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		Amelia stared at the calendar, wishing tomorrow was any other day than it was scheduled to be. More than anything, she wanted to just skip over the next day. That way she would not have to be humiliated as she attended another Christmas Carnival. It was that time of the year. Everyone in town would be there, either attending or working. She would be expected to be there, but too would Reid.

		For as long as Amelia could remember, she had a major crush on Reid. Yes, he was handsome, able to make her wet just from the sight of him. Yes, he was smart, able to always see the bigger picture and always be several steps ahead of everyone else. And yes, he was funny, always able to make the people around him laugh, keeping everyone’s spirits up. However, he also had a type of woman he fancied and Amelia was about as far from that type as could be.

		Amelia was an introvert. She lacked confidence, especially in her plain appearance. The one thing going for her was her intelligence. She was smart and generally quick on the uptake. She just lacked the people skills to really put her intelligence to use. But Reid seemed uninterested in intelligent women. His tastes were far more superficial. He was drawn to beauty and an extroverted style that Amelia would never be able to replicate.

		There had been a time when Amelia had a chance with Reid. It was before his desires were fully realized. It had been at the Christmas Carnival five years earlier. Amelia had been less shy then. Or maybe it was because she had consumed a little liquid courage and was generally feeling bolder than was the norm for her. It was that year that Reid had actually talked to her. She nearly juiced her panties right there, her body reacting to the incredible specimen of a man that Reid was.

		But it was not to be. Amelia had chickened out when he asked her if she wanted to get a drink later. After that, she never saw him without a stacked blonde bimbo on his arm, tittering at whatever he said as if it was the funniest or most interesting thing statement in the world.

		And Amelia would have to sit there and see who was on Reid’s arm the whole day, knowing that if she had just accepted his offer for a drink, it could be her. She was certain that she would have been able to hold his attention for long enough to possibly make their relationship permanent, or at least long term enough that they would still be together. Somehow she knew that to be true, although it was merely a dream at this point.

		“I might as well go to bed,” Amelia told herself as she glanced from the calendar to the clock. It was still early by her standards, but the only thing that would have been worse than seeing Reid at the Christmas Carnival was to see him as she was sleep deprived. There was not enough caffeine in the world to make up for that level of tiredness on her least favorite day of the year.

		And so Amelia climbed into bed. She was already wearing her pajamas. She had changed into them as soon as she got home from work. It was not like she had plans on a Friday night. She never did. Her only plans until work resumed Monday morning involved the Christmas Carnival. And she did not want to even go to that, knowing what she would find there. But it was expected. If she did not make an appearance, it would hurt her both professionally and within her family. Attendance was non-negotiable.

		It did not take long for Amelia to fall asleep. It never did, even when she was dreading the following day. For her, she either wanted Saturday to never come or she wanted to somehow skip over the day and never have to think about all those bad memories about her the one shot she had to be with Reid and to have it all fall apart. It was what bad dreams were made of and Amelia just wanted to feel happy again.

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		Amelia woke with a start. She sat up in bed, looking out across her small bedroom. She was not sure what had caused her to wake, at least not immediately. However, as she sat there, her heart already pounding in her Chet as if she had just woken from a nightmare, she heard a strange noise from beyond her bedroom door.

		Shaking where she sat, Amelia was otherwise frozen, unable to move from her bed. The noise from beyond her bedroom door sounded like someone was banging around out there, but each bang sounded muffled in a way that made it sound almost ghostly. She had no idea what could cause the noise. It was unlikely her apartment had an intruder. But the noise was getting closer with each passing second.

		A giggle erupted beyond the door as the banging finally stopped. The giggle hung in the air abnormally long, as if it came from someone or something that was not of this world. However, it also lessened the tension Amelia felt. The giggling certainly did not sound sinister.

		“Amelia Gray,” called out an ethereal voice from beyond the door. It was high pitched, feminine, and perfect.

		“Yes?” Amelia called back, not knowing what else to do.

		“How do I get through to you?” the voice asked, punctuated with another giggle.

		“Um, you could try opening the door.”

		“Oh, right,” the giggling voice said.

		However, the doorknob did not turn. Instead, a buxom spirit floated through the door, pushing its way into the bedroom, boobs first. Amelia was not sure what she was seeing at first, such was the delay between the first indication of the ghostly apparition floating through the door and when the spirit woman’s head finally appeared, making it clear that this was a spirit in human form, although a human form that would have almost any man who saw her hard and ready to fuck. She was that beautiful.

		“So you’re Amelia Gray, right?” the ghostly woman asked when she had fully entered the room. She floated about a foot above the ground, her high heels never touching the floor.

