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Shrink - Erotic Adventures With A Freudian
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My name is Alex Foster, I figured it would be
therapeutic, and maybe entertaining for those that read it, to tell
my story of how I developed an unusual relationship with my older
female psychiatrist Madeleine Fuller. I'd be having some
disciplinary problems since my teens, falling behind at school and
nearly getting expelled for truancy. I'd crawled to a few passes in
my exams and was actually looking forward to college.



But when my folks started having real problems in their marriage, I
started going off the rails again, getting into trouble with
lecturers and causing myself no end of trouble. My folks could see
the effect of their marital issues were having on me but they
couldn't sort out their problems and my mom eventually filed for
divorce, citing irreconcilable differences. This broke me in two, I
was still only eighteen and feeling pretty lost in the world.



I wasn't really a bad person, I wanted to do the right thing and
not cause any more stress to my folks than they were already going
through, but I was pretty screwed up about a lot of things. I was
regarded by girls as good-looking but moody and difficult to talk
to. I'd tried to date but I would get jealous and possessive, kind
of like I wanted to turn a girl against me, so it could re-affirm
my low self-esteem. They call that a self-destructive pattern of
behaviour, apparently. Oh yeah, I know all the clever phrases
now....



Things came to head with my folks when my dad announced he had met
another woman and was moving in with her. Mom was devastated and
those first few months alone living together were real tough, she
had taken it all pretty badly. The stress of seeing her like that
made me stay out as much as I could and I'd end up in rough bars
where they didn't care I was underage and usually get in a fight by
the end of the night.



This habit culminated in being picked up by the cops when they were
called to break up a bar brawl that had broken out after betting on
a pool game. I walked in with my head bowed that night, as the cops
explained to my mom that I'd been underage drinking and fighting
with guys twice my age. This was the straw that broke the camel's
back and, in desperation, my mom said that if I wanted to keep
living with her, I'd have to go into therapy.



"You want me to see a goddamn shrink? You think I'm crazy??"
I drawled in my drunken stupor. I had a really bad attitude about
psychiatry back then, I thought it was just for losers and
lunatics. "You've definitely got some major issues Alex, and
I've reached the end of my tether here....as if this divorce isn't
enough to deal with..." my mom replied, and I could see she was
in a real bad state. I agreed, saying I would go along with
whatever she wanted, at the time I just wanted her to stop freaking
out and crying.



The next few days were spent researching the local psychiatrists.
My mom had read a lot of books about that kind of stuff and was
drawn to some woman called Madeleine Fuller. She had developed her
own brand of therapy called the Fuller technique, which was
supposedly a mix of primal scream therapy, Jungian word-association
therapy and a load of Freudian stuff thrown in there too. I didn't
really get what that would entail at the time, but I was soon to
find out when mom booked my first appointment with her.



I didn't really know what to expect, not having done that kind of
thing before but the last thing I was expecting was Miss Madeleine
Fuller to be attractive. As I walked into my first appointment she
was sat in a leather chair, her long, shapely legs crossed. She
smiled at me as I took my seat and I was taken by her long auburn
hair, her big brown eyes framed by large thick-rimmed glasses that
should have made her look like a typical shrink, but somehow added
to her sexiness.



We went through the introductions and small talk, and instantly her
deep, husky voice made me feel relaxed. She talked slowly and
deliberately, never rushing her words or sounding forced, I was
only used to having instructions barked at me or being nagged by my
mom. She asked me to describe what I thought my problems were and I
felt so at ease that I opened up to her, went right back through my
early teens when my troubles at school began. She nodded, clearly
listening intently, and if she secretly didn't give a darn about
what I was saying, she sure hid it well.



She made a few notes on a clipboard and said
stuff like "Interesting....". After I'd pretty much given
her the lowdown on where I was at, she put the clipboard down and
looked straight at me with those penetrating, sexy brown eyes. Then
in her slow, measured voice she started asking me about my early
childhood, how well I got along with my parents growing up. I
didn't really see where it was going but told her everything I
could think of anyway.



She started asking about whether my mom gave me much attention as a
kid. I said that even though I was an only child I usually got
dropped off at her friends' house while they went to work, and my
dad was always working too. She found all this very fascinating and
nodded intently, making furious notes. I was trying not to look at
her legs as she slowly rubbed them against each other when she was
writing stuff down, they looked so sexy combined with her black
heels....



As I talked away, I noticed there was a tension in the room
developing between us, I was getting the vibe that she thought I
was cute. Her eyes would linger on me just a little too long before
writing something down and I couldn't stop my gaze from wandering
over her body every so often. I was subtle at first but she caught
me staring right at those sexy legs as she paused in her
note-writing. I looked down at the floor blushing a little, I felt
so busted....



But she gave me a small smile to let me know it was ok and I felt
my cock stirring a little in my jeans. The sexy timbre of her voice
was making the hairs stand up on the back of my neck as she
explained to me that we were going to try a word association test.
"Now, Alex, I want you to be as relaxed as possible for this, so
come and lie down on the bed, it's very comfortable...."



