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		Iwas desperate for work so when I got called with a job offer, I accepted it without question. It was seasonal, but there was the possibility of more. I wasn’t going to complain about that. If I liked the job, I would definitely take them up on the offer for more. That all assumed they wanted to keep me on at the end of the season. That’s how these things worked and I couldn’t let myself get ahead of myself.

		Admittedly, I didn’t remember applying for this particular position, but based on the offer that I was given, it definitely seemed like something that I could do. I was going to act as a personal assistant in some sort of Santa operation, or so I figured. I tried looking the company up online, but there wasn’t much there for me to see. I couldn’t find a website, just generic ads for their services.

		The best I could figure was this was a company that provided Santa Clauses to malls for kids to visit and get their pictures taken. I had worked in daycare settings before, so I wasn’t worried about any of that. I had dealt with my fair share of crying babies and worse. I could handle anything that came my way.

		My one concern was about the uniform. There was nothing specifically mentioned about what my uniform would be. All I knew was that the uniform would be supplied to me on my first day of work. That had me a little worried that they wanted me to play Santa’s helper or an elf. The idea didn’t thrill me, but I was desperate enough for money and a paying job that I would even accept that. I knew I was in a tough spot. I just wanted to work.

		Since I was being provided a uniform, it didn’t matter exactly what I wore to work on my first day. I still kept it professional though, wearing a nicely fitted button-down blouse, buttoned up to the top, and a pair of black slacks paired with black flats. I wasn’t about to get caught wearing something inappropriate. Not that I had any idea what my responsibilities would actually be. I just had to hope for the best.

		When I had been given the address to report to, I had assumed I would end up at a mall or some sort of business park. Instead, I found myself walking into a building that looked like it had previously been a strip club. There was a sign that looked like it used to say something like Razzle Dazzle or similar. That vaguely sounded familiar as a strip club, but I couldn’t be certain. As a woman, I generally didn’t go to those places as a customer, and I definitely never considered stripping.

		I shrugged my shoulders as I pulled my beat-up little car into the back parking lot where I had been told to park. The front lot was reserved, but it seemed to already be full. Whatever happened on my first day, it appeared that we would be busy. I just wished I knew with what.

		Stepping into the back of the former strip club, I found myself standing face to face with a busty blonde woman with a clipboard and a headset mounted microphone perched around a red Santa hat.

		“Name?” she said as she chomped on a big piece of gum in her mouth.

		“Rose,” I answered. “Rose White.”

		“Let’s see here,” the woman said as she consulted her clipboard. Presumably she had everyone’s names listed who were going to be working.

		She flipped through the pages on her clipboard, going back and forth. Sudden panic welled up inside of me. Had there been a mistake? If I wasn’t really on the list, did that mean I wasn’t getting paid? Gas was expensive and I hated wasting it on a fool’s errand across town just because someone messed up.

		“You said Rose White, right?” the woman confirmed.

		“That’s right,” I answered.

		“Hmm,” she said before looking up at me. She looked me up and down, obviously trying to assess me in some way. I just wish I knew what she was looking for. “I have you down as Rose Wright. But I’m sure it’s just a typo. Let me get you your uniform. While you’re changing I’ll need to check on something. You’re not like the other assistants we’ve hired before.”

		I gulped as the woman led me into the bowels of the building. She handed me a uniform off a shelf and then practically shoved me into a nearby room. It was only after the door closed behind me that I realized it was a changing room. It had probably been used by the strippers when this used to be a club. Most of the furnishings, including the bright vanity mirror on one wall, were still there.

		“Hmm,” I said as I held up the uniform. It was mostly pink, which shouldn’t have bothered me very much, but the color paired with a scooping neckline left me wondering what exactly I was going to be expected to do. It only dawned on me then that the woman who had greeted me at the door had a low neckline as well. I had been so nervous walking in, I hadn’t even noticed how much of her boobs were on display. I just saw her as generically busty. It took time to let her long line of cleavage sink in.

