
Free 
Perfect Fit

 PDF Download

 Brenda Jackson

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/QVypW/Perfect-Fit-Part-of-Perfect-2-Books
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/QVypW/Perfect-Fit-Part-of-Perfect-2-Books
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/QVypW/Perfect-Fit-Part-of-Perfect-2-Books
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/QVypW/Perfect-Fit-Part-of-Perfect-2-Books
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/QVypW/Perfect-Fit-Part-of-Perfect-2-Books


In this sexy, heartfelt classic from New York Times bestselling romance legend Brenda

Jackson, one woman’s run of bad luck may end in the sweetest kind of windfall . . . Sage

Dunbar is dealt a shattering double blow when she discovers that her fiancé has depleted her

bank accounts and her father has been having an affair. Reeling with shock, she accepts a job

promotion that involves relocating to Anchorage, Alaska. She never expects to cross paths with

a man who will challenge everything she thought she knew about love. Gabe’s “sex-only”

relationship policy has been working just fine, keeping him free of messy entanglements and

emotional baggage. Then he meets Sage, and his no-commitment ways start to lose their

appeal. But Sage isn’t ready to give her heart and trust to another man any time soon. With a

single-minded determination that surprises even him, Gabe resolves to convince her that true

love can erase every obstacle—real or imagined—in its path . . .“Jackson delivers a sizzling

romance . . . and knows how to write crackling love scenes and those burst off the page.”—

Entertainment Weekly on Best Laid Plans“Brenda Jackson is the queen of newly discovered

love. . . . If there’s one thing Jackson knows how to do, it's how to pluck those heartstrings and

stir up some seriously saucy drama.” —BookPage on Inseparable 
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love of my life, Gerald Jackson, Sr. and to my sons, Gerald Jackson, Jr. and Brandon
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love me.PART ONEIt is better to trust the Lord than to put confidence in men.—Psalms

118:8CHAPTER ONEGabeDetroit, MichiganGabriel Blackwell had a low tolerance level for

women who constantly tripped on excess emotional baggage, and the one sitting across from

him had bags packed so heavy he wondered how she was lugging them around.After listening

to her moan, weep and groan for the past hour, he’d just about had it. There were only so many

burdens a mortal man could take from a woman who refused to see the light of day because

her lover of the past two years had made one mistake too many.He lifted the wineglass to his

lips and took a sip as he continued to listen to her whine. Since this was their first date, she

was evidently clueless that this was not the way to go about establishing a new relationship

with someone. When he’d picked her up for dinner, he’d been truly impressed since she

definitely was a looker who had everything in all the right places. For once he had thought his

mother, who’d harassed him into going out on this blind date, had finally done something right.

It didn’t take long for him to change his mind and decide that instead, she’d definitely done

something wrong. En route to the restaurant when a certain song by Luther Vandross began

playing on the car’s radio, the woman had begun crying her eyes out over what she’d tearfully



described to him as “painful memories.” Evidently the pain only got worse, because she’d been

sobbing ever since. Several times he had offered to take her back home, but she’d refused,

saying that at some point she had to get on with her life. And each time he’d come close to

telling her that she was exhibiting a piss-poor job of doing so.He knew of very few men who

needed or wanted the stress of getting involved with someone who couldn’t regain control of

her emotions and let go. He’d found out the hard way three years ago that some women

actually enjoyed bemoaning a lost cause. He had fancied himself in love with such a woman.

After they had dated exclusively for ten months, she broke things off between them the

moment her ex-lover returned to town and decided he wanted her back. The scars from that

encounter had been slow to heal.“I guess I’m not making a good impression tonight with it

being our first date and all, but I can’t help it,” the woman said, breaking into Gabe’s thoughts

as she sniffed into the handkerchief he’d given to her earlier.When he didn’t say anything, she

continued by saying, “I can’t believe I’m still upset over the fact that he left me. He was nothing

but a total jerk anyway.” A few minutes later she added, “But still, after what we used to mean to

each other, you’d think he would have the decency to at least return my phone calls.”Gabe

lifted a brow, wondering if she really thought a jerk would actually do something decent. Then,

belatedly, what she’d said caught his attention. “You’ve tried calling him?” he asked, more in

astonishment than interest. She had spent the past hour telling him how she’d discovered the

guy had hocked her jewelry to pay his gambling debts, as well as the fact that he’d been

carrying on an illicit affair with a woman in the office where he worked. As far as Gabe was

concerned, the man had two strikes against him. She was definitely better off without him and

had said so herself several times during the course of the evening. Yet in the same breath,

she’d just admitted that she’d tried contacting him. Gabe determined she was a glutton for

punishment and was taking obsessive love to an all-new high … or in his opinion, a very

disgusting low.“Yes, I’ve been trying to reach him for the past two days, ever since I found out

about my condition,” she finally answered as fresh tears appeared in her eyes.Gabe inhaled

sharply, almost choking on the wine he’d just sipped. He cleared his throat and shifted uneasily

in his chair, then inquired as calmly as he could, “Your condition?”Red, swollen, tear-soaked

eyes met his gaze. She again put his handkerchief to use as she sobbingly replied, “I’m

pregnant.”The next dayJoella Blackwell looked at her son and said calmly, “The situation you

described doesn’t sound like a major crisis to me, Gabriel.”Gabe shook his head in disbelief,

clearly stunned. After a brief moment of recovery, he was almost certain he had misunderstood

his mother’s response, so he decided to tell her again.“I said the woman who you talked me

into taking out last night announced over dinner that she’s pregnant.”And just in case his

mother still didn’t get it, he clarified by saying, “She’s going to have a baby, and before you give

me an all-accusing stare, just remember that last night was our first date and under the

circumstances it was definitely our last.”Joella Blackwell raised a dark brow as she continued

the task of setting the table for dinner. Christopher Chandler, Gabe’s best friend and business

partner, whom she considered her surrogate son, and his wife and their ten-month-old son

would be coming, and she looked forward to seeing them. She was pleased that at least one of

her sons had finally put aside his whoring ways to marry and start a family.“I know what being

pregnant means, Gabriel. All I’m saying is that at least she was honest and up front with you.

