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Author’s Note
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Alicia Baldwin is one of my characters from Protecting the Billionaire.  As I wrote about her in that book, I found myself wanting to know more about her life.  I thought that her love story was rather sweet and needed to be written.

It’s a slow burn of a story and won’t be to everyone’s taste.  If she sparked your interest and you wanted the details of her happy-ever-after, then read on.

Love,

Jewelle
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by

Jewelle Moore

Does she dare give her heart again?

Desperate after six years of being a barren pastor’s wife, Alicia Anderson sees an unexpected legacy as the sign she’s been waiting for.  She divorces her husband Paul and throws her energies into making her Firm Foundations Orphanage a safe and loving refuge for the children she couldn’t conceive herself.

When Wilfred Ross, a former member of her husband’s church, offers his services as a handyman and gardener, Alicia gratefully accepts.

He turns out to be a true godsend and after nine years of mistakenly thinking that he is gay, Alicia realizes that not only is Wilfred straight, he wants her desperately!

He’s below her on both social and economic ladders, but no one in her life has ever done more for her.  Would it be wrong to give into what’s between them?  But would it be right to deny him the chance of fatherhood with another woman?



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue
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December 22, 2002.

Georgetown, Guyana.

As Wilfred Ross went past Calvary Temple Pentecostal Church on his way to purchase a copy of his preferred Sunday newspapers, he was arrested by the beauty of a female voice singing His Eye is on the Sparrow like a nightingale.

It wrapped itself around him like a warm blanket on a cold night.

He drove past the church every day on his way to work, but when he’d previously passed on foot on a rare day-off on Sunday, he’d only ever heard the pastor preaching his sermon via the church’s open door.  A move he suspected, that was calculated to draw passersby inside to hear the Word preached in the man’s compelling voice.

Wilfred had never stopped to listen—he had no interest in religion.

His African-Guyanese father was a so-called ‘missionary’ who had come to Moraikobai, the Native-Guyanese village where Wilfred’s sixteen-year-old mother had lived with her parents and her Arawak tribe, to preach the word of God.  He’d impregnated her and several other innocent young women before he’d left the settlement.

Wilfred had never once met the man in his twenty-five years on earth and had no idea if the man who had so carelessly fathered him was dead or alive.

His Christian father’s unpardonable treatment of his mother would have been enough to put Wilfred off religion for life, but over the years of working in the construction industry among men who rarely censored their conversations, he’d heard equally salacious stories about churches and their members.

Wilfred had decided that most churches were nothing more than ‘dens of iniquity’ and never set foot in one except special occasions, like weddings of close family and friends, and baby christenings.

But today the woman’s melodious voice made him pause outside the immaculately maintained cream-colored church with its synonymous wooden cross and tilt his head to the side to listen more intently.

Was the song recorded?

The few times he’d ventured into a church there had always been live music, supplied by one or more of its members.

All churches seemed to somehow always have members with beautiful voices, but this woman’s voice was exceptional.

Wilfred shook his head, to break the spell it had on him and started to walk away.

It called him back.

He paused and took a deep breath.

It was his first day off in several months and he’d planned to savor it by reading the newspaper from cover to cover.  He was also looking forward to the Crispy Roast Chicken and Black-Eye Cook-Up Rice he was going to start cooking as soon as he got back indoors.

It was ages since he’d taken the time to cook himself a proper Sunday meal.

In fact, it was ages since he cooked himself anything but eggs, sausages and bacon for breakfast, if he had sufficient time to prepare them.  Most mornings he settled for a bowl of oats and some fruit.

For the last two months, his lunchtime meals had been supplied by the enterprising woman who had noticed him and his men constructing the large house in her neighborhood and had decided to offer them lunch at a reasonable price.  She only lived a few corners away, so the food arrived piping hot.  In addition she was an excellent cook.

And often, too tired after a long day’s work, he grabbed dinner on his way home, usually Ox-Tail or another such hearty soup from his favorite restaurant, if he didn’t have leftovers in his refrigerator from his weekly visits to his mother’s.

