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		Part One

		

		To get what you want from people, you need a good technique. You might think I had some kind of special training or something like that. You are half right. I am a physician and psychoanalyst, by profession. Sort of the Dark Side of the Psychiatric profession. I learned early on that with this training I could open doors in others, people could only dream of opening.

		My name is Jane, actually it's Dr. Jane Lindstrom, I am thirty five years old, and single. This is not a story from a male point of view so just leave it that I am in pretty good physical condition. I run, lift a few weights now and then and take yoga classes three times a week. Boobs, tits, ass etc. Are for the guys. This is a book for the 'distaff' side.

		At an early age I always wanted to be the strongest. Stronger than my brother, my sister, my school friends just stronger period. Certainly not very feminine for the time I grew up. I would be considered today a Tom Boy and a bully. But when I was growing up girls weren't appreciated for being very physical, so the poor male portion of the world took the wrap for the term bully. Because of that I really flourished at my domination.

		I remember when I had my epiphany, it was at college, and I was rough housing with one of the girls in the dorm. We were both in our PJs and the tussle had taken a serious turn. I had the girl, can't even remember her name, pinned to the floor. My left arm was wrapped around behind her knee and pushed up around her head. My crotch was against her wide open crotch because of the hold on her leg.

		She began struggling and it caused her pussy to rub against mine, through the fabric of the PJ bottoms. I found the sensation, stimulating, and began rubbing back. I could tell by her eyes, the shock she experienced, then she resigned herself to her plight. I knew enough about masturbation to know I could get myself off rubbing against my bed pillow, so the warm pussy beneath me, grinding away would work like magic. I guessed.

		Her struggles were futile, as she was caught up in the ad hoc trib session, and it wasn't long before she stiffened, and her body locked, letting out a surprised squeal . That put me over the top, as I realized she had just cum. My grinding turned furious and I rode the sensation of her soft crotch against mine to my own orgasm.

		It was then I realized, the added element of the struggle intensified the sensations in my sex, giving me a stupendous orgasm.

		When I finished, I looked at the girl, her eyes were closed, and as I lifted off of her and said, " I win bitch."

		But I do digress

		Now don't think this is leading to my confession of being a Dominatrix and a Shrink. Far from it. But it gives you a good understanding of the type of individual I am.

		Finally, it must be a question you have from this preface, "Is she a lesbian?" Well, yes and no. I have a yen for pretty young girls, eighteen or nineteen is my sweet spot. But Jeanie my current partner is in her mid-twenties. I am not a virgin, in the physical sense either. I know what to do with a male member, and I have been told I can handle a penis, like a monkey handles coconuts.

		Right now, I am lying in my custom made bed. A memory foam platform bed twelve feet square. Yes, I need the size, for a few reasons. I entertain quite a bit. And I have two partners who share my bed. Jeanie and Chris. We need the room. I am about to waken Jeanie, my sweet little Swedish beauty.

		"Get your ass up Jeanie, your soft, bouncy ass that is."

		Not much reaction at first, but I pulled covers down, exposing Jeanie's cute butt, and swatted it pretty hard leaving a red handprint.

		"Uhnnn... what huh?" Jeanie opened her eyes and blinked several times, rubbing her burning backside.

		"Get up, you twit, I need you to deal with my pussy."

		"Oh shit, you aren't going to pee on me again are you?"

		"I might. On your back, and get your mouth in position, this won't take long."

		One of the rules in my bed are that you must sleep nude, unless I have a special request. The other is that you can't sleep in bed with pubic hair. Everyone, me included has a waxed pubes. The other is that you must follow the directions of the first riser every morning.

		Sounds easy, but generally sleeping in this bed, means going to sleep thoroughly exhausted, and sexually drained. So, popping up at the butt crack of dawn isn't as easy as it might seem.

		Jeanie was staring up into the slick lips of my wet pussy. I slid up her body like a snake, licking my way to a position astride her perky boobs. I grabbed her blond ponytail and held it behind her pinning her head in place. My knees were on her shoulders and I felt like a boa constrictor about to squish its prey.

		"Let me see that pretty tongue Jeanie. Stick it out now!"

		"No, I won't, I don't like this game."

		I raised my hips up from her breasts about a foot, and then dropped my full weight onto her breasts, my ass squashing her tits like silly putty.

		"Ooooff"

		"Stick your fucking tongue out bitch."

		Slowly the slick pink object of my desire made its way out between her full lips. For a little girl, no more than a few centimeters over five feet tall, and maybe a hundred pounds, Jeanie had a phenomenal tongue. It was a weapon, and she knew it. But only when she was in control, which right now she wasn't.

