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When I was younger a lad taught me how to wank him. Rolling his foreskin back and forth over the globe of his purple knob, I watched his balls jerking. His sperm jetting from his slit, splattering the deserted classroom floor as I moved my hand up and down his solid shaft, he grimaced and moaned as if in pain. My first cock, my first sight of sperm.

Living in a village community, we all knew each other. My mother thought nothing of me hanging around with the lads in the woods or taking friends up to my bedroom, where I allowed them to grope inside my panties, fondle the fleshy lips of my pussy and rub the soft folds within my sex valley. But they were generally inept, fumbling hopelessly between my legs, massaging the wrong places. My pussy was never expertly attended, and I never experienced an orgasm.

One weekend I stayed at a girlfriend's house overnight. We snuggled up in bed together, our hands instinctively wandering over each other's naked bodies. She stroked the firm lips of my pussy, ran her fingertip up and down my crack. I shuddered, digging my fingernails into the mattress as she slipped beneath the quilt and licked my most private place.

Again, I'd enjoyed the experience, the intimate stroking and pussy licking. My clitoris had stiffened in my heightening arousal. My juices flowed, wetting my friend's face as she slurped between the smooth lips of my vulva. But I didn't come. She finally fell asleep, leaving me quivering, desperate for relief. I felt empty, unfulfilled. I instinctively knew that I should have experienced something more than pleasant sensations. There was more to sex, as I was soon to discover. But it wasn't a school friend who would teach me about oral sex and give me an orgasm.

One Saturday afternoon my mother sent me to see the vicar. It was his birthday and she'd made a cake which I carried down the lane to his cottage. Dressed in my tutu as I had a dancing lesson later that day, I wasn't embarrassed as the villagers had often seen me in my various dance outfits. I used to dance at the village hall and had dreams of making it my career, but that afternoon wasn't the beginning of any dream...

The vicar invited me in and thanked me for the cake and then asked whether I'd like a drink. Opting for orange juice, I sat on the sofa and blushed when he said that I looked like a princess and was good enough to eat. He was forty-five years old, softly spoken and quite good-looking. I liked him, trusted him. We chatted for a while and then he suggested that I do a little dance for him. He'd always taken an interest in my dancing. On Sundays after church he'd take me to one side and ask me how I was getting on.

Proud of my ballet, the new routine I'd learned, I did my piece for the vicar and then sat down again. He gave me a funny look, his eyes glazed as he stared at the tight material of my tutu clinging to my breasts. I had no idea what was in his mind.

The vicar took his camera from a shelf and began snapping away as I danced again. It was fun, but he then asked whether I'd dance without my tutu. He talked about muscle development and movement of the limbs and suggested that I'd be able to dance more freely if I took my tutu off.

I'd never thought anything about nakedness as I often walked around our cottage with nothing on after a bath, so I slipped my tutu and shoes off and stood before the vicar in my pink panties and white ankle-socks. I danced again and he took several more photographs which he told me were for his private album. Staring at my breasts he seemed to be taking no notice of my dance movements. After the second routine I was about to take my tutu from the sofa when he asked me to slip my panties off. He must have known I felt anxious when I frowned at him, but he smiled reassuringly, telling me that he wanted some really special photographs of me. He said that many dancers practiced naked, again pointing out that the body could move more freely without the restriction of clothing.

It all seemed very plausible, so I tugged my panties down my legs and slipped them off my ankles. A strange expression crept over his face, his dark eyes staring at the soft curls of my pubic hair as if he was hungry. Sitting on the edge of his armchair he couldn't take his eyes off my pussy.

But he was right, the freedom of movement was incredible, and I danced for quite some time longer. He took more photographs, and then when I'd finished and picked up my panties and tutu he said, "You're a very beautiful girl. Why don't you come and sit on my lap?" Again I did as he asked, dropping my tutu and panties onto the sofa as I walked to his armchair. I felt something hard beneath my naked bottom as I sat.

He talked for a while about dancing and then eased my naked thighs apart, remarking on the small mole just above the crack of my pussy. "Would you like me to kiss it better?" he asked, his fingertip running up and down the smooth flesh of my inner thigh. Not knowing what to say as he laid me across his lap and leaned over my naked body, I thought it would be all right. After all, I was with the vicar, in his cottage, and thoughts of right or wrong didn't enter my head.

He kissed my mole, his breathing deep and heavy as he ran his fingers over my breasts. "You're beautiful," he said softly, the lump in his trousers digging into the groove of my bottom as he pressed his fingertip into the firm cushions of my sex lips. I felt a wetness between the pouting hillocks of my pussy as he kissed my lower stomach. I also felt something stirring within my most private place. My clitoris was stiffening expectantly.

"It's your birthday soon," he said, his wet tongue delving into my navel as I squirmed and writhed. His tongue running over the smooth plateau of my stomach, tickling me, he moved down until he was dangerously close to my tight crack. "Why don't I give you an early present?" he asked. Most girls love presents, and I was no exception.

