

    
        
          Knighted Heart

        

        
        
          The Moutrams, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Mandy Greenwood

        

        
          Published by NaomiAoki, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      KNIGHTED HEART

    

    
      First edition. July 19, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Mandy Greenwood.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393847496

    

    
    
      Written by Mandy Greenwood.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Blurb

Character List

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Epilogue

About the Author

Sign up for Mandy Greenwood's Mailing List

Further Reading: Finding His Eden

Also By Mandy Greenwood



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Thank you to Jennifer who chased after all the stray commas and apostrophes.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Blurb
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AT THE AGE OF SEVEN Barric stood on his seat in the middle of feast being held to celebrate the recent knighting of his Uncle Willem and his uncle’s best friend and declared that he’d one day marry Sir Jarret. He’d spoken with conviction, words that came straight from his heart and they were met with raucous laughter by the adults gathered. No one took him seriously then nor in the years that followed as Barric’s determination to make the older knight his didn’t wane.

But now at the age of twenty-one Barric planned to make his dreams true and nothing would stop him. Not their age gap. Not his uncle... nor even the King.

When his uncle allows personal feelings to cloud his judgement and banishes Jarret to a border fort under siege from a neighbouring kingdom, Barric is forced into a decision: Obey the orders of his King or stay true to his love for Jarret.

Drawn onto the battlefield once more Barric fights not only for the Kingdom, but for the protection of Jarret and their unborn child.
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MOUTRAM FAMILY (ages at time skip in Born of the Knight)

Lord Zadkiel Moutram (54, married to Jere, Willem’s brother)

Sir Bauer (48, widower, Willem’s brother)

Sir Cirillo (42, Willem’s brother)

Sir Willem (36, Book One)

Sir Eion (33, Zadkiel’s son)

Sir Bayard (28, Zadkiel’s son)

Sir Novark (26, Bauer’s son)

Barric (21, Willem’s Squire, Book Two)

Ronan (20, Zadkiel’s son, twin, physician,)

Sama’el (20, Zadkiel’s son, twin, apothecarist,)

Llyr (18, Bauer’s son, Bayard’s Squire)

Asger (17, Zadkiel’s son)

Arawan (15, Zadkiel’s son)

Llylen (12, Zadkiel’s son)

Royse (10, Zadkiel’s son)

Alden (5, Willem’s son)

Other Characters

King Ailliard (deceased)

King Avan (37, married to Willem, Alden’s father)

Sir Jarret (36, Willem’s friend, Book Two)

Lord Belmont

Lord Belwitch (King Ailliard’s younger brother)

Fergus (Belwitch’s son, Avan’s former squire)

Sir Emyr (Nephew of Lord Crawfurd)

Merric (Blacksmith in Behstead)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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THOSE WHO ARE HARDEST to love need it the most

Socrates

Fuck, it didn’t matter how many times he’d accompanied Willem into battle, it didn’t get any easier. Ducking under swords, deflecting others with the tiny arsed shield Barric carried while traversing the battlefield to relay messages or fetch weapons from the rear and trying to keep a hold of his own life. Feet slipped on grass damp with everything that wasn’t the early morning dew and his breath ghosted ahead of him, but still he ran. Would keep running until the grass beneath his feet turned to mud and the bloodied broken bodies of those who’d fallen lay strewn across it. Ran as the rallying cries of knights atop their steeds drifted into silence leaving only the haunting cries of the injured and dying while opportunistic ravens circled overhead waiting for a chance to feast on the carnage.

But Barric couldn’t afford to think of that now as the battle raged around him, refusing to be amongst the ranks of the fallen when it all stopped.

“Blasted, fucking knights,” he muttered, dancing out of the way of swords, side-stepping a dying horse, and fending off a lance-wielding soldier. He scoured the ground where only two minutes ago Willem had been fighting, sword knocked from his uncle’s hand by another as he went to gallop after the retreating enemy knight. And fine, it was a part of Barric’s job as his uncle’s squire to fetch weapons and shields whenever one was lost, but it didn’t mean he appreciated the dangerous trudge across the battlefield.

It was also a task that grew more arduous as other knight’s squires fell or fled the battlefield unable to stomach the bloody carnage. Boys who froze in fear at the wail of those who lay dying or cast up their breakfast upon seeing a severed limb. Barric had little sympathy for them, despised them as their cowardice tripled the workload of the squires with more steel in their spines. In the past they’d been punished, backs flayed open by a whip and leaving a mark forever on their skin, but Sir Willem who lead the forces refused to beat a child for simply being scared...however, if Barric survived today’s conflict he’d happily offer to do it in his uncle’s place.