		However, as disappointing as the uniform top was, I wasn’t about to turn down the job from that alone. I would at least try out the new job for a day. I could always quit afterward. Not that a low-cut top was the top of my worries. The moment I looked at the rest, I knew there was going to be a problem. The leggings, for that was all they seemed to be, were striped pink and white, not unlike a candy cane, and the shoes were tall heels with that would add nearly half a foot to my average height.

		“This is wrong,” I told myself as I changed my clothes. I hung up my blouse and folded my slacks and placed them on a nearby chair with my shoes. But I kept changing, wanting to be ready for when the woman came back to collect me.

		The pink top was stretchy, but it still did a poor job of fitting me. It was clearly made for someone bustier than me. My little B-cups left the neckline almost flapping in front of me. And I had to keep pulling at it to keep my bra from popping up over the low collar. At least the leggings fit, although my panties showed through. But there was no way I was going to go without in a pair of leggings that had just been handed to me on my first day of work.

		The shoes, however, were the worst part of it all. They were pink, of course. It matched the rest of the look. I felt like I was standing on pedestals, forced up onto my toes. I owned heels, but the highest pair I ever wore were maybe two inches tall. And those had been when I was a bridesmaid at a wedding of a friend who I had since fallen out of contact with. I didn’t understand how I was supposed to walk in these shoes. They were far too tall and left me feeling like I might topple over at any moment.

		Before I could think much more about my ability to walk, a knock came at the door.

		“Come in,” I called out.

		The door opened and the woman who checked me in poked her head inside.

		“The boss wants to see you,” she said. “There was some kind of mixup.”

		“Okay,” I said, sitting down so I could remove the shoes. Part of me was relieved. They didn’t need me. I wasn’t going to have to walk around in this ridiculous costume all day. I didn’t know how much they were paying me. I had assumed this was a minimum wage gig. But I’d rather keep trying for something better than force myself to look and dress like this.

		“What are you doing?” the woman asked, shocked by my reaction.

		“I’m getting fired, right?” I said, as I looked up from unbuckling my shoes.

		“The boss just wants to talk to you,” the woman answered. “Don’t worry. You still have your job. He just needs to fix a couple things and then everything will be perfect.”

		“Oh,” I said. Luckily, I hadn’t really managed to unbuckle anything yet.

		I pushed myself back to my feet and started shuffling toward the door. Walking in these shoes wasn’t easy. I didn’t understand how other women managed. I felt like I was going to fall over. I held onto the wall for support.

		The woman in the red Santa hat led me back into the hallway. She took me several doors down and walked into another room, without knocking. I followed her inside to find myself face to face with a man who looked like the fittest Santa Claus I had ever seen. He didn’t wear his big red coat, but he still had a nice beard. The difference was in his body. Where Santa Claus was known for his fat and general girth, this version featured broad shoulders, bulging muscles, and at least a six-pack hidden beneath a tight white t-shirt.

		With the red pants and suspenders, he looked more like a fireman than Santa Claus, although he would never be a fireman with that beard. It was a doozy, big and long, yet fully cared for without a single hair being out of place.

		“Hello, Rose,” the man said, his voice deep and vibrating in my chest.

		My knees went weak at the sight and sound of him. This was my boss? I still had no idea what kind of operation was going on here, but this guy definitely left me quivering at the thought of him doing naughty things to me. I rarely felt that way about people. Few men had left me wanting sex like this. And it wasn’t just how attractive I found him. It was his aura. Being in a room with him left me wanting to throw myself at him, hoping he would fuck me six ways from Sunday.

		“Hello,” I said meekly, not knowing what else to do or say. His eyes traveled over my body, but I could sense his disappointment in what he saw. For the first time in my life I wished I was a man’s dream woman. And I was wishing it for a man I had only just met. I didn’t even know his name.

		“Normally I would introduce myself to you and explain what we’re doing here,” the man said. “I’m Bimbo Claus by the way. My brother is the famous one.”

