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      When a mercenary whose purpose is to dispose of wicked Unseelie fae meets a dark elf, she’ll question her mission and become captivated...

      After a dark elf slaughtered her family, Honora Butler dedicates her life to vengeance. As a mercenary, she's trained to show no mercy. Hunting vicious fae is all she knows, and she never imagined questioning her cause.

      But Brennan O'Niall isn’t like the monsters in her memories. He’s calm, deliberate, and far too patient with someone who nearly drove a blade through his heart. She doesn’t want to desire him, but leaving him behind is harder than it should be.

      When a confrontation ends with a noblewoman dead, Honora is thrown in jail and accused of murder. She doesn't expect Brennan to fight for her in a trial by combat, risking everything to prove her innocence. Trusting him might be the only way to survive, but opening her heart could cost her everything.

      Captivated is a fae romantasy featuring a morally grey hero, a battle-hardened heroine, enemies to lovers, forced proximity, trial by combat, light bondage, a hidden royal, and a high-stakes romance in a world of magic and violence.

      

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

        http://bit.ly/SarahMakelaVIPList

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2012, 2015 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.

      Editor: Tessa Shapcott

      ISBN-10: 1942873913

      ISBN-13: 978-1-942873-91-4

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

    

    
      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also By Sarah Mäkelä

      

      
        Excerpt for Surrendered

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Gritting her teeth, Honora Butler sneaked farther into the dark, snowy forest. Danger lurked within the shadows, and she would kill or be killed. Death didn’t intimidate her anymore. She knew it too well.

      Everyone she’d loved had been taken from her. The only thing she cared about now was destroying those who had ruined her life.

      Snow crunched beneath the soles of her knee-high leather boots. The risks of killing those monsters were great, but she didn’t care. When she was young, the Mercenary Guild had taken her in. They’d seen her abilities and her determination. They’d trained her, given her a chance when she’d wanted only to die, and now she did what she bloody well could to make sure the dark beings of the Unseelie Court hurt no one else.

      A horrified scream erupted ahead, beckoning her deeper into the forest. It had to have been caused by her prey. Picking up her pace, she pulled a throwing knife from its sheath. Her magic surged into the blade, filling it with power and making the metal white-hot.

      The trees broke into a clearing. The cause of the cries stood in the dirt road. A woman cowered on the ground while a short, stocky man dressed in blood red with a matching hat sneered at her. He looked to be having far too good a time.

      “I have a husband and kids. Please, don’t hurt me,” the woman whimpered. “My master...he’ll⁠—”

      The Fear Dearg snorted and crossed his arms in front of him. Stroking his bushy beard, he stared down his crooked nose at the terrified woman as if pondering what to do first.

      Honora doubted the woman was in immediate danger. The Red Man mostly engaged in cruel pranks on those he sought, but that wouldn’t stop her from killing him. Her mission in life was to rid the world of malevolence. No matter what.

      She slid from the trees, taking one quiet step after another. “Na dean maggadh fum,” she said. Those words, ‘Do not mock me,’ were the best chance she had to take him down without a problem.

      The Fear Dearg jerked his gaze to Honora. His lips curled back into a snarl at the interruption. “So be it. Now go on. Get out of here. Can’t you see I’m busy?” He stared at her blankly, waiting. “What? You want my favor and prosperity? One of those bold adventurers? Wait for your turn.”

      Just like that, he returned his focus to the woman, grabbing for her dress.

      With a snap of her wrist, Honora sent the throwing knife sailing through the air. A wash of blood arced in a thick spray as the Fear Dearg collapsed, the knife lodged between his eyes.

      Shrieking, the woman scurried backwards from the corpse. Her eyes were wide and horrified at the sight of the dead faerie. “What have you done?” she asked, glancing Honora’s way. Shaking her head, she reached for her large basket with foodstuffs that lay on its side. Most of the food had fallen out, but the woman didn’t bother gathering it. She just took the basket, then ran off down the dirt road.

      What had that been about?

      Honora watched the woman until she disappeared around the curve of the path. She walked over to the dead Red Man, then tugged her blade out of his skull. It came away easily, blood dripping off it in great crimson drops. She wiped it clean on his jacket before tucking the knife back in its sheath.

