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        For my daddy—you will always be in my heart and the first person I think of when horses or gambling are mentioned. You were a true gentleman gambler and the worlds best daddy!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Amanda Mariel

          

        

      

    

    
      Ladies and Scoundrels series

      Scandalous Endeavors

      Scandalous Intentions

      Scandalous Redemption

      Scandalous Wallflower

      Scandalous Liaison

      

      Fabled Love Series

      Enchanted by the Earl

      Captivated by the Captain

      Enticed by Lady Elianna

      Delighted by the Duke

      

      Lady Archer’s Creed series

      **Amanda Mariel writing with Christina McKnight**

      Theodora

      Georgina

      Adeline

      Josephine

      Lady Archer’s Creed boxset

      

      Scandal Meets Love series

      Love Only Me

      Find Me Love

      If it’s Love

      Odd’s of Love

      Coming next to the Scandal Meets Love series

      Believe in Love

      

      A Rogue’s Kiss Series

      Her Perfect Rogue

      Coming next to the A Rogue’s Kiss series

      Her Perfect Scoundrel

      His Perfect Hellion

      

      Standalone titles

      One Moonlit Tryst

      One Enchanting Kiss

      Christmas in the Duke’s Embrace

      One Wicked Christmas

      

      Mists of Babylon series

      Love’s Legacy

      One Wanton Wager

      Coming next to the the Mists of Babylon series

      Forever in Your Arms

      

      Wicked Earls’ Club

      **Titles by Amanda Mariel**

      Earl of Grayson

      Coming next to the Wicked Earls’ Club

      Earl of Edgemore

      

      Fated for a Rogue

      A Wallflower’s Folly

      

      Connected by a Kiss

      **These are designed so they can standalone**

      How to Kiss a Rogue (Amanda Mariel)

      A Kiss at Christmastide (Christina McKnight)

      A Wallflower’s Christmas Kiss (Dawn Brower)

      Stealing a Rogue’s Kiss (Amanda Mariel)

      A Gypsy’s Christmas kiss (Dawn Brower)

      A Duke’s Christmas Kiss (Tammy Andresen)

      

      Box sets and anthologies

      Visit www.amandamariel.com to see Amanda’s current offerings.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        London 1813,

      

      

      Lady Hannah Blakey stood behind a vingt-et-un table inside of the Golden Eagle. She well and truly understood the danger she’d placed herself in. Venturing into such a seedy part of London, and entering a male gaming hell with a less than stellar reputation, could be her ruin—or worse. But she could not stop herself. Not when the allure was so strong.

      A high stakes game was taking place within the dingy walls of the establishment this evening. One of London’s most infamous card sharps, a man known only as the Talon, was playing. Rumor had it that the Talon hadn’t played cards in more than a dozen years, though his name remained infamous.

      Hannah simply had to pay witness to the game. Therefore, she did what any sensible woman would and dressed like a street urchin in breeches and a floppy, well-worn hat. For good measure, she smudged coal on her face and shirt. Hannah minded her own business not speaking to anyone, and thus far, the others had paid her no attention. Everyone’s attention remained riveted on the game and the infamous Talon.

      The hairs at the back of Hannah’s neck prickled and she darted her gaze around the poorly lit room. Was someone watching her? She conducted another slow sweep of the space before returning her attention to the play at hand. It had to be her imagination, and yet she remained unsettled. Nerves…her mind was surely playing tricks on her. And why wouldn’t she be a bit nervous when she was risking so much?

      Hannah shook the thoughts away and took a deep breath. She hadn’t come here to turn Lilly and fret the night away. No, she’d come to witness history first hand, and dammit, she would do just that. She craned her head to gain a better view as the Talon accepted a new card.

      “Lady Hannah, I dare say I almost didn’t recognize you.” A masculine voice whispered far too close to her ear.

      Hannah’s blood ran cold, her heart pounding. She recognized the voice and the condescending undertone all too well. Bloody hell, she had been being watched and by none other than Lord Ramsbury. Her brother, Seth, the Duke of Blackmore’s, best friend. Releasing a calming breath, she met his gaze. “Hush. You’ll cause a scene.”

      “I’ll do that anyway if you don’t follow me out this instant.” Ramsbury nodded toward the door.

      “You’re jesting.” Hannah narrowed her eyes in challenge.

      Ramsbury took hold of her elbow. “Not in the least.”

      Hannah jerked free. “I’m not going anywhere.”

      A few nearby men turned to watch them, and Hannah’s pulse picked up speed. The last thing she needed was more attention. She peered at Ramsbury. “See what you are doing?” She nodded toward the men, keeping her chin low so that her hat would better conceal her face.

      “Let them watch,” Ramsbury said.

      He reached for her, but before he could hoist her into his arms, she stepped away. Hannah huffed a breath, closed her eyes for a second, then looked back at Ramsbury. “Very well, I’ll go.”