I wasn't too bothered about his interest in my body until he began to stroke my pussy lips, sending unfamiliar feelings through my pelvis. I was enjoying his intimate attention, but something told me that things were going too far and I decided to dress. I was about to clamber off his lap when he held me tight. One hand gripping my upper arm and the other holding my thigh, he looked angry but then smiled.

"Crystal," he said softly as I tried to make my escape. "You're a big girl now. Big enough for me to love you properly." I remember confusion engulfing me. I didn't know what to do as he released my thighs and ran his finger over the contours of my naked pussy lips. This wasn't right, surely. After all, he was a vicar.

But lying on his lap with my head over the arm of the chair, I allowed him to stroke my pussy lips for a while longer. I was confused in my lack of knowledge, my misunderstanding. Finally sitting up, I managed to clamber to my feet and stood before him. I'd delivered the cake, done my ballet routine... I had to get to my dancing lesson. He frowned, disappointment depicted in his expression as I took my panties from the sofa.

"Are you all right?" I asked him.

"Yes, yes," he sighed, lowering his head.

"I really have to go," I said, wondering whether I'd upset him. "I have a dancing lesson."

"Yes, I know. It's just that... I was hoping... Never mind."

"Tell me," I said, wondering what the trouble was.

"Crystal, I'm afraid that I'll have to speak to your mother about this." His voice was stern, threatening. "I'll have to speak to her and..."

"Speak to my mother?" I asked, wondering what I'd done wrong.

"I don't know what she'll say when she hears that you came here and took your clothes off. She won't be at all happy, I do know that."

I didn't understand what he was talking about. He'd asked me to take my tutu off, and my panties. His tone was menacing as he warned me that my mother would be furious. He was making out that I'd decided to take my clothes off and dance naked. He'd stroked and kissed me, and was now making out that I'd been the bad one. Confused and somewhat annoyed I pulled my panties up and grabbed my tutu from the sofa.

"I'll phone her now," he said, leaving the armchair.

"Why?" I asked, fear welling from the pit of my stomach.

"To tell her what you've done," he replied as if I knew very well what I'd done wrong. "Crystal, you came here and took all your clothes off. You danced around the room naked, you sat on my lap and... I'm sorry, but I'll have to tell her."

"You asked me to take my tutu off," I returned, my mind spinning with confusion. "And my panties."

"I was only saying that some people prefer to dance naked. I didn't mean that you should strip off for real."

As he went into the hall and rang my mother, I listened at the door but couldn't hear what he was saying. I felt awful, my stomach churning, my hands trembling. I didn't want to get into trouble, and began to wonder what to say to my mother. If I told her the truth, explained that he'd asked me to take my clothes off, she'd probably believe him and ask me why I was lying. I began to doubt myself, wondering whether I'd misheard him and he hadn't actually asked me to undress. Perhaps he'd been surprised when I'd slipped out of my clothes. But I definitely recalled him asking me to take my panties off.

When he came back into the room he shook his head disapprovingly. I dreaded to think what my mother had said, and what she was going to say to me once I got home. Still only wearing my panties, I didn't know what to do or say as he walked across the room and stood with his back to the fireplace. He rubbed his chin, his dark eyes staring at me as I stood in my panties, quaking in the middle of the room.

"I didn't tell her," he finally said. "You're a lovely girl, Crystal. I don't want to get you into trouble."

"I'll go home, then," I sighed with relief, about to slip into my tutu.

"But I'll have to tell her at some stage," he said sternly. "I mean, I can't just pretend it didn't happen."

"Why can't you?" I asked fearfully. "Just pretend that..."

"I can't lie, Crystal," he cut in, "and withholding the truth is as bad as lying." Staring at my breasts, he rubbed his chin again. "I suppose..." he began pensively.

"What?" I asked hopefully. "What do you suppose?"

"Well... I suppose there might be a way out of this. If you were to take your knickers off again..."

"But, I thought..."

He smiled enthusiastically, clapping his hands. "Slip your knickers off and I'll take a few more photographs of you."

"You won't tell my mother if I...?"

"We'll be helping each other, Crystal. I'll be saving you from a lot of trouble, and you'll be helping me to build my private collection of photographs."

I remember feeling a lot easier as I slipped my knickers off and threw them onto the sofa. I really started to believe that I'd been naughty and was thankful that the vicar was trying to save me from getting into trouble. I did as he asked and lay on the floor as he adjusted his camera, then he knelt and asked me to open my legs as wide as I could. I did so as he moved closer, the lens about a foot away from my naked pussy.

He took a few shots and then told me to part my pussy lips, step by step, coaxing gently, leading me on with his talk...

"You're very beautiful," he smiled, placing his camera on the sofa and lying on the floor with his head between my parted thighs. I jumped, releasing my pussy lips as he kissed my pink crack. I could feel his hot breath between my legs, his tongue licking my slit as I looked up at the ceiling. My best friend had licked me there, but that was different. Two girls in bed exploring each other's naked bodies... That was different.