She motioned with her eyes to the single bed set up in the corner
of the room so I walked over and lay on it, feeling the tension
ramp up a few more notches. She told me to close my eyes which
helped me to relax a little, then her soothing voice intoned
"I'm going to try some word association now....just reply to a
word with the first thing that comes into your head....ok, let's
begin.....school....".



"Trouble..." I replied instantly. "Childhood..." came
next. "Lonely...." burst out of me. "Woman....." she
poised. "Desire...." I said, impulsively. There was a bit of
an awkward silence, then: "Milk....". My instantaneous
reply: "Breastfeeding...". I didn't even know where it came
from, I just blurted it out. I heard the unmistakable sound of
pencil lead snapping, and I knew I must have made her
uncomfortable. Either that or intrigued, because she then followed
up with "Interesting....may I ask....were you breastfed as a
baby, Alex?"



Another painful silence, this time caused by me. "Um...I don't
think so, no...." I eventually managed and heard her scribbling
something down. All this talk of breastfeeding on top of the
already huge sexual tension in the room meant I was getting rather
aroused, made all the more obvious by the fact I was lying on my
back. I'm pretty well hung, and knew the erection now straining
against my denim jeans must be clearly visible to her. I knew if I
tried to cover it with my hand, it would only draw attention to it.
This was awkward.....



"Well, Alex....I don't think we need to continue with word
association...you're what I call a textbook case....you were
deprived of your mother's affection as a child, and the latent
resentment resulted in rebelling in your teens, partly due to your
repressed feelings of resentment and partly as a cry for
attention...as well as a need to compete with your father as you
developed into a man...all this is very natural Alex....I just
think you need some good old-fashioned TLC.....it's something
unconventional that I offer as part of my therapy....for certain
special clients...".



"Ok...." I said, wondering where this was leading, the
tension now unbearable. Another silence, I could hear her
unbuttoning something, then felt her close to me from the body
heat. I was painfully aware of the prominent bulge in my jeans and
as it turns out so was she for I felt her warm hand slowly begin to
caress it, my cock twitching and hardening at her touch.



"Tell me if you'd like me to stop Alex...." she purred in
her sexy deep voice and I stayed silent. It felt like heaven. With
my eyes still closed I then felt her other hand running through my
hair. "Is that nice?" she whispers and I just nodded. "I
think not being breastfed might have affected you on a deep level
Alex...but I have a solution for that...open your eyes for
me...".



I did so to be confronted with the wonderful sight of her full bare
breasts, her blouse open and black lacy bra uncupped. She took her
hand off my forehead and cupped her right breast with it, then
lowered it to my mouth. Her nipples and areolae were thick, already
red and swollen and eminently suckable. I wrapped my lips round her
right nipple and sucked it gently, making her moan softly and close
her eyes.



I circled the hardening nipple with my tongue as she continued to
stroke my bulge, my cock now as hard as it gets. Then I felt her
hand unbuckle my belt and unzip me as she brought her other breast
to the attention of my eager mouth. I slid down my jeans and briefs
allowing my erect length to spring out, and she inhaled her breath,
clearly impressed with the size. She stroked my bare shaft with her
long fingers and a shiver ran up my spine...



"You're a very lucky boy Alex...only my
very favourite clients get this kind of therapy" she said in a
breathy voice, clearly as highly aroused as I was. I certainly felt
like a lucky boy. It was such as intense combination of sensations,
her breast in my mouth feeling both loving and maternal, yet at the
same time deeply erotic and sexual. Even the tender way she
caressed my cock shaft had almost a gentle innocence to it, but the
sexual side took over and she pulled up my shirt and started
kissing my chest.



The feel of her hot breath on my skin made me tingle, then she
worked her way slowly down my chest before kissing the bulbous head
of my cock. It was now glistening with precum which stuck to her
lips. I knew some deep pleasure was about to occur and let out a
deep sigh as she took my length in her hand, gripping the base of
the shaft, then slowly sank her full lips down it, her red lipstick
leaving a glorious stain.

 


She must have spent fifteen minutes just
slowly moving up and down my shaft with those luscious lips, her
breasts hanging loose from her open blouse. She eventually stopped
and kissed my stomach and chest again, then kissed me on the mouth
softly, whispering "Why don't you sit in your chair again....so
I can ride that lively cock....".



I needed no persuading and she was soon raising up her dress to
reveal black stockings and suspenders. I pulled down her white silk
panties and she stepped out of them before lowering her delicious
looking pussy onto my twitching cock. Her pussy was mostly shaven,
with just a thin strip of closely trimmed brown hair in the middle.
It looked sexy as hell.



She let out a loud sigh of satisfaction an she sank down to the
base of my pole, and I could tell my cock filled her up perfectly,
the wide girth stretching her a little. She looked straight at me
with blazing, intense eyes as she started slowly riding me, my
mouth was dry from the passion we were stirring up. I could tell I
wasn't just another one of her clients, we had some serious
chemistry going on.



We indulged in some deliciously slow French kissing, tongues
dancing and darting, then I moved my attention to her breasts once
again, this time openly suckling both breasts like a happy baby.
This had such a powerful effect on her that she started squealing
at a pitch that it barely made a sound and I felt my cock harden
just that little bit more inside her. 



She started riding me harder and faster, using her hips to do the
work so I could keep
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