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What’s worse than being arranged to wed the most arrogant Fae warrior in your clan? Well, to be kidnapped by pirates on the eve of the ceremony, of course.
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Chapter One - Kidnapped
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“Hey.”

Caelina mumbled incoherently in her stupor. Was it morning already?

Her throat raw, she moaned at her difficulty to swallow. She almost couldn’t feel anything beneath her neck. Her numb body was unwilling to respond to her brain asking it to move or even shiver. 

Did someone leave the window open? Even with harvest season having arrived, the air could still get quite brisk in the early mornings.

“Hey!”

Still ignoring the voice calling out, Caelina groaned in complaint.

Her sister Soleia was always waking her up with the ruckus of stupid morning exercises from the next room. As if Fae mages like them needed more physical training as opposed to regular deep (quiet!) meditations to hone their casting skills.

Taking a deep breath, her eyes still closed, Caelina wrinkled her nose at the pungent brine in the air. Was her grandmother making a stew from last night’s leftovers?

Last night...

The wedding.

With a gasp, Caelina’s blood froze as her eyes flew wide open. She forced her eyes to focus in the dim light.

Uh-oh.

Long, curved wooden boards nailed together made up the walls surrounding her. The likewise wooden paneled floor she was sitting on was damp. Dripping water echoed hollow all around, amidst the faint, distant creaking of machinery chugging and straining in operation.

The light of dawn peeked through the single round window affixed to one wall. A couple of seagulls flew past the porthole, their squawks muted to Caelina’s ears. The entire hold rocked gently from side to side, battered by the waves splashing and slamming against the ship’s hull.

Ohhh no...

“Great, you’re finally awake.”

Startled at the deep voice from across the way, Caelina jerked in her seat. “What?” But there was a loud clank when she tried to move her hands and her gaze dropped to her lap where a heavy chain attached to clamps on her wrists.

She made a face.

Ohhh no, no, no, no...

“Are you okay?”

Squinting, she tried to locate where the vaguely familiar voice was coming from.

A soft grunt accompanied the movement from her left that caught her attention. When her eyes met his, partly obscured by the shadows, she blew out a breath. Caelina would have felt relieved she wasn’t alone, except that the person sitting across from her on the same damp floor was Stellan.

Tall and lean, his loose robes concealed his muscled warrior’s build, and with his dark hair and those high cheekbones on his famously, uncommonly handsome face, Stellan was the strongest and most attractive warrior Fae in their entire clan.

And because he knew that, Stellan was also the most arrogant warrior Fae in their entire clan.

Also, technically, he was now her husband.

Caelina pressed her lips together in annoyance. “Am I okay?” she echoed in mocking. “Where the hell are we? Why the hell am I chained to—” Her eyes followed the rusty chain from her wrist clamps up to a pulley mechanism above their heads. Tethered to a wooden brace on the ceiling before, they led down a support beam before ending up welded to the matching clamps where Stellan’s wrists were bound behind his back.

“Me?” he finished. “I have no idea.”

Caelina narrowed her eyes at him. Stellan was still wearing his formal trousers and button-down tunic with the ornately stitched embellishments. She cast her eyes down. Muddy hem and all, she was still wearing that annoying lace and frill mother-of-pearl wedding dress with the ridiculous low-cut neckline that, according to her sister, she apparently just had to wear for the ceremony.

She finally shivered, dread creeping into her stomach. The clamps on her wrists bit cold against her skin. The sensation coming back to her extremities was a sobering indication that this was neither merely a dream nor a hallucination.

Caelina made another face as she strained to remember. “What-What the hell happened last night?” 

But Stellan’s gaze was pinned to the far corner of the hold. “That’s an interesting question,” he scoffed. “Let’s see. I think what happened was that you managed to tell every single person at the Ipera village reception how opposed you were to this match, even though it was already blessed by the elders—and oh, by the way, not to mention, your honorable parents.”

Caelina rolled her eyes, the sneer in his voice activating a tick of displeasure in her jaw. As the first-born of the High Fae ruling family, she had known all her life she was going to have to wed for the sake of her clan. She’d never had a choice in the matter. 

“I am allowed to express my opinions,” she declared with a haughty huff. “I accepted my fate, my responsibility. Doesn’t mean I can’t complain about it.”

Stellan’s huff sounded more like a growl. “Well, it’s an insult to me and to my parents.”

Caelina couldn’t help her dry remark, “Well, at least your parents are still alive. You can blame them to their faces.”

Stellan’s gaze shot to meet hers in an instant, his eyes clouding over at the nonchalance of her words. He opened his mouth to say something but Caelina cut him off.

“Oh, don’t pretend to feel sympathy for me right now. Nobody’s ever cared how I feel. Ever since my parents passed, I  knew my life was going to be different.”

His forehead creased but he didn’t seem keen to argue with that.

“Now, if someone could just actually properly answer my question.” She blew out another breath to clear her head as fragments of last night flashed in her mind. “I remember the reception—and the really bad dumplings—and then you wanted to go for a walk...” She furrowed her eyebrows to recall.

