
I saw mummy kissing Santa Claus. 
 
by Catherine Johnson 
 
It was the night of Christmas and all through the house, not a creature was stirring, 
not even a mouse. 
 
"Too bloody right," she thought as she collapsed back onto the sofa, muttering a 
bastardised version of the line of the poem to herself. 
 
The kids were indeed asleep in their beds.  The youngest had fallen asleep on the 
sofa, right in the middle of playing with a Rudolph the Reindeer hand puppet that had 
been a present from the year before.  The eldest had thrown a full-on tantrum when 
she'd stated that he couldn't take his new Nerf gun to bed.  She'd known the fucking 
thing would be trouble, but Daddy had sworn he'd known best and bought it despite 
her reservations. 
 
Daddy had finally been packed off to bed.  He'd been fast asleep on the sofa, his 
head lolling back, snoring like a freight train.  He'd drunk a small brewery's worth of 
beer whilst she'd been doing her best impression of a professional chef and  
frantically trying to make sure that all the elements of the Christmas dinner made it 
onto the plates, warm enough to be served, and cooked to comply with everyone's 
preferences.  Of course, shortly before he'd departed upstairs, a serious amount of 
gas had departed his arse. The living room still smelt like third-hand sprouts, despite 
the copious amounts of air-freshener that she'd sprayed.  The bottle of spray 
announced that it was supposed to smell like Apple and Cinnamon. In her opinion, it 
smelt a little more like stale cat piss, but it was still better than sprout gas. 
 
The day had been the usual annual chaos-fest.  The kids had been awake before the 
arse crack of dawn.  No one had gotten any more sleep as she'd tried in vain to 
persuade them to stay in their beds and to wait to empty the pillow cases filled with 
shitty little bits and pieces that would either break in the first five minutes or become 
chocolate smears on the carpet.  Consequently the day had started with everyone in 
a bad mood. 
 
It had brightened considerably when they'd eventually trooped downstairs and the 
kids had seen the avalanche of presents under the tree, but the joy hadn't lasted.  
After the initial euphoria had worn off they'd soon started carping about some item 
that they'd apparently desperately wanted, but hadn't mentioned.  She wasn't sure 
where kids had gotten the idea that their parents were psychic.  She'd missed the 
memo on that.  Then she'd called them out for being spoilt and unappreciative, and 
then they'd sulked while she'd made breakfast whilst Daddy had set to with the screw 
driver and enough batteries to power a small country for a year. 
 
By the time everyone else had eaten and she was getting the first sip of her first cup 
of tea, there was a singing reindeer and a spinning penguin having a dance-off in the 
middle of the carnage that had been her meticulously clean living room.  
 
She'd managed a mouthful of toast and five minutes in the shower.  Then she'd 
cleared the tidal wave of crumpled wrapping paper away as Daddy had got stuck into 
figuring out how the electronic toys worked.  Just as the screaming fits about Daddy 
not giving them a turn with their own toys started ramping up, the In-Laws had 
arrived.  Everything had gone from bad to worse from there on in. 
 



And now, the guests were gone, everyone else was asleep, and she was finally, 
finally getting the chance to sit down and have a glass of wine from the bottle of red 
that she'd hidden by the side of the fridge in case of emergencies. 
 
She badly needed to get the hand cream out. Her skin was stiff and dry from the 
mountain of washing up that she'd not long since finished tackling.  One of the rubber 
gloves had sprung a leak, and it had just been easier to carry on without, but now her 
skin stretched painfully and cracked every time she flexed her knuckles.  It was an 
irritation, but the wine was more important that alleviating that small discomfort. 
 
The living room was pretty cosy.  It still resembled a barely recovered bomb scene, 
but with the overhead fixture switched off and just the twinkling fairy lights on the tree 
and the warm glow of the few fake candles strewn over the mantle, the detritus of the 
day could be ignored.  The television was still on, playing some inane countdown 
show, one hundred greatest toys or some shit like that.  She didn't have the energy 
to search for the remote to change the channel.  It was mindless and harmless 
enough to leave it on.  She wondered if her own kids would watch a programme like 
this one day with fond nostalgia, or if they'd relive old disappointments at not getting 
the latest bit of tat that all their friends were raving about. 
 
