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	Heads-up

	This Interracial/ Multicultural Spicy Christmas Romance 

	Contains Adult… Themes
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	This Book is Rated R

	Reader Discretions is Advised 18+. 

	And don’t forget to check the information in the back of the book, about other genres, as well as pertinent information about the author.

	 

	 

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!

	And don’t forget to help a Sistah out, by leaving a Review! LOL
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Christmas Wishes…
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	Where the Party 
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Note
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	Hola, hola, hola! 

	Feliz Navidad …Joyeux Noël.. Bon Chrismeusse

	 

	Well, hello my awesome reader, I am so excited that you purchased this book. I wrote these little morsels as a spur of the moment, “hey, I don’t have any Christmas books,” idea years ago (hope you can’t tell LOL!). 

	They’re not very long, they’re simply to get you in the mood for Christmas, my ALL-TIME  fav holiday, and hopefully maybe even bring you a yuletide Love on top of it! LOL.

	I absolutely love this time of the year, because humanity is gentler, sweeter, and the spirit is there to do bigger, better, and more loving things towards our fellow humans (I wish everyday could be Christmas!)

	And I especially love being surrounded by my huge ass Puerto Rican/Louisiana French Creole Family; even if they get on my last nerve! LOL. 

	Equally, I know that this time of the year can be heartbreaking for some, as well as trying for those who may not have family, may be missing loved ones who have passed on, those who are far away from home at this time doing their duty to the country they love, our Service men & women (we thank you!!! Always!), I extend my love and family to you (you may throw them back lol, but we are here). 

	So here is my Christmas wish to you…

	That You be loved…May your Christmas be filled with Love… Joy…Peace…the ones nearest and dearest to you…whether through thoughts…or their physical nearness…the gift of the feeling that makes Christmas so amazing…and the dream of a more loving tomorrow… 

	With So Much Love,

	A Infante & Family
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	To make this a special time of the year!

	 

	First, I’d start the Week before, because my birthday is December 17th, so I always… must …throw an Ugly Sweater Party. I get to break out my executive chef skills, making party platers, Christmas Sangria, lots of Festive Drinks like Snowballs etc., and of course y’all COQUITOS!!!! Christmas ain’t lit if we ain’t got no coquitos! LOL (I’ll put some recipes in the back of the book)

	Then on Christmas day…I used to purposefully wake my kids at the butt crack of dawn (the teenagers especially, tee-hee-hee, they fricken hate that) make an extravagant breakfast, watch the Thanksgiving Day Parade, (it came on Christmas Day in Cali) then around 9am, we opened gifts, and traded past gift stories, as well as past gift horrors; (when my teens would literally go back to their rooms and go back to sleep lol.). Then my youngest, my mom, my abuelita, and I would spend the rest of the day cooking and just reminiscing on Christmases past, because we went to Midnight Mass, so no church on Christmas Day.

	Later that day, my brothers, sisters, cousins, aunts, uncles, friends (you get it, the entire fam) would come over, then we’d all sit down to dinner, and just enjoy each other’s company.

	We don’t do that anymore unfortunately, as both my aubelitas have passed on, my mom is 80 now so she doesn’t cook anymore, and my children are all grown, making Christmas memories of their own now. As well, I moved to New York city eight years ago, so my youngest and I cook an awesome meal together, go see the Nutcracker, and paint the town red; I fricken love that kid!

	Email me and tell me yours!

	LOL, I’d love to hear them! @BooksByeAle@gmail.com Subject line: what I do for Christmas

	



	


Nothing Comes Easy,

	Even Santa Comes with A Clause
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	Taking a deep breath…

	to still my nervousness, my eyes shot to Wenessa, and she smiled encouragingly. I was receiving an award tonight, so she knew how events like this made me feel. As we paused at the double entry doors to the large dining hall set up for this occasion, my eyes scanned the room for a second time.

	The ballroom had the appearance of a sophisticated winter wonderland. The room was framed by snow-dusted evergreen trees adorned entirely with warm white fairy lights and delicate crystal ornaments that caught the light. Rather than traditional bright red and green, the color palettes were an opulent scheme of midnight blue, frosted silver, and rose gold.

	The tables were draped in heavy, floor-length velvet linens, topped with towering centerpieces of frosted branches and white roses. Dozens of flickering pillar faux candles in glass hurricanes lined the perimeter, casting a soft, amber glow across the room. In a nod to the cause, a central feature of the dining halls was this two-story ‘Tree of Wishes,’ beneath which sat a curated collection of antique wooden toys and beautifully wrapped packages destined for the charity's beneficiaries.

	Wenessa had definitely worked her magick on this event. 

	It was all her.

	The music shifted throughout the evening to match the gala’s progression. During the cocktail hour, a live string quartet positioned on stage played classical holiday music, such as Vivaldi's ‘Winter’ interspersed with the melodies of ‘The Christmas Song’ and ‘Carol of the Bells.’ They kept it low though, at a volume that allowed for lively conversations and the clinking of champagne flutes.

	The attendees ranged from prominent philanthropists and corporate executives to local dignitaries, who all seemed to adhere to a strict Black Tie dress code, infusing the room one might say with classic glamour.

	Can you now see why an orphaned girl from Sister Mary Stevens’ girl’s academy might actually feel out of place?

	As Wenessa tugged me toward our table, my eyes caught sight of several new faces, especially the extremely tall blonde man. Standing at an imposing what I could only guess was six-feet-three-six-feet-four inches, he effortlessly commanded the room. His shoulder-length blonde hair was perfectly styled, falling in clean, elegant waves that caught the warm glow of the chandeliers. 

	Striking, grey eyes pierce through the crowd with sharp intelligence and a hint of quiet confidence. My breath literally caught as his eyes landed on me. Frozen in place, mouth slightly ajar, I continued to stare.

