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Christmas Eve, Dublin

It was the kind of night that felt like something was about to split in half. Wind shuddered down the narrow alleyways in bursts violent enough to rattle the rusted drainpipes. Rain slapped sideways across the bricks, turning to sleet, then, at last it finally started to snow.

I walked slow through the alley, not in a hurry. Snow stuck to my coat, my lashes, the tips of my heels. The cold didn’t bother me—I liked the way it made my breath curl from my lips.

My coat was long, soft, white fur down to my ankles. It swung with every step, hiding everything underneath. But not well. 

Underneath, the hem of my skirt—red velvet so fine it barely held together—danced with every step, trimmed with tiny silver bells that jingled faintly as I moved.

My heels—shining red stilettos with points sharp enough to pierce skin, clicked once, twice, then settled into a rhythm as I walked between the garbage bins and flickering lamp posts. The pavement was slick , and the lamps buzzed overhead like they were trying to die quietly. I kept walking.

I could feel the way the fabric clung to my hips. The way it struggled to contain my tits. I’d worn no bra, just white velvet gloves that went to the elbow and a belt that cinched my waist so tight I could hear the stitches strain if I exhaled too hard. My tits were huge and high and they swelled above the neckline waiting to be unwrapped. My ass was tight enough to fight the fabric with every sway of my hips. I could feel it bounce behind me. Men always stopped to stare.

My hair was white too, thick and curly, falling down my back. I wore black sunglasses even at night, covering my eyes—people get stuck in them too easy. Red lipstick, bright and glossy.

I didn’t rush.

Ahead, the Black Rabbit.

No windows. No music spilling out into the alley. No warmth. Just a rusted metal door and a flickering sign that couldn’t decide whether it was lying: BLACK RABBIT... blink... BLACK RAT... blink... then black.

Perfect.

I pushed the door open, and it screamed on its hinges like it knew what I was about to do.

Inside was heat. The smell of cigar smoke and whiskey.

Then I saw what I craved.

Real men.

Big, scarred, ugly in the way that made my thighs ache. Beards wet with beer. Necks thick with muscle. Arms that looked like they bent steel for work and punched drywall for relief. None of them smiled when they looked up at me.

Then again, I wasn’t smiling either.

“Who the fuck let Mother Christmas out of her cage?” one guy said.

“Strippergram? For us?”

“Close the fuckin’ door!”

I stepped inside without looking at any of them. Not yet.

I walked to the bar, my hips rolling, bells on my skirt chiming softly, heels digging into the old floorboards. The bar top stank of sweat, stale beer, and whiskey. I placed my little white handbag on the bar and sat.

Crossed my legs.

Folded my gloved hands over my knee.

And smiled.

“Would you happen to have something hot for me?” I asked the bartender sweetly. “Coffee perhaps. Or something with a little whiskey in it. A toddy.”

Silence. Then laughter.

One of them—broad-shouldered, scar across his eyebrow, thick neck—barked, “You lost, sweetheart?”

Another, chewing a toothpick: “This ain’t the North fuckin’ Pole.”

I turned my head toward them, slow and elegant, curls bouncing across my cheek. The lamplight caught the lenses of my glasses just enough to make me look saintly.

“I’m exactly where I want to be.”

That got a pause.

They stared.

I undid the clasp of my coat with a practiced flick of my fingers. The coat slid from my shoulders and fell onto the barstool behind me like it was glad to be rid of me.

And now they were looking.

Now they were seeing.

The velvet dress gripped me like it had claws. My tits looked poured into the neckline, high and plush, a soft curve of obscene invitation. My waist narrowed to a pinch, tight enough to make men imagine holding it with one hand. And my hips—broad, rolling, divine—strained against the hem of the dress every time I moved. My thighs glowed. My ass jutted behind me like something you’d kneel to worship, the skirt just barely long enough to cover it, and even that modesty was defeated by the way the velvet stretched with every shift of my weight.

I let them look. I counted the breaths. Counted how many of them licked their lips.

Nine. Perfect.

“You walked in dressed like that for a reason,” one of them said finally, voice dark.

“I did,” I said. “And I’m happy to play.”

They moved closer, boots scuffing, chairs scraping. I didn’t flinch.

“But only,” I said, “if you play my game.”

Their eyes narrowed.

“What game?”

I smiled with my eyes this time.

“It’s Christmas Eve,” I said. “And I’m Mrs. Claus. That makes all of you...”

I looked at each of them slowly. Deliberately.

“Reindeer.”

Someone laughed—low, surprised.

I pointed.

“You’re Donner,” I said, to the one who’d spoken first. Thick neck. Hands like wrecking balls.

I turned. “Dasher,” I said, to the twitchy one with the fast eyes.

“Vixen,” I said to the smirking one who was already adjusting himself in his pants.

“Cupid,” to the one whose grin could melt the polar cap.

“Blitzen,” to the loud one.

“Dancer,” to the one tapping his fingers like he had music in his bones.

“Prancer,” to the cocky one with perfect shoulders.

“Comet,” to the silent one with a dark stare.

And finally—I looked up.

“Rudolph,” I breathed. The biggest. Taller than the rest. His cock was practically outlined through his jeans like it wanted to be freed. His eyes said he could break me. His jaw said he’d enjoy it.

“You want us to play along?” he asked. “Let you call us that?”

“Yes,” I said.

“And what do you want, Mrs. Claus?”

I smiled, letting my curls fall as I tilted my head.

“I want to be ruined,” I whispered.

They didn’t laugh this time.

They stared.

Then Donner stepped forward, grabbed my wrist, turned it slowly.

“We’ll ruin you,” he said.

The others murmured agreement—low and rough.

“Big time,” Dasher said.

“Proper,” said Vixen.

“Thorough,” added Prancer.

I licked my lips.

“Let’s make Santa Claus jealous.”

They surrounded me in a half-circle. My bells jingled softly as I stood.

The bar light flickered.

Their hands flexed. Their eyes burned. My heartbeat thudded hot in my chest.

“Now,” I said, reaching into my bag and pulling out a single red ribbon, long and satin-slick, “who wants to unwrap their gift first?”
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I held up the ribbon.

It gleamed between my velvet fingers, catching the bar light like it had been waiting all year to be noticed. Blood red, long enough to tie wrists, bind ankles, or gag someone eager. Satin, of course. I had taste.

Then I turned—heels sharp on the floor—and faced them fully.

All nine of my filthy little reindeer.

Big, brutal men, hands twitching to grab, hips tense with the kind of hard-on that stopped brain activity. They weren’t drunk anymore. Or maybe they were, but it didn’t matter. They were tuned to me now. Locked in.

I walked past them, letting the bells on my skirt jingle with each sway of my hips. A soft sound. Festive, obscene.

“Don’t be shy,” I said, low and sweet, passing between them. “Santa’s not here. And I’ve been neglected far too long.”

One of them, Blitzen, reached out, ran his fingers along the small of my back. I didn’t stop him. I leaned into it.

“Mmm. Naughty,” I murmured.

He grinned.

“Worse than that.”

“Good,” I said. “You’ll fit right in.”

The others watched me circle the room, stopping now and then to touch them. A graze of the shoulder. A palm dragged slowly down a chest. A fingertip over a belt buckle. My eyes glittered behind my glasses, they were warm, motherly, but laced with filth. The kind of gaze that made you wonder if I’d tell you to
















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Dark Christmas Erotica by C. E. Ireland





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