		“Yes, that’s me,” Amelia answered. She was scared, yet oddly calm. Amelia had never believed in spirits or ghosts before, yet here seemed to be the proof she needed to know that they were indeed real.

		“Oh goodie,” the spirit woman said. “I got lost on my way here and was afraid I had the wrong apartment. But anyway, I’m the Spirit of Bimbo Christmas and I’m here to help repair your love of the holiday season.”

		“You’re the Spirit of what?” Amelia gasped, not sure that she heard the woman correctly.

		“Bimbo Christmas,” the woman said. “But you can just call me Spirit if it helps. I’m always finding shorter names are better.”

		“Okay,” Amelia said as she struggled to process all of this information. She was normally quick-witted, but this was unlike anything she had ever considered before. She felt like she was experiencing something out of A Christmas Carol. “But why are you here? I don’t have a problem with Christmas.”

		“Hmm,” Spirit said as she furrowed her brow, trying to think. The look of concentration on her face made it clear that she was not the brightest bulb in the spirit world. Not that Amelia was going to say anything about that. Maybe all the spirits were a bit on the dim side. It was certainly possible. Maybe Spirit was completely normal for her kind.

		“Unless you mean me having an issue with the Christmas Carnival,” Amelia offered up. She glanced over at the clock on her nightstand to see that she now only had nine hours before she needed to arrive at the Carnival.

		“Yes, that’s it,” Spirit said. She bounced in place, causing her large breasts to bounce and jiggle. Spirit reminded Amelia of some of the women she had seen Reid with in recent years at the Christmas Carnival. “I supposed to show you what your life would be like if you’d chosen to have a drink with Reid Dowsett when he asked you five years ago. Do you want to see?”

		Amelia was weirded out by this whole situation. She convinced herself that she was dreaming. It was the only logical explanation. But if she was dreaming, it meant there was no harm in seeing what Spirit wanted to show her. If anything, the dream would probably devolve into something else entirely and she would never remember this even happened.

		“Sure,” she eventually answered. “I want to see this for myself.”

		“Then grab my hand and let’s watch it all unfold together,” Spirit said as she held out her hand. That was all she needed to do to reach Amelia. It was a small bedroom, barely big enough to fit a bed, a nightstand, and a dresser.

		Amelia took Spirit’s offered hand and watched as her bedroom faded away.
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		When the world came back into focus, Amelia found herself standing in the middle of the Christmas Carnival. She looked down to see herself still wearing her pajamas. However, despite her lack of outwear, she was not cold. The wind whipped through the Carnival, much as it had done five years ago, but Amelia felt none of it. It was like she was not really there.

		“No one here can see us or hear us,” Spirit said before she broke out into a fit of giggles. “Sometimes people don’t realize that and try to start talking to people they knew. It’s no use.”

		Amelia nodded her understanding, but her thoughts on the matter were quickly pushed away by the approach of Reid. He looked handsome and suave and every bit the man she had a crush on, albeit a few years younger than the last time Amelia saw him. And just like every other time, she immediately felt herself grow aroused in his presence.

		“Hey, Amelia,” Reid called out as he looked through the ghostly Amelia and Spirit.

		Amelia turned to see herself standing not far away, her attention quickly pulled away from an assortment of handmade Christmas tree ornaments. The past Amelia smiled when she saw Reid calling to her. She looked nervous too, not wanting knowledge of her crush on him to get out.

		“Hi, Reid,” she said as he approached.

		The real Amelia stepped aside as Reid passed her, making a bee-line for her younger self. She cringed as the memory played out exactly as she had remembered it.

		“I was wondering if you’d like to get a drink with me after the Carnival tonight?” Reid asked. “There’s this little pub that had a great selection of hot cocktails. It’s perfect for warming up after a cold and windy day like this one.”

		Amelia remembered this moment. She had been so tempted to say yes. She had wanted to say yes. Instead, however, she turned him down. It was just too much to get past her shyness. As much as she wanted to go on a date with Reid, the man she thought was the most handsome man in town, but she lacked the confidence to actually go through with it.

		“Sure, that sounds lovely,” the younger Amelia answered.

		The real Amelia stood there, dumbfounded. She paid little attention as details were arranged. She was caught up on the answer that her younger self had just given.

		“That’s not how it happened,” Amelia said to Spirit. “I turned him down. I said no, because I was too shy and too nervous.”

		Spirit giggled. “That’s why we’re here, silly. We’re going to find out what would have happened if you’d said yes instead of no. Now take my hand. We have more to see.”

		Amelia did as Spirit asked, still struggling to get past the idea of her saying yes to Reid Dowsett, the man she had been crushing on for years. She almost did not notice how the scene at the Christmas Carnival faded away.

