked.

		“That’s what the staff on the train call me,” the man said. “But I prefer my real title. I’m Bimbo Claus.”

		“Bimbo Claus?” Anya said skeptically. “I’ve never heard of you.”

		“I’m not surprised. I like to keep a low profile. But it’s Christmas Eve and certain traditions are worth continuing. I’ve been riding this Christmas train to Bimboton for far longer than I care to admit.”

		“Are you related to the real Santa?” Anya asked.

		“He’s my brother actually. Although he doesn’t like me around too much, especially during the season. But he lets me have this one night on the train here to do my thing. So come on up and sit on my lap. You know you get to make a wish when you sit on my lap.”

		The wish. Anya remembered Mario talking about that. But what would she want to wish for? Anya looked around the carriage and then down at her bulging cleavage. She knew exactly what she would change. As fun as it might seem to have a body made for sex, Anya was not having it. She wanted to go back to her old self. She had her wish figured out.

		“Here we go,” Bimbo Claus said as Anya approached. In one smooth motion he spun her around and picked her up by the hips. Suddenly she was sitting on his lap, her ass on one leg and her legs stretched across the other and dangling off the side.

		“I’m ready to make my wish,” Anya said.

		“Oh, before I forget, you get a candy cane when you visit me,” Bimbo Claus said as he reached into a dish on a table beside his chair and pulled out a candy cane. “Please, try it. I think you’ll like it.”

		It was another free gift, but one that Anya felt perfectly comfortable partaking in. Even after all that had happened. It was just a candy cane, after all.

		Anya took the gifted candy cane and immediately stuck it in her mouth. It had the familiar peppermint flavor, but there was something else there as well.

		“Whoa,” Anya gasped as a new sensation overcame her.

		“You like it, don’t you?” Bimbo Claus said.

		“Like?” came Anya’s reply. “Yes, I like. I like a lot.”

		She went right back to licking and sucking on the candy cane. Her mind seemed to have gone completely blank. Her planned wish disappeared from her thoughts as she felt something hard press against her ass and the back of her legs.

		Anya giggled as she realized she just felt Bimbo Claus’ cock press against her. He felt really big. Then again, he was a big man and it only made sense for him to have a big cock.

		“If you didn’t have a fiancé I’d fuck you right now,” Bimbo Claus said.

		“Ooh, yeah,” Anya cooed as she continued to lick the candy cane. “That would be super hot.”

		As Anya sat there, she squirmed on Bimbo Santa’s lap, grinding her ass against the now big bulge in his trousers. She felt so sexy, so horny, so good. It was like her brain had finally stopped getting in the way and all that was left was her body. And her body knew what it wanted. It wanted sex. Her pussy was wet and ready for a cock. She needed to get fucked bad.

		However, once Anya’s mind got past the idea of Bimbo Claus bending her over and fucking her, she remembered Diego and how much she loved him. She was such a lucky woman to have won his heart. And she knew just how to repay him. She could give him her body. She would do anything for that man.

		“Hey,” Anya suddenly said as a stray thought caught her attention for a split second. “Why are you, um…” Anya trailed off, forgetting her question. After a few moments of her licking the candy cane and trying to think, she started giggling.

		“I think I know what you were wanting to ask,” Bimbo Claus said with a knowing smile. “You wanted to ask why I’m called Bimbo Claus.”

		Anya’s face lit up in recognition. “Yeah, that’s it. Why are you, like, called Bimbo Claus?”

		“It’s a simple answer. I specialize in turning people into bimbos.”

		“Did you turn me into a bimbo?” Anya asked inquisitively. She showed no indication that she was upset with the present situation. But with the candy cane draining what was left of her intellect, she was in no shape to feel such strong emotions. All she felt was pleasure and excitement.

		“I planned it all out, yes,” Bimbo Claus admitted. “But I wasn’t the one who chose you. That was your fiancé. He must really love you to want you to be a bimbo.”

		“He does,” Anya cooed enthusiastically. “And I love him. He’s the best and greatest man in, like, the whole wide world.”

		Bimbo Claus laughed. It sounded like he was giving another rendition of “ho, ho, ho.” It was moments like these that made him love what he did, seeing the former professional woman who worked in advertising reduced to nothing more than a sexy and dumb bimbo.

		“We’re almost to Bimboton,” Bimbo Claus announced. “If you’re going to make your wish, you better hurry before it’s too late.”

