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"Can I help you with something?" the stranger asked. He had dark hair that fell over his eyes, which were a beautiful shade of green with flecks of gold in them. His eyes seemed to glitter in the semi-darkness between the shelves and I couldn't help but be lost in them. 

"I'm looking for a book," I said, my cheeks reddening. "But I think I should do fine on my own." 

He turned to the selection of books on the shelves and the corner of his lips lifted ever so slightly. "That's some interesting... erotic books you have..."

I blushed even brighter and tried to walk away. Before I could get myself to move, he had pushed me against the bookshelf and had his hand between my legs. 

I opened my mouth to protest, but his lips were on mine instantly, swallowing any noise that I was going to make. I kept my teeth clenched tight, but that didn't deter him as he sucked my lower lip into his mouth and caressed the soft flesh with his tongue. 

Shivers ignited all over my skin despite the warmth in the sore and his fingers found its way to my wet heat, rubbing the cloth of my dress against me. 

"What are you curious about, dove? Perhaps I could show you instead?" he asked, his breath warm against my ear. I tried to push him off, but he was too strong. 

I couldn't help but gasp into his mouth  when he slid his hand under my dress and found the bare head beneath. His lips curved into a smile when he realized that I was not wearing any undergarments that day.

"You only need to say 'no' and I am gone," he purred into my ear, sending a pleasurable tingle through my entire body. All my nerve endings were on fire and when he slid a finger inside me, I gasped and clamped down on his shoulder, fingers digging into his chest instead of pushing him away. 

His lips covered the hollow of my neck and sucked as he fingered me slowly with his digit. 

It was utter insanity that I was allowing a complete stranger to take advantage of my body in the bookstore, but he had a magnetism to his words and his presence that made it hard to think, let alone protest. 

He bent down and grabbed my ankle. Then, he lifted my leg up and rested my foot on the shelf, giving him better access to my throbbing heat. 

"Someone might see," I breathed, overwhelmingly aware of how exposed I was, my dress pulled up to show my naked thighs and slick heat. I should slap the man and walk away, never look back. But his gaze was so full of animalistic lust that I couldn't help but stay and find out what he had in mind. 

Shame colored my cheeks and rippled over my skin as he squatted down between my legs and started licking me, tasting the sweet liquid that leaked from my hole with his expert tongue. 

"Oh! That feels wonderful," I gasped, grasping onto the bookshelves for support as he continued to lick my folds, hands massaging my inner thighs as the flat of his tongue went up and down my hole, sucking in my clit occasionally to make me moan in pleasure. 

"Exquisite," he purred, his words sending vibrations up my spine. Then, his tongue went in and out of me, sending me into little jolts of ecstasy until I was certain I couldn't handle it anymore. 
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"Have you reconsidered getting married, Josephine?" Elizabeth asked, looking concerned as she took another sip of the tea. She flinched and tried her best to keep it down. 

I never knew why she kept trying the tea in the cafe. Everything tasted like it was carefully filtered from panda feces. It probably did. 

"Have you considered getting a divorce?" I countered. 

She gasped and then started laughing when she saw that I was only teasing her. She had been married for a little over two years and she still had that post-marriage-glow. I wondered for a second if she was pregnant, but the thought was quickly dispelled. I knew all the doctors in town and they had meticulous instructions to inform me if anything... unscrupulous happened to Elizabeth. I still didn't trust the duke- her husband completely.  

"I'm sorry. That was in bad taste," I apologized. She was too sweet of a girl to be spending her afternoons with someone like me. "To be fair though, I swear when you told me you were going to marry the infamous Mr. Gautier, I thought you were yanking my chain," I sighed. 

"I'm happily married, two years and counting," she said, beaming proudly. A lot of people didn't think her marriage will last, yours truly included. It was still hard to wrap my head around the fact that she was married to the Duke of Wicked. What with his reputation of... of what exactly? He has been nothing but faithful to her since they married, even incorporating her into his ridiculous lessons so she didn't have to worry about his work. 

It was sweet, in an altogether inappropriate sort of way. 

"And I've heard you've been doing other things... other than being happily married," I murmured, pretending to take a sip of the disgusting tea. 

"I don't know what you're talking about," she said, averting her eyes guiltily. 

I stared at her long, fluttering lashes and wished I was as beautiful as she was. Elizabeth and I had been friends our entire lives but we have been drifting apart more and more lately. It wasn't just our lifestyles that differed, the fact that she was married and busy with work also kept her away. 

Work.

If you had ask me before Gautier came into the story what Elizabeth would do after she married, I would say 'absolutely nothing'. She would be a good housewife and stay at home. I would visit her occasionally in her too-large mansion and we would enjoy having tea together while I kept her up to date with the latest gossip. 

Never in my life would I have phantom she would be where she was. 

Her cheeks flamed red in embarrassment and she started mumbling unintelligibly. 

I knew what she had been up to, even if she didn't want me to. She had been at it even before the wedding. I hadn't found the courage to tell her how I knew though.

It was scandalous for anyone to be found in the institute where he taught and I had warned her against meeting him because of what I knew. 

It was hypocritical of me to warn her, seeing as I had signed up for the sex class on my own... 

...

I reminded myself to breathe, but my heart was pounding out of my chest. I thought the classes would be at night, but the morning light shone in through the open window, illuminating everything. And I was not the only one there. I had taken the necessary precautions, of course, wearing too many layer of clothing as well as a mask over my eyes to shield my face from the women around me. 

Red was not the best color on me, but it didn't matter, not when they couldn't see my face. 

I wasn't the only one taking precautions. The other women had gotten through the trouble of wearing full face masquerade masks.  

Class wasn't due to start for another ten minutes but dead silence filled the room. Nobody wanted to talk to each other in the room in fear of giving away their identity.

Gautier walked in and his eyes landed on me immediately, as if he knew exactly who I was. He was taller and more good-looking than I had expected. I had heard rumors about his perverse classes where he taught women how to have sex and enjoy it, but none of the rumors prepared me for how utterly dashing he was.

I breathed a sigh of relief when his attention went from me to the other women in the class. He was looking at everyone as if he could see beyond the masks, as if he was stripping them completely of their clothes and knew exactly what they were trying to hide.  

"First, let me assure you that your identities are and will continue to be kept secret. If it goes out that you've attended the institute, the information did not come from me. Therefore, I would suggest you refrain from talking, even to each other," he said with a smile that was not even slightly friendly. It wasn't condescending either. He was warning us to keep quiet. 

Still, I was surprised by his assurance that he kept his clients' identity secret. It wouldn't be possible for me to know who was involved in the institute if everyone was as secretive as he'd hope. In fact, it wouldn't be possible for him to have students if nobody talked. There were no advertisements in the newspapers to his classes. The only reason why people knew about it is because people talked. Everybody talked. 

"I completely understand the need for anonymity, but let me assure you that everything here is confidential. I will not make you do anything that you don't want to, but I do ask all of you to keep an open mind," he said. 

"Now, I'm going to need a volunteer." 

We looked amongst each other. I had heard of this part. He wanted to start the session with a shocking demonstration. That way, anything that followed would be accepted with an easier heart. There were a dozen of us in the class but none of us volunteered. 
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