      Her stomach rumbled. On the ground was an unsoiled loaf of bread from the woman’s fallen food. She stripped off her bloody gloves and crouched. After brushing off a few leaves, she tore a piece from it and lifted it to her lips.

      In the distance, she heard a faint noise like that of a large flock of birds beating their wings. That couldn’t be right. Birds weren’t typically active at night there. Yet the sound grew louder.

      The sudden realization of what it was punched her in the gut. She dropped the bread and raced after the woman. Honora needed to find the safety of shelter. She couldn’t be out here when the Sluagh—restless spirits of the dead—flew over. What they did was worse than death. They captured their victims’ souls.

      Behind her, the cries became impossibly louder. She didn’t have much time at all. She had yet to spot any homes or places to hide and knew if she were spotted, she would be connected with the murder of the Fear Dearg. They’d hunt her down. She wouldn’t be safe unless she found somewhere soon.

      Chancing a look over her shoulder, she saw a horrible black mass darken the sky. Screams of their victims filled her ears. They were close. She caught sight of an elegant manor off to the left.

      She sprinted, pushing herself to pick up her speed. Her legs ached with the strain, but she refused to slow down. Not with the dark creatures flying behind her, closing in despite each step she took.

      Within a few tiring moments, Honora reached the massive wooden door. She knocked hard, and when there was no response, she pushed against it. The door opened easily.

      Her ears hurt from the screeching noise. She pressed her back against the door as a heavy force slammed into it, nearly throwing her to the floor.

      Honora’s gaze drifted over the opulence surrounding her. Shite. She didn’t want to be here long. Who knew whom this place belonged to? She twisted around to face the door, then slammed the lock in place. Whoever it was didn’t seem familiar with locking their door. Leaning against the solid wood, she heard the Sluagh circling the manor, searching for a weakness.

      For whatever reason, they retreated. Uneasiness flared within her—they weren’t known to do that. Maybe they’d found another victim. No, she found that hard to believe. The other option was that they recognized whoever’s place she’d entered. That didn’t bode well, did it?

      She pinched the bridge of her nose, trying to think of what would have caused the restless spirits to leave, but she didn’t have a clue. Nothing stood out as unusual.

      Sighing, she scrubbed her hands over her face. Weariness soaked into her bones. Her adrenaline had faded fast after her frantic race. Maybe whoever lived there was merely human, happened to be away and would never notice if she stayed the night. She could always hope.

      Both the Mercenary Guild and her home were a day’s ride, and she’d left her horse at her makeshift camp a good distance away. It might be foolish to stay, but she couldn’t bear to drag herself from temporary safety, especially since she wasn’t certain that the Sluagh were well and truly gone.

      She walked into the hall where a fire was burning in the large hearth. No one would go out of town and leave a lit fire. The hair on the back of her neck stood on end. A place this size would have servants, so where were they?

      Tugging her lower lip between her teeth, she glanced around again, one hand on the hilt of her short sword and the other near the throwing daggers at her belt, ready to use them if the need arose. Yet, try as she might, she didn’t find anyone to throw a blade at.

      A sleeping mat lay before the fire. She tossed down her pack, then slid back her hood, deciding to take advantage of what little good fortune she’d found. A small sound sent her spinning around.

      But she’d been too slow. Before she had a chance to see the cause, Honora was crushed against a hard body, facing away from her captor. The hand on her knife was held in place near her belt. She jerked, trying to free herself, but it was like being captive by a wall of muscle. The person behind her didn’t give way.

      Warm breath tickled her ear. “What are you doing in my home?” The deep voice promised dark things, and she couldn’t help but squirm a little at the onslaught of images rushing through her head—her standing naked as her faceless captor thrust into her, harder and faster, taking all she had to offer and giving much more.

      Her chest rose and fell with her panting. This wasn’t the time or place, yet the dull ache between her legs begged to differ.

      She remembered the last time she’d felt this vulnerable. Memories of her family’s deaths and the horrible pain she’d felt stopped her desire cold.

      “I knocked, but no one answered. I took shelter from...” How I am supposed to answer? Humans knew a little of what lurked in the shadows, especially those who resided around here, but she wouldn’t tell this man more than she had to.

