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Note to readers:

Kidd and Ace Jamieson’s mother, Sandra Nicholson, was first introduced in Book I of the Jamieson legacy, Guilty by Association, Kidd’s redemption story as he accepted that a name doesn’t make the man, but rather it was up to the man to make a name for himself. In The Guilt Trip, Sandra had to step back and allow God to lead her misguided younger son, Ace, toward his salvation. After accepting that he was about to become a father, Ace knew taking responsibility was no longer optional.

Sandra made a graceful entrance down the aisle in Free from Guilt as the mother of the groom when Ace and Talise Rogers tied the knot. She had given up hope that she would ever be a bride.

Sandra made good and bad choices throughout the years, but the best one was giving her life to Christ when her sons were small and to rearing them up in the best Christian way she knew. That was thirty-something years ago and Sandra evolved from a young single mother of two rambunctious boys to a godly woman seasoned with wisdom. Despite the challenges and trials of rearing two strong-willed personalities, Sandra maintained her sanity through the grace of God, which kept gray strands at bay. 

It was because of her sweet spirit, the epitome of a redeemed woman in Christ, that many of you wanted to know how Sandra fell hard for Kidd and Ace’s father, Samuel Jamieson. So here you go, Sandra Nicholson’s prequel to The Confession. The backdrop is the East Coast in the early 1980s, where she met her first and only love. While this is only a glimpse into her past, you’ll want to pre-order The Confession to see who God has waiting for her.

Enjoy!
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SANDRA NICHOLSON’S good mood soured as she was about to step outside T.G.I. Friday’s and head back to her hotel. She had spent the day exploring New York City under sunny skies and a cool breeze. Now, she was witnessing angry clouds and a downpour. The forecaster’s minuscule prediction of rain was an understatement. Sandra fingered her long hair. Her curls wouldn’t survive a few drops, and she had to look her best in the morning for an interview.

“Is everything all right?” A deep voice came from behind her, reminding her that she was blocking the exit. 

Sandra reluctantly stepped to the side and griped under her breath, “I would be better without the rain, or if I had my umbrella.”

A man came around and stood in front of her, then began to shake off his jacket, exposing biceps worth ogling.

Sandra didn’t know what caught her attention more: the chivalry or the man who would make a woman stop breathing if he promised to administer CPR. Her lips puckered, then she waited for her words to catch up with her thoughts. “No, no. That’s okay. I can wait it out.”

The dimpled smile did her in—or was it the clearest light brown eyes against dark chocolate skin she had ever seen? 

“I insist.” He chuckled and used his jacket to make a canopy over her head. “I don’t have any sisters, but I know women and their hair.” Before she could protest, he stepped from under the awning and into the rain, where he was drenched within seconds. He shrugged, as if to say it wasn’t a big deal. “How far do you have to go?”

Stunned by his actions, Sandra hesitantly joined him on the sidewalk. “My hotel is right down the street.”

“Come on. I’ll walk you.” Planting his hand on her back, he nudged her forward.

The walk was more like a sprint as he weaved her around other sensible pedestrians with umbrellas. Sandra began to pant, not because she was out of shape, but because the obstacle course was adding to her frenzy. Trying to stay cute in the rain wasn’t easy. 

“This isn’t a walk.” She giggled.

He laughed back. “In case your pretty eyes didn’t notice, it’s raining. I’m Samuel Jamieson, by the way.”

“I’m Sandra Nicholson,” she said as they rushed ahead to catch the green light and cross West 33rd Street toward 7th Avenue. He literally lifted her off the curb to keep her from stepping in a puddle of water. In a split second, she knew how Lois Lane felt being swept off her feet by Superman.

With Hotel Pennsylvania in sight, Sandra scurried toward the entrance. “This is me.” Under the awning, Sandra removed his jacket from her hair. She examined the beating it took on her behalf. Bashful, she offered a smile and handed it back to him. “Sorry. It’s just as soaked as you are.” 

Samuel smirked as he stared at her, making Sandra feel self-conscious about her appearance as she fingered her locks. “And you’re not, so it was my pleasure.”

Her hair had been spared major damage as she hoped, but the hem of her pants was saturated. “Thank you.” She couldn’t help but catalog his handsomeness—smooth skin that taunted her to touch, a well-trimmed mustache and silky eyebrows—and no wedding ring. His ruggedness was alluring, but she forced herself to break the trance he had pulled her into. 

“Ah...” She paused as the rain pounded the sidewalk around them. “Want to wait in the lobby a while? I’m sure the front desk will give me some towels for you to dry off,” she offered, but she doubted anything but a clothes dryer would help. 

He grinned, showcasing gleaming white teeth, then released a hearty laugh. “I’m sure I’m beyond repair, but I wouldn’t mind knowing more about the princess I rescued.” 

She led the way, smiling. The only man who called her a princess was her father—as an only child, she was a daddy’s girl. As they sat in the vacant lobby, Sandra did her best to hide her amusement. The wetness seemed to make his movements stiff as his biceps and thighs stretched the fabric of his clothes. Poor thing. He looked uncomfortable as he folded his hands and leaned forward. 

