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		Dear Bimbo Claus

		

		Dear Bimbo Claus,

		

		I don’t know why I’m writing to you. I think this whole thing is silly. I’ve known the truth about Santa and all that since I was a little girl. I’m definitely not a little girl anymore, but I try to be a good one.

		I guess I should start by saying that my name is Nora and I know you’re not the real Santa. I guess that’s obvious, because your name is supposedly Bimbo Claus. If there’s a joke there, I don’t get it. Either way, my boyfriend Toby thought I should write to you and tell you that I’ve been a good girl this year.

		It has been a tough year, but I’m doing really well at work. It’s hard to believe that Toby and I graduated college three years ago, but we’re both doing great. I even got a promotion at work last week.

		Either way, I know I’ve been a good girl, because I am a nice person and I work really hard to help others. I even volunteer at a homeless shelter once a week. It’s really important to help those who are less fortunate than myself. I believe that really strongly.

		If you want more details, I’d be happy to provide them. But I am confident you will pass positive judgement on me and put me on the nice list this year.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Nora
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		Dear Nora

		

		Dear Nora,

		

		I received your letter with great interest. I am sure you believe you have been a good girl this year, but then again most girls believe that. Most people believe they are good, even when they are committing horrible acts.

		I don’t mean to say that you have done anything horrible to others this year, but my records simply don’t have anything down for you. It is like you are a blank slate. I can put down the good things that have happened to you, but without more detail, I can’t actually determine if those are good things or not.

		For example, if you are volunteering at the homeless shelter due to punishment for past misdeeds, that does not go in the good column. And as for the job promotion, congratulations, but again, there are naughty people who get promotions.

		There is a lot more to being a good girl than you might think. I was wondering if you could tell me a bit more about yourself. At the very least, maybe you can help me determine if you fit the good girl mould.

		Did you know that a lot of good girls have blonde hair? Not all of them do, but many do. Do you have blonde hair? That’s a good place to start.

		I look forward to hearing your response.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Bimbo Claus
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		Dear Bimbo Claus

		

		Dear Bimbo Claus,

		

		Oh no! I can’t believe you don’t have my records. We’ll need to fix that. I swear, I really am a good girl. I don’t ever get into trouble and I would never do anything immoral or unethical.

		And just so you know, I do have blonde hair, but it’s not my natural color. I don’t even remember what came over me at the start of the year, but last January, the day after New Year’s, I went to a new salon and got my hair dyed.

		It was so strange at first. I felt like I was looking at someone else for almost a month, but now I can’t even imagine my hair being another color. I love having blonde hair. I’ve been going back to the salon regularly to have my roots touched up. I’ve even been growing it out.

		Back before, I had pretty short hair. It barely came down to my jaw. And it was a dark brown as opposed to my current blonde. But I’ve started growing it out. When I go to the salon, I only have the stylist touch up the ends, taking care of any split ends and whatnot.

		And I have to say, having blonde hair has changed so much for me. People seem nicer, although I do get a few condescending remarks occasionally about me being a dumb blonde. I’m definitely not dumb. I graduated top of my class in college with honors. But regardless of people’s opinions of blondes, I do enjoy seeing my blonde hair reflected in shop windows when I am walking down the street.

		Does that satisfy your curiosity? I don’t know what else to explain here other than to confirm that I do indeed have blonde hair and both Toby and I really like it now that it’s blonde and longer. I’m happy to answer any other questions you might have.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Nora
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		Dear Nora

		

		Dear Nora,

		

		That is good to hear on the hair front. I am sure that everyone appreciates your new hair color and style. I have made the appropriate notes in my files.

		However, I remain disappointed with your response. It’s great that you have blonde hair. That is a good sign, but there’s so much more to being a good girl than just having blonde hair.

		How about fitness? Do you consider yourself fit? Do you ever work out? Self care is as important as caring for others. It is only when you can properly care for yourself that you can truly be selfless and care for others.

		I look forward to your response and hope that we can get this cleared up in a reasonable amount of time.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Bimbo Claus
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		Dear Bimbo Claus

		

		Dear Bimbo Claus,

		

		I’m sorry that I didn’t know what you meant before, but I can assure you that I am definitely fit.

		I mean, I’ve always been decently fit. I played sports growing up and was often one of the first girls picked for teams in PE. But I will admit that I let some of that fall off a bit in college and since.

		I changed all that this year though. For the first time in my life I decided to set a New Year’s resolution. My resolution, like so many other people, was to start going to the gym and getting fit again. But unlike all those other people, I actually stuck with it.

		I started slow, going just two or three times per week at first, but I eventually built up to the point where I am now working out six days per week. And I have to say, all that work has definitely paid off. I’m too modest to show it off, but when I compare my body to some of the women I see in magazines, accounting for airbrushing, I think I look pretty good.

