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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Daniel was sitting in his loft overlooking the Mississippi River. He had a gorgeous view of the St. Louis Arch and the various skyscrapers that dotted the skyline, but what he didn’t have was the life he desired most. He didn’t have a woman who could unleash his wildest dreams or keep him warm at night.

He twirled the whiskey softened by a couple of ice cubes as he stared off into the distance. His life was perfect from the outside looking in. He had a lavish apartment, more money than he knew how to spend, and a jawline that made women turn their heads. He never had any issues getting a lady to come back home with him. He himself was the problem.

Daniel lacked the confidence he needed to tell the women who crossed his path what he truly wanted, and he felt that his confidence decreased as his bank account grew. He was becoming untrusting, distant, and afraid that he would never find the perfect woman.

When Daniel felt this way, he found it helped to spend some money on charity. He set his whiskey to the side and grabbed his laptop. He searched for local nonprofits and charities in the area and saw one he hadn’t donated to before, and they were having an event that night. Daniel glanced at his whiskey, deciding whether he should pour himself another glass or get dressed to attend the event.

He sighed when he tried to picture himself climbing into bed without going and knew that he would regret it. He opened his phone to check if there were Ubers around his area. Once he felt he’d be able to get a ride, he put his drink aside and went to change. He didn’t want to wear anything overstated, so he grabbed a simple sweater along with a pair of jeans. Nothing that would speak to all the money in his bank accounts.

“Are there still tickets available for the event tonight?” Daniel asked as he held his phone to his ear. He was staring down at a fresh outfit, wondering if he would have the courage to put it on or just send a check. “I was hoping to attend.”

“Yes! Please come by! We’d love to have you!” The woman on the line said a bit more about the arts center that was raising money before ending the call. Daniel tried to imagine her face, unable to come up with an image other than blissful, feminine beauty. At least he had a name. Patsy. He put on his clothes, requested an Uber, and prayed for a night he could add to the memory books.

***

Daniel stood outside of the arts center located near Tower Grove Park. It was one of his favorite areas of the city, but he almost never had the chance to come because of work. He noticed several aspects of the center that were rundown like the busted lights along one side of the building, fading paint on the exterior, and a sign that looked like it was from decades past. Daniel could fix up the entire building without putting a dent in his bank account, but he’d learned over the years that he couldn’t be overly generous without creating unwanted strings, so now he gave most of his money anonymously.

A gorgeous woman with warm brown skin and curly brown hair greeted Daniel when he stepped into the building. She was wearing a colorful, hand-painted nametag that read Patsy. Daniel stuck out his hand to greet her. “I’m Daniel. The man who called on the phone a bit ago. I’m afraid I wasn’t able to buy a ticket online.”

“Don’t worry!” she said brightly with a beaming smile. “We have plenty available. Unfortunately, we didn’t sell as many as we were expecting.” Darkness crossed her face, but she recovered quickly. “Luckily, we’ve nearly been able to reach our fundraising goals.”

“That’s incredible! Hopefully I can help close the gap,” Daniel said and pulled out a hundred and fifty dollars. “Fifty for the ticket and one hundred as a donation.”

Patsy met Daniel’s gaze, her eyes glistening. “Really?”

“Of course,” he said smoothly. “It’s the least I could do.” He didn’t mention that he planned on writing a check anonymously later in the week for much more. “Would you mind giving me a tour?”

“Not at all! Would you like a drink? We have some cheap champagne,” Patsy said, her bubbly voice intoxicating to Daniel’s ears. Despite the disappointing turnout, she kept her head above water and maintained a positive attitude. Daniel was impressed with her resolve.

“I’d love a drink. Thank you.”

Patsy picked up a glass from the makeshift bar and poured him some bubbles. She introduced him to the few people that were standing around the table before pulling him away to give a tour of the facility. She pointed out where children from the community came in the evenings and weekends to paint. They also had affordable classes for adults on weekdays. She pointed out a back room that was mostly used by employees and more advanced artists. The entire building was filled with everything from sketches to pottery. 

“This is one of my latest creations,” Patsy said as they stood in front of a gorgeous landscape painting. “It’s my interpretation of a photo I took while hiking in Arkansas.”

“You went to Arkansas?”

Patsy chuckled. “You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

“I mean…” he said with a shrug.

“Arkansas is a wonderful state. I went diamond hunting and found this gorgeous rock,” Patsy said and lifted her hand to show off a small diamond set against a silver ring. She’d surrounded the diamond with even smaller sapphires. Daniel’s mother wouldn’t be caught dead in anything like it, but that made him like the ring even more.
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