
Chapter 14

As Jill sat gazing at the stars from her balcony, her ears heard an angelic voice singing, 

“Jesus, lover of my soul…” At first she listened enthralled by the purity and simplicity of the 

tones. Then she stood to her feet and tried to locate the floor from which the seraph sang. 

Li-Hua waved from a nearby balcony and pointed toward the roof. And that’s when the 

truth dawned. Whether standing or dancing or snuggling with him, Sara Morningstar was singing 

her love for Jesus to an audience of one—Thornton. How could Sara be so bold? And how could 

Thornton, off put by Jill’s meek faith, remain silent and listen?

Admiration filled Jill’s heart. Then a stab of something sharper—unexpected and 

unwelcome—jealousy. Jill cupped her hands over her eyes as if to shut out the picture flashing 

on her brain—imagining, even wishing, it were her up there on the penthouse roof with 

Thornton.

No, Lord, save me. He’s not for me and You know it.

Jill concentrated on praying for Thornton’s soul, in hopes of shutting out all other 

thoughts. Yet even as she prayed, she couldn’t help but hear and admire and eventually surrender 

to the message coming from Sara’s lips. “My Savior, my closest friend, I will worship you until 

the very end…”

Tears coursed down Jill’s cheeks. She dabbed at them in helpless humility. I don’t know 

what I’m doing here, God. You don’t need me when you have Sara. I’m just cluttering up the 

place. Then laughing at her self-pity, she hiccupped. No, you must have me here for something.

Thornton’s chuckle and the couple’s subdued words broke the spell. She fled inside her 

room and slid the door shut. Bonnie looked up from her laptop. “What’s the matter? You look 



like your puppy died.”

“Cat, not puppy. And she’s happily chasing mice on a friend’s ranch.”

“Oh.” Bonnie drew a thumb and forefinger the length of her mouth. “So zip my lip and 

mind my own business.”

“Huh? No, what can I say? We’ve probably all felt it. Sequestered with a masterful 

bachelor on this tropical isle. Waited on hand and foot by his minions. Wooed and wowed in 

turn. Maybe it’s something in the air or food that messes with our minds.”

“You? You struck me as too level-headed.”

“Yeah, well, I fooled myself, too”

Bonnie smirked, eyes dancing. “You know the one Thornton drives nuts the most?” 

Jill frowned in concentration but came up with nothing. “Who?”

“Emma Waters. She moistens her lips, flits her eyes, slinks her hips, does everything 

that’s worked with CEOs and congressmen and presidential hopefuls. But Thornton just ignores 

her.” Bonnie laughed. “It’s like he’s doing it on purpose—enjoys seeing her seethe with 

frustration.”

“You mean that’s why he made her a semi-finalist?”

“Yep, to perpetuate the agony.”

Something didn’t ring true. “Did Thornton tell you this?” Jill asked.

“Are you kidding? To him I’m just cotton candy. A ride on the Ferris wheel. Nobody to 

tell any secrets. But as long as it amuses him, I’ll stick around. Every day I remain in 

competition means another step up in men’s eyes at home. Already two ex-boyfriends have 

phoned and begged me to marry them. Men!” Bonnie snorted. “It’s all a sport to them, and we’re 

the trophies.”



“I’m sure when the right man—” Jill started to say.

But Bonnie jumped up with a smile. “Come, let’s go down to the lounge and see if we 

can find a couple of off-duty Jamaicans.”

“I…uh…” Jill didn’t care to remain alone in her room, but neither could she flirt with 

men over drinks as Bonnie seemed to suggest.

“Come on,” Bonnie glanced in the mirror and patted her hair before turning her 

cornflower blues on Jill. “You don’t want to spend Saturday night alone, do you?”

“That’s right, tomorrow’s Sunday—” Jill gulped, having missed services the week 

before. “I’ve got to find a church.”

“Church? This is vacation. Besides, even if you went, you wouldn’t know the songs or 

understand the sermon.”

“Maybe so, but I’ve got to ask around and find one. You go ahead. Maybe I’ll catch you 

in the lounge later.”

Bonnie shrugged. “Okay, be a Mother Theresa. I’m going to find some fun.” 

“Hope—” The door closed before Jill could finish. She sighed and searched for a phone 

book. But cramming in three beds had left no room for a night stand. And the armoire, stuffed 

with Bonnie’s clothes and hers, held no secrets—no yellow pages, tourist brochure, or map.

Mordecai would know. 

Jill grabbed her purse and headed toward the reception desk. A bald Jamaican in a 

wrinkled Hawaiian shirt greeted her.

She smiled. “Is there some way I can get in touch with Mordecai Jones?”

“Hmm, I don’t know, Miss.” He stroked his scraggly goatee. “Mr. Mordecai, he goes 

everywhere with the big man. No telling where they might be at this hour. Now if it’s 



transportation you need—”

“No, I’d like to ask Mordecai a personal question, just a couple minutes on the phone, if 

you could give me his number.”

“Afraid I can’t do that. Get in big trouble. Unless it was some kind of emergency…” He 

eyed her speculatively while evening up a stack of registration cards.

“Nothing urgent.” Jill sighed, wondering what to do next. “Do you have a phone book?”

“Sure, but you won’t find him in there.” He pulled a dog-eared directory from under the 

counter then let it sag like his jaw. “Speak of the devil—”

Jill turned and blinked in disbelief. “Mordecai!”