Lately, he’d become conscious of the fact that he hadn’t been ensuring that his nutritional needs were being adequately met and had started taking a reputable brand of supplements to augment his diet.  It wasn’t the smartest way to nourish his body, but it was hard to linger too long on one building contract when there were several queued up awaiting his expertise.

He knew that he shouldn’t be pushing his body so hard, especially since he couldn’t afford to fall sick—the men who worked for him all had families and most were the only breadwinners in their households.

He and his men had worked non-stop since the start of the current project.  Yet, the couple who had contracted him to build their dream house hadn’t been happy when he had informed them that he and his employees would be taking a week’s break for the Christmas holidays and not returning for the remainder of the year.

His men would have happily worked through if he’d asked them, but Wilfred had known that they’d all needed a rest.  He paid them well: overtime at time and a half for weekday and Saturdays, and double on Sundays and Bank Holidays.  Few of them ever refused overtime and as a consequence they earned significantly more than most in their fields.  The downside was that many of them had families who barely saw them in daylight hours.

But even as their supervisor and not involved with the physical aspects of the build, Wilfred had started to feel tiredness creeping into his bones.  For the men actively involved in constructing the house, the feeling had to have been more acute.

Despite the hastily scheduled week’s downtime, he was confident the house would be completed on schedule.

More importantly, the men would come back at the beginning of the new year, refreshed from spending time with their families and significant others.  They would also be eager to recoup the money they’d overspent during the festive season.

Wilfred had taken the week off to rest despite the fact that it meant a substantial financial hit since he’d given the men a week’s holiday pay although they were all casual workers and not entitled to it as a right.

He’d planned to do nothing but sleep and recuperate for the entire week.

He had no time to stop and listen to anyone singing today.

Absolutely no time...but his feet wouldn’t obey his command to keep walking. 

Turning around with an impatient jerk of his head, he walked to the entrance of the church and peered inside, trying to be as unobtrusive as possible.

And there she was!

The most beautiful woman he’d ever laid eyes on.

If he was dressed in anything other than a faded T-shirt and clean but well-worn blue jeans, Wilfred would have slipped inside the church and taken a seat on the back pew to hear her better.  But, not only was the church filled to capacity, with a sweeping glance he could see that the members were among the best dressed he’d seen in any church.

He wanted to close his eyes to better appreciate the sound of her voice, but that would mean denying the pleasure of feasting them on her beauty.

He’d once read a newspaper article that suggested attractive women tended to have attractive voices.  And although he’d acknowledged that some of the world’s top female singers were also some of the best-looking on the planet, he had dismissed the idea.

He knew only too well that record companies usually only signed women who had both looks and talent, with looks being the more important of the two.  In many instances, beautiful women with barely passable voices became bestselling artistes by working with the right musicians and producers, and given the right exposure.  It was rare for a woman who didn’t fit the ‘ideal’ standards of beauty to be given a chance to shine, even if she had the voice of an angel.

Wilfred had always guessed that there had to be ten, possibly hundreds of thousands of women in the world with beautiful voices who would never get anywhere because they lacked ‘the look’.

But here was proof that the writer of that article might have known exactly what he was talking about.

This woman couldn’t be any more beautiful as far as Wilfred was concerned, neither could her voice.

She was wearing a modest, pale yellow shift dress that only hinted at the dangerous curves beneath it.  Her curly hair tumbled past her shoulders and framed a face that positively glowed with health.  As she sang, a smile played around her lips and there was an echo of it in her voice.

Wilfred often found that beautiful women seemed to project a subtle ‘I’m a queen, so bow to me’ message, but this woman appeared warm and approachable.

She seemed too unreal to exist in this world and even though he was seeing and listening to her, he felt as though he was in a dream.

All too soon the song ended.

She smiled at the congregation and then turned to walk the short distance to sit on an empty seat on the raised platform.  The man occupying the one next to it gave her a smile of approval as he got to his feet and approached the microphone.

