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    'Tis always the Season,
No matter the Reason.
To always have the Audacity 
To believe in Love. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "I carried a torch for you too, you know?" 
-- Dominic "Domino" Ballantyne --
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Chapter 1

‘Twas two weeks til’...
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The chimes of the elevator ascending one floor after another inside of Willis Tower blended with the early morning chatter of fellow office arrivers and surrounded Leticia Nadal as she crammed in for her thirty-four floor ride. She was mentally rattling off her checklist for what needed to be done today as she periodically shifted her stance to allow passengers on and off at their respective floors. It was Monday, which officially put her at the two week mark before the Mayor’s Christmas Masquerade Party in this very building. 

The Mayor’s Director of Community Affairs, who also happened to be her brother-in-law, Hector, personally commissioned Leticia to coordinate an extravagant, yet charitable, affair. She excitedly accepted the project back in October, but now with her deadline creeping closer and closer, that “Grinch” known as stress and anxiety she had been able to ignore before was finally digging its nails in. 

The flashing green numbers entranced Leticia as she continued mumbling her to-do list to herself. The doors parted at her floor and she was met with the immediate bombardment of morning greetings and holiday radio blaring from the overhead speakers. Leticia smiled and waved politely, like she did every morning, as she continued the trek to her courtesy office. 

The Director of Building Operations had provided Leticia a stationary workspace for the last six weeks leading up to the event to help make her life easier in overseeing the site and her team, of which she was extremely grateful. She noticed the door was already propped open, indicating her assistant, De’Vyne, had beat her into the office. 

“Good morning, Gorgeous!” Leticia sang as she entered the office.

“Good morning, Boss Lady! Happy Monday!” De’Vyne greeted in Spanish with a huge grin across his face. 

“Oh! Well, happy Monday to you, too! How was your weekend?” she responded back in Spanish with a proud smile. 

“It was great, despite the snow. Not that it stopped me,” he continued with a wink. 

“Ooh! Look at you! I see them Babbel courses have been paying off, huh?”

“You see me?!”

Leticia bursts into joyous giggles as she high-fived her assistant. When De’Vyne first started working for her, he said since she was half Dominican he wanted to learn Spanish to speak to Leticia in her other native language sometimes. 

“Gotta give you a taste of home after code-switching all day, ya know?” he would often say. 

De’Vyne was a beautiful, brown skinned, bearded, meticulously well-kempt, mildly flamboyant Black man with the most exquisite makeup skills Leticia had ever seen. He had joined her team about six months ago, and she was so glad, too; because when the Mayor’s office came calling, he was the loudest voice cheering her on and jumping in to help at every moment, even without her having to ask. There was nothing he wouldn’t do to ensure she succeeded at the biggest event of her career. 

“Here is your calendar, presentation deck and favorite purple clipboard with today’s checklist,” De’Vyne presented the items stacked neatly on the corner of his desk. 

“Ugh! Bless you!” Leticia sighed heavily as she slipped out of her coat and hung it up.

“Okay, outfit!” he praised, snapping his fingers. 

Leticia wore a long red and black checkered tweed blazer over a cream colored flowy jumpsuit and red pumps. A long silver necklace with multicolored stones hung down to her diaphragm and matching earrings dangled along the sides of her face. Her long, dark curly hair was pulled back into a wavy ponytail, and she donned her favorite burgundy lipstick that unlocked her “Baddie” attitude every time. Leticia spun around, showing off every angle and posing like a runway model as she laughed giddily.

She blew De’Vyne a kiss when he handed over her Christmas-themed thermos filled with piping hot peppermint mocha fresh from the Keurig behind him. She asked if he’d been upstairs to walk the event site yet, because she was anxious to know what progress had been made by the decorators. He said he hadn’t, but would run up while she was in her meeting with Hector and his team giving them status updates on everything. 

“And yes, I will take pictures and send them to you,” De’Vyne confirmed with a wide grin, batting his medium mink eyelashes

“And video!” Leticia quipped, pointing a rose gold stiletto fingernail his way.

“Yes, ma’am!” he replied with a laugh.

“Have you seen Emilio today?” she asked about the sound and lighting engineer they were working with.

“I haven’t, actually.”

“He hasn’t answered any of my calls or texts the last couple days either.”

De’Vyne assured her he’d track down Emilio when he went upstairs and bring her a full report of everything as he headed out. Leticia gathered her meeting materials, cellphone and coffee and prepared to leave, as well. Before walking out, she stopped at the full length mirror hanging behind the door. 

After assessing her reflection and being satisfied with what she saw, Leticia looked herself in the eyes and gave a quick pep talk.

“You are fucking dope! You are the bomb! You deserve to be here! You are the best person for the job and every-fucking-body knows it! If they don’t, they will! You’re Leticia Nadal, dammit!”

Leticia gave a confident nod and smile to her reflection then marched out of her office and down the hall to the conference room, strutting just as boldly as she felt. 

🌲🌲🌲🌲🌲🌲

“What the hell is this?!” Leticia barked in a high voice as she entered the open event space. 

De’Vyne had sent photos as promised, and what she saw made it nearly impossible to keep her composure during her meeting. The team of contracted decorators were in the process of hanging giant ornaments from the ceiling and wrapping the banisters and balconies in tinsel and strings of lights when Leticia
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