		"That's it my lovely, perfect." With that I drop a large glob of spit on her tongue. "Believe me Jeanie you'll thank me for this later."

		Jeanie's eyes widened, knowing what was about to happen. She twisted her head to the right, then left. A firm tug on the ponytail immobilized her head. And now with lust in my heart I dropped my very wet, slick cunt directly onto her mouth.

		Muffled screams, and sounds like a Bronx cheer, emitting from my trapped prey. My hips began a slow grind at first, then once the lubrication seemed proper, I drove my womanhood straight ahead, back and forth, back and forth, rubbing Jeanie's mouth, tongue and nose, and some time a chin or an eye got rubbed. The twisting and turning of Jeanie's torso below her waist was violent, her feet pounding into the memory foam, her hips bucked like crazy.

		While all this was going on, Chris was sleeping about two feet away and oblivious to the action next to her. Chris is a pre-op Transsexual. Great boobs, and sweet little ass, and a dick that when erect, stood about seven inches, and it had slight hook to the left at the end of it. Not a right angle hook, more about a forty five degree angle. The first time I saw it. I had to have it. In more ways than one.

		My entire body was in a transcendental state, I could see what was going on around me, but the focus was on my warm, slick pussy rubbing the mouth below it. It was second nature for me now, to insure my clit got plenty of tongue during this ride. The sweet exertion had my heart pounding, great for my cardio. I could hear myself grunting, and other feral and other worldly sounds coming from my mouth. Shit, I was getting close, I wiped a drop of sweat that had dripped into my eye. Leaned forward and pressed down onto Jeanie's mouth.

		"Uhhh, ffffffpppp!"

		"Oh yeah sweat pea, that's it, just right there, almost there."

		Jeanie's eyes shot open; in horror she knew what was coming. As my orgasm roared up my thighs and into my sex, I heard another raspberry from below me.

		"Oooooooo.AAAaaaaaah. Shhhhitttt! Yessssssss, yesssss."

		My juices were expelled in waves, female cum, shot all over Jeanie's head, and then settled onto her face. I was dripping in sweat, and my cunt drowning poor Jeanie.

		"Very, very good. Sweetheart. I complimented Jeanie on her superior work.

		"God, I hate that, nasty ejaculation thing you do. I can't seem to anticipate when it's coming, and then it shoots up my nose and I always nearly choke."

		"Ah, but you love my pussy, just as I love yours. Besides this position is the only one I can protect myself from you lethal tongue. You very nearly put me in convulsions with it last night. I just knew it was too soon for me to go through that so soon again."

		We stare at one another, and I climbed off Jeanie, and lie beside her. She raised up and looked to her right.

		"It's time to get our favorite tranny up. In more ways than one."

		I nodded in agreement. I could always count on Jeanie for a great idea.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		Chris was sleeping on her side, with her back to us. her cute butt sticking out from under her blanket. Even for a TS, she had a very shapely ass, it was hard to tell the difference between Jeanie's and Chris's from behind. Asses, they were all the same I decided. My ass was a bit larger than my two protege's. But then, I am five foot eight inches and weigh about one hundred thirty pounds. Just a fact of nature I was be bigger. AND stronger.

		"Wake the hell up, cupcake, Jane and I want a piece of you. Get the equipment out of the shed and let's go."

		Nothing, she was out for the count. In fairness Jeanie and I had really put her through her paces last night. As I recall she passed out the last time while she was eating Jeanie's pussy and I was milking Chris's prostate gland. In fact, I wonder if she has an orgasm this morning if she will even ejaculate. We drained her pretty dry.

		I grabbed a pillow from under Jeanie's head and tossed it at Chris. Still nothing. This party was going to be a bust without a little dick in it. We need to take action. I looked at Jeanie and we nodded in unison. We threw off her blanket, turned her on her back and we took a stations so to speak.

		Jeanie sat astride her tranquil features, and I laid between her thighs and took her flaccid member into my mouth. It was soft, small, and tasted of my sex and Jeanie's. A sweet mixture of tangy and tart, with a bit of saltiness. The actions of my tongue under her sleeping penis began to find nerve endings, and while still asleep and erection began to build. The cock was beginning to fill my mouth and I could slid it in and out of my mouth, over my slippery lips.

		Jeanie was taking a completely different tact in rousing her. She reached down an pulled her pussy lips apart and dropped her cunt right on her nose, enveloping it into her pussy. Next she put her hand over Chris's mouth. her ability to breathe was not shut off. her body began to react, and instinctively she grabbed the hand covering her mouth. It wasn't going to move easily she determined. By now she was totally awake, and it took no time for her to assess her situation. A few mumbled sounds and Jeanie released her mouth.