		I found myself nodding, not really understanding what he was talking about. But at least the name of the company made sense. He was Bimbo Claus. It wasn’t some play on the Santa Claus name.

		“It seems one of my assistants made a mistake when sending out the job offers this year,” he continued. “We were supposed to be hiring Rose Wright, not Rose White, which is you.”

		“I can go if you want me to,” I said, although at the moment, the thought of leaving the room was too much for me to handle. My mind told me to go, but my body wanted to stay.

		“Why would I want you to leave?” Bimbo Claus asked. “Just because you weren’t the original woman we meant to hire doesn’t mean you won’t perform your job admirably. I just need to give you a boost.”

		“A boost?” I asked, confused. My confusion wasn’t getting a whole lot better the more he spoke. I still had no idea what he wanted from me. And now he was going to give me a boost? Did that mean I needed to wear even higher heels? I didn’t think I could do that. These were too high already. I couldn’t wear anything higher and expect to remain standing, let alone walk.

		Bimbo Claus smiled as he once again looked me over. It was a knowing smile, the kind that told me he knew exactly what he was doing and he was fully aware of my ignorance in these matters.

		“I think it’s best that I show you,” he finally said.

		Bimbo Claus snapped his fingers and I felt a sudden change to my body. Or, more accurately, I felt a sudden change to my clothing. My bra and panties simply disappeared.

		“What did you do?” I asked, unable to hold back my questioning.

		“I find underwear just gets in the way of what comes next,” he answered.

		It seemed more like a non-answer to me. He didn’t actually answer my question, instead leaving me to figure it all out for myself. What was this all about? What kind of boost required me to go without a bra and panties. Yes, I wasn’t very big and could often get away without a bra if I really wanted to, but even my little breasts bounced and jiggled when I didn’t want them to. The bra helped keep all of that under control.

		And as for the panties, I always wore them. They gave me a sense of comfort that I couldn’t get without them. They made me feel more secure. I had even been known to not buy certain clothing that didn’t let me wear my relatively full-cut panties. Yes, some people called them granny-panties or whatever, but they made me feel better about myself so I didn’t care. Now, however, they were gone. There was nothing separating me from the leggings that were part of my uniform.

		I was about to suggest that I should leave again when I felt a sudden heat building up inside of me. More specifically, it was a heat that built up in my chest. I looked down, wondering what might be causing the heat build-up, but I was instead faced with cleavage I never had before.

		“What the hell?” I asked, my gaze still pointed down at what I realized were my growing breasts.

		And they were not merely growing in some natural appearing way. They were growing outward, sitting high on my chest, fast on their way to becoming big round tits. And that had to be the best way to describe them. I had seen women with tits like that before. I had always looked down on them for believing they needed to have massive implants shoved into their breasts to appeal to men. It was gross how the beauty industry worked, always telling women they weren’t enough.

		And yet, here I was with a growing set of my own, watching as they inflated off my chest, looking just as fake as the fakest looking tits I had ever seen on another woman. I should have been furious about what was happening, but despite my surprise at the sudden change to my body, I didn’t feel particularly angry about it. If anything, I liked what I saw. I had never had anything worth showing off and these tits definitely looked good in the pink scoop-neck top I had been given to wear.

		But it wasn’t just how my tits filled out the top. They did more than that as they got bigger. I felt a burst of cool air around my middle. The size of my tits had stretched the top to the point where the top no longer met the waistband of my leggings. I reached my hand up across my belly to find at least an inch of bare midriff. And as my tits kept growing, there was no way that belt of flesh was not going to get wider.

		“How big are you going to make me?” I asked, already resigned to the fact that I was going to have big, fake looking, round tits from now on. Actually, the idea of that kind of turned me on. Not that I wasn’t already turned on. This just gave my arousal another spike.

		“Just a little bigger,” Bimbo Claus said with an even wider smile.