So the way I see it, to decide you won’t be seeing her again is acting rather hasty. I would think

you could put the issue of her pregnancy behind you and move on.”Gabe leaned in the

doorway that separated the kitchen from the dining room, wondering if his mother actually

thought such a thing was possible. But then, he knew she really did. Everyone who knew Joella

Blackwell was well aware that she had a soft, loving and forgiving heart. She was a good



Christian woman who saw good in everyone and believed a positive spin could be derived from

any negative situation. In this case, she was dead wrong. “You’re expecting too much if you

assume I’ll consider asking her out again,” he finally said.Joella Blackwell shrugged. “I see no

reason why you shouldn’t. Being pregnant is not the end of the world. Men date pregnant

women all the time.”Gabe frowned. “Yeah, and usually when they do it’s because they have a

vested interest, like being the father of that child. Don’t you see the problems that can develop

if I become involved with Keri Morton?”“No, I don’t see the problems since she’s made you

aware of her condition. It’s not as if she’s trying to pass the child off as yours. I think you’re

being too judgmental. Your name may be Gabriel, but you’re far from being an angel

yourself.”Gabe shook his head. “I happen to like children, no matter whose they are, but there’s

a lot more to it than the pregnancy issue. She’s still hung up on her baby’s father.”“She actually

told you that?”“She didn’t have to. She talked about him enough over dinner for me to tell, and I

refuse to get involved again with a woman carrying around excess emotional baggage. And

trust me, Keri Morton is up to her ying-ying in it. I’m not interested in dating a woman with

issues.”Joella Blackwell didn’t say anything for the longest moment. She remembered how a

few years back Gabe had fallen in love; a woman he had practically offered everything—his

time, his money and most important, his heart. The day before he was going to ask her to

marry him, she broke off things between them to get back together with her old boyfriend and

had even had the gall to send Gabe an invitation to their wedding. Since that fateful time, he

had refused to date women who he thought had personal problems they couldn’t let go of.

What she’d tried to get him to see was that everyone had some sort of issues. No one lived a

completely carefree life.“There’s no such thing as a perfect woman, Gabriel.”Gabe met his

mother’s gaze. “I’m not looking for one, but any relationship I get seriously involved in again

has to be uncomplicated and straightforward.”Joella shook her head. “I hate to disappoint you,

but there’s nothing uncomplicated or straightforward about any woman. God made us unique

and he gave us emotions and I do thank him for that. Otherwise, this world would have ended

long ago if it was left up to a man. Your gender on occasion has shown to be rather heartless.

And heaven forbid if anything has to be done. Men take forever to do nothing. Women are

known not to beat around the bush. And we are a nurturing breed. We’re sensitive,

understanding, and luckily for the male, we’re also compassionate. That’s the reason we can’t

let go of things as easily as a man. Then there are some of us who can’t seem to let go at all.

They’re the ones in need of more personal growth and healing, along with tender, loving care.

But in due time they’ll learn there is life after a love that’s ended.”Gabe heard everything his

mother said, but still he felt women like Keri were the ones to watch out for and avoid. As far as

he was concerned, the best way to handle those types of women was to put concrete and solid

rules into place. And his number one rule was to not become involved with a woman who

obviously sweated the small stuff and who refused to let go and move on.“Is it wrong for me to

want a woman who’ll complement me in every way?” he finally asked. “A woman who I’ll

consider as my soul mate, my perfect fit? Until that time comes, I have no intention of getting

seriously involved with anyone with issues.”“And what if you fall in love with her first?”Gabe

frowned. “Trust me, that won’t happen. I may not be an angel, but neither am I a fool. I’ve

learned from past mistakes.” He then turned and walked away.Joella watched her son leave

and shook her head sadly. She wondered when it would occur to him that in addition to not

being an angel or a fool, he lived in a glass house and shouldn’t throw stones because it was

quite obvious that he had issues of his own.Late that evening Gabe entered his apartment,

went straight to the kitchen, grabbed a beer out of the refrigerator and took a swig. His mother

had been too busy lavishing her attention on her surrogate grandchild to remember to harass



him any more that afternoon. But he wasn’t crazy enough to think she was through with him.

With Christopher married that meant Gabe was now the recipient of all of her attention. As

soon as she could, she would try playing matchmaker again.Walking down the hall to his

bedroom, he smiled as his thoughts fell on his partner and best friend. Christopher had begun

working for Gabe’s father’s construction company at eighteen. Omar Blackwell had taken the

young, hard-working loner under his wings and become not only Christopher’s boss, but a

mentor and father figure. The Blackwells had offered Christopher things he’d never had before,

family ties, trust, respect and complete love.Gabe knew his parents considered Christopher

their other son, and since the two boys were the same age, they had talked Christopher into

furthering his education right along with Gabe. They both had graduated with MBAs at the top

of their class. Christopher had a degree in Industrial Design, and Gabe had earned a degree in

Structural Engineering. And when Omar Blackwell retired six years ago, signing ownership of

the company over to Gabe and Christopher, they had taken it in a whole new direction, one

that was now world known. The Regency Corporation had built numerous upscale shopping

malls, industrial office parks and department stores all over the United States in the past five

years. Their biggest contract to date was the Landmark Project, which involved building a

multimillion-dollar ski resort near Anchorage, Alaska. Plans were to start on it by the first of the

year.The fact that a deal of that magnitude had been awarded to a company owned by two

African-American men had made headlines. He and Christopher had been featured in several

newspapers and magazines, and had even made the covers of Black Enterprise and Ebony, as

well as being the recent recipients of Black Enterprise’s prestigious Minority Businessmen of

the Year Award a few months ago. At the age of thirty-two, they were the youngest individuals

to receive such recognition.As Gabe began stripping off his clothes, he thought about his

mother’s fixation with marrying him off. It was as if she was on some sort of mission.