		A moment later the scene resolved itself with the younger Amelia and younger Reid sitting across from each other at a table in a pub that Amelia was unfamiliar with. She rarely went out drinking, preferring nights in instead of big excursions out and about town. Even a simple night at a pub was enough to wear her out and lead her to diving under the covers to hide.

		“I don’t believe it,” the real Amelia said as she watched the scene unfold in front of her. The younger Amelia was not just smiling, but she was enjoying herself. That much was clear without even hearing what they were talking about. She had her hands cupped around a steaming drink as she practically stared into Reid’s eyes.

		“I’m really enjoying tonight,” the younger Amelia said as the older version stepped closer to listen in on the conversation. “Thank you for inviting me.”

		“I’m glad to hear it,” Reid said. “But the night doesn’t need to end here if you don’t want it to.”

		The real Amelia watched as hesitation crept over her younger self’s features. It was not that Amelia had never had sex, but her experiences with sex had not been pleasant. That was mostly because of her previous partners, but it had left a mark on her that she had never been able to kick away. In the years since this moment, Amelia’s sexual experiences had amounted to nothing.

		“I don’t know…”

		“You have me all wrong,” Reid said. “I actually never on the first date. I just meant we don’t need to leave it at one drink. And I don’t know if you’re interested, but I’ve got some weed back at home. We could smoke a bowl or something, just to put a proper cap on the night.”

		The real Amelia felt certain that her younger self would turn Reid down. It was one thing to go on a date with the hottest guy in town, but it was something else entirely to get high with him. And yet, even as Amelia watched the couple, she knew this other version of her was no longer the woman she remembered. She was someone else now and she made her own decisions.

		“You know, I’ve never smoked anything in my life,” the younger Amelia admitted. “But I’m kind of curious what it’s like.”

		“They don’t drug test you at your work, do they?” Reid asked.

		The younger Amelia shook her head. “I don’t think they care what a junior accountant does in her free time as long as it doesn’t impose on work.”

		“We’ll have another drink and then head back to my place,” Reid said. “It will be fun.”

		The scene started to fade away, but not completely. Spirit had something to say.

		“They didn’t have sex that night. They waited until the next night to have sex. Just so you know. But let’s take a look at what the Christmas Carnival was like the next year.”

		The pub completely faded away, leaving Amelia to wonder what a year’s difference would look like. A whole new world had been opened up to her former self. But which life was better?
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		The scene rematerialized back at the Christmas Carnival. However, it was clear that this was not the same Christmas Carnival when Reid first asked Amelia out on a date. It was not immediately clear, but these events were exactly one year later.

		“What am I supposed to be looking at?” Amelia asked Spirit as they stood there. Amelia looked around and saw nothing out of the ordinary. She certainly did not see herself anywhere.

		“Just wait for it,” Spirit answered.

		And only a moment later Amelia spotted Reid rounding a corner and entering the main square of the Carnival. A blonde woman held onto his arm and Amelia’s heart immediately fell. Whatever her younger self and Reid had to gather seemed to be at an end. He had moved on to prettier pastures, or at least a prettier girl.

		“Wait,” Amelia said when she spotted the face of the blonde woman on Reid’s arm. Her face was not what Amelia expected to see. That was because it was her face. She was the blonde woman.

		“See,” Spirit said. “That’s you. You’ve changed a little bit since last year, but your acceptance of getting a drink with Reid has seriously amped up your romantic life.”

		Amelia would have approached her younger self, but the couple were walking straight toward where she and Spirit stood.

		“This was such a good idea coming here for our one-year anniversary,” the younger Amelia said before she let out a little giggle.

		The real Amelia strained to hear herself speak, but that giggle cut through the air with surprising volume. She had no recollection of ever giggling, even when she was a kid. It was another reminder of how one decision had completely changed her life.

		“You sure are giggly today,” Reid commented. “You still feeling that bowl you smoked this morning?”

		“A little bit,” the younger Amelia said as she pressed herself closer to her boyfriend. “And I’m still horny too.”

		Reid let out a mock sigh. “I’ve already fucked you twice today and you’re still horny? What am I going to do with you?”

		The younger Amelia giggled again. Reid’s pretend sigh turned into a broad smile. There were few men who would complain about a woman who wanted to have that much sex.

		“I can’t help it,” the younger Amelia finally said. “That new strain you bought makes me even more aroused than usual. I think you did it on purpose.”

		Reid laughed as he wrapped a hand around his girlfriend’s shoulders. “I don’t hear you complaining.”

		“I wasn’t,” the younger Amelia said with a big smile. “I like it when you fuck me.”

		“How about this?” Reid started to propose. “We find a quiet place for you to suck me off and I’ll make sure to fuck you as soon as we get back to my place.”