		And that was exactly what happened. They grew a little bigger. They were big, they were round, and they were heavy. Or at least, they were heavier than what I had before. TO be honest, they didn’t seem as heavy as they should have been. But they were still heavy enough to change my center of gravity and make it even more awkward to stand there in the insanely high heels I had been given to wear.

		“That’s much better, don’t you think?” he said, his gaze never leaving my exposed cleavage.

		I didn’t understand how any of this had just happened, but I couldn’t find it in myself to complain. I knew it wasn’t the feminist way of thinking, but I kind of liked the way he was looking at me. Then again, it helped that I was so fully infatuated with him. If he wanted to blow up my tits so I was more attractive to him, I supposed I could live with that.

		“I can see what you meant by a boost,” I answered.

		Bimbo Claus chuckled. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

		The warmth that had preceded my breast growth moved to other parts of my body. Only this time it was just focused on one area. It was everywhere. Before I knew it, my butt was expanding. I turned my head and looked over my shoulder to see it start pushing out and stretching my leggings. I vaguely wondered how long it would take before the leggings would become see-through.

		In addition to my ass growing into a perfect bubble butt, my legs grew a bit longer, giving me an increase in height from average to above average. And it wasn’t just length that was added. My legs were reshaped, at least from what I could tell standing there with my view partially blocked by the big, round tits that would proceed me wherever I went and blocked a proper view of my lower half.

		But that wasn’t all that the warm feeling did. I also felt it around my waist, probably removing the last few pounds I had been trying to lose for the past several years. I brought my hands up and felt taut skin covering tight muscles. I smiled knowing the gift that I had just been given.

		However, Bimbo Claus wasn’t done with me yet. As my legs became a closer ideal of perfection, the muscles and bones shifted slightly in my calves and feet, improving my balance and comfort in the high heels. I went from feeling as if I might fall over at any moment to feeling completely natural, as if I had been wearing such shoes all my life. It was strange, but certainly not unwelcome if this was how I was going to be expected to dress.

		As my hands traversed the bare skin around my middle, I felt my fingernails growing out. I brought my hands up in front of my face to see them already extending past the ends of my fingers, reaching at least a glamor length that I never would have been able to pull off without some kind of magical intervention. They were even colored pink to match my top. It was completely unexpected, but standing there, staring, I kind of liked it.

		I had never felt particularly beautiful before, but the changes Bimbo Claus was making to my body had all increased my beauty in one way or another. I was becoming his ideal woman. Of that, I was certain. And given how much I found him attractive and wished he would do all kinds of naughty things to me, things that would certainly place me on Santa’s naughty list, I wasn’t going to complain about all those changes. I just wanted him to fuck me.

		The moment I admitted that to myself, I felt a sense of relief. This was the job I wanted. Yes, it seemed they meant to hire someone else for the position, but they had hired me instead and I was getting a significant upgrade to my body. Either that, or I was hallucinating. But at least it was a pleasant hallucination.

		The final steps were all about my face and head. My hair grew out long and surprisingly blonde. Maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised, given what the busty blonde woman who greeted me looked like, but I had not been expecting to suddenly be sporting light blonde hair, especially hair that reached all the way down to just shy of my now sizable ass. But that wasn’t the only change. My nose seemed to slim and my eyelashes grew longer. And then my lips plumped up to the point I could see them when I looked down my nose.

		“That’s much better,” Bimbo Claus said. “Now why don’t you swing that ass of yours over here and help me into the rest of my costume. It’s time to greet the people who have come to see me.”

		I swayed over to the coat that hung on the wall. It was the big red coat I expected Santa Claus to wear, but knowing what Bimbo Claus hid beneath it made me smile. My hips swung back and forth with each step. I couldn’t stop myself even if I wanted to walk as I once had. This was how my body moved now. My movements were slower, but they were so much more sensual. I would even go so far as to say they were sexual in nature.

