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9 a.m.

“Brick!” Mel yelled, and he let go of his dick. He knew that voice, and no matter 
how hard or horny he was, she wouldn't have sex with him. She wouldn't even let him 
finish jerking off. So much for a Christmas morning jerk off.

“Yeah?” he yelled back. He fucking hated it when she was standing at the bottom 
of the stairs and yelled at him. He'd had enough yelling in his house for a lifetime, 
and Mel didn't usually yell. This was Christmas Day, though, and she was generally 
something of a bitch until the dinner was on the table. Which by his calculations was 
roughly seven hours away.

“I need you.”
Any other time it would've been heaven to hear that coming out of her mouth, but 

again, this was not one of those days.
He stood up and tried to rearrange his dick in his briefs to make it more 

comfortable. He reached for his jeans and, with a sigh, he zipped them up over his 
still-hard cock.

10 a.m.

“Dad! I need to get in there—now!”
He let go of his dick as if it was on fire. There was no way in hell he could be 
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holding his dick while he was talking to his daughter.
“We have five fucking bathrooms, give me one good reason why you need to get 

into this one.”
“I didn't have the right sized tampons in my bathroom.”
He wasn't entirely convinced that was true, but he wouldn't argue with that, and 

Eliza fucking knew it.
He tucked his dick into his briefs, and once again zipped up his jeans over 

unfinished business. This time his dick wasn't hard, though; talking to Eliza had taken
care of that. It always did, and especially when she used her 'I'm fifteen and know 
better than any grownup' voice. He fucking hated that voice.

She glared at him when he walked past her, like he'd committed a mortal sin by 
using a bathroom in his own god damn house.

“She's in a pissy mood,” he muttered when he entered the kitchen.
Mel was wearing a pair of tight black pants and a tank top. Her hair was up in a 

sloppy ponytail, and she was glistening with sweat. In short: she was sexy as fuck. 
When she snapped her head in his direction a gave him a glare not unlike the one 
Eliza had just given him, he turned around and left her alone.

11 a.m.

“Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck! This is not fucking happening,” Mel yelled in panic 
from the kitchen, and he ran in there, thinking that she'd chopped off a finger or 
something.

“What?”
“The fucking hand mixer isn't working.”
“So?”
“I need it,” she answered. “You need to go get me a new one.”
“What?”
“You need to go buy me a new one.”
He could accept Mel being a bitch on Christmas Day, because he knew it was just 

about her wanting everything perfect for the dinner. It was a big thing for Mel, 
probably because her Christmases as a child had been shit. He knew it, and he could 
live with it, but going out to buy a hand mixer on Christmas Day was not just her 
being a bitch; it was her being an idiot.

“You have have every kitchen appliance and tool known to mankind in here, and 
some most men can't even fucking identify.” He held up one of the things lying on the 
counter. “Like this. What the fuck is this?”

“It's a zester. You use it to peel off the zest of citrus fruit, if you have to know.”
He didn't need to know that. He didn't even know what part of a citrus fruit was 
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zest, and he didn't want to know. After dropping the thing back on the counter, he 
sighed and looked at her.

“Either way, you have shitloads of stuff, there has to be something else you can 
use instead of that one. I highly doubt Christmas dinner is on the verge of a collapse 
due to lack of a hand mixer.”

“Is this your years of experience talking?” she asked him with her hand on her hip, 
and then she pointed at him with the broken hand mixer. “I need one of these, and I 
can't leave the turkey unattended, so you're going to go and get me one.”

“Babe, I love you as much as I love air, bikes, beer, and fucking, but there is no 
way in hell I'm gonna go buy you a hand mixer on Christmas Day when we've spent 
thousands and thousands of dollars on shit you have stuffed away in this kitchen.”

12 a.m.

Brick dryly noted that most people in the line at Walmart were men, and they all 
had the same defeated look as he himself had. A lot of them were holding things 
they'd probably never used, and never would use. Much like the hand mixer he 
himself was holding.

A young guy approached the older man standing in front of Brick.
“I'm sorry, sir, but do you know where they have nylons?”
Everyone within earshot chuckled a little, since they knew the guy didn't want 

them for himself unless he was a transvestite. The man pointed in a direction, and just 
as the younger man was leaving, he said, “I suggest a bottle of whiskey, too. You're 
gonna need it, son.”

1 p.m.

By the time he'd gotten back from Walmart, Mel had taken a shower and changed 
her clothes. She had a dress he hadn't seen before, but it looked great on her. He'd 
managed to hold off on grabbing her ass, but it had been close a couple of times. He 
didn't think she was in the mood for any ass-grabbing.

When the doorbell rang he left Mel in the kitchen went to answer. It was Mac, Vi, 
Mitch, and Anna with their kids. He immediately took Alma from Mitch and when 
Joshua pulled his jeans, he took his hand and took them into the kitchen. They should 
be able to cheer Mel up.

He'd been right, and when Mel was holding Alma, he gave her a kiss.
“Love you.”
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“Liar,” she mumbled.
“Nope. Not lying at all. You piss me off, but I love you.” He gave her a smile. 