		Amelia watched as the wheels seemed to turn in her younger self’s eyes. She was processing the proposal, trying to figure out if there was anything she should be wary of. Not that there was. But given that she was still feeling some of the effects of her morning wake and bake, she needed a little more time to process information and make decisions.

		“Okay, that sounds like a good plan.”

		Amelia stepped back from the scene unfolding in front of her, shocked. Yes, she was not new to sex, but she had never considered giving a man a blowjob before. That seemed like a step way too far for her. Yet the blonde version of her seemed perfectly happy to perform the act. Amelia did not understand. However, she had to admit that her younger self looked happy. Still, it was like her younger self had turned into a slut.

		“Is there anymore that we need to see here?” Amelia asked Spirit. “Otherwise, I’m ready to move on from here.”

		“Don’t you want to watch yourself give Reid a blowjob?” Spirit asked. “I bet you’d make a good cocksucker.”

		“Nope,” Amelia said emphatically. “Nope, nope, nope. We will not be watching that little blonde slut give Reid a blowjob.”

		However, even as Amelia stood there, denying herself the chance to see the younger her in action, she found her mouth almost watering at the thought. Amelia had never given a blowjob before, but that did not mean she was completely against the concept. She had never had the right partner. Then again, if there was ever a right partner for Amelia, it was Reid. It was not as if her younger self was running around and sleeping with every guy she met. As far as she knew, it was just with Reid. But still, Amelia did not need to see that.

		“Fine,” Spirit said in a bit of a huff. “Take my hand and we’ll go. You’re taking all of the fun out of this for me.”

		Amelia did not rise to the bait Spirit had put out there. She did not counter with the fact that this was her life, not Spirits. They were not voyeurs. However, she did take hold of Spirits hand and watched as the Christmas Carnival from four years ago faded away.
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		As the Christmas Carnival came back into focus, Amelia realized she and Spirit had not moved physically. They had only moved in time. And if she was guessing correctly, this was the year the Carnival organizers had tried placing the Santa Land area on the opposite side of the square. It looked better that way, but the line of kids and families wanting to see Santa disrupted the rest of the Carnival. That made this three years ago, because Santa Land returned to its previous home each year since the planning disaster.

		Having seen herself with blonde hair already, Amelia kept her eye out for Reid more specifically, not knowing what she should expect to see from herself, assuming she and Reid were still together in this timeline. It was impossible to know those sorts of things, as Amelia had very little information to go by. It had been a shock to see herself with blonde hair, although now that she thought about it, it had been a good look. Amelia was going to have to think about dying her own hair once this was over.

		Now that she knew what to look for, Amelia wasted no time in spotting Reid as he led the younger Amelia around the Carnival. She held onto his arm as if her life depended on it. This happened to be an abnormally warm year, so there had not been the need to bundle up against the cold weather. It meant people all over the Christmas Carnival were a little more creative in their decisions when it came to their outfits for the day.

		However, no one was dressed quite like the younger Amelia. Despite holding onto Reid’s arm, she stalked around the Carnival in high-heeled boots. Amelia had never worn anything so high herself, but such heels looked natural on the younger version of herself. But it was not the boots that brought the attention. It was the rest of her outfit.

		White leggings hugged the younger Amelia’s legs and butt. She wore nothing over the leggings, leaving her lower half very much on display. She then wore a faux fur lined white hooded jacket that barely managed to reach the waistband of her leggings. The simplest of movements made the lower hem of the jacket rise up to reveal bare skin. It was only when someone looked her straight on that they saw the black top beneath the jacket.

		But it was more than the fancy jacket and tight leggings that set the younger Amelia apart from her peers. Not that she really had any peers at the Carnival, beyond Reid. She seemed completely infatuated with him, paying little attention to anyone else. First, there was the jewelry. Reid had yet to pop the question. The real Amelia had no idea where they were in their relationship. But the necklace, the other rings, the earrings, the bracelet. They all spoke to a wealth that meant the younger Amelia was spending a lot of her paycheck each month on clothes and jewelry.

		It was the red eyes that gave the younger Amelia away. Not that her eyes were devil red. The whites were red from smoking pot. She was high.

		“Thanks for buying me all these clothes and the earrings,” the younger Amelia said as the pair walked past the real Amelia and Spirit.

		“I know you can’t afford the clothes you like to wear for me on your salary,” Reid said.

		“They keep passing me over for promotion at work,” the younger Amelia admitted. “It’s not fair. I work hard and stuff.”

		Reid laughed at his girlfriend, although not in a cruel way. And if the younger Amelia minded, she did not show it, because she joined in, giggling away.

		“Maybe if you didn’t smoke so much,” Reid offered.

		“But I like getting high,” the younger Amelia said. “It makes me feel good. It makes me feel happy.”