		"Alright you two. That's enough I am awake already."

		Jeanie repositioned herself for a face forward face sit, and I took complete control of the now completely awakened sex organ. My left hand with a firm but gentle hold on her scrotum, massaging it gently, and the other hand worked its way under the bulging organ and slid between her ass cheeks. Finding her brown puckered hole and rubbing it in a circular motion. I heard a soft moan, I thought because of my handy work.

		I took my right hand away and brought it to my mouth. I took the swollen member out and slipped my index finger between my lips. Lubricating them. Then returned the cock to my mouth and slid my right hand back in place in Chris's ass crack.

		I worked the finger slowly and pushed gently into the opening, waiting a second and pushed a bit more, again waiting and then, straight in up to the knuckle.

		"Ahhhhhh, Hissssssssssssssssss!"

		Ah yes, that was my work for sure this time. From the ceiling, the vision of our action would surely appear like the workings of a Swiss clock. Jeanie, gyrating her hips on Chris's face, my head bobbing up and down on Chris's cock and Chris pumping her hips up to my mouth.

		My desire to always be the best, strongest etc. Forced me into a competition with Jeanie. I had to get Chris to cum, before she came. It was not going to be easy either, as Jeanie really had a head of steam built up, through her actions and from eating me earlier. Much as she protested" about the Face Fuck, it always turned her on.

		Chris was being savaged by two sexual predators, and she loved it. I could see her breasts wobbling from Jeanie movements and the nipples were rock hard. I took a look up at the back of Jeanie. She was still bent forward, building her orgasm. I had to keep an eye out she didn't begin to arch her back, so I needed to squeeze the juice out of this lemon pretty quickly.

		"Come on stud, give me that load, or do you even have any left from last night. Probably not.

		I tugged on the balls, the bag was tight, a deep plunge into my throat and then out again. I felt a twitch. Then she tensed up. her body stiffened and let out a groan.

		"Ohhhhhh, shiittttt, yess."

		"Ahhhhhh, Unnnnhhhhh Ooooh!"

		I heard her, then looked up, Jeanie had her back arched, and Chris was stiff with her mouth open under Jeanie's pussy. Would my labor of love give up her seed?

		"Ahhhhhh, yess" Chris rewarded me with a thimble full of sperm, and I felt victorious.

		There was no need proclaiming my victory, because Jeanie had no idea she was racing. I stuck out my tongue to show them both of my reward, Jeanie exploded in orgasm. I waited for her to finish and kept my tongue out displaying my prize, finally Jeanie crawled over to me to share in the prize, licking it off my tongue.

		"Dude you were able to close the deal, even after last night. You are becoming my hero."

		"I think I had some stuck in the crook of my dick, I just forced it out this morning."

		The broad grin on Chris's face showed her pride in her performance.

		All this sensuous activity, and my personal competition had my hormones raging. Now was the time to have a real competition. The kind only the three of us knew how to perform. I got wet just thinking about our "tournament". It was time to remove the pillows, and blankets. A quick shower and pee and we would all be back on the bed. Sex Wrestling and I could hardly wait.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		My work as a Psychoanalytic therapists generally entails spending time listening to patients talk about their lives, which is why this method is often referred to as "the talking cure." I then will look for patterns or significant events that may play a role in my client's current difficulties. Myself and other Psychoanalysts believe that childhood events and unconscious feelings, thoughts and motivations play a role in mental illness and maladaptive behaviors. It's those behaviors I search for, one's that fit into my lifestyle. I can use the raw material of those behaviors and mold them into a sexual scenario that gives me sexual pleasure, anytime I desire it.

		Using Psychoanalytic therapy also brings other techniques into play, including free association, exploration of the transference, observing defenses and feelings that patient's may not be aware of, as well as dream interpretation. I am looking specifically for repressed sexual desires, that, when nurtured, will develop into a dominating trait in the patient. Resulting in me being able to harness that trait for my orgasmic pleasure.

		I found Jeanie in this manner. She was referred to me by her PCP because of some personal issues that were causing trouble for her at her work and personal life. It was about two years ago.

		I was sitting behind my desk and tried to let my mind wander. Being a psychoanalyst was a hectic life at the best of times. I had been practicing for nearly ten years, now in my late thirties I still found myself working longer hours than ever before.

		Looking after the health of so many people in this New England community was a stressful occupation, and today's early morning session had been even more stressful than usual. But for now, I was enjoying a short well-earned break before the next part of my busy schedule began.

		"Ah, Doctor," My medical assistant Beth said, on entering the room and interrupting my thoughts. "Here is the list of patients for your afternoon appointments."

