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My fucking husband had gone way too far this year with his latest fuck-up. It wasn’t even Christmas Eve yet and the bloody idiot had already messed up so badly that my Christmas was ruined. There were 8 days to go of the year and I bet there were going to be at least three more fuck ups.

Why the hell did I marry him?

I, Hellena Grayson, just stood in front of the massive dead Christmas tree that my husband, Theo, had brought in his eternal brilliance. My dark brown wooden flooring that I had only freshly polished yesterday in preparation of Great Aunt Susan coming over today, was now covered in a thick layer of dead, yellow pine needles. There wasn’t a single green needle left on the Christmas tree.

Even the thick red, baby pink and copper tinsel I had carefully spent hours wrapping round the Christmas tree when Theo had first brought the tree was now bleached, dead and falling apart. Long strings of decaying tinsel layered amongst the dead corpses of the needles.

And before you ask, the Christmas tree was perfectly okay last night. Me and idiot Theo had cleaned, polished and made sure every single detail was perfect. We (more like I) had cleaned from our long rows of bookcases that lined the living room to the top of the ceiling where our shelves were with Theo’s cute electric Christmas train that ran the length of the living room. All the way to the little corner where Theo had been hiding his secret brandy.

I had drunk that awful stuff a long time ago. I call it a Stress Tax from dealing with Theo and then I had replaced it with apple juice. 

The moron didn’t even know the difference. 

The worse nightmare about the damn Christmas tree was all eight of my limited edition, handcrafted, handblown baubles from my father (thankfully dead three years now) were all on the floor smashed. It was the only thing about my damn father I liked, he was a cheat, a bad father and a workaholic but my God was he talented.

Now all the baubles were smashed and shattered, the little glass shards littering the thick layer of pine needles. 

I supposed the rich, heavenly aroma of pine needles, cloves and ground ginger from my baking Christmas cake in the oven could have calmed me down. Normally I flat out loved the wonderful soft lightly spiced texture of my cake that ultimately melted into buttery deliciousness on my tongue. But as soon as the fucking squeaky front door opened I knew Theo was back. He was going to have to pay for this nightmare, because Great bloody Aunt Susan was going to have a field day with this. 

She always hated Theo, she always hated my life and she was always threatening to cut me out of the Will because I had married a so-called lesser being. Maybe she was right. 

Theo came into the living room wearing his normal sexy blue shirt, jeans and tennis shoes. He might be the bane of my life most days (every day) but he was stunning. If it wasn’t for the Christmas Tree mess I would consider kissing his soft tasty lips and running my hand through his longish brown hair.

But I was livid with the bastard. He was going to ruin my Christmas and for what? He probably got a cheap tree just so he could spend more on Brandy. 

“Darling I’m home,” Theo said coming into the living room. “Wow, what the hell happened here? I thought you cleaned,”

How bloody dare he. After everything we (I) did yesterday to make sure Susan’s visit went okay today. I had cleaned, polished and done everything when he had only sat down and drunk. I wanted Susan’s visit to go okay so we could get money.

Hell, we needed the money. We lived in Hell’s Place for crying out loud, a crappy little former council estate filled with even crappier dirty white houses and I wanted a holiday. Me and Theo needed a holiday to reconnect, fall back in love and be happy again.

I wanted this marriage to work as much as the fucking idiot pisses me off. 

“Of course I cleaned,” I said. “But you’re stupid Christmas Tree is so shit that it died the day before Christmas Eve. What kind of tree does that,”

Theo went over to the tree and poked it. I sighed. That was his solution.

“Darling,” Theo said frowning. “I swear the seller said this would be the most life-changing tree ever. He said this would solve all our problems because it was a cursed Christmas Tree,”

I shook my head. “How much brandy did you have when you brought it?” 

“I was sober honest,”

Unfortunately I had to believe him. We didn’t exactly have many stupid rules in our marriage but lying was one of them. I was actually surprised that we didn’t lie to each other, if he asked why his Brandy tasted of apple juice I would have told him about the Stress Tax.

We would probably laugh about it too.

“Where did you buy it?” I asked pacing around. I didn’t know how the hell I was going to clean it up in time.

“I didn’t buy it per se. I saw a guy dumping it outside the corner shop and he gave it to me. He only wanted me to promise that I would find a willing victim,”

My hands formed fists. “I’ll make you the bloody victim in a minute. Do you have any idea how stressed I am about Susan coming round? She is going to die in the next year according to Doctors and she is redoing her Will,”

“Oh. Still no luck finding a job then?” Theo asked. “I told you you need to go back to the university,”

I shook my head. Of course the so-called insurance investigator (he was a bloody paper pusher with a fancy title. He didn’t know the difference between house insurance and nuclear bomb insurance) would say I was the one at fault. 