      He gave a confident grin. “Follow me.”

      The last thing she wished to do was leave, but there was nothing for it. The infuriating man gave her no choice in the matter. Blast him! Hannah stared daggers at the back of his blond head as she trailed behind him.

      Ramsbury pushed the large wooden door open and stepped onto the sidewalk. Hannah followed, turning to face him the moment the door clicked back into place. “What the devil is wrong with you?” She seethed.

      Ramsbury arched a blond brow. “Me? What about you.” He trailed his gaze over her. “You’re filthy, dressed in a lads breeches and lice-infested hat, and you are in seven dials! Gods bones, Blackmore should lash your backside for this.”

      Hannah’s eyes rounded at the mention of her brother. He would be furious if he discovered what she’d been about. Seth would probably send her to a nunnery or force her to marry the first lord who was willing. He could not find out about this.

      She turned what she hoped was a sweet smile on Ramsbury. “There is no need to bring my brother into this.”

      “On the contrary, Blackmore has every right to be made aware of your activities.” Ramsbury took a step closer. “How did you get here?”

      Hannah wanted to tell him to go to the devil. Stomp his foot and runoff, but doing so would only invite more trouble. The blasted man had her cornered. She needed his cooperation, his silence. “I hired a hackney.”

      He took her elbow and began leading her down the shadow covered walkway. “My carriage is parked nearby. I’ll see you home.”

      “Perfect.” He slanted his gaze at her, and Hannah offered another sweet smile. “Along the way, we can reach an agreement.”

      “Along the way you can think about what you’ve done and prepare for the punishment Blackmore will dole out.” He drew her to a stop and waited while his footman opened the carriage door and lowered the step. Without a word, Ramsbury handed Hannah into his conveyance, then climbed in behind her.

      Hannah folded her hands in her lap and turned to stare out the window. Somehow she had to convince him not to tell Seth what she’d done. But how? The carriage jerked into motion, the horses’ hooves beating against the cobbled street.

      “I will see you safely inside then have a word with your brother.”

      Hannah turned her attention to Ramsbury. “That is not necessary. Surely there is something I can do to convince you otherwise.” She lowered her lashes and pushed her lower lip out. “Please?”

      “Pouting will get you nowhere with me, missy.” Ramsbury chided. “Nor will begging. Save your energy.”

      “Then perhaps I can reason with you?” She catapulted herself across the carriage to sit beside him. “You cannot fault me for going to watch the Talon. He is a legend and hasn’t played in years.” She angled herself so that she was staring into his eyes, and her thigh brushed against him. “I’d wager you came for the same reason.”

      “You cannot compare my actions to your own.”

      “Can’t I?” She rose an eyebrow in question.

      “Certainly not.” Ramsbury scowled. “I am a man, and I’m capable of protecting myself.”

      Hannah reached for her waistband and retrieved the small pistol she had tucked away. “I too came prepared.”

      The green of his eyes deepened as he stared at her in disbelief. “Does Blackmore know you have a pistol?”

      “Of course,” she said as if every lady of the ton possessed one.

      Ramsbury took the weapon from her and turned it over in his large hand. “Where did you come by it?”

      “Father gave it to me before he died.” Hannah grinned, quite pleased with herself for shocking him. “He was teaching me to shoot.”

      Ramsbury returned his gaze to her, and an unexpected heat surged through Hannah. There was a look of surprise in his gaze, but she’d wager she saw a touch of admiration as well. Perhaps she was getting somewhere now?

      “Did you learn?” Ramsbury ran a finger over the ivory handle.

      “Give it back and I will demonstrate,” Hannah said, reaching for her gun.

      Ramsbury pulled his hand back, moving the pistol just out of her reach. “You’ll not be shooting me tonight, vixen.” He chuckled.

      Hannah could not help but laugh, as well. “I do believe we could be friends.”

      He sobered, his expression turning back to stone. “I doubt that very much.”

      “Truly? Because I do not.” Hannah smoothed her hands down the thighs of her breeches. “Could you see it in your heart to keep my secret just this once?”

      He began to shake his head in a horizontal motion, but she continued talking.

      “Come, Ramsbury, the damage has already been done. What good would it do to tattle on me now?” The etched lines of his face softened as his eyes took on a thoughtful look. Encouraged, Hannah continued. “What if I swear an oath to stay away from Seven Dials?”

      Ramsbury rubbed his jaw with the palm of his hand. “Do not make me regret this.”

      She smiled, a significant weight lifting from her. “Then you won’t tell Seth?”

      “I’ll keep my silence on two conditions.” Ramsbury lowered her pistol to the leather bench beside him though his fingers remained wrapped around the handle. “The first being your promise to stay away from Seven Dials, and the second being that I see you safely home.”

      “Done.” Hannah glanced out the window. “It would seem we are about to satisfy the second one, and you have my word as to the first condition.”

      Ramsbury handed her gun back to
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