A Not-So-Silent Night
From the Desk of ItsClover
Merry (late) Christmas!
Preface
Comet was like any other anthropomorphic reindeer: Tall and lean in build, with brown and white fur, splotches of white on his legs and rear, and a fluffy little tail. He had a feminine cadence to his voice, and tended to wear baggy clothes to mask his build. Where he truly differed, however, was the fact that he wasn’t a normal reindeer - he was a Christmas Reindeer, one created by Father Christmas using Christmas Magic to help him spread joy to the world and fight back against the dark powers of Krampus. Comet’s antlers were inlaid with silver stripes, and his eyes glowed a faint yellow in the dark. Like his fellow Christmas Reindeer, Comet also possessed an aptitude for Christmas Magic just like his creator.
Of course, this Comet wasn’t the Comet. That Comet had died thirty something years ago, and was Comet the IV’s Great-Great Grandfather. No, the Christmas Reindeer weren’t needed any longer, not after Father Christmas used his all-powerful magic to banish Krampus to the underworld, destroying himself in the process and freeing the world of the dark lord’s tyranny once and for all. So instead Comet was just a slightly more fashionable reindeer with a tad more style. He liked horror movies, video games, and had a tendency to be found cozying up by a fireplace rather than living off his grandfather’s coattails.
…Which of course was to say that just because Father Christmas and Krampus were gone didn’t mean the Christmas Reindeer weren’t celebrated. In fact, most of the others were famous superstar celebrities - with the exception of the ever-shy Comet, of course. He worked an IT job from home, where the outside world and other’s demeaning glares could never harm him. Still, he kept in touch with the other Reindeer descendants from time to time, which was exactly how he got the fateful message that threw him into this whole mess.
“Hey, we like, totally miss you bro, could we come hang out at your place for Christmas this year?” The message had read. “We’re just like, really missing you, dude.”
“NO!!!” Comet had wanted to respond to the out-of-the-blue 3am message. Which is exactly why he sat up in bed, rubbed his eyes, put on his glasses, then promptly typed “Yeah, sure you guys can! :)” before slumping back onto the pillow with a disappointed sigh.
Comet was a people pleaser through and through. He suffered from OCD, depression, social anxiety, and a whole host of miscellaneous phobias. The poor guy could hardly catch a break to save his life. Now he was expected to throw a Christmas party?! He hadn’t ever even BEEN to a party! Still, Comet spent the next week buying decorations, preparing dinner, and finally getting gifts for everyone to enjoy. The poor Reindeer ran himself into a ragged mess to the point he couldn’t sleep the night before, and the next morning opened the door to his eight friends, all of whom greeted him with hugs, gifts of his own, and, in Donner’s case, a painful noogie that left Comet’s head spinning. The party started off great, keeping Comet’s issues mostly in check despite his sleepless night before, but the second alcohol was involved things got a bit more rowdy: Blitzen, the hulking brute he was, started chugging beer faster than Comet thought possible, while Rudolf and Blitzen started arguing about who was more famous than the other. Their bickering quickly devolved into beer pong, shots being passed around, and everyone generally making an admittedly well-intentioned fool of themselves. Comet loved his friends, he truly did, but all the noise and yelling caused his vision to start to tunnel, which only worsened when Dancer started drunkenly flirting with him. On a normal day the most handsome (in Comet’s opinion) Reindeer of them all flirting with him would have had Comet over the moon, but instead he excused himself to the bathroom.
The bathroom door shut behind the panic-riddled reindeer with a soft click followed by Comet’s sigh of relief. He braced himself against the sink, examining himself in the mirror: His eyes had bags under them, his usually glowing antlers were dim, and his hands were shaking uncontrollably - in short, he looked like a fucking mess. This wasn’t unusual, in fact, he often looked like a wreck, but tried to always save face around others, never wanting to worry them.
“Pull yourself together!” He chided at his reflection, running a hand along his antlers - a nervous tic of his. “It’s fine. They’re your friends, they love you, they just don’t…understand! Agh! I wish this damn party was over already!” He snarled, slamming a fist against the countertop.
Suddenly everything went quiet besides his panicked breathing. The music died down, the other’s voices went quiet, and the running sinks even stopped making noise. In fact, the clock on the far bathroom wall had stopped dead on the hour, only mere moments before switching over to 11pm.
