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    Prologue


    Victoria is Sent Away to School




    His mouth pressed against mine, his tongue squeezing between my lips. Something in me resisted his invasion although in truth I wanted to give in to his desires. Bill’s left hand rubbed against my right breast and I could feel my nipple hardening under the pressure of his palm. My back was against the wall of the stable and his horsey smell added to the heady fumes of the straw. Something hard between his legs dug into my abdomen. I was giving in, my lips parting to accept his tongue. His right hand moved up and down against my left thigh, steadily lifting my thin woollen skirt. A shock like an electric spark travelled from my thigh up my back at the first touch of his rough stable-boy’s fingers against my smooth skin. My mouth opened wide and his tongue explored the interior. I felt as if I was drowning in his attention.




    ‘What is going on here? Get away from my daughter, you scoundrel!’ My father’s voice woke me from my swoon. Bill lifted his hand from my breast to defend himself from the blows of my father’s riding crop that fell on his shoulders and back. He retreated leaving me spreadeagled against the wall watching in horror as my father raised his arm to strike again.




    ‘No, Father, don’t hit Bill. It was my fault.’




    My father paused mid-stroke and turned to look at me. His cheeks were red and he was breathing hard.




    ‘Get to your room. I’ll see to you in a short while. Go on, off with you.’ I picked up the hem of my skirt and ran from the stables into the big house. Tears filled my eyes as I ran up the stairs to my bedroom overlooking the stable yard.




    I stood at the window and watched as Bill emerged from the stables with my father behind him. I couldn’t hear what was said but I could see my father’s mouth working. I turned away from the window and watched the door, waiting fearfully for my father to arrive. It was not long. He flung the door open and stood there in his full hunting clothes, his boots still carrying mud from the yard. He took a few steps into the room and sat on my bed.




    ‘Come here, Victoria. Bend over.’ I did as I was bidden. I stepped up to him and bent over his knees. He pushed on my shoulders and I almost toppled forward as my feet left the floor. I balanced across his lap. He tugged at my skirt until he had bared my bottom. It had been some years since he had last punished me this way but I knew what was coming next. The full weight of his hand fell on my buttock drawing a gasp and a cry from me. I struggled but his arm held me firm.




    ‘How dare you let that boy, that guttersnipe, that peasant, touch you.’ Another slap ignited the other side of my rear.




    ‘Don’t you have any respect for me, for your place in society?’ Another open-handed stroke.




    ‘Are women so feeble-minded that they give themselves to any and every eager young rogue?’ Yet another smack. A few others followed but they became weaker and weaker. Finally my father rested his hand on my naked buttock. A finger moved in a circle producing a not dislikeable sensation. Father seemed to be musing.




    ‘Ah, but I see now it is all my fault. For too long I have allowed you to mix with the village folk and the estate workers. I have been blind to your friendships with the young lads and lasses. I have failed to prepare you for your future as a lady.’ He lifted his hands from me and started to rise to his feet. I rolled onto the floor and struggled to get up.




    ‘Look at you, dressed like one of the gleaners.’ I looked down at my old rough-weave skirt which I wore because it was light and comfortable. ‘Now you are sixteen, my girl, things will have to change.’




    ‘Oh, Father, please,’ I appealed, against what I was not sure.




    ‘I must take you away from temptation by that young whelp.’




    ‘Oh, please don’t dismiss him, Father. I was leading him on.’




    ‘I don’t believe that for one minute. But no, I won’t dismiss him. I promised his father that I’d give him a job and he is a good stable-hand. He will stay here while you and I return to London.’ I was half relieved and half disappointed; relieved that Bill would not be thrown out of his livelihood but disappointed that I would be leaving my beloved Berkshire and shut up in the city in August.




    ‘Oh, Father. Must I come to London?’




    ‘Yes, Victoria, you must. I see now that I must take you away from the influence of these simple country-folk. You are of an age when you must learn to act like a woman, like a lady. You must dress and behave as befits your station in life.’




    Two days later I was indeed dressed as a lady in waist-cinching corset, layers of petticoats and a linen dress that scratched at my chin and brushed against the floor. I sat in the hot stuffy drawing room of our town house, flicking over the pages of a novel and already bored. I missed the countryside and my young friends with whom I ran through the fields and played hide-and-seek amongst the barns and haylofts. My father arrived home from his business at supper time and over the meal he talked at me.




    ‘I have been giving your situation some consideration. While your tutors have done a reasonable job instilling in you the rudiments of education, before you can enter society there is more that you must learn.’




    ‘Such as, Father?’




    ‘I don’t know. What women need to know. Cookery, stitchery, that sort of thing.’




    ‘Oh, I see.’ I didn’t really but I don’t think Father did either.




    ‘A business acquaintance has mentioned a school on the continent where you can finish your education, Victoria. I have contacted the headmistress of the Venice School for Young Ladies and I await her reply.’