		With my train of thought now broken I casually glanced at the list that had been presented to me. One name drew my attention almost immediately. And I underlined it with my pen.

		"Miss Jeanie Howle. She'll be the last patient on my schedule before the end of the day."

		"Very good Doctor." My medical assistant Beth said as she briskly left the room.

		Carefully I stroked my fingers down my white 'Doctor's' jacket, checking that any creases were straightened out. I then undid several buttons from my immaculate white shirt, leaving just enough for my ample breasts to force their way into view. My dark hair was quickly brushed back into its neatly styled bob. Perfume was sprayed. Mascara and bright scarlet lipstick efficiently applied. Stockings checked and my sensible flat shoes replaced with high heels. With this transformation complete I emerged from my office, carrying Jeanie Howle chart.

		Jeanie Howle lived close to the office, so she always was the last appointment. As I made my way toward the examination room I picked my way carefully past a collection of recently delivered cartons of med supplies. Eventually I stood outside exam room door; I rapped twice on the wood door and waited.

		Eventually a young female voice called out that she was dressed. She was dressed only in a clinical gown, which she clutched tightly to her. I briskly pushed past her and inside.

		"Hello Doctor. Glad you could see me today." Said the young woman nervously.

		As I ignored her greeting, I carried on walking into the room. She'd been here many times and I knew her issues. The young woman quickly stood up and extended her hand. Then I carefully placed her chart down by the exam table. Sheets and pillows covered it crisply and white.

		"So, Jeanie. You called me to see you. What's wrong?" I asked sternly.

		"I've been feeling really weird lately, Doctor. I feel so tense and nervous. I can feel my heart pumping away sometimes. I can't sleep at night. I'm just so hyper." Jeanie babbled.

		"Well, we better give you a complete examination then hadn't we? Strip please"

		The young woman hesitated for a second then slowly let her gown slip from her shoulders and fall to the floor where it lay in a heap. Jeanie was in her mid-twenties although she looked much older. She was no beauty, although not ugly either. She was not helped by the fact that today she wore no make-up and her hair was sticking up every which way. She looked a mess and knew it, but she'd only just this minute got out of bed.

		Jeanie felt a wave of embarrassment pass over her as she noticed the heightened interest I showed in her nudity. She was quite tall with a very slim figure and dark skin. Her breasts were not large but well proportioned. A brown triangular bush of hair covered her pussy. She needs to shave that off I thought to myself.

		I slowly walked around my patient admiring what I saw. My hand casually brushed against the young woman's tight little bottom, making her jump. My warm hands continued to gently ease their way up either side of Jeanie's slim body, gently feeling her. Touching her. Jeanie closed her eyes and let the sensation take over.

		"I think I should start by taking your temperature" I whispered.

		An instant later Jeanie felt a pair of lips press against her own. She could taste the lipstick. She opened her mouth and gladly let herself be French kissed. I pushed myself hard against Jeanie, forcing myself more and more against the young woman. Tightly holding her. Making her open her mouth wider. Kissing her deeply. Passionately. Cruelly. Eventually Jeanie broke free, gasping for breath.

		"Well that seems perfectly normal. When is the last time you had a breast examination? Raise your arms please," I said tersely.

		Before she could answer I had pushed Jeanie's hands above her head. Carefully cupping each breast and pushing them to my lips, I began to suck on each one greedily. Nuzzling. Biting gently. Pulling on them. Flicking each nipple between my teeth. Fingers and thumbs gently caressing. Jeanie groaned as she enjoyed the experience. Suddenly pain replaced pleasure, as her breasts were pulled viciously upwards. Jeanie cried out and tried to pull her arms down, but I stopped her.

		"Keep your arms up while I'm examining you!" I said menacingly while pulling even harder on the poor girls nipples.

		"Oh Doctor! Please you're hurting me!" cried Jeanie.

		Ignoring the pleas of my patient I then began to slap each breast. Aiming to catch just the tip of each nipple. The stinging pain made Jeanie cry, but she continued to hold her hands above her head. Eventually the torment stopped, to be replaced once again by warm hands that embraced her.

		"That's very good" I said softly as I calmed the weeping girl. "I know you hate me examining your breasts, but it's for the best. I give them the all clear."

		Jeanie smiled back at her doctor through the tears. Her breasts now had a tingling warm feeling about them that she enjoyed. Looking down she also saw a trail of scarlet lipstick on each nipple.

		"I'm relived about that," She said, gently resting her head on my shoulder as the we cuddled each other. Jeanie was beginning to feel decidedly horny.

		"Miss Howle, please bend over and spread your legs as wide as possible."