“It’s all a blur to me too,” Stellan confessed. “We must have been abducted from right outside the assembly hall and brought to this ship.”

Regaining the feeling back in her hands, Caelina grunted in the effort to make her fingers meet so she could summon her magic and get the hell out of there—to no avail. She groaned out loud in an unhappy rage. 

Whoever had captured them knew what they were doing since the metal clamps around her wrists were welded apart just enough that she couldn’t make her hands meet.

These people knew how to stifle her magic. She was definitely in trouble now.

Unable to contain her temper, she tossed a dark glare back at Stellan again and bit out, “You realize this is all your fault, right?”

Stellan shook his head in derision. “Oh, here we go. Is this how this marriage is going to be? Everything’s always my fault?”

A loud bang made Caelina’s gaze snap upward as a wooden trapdoor flew open. Light from the deck poured through to the darkened hold. She swallowed in alarm as two sets of legs clad in ratty trousers thumped heavily down the stairs.

One of the men bent his head to peek at them with a grin on his grimy face, his two gold teeth glinting. “How’s you all doing down here?”

At the sight of the inked marks across their burly forearms, the stench of sun and salt oozing from their brown, wrinkly skin, Caelina’s stomach sank.

Pirates. Perfect.
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​Chapter Two - By Pirates
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The stockier one of the two pirates thudded across the floor to haul some empty barrels. He ignored Caelina and Stellan altogether.

Caelina met the gaze of the first one who seemed vaguely interested in her and she saw an opportunity to deal. “I wish to speak to your leader regarding our unlawful detainment.”

‘Gold teeth’ looked befuddled. “Your what now?” 

She cleared her throat to go on, her voice clear and succinct. “I think we should be able to negotiate some terms if you were to let us go. I am certain your leader will be interested to hear what we have to offer.”

Stellan mocked her with an incredulous face. “What do you think they are, pirate diplomats?”

Caelina shot him a dark look before meeting the pirate’s gaze again.

Still grinning, he stepped closer to tower over her. “I think whatever you have to offer will not interest the captain. We’ve already got what we want.”

The stocky pirate hissed from across the hold. “Oy, stop yapping and help me with these. We’ll be docking to pick up the captain shortly.”

Caelina’s eyes lit up. “Docking? Docking where?”

‘Gold teeth’ replied with glee, “The captain’s island.”

The stocky pirate shushed him. “Shut up, Foy! Do you want the captain to smack your ass again? Haven’t you learned from last time? Or would you actually rather lose a leg like Smythe? Or worse?”

A tremor of fear flitted across his face at this prospect but Foy hissed back, “What does it matter? We’re gonna kill them anyway, right?” His eyes gleaming in eager anticipation, he rubbed his hands together. “Torture and kill them, right? They’re hostages.”

The stocky one was not amused. “The captain decides what to do with them. Not you.”

Tamping down the creeps crawling across her body, Caelina still couldn’t help the revolt on her face, but she stuck her chin up. “Tell your captain we are still open to negotiating.”

Foy gave her another grin. “Don’t you worry. We’ll be arriving soon. In the meantime, keep sitting pretty.” He gave Caelina a wink before both pirates whirled around to walk back up the staircase with the empty barrels, disappearing through the trapdoor before it shut again with a heavy thud.

Forcibly shaking off her terror in the once-again darkened space, Caelina sagged where she sat. She’d always aced diplomatic resolution lessons, and although she’d obviously never had to use them in practice before, she was sure she didn’t like the options that remained once diplomacy failed. She hoped the pirate captain would be a more reasonable, not to mention coherent person to deal with.

But Stellan couldn’t help a chuckle under his breath. “You were trying to negotiate with these ruffians? Do you seriously live under a rock that you can be so naïve?” His velvety smooth voice dripped with ridicule.

Her ire rising again, she gave him a suffering look. “Oh, what, as opposed to your go-to?” she suggested. “You were going to hit one guy then the next guy then the next guy. How inefficient.”

“These types of people only understand fists,” Stellan informed her. “Not words.”

Caelina rolled her eyes.

Despite now being her husband, Caelina still knew virtually nothing about Stellan, except for the fact that he was an above-average Fae warrior. The ones in their village were mostly ‘brawn, no brain’ types and she was content to assume that he fit the mold perfectly. In which case, she supposed it made sense that he would relate to scruffy pirates more than decent Fae.

Caelina shifted in her seat once more. Her butt was numb from sitting on the wooden floor, being that they must have been on the boat for a good few hours already. But her movement tugged on the chain they shared, yanking on Stellan’s arms behind his back.

“Ow! Be careful!” he complained.

“My butt is killing me!” Caelina whined. “I need to get up.”

“Slow it down then and let’s do it together,” he told her. “You’re going to dislocate my arms.”

“Fiiine.”

“What do you think these people want?” Stellan got to one knee before straightening up.

Wobbly on her disused legs, Caelina made a face as she stood. “Probably me,” she supplied. “I’m about to ascend as High Fae leader of the Priori people, not to mention the entire Fae lands. They must
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