    The thought of travelling across the continent to be schooled appalled me. I didn’t want to leave my familiar and comfortable home. Nevertheless the thought of Venice was quite appealing. I had read of the city in the sea with beautiful buildings and waterways for roads. It sounded exciting and romantic. Perhaps if I had to go somewhere to complete my education, then Venice would be one place I would not mind.


  




  

    Chapter 1


    A Lesson for Victoria




    My carriage jolted and lurched up the rough alpine track making me uncomfortable as well as angry. I didn’t want to leave home, but I did understand my widowed father’s reasons. Finding me in the arms of his stable-boy was not what he expected of his ‘little girl’. My lips still tingled with the memory of Bill’s kiss and my nipples hardened at the thought of his hand pressed against them with just a thin layer of cotton in between. No, the real reason I was so upset was finding that the Venice School for Young Ladies, as Father had called it, was miles from the city of canals – and up a mountain.




    The sun was sinking behind the peaks at the end of a late summer’s day as we drew up to a large granite house with the distinctive steep roof of the Alps. The carriage door was opened immediately and my gaze fell upon a young man. He was wearing traditional Tyrolean leather shorts and his bare knees and strong thighs impressed me. It seemed that a swelling was forming in the tight leather at his crotch. I looked upwards past the loose cotton shirt, and found the blue eyes of the blond, smooth-faced young man looking at me intensely. He smiled and it did not seem a smile of welcome but more one of anticipation. He helped me step down from the carriage. His firm grip on my wrist seemed to be a signal of possession as he guided me up the steps to a heavy wooden door. He returned to the coach to retrieve my trunk. The door was opened by another handsome young man, similarly dressed but with black hair and brown eyes. He also gave me a thorough examination as he invited me to enter.




    I stepped into a square hall carpeted with an old but thick Turkish carpet. A short grey-haired lady emerged from a side room and advanced towards me.




    ‘Ah, you have arrived at last.’ She spoke English with a French accent. ‘It is Victoria, is it not?’ I nodded. ‘Named after your dear Queen, I imagine.’ I nodded again. ‘Come, take off your cloak and join the rest of the girls in the drawing room.’




    I felt the doorman remove my cloak from my shoulders. His hands brushed my neck gently and a spark of electricity travelled down my back. The little French lady was scurrying back to the room from which she had come so I hurried after her.




    I entered a large, tall room with a window at one end. The setting sun was filling the room with light that reflected off the three huge mirrors that went from floor to ceiling on the other three walls of the room. Apart from cupboards in each corner, the room was quite bare of furniture. There was a large wide couch in the centre of the room, almost the size of a double bed and covered with furs. Some feet away from the couch was a line of six high-backed chairs. Five of the chairs were occupied by young ladies of a similar age to me. They all turned their heads to look at me but there was no sign of emotion on their faces. No doubt like me they were new to the school and wondering what was going to happen.




    ‘Sit down, Victoria,’ the little French woman pointed to the empty chair. ‘The principal is waiting.’




    I took my place and noted that the shape of the seat and the hard straight back forced me to sit upright. I had barely adjusted my posture when a tall woman entered. She appeared to be in her early forties. She wore a green silk dress buttoned up to the neck and had cascading locks of fair hair. The other girls leapt to their feet and I struggled to emulate them.




    ‘Good evening, girls. Please sit.’ We sat down as one. ‘Welcome to the Venus School for Young Ladies.’ Did she really say Venus I thought, or did she say Venice in a strange way? ‘I am Madame Thackeray, your headmistress, and you have already met Madame Hulot, my assistant.’ She smiled and looked at each one of us girls in turn. ‘Here you will learn the knowledge and skills that will enable you to take your place in society as the wives of gentlemen. You will learn cuisine; you will study arts and music; you will discover the fashions of the day; you will practice the art of conversation and you will be taught how to run a household. These studies will occupy your days. In the evenings, tuition will turn to the art of attracting a husband and how to satisfy him. Lessons will start shortly but first you will be shown to your rooms.’




    Madame Thackeray turned to Madame Hulot who opened the door. Six elegant young ladies entered the room. They wore identical silk evening gowns in the fashionable new mauve dye. I gasped at the dresses as they left the girls’ shoulders completely bare and revealed considerable décolletage. Their waists were extremely narrow and the skirts flared out. The six girls lined up in front of us.




    ‘These are our senior girls,’ Madame continued. ‘They have a year of experience in our ways and will help you in your studies. They will now show you to your rooms.’ The girl facing me stepped forward, smiled broadly and held out her right hand.




    ‘Hello, I’m your mentor. Come with me.’ She hooked her arm around my left elbow and guided me back into the hall and up a wide stairway. On the second floor we entered a landing with doors on either side. My guide pushed on one door, and we entered a comfortably sized bedroom. ‘Here we are; this is our room.’ It seemed that we were to share a room and a bed as there was just one ample double bed to be seen. I was surprised, but having shared a bed with a cousin, I was not upset by the prospect. My mentor sat on the bed, scooping up the hoops and silk of her dress. ‘I’m Beatrice, who are you?’




    ‘My name is Victoria,’ I replied.




