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Misty cringed and shifted uncomfortably in the cold, plastic chair as yet another version of “Jingle Bell Rock” blared in on the loudspeaker. She cast her eyes around the room, surveying a sea of older, frumpy looking people who seemed to be enjoying themselves, with a few even bobbing their heads or tapping their toes to the music. Others were waiting in a little line to sample the eggnog and cookies prominently displayed on a large table in the center of the room. 

“Nervous about the interview?” an older man sitting next to her asked. “I sure hope I get this, I don’t know how else I’ll be able to get my kids anything for Christmas,” he added.

“Yeah, whatever,” Misty said, and pretended to be busy with her smartphone.

“Misty, we’re ready for you,” an older woman’s voice called out.

“Thank God,” she said under her breath. It had been over and hour in there, and she couldn’t imagine waiting a minute longer without snapping. Misty followed the voice into a back room. Inside it was a plump, gray haired woman in an old looking gray sweater.

“I’m sorry to have kept you waiting, but we have a lot of people this year. Did you enjoy the eggnog and cookies? I made them myself,” the interviewee asked.

“Oh...oh yeah, best I’ve ever had,” Misty replied. 

“So...Misty, why are you interested in working as a fundraiser with the Christmas Miracle Foundation?” the woman began.

“Oh, well, you know, Christmas is the most magical time of the year,” Misty replied, trying to deliver the lie with as much forced positivity as she could muster.

“I certainly do know that,” the woman replied, a small smile breaking over her face. “It says here you haven’t worked in over six months,” she said as she glanced down at Misty’s resume.

“Well, just graduated from college, but what’s a lit degree going to get you in this economy,” she said as she let out a long sigh.

“Oh, literature. What’s your favorite Christmas book?” the woman asked excitedly.

“Um...” she hesitated. Had she even read any books about Christmas?

“Film, then?” the woman asked. 

“Oh...” Misty said, pausing again. “A Christmas Carol?” she ventured, trying to play it safe. Still, she could feel her leg start to shake with nerves.

“Me too,” the woman said, and Misty felt her nerves started to subside. “Which version do you like best?”

“I...I don’t know,” she confessed. “To be honest, I haven’t watched any of them since I was a kid.”

“Since we’re being honest, you didn’t really try my cookies, did you?” the woman asked. The question felt like an accusation, but as Misty met the woman’s gaze, her eyes still felt warm.

“No, I  didn’t. I try to count calories,” she explained, as she nervously pulled at the straps of her leopard print top, which clung to her remarkably thin frame.

“And I’m guessing you don’t much care for Christmas, either,” she added. Misty bowed her head, realizing the jig was up.

“No, frankly, I don’t. It’s phony and saccharine and...totally lame,” she blurted. If she wasn’t fooling this woman, why bother trying to pretend any longer? “I guess you don’t think I’m Christmas Miracle material,” Misty said, hanging her head in apparent defeat.

“On the contrary, I think you could use one,” the woman replied. “I mean, I think you could turn out to be more suited to the job than you realize. You’re hired.”

“Wait, really?” Misty said, her face twisted in shock. “What’s the uh, compensation?”

“The most valuable compensation is knowing you’ve helped kids in need, of course,” the woman explained.

“Well, yeah...but what’s the pay?” Misty asked.

“Minimum wage, plus thirty every time you get a monthly sponsor,” she replied after a long sigh.

Misty winced a little at that, but knew it was better than the nothing she’d get if she turned it down.

“I just know this job will grow on you,” the woman added. “Now, go get changed. We start tonight.”

“Get changed?” Misty asked.

~

Misty was escorted to a locker room in with several dozen other women. Inside the lockers were red suits and Santa hats. Some of the other women seemed a little nervous changing into their uniform. Not Misty - she stripped down to her black, lacy underwear without a moment of hesitation, unabashedly flaunting her lithe figure. She had enough experience in high school and college to know that she’d always be the target of envious eyes in the locker room, and she liked it.

She tossed her skinny jeans and her knee high boots in her locker and pulled on the oversized red pants and furry boots. Even with the big black belt on its tightest setting, the pants didn’t quite fit. She knew she’d have to keep tugging up on them all night.

The same went for the top. It bloused in front of her, creating a veritable tent of excess fabric in front of her perfectly flat and taut tummy and her firm, high riding breasts. The Santa hat went on next, and Misty did what she could to preserve the look of her wavy blonde hair. After she had it on, she gazed perplexedly at an old looking, faded gold bell with a handle that had been under the hat. She placed it inside her large jacket pocket.