      “From?” he prompted, his slight Irish accent catching her attention.

      “From the dark.”

      “Ah, I see.” He chuckled. “Much good that will do you here.” The easy humor of his voice relaxed her, but something about what he’d said triggered warning bells. The world spun. No, wait, it was her.

      She raised her eyes to stare into his—they were nearly black. The man’s pale skin reminded her of the moon’s glow. His raven-black hair trailed to below his shoulders and pale, pointed ears peeked from the dark mane. Cursing, she recognized what this man...creature...was. A dark elf.

      Her hand lifted the throwing knife, but he squeezed her wrist in a sharp gesture. Pain shot through her arm and the knife fell from her grip, landing with a metallic thud on the floor beside them. Magic churned within his touch. Magic that shivered along her skin, tugging at things low in her stomach.

      No bloody way!

      She raised her free hand to throw a fireball at him, but he grabbed her wrists, twisting her arms behind her back. The dark elf shifted his steely grip to hold her wrists with one strong hand. Twisting and bucking only brushed her soft breasts against his hard chest. Moisture pooled between her legs.

      “Release me,” she said.

      He dropped his gaze to her chest where her cloak had fallen away, showing her pert nipples through her linen shirt. “I don’t think you want me to.” A fierce grin formed on his lips.

      “Release me now! I will not ask again.” She brought her knee up, but he easily blocked her.

      “And what will you do if I don’t?” He stared back into her eyes.

      “I’ll have to hurt you.” Not that she’d normally have a problem with that, but for some reason this dark elf distracted her, awakened inexplicable desires within her. His kind had killed her family, yet...

      She shook her head, ridding herself of excuses for why she shouldn’t kill this being.

      The dark elf leaned in until their lips were a hairsbreadth apart. “That’s a big promise for someone in your predicament.”

      “What?”

      “So vulnerable, so ready to take.” Smirking, he glanced at her lips. “I might even offer my assistance.” He slid his hand along her side to the pants she wore and arched an eyebrow. “You’re a woman. These pants don’t suit you.” He tsked, dipping his fingers beneath the hem of her shirt and stroking the flesh of her belly.

      Honora jerked back, squirming in his grip. “You know nothing about me.”

      He released her in the midst of her pulling away and she fell, landing on her butt on the hard stone floor. Her hand dropped to her hip where she kept her throwing daggers, but they were gone. She looked up to see him waving them at her.

      She’d teach him not to mess with her weapons. Extending her hand towards them, she focused her power. Her magic shimmered in the air, filling the blades with fiery heat.

      The blades thumped to the ground by the dark elf’s feet. He hissed in pain, examining the red skin of his finger and thumb.

      She shoved the knives into her sheath, then crawled away from him. He narrowed his eyes, but didn’t stop her.

      Soon, she was near the hearth. Warmth caressed her back and the softness of the bed brushed against her fingertips. “Who are you?” she asked, not sure if she wanted to find out.

      He stared at her, his lips a tight, thin line. His only movement was the soft rise and fall of his chest as he breathed.

      If she went for her weapons, he’d be on top of her. Although, she tried to convince herself, she could take him down, even if it killed her too. Yet her body betrayed her, yearning for something other than violence from him. Besides, he seemed nothing like the other dark elves she’d seen.

      At last he spoke. “Why should I tell you who I am, mercenary?”

      Her teeth clenched and she narrowed her eyes. What does he know about me?

      He sighed. “You wear their emblem.”

      She brushed her fingertips against the guild’s brooch on her cloak. “You don’t fear me.”

      “Why should I? You’ve not been good at your assault thus far.” He cocked an eyebrow at her. “I am Brennan. And you are?”

      It was her turn to stare. Did she dare tell him her name? He might give it to his fellow dark elves and the other Unseelie beings. She didn’t want to risk it, not with her recent kills.

      She kept her mouth closed.

      Brennan strode towards her and he crouched out of arm’s reach. “There’s something about you, you know. Your coloring, your physique, the power inside you.” He smirked. “We’re more alike than you realize.”

      She frowned. “What are you talking about? We’re nothing alike.”

      His smile widened, but he didn’t clarify. “What shall you do? Stay in my hall? Leave?”