    ‘Named after the Queen, were you?’ I nodded resignedly. ‘I expect you are hungry after your journey. You were rather late so missed dinner but a cold buffet has been prepared for you.’ She indicated a tray of bread, cold meats and cheese on a side table. ‘The bath is also ready for you; I’m sure you need one after your journey. I will return shortly to help you dress in your school evening wear.’




    Having satisfied my hunger, I was enjoying a lazy hot bath when the bathroom door opened and Beatrice reappeared. She looked somewhat flustered.




    ‘Good heavens, Victoria, what are you still doing there? You should be getting ready or you will be late.’ I suddenly remembered that I wasn’t on holiday but at a school. I was reluctant to get out of the bath and expose my naked body while Beatrice stood in the doorway glaring at me. ‘Come on, Victoria. Don’t be prudish. I’ll help you dry yourself.’




    She entered the room, picked up the bath towel and carried it towards the bath. I realised that she wasn’t going to leave me alone so I decided to stand up and let her see me unclothed. The water cascaded off me. Beatrice examined me closely and I began to blush. Then she nodded with approval and I blushed some more.




    ‘How old are you, Victoria?’




    ‘Sixteen last June.’




    ‘You look quite mature for your age. Your breasts are well formed and firm and your hips are broad but your stomach is suitably flat. The men will take a fancy to you I’m sure.’




    I wasn’t sure that I liked this appraisal, which made me seem like one of my father’s horses, but the mention of men made me think of Bill. He had paid my body compliments – the little that he saw of it.




    Beatrice wrapped the towel around me and rubbed me vigorously so that I was soon dry. She tossed the towel to the floor and pulled me by the hand back into our bedroom. Clothes had been laid out on the bed, I presumed for me, but I was surprised at what they consisted of.




    There was a white satin corset. My own corsets were dull cotton. Beatrice wrapped it around me and began to tighten the laces. I groaned and moaned as she constricted my waist to smaller dimensions than I allowed my maid at home to do.




    ‘Why do I have to wear this?’ I gasped.




    ‘Because it is part of the school uniform and because men like the figure it produces.’ I was standing in front of a mirror and noticed that I certainly had more shape. My breasts were pushed together and upwards so that they rested on the top of the garment, my nipples on show. The narrowing of my waist also made my buttocks appear larger and more rounded than they usually did. Beatrice looked at my image and then at me. Her eyes descended and came to rest at my exposed mount of Venus. She passed the palm of her hand over my tuft of hair. There was a tingle inside that was unfamiliar. ‘You have quite a bush down there, haven’t you?’




    ‘I have?’




    ‘Yes, we need to trim that. Men don’t like too much hair you know.’ She tugged my underarm hair. ‘This will have to go too. It’s very unsightly. Still, no time now.’




    She passed me a pair of white silk knickers which barely covered my bottom and, having made me sit on the bed, pulled white silk stockings up my legs and fastened the tops to clips at the bottom of the corset. She presented me with a pair of white satin slippers. As I put them on my feet she brought a long gossamer-thin gown trimmed in white fur. I put my arms through the wide sleeves. The garment did nothing to cover me but instead seemed to form a frame for my corseted figure.




    ‘There. You are ready. No time for make-up, but that’s all part of the course anyway. Come, it’s time for your introductory lesson.’ Beatrice tugged on my hand and dragged me out on to the landing. We almost ran down the stairs, my gown flaring out behind me. I felt as if I had no clothes on at all and wondered what sort of school I had come to.




    We reached the room where we had first met. Beatrice pushed me in and departed. Like before, my classmates were already sitting there but this time they and I were identically dressed. I took my place in the uncomfortable chair at the end of the row and looked around me. The curtains had been drawn as night had now fallen. Many oil lamps had been lit so that the room was very light. A large candelabrum dangled over the fur-strewn couch.




    ‘Ah, you have joined us at last, Victoria,’ said Madame Hulot impatiently. ‘Punctuality is a virtue we foster here. Gentlemen do not like to be kept waiting.’ She left and a few moments later Madame Thackeray swept in, beaming at each of us new girls.




    ‘Wonderful, girls. You now look as though you belong here and are ready for your instruction to begin. This evening you have nothing to do but watch. I want you to concentrate on what you will see and what I have to tell you. You will observe certain techniques which you will be studying during your time here so do not worry if you do not understand tonight.’




    I had no idea what she was talking about but as she moved to take up a seat at the side of the room Beatrice reappeared and, without looking at Madame Thackeray, or the six of us, she went to stand by the couch and began to look at herself in the large glass mirror that was behind it. A moment later a young man entered the room. I recognised him as the blond servant who had helped me from the carriage. Now, however, he was wearing evening dress and looked exceptionally smart and aristocratic. I wondered about the meaning of his change of attire but things soon started to happen. He stepped up behind Beatrice, put a hand on her bare shoulder and spun her around. When she faced him he bent his neck and placed his lips on hers.




