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  Blurb and Content Warning 


Winter’s Eve: An Erotic M/F Holiday Short Story            

Beatrix Claus is the new Santa and more than happy to take over the family business. 

Except she is already failing as Christmas Eve fast approaches. 

Her magical sleigh is on the fritz, and she has no intention of begging the son of Krampus to help her. She would rather prance around naked and summon the fabled Reindeer King. 

Only he isn’t a fable, and the Reindeer King is happy to help his new Santa in more ways than one.

Content Warning: Adult language, explicit sex scenes, miscommunication, and relocation. 









  
  Chapter One 


“Candy cane cocksucker!” Beatrix’s voice rang out though the old two-story stables. She rolled out from under the hunk of junk that was supposed to be her sleigh and narrowed her eyes at the frowning elf. “What?” she sneered. 
The elf rolled her eyes and handed Beatrix a wrench. “You are the new Santa, Beatrix. And I, for one, did not help raise such a lady with that type of mouth.” 
This time, Beatrix rolled her eyes and scooted back under the mechanical sleigh. Gone were the old days when Santa delivered presents all over the world with a sleigh pulled by reindeer. Beatrix sighed and hooked the wrench onto an oil-slicked lug nut. The damn sleigh was more finicky than anything else that operated at the North Pole. And while Beatrix was usually a master at fixing anything mechanical, this sleigh was truly something else. 
She was just about to give up when the wrench finally moved. “Fuck y—” Oil sprayed all over Beatrix’s face and she shrieked in anger. “I’m done! You are a fucking hunk of junk.” She rolled out from under the sleigh and stalked away, pointing at the disapproving elf on the way. “Don’t you even start.” The elf shook her head and sighed before pulling out her phone. Beatrix’s eyes narrowed. “Just who do you think you are calling?”
The elf smiled and held up the phone, which Beatrix took gently, trying not to get too much oil on it. She could see the small picture of herself, her blonde hair sticking up from her haphazardly made bun and half of her face covered with oil. Her red jumpsuit looked worse for wear, and she inwardly winced when the video call picked up. A sun-kissed face with rosy cheeks and perfectly curled snow-white hair frowned at her. “Trix, honey, what is all over your face? Why are you so dirty? Hold on, let me get your father.” 
Beatrix’s mother frowned at her through the phone and tossed it down onto whatever chair she had vacated. Beatrix squinted and took in the bright blue sky overhead, along with the sound of water lapping against something. She waited impatiently for her mother to get back and tapped her black snow boot on the ground. After a moment, Beatrix realized she was tapping out the tune to a Christmas song and stopped immediately. She might be the new Santa Claus, but that didn’t mean she had to live and breathe Christmas. 
A rustle from the phone caught her attention, and she smiled at the new face. Her father smiled back through his massive white beard. “Trix, honey, what seems to be the matter? Is everything going well at the North Pole?” 
Beatrix sighed and nodded. “Everything is fine. I don’t know why Megi called you. She is just worried about nothing.”
“The sleigh is broken!” Megi’s shrill voice rang out, and Beatrix’s father frowned. 
“Honey, that doesn’t sound like nothing. We should come back. Is it the magic, or is it something mechanical?” 
Beatrix shook her head. “Absolutely not. You and Mom both need this vacation. You have run Christmas for the two hundred and thirty years. It is my turn now. Now tell Mom I said—”
“You are not getting away that quickly, Trix. You didn’t answer my question.” 
Beatrix groaned and pinched at the bridge of her nose. “It’s mechanical.”
Her father smiled. “You had me worried for a moment! If it is mechanical, then you can get it fixed easy enough before Christmas Eve. I’ll tell your mother you love her, and we will see you come the new year.” 
He hung up quickly, and Beatrix slapped the phone back into Megi’s waiting hand. “You lied,” she squeaked out.
“It’s no big deal. I’ll get the stupid thing working again.” Beatrix turned on her heel and stalked over to the giant sink perched on the wall next a stack of glistening harnesses. Harnesses that haven’t been used in over four hundred years. They still gleamed after all this time; wild magic embedded into them. Too bad Beatrix didn’t have access to that type of magic. Megi frowned at Beatrix as she scrubbed at her face, trying to get all the grease and oil off. She turned off the faucet once Megi started tapping her foot. “Fine, Megi. What is your solution, then? I know it’s not mechanical, even as much as I wish it was. It’s the magic. It is waning. What would you have me do?”
Megi held up the phone. “You need to call him and make amends.”
Beatrix laughed. “I would rather prance my naked ass all over the tundra and sleep with the Reindeer King, then talk to him again.”
Megi gasped and slapped the phone across Beatrix’s thigh. “Don’t you dare utter those words. Not in this place and not at this time of the year.”
Beatrix grinned and took a step away, hands raised. “Reindeer King.”
Megi scowled, taking a step forward for every step Beatrix took back. “Don’t, Beatrix.”
“Ohhhhh, Reindeer Kinggggg!” she sang. “Reindeer King, I am waiting for youuuuu. Come and steal me away.”  
Megi shook her head, her exasperated sigh sounding more like a squeak. “Girl, what am I supposed to do with you?”
Beatrix shrugged and headed toward the large stable doors. “Come on, Megi. It’s a joke. I know the Reindeer King no longer exists. Or else we wouldn’t be in this mess to begin with.” She motioned to the sleigh. 
Megi gave her a quizzical look before motioning to the door. “That is enough for today. You still have lists to double check. Why don’t we go inside, and I’ll make you some hot cocoa.” 
 Beatrix smiled and opened the door for Megi. “Now that sounds like an excellent plan.” 