		The hardest part has been getting my butt in shape. I didn’t really know what I was doing for the first few months until I saw another woman with a really nice butt working hard at the squat rack. I won’t lie. I started copying her routine and it paid off. I’ve added a couple exercises to my routine since and I have to say, other than having a nice flat belly, I think my butt is my best feature.

		Toby definitely likes it. I’ve had to scold him a couple times for swatting my butt. He always says he can’t help it, which I can’t entirely blame him. I do have a really nice butt now. But it fits with my fit body. With the blonde hair and great body, I still struggle to realize that it’s me in the mirror. I just look that good.

		Is that too conceited to say that? I mean, I really want to be a good girl and be on the nice list this year. It’s just that there are times when I feel a great upswell of pride in my appearance, given how hard I’ve worked on it.

		Please tell me this doesn’t stop me from being a good girl. I don’t even know why I’m stressing over this, since it’s not actually that important. Still, I feel like I need the validation.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Nora
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		Dear Nora

		

		Dear Nora,

		

		It is important to take pride in your hard work. Pride by itself is not a vice. It is pride that helps us make sure we are doing the right thing.

		I am glad to be able to add more to your file, however, I’m still coming up short on whether I can put you on the nice list this year or not. There’s so much I don’t know about you.

		Thus far you’ve been able to share that fact that you have dyed your hair blonde this year and you have made a huge effort to get fit. Both are commendable, but I still have my concerns. How is your skin? Are you taking care of it? Do you get much sun? Do you burn much? These are all important questions.

		Please respond as soon as is convenient. I really want to be able to give you a good girl designation and put you on the nice list.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Bimbo Claus
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		Dear Bimbo Claus

		

		Dear Bimbo Claus,

		

		You’re right that I haven’t mentioned anything about my skin. I will attempt to correct the record on that front now.

		I guess I didn’t know that much about skin care at this time last year. Luckily, Toby bought me a gift card to a local spa that specializes in skin care. They even do tanning.

		That first visit, which I made in January, was eye opening. I never knew the importance of taking proper care of my skin. But after that first day, when I looked in the mirror and saw how good my face and skin looked, I vowed to make the spa a regular part of my routine.

		Just as I make regular trips to the salon, I also make regular trips to the spa. They keep my skin looking and feeling healthy and they even have me on a light tanning regimen. I don’t spend all that much time under the UV lights, but just enough to keep my skin primed. The rest I do with a tanning spray.

		Is it weird that I don’t have tan lines. I figure since we’re talking about my skin care routine, I should mention that I don’t like them. Back before all this, when I was pale, and I’ll admit I bordered on sickly pale, I would get a little bit of color on my arms and legs and face during the summer, but not much.

		I still remember after my first tanning session I looked in the mirror after taking a shower at home and I found the pale lines and areas almost sickening to look at. I felt like they made me ugly, and I never had a problem with thinking I was ugly before.

		Luckily, the girls at the spa were able to help me and now I sport a nice even tan all over. I think it looks great, but only Toby and myself ever get to notice it. Not that I know what Toby thinks about it. He hasn’t said much in that regard. But what matters is I like it and it makes me feel good.

		Again, I’m really glad having pride in oneself is not something that is considered bad. And taking the time to improve my appearance has definitely paid off at work. I think it might have played a role in me getting my last promotion. It definitely doesn’t hurt to be the thin and leggy blonde in the office who can also produce results when needed.

		Again, I hope you are able to now add me to your nice list. I can’t believe how much I am obsessing over this, but I almost feel like the holiday will be a downer if I can’t measure up. Does that make sense?

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Nora

		

	
		

		8

		

		Dear Nora

		

		Dear Nora,

		

		You are making complete sense and I am glad to hear that you are taking such good care of yourself. Such self care is important and an important part of getting on my nice list.

		But I regret to inform you that I still have enough information to make a determination on whether you are a fit for my nice list this year. I am going to need more from you.

		This may sound strange, but I find a lot of the girls on my nice list tend to like jewelry. It’s important to highlight certain aspects of the body with something shiny or colorful occasionally. And I don’t just mean rings, bracelets, necklaces, and earrings. The good girls on my nice list often sports a bit of bling in places that aren’t always obvious.

		Are you able to say you do this? I would love to hear about your experiences. Please write back soon about how you help make the world a more beautiful place.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Bimbo Claus
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		Dear Bimbo Claus

		

		Dear Bimbo Claus,

		

		Darn. Hopefully I’m getting closer and me getting on the nice list is attainable. But I’ll keep trying.

		To respond to your last letter, yes, I do wear jewelry regularly, and not just the ones you mentioned. Admittedly, I’ve had my ears pierced since I was young, but I had never ventured to add anything more until this year.

		It started with my belly-button. I used it as a reward for meeting some of my early fitness goals. Luckily for me, it only took a couple months to reach that point, so I went and got it done early in the year.

		When I went into the piercing parlor, I wasn’t sure what to expect. The woman behind the counter had both arms covered in full sleeve tattoos and her face was littered with various piercings. I think she had a rod going through her nose, through both nostrils and her septum. She was intense to look at, but she turned out to be a great resource.

