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      “I don’t get it… A Christmas Masquerade Ball? What does that even mean?” I asked, reading the email again. And you had to wear a costume that fit the holiday spirit. What did that mean?! “You have to be fucking kidding me⁠—”

      “Shh,” Arlene hissed, and swatted me with her pen. The end of it had the head of a snowman and was kinda creepy. “People will hear you.”

      I leaned back in my ergonomic chair and also leaned my head back on the head rest. I had taped lights on  the back but the individual bulbs sometimes poked through and annoyed the shit out of me. I was seriously regretting it.

      Christmas was still three weeks or so away and I’d been bullied into decorating my cubicle (or else) by my boss, Ford, as well as to maintain it (or double else) by our very own holiday ghoul that organized our group, Rhonda. Loved both people but they were absolutely insufferable about Christmas. It was barely the first week of December. That was a lot of holiday spirit and cheer to be bombarded with every single day.

      I leaned back forward, nibbling at my breakfast plate of eggs, sausage, and potatoes I’d picked up at the cafeteria this morning. I’d slowly been picking at it, piece by piece for the last three hours but I just wasn’t hungry this morning.

      “This isn’t mandatory, is it?” I asked, back to reading the fine print as Arlene stole a potato cube from my plate.

      “It’s the company Christmas party, so yeah, you should go,” Arlene said, very lowly and stole another potato. “For once, you should go.”

      I ignored that last statement Arlene had muttered under her breath. “Whose stupid idea was this?” I asked, in my normal voice.

      “Somewhere up there in management land,” Arlene stated, adjusting her Harry Potter-inspired spectacles.

      “This party concept literally makes no sense to me…” I re-read the end part of the email. And the people involved in all this hoopla. “Ah, it was Helena Roberts’ idea.” I made a face. “I knew it was a lame and dumb idea.”

      “Don’t you think it’s actually kinda clever?” Arlene asked, nothing but Christmas stars in her eyes. “And romantic?”

      Romantic? I rolled my eyes and glared at my best work friend co-worker. Arlene was a hopeless romantic. The type that penciled in the Hallmark holiday schedule. Literally. It was actually on her wall calendar she had pinned on her cubicle wall. For all to see.

      The cat theme in her square cubicle space, fine, it was sort of adorable, and at least mostly contained, but all the other romance-y and general fantasy shit? It was a lot sometimes.

      Me, I lived on the ground floor of reality. Arlene, well, she was a heads-in-the-clouds as much as possible type of modern day woman. Sometimes though, I did wish, secretly, that I had her rose-colored view on anything. It seemed to make everything less stressful, in general.

      Meanwhile, other co-workers in the #lyrical-life-NYC Slack channel were already going gaga about the theme. I was the odd woman out that didn’t think it was the most brilliant idea ever thought of, apparently.

      I always ended up going by myself at these company events (if I went this time, that is) because August was always away. It was like he timed it but I knew that was irrational. I hadn’t seen him in a few months and I was used to his absences but…during the holidays, I wished my sort of boyfriend was actually freaking around. I only had my very random social media posts to prove he was real. But even then I got teased that the images were AI generated and that I in fact did not have a boyfriend. Cuz as one particular and tedious über boss had once asked, who’d legit name their child ‘August’?

      Someone who wanted their child to stand out with a unique name, that’s who!

      Not my best retort but Jerome really pushed all my buttons, all at the same time whenever our conversations fell outside work, or just off kilter. Even then, we’d spar a bit when we had to work directly on projects, which was thankfully only once a month, maybe twice if it was a prickly project and attached to a very prickly client.

      “I’m not going,” I announced, firmly. “Not my thing.”

      “Morgan!” Arlene gasped. Loudly. Her eyes became as round as her glasses. “B-b-but…you have to go! Even Anders is gonna be there this year!”

      “Really?” I asked, surprised. “Why?”

      “I don’t know,” she admitted, frowning. “But anyway, it’s been confirmed and you have to RSVP since the party is at the Rainbow Room. They’re really shelling out this year…”

      The fact that our VIP CEO was going didn’t sway me much, even though he too rarely attended company events—unless it was for a PR thing. He was sort of a face up there in management world and didn’t engage much with us little worker bees around here…unless it for a PR thing.