The feel of his wet tongue running up and down my sex wasn't unpleasant. In fact, I really liked what he was doing to me. Concentrating on the bulb of my clitoris, he parted my vulval lips with his fingers and licked and sucked my secret spot. My naked body became rigid, my back arching as pleasure built deep within. Gasping, I dug my fingernails into the carpet and cried out as my clitoris exploded in my pioneering orgasm. Again and again he swept his artful tongue over the pulsating tip of my clitoris, sustaining my newfound pleasure as I cried out in my ecstasy.

I'd never known anything like it as I listened to the slurping sound of his tongue working within my open sex slit. My body shaking violently, my breathing fast and shallow, I tossed my head from side to side. On and on waves of pure sexual bliss rolled through me, taking me to heights of pleasure I'd not thought existed. But, naive and gullible as I was, as pleasurable as his intimate licking was, I felt a great sense of wrongdoing. I suppose it was the feeling that this wasn't normal.

His tongue running up and down the wet valley of my vagina, he grabbed my thighs and forced my legs further apart. I could feel his saliva and my pussy cream running between my buttocks. I thought I'd found heaven as I lay quivering on the carpet. The sensations finally fading, I lay quivering on the floor as the vicar brought out the last of my orgasm.

"That's enough," I said, propping myself up on my elbows.

"Did you like it?" he asked, his wet chin resting on the fleshy lips of my vulva as he looked at me.

"Yes, no..." I stammered. "It's not right to do this."

"Crystal, if you enjoyed it, what's the problem?"

"I don't know. I... I suppose that I..."

My words tailed off as he stood up and pulled his trousers down. Kicking his shoes off, he tugged his underpants down and towered above me with his huge penis pointing to the ceiling. I stared with wide eyes and an open mouth at the awesome thing. His balls were massive, rolling and heaving within his hairy scrotum.

Kneeling between my thighs again, he grabbed his penis by the root and rubbed the purple head against my soft pussy lips, running the smooth globe up and down my creamy wet crack. His eyes were glazed, his breathing deep and heavy as he massaged the soft folds within my burning sex slit with his swollen knob. I suppose he could have fucked me. But he obviously thought better of it, deciding to initiate me gently, lead me carefully along the path to sexual intercourse.

Leaving my pussy, he moved up my naked body, kneeling by my head and offering his ballooning knob to my mouth. I stared at the purple globe, his veined shaft and huge balls, thinking it looked like some potent python. The vicar told me to suck his knob, the man of God leering triumphantly.

He'd cleverly turned the whole thing round. I was the one who'd gone to his cottage, I'd removed my tutu, I'd slipped my panties off and danced naked. He knew my mother was strict, and he was playing on it. The last thing she needed was to discover that her daughter had behaved like a little slut.

I honestly felt that I had no choice as the vicar pushed his purple helmet against my pursed lips. If I knew then what I know now... But I didn't. I protested, saying that this was wrong as he pushed the smooth dome hard against my mouth.

Finally opening up, I felt my cheeks bloat as he pushed inside. My first thought was the salty taste, and then why he wanted to do such a thing to me. Rubbing the firm mounds of my breasts, he told me to use my tongue and lick his knob. It felt strange, a mixture of uncertainty and pleasure running through my naked body as I suckled on his bloated glans. But I also felt that I was beholden to him. I remember wondering how I'd got myself into that situation. I'd taken a cake to the vicar's cottage and had ended up naked on the floor with his penis in my mouth.

Taking my hand as I gobbled and licked his knob, he made me grip the hard rod of his penis. He took my wrist, moving my hand up and down the warm shaft, wanking him. His eyes were rolling, his face grimacing as he moved my hand up and down his cock and pushed his knob further into my mouth. Clutching my long blonde hair he held me tight and rocked his hips, the smooth globe of his cock gliding over my tongue as I breathed heavily through my nose.

My mouth filling with salty liquid, I did my best to swallow. He made grunting noises, thrusting his knob in and out of my mouth as I coughed and spluttered. I kept swallowing his sperm as he rocked his hips, mouth fucking me, the liquid jetting to the back of my throat, and I jumped as I felt his finger slip between the soft lips of my pussy and drive into my trembling body.

His finger moved about inside me as I slurped and sucked on his throbbing knob. It felt strange having my insides massaged. Finally taking his wet penis out of my mouth, he pulled his finger from my pussy and smiled at me. I licked my spermed lips, the salty taste of his male cream lingering on my tongue. I don't really know how I felt as I looked at his shrinking penis.

"You did very well," he praised me.

"I must go home," I murmured, clambering to my feet.

"Yes, of course, but first, turn round and show me your bottom."

"My bottom?" I said, looking down at him as he knelt on the floor.

"Turn round and bend over, Crystal. I just want to take a look at your bottom."

