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FADE IN:

EXT. SKY – NIGHT

Racing across a clear midnight sky, SANTA CLAUSE, very old, pilots his gold plated sleigh and nine REINDEER. His sleigh turns to and fro then zooms straight ahead followed by cosmic dust and a lighted trail of mini stars.
SANTA

On Donner, on Cupid, on Dasher, on Dancer, on Prancer, on Comet and Blitzen, on Vixen, and light up a land spot for us Rudolph.

Rudolph’s nose begins to blink like a landing light from a 747. The sleigh heads toward a simple house in little suburban America.
A short landing with heels extended from all reindeer. Then a quick stop.
ext. roof top – night

Reindeer touch down first with heels extended to brake the sleigh. Santa and his cabin touch down with a bump and a sudden stop.
SANTA

(hopping out)
Well Rudolph you guided us down to another safe landing. And to all my favorite reindeer – thank you all.
He tosses out magic twinkling dust from his hand that turns to corn as it lands on the ground in front of each reindeer.

Snaps his fingers and a list appears.

SANTA

Now then. Better check my naughty and nice list again.

Checking with his finger. Little beads of light follow his finger as he moves across the list.
SANTA

Hmmm – One nice one and one naughty one.
Shocking discovery and awe struck look as he reads the name on the naughty list.

SANTA

Martha Meyers! No. Another single mom.
Snaps his fingers again. A giant toy stuffed sack appears at draped over his shoulder. He drags one leg as he hobbles toward the chimney.

SANTA

Dear dear dear. I will be quiet as mouse inside this house. Martha Meyers will never know I was in and out.

A twinkle of his nose and down the chimney he plummets.

THUD.
INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT

Earlier in the evening.

Little five years old MINDY MEYER, grips an open refrigerator door like it’s going to run away from her.

Mom, MARTHA MEYERS, all of twenty-one, leans against a kitchen counter in nothing but a Christmas red teddy looking as slutty as ever. She drinks tequila straight from a high ball glass.

MINDY

Does Santa like milk?

MARTHA

Sure why not. After all he needs big bones just like everyone else.

Mindy giggles. Martha guzzles.

MINDY

Maybe Santa would like chocolate milk?

Rimming her glass seductively. Eyes are off into fantasy land.
MARTHA
I bet he would.

Gathers all of her stuff on the kitchen table. Slams the refrigerator door. Jars rattle.

MARTHA

Hurry up Min. If you’re awake Santa won’t come. Mmmm.

MINDY

Really?

Fixes a dish of goodies and pours milk faster.

MARTHA

That’s a fact. It happened to that Tabitha girl up the street last year.

More guzzling. Then grabbing for the bottle of Cuervo.

MARTHA

She fussed around until she heard the clatter of Santa on the roof. As soon as Santa knew she was awake. Away he flew reindeer and all.

MINDY

Wow. Did Tabitha cry?

MARTHA

She bellowed like a little baby.

MINDY

What did her mommy do?

MARTHA

She cried right along with her.

Shakes her head side to side in disgust.
Scoops up the plate and glass and darts toward the door to the living room.

MARTHA

Hold on!

MINDY

What mommy?

Spins around and spills her drink. She opens the top cupboard and grabs a pill bottle. Holds out two small blue pills.

Martha

Put these on Santa’s plate.

MINDY

(grabbing the pills)
What are these mommy?

MARTHA

Just some old vitamins left over from your loser father. Now scoot along and put Santa’s plate out and hop into bed so the sugar plums of Christmas can dance in your head.

MINDY

What are vimamins mommy?
MARTHA

They make you stronger Min. Don’t you want a strong Santa.

MINDY

Vimamin will give Santa Muscles mommy?

MARTHA

(sultry) 

Oh yeah. Mmmm.
Mindy disappears into the living room while Martha downs the remainder of her Cuervo.

int. living room – christmas tree – night

The house is quiet – nobody stirs not even a mouse.

A twinkle and a blink of one eye transforms a bare Christmas tree into one stuffed with brightly wrapped boxes with big colorful bows.

Santa

Delightful. Now, I better scram before the naughty one wakes.

Caught by the goodies.

