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      A reclusive Seelie noblewoman is guarded by an aggressive mercenary who skirts the light and dark courts…

      Niamh McNamara has always been different from the rest of the Seelie Court. Where others brim with mirth and playfulness, she struggles to pretend. That happy façade becomes harder to wear during the court’s Midsummer festivities.

      But when a masked fae tries to kill her, hiding becomes impossible. She prefers solitude at her family’s manor, so being summoned back to court by Queen Titania is bad enough. Being forced to accept a new bodyguard is worse.

      She doesn’t trust mercenaries. Especially not one who trades favors across both courts and has a reputation for violence.

      Doyle Kearney is too observant, too close, and far too willing to hurt anyone who gets near her. She wants him gone. But the longer he stays, the more she begins to question what she knows: about the court, about the attack, and about herself.

      Letting him in could cost her everything, but pushing him away might risk her life.

      Surrendered is a fae romantasy featuring a possessive hero, a reclusive noblewoman, forced proximity, court intrigue, secret lineage, and a hurt/comfort arc that ends with an HEA.

      

      
        
        Sign up for Sarah’s newsletter for her latest news, giveaways, excerpts, and much more!

        http://bit.ly/SarahMakelaVIPList

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2013, 2025 Sarah Mäkelä

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

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed by any means, electronic, mechanical, or otherwise, without expressed written permission from the author.

      ISBN-13: 978-1-942873-08-2

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

    

    
      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also By Sarah Mäkelä

      

      
        Excerpt for Captivated

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Thank you to my wonderful husband for all the support you give. I don’t know how I’d make it without you.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Summer’s warm magic hung heavy in the night air, golden and cloying, sweet like honey on the tongue. Wildflowers bloomed along the meadow’s edge, their scent mixing with the tang of spiced mead and crushed grass. Even the trees shimmered under the weight of the season’s enchantment, their branches draped in ribbons and glowing moss.

      Laughter rolled over the fields like distant thunder, sharp enough to feel unreal. Niamh stood in the center of it all, a gilded statue carved from ice. She should’ve joined in. Everyone else danced, laughed, and flirted. That was what the Midsummer revels were for, right? But the mask she wore felt heavier than ever, and her smile started to ache.

      The party didn’t interest her, not even a little. As a member of the light court, she was supposed to enjoy the merry festivities that Midsummer’s Eve carried with it, but the weight in her chest wouldn’t lift. It never did. Then again, she’d never been like the rest of her people.

      Despite her golden appearance, darkness blossomed inside her like a bloody stain. Before she’d been able to ignore it, but now it pressed against her aching ribs. Court whispers only made it worse. Not like a proper Seelie. Not one of us… And their frigid glares and fake pleasantries didn’t help her feel welcome either.

      She’d hidden away for as long as she could. But now Queen Titania had called her back to court, and when the queen summoned someone, they came. One didn’t say no to her.

      The queen held a special interest in seeing Niamh commit to a worthy relationship. A noblewoman her age should’ve had at least one potential suitor lined up—preferably more—but she worked hard to avoid them, and so far, she’d been quite successful.

      She took another sip from her cool goblet. The spicy mead burned on her tongue, and she did her best not to wrinkle her nose. All around her, faeries sang and danced, glowing with mirth. She could barely gather the enthusiasm to smile. How cruel was life that she had to watch their happiness while she didn’t share their feelings?

      A group of men approached, eyes glinting with interest in courting her. The more she turned them away, the more eagerly they crowded her. One of them—a male elf with a too-sharp smile—caught her elbow to sweep her into a dance, but she slid out of his grip.

      “I’m sorry, my lord.” Her stomach turned, but she bent her head in reverence as she dipped into a slight curtsy. “I’m not interested in dancing at the moment. My apologies.”

      That display was yet another reason why she preferred to stay at her manor rather than at court these days. She hated her suitors’ presumptuousness and what usually happened next.

      His green eyes narrowed, and confusion knit his dark brows together. “I’d rather have a dance with you than your apologies, Lady McNamara.”