Unfortunately, it was one he was having no part of. He had tried placating her by dating a few

of the single women from her church, but since it seemed the majority of them had issues that

he refused to deal with, he continued to make his work the top priority in his life.Now that

Christopher was a family man, their roles in the company had switched. Gabe did the majority

of the traveling these days as well as working most of the international deals. Christopher was

the one who stayed in the office and ran things on the home front, and the few times he did

travel, he took his wife, Maxi, and the baby with him.Gabe sighed deeply. The new demands of

the job had taken over his life. He didn’t have time to develop any sort of serious relationship

with a woman other than a brief fling, which was just fine and dandy with him. Anything else

took time and energy he couldn’t spare.Stepping into the shower, he couldn’t help but

appreciate his on-going affair with Debbie Wells. Like him, she was a successful professional

who preferred a sex-only relationship; no romance, no commitment—just raw physical contact

and sexual release, which was an invigorating way to work off stress.Over the past three years,

after his disaster with Lindsey Jefferson, he’d found that a nice unencumbered, noncommitted

sort of relationship with a woman was what he needed. It definitely had its advantages. There

wasn’t a chance you would fall in love, and neither party had expectations of anything turning

serious. There was no room for jealousy or possessiveness or broken hearts. And best of all,

you could walk away at any time without looking back. Debbie was great in bed, and like him,

she played by the rules. He couldn’t ask for more, nor did he want to. He liked things just the

way they were.He heard the doorbell the moment he’d stepped out of the shower and had

begun drying off. Tucking the towel around his waist, he walked barefoot to the door. Glancing

through the peephole, he smiled as he opened the door. It seemed his thoughts of Debbie had

conjured her up on his doorstep.She entered his home after placing a chaste brush of her lips



across his cheek. He closed the door behind her. “How was your trip?” he asked, knowing she

had been out of town on business for the past week.“Atlanta was fun as usual,” she replied,

tracing a polished fingertip along his earlobe. “I know this visit is rather unexpected, but I hope

you’re in a position to help me out with something.”Her voice was low and seductive, and he

liked that. “Something like what?” he prompted, although he had a fairly good idea. He watched

her eyes grow dark and sensuous which caused a deep stirring in his body.She leaned

forward, and after reaching around him to release the towel covering his body, she moved into

a position that placed a silken-clad thigh between his nude legs. It was obvious she felt his

erection when her lips tilted into a smile. Her mouth was mere inches from touching his. He let

his gaze linger on that mouth, thinking how well practiced it was in pleasing him.She then

grinned wryly. “I need to be screwed senseless tonight, Gabe.”He couldn’t help the smile that

tugged at his lips. The one thing he liked most about Debbie was her honesty, her candidness

and more importantly, her hearty sexual appetite. He felt a hard throbbing that started low and

deep in his groin. “That makes two of us. I need to be screwed senseless tonight myself.”Her

smile widened. “Oh, yeah?”“Hell, yeah.” He lowered his head and claimed her mouth, nibbling,

sucking and tasting, creating the level of intimacy they both needed and wanted. As always,

her enthusiasm and hunger thrilled him and took his sexual cravings to a whole new

level.Picking her up into his arms and taking her into his bedroom, he knew that before the

night was over, they would get what they both wanted.The sun was setting low in the sky when

Gabe and Christopher completed their final inspection of the job site, a small yet upscale

shopping mall on the outskirts of Detroit. Everything was on target with plans for the opening

by the first of October. After a brief discussion with their building foreman, they removed their

hard hats and safety glasses and walked back toward their cars.“Dinner’s at six if you want to

drop by,” Christopher invited before opening the door to his vehicle.Gabe shook his head. Even

after a full year, it was hard seeing his best friend as a happily married family man when

Christopher had always sworn to never marry. He had been the ultimate bachelor, a ladies’

man, and one who strongly believed in sex-only relationships. But Maxi, a woman from

Christopher’s past, had reentered his life and changed all of that, which proved there were

such things as miracles. Hell, Chris had even traded his Mercedes sports car in for … of all

things … a minivan.Gabe silently grinned. A minivan. He was ashamed for Christopher since

Christopher was too happy with life to be ashamed for himself. “Thanks, Chris, but I need to get

prepared for that trip to Anchorage next week. Since the Landmark deal was originally your

baby, I have to make sure I’m up on everything about it.”Christopher nodded. He knew that

John Landmark intended for his exclusive ski resort to be the largest in the world, as well as

the most renowned. It would be nestled among miles and miles of snow-covered mountain

slopes and scenic wood trails; a project that would take a year to complete, maybe longer if the

weather wasn’t cooperative. Landmark had handpicked a firm in Charlotte to handle the

resort’s marketing and advertising, and a firm from California to take care of the landscape

designs. With an undertaking of this magnitude it was important that all three entities work

together if the end result was to be successful. “All right, but if you change your mind, you know

you’re welcome.”Back in his car Gabe began his journey home. A part of him was eager to start

work on the ski resort. Being awarded the contract had literally opened doors, and business

was booming. Recently, he and Christopher had discussed hiring an additional building crew

just to handle the new business they were acquiring.Gabe looked forward to the two weeks he

would spend in Anchorage, a city that was vastly different from Detroit. He needed to get away

for a while, especially because of his mother’s overzealous matchmaking schemes. She had

called earlier that day, telling him about another young woman that she wanted him to meet. He



had come up with an excuse why he couldn’t meet the woman any time soon and had quickly

ended the conversation.His thoughts turned back to Anchorage and all the work he had to

pack into the two weeks he would be there, including finding suitable temporary housing for his

men. Because of the length of time many of them would be staying there, some had decided to

take their families with them, an option he and Christopher had offered them. The last thing the

company needed was any member of the work crew getting homesick or pining for

companionship. And those who decided to leave their families behind could fly home at least

four times, which included the major holidays.Gabe planned to make time to check out the city

while he was there. He’d heard that Anchorage was beautiful and the perfect place to fish,

which was something he enjoyed doing. And since he would eventually be spending a lot of his

time there, he may as well look for temporary housing for himself as well.Less than twenty

minutes later, Gabe had arrived home. The first thing he did was check his phone messages.

