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Session 1

So today was my first day of therapy. I didn't think it was going to be too interesting, and it turned out there was only once interesting thing about it.

I guess that I should probably explain why I was there. The short explanation is that I am fat. Not, like, obese, but I'm pretty plump. Definitely not skinny. And it was kind of getting me down. Kind of has been for the last decade. Since middle school. I've always been big, and I started to feel like it was ruining my life. I kept seeing all these pretty girls get promotions and stuff when I never did. And getting hot boyfriends. And getting married. Having kids.

And the whole time I was alone. No promotions. My bosses never liked me. No one ever paid me special attention unless it was to make fun of me. So I was getting really depressed, basically.

But then last week I found out that the company I work for was going to start offering free therapy to employees. My boss read somewhere that it's a good morale booster, which makes employees do more work for the same price. So he got it set up, and I decided to give it a shot. What's the worst that can happen?

Anyway, I had my first session today. Most of it was pretty basic.

I sat along one of those couches that you think of when you think therapy. The therapist, Dr. Bradley, sat in a folding chair nearby, with a clipboard that he'd write on occasionally. He never let me see what he was writing. I can only assume he was writing down how gross he thought I looked, lying on the couch like that. And I couldn't blame him.

He was the only interesting part of the whole ordeal. And not even the things he was saying. He had just finished school, so he must have been twenty five or twenty six. And it showed. He was old enough that he looked manly, but still young enough that he wasn't covered in wrinkles.

He had a perfectly cut jaw-line. Just the amount of stubble you'd expect on a therapist. And he was strong. He wore a button up shirt, but he had the cuffs rolled up to his elbows, so I could see his forearms. And they were huge. Just a bit of hair. I could tell that he was a very strong man underneath those work clothes. I want to have sex with him, basically.

He's the one who gave me this journal. We're going to have weekly sessions, and I'm supposed to write an entry in here after each one. He said that I never have to let anyone read it, so I can be as open in here as possible.

So I guess I can just come out and say it. I want to fuck my therapist. I want him inside of me. That's what I hope comes out of these sessions. But consider the fact that he's basically counselling me because of how ugly I am, I don't think that's very likely.


Session 2

So it's been a week, and I've had another session. Today Dr. Bradley asked if I was open to trying out some new things. Things he'd learned about in school, but not your standard stuff. He said that he didn't really know if it would be more or less effective than the standard ‘sit on the couch and complain about life’ strategy. But I agreed to it, secretly hoping that the alternative was him having sex with me.

It was not. But it was kind of interesting.

He had a full length mirror that he rolled into the room. And he made me look at myself, while describing myself.

"Well," I said. "Where to start?"

"Anywhere you'd like. But you aren't allowed to say anything that you can't point to in the mirror."

"Okay. Well, I'm ugly," I said.

"Point to that."

I tried to, but there wasn't one specific part of me that was making me ugly. It was just everything.

"See how you can't?" he asked. "That's the idea. You're only allowed to say what we call objective truths. Nothing that your mind has come up with. Only things that are real, physical realities."

"Okay," I said. "There are bags under my eyes." I pointed at my eyes in the mirror. There really were bags under there, I had not just made that up. That fact didn't come from self-hatred, it was just true."

"Alright," he said.

"And I weigh too much," I said.

"Point to that."

Again, I just wanted to point at everything. "Well it's just true," I said.

"Is it?"

"You're the first doctor who has ever asked that. Yes, my weight is a problem."

"I'm not talking about your physical health, Mary. I'm talking about your mental health. And there is no evidence in that mirror that you weigh too much."

I looked back at the mirror. I sure thought I saw evidence.

"They're just social constructs, you see. People have been telling you that you weigh too much, and now you believe it. Now you think that they were right, and that your current weight makes you an ugly person."

I nodded. "Yep. And what do you think?"

"I don't think you're an ugly person, Mary."

My heart melted a little bit. I looked myself up and down, and I looked a bit different from before. Maybe he was right. Being a bit plump didn't mean I was ugly, definitely. Maybe some people would think I was ugly, but what made their opinion matter? Nothing.

"Okay," I said, "but my clothes are actually terrible."

"Point," he said.

I pointed to my waist in the mirror. "See how I have a muffin top? That's because these pants aren't the right size. And they're used, with that stain on them." I kept pointing to each thing I was talking about. "My shoes don't match the rest of my outfit one bit. My hair is a mess because I didn't do anything with it after getting out of the shower."

"Okay," he said.

After that we just got to talking a bit more about the normal stuff. How work was going. You know. But now, an hour later, I think that that exercise really had been a good one. I was looking at myself with new eyes now. I wasn't fat. I was big, but that isn't always a bad thing.

On top of that, Dr. Bradley said that I wasn't ugly. Maybe he would have said more, but it wasn't appropriate to in a professional setting?