		The sharp, detached professional tone of my voice startled Jeanie out of her relaxed state. Before she could answer she found herself being maneuvered into position. Uneasily she watched me rummaging around inside instrument drawer, which contained various medical implements.

		"Wh-what now Doctor?" She asked nervously.

		"Anal exam" I snapped.

		Jeanie's eyes widened as she saw exactly what I had in mind.

		"Oh, please no! I can't take that. It'll split me!"

		The poor girl wailed as I approached her carrying a very large latex butt-plug.

		"Nonsense! Now relax please while I apply some lube." I retorted.

		Jeanie felt so vulnerable as the cheeks of her bottom were casually prised apart.

		Fingers pushed their way slightly inside. The coldness of the sticky lube made her jump. Vigorously it was applied to her tender anus. She bit her lip and tried to relax, preparing herself for the assault about to happen. I careful pushed the tip of the butt-plug against the girl's puckered hole and then began to push down forcefully. Jeanie began to cry out as she felt the head of the butt-plug begin to invade her. Agonizingly the young girl began to feel herself opening. The rubber shaft stretched her wider and wider as I applied more pressure to the base of the toy.

		"Oh no please!! Take it out!! Take it out!" cried Jeanie as she was forced to lean forward and touch her toes in an attempt to accommodate the large device.

		"Be quiet!!" snapped I, angrily slapping her bottom. "You know you must never question what I do. Doctor knows best!!"

		"Yes Doctor. I'm sorry. But ...Oh it hurts so much"

		Jeanie sobbed as tears once again began to flow down her face.

		"It really hurts!"

		Suddenly, Jeanie became aware that the butt-plug had stopped being pushed further inside her. Warm fingertips slowly caressed their way down her spine and tenderly began to massage her neck and shoulders. Opening her eyes she saw I was crouched down in front of her. Concern written across her face. Carefully I brushed away Jeanie's tears, then leaned forward and kissed her lips lightly and lovingly.

		"I know I sometimes have to do things that are a little uncomfortable Jeanie. But I would never do something that would cause you permanent damage. I'm a doctor. I care for your well-being."

		I said quietly.

		"Besides, this procedure is very important. So, consider it doctor's orders."

		Returning to my position behind Jeanie, I continued to push the large plug deeper into her. Jeanie groaned and leaned forward as far as she could, her hands were now clasped around her ankles as she tried to ignore the pain.

		Eventually she was relieved to feel the hands of her doctor pressing against her bottom. She had taken the whole butt-plug completely inside her. She felt uncomfortably full, sore and tender. But at least she'd managed it.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		As Jeanie stared through her spread open legs at an upside down world, she could see me once again searching for something in my drawer. Casually she let one of her hands move up from her ankles. Feeling higher and higher Jeanie cautiously let one of her fingers slide between her pussy lips. She so desperately wanted to touch herself. Jeanie closed her eyes and involuntarily let out a groan of pleasure. Suddenly, Jeanie's butt-plug was grabbed violently and pushed further inside her, causing her shrieked in pain and shock.

		"Miss Howle did I tell you to move?" I demanded menacingly as she continued to push and pull on the butt-plug. "Did I tell you to touch yourself?"

		"No!" Jeanie cried. "I'm sorry, please, please stop. Oh it hurts. I'm sorry. Please stop. Doctor!! Please!"

		"I'm sorry Miss Howle." I responded as she continued to work away at the butt-plug. "But this is all part of your examination. I will try and make it more comfortable for you if wish."

		"Oh, please doctor! Anything!" Jeanie groaned.

		Suddenly Jeanie became aware of my fingers once again touching her, only this time they were not caressing down her back. Glancing upward, Jeanie joyfully watched as she saw them carefully parting her wet pussy lips, feeling inside her and opening her up. Letting out a groan of pleasure Jeanie couldn't help but lean forward and stand as far as she could on her tiptoes, all the while grasping her ankles to balance herself and accommodate the large butt-plug as it eased its way back and forth inside her now well lubricated asshole.

		"Oh Doctor!! Yes, yes!!"

		Jeanie began to mumble as she felt herself begin to edge near a climax. My fingers were now almost a blur as they continued to work on Jeanie's tender pussy. Expertly finding her clit hood, they carefully rubbed and worried this most sensitive area, sending shock waves of pleasure through Jeanie and making her opened her up even more. Sweat began to run down Jeanie's back. She could smell the scent of sex and see her own wetness run down her thighs. Her face contorted as she felt another orgasm hit her.

		"Oh yess, oh my yesssss!!" Jeanie shrieked.

