
Table of Contents

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.

Dedication:

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.


[image: ]


Heart on His Sleeve 

Published by Crossroads Fiction

Copyright © 2007, 2nd © 2008, 3rd © 2019 Melissa Combs 

Edited by Nicholas Conrad. 

Formatted by Lex Valentine.

Cover art by Foxling Designs.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in, or introduced in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, or otherwise) without the prior written consent of the copyright owner except for brief quotes used in reviews as permitted by law,.  

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents either, are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblances to actual events, organizations, or locales, or persons living or dead are entirely coincidental. 

License notes

eBooks are not transferrable. They cannot be sold, shared, or given away as it is an infringement of the copyright of this work.

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author's hard work.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication:


[image: ]


Heart on His Sleeve is dedicated to Mo. I miss you, Mo! And I miss Marissa, too. Wishing you all the best, my friend!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

[image: ]


England 1439

“I will toss the old woman from a catapult.” Waryn stared in annoyance at the amount of people milling about in his bailey. Ignoring everyone, he continued with long strides through the outer courtyard to the ward. The inner courtyard teemed with even more people.

Now it was clear what the soldiers at the gate house had been murmuring about.

“What do you think your dear aunt is up to this time?” Sir Jacob, his friend and most trusted knight, asked with a smirk.

Waryn stopped walking and looked back toward the stables where his squire had taken his mount. He still had time to retreat. Truth was he was better equipped to face a charging warrior than his small aunt.

Lord, the woman tried his patience. The woman would try the patience of a saint, and he was no saint. Why hadn’t he followed his intuition and sent the old woman to a nunnery? After all, his intuition had saved his life many times.

“Looks like those who aren’t at war are eating you out of your coffers,” Sir Jacob taunted.

“You want to sleep in the kennel this night?” Baring his teeth, he pushed by the man. He’d only been gone three weeks, and Alice brought together this...this gathering.

He wanted them all gone. “Toss them all out.”

“It’s getting late...”

“I want them all gone by dawn.”

“I’ll do my best.”

Inside his hall, he didn’t have to look long for his aunt. The old woman held court, smiling to the hovering ladies. Nausea turned in his stomach as recognition set in. Many of the ladies who vied for his duchy turned to look his way. Their fathers and brothers lifted goblets to him as his squire urged him out of his winter cloak and chain mail.

A serving wench rushed forward, handing him a tankard of warm mead. He drained it before glaring at Alice. Damn the old woman. His properties rivaled those of the royal families of Lancaster and York. Married once. Betrayed once. His aunt knew he wouldn’t marry again even for either the crown or his family’s wealth. He’d done so once before with disastrous results.

He’d done his duty to both crown and family. Besides, his brother Gregory and his own son John stood in line to inherit the duchy.

Laugh lines wrinkled the old woman’s face as she came to stand before him. “It is so good that you arrived, my lord. I am ready to draw the last names from the St. Valentine’s box.”

He arched an eyebrow at her reference to the holiday. The old woman had set him up but good this time.

With bejeweled fingers, she withdrew two slips from the carved wooden box then peered down at the cards. She lifted her head with another smile. “Miss Sibil Carlisle.”

A gasp from across the hall earned his attention. Eyes of summer green, full of curiosity and innocence, stole his breath. Lust like never before sent a jolt of arousal to his loins. His manhood swelled, thickening to a point where it was difficult to think straight.

Alice patted his chest to get his attention. “And you, my dear...Waryn Landelle, Duke of Lysky.”

The old woman waved the young woman forward. Sibil hesitantly walked to him as the onlookers gawked. Something familiar about her...but it eluded him.

Then the name registered.

Sir William Carlisle’s daughter.

The knight had lost to Waryn land he’d expected to gain from the King. Though the knight found him at fault for the loss, everyone who survived the Battle of Gerbevoy knew it was Sir William’s own son who was to blame. The young man should never have been put atop a war horse.

His hands clenched by his side. Damn his meddling aunt.

The raven-haired beauty’s nervousness showed as she curtseyed. “Good day, Your Grace.”

Respectfully, he bowed. “Good day, Miss Sibil.”

Her wide eyes held him captive. Nay, it wasn’t nerves that shone through, it was joy. “Sibil, Your Grace, if it pleases you.”

His loins tightened further. Her voice was rich as if husky with sleep. Oh the things she could croon to his ears in the dark of night. Her request as so many of the country’s nobles looked on showed her innocence. If she were ever allowed at court, half the men would have her flat on her back, the King included.