    ‘For the purpose of this evening’s demonstration, ladies, you must imagine that Eric is the man that Beatrice wishes to marry and that he desires her as his wife.’ Madame’s words seemed to provide some explanation for the deep kissing that was going on. I presumed that we were watching a theatrical performance with Eric and Beatrice as the actors. However, the manner in which they clung to each other and inserted tongues into each other’s mouths did seem to go beyond the realms of acting that I was familiar with. Bill had only placed his lips on mine for moments, but as I watched I began to wish that I had responded as Beatrice was doing now.




    The pair parted and Eric began to undo the buttons on Beatrice’s gown which, conveniently for him, were situated at the front.




    ‘Men often find the small buttons of a gown difficult to undo, so you must learn to assist discreetly,’ Madame continued. Indeed Beatrice had assisted so quickly that the gown had slipped to the floor and she revealed not the white corset that I and the other girls wore but a blood-red garment with black lacing. Beatrice now turned her attention to Eric. ‘You will also have to acquire the skill of undoing the fastenings of the male vestments.’ Beatrice certainly had the skill because Eric was swiftly divested of his jacket, stiff collar and shirt and trousers. In the same time he had kicked off his shoes and stockings. He wore no underclothes.




    For the first time in my life a man stood naked in front of me, but his attention was on Beatrice. His buttocks were white firm globes and he stood with his feet a little apart. He gave Beatrice a gentle push and she fell back on to the couch. Now I could see in the mirror beyond them the front of Eric’s body. He had a strong muscular chest, but my eyes were drawn to his member which was as firm as a broom pole and stood out at a right angle from his body. I never knew that it could be come so large. The tip was a shiny purple and shaped like a massive toadstool.




    ‘As you can see, it takes little to arouse a man. The skill comes in prolonging the arousal and giving satisfaction.’ Beatrice had by sleight of hand unfastened her stockings so now when Eric took hold of the vivid red knickers he was able to pull them off in one swift, fluid movement. Beatrice spread her legs wide and bent her knees, pulling her feet up onto the couch.




    From my position at the end of the row I had a full view of her sex despite Eric standing just a pace from her. I saw that she indeed had far less pubic hair than myself and that it was trimmed into a neat arrowhead pointing at the cleft between her legs. Without thinking my hand moved between my legs and I could feel my outer lips swelling like Beatrice’s and a dampness penetrating my knickers. Her swollen crack glistened with her excitement. Eric knelt between her legs and lowered his head towards her sex. I saw his tongue stick out and lap at the juices oozing from her fanny.




    ‘Not all men have a liking for cunnilingus, but many do. By offering herself, Beatrice has given Eric the encouragement he needs and for as long as he remains drinking at the trough, so to speak, he will retain his erection and derive great pleasure. It is important that the lady also derive satisfaction from the process as she must retain her own level of arousal and lubrication.’ Beatrice evidently was enjoying the experience because she moaned at each flick of Eric’s tongue and thrust herself at his mouth. He gripped her buttocks, held her firmly and pushed his face hard into her groin. I almost felt as if I were Beatrice and his tongue was exploring deeper and deeper up my love canal.




    Eric withdrew, drawing breath, and stood to stretch his back. Beatrice immediately slid from the couch to kneel in front of him. They slickly turned side on to their audience. Now I and my fellows could see Eric’s long stiff cock (the word I recalled Bill had used for his sex). It stretched to within an inch of Beatrice’s face. She poked out her tongue and gently touched the tip. It trembled and Eric mumbled something, a ‘Ja’ I think. Beatrice leaned forward, carefully opening her mouth to surround the red onion at the end of the penis. I gasped as I saw it slowly disappearing into her mouth. She kept her jaws wide apart as she took more and more of it in. She stopped with her small pert nose almost buried in his pubic hair.




    ‘Beatrice is one of my most skilled pupils in fellatio. Very few ladies can take the full length of a man’s erect penis but some like Beatrice are able to open their throat and avoid gagging. The heat and the softness of the woman’s mouth bring intense pleasure to the man.’




    Eric was indeed moaning and there was a tremor in his knees. Beatrice rocked back slowly and the shining wet penis re-emerged, but that was not the end. Now she started moving her head to and fro, in turn enveloping and revealing the member. As the glowing tip emerged from her lips her tongue played around it before it disappeared again into the depths of her gullet. Steadily she increased the frequency of her movements. Eric sighed and groaned and began to shake. His testes in their sac wobbled and swung from side to side. Beatrice reached up and grasped them in her hand, holding them firmly as her head now oscillated up and down the shaft. My hand was now pressed hard against my sex, rubbing in time with Beatrice’s movement. I was hot and perspiring so much that I felt rivulets of sweat running down the clefts between both my breasts and my buttocks.




    ‘Stamina is needed for this stage in the act. Some men reach satisfaction very quickly but many are lucky enough to be able to withstand the agony of pleasure for some time.’ Beatrice showed no sign of tiring. Her lips were now locked firmly around Eric’s cock as it slid in and out. At last, when even I was beginning to feel exhausted, Eric let out a cry. I saw Beatrice gulp and swallow and immediately stop her movements. She remained kneeling, holding the penis in her mouth, sucking gently.