As he walked away from the church, Wilfred ignored his gut instinct as it warned him that the woman sitting next to the pastor and occupying such a place of importance must be significant to the pastor and the church.

Wilfred ignored his gut.

He had to hear her glorious voice again.

He had to get to know her better.

A week later when he put on the better of his two formal suits and turned up for church service, his worst fears were confirmed—her name was Alicia Anderson and she was the pastor’s wife.

They had been married a mere two months ago.

The news had been like a knife to Wilfred’s heart, but realistically he’d known that he’d had no hope in hell of attracting such a beautiful woman even if she was single.

He’d arrived ten minutes before the start of the service and taken a seat on the back pew.  As the church had filled, members of the congregation had thrown curious looks his way but no one had spoken to him.

Alicia Anderson had noticed him the minute she entered the church and had left her husband’s side to extend a brief welcome to him.

Close up she was even more beautiful than he’d thought.  Her skin clear and glowing, her teeth a brilliant white and her hair a mass of black, cascading curls that made him understand why women had to cover their hair in some religions.

All he wanted to do was tangle his hand in those silky tresses, bring her face closer to his and ravage her soft-looking lips.

And, she smelled incredible—not of some powerful perfume that could knock a man off his feet, but a soft, sweet, subtle scent that Wilfred would eventually realize epitomized the woman she was.

After realizing that she was well and truly taken, he might not have attended the church again, if she hadn’t made him feel so welcome on that first visit.

The majority of the congregation didn’t hide the fact that they thought him inferior to them.  Native-Guyanese were now given a little more respect than they had in the past, but to most Guyanese they would always be ‘Buck People’ and a class beneath them.

Point in fact, Wilfred’s African-Guyanese father had thought nothing of sleeping with several Native young women when he’d come to the village as a man well into his fifties.  He’d taken what he’d wanted as though it was his God-given right and had left chaos in his wake.

Though there was a slight curl in Wilfred’s hair, few people realized that he was half African-Guyanese.  Most assumed that he was full-bloodied Native-Guyanese and treated him with according disrespect.

He was used to people trying to make him feel like a second-class citizen.  Often when he was contracted to build a house, prospective clients seemed to think that they could undercut him.  He soon disabused them of the idea and once he started construction of the project, they were forced to show him the respect due to a man who was at the very top of his game.

Although respect was his right, he didn’t demand it from anyone; he earned it.

He soon realized that Alicia’s mother and her two sisters, who shared her good looks, were the biggest snobs in the church.  They walked in with their heads held high and didn’t look left or right as they walked to the first pew on the left side of the church and took their seats.

Even though the pew could comfortably seat six people, or eight in a squeeze, none of the other members of the church ever dared joined them on it.  Sometimes it meant that they had to stand at the back of the church for the duration of the service.

Wilfred always gave up his seat on such occasions, but often rather than thank him for his kindness, the person threw him a look of disdain that said he shouldn’t have been occupying the seat in the first place.

***
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Wilfred felt a new man after the week’s rest.  When his employees returned to work, he informed them that he’d decided that they would work a six-day week and rest on Sunday.  There were loud protests, until he told them that he would now pay them double for working on Saturdays.

The decision was a sound one.  His men had clearly benefitted from the rest, returning to work after the festive season with enthusiasm and vigor.

That was enough reason to justify the inclusion of a day’s rest in their work schedule.

But he couldn’t fool anyone, least of all himself, that decision was based on anything more than the fact that he needed to be at church every Sunday to feast his eyes on the pastor’s wife and hear her glorious voice, not because he’d developed a sudden desire to hear the Word of God.

In the six years that followed Wilfred often questioned his sanity, wondering why he would continue to attend church service every Sunday without fail when there was no chance in hell that he could ever be more to her than a member of the congregation.

The pastor was a young, good-looking man and their marriage appeared to be solid despite the fact that they had no children.