      “Go away.” I poked at her to get off my limited desk space. “I’m being serious here.”

      She ignored me. “You gonna bring a date? Is August gonna be around for once?”

      “I’m not going, remember?” I reminded her. “And don’t be like that. August is in high demand and he switched airlines this last fall so he’s still building up his rep with his new job.” I sounded argumentative and defensive. I tried to relax and not be uptight about questions around my boyfriend. I forced a less aggressive smile. “But he’ll be here for New Year’s, at least.”

      Arlene sighed, shaking her head. She didn’t like August. But she also didn’t not like him either. August was just…there. Some of the time. He and I were on the same page so it worked for us. I mean, for the most part. Honestly, the long distance thing was getting old. For both of us but we were…comfortable.

      Or lazy?

      Ugh, that had been Jerome’s assessment when Ford had asked about us and how Auggie was doing. During a summer family social thing in Bryant Park. Just another great reminder why I didn’t want to go. Ford always asked about my love life and Jerome always had a comment. Usually while standing next to his very tall, brilliant, and gorgeous girlfriend.

      “You wanna be my date?” Arlene suddenly asked me.

      “No.”

      “But I don’t wanna go alone,” she whispered-wailed. At me pointedly. “And it’s the Rainbow Room!” She paused, a pleading type of pause. “Pleassssssse?”

      Arlene’s problem of not getting a date wasn’t because she was ugly. She was adorable and cute as hell with her chin length, short auburn hair, pretty blue eyes, clear pale skin, and agreeable disposition. She dressed prim and proper but it didn’t come off as stuck up. Well, mostly because she added some sort of oddball thing to throw people, probably men, off. Like a repellent.

      So was cute as a friggin’ button. She wasn’t shy with men, until they showed interest in her. Then she got way into her head when it came to the relationship element with the opposite sex. I wasn’t sure if she got hung up on the commitment aspect or the sex part of the relationship.

      I just had my bad disposition and dark mood to turn anyone and everyone off, no cat ears required. Like the cat ears she was currently wearing with a little red hat sticking straight up on top of her head. It even had a small bell. It was rather intriguing and I had to force my eyes off it.

      “Go with Beau or Rhonda,” I suggested, checking my Gmail and Slack for any messages.

      “Hmm, not a bad suggestion, actually,” she mused, nodding.

      I was just glad I’d moved her off me and onto someone else to harass. “Rhonda just dumped her girlfriend so she might want to just take a friend to the party. Or Beau, too. He’s been in-between boyfriends for a while now,” I added.

      She gave me a contemplative look. “Maybe I should only ask Beau, I don’t wanna give Rhonda the wrong idea, yeah?” she said, lowly to me.

      I smiled, amused. “I think she’d know the difference, Arlene,” I said. “But yeah, Beau is probably the safer choice.”

      She smiled neatly at me, adjusting her glasses. “Agreed. Better safe than sorry,” she said, pleased with herself. “And I don’t want any office weirdness for an unintended faux pas, y’know?”

      It was nice to have a group of friends at work. Mostly, the small group of us just gossiped or bitched whenever we were together. But I generally only hung with Arlene and Beau outside of work.

      Just then, Beau popped on over, which scared us both shitless.

      “Jesus, Beau,” I scolded, hand to my chest. “You almost made me pee my pants.”

      He giggled. Beau was the balm to my evil soul. He was a dead giveaway for James Corden, the gayest and best version ever, and even won a contest our company held one year for celebrity lookalikes. The prize had been a $200 gift card to Starbucks. Which I totally took advantage of whenever we went out around New York City.

      Unlike me, well, everyone else at work, he was dressed in a nice pair of grey slacks, shiny shoes, and one of those sweater over a button-down and tie numbers that I’d never fully understood. I wore jeans, dark of course, and some sort of athleisure-style sweatshirt that was confusing as to what it was and therefore, Ford hadn’t been able to officially order me to dress more ‘professionally’. Not that he hadn’t unofficially.

