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There was little to distinguish a Freak’s Christmas party from any other. Some of the 

women had made an effort and there were more than a few ‘sexy Santas’ wandering 

around. Someone had made what had been described as ‘punch’ but so far, everyone 

was giving it a pretty wide berth. The guys had a healthy suspicion of anything with 

fruit floating in it. The food that was laid out on a long trestle table against the wall 

looked, to Tiny at least, like the usual party fare. Plenty of meat and bread with a 

token bowl of something green lurking at the back. Years of experience had taught the 

old ladies not to waste effort with anything fancy. As long as it came from an animal 

and it filled them up, the guys were happy. 

There were decorations too, but you had to look pretty hard to spot them in the dim 

half light. Some sad, colored lights did their best to give the bar area a festive feel and 

there was some balding tinsel wound around the stripper pole. Tiny grinned. All the 

decorations in the world would do nothing to stop the Seattle clubhouse looking like 

what it was. A dark, dingy biker bar that hadn’t seen a lick of paint in decades. 

As he made his way through the crowd to the bar, from the corner of his eye, he 

spotted Samson and Emma across the room. Even without the loud music and raised 

voices, from that distance he'd probably not have been able to hear them, but their 

body language was enough to tell him that they weren't exactly whispering sweet 

nothings. Tiny knew better than to come between a brother and his woman, but as he 

reached the bar, he made a point of watching them closely. 

Unlike Beth, who rarely lost her temper, Emma would never shy away from letting 

Samson – or anyone – know if she was pissed. Usually she was one of the calmest 

women he knew, but she did have a temper, although he was surprised to see her lose 

it here in the clubhouse. Tiny was pretty sure she'd not push his brother too far, in fact, 

he suspected that her fearlessness was one of the things that Samson loved the most 

about her. Despite this, he watched, and it seemed that this time, it wasn't Emma, but 

Samson who was angry. 

Samson brought his hand up and slapped the wall, inches from her head, with the 

palm of his hand, but that tough little bitch didn't even flinch. Tiny couldn't help but 

be impressed; she couldn't be any more than five and a half feet tall and his brother 

towered over her. Despite this, she raised her chin and stood her ground. Something 

inside him stirred and, reluctantly he tore his eyes away and ordered a Jack from the 

busty pixie behind the bar, then found himself turning back to watch his brother and 

his ol' lady, telling himself he was just making sure things didn't get out of hand. 

Samson shoved her out of the way and stormed toward the doors. For a moment, 

Emma stared after him, then turning on her heel, ran in the opposite direction to the 

flop house out back.

He shouldn't be following her, and the bottle of Jack in his hand probably wasn't a 

good idea. But Tiny's feet weren't listening to reason, and he'd promised to always be 

there if she needed him, and he reckoned she might need him now. 

Emma was sitting in the middle of a mattress in one of the dorms furthest from the 

barroom. She looked up and roughly wiped her eyes with the back of her hand as he 

walked in. “Hey.”
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“Hey. You okay, little one?”

She shrugged and shifted over to one side so he could sit next to her. “That for me?” 

Emma nodded at the bottle in his hand. “I'm not a big fan of bourbon, you know.”

“All the more for me, then.” He passed it to her and watched as she took a huge slug. 

“You wanna talk?” He smirked. “Or yell at me cus your ol' man has gotten you all 

riled up.” Tiny sat with his back against the wall and retrieved the bottle. “Not a good 

idea to get into it with him in the clubhouse, Emma.” 

“I know.” She shuffled closer and leaned against his arm. “Do you think I'm a spoiled 

brat, Tiny?”

He laughed. “Nope. I think you're a mouthy, sarcastic bitch. But you ain't spoiled.” He 

passed her back the Jack and pulled a joint from the pack of smokes in his pocket. 

“What doesn't he want you to have this time?” 

“Doesn't matter. You gonna light that?”

“Yeah.” He rolled his eyes. “I guess I shoulda said 'a mouthy, sarcastic, bossy bitch.'”

“Funny guy.” She had the sweetest smile. “What are you doing here, Tiny?”

“Having a drink an' a smoke.” Shit, she smelled so good. “An' making sure you ain't 

all sad an' shit.”

“I'm okay.” Emma took the joint from him. “Deke's getting stressed cus we're broke 

again is all.” Tiny raised an eyebrow and she sighed. “And I wanted a huge Christmas 

tree and a load of lights and stuff.”

“That all?”

“Pretty much.” she laughed. “Stupid huh?”

“Yep. You gonna bogart that all night?”

“That's the plan.” She took a pull on the joint and blew the smoke into his face. “I 

really wanted Lottie's first Christmas to be special. I know Deke's right, we don't have 

much money and Lottie's too young to remember it. But... I know it's dumb, but when 

I was a kid – around five or six, I guess – I made a tree decoration at school and I was 

so excited about it, but my mom wouldn't let me put it on the tree, because it looked 

cheap and out of place.” She sighed. “I swore to myself that if I ever had kids, we'd 

have the biggest tree, decorated with whatever they wanted.”

“So you an' Samson had a bust up over a fucking tree? Shit, is there anything you two 

don't fight over?” He made a grab for the joint, but she was too quick for him. 

“Gimme that or I'm gonna have to spank you.”

“You sure you're man enough?” She squealed as he grabbed her arm and dragged her 

across his lap. “Okay, okay. There's no need to bully me.” She pushed herself up and 

put the joint into his mouth. 

He hand was still resting lightly on her waist. Tiny knew he should move it, but the 

flimsy material of her top hid risen up, and her skin was soft under his hand. Her eyes 

met his and she frowned slightly but made no attempt to move away. He put the bottle 

on the floor, then took a pull on the joint and dropped it onto the ashtray next to the 

bottle, his eyes never leaving hers. Almost unconsciously, his hand slid round to the 

small of her back and he pulled her closer. Emma's hands pressed against his chest, 
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but she didn't push herself away from him. 

There were a million reasons why he shouldn't kiss her, but she was so close and her 

skin was so soft. His other hand reached up and he ran his finger along the scar on her 

cheek. “Tell me to stop, Emma.”

Her hands ran up his chest and grabbed his cut. “Stop.”

He should – she'd told him to – but her lips were soft and full, and as he moved closer, 

they parted. She tasted of bourbon and smoke, Tiny heard himself moan as her tongue 

darted into his mouth and he felt her teeth graze his lips. He should stop. He certainly 

shouldn't run his fingers through her curls and thrust his own tongue between those 

soft, plump lips. Shit. He had to stop, but her arms were around his neck, pulling him 

even closer and her cute little tits were pressed up against his chest... Ah, fuck.

Reluctantly, using every last ounce of his self control, he pulled away and she 

laughed. “Oops.”

And the moment was gone. Just like that. Ruefully, he grinned. “Reckon we oughta 

get back out there, 'fore we get ourselves into trouble.”
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