Turning and bending over, I wondered why as he parted my buttocks. I couldn't understand why he wanted to look at me there. When I felt his tongue snaking around my private hole I jumped. Clutching my buttocks, holding me tight, he pushed the tip of his tongue into my anus. I remember thinking how awful it must have tasted, but he seemed to like it. I could feel his hot breath, his nose pressing between my parted buttocks as he licked inside me.

"I must go to my dancing lesson," I said, standing up and moving away.

"Of course you must," he grinned, licking his lips. "You must come and visit me more often, Crystal. I think we're going to become good friends."

As I dressed he pulled his trousers on and placed the camera back on the shelf. I felt funny inside, my pussy excited, my bottom-hole wet and cold. I could still taste his cream as I finished dressing and walked to the front door. Opening it for me he told me to visit him the next day.

From that day on the vicar hounded me. He visited us regularly, coming up to my room and slipping his cock into my mouth. My mother suspected nothing. Why should she suspect that the man was mouth fucking me and spunking down my throat? After all, he was a vicar. Wanking and sucking his cock, I'd drink his sperm as he towered above me, swaying on his trembling legs. My mother would send me to the church to help the vicar with the flower arrangements. In realty, I helped him by allowing him to fuck my pussy.

I finally decided to leave home, fly the nest, flee the village. My father didn't like my friends, my short skirts, the way I stayed out late at night, and I had to be free of the vicar's continual threats to expose me as a slut. But if I was going to leave home, I'd need money. I'd need a proper job, preferably a live-in job.

The prospect of leaving home excited me, but I'd been to one interview after another and had failed miserably. I had one more lined up. It was a live-in job as housekeeper to a psychiatrist. I must admit to feeling negative as I sat opposite the middle-aged man, but tried not to show it. I fiddled nervously with my long blonde hair as he rested his elbows on the desk and scrutinised me. From his expression, I reckoned that he thought that I was an attractive little beauty. I knew of his male thoughts as he gazed at my succulent lips, my sky-blue eyes, my fresh face framed by golden hair. The vicar had taught me well. I knew what men thought, what they wanted. Did the psychiatrist want to fuck my mouth and sperm down my throat?

His dark eyes focusing on the deep cleavage dividing my full breasts, he licked his lips as if he was hungry. I'd seen that expression many times before. He'd have loved my mouth, my wet tongue licking his swollen knob. He wanted to fuck my tight pussy, I was sure. But would he think me suitable for the job? Beauty, full breasts and a tight pussy were one thing, but a live-in housekeeper required other assets such as an ability to cook and clean.

"What is it about housekeeping that attracts you to the career?" he asked me authoritatively. "Bear in mind that this might be a trick question so think carefully before answering."

A trick question? "Nothing attracts me to the career," I replied rather too flippantly. "Basically, I need somewhere to live."

"Well, at least you're honest," he muttered, his face grimacing. "And I'll be honest. I'm looking for someone who will be dedicated to the job. Someone who's eager, keen to become involved in hands-on housekeeping. If you simply want somewhere to live..."

"Just because I'm not dedicated to hands-on housekeeping, it doesn't mean to say that I won't be able to do the bloody job," I returned.

"I'd rather you didn't swear," he admonished me.

This wasn't going at all well, I thought, realizing that I should have made out that I'd wanted to forge a career out of housekeeping. Swearing probably wasn't a good idea, but I was feeling down, really pissed off. I was desperate to get away from home, the village and the vicar. Despite my despondency, I decided to come across as a pleasant young lady who was interested in the job. Interested in housekeeping as a career? This wasn't going to be easy.

"How long have you been a psychiatrist?" I asked, my pretty face smiling as if I was immensely fascinated by his boring work.

"It all started when my interest in growing runner beans from seed began to rule my life," he said eagerly.

"What?" I breathed, wondering at his sanity. "I don't see what runner beans have to do with psychiatry."

"Ah, well... Wait a minute. I'm the interviewer so I'll ask the questions."

I was wasting my time. Runner beans, hands-on housekeeping... He was mad. But his Victorian house was lovely, and I imagined moving in, having my own room and privacy at long last. I imagined being far away from the vicar and his huge cock. Wondering whether to humour the psychiatrist, I mentioned that my father grew runner beans. Pointing at the telephone and threatening to strangle it with its coiled wire if it rang during the interview, he obviously wasn't interested in my father's runner beans.

"OK, here's a scenario," he said, staring hard at the phone.

"Are you talking to the telephone or me?" I asked, trying not to laugh at his brown corduroy trousers as he stood up.

"Both of you," he replied, leaning on the desk. "I've been working hard all day and..."

"Have you?" I murmured, somewhat perplexed. "But, it's only ten in the morning."

"This is a scenario," he sighed, keeping one eye on the phone. "It's hypothetical."

"Ah, right," I smiled. "Another trick question."

"After a hard day's work, I'm feeling hungry. What is there to eat?"

"I don't know," I chuckled, wondering what on earth he was talking about as he sat opposite me again. "Take a look in the fridge."