“Think you'll be able to calm down now?”
“Maybe,” she answered and gave him one of those smiles that had made him fall 

in love with her to begin with. It still wasn't a relaxed smile, but she was getting 
there.

2 p.m.

Mel might be in a better mood, but she was still acting like a kitchen Hitler. In 
fact, all the women, except Edie, were in the kitchen. He'd gotten out of there as 
quickly as possible, and he doubted anyone in there missed him.

He was standing next to Bear, and they were both staring at the massive pile of 
Christmas presents.

“Is April with her boys?” he asked.
Bear's old lady, April, wasn't much for the club and wouldn't be caught dead at a 

Friday night party. She didn't seem bothered by it, and she helped when she could, 
which was good, since she was a nurse and they sometimes needed one. She also 
came by for family dinners with Bear, but on bigger holidays she was with her two 
sons.

“Yeah. They're at our house, so I'll meet them later.” Bear didn't seem capable of 
taking his eyes of the piles of gifts. “Remember when Christmas was about the birth 
of Jesus and spending time with the family?”

“No,” he answered. “Pretty sure I was a lot about the Christmas presents when I 
was a kid.”

“I sure as shit didn't get this much.”
“No,” Brick agreed. “I doubt they'll have time to play with all of them before the 

next Christmas.”
“Are you two having the compulsory back-in-the-day discussion?” Mac asked 

with a laugh when he came to stand next to them. “Which is ironic, since I know for a 
fact that you two have bought a majority of these gifts.”

That was probably true. Brick and Mel had gone a bit crazy when it came to gifts, 
especially for Joshua and Alma, who were too young to even ever remember this 
Christmas.

“Just so you know,” Mitch added when he handed Brick a beer. “Anything that 
makes sounds will be forgotten here.”

“I have a car,” Brick informed his youngest son. “And I know where you live.”
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3 p.m.

The food was finally approaching. It was almost within grasp, and he knew this 
because he'd noticed that the women were running around collecting chairs.

He and Mel had a huge dinner table, and he'd once picked it to make sure he could 
have loads of guests as often as he wanted to. This was before he'd met Mel, and 
when she'd asked him about it, he'd been honest. He'd told her that he liked having 
people over for dinner. Be it his friends, his kids' friends, or his woman's friends. 
She'd admitted later that it had been one of the reasons she'd fallen in love with him. 
Whenever she cooked, which was most days, she made a lot of food—just in case.

But Christmas and Thanksgiving meant most of the club and their families came 
over, which meant they were more people than usual, and now they were apparently 
trying to set the table and were trying to find enough chairs. When Vi came and tried 
to take the chair Bear was sitting on, Brick turned to her.

“Remind Mel about the patio chairs.”
“She's already taken those,” Vi said with a smile, and Brick was glad he hadn't 

gone into the kitchen to remind Mel about them. He could've ended up with a chair 
up his ass.

4 p.m.

The food was amazing, as always. It was also the first time of the day that Mel 
calmed down and was enjoying herself. She looked relaxed, and gave him the first 
honest smile of the day. He looked around the table at his brothers and their families. 
They were all eating, talking, and laughing.

“God damn it, Mel. Every year I think it can't get any better, and every year you 
prove me wrong,” Sisco said and poured more gravy over his plate. Sisco loved 
gravy, and his plate was starting to look like soup.

“Thank you,” she smiled, while avoiding looking at Sisco's plate.
The dinner was the big turning point for her. She'd be fine from then on, and that 

knowledge made Brick relax, too. When Joshua started squealing, he took him from 
Vi. Brick didn't have to stuff himself just yet. He'd have full access to the leftovers 
the rest of the week anyway.

5 p.m.

Brick was sitting next to Vi, helping her opening Joshua's gift. The first thing 
Joshua had opened was a Harley kid's tricycle, and he'd gotten on it and had refused 
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to get off it since then. He couldn't reach the pedals, so Mac kept pushing him. Every 
time he stopped, Joshua screamed. Brick was very pleased with the gift, but Mac 
sighed and glared at him now and then.

“Would it be too obvious if I played the 'have to save my back' card to get out of 
pushing that thing around?” Vi asked.

“Naw,” Brick answered and shook his head. “Then it's your shoulder and arm, too.
You need to be careful.”

“Yeah. Not like he's doing much at work anyway.”
Brick laughed. “No. Work at a garage is really easy on your body.”
“And I'm a girl. And so tiny. Can't do things like that. I'm fragile.”
He leaned over and gave Vi's cheek a kiss. “Where are you learning all these dirty 

tricks?”
“Mel, mostly,” she admitted with a smile. “April's pretty good at them, too.”
He looked over at Mitch, who was opening Alma's gifts. He bit his cheeks when 

Mitch held up a pair of glittery fairy wings with a deep sigh. Brick knew that feeling. 
Eliza had been all about pink shit when she was a kid. He would never admit how 
many movies about princesses he'd seen.

“Not sure those will fit you,” Wrench said to Mitch with a laugh. “And they'll 
cover the back of your cut, too, so no riding with the fairy wings.”