He wasn’t surprised to find several from his mother, but he was surprised to find one from Keri

Morton. She had called to thank him for dinner and to let him know that she and her ex-

boyfriend had decided to try and work things out for the baby’s sake. Gabe shook his head as

he made his way to the refrigerator for a beer. After the earful Keri had given him, he truly

wished them the best.She had been a woman on the rebound, and he had to remember that

type of woman was nothing but trouble.CHAPTER TWOSageCharlotte, North CarolinaSage

Dunbar gritted her teeth against the words her boss had just spoken. Taking a deep breath,

she reminded herself that Stephen Poole was invincibly arrogant, something he seemed to

take pride in. She also had to remind herself that the man was extremely smart and knew the

business of marketing, something she was still learning under his wing. Her role at the

Denmark Group was to assist companies in developing strategies that were right for them and

would ultimately maximize their profits.She glanced at the clock on the wall and wondered if

anyone else in the room was as anxious for the meeting to end as she was. The man had

started off by praising them for their hard work, and then without missing a beat, he had begun

criticizing them for failing to come up with a suitable proposal to present to a company he was

eager to bring on board.“So what do you think, Ms. Dunbar? Is there a possibility your

department can have an acceptable proposal on my desk first thing in the morning?”Yeah, if

we spend the night here, we can. Instead of giving him those thoughts, she simply smiled and

said, “Yes, that won’t be a problem.”She watched him smile. He was well aware that he had

handed her a challenge, and like always, come hell or high water, she would come through

with flying colors. “Good. I knew I could depend on you.”She smiled back to avoid gritting her

teeth again. All she could think about at the moment was him in bed tonight making out with his

latest conquest, while she and her staff slaved away at the proposal he wanted on his desk first

thing in the morning.It was no secret that the majority of the women in the office thought that at

fifty-five Stephen Poole was drop-dead gorgeous. It was rumored that he’d been involved in a

number of office affairs since his divorce eight months ago.Ten minutes later back in her office,

Sage called her staff together for a meeting. One look at their faces after she’d made the

announcement and she could tell they weren’t happy that come five o’clock, they wouldn’t be

going home.“Doesn’t Mr. Poole think any of us have a life outside of work?” Nora Skinner

pouted. Apparently she had a date tonight, and then again, it could be that she was still pretty

pissed at Stephen Poole. It was rumored that Nora’s bed had been the first he had found his

way into after his divorce, before moving on to other viable conquests.“Yes, Nora, I’m sure he’s

aware that all of us have other interests besides the Denmark Group. However, he wants us to

fine-tune the proposal we gave him last week. He feels there are things it lacks. I’m sure if the

four of us put our heads together, we’ll be able to come up with just what those things are



without spending the entire night here.”Sage glanced around the room at the others. “Do I have

everyone’s cooperation? I’m aware this is short notice, but we need to start work on this right

away.”When everyone nodded, she couldn’t help but smile. She had to admit that she worked

with a swell group. She knew Rita was a single mother, which meant she would have to make

arrangements for someone else to pick up her daughter from day care. Jim was a newlywed

and was probably anxious to get home to his bride, and Erica, who was married with a teenage

son, would probably miss his soccer game tonight.“Good, and I appreciate all of your hard

work and dedication. And to make sure that we don’t spend the night here, let’s meet in

Conference Room A in thirty minutes to begin work.”It was a little past nine when Sage entered

the apartment she shared with her fiancé, Erol Carlson. Unerringly, after closing the door

behind her, her gaze was drawn to the floor-to-ceiling windows that dominated one wall in the

living room and provided a panoramic view of downtown Charlotte. One of the main reasons

she and Erol had selected this particular apartment over the others in the building had been for

its beautiful polished hardwood floors and the view it provided of the city from twelve floors

up.After dropping her briefcase off on the desk in her office, she made her way into the kitchen

to make soup and a sandwich for her dinner. This was Erol’s night to play basketball with a few

of his fraternity brothers, and usually he didn’t get in until late since the guys made a habit of

going out for drinks afterward. She had called him from the office earlier to let him know she

would be working later than usual. He had understood. As a landscape architect who owned

his own company, he knew the importance of hard work and doing what had to be done to

complete any job, and for that she appreciated him immensely. There had never been any

arguments between them regarding the long hours she often spent at the office. Their only

disagreement had been with her reluctance to make a decision about their future

together.From the time they had met and started dating in college, Erol had made it known that

he wanted them to marry as soon as they finished school. But something had held her back,

although she felt they shared a pretty solid relationship. So they had moved in together and

had landed jobs in their chosen professions.After three years of living together, Erol had begun

complaining. So had their respective parents, who could not understand why they would not

marry. As far as everyone was concerned, they were a perfect couple. Both of them had good

jobs. They had been together five years—lived together in harmony for three—and had deep

respect and love for each other. Erol’s parents had been married over thirty years, just as long

as hers, and most of her friends’ parents’ marriages had lasted just as long; so she didn’t have

any hang-ups about the institution of marriage.Finding no reason to hold back any longer,

she’d finally given in and consented to be Erol’s wife. The wedding was planned for June of

next year, nine months from now. Everyone was happy—Erol, both sets of parents, their friends

—and now, she admitted, so was she.At times she wondered what had made her wait so long

to agree to marry him. He was everything a woman could possibly want in a man—good-

looking, trustworthy, just as neat and tidy as she was—and, she thought with a smile, he was

good in bed.Sage had taken her shower, gotten into bed and was halfway asleep when she

heard the apartment door open. She stretched to a more comfortable position when she heard

Erol cross the room and go into the bathroom for a shower.Moments later when he eased into

bed beside her and pulled her into his arms, she went willingly. Her heartbeat quickened, and

her body automatically responded when he reached between her legs and began stroking

her.“I need you, baby,” he whispered, just moments before joining their mouths in a scorching

kiss.She closed her eyes, thinking that making love to him was the best stress reliever there

was. A few moments later after removing their clothes, he almost had her purring.By the time

he entered her, he’d been able to successfully block a number of things from her mind—Mr.