		But it wasn’t just my hips that moved. My ass undulated behind me as I walked. And more importantly, my tits bounced and bounded, barely restrained in the stretchy pink top. There was no fear that they might pop out of my top, but that was still more movement than I was used to experiencing. My old little breasts simply couldn’t hold a candle to my much bigger tits.

		There was a part of me that knew I probably now looked like a pornstar or stripper, but none of that mattered as I helped Bimbo Claus into his coat. Once I had it up over his shoulders, I walked around his large, muscular frame and began to do up the buttons on the front of the coat. Unlike some of those Santa costumes, Bimbo Claus’ coat featured proper buttons on the front.

		“That’s good work, Rose,” he said as he slapped my ass affectionately.

		I found myself tittering in response. I had never done that before, but I had never been so turned on before either. Just spending time around this man was enough to get me nice and wet. I had to hope my leggings wouldn’t show my arousal. They already had a bit of a wet look to them, which would probably help. But now that I didn’t have panties to contain myself, I felt more exposed. But it was clear that Bimbo Claus wanted me this way, so I would do as he wanted.

		“And if you do a good job today, I’ll make sure you’re rewarded with a bonus.”

		“Yes, sir,” I said. “What will I be doing?”

		“I need you to manage the head of the line,” he answered. “Yours is the most important job after my own. Without you, it will be complete chaos out there.”

		“I can do that,” I said, although I still didn’t know what to expect. Did people really come and visit Bimbo Claus? I remembered the front parking lot being full. Were those all people here for him? I had a hard time believing that.

		“Oh, but we need to get you a hat,” he said as he gave me one last approving look. He snatched a pink Santa hat off a nearby table and placed it on my blonde head. “That’s better. Now we’re both ready.”

		Bimbo Claus stuck out his arm and I grabbed onto it gratefully as we walked out of his room and out into the main area of the club. The stage that had once featured dancers and strippers was still there, although the poles had been removed. In their place was a large throne-like chair, decking out in red and gold.

		I nearly gasped when I saw the line that had already formed, snaking through the former club. The room was packed with women of all sorts, although they seemed to have certain qualities in common. I saw strippers and pornstars, including a couple that I even recognized from the occasional moment of watching porn in the past, as well as trophy wives and other people I would label as being somewhere on the bimbo spectrum. They all seemed excited to see Bimbo Claus.

		I took up my post at the head of the line. Right at the front was someone I guessed was a social media influencer. She clearly had work done, but she was also incredibly fit and wore stylish clothing that highlighted her body. There might have even been some brand names and major labels included in her outfit, but I had never been wealthy enough to afford such things.

		As soon as Bimbo Claus got himself situated on his chair, he gave me a thumbs up. That was his signal to me that he was ready to begin. I quickly compared myself to the first woman. Yes, she looked more stylish than I did, but I had bigger tits. That had to count for something.

		I raised the velvet rope and let her through. She bounced and bounded up the stairs onto the stage. She practically jumped into Bimbo Claus’ lap. He easily caught her. They spoke together for a minute or so, then they posed for a photograph. His hand found its way to her ass as he held her in his lap. She didn’t seem to mind, only giggling in response. I felt a bit jealous myself, although I had to remember he had been kind enough to give my ass a slap earlier.

		After the first woman was done, I let through the next one. It was slow going, with each woman needing a minute or two with Bimbo Claus. I slowly started to understand that some of the women were there to thank him for his past gifts to them and others were there to make requests and to wish for bigger boobs or a better boyfriend. It was all standard stuff, but after what had happened to me, I knew Bimbo Claus could actually deliver on those wishes. He’d done it for me and I hadn’t even wished for it.

		As I slowly became more comfortable in my role controlling the flow of women who got to meet Bimbo Claus, I started chatting with them, learning more about them. My first impressions were largely accurate. Many of the women were trophy wives or porn actresses on the verge of their big breakout. Even more were trying their hands at social media influencing. Some were more successful than others. And then there were plain housewives who were hoping for a little bimbo magic to spice up their lives at home.