"But, you're my housekeeper."

"I've got the job?" I trilled, my face beaming. Never would I have to face the vicar again.

"What I meant was..."

"Oh, that's brilliant," I cried, punching the air with my clenched fist in my excitement. "When do I start?"

"Well, er... Can you cook?"

"No." Shit. "I mean, sort of. Yes, I can cook."

"You can start straight away. I was never any good at interviews."

"I was never any good at anything," I giggled. Apart from cock sucking. "My father says that I'm a waste of space. He threw me out of the house."

"He threw you out?" he gasped. "In mid winter?"

"Onto the cold and barren streets," I sighed, going for sympathy.

"Why on earth did he do that?"

"Because I wouldn't suck his cock," I smiled, going for more sympathy. Was I thinking of the vicar? I was confused. I shouldn't have said that. "This is a lovely house."

"Victorian," he smiled, adding proudly, "It's been in the family for generations. I live here alone, apart from poor old Tiddles."

"Tiddles?"

"The cat. He died ten years ago."

Did I want to work for a man who was obviously insane? I was trying to move on, get away from the village and the vicar's threats and make something of my life. This was supposed to be a fresh start away from creepy vicars and strict parents. I wanted to grow up, become a young woman and find a proper, loving relationship. I doubted that I'd find anything other than insanity working for the psychiatrist. But, above all, I had to escape the vicar and his huge cock. Working for an insane man had to be a better choice.

"Er... Should the neighbours ask you anything," the psychiatrist whispered mysteriously, looking over his shoulder. "Deny all knowledge of it."

"Deny all knowledge of what? The cat?"

"Anything. Anything and everything. Particularly questions about the toilet. By the way, my name's... My friends call me Robin."

"I'm Crystal."

"Not that I've got any friends. Crystal. That's a lovely name."

"I hate it. What's wrong with the toilet?"

"Nothing, nothing at all."

He was a strange man, I mused as he straightened his bow tie and rubbed his stubbly chin. His left eye twitching, he stared at the deep gully of my cleavage. Even psychiatrists had sexual thoughts, I reflected as he fiddled with something beneath the desk. I've always wondered about men who fiddle with things beneath desks. My schoolteacher used to fiddle with something beneath his desk as he tried to look up my skirt. Schoolteachers and psychiatrists probably had sexual thoughts more so than other men. Apart from vicars, of course.

I must admit to having led my schoolteacher on. He'd sit at the front of the class, his eyes scanning beneath the girls' desks obviously hoping for a glimpse of their panties. I used to pull my skirt up and part my legs, knowing that his eyes would finally spot what he was looking for. He'd begin to stammer as he talked about history or whatever. I enjoyed the game, opening my legs wider and watching him mop his brow with his handkerchief. Perhaps I should have allowed him to take me into the stockroom and play with my pussy. Perhaps I should have sucked the sperm out of his throbbing knob. Perhaps he should have threatened to tell my mother that I was a slut unless I sucked him off.

Looking around the psychiatrist's office, his consulting room or whatever it was, I was surprised by the amount of books lining the walls. I could well have been back in Victorian times, I thought, gazing at an oil-lamp standing on a roll-top bureau. The room smelled musty with time, and the furniture looked as thought it hadn't seen a duster in years. But the psychiatrist looked clean enough, I observed. His dark hair smarmed down, he was old-fashioned but clean. He needed a housekeeper, that was certain.

"So, Crystal," he grinned, rubbing his chin again. "Welcome to your new home. I have one or two things to attend. Your room is upstairs, first on the left. Oh, here's a front door key." Rummaging about in the desk drawer, he pulled out a key. "Don't lose it," he warned me. "It cost me an arm and a leg."

"I'll go and get my things," I smiled, taking the key. "I'll have a look at the room and then nip back home. I just hope that my father isn't in."

"I'd better put that in my diary," he murmured, rummaging through the drawer again.

"What? That my father..."

"No, no. I'll make an entry in the diary about you. Janice moved in, February the sixteenth."

"Who's Janice?" I asked, my blue eyes frowning.

"I mean, Crystal. I forget things, you see. I might bump into you in the hall and wonder who you are and what you're doing here."

"Er, right."

I gazed at the man as he flattened his hair with his palms and closed the desk drawer. He was eccentric, and I wasn't surprised that he lived alone with a dead cat. I doubted that any sane person could live with him. Perhaps I'd lost my sanity, I mused, wondering whether I'd be safe in a huge house with a strange man. As long as he didn't creep around in the dark of the night... I'd have to make sure that there was a decent lock on my door. If I humoured him and did my job properly, I couldn't see that there'd be any problems. Would he threaten to tell my mother that I was a slut if I didn't...

"That reminds me," he said, the telephone leaping into the air as he banged the desk with his fist. "Christ, I almost forgot."

"Forgot what?" I asked, wondering whether the phone was in trouble again.

"The house rules."

