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        Wreck the Halls: 5 Christmas Horror Stories

      

        

      
        Add some horror to your ho-ho-ho with these five gruesome Christmas tales: A boy waits for Santa… with an axe! Who is the man in red and why is he stalking Randy? Sinister reindeer cause trouble for Billy. Santa finds more than presents under the tree. Forget shopping, try to escape the mall alive this Christmas Eve!
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      There’s something sweet and innocent about Christmas. Freshly fallen snow. Presents under the tree. The smell of fresh baked cookies. The sound of carollers in the streets.

      You won’t get any of that sweetness here.

      These are twisted Christmas stories to make you grateful that all you got was coal in your stocking, because it could have been something worse.

      Enjoy these gruesome tales and remember to save a cookie for Santa.

      Or else.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Waiting For Santa

          

        

      

    

    
      Boy, the axe was heavy, thought Timmy as he dragged it up the basement stairs. It had never looked that heavy when Daddy raised it above his head, swinging it down to chop wood in the backyard or when he waved it at Momma as she cowered in the corner of the kitchen, her nose dripping bloody snot onto the worn yellow tiles. Daddy must be as strong as Superman to be able to lift it so high, thought Timmy.

      He reached the top of the stairs and had to lean against the wall. His seven year old arms ached from dragging the axe. Each time it lifted and then bumped on the next step, the reverberation shuddered up his arms into his shoulders. He wanted to let go of the axe and stretch, but the one time he did that, it fell down three steps and he had to run to stop it before it fell all the way back to the basement. It was hard enough drag it up to the top, Timmy wasn’t gonna do it again.

      While he paused, he pressed his ear to the closed door and listened. No sound came from the kitchen on the other side of the door. Earlier, Daddy had passed out in the living room, forcing Momma to drag him to bed again. He always got angry if she left him in the living room. Sleeping in the recliner gave him a kink in the neck and if he got a kink in the neck, she was gonna get one too, he always said. So Momma would drag him to bed.

      Normally, Timmy would help her as much as he could. At seven, he was shorter than most boys and rail thin, so even lifting one of Daddy’s massive trunk legs was hard. But tonight was Christmas Eve and Timmy had to wait for Santa.

      Keeping one hand tight on the axe, Timmy twisted the door knob and pushed. The door swung open behind him. He stepped up into the kitchen and yanked the axe up over the doorway. It thudded onto the tile. Timmy froze, listening. Had Daddy heard that thud? He hated being woken up in the middle of the night for no reason. Even if Timmy had a nightmare, he had to stifle his screams so he didn’t wake up Daddy. Daddy had important work to do in the morning and needed his sleep. He got angry if he didn’t get it.

      He got angry most of the time.

      Timmy heard only silence. He let out a sigh. His shoulders drooped. In the dim light from the back window, he thought the axe had maybe dented the tile but he couldn’t help that. He set it down to close the basement door, careful to make sure it closed with a quiet click and not a slam, then he picked up the axe by the handle again. He wished he could lift it, wished he was strong enough, but it was just too heavy so he dragged it along the tile. It seemed to hiss as it scraped along the floor until he reached the carpet then it was quiet but harder to drag.

      He had to make more effort, yanking it along in short bursts. Sweat trickled down his sides under his pajamas. His fingers cramped on the handle but he didn’t let go. Through the worn feet of his pajamas, his toes dug into the carpet, giving him traction as he heaved the axe along. Finally he made it into the living room. He dropped the handle and sagged against the olive colored couch.

      In the corner, the Christmas tree tilted against the wall. Lights hung haphazardly around it, mostly on the left side. They blinked in a random fashion, half of the bulbs burned out, the other half twinkling merrily. Daddy always hung the lights and never brooked any suggestions. If Momma ever tried, she got a back hand to the face.