		Leaning carefully back I could now put greater effort in pushing the butt-plug in harder between her tender bottom. Moving it faster in and out, while continuing to let my other hand stroke Jeanie's wide-open and wet pussy. Driving the young woman to yet another powerful and intense orgasm.

		"Come on, cum for me. Cum for me now. I want to hear you scream with pleasure!" Demanded I.

		"Awwweee, I'm cumming. Oh god yessss!!" Screamed Jeanie.

		Her body almost tortured with the passionate delight of another forced climax. Unable to take any more Jeanie almost fainted, causing me to quickly grab her around the waist as she slumped forward. Supporting her, I dragged Jeanie's limp body and threw her face down on top of the table like some lifeless rag doll. Then grabbing hold of the end of the butt-plug, I carefully pulled the latex monster slowly out of her bottom and viewed my handwork with some gratification.

		"Yes, I'm very pleased to say I can give you the all clear with your anal exam. I can see you have a beautiful, well used asshole my dear." I said with satisfaction.

		"Thank you doctor." Mumbled her grateful patient.

		As she lay on the bed with her legs wide open, her pussy gaping and her bottom aching Jeanie felt totally spent. Out of the corner of her eye she could see me carefully taking off my own skirt and unbuttoning my blouse.

		The examination was certainly not over yet I kept my eyes fixed on Jeanie's naked body as I casually began to remove my clothes. I watched with growing satisfaction as I noticed how aroused her "treatment" had made Jeanie. There was no question that she was now ready for her last act of therapy.

		Now dressed only in my stockings and high-heeled shoes I leisurely made my way towards the exam table. My own large breasts swayed from side to side as my nipples stood to attention. The scent of passionate excitement filled the air with pleasurable expectation.

		"Time for your internal check-up Miss Howle. I must make sure everything is in working order. Please turn over and spread your legs as wide as possible."

		I ordered, barely controlling my own feelings of anticipation. Jeanie obediently rolled on her back, pulling her legs up and spreading them as far apart as she could. Her pussy naturally opened to reveal itself. Wet, horny, and eager. As I walked towards her, Jeanie pulled her own pussy lips as far apart as she could, intent on giving the most exposed sight and signaling her total submission and abandonment.

		"Do what you want doctor. I am ready for whatever examination you care to do." Jeanie whispered.

		I responded by giving Jeanie a wicked smile as I revealed what I had in mind. From behind my back I produced a long thick double-headed dildo. This I dangled provocatively over Jeanie. Instinctively Jeanie sat up and grasped one end of the shaft, weighing it in her hand and then running her tongue along it. Tasting it, loving it, wanting it. All the time looking directly at me who continued to hold onto the other end. Purposefully, I stood with one foot on the edge of the examination table.

		This position allowed my own pussy to be exposed to the gaze of my grateful patient. Carefully I let a hand drift down across my body, until my fingers rested on my own pussy lips. Pulling them widely apart I slowly allowed one end of the dildo to slide into me, all the time watching intently for Jeanie's reaction.

		Jeanie watched with total lust consuming her every fiber. She wanted to be taken. To be used. To be fucked. She watched as inch-by-inch one end of the dildo edged its way inside my pussy. She watched as my expression change on my face, from a calm, controlled woman to a complete shameless slut. I watched as more of the dildo was fed inside until with a groan of pleasure I signaled I could take no more.

		"Oh, that feels so good! Now come over here Miss Howle." I demanded, my voice betraying her fast approaching excitement.

		As quickly as she could Jeanie scrambled underneath. Letting one leg slide between my legs, the other she stretched upwards in front of her until her foot was resting on my shoulder. Now Jeanie could feel the other end of the rubber dildo gentle caress her bottom.

		Frantically she tried to grab it.

		"Please doctor, please help me. Please push it in... I can't... manage it...Oh please!" Jeanie pleaded. "I want it so bad, oh please doctor. Fuck me now!"

		"Calm down Miss Howle." I Retorted. "All good things come to those that wait!"

		Jeanie gasped as she suddenly felt my fingers begin to slide the head of the dildo across her wet, open expectant pussy and then begin to push it down into her.

		She squealed with delight as she was opened up and forced apart. Onward the dildo seemed to travel, deep, deep inside her until she could take almost no more. Suddenly Jeanie felt the warmth of my own pussy just above hers. At last they were joined together.

		Jeanie groaned as she felt me begin to lean forward, thrusting the dildo further inside her. Instinctively, she began to push herself upwards to meet the thrusts, stretching her legs as far as they would go and arching her body.

		"Oh doctor! Fuck me, fuck me now!" Jeanie babbled.