But every time Wilfred made up his mind that enough was enough and decided to stay home and read his newspapers on any given Sunday instead, he found himself jumping into the shower and having to hurry and dress after less than ten or fifteen minutes of procrastination.

He sometimes felt that God would smite him for coming into His house and lusting after the wife of one of His appointed, but something compelled Wilfred to keep coming back Sunday after Sunday, year after year.

He resigned himself to his fate—only being able to devour her from afar.

It was the highlight of his week and he came back each week for his fix, like a junkie.

Then almost six years to the date that he’d first walked into the church, Alicia stood up one Sunday and stunned him and the whole congregation by telling them that she was divorcing the pastor and would no longer be a member of the church.

Then she sang God Will Take Care of You.

Her voice had never sounded more beautiful to Wilfred, the words so appropriate and moving he had to hold back tears.

He sat there in disbelief, thinking, how am I going to survive without seeing your beautiful smile and hearing your uplifting voice?

*****
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Alicia Anderson turned over in bed and stared sightlessly at the curtains as they billowed in the cool morning breeze.

She rubbed her lower abdomen to ease a throbbing ache and tried to feel grateful for the things she had: health, financial stability, a husband who was a pastor and treated her well, and a congregation of people who showed her the utmost respect as his wife.

She should be one of the happiest creatures on God’s green earth.

She was...except for the fact that after six years of marriage, she hadn’t conceived.

The doctors could find nothing wrong with her or her husband Paul.

Her period had come as regular as clockwork every single month of their marriage, as it had done this morning.

Sometimes she felt that God was punishing her and Paul for marrying because of lust.

She’d always been a rebel and should have been the last person to marry a man of God.

At the age of thirteen she’d stopped attending church, arguing that it was unfair for her only brother Malcolm to remain in bed on Sunday, while she and her two older sisters Catherine and Elizabeth had to get up early, bathe and dress, and attend morning service with their mother, Lynette.

Her father, Emmanuel, who had rarely opposed her mother, had surprised Alicia by agreeing that it was unfair to treat Alicia differently from her brother.

Since her mother had had no hope in hell of getting her fifteen-year-old son to go to church, she’d had no choice but to let Alicia remain at home, too.

From that point onwards, Alicia had stayed in bed late and done what she loved best: read to her heart’s content while listening to secular music on the radio.  Something her mother had strictly forbidden in the house.

She had to toe the line in every other way, though.  Going to parties and the cinema were absolute no-noes.

At sixteen she’d purchased a Walkman and thanks to earphones, her mother had been oblivious to the fact that Alicia had listened to the latest pop music and even sang along when her mother was out of earshot.

After completing secondary school, Alicia had debated her career choices and decided that becoming a teacher was her best option, if she wanted some independence.  Attending the Cyril Potter College of Education to do her teacher training had given her a legitimate reason for living away from the strictures of home and she’d felt free for the first time in her life.

She hadn’t gone completely wild.  She’d partied hard, drunk moderately but never smoked or tried illicit drugs.

She’d also discovered that many rich, powerful, older men had something bordering on a fetish for young, trainee teachers.  Most had been content to meet in public places and with several of the trainees at the same time, as though being seen out and about with young, attractive women bolstered their egos in some way.

Alicia and her classmates had been wined and dined by many of these men.  Only a handful had ever tried to proposition her and she had turned them down without a moment’s pause, disgusted by the idea of dating men her father’s age and sometimes older.

A few of her classmates had developed more intimate relationships with the tycoons and flaunted the money, clothing and jewelry that were lavished on them.  Alicia hadn’t envied them—no amount of money would have induced her to sleep with any of the old lechers.

But, towards the end of her first year at the college, Alicia had dated a fellow trainee teacher, Lennox Henry.

She’d soon discovered that she’d been ‘next-in-line’ on his list of conquests.  One evening, she had almost slammed into a fellow classmate who had exited his room with a sexually-satisfied smile on her face.

When Alicia had confronted him, he’d admitted without shame that he’d felt it was his duty to spread himself around since there was a shortage of men at the college.

