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Introduction – A Festive Dose
of Karma

Christmas. A time of love,
light, laughter… and let’s be honest — occasional stress, chaos,
and the strange urge to pretend everything’s perfect while quietly
questioning life choices. From tangled fairy lights and
questionable office Secret Santa gifts, to family gatherings that
test your patience (and digestion), the holidays somehow bring out
the best and worst in all of us.

This book isn’t here to ruin
the season — quite the opposite. It’s a humorous, slightly
sarcastic, but very human look at how karma seems to sneak into
every little corner of the festive period. From the child who
throws a tantrum because the PlayStation was “the wrong model,” to
the person who donates €2 and expects sainthood, we’ve all played a
role in the theatre of Christmas madness.

And that’s okay.

You’ll probably recognize
yourself in some chapters. Maybe your neighbour. Maybe your dog.
We’ve all re-gifted. We’ve all pretended to like something. We’ve
all over-eaten to the point where even our sweat smells like
stuffing. This book is not about pointing fingers — unless it’s in
a funny way.




So relax. Enjoy the ride
through holiday karma. Laugh a little, reflect a little, and maybe
— just maybe — go a little easier on yourself (and others) this
year. Christmas isn’t about perfection. It’s about surviving with
dignity, humour, and hopefully, a bit of leftover dessert.

Because at the end of the day,
whether you celebrate Christmas, Hanukkah, Festivus, or just like
the lights and food, one thing’s certain:

Karma never takes a holiday.
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Chapter 1:
All I Want for Christmas Is Regret

You’d think after centuries of
repeating the same festive routine, humans would have cracked the
code on how to Christmas properly. But no. Every December, like a
snow-covered Groundhog Day, people dive headfirst into a
glitter-drenched disaster zone of anxiety, debt, and
passive-aggressive dinner conversations — and then act stunned when
it all ends in family tension, unwanted socks, and the quiet regret
of overcooked Brussels sprouts.




Let’s get one thing straight: Christmas itself isn’t the
problem. The birth of a savior, a tree indoors, or even the idea of
giving — none of that is inherently awful. The problem, as always,
is people. Somewhere along the way, the season of goodwill turned
into a chaotic sprint to buy approval, fake joy, and secure the
moral high ground with overpriced candles. What once was a peaceful
reflection on life’s blessings is now a high-stakes competition of
who can pretend to be happiest while dying slowly inside from
family drama and indigestion.

The infamous Christmas list?
It used to be cute. A kid scribbling “puppy” and “bike” in crayon.
Now it’s a Google spreadsheet with hyperlinks, brand
specifications, delivery cut-off dates, and color options. Adults
do it too — oh yes — only they mask it behind thin politeness. “Oh,
I don’t need anything this year… but if you must, I did see a
little something from that boutique shop that ships from France and
costs more than your rent.” And heaven help you if you stray from
that divine list. Because while Karma is patient, Karen is not.
She’s already rehearsing her passive-aggressive response: “Oh...
thank you. That’s... different.”




And the pressure doesn’t stop at the gift itself. It must also
be wrapped beautifully, with just the right amount of tape and
seasonal flair. Handwritten card optional, but strongly advised —
otherwise, you’re basically a heartless Grinch who doesn’t respect
the sanctity of overpriced wrapping paper. Some people even add
handmade touches like dried orange slices or hand-tied bows. You
know, because nothing says “Merry Christmas” like spending three
hours crafting a gift wrap for a cousin you haven’t spoken to since
2016.

And let’s not forget the
emotional landmines buried under every sparkly ribbon. Gift-giving
has become less about joy and more about walking a tightrope over
the lava pit of social expectations. Too cheap? You’re a
cheapskate. Too expensive? Show-off. Nothing at all? Cold-hearted
monster. Get the exact item they wanted? Well, now you’re just
predictable and boring. Apparently, the perfect gift must align
with their personality, vibe, astrological birth chart, and the
color of their emotional aura. Good luck.

But Karma? Karma thrives in this environment. She doesn’t need
to lift a finger. She just leans back in her sleigh, sipping her
mulled wine and watching everyone sabotage their own holiday spirit
with a slow, cheerful implosion of expectation versus reality.




And that’s only the pre-Christmas tension.

Once the presents are finally unwrapped, the real psychological
warfare begins. That awkward moment when someone opens your gift —
and you see it in their eyes. That split second where they’re
trying to figure out if they can fake gratitude convincingly, or if
their soul is about to burst out of their body and slap you for
your poor life choices.

Karma’s taking notes. She’s
just getting warmed up.

There’s something magical — or rather, tragically hilarious —
about watching someone unwrap a gift they clearly didn’t want.
Their mouth says “Wow!” but their eyes scream, “Why do you hate
me?” You know the moment. The awkward pause, the fake smile, the
desperate scramble to find anything positive to say. “Oh, look,
it’s… socks… with llamas… how quirky!” Meanwhile, the gift-giver
leans in, eager for validation. It’s like a game show with no
prizes — just judgment.