		The table now became a playground of noisy lovemaking. Moans and cries of ecstasy filled the air. We were enjoying giving and receiving the pleasure we so badly craved. Kissing. Licking. Cuddling. Touching. Fucking. All seemed a wonderful mess.

		I led Jeanie from one orgasm to another as I pushed her to her limits. Controlling her. Never letting her relax. Always forcing her towards another climax. Always finding another wild and wonderful position for us both to enjoy.

		Finally, Jeanie once again found herself on her back. This time her legs were tightly wrapped around my waist. Now almost totally spent, it was all she could do to hold on to me as I continued to use her.

		"Oh please, no more. Stop! Oh, doctor please!" Jeanie groaned.

		With that I let out a cry as one last shuddering climax forced me to collapse onto my patient. We now held each other tightly. Together savoring this quiet, beautiful moment. Perspiration covered our bodies and pussy juice soaked into the exam table sheets.

		Slowly I pulled myself free. Leaning against the wall of the room I tried to regain my composure. I was hot and sticky; my stockings were laddered and as I looked down between my legs I saw the grotesque sight of the double-headed dildo still hanging there.

		Pulling it carefully out of my pussy I noticed how it was covered in both my own and Jeanie's cum, immediately I let my tongue side over its great shaft. The taste was wonderful. Quickly I got dressed. Jeanie was curled up and trying to sleep. Taking hold of her hand I checked her pulse.

		"Miss Howle, everything seems fine now. Your pulse is stable. All your examinations proved satisfactory. You seem so much more relaxed now."

		Then I whispered. "However, I would like to check on you once again in few days, so phone my home and we can make an appointment. Doctor's orders, you understand."

		"I understand doctor." Jeanie mumbled sleepily. "Thank you very much."

		"That's alright Miss Howle" I replied as I leaned over her and gave her a long slow tender kiss.

		By now Jeanie had gotten dressed and used my restroom to clean up a bit. I met with her at my home two days later. Jeanie has been with me ever since.

		

	
		Part Five

		

		Chris and I got acquainted by chance. He/she came in for consultation during her adjustment period becoming female. Chris was an attractive man and beautiful woman. The puzzle of her still being attracted to women after the transformation had her confused. I knew what to do to bring her along properly. He has been with Jeanie and I for over a year and a half. He told me her story of our first meeting the first night she moved into my home.

		Chris related the event leading up to him coming to my office to me after she moved in with me:

		After her transformation, Chris, began referring to herself as a her. She still liked girls. She was genetically male after all. He/she just didn't feel like a male. Chris had spent 4 years in the Navy, being discharged as a First Lieutenant. A fair athlete in high school and college, wrestling in the 150lbs weight class. The adjustment was a bit difficult, because the way she looked, any overtures toward women, were perceived as lesbian advances. She decided to seek out a professional for some advice.

		During the week she had considered what to do with herself, the identity documentation her old army buddy had gotten her came with some pretty good high school grades but no college degree so getting a job similar to her old one was out of the question. She kept up her stock trading with her old accounts and started transferring the winnings to her new accounts. If she didn't gamble too much she should be able to live like this for a good few years, but she was looking at colleges so she could have a career if and when her current savings ran out.

		She Googled and found a Psychoanalyst Office some twenty minutes away and since she didn't have anything better to do she decided to set up an appointment. Luckily there had been a cancellation and they could take her later today. She went into the bathroom and took a quick shower, threw on a lacy blue bra and a blue sun-dress, boxers, and her blue canvas top sneakers. She grabbed her handbag and car keys and headed to her new car, a baby blue V.W. Jetta that went much better with her new personality and looks than her old pickup truck.

		She parked outside the place and just before she stepped out she remembered to keep her knees together and get out without flashing anyone that happened to be looking. That had happened a few days earlier, she had been getting out of her pickup for gas when she heard a yelp and looked over to see the guy at the next pumping station staring at her. She followed her line of sight and with a shriek she realized that her cock had flopped out of her new thong and was on display for all the world to see. She quickly got back in my car and drove off without filling up, she just had to get away from the embarrassment. She went back to boxers after that.

		It's best to let Chris relate her story about how we first came in contact.

		" I walked into the office and up to the reception desk where a pretty woman was flipping through a files with a bored look on her face. Her hair was blonde and curly, her tits small but high and firm, and her smile when she looked up dazzling.

		"Hi! what can I do for you?" I smiled back at her and noticed how big her baby blue eyes were as she answered, "Hi! I have an appointment with Dr Lindstrom, I've never been here before though."

		"That's fine, we have new patients all the time, during the day it's mostly regulars. What kind of session are you having? Have you been referred by your PCP your preferred care provider?"

