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Dasher gains life as a
human, but she is missing a connection. She wants a mate and is
willing to do whatever it takes to find one.

 


 


 One of nine reindeer that pulls Santa’s sleigh,
Dasher wants nothing more than to find a partner, a mate, someone
to be with. With the restrictions in the workshop, she has only one
choice—she goes to the human world and starts trying men on for
size.

The down side
to mating with a human is that they don’t remember her the
following day. The depressing point is that none of them have the
stamina to keep up with her and there are no second chances. Every
time is the first time with a human.

When she is
assigned to a shop that needs an emergency audit, she enjoys the
thrill of digging through the messy paperwork, and she has plans
for the proprietor. One time might be enough if it was with
him.

Argus has been
sent to bring back a reindeer, but the woman with smouldering dark
eyes is more than he was banking on. She seems nice, but he wants
her naughty.
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Ru calmly walked
another stack of files to the cabinet and slowly sorted through it
as she sought the alphabetical corollary. Her band and the bands of
her siblings rattled on her arms under her sleeves. It made it hard
to concentrate.

For the last
two months, she had managed to keep management at bay while her
sisters were out in the human world. It was her job to be the
decoy, as she was the only one who was bound to Santa’s sleigh.

With the way
the bands were buzzing, it was likely that someone wanted to do a
briefing regarding this year’s path through the changing global
weather patterns.

Ru promised
herself that she would ignore them until it wasn’t possible.
Unfortunately, she knew that that particular moment was here. She
could hear footsteps in the archive. There were never footsteps
that didn’t belong to a reindeer in the nice and naughty
list archive.

There was only
one reason for someone to make their way into the territory of the
team—Santa wanted an audience.

“Hello? Where
is everyone?”

Ru whistled
sharply. The footfalls headed her way. She kept filing. It was what
the reindeer did during the off-season. They were confined to the
archive and did all the paperwork for the previous season. It was
terminally boring and the reason for the visit today.

She could feel
the presence of the elf behind her.

“Where are the
others?”

Ru continued to
file the verifications of the fulfillment of the nice or naughty
requirements.

“Rudolph. Where
are the others?” Administrator Rin wasn’t shrill, but he wasn’t
completely calm.

She turned when
she finished her batch and looked at him with her hands folded in
front of her. “What others?”

He lifted his
monitor—the flat display that told him where the reindeer were at
any given time. Rudolph’s glow was red; the others were gold.

She
shrugged.

“He is going to
hear about this.”

She shrugged
again.

“Come with
me.”

That was
surprising. “Leave the archive?”

“And the
stables. Santa needs to know about this.”

Ru walked with
him to the upper level and through the crystalline gateway that
normally blocked her progress. With Rin’s hand on her shoulder, she
slid through the gateway and into the main hall.

Santa was
sitting with his mail and flipping through the letters that the
elves had selected for special consideration.

Rin cleared his
throat. “Boss, I have Rudolph for you.”

Santa looked
up, his pretty elven features glowing brightly in the reflected
light of his crystal palace.

“Rudolph. Come
and have a seat. I have been trying to contact you and the others
from the team. Where have you been keeping yourself?” Santa patted
the chair next to him and smiled.

Ru moved toward
him and took the seat. “I have been where I always am. I am in the
archive or the stable. Isn’t that where I am supposed to be?”

She tried to
hold in her frustration, but it lashed out.

Santa put the
letter he was reading aside. He waved his hand and a pot of tea
appeared between them. “Tell me what the problem is.”

She sighed.
“The reindeer have decided that since we have gone through five
hundred seasons, it is time we strike out on our own. A woman can
only take so much frustration.”

Santa poured
the tea. “Rin, where are the reindeer?”

Rin checked his
tablet. “Boss, it says that they are all in here, with you.”

“Ru, can you
push up your sleeves, please?”

Ru pushed her
sleeves back to the shoulder. On each arm were four tracking bands.
Each engraved with the name of the reindeer who should have worn
it. Ru’s was still around her neck. She couldn’t remove the ruby if
she tried, and she had really tried.

Santa set the
cup of tea down in front of her. “Where did they go, Rudolph?”