“Now, did I hear that right?” A deep baritone voice asked from right behind Comet. “I don’t suppose you just said ‘I wish’, did you?”
Comet’s eyes snapped up to the figure standing behind him: Hulking and powerful, the monster behind him was goatish in nature, with dark black fur, glowing red eyes, and two sets of opposed nightmare-black horns that curved like a ram’s. He was also very, very naked. The reindeer went to turn his head to look behind him, but the figure stopped him with a gentle hand on his chin, guiding him to look back at his reflection in the mirror.
“Ah ah, I wouldn’t. Your cute little brain would probably pop like a water balloon if you looked at me for real, Comet. Eyes over here, pretty boy.”
Comet looked back at his reflection, and nearly cried out in fright: He looked great. His fur was bright and cared for, his eye bags were gone, his teeth weren’t crooked. The reindeer looked like someone had gone through his imperfections with a fine-tooth comb and made him cuter than ever. In fact, he was even slimmer, more effeminate, his ass and thighs a little plumper.
“Krampus.” Comet uttered without any doubt, keeping his eyes forward. “I thought you were dead.”
Krampus chuckled, his rich voice like a bass being strum. “Oh don’t worry, I am. I just so happened to get a tinsy bit better, ya’see? Even ol’ Papa Christmas can’t keep me down. Not permanently.” He said, putting a heavy clawed hand on Comet’s shoulder.
Comet tried his best not to stare at the monstrous appendage between the dark lord’s legs. It was a losing battle. “So you’re some kind of ghost. Not tangible in the real world.” He figured, gritting his teeth as he steadied himself. “Wonderful.”
Krampus flashed a knowing fanged grin. “Damn right you are, Commy. I knew you were the smart one. Sucks that you’re, ah, apparent genius is wasted listening to these little demons in your head. Seriously, I’ve been in here not two moments and I’m ready to go back to hell, y’know?” He chuckled, the sound like an steam engine being run underwater.
“What do you want? Get to the point.” Comet demanded, losing his nerve.
Krampus pretended to put a shocked hand over his heart. “Hah, you remind me of your grandpappy! All piss and vinegar, and just as adorable, might I add.” He added with a little slap on the reindeer’s rear. “Nah, I’m here for a little deal: You get to have the best night of your life, I get to puppet your little meatbag body around for a few hours. Nothing too crazy.”
Comet grit his teeth at the slap on his ass. “Right. And I’m just going to trust that you give me my body back after AND that you won’t use me to somehow bring you back to life so you can eternally ruin Christmas again?” He asked, his voice strained.
Krampus snorted. “If I could do that, I would have. Besides, I already know you’re gonna accept. Listen, I’ll even get you Dancer’s attention. Or was it Prancer you fancy?”
“I like both of them, asshole!” Comet shot back, blushing. “Besides, he’s drunk, and I’m NOT going to accept your little faustian deal.”
Krampus rolled his eyes. “Fine, you drive a hard bargain: I’ll shut the voices up for good. How about that? Four hours of your life for inner peace for the rest.” He coaxed, running a claw along the reindeer’s cheek.
Comet’s jaw hit the floor. “You’re serious?” He squeaked in disbelief. “You can do that?”
“Haven’t you noticed you’ve felt better in the last few non-minutes than in months?” Krampus said with a sly smile, leaning back against the wall and prying something from between his teeth as if this little arrangement was already over.
Comet was left speechless. He really did feel better than ever. For the first time in his life his unendingly frantic mind was dedicated to one train of thought, unhindered by senseless worries and fears. After a moment he finally broke the silence.
The reindeer lowered his gaze to the floor and held out his hand to shake. “Throw in the eternally good looks too.” He muttered with a guilty look.
Krampus nodded curtly. “Deal.” He agreed with obvious enthusiasm, yet he kept that unnerving smirk on his face the whole time. He took the reindeer’s hand and shook, and the last thing Comet heard was the sound of the grandfather clock in the living room striking eleven.
…
Comet came to with a gasp, drawing the attention of his friends, who were now standing on the doorstep and saying their goodbyes. He felt buzzed, like he’d had a bit to drink, and was wearing a Christmas wreath around his body like a sash. The snow outside whipped at his fur, making him shiver.