      Once the lights were up, Daddy lost all interest so Timmy could add the Christmas bulbs and tinsel as he wanted, as long as Daddy wasn’t in the room. But with the TV in the same room as the tree, there weren’t too many times that Daddy wasn’t in the room, so Timmy had to be fast when he got the chance. The result wasn’t as neat as Timmy would have liked. He couldn’t reach too high up on the tree and Momma was always too scared to help. She had to be ready when Daddy wanted something so she was always hurrying to the kitchen. This left the top of the tree rather sparse and the bottom heavily decorated with tinsel and bulbs. Timmy did try his best, reaching up as high as he could on tiptoes. Once he tried to drag chair over but Daddy had been coming so Timmy had to abandon the effort.

      Timmy hoped Santa understood and didn’t expect it to be perfect.

      Not like Daddy.

      In the pale, blinking light, Timmy noticed the stockings on the mantle weren’t straight. Better fix that. He left the axe leaning against the couch and hurried over. Daddy had hung them the night before while drinking egg nog. “More nog and less egg,” he kept telling Momma and then laughing. Momma had laughed too as she handed him the stockings. He’d bowed before taking them and pinning them to the mantle. Timmy had noticed right away they were crooked but Daddy’s seemed so happy and Momma was smiling so he didn’t say anything. It seemed so magical, that brief moment of joy.

      Timmy finished with the stockings and stepped back. Much better. Daddy wouldn’t even notice they’d been moved. Timmy felt a tiny burst of pride in his chest that squared his shoulders. Daddy would like the look of those stockings, thinking he did it himself. Maybe it would make his mood more pleasant on Christmas morning.

      If he woke up. If Santa didn’t come.

      Timmy made sure the axe stayed put, then hurried into the kitchen. From the clock on the wall, he could see it was almost two o’clock. Surely Santa would be along any minute and Timmy had to be ready.

      The cupboard door creaked as he opened it. He pulled out one of the old plates, a chip off the side where Daddy had swung at Momma. Timmy set it on the counter before closing the cupboard. He selected four cookies from the tin cookie jar, picking ones with the best chocolate chips he could see in the dim light from the back window. He grabbed a glass from the other cupboard and half filled it with milk. Then he picked up the plate and carried both into the living room.

      He set then on the foot stool near Daddy’s recliner. It sat right in front of the mantle so Santa would see them first thing when he came down the chimney and out of the fireplace. Even though the fireplace was closed off, Momma assured him Santa would be able to get through. He was magical that way.

      Timmy returned to the couch. With effort, he heaved the axe up onto the cushions. That gave him a little more leverage for the swing. He leaned the handle over his shoulder, the head of the axe resting on the couch behind him. Then he held onto the handle and settled down to wait for Santa.

      Without a clock, Timmy didn’t know how long he waited. It felt like hours and hours as the lights blinked on the Christmas tree. It looked pretty in the dark, even if only half the lights worked and were only on the left side of the tree. The tinsel on the bottom sparkled and the bulbs twinkled. Timmy’s legs started to get tired. He leaned back against the couch. Maybe if he just sat for a few minutes...

      He woke up to a soft whomp of something hitting the bottom of the fireplace. Timmy jerked, losing his grip on the axe. It slid off his shoulder, the handle bouncing on the couch beside him. He lunged for it as a black boot appeared in the fireplace.

      Timmy’s heart pounded as a red panted leg followed the boot. His hands felt slick as he gripped the handle. The axe pressed heavy on his shoulder. A second boot appeared in the fireplace, then another leg, finally a torso as Santa landed with a grunt on his butt.

      As he wiggled out of the fireplace, Timmy squatted then, lifting with his legs, raised the axe over his head. The axe wavered, heading forward before Timmy was quite ready. The axe seemed to have a mind of its own. It swung down even as he tried to hold it. His small arm muscles strained. He couldn’t stop the swing!

      The axe sailed down and landed on the tile by the fireplace with a thud. Santa jerked his head out of the fireplace, landing on his side. He blinked at the axe.

      “Oh,” he said.