A glint of steel and the flash of a blue jewelled hilt half-buried in the mud caught his eye and Barric rushed for it. He slid under the belly of a horse; arms raised to protect himself as its feet reared up and regretting his impulsiveness as he managed to roll out of the way. Grabbing the blade engraved with the Moutram heraldry, Barric scrambled to his feet and gasped for air as he surveyed the battlefield for his uncle. He shook his head as sweat slid down his forehead and into his eyes blurring his vision as Barric headed in the direction of where he’d last seen Willem. His footsteps slower than before, the urgency remained but Barric’s body wasn’t as willing and his mind tired of the single-minded focus needed to keep him alert amongst the danger of enemy soldiers.

And it was that loss of focus that almost ended Barric’s life, not fast enough to move out of the way of the long piercing blade of an enemy’s lance as it came straight for him. Frozen, Willem’s sword raised in front of him, Barric knew that even if he managed to deflect the point of the lance away from his chest, the weight and speed of the knight behind it could still see it run through him. But it didn’t. The thunder of hooves and a strong arm wrapped around his chest as Barric found himself being yanked out of harm’s way. He shifted to stare at his saviour, half-expecting it to be his uncle only to be left wondering if he’d stumbled into one of his dreams as Barric realised the knight who’d saved him from eminent death was Sir Jarret. 

The same man Barric had declared he’d marry at the tender age of seven on one of Jarret’s many visits to Behtan Fort with Willem and only twelve months after the pair had been knighted... had prayed that his father would allow him to become a page for his future intended instead of for his uncle Willem.

“You’re on a bloody battlefield, Barric,” Jarret snarled, arm tightening around Barric as he urged the horse forward at a gallop carrying them both to the edge of the battle. “It isn’t the time to be staring off into space and daydreaming.”

“Ah, many thanks my deore,” he spluttered, embarrassment at being rescued like a young green arsed squire hitting him. Embarrassed or not, Barric wasn’t going to complain too loud about being close to Jarret knowing that the knight usually did everything he could to deter Barric’s romantic advances. Had to laugh too, because he’d have thought Jarret would have realised by now, that the more he tried to discourage Barric, the more determined he was to make the older knight his.

Jarret scowled and deposited him on the ground. “What the fuck were you doing? Do you wish to seek a meeting with Malqart early?”

Barric smiled sheepishly and held up Willem’s sword. “Uncle dropped his sword and I had to fetch it.”

Jarret’s scowl deepened as he swung his gaze in Willem’s direction on the other side of the battlefield. Barric bit his lip waiting for another caustic comment from the knight, one that was directed at Willem instead of at him, deflating when it didn’t come. “Then you’d better get it back to Sir Willem, then and without getting yourself fucking skewered.”

“Don’t worry, my deore, I have no intention of departing this earth before I get a chance to claim what is mine.”

The snarl erupting from Jarret’s throat belied the flicker of heat in the knight’s eyes and Barric steeled himself for the words Jarret would speak. “I am not, and will never be your deore, Barric... it’s time for you to grow up and leave your childish hero worship behind,” he spat and galloped back into the battle.

“I am not a child, my deore... and one day you will be mine,” he whispered, waiting for Jarret to disappear into the fray before skirting around the edges of the battle to deliver the sword to Willem. Being rescued by Jarret once today was more than enough.

––––––––
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FIVE YEARS LATER...

Barric threw his hands up in the air as he watched his uncle gallop after King Avan who’d finally discovered their whereabouts and not surprisingly taken off with his son. He’d been telling his uncle for years that keeping Alden a secret from his former lover wouldn’t work out well regardless of the danger that might exist within the royal court. Hell, Barric’s father Lord Moutram had pointed out last time he visited that rumours of Alden’s existence were beginning to spread through the kingdom and it only needed one lord to believe it for the danger Willem had been running from to find him. So, maybe it was better that King Avan had found them first... well it was right up until the two stubborn arseholes turned their long overdue meeting into a heated argument. One that could see his uncle wind up dead at the hands of knights he’d once commanded at Avan’s behest. 

He couldn’t let that happen either. Barric stomped back to the stables, curses tumbling off his lips as he saddled his horse and set off for Edgarth hoping to get there before the bloodshed. He prayed that Avan, despite all his posturing, truly didn’t desire Willem dead.

And besides, grinning to himself with an excited glee, if Barric was lucky a certain older knight would have accompanied the king.

It had been five years since he’d last seen Sir Jarret... had called the man his deore before Jarret heaped scorn upon Barric for his childish infatuation, and yet their separation hadn’t seen those feelings diminish. Nights of longing for the older man, hidden amongst the trees far from the house he shared with his uncle and cousin, imagination guiding Barric’s hand as he wished for the day when his seed would fill Jarret and not spill over the ground. He looked forward to standing in front of Jarret and making the man realise that he was no longer the child of the past.