By the end of the second glass, the exhaustion of the day was beginning to take its 
toll, and she was beginning to think about digging out the hand cream and falling into 
bed.  The world was a warm and fuzzy place. The central heating was turned up, and 
it would even be worth the embarrassment of having the piss taken out of her all over 
Facebook if her husband found her asleep on the sofa.  She really didn't have the 
energy or the desire to move.  Besides, the bedroom probably smelt like a weapon of 
mass destruction of Brassica origin had been detonated in there. 
 
She must have dozed a little.  The coordinated shimmer of the tree lights seemed a 
little out of sync and a touch too bright  Fuck, that was going to mean buying a new 
set in the sales.  But some of the lights had turned red and green and were dancing 
in the middle of the room.  But that didn't make sense.  The lights on the tree were 
plain white.  She shifted from her slump on the sofa and checked the glass and the 
bottle.  Yep, only two glasses.  She hadn't managed much more than a couple of 
mouthfuls of her dinner in between people asking for more juice, more beer, more 
turkey, cranberry sauce and the rest of it, but she really couldn't be this drunk from 
two glasses. 
 
When the shimmering lights began to coalesce in the centre of the room, she began 
to think that she'd got a bad bottle.  Maybe a disgruntled employee of the 
supermarket had injected LSD through the cork or some shit like that. 
 
When the sparkling, coloured dots merged together into an iridescent cloud that 
somehow turned into an actual person, a man, she decided she must certainly be 
tripping.  The wine, on an almost completely empty stomach, had to have been a bad 
idea. 
 
Or not... because if she was dreaming, or tripping, or whatever, then waking up could 
wait. 
 
Given the fantastical nature of his entrance, and his outfit, if she'd have been pushed, 
she would have said the man standing in the middle of her living room was Father 
Christmas, but he looked like no version of Santa Claus that she'd ever seen. 
 



Sure, there was the red velvet suit with the white fur trim, but the slightly baggy 
pants, tucked into scuffed black engineer boots, were hanging low on sculpted hip 
muscles that were revealed by a carelessly open jacket. The thick, black leather belt 
was slung unfastened at his waist.  The buckle had clinked slightly as he'd become a 
solid form. 
 
There was no hint of the traditional elderly man sporting a paunch.  Oh hell no.  
Whoever this was had a bronzed six pack, glistening with a faint sheen of what could 
either have been sweat, or baby oil.  There was no fluffy white beard, just a scruff of 
greying stubble.  There were no curling white locks sprouting from under the rakishly 
tilted hat, just a buzz of iron fuzz that she could see in the patch revealed over his 
ear.  Oh, but the mischievous bright blue eyes were there, and they were looking 
directly at her.  
 
Given that she was absolutely certain that she had passed out on the sofa and was 
now in the middle of an inebriated dream, she figured he wouldn't mind if she took a 
mouthful of wine to get over the extreme case of dry mouth that she was suffering 
from.  And shock, she should be suffering from shock since a man, a gorgeous man, 
but a complete and utter stranger nonetheless, had appeared in the middle of her 
living room like the ghost of Christmas Present as presented by the Chippendales.  
But this was a dream, definitely a dream, it didn't have the taste of terror that came 
with nightmares, so she was free to enjoy it without fear. 
 
She smiled coyly, or what she hoped was coyly, as she spoke.  "You're younger than 
I expected." 
 
He grinned back.  "Dad handles the kids' presents.  He's a sucker for that shit.  I don't 
have the patience."   
 
Oh, but that voice. Deep and gravelly.  There was no odour of cigarette smoke, but 
the last time she'd heard a rasp like that it had come from a confirmed two-pack-a-
day addict. 
 
"So what do you...handle?"  She asked as she sat up a little straighter and crossed 
her legs, hoping that he couldn't see the crusty blob of mashed potato that she hadn't 
bothered to wipe off her left hip. 
 