		“And horny,” Reid added.

		“Yep.” Another fit of giggles rang out.

		Amelia could not believe her ears. Her younger self was struggling in her career. It seemed ridiculous that she had not been promoted yet. The real Amelia had already moved several rungs up the latter by then, but it sounded like this version of her was still stuck on the bottom rung, as a junior accountant. At that level of pay, she would still be struggling to pay off her student loans.

		And yet, despite her work struggles, Amelia looked happy. Then again, as blazed as she probably was, it would have been hard to be anything but happy. Nonetheless, Amelia was impressed by her younger self. She looked good and she clearly felt good. Was there anything wrong with that?

		“Do you think my tongue is healed enough to give you a blowjob?” the younger Amelia asked. She seemed to be unaware that there were other people around. Although from the looks she got when those words lefts her lips, no one seemed surprised or shocked by what she said. It seemed she had garnered a bit of a reputation of being Reid’s personal slut.

		“How long has it been now since you got it done?” Reid asked, pondering how he should answer.

		“Um, I forget,” the younger Amelia answered. “It’s been a bunch of weeks, hasn’t it?”

		Reid thought for a moment before he answered. “It’s been a month now. I suppose you should be healed enough. Let’s go find a quiet corner so you can get your cock fix.”

		“Oh goodie,” she cheered, sounding a bit like Spirit in her giddiness. She grabbed Reid’s hand and pulled him toward the edge of the Carnival, looking for someplace she could get down on her knees and suck his cock. Although she would need to worry about getting her white leggings dirty.

		“Are you sure you don’t want to watch,” Spirit asked the real Amelia.

		Amelia shook her head, but at the same time, she felt herself grow wet at the thought of not only sucking Reid’s cock, but doing it with a tongue piercing. She was vaguely aware that tongue piercings were supposed to enhance the pleasure for the man. It still seemed like something she would not do, but then again, she did not have the clearly active sex life that the younger Amelia had with Reid. But the idea of it all left Amelia craving something more than she had experienced in a long time.

		“Fine,” Spirit said, disappointed. “We’ll go on to the next scene. Take my hand.”

		Once again, Amelia took Spirits hand just before the world around them began to disappear, fading away.
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		When the world came back into focus again, it took Amelia a moment to figure out where they were. Spirit had not deposited them in the middle of the Christmas Carnival as she had previously. Instead, they were off to the side, near the back, alongside a booth that was mostly closed off.

		There were noises that Amelia did not immediately recognize coming from the booth. There were squeals and moans. But then it dawned on her. She was listening to people having sex.

		“Come take a look,” Spirit said as she walked around the side of the booth to where there was a small opening, allowing them to look inside

		“Ew,” Amelia said as she saw flesh pushing up against flesh. She recoiled, yet kept watching, knowing Spirit was showing her this for a reason.

		“Since you didn’t want to watch yourself blow him, now we get to watch them bumping uglies,” Spirit countered. “It’s not my fault you’re squeamish about sex.”

		“I’m not squeamish,” Amelia said, defending herself. If she were, she would not still be watching as Reid fucked her younger self.

		Inside the booth, Reid started talking as he fucked his girlfriend from behind. “You’re such a horny bimbo when you spend all day high as a kite.”

		“Uh huh,” the younger Amelia agreed. “Too dumb to do anything but shop and fuck.”

		The real Amelia stepped back, unsure whether she wanted to watch this. She felt a warmth in her middle that told her she wished Reid’s cock was fucking her and not this other her. However, the revelation that the younger Amelia had given up her career hit her hard in the gut. She had always been proud of her job and the work she did. Accountants, as boring as their reputation was, performed important functions. Businesses could not run without them. And she had worked her way up to a senior accountant in the past five years.

		But the younger Amelia had given all that up. Then again, she was probably spending all her free time getting high and fucking Reid. The real Amelia was only vaguely aware of what Reid did for money, but she knew he was well off. He could probably support a partner. But did her really want a bimbo girlfriend? The answer to that, however, was right in front of them.

		“Oh yes,” the younger Amelia cried out, unable to completely keep herself quiet. Even though they had found an unused booth to fuck in, they were still out in public. People could catch them, if they had not already. Somehow Amelia guessed it must have happened at some point given how the other people at last year’s Carnival reacted to Amelia’s lewd language. “I’m cumming.”

		“Me too, babe,” Reid grunted as he shot his load into his horny girlfriend.

		As soon as they were done, the younger Amelia jumped up and turned around, taking Reid’s spent cock into her mouth. At first it looked like she was trying to get him hard again, but then it became more clear that she was cleaning his cock. Then again, her putting her mouth to use when it came to Reid’s cock was no surprise. That was all she had talked about during the past two Christmas Carnivals.