“Ugh, this script is totally lame,” she said, gazing at the sheet of paper pasted to the inside of her locker. “I can’t believe the want us to say this sappy garbage.” She cautiously glanced around the room, wondering if most of the other women had also just been hired and how many of them had been working here for a while. But she didn’t ask anyone about their situation or any tips about how to do the job. In her mind, advice from a newbie was worthless, and old hands would be more likely to try to sabotage her than help.

After everyone was finished changing, Misty and the rest of the girls were herded into a larger room with a giant Christmas tree in the center. The woman who did Misty’s interview was standing by the far wall, behind a red and green podium.

“Good evening, ladies and elves. I know this is a small room, so I hope nobody is Claus-trophobic,” she joked. Misty just rolled her eyes while polite laughed echoed around the room.

When her little lecture about their fundraising goals was over, everyone filed out of the room to be assigned a spot for the evening. Misty stepped a little too close to the Christmas tree and the oversized sleeve of her red suit brushed up against one the ornaments, causing it to fall off of its branch and shatter on the floor. She didn’t even notice what had happened, and walked right past the broken pieces.

~

All of the employees eventually were herded into giant vans, and each individual fundraiser was dropped around a different location around the city. Misty ended up in front of a large mall. 

“Good luck, you’ve got a great spot,” the driver explained as she got out. “Give me your number so I can keep tabs on my crew,” the woman added. Misty crinkled her nose at her supervisor’s attempt to sound trendy.

Good luck, however, was not what Misty found after the van had sped away. The first three people Misty approached with entreaties about helping charity didn’t even bother to respond. They just averted their gaze and carried their shopping bags back to their cars. Each silent rejection caused Misty’s face to tighten into a worried wince, which certainly didn’t help her appear more approachable

The fourth person to pass by, a young man in a business suit, reacted to her by making an annoyed face and pointing to a headset that Misty hadn’t noticed he was wearing. 

A man and a woman, with a toddler following close behind, came out next. The couple refused to stop, but their little girl did.

“Are you supposed to be Mrs. Claus?” she asked. 

“No,” Misty said, eagerly glancing at the door and hoping someone else would come out soon. But the little girl wasn’t moving, even as her parents continued towards their car.

“Are you sure?” the girl asked.

“Yeah I’m sure. Go run back to your parents, brat,” Misty said. The little girl quickly did as she was told.

Three teenage boys were the next to go by. They made wolf whistle noises as they oogled the pretty young blonde, while Misty just scoffed and rolled her eyes.

A few moments, a crowd of at least two dozen began to exit the mall en masse. Misty shouted at the top of her lungs, but those in the group were busy conversing with each other and not one noticed her.

Misty’s phone vibrated, causing her to breathe a sigh of relief. She eagerly checked her phone, expecting to get a text from one of her friends.

Instead, the text was from a number she didn’t recognize. “How’s it going over there? Get any sign ups yet?” the text read.

“Not yet,” she replied.

“That’s too bad. Try finding a way to grab people’s attention. GL,” came the reply. But how was she to do that? A cold breeze drifted by and Misty shivered and placed her hands in her jacket pockets. Of course - the bell! That ought to get people’s attention.

Misty pulled out the bell and patiently waited for the next person to walk by. When someone finally did, she gave it a little shake. The bell rang out surprisingly loudly, and Misty felt a little tingle go down her spine as it did. The man who was walking by stopped to pull out his wallet and hand Misty a five dollar bill.

“Thanks - but, if you’ll take a second...” Misty sputtered, trying to start a rapport, but the man just kept walking. At least it was something, she thought to herself, and readied her arm to try to bell again.

One of the teenagers, a girl of about 19, decided to stop. Misty’s heart pounded, and she tried her best to get through her script on the good deeds the organization did on behalf of kids in need.

“I don’t really have a lot, I’m a college student,” the girl explained. 

“Hey, I just graduated this year myself,” Misty explained.” We’re in the same boat.”

“Really,” the girl said as she raised an eyebrow. When she looked at Misty, she saw a woman in front of her who was nearly 30, hardly someone she could identify with.

“Yeah, and even if you can only do a few dollars a month, that can make a difference,” Misty said.

“Eh, I’ll pass,” she girl replied. Misty felt disappointed, but glad that at least someone had stopped and heard her out.

