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Recently widowed Lady Georgiana De Courcy has lost almost everything thanks to her late-husband’s gambling addiction. Her last hope is to talk to the man who was promised her dowry. Will the attractive and dangerous Gabriel Hunt pardon her debt or will he make her pay for it...with her body?

Part One

“Can I help you?”

Georgiana flinched and turned in the direction of the voice. The gambling hall was empty. In the dim light of the huge room, there was only her and the many, many tables that had lured in her husband and sucked away his wealth. 

How she hated this place.

Clutching her shawl about her shoulders, she scanned the shadows. “Who-who’s there?”

A movement caught her eye and she glanced upward. A man leaned against the upper railing balcony. His features were cast in gloom but it didn’t stop her heart from fluttering against her rib cage like a trapped bird. She did not wish to be here. But she had no choice.

“I am not the one trespassing. Who are you?” he demanded.

She tried to swallow but her throat refused to cooperate. “I am Lady Georgiana De Courcy.”

A moment of silence followed. Then movement. Her heart no longer fluttered but pounded heavily, defeating her as footsteps echoed along the gallery then faded. The man was lost to the dark.

“Lady Georgiana.” 

She whirled, hand pressed to her chest. The stranger covered the space between the edge of the room and her position in the centre within moments. He loomed over her, easily a head or so taller than she. 

The moonlight shimmering in from the upper windows cast his features in grey. He was handsome, to be sure. But that cold glint in dark eyes sent an ice water trickling through her veins. This had to be him—the owner of the gambling den, the man who had ruined her life.

“Mr. H-hunt?”

He nodded and folded his arms across his chest. It drew her attention to the broad width of it and the elegant waistcoat beneath the beautifully cut jacket. This man might not have a title like her late-husband or lots of land to his name but he was more powerful than half of the gentry in England put together.

His gaze ran over her from head to toe, slowly and leaisurely, as though enjoying the sight of her trembling and terrified. 

“What can I do for you Lady De Courcy?”

“I had a letter...” She fumbled in her reticule for the letter and drew it out. 

“Yes, I recall.”

“You do?” She gave a bitter smile. “I had thought demanding the entire wealth of a dead man was a regular occurrence for you. I would not have thought it would pass your notice.”

A dark eyebrow arched. “I know everything that happens here.”

“So you know that my late-husband gambled away his wealth. You know that he was left with nothing by the time he died. And you know that he even promised my dowry, leaving me with not a thing now that he has gone.”

“Yes.”

There was not an ounce of sympathy in his tone. Georgiana curled a hand around the offending letter. She had known Frank’s gambling habit had been out of control. When he had sold off several of their paintings and his family’s heirlooms, she had come to realize just how far he had gone. Then, when he had died, the demands for repayments had begun to flood in. 

The final one had been this one. A demand for her dowry, the money that was supposed to protect her upon her husband’s death. 

Sometimes she hated Frank for doing this to her. 

She hated Mr. Gabriel Hunt more, though.

“I cannot give it to you.” She lifted her chin.

“Then I shall have to take it.”

Georgiana took a step back, her bravado gone. Would this man hurt her if she did not give into his demands? She’d been a fool to come here.

A tiny smirk flickered on his lips. “You have little idea of the power I hold, do you, Lady De Courcy?”

“I understand well enough.”

“I have no need to harm you.”

She could hardly decide whether to still be scared or not. Everything about him warned her of the physical power of him, from his broad chest to his thick arms. Even his unflinching expression told her he would not shy away from doing whatever deed must be done.

But a small part of her believed him. No business man would harm a highly respected lady. Or at least she hoped not.

“Lady De Courcy, let me speak plainly.” He closed the gap between them again, drawing her gaze up. She remained frozen when a hand came up to finger one of the curls by her face. “Your husband promised me much. Including all your wealth.” 

Mr. Hunt dropped the curl and touched her cheek. She jolted, but still could not move. The simple touch had her captivated. His finger was warm, a little rough. It sent tingles rushing through her. No wonder men gambled away their fortunes to him, he was a magician, luring them in to their dooms. 

Perhaps he was doing the same to her.

“I intend to be repaid, but I am not a cruel man.”

She eyed him with suspicion.

“You do not believe me, I know. But let me prove it to you.” The hand on her cheek skimmed around to cup the back of her neck. She stiffened. 

“One kiss and I shall forgive one hundred pounds of the debt.”

She gasped “I’m not a whore!”

“One kiss.”

He leaned in, giving her little chance to refuse. And she would not. Somehow, she suspected he would not force it upon her. He knew all too well how mesmerizing he was. She looked up into those dark eyes and saw the way a black curl fell across his face. Briefly she glanced at his full lips before they came down upon hers.

“Oh.” The noise escaped her before she could recall it back. 

It had been so long since she’d been kissed. Frank had passed nearly six months ago and, at thirty years older than her, had hardly been in a fit state to kiss her. She had always been grateful for that much.

Had he been able to kiss like Mr. Hunt, it might have been different. 

His lips were warm, seeking. Though commanding, he did not force her mouth open but instead coaxed it. His tongue touched hers. She could not help lean into him and absorb the strength of his body. 

When he broke away, a wash of disappointment swamped her. She’d wanted more. Her body ached, it felt hot and itchy. He looked at her with a hint of smug satisfaction. 

Even that didn’t stop her from wishing he would take her in his arms again. But, of course, after so many years of being neglected, a kiss like that was bound to have that sort of effect.

Georgiana sucked in a breath and forced herself to eye him coolly. “So now I owe you one hundred pounds less.”

“Yes.”

“How else do you suggest we overcome this...difficulty?”

His eyes crinkled in the corners. “You can work for me.”

“Work?”

Mr. Hunt chuckled. “Yes, my lady.” He touched her shoulder and traced the lace lining of the neck of her gown. Her breathing hitched. “Work for me. I have a need for beautiful women here.”

“But...”

“One night, and I will forget that Frank ever signed over your dowry.”

“Oh.” She tucked her bottom lip under her teeth. “I suppose...”

“Of course if you make it a very special night, I could write off more of his debt. Perhaps you might even be able to keep a roof over your head.”

“I-I...you want me to be your whore, don’t you?”

The finger trailed over the top of her breasts. She longed to close her eyes and savor the touch. 

“Not my whore, Georgiana.” His tone was low, seductive. His words played her like an instrument, strumming the chords of her desire. Heat rose in her body, her heart hammered—but no longer from fear.

“I’ve met women like you before.” He leaned in and nipped at her ear. A shiver trickled down her spine. “So beautiful, so rare. Yet neglected. Ignored.” Mr. Hunt drew back and eyed her. “You deserve to be revealed for the sensual woman you are, my lady. And I can help you with that.”

She could hardly force a sound past her dry throat. His words swirled in her mind. She had been neglected, had been ignored. For so long she’d felt suppressed, unable to be the person she wanted to be. Frank’s death should have released her and yet she’d been left with debt and little else. No freedom for Lady Georgiana De Courcy.

“Come here tomorrow night before we open.”

“To work for you?”

“In a way.”

She pursed her lips and considered this. He was offering her something sordid, she just knew it. But was she brave enough to do it? 

“I don’t know...”

“You can write off your debt, and experience a night you’ll never forget.” His lips slid into that smug smile again. “You will not regret it, Georgiana.”

Feeling herself slipping under his spell again, she whirled away and aimed for the front doors. No footsteps followed. As she reached the doors, he called her name. She paused but refused to turn. 

“I shall see you tomorrow then.”

Damn him.
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