		There was pain, but not as much as I had feared. Walking out that day, I had a pink barbell in my belly-button, although there was a part of me that wanted to get something more eye-catching. However, that would have to wait until the piercing healed. Unfortunately, navel piercings take a long time to heal. It was late summer before I was able to switch out the jewelry for something more fun.

		Not that I minded the pink. It looked great against my tan skin. The contrast was really nice. I wasn’t always a fan of pink, but between the tan I now sport and my blonde hair, pink looks really good on me.

		But it turns out my belly-button wasn’t the only place I got pierced this year. I waited for my next goal, which was silly, since this one was completely unrelated to my fitness gains. But I returned to the same piercing parlor. The same woman was there. She even recognized me from before.

		I don’t even understand why I chose this piercing, but it might have had something to do with Toby. We had started experimenting a bit more in the bedroom. I had always been pretty vanilla when it came to sex, but I my workouts were giving me a lot more energy, so I was up for trying something new.

		I don’t even know why I’m telling you about my sex life, but I feel oddly compelled to do so. Is that strange?

		Anyway, we had been experimenting with both watching porn together and with me occasionally going down on him. From the porn we watched, it seemed that guys really liked it when the woman blowing him had her tongue pierced. So that’s what I did.

		I knew it would be tough for a couple days after getting it, so I planned to use the Memorial Day weekend at the end of May to get it done. I left work about an hour early to go to the piercing parlor. It was a simple procedure, but due to the swelling of the tongue, I struggled to talk for a few days.

		And I also had to buy two studs, since the first stud was put into account for the swelling. But once that swelling went down, I needed something smaller that actually fit my tongue.

		But I ended up buying more than that, because color became a consideration. I now have several different studs I use in my tongue, since they can be visible at work. I use a black one at work, since it disappears nicely. But when I’m at home with Toby, I prefer the pink one. I even have a glow in the dark one for when I’m feeling extra saucy.

		My tongue healed much faster than my belly-button, but when my navel piercing healed, I was finally able to add some fun to the mix there as well. When I’m working out or at work, I keep it simple with a pink barbell. But when I’m home or just casually out and about, I will go for something more fun.

		I have a little butterfly with pink gems on its wings and its antennas that I like to wear. It is one of those dangling pieces. I think it looked really good against my flat and tan belly.

		I also have a piece that has a series of little heart shaped gems that hang too. That dangling part I can take off and just wear it with a single little heart in my belly-button. That’s nice and simple, and sexy too.

		Gosh, I didn’t mean to write all this about my new jewelry, but I hope it helps. Given how much back and forth we’ve had, I have to hope that every little bit helps. I’m really hoping this is enough to get me on the nice list.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Nora
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		Dear Nora

		

		Dear Nora,

		

		I am relieved to hear that you have been highlighting your beauty with such simple, yet important, pieces of jewelry. That makes for additional good marks on my nice list, but you’re still not there yet.

		Can you tell me about your wardrobe? Please tell me that you are showcasing all that hard work you are putting in during your workouts. And I would hate to hear that you always leave your navel piercing covered. Good girls showcase themselves. They make the world better by using their beauty to make the world a better place.

		And it would be very disappointing if you let the other people who do not understand the importance of fashion dictate what you wear at work. One can be alluring and professional at the same time. Please tell me that you do not let old men and women stuck in their ways decide how you present yourself to the world, both personally and professionally.

		I hope your next letter assuages me of my fears, allowing me to move you closer to my nice list.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Bimbo Claus
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		Dear Bimbo Claus

		

		Dear Bimbo Claus,

		

		My wardrobe has gone through a massive shift this year. At first it was just me needing to buy clothes that better fit my fitter body. I definitely lost a few pounds in there and my old clothes just didn’t fit me properly anymore.

		But things started to change when summer rolled around. Maybe it was the fact I wanted to show off my flat belly and my belly-button piercing more. Maybe it was because I liked to show off my tan and taut skin. Maybe it was because Toby was so encouraging. Regardless of the reasons why, I definitely started buying more revealing clothing.

		It’s hard to pinpoint a specific point when everything shifted. It seemed so gradual at the time. It’s only now that I look back at it that I even notice how much my style has changed.

		First and foremost, almost everything I own now is tight and form-fitting. That’s especially true of my pants, skirts, and shorts. My butt is one of my best features after all the work I’ve put into it at the gym and I make sure it looks good in everything I wear. My legs look pretty good too, so I make sure my shorts and skirts are short enough to properly show them off.

		I’ve definitely gotten a few looks at work with the shortness of my skirts there, but I checked the office dress code and there isn’t a length limit. I don’t go to work with my butt hanging out of my skirt, but I’ll admit that my skirts probably give me a sexy secretary look more than a serious office worker look. I’m okay with that though. And whenever I catch a coworker staring at my butt as I’m leaning over looking through a file cabinet I get a little turned on. I would never do anything. I love Toby too much to cheat on him. But that doesn’t mean I dislike men staring at me. It makes me feel desired.