      “That was the point,” Beau said, smiling evilly. He gestured to the company email. “As soon as I read it, I knew I had to come over to see what you two bitches thought about it.”

      MaryAnn-Beth cleared her throat. We all turned to look at her with sullen looks. Okay, probably just from me. Her cubicle was across the way and she was judgmental AF.

      “What is it MAB?” I asked her.

      She grimaced at the shortening of her three first names. “Language, honestly,” she admonished, and a bit spicy about it too. “This is a professional place, after all.”

      “Oh, so sorry MaryAnn,” Arlene said, way too apologetic. And she hadn’t even done any of the swearing.

      But MAB sighed at the fact that Arlene hadn’t said her full name. A lot of people outside this group thought ‘Beth’ was actually her last name when it wasn’t. MAB was one of those that had been born in the wrong time. She was 40 going on 100 and dressed like she was from the 50s. She’d much prefer the days where women didn’t have potty mouths. Or wore pants. Or voted differently from their husbands, or at all. Whatever.

      Beau and I shared a look but Arlene whispered another apology—about our potty mouths. She was the nice one in our group and I often wondered how she managed to stand the rest of us.

      I stood up after I locked my computer and grabbed my mug that said ‘Fluff off, I’m effing busy’. It had a cat with a grumpy, fugly face on both sides giving the finger, a belated gift from Arlene for my birthday back in September when I turned the big 3-0. She had a weird cat obsession. Even though she was horribly allergic and had never owned cats. And because of her obsession, I too had many cat-themed gifts over the years even though I didn’t really like cats, or dogs or any kind of pet, in general.

      “I need coffee,” I bemoaned. “It’s too early to read about anything Christmas-related.”

      “Christmas is like, three weeks away, girl,” Beau said at my back. “Get in the mood. The rest of the worlds is.”

      Everyone kept saying that!

      “Worst holiday ever,” I said, when we were in the hallway.

      “Grinch,” Arlene muttered next to me.

      “Yep, and proud of it,” I said, throwing her a quick smile.

      She sighed.

      I was probably the only person that didn’t think Christmas was the end all be all of holidays.  The whole city was decked out, and every year, I got dragged by Arlene or Beau or both or other work friends into doing Christmas-related things against my will.

      Once in the break room, I made a beeline for the Nespresso machine. There was regular coffee as well, where my friends headed towards, but I preferred espresso. And fast.

      However, my favorite machine was being occupied by our boss’s boss, Jerome Scofield. He was the Senior Director of our department and taking his sweet time picking out a pod. I was surprised he was even in our break room since his up on his floor was even nicer than this one but he must have been down here for a meeting with Ford. Currently, he was on his phone, and from the sounds of it, it wasn’t about work.

      Beau and Arlene slowed, giving our boss’ boss’ backside a thorough once-over. Jerome was tall, fit, with model good looks that had developed as he’d gotten older. And he dressed in a suit and tie number every day. He’d been more geeky, nerdy cute when we’d started at Lyrical but he’d gotten into fitness while dating Helena, the Evil Bitch.

      To think, I’d once had a tiny little crush on him with his dirty blonde hair and green eyes but any attraction I might have had, had quickly evaporated when he’d started dating said Evil Bitch, and that whole situation that had ensued.

      I made a gag face and put a finger in my mouth, which made Beau nearly choke and Arlene giving me a cross and exasperated look. How they thought he was remotely appealing and a stand up guy was just frustrating to me. The fact he and I had started out here together and he was now my über boss had been a low point but beggars could not be choosers, as my aunt Mel would say.

      I stood behind him, checking my watch. Meanwhile, Beau and Arlene tiptoed to a nearby table where there was free junk food. The break room was a mini version of the cafeteria several levels below us. So it was swanky as fuck and loaded with all kinds of goodies. But since it was Christmas season, people had brought in their own baked goods to share. As I glanced around, the break room looked like Christmas itself had barfed all over the place. The soft aroma of vanilla cookies coated the air and the faint sound of holiday jingles was playing from the Bose stereo system that seemed to envelop all of us. I hated to admit it but it was rather cozy.

      I peered around my boss when he got off his phone and put it in his left front pocket. He still hadn’t picked a pod.