		The more I worked, the more I found myself smiling. My arousal never dropped a bit as I worked. I kept taking sideways glances up at the stage where Bimbo Claus continued to hold court. I couldn’t get him out of my mind. His big coat hid his ripped body. I wondered if these women knew what lay beneath it. Or did they assume he was soft around the middle like Santa?

		I was given several short breaks throughout the day. Bimbo Claus followed all of the local labor laws. Not that I felt the need for a break. Just being in his presence was enough to keep me going. I didn’t understand how that worked, but I wasn’t going to complain either. Despite my breaks, Bimbo Claus never took one for himself, but I figured that was allowed given that he was the big boss and probably the technical owner, if there really was an owner for this kind of operation.

		And it was then that I realized I hadn’t even confirmed what this job would pay me. Not that I cared about money anymore. It was weird, but the longer I worked there, the more I felt as if money was an unimportant illusion. Yes, it was needed to survive, but it wasn’t important enough for me to worry about anymore. My worries in general seemed less important to me now.

		I knew, deep down, that something had changed about my way of thinking, but I couldn’t pinpoint any one change. Instead, it was the cumulative effect of working there that left me realizing that there were few things in life that really mattered. Maybe it was seeing all these bimbos that did it, that convinced me that life was better with an empty head and a stacked body. Or maybe it was the influence of Bimbo Claus that told me that it was better to be a bimbo. I didn’t know, but I certainly felt the pull toward the bimbo mindset.

		When the last of the women had come through the line and met with the man of the hour, everyone let out a sigh of relief.

		“Good job, everyone,” Bimbo Claus called out. This was not a one man operation. In addition to the two of us, there was also the photographer and the people who gave us breaks. It really was a team effort. We had served so many people, so many bimbos. I didn’t even know there were this many bimbos locally.

		Bimbo Claus turned to me in particular before he continued. “And a fabulous job, Rose. I know we said we wanted to hire someone else, but I think you really were the better choice. You have definitely earned yourself a bonus.”

		“Goodie,” I cried out as I bounced up and down, clapping my hands together excitedly. My big tits bounced in front of me, nearly hitting me in the chin, but I didn’t care. I was happier than I could have imagined.

		“If you’ll follow me,” Bimbo Claus said as he once again held out his arm to me.

		I skipped forward to join him, grabbing onto his arm as if my life depended on it. Somehow, I had a feeling it did. Joining his team meant I would never have to worry about anything ever again. I could be the bimbo I now wanted to be. All I had to do was let Bimbo Claus guide me and I would always be a happy little bimbo with big bimbo tits. That might not have been what I wanted in life when the day began, but it was all I wanted now.

		As we reached the door leading back to the office, Bimbo Claus turned and spoke to the woman I first met. “Take care of her complete onboarding. She’s staying with us from now on.”

		I didn’t know what that meant, but I realized I didn’t need to know anymore. Only Bimbo Claus needed to know now. I was just a bimbo. As long asI could still do my job, I didn’t need to know anything other than how to be the best bimbo I could be.

		As soon as we were alone, I helped Bimbo Claus remove his big coat, making sure to hang it up on the wall. Then I helped him out of his pants. It was only then that I got to see his big cock. Like me, Bimbo Claus was not wearing any underwear. Before I knew it, I stood before his almost god-like body, quivering with sexual need. He had given me a bimbo body and the exposure to him throughout the day had slowly drained my mind of anything but that which I needed to be a good bimbo worker for him.

		He pulled me close to him and pressed his hot lips against my own. I returned his kiss with reckless abandon. I gave myself to him fully, ready to put my body to use however he desired. As long as he fucked me, I would be a happy little bimbo. That was all I wanted. That was all I needed.