      Honora glanced at the door behind him. Movement caught her attention, but it was too late. Pain ripped through her head. Her body fell back against the soft sleeping mat as darkness consumed her.
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        * * *

      

      Brennan watched the lady mercenary’s chest rise and fall steadily. Golden light from the flames reflected on her paler-than-human skin. His suspicions solidified. This woman was part dark elf, whether she realized it or not. Although he guessed not, since she hadn’t caught what he’d said.

      Raking his hand through his hair, he considered what to do about her. As she’d said, he knew nothing of her—other than how his body reacted so strongly to hers. Apparently, the feelings were mutual. Her blushing skin, hard nipples and heavy breathing had given him all the signs.

      However, he wouldn’t force himself on her. Even he knew where to draw boundaries—though others of the Unseelie Court wouldn’t have thought twice about it.

      Brushing a dark strand of hair away from her cheek, he smiled. This female was different from any he’d encountered, even all the dark elves and faeries at the Unseelie Court. When she woke, she’d try to get away. He couldn’t allow that. Not yet.

      Brennan scooped her into his arms, wondering at how light she was. He carried her to his private room. A pair of thick leather cuffs hung from the ceiling by a sturdy rope. He’d had them specially made, since iron acted like a poison to elves and faeries, and while he didn’t want to hurt her by using rope, he needed to be certain she couldn’t get loose.

      He strode across the large room to the restraints, then slid her hands into them, closing the bronze buckles with a few deft strokes of his fingers. He let the cuffs hold her weight. Her knees bent, and her body slid against his.

      Brennan resisted running his hands over her soft curves again. With a sigh, he pulled away. His gaze took in her gentle sway, then he walked over to the rope tied to the wall, which held her up. He pulled her bindings tighter until her heels lifted off the ground, then retied the rope. This woman had proven to be deadly, and he wouldn’t allow her the chance to be a danger to himself or his servants.

      Leaning against the wall, he watched the mysterious mercenary who had entered his home. Banging on the front door interrupted the moment, and he ground his teeth.

      His anger swept icy magic from him, chilling the room despite the warmth from the candles. He reached the door just as the knocking started again. What could they possibly want? Who would be coming to his home this late?

      He threw open the door. A woman with dark rich skin and a slender build stood on his doorstep. The drow, Aoife.

      “Hello, Lord O’Niall,” she said, dropping into a deep curtsy, making sure he caught a glimpse of her ample cleavage. “You’ll never believe what I’ve heard.”

      He admired her beauty, no doubt, but now wasn’t a good time. He dipped his head in a return bow. After all, he was nobility—while she pretended to be—and he did have some manners.

      He knew Aoife kept an eye on him in hopes of gaining status; he didn’t blame her for hoping, but she’d need to wait quite a while, as he wouldn’t be spending any of his long lifetime with her.

      “And what would that be?” he asked.

      She looked expectantly over his shoulder as if waiting for an invitation inside before saying more. She wouldn’t be getting one tonight. After a few moments, her gaze met his, and a slight frown curved her lips.

      “I heard there is a killer on the loose.” Dark humor lit her eyes, vanquishing the frown. “Some adventure around here after all. The Fear Dearg is dead, as well as a few other minor beings.” She waved her hand as if the deaths were of little consequence. “I’ve heard we should all be more careful.” Aoife pressed her hand to her mouth and laughed. “What could possibly happen?”

      “Yes, I agree. Quite interesting.” Brennan folded his arms over his chest. His newfound mercenary made him wonder. Could she be involved with those deaths? Should he be cautious of her? She didn’t stand a chance against him—his abilities overpowered hers.

      Aoife’s gaze dipped to the flexing of his arms. She licked her lips seductively, probably baiting him into allowing her in.

      Not tonight. He had someone else in mind. Someone who made him burn with desire and need.

      “I’m sure you’ll be wanted at court soon. The murderer will need to be dealt with.” A smirk slid across her lips. “Few things thrill our kind more than death and torture.”

      That was true, however, if someone more powerful had been killed, immediate repercussions would be taken. This minor situation would linger a while at court.

      “If you would like company⁠—”

      “No, that won’t be necessary. Good evening.” He nodded again and closed the door. A feminine scoff outside had him grinning as he turned away.
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