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Victoria
The kitty to my cat.
The meow to my purr.
The saucer to my milk.
May we forever tear each other to shreds.
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Genius or madness possessed Lady Katherine Mandeville, and only time would tell which of the two dominated her evening.  Madness, she had little doubt. 
Even the most brazen of women wouldn’t be seen in nothing but a shift, but Kitty arrived at Halcyon House in so much less.  No petticoats, no skirts.  Nothing but elaborate paint to mimic an Egyptian queen beneath a black satin mask.  A corset and delicate cream silk, draped from naked shoulder to bare toes, were the only things shielding her from the lurid gazes of the intimate gathering.  
There was no telling where Georgiana procured the Grecian gown, and Kitty tried to imagine George at such a party.  It was entirely possible, she’d been the one to tempt Kitty to attend, but she couldn’t reconcile George having attended without sharing every sordid detail.  Details she’d soon be party to, because it was too late for modesty and privilege.  She’d already embarked on her illicit venture into feathers, candles, and immorality, and there was no turning back.
The prying eyes of each guest threatened to expose her for the fraud she was, vowing her destruction if she gave half a reason.
Dozens.  
Hundreds, perhaps.  
They littered every available surface, naked as the ivory statues on display, sparking an interesting sensation low in her belly. Kitty clung to the wall, praying she’d go unrecognized, and she had, so far. 
In the past half hour, she’d seen more, heard more, than she ever could have conjured in her own imagination. Not even a best friend’s lewd stories about the dissolute side of society prepared Kitty for the sensations consuming her.  
As much as she’d like to blame Georgiana, it was her own hunger that brought her to Tristan’s celebration of hedonism.  The allure of the forbidden, the promise of a first kiss, had her agreeing before she could think.
Now she faced the ramifications of that choice, temptation and lust so much stronger than reckless anticipation.  Every corner of the lavishly decorated drawing room overflowed with scandalous displays of human nature against a backdrop of ancient Greece.  Scenes she never could have conceived if she hadn’t witnessed them with her own chaste eyes, and acts so debased and dirty she was ruined before she’d ever been touched.
Somehow, it didn’t detract from the splendor of golden satin draped over windows, and tables piled high with fruits and champagne.  Lewd acts enhanced the ethereal scene, candles casting couples in light and shadow, illuminating and hiding in a tantalizing display.
She would never be the same after that moment. Perhaps even her mother would notice the dark mark staining her soul.
If she had any sense, she’d leave that instant, but sense abandoned her before she ever crossed the threshold, ravenousness in her need to take in every detail.  George’s brother was well known for his parties, but she never envisioned anything close to what he’d prepared for the evening. 
Scented oils kept a musky, floral, and quite seductive enchantment over the intimate space.  A sultry compliment to the moans enticing her further down the path of damnation.  Moans of pain, of pleasure, of every emotion in between.  Coaxed to life with both savage strikes, and tender touch. 
And those sneaking off to find seclusion in rooms above had Kitty’s imagination running rampant. Stolen away by a handsome, titled, gentleman would be quite an adventure. 
Her sandals rooted to the floor, her inquisitive mind so far off the arranged path she’d never arrive home the same prudish debutante she’d been while sneaking away from her cloister.
She could never be that girl again.
That sensation in her belly turned to fire, growing with each passing moment, every scene that should have repulsed, beckoned instead.  Her breaths came harder as a swarm of bees hummed and tumbled through her stomach, demanding she seek out more titillation.  
Fan the flames into a raging fire she desired beyond reason.  
A kiss would be the least of her experiences that evening if she succumbed.  One would lead to another, and then another, until wild abandon made her indiscernible from every other woman in that room.  A prospect she hadn’t bargained for but became more difficult to resist with each passing moment.
Kitty didn’t recognize the woman possessing her body, but the insistent urges weren’t going to push her away from that wall, or tempt her to join the blatant acts in the open room. The bees were loud, nauseating, the string quartet suddenly too loud over the sensual sounds of pleasure.
Pleasure she wanted, but couldn’t access.  
Half a breath from abandoning her plans, a voice smoother than brandy, and just as decadent, fanned her ear and sent all that fire raging through her veins until it claimed every last bit of her body. “You look as though you need this.”  
Before she could turn, a much needed glass of champagne was pressed into her palm, and a tantalizingly dark presence invaded the tiny space she’d claimed.  
Hair blacker than a sinner’s soul was cropped short, just barely curling over his ears, and framing fathomless green eyes.  Broad shoulders branched out from either side of his linen tunic, and her eyes refused to let the sight go.
Nothing prohibited her from perusing the Godlike physique in the flesh, far warmer, more inviting, than its cold marble counterparts. Marc Antony to her Cleopatra.
