
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Show Me Silver

Nadine C. Keels

Copyright 2023 by Nadine C. Keels

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced without the express written permission of the author, except for the use of brief quotations in book reviews.

―

Cover Design:

Nadine C. Keels

―

This story is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to events or locales, is not intended.

―

Find Nadine online at:

www.prismaticprospects.wordpress.com

―



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Chapter One


[image: ]




―

It was more than a dance.

First of all, she wasn’t the kind of woman for just anybody to take dancing just anywhere. Yvonne’s very essence spoke of high class, and that was more than all right.

Sterling wasn’t the kind of man to take just any woman out anyway, and classy entertainment was his dating specialty.

Fine dining. Theater. Book readings. Art and history exhibits. Orchestral ensembles and symphonies. Ballroom dancing.

Tonight, the music was live jazz, from an excellent band that knew how to create and work an atmosphere. There wasn’t only one couple out on the dance floor. But as far as Sterling’s consciousness was concerned for this space in time, he and Yvonne could have been the only two people on the floor at this dinner concert.

It wasn’t because the band’s number at the moment was a slow one with rich tones. It wasn’t because the refined yet alluring fragrance floating from Yvonne’s skin was such a complement to Sterling’s aromatic cologne. It wasn’t even because on what was now their fifth date, this was the longest the two of them had ever held each other.

No, no. The other people around faded away and the dance became more than a dance once Sterling began to realize he hadn’t stopped...looking at Yvonne. Meeting her open stare, and saying nothing.

By this point in his life, slow-dancing with a woman wasn’t anything new to him. Oftentimes, maintaining a stream of light banter with a dance partner could keep prolonged staring from becoming uncomfortable. Or if Sterling had sensed any possibility that this close and quiet interlude might become at all awkward, this would be the time when he’d lean in to rest his russet brown cheek against Yvonne’s darker, rounder one.

Of course, in favorable scenarios, it’d be romantic of Sterling to make such a move. Conversely, it could serve as a convenient next step for a slow dance that would stagnate or become uneasy if the banter ran out, leaving him and his partner with nothing but music and eye contact.

But tonight, two or three songs ago, Sterling had lost any sense of time. Neither he nor Yvonne had spoken a word for however long on this dance floor. Neither pair of their brown eyes, his behind wire-framed glasses, had strayed long or far from the other. And Yvonne’s gaze—as soft as her full, feminine form, gently swaying in Sterling’s arms to velvety jazz—had yet to make him feel in any way that it would be best for him to look elsewhere.

This was different. A different level of seeing and being seen.

He should’ve known. Should’ve known that dancing with Yvonne wouldn’t be only that. He should’ve known because not one thing between him and Yvonne, from the first day to now, had been “only” anything. Every exchange on the phone and in person, every outing with her had left him sated with light, pleasure, and verve.

He should’ve been prepared. Yet, how did one prepare for this? For this level of seeing. Seeing that accordingly called for knowing.

Not merely the kind of knowing that Sterling could boast about if he wanted. Here while he was amazingly lost but right at home in Yvonne’s gaze, any manner of boasting couldn’t be further from his mind. He wasn’t imagining himself turning back to face all the eyes that had overlooked or looked down on him in past years. He hadn’t a notion of announcing to all the owners of those eyes, as though it would prove anything, “I know Yvonne Royale now. Thee Yvonne Royale.”

No. That wasn’t the nature of potential knowing, here. Besides, it had never been Sterling’s style to boast about anything that daunted him.

The sigh he gave then wasn’t outward but inward. And bewildered.

Was it strange that, in an atmosphere saturated with music so marvelous, with a woman whose presence he found both invigorating and soothing, and with her honest gaze for him to get so lost in and to feel he’d been found there, all at once—might it be strange that some part of Sterling’s psyche could even consider something about this experience...to be daunting?
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I’ll show them.

It wasn’t a goal Sterling articulated at those hardest times earlier in his life. All the same, it was there inside of him.

It was there on those days during his boyhood when he’d be holed up in his bedroom in the company of spiral notebooks, with one area or another of his body in pain after one of his father’s episodes.
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