

    
        
          Saved by Santa

        

        
        
          Essa Sims

        

        
          Published by Essa Sims, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SAVED BY SANTA

    

    
      First edition. November 2, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Essa Sims.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232484279

    

    
    
      Written by Essa Sims.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Also By Essa Sims

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


Christian Time was his name, and that was as near the word 'Christmas' as he ever wanted to get. That particular festivity held no appeal for him. His parents had got a laugh out of inflicting him with that title. The jokes throughout his life were too numerous to count. Most good-natured, he had to admit. Christian was a tall man with dark hair and features, and would be handsome but for his grim expression and the cold look in his eyes. He hated Christmas. In his mind’s eye he could see and hear the family dinner on the festive day in question. Full of the same inane chatter and loud raucous laughter that grated on the ears, the same old jokes that he had never found remotely amusing. Then the ultimate cringeworthy reminiscing, which none of them could seem to recall with any accuracy. The last time he’d been home and suffered through that tortuous experience was about five years ago, or was it longer? Not that he cared. He hadn’t missed it for a minute! He experienced a faint twinge of something as his mother’s smiling face came to mind, but shrugged it off. Yet it did leave him with an uneasy feeling of something long forgotten.

Christian worked hard, had the occasional girlfriend, and the last one had accused him of finding his work more important than her. She was right, it was. He didn’t miss her at all. His idea of peace and enjoyment was watching his bank account grow, and relaxing at home by himself watching a good film. Murders, not romances - they were so much rubbish anyway – and no people to disturb the remains of his day.

On his way home one night, a brightly lit shop front caught his attention, and he looked at it with something like horror on his face. Christmas lights and tinsel hung in nauseating abundance all around the large windows. He stared at them in disbelief, and uttered a grumbling grunt of distaste. For pity’s sake, that over-commercialised event was literally weeks away, so why clutter up the window with this tacky overdone display now? As he drove on, he noted with disgust that there were more shops following suit. What was wrong with these people? He blinked his eyes as he heard Christmas carols issuing from an open shop door. Now he was developing a headache. Just what he needed to complete his growing nightmare. Christian put his foot down and sped to the sanctuary of home.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~
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Next morning, he went through his daily ritual; a quick shower, dressing in his immaculate white shirt with accompanying neat tie, donning his business suit, and grabbing an even quicker breakfast, and then off to work. He lifted his briefcase off the hall table, then paused as he observed the amount of dust that was building up on all surfaces. Christian frowned as he brushed some off his sleeve with irritated impatience. He’d been too busy to notice before. It made him pause and take a studied look around him, and it was brought home to him that the whole place was beginning to look somewhat drab and could do with a spring clean, along with some decoration, and definitely nothing remotely related to Christmas. He couldn’t spare the time, so maybe he should call in one of those cleaning services to have a go at the whole house before getting decorators to come and tackle any renovations needed. He would make the call from work as soon as he got in, which he duly did. He would drop a spare key off at lunchtime, he informed the cleaning service lady, whose cheerful voice made him back away and hold the phone at a distance. What the hell was she so happy about? They could keep the key, because from then on he would require them on a weekly basis and could they make a start today. Yes they could, she laughed. A distinctive merry cackle that caused him to wince and close his eyes. The cleaning could be put on hold when the decorators eventually came in, and start up again after they had left. All sorted out and organised, like his life.

When he arrived home that evening, Christian stopped short as he opened the door, sniffing the air appreciatively as the pleasant aroma of furniture polish assailed his nostrils. Quite pleasing, he thought, and proved they had at least shown up. The scent was almost welcoming. He moved further into the spacious hall and noticed with a frown that the large expensive rug appeared to be missing, however the wooden flooring was clean, and gleaming, and no dust was to be seen anywhere. Good! Then he looked in the living room, and frowned again. He’d been doing a lot of that lately. The expensive rug was here in front of the sofa. Who told them they could move it? He would put a complaint in, although he begrudgingly admitted to himself that it did fit nicely in this room. A small table lamp had been left on, giving the place a warm comfortable appearance, and he froze as his eyes caught sight of what else had been changed. His sofa had been pushed further to one side, and on the cabinet someone had slid into the resulting gap, stood a large red coloured candle on a golden disk. Worse, it was a Christmas candle with a sparkling band of gold entwining the waxen sides. Not lit, fortunately, but he would certainly be having a word with that cleaning firm. Who the devil gave them permission to bring that abomination into his house, he fumed. Yet he didn’t remove the offending object. That was their job, not his!