“Seriously,” Mitch said with a look at Mel. “She can't even walk. Am I supposed 
to put these on her and have her crawl around on the floor with them? She'll look like 
a crashed fairy that's about to die.”

“She'll have them for later,” Mel answered. “Like Halloween.”
“That's in ten months,” Mitch pointed out. “And I'm pretty sure you'll buy her 

something new for then.”
“Don't be rude and ungrateful,” Anna said to Mitch. “Say thank you to Mel for the 

lovely gift.”
“Thank you, Mel, for the lovely gift.”

6 p.m.

They were eating again, and this time it was dessert. In fact, he'd been eating 
pretty much constantly the last two hours, and he was starting to feel a bit too full.

Eliza sat down next to him, and gave him a long hug.
“How's my baby girl?” he asked.
“Good.” She nodded towards his plate. “Like it?”
“Some genius put strawberries on this Red Velvet, so I'm loving it.”
“Thought you would,” she smiled. He'd known it was her. “Merry Christmas, 

Dad.”
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“Merry Christmas, honey.”
She gave him another smile, and he concluded that she seemed to calm down at 

the same time as her mother on Christmas Day. To keep the peace, he shoved the last 
of the Red Velvet cake down his throat.

7 p.m.

He'd sneaked out with Mac and Mitch, and they were having a beer and a smoke 
on the deck. Mitch was moaning about how he had more celebrating to do, since they 
were going to Irina, Anna's aunt, for another Christmas dinner.

“I'm not sure how the fuck I'm supposed to eat more,” he groaned.
“Why didn't you invite Irina here?” Brick asked.
“She's been with her boyfriend during the day. I guess she didn't want to spend her 

Christmas with a bunch of bikers,” he smiled.
“So you mean Alma is about to get even more pink dresses?” Mac asked.
“I would assume so,” Mitch answered, but he was smiling.
Alma wasn't much more than six months, and she already had an impressive 

wardrobe. Everyone of the old ladies had loved buying her Christmas presents, since 
they didn't have many girls. It had been the same with Eliza when she was still a kid. 
He was sure Mitch didn't mind half as much as he pretended. That little girl already 
had him firmly wrapped around her fingers.

8 p.m.

They were finally alone. The others had left, and Eliza was in her room playing 
with the computer they'd bought her. Or rather, the computer Mitch had told them to 
buy her.

Mel was resting on the couch with a glass of wine on the table, and her feet in his 
lap. He took one foot and started to knead.

“Thank you,” he said.
“For what?” she mumbled. Then she turned her head and looked at him with a 

smile. “Sending you to Walmart on Christmas Day?”
“No,” he laughed. “For trying so fucking hard to make it perfect for everyone.”
She turned further, until she was on her back, and smiled. “How grateful are you?”
“I'd go down on you,” he answered immediately. When she just kept smiling, he 

slowly slid her skirt up her thighs. He knew what he'd find, but it still made him smile 
every time he saw the suspenders holding up her stockings. “Still gets me hard every 
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fucking time,” he murmured.
“Why do you think I keep wearing them?” she said and pulled up her skirt the last 

inches. “And I took off my panties earlier.”
“Holy shit. Are you telling me you didn't have panties during Christmas dinner?”
“No. I took them off once they'd all gone home.”
“Why is that?” he said as he started to kiss the soft skin on the inside of her thigh.
“Because this is how every one of our Christmas Days have ended.”
He gave her a nip before moving further up until they were face to face. “Got a 

problem with that?”
“None whatsoever. Believe it or not, I love every part of Christmas Day, but this—

when it's all over and it's just you and me—that's the best part.”
“'Cause I get you off?”
“That, and that... just that it's over.”
He knew what she meant. She gave him another smile, and he ran his fingers 

further up her leg until he found her wet slit. When he teased her bud, she smiled and 
tipped her head back, and he groaned at the sight. They'd been together for almost 
twenty years, and he still thought she was the most beautiful woman on the planet. 
She worked hard to look the way she did, so he made sure to let her know how much 
he appreciated it. She'd always been like that, so it wasn't just for his sake, but he 
appreciated it nonetheless.

“The things you do to me, baby,” he whispered before giving her a soft kiss. 
Everything about his old lady was soft. There were no hard edges on her, and running 
his hands along her body was fucking heaven, as far as he was concerned. “I love 
you.”

“Show me how much,” she laughed.
He chuckled and moved down her body, making sure to give her left boob a light 

bite, until he was on his knees on the floor in front of her spread legs. He grabbed 
hold of the back of her thighs, and gave her slit a slow lick.

“Shit, Brick,” she moaned. “This is what I needed.”
“Just relax, baby. I'll take care of you.”
He ate her out until she came with a cry, and as he rose up to get above her, he 

opened his fly and pulled down his jeans.
Brick loved having the whole club over for Christmas Day, he loved giving his 

kids and grandkids gifts and getting sticky hugs as a thank you, but this was the 
moment he loved the most. When they'd all left and he was alone with Mel and 
showed her how grateful he was for her hard work.

She circled his hips with her legs, and he sank into her with a content groan.
“Merry Christmas, honey.”
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