Poole’s arrogance, the long hours she had spent at the office that day and Nora’s less than

desirable attitude while they had worked trying to come up with a better proposal. Instead of

dwelling on any of those things, she let Erol take control of her mind and body as he pleasured

her in ways only he could do.“I love you,” he whispered, as he instinctively locked her legs with

his and cupped her behind in his hand. He lifted her up to meet his hard, solid thrusts.He

kissed her again, taking her mouth in a possession that shook her to the core and made her

body respond in pleasure so fierce it almost bordered on pain. Gasping, she let her body flow

with the sensation he had built inside of her, and heat of the hottest kind washed over every

part of her.She heard him moan the same time she did as a climax tore into their bodies,

forcing her to cry out his name just as loud as he was crying out hers. She felt him crush her

against his body as he began pumping into her with a frenzy that made her suck in a startled

breath, and she felt her body, as well as his, come again.When finally, minutes later, she felt

him slump against her, spent and just as exhausted as she was, she held him to her,

wondering what had been the driving force behind their frantic lovemaking tonight. He had

taken her with a force that had nearly bordered on obsession, desperation.“I’m sorry,

Sage.”She lifted her brow, but before she could ask him what he was apologizing for, she heard

his soft, even breathing, letting her know that just as quickly he had fallen asleep. She shifted

their positions so she would not feel crushed beneath his weight and held him in her

embrace.Her gaze dropped to his features, and she thought he looked troubled about

something, even while he slept. She wondered if perhaps a business deal had gone bad. But

even if that was the case, that was no reason for him to be apologizing to her, so the words he

had spoken before drifting off to sleep hadn’t made much sense.Sage stroked his chest,

deciding she would talk to him in the morning before she left for work. It wasn’t a long time after

that before she, too, closed her eyes to sleep.“Why did you apologize to me last night, Erol?”In

the awakening dawn that was flowing through their bedroom curtains, Sage could see the

surprised look on Erol’s face. As was the norm, he was up early to go jogging.He lifted a brow.

“I apologized?” he asked, walking back over to the bed and sitting down on the edge of it,

facing her.“Yes,” she said, staring at him, studying his features. For some reason, even after a

good night’s sleep he still looked beat. “After we made love and before you drifted off to sleep,

you said you were sorry, but you didn’t say what you were sorry about.”Erol frowned. “Are you

sure you weren’t dreaming about that, sweetheart?”She shook her head as she pulled herself

up and drew her knees up to her chest. “No, I’m positive that I heard what you said.”Erol

shrugged as he stood. “In that case,” he said, crossing the room to get his keys off the dresser,

“it must have been because I thought I may have been a little too rough with you last night.” He

turned around and looked at her. “Was I?”She smiled as she adjusted the bedspread around

her raised knees. “No, in fact I rather enjoyed it that way. God knows I needed it. Yesterday was

a bear at work.”He nodded. “I gathered as much when you called me. Did you and your staff

get things finished last night?”She inhaled deeply as she ran a hand through her hair. “I hope

so. Mr. Poole has been rather picky about stuff lately. But then, I guess he has every right to be

since he’s worked there forever and has helped make the company into the success it

is.”“Yeah, it’s not easy climbing the ladder of success,” Erol said, rubbing a hand over his

face.There was something in his voice that pulled at Sage, alerting her that something was

bothering him. She knew that although his business was flourishing, he had yet to reach that

level of success he was pleased with. Erol’s dream was to be the most sought after landscape

architectural firm not only in the region, but in the country as well. He’d often shared with her

his dream to see his company grow nationwide. And that was one goal he planned on

accomplishing.“Are things going okay with the company, Erol?” she asked with concern.He



smiled wryly as he walked back over to the bed and pulled her into his arms. “Yeah, don’t

worry, babe. Things are going fine.”She hugged him back with the same fierceness that he was

hugging her. “And you would tell me if they weren’t, wouldn’t you? You would let me know if

something was bothering you?”He slowly released her and tilted his head back to look down at

her. He reached out and cupped her chin. “Yeah, babe, you would be the first to know.”Sage

held her breath as she watched Mr. Poole thoroughly read the new proposal, hoping it was

what he wanted. Moments later, she let out a sigh of relief when she saw him smile.“This is

excellent, Ms. Dunbar. I knew you and your staff would come through. There’s no doubt in my

mind that both Mr. Dell and the board will be pleased.”Sage couldn’t help but beam in delight.

“Thanks, sir.” She then watched as he leaned back in his chair and gazed at her thoughtfully.

She wondered what he was thinking.Nervously, she shifted in her seat and crossed one leg

over the other. “Is there anything else you wanted, Mr. Poole?” After asking her question, she

quickly wondered if he’d considered her words as a come-on. She definitely hoped not. Since

coming to work for the company two years ago, she had been nothing but professional in her

dealings with him, unlike some of her coworkers who she knew had all but stamped the words

“I’m available if you’re interested” on their foreheads.“Yes, there is something else, Ms. Dunbar,

and I believe you would be just the right person for the job.”She lifted a dark brow. “What job,

sir?”“To do a presentation at a meeting in Alaska.”“Alaska?”“Yes, Anchorage, Alaska. We were

awarded a contract to handle the marketing for a company that’s having an exclusive ski resort

built there. The owner, John Landmark, wasn’t impressed with the ideas our first group put

together and needs another proposal presented. He wants us to meet with the Regency

Corporation, the company he’s hired to build the resort, and work with them to come up with

some good marketing and promotion ideas.”He leaned forward. “I believe the trip will provide us

with an opportunity to evaluate several suggestions Mr. Landmark has and to come up with a

few of our own. Another team from our West Coast office is being assembled to ultimately take

over the handling of this project, but right now they need us to fly out there and smooth things

over with Mr. Landmark.”Sage nodded. She had heard through the grapevine that Denmark

had gotten a nice contract with Landmark Industries, a company known for its upscale

industrial parks and shopping malls. And if she wasn’t mistaken, she recalled reading in Black