      The woman standing beside Niamh gawked at her like she was crazy, then snatched the lord’s hand and waltzed off with him. She leaned close to him and whispered something in his ear that made them both laugh.

      Niamh bristled, feeling like an outsider again. The queen’s favor was both a blessing and a curse, especially when she would rather be in her gardens reading or admiring her lovely roses. Still, she owed the queen a great deal, and she would do her best to honor her obligations. Straightening her spine, she turned back toward the party, forcing herself to appear open and normal. No one would want to dance with an awkward, tense girl.

      A happy, albeit drunken, pixie grazed her shoulder as it flew by. “Sorry!” The tiny being’s voice reminded her of tinkling wind chimes, then it darted away to the fountain of mead.

      Most of the pixies had already drunk more than their fair share. They didn’t need more booze in their petite bodies. Their amorous personalities, combined with summer’s fertility magic humming in the air, set off sparks within the group. Their playful giggles turned to lusty moans as they tangled in midair, limbs and wings and magic enmeshing in an erotic display.

      Nearby onlookers, allured by the sudden intimacy, shed their clothes to join the celebration. Yet another sign of how nature’s power shaped members of the Seelie Court.

      The group around her still chatted merrily, but their attention drifted toward the growing orgy. People were already giving in to the pull of the magic, slipping away one by one. Maybe she would soon follow.

      But the idea of someone’s hands and mouth on her sent an icy shiver down her spine. No, that certainly would not happen. She couldn’t stick around here.

      Niamh scanned the crowd, waiting until everyone’s focus was on the orgy before making her escape and slipping into the forest. Her jaw ached from the unconvincing smile she’d forced all evening. Once out of view, she leaned against a tree and released a ragged breath. Her fake smile fell, and she stared into the starry night between the leaves.

      If only she were home at her manor with its quiet corridors and cozy library, away from the misery of joy she had to force. Warmth and happiness permeated the air around her, but a part buried deep within her shied away from those emotions. Most of the time, she wondered if something was wrong with her. Darkness held solace for her, while light made her painfully aware of what she lacked.

      The snap of a branch startled her from her thoughts, and she glanced around the tree. No one was there. What in the world? Her shoulders tensed as she strained her ears to listen for more signs of movement. Silence pressed in from all sides. Please let this be nothing. Another twig snapped behind her, and she whirled around, her heart hammering against her ribcage.

      A man in an elaborate gold and silver engraved mask stood before her. The mask covered most of his face, and a dark hood and heavy cape concealed the rest of him, making it impossible to distinguish his features. The pulse of wild magic in his aura told her he was fae, just like her. Perhaps he hid his wings beneath his grand cape.

      She trailed her gaze over him with a frown. Why was he away from the party? Especially dressed as elegantly as he was? I left the party behind to rest, not to give someone the opportunity to make my acquaintance in private. If word of her sour mood reached Queen Titania, she might find herself assigned to a suitor of the queen’s choosing. With a sigh, she forced herself to smile and opened her mouth to make his acquaintance, but a scream from the party caught her attention, turning her toward the sound. The laughter that soon followed reassured her they weren’t under attack.

      Everything was still safe.

      That sentiment was short-lived as the masked man spun her to face him. He gripped her by the throat, slamming her folded wings and back against the tree. Her head bounced against the hard oak, and its rough bark pulled at her braided hair. She clawed at his glove-covered hands, nails scraping leather. Her lungs burned with the need to breathe, even as agony radiated through the back of her head and her wings.

      He smashed her against the tree once again, but his grip slipped.

      “What do you want?” Her voice cracked, and she barely had time to suck in air before his hands clenched harder.

      “You. That’s what I’ve always wanted. You belong to me. Pathetic wench.”

      His voice meant nothing to her. She had no familiarity with it, no face to pin it to. Her lips parted, and she blinked up at him. How could she not know who he was if he had courted her? He must’ve used glamour magic, so she wouldn’t recognize him.

      “You’ve never given me a chance.” His blue eyes darkened, drawing her in until she felt like she was falling forward into a deep ocean. “Now you’ll pay for your decision.”