He wore no elaborate face mask to hide his identity, a bold move.  Arrogant. She expected nothing less from a man renowned for his conspicuous absence from polite society and frequent attendance at gaming hells and brothels.
A rake in the truest sense.
The Marquess of Claireborne.  
And he had her cornered, petrified, wanton.
“You’ve no idea how much I need it.”  
“I offer something far more flavorful than champagne.”  The way he traced the gossamer silk with starving eyes, like he hadn’t seen a meal in days, seduced her body and mind and left her dripping from her most forbidden passages.  “I can soothe away your hesitations, bring you rapture in their stead.”
She’d served herself up on a silver platter, to him and every other male in attendance, and she could certainly do much worse than the marquess.  
If they were discovered, there would be an entire issue of On Dit dedicated to her decadent and salacious fall from grace.  No respectable man would touch her, and her father would see her packed off before dawn broke.  But the whispered promise fanned across her cheek as he closed the last of the respectable distance between them, and all those little bees dissipated.  
“Curious?”  He ran his thumb down the back of her arm, setting an instant flutter loose in her belly, tempting her with its illicit promise.
Curious was hardly the word she’d use.  Scandalized.  Fascinated.  Deprived.  
Aroused.
She scanned the room, draining the glass as her cheeks burned.  The open display of naked bodies, the sensual confidence engulfing the room, created an ache for something she couldn’t name, for things she didn’t understand.  Intimate things that sent liquid fire to places that’d never been warm before.   
But he could show her.
A serpent to her Eve, offering fruit so forbidden she’d leave that party ruined beyond repair.  All it took was one tiny taste, and she’d trade the burden of innocence for one of illicit knowledge.
“As a kitten.”  Kitty swallowed down the last of her hesitation, as the marquess snaked his arm around her waist, glittering eyes betraying every sordid thought in his mind.  
His touch made everything real. 
Undeniably real.
With an easy elegance, he shifted to block her view.  The room, the smells, the people, all melted away as he commanded her attention.  “Don’t worry about them.  Make tonight about you, little flower.  The insatiable curiosity that rivals my own.”
Every debased act she’d witnessed taunted her, promised everything she’d gone there in search of, and so much more.  A tingle ran up her spine, quickening her heart and constricting her chest.  “And what is it, exactly, you’re curious about?”
He smiled, so full of vicious promise as he tipped her chin up, forcing her gaze to his.  “You.”
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It was a rare flower Sebastian discovered amongst the weeds, and every moment in her presence sent his heart beating faster.   
The apprehension pouring from such an exquisite blossom lured him closer, teased an experience far beyond what he’d anticipated.  Such a specimen of feminine perfection belonged nowhere but his bed. 
The silk seductively draping her shoulders did far less to conceal her than the mask hiding her face.  Delectable curves flared from a trim waist, and her full breasts threatened to burst from the low-cut gown.  With her kohl rimmed eyes and onyx mask, she left him ravenous for a meal he hadn’t enjoyed in some time.
With a gentle hand to the small of her back, he guided her toward the marbled stairs rising to the bedrooms above.  “And how is it such a rare and beautiful thing found her way here?”  
“I’ve never done anything like this.” As he opened the door and ushered her into the dimly lit room, a shiver ran through her.  Eyes darting to the bed, never shifting, and a hard swallow betrayed the nervousness thrumming through her body.   “A close friend secured an invitation, and the temptation was too much to resist.”  
The lock clicked, deafening in the ominous silence, and a whimper so sweet and delectable brushed past her lips.  “That much, you’ve already made obvious, little flower.  I count myself fortunate I was the one to pluck you from the weeds.”  
He’d commit every moment and detail of their interlude to memory.  The sultry voice, her gold and green flecked eyes, and the intoxicating scent of violet clinging to her skin. A scent harkening to his own innocence, spring in Yorkshire heralding their impending departure to London so his mother could enjoy the last few months of the season.  
A circus he disliked as a boy and loathed as a man.  
Finally tearing her eyes from the bed, she met his gaze again.  Short rapid breaths shifted her bare shoulders, drawing attention to the pristine flesh.  “There’s something I should tell you.”  A flush in her cheeks peeked from beneath the mask, though it was difficult to determine if it was anticipation or fear coaxing the color.  
The flickering light of a lone candle danced over her skin, casting an ethereal glow.  A fallen angel who’d landed in his bed, imploring him to show her the darkest side of sin.  The sweet flower in his grasp was certainly unlike any other, and it was only fitting she possessed a distinctive fragrance so evocative.
“Your body, the responsiveness already so evident, will tell me anything I need to know.”  He ran his fingers over her exposed collarbone, coaxing a soft sigh from supple lips as her eyes slipped closed.  
Parted lips he ached to caress with his own, to plumb their depths and discover if she tasted as sweet as her floral scent, if the innocence in her demeanor echoed in her kiss.  How
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