		It was only afterward, when both Reid and the younger Amelia were fully dressed, both bundled up in coats, although the younger Amelia’s coat was smaller and definitely the latest fashion, that they made their way out of the booth and back into the Carnival at large. However, what Amelia saw of her younger self when she finally spotted her head on shocked her.

		“Look at her lips,” Amelia said, pointing at her younger self.

		“Aren’t they sexy?” Spirit said. “I bet she puts those babies to use all the time.”

		“They’re huge,” Amelia said, still gawking.

		In the grand scheme of things, the younger Amelia’s lips were not that big. But they were certainly big enough to make it clear that she had lip filler injected into her lips. And at their size, it was clear it had been done more than once.

		“Hold on a moment, baby,” the younger Amelia said as she stopped and started digging around in her designer handbag. She pulled out a tube of lipstick and reapplied the pink color, making sure her lips looked perfect. She puckered them together and then let them burst outward with an audible pop.

		“That’s better,” she said, satisfied. And once she returned her lipstick to her handbag, she wrapped an arm around Reid and let him guide her out toward the rest of the Carnival.

		Amelia and Spirit followed the couple, watching them as they made their way around the Christmas Carnival. Looking at them now, there was no way anyone would naturally guess that they had just fucked, although if their reputations were well known, people would either guess or assume.

		Suddenly an alarm sounded. Reid pulled out his cell phone and turned off the alarm.

		“Time for your next gummy,” he said as he dug into his pocket and pulled out a small packet of what looked like candy.

		“Oh goodie,” the younger Amelia clapped. “I love it when you keep me dumb and horny.” She started giggling, making it clear that this had become a regular part of their lives.

		Amelia could only watch as Reid fed his girlfriend a piece of candy. The younger Amelia took it into her mouth through her plump lips and closed her eyes as she savored the flavor.

		Reid laughed. “Those do three things to you. They make you dumb, they make you giggly, and they make you horny.”

		“Yep,” Amelia agreed, giggling. “And you love me like this.”

		“That I do,” Reid said as he pulled the younger Amelia in close. “But I don’t just love you like this. I love you.”

		“I love you too.”

		The real Amelia stepped back, turning away from her younger self.

		“Spirit, I’ve seen enough. Can you take me home now?”

		“Not yet,” Spirit answered. “I’ve got one more stop to show you. Take my hand.”

		Amelia took Spirit’s hand and the world started to fade away into darkness.
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		Once again, Amelia found herself standing next to Spirit—even though Spirit did not actually stand—looking around at the Christmas Carnival. The place was buzzing with activity. She remembered the scene from a year ago. Fresh pain erupted within her, remembering how Reid had spent the day with a particularly busty blonde, someone Amelia was certain she never would have been able to compete with.

		That was until she saw Reid and her younger self enter the Carnival. Despite the cold wind, the younger Amelia wore her coat open to better reveal her substantial cleavage.

		“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Amelia said as she watched her younger self pull her shoulders back and stick out her chest even more than it was already.

		The younger Amelia sported a pair of large breasts, clearly fake since the real Amelia could look down at her own chest and see breasts that barely popped. She had no idea how a surgeon had managed to fit that much silicone or saline into her body. It simply did not make sense to her, even as an accountant who had been pretty good with subjects like geometry.

		And the low-cut top made it even more obvious. To make it worse, or was it better, Amelia was pretty sure her younger counterpart was not wearing a bra. Her nipples poked at the fabric of her top. The cold was surely to blame, but it was clear that the younger Amelia wanted people to see her big tits. At that size, that was what they were. They were tits.

		However, before she overheard anything that either Reid or her younger self said, Amelia had to admit that the enhanced Amelia looked happy. Even with her plump lips, she was smiling. And the way people looked at her, there was a sense of awe around the Christmas Carnival. They liked her, even if they thought she was a slut and probably a bimbo.

		“I think she looks hot,” Spirit said, adding her opinion.

		As much as Amelia wanted to disagree, it was impossible. She had never thought such an appearance was possible from herself. Her confidence had never been good enough to even dream that she could look that good. And yet, there was her younger self, decked out with big tits, fancy clothes, blonde hair, and the hottest boyfriend in town. Her younger self had hit the jackpot it seemed.

		“You’re right,” Amelia finally agreed. “Whoa, and look at her eyes.”

		It took Amelia a moment to tear her gaze away from the tits that dominated the younger Amelia’s figure. That was hard by itself. She had to fight nature in that regard. But once she succeeded, she saw her younger self with bright blue eyes, seemingly much bigger than was normal. But it was not just the size of her eyes, it was the color. Amelia had brown eyes, but her counterpart now had blue eyes.