“So, Miss Nicholson, what brings you to New York?” he asked, breaking into her reverie.

“A summer internship. Well, actually, I’m interviewing for the position.” She explained that she was a junior at Bay State College in Boston. “This time next year, I’ll have my bachelor’s in fashion merchandising, and I hope to relocate to New York, where the excitement is...” She rambled on about Fashion Week and the celebrities who attended, the crazy number of fabric shops in the garment district, and her desire to make her mark in the industry.

“I love your energy.” He scanned her attire. Sandra shivered at his assessment. “Fashion suits you. I could envision you strutting your stuff down a catwalk. I regret not going to college. Maybe my life would be different. I graduated from high school and immediately got a job on construction sites, cleaning up debris until someone took an interest in me and taught me carpentry. It’s union wages and a living.”

“So you live here?” She relaxed on the sofa. Her father had started off with the phone company as a union employee. Now, Oscar Nicholson was a second-level manager.

“Nope, Connecticut. I work with a team of builders. Companies contract us to travel to their construction or expansion sites for customized work. Keeps me on the road most of the time. I’m in New Jersey for a week, then we’re on to Baltimore, supposedly for three weeks. It could be longer.”

Sandra closed her eyes, imagining visiting other places, then opened them. “The travel could be exciting.”

“Nope. The most exciting moment is when I met you while taking in the sights of the city. Well...” He stood and stretched—or made an attempt to. “I hope your interview goes well.” 

She got to her feet, too, to say goodbye. Although she didn’t want him to leave, she was basically dry, and he was no doubt tortured from his wet clothes. “Me too.”

“Do you need an escort?” He winked.

She sucked in her breath at the gesture. “No. I have an umbrella in my room. Besides, it’s not supposed to rain in the morning.” They broke out laughing, garnering attention from some of the guests who were coming in from the rain.

He snapped his fingers, then displayed a slight dimple in one of his cheeks. How could she have not seen that before? “A missed opportunity.”

Waving good-bye, Sandra watched as Samuel strolled out the door and disappeared down the street. Maybe she should have asked him to escort her, because she wouldn’t have minded seeing Mr. Jamieson again.

She sighed, then spun around. She hurried to her room to call Jessica, her best friend. She was attending the same college, but at the last minute couldn’t make the trip, leaving Sandra to explore the Big Apple alone.

However, once in her room, the first order of business was to check in with her parents. Oscar and Maxine Nicholson had been reluctant to let her go alone, but Sandra held her ground. “I’m almost twenty-one years old. I’m responsible and careful. I’ll be fine. You can’t chaperone me for the rest of my life,” she had told them.

Sandra had also earned scholarships to attend universities and colleges elsewhere, some as far away as Los Angeles. Although her parents were proud of her accomplishments, they were beside themselves. 

“We have fifty-two colleges and universities in Boston...” her mother had said, trying to guilt-trip her, so Sandra compromised. She would attend Bay State College in Boston, which had an excellent program in fashion merchandising, with an understanding that once she graduated, she would move away, hopefully to New York. In a few short months, she would be an adult legally, and thus make her own decisions.

“Yes, I’m in for the evening,” she reassured her mother, then her father when he got on the line. She hurried them off the phone to call Jessica, to whom she could freely release her excitement.

“His sexy voice could melt frozen custard,” Sandra said after giving Jessica a minute-by-minute account of what happened when she met Samuel Jamieson.

“I am so jealous! Too bad he didn’t ask for your number.”

Closing her eyes, Sandra grinned. “I would have given it to him too,” she admitted. “I mean, this was a chance meeting. He was such a gentleman. Samuel didn’t have a motive.” It was refreshing, but disappointing at the same time.

The next morning, Sandra woke refreshed and giddy, despite chatting to Jessica about Samuel for hours, then dreaming about him until her wakeup call forced her out of bed. Although Samuel had been the highlight of her day yesterday, today was a new day, and she had to focus on the purpose of her visit: her interview at Saks. Mrs. Knicely had contacts to help begin, then advance, her career.

She jumped in the shower, then dressed meticulously, mindful of her color choices, accessories, and makeup. And thanks to Samuel, not one strand of hair was misbehaving.

Glancing out the window of her fourth-floor hotel room, Sandra wasn’t going to be fooled by the sunlight; she grabbed her umbrella and stuffed it into her fashionable tote purse. She rode the elevator down to the lobby and helped herself to a light breakfast before leaving for Saks & Company’s corporate office on West 31st Street and Fifth Avenue. She rushed through a bagel and orange juice, then stepped outside and waved for a cab. 

Within minutes, she reached her destination, paid her driver, and stepped out. She stared up at the building where she hoped to work all summer. She had to get this coveted position. Swallowing a hint of fear, she brushed at her skirt and strutted confidently into the lobby.

As she rode the elevator up to the third floor, Sandra tried to calm her fears. This would be a
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