Anyway, that's all I have to say about this session. It was good. I'm glad I'm in therapy.


Session 3

Today's session was definitely the best one so far. It was like the last one, but with one extra step.

He rolled in the mirror today, and then pulled something out of his briefcase. It was a little makeup bag. The kind I used to have before I gave up on using makeup.

"So," he said, "last time you mentioned that you don't like the bags under your eyes."

I nodded.

"So today we're going to get rid of that, and then you will look in the mirror and tell me what you think."

I nodded again.

"Do you know how that's done?"

I nodded again, and he passed me some foundation. I hadn't used that since I was trying to hide my incredible amount of acne in high school.

I rubbed some in under my eyes, looking in the mirror. And in no time, I didn't have bags under my eyes. It was like magic. I had always known that it was possible. Makeup can hide the bags under your eyes - everyone knows that. But for some reason, doing it for the first time after so long of hating my appearance, it felt amazing. It felt like I had become a new person all over again.

I looked in the mirror once I was done, and I smiled. I smiled at my own appearance. I didn't look tired. I didn't look half-dead. I looked... alright. Which was a big deal for me.

"If you want, you can do more," he said, noticing the smile on my face. He tipped over the makeup bag, and everything spilled out over the little table.

There was blush. There was lipstick. There was everything every little girl dreams of.

"Don't you want to... talk about my problems or something?" I asked.

"This is more important," he said. "You can use all of it that you want. We can talk while you do it."

And we did. I applied some blush. Then I went with lipstick. I totally over did my eyes, with eye liner and mascara. I knew that it was more than I should have been using, but it just felt so good. All of my good features started to pop out, and all my bads ones were fading away.

He asked some questions, but most of the session was just me making myself look pretty. And it felt great.


Session 4

Okay, today it got kind of weird. I'm not mad about it or anything, but I'll admit that it was pretty weird. It caught me off guard. Like, I've been super open with Dr. Bradley, like you'd supposed to be with a therapist. But today... well let me just tell you what happened.

So I get there, like I had three times before. And today he has something extra with him. A couple of shopping bags, from the mall nearby. I didn't think anything of it at first. I just assumed he'd gone shopping before coming in to counsel people.

But then he brought something up. He brought up how when I was standing in front of that mirror, I had complained about my clothing. How none of it fit quite right. How it was all stained. And how a lot of it was second hand. It was all true, but I had no idea where he was going with any of this.

Then he handed me the bags. And I realized where they were from. One on from a women's clothing store, and the other was from a lingerie store.

"I think you should try these on," he said. "I think they're your size. And wearing nice clothing for a change might really change how you think of yourself. It'll help you see yourself in a new light, like the makeup did. Sound good?"

I was hesitant, but willing. "Sure." I stood up with the bags. "I'll just go to change in the washroom, or-"

"Here is fine," he said. "I'm a doctor. You don't have to be afraid of getting naked in front of me. Nothing I haven't seen before."

Again, I hesitated. I didn't want to be rude. But I also didn't really want to have sex with him. I liked to think about it, but I didn't want to go through with it. Not with my therapist. That would be weird.

But, you know, doctor's orders. So I kicked off my shoes, and pulled down my pants. Then I check the lingerie bag. There were panties in there. So I slid off my panties too. Suddenly I was totally bottomless, with a man in the room. He was looking at me a bit more than I'd expect a professional to. But maybe he was just checking for irregularities or something. Staring at my legs for purely medical purposes.

I pulled on the fresh pair of panties. They were form fitting, unlike my regular ones which I knew were a bit too small. These ones curved my hips for me, instead of giving me a muffin-top.

Then I pulled on the pants he'd gotten me. They were also just my size. They weren't skinny jeans, which I would look terrible in, but they also weren't baggy. They clinged to my thighs, and got a bit looser for the bottom halfs. I looked at my butt in the mirror, and damn it actually looked pretty good.

Then I pulled of my shirt, and unclipped my bra. Again, he stared at me. Now at my chest. Maybe he was trying to check for breast cancer at a distance? Anyway, I put on the bra he gave me. It was stretchier than my normal bra, which made it much more comfortable. It also pushed up my boobs in a nice way, giving me some half-decent cleavage.

Then came the shirt. It had ruffles down the front, and quarter sleeves. It was white, and honestly I looked really hot in it.

I stared at myself in the mirror. It really was like I'd become an entirely different person. Fat, ugly Mary was gone. Now I was hot Mary. Sexy Mary. And it felt good.

I looked over at him, and he was smiling. "How does that feel?" he asked.

"This... I look so good."

Then he said, "You really do." He actually said those words. He had complimented my looks.

"Thank you so much for doing this," I said.

"No problem," he said. "This is my job. My whole goal is to make people feel better."