    ‘Some men like to withdraw at the point of orgasm and expend their semen in the woman’s face. A number of women prefer that to swallowing the fluid, but in the spur of the moment you rarely have much choice in the matter. A warning though. After orgasm the male often finds his penis rather tender. Be careful not to let your teeth cause pain.’ Beatrice reluctantly let Eric pull his penis from her mouth. It flopped, shrunken and wet between his legs.




    ‘Young men take a few minutes to recover before they can embark on further lovemaking so this provides us with a break in the proceedings. I was pleased, girls, to see that you were watching intently. I noticed also that one or two of you were driven to pleasure yourselves by the excitement of what you saw. I hope you are able to remain dispassionate and observe the skills that Beatrice displayed. Over the next two years you too will learn these techniques. That is our objective here at the Venus School for Young Ladies.’




    Now that I realised that my new school was named after the goddess of love and not a watery city I wondered how my darling father could have gotten so confused. Did he have any idea of the curriculum I was to study? Reflecting on the emotions I had felt as I had watched Beatrice give and receive pleasure, I was excited by the prospects that lay ahead. I thought of what I could offer Bill or any other eligible young man once I had completed my education.




    ‘Now as Beatrice has had a chance to draw breath we will continue with the proceedings. As Eric has been temporarily incapacitated we will have a substitute.’ Beatrice had relaxed onto the couch and Eric gathered up his clothes and left. As he departed the other young man that I had met entered. He made his entry naked with his cock already pointing the way forward. He moved towards the couch. I sat up straighter and peered avidly at the pair. My fingers slipped inside my knickers and felt the slick wetness between my pussy lips. I looked forward with gleeful anticipation to what scenes of lovemaking would unfold before my eyes.


  




  

    Chapter 2


    Victoria Learns the Arts of Pleasure




    I sat on the bed unfastening my silk stockings and thinking about the evening’s events. I wondered what was in store for me at the Venus School for Young Ladies. It looked unlikely to be the demure training for married life that my father had imagined when he sent me away from my beloved Bill.




    The door opened and my room-mate Beatrice swept in. Her lace gown was undone and I saw at a glance that she hadn’t replaced her knickers after her exhibition of lovemaking.




    ‘I don’t know about you, Victoria, but I’m exhausted,’ she said. She did indeed look tired. Her hair was wet and straggly, but there was a rosy glow to her face.




    ‘I am quite tired,’ I admitted. Beatrice jumped on to the bed and knelt beside me.




    ‘Did you enjoy the demonstration?’ she asked. I really did not know how to answer. I had watched her pleasure two young Austrian men in turn while our headmistress explained their actions. I blushed as I recalled how excited I had become watching them perform extraordinary acts upon each other.




    ‘Y-yes,’ I stammered, ‘it was, uh, exciting.’




    ‘That’s good. I really wanted to be the one that Madame selected.’




    ‘Didn’t you mind being watched while you, um, uh ...’




    ‘While I fornicated do you mean, Victoria?’




    ‘Uh, yes, I suppose so.’




    ‘Well why not. If you’ve been trained to do something well, why not show off your skills?’




    ‘Do the other girls think the same?’




    ‘Oh yes, I think so. There was quite a competition for tonight’s show, but Madame says I’m the best at fellatio, and I do adore having a man lick me really deeply.’ I blushed again at the memory of Eric kneeling between Bea’s legs and lapping at her sex.




    ‘Do you love Eric or Hermann?’ I asked innocently.




    ‘Eric’s a dear and Hermann has the most wonderful cock. It is so broad that it really stretches you. But you mean love in the sense, am I going to marry them, don’t you?’




    ‘Well, yes.’




    ‘Of course not, you silly. They’re just for training, like the other boys. I’m going to marry a rich man and keep him happy for as long as he lives.’




    ‘Who is he?’




    ‘I don’t know. I haven’t met one yet – but I will.’




    ‘Oh. Did you say there are more boys here?’




    ‘There are five, or is it six? No, it’s five. Madame employs them around the house but they are really here to help us girls practise the arts of love. Look, I’m ready to sleep, can you undo my corset?’ She turned her back to me.




    ‘Yes, of course.’ I started to undo the lacing. ‘Perhaps you could do the same for me. I’ve never worn one before.’




    Soon both of us had pulled off the tight garments and our stockings. Beatrice pulled the bedclothes over herself while she was still naked.




    ‘I can’t be bothered with my nightdress. Come and cuddle up with me, Victoria.’ It was another new thing after a day of surprising events but I did as she said and for the first time in my life felt my body touching that of another, skin to skin.