		“Oh no,” Anya thought as she thought as quickly as she could. However, her brain power had been severely limited by the candy cane, a permanent effect, leaving her forevermore a bimbo. However, she still had a few original ideas.

		“Ooh, I know,” Anya finally said, her face lighting up with pure joy. “I wish I could be, like, the perfect bimbo for Diego.”

		Bimbo Claus smiled, knowing just what was needed. Anya’s body had been bimbofied, but there were still a few tweaks he knew her fiancé would like.

		“Your wish is granted,” Bimbo Claus said. He gave a wink and a nod and all of a sudden Anya’s body started to glow. Her ass got a little bit bigger, her tits surged out from her chest just a little bit more, her hair got just a little bit longer, and her Achilles’ tendons got just a little bit shorter. But the biggest change came in Anya’s mind where she became completely and utterly devoted to Diego. She would be his forevermore, no matter what.

		“Thank you,” Anya squealed as she wrapped her arms around Bimbo Claus’ neck, pushing her big tits into his chest and burying her face into the fur of his coat. “I’m the happiest bimbo ever.”

		“And you always will be.”

		“Last stop, Bimboton,” came the voice of the conductor over the loudspeaker. For Anya, it seemed like a lifetime ago since she last heard his voice. And in a way it was. Anya barely remembered her past. All she cared about was her future with Diego and the near present when she was about to find herself in his arms once more. Oh, how she had missed him. Such separations were almost too much for her big bimbo heart to bear.

		“Time to go, little bimbo,” Bimbo Claus said as he picked Anya up off his lap and put her back on her feet. “But I have something to remember me by.”

		At that, Bimbo Claus lifted his Santa hat off his head and placed atop Anya’s blonde curls. She beamed up at him. Even him sitting down and her in heels, he seemed to tower over her, such was his presence.

		“Good-bye,” Anya waved before she turned and found herself standing in the doorway leading off the train. She looked back to see Bimbo Claus was gone, his chair empty. He had fulfilled his purpose. He had turned her into a bimbo and she was going to cherish that fact for the rest of her life. Now there was only one thing she needed to do. She needed to find Diego.

		

	
		

		6

		

		The moment Anya was out on the platform, she felt the cold wind, but she paid it no mind. Between the fire that was her arousal and her love for Diego, she had no fear of the cold. Her head turned on a swivel as she sought out the familiar face of her fiancé. She knew he had ways of making her warm.

		When she first saw him, her knees went weak. Diego, even wrapped up in a sharp wool coat, looked more handsome than she had ever remembered. Her happiness at seeing him was beyond measure.

		From Diego’s perspective, he had failed to catch sight of his fiancé before he discovered a ridiculously stacked blonde mincing her way toward him. “It couldn’t be,” he muttered under his breath as he watched Anya’s big tits bounce and bound, barely contained by her mockery of a Santa outfit.

		“Diego,” Anya shouted as she jumped into her fiancé’s arms.

		He barely had enough time to prepare to catch her and prevent her from bowling him over. But Diego was strong and managed to wrap his arms around her and lift her up, her tits cushioning the impact between them.

		Anya planted a big kiss on Diego’s lips. He responded immediately. Even if this woman was not his Anya, there was no way he could have avoided responding to such luscious lips as she kissed him hard. Their tongues danced together as Anya’s body felt as if it was melting into his.

		It was Diego who finally broke the kiss. He set Anya down and held her out at arms length, his hands on her shoulders.

		“Let me get a look at you,” he said as he looked her up and down.

		Anya stood there proudly, thrusting out her chest with her back straight. She wanted to look her best for her man. As a bimbo, she knew her most important features were her body and her sexuality. It was important that Diego approve of her big tits, small waist, and sizable ass.

		“Wow, that Bimbo Claus really knows his stuff. You are perfect.”

		Anya smiled as she went in for another hug. “I’ve missed you so much.”

		“I missed you too, Anya. But I’m so glad you’re here.”

		“Me too. And thank you for making me a bimbo. I love it.”

		“You do?” Diego said, a little surprised. He had felt bad that he had sprung such a surprise on his fiancée, but he was certain she would never agree to it voluntarily. But there was no way he could live down the fact he had a non-bimbo partner at work or in the neighborhood. After all, he lived in Bimboton. It had its name for a reason.

		“It’s more than I could have ever wanted,” Anya answered. “I’m gonna be, like, your bimbo forever and ever.”

		This time it was Diego’s turn to smile. “You want that, huh?” he asked as he put his arm around Anya’s shoulder and began to guide her off the train platform and toward his car.