SANTA

What’ this? More cookies and my favorite, chocolate milk. Oh and look two blue tick tacks.

With cookies devoured, tick tacks gone down into his jelly belly and chocolate milk stained beard he skips toward the chimney to make his escape.

SANTA

Oh dear my sciatica. Making me drag a leg again.

Int. chimney – night

With a twinkle of his nose he rose, then in a second he froze. That’s not all that had arose.

What to his wandering eye was a huge stiff hard on. It had him trapped from escaping to the roof top.
SANTA

Heavens to Betsy. How did that happen.

The naughty and nice list floats down to Santa.

Santa

(remembering)
Single moms! I really hate those naughty little beasts.

SANTA

Oh well, tis’ the night wasting. Better deflate my trouser troubles quick so all the good little boys and girls can have a Christmas morning with new toys.
Wiggles free of the chimney’s grip on him.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
He marches through the living room, removing boots, and velvet garments as he drags his hard on toward Martha’s bedroom.
INT. BEDROOM – DOORWAY – NIGHT

MARTHA’S POV
Santa stands at the doorway. Nothing on except candy cane striped tightie-whities and red suspenders. The northern pole tries to escape his undies.

One hand holds up the doorway while the other loops a nipple.

Candles flicker off of his rosy nose and ice blue eyes.

MARTHA (o.s.)

(breathy)
Hi ya Santa. Do you have a big package for me?

SANTA

Martha Meyers you’ve been a bad girl. 

Martha (O.S.)
No Santa. I’ve been very very bad. Will you be bad with me?
int. bedroom - night
Martha lies seductively across her leopard comforter. A boob lingers out of her Christmas red teddy.

martha

Come on Santa. Give me that Christmas package in your pants.

Licks her lips.
Santa holds up his palm and blows a gentle north wind toward Martha. He decides not to blow.
santa

I’m gonna hate myself in the morning and for now I’m gonna get rid of Mr. Big as Mrs. Clause calls it.

Super imposed

“THE NEXT FOUR HOURS”
int. bedroom – night
A) Santa does Martha missionary style. Only his rosy red cheeks are seen thrusting in and out.

B) Santa does Martha on the lazy boy chair over the arm. His rosy red cheeks still exposed.

C) Santa’s feet are seen. Martha’s contorted face is seen, and no Santa’s head.

D) Both are twisted into a sweaty pretzel shape. Santa’s rosy red cheeks are seen thrusting.

Together the two find simultaneous ecstasy with a sudden groan, then a Cro-Magnon man grunt.

SANTA POV

He blows a magic dust out of his palm into Martha’s face. She falls fast asleep.

ext. ROOF TOP – NIGHT

All of the reindeer have lain down for a long night’s rest, when suddenly Santa zips out of the chimney.

SANTA

Dasher, dancer, comet, blitzen get up you lazy bees. Rudolph lead us away.

All nine are up and ready to fly. Santa floats into his sleigh with a smile on his face.

Santa whipsaws the reins and the sleigh begins to move like a fighter off of an aircraft carrier deck.
santa

Now dash away, dash away, dash away.

Cracks the whip again.

Santa

On Donner, on Cupid, on Dasher, on Dancer, on Prancer, on Comet and Blitzen, on Vixen, and light up a land spot for us Rudolph.

The sleigh had almost achieved lift off but not quiet. It clips the tip top of the chimney. Golden sparks are left falling to the ground as bricks hit the sidewalk below.
INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT

Martha wakes to the sound of bricks tumbling down from the chimney. She rubs her eyes and sees Santa zooming past outside her window. As he passes he winks at Martha and…

SANTA (O.S.)

HO HO HO!

MARTHA

(wagging her finger)
Now Santa. Only a Ho for you.

She falls back down onto her bed. A note jumps off the pillow next to her.

MARTHA

What’s this?

Pause while she reads.

MARTHA

No way. 

She leans over – opens the night stand drawer and pulls out a giant candy cane shaped vibrator complete with swirling stripes and a hooked handle.

MARTHA

Oh Santa you do love naughty girls.

fade OUT:

The vibrator goes on. BZZZZZZ.

END