		My tops have changed too. My work outfits have gotten tighter and I’ve taken more risks with a low neckline. Again, there aren’t any requirements about how much cleavage I can show, not that I have a ton of cleavage to show off. My boobs just aren’t that big, especially with how much I work out.

		Away from work is where my style has really changed. I hardly ever wear tops anymore that cover my belly-button. After going through all that trouble to get it pierced, I want people to see the jewelry there. Crop tops are the name of the game, but the specific style has never mattered much to me. I’ve collected quite a variety. I have babydoll t-shirts, halter tops, tube tops, off-the-shoulder tops, single shoulder tops, and so much more. And that’s when I’m not just wearing a bikini top. During the summer, when I didn’t have anywhere to go on the weekends, I just would wear a bikini top and a pair of shorts. It was comfortable and sexy.

		There have been a few times when I’ve worn something a little too revealing at work though. There was a pink tank top and cardigan outfit that I wore one day. The tank top was part of my regular collection of crop tops. That’s why I wore the cardigan. But I ended up getting hot and unbuttoning the cardigan, forgetting my belly was showing. I sat through an entire meeting like that, oblivious. It was only after that I realized what I had done, since no one had said anything. During the meeting I had wondered why the guys were staring at me, but I didn’t figure it out until I got up to leave and realized my mistake.

		Sometimes, when I’m wearing a fitted blouse to work, I will make a few adjustments when I leave the office. I’ll often unbutton the bottom of the blouse that covers my midriff, letting the fabric part so it reveals my belly-button. Admittedly, I’ve had a few moments at work where I’ve forgotten to button the top again as I returned from lunch. At this point, I think everyone in the office knows about my belly-button piercing. They certainly know about my tongue piercing.

		That reminds me. One time Toby came shopping with me while I was shopping for dresses for an event we were scheduled to attend together. He’s such a great boyfriend to agree to accompany me shopping. I know most guys hate shopping. That’s why I decided to be extra sexy when trying on one of the dresses. After slipping it on, I opened the changing room door as I usually did. But rather than pose for Toby to get his opinion, I looked around to make sure we were alone. When it was obvious that we were, I pulled him into the changing room with me and dropped to my knees.

		Toby’s cock was hard from watching me flaunt my body in front of him while wearing cute and sexy dresses all day. And I had a craving for his cock. It made sense for me to blow him. And I did just that in the changing room. He had to keep his moans down while I sucked his cock, using every tool at my disposal, including my pierced tongue, to milk him for every drop of cum he could give me.

		Afterward, I felt incredibly turned on and desperately wanted to fuck, but there wasn’t a good moment for it while shopping. My actions had somehow drawn enough attention from the store clerk who seemed intent on checking up on us while I was in the middle of sucking Toby’s cock. At least I didn’t spill anything on the dress I was wearing. I ended up not buying that one. There was a cute little wrap sweater dress, in pink, that I ended up buying instead.

		Oh, I almost forgot to mention my shoes. Those have changed a lot too this year. I used to always just wear flats or trainers. That changed when I started paying more attention to my wardrobe. After all, with skirts and dresses, heels are kind of a necessity and I had been ignoring that for so long. But once I started wearing high heels regularly, I found I was addicted. Before I knew it, I had a dozen pairs, all of them higher than any pair I had worn before this year. The only time I don’t seem to wear heels anymore is when I’m working out, and even my trainers have a slightly elevated heel now. Even my slippers have high heels.

		Hopefully this helps in putting me on the nice list. I’m sorry about the sex details, but I just couldn’t help myself. For whatever reason, I find I trust you completely and I would hate to hold back information that might help in your decision to put me on the nice list. If there’s anything else you need to know, please tell me. Having this hang over my head is scary. I’m a good girl, I promise.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Nora
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		Dear Nora

		

		Dear Nora,

		

		I am thankful for your thorough reply. Your last letter has helped a great deal. And I assure you, you can trust me with everything you share. I am not someone who kisses and tells.

		Speaking of kissing, in my experience, many of the good girls on my nice list would be described as kissable. How would you rate yourself in this regard?

		Being kissable is about so much more than just the skill of kissing, which is always a huge bonus. However, the right look, makeup and the fullness of one’s lips is paramount. I hope you can share with me how you stand on how kissable you are. This is incredibly important to getting you onto my nice list.

		You’re getting close, I swear it.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Bimbo Claus
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		Dear Bimbo Claus

		

		Dear Bimbo Claus,

		

		Gosh, I hadn’t even thought to tell you about makeup or how kissable I am. But I can definitely tell you all about it.

		I guess I should start with makeup, because I never used much until this year. I just never saw the reason for it until I started caring more about my appearance. I had always wanted to get ahead by my work, not by how I looked. If only I realized I could do both and be in an even better place.