"House rules?" I echoed, somewhat surprised. If he was going to say that I wasn't allowed out at night or...

"No eating in the toilet. No food or drink to be taken into the bathroom..."

"I don't eat in the toilet, Robin," I sighed, shaking my head.

"You might not, but I have a tendency to eat in the toilet. Hence the rule. Oh, and don't throw sanitary towels down the toilet."

"I don't eat in the toilet and I don't use sanitary towels," I stated firmly.

"I do. They tend to block the U-bend. You wouldn't believe the number of electricians I've had to call out over the years. I'm now atop the Electricians Association blacklist, which causes problems when the U-bend is blocked. Would you like to talk about your toiletry habits?"

"Er... no, I would not," I returned, wondering whether I'd heard him correctly. My toiletry habits?

"I feel that you've been sexually abused," he said, staring accusingly at me. "Tell me about it."

"I... I've never been sexually abused, Robin," I smiled, forcing a laugh. Was my guilt that obvious? My shame? Psychiatrists always blamed sexual abuse.

"Someone close to you," he murmured. "They used to pull your knickers down and play with your pussy."

"No one's ever..."

"You're a virgin?"

"No, well... I mean..."

"Oh, that's a shame."

"Er... I think I'll go and get my things, if that's OK?"

"Yes, yes of course. The examination can wait until later."

"Examination?"

"Don't worry about it now. OK, off you go."

Examination? Again wondering whether I should take the job as he clouted the ringing phone with his fist, I knew that I had no choice. A bus shelter in mid winter wasn't at all inviting. And the prospect of sharing a park bench with a smelly tramp who probably had crabs and rotten armpit odour sent a shudder up my spine. There was no way I was going to stay in the village. The vicar had threatened and abused me for too long. Besides, my father had said that teenage girls were a nightmare, and I wanted to prove him right. My mind was made up. I'd get my things and move in with the crazy psychiatrist.
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Chapter Two
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Bearing Robin's house rules in mind, I went home and collected my things. Fortunately, my parents were out, giving me the opportunity to raid the bathroom. Shampoo, soap, deodorant, toothpaste... It seemed strange leaving home. Closing the front door behind me, I walked down the path and looked at the cottage. I was born there, grown up there... Sexually abused there. There was no sign of the vicar as I lugged my suitcases down the lane to the bus stop, which was a relief. I'd half-expected him to pounce on me and insist that I suck his knob and swallow his sperm. I'd put up with his uncontrollable craving for sex for too many years, and was now moving on. I'd soon be well away from the evil man and his insatiable cock.

Finally reaching my new home, I went up to my room and began to unpack. I felt a lot happier as I slipped a Pulp CD into the hi-fi and sang along as I hung my clothes in the wardrobe. With my ornaments and photographs adorning the walls and shelves, the large room really was homely. A huge bay window overlooking the back garden, the room was bright and airy, and I was just thinking how happy I'd be when Robin popped his head round the door and grinned at me.

"What do you think of the room?" he asked me.

"It's lovely," I replied. "A television and hi-fi equipment... Even a telephone," I smiled, sitting on the double bed and bouncing up and down. "It's a lovely room, Robin."

"It was my great, great grandfather's bedroom," he enlightened me proudly. "He died in here, over there on the floor with a carving knife through his heart."

"Oh, I... I'd rather you hadn't told me that," I said, my face grimacing. "Who murdered him?"

"His mother. She didn't like him."

"Obviously not. What's through there?" I asked, walking to a door in the far corner of the room.

"The observation room," he said, joining me and opening the door. "This is where I lock up the patients after I've filled their minds with my fears and nightmares."

"Lock them up? Are they dangerous?"

"Well... They're sort of dangerous, I suppose. But only if you provoke them."

"Presumably, this door is kept locked?"

"Of course it is. Good, God. Do you think I'd leave the door unlocked with mental patients running wild with guns and knives and..."

"Where's the lock?" I asked, looking at the door. "I can't see one."

"There's a bolt on the other side."

"On their side?"

"Yes."

"But... Robin, I want a proper lock on this door. On my side of the door."

"I've already told you that I'm blacklisted by electricians."

"We don't need an electrician."

"What about the toilet?"

"Robin... It doesn't matter. I'll get a lock when I next go into town. Oh, I almost forgot. What pay do I get? We haven't talked about money yet."

"Er... That depends on your compatibility."

"Compatibility? What do you mean?"

"Well... Let's say two hundred a week. If you turn out to be... If things work out."

I wasn't going to argue. Two hundred a week for housekeeping? I'd not expected half that. As he left, I sat on the bed wondering about the observation room. Mentally deranged people running wild with guns and knives? I was living in a mad house. A crazy psychiatrist who lived with a dead cat... I'd buy two locks, I decided. Two locks, six bolts, chains, padlocks... Despite the lack of security, it was a lovely room and an income of two hundred pounds a week was beyond my wildest dreams. I'd have privacy, space, and plenty of money. And I was far away from the vicar and his blackmail threats. Actually, I wasn't too sure about privacy with Robin prowling around. Grabbing the phone as it rang, I suppose I wasn't surprised to hear Robin's voice.