    * * *




    Lessons began the next day and soon I was learning the knowledge and skills necessary to please a man, or at least Madame Thackeray’s vision of what men wanted in a wife. I studied art, improved my French and began a course in cookery. In the evening I joined my classmates in the drawing room dressed as we had been on the first evening, in white corset, stockings, bloomers and a light dressing gown. For our first lesson Madame told us that if we were to give pleasure to a man then we must know what gives us pleasure. That meant ‘getting to know ourselves’ as she put it. She put up pictures of the female anatomy and got us to recite the names for the various parts of our fannies. Then she explained about the clitoris. I didn’t even know it existed before but apparently it is what gives women that wonderful experience of climax. She gave us each a small hand mirror and told us to return to our bedrooms. We were to examine our own sex, find our clitoris and stimulate ourselves until we managed an orgasm. It was the strangest homework I had ever been set.




    I sat on the bed with my knickers off, my legs apart, holding the mirror at an angle so I could see what was going on down there with just the oil lamp for illumination. I soon found the hard little knob at the top of my slit which I presumed was the fabled clitoris. I twiddled it and rubbed it. I felt a pleasant sensation but I certainly wasn’t experiencing raptures like Beatrice had when Eric licked her. I was getting a bit fed up but then Beatrice came in.




    ‘Oh, you’re here, I thought you would be in the lesson with Madame,’ she said as she slipped off her gown and joined me on the bed, ‘but, I remember now, you are having your first lesson at getting an orgasm.’ I blushed and squeezed my legs together. She laughed at my modesty.




    ‘Any luck yet?’ I shook my head. ‘It’s all in the touch. Look, let me help.’ She wriggled closer and took the mirror from my hand. Then she caressed the inside of my right thigh.




    ‘Come on, open your legs.’ Reluctantly, I parted my thighs a little. Beatrice lifted my knees and pushed them wider apart. I rested my head back on the pillows.




    ‘There’s no wonder you had trouble. Your bush is so thick I can barely fight my way through to your little knob. It’s time we did something about it.’ Beatrice leapt off the bed and into the bathroom, leaving me confused. A moment later she returned with a bowl of lather and a fearsome blade – a razor. She knelt between my legs and covered my mound with soapy suds.




    ‘Now keep still.’ I was too scared to move a muscle. The cold, sharp blade slid over my most sensitive parts but Bea was so skilled that I felt no nicks. In a very short time she wiped the remaining foam away with a towel and sat back to look at her handiwork. I too looked down between my legs and saw a sight I had never seen. My hair had been reduced to a narrow arrowhead pointing at my cleft. My vulva was revealed in its pink, crinkled nakedness.




    Beatrice licked the fingers of her right hand. The next moment I felt a spasm of electricity pass through me as her fingers touched the lips of my fanny and slipped inside. I had felt dry but with that one touch I immediately began oozing juices. Beatrice’s fingers slowly moved up and down. My swelling lips parted and revealed the dark depths of my sex. Then she moved up until she found the little hooded tip. Her fingers circled it and teased it. Each movement, each touch, each new sensation sent shudders of pleasure through me.




    ‘Is this it?’ I asked breathlessly.




    ‘Not quite. You’ll know.’ Now she had two hands at work, one massaging my clitoris and the other delving deeper and deeper into my crack. Her fingers worked their way into my vagina, rhythmically moving in and out. Now I could feel a change occurring inside me. A wave of emotion seemed to start in my toes and set my legs quivering. It entered my stomach and rose up to my breasts and finally burst through my skull. I clenched my hands and cried out. On and on it continued. I thought I was trapped on a pinnacle of pleasure, but gradually, reluctantly, it faded and passed away. I sobbed and shook. Beatrice gently removed her hands and put the covers over me.




    ‘Now that was an orgasm,’ she said smiling.




    As the days passed I discovered how to give myself pleasure but never did I match that first explosion of feeling that Beatrice gave me. Our evening lessons moved on, however, to consider the male anatomy. I was sitting next to Natalie. She was a petite French girl with piled ringlets of jet-black hair. We had made friends because I was able to speak French quite well while the other girls were German or Italian speakers. Although Natalie was as innocent as me about the art of lovemaking she found our lessons most amusing. She giggled and whispered rude asides to me as Madame described to us the workings of the penis. Then Madame opened a small leather case. We all leaned forward to get a peep at what was inside. There nestling in padded purple velvet were three items made of glass. Madame lifted one out and held it up for us to see. It was in the shape of the male member, about six to seven inches long, an average size so Madame said. The others were the same, exact in every detail. They had a flat end so that they could rest on a horizontal surface and stand up proudly.




    ‘This evening, ladies,’ Madame announced, ‘your task in pairs is to take one of these fine dildos to your rooms and practise inserting it in each other. I want you to learn how to accept the object into your bodies and to position yourselves for the greatest satisfaction.’ I gulped as I looked at the dildos. Only one or two fingers had so far penetrated me and these objects looked so huge. I hesitated but Natalie was eager. She grabbed my hand and pulled me from my seat. She took the first dildo that Madame proffered and dragged me up the stairs to the room that she shared.




    Natalie flung off her robe and leapt onto the bed.