		I was really lucky to have an attentive stylist at the salon. She got me started, telling me about which colors would go best with my hair and skin tone. She even recommended some different brands to try.

		But it was the online makeup tutorials that helped the most. I spent hours of my free time early last winter and a little bit into the spring perfecting my application skills, as well as figuring out what looked best on me.

		All this was helped along when I started getting regular mani-pedis. It felt so good to pamper myself and I saw the reaction I got from Toby.

		As for the kissing part, I had always assumed I was a decent kisser. Then again, I haven’t kissed that many people, nor have I asked anyone to rate my kissing ability. I will say that when I started using more makeup, I was getting a lot more kisses from Toby, so that must mean I was on the right track.

		But it was this past summer when I really took things up a notch. It started with a trip to the makeup counter at the mall. I was looking at some new lipstick colors when a woman walked by with the largest and sexiest lips I had ever seen. It was obvious she had some sort of filler or implants, because there was no way they were natural.

		I didn’t interact with the woman at all. She had simply walked by and was out of sight after a matter of moments. But after seeing her, every time I looked in the mirror, I felt self-conscious about my lips. They seemed so thin.

		I didn’t do anything about it right away. I didn’t rush to a cosmetic surgeon or anything. Instead, I talked it over with Toby, asking him if he thought my lips were too thin. Of course, he said I didn’t need any help, that I was fine just the way I was. But I just couldn’t see it that way when I had been exposed to so much more.

		Even though Toby said I didn’t need to worry about it, I still spent a lot of time online, reading message boards about different people’s experiences. I even started perusing local cosmetic clinic websites, looking for more information.

		It was less than two weeks later that Toby took me in for my first fill. It was only one milliliter to start with, but as soon as I was done, I knew I wanted more. And more I got. I got two more milliliters over the next couple months and I finally have lips that I am truly proud of.

		So to answer your question, yes I am very kissable now. Toby loves kissing me every chance he gets. And I love kissing him too. And even better, my plumped up lips make the blowjobs even better. I enjoy them more, but I think he does too. He cums quicker and groans louder when I suck him off.

		Not that my sex life with Toby is just blowjobs. They are a big part of what we do. He probably gets at least one blowjob per day from me at this point, but we have regular sex almost as often. There’s just something about sucking cock that turns me on and leaves a warm spot inside of me. I guess I’m just used to feeling at home on my knees.

		I still feel really weird about sharing the sex stuff with you. I hope it doesn’t push me toward the naughty list. I swear, I really am a good girl. I want nothing more than to be on the nice list. But as you said, the girls on your nice list are kissable, so I guess I fit that description now. At least I hope you see it that way.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Nora
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		Dear Nora

		

		Dear Nora,

		

		I am relieved to receive your latest letter and have made the appropriate notes in my records. I approve of everything you shared with me. Trust me, having an active and happy sex life is very important and every good girl on my nice list is similar in that regard.

		I am especially happy to hear that you sought out cosmetic enhancements. In my mind, not enough women take part in that. The world would be a much nicer and more beautiful place with more women taking their appearance seriously and made up for areas where they lack.

		And that brings me to my next question, because I am sorry to say I still don’t have enough information to put you firmly in the nice column. Have you received any other enhancements? I know you had previously mentioned that you once lacked cleavage. Have you managed to rectify this? This would be a big step in getting you on my nice list, so I hope to hear good news from you soon.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Bimbo Claus
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		Dear Bimbo Claus

		

		Dear Bimbo Claus,

		

		I’m glad I can trust you with the intimate details of my sex life. Admittedly, the last couple months have been up and down in that regard, which I’ll explain in a moment.

		As you might imagine, I couldn’t just stop with getting the lip filler. I mean, once I went down the rabbit hole of cosmetic enhancements, it’s easy to get carried away a little. And that’s just what happened to me.

		It all started on my last lip filler appointment. That was when I went up to a very nice and plump 3 milliliters. While I was at the clinic, waiting in the reception area, I looked around and noticed how buxom all the women were. In hindsight, it seems silly to think about. It was a cosmetic surgery clinic so of course lots of the women there would have had boob jobs. It’s the most popular surgical cosmetic enhancement for women after all.

		But seeing all those big boobs made me jealous, just like I had been with that woman at the mall with the really big lips. I looked down to see my little lumps and all the women around me had big round boobs. I felt absolutely tiny.

		Luckily, there was a solution to that. As I talked to the nurse who injected my lips, I asked about implants. It turns out even the nurse had a set, although hers were rather small compared to some of the women I had seen in the reception area. And the nurse was incredibly encouraging. She even set me up with a consultation with the doctor before I left.

		The most important thing with surgeries like that is to be able to trust your doctor. As soon as I met the surgeon, I felt we had a connection that I wouldn’t be able to find anywhere else. We mostly chatted about the risks and benefits of boob jobs. He did have me take off my top to see what I was working with so he could make an estimate of what was possible with my skin and muscle combination.