"Well you're very good at your job, then," I said.

"Thank you. And you can keep that outfit. It's yours."

"Oh my god," I said, staring back at myself. "Thank you so much."

"Again, just doing my job. I think we'll only need one more session. And I think we should try something new. Something even more adventurous than the last few sessions."

"Sure," I said. "What do you want to try?"

And then, in very complicated medical terms, he explained it. But this is what I understood from what he said: He wanted to hypnotise me. He wanted to get inside my brain, and take control. He wanted to be in charge of my thoughts, just for a while. And he said that once I was in the trance, he would be able to manipulate my thoughts in a way that could change me forever. It could make it so that I'd always feel like Sexy Mary instead of Ugly Mary.

Obviously I said yes to that idea.

He told me to wear the outfit that he gave me, and put on plenty of makeup. And to do my hair nice. Basically just everything I could do to make myself feel beautiful.

And I'm going to. I'm excited. I can't wait to see what he does once he gets control of my mind.


Session 5

So, I just got from my final session with Dr. Bradley. And I can't wait to tell you all about it.

This morning, I was psyched. I hadn't felt that good in a very, very long time. I woke up early. I never do that. I woke up early and showered. I felt good getting into the shower, and I felt good coming out of the shower.

I coated my face in makeup. I stood there stark naked, applying my makeup, and I thought I looked damn good. My boobs were huge. My sides were curvy. I put on a lot of mascara, which made my eyes look very cute. Bright red lipstick. Blush. The works. I looked like a model by the time I was done.

And then I got dressed. I put on just the underwear first, and then looked in the mirror. I really did look hot. I hadn't ever thought of myself as hot while wearing only underwear before. But this was the lingerie that Dr. Bradley had purchased for me. Like they were prescribed to make me feel sexy. And they got the job done.

I slipped into the rest of my outfit and headed to my appointment.

When I got there, Dr. Bradley was waiting for me. He had a smile on his face. He looked extra handsome. And I felt extra pretty.

I sat down, and he went over with me what exactly I was getting myself into. He explained that once I was hypnotised, I would still have the same boundaries as before. But I'd be more willing to do things that I would have done anyways. Like, I wouldn't kill my parents if he asked me to. But if he asked me to dance around, I'd do it even though normally I would be too embarrassed.

He seemed... very interested in me. I agreed to everything, and he took out a pendulum. He talked in a calming voice as he swung it back and forth. I watched it.

And just like that, he had me hypnotised. It was like I had become a passenger in my body, and he was driving.

"Will you do whatever I ask you to do?" he asked.

I nodded, without even thinking about it. My body reacted before my brain had a chance.

"Okay," he said. "Show me your nipples.'

Again, without even thinking, my hands reached up and pulled down my top. They pulled the bra down just enough that my nipples were visible. Puffy. He stared at them.

"Play with your boobs," he said.

I started to. I never did that, not even in private. But it felt so good. Just squeezing them. Pressing them together. It felt amazing, and I almost had him hypnotised.

Then he stood up from his chair and unzipped his pants. Out came his cock. I didn't react at all, because he was in charge of my every move. "Sit up," he said. I adjusted from my lying down position. Now I was sitting up, facing him, his dick inches from my face. "Now make me feel good."

I grabbed him with one hand, and then wrapped my lips around the tip. I flicked it with my tongue. I wasn't even trying to do any of this. I'd never imagined that I'd actually end up with his dick in my mouth. So smooth. So warm. But there we were.

But I didn't stop. He'd asked me to make him feel good. Commanded it. Moving my hand up and down while I sucked on the tip, I felt him slowly growing. I played with his balls with my other hand. Eventually he'd come all the way up. He was hard as could be.

He looked down at me, working him. I didn't seem to have any limits any more. "Slide your pants off," he said. "I want you to play with yourself."

I stood up just enough that I could slide my pants down around my ankles, and then the hand that had been working his shaft moved down. I pressed two fingers against myself and started to rub in circles. It felt incredible. I ventured further south only to find that I was already incredibly wet.

I stuck my fingers inside while continuing to suck him off. I was putting him deeper now, letting his cock reach the back of my throat. And faster. Every so often there would be a little pop noise when the suction broke.

It was intense. He'd told me to play with myself, so there was nothing I could do to stop. My back arched but I didn't let myself stop. I kept sucking on him, playing with him with my tongue. The feeling of his huge warm cock deep in my mouth. The little indications that he was having a good time. Just a little throb. Or a twitch in his leg. His muscles would all go tense for a moment, and then they'd release.

The idea that he was having a good time made me wetter. He was enjoying me. Enjoying my body. He loved the makeup I was wearing, and how I'd done my hair. He loved the outfit that he'd bought for me, even if I was only wearing half of it now. And he loved telling me what to do.