"Do you smell?" he asked.

"Smell?" I echoed, wondering what he was going on about.

"I can't abide sweaty armpit odour. God only knows why some people stink to high heaven. The worse thing is standing next to someone on the tube who insists on forcing their stenching armpit in your face and..."

"Robin, I do not smell," I interrupted him.

"Oh, that's OK, then. Bloody straphangers. I mean, what does a bar of soap cost? A bottle of deodorant is cheap enough so..."

"Was there anything else, Robin?"

"No, no, no. I'll leave you to get on."

Replacing the receiver, I wondered whether it was a good idea to have a phone in my room. If Robin was going to ring me every five minutes... There again, he was right. People with sweaty armpits are a real turn off. At least we agreed on issues of personal hygiene, so perhaps we would get on. I was sure that, once I'd settled into a routine, Robin would go about his business and leave me to it. Hopefully, he'd be kept busy seeing clients during the day while I did the housework and cooking. I'd probably be out in the evenings so we wouldn't be in each other's hair.

"It's me," Robin said as I answered the phone again. "I forgot to tell you about the ghost."

"Ghost?" I echoed. "What ghost?"

"The one that haunts the house. He's a middle-aged man, a sex fiend, a pervert."

"I'll keep an eye out for him," I said, thinking that Robin fitted the description perfectly.

"I reckon that he'll be keeping an eye out for you," he quipped. "I'll leave you with that thought."

"Thank you, Robin. You're too kind."

"What's for lunch?"

"Lunch? Er... I haven't even seen the kitchen, let alone..."

"Lunch at one o'clock, please. Thank you and goodbye."

Relaxing on the bed, I again pondered on the psychiatrist. He had a problem with the toilet, lived with a dead cat, locked mental patients in the room next to mine, had a thing about sweaty armpits, and now reckoned that the house was haunted by a sexually perverted ghost. There was never going to be a dull moment in the house, I was sure of that. And I was sure that I'd never be plagued by the vicar again.

The kitchen was rather like Robin's mind, a complete and utter mess. I couldn't see the sink for pots and pans and the floor seemed to be home to anything from squashed chips to mouldy tea bags. However, I managed to knock up a sort of vegetable stew. Chucking some curry powder into the pan gave it a little flavour, and Robin seemed pleased enough with my culinary efforts. After washing up and getting the kitchen into some semblance of order and cleanliness, I went upstairs and lay on my bed.

Recalling the vicar, the way he'd led me gently along the path to seduction and finally blackmailed me into giving up my body, I wondered why he'd not fucked me the first time I'd visited his cottage. He'd licked and fingered me, come in my mouth, but stopped short of pushing his huge cock deep into my tight pussy. But it hadn't been long before he was driving his hard shaft deep into my vagina. I had to get the vicar out of my head, I knew. I'd moved on, far away from the man and his sexual demands.

I started masturbating regularly after that fateful Saturday afternoon. Either lying in my bed or in the bath, I'd part the soft hillocks of my pink pussy and rub the solid nub of my clitoris to orgasm. I couldn't stop masturbating. My first orgasm with the vicar had woken something within me, stirred sleeping desires and brought me sexual awareness. Thinking about masturbation as I lay on my bed in my new home, I felt my clitoris swell, my juices of arousal seeping between the fleshy pads of my love lips.

In a way the vicar had left me feeling different, and in truth I had changed. I gave up dancing and concentrated on clothes and makeup, I'd go out at the weekends and meet lads. I'd pull their cocks out, fondle their balls, wank them.

Knob sucking and sperm swallowing became my speciality. I must admit to making a bit of a name for myself. I wasn't quite the village bike, but not far off. Word soon gets round, especially in a small community, and I had fellas after me all the time. They wanted to mouth fuck me, strip me and spunk up my pussy. The attention made me feel good.

But now I'd left home and was looking forward to... I wasn't sure what the future held as I relaxed on my bed. What with the anxiety of the interview and moving into my new home, I was tense and desperately needed to relax. After years of the vicar's threats and intense sex, I needed to put the past behind me and calm my mind. Closing my eyes, I could hear Robin cursing and banging around downstairs. I had no idea what he was up to, and didn't want to know. I was in my room, my new home, enjoying my privacy and... Someone bounding up the stairs, I wasn't surprised as Robin burst into the room and stood by my bed.

"What is it?" I asked, tugging my skirt down to conceal my panties.

"I can't find it," he complained. "I've looked bloody every bloody where and..."

"Can't find what?" I sighed, swinging my legs off the bed and sitting up. "You should have knocked, Robin. I might have been naked."

"Naked? Naked? What's that got to do with my bloody notebook?"

"I might have been naked when you burst in here."

