
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Mary looked down at the star ornament in her hand. It was porcelain white, smooth with rounded edges and dusted with gold - a family heirloom passed down from her mother that came with memories of warm fires and Christmas cheer. But now, in her own home, she looked around the empty living room. It was just her and the oversized Christmas tree which stood in front of her, mocking her loneliness with its dazzling lights. 

Mary sighed and stretched up to place the star on top of the tree. Her short satin nightdress crept up to reveal her warm, firm thighs, and as she stood back to admire the tree, she couldn’t help but smile. She had dressed the tree perfectly!  

Beside it, on the mantle piece, was a glass of almond milk and dairy-free cookies. She had read in the news that poor ol’ Santa had developed a lactose intolerance due to overconsumption.   

“I hope he doesn’t have a nut allergy,” she thought to herself. She had always prided herself on being on the “Good Girl” list and she certainly didn’t want that to change... Or did she?

In the bedroom, the large, empty bed was a stark reminder of how her long-term boyfriend had left her alone for the holidays. He had become more distant over the past year, and had suggested they spend the Christmas holidays “doing their own thing.” It all seemed highly suspicious, but worst of all, she ultimately didn’t care. It had become a passionless, dull relationship...

Things had started off well enough, as most relationships usually do, but even in the beginning his lust for her was, well... short lived. And by now, she couldn’t even remember the last time she had orgasmed! It was a sad and lonely thought to be having on Christmas Eve.

Mary slipped under the bedcovers, soft and warm, and thought about her friends with pangs of jealousy. They were all out there, in the prime time of their lives, having fun and coming back with wild stories of lustful encounters!

Her best friend had once told a story of a handsome man slipping his fingers into her pussy in a glass elevator for everyone to see. The idea of being exposed like that made Mary’s nipples hard and, now lying in bed, her fingers began to wander. First across the warm valley of her belly, then further down, slipping under her panties. Her clit was aching for attention.

“Perhaps I should buy myself a vibrator?” she thought to herself. It was strange she didn’t have one, but then again, her boyfriend had always seemed so insecure whenever she mentioned anything to do with sex. 
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Fate brought him down ;r chimney.

She did the rest.