She’d been one of the few people unaware that he’d already slept with half of the class.

She wouldn’t have chosen him as her first lover if she’d known that fact beforehand, but she’d been thankful that he’d at least been skilled enough to make her initiation into womanhood a pleasant experience.

Moving back to her parents’ home after completing her training had been tough, but renting a decent place in the capital would have eaten up most of her salary.

As if sensing that Alicia hadn’t once opened her Bible in the time she’d been away at college, Lynette Baldwin had insisted on her daughter attending church regularly as a condition of being back under her roof.

Alicia’s father who had come to her defense the last time the issue of church-going had arisen had since retired.  He’d become a silent ghost in the house, sitting in his rocking chair, his head buried in the daily newspaper and trying to avoid doing anything that would incur his wife’s wrath.

Alicia had decided to go along with her mother’s demand, knowing that she would be given no peace otherwise.

Church hadn’t appealed to Alicia when she was younger because she’d much preferred to have a lie-in with a good book.  As she’d gotten older, the idea of it had become distasteful as she’d listened to her mother and older sisters gossip, bitch and moan about their fellow churchgoers.  They never missed a single church service or meeting, yet they were far removed from Alicia’s idea of what good Christians should be.

People called the entire Baldwin family good-looking.  Alicia didn’t disagree, although she was aware that part of that perception was the fact that they were a light-skinned, straight-nosed, long-haired family—everything that was desirable by the so-called ‘standards of beauty’.

Her and her siblings’ looks were no coincidence—her mother freely admitted that she had carefully selected a husband to continue the ‘superior’ genes she had inherited.

Catherine, the eldest of her children, had married a university lecturer from a very prominent family.  Their mother’s only complaint was that she wished he wasn’t so dark skinned.

Elizabeth, five years older than Alicia, had been still unmarried and living at home when Alicia had returned from college.  From their conversations, it had been clear their mother had thought that Elizabeth would make an excellent pastor’s wife despite the fact that she was three years older than Paul Anderson.

Alicia had secretly pitied the congregation.

Her mother and sisters dressed in their very finest each Sunday, but she often wondered if they even ever heard a word of the sermon preached.  They were hands down the worst gossips Alicia had ever encountered, always sneering at other members whether it was over their choice of clothing or lack of observing proper etiquette.

Long before Alicia had met some of the church members, she’d known all about their lack of taste and sophistication.

Even though he was a pastor, Alicia hadn’t mistaken the look in Paul Anderson’s eyes when she’d been dragged along to the church for the first time in almost ten years.

He had been well out of her league before she’d stopped attending the church at thirteen.  He’d been a spoiled, pompous, pastor’s only child; she had been a late developer, flat chested and reed slender...‘a bag of bones’, her mother had despaired.

He’d always been surrounded and fawned over by the young female members of the church and he’d lapped up the attention.

Alicia doubted that he’d ever noticed her before.

But on her first visit back, as her mother had introduced them, there had been an avid expression in his eyes.

If she’d missed it, the lingering caress of his hand as it held hers would have alerted Alicia to the fact that the goodly pastor had entertained wicked thoughts about her.

His reaction had surprised her.  Not only did she and Elizabeth resemble the most of the siblings, her older sister had been a regular member of the church and had known Paul for years.  The fact that she was three years older than him shouldn’t have mattered, especially since Elizabeth would have been a better bet if he’d wanted a virgin bride.

Alicia had suspected that the age difference hadn’t been as much a deterrent as the fact that Paul had known exactly what Elizabeth was like.

She hadn’t blamed him for being put off by her sister; Alicia had herself always secretly thought, to know her sister was to not love her.

Their eldest sister Catherine was snobbish too, but Alicia never understood why Elizabeth seemed to think that she was superior to everyone.  She was the best looking of them, but she acted as though she would damage her perfect cupid-bow lips if she ever cracked them into a smile.

Alicia had always blamed their parents for being foolish enough to name her middle sister after the monarch of the United Kingdom and Commonwealth.  Her mother still worshipped the Queen decades after Guyana had gained its independence and rued the fact that it wasn’t still a British colony.