“Yo dude, are you like, okay?” Blitzen asked, leaning down to study Comet’s face quizzically.
“Yeah man, you slip on the ice or something? Should probably salt these steps.” Rudolf piped up from somewhere behind the hulking reindeer.
Comet laughed nervously. “Oh, yeah, I’ll uh, do that tomorrow…So everyone had fun?” He asked, fidgeting with his hands.
Cupid appeared from behind Blitzen and rolled his eyes with that familiar sassy demeanor he always had. “Well, I mean, it was like, alright.” He drawled with a flippant wave of his hand. “I dunno. Definitely better than the Twin’s parties.”
“Up yours, Cupe!” Dancer called from the front seat of his car.
Prancer, meanwhile, waved from the back seat. “Hey, Comet! Call me!” He said with an infectious grin.
Comet looked down at his phone in startled awe to find that he now indeed did have his crush’s number. Before he could say anything in return, Dancer started the car and rolled up his brother’s window, clearly too tired to give a proper goodbye. With that, everyone but Blitzen dispersed, disappearing into cars, waving or honking the horn as they left and drove off into the cold night, headlights reflecting off of suburban houses.
“Hey man, you really let loose tonight.” Blitzen said, patting Comet on the shoulder as he turned away to fish his keys from his jacket pocket. “Good on ya, getting out of your shell and all.”
Comet said his shaky goodbyes before practically lunging back inside the safety of his warm - and guest free - home. He shut and locked the door, leaning against it as he sighed with relief. As far as he could tell Krampus had indeed kept his word thus far, but he had a sneaking suspicion that was about to change. He marched his way out of the mudroom and into the foyer, where he quickly found a mirror.
“Alright asshole, what’s your game?” Comet demanded at his reflection. “You got your four hours in the living world - why?”
Krampus chuckled from the shadowy corner of the room behind him, stalking out of the darkness, his red glowing eyes piercing Comet’s soul as the insidious dark lord stopped just behind the shivering reindeer.
“Honestly? I just liked being able to drink again.” The demon said with a bat of his eyelashes and an innocent look. “Have you considered that I merely wanted to hang out with my ol’ reindeer pals?”
Comet snorted at the idea and folded his arms. “Fat fuckin’ chance. Talk.”
Krampus tilted his head and smiled unnervingly. “Well, I may have been a teeny tiny bit dishonest with you, my lovely little reindeer. It’s your fault for not reading the contract.” He confessed, his breath hot on the back of Comet’s neck.
Comet’s blood went cold. “The what?” He asked, the color draining from his face.
Krampus threw his head back and howled with manic laughter. “The contract, dummy! Oh come on, you don’t know? What did your daddy even teach you, boy?” He cackled, holding up his hand. In the blink of an eye a furled scroll unwound, stretching down to the floor and covered in blood-red clauses of service.
Comet bristled, his hands clenching into fists. “What did you do?!” He snapped, lunging for the scroll only to swipe at air as Krampus danced away with surprising grace.
The devil-goat snapped his fingers, and a nearby chair slid out from the dinner table and under his legs, where he promptly sat, one leg crossed over the other. “What I did was make one of ol’ Papa Christmas’ little bootlicking reindeer my little bitch, Commy! Now, be a good boy and kneel.”
The Sex Part
Comet’s legs worked automatically as a chain made of black iron appeared around his neck, dragging him over to the demon like a dog on a leash. He knelt, keeping his head bowed to avoid eye contact, as Krampus spread his legs invitingly. The poor reindeer’s muzzle was mere inches from his new master’s masculinity, and the faint scent was intoxicatingly alluring.
“You know what? Good on you, Krampus.” Comet choked out, keeping his head down. “You managed to nab the worst of the Reindeer. I’ve got no connections, no powers, not even any magic. So: Fuck. You.” He spat on the demon’s hooved feet.
Krampus wrinkled his nose in disappointment. “Poor Comet, all broken up inside, living in your grandpa’s shadow, huh? Must be tough being so hard on yourself. All you care about is what everyone else thinks. You ever thought about living for yourself, kid?” He chuckled darkly, grabbing the reindeer by the muzzle and forcing him to look up at him.