      “Uh,” said Timmy as he hefted the axe again. This time it swing up over Timmy’s head and then back toward the couch. Timmy scrambled to stay under it and control the swing. A black gloved hand shot out and grabbed the handle, stopping the arc. Timmy held on, looking up between his arms at the bearded man in front of him.

      Santa towered over the slim, short boy. “You got a reason to be swinging an axe at me, boy?”

      His voice rumbled deep and low, even lower than Daddy’s but without the threatening menace. Still, Timmy felt his body tremble.

      “My present.” The words squeaked out of him, his voice cracking on the last syllable.

      “You’re trying to chop me into firewood for a present?” Santa said.

      Timmy shook his head, afraid his voice would fail him. It was all going so wrong. He’d never get Santa to do what he wanted now. Still he hung on to the axe, even when Santa tried to tug it out of his hands.

      “Better let go of that, boy,” Santa said but Timmy wouldn’t let go. As Santa raised his other hand, Timmy winced and closed his eyes. He knew what would happen next.

      The axe vanished from his hands. Timmy lost his balance and fell to his knees. His hands slapped out onto the carpet in front of him. He opened his eyes. The axe leaned up against the mantle across the room.

      Maybe if he made a dash for it...

      Santa stepped in front of Timmy, blocking his view of the axe.

      “I think you and me need to have a discussion, boy,” the deep voice rumbled.

      Timmy felt a massive hand engulf his shoulder. Before he realized it, he was sitting on the couch beside Santa, facing the blinking Christmas tree. Santa held the plate of cookies balanced on one knee. He picked up a cookie and regarded it.

      “These aren’t poisoned, are they?”

      Timmy shook his head.

      Santa took a bite and then offered the plate to Timmy. Timmy shied away. They were cookies for Santa. Timmy wasn’t allowed to take them.

      Santa seemed to understand. He set the plate back on his knee and finished the cookie, wiping crumbs from his fluffy white beard.

      “Do you want to explain why you leave me cookies but try to chop my head off?” Santa said.

      Timmy hunched his shoulders. How could he explain? His heart pounded in his chest. Part of him had sort of wondered if there really was a Santa Claus. Jeremy Roswell at school had claimed there wasn’t, it was a baby’s story, but who was this man sitting beside him and how had he come down a closed off chimney? Besides, Timmy needed Santa to be real, needed his help, even without the axe.

      “Well?” said Santa.

      “My present,” Timmy said. “I wanted to make sure I got it.”

      “And you think an axe is the way to be persuasive,” Santa said.

      Timmy shrugged. “I didn’t know how else to make you listen.”

      Santa moved the plate to the couch and turned more toward the boy. He placed a wide hand on Timmy’s shoulder. Daddy used to do that sometimes but he always squeezed too tight, pinching the muscles in Timmy’s shoulder and when Timmy squirmed or said it hurt, Daddy got this funny little smile on his face.

      But Santa’s hand didn’t squeeze, didn’t hurt. A warmth spread through his hand into Timmy’s shoulder, making Timmy feel more relaxed.

      “I always listen, Timmy,” Santa said.

      Timmy took a sharp intact of breath. His shoulders stiffened. He jerked away from Santa.

      “How did you know my name?”

      Santa chuckled, a low, deep sound that reverberated from the bottom of his chest outward. “I know all the names of all the boys and girls.”

      Of course he did, he was Santa, Timmy thought. The boy relaxed again. He had to trust Santa. It was the only shot he had.

      “Sorry, Santa,” Timmy murmured. He leaned away as if expecting a blow. Santa did raise his hand again. Timmy tried not to flinch as it lowered but it again rested on Timmy’s shoulder, spreading more of that warmth and comfort.

      “You don’t have to apologize for asking questions, Timmy,” Santa said. “Now that axe is a different story.” Santa nodded at it leaning against the mantle. “Can you tell me now what it’s all about?”