Elizabeth wouldn’t have ordinarily considered marrying a man like Paul Anderson—he was too dark; his nose not aquiline enough and his hair too tightly curled for her tastes.  But, she would have overcome her aversion since he was the pastor of a large prosperous church and as his wife she would have been revered by its members.

Paul’s father Reginald had been the church’s previous pastor.  When Alicia was six years old, her parents had bought their dream house in the most affluent neighborhood in the capital Georgetown and their family had joined the church.  They had all attended regularly, except her father who attended only Easter Sunday and Christmas Day services.

Then Malcolm, the apple of their mother’s eye and spoilt rotten as most only sons are, had decided that he didn’t want to attend any longer.  It had taken Alicia a few weeks to build up the courage to object too—her mother had never been a woman to be messed with—but finally she’d spoken up and surprisingly her father had supported her.

***
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Alicia’s mother had never complimented her daughter’s singing, except to say once when she’d overheard Alicia singing a hymn in the shower when she was sixteen that she should be using her voice to give glory to The One who had bestowed it upon her.

She had therefore been shocked when her mother had mentioned as she’d made the introduction that Alicia had a great voice and she hoped that Paul would take full advantage of it.

The interest in Paul’s eyes had gone from a smoldering ember to a full flame at her mother’s words.

He’d asked Alicia to bless his congregation with a song the following Sunday and since he was an accomplished pianist, he had suggested that she come around the next evening so that they could practice.

Their mother’s dream of Paul becoming her son-in-law had come true but not in the way she’d hoped.  She’d insisted that Elizabeth saved herself for him and didn’t marry until he married, if he didn’t choose her.

Lynette Baldwin had messed up her own plans by insisting that Alicia attend church and had done worse by mentioning the fact that she had a good voice.

Alicia hadn’t planned to do more than sing along with the rest of the church during services.  Paul might have never heard her sing, if not for her mother.

As a girl, she’d wanted to be the next Whitney Houston but had soon realized that the chances of a little nobody from Guyana becoming a world-famous singer were slim to none.

She’d dismissed the dream before she hit her teenage years and had done little except sing hymns in her mother’s presence, or pop music in her absence.  Even years later when Rihanna, whose mother was Guyanese, had been plucked from obscurity from Barbados, less than a thousand kilometers away, it hadn’t raised Alicia’s hopes of something similar happening to her.

That evening as she and Paul had practiced several songs, he had seemed captivated by her voice and for the first time she’d appreciated its power.

Paul was good-looking and a very virile lover she’d discovered within two weeks of their first rehearsal.

And though she hadn’t been a practicing Christian at the time, it had felt somehow wrong to sleep with a pastor outside the sanctity of marriage.

And even though she’d had only one lover before him, it had been immediately apparent that although he had grown up in the church, it hadn’t been his first rodeo—it had been clear as daylight to her that the young pastor was a very experienced rider.  He’d put her first lover in the shade.

Though she’d been very attracted to him and had enjoyed the sex as much as he’d seemed to have done, she’d felt strangely disappointed that he hadn’t practiced what he preached.

Stranger still, though they’d remained childless for the last six years, it had been a missed period that had precipitated their hasty marriage.

Whether she’d had a miscarriage afterwards or it had been a false alarm had never been established.  Her period had returned two days after they’d exchanged wedding vows.

At the time she and Paul had both been thankful for the reprieve, knowing that many in the congregation would have been keeping note of the dates and waiting for them to try and pass off a full-term baby as premature.

In the end, that had been a needless worry.

But, despite the lack of offspring, their marriage had turned out to be a good one.

The only thing she’d regretted in the beginning was giving up her dream of a teaching career.

Paul was considered one of most dynamic pastors in the country and his salary reflected his status.  Even if he didn’t earn more than enough for their needs, he had told her quite categorically that he didn’t want her to work. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
]EWELLE MOORE






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