I sent fifty applications a week and I was struggling to find a job and like fuck was I going back to lecturing in biomedical sciences. It was sexist as hell and I did not want any more jokes about how I should give the students a biological demonstration.

And well, it wasn’t like I was not blacklisted from UK universities. Apparently, you cannot hit a male student in the balls without being called unprofessional.

Fucking bullshit. 

“Fine, I’ll bin the tree if it makes you so unhappy,” Theo said.

You Will Not Bin Us. 

I tensed as a female voice echoed round the entire living room and the pine needles blew in a light breeze that wasn’t there. A massive whiff of pine, ground cloves and ginger filled the living room.

I went over idiot Theo as the pine needles rose up in the shape of a Santa. He was massive, fat and weird as hell. He was entirely made from pine needles, tinsel grew out of his beard and the smashed shatters of glass formed his smile and eyes.

“We need life don’t you see?” Santa asked.

I just looked at Theo. “This is what you bring into our home. A weird tree with a weird Santa. This is why you do not get things off the street you idiot,”

Santa clicked his fingers and the dead lifeless branches of the Christmas Tree moved slowly and created a warm breeze. I felt my stomach tense and churn into a painful knot. I did not like this but I wanted my stupid marriage, my holiday and my money from Susan.

I was going to give Susan the best Christmas visit ever and this Santa was so not getting in my way. The last thing I needed was for her to tell snobby, ultra-rich cousin Stewart how poor and stupid I was so he could mock me yet again.

His mocking was bad enough when we were kids. 

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Oh, oh, oh. My friend already told your husband what I want? I want a willing victim. I am the Cursed Christmas Tree after all,” the Santa said.

I paced round for a few moments. Theo looked like he wanted to say something but given how this was all his damn fault I just gave him the look. A type of look that meant if he did not shut the fuck up then I was going to punch him.

I would never actually punch him because I loved him but he got the message.

The silly Santa kept calling himself a Christmas Tree. I knew from a dumbass ex that Christmas Trees were brought in by pagans into their homes to protect the life force of the living tree. Could this Christmas Tree be all about death and taking life force from other things?

“Do you want to kill us?” I asked.

Santa nodded and clicked his fingers. A massive swoosh came from behind me and I stomped my foot on the ground. All the strings of red, green and metallic blue tinsel I had thrown around the hallway were rolling into the living room like a tide was pulling them towards Santa. 

I coughed. A large whiff of dust, mould and damp filled the living room and I just looked at Theo. He hadn’t done the cleaning like I asked him to. Typical, just bloody typical men. I had to do all the work round here.

I was going to kill him one of these days.

“You should,” Santa said.

A chill ran up my spine at the idea because it wasn’t a bad one for sure. I wouldn’t mind killing Theo because I didn’t really love him anymore, he was a pain in the ass and he was only getting lazier year on year. If he was dead then I could sell the house, go somewhere nice and be free.

Theo was smiling at me and he had a weird look in his eye. It was like how he looked at a bottle of Brandy when he wasn’t sure whether he should give in or not, or keep looking for a new one.

I just looked at Santa. “You’re trying to get us to kill each other. That wouldn’t make us willing though, that would make us... why do you need us dead?”

All the tinsel from my hallway finished rolling towards Santa and now a large red, blue and green sack hung around his left bag. 

“Because I need to fill the life force of the tree again so I can find new people next Christmas. You can climb into my sack if you want,”

“Darling that’s it,” 

I nodded. “So you take the life force of innocent people, feed on it for a year then repeat the process next Christmas. Why?”

“Your hag of a wife asks a lot of questions, doesn’t she?”

“Leave her alone creep. She might be a hag but she’s my hag,” Theo said.

I didn’t know whether to be shocked, offended or both. 

I took Theo by his greasy, cold hands. He stunk of alcohol, apple juice and cigar smoke but I did not care. He was my husband and I was not losing him to this Christmas Tree.

“We will not be willing,” I said. 

“Yeah what my darling hag said,”

I playfully hit him in the stomach. I really did love this fucking idiot. We were never going to let anything happen to the other. 

“You better find me a victim in an hour or you will be suffering the consequences. If I get hungry enough then
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