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Chapter One

 


They’d sold her—lock, stock and
fucking barrel—to the highest bidder.

Ash’s teeth still ground at the
thought as she sat in a darkened corner of the bar. She sat alone,
which wasn’t usual in a place like this but from the glances being
sent her way, most people had worked out the slender woman wasn’t
here for the ambience and the snazzy decor. No, Ash was in here for
a bit of pro-active payback.

Turning the menu over in
her hand, she looked at it for the hundredth time, quite unaware of
the interested glances mixed in with the cautious ones. She was
used to being watched, being looked at, and Ash had long ago
learned to zone out the attention. Not
much to look at anyway, her mother’s oft
repeated litany echoed in her mind, only
worth you’ve got is the blood that runs in your veins. Be thankful
for that and try not to fall over your own feet and make a fool of
yourself.

The blood that ran in her veins. Ash
snorted, an inelegant habit which drove her mother to distraction.
She was a bona fide Faery princess, not that you’d guess that to
look at her. Just over five foot, plain brown hair, plain brown
eyes and curvy…nothing at all like the tall, willowy beauty of her
Sidhe mother. But then, her father’s family were the mongrels and
Ash’s inability to speak above a normal level spoke
volumes.

There were certain types of
dark Fae in the Midnight Host who couldn’t do a magical scream or
shout, none of them pleasant and all of them way more interesting than Ash had
any right to be. But the fact remained, she couldn’t shout to save
her life. And primal screaming? That was well out of the question.
It was a pity because she could do with some of that right about
now.

Blood, however, was the valuable
commodity, considering her darling family had managed to auction
her to pay off their not inconsiderable debts. Hissing in
annoyance, she reached for her drink again. Vodka, lime and soda,
her second, and she didn’t plan on it being her last. Tonight she
planned on pushing the boat out in every way she could.

She was getting married tomorrow to a
man she hadn’t picked, didn’t want and was way too old for her.
Like five hundred years too old for her. Why the fuck had her
family decided to marry her off to some fossil?

Ash grimaced. She knew the answer to
that one—cold hard cash. Lord Hunter, Keeper of the Black Plains,
was loaded, and with real money, not just the “Faery gold” of old
wives’ tales. The instant he’d waved a cheque book under their
noses and asked “how much?” her fate had been sealed. Made no
matter that the Lords of the Black Plain were a little nearer to
the Midnight Hunt, the nastiest of the Dark Court, than made most
modern Fae comfortable. Her family had still sold her.

Perhaps she’d get lucky, and he’d be
so old that just the thought of sex with his nubile young wife
would be too much for his heart and he’d kick the bucket, leaving
her a very relieved and very wealthy widow. Not that she had that
kind of luck. He was more likely to be a randy old git who insisted
on fucking her every night. Ash shuddered in revulsion.

Draining the glass in one go, she
pulled a face as the vodka burned all the way down. Oh yeah, she
was getting plastered and worse. Her family wouldn’t even let her
have a hen night. As soon as the ink was dry on the contract,
they’d locked her in her room until the big day. It had taken some
planning and not inconsiderable use of her talent for illusion to
get out tonight and make her way here, to Last Call.
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