Enterprise magazine that the construction company awarded the contract to build the resort

was owned by two black men from Detroit. That in itself was impressive.“I’d love to attend the

seminar, Mr. Poole.”“Good. I’ve also invited Rose Woods to represent our advertising

department. The meeting is next week.”Sage nodded. She liked Rose and considered her a

good friend as well as a coworker. They were the only two sistahs with management positions

within the company. Occasionally, they got together after work for drinks and to talk. In a

company like Denmark where competition was the name of the game, it was important that

they maintained a clear head, kept their feet level with the ground, stayed in constant prayer

and watched each other’s backs. “Thanks, sir. Is there anything else?”“No, Ms. Dunbar, that will

be all. Again I want to commend you and your staff on a job well done.”She smiled as she

stood. “Thank you, Mr. Poole.”“Girl, I can’t believe Stephen Poole is taking the both of us, two

sistahs, with him to that meeting in Alaska. You should have seen Grace Holder’s face when he

announced it this morning in our weekly staff meeting. She thought that she would be the one

going with him.”“Grace thought she would be going?” Sage asked after taking a large sip of

iced tea. They had met after work at a soul food restaurant they frequently patronized. “Why

would she think that? You have more seniority with the company.”Rose grinned. “I think mainly

because the two of them have been sleeping together.”Sage leaned back in her chair, shocked.

Grace had begun working for the company right out of college a little over a year ago, and



Sage thought Grace had a steady boyfriend. “Grace and Mr. Poole? You got to be kidding.”“No,

I’m not, although I admit he’s been more discreet with her than the others, probably because of

their ages, but I know for a fact something is going on. Last month I came back to the office

one night after remembering I had left something. It was late, way past eleven o’clock, and I ran

into them coming out of his office.”“That late at night?”“Yes, and it was evident from the looks

on their faces that they had been caught doing something. And although Grace had tried

putting her clothes back on straight, it was obvious she had been out of them.”Sage’s eyes

widened. “But what about her boyfriend? The one who lives in D.C. and works for the

government. The last I heard they were talking marriage.”“They broke up a few months ago,

and she was all shook up about it. I guess with Stephen Poole’s help, she’s gotten over

him.”Sage shook her head, shocked at the number of women in the office who were or had

been involved with Mr. Poole. She couldn’t help wondering what was going on with him. He was

taking affairs in the workplace to a whole new level. “What is it with him?” she finally asked

Rose. “Hasn’t he heard of sexual harassment in the workplace?”Rose grinned. “I guess in his

estimation, it’s consenting sex and not harassment. From what I’ve heard, he makes it

understood that sleeping with him isn’t a guarantee of any special treatment or advancement

within the company. In other words, any woman sharing his bed is wasting her time if she

thinks she’s banging her way to the top.”Sage shook her head. “Then, why do it?”Rose

chuckled. “I guess some of them get off at the thought of sleeping with the boss. But then,

Sage, you have to admit he’s pretty good on the eyes for an older man, suave and sexy. Hell,

he could pass for Richard Gere’s twin, and that’s saying a lot.”Sage did have to admit the man

was good-looking, but he just didn’t do anything for her and told Rose as much. But from the

way Rose’s eyes were sparkling, evidently he did do something for her. “But don’t you think

he’s too old for Grace? She’s only twenty-three.”“That’s for Grace to decide if he’s too old for

her. Besides, age is nothing but a number,” Rose said, grinning. “And in some situations,

experience counts, trust me,” she continued with a smirky grin on her face. “And to come to Mr.

Poole’s defense, it’s not uncommon after a divorce or the end of a long-term relationship for

one or both parties to start engaging in safe sexual marathons. Especially if there was a lack of

sexual satisfaction in the prior relationship.”Rose leaned in closer to whisper, “While a senior in

high school, I dated the same guy exclusively for a year and not once experienced an orgasm

until after going off to college and sleeping with older, experienced guys. Then I was pissed to

find out what I’d been missing out on.” She inhaled deeply before continuing. “As far as Mr.

Poole goes, I’ve seen his wife the few times she’s come into the office, all prim and proper

acting and who don’t look the type to do the nasty for fear of getting her hair messed up. Now

he’s like a kid set free in a candy store. He intends to sample all the treats he’s been missing

during his twenty years of marriage. Pretty soon he’ll develop a stomachache from

overindulging and settle down with just one treat—or in his case, one woman. And if he’s as

good in bed as the rumor mill claims, he won’t have a problem finding a woman with a robust

sexual appetite to match his own.”Sage said nothing in response to Rose’s summation. She

couldn’t help but wonder what Rose’s reaction would be if Mr. Poole were to hit on her. Had he

already? Had Rose’s name been added to the list of women who were enjoying whatever it

was Stephen Poole was dishing out? A part of her wanted to ask but quickly decided it really

wasn’t any of her business. Rose was twenty-eight, two years older than she was, and could

definitely take care of herself.Besides, she had been friends with Rose long enough to know

she had a thing against a committed relationship with a man. She enjoyed engaging in affairs,

which was basically the very thing Mr. Poole was doing.She had once asked Rose what the

advantages of affairs versus committed relationships were. Rose had been quick to tell her it



was a sure way not to get hurt by love, and for someone who’d been severely burned twice,

Rose had no intentions of letting her heart rule her mind again.When Sage got home later that

evening and played back her messages, there was one from her mother asking her to call back

as soon as she got in.“Mom, you wanted something?” she asked after placing the call. For

years her mother had worked as a sales clerk for one of the major department stores and had

recently gotten promoted to manager of her department. Her mother was a person who

embraced life to the fullest and was quick to give a helping hand to others. Sage didn’t know of

any other person with such a strong constitution who proved there was such a thing as super-

woman. Sometimes she wondered where her mother got her energy.“Yes, sweetheart? How

was your day?”“Busy as usual. Mr. Poole wants me to go out of town with him next week to

Alaska.”“Alaska? This is rather sudden, isn’t it? And how long will you be gone?”“Yes, it’s

unexpected, and I’ll probably be gone for at least a week.”“Well, we need to get together before

you leave to start planning your wedding.”“Mom, this is September. The wedding takes place in

