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      Natalia's thumb hesitated over the glowing screen of her phone, her heart sinking as she scrolled past yet another post about the "sharing party."

      Glittering champagne flutes clinked in the photo, her friends' faces flushed with laughter and desire.

      "Having the best night ever!" read the caption. "So grateful for our amazing circle of friends. #ConjugalCirclesLive #BestHolidayPartyEver”, #BestTimeOfMyLife.

      Blah fucking blah!

      Her fingers tightened around her phone. She could almost hear the sultry jazz playing in the background, smell the heady mix of cinnamon and clove.

      Her throat tightened as she imagined the warmth of bodies moving together, the whispered secrets and stolen glances.

      "They didn't invite me because I'm single," she muttered, tossing her phone aside. "They probably think I'd try to steal someone's husband, “or maybe I’m too prudish for them.”

      The silence of her cozy house pressed in around her. Outside, a gust of wind rattled the window, carrying the faint sound of carolers. Natalia hugged herself, rubbing her arms as if to ward off a chill.

      "It's not like I'd do that," she said to the empty room. "I just... I just want to feel wanted again."

      Her gaze drifted to the string of twinkling lights she'd hung halfheartedly across her mantel. They emitted a soft glow, but did little to dispel the loneliness that clung to every surface.

      With a sigh, she retrieved her phone. Her thumb hovered over the power button before she gave in, opening the app once more.

      A new photo appeared. It was her friend Leila, wrapped in the arms of not one but two men, all three gazing at each other with undisguised hunger.

      "God," Natalia whispered, heat blooming across her cheeks. "When was the last time anyone looked at me like that?"

      She closed her eyes, imagining strong hands on her waist, lips brushing her neck. The fantasy faded as quickly as it formed, leaving her aching and frustrated.

      "This is pathetic," Natalia muttered, tossing her phone aside again. "I need to get out of this funk."

      Looking around her quiet space, the task seemed insurmountable. The cheerful decorations felt like a mockery, reminding her of all she lacked.

      She curled up on the couch, wrapping herself in a blanket as if it could shield her from the bitterness of her loneliness.

      "Maybe next year will be different," she whispered, but the words rang hollow in the stillness of the night.

      Natalia shook herself from her reverie, forcing her body into motion. She couldn't wallow in self-pity all night. With determined steps, she made her way to the storage closet, pulling out more boxes of Christmas decorations.

      "Okay, let's do this," she muttered, setting a small artificial tree on her coffee table.

      Her thoughts drifted as she unraveled a string of multicolored lights,. "Remember when Tom used to help with this?" she mused aloud, her voice barely above a whisper. "He'd always manage to tangle himself up..."

      Her hands trembled slightly as she draped the lights around the tree. No use remembering the past. The tiny bulbs winked at her, a poor substitute for the warmth of shared laughter and stolen kisses.

      Natalia reached for a box of ornaments, each one a memory. "I wonder if I'd have more courage if I wasn't so shy," she pondered, hanging a delicate glass snowflake. "Maybe I'd be at that party instead of... this."

      She paused, a glittery red bauble dangling from her fingers. “Sheesh! Listen to me. I sound so bitter." She hung the ornament with a little more force than necessary. "It's not their fault I can't seem to connect with anyone."

      Continuing her decorating, her movements became more mechanical. "Is this what the rest of my life is going to be like?" she wondered, her voice catching. "Alone at Christmas, pretending tinsel and lights can fill the void?"

      The tree slowly came to life, twinkling merrily in defiance of her mood. Natalia stepped back, arms wrapped tightly around herself. "It's beautiful," she whispered, "but it doesn't change anything, does it?"

      Delicate red-polished fingers traced the curve of a shiny ornament, her reflection distorted in its surface. "Maybe..." she murmured, her voice trembling, "maybe it's time I did something different. Something... daring."

      She set the ornament down, her heart racing at the thought. "What if I just... let go? Just once?" Natalia's cheeks flushed as she imagined stepping out of her comfort zone.

      Shaking her head, she reached for a string of tinsel. "No, I couldn't. Could I?" She draped it over a lamp, her movements slow and deliberate. "But God, I'm so tired of being alone."

      Her gaze drifted to the window, where snowflakes danced in the glow of streetlights. "What's holding me back, really? My own fears?" She laughed softly, the sound tinged with both nervousness and excitement.

      "I mean, it's not like I haven't thought about it before," she admitted to herself, adjusting a crooked candy cane on the tree. "Those nights when the bed feels too big, too empty..."

      Her hands paused on the ornament box. "Is it really so wrong to want connection? To crave touch?" Natalia bit her lip, considering. "Maybe it's time I stopped waiting for it to come to me."

      She moved to the mantel, arranging a row of festive candles. "I could do something wild, couldn't I? Something just for me?" The flame flickered as she lit each one, casting a warm glow across her face. "No one has to know."

      Her breath mellowed as she allowed herself to seriously consider the possibility. "It's terrifying," she whispered, "but also... thrilling." She turned, surveying her place with new eyes. "This could be the start of something new. Something exciting."

      Her fingers toyed with the hem of her sweater. "I just need to be brave enough to take that first step."

      She settled onto her couch with her heart racing, laptop balanced precariously on her knees. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly as she typed "escort services" into the search bar.

