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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 its 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 paused time for Christmas Eve and 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 thing was more finicky than anything else that operated at the North Pole. And while Beatrix was usually a master when it came to 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 sprayed 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. 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?” 