June. By my calculations I have nine months,” Sage said. She could see it coming. She had told

her parents that she wanted a small wedding, but knowing her mother, her words had gone in

one ear and had come out the other. There was no doubt in Sage’s mind that Delores Dunbar

intended to give her just the opposite of what she’d asked for. Her mother had waited a long

time for her only child to finally decide to get married, and she planned to do it up in style

whether she wanted her to or not.“Nine months will be here before you know it, Sage. If you

don’t believe me, just ask any woman who’s had a baby recently.”Sage knew to argue with her

mother would be pointless. In the end she would get her way regardless. Besides being

superwoman, she was also super stubborn. Her father had told her long ago he had learned to

just let her mother have her way and be through with it. “All right, Mom, how does your

schedule look on Friday?” she asked, knowing although that was her mother’s day off from

work, she probably had a zillion and one things lined up to do. “If you’re free, we can do

lunch.”“Friday is a good day for me, and lunch sounds like a wonderful idea. Maybe we can talk

your father into joining us.”Sage chuckled. “I doubt Dad will want to sit through lunch while we

make wedding plans, not even with the enticement of a free meal.”“Yes, but we should ask him

anyway. I’m concerned about him, honey. He’s been working a lot of late hours at the office.

Inviting him to have lunch with us will be a way of getting him away from work for a while. And

he’ll do it if you were to ask him. That man will do anything for you, and you know it.”Sage

smiled, knowing that was true. She was definitely her daddy’s girl. Always had been and always

would be. “Well, then I’ll ask him, but he’ll be bored silly. You know Dad. He’ll prefer letting us

plan things and just give him the bill. But I meant what I said, Mom. I don’t want you and Dad

paying for anything. I can afford to pay for my own wedding. And that’s one of the main reasons

I would appreciate it if you kept things within the budget I’ve established.”“We’ll talk about that

at lunch.”Moments later, Sage sighed as she hung up the phone after finalizing the lunch plans

with her mother. She couldn’t help but smile as she began taking off her clothes while walking

toward the bedroom. When it came to her parents, she really felt blessed. They were the

greatest. Being the only child had had its advantages … as well as its disadvantages. The

advantage was that she was very close to her parents, especially her father. Her fondest

memories while growing up were of the times she had spent with him. If Charles Dunbar had

preferred a son rather than a daughter, he had never let on and didn’t try making her into

something she wasn’t. He had not encouraged her to play sports like some fathers with only a

daughter would have, especially a man who was as involved in sports as he was. He loved

football, baseball and basketball…. If there was a ball involved, he was hooked. And although

he had taken her to a lot of games while she was growing up, it had been because she had



wanted to go and not because she felt she had to grab some of his time or attention. And he

had spent just as much time at the dance studio, hair salon, and Girl Scout meetings with her

as he had his other activities. He had done all of it while working his way up from a bank teller

to branch manager and to his present position of bank executive. She was proud of him

because she knew in his day that moving up the corporate ladder in the financial arena hadn’t

been easy for a black man.Erol came home just as she was stepping out of the shower. Over

dinner she told him about her trip to Alaska.“How long do you think you’ll be gone?” he asked

as he dug into his meal. They had a rule that the first one home would start dinner. She had

cooked a skillet of stir-fry vegetables with chopped chicken breast and white rice. She had also

made a pitcher of iced tea and had stopped by the bakery on her way home and had

purchased a couple of slices of carrot cake.“Probably a week. Why?”He looked up at her and

smiled. “I was thinking that if I could get away, I’d love to join you. I’ve never been to Alaska,

and I think it would be nice for us to spend some time together away from Charlotte. I can

definitely use a break from work.”Sage nodded, again wondering if something was going on at

work that Erol wasn’t sharing with her. She decided not to say anything. She had to believe that

if it was something she needed to know, he would tell her. “I think that would be a great idea.

What are the chances of your being able to do that?”His smile widened. “There’s a pretty good

chance if I can finalize the Rollins deal next week.”Sage nodded. “Well, I’m keeping my fingers

crossed that everything will work out and you’ll be able to join me.”Erol reached across the

table and took her hand in his. “Thanks, babe, I need all the support I can get because I really

do want that contract. This is a big job, and it will bring in a lot of money up front and in the long

run since it includes continuous maintenance of the property. If Rollins is pleased with the way I

do things, he might refer me to other companies. His contacts are enormous. I’m thinking about

expanding the business on a regional or maybe even a national level if things work out. That’s

why I’m working my butt off to get this one. Competition is tight.”Sage smiled. “Yeah, but if they

do their homework, they’ll see that your company is the best.”That night while Erol held her in

his arms, she closed her eyes and said a silent prayer that he would get the contract that he so

desperately wanted. She had never known him to get this worked up over a business deal

before. Even when they had made love tonight, although he had pleased her, she could tell his

full concentration hadn’t been into it as it usually was.She snuggled closer to him, thinking that

she and her mother were thinking on the same wave length because it seemed that their men

were working too hard.With an inward sigh, Sage decided that if Erol was not able to join her in

Alaska, she would make plans for them to go away somewhere for a weekend when she got

back, even if it was a short trip to New Orleans.Sage looked over at her father the moment her

mother left the table to go to the ladies’ room. As always, she thought he looked extremely

good for his age and appreciated that he cared enough to stay in shape. So had her mother.

Delores Dunbar had also managed to stay healthy. Sage thought she had swell parents who

still looked good together even after thirty years.“You didn’t really have to come, Dad, you

know,” she said after noticing the many times he kept looking at his watch.Charles Dunbar

smiled. “I didn’t mind. Besides, listening to you and your mother make those plans really hit me

that you’re going to do it. Getting married is a big step, and I’m glad you decided it’s what you

want. I have to admit that for a while there I was beginning to wonder.”Sage couldn’t help but

return her father’s smile. “Yes, and for a while I was beginning to wonder, too, but now I’m sure.

Erol is good to me and he’s good for me. I don’t think I could ask for any more than that.”She

studied her father for a while, then asked, “What about you, Dad? You don’t seem relaxed

today for some reason. You aren’t letting work stress you out, are you?”Charles Dunbar

reached across the table and captured his daughter’s hand in his. “No, sweetheart, work is fine.