Comet involuntarily locked gaze with Krampus, and for a sudden moment everything made sense: He saw Krampus born into this world by the gods, sentenced to an existence of being the yin to the Father’s yang. Saw what it was like to be dealt the hand that would leave someone tortured, leave them doubting - no, hating themselves. The demon’s gaze suddenly didn’t feel so strong, it instead felt warm, comforting even…because Krampus understood what it meant to be seen as nothing but a loser.
“H-huh…?” Comet drawled, starstruck as he basked in Krampus’ gaze. He felt so warm, so pliable, and yet like he could do anything with the monster’s help. Anything at all.
“See? This doesn’t have to be such a downer, kid.” Krampus doted, rubbing Comet’s antlers affectionately. “Me and you, we’re the same, just a couple of guys dealt bad cards at the table, hm?”
Comet found his muzzle pressed up against the dark lord’s sheath, and he began to nuzzle and lick without thinking, drawn to the demon’s warmth like a moth to flame. It felt so right to worship the man who’d cleared his mind, who’d finally stepped into his life and shown him what it meant to be alive. The memories of his time at the party came flooding back: Him drinking with his friends, talking openly without worry, showing them his humor, his hidden charisma, getting all touchy-feely with Dancer upstairs. It felt unreal, yet he’d done it - with Krampus’ help, of course.
Comet startled out of his day dreaming to find Krampus stroking his head, petting the fur there gently as his fat goat cock rested hard and ready against the reindeer’s nose. “There’s my good boy, go on, show me what you want.” Krampus cooed.
Comet fumbled blindly with his pants, freeing his own cervine cock. It was a little smaller than average, but obviously eager and ready for the first attention it’d ever received. It was so hard it ached, making Comet wince.
“Oh gods.” Comet groaned as he humped his own hand, his brain feeling like it was melting. “Fuck.”
“Attaboy, now give me some love too, hm? Get me all ready to nail that doughy little deer butt.” Krampus purred.
Comet licked and sucked at Krampus’ cock with more enthusiasm than he’d ever had. After kissing his way up the shaft while cradling the demon’s hefty balls, he managed to work his mouth around the goat’s huge cock. He found no issue with throating it all the way to the base - probably a gift from his new master - and groaned involuntarily as it started to leak all over his tongue.
“Mmhn~!” Comet mewled around nine inches of demon dick. Krampus wasn’t the only one who’d sprung a leak: His own cock was drooling on the carpet, his hand slick with precum as it pumped base to tip.
Krampus sat up and grabbed him by the antlers, fucking Comet’s throat deep, using him like a fleshlite as his balls slapped against the poor deer boy’s chin. “That’s it, you little bitch. Take it good.” He groaned over the slick sounds of Comet’s mouth.
Comet squirmed hard, free hand groping at his chest as he moaned uncontrollably, eyes rolling back as the goat’s sac slapped against his chin until he was all but mindless, only capable of stroking his own cock in sync with the demon’s frenzied pace. It was only when Krampus felt something warm and wet splatter across the fur on his left leg did he realize poor Comet had came, shooting his load in thick pearly white streaks all over his master’s fur. It seemed as if the reindeer hadn’t even noticed, because he kept stroking himself even after his balls were emptied, pumping uselessly at his still-hard dick.
Ghlk…Ghlk…Ghllk!
“Messy fucking boy. Breathe through your nose for me. Don’t you dare choke.” Krampus suddenly growled, his rasping voice vibrating through Comet as he plunged himself fully into the deer’s throat and seeded him deep, pumping huge gushes of thick cream directly into his stomach.
Comet whimpered involuntarily as his stomach was filled with warm cum, swallowing every last drop with an almost supernatural hunger, flecks of magic starting to wisp off his horns as the normally silvery glowing lines there turned an ominous red. Krampus’ balls flexed against his chin all the while, dumping a ludicrous amount of cum down the twink’s throat as he groaned and leaned back in his chair. Eventually he pulled the suckling deer’s muzzle off by force, holding him at arm’s length as they both panted.
Comet grasped at his throat, expecting it to feel raw after such brutal use, but he found it oddly normal, maybe even soothed. The cum in his belly seemed to make him warm and tipsy, almost like alcohol. “The fuck is happening…?” He rasped, looking up at the goat demon with a frightened expression.
Krampus smirked. “Oh come on, Commy! You think MY avatar would get winded after a little fuck? You might be a virgin, but surely you knew that Lords could grant their avatars magical durability?” He asked, folding his arms as he kicked up his feet and rested them on Comet’s back.