	Impeccably dressed for the evening's gala, his tailored midnight-blue tuxedo jacket sharply contrasted his light features, perfectly accentuating his broad shoulders. Beneath it, a pleated white dress shirt was fastened with black onyx studs, complemented by a black silk bow tie. I shook myself, cause, Thor, what! Wenessa frowned, then jerked me towards our table, just as the dean clinked her glass from the podium.

	“Thank you, ladies and gentlemen, faculty, and esteemed guests. Welcome to our annual Winter Children’s Incentive Gala. Tonight, as we gather we reflect upon the foundational pillars that define our institution. Chief among these is excellence. Excellence is not merely a transient goal; it is a rigorous, ongoing process of academic fortitude and administrative synergy.

	“When we look at this year’s distinguished award recipients, we see the tangible manifestation of that very synergy. Consider the Department of Applied Bureaucracy, which has streamlined our quarterly assessment models by a projected four percent. Or our secondary sub-committee on syllabus synchronization, whose dedication to administrative parity has truly revolutionized our compliance metrics...”

	The Dean's voice dissolved into a drone of empty nouns, as my eyes scanned the crowded dining hall for a second time bored. My eyes locked onto him seated three tables away. As if he felt my eyes, he turned his head slightly, his striking eyes scanning the crowd with an expression of detached amusement. 

	While the Dean continued to drone on about departmental budgets, he lifted the flute of champagne to his lips, his gaze suddenly cutting through the crowd to land directly on me for a second time.

	Once more my mouth had a mind of its own, because it dropped, his head tilted as if he just noticed me; more like a cat with a new toy, he sent me a wink, and I quickly looked off from him. But my peripheral caught his chuckle.

	“What?” Wenessa leaned over to whisper, when I shook my head no, waving it off as the first course arrived.

	Waiters in white gloves moved seamlessly between the velvet-draped tables, serving the starter with synchronized precision. 

	The first course was a visual tribute to winter elegance, it too gave a testament to Wenessa’s style. Chilled Lobster and Winter Citrus Salad. Tender, butter-poached chunks of Maine lobster artfully arranged atop a bed of crisp frisée and radicchio. The dish was vibrant with segments of blood orange and ruby grapefruit, drizzled with a champagne-tarragon vinaigrette.

	My eyes shot to her, when she grinned, then shrugged.

	“Not my dime, so why not,” she whispered, and the chuckle left me before I could stop it, as Chanslor Phillips looked our way. The dish was finished with a delicate dusting of edible silver leaf and micro-greens. My bestie did sophistication one-hundred percent, and it paired beautifully with the crisp Sauvignon Blanc being poured into my glass.

	As the plates were cleared from the first course, the first round of minor charity recognitions began on stage, providing a backdrop of polite applause as the main course was being set up off to the side.

	Wenessa wiggled her brows as the servers began to serve, me laughing as they sat the plate before me. The masterpiece was indeed designed for a cold December night: Pan-Seared Chilean Sea Bass with a Porcini Mushroom Crust. Flaky, buttery fish rested on a bed of truffle-infused parsnip purée, surrounded by a pool of deep red Pinot Noir reduction. 

	“Damn, gurl,” I whispered, and she laughed.

	It was accompanied by roasted baby heirloom carrots and charred Brussels sprout petals that mimicked miniature winter greenery. The earthy aromas of truffle and mushroom fill the air around our table, grounding the high-society glamour in deep, satisfying flavors.

	The conversations around us were light, as the dean continued to disperse awards, the recipients having to stop eating, to go up and collect their awards.

	As the dessert arrived, I paused to take it all in. The waiter placed a Frosted White Chocolate and Raspberry Mousse Sphere in front of me, and I’m sat agape for several moments. It was crafted to look exactly like a glass Christmas ornament, complete with a gilded chocolate loop on top.

	Just as my spoon gently tapped the shell of the dessert, revealing the vibrant crimson raspberry purée inside, the dean commanded the microphone once more.

	“Ladies and gentlemen,” her voice echoed through the high ceilings. “We come to a historic moment in our gala’s history. For the first time in ten years, the committee has voted unanimously to present the Most Innovative Curriculum of the Year award to a faculty member in their very first term as department head. Her groundbreaking syllabus has completely revitalized undergraduate engagement, bridging the gap between rigorous theoretical research and real-world application. Please join me in honoring... Professor Dezdamona Paŭlo.”

	The ballroom erupted into a crescendo of applause, the spotlight swung across the room, blindingly bright, and locked squarely onto me. My spoon dropped, I know my face was crimson, when Wenessa pinched me under the table. Jerking up quickly, I nearly raced to the stage, through a chorus of laughter. Of course the dean was smiling brightly, but it’s so fake right now, I wouldn’t be surprised if her face cracked.

	“Thank you,” I began, my voice steady despite the adrenaline coursing through me. “They told me when I accepted this position that higher education moves at a glacial pace. That tradition is a fortress, and innovation is a risk.” 

	A ripple of knowing laughter passed through the tables where my department head Josh sat, because he was the one who told me that shit.

	"But when I look at our students, I don't see a demographic that wants to wait for the future. They are living in it. This curriculum wasn't designed to discard our academic foundations, but to dismantle the ivory tower and build a bridge instead. It asks our undergraduates to not just memorize theories, but to stress-test them against the real-world complexities they will inherit the moment they graduate.”

	Taking a deep breath, I paused to look down at the crystal award, then lift my gaze back to the crowd.

	“To receive this recognition in my first year is an incredible honor, but more than that, it is a validation. It proves that this institution and the generous patrons in this room are ready to champion a bolder, more dynamic standard
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