      Then again, she’d turned away so many men she wasn’t sure whether she’d be able to place him, even without the glamour. The thought embarrassed her, but she had hopes and dreams in life that didn’t mesh well with becoming married to a haughty nobleman.

      Closing her eyes, she focused on wielding her magic to fend him off, but his tight grasp on her throat kept her from speaking the words needed to cast her spell. She gagged, desperate for air, but dark spots filled her vision, making it difficult to see the man who was killing her.

      She dropped one hand to her side, searching for anything she could wield against him. If she couldn’t use her magic, she’d need to use physical force. Her hand brushed a broken tree branch dangling low, and she swung it around to smack him hard in the face, causing his mask to tilt. Still, she didn’t recognize him from what little she saw of his face.

      He jerked back from her and brought his hands to straighten his mask. “You despicable whore.” His words came out in a low growl.

      While he adjusted the mask, she pushed past him and ran, whispering a protection spell that cast a fiery shield around her, sparking like warm embers. It would burn him if he dared to touch her again. If her wings hadn’t been restricted beneath her cloak, she’d have flown away. Branches slashed her face and arms as she crashed through the underbrush to escape him. Her breath came out in sharp pants, and she cursed herself for having left the party and the safety of the crowd.

      His roar split the air behind her. The edge of the forest came into view, and she risked a glance back. He stopped, his body trembling with barely contained rage. He lingered just within the woods, his furious gaze searing her.

      She almost tripped as she shouldered her way through the partygoers to venture deeper into the crowd. She wanted to be among these people, not hanging about on the sidelines in case the man tried to abduct her. Gasps erupted around her, and several hands pawed at her arms and torso as her legs buckled, spilling her to the ground.

      The scent of crushed wildflowers overwhelmed her senses as she tried to draw in enough air, but her vision narrowed further, as if she were staring into a tunnel. She did not want to pass out. But the balmy summer air felt suffocating, the life within it oppressive.

      The clanking of metal signaled the royal guards’ approach, and she tried to stand up, but dread anchored her in place. The queen would soon learn what had happened to her. Oh no, no, no… A large hand clamped on her shoulder, helping her into a sitting position.

      “Don’t rise until you’re looked over. My men are securing the area, m’lady.” The guard tilted her chin to the side for a better look, and his gaze raked along her neck. “Who did this?” He scanned the surrounding crowd as if searching for signs of danger.

      “Ma—” She cleared her throat, trying to force out the words, but her voice was scratchy and raw. “Masked… man.” She doubled over coughing and nearly toppled over to sprawl again on the ground, but the court guard tightened his hold on her, helping her stay upright.

      A voluptuous golden faerie sauntered into sight. Those around her immediately dropped to their knees in reverence. Queen Titania took special interest in certain members of her court, and whether it was a blessing or a curse, Niamh was one of them.

      Her eyelids slid shut, her body weakened with fresh pain and exhaustion, and everything faded to black.
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        * * *

      

      With his arms crossed over his chest, Doyle Kearney stood before Titania, Queen of the Seelie Court. She had hired him before, either when she didn’t fully trust her own guards or when she believed his talents were better suited. She hadn’t specified which scenario fit this time, and he hadn’t asked. Queen Titania wasn’t the type of woman one questioned or, worse yet, refused.

      “How may I be of service, Your Highness?” He bowed his head. She wasn’t his queen, but formalities were safer when dealing with royalty.

      “You will guard a lady of my court.” Titania watched him intently, as if searching for any sign of reluctance. He knew better than to think she cared about his opinion. Naturally, she expected him to say yes.

      He straightened, his spine stiff, though his expression remained carefully neutral. He’d perfected it for moments like this. Still, it might be time to try his luck and walk away. Why would she assign him to protection duty? He wasn’t a bodyguard. He was a warrior, a mercenary. If Titania had needed him to guard her, that would’ve been a different matter entirely. He would’ve needed all of his skill and training to protect someone like her.

      He was not a nanny.