What Misty didn’t know was that with each ring of the bell, she had been growing one year older. When she had tried to get the attention of that young crowd by ringing the bell, she had forever left their generation. Just a few rings was all it took for her to speed into her late twenties. Misty’s prized slender figure became a little softer and flabbier. Her thighs were much rounder and had lost a bit of their toned muscle, while her upper arms had grown slightly beefier. Had she been wearing a sleeveless shirt instead of her Santa coat, she would have noticed those arms quivering a bit more each time she had rung that bell. Very faint beginnings of wrinkles dusted her facial features, which looked just a tad softer than they were a few moments ago.

Misty caught her reflection in the glass door as it opened, and a woman of nearly 30 stared back at her. Something didn’t look quite right, and she slowly stepped towards it. The door swung again, and she pushed it back in place to get a clear look at herself. For a brief moment, her face twisted into an expression of extreme shock. Just as suddenly as it arrived, the feeling passed.

“What’s wrong with me,” she said out loud. “Of course this is what I look like,” she added, as her mind accepted her new reality.

Misty eagerly tried to get the attention of the next crowd by ringing the bell even more enthusiastically. She moved her arm back and forth with as much gusto as she could muster, her hips and torso swaying a bit with her. With each swing of her body and each ring of the bell in her hand, Misty changed. As she approached being middle aged, her metabolism slowed to a crawl, and her weight started to creep up. Misty’s breasts grew larger and a bit less firm, swaying more with every gyration. Gentle softness claimed her taut abs, and then slowly grew into a smallish potbelly. Her rear grew poofier and wider, while the gap in the thighs started to close and her legs became decorated with cellulite. 

Misty’s hair grew longer as well. The artificial curves and curls that she had spent so much time on when she was younger faded away, giving her a long, naturally straight main that was streaked with touches of gray. The overdone eyeshadow receded, replaced by actual shadows under her eyes and the beginning of very slight bags. Her chubbier cheeks showed off her new laugh lines, and her chin was starting to double.

The gung-ho bell ringing attracted two women were about Misty’s new age. Misty greeted them with a warm smile on her big, rosy cheeks and launched into her spiel with an ease that had eluded her just a few minutes ago. Within a few minutes, one of the women had signed up to be a monthly sponsor at the minimum level.

Misty grinned from ear to ear. While the woman was filling out the pledge form, another small group stopped to ask what she was doing. After they had left, she was able to stop more people with ease. 

When the crowd finally dispersed, Misty picked up the bell again, ready to give it as many rings as it took to attract more people. Just as she was about to swing it, though, her cell phone vibrated.

“Figured you might be cold ‘n hungry. I’ll be stopping by so you can grab a snack and recharge a bit,” her supervisor’s text read.

When the van pulled up, Misty got in and was offered some of the cookies and eggnog she had earlier rejected without a second thought. Now, they looked more appetizing than ever. Besides, she thought, why should a woman her age have to worry about a diet? She should focus on living it up while she was still young, she decided, and grabbed one of the cookies off of the large silver platter she had been offered.

It was warm, chewy, gooey, and intensely sweet. Misty couldn’t get enough; she shoved two more in with both hands before she was even done with the first. Her already plump looking cheeks inflated even further as she heartily chewed. Misty was handed a thermos of warm eggnog to wash it down, which was exceedingly rich and creamy, with caramel flavor notes. She chugged the drink, the thick substance making its way down her throat in large, powerful swallows. Her soft tummy gurgled a little at the mass influx of liquid, and stuck out ever so slightly further with each ravenous gulp.

When she was done, she wiped off an eggnog mustache from her smiling face. She grabbed her supervisor’s arm and said “thanks so much for the treat,” and headed back out into the cold.

As the van pulled away, Misty could see snow start to fall from the sky.

“Would you look at that,” Misty remarked to nobody in particular. “Snow, this far south. I haven’t seen that in 30 years.”

The light flakes seemed to melt the moment they landed, but the ambiance of falling show certainly helped brighten her spirits. Her big smile was even wider and her attitude was even more cheerful, and without much work she signed up several more sponsors.

By the time the night was almost over, Misty had filled out every sponsor form on her clipboard, save one. An elderly couple with their grandson in tow made their way out the door. Misty tried greeting them, but they didn’t stop. 

Unwilling to give up, she pulled out the bell and started to ring it. As she did, she began to change. More gray and white were added to her hair, blending with the falling snow that was landing in it. Misty’s forehead was etched with some light lines and the small shadows under her eyes became a bit more pronounced, and were greeted with a mild case of crow’s feet. Small age spots began to appear on her face, neck, bust and arms. The laugh lines near her mouth only grew deeper, showing off a half a century’s worth of heartfelt chuckles. 