"I hand out the presents to the mummies." 
 
"The ones who are good all year?"  Jesus, there was no way she was getting a 
present off this guy, not with all the screaming and yelling that she had to do just to 
get her kids to eat breakfast and get their shoes on to get to school on time, every 
single morning.  She'd be amazed if she even got the traditional lump of coal. 
 
"All mummies are good, it's kinda in the job description." 
 
She was about to ask that her present be a fucking pay rise then, but he took a step 
forward and shucked off his jacket at the same time, and her bad case of dry mouth 
came roaring right back.  His stomach wasn't the only thing that was muscled, when 
she could tear her eyes away from that, and the thick ledge of muscle over each hip, 
she looked up and found chiselled pectorals and arms that were corded with muscle 
from shoulder to wrist, visible even under the intricate sleeve tattoos that had been 
hidden before by the red velvet. 
 
If this was a dream, she didn't ever want to wake up. 



 
The clank of the heavy belt buckle hitting the carpet brought her out of her lustful 
stupor enough to realise that she was sitting there with her mouth hanging open like 
a horny goldfish. She shut it fast enough that her teeth rattled, but Son of Santa didn't 
laugh at her, he didn't even chuckle, he just knelt in front of her. 
 
"Time for your present, sweetheart," he murmured as he ran his palms up her arms 
so that he could grip her shoulders to keep her still as he leant in for a kiss.  
 
Only as she felt him caress the skin left bare by the sequinned vest top she was 
wearing, a nod to getting fancy for the occasion, did she realise he was still wearing 
supple black leather gloves. 
 
She let him kiss her.  It was a press of firm lips, not much more, and it was a dream 
after all.  She could misbehave with impunity in a dream. 
 
When he pulled back just a little, she couldn't help trying to make a joke. "Do you 
always make love with your gloves on?" 
 
"I've got around two billion gifts to hand out in twenty-four hours, sweetheart.  I don't 
have time to get naked." 
 
The size of the number was huge, enormous, and for a moment it gave her pause.  
But then he leaned in and kissed her again, this time teasing her lips apart with the 
tip of his tongue, and she forgot about trying to figure out how many zeros that would 
be and what it all meant and concentrated on enjoying the sensation of being kissed 
like she was the most treasured thing he'd ever encountered. 
 
She almost mewled like an abandoned kitten when he pulled back, but she soon 
realised that there was no need for disappointment.  He pushed his strong fingers 
under the hem of her top, brushing the skin of her hips and waist and making her 
twitch as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her jeans. 
 
With a sharp tug, using strength that made the muscles in his arms bunch in 
fascinating ways, he pulled her until her arse was at the edge of the sofa.  Catching 
his meaning she reclined back and looked down the length of her body to watch him 
as he began to skilfully undo the fly of her jeans.   
 
She was thankful she'd made a cursory effort to dress up.  In the hopes of getting a 
little Christmas cheer from her husband at the end of the day, she'd worn one of her 
fancy lingerie sets, one of the ones that usually languished at the back of her 
underwear drawer only to be fished out for special occasions and anniversaries.  At 
least it would be appreciate by someone now and the effort wouldn't go to waste. 
 
She'd kicked off her shoes before she'd collapsed with her wine, so it was the work of 
seconds for him to pull her underwear, along with her jeans, down her legs and over 
her feet.  He flung the bungle of clothing to one side, settled himself more 
comfortably between her parted knees, and bent his head. 
 
He fed at her like she was a feast and he was a starving man.  He nipped and 
suckled her tender flesh fiercely, more ardently than she'd ever been used to. When 
he plunged two thick fingers into her, mimicking a movement that she badly wanted 
to experience with another part of his body, she couldn't stop her hips from jerking 
violently. In response, he crossed one muscular forearm across her belly and bore 
down to keep her still. Oh, fucking hell yeah, that was hot. 



 
Being restrained and caressed so skilfully brought her to orgasm in a matter of 
moments.  She just about managed to throw her forearm across her face so that she 
could scream into her own skin instead of waking the household with her shrieks. 
 