"That would have been a most delightful surprise," he smiled. "But it doesn't help me find my bloody notebook. Mrs Doogle will be here soon and I can't find my notes..." He frowned at me as if puzzled. "Why aren't you naked?" he asked. "I mean, most teenage girls are naked when they're in their rooms."

"Of course they're not," I laughed.

"Well, they should be. Were you masturbating?"

"No, certainly not."

"That's a shame. Were you thinking about masturbating?"

"Robin, I was neither masturbating nor thinking about masturbating. Actually, I was hoping to sleep for a while."

"Sleep? You can't sleep on the bloody job."

"I thought you didn't like people swearing? Anyway, talking about the job reminds me. What are my hours?"

As he cupped one elbow in his palm and rubbed his chin, I looked at his baggy corduroy trousers. He wasn't so bad, I ruminated, watching him looking up at the ceiling as if deep in thought. He was wearing an ill-fitting burgundy velvet jacket and a bow tie. Brown corduroys, a burgundy jacket and a yellow shirt... His dress sense was as crazy as his mind, but he wasn't too bad. At least he wasn't like the vicar. His dark hair cascading over his lined forehead as he looked at me, he plunged his hands deep into his trouser pockets.

"Well," he murmured. "I'd say that your hours are all hours."

"All hours?" I echoed.

"Are you heavily into sexual slavery by any chance?"

"No, I am not," I returned.

"Shame. In that case, we won't bother with the studded collar and chain. Come and go as you please. All I ask is that the meals are on time and the place is kept clean and tidy."

"I'll need money for..."

"Sex?" he grinned expectantly.

"Shopping. I'll need money for shopping."

"Oh, right. The money's in the safe in my consulting room. Help yourself to whatever you need."

"I'd rather you gave me money. If there's a discrepancy..."

"I haven't got time to waste on discrepancies. The combination is seven, three, four, eight."

"I'll leave the receipts on your desk."

"I don't do receipts, Crystal. In fact, I don't do paperwork."

"Yes, but..."

"What the hell would I do with a receipt for a loaf of bread, milk, butter, bacon..."

"I'll keep the receipts anyway. Just in case."

"Whatever. As long as you don't throw them down the toilet. Which reminds me, I must find my notebook."

I couldn't help but laugh out loud as he went downstairs. He was quite a character. Perfectly harmless, but as mad as a hatter. What would he have done had I been naked? I wondered, imagining him staring open mouthed at the violin curves of my body. His constant and lewd references to sex, masturbation, toilets, sexual slavery... He was like a comedy act. "He should have been on the stage," I murmured, deciding to help him look for his notebook. Leaving my room and walking downstairs, I paused outside his consulting room. He was on the phone, and I thought it best to wait before entering.

"She's eighteen," he said. "Not bad at all. I hope to get around three hundred pounds." Spying through the crack in the door, I wondered for a moment whether he was thinking of selling me. I was worth more than three hundred pounds, surely? "Yes, I'll book you in," he laughed. Perhaps he was thinking of selling me - for sex. "OK, John. I'll be in touch."

Creeping along the hall into the kitchen, I filled the kettle to make a cup of tea. I did my best to convince myself that Robin wasn't trying to sell me for sex, but I had my doubts. After all, I knew nothing about him. Were all men like the vicar? Wondering what had happened to Robin's last housekeeper, assuming he'd had one, I took two cups from the shelf as he walked into the kitchen.

"Tea?" I smiled.

"Ah, yes," he said. "What a good idea."

"Did you find your notebook?"

"No, no," he murmured. "I can't be doing with bloody notebooks. Bloody waste of time, if you ask me. So, what are your plans?"

"Plans? Well, I thought I might go out for a drink this evening."

"With a girlfriend?"

"Er... I'm not sure. Maybe."

"Ah, lesbian tendencies," he chuckled triumphantly. "I thought as much."

"Lesbian... Robin, I am not a lesbian."

"But, you're going out with a girl this evening."

"Yes, but that doesn't mean that I'm a lesbian."

"Shame. So, what are you? I mean, you don't masturbate in your room, you're not a lesbian... What are you, exactly?"

"A girl, Robin. An ordinary girl."

"There's no such thing. What are your sexual preferences? Vibrators, candles, anal sex..."

"Robin, I am not one of your clients."

"Oral sex is very popular amongst teenage girls."

"Robin!"

"And double penetration. You know, one up the vagina and one up the..."

"Robin, will you please stop talking about..."

"Is the tea ready?"

"Yes."

"Good."

As I poured the tea, I had the strangest thought. I liked Robin, daft and crude as he was. I suppose I sort of fancied him. I say sort of because he wasn't God's gift to women or anything like that. He was... I don't know what he was, but I fancied him because he was different. A challenge? I realized that I knew nothing about him as he sat at the table. Apart from the fact that he was a complete nutter, I knew nothing. Passing him his tea, I sat opposite him and decided to get discover a little more about him.

"Have you ever been married?" I asked.

"Married?" he echoed, scoffing. "Good grief, no. Have you?"
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