    ‘Please help me remove this corset. I cannot follow Madame’s instruction with my breath being squeezed out.’ To be truthful there was little of Natalie to be squeezed as she had the smallest waist I had seen in a girl of seventeen years. I agreed with her as I too found the corset restricting of movement. We took it in turns to divest each other of the garment and then sat side by side with our stockings sliding down our calves. Natalie held the dildo between her palms, warming it. We both looked at it for a moment. Then Natalie jumped up, tugged her bloomers down and handed the dildo to me.




    ‘Come, I will try first. Let us see if it fits.’ She lay back on the bed and pulled her knees up, revealing her sex. I could see at once that she was excited because her lips were swollen and glistening pinkly. I knelt facing her and slowly advanced the tip of the dildo towards her gaping crack. She jerked when it touched her flesh.




    ‘Sorry,’ I said, withdrawing it.




    ‘Non, the first touch was surprise. Allez.’ She pulled her knees back further. I took a breath and leant closer. This time she did not flinch as the end of the dildo touched and then passed between her lips. The oval knob slid easily into her and then the shaft disappeared inch by inch. She gasped as I gave it a final push. Now only the flat end was visible surrounded by her engorged labia.




    ‘Oh, oui,’ she sighed, ‘I am full. Do you think a man will feel the same?’




    ‘I don’t know,’ I replied, ‘I cannot imagine any penis being as hard as glass. What do I do now?’




    ‘Make it move, like a man would.’ I gripped the end of the dildo and slid it out a couple of inches, then pushed it back in.




    ‘Yes, yes, faster,’ Natalie urged. I moved it backwards and forwards. It slid easily with Natalie’s secretions lubricating it. I quickly found a rhythm and was soon pounding the dildo into her. She screamed, urging me to ever greater exertions. It seemed to go on and on. I was perspiring profusely and my arm was tiring when she let out a piercing cry.




    ‘Oui, oui. Aah.’ She trembled violently then released her thighs at last. I sat back leaving the dildo embedded in her. My arm was tired and stiff.




    ‘I think I will prefer it when the man has to exert himself,’ I said. Natalie sat up, still panting, and pulled the dildo from her vagina.




    ‘Oh but it was worth your effort, my dear. Now it is your turn.’




    There were no lessons on Saturdays, so most weeks, if the weather was good, we would go out for walks in the mountains. By late October, winter was approaching and already there was snow on the peaks that surrounded us. Natalie and I decided to visit the nearest village to purchase some fresh fruit. We walked down the rough track. The village was poor and there were only a handful of stalls in the marketplace. The villagers did their best to ignore us. Did they shun us because of what we got up to at the school? Did they even know? Or was it merely distrust of strangers? No one offered us fruit for sale.




    There was a boy standing by the last stall. He looked to be about the same age as us but was quite short and dressed in very rough clothes.




    ‘You want?’ he said vaguely and beckoned us to follow him. Thinking that he might know of a store of fruit we heeded him as he hurried up a narrow alley between two buildings. At the rear there was a wooden shack leaning against the stone building. He opened the door and entered. I ducked my head and joined Natalie in the rough shed. Sunlight entered through the many cracks in the walls and roof. The boy turned to face us.




    ‘Me, Albert,’ he said. ‘You get me job at school?’ With that he lifted up his torn and grubby smock and revealed a huge penis. I gasped and covered my mouth with my gloved hand. Natalie giggled. Albert gripped his member with his right hand but he could barely reach around it. He waggled it at us. The pink glans sparkled in the sunlight.




    ‘You want?’ He waved his immense cock at each of us.




    ‘No, no, put it away,’ I insisted and waved him away. He let the hem of his smock fall, but now that he was fully excited, it did little to hide it. Natalie began to question him and through a mixture of broken English and poorly interpreted German we gathered that he was an orphan, completely destitute and without any means of support now that he was past sixteen years of age. We agreed to pass on his request to Madame Thackeray and said that he should present himself at the school on Monday.




    That evening I waited for Bea to return to tell her about Albert and ask her advice. It was gone midnight when she returned. A look of surprise greeted me.




    ‘You are still awake, Victoria. I was sure you would be asleep at this time.’ She climbed gingerly onto the bed and lay face down.




    ‘What’s the matter, Bea? Where have you been? Are you ill?’




    ‘I’ll be all right, Victoria, don’t worry. I have been having an extra lesson with Madame Hulot.’




    ‘What kind of lesson?’ I asked innocently.




    ‘What do you think? Lessons in what men like from a woman. There is much more to learn in the second year, my dear.’




    ‘More than we saw you do on that first evening?’




    Beatrice turned her head towards me and gave me a thin smile. ‘Far more. Now we are learning the dark arts of lovemaking. Look.’ She pulled up her gown, which I noted was now black lace. Underneath was a black satin corset but her buttocks were bare. I was astonished to see that both white globes were criss-crossed with red marks.




    ‘Madame Hulot did that? Had you done something wrong?’




    ‘Not at all, I performed perfectly.’ There was a pride in her voice. ‘She held me down over her lap while Eric wielded the cane. I cried but did not struggle. Then with Madame Hulot pressing down on my shoulders he knelt behind me. I thought he was going to enter me from behind but he forced his way into my forbidden passage.’ I had no idea what she was talking about. ‘But forget what I have told you, they are secrets for your next year of tuition. Why are you not asleep?’