It took a few moments to sink down from those dizzying heights and drop into reality, 
or into the reality of the dream, once more.  She had to swallow several times before 
she could even gasp out words.  "Thank you." 
 
"Oh, I'm not finished yet, sweetheart." 
 
It pleased her immensely to hear that.  It pleased her immeasurably more to see him 
lean back and push the thick velvet off his hips.  Apparently underwear wasn't a thing 
at the North Pole.  And the pole was definitely pointing north.  The sheer size of the 
thing, girth as well as length, made her giddy.  He rolled to his feet and moved over 
her.  She shifted to lie full length on the sofa, making room for him to lower himself 
over her.  He wasn't even going to take his boots off, but that was fine by her. 
 
She made room for him to settle himself between her thighs, leaving one leg to trail 
over the edge of the sofa so that she used her toes against the floor for leverage.  He 
rose over her on straightened arms.  Her attention was caught by the play of his 
defined musculature as he pushed her top up, taking her bra with it, to revel her 
breasts. It was uncomfortable, and she was all set to complain, right up until he 
fastened that hungry mouth of his around one of her nipples and suckled like he was 
trying to feed from her. 
 
She arched her spine, offering herself wantonly, demanding even more attention. 
She felt him smile at her insistence, felt the sandpaper of his stubble against her 
tender skin.  The pile of the velvet of his trousers was almost sharp against the 
sensitive flesh of her inner thighs, but then she felt the burning heat of his cock and 
any capacity for rational thought deserted her. 
 
She was wetter than she'd been in a long while, and he slid easily against her 
swollen folds, teasing, torturing, deliberately not finding his mark.  She set her nails 
into the meat of the muscle over his shoulders to communicate her impatience.  That 
made him smile, and thrust, and suddenly she was filled with solid, burning 
Christmas cock. 
 
He caught her gasp of astounded pleasure with a kiss, exploring her mouth with his 
sinuous tongue until she was writhing against him to urge him on.  He lifted up and 
shifted enough to allow him to take possession of a breast in his palm, snagging the 
nipple with his fingers as he smiled down at her and began to thrust in earnest.  He 
went slowly, drawing out until only the tip of his shaft was still inside her, and then 
slamming his hips forward with almost bruising force.   
 
The first few strokes were divine.  The next few were maddening in their measured 
pace.  She dug her nails in a little harder.  He smiled, her message had been 
received and understood.  He sped up.  Even with the increase in tempo, he lost 
none of that blissful force, plunging into her over and over, hitting just the right spot 
over and over. 
 
She was heavy-lidded and breathless, but she was gratified to feel the slick of sweat 
under her palms as she caressed the liquid muscles flowing over his back 
His rich skin glistened with the glow of the fairy lights, and the synthetic apple and 
cinnamon melange took on a new olfactory tone as it mingled with the musk of his 



maleness and became a fragrance that she knew she'd never forget and would 
forever associate with getting fucked by the light of the Christmas tree. 
 
He gave a sharp twist of her nipple.  It should have been cruel, but the pain was 
exquisite, and apparently hardwired to her pussy because the home straight to her 
orgasm suddenly shortened considerably.  He must have felt the change in her body. 
He dropped down, forcing his arms under and around her, holding her up almost 
completely off the sofa, clasping her tightly against his body, keeping her in place, as 
he fucked her hard. 
 
She came, pulsing in thick waves around the meat of his cock, hearing his gasp of 
exertion loud in her ear.  The ecstasy exploded out from her core, taking her breath 
with it in waves of tingling sensation. 
 
They crumpled into a damp heap together, overcome and unwilling to move.  He was 
still wedged inside her, still thick and semi solid.  Her pussy twitched, a last spam, his 
cock jerked in response, causing her to groan despite the leaden exhaustion that 
weighed her limbs down. 
 
"Merry Christmas, sweetheart."  He breathed against her lips as he evaporated into 
the mist of glinting coloured specks. 
 
"And a happy fucking new year."  She purred in response, as she stretched out along 
the length of the sofa. 