  
  Chapter Two 


“I take it back. This was a horrible idea. Is this list growing?” Beatrix’s bewilderment cut through her annoyance. “It is growing. Look. Look!” She shoved the paper in Megi’s direction and stabbed at the newest name. “How am I supposed to check this list if it keeps changing?”
Megi scooted a mug of hot cocoa in her direction, topped with mini marshmallows and a candy cane stick. Beatrix moved it to the side and glared at the elf. “I thought this was supposed to be less stressful. Yet now, I am even more stressed. Now, I have a never-ending list and a sleigh that won’t run. And oh, look at the time.” Beatrix pointed at the invisible watch on her wrist. “Two days left until Christmas Eve. Three days until I break Christmas.”
Megi scoffed. “You are not going to break Christmas. You know what you need to do.” She pushed the phone in her direction, the number already up and ready to dial. Just one little push of a button and all her problems would be solved. 
Beatrix snorted. “How about hell no.” She pushed the phone back to Megi.  
“Okay, girl, that’s it.” Megi stood and slapped her hands onto the table, rattling the hot cocoa. “I am tired, and I am going to bed. Do what you want, but remember, this is more than just you and some guy trouble. Get your shit together or else you will disappoint more than just a few million kids worldwide in the coming days. You’ll disappoint everyone here at the North Pole, you will disappoint me, and you will disappoint your family. Now goodnight.” 
Megi added emphasis to her goodnight and Beatrix stared at her in shock, mouth slightly agape. Never had Megi spoken to her in such a way. Beatrix nodded slightly and murmured, “Goodnight.”      
She watched Megi leave, and Beatrix wondered if she was being overly dramatic. Maybe…
She glanced at the phone and the number all queued up, ready to go. She took a deep breath to steady her temper and glanced out the glass walls of her small office. Below was the factory floor, and she watched the elves hard at work, as they had been for the last six months. Nonstop, 24/7 working in 12-hour shifts. As was always done at the North Pole, six months of grueling work, followed by six months of fun and relaxation. She didn’t want the last six months to be all in vain. 
With a sigh, Beatrix picked up the phone and hit the call button. The screen popped up, and with it, her face once more filled the small rectangle. She couldn’t help but see she was even more bedraggled looking than earlier. Quickly, she grabbed the tie from her bun and loosened her hair, letting it fall past her shoulders, and shook it out. It wasn’t the best, but it would do. What Beatrix couldn’t hide, though, was the grimace upon her lips when he finally answered.  
“Little Trix, I was wondering when you would call me.” His voice felt slimy against her skin even through the phone, and Beatrix wondered how her father ever lasted doing business with the Krampus family. But this wasn’t Krampus she was speaking to. No, this was his vile son. Unfortunately, they had the same name, so she had taken to calling him Junior. Which he absolutely despised. Junior flicked out his tongue and Beatrix swore she could feel him ogling her through the phone. 
“Don’t make this a bigger deal than it is, Junior. This isn’t about you and me, it is about—”
“I’m going to stop you there, Trixi Babe.” He held up a hand and smirked. “This isn’t between your dad and mine anymore. You took over the business, as did I. And you know what I want in return for the magic to fix your sleigh.” 
“You vile, disgusting cocksucker. I will never—”
“You know what? I’ve changed my mind. Instead of you on your knees sucking my cock, I would rather it buried inside that sweet little—”
Beatrix ended the call with a choking snarl and hurled the phone across her office. It hit the glass door and exploded, black pieces of the phone intermixing with the clear glass door shards. She stomped across the office and grabbed the handle to the door, ripping it open. The rest of the glass broke, clattering to the ground. 
The factory below went silent and Beatrix’s face warmed as she took in all the elves’ faces looking up at her. She turned on her heel and headed to the factory door. Grabbing her thick winter coat, she stepped outside and into the cold winter that was her home. She needed to clear her head and think about how she was going to save Christmas without sacrificing her dignity or calling for her father’s help. 
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