
  
  
      
        
          A Knight to Remember

          A White Knight Security Prequel

		      
          Jackie Keswick

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          
        

      

    


  
  


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of author imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 



 

A Knight to Remember © 2023 Jackie Keswick. 

Cover Art © 2023 Jackie Keswick

Cover content is for illustrative purposes only and any person depicted on the cover is a model. 



All rights reserved. This book is licensed to the original purchaser only. Duplication or distribution via any means is illegal and a violation of international copyright law, subject to criminal prosecution and upon conviction, fines, and/or imprisonment. Any eBook format cannot be legally loaned or given to others. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the Publisher, except where permitted by law.

NO AI/NO BOT. We do not consent to any Artificial Intelligence (AI), generative AI, large language model, machine learning, chatbot, or other automated analysis, generative process, or replication program to reproduce, mimic, remix, summarise, or otherwise replicate any part of this creative work, via any means: print, graphic, sculpture, multimedia, audio, or other medium. We support the right of humans to control their artistic works. 







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Blurb
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Lonely Knight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Stormy Knight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Troubled Knights
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Yuletide Knights
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Restless Knights
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Winter Knights
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Silent Knights
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        White Knights
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Bleak Knight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Hopeful Knights
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Knight to Remember
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        One More Knight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Grant
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Series and Books
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Meet Jackie
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
Blurb





Inheriting a beautiful house shouldn’t be such a headache! 


Former army captain Fritz Bronnley is no stranger to responsibility—but grief and a massive tax bill threaten all his plans and his vision of launching a private security firm with his closest friends—Grant, Luca, and Rylan—seems to be slipping through his fingers.


When their first client shows up unexpectedly, an impromptu rescue mission offers more than just a chance to prove their skills. It rekindles Fritz’s sense of purpose and reminds him that he doesn’t have to carry the burden alone. With his team by his side, maybe leaning on others isn’t weakness—it’s strength.


A Knight to Remember - the prequel to the White Knight Security series - introduces the tight-knit team of Fritz, Grant, Rylan, and Luca before they meet the partners who will change their lives. It’s a story of loyalty, resilience, and the quiet power of friendship.
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Lonely Knight





For a tranquil winter day, this one was perfect. A thin layer of mist hovered over the lake, its colour the same whitewashed blue as the sky. Frost mantled the trees, and the watery sunlight—though too weak to rout the mist—had enough power to turn twigs and branches into glittering marvels. Nothing moved in Fritz Bronnley’s line of sight, and his harsh, angry breaths were the only sounds to break the stillness. 

Fritz threw his jacket onto a chair and loosened his tie and the top buttons of his shirt. He opened a beer and walked down to the jetty, frost-rimed grass crunching under his steps. Cold assailed him, from the bottle chilling his palm to the frigid air seeping through his white dress shirt. He ignored the discomfort, because focussing on the freezing conditions outside led him to notice the chill emptiness inside him—and he wasn’t ready to go there.

Standing on the icy deck and contemplating the lake and the trees with a beer in his hand was easier than turning around. For years, ever since they’d had the idea of running a private security firm, he’d seen Knightdale Court as his future. A spacious, well-maintained base of operations for himself and his friends. A secluded haven to put down roots and grow old.

With Isa gone, it felt desolate.

“Don’t be fucking fanciful,” he berated himself. “Or you’ll go looking for her ghost next.” He sucked down half the beer in one long gulp. “The meeting with the solicitor was a shit show. Accept and move on.”

Fritz kicked out of his shoes, balanced on one leg and then the other to dispense with his socks, and planted his bare feet on the ice-covered wood of the jetty.

The first bite of frost zinged through him like lightning. 

It woke his body and rallied his fighting spirit until he squared his shoulders and glared at the lake and the world beyond. 

Knightdale Court was his aunt’s legacy.

Giving it up was not an option.

Fritz had been ten years old when Isabel Knight had bought Knightdale Court. Not because of its name, but because she’d fallen in love with the house and thought it deserved more than being torn down and replaced with a housing estate. She’d spent years turning the former manor house into four three-storey homes with a large community space at the centre. Then she’d given him one of those four homes for his own when he graduated from Sandhurst. 

Isa and Knightdale Court had been with him ever since, a grounding presence in the back of his mind while he moved from posting to posting, from deployment to deployment. When he’d decided to leave the army, Isa had thrown herself into planning his homecoming celebration, and he’d looked forward to turning Knightdale Court into something new.

Fritz swallowed the last of his beer, the taste bitter on his tongue.

A heart attack had stolen the chance for that party from them both. Fritz, still deployed, hadn’t been able to say goodbye. He hadn’t made it back for the funeral, either.

He picked up his shoes and returned to the house, ignoring his cold, wet feet as he ignored the row of shuttered windows facing the water.

Isa had died at the beginning of autumn, leaving him to come home to a silent, empty house and overgrown kitchen garden. Her things were everywhere, as if she’d only stepped out, though the cleaners she’d employed had been kind enough to empty the fridge and larder before they left.

In the years she’d owned it, Isa had modernised what she’d called the “bedroom wings” but had given the Great Hall and reception rooms at the centre of the square building only a slight overhaul. She’d kept the wooden beams and panelled walls, the quarry tiles, and leaded windows. The heart of the Court was old-fashioned, and few things matched. The furniture was expansive, the furnishings exuberant, the colours warm and muted. Dust motes danced in the still air and the scent of furniture polish fought a constant battle with the bite of cold ashes from the enormous fireplace. 

And it wasn’t just the house. Knightdale Court was a small estate with gardens, outbuildings, and a lake—and now his to maintain, with not a hint of brass to look to for guidance.

Many times throughout his army career, Fritz had wished to be his own boss. He hadn’t expected it to happen like this.

A stack of letters from his aunt’s solicitor glared at him from the table by the window, no doubt reiterating what Fritz already knew. That, after the care and attention Isa had lavished on the place, Knightdale Court had a value beyond his wildest dreams. If he wanted to keep the house and turn it into the business they’d dreamed of and planned for, he had to find more money than he’d ever had.

Fritz stood and breathed. He let the peace of the Great Hall seep into his mind and cool his anger until he exhaled his tension in a gust of air.

Tension is who you think you should be. Relaxation is who you are.

Isa had preached that, and she’d lived by it, too. She’d made her choices with a clear eye and faced challenges head on.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t here,” Fritz said into the silence. The clump of unshed tears in his throat muffled his voice, but he needed to say the words. For himself. And for Isa. “I’m sorry I wasn’t here. I’m sorry you won’t get to meet the guys. You’d have loved them and bossed us all around in no time.” He lifted the stack of legal documents, squaring his shoulders as if he was accepting a mission. “I won’t let your work go to waste,” he promised, banishing the panic and focussing on the things he knew: planning, strategising, and finding the best way through. 
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