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DEDICATION

To Gilly.

For sharing your story. For inspiring me.

May Max know how beautiful your journey has been.

I love you, friend.

xxx


NOTE TO READER

Dear reader,

This is a novella and features the characters from the previous storyline.

The events of
Reclaimed
take place after
Incandescent
and
Affliction
. Book one and two in the Knights Rebels MC.

To get the full advantage of the story, and character development, I strongly suggest you read in order.

Happy reading. 

River x


PROL
OGUE

Nix

“I’m pregnant,” she rushes out just as I feel her pussy clench around the two fingers I have planted deep inside of her.

“What?” I look up, frozen in the moment as the shock of her words run through me.
I’m pregnant.
My face stills between my wife’s legs, her tightness still grips my fingers while her delicious pussy juices cover my mouth and chin. Even in this moment, she’s still fucking greedy.

“I’m pregnant,” she repeats, but even after the second time she says it, it doesn’t fully register.
I’m going to be a dad, again?
I sit back on my legs, totally lost in the news that my wife has my child in her belly.  “Are you going to say anything, Nix?” she asks when I don’t respond. “Nix.” She tries to pull away, pulling me out of my frozen stare.

“Be quiet.” The order comes out as a growl as I slowly move up her body.

“Nix, what—” She starts to complain, but I cut her off when my body covers hers and her eyes come to mine.

“You’ve got my baby inside of you?” I ask, leaning down into her space. Her eyes search mine, maybe not expecting this reaction from me, but I can’t get a hold of it. Knowing she has my child inside of her has my head all over the fucking place.

“Yes,” she whispers, her green eyes filling with tears.

“How long have you known?” I question, my mind yelling at me to react calmly, to do something other than interrogate her.

“I found out this morning.” A slow smile spreads across her beautiful face, and each time I see it, I fall a little more in love with her.

“You waited all this time to tell me?” I can’t soothe the accusation in my voice.

“What’s wrong?” She tries to move, but I keep her firmly under me, where I can see her, touch her.

“You have my child inside of you and you fuckin’ waited all day to tell me?”

“Yes!” she snaps, rolling to the left to get away from me. Fuck, I’m fucking this up.

“Why the fuck didn’t you tell me?” I sit up and watch her carefully. I don’t know what the fuck is wrong with me. She’s pregnant. Fucking pregnant with my child. My stomach knots in elation, but my head can’t get over the fact that she kept quiet all day, rode on the back of my bike today, and tells me while I eat her out, my fingers encased in her heat.
Fuck.

“I’m telling you now, asshole,” she snaps and moves to leave our bed. Her anger excites me, stirs my dick. It’s pretty fucking messed up, but that’s what I love about this woman; she fucking loves hard, and passionately.

“Where are you going?” I ask, lost in her anger and how it affects me.

“Away from you,” she huffs, and even when she’s pissed, I know I can make her melt under me. Two minutes, tops.

“Get back here.” I pull her back to the bed, positioning her under me.

“You're being an ass,” she complains, refusing to make eye contact. She’s right. I am, but it’s not every day your wife tells you she’s carrying your child.

“No, baby. I’m being a man who just found out that his wife was keeping the most fan-fucking-tastic news from him all day.”

“I was trying to find the right time,” she says to the far wall, and I smirk at her sulking.

“The right time would have been the minute you found out.” I take her chin in my fingers and force her to look at me.

“That would have been lame.” She rolls her eyes, but I can tell by her reaction, she’s caving. “I wanted to do something sweet.” She loses her attitude and I know what she needs from me.

“I don’t need sweet, baby. I got you.” I lean down and take her lips with mine in a soft, gentle kiss. 

“Don’t use your lines on me, Mr. Knight.” She sighs as I move down her body. My head lines up with her belly.

“You got my baby here?” My hands find her belly. A need like no other runs through me, an instinct telling me I need to protect her, protect them. Her hands move to her stomach, one covering mine.

“Yeah, baby. You’re gonna be a daddy again.” Her voice is thick with emotion and I squeeze my eyes shut. I’m lost in the moment. Me, naked with my wife, in our bed, now knowin’ she carries my unborn child.

“Fuck, I love you, Kadence,” I look up at her and watch a tear crawl down her face. “You fuckin’ give me light, baby, give me so much fuckin’ light I don’t know what to do with it. But this,” I look down toward her stomach, passing the scars that mar her side, “nothing could ever compare. Nothing. Givin’ me somethin’, somethin’ we made, somethin’ of you and me. Fuck, Kadence, I don’t know if I want to sink my cock in you and fuck you hard, or hold you and cry.”
Fuck, I’m a fucking pussy.

“Don’t cry, babe.” Sitting up, she takes my face in her hands.

“You ruined me, woman. Fucking ruined me. I promise you, I’m gonna be the best daddy.” I kiss her hard and she takes it all as her tears hit my lips.

“I already know, Nix. If our baby has half the love you show Z, he or she will be blessed.” She pulls back to wipe her face.

“If you show half the love you’ve shown my son,
our
son, then this baby will know nothing but goodness,” I counter, ‘cause it’s the truth. This woman is my fucking light. I’m the luckiest son-of-a-bitch around, and with my child growing in my wife’s belly, our family is complete.