Arriving at the only inn large enough to house the king and his retinue of knights, Barric was pleased to see no blood had been spilt, but the lack of knights milling around confused him too. He’d have thought that in protecting the king there’d be at least a couple on guard, and yet he couldn’t see anyone. Nudging his horse forward, Barric headed for the stables, dismounting as he spotted Willem’s steed and led his horse into the empty stall next to it.

“You took your time getting here,” an achingly familiar voice growled from behind him. “Weren’t you at all concerned that your uncle might be killed?”

Barric didn’t answer at first, using the process of removing the saddle and ensuring his horse was secure to steady his nerves. “My deore, I had every faith that King Avan still loved my uncle, and that he wouldn’t desire him dead... and besides it would be hard for Avan to explain to Alden why the knights his Papa had extolled the virtues of had killed him.”

“I’m not your deore, Barric... and five years should have been long enough to rid yourself of this childish infatuation.”

He snorted, closed the distance between them curious as to why Jarret wasn’t stepping out into the open courtyard and instead allowed himself to be cornered in the stables. “But my deore... I am no longer the child I was five years ago.”

“Be that as it may, you are still a squire—”

“Only because I didn’t appear in front of the king once I came of age... choosing to remain at my uncle’s side, protecting him and the crown prince from any danger that might find them.”

They were so close now, Barric could smell the scent wafting off Jarret’s skin, a captivating blend of patchouli and lavender. He rested his hands on the wood either side of Jarret’s head, boxing him in and still the knight made no attempt to put distance between them.

“...you’re Willem’s nephew and he’d—”

“I can guarantee that my uncle will be too busy arguing with the king to worry about where my affections lie, my deore and besides-” leaning in closer, Barric let his words fall with heated breath over Jarret’s ear “-everyone knows that I declared you were mine when I was seven years old... it’s not my fault if you’ve chosen to not take my words seriously.”

Jarret’s eyes fluttered shut, body shuddering. Barric grinned, ran his tongue over his bottom lip and leaned in closer thinking the stubborn knight might be realising the truth in his words. Might be ready to give into the attraction he’d been working damn hard to ignore. Fuck, he hoped so. Barric wanted to kiss Jarret, taste him and do everything that he’d only heard whispered about in the taverns Barric frequented on occasion. He’d had offers, men who eyed him with a hunger that said they’d be only too happy to introduce him to the world of carnal delight, but Barric turned them all down, unable to contemplate experiencing the joys of sex with a man who wasn’t Jarret. But he wasn’t a complete innocent either, more than happy to take part in sexual acts that didn’t involve fucking.

But before his lips could touch Jarret’s, the knight shook off the fog of desire that had fallen over him, and shoved Barric away. His hands pressed hard to Barric’s chest and a snarl toyed with his lips that this time reached Jarret’s eyes. “Nothing... Nothing at all will happen between us, Barric. This infatuation of yours needs to end, because I have zero interest in being with a man who’s fifteen years my junior,” Jarret growled before spinning on his heels and storming out of the stables.

Barret huffed as he watched the knight go. “It isn’t an infatuation. I know what I want... know what it is that I feel... and nothing will ever convince me that you don’t feel the same,” he whispered, words echoing the same sentiment he’d expressed as Jarret had galloped away from him on that battlefield five years ago.
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Chapter One
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AFTER THE BATTLE OF Eiria

His footsteps echoed down the long hallway as he headed away from the Kings quarters and toward the room assigned to Sir Jarret, his own room another floor below in the Great Keep of Ailith Castle alongside the other squires. Barric shook his head; that rank didn’t apply to him any more having been knighted by King Avan a few hours before. By rights he should have been frustrated at the task set him by his king, but what many would regard as demeaning, Barric saw as an opportunity to spend time with the knight he’d long regarded as his.

Despite Jarret’s insistence he wasn’t interested, that the age gap between them was too large and whatever other excuse he could come up with it was hard to miss the attraction sparking between them on the journey back to Ailith. Barric had every intention of fanning those flickering sparks until the fire they created consumed them both for all eternity. He didn’t care that Jarret was fifteen years his senior. Didn’t care that others saw his affection for the knight as being nothing more than a childish infatuation that Barric had failed to relinquish when his balls dropped. Not once had anyone closer to him in age caught his attention or stirred a flicker of desire. Jarret was the only man for him, and nothing would stop him pursuing the bull-headed knight.

And he’d heard it all as
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