		I didn’t make a decision then. With something that big, I had to wait and think about it. And of course I had to talk to Toby about it. Sure, it would be sexy to come home one day with big tits and let him play with them, but that wasn’t realistic. They would need time to heal and there was no way I could stay away for a month. And at that point, he would know something was up.

		There was no surprise when Toby was supportive of my interest in a boob job. His eyes lit up with excitement when I told him I had a consultation. To be honest, I was about ready to make an appointment right then, but Toby slowed me down. He had me visit with a couple other surgeons, wanting me to make a smart decision. And I did, but none of the other surgeons seemed as good as the first.

		A week after I had gotten the last of my lip filler, I was making an appointment for a breast augmentation. I was going to have to dip into savings to pay for it, but Toby promised to help support me and help me get back on even ground again. He’s such a great guy. And a week after the consultation I was being put under for surgery.

		The hardest part about scheduling my surgery was not the actual scheduling, but getting time off from work for the surgery itself and then the following recovery. Luckily, I almost never took a sick day, so I had plenty stored up. The problem was finally breaking the news to my boss that I was going to be out for a week. He wasn’t happy, especially as we had just taken on a new client and he wanted all hands on deck for it. At least he finally relented.

		In the days leading up to my surgery I was extra frisky with Toby. We could be out around town and my hand would keep finding its way to the bulge in his pants. We more than once found a secluded place for me to either drop to my knees and suck him off or for him to bend me over and fuck me from behind. I had never understood the appeal of public sex until this year. The risk of getting caught makes it so much hotter. Also, wearing high heels makes it so much easier for Toby to bend me over. My pussy lines right up with his cock, since the added inches of my heels helps make up for Toby being taller than me.

		When the big day finally came, I was so happy I had trouble sleeping the night before. Toby was super sweet, taking the day off to make sure everything went as well as it could. I had one last consultation with the surgeon where we went over a few last minute specifics. Then I was wheeled into the operating room and was put under. Everything faded to black as I counted down from 100. I don’t think I got past 95 before I was out cold.

		Waking up with tits is the weirdest thing ever when you didn’t have them before, but thinking back on it, I loved it. There was pain, of course. It felt like I had a big boulder sitting on my chest when I woke up in the recovery room. I could barely lift my head as the drugs still coursed through my system. But I didn’t need to raise my head much to see the two big tits sticking up off my chest. My body and appearance would never be the same again and I loved it.

		My recovery was hard. It took days for the pain to finally go away. And then there was the bruising and scarring. The worst part was how horny I was without a good way of finding relief. The surgeon had told me he wanted me to keep my heart rate down for a full month after the surgery. Unfortunately, that included sex. I worried even masturbating to an orgasm would be too much.

		At least I could still give Toby his daily blowjob, although we missed about a week when I was first recovering. I think not having his cock in my mouth made the recovery even harder. Writing this now, I keep thinking how much of a slut I must be coming off as. I swear I’m not actually a slut. I just like dressing provocatively and sex. But it’s not like I’d just fuck anyone. Toby has nothing to worry about me straying.

		Thankfully, my tits healed up great. Toby and I eventually got to resume or normal activities and he even got to break in my tits with a tit-fuck a few weeks ago. I had so much fun sliding his cock between my tits. Whenever his cock head would pop out of my cleavage I would try and lick the tip. He groaned in pleasure every time I succeeded.

		Returning to work was a bit weird. Everyone knew why I had missed the previous week. But I didn’t let my big tits get in the way of me doing my work. I mean, they definitely got in the way all the time. The first few weeks I was constantly bumping into stuff or opening drawers or cupboards into them. I even had trouble seeing my feet most of the time, so everything for me was just a little off. But eventually they started to feel like they were a part of me and now I can’t even imagine life without my girls.

		The best part of getting a boob job is all the shopping I had to do afterward. I needed new tops to fit my new boobs. I didn’t worry about bras after the doctor said I could stop wearing my surgical bra. Toby liked me going braless and he promised to buy me an upgrade if my tits ever start to sag. That sounded good to me. The only bras I ever wear now are for working out and I have to wear at least two bras for that.

		It was a good thing I like to show my midriff already, because I don’t have to worry as much about tops fitting right compared to longer tops. With normal tops, if they fit the tits, they don’t fit right below them. That’s less of a problem when there’s no fabric very far beneath my tits to look baggy and tent-like. However, my dress collection needed upgrading. I found I really like wrap sweater dresses and dresses with plunging necklines. They seem to fit me best and they look super hot too.

		My blouses I wear to the office have had to change too. Most of the time I can’t even button all of the buttons. Luckily, despite a few disapproving stares, no one has actually mentioned that I am dressing unprofessionally. I have noticed that I’m not as front and center on some of the projects I work on anymore. I don’t get to see clients as often, but that’s okay. That was never a big part of my job description. And the work I do complete is still top notch. My tits haven’t stopped me from doing top-notch work.