The next day had been a busy one and calling the cleaning brigade slipped his mind, so that evening when he opened the door and stepped inside, he was soon made aware of why he should have got in touch with them. He swallowed in disbelief as he stared up at the cluster of bright shiny baubles hanging from the ceiling and swinging wildly about in the flow of air before he shut the front door. The small flashes of colour made him blink in annoyance, yet he found himself staring at them as they swirled and spun catching the light, and for a fleeting second he felt a tug of memory, a softening inside. He lifted a hand to pull them down then hesitated. Why just one cluster? He regarded the spinning baubles thoughtfully. Now he was intrigued to see what the next day would bring. Why he wanted to know never crossed his mind.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~
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That next evening, Christian found himself eager to get home. How pathetic was that, to want to get back just to see what a stranger was doing to his house. This time he rushed straight into the living room, looking around in wonder, swiftly followed by growing annoyance. Now there were decorations on some of the walls and even chains hanging from the ceiling. What kind of firm did that? That wasn’t what he hired them for. He narrowed his eyes in thought, and gave a faintly malicious smile. Perhaps he should leave for work and then double back to catch them out. Then he’d let them have it! He happened to glance across at the wall mirror at that moment, which was festooned in gruesome glittery stuff and caught sight of his own face. He actually looked amused, which came as a shock. He couldn’t remember the last time he had really laughed at something. Perhaps he was cracking up under the pressure of work. Christian couldn’t recall the last time he’d had a holiday. Was that the problem, he needed time out? His conscience pricked him. You could always visit home. Mum would love it. He squashed the thought. No way, he couldn’t sit through that again.

True to his word, Christian left the house and drove away, then parked up for a while before circling back. He left his car further along the road and then sneaked back, slipping down the side entrance and letting himself into the kitchen. He slipped his shoes off to muffle any sound and crept along the hall into the living room. There was nobody there, yet in that short time between his leaving and coming back, there was another addition to the room. He caught his breath and shuddered at the sight. Outraged was a feeble word to describe the feelings that consumed him. A Christmas tree! A tall one that nearly reached his ceiling. No decorations as yet, thank God, but there was a box standing beside it full of revoltingly bright and sparkly things ready to put on it. Over his dead body, he seethed. Then he heard feet pattering down the stairs and tensed. For some reason he felt guilty for being in his own house, which made him angrier. His eyes widened, dazzled by the golden vision who walked into the room wearing a dress that consisted of silver and gold drapery, which floated about her like a silken cloud and put his brain on hold. Her small perfect mouth opened in a silent ‘oh’ of shock as she saw him.

“You’re not supposed to be here,” she said, then gave him a wide sweet smile that took his breath away, and tossed her long curly blonde hair, making the small tiara on top waver about alarmingly, her large blue eyes holding him captive. “But as you are, you can help me dress the tree.”

He drew a breath in before he did something embarrassing like passing out, and tried to look masterful. “I have no desire to touch the hideous thing. I didn’t want a tree or all these ghastly fripperies that you’ve cluttered the place up with. Who are you anyway, and why are you wearing fancy dress?”

“Duh! Take another look. I’m the Christmas Fairy, of course, and it’s my duty to give this place a makeover for the festive season.”

“Pull the other one! There is no such thing as a Christmas Fairy,” he scoffed. He hesitated over that statement, because she fitted the image so perfectly. Christian put his hands on his hips to show who was in control. It was his house, after
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