CHAPT
ER ONE

Nix

Ten Months Later

“Kadence, did you hear me?” I stop at the threshold of our kitchen and watch as my wife stands at the sink. Her long hair sits disheveled on top of her head; knots and frizz hidden by the quick up do. Long gone is the happy, carefree woman who nearly knocked me on my ass with just a smile that afternoon in my son’s classroom.

“Huh?” She looks up from the foamy water, her eyes catching mine, but it’s like they don’t lock. Void of any emotion, as if she’s looking straight through me. I have no idea if she even realizes I’ve been standing here for five minutes.

“I need to go to the club.” I repeat my first statement and walk toward her.

“W-what?” She shakes her head out of the fog she seems to have settled into since Harlow was born.

“Shit’s goin’ down with one of Beau’s girls. I have to sort it out,” I lie to her, stopping at the counter to give her time to process. 

“You can’t leave!” Her voice quivers as she drops the cup she’s been cleaning for five solid minutes and wipes her hands down the front of one of my old club tees, and her ratty yoga pants. “Harlow will be awake soon, Nix.” Her eyes flash with panic and her voice fills with distress. Just like every other time she has panicked with the apprehension of being left alone. I don’t know when it began, when our perfectly constructed life started to fall around us, but over the last seven weeks, something has changed. Something I wasn’t prepared for.

“You’ll be fine, baby. We talked about this,” I try to reason with her, but I know no matter what I say, it won’t make a difference; it never does. Kadence will freak. She’ll break and then she will act like everything is fine. The sooner I get this done, the better.

“Nix, I can’t.” Her shaky voice almost brings me undone, but I have to stay strong; this is the plan. “You can’t leave me alone with her. What if she cries and doesn’t…” she trails off, her eyes growing large as she concocts some fucked-up shit in her head. “Oh, God, don’t do this to me. I need you. Don’t leave me.” She walks forward into my space, her hands coming to my leather cut. I see the shake in them before she touches me, can feel the panic in them as she holds me tightly against her. My wife is so fucking lost—lost in her own world of hopelessness. I don’t even know how I can help.

“Z is here. You’ll be fine.” I try to reassure her with the news that she won’t be alone entirely. I know Z is only eleven, he should be doing what other kids his age are doing, but leaving him home will make it easier on me, on all of us.

“But Z can’t help me like you. What if I do something wrong?” Even the way she asks that question has my heart breaking. How could she think she will fuck this up?

Taking her shoulders in my hands, I bend at the waist, get in her face and lock my eyes with hers. “Kadence, I have to go. You’ve got this, babe. I’ll be thirty minutes,” I try to encourage her, while watching her reaction carefully. I know this situation is fucked. I’ve been living it the last seven weeks, but as much as I want to take her in my arms, tell her everything is okay, I can’t. I won’t tell her that, because it’s not. She’s not okay.
We’re
not okay. The longer I try to step around the issues, the longer it’s going to take for her to see that something is wrong. I need my wife back. I need that spark she brings to my gut when she smiles at me. I don’t know where or when I lost her, but the Kadence I know doesn’t live here anymore.

She looks up at me, disoriented. Her innocent eyes, bewildered, like I’m instructing her on the hardest mission she will ever encounter and it guts me. Where is the woman who took me by the balls and put me in my place? Where is the woman who stood before me, daring me to judge her and her scars? The proud woman I fell in love with is a shell of a woman, and like the coward I am, I don’t know if I can bear to look at her anymore.

“Thirty minutes,” I repeat, and then lean down, placing my lips to hers. Unlike in the past, when her body would mold into mine and her lips would accept me, I’m met with thin, lifeless lips instead of the softness I once knew. The hardness of her kiss leaves me feeling cold and does nothing to soothe the concern that builds inside of me daily. It does the opposite and proves to me that every one of my concerns are warranted.

“If you loved me, you wouldn’t leave me.” She holds on to me with a death grip and it’s then I realize that if I’m going to leave, I have to do it now.

“But I do, Kadence. I fuckin’ love you more than anythin’.”

“Then don’t leave.”

“Admit you need help,” I counter, praying she would open up to someone, to anyone.  

“Just leave.” She pushes at my chest and I feel like a sorry excuse for a husband. A fucking failure who can’t even bring his own wife happiness anymore.

“You know I don’t want to, but I really have to go,” I continue to lie. I don’t have any shit going down in the club. In fact, life has been fucking great with the club. If only I could say the same with my marriage.

I have no fucking idea what I’m doing, no idea if I’m helping, or making it worse. The last thing I want to do is push her away, but the woman is already so far gone, I’m planning a search and rescue party as we speak.

“I have my cell.” I turn when she doesn’t reply and I force myself not to look back into her eyes. I can’t let her deter me. I walk out of the kitchen and find Z in the front of the TV.

“You look after our girls, yeah, bud?” I ask, swallowing the sting of deceit of what I’m doing to them all.  He pauses his game and turns to face me. His green eyes light up at the task.

“You got it.” He puffs out his eleven-year-old chest and a small smile falls on my lips
. Jesus, I love this kid.

“Love you,” I call before I close the door, shutting out his reply. I walk the path to the front drive and mount my Harley.

“Fuck!” I shout out to the quiet street, needing to release my frustration. “Fuck, man, keep it together,” I berate myself, knowing I’m doing what I need to do for my wife, for my family.

“You’re not leaving her. You’re helping,” I remind myself, starting the bike up to block out the reply I’m sure to come up with.

Helping her.

If only I knew how to help her.
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