		And as I mentioned at the start, because of my healing time, things were a little rocky in the sex department for a while, but I can report that everything is back to normal now. Actually, it’s better than normal. Any day that Toby doesn’t fuck me is a very rare day indeed. And sometimes, when he’s had a really stressful day at work himself, I treat him to not just a blowjob, but a tit-fuck too.

		Wow, I can’t believe how much I just wrote, but I hope this helps you make your decision. At least Toby has started calling me a good girl sometimes. He seems especially charitable with the compliment after I give him a tit-fuck and he has covered my big tits with his cum. I will often sit for a while at his feet, slowly wiping up his cum with my fingers and licking my fingers clean. His cum tastes too good to waste.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Nora
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		Dear Nora

		

		Dear Nora,

		

		I loved reading your latest letter. Very hot and very close to pushing you properly onto my nice list. I can’t believe how close you are.

		However, since we’ve had to start from scratch on your records this year, I’m afraid there’s still a little bit more information I need from you. I love hearing how much you care for your boyfriend. It’s great to hear that you have ways to help him when he is feeling stressed. That’s the sign of a good girl.

		But I’m wondering if there might be more. To be honest, most of the good girls on my nice list are far too busy caring for the men in their lives to have time for a full time job. There’s a devotion that is required and I just don’t know if you have it or not. I hope that you do.

		I hope that you can allay my fears that you are not fully the good girl that I know you can be.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Bimbo Claus
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		Dear Bimbo Claus

		

		Dear Bimbo Claus,

		

		I’m definitely a good girl for my boyfriend. In fact, we made a big decision with our relationship recently. Even though we spent most of our time together, we technically lived in separate homes. Toby has a nice house while I was still renting a little apartment.

		The big decision was that we decided I should move in with him. Our first week living in the same house was Thanksgiving week. I couldn’t be happier with the arrangement and I definitely have more time to devote to him.

		But that’s not all. You see, I knew moving in together wasn’t going to be enough. Our relationship is too special to let silly things like jobs get in the way. Since Toby makes enough money to support the both of us, we decided I should just quit my job.

		It felt so good to walk out of there on the Friday before Thanksgiving, knowing I was never going to go back. I know I had been really proud of my work before, but it had become such a bore over the last year. And I know upper management was looking for ways to get rid of me. I guess they didn’t think a hot girl like me was someone they wanted in their company even though I was better at my job than most people were.

		I like to think they were just jealous of me, my body, and my relationship with Toby. Well, I beat them at their own game by quitting. And since I don’t plan to return to work anytime soon, I didn’t care about giving them notice. I handed in my resignation on my last day and just walked out. I didn’t even bother to clean out my desk. There was nothing there of importance anyway. It was all work related.

		And ever since I quit my job, I have been like a perfect little housewife to Toby. Obviously, we’re not married, but I think we will be someday. I wake up before Toby in the morning and put on makeup and get my hair squared away. That can take time when you look like I do. Then I wake him up with a good morning blowjob. He likes that over a regular alarm clock. So do I. I honestly don’t know how I ever went more than a day without sucking him off before this year. It’s like I’m addicted.

		Once Toby is up, I help him get ready for work, usually by preparing his breakfast while he showers. Then after I usher him off to work, I have the day to myself a little bit. Not that I have nothing to do. I workout, I visit the salon or spa if I need to, I spend time cleaning the house, I go grocery shopping. They are normal things, but they make Toby’s life so much better when I’m able to take care of all of those things while he is at work.

		I always greet Toby when he comes home from work with a kiss, a drink, and an offer to have me in any way that he pleases. Sometimes that is as simple as a blowjob or a tit-fuck, but sometimes he wants more. My pussy is always craving his cock, but he has also taken a sample of my ass a few times. That’s different, but I don’t dislike it.

		After that, he usually swats my ass as I return to the kitchen to finish cooking dinner. After we eat, we often just relax together, me curled up on the couch next to him, pushing my big tits into his side as we watch tv. Sometimes he likes to read stories to me. He has such a sexy voice that I can’t say no to that.

		After all of that, we retire to the bedroom where the real fun begins. I never realized how many orgasms I could have in one night. And I know I wouldn’t be able to do that without Toby. I take care of him and he takes care of me. We have a perfect relationship.

		Looking back on what I just wrote, my days now sure do revolve a lot around sex. Not that I mind. It’s fun and I know Toby likes it. And that’s what really matters. I hope that answers your questions and makes you less afraid that I’m not a good girl worthy of the nice list. If there’s anything more you need from me, please let me know. Christmas is fast approaching and I don’t want to get stuck on the naught list, because of a technical glitch or anything.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Nora
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		Dear Nora

		

		Dear Nora,

		

		I was very happy to read your latest letter. You and Toby have a tremendous relationship. I am glad to see your devotion is as strong to him as his is to you. I hope you find your days are filled with joy and good feelings now that you are no longer encumbered with the woes of the working world.