      “You almost done, Jerome?” I asked, not hiding my impatience.

      Jerome turned around, looked me in the eye then up and down at my casual attire. “I just got here, Morgan,” he said, tiredly. “I’ll be done a in a few. Patience is a virtue, did you know that?”

      “Should I echo that sentiment when we’re at crunch time on a project, Mr. Scofield?” I asked, sweetly up at him. Cuz he was fucking tall. “Like on Project Fight?”

      He knew I had him there. “Almost done,” he said, and turned back around.

      Jerome and I had a passive aggressive boss’ boss-employee relationship. While we mostly got along mostly okay, it wasn’t unheard of us to butt heads about a project or something else I’d bring up. Because I was the best performer, just to spite him, he couldn’t fire me. Yet. Christmas was around the corner so you never knew what kind of coal Santa was giving away for all us naughty adults. And I was definitely on the naughty list.

      Finally, he picked a pod and got to it.

      Arlene, tiny plate with a brownie on it, cleared her throat. “Have any holiday plans, Jerome?” she asked, batting her eyes up at him. She was shorter than me.

      Jerome turned a quarter way. He smiled at Arlene but his eyes were on her Santa cat ears headband.

      Shoulders slumped, I rolled my eyes. Arlene was going to delay my caffeine fix.

      “Maybe, haven’t decided yet,” he said.

      “Don’t you go skiing in Europe, or something very romantic and grand like that?” Beau asked, delicately nibbling at his chocolate chip cookie. “Your Instagram photos are always so fire. You gonna whisk your girlfriend away with you?”

      Why was ‘so fire’ a thing? I wish people would not talk in social media speak. It was just annoying, and made smart people sound a bit addled.

      Jerome’s smile faded. “Usually, after Christmas I like to do something like that—but Oksana and I broke up over the summer,” he revealed.

      Both Arlene and Beau walked up to give him them their condolences. “That’s a shame,” Beau said, so very sympathetic. “She was quite lovely.”

      “Oh, that’s awful, Jerome!” Arlene gushed. “She was wonderful in Swan Lake!”

      Oksana was a ballet dancer. Born here but family was from Belarus. She wasn’t a main star but I guess she was in a lot of supporting roles in various productions so very good, just not good enough to be the star.

      I totally felt that. I wasn’t surprised at the breakup. I’d seen it a mile away during the spring Friends and Family picnic the company always threw to mark the end of a cold, snowy, hard New York winter. She’d been angry and Jerome contrite. They’d made for a very attractive couple, though. The tall, blonde and lithe ballet dancer with her handsome, Ken-doll that Jerome was. It was small comfort that even the attractive peoples of the world didn’t always get a HEA. Maybe it was karma, or the scales of fairness ensuring harmonic, universal balance?

      Okay, or me just happy that even perfect people didn’t get perfect lives…? I could live with that, even if it paved a path to hell.

      No doubt he already had some poor girl eating out of his hands already. And I’d bet big that she’d be his date to the Christmas party. She’d be tall, blonde, lithe, gorgeous as hell. And also probably very talented in some field. I’d give Jerome credit that he didn’t date airheads. Plus, they were all smart enough to not stick around.

      I cleared my throat, drawing three pairs of eyes towards me but I said, to my über boss, “Are you done with the machine yet?” I then sighed dramatically to emphasize my point.

      Jerome gave me another look then once again turned around as Beau and Arlene both were silently mouthing that I was a total heartless Scrooge. I smiled at them, and winked.

      He grabbed his well-used, Christmas-themed mug, the black handle nearly worn down to light grey, once his coffee was done. I blinked. It was a mug I’d given him during our first Christmas here at Lyrical. On one side, it had a green dinosaur and wearing a Santa hat with the words ‘fa rawr’ or just ‘rawr’ around it as it sang-roared a holiday jingle. The graphics were a bit weathered as well, like he used it often. I’d had no idea that he’d kept it after all this time, when we’d stopped being friends and no longer friendly.

      “There, all yours, Morgs,” he said, giving me the eye before he left.

      Right. I mentally shook myself. But I stood there stupidly for a second.