“Sibil.” He bowed. “Pardon me. I must see my son.”

Lady Alice stepped forward, stalling him. “Oh we must finish with tradition.” The old woman tied an embroidered ribbon around his upper arm. Sibil’s name was scrawled across it.

He tried to keep his face impassive as not to embarrass Sibil or her family. Damn the old woman. Never before had he felt quite so trapped. Sibil’s curious eyes watched him with an eagerness that stirred his lust.

“Sweethearts for a year.” Alice patted his arm and kissed Sibil’s cheek. “The duke will make the finest of protectors.”

Murmuring rose and fell among the onlookers.

If his aunt had been a man at that moment he’d have kicked her arse all the way to Scotland.

It was clear by Sibil’s blush she was no courtesan out for profit. Yet not once in all his life had he seen such longing or excitement in a person’s eyes as he did in Sibil’s. Not once in all his marriage had his wife wanted him with such openness.

Waryn wanted to toss Sibil over his shoulder and carry her to his chamber. They’d not be seen the rest of winter. He ached to plow her belly with his seed.

The situation wasn’t half as unnerving as the emotions being invoked by the black-haired beauty. His heart thundered as she continued to pursue him with her gaze. Yea, she evoked far more than his lust.

“If you’d permit me, Your Grace, I’d enjoy doing a sketch of your son.” There was the slightest of tremors in her voice as she continued, “I know it’s not much...but I promise a fair likeness.”

He nodded, having forgotten the tradition of gift exchange in celebration of St. Valentine’s Day. In all honesty, this was his first Valentine’s. Oftentimes war kept him away during holidays. He cleared his voice and spoke clearly. “I’ll provide you with a wedding dower fit for a Duchess in exchange.” He wanted there to be no doubt, they were not sweethearts.

And even if he ravished her during the holiday...she’d go to a marriage bed with a dowry no man would pass up.

“I’ll join you for the evening meal.” He bowed to a wide-eyed Sibil. Then he leaned over and whispered into Lady Alice’s ear, “I want the majority of these people gone from my home before dinner.” He gave her a hard look. “See to it.”

* * * * *
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Sibil stared after the duke, desperately trying to regain her breath. His presence filled the room more than any other man’s. His dark brown hair, fallen free of its queue, hung just to the middle of his expansive shoulders. His solid body moved in a way that demanded respect. In a way that...she placed a hand to her dark green dress, pressing against the flutter low in her belly. When her eyes had first met his, warmth had started there and spread upward all the way to her face. Her other hand’s fingertips touched where it still burned her cheeks.

When Lady Alice had insisted she enter her name in the box she’d seen her chance to experience what could never be. But she’d never dreamed—nay, that wasn’t true, she’d dreamt of him often. How she had gotten any words out when he was near was beyond her. How was she ever going to muster the courage to propose her offer if she couldn’t even speak of such a simple matter as drawing his son?

“Sibil!” her father bellowed across the great hall.

She turned to see her family hurrying toward her. She winced—he looked none too pleased. They stole her air as they circled around her.

“She cannot have a larger dowry,” Margareta whined. “I am older, I should marry better.”

“This is an outrage! How dare he presume I cannot see to my daughter’s future! I will not accept charity from that man, especially since he offers what should have been ours to start with!” Though he kept his voice hushed, his face was a bright red and spittle formed on the corners of his mouth. “You will go and tell him you refuse to accept such an offer.”

“Yea, Father,” she agreed quickly. Sibil wrinkled her brows. She didn’t want a dowry. There was no need for her to have one. She clenched her hands in the folds of her gown, her hopes sagging. If he had no intention of honoring a simple pretend romance, how could she get him to consider her request? This was not what she wanted at all.

“William, do not be too hasty.”

Sibil looked to her mother, the one who had said repeatedly that with Sibil’s constant dreaming, overwhelming opinions and curiosity, no man would have patience for her. The convent was the place for her to no longer be a burden and also assist her family’s reputation with the King—having a member of nobility take holy vows, even with her family’s title, added to one’s influence with the Church.

Maybe the size of the dowry had changed her mother’s mind but not her own. The convent was the one thing they had ever agreed on. Besides, the one man she had ever thought she could love was not only a duke and above her station, but didn’t even remember her.

Yet she wanted to know a man intimately before she took holy vows. To have the memory of his hands, mouth and body possessing hers. She needed more than hearing the tales of chambermaids and kitchen staff. She’d seen the knights camping outside the convent, plunging their stiff shafts deep between the spread legs of local women. Their sounds of pleasure made her own body catch flame. She
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