		“More than anything,” Anya answered, looking up at Diego with love and devotion in her eyes.

		“Then I accept,” Diego said. It appeared his plan to ask her to move to Bimboton would not cause any issues. If Bimbo Claus had done his part, Anya would do anything he asked of her. There was power in that fact, but it was power he only wanted to use to make them both happy and healthy. “Do you have any bags you need to get before I take you home?”

		Anya stopped and had to think about that. She put a finger to her lips as she strained her brain to come up with an answer. She vaguely remembered stashing a bag in an overhead compartment. But that seemed like so long ago. And then there was the question of what she might need from the bag. She had no need for her clothes anymore. They simply would not fit. After that, Anya had just about run out of brain cells to devote to the question.

		“I don’t think so,” she finally answered. “Unless you want me to go get it. I have my phone with me.”

		“No, I don’t think you’ll need anything in your bag,” Diego decided. “I can replace anything you find you need later.”

		“You’re so good to me,” Anya said as she melted against her fiancé’s side. This was the best reunion she could have imagined. And she knew it was only going to get better.

		As soon as they were in Diego’s car and he had pulled out onto the road, Anya licked her lips as she leaned over the center console. With deft fingers, she pulled out Diego’s cock and took it between her lips. He was already hard, which was no surprise, given how hot she was. Anya imagined Diego’s cock would be hard much of the time he was home. And if it was not hard, then she would need to redouble her efforts and make him hard.

		As Anya gently sucked on Diego’s cock, acting as a cock sleeve more than anything else, Diego rested his free hand on her head. It was a comfort to have his hand there. Anya knew that as a bimbo she needed guidance, even if she was already doing what she was supposed to be doing. His hand was just a reassurance that she was doing the right thing and that if she strayed from that, he would be there to put her back on track.

		It did not take long before Diego had pulled the car into the garage at his house. Anya had no idea he had such a large home. He had lived in a tiny apartment before, but now he finally had the money to go big.

		“Do you want the tour or do you want to go upstairs to the bedroom so you can finish what you started?” Diego asked as she popped up to find the garage door closing behind the car.

		“Sex first, then a tour,” she said. Anya was horny and she did not know how much longer she could last before she went crazy with lust. As a bimbo, her libido was sky-high and she required regular orgasm to keep from climbing the walls in need.

		Diego never bothered to put his cock away as he helped Anya out of the car. Then he scooped her up into his strong arms and carried her upstairs to the bedroom. She did not even need to strip bare. She simply pulled up her skirt until it was bunched up around her waist, her pussy on full display.

		The first time she felt Diego’s cock in her pussy, she had thought he felt good. Now it felt amazing, as if his cock and her pussy were made for each other. Little did she realize that was part of her with Bimbo Claus. She was his perfect bimbo, right down to her pussy. And that perfect fit meant she received so much more pleasure than she could ever have imagined before.

		“Yes,” Anya moaned as Diego thrust into her. She was so wet he slid all the way in on his first thrust. From there, he was able to develop a steady rhythm, remaining gentle at first, but slowly getting faster and harder.

		Anya was in heaven. Her entire body hummed with orgasmic energy, just waiting to be pushed over at the climax. It was like her body was being filled with water behind a great dam. And once that dam broke, all bets were off.

		After Anya’s gentle cocksucking in the car, Diego had no hope to last for long. But that was perfect in Anya’s eyes, because she was ready too.

		“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Diego announced as his cock twitched inside Anya.

		“Do it,” she practically screamed. “Cum in my pussy. Give me the gift of your seed.”

		“Merry Christmas,” Diego grunted as his cock surged with hot white cum.

		Anya moaned incoherently as she came with him, her pussy getting filled with that cum. Her vision turned white as her arms thrashed around beside her. The dam had broken and all that energy left her unable to function.

		She passed out, her body unable to continue after such a long and full day. The bimbo transformation had taken its toll on her, but all she needed was rest.

		Diego looked down on his now sleeping fiancé. She truly was beautiful and ever so sexy. He took his time slowly undressing her and tucking her into bed.

		“Good night, my sweet bimbo,” Diego said as he kissed her on the forehead. “I can’t wait to make Christmas morning the first day of the rest of our lives. Merry Christmas.”

		The coming day, and the weeks ahead, were set to be perfect. It was going to be just Diego and his future bimbo bride. Everyone was happy and filled with the spirit of the season. And it was all thanks to Bimbo Claus and his gifts to the world. Bimbos made the world a better place. Anya was testament to that.
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