It was the second time the chauffeur had appeared when she needed him most.

“Miss Evert, don’t tell me you’re checking out.” He strode up close, his dark eyes 

probing and his baritone commanding. “Not after I put in a good word for you.”

“You did?” She fought back an urge to touch his uniform to make sure he was real.

“I certainly did, so don’t prove me wrong by quitting. Your high calling is to see this 

thing through to the end.”

“Yes, sir.” Jill replied, light-headed with relief. “But could you tell me where to find a 

church to go to tomorrow? Yours preferably, if you’ll invite me, so I wouldn’t feel so alone.”

“I’ll do better than that, I’ll take you there. But you’ll have to ride up front with me.”

Jill nodded eagerly.

“Because I’ll be transporting my boss and his guest in the back.”

Jill’s heart fell. “Oh, then I’d better go somewhere else. I couldn’t impose on Mr. 

Applegate.”

“Nonsense. He’s imposing on me. Sunday’s my day off. But when Pastor heard Sara 



Morningstar had come to our fair island, he insisted I invite her to sing. Said it would pack out 

the church. And she—” Mordecai’s pearly whites gleamed wide. “Convinced the boss to come 

hear her.”

Jill shook her head. “I can’t. Rules don’t permit it.”

“What rule—the don’t-approach-him I announced opening night? You won’t. You’ll be 

up front with me, partitioned off. He won’t even notice you. But even if he does, he can’t object 

to my taking along a guest on my day off.”

“No, please, tell me somewhere else to go.”

Mordecai studied her a moment with pursed lips then smiled. “I think you worry too 

much, but no problem. I’ll call Dashawna and she’ll pick you up in our Chevy and whisk you off 

to church before I come for the boss. He can’t tell my wife who to invite to church and Sunday 

dinner, now can he?”

“I suppose not,” Jill replied, regretting she’d worked herself into this quagmire. Turning 

down Mordecai’s dinner invitation would insult him more than turning down his ride to church. 

As much as she dreaded how it would look to Thornton, she had no choice. “If you’re sure your 

wife won’t mind, I’d be honored.”

“Mind? She’ll be delighted to talk with an American again.”

“You mean—?”

“Dashawna’s from Detroit. She begged me to take her along on this trip to visit my 

people and my land, but already she’s counting the days ‘til we get back to Walden Pond.”

“Where?”

Mordecai chuckled. “Boss’s hideaway. I’m not at liberty to say where”

“Oh.”



“But rest assured it’s in the lower forty-eight states with easy access to services.”

“I wasn’t—”

A wry smile played across Mordecai’s face. “No? Show me a contestant who hasn’t 

wondered what it would be like to live on the Applegate estate.”

She quickly changed the subject, unwilling to acknowledge the truth of that remark. “So, 

where should I wait for Dashawna and when?”

Mordecai gestured toward the lobby sofa. “Here, a bit before nine. I’ll make sure she 

arrives before I do.”

“Thank you. I look forward to meeting your wife. Do you have children?”

“One son, Theo. Don’t let him scare you with his pet snake. It’s harmless.”

“How old—?”

Mordecai held up a hand and drew out his cell phone with the other. “Yes, boss…? Sorry, 

sir, I’m on my way, be there in two swipes of a lizard’s tail, bye.” He winked at Jill and made for 

the elevator.

I’ve got to get lost before they come down.

Jill started toward the exit, then changed her mind and headed toward the lounge. A stiff 

drink didn’t tempt her, but frivolous conversation with Bonnie did. And even, she pushed the 

thought away as unworthy, fending off harmless flirtation.

Jazz notes wafted from the crimson carpeted salon, gleaming with brass and glass 

fixtures. Jill stepped inside and scanned the bar and booths. She returned the pianist’s smile, 

ignored another man’s, but saw no sign of Bonnie. The bartender glanced her direction then back 

to the countertop.

Before she could decide what to do, the man she’d ignored hopped off his stool and came 



over, drink in hand. His pale complexion and dark outfit spoke of Paris or New York. She 

readied a rejection.

“Jill Evert?”

“N-yes,” she stammered.

“Your friend Bonnie asked me to deliver a message. She took off with my partner, Lou 

Cooper, to the Quad. We’re free to join them, she said. But frankly I don’t care for night clubs, 

do you?”

She glanced at the amber liquid in his tumbler.

He rattled the ice. “Ginger ale.”

Disoriented, she grasped for a reference point. “Partners in what?”

“Sorry, I should have introduced myself—” He switched the drink to his left hand, ring-

less, and extended his right. “Aaron Sedgwick, Architect. Lou and I are working on plans for a 

confidential project on the other side of the globe.”

“Oh, so Thornton hasn’t totally abandoned his work.” To search for a wife.

“He tried his best, but an emergency arose.” Aaron’s blue eyes flicked left toward a 

booth. “Why don’t we sit down while I tell you about it.”

“I thought you said this project is confidential,” she countered yet followed where 

indicated.

He quirked a crooked grin, eyes alight with a secret mischief. “I mean Thornton’s sudden 

withdrawal from his obsessive conduct of business. That’s what interested you, wasn’t it?”

She nodded, embarrassed, Margot’s words returning to convict her—too ingenuous to 

feign.