    I told her about Albert, his desire for a job and his immense attribute. Bea agreed to put the matter to the principal and then bade me to put the light out and get to sleep.




    A few evenings later the six of us were sitting in pairs in the drawing room with the candelabrum and oil lamps fully lit. Madame placed the three glass dildos in their padded box and said, ‘I think that is enough of the artificial. Now for the real thing.’ She clapped her hands and immediately the door opened. Three young men entered wearing knee-length smoking jackets. At the front were Wilhelm and Heinrich who worked in the yard chopping wood and stoking the fires in the kitchen. Behind them was Albert. Albert saw Natalie and me and immediately came and stood in front of us. The other two boys went and stood in front of our classmates.




    ‘Welcome, gentlemen,’ Madame said, ‘now you may disrobe.’ The three boys flung off their jackets. All six of us girls gasped at the sight of three naked men. Albert’s body was completely white except for his arms and lower legs, and he looked and smelt a lot cleaner than when we had last seen him. What had not changed, however, was his long, thick penis. It was considerably bigger than the glass dildo. It stood out proudly, quivering slightly, its root buried in a mass of brown curls, with a fist-sized sac dangling below.




    ‘Now girls, you may caress the shaft and lightly touch the glans.’ Natalie leaned closer and reached out a hand. Albert was staring down at the two cherries in the centre of the small moons that rested on the white satin of her corset. She placed a finger on the shaft about halfway along its length and slid it first one way then the other. Albert groaned and at once a fountain of milky fluid burst from the tip of his cock and hit Natalie between her breasts. She recoiled with a cry and fell backwards. Madame strode over to see what disaster had occurred.




    ‘Really, Albert, I must teach you some measure of control.’ Albert looked as unhappy and embarrassed as he possibly could. His penis had shrunk to a quarter of its erect size and hung limp and forlorn. ‘You must restore it quickly, Albert. You are young and should not need to waste time,’ Madame whispered kindly to him and leant down to take his penis in her hands. She massaged and caressed it and in but a minute or two it began to swell and stiffen once again. Madame turned to me.




    ‘Now, Victoria. You feel it. I am sure we will have no more intemperate accidents.’ Albert took a step towards me and I slid off the chair to kneel in front of him. Now his penis was at the level of my breasts. Albert looked down at them, his eyes wide with the delight of seeing my full bosoms exposed above my corset. I saw his penis stiffen and rise another inch or so, beckoning to be fondled. The foreskin had pulled back completely, revealing the door-knob-sized glans pierced by a small hole which now gaped open. I placed the palm of my right hand on his abdomen, lowered my fingers into the shrub of pubic hair and then, bending my wrist, slid my fingers slowly and gently along his shaft. My thumb rubbed along the underside feeling the tight, smooth skin. When I got to the point where the pink glans began I stopped and squeezed gently. Albert moaned softly. I looked up into his face and could see his eyes wobbling in their sockets. His knees started to buckle.




    ‘I think you had better lie down, Albert,’ I said quietly. He needed no second bidding and he subsided to the floor, soon lying flat on his back with his legs apart on either side of my knees. I had not let go of his penis and now with it pointing towards the ceiling I began to massage it up and down. The skin moved easily. On each down stroke, the skin of the glans was pulled taut so that it glistened with the reflected light of the candles. On the up stroke, the foreskin slid over the tip. Albert groaned with pleasure on each movement. I was so intent on my actions that I found myself becoming excited as well. I slipped my left hand into my bloomers. Already my pubis felt hot and moist and I found my little knob hard and erect. I rubbed it in time with the vibrations of my right hand on Albert’s cock.




    ‘Harder, harder,’ Albert muttered between gasps of pleasure. I increased my frequency of movement, both hands working hard, the right on Albert and the left on myself. I began to wonder if Albert could be brought to orgasm so soon after spraying Natalie with his semen. I need not have feared, however, for just as my arm began to ache, Albert stretched out his legs and arched his back, and another fountain of white fluid shot from his penis. The shock pushed me to the point of orgasm too. The spasms of pleasure made me cry.




    ‘Oh, bravo,’ cheered Natalie, clapping her hands gleefully. ‘You have done him for sure, and yourself too.’ I sat back on my heels, holding my hands up in front of me and stretching out the fingers to relieve the stiffness of the exertion. Albert lay on his back panting.




    ‘Very good, Victoria.’ I hadn’t realised that Madame had been standing nearby watching me perform, ‘but you must learn that when you are servicing a man, his pleasure is paramount and you should not divide your energy by pleasing yourself as well as him. You will go to my office and wait for me to come and teach you some lessons in the etiquette of lovemaking. Now, Natalie, your turn to work on Albert.’ I rose to my feet and turned towards the door. I was upset that I had apparently transgressed and earned Madame’s displeasure. What punishment had she prepared for me?
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