		There’s just one last thing I need to check with you on before I can put you on the nice list. Really, it’s very small and I’m sure it won’t be a problem, but if I didn’t follow the rules then I couldn’t expect you to follow them either.

		My last concern is even though you are no longer working, you may still be thinking too much. Responsibilities and thinking for oneself is a lot to ask of for a good girl on my nice list. All of the girls on my nice list are the type of people who just go with the flow and don’t worry about the details. That is the kind of thing for others, like the men in their lives. I am sure this won’t be a problem for you, but I need to make this one last check before I can include you on the list.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Bimbo Claus
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		Dear Bimbo Claus

		

		Dear Bimbo Claus,

		

		I can’t believe I never mentioned this before, but you’re totally right about thinking too much. I can’t stand it. I just get headaches whenever I try anymore.

		Luckily, Toby has been super good about taking care of all that stuff for me. Like, when I moved out of my apartment and into his house, Toby took care of all the details. I had nothing to worry about, except making sure all my clothes and jewelry got packed up right and brought over to the house.

		It’s kinda funny, cause I feel like I should be a smart and strong woman, but it feels so much better to just let things happen and allow Toby to make sure everything is perfect. I don’t have to think about anything really anymore. Cooking is probably the hardest thing I have to do, but that’s just because of all those numbers and measurements. Luckily, I guess I’m a natural, because I just kinda mix things together and it always seems to work out.

		Toby has even started ordering for me when we go out to restaurants. I don’t have to say a word to the waiter as I sit there in my slinky and sparkly dress with my tits sticking out while Toby orders for the both of us. Sometimes I even forget to pay attention to what Toby is ordering and I have to wait until my meal arrives to find out what I’ll be eating.

		I ran into one of my former coworkers the other day while I was at the mall. She wanted to talk about all this work stuff that didn’t make any sense to me anymore. I just giggled instead. Eventually she gave up trying to talk to me about work. We still had a good time. She asked for my surgeon’s number. I guess she wants a boob job too. I bet she’d look awesome with some big plastic tits.

		One thing that was kinda silly now when I think back about it was Toby creating a new pet name for me. He liked to call me his little bimbo and at first it would make me mad. “I’m not stupid and I’m not a bimbo,” I would shout at him, stamping my foot on the ground.

		Except, my reaction would always make my tits jiggle and then I’d start giggling and forget what I was mad about to begin with. It should have been obvious that I’m a bimbo. And no one would doubt that I’m a bit on the dumb side. I don’t know how I ever was a working woman. It’s like all those skills and thoughts just drained out of my head the day that I quit.

		I’m fine with all of that now. I’m happier than I’ve ever been and I think Toby is too. And there’s no question that I’m a bimbo now. Sometimes when I make a mistake in public, I just say, “Sorry, I’m a bimbo.” No one ever argues with me. They usually just stare at my tits, which I like.

		I’m Toby’s little bimbo and I hope someday soon he decides to make me his little bimbo wife. I think a ring would look really good on my finger and I would look even better with a ring on my finger while I’m holding on to his arm as the arm candy that I am. Being a bimbo is the bestest.

		I really hope I can be on your nice list now, Bimbo Claus. It’s the most important thing I can think of ever since I became a bimbo. Toby says there isn’t much time before Christmas, so I hope this is enough. I don’t know what else I could do to prove that I’m a good girl for your nice list.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Nora

		

		P.S. Toby wants to thank you for everything. I don’t know what that means, but I’m just happy that Toby is happy. I’m gonna go suck his cock now.
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		Dear Nora

		

		Dear Nora,

		

		Congratulations on being a good girl and a good bimbo. You are full of the Christmas spirit, giving your sexy body to the world and to your boyfriend. It is with great honor that I include you on my nice list this year. Only the best and sexiest bimbos make my list and you have definitely done it.

		I am so thankful that you chose to contact me. You should thank your boyfriend for pushing you to do it. I am sure he will enjoy whichever manner of thanking him you come up with. I know that you aren’t that bright, but I’m sure you can figure out an appropriate way to use your body to say thank you.

		And with your inclusion on my nice list this year for good bimbos like yourself, I want to remind you that next year is right around the corner. It is important not to let up and try to be more than you are. Being a good bimbo like you are should be your highest priority in life. It is only as a bimbo that you can properly please your boyfriend to the highest standards possible. Your inclusion on my nice list next year will depend on it.

		Also, please tell your boyfriend that he is welcome and I am glad to have added his girlfriend to the list of bimbos of the world. If you need to show him this letter, that is fine. It might be easier than trying to explain it to him. After all, you are just a bimbo. No one expects you to be able to explain your way out of a closet without flashing your tits.

		The big day is finally arriving and I hope you and your boyfriend have the merriest of Christmases. Good luck in your future and enjoy your days together. May they always be merry and bright.

		And if you’re ever in Bimboton, look me up. I take the train there every Christmas Eve and spend most of my off-season there as well.

		

		Merry Christmas,

		Bimbo Claus
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