I’ve just had a lot on my mind lately, but things will be all right.”Sage nodded. “Mom’s worried

about you, you know. She thinks you’re working too hard. I guess she’s not used to you keeping

such late hours at the office.”“No, I guess she’s not.” After a few brief moments, he opened his

mouth to say something, then suddenly closed it.Sage’s dark brows furrowed. “Dad? What

were you about to say?”He tightened her hand in his. “Nothing that was important, sweetheart.

I guess your old man is getting caught up in the fact that his little girl is not a little girl anymore.”

He smiled wryly. “Do you know the highlight of my day was coming home knowing you would

meet me at the door every evening with a huge smile and a big hug?”Sage chuckled,

remembering those times. They had been the highlight of her day as well. “Yeah, and you

always brought a gift home for me, even if it was something as simple as a rubber band.” She

lovingly met his gaze. “You spoiled me rotten, you know.”He laughed as he released her hand.

“Yeah, I know, but I don’t regret a day doing so. I think it was well worth it. I’m proud of what

you’ve become.”Sage’s eyes became misty. “Thanks, Dad, and I’m giving you and Mom all the

credit. The two of you were and still are super. I love you.”He leaned over and reached across

the table and tweaked her nose like he used to. “And I love you, too, sweetheart.”CHAPTER

THREEGabe gave his construction foreman a serious yet teasing look. “I know you’re

miserable, but do you have to look it?”“Sorry,” Parnell Cabot said, grinning sheepishly, taking a

leisurely sip of wine while glancing around the crowded room filled with immaculately dressed

attendees. “It’s just that I’m not comfortable being at these type of affairs.”Gabe nodded. He

knew Parnell preferred being surrounded by steel beams, concrete and cement versus

exquisite china, crystal-stemmed wine goblets and expensive-looking furnishings. Soft music

was coming from a live band that was set up on the other side of the marble-floored ballroom.

The crystal chandeliers that hung overhead illuminated the tables that were filled with

appetizers and pastries while waiters were busy carrying trays of champagne around the

room.They were attending a party hosted by the mayor of Anchorage in honor of the city’s

newest employer, John Landmark. There wasn’t any doubt with the extravagance laid out that

the city’s officials saw the wealthy tycoon’s latest business venture as a definite boost to their

economy. New jobs would be created as well as an increase in tourism once the resort was

completed.As Gabe continued to look at Parnell, he thought it wasn’t every day that the man

who headed his forty-man work team traded in his jeans and work shirt for a suit and tie. “Just

relax, you’re doing fine. All we need is to put in an appearance for Mr. Landmark’s benefit, and

then we can split. I don’t know about you, but I’m still feeling the effects of jet lag.”Parnell’s grin

widened. “Same here, and besides that, I’d like to get back to the hotel to call and check on the

girls.”Gabe nodded in understanding. Parnell’s wife had been killed in a car accident three

years ago, and he was raising their four-year-old twin daughters alone. As far as Gabe was

concerned, he was doing a fantastic job of it, and Gabe couldn’t help but admire and respect

the man. He was a dedicated father as well as a hardworking foreman who was well thought of

by the men who worked for him. He was an easy-going sort of guy, stern when he had to be

but always fair.At thirty-eight Parnell had been working for the company at least ten years, first

starting out when Gabe’s father was running things. He’d been promoted to head foreman two

years ago, a position he had definitely earned. Because of his expertise, work ethics and

attention to detail, there was no doubt that every building the Regency Corporation constructed

was sturdy, safe and sound.“Have you decided what you’re going to do with the girls while

you’re working out here?” Gabe asked.Parnell smiled and replied, “Yes. I’m moving them out

here with me. There’s no way I can be separated from them for that long period of time.

Although I know my parents wouldn’t have a problem keeping them while I’m here, they’re my

responsibility. They are my life.”Gabe knew the girls being Parnell’s life was the truth. Other



than work, everything else he did was centered on his daughters. And although he’d never

mentioned it, Gabe had a strong feeling Parnell hadn’t dated since his wife’s death.“Before I

leave to return to Detroit, I plan to interview this older woman who is interested in a position as

a live-in baby-sitter and housekeeper,” Parnell said a few minutes later. “The manager at the

hotel gave me her name, and she comes highly recommended. I also need to find us a place to

stay.”Gabe nodded. He, too, had to check into temporary housing for his men as well as a place

for himself. For lunch tomorrow, he and Parnell were scheduled to meet with John Landmark.

Christopher would be flying in for that meeting but would immediately fly out afterward. He was

heavily involved with working on a bid to present to the Marriott Corporation for another hotel

they planned to build in West Palm Beach.
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Man , as a perfect example of a woman who refused to settle.....It is written with great depth ,

nothing felt false and unrealistic , the trust issues , the heartbreak are all handled realistically

and none is portrayed too baldly ......I loved Gabe and particularly enjoyed each time he feel

deeper and deeper in love ....l must confess l found the storyline with her father a little too

placed and yet l love that the autor didn't dwell on it too much ,,, l love her mom and everyone

in the novel.....The sex ...HOT...Ending ...HEA..Perfection....Romance ....slow

burner,,,Scorching ending ...FAB.”

Glitzy50, “Enjoyable. Another enjoyable book by Brenda Jackson. She has a way of getting

you involved with the characters and I read this book in 2 days as I could not put it down.

Definitely recommend it to others.”

Jennifer Stewart, “Perfect fit. Really enjoyed this book, loving the romance and love story.

Always glad of a happy ending. Even through the hurt and pain. Love the strength of family and

commitment, fortitude and trust of Gabe and Chris. Love the elder generations relationship

even through their struggles. Just loved the book.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Brilliant. A very good read and would reommend this book to my friends.

Looking forward to more books for the collection”

J.N., “Lovely read. This book was wonderfully written, captured the trust issues that couples

face and how they can be overcome. Also a beautiful love story.”

The book by Brenda Jackson has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 398 people have provided feedback.
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