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Dedication

Dear Santa… is an important piece for me because it gave me an opportunity to put on paper so much I’d been dealing with in regards to my identity, through the eyes of a character. Completing this short would not have been possible without the love and support of a certain group of folks that I’d like to dedicate it to.

To my daughter, Keeley, who is always the driving force behind why I struggle to accomplish a piece.  She is truly an amazing young woman who I feel honored to have as a daughter

To my mother, Kimberly, who has put up with my face being glued to the computer screen since I started my journey with NineStar Press. I will always be grateful for her love, support, and encouragement even on my worst day. 

To one of my best friends, Jason, who has answered a million and one questions about writing, editing, and other things I just didn’t know enough about. Jason, you are my writing rock and I love you for it.

To everyone at NineStar that I’ve worked with thus far, thank you for giving me a chance.






“DAMN, NADIA. YOU are literally the grumpiest individual I’ve ever met. You make shopping for this crap completely no fun.” Mattie turned on his heel, a handful of dresses for Nadia to try on. “Girl, let’s just get through this, please. There’s some good shit here that I think you’ll look fab in.”

Despite the awkward glances from the dressing room staff, Mattie swished past them and snatched up the handicapped room at the end of the line of doors. It was bigger, and unfortunately for Nadia, there was no getting out of Mattie being right up her ass while she tried on every single one of these godforsaken gowns for a Christmas gala she didn’t want to attend anyway. She was much more comfortable in her jeans and T-shirts than some glitzy, fancy crap. But, alas, it was her duty as the mayor’s daughter to attend.

“I keep telling you, Nadia, you’ll probably meet Mrs. Right at this thing. You’ve just got to be lookin’ fierce when you meet her.”

“Why? So she’s disappointed when I rip this shit off as soon as the clock strikes midnight?” Nadia snort-laughed. “Don’t even think you’re getting me in any damn heels,” she said as she shut the dressing room door behind them.

“Ha! If you think you’re wearing some nasty ass Chucks or your flip-flops, you’re a crazier bitch than I thought you were.”

Mattie pulled the first gown off its hanger and held it out to Nadia, who was still tugging off her pewter-colored T-shirt and unrolling the torn-on-purpose jeans. Nadia’s face crinkled, but despite the look, Mattie shoved it toward her forcefully with an expression on his face that Nadia knew too well. He would not be taking no for an answer, so she might as well suck it up and put on this little fashion show for him.

Nadia was a pleasant size sixteen, with full hips and ass and an average-sized chest, but she felt like she was struggling to get into the gown because she truly had no idea what she was doing. She watched herself in the mirror and thought she might as well have been trying to pull on a potato sack. But, when she finally got it on, she was shocked at the way her body looked. It fit right in all the places most women like to emphasize and hid all the places they don’t want anyone seeing.

Mattie laughed. “You look so surprised, girlie. It’s amazing what a gown can do for a girl who only wears jeans and T-shirts.” His hands ran over the soft bodice of the gown, emphasizing her curves. “Look at you, hot mamma! Do you see this body?”

Nadia swatted him away playfully with a shy smile. “Shut up, Mattie. You’re so dumb.”

Her gaze was locked on her reflection in the mirror. Aside from the fact that her blue-black hair was pulled up in a tight ponytail and she didn’t have a spot of makeup on, she was transfixed by the woman she saw before her. Sure, in her twenty-three years alive there’d been a few occasions that had called for a dress, but it was a rare occurrence. And standing there, seeing herself looking like an entirely different woman, she began to feel nervous.

“Why are you twisting your face like that, woman? You look fab.” Mattie reached for another gown and poked it in her direction. “Here. Try on the next one.”

But Nadia didn’t respond. She felt awkward and tugged at the gown like she was trying to escape from a straitjacket.

“What’re you freakin’ out about, chick?” Mattie moved toward her, his hands assisting in removing the gown before she ripped it off. “Here, I’m helping you. Stop!” He swatted at her hands, trying to stop her from destroying the beaded fabric.

“You were fine just a minute ago. Why you freakin’ out now?”

Nadia stood there in just a pair of snug, black boy shorts before plopping down on the dressing room floor dropping her head into her hands. “Ugh! Mattie, I hate this crap. It just isn’t me. I never went to any of those dances in high school or any of the fancy galas my parents always wanted me to go to, for this very reason. That shit just doesn’t look right on me.”

Mattie knelt next to her and stroked her head. “Love, you look brilliant. And it doesn’t have to mean you’re transforming into some sort of princess. It’s just for one night. This thing means a crap ton to your parents. I mean, hell, girl, your mother is the first female mayor of Bayside. You could at least do her a solid and show up looking the part of her daughter, not the tomboy-tough chick you pretend to be.”

Nadia lifted her head and grinned at him. “You always make things seem so fucking sunny, don’t cha?” She smirked and then reached for and hugged his neck. The two embraced briefly before she quickly pulled away. Nadia wasn’t into dresses, and she definitely wasn’t into affection either.
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