But it’s not just about what’s given. It’s about the moment.
That small, crushing moment of performance. Because you don’t open
gifts in privacy anymore — oh no — you do it in front of a live
studio audience of family members and in-laws, all waiting to see
your reaction, as if your expression will validate their own gift
choices. There’s no escape. You unwrap one wrong move and you're
branded as ungrateful. Even Karma would flinch watching that
pressure unfold.

And yet, some people take
this entire exchange as a personal vendetta. The revenge gifters.
The ones who remember that last year you gave them a bottle of €3
wine, so this year they return the favor with a passive-aggressive
cookbook titled “Meals Even You Can’t Mess Up.” It’s not about the
gift — it’s about the message. And oh, how Karma loves messages
wrapped in ribbons of resentment.




Then there’s the Secret Santa carnage. Someone had the bright
idea to bring that nonsense into the workplace, where social
dynamics are already as comfortable as a cactus chair. Now you’re
buying a €10 present for a colleague you only know through awkward
elevator rides and printer jams. Do you play it safe with
chocolates? Risk it with a novelty mug? Or go rogue and buy
nothing, pretending you forgot — thereby invoking the wrath of both
office HR and the invisible hand of holiday Karma?

Let’s be honest, half of Secret Santa gifts end up in drawers,
closets, or the re-gifting pile for next year’s Secret Santa. The
circle of recycled regret continues. Karma doesn’t even need to
show up anymore — she’s automated that cycle.

But it’s not just the
thoughtless gifts that sting. It’s the obligatory ones — the ones
you give not because you care, but because society demands it. The
gifts for your cousin’s new boyfriend. The gift basket for the
neighbor who once mowed half your lawn. The overpriced candle for
the aunt who smells like mothballs and judgment. These gifts are
less about joy and more about strategic avoidance of social
discomfort.




And while you’re busy buying presents you can’t afford for
people you don’t particularly like, your bank account is filing for
emotional bankruptcy. You lie to yourself. “It’s Christmas. It’s
fine.” No, it’s not fine. It’s financially reckless holiday
theater, and Karma has front row seats.

People talk about the “true
meaning” of Christmas like it’s some long-lost treasure buried
under layers of tinsel and receipts. But maybe the real meaning is
this: Christmas is a mirror. It shows you exactly how far people
will go to keep up appearances, impress others, and drown their
insecurities in gift wrap and mulled wine.

And as the wrapping paper
piles up and smiles fade, Karma sits there — not judging, just
observing — waiting for the inevitable crash that follows all this
manic cheer.

Now let’s talk about the gift
Olympics — also known as “Who Can Out-Gift Whom This Year.” It’s
less about generosity and more about dominance disguised in
glittery bows. Someone gives you a “little something,” and it turns
out to be a €300 smartwatch. Meanwhile, you hand them a scented
candle and die a little inside. Oh, the sweet smell of humiliation.
Lavender with a top note of failure.




This is where Christmas becomes psychological warfare. Because
it’s not just about giving — it’s about winning. You didn’t just
show up to celebrate; you showed up to compete. And the
battleground? A living room carpet covered in shiny paper and
crushed expectations. Grandma’s crocheted scarf is now competing
against a PlayStation 5, and the tension could cut through a candy
cane.

Revenge begins here. You know you’ll spend the next 364 days
plotting your return to glory. “Next year, I’ll get them something
spectacular,” you mutter to yourself, shaking your head as you sip
store-brand eggnog. Karma, of course, loves this energy. It’s
petty, it’s personal, and it’s deliciously predictable.

But the true cherry on top of
the regret cake is the post-Christmas bank statement. Suddenly, the
joy of giving transforms into a financial hangover that lasts well
into February. People treat Christmas like some kind of financial
free-for-all, using phrases like “It’s just once a year” to justify
burning holes into their wallets with limited-edition trash no one
asked for. You’ve seen it — the LED toilet paper holder, the
Bluetooth-enabled cheese board, the self-watering chia pet shaped
like Elon Musk.




It always starts with good intentions. “I’ll stick to a budget.”
Famous last words. Within minutes you’ve bought three gifts for
your dog, spent €40 on wrapping paper, and accidentally joined a
wine subscription service for your neighbor. The checkout beeps
become a lullaby, and your credit card begins to smoke. All in the
name of love — or guilt. Often both.

And when those “regret
purchases” pile up, they don’t just vanish. They linger. Hidden in
back closets, donated anonymously, or re-wrapped and sent to your
next victim. That LED flamingo wine bottle holder you bought at the
last minute? It’ll come back. Karma sees to it. Maybe next
Christmas it’ll be under your own tree, with a tag that reads “From
Aunt Doris.” Full circle. Poetic justice.