      “He’s so hot,” Beau breathed. “Knows how to dress like the boss, huh?”

      There. That comment brought me back to myself. “He should get his coffee on his floor. He took forever to get his coffee,” I complained, picking the largest pod and dumped it into the machine. I adjusted the milk frother nozzle and chose my drink selection and hit the start button.

      “Did you not hear about his loss?” Arlene asked, around a bite of brownie.

      “He broke up with one of his many girlfriends,” I said with a snort. “She didn’t die, Arlene.”

      Beau snickered. “I did like her,” he said, thoughtfully. “She was very interesting.”

      “She was,” I agreed. “And she realized she could do better.”

      “Why do you think they broke up?” Arlene asked, musing hard.

      “He’s a commitment-phobe,” I said. “Oksana and him were only together for like six months. You can time it by company events.”

      “Really?” Beau asked, frowning, setting his tiny plate aside to dive through the large bowl of pods.

      “Last March, Oksana was his new arm candy,” I explained, recalling the various pics the office manager had posted on our NYC Slack channel in the last year. “Prior to that, during the  fall mixer, it was that famous, viral florist chick. And before that, at the company picnic, a different woman.”

      Arlene’s jaw dropped. “You’re right!” she said. “I never realized that… Damn. You have a good memory, Morg.”

      “Or she’s keeping track,” Beau butted in with a sly wink.

      “Shut it, Olson,” I warned, siping my coffee.

      “What?! I’m just pointing out facts.” He went back to his pod diving. “Why you gotta be so heartless with him?” Beau asked, finding a pod. It was pink, his favorite color.

      I huffed. I’d already gone over this with them one drunken evening three years ago. “I’ve already told you.”

      “I vaguely recall but I was pretty drunk. Have I mentioned he’s a great boss? That man knows his shit,” Beau added. “And he’s fair and decent.”

      Arlene nodded. “And he’s really nice.”

      “Being nice doesn’t mean shit,” I muttered, adding three pumps of vanilla syrup.

      “You still can’t be butthurt he got the manager role and you didn’t,” Beau said, bumping me along when my coffee was done. “That was, like, what, years ago, Morgster.”

      I tamped down on my sudden spike of annoyance. Beau and Arlene didn’t get it. They were Data Analysts, and while both were very talented and hella smart at what they did, they didn’t build things from the ground up like I had to.

      As a Data Engineer, I had the more advanced skills whereas Jerome was a Data Scientist. Similar, yes, but not the same. And here at Lyrical Labs, my skills were more valued. Or should have been. Or used to be. But Jerome had the fancy degree from an Ivy League school and an advanced degree too. I didn’t.

      He got the cushy corner office on the 76th floor in 2 World Trade Center with the paycheck that came with it. And I hadn’t. But that wasn’t my main issue with him. I did feel like I could have done his job just as well even if I didn’t have his credentials.

      “That’s not it,” I said, sighing. “Not entirely.” I paused. “You just don’t understand…”

      “Then explain it, boo,” Beau said.

      “I have,” I said. “I guess I just can’t put it in words that make sense.”

      Arlene rubbed my arm. Beau adored Jerome so he couldn’t see my point of view. And he had no interactions with Helena. Arlene had had some early on but that had been years ago and she didn’t have any bad experiences with her either. Or Jerome, obviously, since she also adored the head of the Business Intelligence department. And yeah, he was a good boss.

      But…

      They didn’t know when push came to shove, he’d chosen himself and his fellow fuck toy, Helena. When we’d started out, it’d been me, Jerome and Helena. The two of them were energetic, newly minted college grads to my rough around the edges, self-taught self. Lyrical had been hiring like crazy in NYC and I’d gotten lucky the company was looking for a diverse workforce. Or I just got super lucky.

      Jerome and I had gone through the interview process and then training together before Helena was hired. But we three had been in the trenches. Figuring work and life out, together. We’d been a real unit. Great friends even.

      Until two years later, when the company exploded in growth. By then, it’d been clear that Helena and Jerome were, if anything, had been screwing around for at least a year. Whether they’d been in a full blown relationship, I’d never seen evidence of that but their bond had been strong enough to oust me when it mattered and promotions and higher level positions were up for grabs.