Misty’s hips creaked as they widened, along with her buttocks, and her potbelly ballooned in size. It rode a little low and started to push against the confines of her red Santa jacket, which had been billowing around her tiny frame at the start of the evening. Her breasts grew outwards and were felled by gravity, sagging at the sides of her giant paunch. The flesh on her upper arms became even softer, shaking violently with every fateful sway of her arm. Her legs thickened enough that her previously baggy red pants grew skintight. Even her ankles and wrists looked a little swollen. 

“It’s Mrs. Claus,” the little boy said as he pointed at Misty. He had glanced at her a few moments ago, but didn’t quite make that connection. Now that she’d changed, though, it couldn’t be clearer to him.

“Sure. And what do you want for Christmas?” she asked cheerily, causing the youngster to smile. The elderly couple turned around and heard Misty out. She peppered her rapport with elaborate hand gestures and kept her warm, glowing smile throughout. When the couple signed up, it was for the maximum amount.

Soon, the van was back ready to pick Misty up. By far, she had performed the best in her crew. She celebrated this by helping herself to seconds on cookies and eggnog. She noshed and chugged until her tummy felt like it might burst, and then basked in the pleasant feeling of contended fullness – something she had so rarely allowed herself in her youth.

When she arrived back at the office, most of the employees were busy filling out their timesheets and heading out. Misty scanned the room, and found the older man who had earlier spoken with her about his kid’s Christmas gifts.

“How’d you do?” Misty asked. He didn’t meet her gaze.

“Not so well, I’m afraid. Only signed up one today,” he replied.

“Here, take one of mine,” she said, handing a form from her clipboard.

“No, I couldn’t,” he began.

“I insist,” she added. “I hope your kids have a Merry Christmas.”

Misty headed back into the locker room. Waiting for her was still her leopard print top, though now it was extra-large sized and still didn’t quite fit. Excess fat seemed to pour out from the sides of her arms and upper torso. The garment also showed off her protruding tummy and highlighted her long, significant cleavage. Fortunately, she also had a gray, matronly sweater to pull over it. 

Finally, she made her way towards the woman who did her interview. 

“How many signs up did you get today?” the woman asked. 

“Twelve,” Misty replied proudly.

“Wonderful, I just knew you’d fit in perfectly,” the woman replied with a twinkle in her eye. “here’s your pay.”

“The only compensation I need is the knowledge that I tonight I helped raise money for kids in need,” Misty replied. “Donate my salary to the cause.” The woman offered no reply, so Misty continued. “Will you be headed home soon?”

“Yes, on my motorcycle,” she replied.

“Riding a motorcycle, at our age?” Misty asked. 

“No worries - it’s a Holly Davidson!” she joked.

Misty burst into gales of raucous laughter. She could actually feel her flabby, big belly shaking like jelly as she did so. She laughed so hard her sides hurt and her fat cheeks were flushed red.

She finally excused herself and started to head home. The first thing she did when she got in her car was turn on the radio. Signing along to “Jingle Bells” never felt more fun.

THE END

If you enjoyed this story, consider visiting my blog, My Transformations, where you can read more of my stories and learn about my upcoming projects. Also, consider checking out my other age progression themed ebooks:

The Candidate: An Age Progression Tale 

Becky, a young liberal activist, has been warned that she might grow more conservative as she gets older. But she certainly didn't expect to be targeted by a top-secret GOP group, intent on molding her into the perfect Republican candidate for President. Both her body and mind are radically altered, and there are plenty of unexpected side effects...
 

Older and Wiser 

Sophia Rossi is a struggling college freshman with an unrequited crush on her older friend. While at a cosplay convention, she meets a woman who sells her a "magic potion" that will supposedly solve her academic and romantic troubles. Of course, there is a price...

Trophy Cougar Wife 
Sherry is a trophy wife - a young little thing married to a rich older gentleman. But she has a resentful stepdaughter to deal with, and she feels unfulfilled compared to her successful husband. If only the roles in their relationship could be reversed...

The Transformation Mall (Various, Age Progression)

The first ever crowdfunded transformation ebook, The Transformation Mall contains 11 vignettes and short stories, brimming with all manner of transformations as fantasy meets reality. Visit a fattening sandwich shop, a gym with a "Role Reversal" special, a clothing store with a gender-swap surprise, a comic book store that turns cheerleaders into fat nerds, and much, much more. Read the first chapter Cougar Clothes, about an age-progression themed clothing store - online for free.
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