Let’s not ignore the sticker
deception. You know exactly what I mean. Tearing off price tags,
scribbling over barcode stickers, or plastering discount tags with
glittery reindeer decals. “They’ll never know it was on sale,” you
whisper, like a festive criminal. But Karma knows. She always
knows. And she files that info away for later, just in case she
needs to humble you down the road with a flash sale on dignity.




Then comes the emotional debt. Oh yes, the invisible yet very
real cost of family tension. The one-upmanship, the grudges, the
passive-aggressive commentary during dinner: “I guess someone
didn’t get the color memo.” Aunts who drink too much, uncles who
say the wrong thing, siblings who pretend your gift was “so them.”
It's like emotional dodgeball, except everyone’s blindfolded and
the balls are on fire.

And through it all, Karma just leans back, jingling her bells in
satisfaction. Because Christmas doesn’t destroy people — people
destroy themselves trying to make Christmas perfect.

And now, we come to the
post-holiday aftermath — the stretch between December 26th and the
bitter return to normal life where all the sugar highs have crashed
and you're left surrounded by empty boxes, tangled fairy lights,
and the creeping sense that you spent three weeks preparing for
twelve disappointing hours and a dry turkey.




This is when Karma truly thrives — not in the chaos of the
moment, but in the slow burn of realization. You overspent. You
under-enjoyed. You forced a smile through three dinners, two family
arguments, and one existential crisis during Home Alone 2. The
photos on Instagram looked great, though. Your real face? Less
so.

Then comes the ritual known as The Returns. The annual migration
to shopping centers where tired souls wait in endless queues,
clutching unwanted gifts like relics of shame. Nobody’s making eye
contact. Everyone’s silently judging. “Did she really think I’d
wear this?” echoes through minds like a holiday ghost.

You’ll hear phrases like:

“I just need store
credit.”

“It didn’t fit.”

“My... cousin already has
one.”




Lies, of course. Nobody had the guts to say it was a bad gift,
so now Karma is making you stand in a line that moves slower than
Santa on vacation. A line that will test your patience, bladder,
and belief in humanity — all before noon.

And let’s not forget the
social media regret. The pressure to perform continues well after
the gifts are opened. “Look at my cozy Christmas morning!” you
caption, while cropping out the wine stain from last night’s
argument. Everyone's grinning in matching pajamas, pretending like
no one cried in the kitchen twenty minutes earlier over potatoes.
Karma loves filters. Especially the emotional kind.

The worst part? You’ll do it
again next year. Like clockwork. As if December casts a spell of
forgetfulness over the population. 

All the stress, drama,
overspending, and regret get swept under a mental rug as the clock
strikes midnight on New Year’s Eve. 

You make your resolutions,
swear you’ll “keep it simple next time,” and then eleven months
later, you’re Googling “unique Christmas gifts that say I love you
but cost under €10.”




Let’s face it — the only true constant in the holiday season is
the regret that follows the performance. Because that’s what
Christmas has become for many: a production. And Karma? She’s the
backstage manager. She doesn’t need to take center stage — you’ll
hang yourself with your own tinsel.

So here’s the truth most won’t admit: It’s not the gifts that
make the season special.

It’s not the family dinners, or the playlists, or the cards.

It’s the moments in between — the unscripted ones — that sneak
in quietly and leave a mark.

But most people are too busy
looking for the perfect picture to post, the perfect gift to give,
the perfect tree to decorate — and they miss it. Again and
again.

Until Karma decides it’s time for a lesson.

Maybe it’s in the form of a gift that exposes someone’s real
character.




Maybe it’s a meltdown during
dinner.

Or maybe, just maybe, it’s that creeping feeling at 2 a.m. on
Christmas night when the world is quiet, and you finally ask
yourself…

“Why do I always feel so empty after all this?”

To which Karma answers: “Because you keep forgetting what
matters — and I’ll be here, year after year, until you figure it
out.”
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Chapter 2:
The Ghost of Present Pressure

There’s a special kind of dread that creeps in around
mid-December — not the fear of forgetting someone’s gift or running
out of wrapping paper. No, this one’s deeper. It’s the slow,
suffocating realization that you are now contractually obligated by
society to be present, joyful, sociable, emotionally available, and
mentally stable — all at once — for at least two weeks
straight.

Karma watches this circus unfold every year like a seasoned
spectator at a bad play. The actors change, but the plot stays the
same:

You’ll show up. You’ll smile.
You’ll suffer.

Let’s start with the forced
cheerfulness. There’s nothing like being told to “lighten up, it’s
Christmas!” while you’re mentally calculating how many relatives
you have to emotionally tolerate over the next few days. Your
calendar suddenly turns into a punishment schedule: mandatory
dinners, awkward reunions, chaotic shopping trips, and at least one
office party where someone will photocopy their butt.