Comet shook his head. “What? No! You think I paid attention to anything they tried to teach us up at the Pole? We go there like, once a year, and usually it’s more of a holiday trip rather than some…actual training!” He protests as he shrugs himself out from underneath the goat’s heft.
The dark lord rolled his eyes. “Gods below, I wish you lot were the ones I’d faced all those years ago - would’ve been done by lunch, and had a harem of reindeer to boot.” He said as he helped his new toy up off his knees.
Comet glowered at him. “What’s your deal with Christmas anyways? What, you just hate fun?” He demanded.
Krampus scoffed. “Fun? Kid, I invented fun. There was a time me and Father Christmas used to hang out, have some yuletide orgies and party until we passed out. But that’s in the past. Now he’s gone, and I’m, uh…Mostly dead?” He said, scratching behind one of his floppy ears sheepishly.
Comet stood there, stunned to silence as all the pieces fell into place. “Oh my gods, you LOVED him!” He jeered, clutching his stomach as he laughed incredulously. “That’s why! You loved him, and I’m assuming he didn’t love you back?”
The temperature in the room dropped about five hundred degrees as ice began to form along every surface with a dull crackling noise, the house suddenly frozen to a standstill. Krampus clenched his gnarled hands into fists, his claws extending wickedly in the low light of the foyer’s fireplace. For a mere second Comet saw Krampus as he truly was: A figure impossibly tall and made up of shadows, with a flaming skull for a head and pinprick glowing eyes that seemed to freezerburn everything he was in an instant Comet felt impossibly small.
Then everything was back to normal: No frost, no icicles dangling from the ceiling, and no flaming skull head. Just Comet and his demonic master.
“Oh.” Is all Comet could muster.
Krampus dusted himself off with an unreadable look. “Whew, haha! I almost lost my cool there. Sheesh, you, uh, really should learn to keep your mouth shut sometimes.” He said, flashing that familiar showboat smile the demon usually had, yet carrying a tone that could freeze hell over.
Comet didn’t say a word for a good moment, standing a good foot or two away and looking at the demon like he’d suddenly grown three heads - which at this point, wasn’t out of the question.
“So, um.” Comet piped up. “Now what?”
Krampus snapped his fingers and the chair he’d been using slid across the floor back to the dinner table. “Well now, I’m going to show you how to become my dutiful little warrior of darkness, and in return I promise to spare your little friends. Think about it: A harem of adorable deer minions, and you as my lieutenant. You could have Prancer any time you want.” He said with a devilish glint in his eye.
Comet looked a bit uncomfortable at the thought. “I mean, that’s kinda hot, but I’d prefer if he, y’know, actually wanted-“
Krampus snapped his fingers again, and skeletal hands tore open the ground beneath Comet’s feet, sending him falling down a chute straight to his underworld palace. In a blink of an eye the tunnel was closed back up, and the house sat finally silent, the only sound left being the crackling of the fireplace…
…To be continued?
(If you guys want!)
- - -
Bonus: Here’s the original idea I wrote down at like 2am on Christmas Eve! 
Synopsis
Introverted twenty two year old anthropomorphic deer Comet the IV, descendant of the original Comet of Christmas carol fame, is enjoying the holidays alone when he’s invited to an annual Reindeer Reunion Party for the descendants of Santa Claus’ reindeer. Intimidated by the prospect of a large gathering, Comet reluctantly attends only to find himself unable to handle all the attention, and slips away into a bathroom to calm himself down. It’s there he makes a terrible mistake: He wishes aloud for the party to just be over already. Suddenly the bathroom is engulfed in darkness and Krampus himself appears before Comet with an offer too good to refuse: Comet will be able to skip the party using a bit of Christmas Magic™, and he’ll be the life of the party. However, in return, Krampus will get to take his body for a bit of a test drive. Comet, hoping to finally fit in with his friends, accepts gratefully, and suddenly finds himself thrown forwards in time within the blink of an eye: He’s got Dancer’s number, a Christmas wreath around his chest like a sash, and everyone is on their way out the door, telling them how much fun the party was. Once everyone leaves, Krampus appears again, telling Comet that he’s decided to make a few tweaks to the deal: He’ll be sticking around permanently, and making Comet his new bitch.