      I’d found out that Helena had landed a coveted role in a new and Big Deal department—based off work she’d stolen. From me. And she hadn’t even needed to. She came from MIT and was a fucking genius. It simply boiled down to her being utterly lazy and couldn’t be bothered to do the work. But my work had gotten her the job and a reputation as being a brilliant and outside-the-box thinker. Something she was not: creative.

      I’d been stupid enough to let her access, thinking she wouldn’t screw me over. When I’d challenged her on it and went to HR with my concerns, she’d refused to back down. HR had said I had no direct evidence or solid argument. Ultimately, I’d lost. And I knew for a fact that Helena actively worked to keep me stuck in the same position.

      Anytime I applied to a management role, I always got the same response—that more qualified candidates were considered and got the job. In those instances, I hadn’t even been offered the courtesy interview usually granted for all internal applicants. I also knew a couple of times, Helena had interfered because the Talent Acquisition recruiter I was friendly had told me it was because Helena had poisoned the hiring manager. Had emphasized I didn’t have a degree. That I had a bad attitude. I’d be terrible with clients. Blah blah blah.

      When my last manager left four years ago and that position got closed out, I was moved under Ford. Ever since, he’d been working with me to get me to where he felt I needed to be to stand out to hiring managers. Over that time, I’d worked hard on myself to earn the skills needed to be a successful manager, be it as an account manager or a team manager, like Ford.

      “It is what it is and I’m not gonna pretend Jerome’s a fucking saint,” I said, grabbing a cookie. Or three.

      “Well, you’re a Senior Lead. And Ford’s right hand,” Arlene added. “You’ll be a shoo in for his gig whenever he gets promoted.”

      I didn’t want to go into people management, per se, but it was a door and I was willing to go through a window at this point, just to get my chance and prove myself that I was ready for management. What I really wanted to become was an account manager. Basically what I did but had customer facing interactions and making my own choices in how a project would go versus being told by account managers, Ford and the other two BI TMs, Paisley and Willow, and lastly, Jerome.

      “Jerome’s always had a great opinion of your work,” Beau added, piling up his plate with goodies. “I’ve heard him sing your praises often enough.”

      Whatever. Praise was pointless unless it got you to where you needed or made you feel like you were making progress.

      “Anyway,” I said, mentally tired. “I gotta get back to my desk. So much coding, so little time…”

      “Here, here, sister,” Beau said, as we parted ways. He to his cubicle on the other side and Arlene and I back to our part of cubicle land.

      “Don’t think about all that negative stuff,” Arlene said, on her way down the narrow path that separated rows of cubicles. “It’s Christmas! Let its yuletide magic make you believe anything can happen!”

      I sighed as she waved a final farewell. I stared after her for a beat. Whatever happy holiday crack she was taking, I did not want it. Not at the moment anyways. Even if it would have helped me out of my moody funk, a mood that has stayed with me for the last five, long years. With no end in sight.
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      This 9AM meeting had already dragged on too long. My attention kept lagging. I eyed a bird doing some acrobatics and then stared at the thick clouds roaming above us. It was cloudy and the sky grey. The weatherman kept threatening snow but so far, nada. I didn’t mind. Snow in Manhattan was pretty—for about a second then it just got nasty.

      Yuni, sitting next to me, kicked my right foot gently.

      Right. I needed to focus. Serious shit was being said.

      Then I realized it was Helena talking and almost zoned out again. I sipped my coffee.

      However, I could tell by the thirty or so other people, a mix of Senior Directors, Team Managers and Senior Account Managers, we were all getting bored and wondering when we could all finally go back to our offices and end our day in peace and quiet. Including the Team Manager of my department, Ford Eggers, who was sitting on my left.

      He ran a hand through his short, jet black afro, which he did when he was concentrating on something specific and was trying to format it in words or numbers. He was secretly messaging with Morgan on his work phone, which meant he was working instead of paying attention. However, he wasn’t missing much.