		“They’re contacts,” Spirit said. “It’s probably to cover up for the fact she’s stoned out of her mind right now.”

		“Really, you think that’s the reason?” Amelia asked.

		“I mean, the blue eyes look great, but look at how slow she is to react to everything. She’s definitely high. And probably horny as fuck.”

		Amelia nodded her head in agreement. Spirit made a lot of sense. It was strange to see herself all dolled up like that, but it was a good look. The whole thing was very appealing, especially knowing that she was regularly getting fucked by the hottest guy in town. They had become the hottest couple along the way.

		But it was not just that people watched Reid and Amelia from afar. Lots of people came up to them, chatting, talking. Amelia was too far away to hear them, but no one seemed to mind that the younger Amelia was slow on the uptake or that she could barely keep herself from giggling. It was clear sometimes that the conversation was over her head, but she still had her moments to chime in and add something to the conversation. And she often said goodbye with a kiss on the cheek.

		Actually, the younger Amelia’s whole stance said that she was a sexual creature that belonged to Reid. However, she still oozed friendliness and flirted with everyone, man or woman. This was just who she had become. And everyone loved her for it.

		The real Amelia found herself wishing she could live like that. There were no indications that her counterpart was nervous or feeling even a hint of anxiety. She seemed completely comfortable with the situation. Then again, if she was as blitzed as Spirit thought she was, she might not be able to feel uncomfortable. Everything probably felt too good to worry about anything. But was that really so bad?

		“Do you want to get closer?” Spirit asked.

		“I think I’m good,” Amelia answered. “I’ve seen enough. Can you take me home now?”

		She was afraid that if she stayed any longer, she would become even more depressed over finding out what she had lost out on. She could have been with Reid, been his girlfriend, his stoner bimbo, but instead, she was plain old Amelia, a senior accountant with no real prospects anymore and a crush she simply could not kick.

		“Very well,” Spirit said. “Take my hand.”

		As soon as their hands met, the Christmas Carnival faded away, possibly for the last time.
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		Amelia’s small bedroom came back into focus. She automatically sat down on the edge of her bed and dropped her head into her hands. Tears formed at the corners of her eyes, ready to streak down her face. She ignored the clock on the nightstand which indicated no time had passed since Spirit had carried her away into an alternative past. It had all been done instantly.

		“What’s wrong?” Spirit asked. “I thought you getting to see what life would have been like if you’d said yes to having that drink would make you happy.”

		“It made it worse,” Amelia cried. “Now I know what I was missing out on.”

		Spirit did not say anything for a long time. She just floated there, letting Amelia cry. However, she finally did need to say something.

		“You mean you would prefer living that kind of life instead of being in control and being a senior accountant or whatever it is you do for work?”

		Amelia sniffled as she tried to fight back against her tears. Was that what she wanted? Had it all ended after watching herself get fucked from behind and then to see herself with those plumped up lips, she would have turned her back on that possibility. She did not want that. But then seeing it all one year later, she was not so sure anymore. She kind of liked what she saw. She just wanted to be happy and she was definitely not happy now.

		“Not that it matters,” Amelia said. “Sure, you showed me what could have happened, but I’m still stuck like this. The only difference is I don’t need to wonder what could have been. I know what could have been. And now I’m left regretting not going through with getting that drink five years ago.”

		More sobs hit Amelia as she cried into her lap. Spirit had enough corporeal form to hold hands, but little else. She was still just a spirit, a ghost. She could only comfort Amelia with her words. But she had words that Amelia would surely find comfort in.

		“What if I switch your two lives?” Spirit asked. “You could live as the Amelia you saw tonight. Would you want that?”

		“I just want to be happy,” Amelia cried. But then it happened. Something inside of her clicked. “Yes, I want it. I want to be her. I want to be Reid’s bimbo girlfriend.”

		Spirit smiled. She might have been the Spirit of Bimbo Christmas, but she had been confident about how the night was going to end. This had always been the plan. Not that Spirit would have forced Amelia to change her track in life, but everything had been building up to this moment.

		“It’s done,” Spirit said. “Just crawl into bed and when you wake up in the morning, you’ll be the other version of you. And it will be the morning of the Christmas Carnival, just like it’s supposed to be.”

		“Really?” Amelia said as she looked up. “That’s it?”

		“That’s it. Now that you’ve made your decision, I must leave you. There are others who need my guidance. But it’s been a pleasure guiding you tonight, Amelia. And remember, if you ever need someone to thank for this, I’m the Spirit of Bimbo Christmas.”

		Amelia said nothing as Spirit floated away. She went straight through the door as if it were not there. And there was no noise as she left. She simply drifted off back into the spirit realm from which she came.

