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ABOUT SAVING GRACE

[image: ]




A BEAUTIFUL RUIN SEQUEL

*
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THEY CALL IT A MOMENT of truth. We all have them. Nathan and I are no different. Those are the moments when things can go two ways, toward a better life or toward destruction.

Nathan was my everything—until this morning when a white lie entered our circle of trust which led quickly to a second lie and then, of course, in our life, a gun is always soon to follow.

They don’t cover guns or deceit in any of my baby books. I checked. My charmed life with my man and my sweet dog, Annie, is spinning out of control again. And to make matters worse, we haven’t had sex in weeks.
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CHAPTER ONE
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NATHAN

––––––––
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GRACE STRETCHES IN her sleep, making the sweetest sounds I’ve ever heard. A few brief, melodic sighs escape her lips. It takes me a second to realize she’s actually awake and deliberately rubbing her knee against my thigh.

“Morning, beautiful,” I say, putting my hand on her knee.

“What time is it?” she says, twisting and stretching her arms higher above her head.

I grab my phone to get the answer for her. “Nine,” I say, hesitating to mention the other twenty minutes. I know how the sleeping in has been getting on Grace’s nerves lately.

“Nine?” she says with the eye-widening dismay I’ve come to expect. “I’ll be late yet again.”

“Taylor doesn’t care when you’re a little late,” I say, pulling her in for a hug.

“Taking advantage of my boss because she’s my best friend is not cool.”

My laugh earns me an eye roll.

“Not funny,” she says sternly.

“You’re not that girl. Quite the opposite. You always have everybody’s back.”

“Then why am I always late?” she says, not ready to give herself a break.

“Well, maybe you have a very good reason,” I say, sliding my hands under her hips.

“No, no,” she protests as I roll her on top of me. “I will be so late.”

“That might be true,” I say, kissing gently up and down the side of her neck. “Except it’s Saturday and you don’t work Saturdays anymore.”

She shudders and exhales from exasperation. “I can’t believe how absentminded I’ve become. It’s like my brain has gone offline.”

“You’re tired, that’s all.”

“I’m in bed half the day. I’m not tired. I just suck, Nathan. Big time.”

Her vulnerability is so sweet that even her whining turns me on. I’m not sure why happiness brings guilt out of people, but it does. I’m the living proof of that.

I roll us over so now I’m on top, careful not to let my full weight hurt her. “Are you hungry?” I ask her, caressing her gorgeous brown hair. “I can make you something.”

“Yes,” she says with a grin. “Of course I am. I’m hungry for you.”

Naughty, naughty. Her legs wrap tightly around my waist, sending electricity down my spine. My lips crush on hers—her face in my hands as I support my weight on my elbows on either side of her. I can feel my need for her pooling inside, urgent and overpowering.

Sex used to be a meaningless pastime for me, a way to forget who I was and stop thinking about who I was never going to be. It was easy to get—women always seemed to favor me for my looks and my cool demeanor. It didn’t really matter who I was having sex with and I never wanted to see them again, but since I met Grace, sex has become part of my connection to her and all that’s good in the world. It is the lighthouse guiding me to the shore of who I truly am. Being with Grace is a reminder that I’m alive—what’s more, that there is meaning to my life now and that there is more pleasure and fulfillment ahead.

I moan as Grace’s delicate hands go for my boxer briefs, pulling them down my thighs.

There was a time not that long ago when Grace always waited for my cue, a time when I had to initiate intimacy between us every time.

Not so much anymore. My delicate girl has come into her own. She has blossomed and reclaimed her right to be a sexual creature. She owns it and she knows how to use it.

We were two damaged people healing lost animals until we found each other. Now we’re healing each other. My fingers find the straps of her see-through nightgown, pulling them down her shoulders so I can get to my prize—her pearly, rosy nipples.

My lips near one of her nipples, ready to feast on her deliciousness, but then I stop. A voice inside my head nags at me, tells me I ought to be careful and make sure this is what she wants.

Grace, totally still underneath me, throws an inquisitive glance at me, arching her brows. “Baby,” she says. “I didn’t want to bring it up, but you really haven’t touched me sexually since we found out I was pregnant and I need to know... um, are you going to be one of those guys afraid to touch a pregnant woman once they knock her up? Because that doesn’t work. I need you.”

Am I? “I think you’re sexier now than ever,” I spit out lamely.

“That’s not an answer. Nate, I won’t break. I need you inside me. I get so horny.”

I’m at a loss for words. I do know I am constantly worrying about her now.

“My hormones are, you know, all over the place. Don’t make me beg. I still want to feel like a woman. I still need to be intimate with you.”
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