      Morgan was his favorite out of all the people in our department and it was warranted. She was the best coder we had. Even better than me. She’d also gone through the stages of this career path, starting off as a Data Analyst then a Data Scientist and then in her current role as a Data Engineer. That experience was rare as she had direct experience in each role and had a broad understanding of the overall process. I often used her on our most difficult projects, not that she’d recognize that honor. Then again, she’d expect to be tapped for all the important projects because she knew she was that good. The best.

      Meanwhile, Helena, looking more like she was about to attend an expensive gala than at the office, was going over the various pipelines and what needed to be completed before everyone left for the holiday. As Senior Director of General Operations, she acted like she was our boss in these meetings. And because Clyde was also in on this meeting, which was rather atypical but not unheard of either, she was showing off. And talking. A lot.

      When Helena had finally stopped talking, it wasn’t soon enough, but then Clyde stood up. It was my turn to kick Ford back to the meeting. He gave a jump and set his phone down and gave me sheepish smile before we both glanced at the front of the large conference room.

      At fifty-nine, the CFO, and the direct boss for all of us, was at the height of his career. He was brilliant and a founding member of the company. He’d also been my mentor for my entire tenure here.

      He gave a speech, told us to make sure we had a date for the Christmas party, and then excused everyone—except all of the Senior Directors. I had a feeling this theatrical show was on purpose. Everyone below us Senior Directors all eyed their respective bosses with a look before slinking away. Including Ford, who gave me his ‘Slack me as soon as you’re back’ look.

      “Thank you all for your patience,” Clyde said, unbuttoning the top button to his expensive English suit and stood at the front of the large conference room. He looked at me briefly then continued. “I know you must all be wondering why I attended this meeting when I usually don’t but I needed to relay some information…which is confidential.”

      He paused, eying each of us to make sure we understood his undertone, then he continued.

      “Anders, along with the Board, are considering buying Cloud1Alpha in the next year,” he revealed, making the whole room go abuzz. “As you know, it’s one of the top ETL/API pipeline platforms out there and we’ve been wanting to compete with other companies in this area of the industry. This, as you know, would go a long way with making our company more viable to investors for when or if we go public in the near future.”

      In my peripheral, I saw Helena glance over at me from across the table because she knew I had the direct ear of our boss. Clyde had already hinted at this a while ago by accident so this news wasn’t a surprise to me since it was he that had brought up Cloud1Alpha in the first place and our CEO, along with the Board, had immediately pounced on the idea. And Clyde was making it happen.

      However, I’d been hoping this was news for next year, not this year. At Christmastime. Taking Lyrical Labs public had been an established rumor for the last two years so the company had been making small moves, testing the waters, staving of possible takeovers, and a dozen other moves to set up the company for a successful public outing.

      “We will be…re-organizing some of the departments, as well streamline some projects moving forward,” he added. “This will be necessary for the plans the Board and the senior leadership are currently discussing.”

      That was code for layoffs or promotions, general reduction, and financial tightening of the company wallet. Yuni cleared her throat delicately and turned her head to eye me. I shared a look with her. She looked very unhappy.

      “That said, we would like a list of those that…aren’t up to snuff for revaluation and consider their permanent status with the company,” Clyde was saying, a heavy expression on his face. “Now, because many of our employees intermingle and work on various projects across departments, this will need to be a group decision. We need this by the

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png






OEBPS/images/rtx-1f381.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
         Playlist 
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        1. Morgan
      


      		
        2.  Jerome 
      


      		
        3. Morgan
      


      		
        4.  Jerome 
      


      		
        5. Morgan
      


      		
        6.  Jerome 
      


      		
        7. Morgan
      


      		
        8.  Jerome 
      


      		
        9. Morgan
      


      		
        10.  Jerome 
      


      		
        11. Morgan
      


      		
        12.  Jerome 
      


      		
        13. Morgan
      


      		
        14.  Jerome 
      


      		
        15. Morgan
      


      		
        16.  Jerome 
      


      		
        17. Morgan
      


      		
        18.  Jerome 
      


      		
        19. Morgan
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/rtx-1f31f.png





OEBPS/images/jinglethis.jpg





OEBPS/images/rtx-1f385.png
' .
)





OEBPS/images/rtx-1f936.png






OEBPS/images/rtx-1f384.png