		Amelia kept crying for a few minutes, unable to fully stop. However, once the flow of tears finally ceased, she crawled up into bed and quickly fell asleep, a smile on her face.
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		Waking up, nothing made sense. Amelia opened her eyes and looked up at an unfamiliar ceiling. She turned her head to find a handsome man laying beside her. It was Reid. He was her boyfriend.

		It all started to come back to her, the past, the now real past, melding with what she remembered from before. Not that it made much sense. This version of herself had been training herself not to think for so long that her mind had atrophied through lack of use. She really was slow and dumb now. She was sure the pot had not helped either, but that was kind of the idea.

		Amelia started giggling to herself as she pushed herself to a sitting position. Reid was still asleep. It made sense that they slept in the same bed. She did not have a job and needed him for support. And as they were already having such frequent sex, it made little sense for them to make other arrangements. Yes, they were living in sin, but neither of them cared about that fact.

		Looking down, Amelia was greeted by the impressive view of her tits. They still look phenomenal a year later. She was certain it was the best decision she had ever made. Actually, it had been Reid’s idea, but she so were most things these days. Amelia was not a thinker, she was a bimbo. Her job was to look pretty and fuck and suck her boyfriend.

		It took some getting used to being generally dumb. Amelia’s old mind was so full of information and ideas. All of that had to switch upstream in a river of molasses. It left her almost blissfully blank, even as she thought as hard as she could. It was frustrating at first, but as the minutes went by, it became more and more pleasant. Soon she was actively throwing out all of those past associations from her old life, forgetting them permanently so they did not impede on her bimbo bliss.

		However, it quickly became time to take care of the growing heat in her belly. She knew what that meant. It was time to fuck. Amelia turned and swung her leg over her still sleeping boyfriend. His eyes opened as she dropped her weight onto him.

		“Good morning,” he said with a smile. Reid remained the hottest man in town, but now he had the hottest girl in town as his girlfriend.

		Soon Amelia was riding him, his cock inside her pussy as she bucked up and down on him. Reid’s hands came up and played with her tits, lighting off fireworks in her brain. It was almost too much for a bimbo like her to take. But somehow she managed to hold off on cumming, delaying her orgasm, until Reid was ready to cum himself.

		And that was exactly what happened. They came together, as they almost always did. As Reid’s orgasm fired off a torrent of cum into Amelia’s pussy, her whole body quaked with a massive orgasm. To her, it felt stronger than anything she could have imagined. Little did she realize that this was her new normal. The years of amped up arousal had left her with a libido that did not quit and orgasm that would shake the core of almost any other woman.

		When it was all over, when they had both had their morning fill, and after Amelia had dropped down to clean Reid’s cock of their collective juices with her pierced tongue and plump lips, they both set about getting ready to start their day. And it was a big day. It was the day of the Christmas Carnival, the biggest celebration each year in town. Everyone came out for it to the point that attendance was expected. Missing it, except for cases of illness or injury, could leave one ostracized for a whole year.

		When Amelia found herself standing in front of a giant closet overflowing with fashionable clothing, she did not know what to do. Luckily, her body seemed to have a good idea and she let her instincts for fashion take charge. Before she knew it, which was still a long time by her pervious standards, she was ready to go, her hair and makeup perfect, her outfit leaving her to look both sexy and fashionable, her big tits on display, as they always were. And the time in the gym was paying off with her goring ass. It was all perfect. She was perfect.

		Amelia had more fun than she could ever remember at the Christmas Carnival. They met up with friends and even talked with strangers. Or at least they were strangers to Amelia. Her memory was not very good anymore. The gummies that Reid occasionally fed her did not help matters. They left her feeling fun and happy. Also horny, but that was a given at this point.

		The truth was, Amelia probably no longer needed the gummies to maintain her stoner bimbo presence. Years of near constant use had left her mind pretty fried, but she did not mind. And the high did feel good. She was useless regardless, so she might as well enjoy herself to the fullest.

		Amelia watched as Reid suddenly dropped down onto one knee. She looked at him confused for a moment. She was about to ask him what he was doing, but he pulled out a small box and then started to speak.

		“Amelia, will you marry me?”

		Everyone who saw knew what the answer would be, but in Amelia’s slow mind, it took her longer than an average person to process Reid’s words.

		“Yes,” she finally said before he slipped a large engagement ring onto her finger.

		It had been five years since they first started dating. And it had been a wonderful five years. Amelia had grown out of trying to be a career woman in accounting and embraced a far more fun and enjoyable purpose, being a stoner bimbo. And it was as a role she was preeminently qualified for after five years of training. Everyone was happy. And if Amelia had been able to say thanks, she would have thanked the Spirit of Bimbo Christmas for giving her the best gift in the world, allowing her to live a better life as a bimbo.
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