      She raised a hand to silence his impending refusal. Apparently, she read him better than he’d suspected. “This lady nearly died during the Midsummer’s Eve festivities. Someone wants her dead, but she is a valuable girl. There is something different about her. Something special. She is of personal interest to me.” She pursed her lips and snapped her fingers. A pixie zipped into the chamber with a letter and offered it to Doyle.

      “What’s this?” He frowned, taking it.

      “If you accept the special assignment, your payment will be a favor from me. Within certain limits, of course.” The smile she levied at him was pleasant, but knowing.

      A favor from the Seelie Queen was a substantial reward. That kind of leverage could be useful, especially with the questions he still carried regarding his parentage. His noble blood had earned him nothing. His birth parents had cast him off, leaving him to be raised by humans who hadn’t understood what he was until it was too late.

      When his magic had awakened, his adopted parents grew afraid of him. They threw him out, leaving him to fend for himself until he found a group of Unseelie warriors who took him in and trained him. That brotherhood had collapsed a few years later when a supposed rival murdered their tyrant leader.

      The truth was uglier. One of their own had snapped after years of abuse, but no one dared speak of it aloud.

      “You’re quiet, despite such a reward?” Titania’s voice cut through the memory, sharp and commanding. The Seelie might be the lighter court, but they were not soft—especially not their queen.

      “Forgive me, Your Highness. I believe in weighing all potential employment opportunities carefully before accepting. It’s⁠—”

      Her golden eyes narrowed. “You considered saying no.” She pressed her plump lips into a hard line, disappointment souring some of her immense beauty.

      “This isn’t usually the type of work I take on. I’m surprised you’d pick me for it.” Even as the words left his mouth, he wasn’t keen on accepting the proposal, but the favor made it more tempting.

      “I’ve chosen you for good reason.” She snapped her fingers again.

      This time, the chamber doors behind him creaked open.

      He kept his gaze on the queen, trying to resist the pull of his curiosity. Every instinct told him to stay fully aware of his surroundings, to account for new threats. He kept his other senses alert instead, but he didn’t hear the heavy footsteps of her royal guard, only the soft swish of fabric and the patter of dainty footfalls across the royal hall.

      He turned his head slightly. Another golden goddess entered, her beauty rivaling even the queen’s, but he’d never dare speak those words aloud. Dark bruises in the shape of handprints marred her pale, delicate throat. His jaw tensed, muscles ticking in his cheek, and he forced himself to look away before his violent reaction could show. Whoever had done that deserved a harsh punishment.

      Moments ago, he’d been prepared to decline the job, despite the queen’s displeasure, but now… now he wasn’t sure he could. Like Queen Titania had said, someone had tried to take this woman’s life. He couldn’t sit back and allow them to succeed. Still, he wouldn’t let his feelings play a role in guarding her. She was a noble. They were nothing alike.

      Sympathy—or any emotion—would only distract him from his task. He was a professional.

      Distant pain stirred beneath the surface. Nobles couldn’t be trusted. His parents had been nobility too, so proud of their titles and power they never considered what might happen to him among the humans.

      Now he skirted both the Seelie and Unseelie Courts. Neither claimed him, though both used his talents when convenient. He was the byproduct of a Seelie mingling with an Unseelie. Few could claim the origin, and fewer desired it.

      “Doyle Kearney, I’d like you to meet Lady Niamh McNamara.” The queen gestured to the newcomer, a smile playing on her lips. “She will be under your protection.”

      Lady McNamara gasped and balled her small hands into fists. “Your Highness, I don’t see how this is necessary!” She turned to face him, suspicion darkening her blue eyes.

      “Do you need a mirror, child?” the queen asked, her tone flat. She didn’t raise her voice, not yet. But Doyle knew well enough that Titania hated having her decisions questioned, and both he and Lady McNamara were toeing that line. The queen shifted her attention to him, one eyebrow lifting as her lips pursed in quiet expectation.

      Doyle knew when to concede, and that time was now. He bowed at the waist, accepting the assignment. “As you wish, Your Highness.”
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