      "Oh wow, am I really doing this?" she murmured, her cheeks flushing as she scrolled through the results.

      A glittering banner caught her eye: "Santa Package - Make Your Christmas Wishes Come True!" She froze mid-breath as she clicked the link, her eyes widening at the images that appeared.

      "Holy..." she whispered, unable to tear her gaze away from the photos of muscular men in suggestive Santa costumes. "This is... wow."

      Her hand shook as she reached for her wine glass, taking a generous sip. "It's just fantasy fulfillment, right? Nothing wrong with that," she reasoned aloud, trying to quell the butterflies in her stomach.

      She scrolled further, her pulse quickening as she read the service description. "Discreet, professional, and tailored to your desires," Natalia read softly, her voice barely above a whisper. "No strings attached."

      Her cursor hovered over the "Book Now" button. "I could always change my mind," she mused, biting her lower lip. "But what if... what if this is exactly what I need?"

      She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and clicked, her heart racing as the phone rang, each trill sending a jolt through her body. Her fingers clenched the device tightly, knuckles white with tension.

      "Hello, Yule-Ho-Tide Experience. How may I assist you?" a silky voice answered. She liked the way he said Ho!

      Natalia swallowed hard. "I... I'd like to book the Santa Package," she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

      "Certainly, ma'am. May I have your name and address?" No reproach, no judgement, just a warm voice.

      She replied with her name and address in a trembling voice, silently praying that it wouldn’t be her last night on earth.

      Her mind whirled with conflicting emotions. 'What am I doing?' she thought, even as she continued speaking. 'This isn't me... is it?'

      "And when would you like Santa to visit, Ms. L?”

      Natalia hesitated, then blurted, "Tonight if that's possible."

      "Of course. Santa will arrive at 8 PM. Is there anything specific you'd like him to bring?"

      "N-no, just him is fine," Natalia managed to choke out, her cheeks burning.

      After hanging up, she sprang into action, panic fueling her movements. She darted around her apartment, frantically tidying up.

      "Oh God, what if he judges my decor?" she muttered, rearranging throw pillows for the third time. "Get it together, Natalia. He's not here for your interior design skills."

      She paused in front of her bedroom mirror, scrutinizing her reflection. "Should I change? Maybe something sexier?" She rifled through her closet, discarding outfit after outfit. "Do I even own anything sexy?"

      As the clock ticked closer to 8 PM, Natalia's nerves intensified. She paced her living room, alternating between eager anticipation and paralyzing fear.

      "I can do this," she told her reflection, attempting a confident smile that came out more like a grimace. "It's just one night. One magical, potentially mind-blowing night."
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      Natalia stood in front of the full-length mirror in her bedroom, donning a festive red dress that hugged her curves in all the right places.

      She tucked a strand of her long auburn hair behind her ear, nervously brushing it away from her face.

      The dress ended just above her knees, showcasing her slender legs, which she'd spent extra time moisturizing for this occasion.

      She paired the dress with a fuzzy cream-colored cardigan, perfect for the chilly winter nights.

      Her amber eyes met her reflection, and she exhaled, mentally rehearsing what she'd say when he arrived. For a moment, she considered changing her mind, but the thought of another night alone in her cozy, yet lonely house quelled her doubts.

      With wary eyes, she  surveyed her living room, picking up the wayward throw pillows and straightening the coffee table.

      She lit vanilla-cinnamon-scented candles, and the room filled with the warmth of the season.

      The Christmas tree in the corner twinkled with multicolored lights made the room festive. The nutty scent of brewed hot chocolate she’d consumed earlier still permeated the air, reminding her of snowy nights spent with her family as a child.

      She smoothed out the wrinkles on the plush sofa again, plumping the fluffy pillows.

      It had been a while since she'd had company over, let alone for this purpose. Her cheeks flushed at the thought.

      Her thoughts still wandering, she lit the remaining candles in her room, each flickering flame urging her on. She queued up a playlist of soft, sensual music, the slow melodies filling the air.

      The room's ambiance shifted, becoming warmer, more inviting, and decidedly more intimate.

      The doorbell chimed, its cheerful tone slicing through Natalia's nervous reverie. She strode, then stood by the door, her heart racing as she gripped the doorknob.

      Taking a deep breath, she swung the door open, revealing a striking figure clad in a vibrant red Santa suit. The moment her eyes met his, warmth washed over her like a cozy blanket.

      "Ho! Ho! Ho! Merry Christmas," a rich, velvety voice greeted her. "I'm here to grant you your Santa Package."

      She blushed and looked away, her cheeks flushing at his directness. Something about the way he said it made her feel wanted and desired so she didn’t dwell on it. His words resonated within her deeply, and she wondered what she was in for.

      Her jaw dropped after getting a good look. Before her stood the most convincing, and attractive Santa she'd ever seen.

      His costume was impeccable, from the flowing white beard to the shiny black boots. It was the twinkling eyes and the not-so-subtle hint of a muscular physique beneath the red suit that made her pulse quicken however. She wasn’t sure of his age but guessed late twenties or very early thirties under the beard.

      "I... um... hi," she stammered, drinking in the sight of him. "Please, come in... Santa."

      While he stepped inside, she caught a whiff of pine and cinnamon
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