You don’t get to say no.
Saying no makes you “cold.” “Anti-family.” “A Grinch.”




God forbid you want to spend
your holidays in peace, away from people whose only common trait is
a shared bloodline and the ability to criticize your life choices
within five minutes of arrival.

And the travel. Oh, the joy of transportation hell. Nothing says
“season of goodwill” like overpriced train tickets, traffic jams
that double your travel time, or airports full of screaming
children and delayed flights. Somehow, everyone forgets how to
behave during holiday travel — adults turn into toddlers and
toddlers turn into banshees.

By the time you arrive at your destination, you’ve already
imagined faking an emergency just to turn back. But no. You smile.
You hug. You pretend you’re happy to see them even though you’ve
been dreading this moment since Halloween.

Karma’s not doing this to you — you are.

And then comes the emotional blackmail, elegantly wrapped in
glitter and passive aggression.




“Oh, I guess some people are just too busy to visit their aging
relatives.”

Translation: “I will now
guilt-trip you into staying three days longer than planned and
listening to stories about people you’ve never met.”

You’ll be made to feel like
you owe everyone your time. And if you don’t give it, you’re the
villain of Christmas. No one cares if you’re burned out,
emotionally drained, or just not in the mood to hear Uncle Heinz
explain cryptocurrency again. The holidays are not about you.
They’re about obligation disguised as tradition.

And when you finally get five minutes alone to breathe, you’ll
question your entire existence — and that’s when Karma gently
whispers in your ear:

“You chose this.”

Once you’re trapped inside the holiday vortex, there's no polite
exit. You’ve smiled through the greetings, survived the family hugs
that last a few seconds too long, and endured the initial round of
passive-aggressive questions:




“So, still single?”

“Still working that same job?”

“Still haven’t given us grandchildren?”

Translation: “We’ve judged you already — just confirming our
data.”

Now, it’s time for the mandatory participation phase. This is
where things get real.

You are expected to engage. Fully. Enthusiastically. Whether
it’s carol singing (which you hate), Christmas bingo (rigged), or
that horrible tradition where someone forces everyone into matching
pajamas like some weird festive cult — you must be involved. Not
participating means you’re ruining the fun. And Karma? She’s just
sitting in the corner sipping eggnog, nodding approvingly as your
soul evaporates.

Here’s the secret truth no one admits: no one is having that
much fun.




People are faking it better than their online dating
profiles.

Behind every forced laugh is a mental countdown. Behind every
festive selfie is a person dying inside but committed to capturing
the illusion of seasonal joy for Instagram.

And the kids — oh, the kids
are feral. Sugar-high maniacs running around like reindeer on
cocaine. You’ll hear parents say things like “It’s their holiday
too!” while little Liam throws a snow globe at your knee and
screams because his gingerbread man is “the wrong brown.” Karma
isn’t punishing you. This is your reward for showing up.

Meals are another landmine.
The pressure to perform peaks in the kitchen, where generations
clash over the “right way” to cook potatoes. Every dish becomes a
power struggle.

“Back in my day, we didn’t
use all this fancy nonsense.”

“Yes, Grandma, that’s why
everyone had scurvy.”




But you can’t say that. You just nod, pass the salt, and take
another bite of something that tastes suspiciously like cardboard
soaked in nostalgia.

Let’s not forget the gift performance. After dinner, everyone
gathers in the living room for the grand unwrapping ritual. You sit
in a circle — no escape. One by one, people open gifts while others
stare, analyzing facial reactions like forensic experts.

Did they like it?

Was that smile real?

Was that hesitation before the “thank you” meaningful?

It’s not a gift exchange — it’s emotional roulette.




Then there’s the “We all have to stay up and watch that movie”
moment. A tradition that started years ago and no one enjoys
anymore, but you’re not allowed to change it because “it’s what
we’ve always done.” You’ll sit there in a stupor, pretending to
enjoy it, while Karma leans back on the sofa and whispers, “Told
you so.”

The worst part? You didn’t even want to come. You knew this
would happen.

But you came anyway.

Because guilt. Because pressure. Because it’s Christmas.

Because deep down, you hoped maybe this year would be
different.

It never is.




By this point, you’ve sat
through more fake smiles than a plastic surgeon’s Instagram feed.
You’ve survived the family games, passive-aggressive pie-serving,
and the “remember when you peed your pants in kindergarten?”
stories that no one — literally no one — asked to be retold for the
ninth year in a row.
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Karma sees
when you're
sleeping
and knows
when you're
awake.
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Let it go.
Karma
won't.
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Santa baby,
| want a yacht—
and karma said
that’s a lot.