My body started to convulse. All of my muscles tensed up, one by one. Slowly I could feel something building within, and every rub made it more powerful. I would have been moaning if my mouth wasn't full. I could taste his precum. I could feel him reacting to my pleasure.

I was about to finish when he said, "Stop." He sat down next to me. "Get your pants all of the way off." I did.

Then he grabbed one of my thighs and lifted it to the other side of him. Suddenly I was sitting on his lap, facing him. My soaking wet pussy just inches from his hard and exposed cock.

He guided it with his hands. His cock pressed against my pussy lips. There was a bit of pressure, and then it happened.

All at once his cock was inside me. Deep. It felt huge. Huge and warm. It filled me up to the brim. He hardly fit. It didn't hurt, because I was so wet. So turned on. But it was almost overwhelming. My therapist was now he was filling me with an amazing feeling. I felt so attractive, dressed up like a bimbo like that.

Then, slowly, he began to move his hips up and down. Inside he rubbed against a part of me deep inside. And it felt incredible to be touched there.

He got into a rhythm, slowly speeding up. I lifted myself up a bit, so there was more room for him to move up and down. And he took me up on that.

I could feel his shape. Perfectly. I could feel everything better than before. I slowly began to bob up and down, opposite his thrusts, for maximum pleasure. His hands were wrapped around me.

Had someone walked into his office at that moment, I have no idea what I would have done. The first thing I'd think to do would be to hop off, but that would leave his dick out in the open, covered in my juices. I could just stay there, seated on his lap, but that would seem awful suspicious. And I wouldn't be able to slow my breathing.

The rhythm continued. In and out. Feeling everything in his body. I looked down at his face, and it was like nothing I'd ever seen before. This was my therapist. My doctor. He was supposed to be professional. But now he was ecstatic, caused by my body. He was overcome with pleasure. He couldn't even control his face, but he didn't care. He wanted me to see him like that. See him at his most vulnerable.

Then I could feel it happening again, but on his end. I could feel his cock growing harder, and larger inside of me. I could see the look on his face. His cheeks were going red as well, and his breathing got quick. It started to match up with the rhythm. I could feel it building inside of me. I was going to finish. I was going to climax. While having sex with him.

Then it happened. He went over the edge. I went over the edge. It felt amazing. His cock grew, and it started to pump. Waves of growth went through it, filling me with his cum. I kept moving up and down as best I could, but it was almost impossible to control my body with all the pleasure that ran through it. I managed to get through three or four more bobs until I was overwhelmed. Then my whole body gave out. Waves of pleasure ran through me. I was powerless.

I collapsed onto him. I sat there in his lap. And in my mind, there were only the two of us. We weren't in his office. It didn't matter that he had hypnotised me into doing all of this, or forced me to dress up nicely. I didn't care that this was all about my self-esteem, and that I knew the relationship was never actually going to go anywhere. All that mattered, in my mind, at that point, was how good it felt. And goddamn, it felt so incredible.

After a moment, he simply said, “Get off me.”

I obeyed. I was still in that trance, even after the powerful orgasm.

He grabbed some kleenex, passed me some, and said, “Clean yourself up.” I did. “Put your pants back on.” I obeyed. Then once we were both fully covered, he sat back down in his chair, and asked me to lie back. Then he counted down from three, and snapped his fingers.

It felt like I fell back into my body. Suddenly I was back in the room. Back in control.

“So,” he said, “do you think that exercise helped you feel more attractive?”

I looked at him. Just moments ago he’d been fucking me. So turned on by my body. He wanted me so badly that he’d taken control of my mind just to fuck me. “Yes,” I said. “I feel quite good right now.”


What to read next.[image: ]

When Shawn first suggests hypnotising Faith as an outlet for all the sex acts she won't let him do normally, Faith turns him down. But the idea sticks with her, eventually becoming an obsession of hers. The idea of completely giving her body up to someone else is hot enough that she eventually changes her mind and let's him do it.

And he jumps at the opportunity. Once she's out of it, he starts simple. But he can't hold back. He takes it further again and again, doing everything he's dreamed of with her. Just using her as his sex toy. But will he take it too far? Will he do the one thing sex was designed for, but that he doesn't have permission to do?

Click here to buy it on Amazon
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Stacy Neptune has a dirty mind and wants to share it with you. She's been writing erotic stories since she was far too young, and now she's good enough to publish her stories for the world to see. And the world likes what it sees.

Stacy doesn't spend all her time writing. She also spends plenty of time fantasizing, and a fair bit of time 'researching'. Outside of that she loves to hike, get dressed up, and try new things.

There isn't just one kink that Stacy loves best. She has a thing for billionaires, and a thing for mind-control. A thing for breeding and a thing for first-time stories. There isn't much that she isn't in to.
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