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Blurb & Content Warning 




Holidays After Dark Omnibus features four romantic fantasy and paranormal romance short stories centered around the holidays.


Included in the following pages are: 


Winter's Eve: A M/F Winter Fantasy Romance Short Story


Valentine's Arrow: A M/F Valentine's Day Paranormal Romance Short Story


Fireworks in the Bayou: A M/F Fourth of July Paranormal Romance Short Story


Snowflakes and Vampire Kisses: A M/F Paranormal Romance Christmas Short Story 


Blurbs and content warnings specific to each story are included before each short story starts. 


This book is intended for mature readers only. 


Broad content warning as follows:


Adult language & on page sex scenes











  
  
      
        
          Winter's Eve 

          Holidays After Dark

		      
          Astrid Vail 

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
    	
       
         Blurb and Content Warning 
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        1. Chapter One 
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        2. Chapter Two 
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        3. Chapter Three
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        4. Chapter Four
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        5. Chapter Five
      
      
    

  
      

    

  


  
  
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 to 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. 








  
  
Chapter Three




Beatrix trudged through the snow, muttering to herself. The day was brisk, and the sky was a clear, vibrant blue with no clouds in sight. A light breeze tickled at her face and Beatrix clenched her hands into fists. She kicked at a clump of hardened snow and watched it go flying over the embankment in front of her. Then she kicked another clump for good measure, imagining it had Junior’s face on it. This one sailed right over the embankment to hit something with a dull thud. 

A growl reverberated through the forest Beatrix stood in, and only then did she realize how far she had wandered. She was near the old wishing lake, a place she had not been since she was a child. Beatrix ran up the embankment and paused at the top, taking in the growling entity below. A man, tall and athletic, with broad shoulders and chiseled abs, stood at the lake’s edge. A large set of six pronged antlers blossomed from his head and as Beatrix’s eyes took in his entire form, a blush heated her cheeks. He was completely naked. The man lifted his gaze, a snarl on his lips as he spotted her. “Why are you throwing snowballs at me?” 

Beatrix blinked rather stupidly until her brain finally caught up with his words. Then she scowled. “I wasn’t throwing snowballs. I was kicking them, and it wasn’t at you. You just happened to be in the way.”  

The man scoffed and turned away, giving Beatrix a half-hearted wave, as if to tell her to move along. Frustration constructed over the last few months finally spilled forth and she slid down the hill, more than ready to give this man dressed in reindeer antlers a piece of her mind. Yet as she came closer, and he turned toward her once more, Beatrix was able to see him clearly. The antlers were no costume, and his ears were longer then normal, flicking in annoyance like that of a reindeer. In fact, she ogled the naked man in front of her, not because he was naked but because she swore his tanned skin wasn’t actually tan, but a soft layer of fur. 

She reached out, entranced, and not thinking. The man snorted, visibly radiating with annoyance, and grasped her wrist before she could make contact. His hand was calloused and warm. Fingertips and nails blacked, but not with frostbite. It looked natural. Beatrix tried to snatch her hand back, but instead the man yanked her forward, flush with his chest. 

Snowflakes whirled around them, but when Beatrix looked at the sky, it was still clear. She frowned and met the man’s gaze. His eyes were dark, so dark she swore they were black, and he tipped his head, careful not to hit her with his antlers, which she could see now were not a prop. His hair was almost as wild as hers and it draped over her as he nuzzled her neck and breathed in deeply. 

Beatrix held her breath, too afraid to move in case she accidentally skewered herself on his antlers. She felt the rumble in his chest, his hot breath against her neck, and she wasn’t sure what to expect when he pulled away from her. His eyebrows furrowed, mouth thinning. 

The seconds ticked by, snow flurrying around them, and when he finally spoke, it was low and angry. “Why did you summon me, Daughter of Claus?” 

Beatrix shook her head. “I didn’t summon anyone. I… oh—” She stopped mid-sentence. The man standing before her was covered in a layer of fur like that of a reindeer in the summer, hands blacked as if they should be hooves, and he had the most impressive set of antlers she had ever seen. Her mind went back to earlier in the day, and Beatrix stared at the man in disbelief. “You can’t be him,” she whispered. 

The man leaned down, face coming to within an inch of her own. His hot breath tickled across her face. “Can’t be whom?”

“The Reindeer King,” she breathed out and the man in front of her smiled. 

“That I am, little Claus.” 

A biting chill kicked up around them, entrapping Beatrix and the Reindeer King in a vortex of snow. He reached out, grabbing Beatrix by her upper arms, and without a moment of hesitation, his mouth was on hers. A startled harrumph echoed from Beatrix, and she pushed away with all her strength. 

“How dare you!” Her voice echoed, and the Reindeer King let her go, taking a step back with a twisted smile. Beatrix had her fist raised, ready to punch the Reindeer King, who had stolen a kiss from her, until she looked around. Her jaw dropped. 

Gone were the snow drifts and lake. Instead, Beatrix found herself surrounded by slate gray rock walls and flickering torches. She spun in a circle. There was no exit that she could see. Only a lone throne, covered in animal pelts sitting in the middle of a cold cave. The Reindeer King stalked away and sat on the throne, his twisted smile dropping to a frown. 

“Are you not happy?” 

Beatrix stared at him, dumbfounded. “You just fucking kidnapped me!”

The Reindeer King frowned even harder. “You are not a child.”

“Abducted, relocated, stole… choose a word. They all mean the same thing.”

“Ohhhhh, Reindeer Kinggggg! Reindeer King, I am waiting for youuuuu. Come and steal me away,” he sang, mimicking Beatrix’s voice the best he could. 

Beatrix stared at him, slack-jawed, before her eyes drifted down his body of their own accord. She snapped them back up to the Reindeer King’s face and snarled, “One, that was a joke. I did not summon you, nor did I give you permission to abduct me. Secondly, put on some fucking pants. I can’t concentrate with your dick hanging out.”

Silence hung in the air as they both stared at each other, Beatrix trying her hardest not to let her gaze wander once more. The Reindeer King cocked his head. “You do not want to rut with me?”

“Absolutely not!” Beatrix’s shrill words bounced off the cold cave walls. She turned away from the Reindeer King and ran up to one of the walls, her hands sliding over the smooth stone. She needed to find a way out of here. She didn’t have time to argue with an obviously delusional Reindeer King.

“Lies.” The deep voice came from right behind her and Beatrix spun, palms outstretched, ready to push him away from her. Her hands landed, but he didn’t move an inch. Beatrix’s breathing deepened, heat creeping up her face as she left her palms flush with his warm furred chest. 

“I’m not… fine. I find you insanely attractive, but I don’t have time for this,” she whispered.

He leaned in, pushing her against the stone wall. “In this place, all we have is time.” 

Beatrix glanced into the Reindeer King’s dark eyes, one of her hands sliding from his chest to tangle her fingers into his wild and long, dark brown hair. “What do you mean?”

The Reindeer King leaned in even closer, his lips almost touching hers. “This place lives between the veil of time. A day here is but a second in yours. Here you have all the time you could ever ask for.”

Beatrix’s breath hitched as the Reindeer King closed the distance between their lips and stole another kiss from her.

But this time, she didn’t fight him.









