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Mary Lou was glad her day was over, she
survived the Christmas office party, but it sure wasn’t easy. She
didn’t care for most of the people, it was just a job, something to
pay the bills until the next opportunity came around.

The office was a menagerie of shapes and
sizes, very few attractive men of worth, most middle-aged married
men, besides the one metro-sexual guy. Mary Lou was told by her
friend Karen that he had a boyfriend, so even if she was into
hooking up at work, he wouldn’t be the one.

The office was quite strict, so the party
started after 5pm, just so it was technically off the books and it
was time for the punch to be spiked with that booze no one was
supposed to know about.

Karen handed Mary Lou a glass of punch and
leaned in to whisper something, but was interrupted by Bob, one of
the sales supervisors.

“You ladies up for some charades?” Bob
belched out.

Mary Lou did her best to hide the cringe from
having Bob so close, his huge gut and the strands of hair pasted
over his sweaty brow in an awful attempt of a comb-over.

“He smells like garlic.” Karen whispered
behind her glass of punch.”

Both women giggled, but Mary Lou knew it was
time for her to go, so she hugged Karen, gathered up her things and
made her way to the elevator.

On the way out, Mary Lou walked past a door,
just slightly ajar, she did a double take. The section of hallway
she stood in was unlit and she peered into a dark office lit by a
desk lamp. She was taken aback by what she saw.

It was another manager, Richard in his desk
chair with someone, a young woman on her knees in front of him. The
woman’s face was hard to see, her long hair draped over the side of
her face, but it was clear to Mary Lou what the woman was
doing.

Soft slurping sounds and a rhythmic motion of
the rise and fall of her head were the telltale signs. Richard had
his eyes closed, until there was an audible pop of suction of
release, where the girl brushed her hair from her young face, asked
Richard something and her opened his eyes with a nod.

Mary Lou knew the girl, just out of college,
too naïve to know better, to understand any promises made in her
current situation were probably lies for some quick pleasure.

The girl returned to sucking Richard’s cock,
but just before Mary Lou walked away, he must have felt her
presence, turned and looked towards the door. The young woman
sucking his cock didn’t stop, increased her pace and Richard
groaned as he filled the girl’s mouth all while he locked eyes
where Mary Lou would be.

She had to walk away, to be honest with
herself Mary Lou wasn’t sure why she stopped and watched. The image
would fade in and out as she made her way home.

In the hum of muzik that churned out
Christmas tunes on the elevator and down to the street. Mary Lou
brushed by strangers on the street, mild weather with scattered
showers couldn’t stop the holiday spirt. Each stranger she passed
on the walk home, smiled politely, but she was more than ready to
be home.

Mary Lou was reluctant to decorate her
apartment, but it was a nice reminder that it was Christmas,
despite living in a place devoid of a change in seasons. The first
thing she’d do when got home is flip the switch on the wall, it
made her smile when her fake little Christmas tree sparkled awake
with flashing LED bulbs.

The rest was all a bit repetitious, purse on
the table just inside the door, keys and phone on the counter that
separated her living room and kitchen area, but tonight was a bit
different. It wasn’t the wine, no that was fairly common after a
day of work. Once Mary Lou had poured herself a glass of red wine,
she set about getting Santa’s snack ready.

Sure, it might be a waste of time for a
single woman to set cookies and milk out for some mythical
stranger, especially in her case where she lived ten floors up.
Security was pretty tight in her building and it made her giggle a
bit to imagine Santa trying to get up to deliver gifts without
first buzzing the resident.

The image of Richard flashed into Mary Lou’s
mind as she slowed down, half-way into a glass of wine, she’d
slipped out of her office attire into a X-large shirt. In the dark
of the room, colored light flashed across the fabric of her huge
shirt, her knees tucked up inside to stretch the fabric taut. It
wasn’t even Richard that made the image so unforgettable.

Mary Lou couldn’t put her finger on what it
was, but the buzz from the wine started to stir something inside,
her knees pooped free from under the shirt and she bunched the
cloth up over her belly button. LED reflected along the smooth skin
of her thighs, told the secrets she told no one else as her fingers
ran along the upper surface of her groin.

One last sip of wine and it was time for a
refill, whatever was going on before would wait for Mary Lou to
return to the couch. Wine, or rather the buzz of it helped enhance
the tingle of the other need she sought.

On Mary Lou’s return to the couch, a couple
sips in, she discovered her pussy had started without her. Just one
pass of her finger along the outer labia coated her finger tip with
a sticky sweet fluid. Before going further, another sip of wine and
with the glass safely back on the bale’s surface Mary Lou continued
to explore her soft folds.

First it was just the single finger, back and
forth along the outer surface with occasional circles, which sent
shivers thru her body. She bit her lip with the next step, gently
pushing her finger inside and once the swollen lips greeted the
single phalange, Mary Lou added a second one. She arched her back
as she guided her two middle fingers deeper with the soft sound of
pussy juice. Slowly, Mary Loud moved the two fingers in and out,
never seeing the way the LED colors engaged the gooey fingers, but
she didn’t have any interest in the sight of it.

No, for some reason, Mary Lou replayed the
sight of the girl sucking Richards cock the power she might have if
she could realize it. The way she brought the cum out of Richard’s
balls with little more than her mouth.

Mary Lou quickened her pace, the wet sounds
from her pussy seemed to match the flashing of the Christmas tree
lights, still she wouldn’t notice. Her free hand pressed over her
head to brace her ever arching back on the counter. Faster and
faster she went, until one loud moan erupted to match the spasm
that rifled thru Mary Lou’s body. It wasn’t long after that, that
Mary Lou fell asleep, from
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