		When the kiss was finally broken, I looked up into his eyes to see a fire I hadn’t seen before. It was lust. It was his desire to lay claim to me and my bimbofied body. And I was giddy in my desire to give him everything he wanted. Showcasing his strength, he ripped my top from my body, exposing my big tits for the first time. They showed no signal that gravity existed as they stood out proudly on my chest.

		Then he reached down and ripped my leggings from my body, leaving me completely nude except for my heels. They kept me nice and tall and helped shape my body to make me look even more fuckable. It was only then, as I took a moment to admire my body, that I discovered he had removed all of my body hair. I giggled at the realization that I’d never need to shave again.

		Bimbo Claus eventually sat down on a chair similar to the one out on stage, but this was just for him. He then turned me around and had me sit on his lap. Only sitting on his lap required me to lower myself onto his big shaft. I squealed as he entered me, pushing his thick cock deep inside of me. It was better than I could have imagined.

		I was no stranger to sex before I became a bimbo, but feeling Bimbo Claus’ cock inside of me for the first time already outdid every other sexual encounter I had ever had. It was amazing, but it was only the beginning. Before I knew it, I was bouncing up and down in his lap, impaling myself on his cock, screaming out in pleasure with each thrust.

		“Fuck, that’s a tight pussy,” Bimbo Claus said as I kept sliding up and down on his shaft. “Then again, I made it that way. I do love me a tight pussy.”

		“Tight pussy,” I chanted back in return. My mind felt scattered under the onslaught of pleasure that filled my body. This was what I had been dreaming about all day and it was already better than I could have imagined. It felt like there was something building up inside of me, my orgasm ready to explode once it finally came. And knowing the magic that had created this moment, I could only guess that my orgasm would leave me cumming as he did.

		“You don’t mind that I’m about to cum in your pussy, do you?” he whispered in my ear as I continued to bounce up and down on his cock, my big tits bouncing with me.

		His hands reached up and started playing with my tits. He could see them by looking over my shoulder. As much as he liked my tight pussy, I knew he liked my tits too. I know I loved them. I loved everything about my body now. Before, when I wasn’t a bimbo, I had a boring body. I didn’t even remember it, but I knew I had sad and tiny titties. Now I had happy boobs and I knew my world would always be happiness.

		“Do it,” I finally answered. “Cum in my fucking pussy.”

		“That’s what I like to hear,” he said before he let out an animalistic grunt.

		Suddenly I felt his cock surge with an incredible amount of power. And the moment he let loose a torrent of cum deep into my pussy, I was cumming too. I bucked and flailed as he held me down on his cock as he pumped me full of his hot white seed. It felt like more than just an explosion went off inside of me. It felt like a nuclear bomb had just gone off. My vision turned white and my head fell back, my neck no longer able to carry its weight.

		Bimbo Claus held me tight as my orgasm rolled through my body, leaving me a barely coherent mess of a bimbo. But if there was any question as to whether I enjoyed my first bimbo fuck with the best man I had ever met, the smile on my lips sealed it.

		And it was only later, once I regained my senses, that I found myself still sitting on his lap, his big cock still inside of me. I turned my head and looked up into his eyes.

		“Do you want to keep going for another round?” I asked.

		“How could I say no to a question like that?” he responded.

		Somehow, moving like a flash, he picked me up and carried me across the room and deposited me onto the top of the desk. All the while, his cock remained inside of me, never leaving my tight pussy.

		My feet found the floor and I spread my legs to make sure he had access as my big tits pressed into the cold desktop. And then he started fucking me again. A normal man would have needed more time, but Bimbo Claus was magic and he knew how to fuck a bimbo like me.

		My life had certainly changed since I showed up to work that morning. But I wouldn’t want to change anything in my new life. It was perfect. And somehow I knew that we were going to be spreading Bimbo Christmas cheer to all the bimbos and wanna-be-bimbos around the world, giving them the chance to make their bimbo wishes come true. But for now, I was going to enjoy Bimbo Claus fucking me from behind as I wore nothing but my high heels. It was the bimbo thing to do.
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