“In a nutshell?
They have gone to get laid. For five hundred years, we have gone
into heat, and for five hundred years, we were not allowed out to
seek a mate to ease our need. We are not allowed to live like
normal women, even for a while. We are tired of it. So, we worked
out a strategy and implemented it. I would wear their bands and
they would get some life experiences.”

She picked up
the cup and sipped at the minty tea.

Santa closed
his eyes. “Christmas is in a week. What are we supposed to do about
the missing reindeer?”

“Ask them to
come back?” Ru smiled over her teacup.

Santa opened
his eyes and narrowed them at her. “How?”

“Give us
freedom to roam here and to seek sexual partners amongst the elves.
You are all high elves; there isn’t a size problem. We want to be
able to find companionship. It is important. Do you know what five
centuries without touching someone does? It isn’t fun.”

Santa nodded.
“Fine. I will consider it, but how do we get them back
now?”

Rudolph smiled.
“You are going to need to send out some bait.”

Santa turned to
Rin. “Get the eight best-looking and most amenable guys from the
naughty-or-nice department. If they are able to convince the
reindeer they are after to come back, they can keep her. Or she can
keep them. Whatever.”

Ru smiled. It
was working.

Rin scrambled
away, and Ru sat sipping at her tea.

Santa sighed.
“After all these years, they just snuck away?”

“They broke
out, but no. They each wrote you a letter.”

She patted the
pockets of her gown and found them. With a flourish, she brought
out a stack with Dasher’s signature on top.

“Here you
go.”

Santa took the
letters with bemusement. He opened Dasher’s envelope and stared at
the contents, reading the first sentence aloud. “Dear Santa, get
bent!”

He glanced over
at Ru through his crystal-blue eyes. “That seems a little
harsh.”

Ru nodded. “It
is years of frustration; keep reading.”

He did, and his
skin paled even further as the torture of a thwarted mating season
was outlined to him. He shivered, and by the time he had recovered
himself, Rin and a gathering of eight very strapping and attractive
elves came through the portal.

“Rudolph,
please remove the reindeer bands. They will be needed to find the
ladies.” Santa’s voice was kind.

Ru removed the
bands, one by one, and they were given to the elves as their
mission was explained.

“You are on
Operation Reindeer Retrieval. We need those ladies back, and we
need them here in the next few days. Charm them, seduce them, but
get them to agree to return. They have to be willing.”

The elves
looked down at the bands, at each other and a few exchanged the
items they were holding. Ru smiled. It seemed that the reindeers’
auras came through in their collars.

One of the men
looked to Santa. “Boss, how are we supposed to find them?”

Santa scowled.
“Can’t you sense them?”

The men of the
naughty-and-nice list shook their heads.

Ru
snickered.

Santa turned to
her. “You know where they are.”

She shrugged.
“I have no idea. We deliberately didn’t share this kind of
information, and I believe that this is why.”

Santa sighed.
“Rin, take her to my office.”

Ru got to her
feet, shook out her gown and left Santa with his
representatives.

They had a lot
to discuss.

 


* * * *

 


Santa watched the
elegant woman with the small rack of horns as she mounted the
stairs to his office. The letter had been concise and something he
couldn’t ignore. It was a letter to Santa from Dasher, and she was
mad.

“Gentlemen, it
seems that my flight team has gotten a little frustrated with going
through years of seasons without being able to find a mate. If you
think of someone more suitable to take your place, by all means,
hand off the band. I hadn’t realized my team was so desperately
unhappy, and if giving them a mate will keep them happy, I am
willing to offer you up.”

The men
shifted, shrugged and nodded. Santa kept his smirk to himself.
While the elves were allowed to leave during the off-season for
personal recreation, they could not bring humans back to the
workshop. Having a lover at home would be a great temptation, and
as always, Rin had chosen the right men for the job.

“The reindeer
are travelling using Christmas magic, so as you are all aware of
what that entails, you can come up with the likeliest means of
finding them yourselves.”

He got to his
feet and waved them off. “All of our resources are at your
disposal. Good luck.”

Santa gathered
the letters from the reindeer and headed up the steps to his
office. He had matters to attend to, and Rudolph could shed a light
on certain aspects of it.
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