      Timmy hesitated. How could he ask for what he most wanted? He’d never said it to anyone even though he’d dreamed about it for years, for forever. It was his most secret wish and he felt embarrassed and ashamed to think of it. He’d never even told Momma and had never even hinted to Santa before. This year, he’d decided to do something about it but now confronted with having to say the words, Timmy found he didn’t know what to say. His mouth opened and closed like a fish talking in water and he had about as much to say as a fish.

      Santa seemed to understand. His hand on Timmy’s shoulder tightened but not enough to hurt, not like Daddy’s grip. Instead, Santa’s hand was a comfort. Timmy found himself leaning more toward Santa. The wide hand moved off the boy’s shoulder and slipped around his back as Timmy leaned against Santa.

      Timmy felt tears prickle his eyes. He blinked fast to stop any from dribbling down his face. How babyish to cry in front of Santa! The thought mortified him. He started to tighten up again but the arm around him encouraged him to rest, to relax. Timmy managed to fit the tears back.

      “My present...,” he said. His throat made a croaking sound. He felt all congested. He couldn’t go on.

      Santa nodded, his great fluffy white beard moving up and down on his chest. The hat on his head flopped back and forth. The big white ball on the end seemed to bob with a life of its own. Santa squeezed Timmy against his side then released him as he got up from the couch. His black boots pressed into the worn carpet as he took a step toward the axe. One black glove reached down and closed over the wooden axe handle. Santa didn’t even need both hands to pick it up.

      “I know what you’d like for Christmas,” Santa said. “It won’t fit in your stocking though.”

      He hefted the axe and headed down the hall.
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        * * *

      

      The lights from the police cars set up a strange flashing counterpoint to the tilted Christmas tree blinking in the corner. Timmy huddled on the couch with Momma, a blanket wrapped around his shoulders. She hugged him but he wasn’t sure if it was to keep him warm or protect herself. He noticed little spots of red on her left cheek. The side that would have been facing... He grabbed a tissue from the box on the end table and dabbed at her cheek.

      She reared back. “What?”

      “Some red,” Timmy said. “On your cheek.”

      Her face got paler but she let him finish wiping at her face.

      “All gone now,” he said.

      One of the police officers stepped forward. “Ma’m, I’m sorry we’ll have to ask you some questions.”

      “Not in front of my son,” Momma said.

      “It’s okay, Mom,” Timmy said. He patted her knee.

      She hesitated and then nodded. “Okay.”

      The police officer pulled out a note book. “You said when you called that you thought you saw a red suited man.”

      Timmy stiffened under his mother’s arm. She felt his movement; he could tell from the way her head tilted toward him even though she kept facing the officer. Timmy held his breath, waiting to see what his mother would say. Would she give it all away?

      “I can’t really be sure,” she said. “It was so dark and it all happened so fast. Stuff got in my eyes. I don’t think I really saw anything after all.”

      The officer made notes on his note book. “I need to ask… Son, maybe you’d better go to your room.”

      Momma nodded so Timmy slipped off the couch and headed down the hall to his bedroom. Passing his parents’ bedroom door, he saw the other officers bent over the bed. They cut off most of the view but Timmy saw a hand hanging limp over the side of the bed. Red stained the bed sheets. Momma’s voice murmured behind him in the living room, detailing how she’d woken up to her husband’s cries, thought she saw a shape above them swinging the axe.

      In his parents’ room, one of the officers stretched a measuring tape up to the wall. “Probably a good six feet tall,” the man said. Another officer scribbled in another notebook.

      Timmy continued on to his room and closed the door behind him. He crossed to the window and looked out over his small backyard. It had started to snow. White flakes drifted in the air, covering the ground in fine white waves.

      All over the city, other kids were waking up to presents under the tree, Christmas music playing on the stereo, cozy fires burning in fireplaces and hearty breakfasts with loving parents. Timmy had sirens, flashing lights, police men stomping through the house, and a limp hand hanging over the edge of a bloody bed.

      A hand that would never twisted his shoulder until it hurt or strike his mother ever again.

      Timmy smiled at the snow covering his yard.

      It was the best Christmas ever!

      Thank you, Santa!
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