		"I don't know really, some advice I guess. I'm new in town and I don't have a PCP."

		"Well, I'll tell you what, let me tell the Doctor you are here. And let's have you fill out this paperwork. We have you slotted for an hour. I'm Beth, Dr. Lindstrom's assistant, by the way."

		She smiled, introduced herself and thanked her then watch her tall, lithe body through the corridor, her eyes glued to her ass in her tighter than usual scrubs.

		***

		"And finally, this is the exam room. I will take your vitals. I will get you a gown, you can put your clothes in this basket, if you want?" Beth said

		"Um, yeah, okay," I answered. Beth began gathering my readings and told mer the doctor would be in a few minutes.

		A few minutes did pass and then I heard the perfunctory knock at the door before it opened. Dr. Jane Lindstrom entered the room. An impressive and striking woman. She had a way of putting me at ease that made me feel very comfortable and at home and we  quickly developed a nice repartee. Because she perceived me as female I could talk to her in a way I had never been able to before. There was something very attractive about Dr. Lindstrom, she had this very confident quality while there seemed to be something wild underneath.

		She told me to get up on the table. I was lost. She caught the look on my face and smiled. Mischievously?

		She started sauntering over towards me. She took hold of my arm, then examined my legs and started to lift the gown. I felt her slide a finger between my cheeks rubbing against my puckered brown hole. I was startled at how quickly hard I had gotten and now I was extremely turned on but scared of how she would react. I could see her smile turn to surprise and then disbelief.

		She stepped back from me and looked down at my erection and her eyes got even bigger. "Oh. My. God! That thing is huge! I mean... I'm sorry Chris, I didn't mean to freak out."

		"It's okay, I would freak out too if I felt this thing poking up when I wasn't expecting it."

		"Well, I wasn't trying to turn you on, normally pre-ops aren't stimulated by female contact. Usually that is. I just wasn't expecting that big of a result." Dr. Lindstrom smiled then looked down on at her shoes and tentatively asked, "Um, could I feel it?"

		"Uh, okay," I answered and laid back on the table. I looked up at Dr. Lindstrom and saw her eyes riveted to my crotch, so I grabbed hold of the throbbing organ, "Ta-da!"

		Dr. Lindstrom giggled at my theatrics but soon got an awed expression on her face. "Wow! That is the biggest cock I have ever seen! It's like twice the size of my old boyfriend's and I thought he was big. You really don't mind if I touch it?"

		"Yeah, that would be nice." I said with a smile. Dr. Lindstrom surprised me by kneeling down in front of me before gently grabbing my tool by the middle.

		"God, I can't even wrap my hand all the way around it!" Dr. Lindstrom started slowly stroking my shaft while her other hand found its way to my hairless balls. She ran her fingers through my silky hair and gently moved her face closer to the head of my cock. She looked up into my eyes with those big, experienced, blue eyes as she pulled back my foreskin. She licked sloppily around the tip before sucking it into her soft, warm mouth.

		"Dr. Lindstrom, don't take this wrong, but I came here for a psych eval, is this how they normally begin?"

		"UmmmmmmHummmm"

		I couldn't help but moan loudly as I felt my stiff rod slide to the back of her throat while her tongue played along the underside. As her wonderful mouth bobbed along the first five inches and her hand took care of the rest, her other hand left my balls and wound up in her scrubs, moving faster and faster. She bobbed her head a few times more before popping it out of her mouth to exclaim, "You taste so good! I could just blow you all day, but I need this beast inside me right now!"

		I was so horny I could hardly think as I pulled her from my rod and kissed her fiercely. It was a bit strange to kiss a woman that was taller than I was, but that was most women now for me. I groped her nice sized, firm tit with her left hand while the other pushed down the back of her pants to squeeze and fondle her firm tight ass. I broke the kiss and got Dr. Lindstrom to kneel on the table.

		I quickly pulled the gown over my head and got behind her. I kissed her neck and pulled down her scrubs and panties as far as she they would go. I pushed down on the small of her back with one hand to get her to arch her back while I rubbed my cock head up and down her slit with my other hand. I was way too far gone to tease her or myself so when I found her opening I just pushed for home. I grabbed hold of her waist and slowly fed my long, thick cock into her incredibly wet, incredibly tight pussy. When I was about four inches in she groaned loudly and I stopped, afraid that I was hurting her.

		"No! Don't stop, it hurts so good! Get it all in there and fuck me hard!"

		Okay, so she likes a bit of pain with her pleasure, good to know. I grabbed her waist tighter and pushed until I felt the tip of my cock hit the back of her tunnel. Without slowing down, I pulled out about halfway and then slammed back in, balls hitting her pussy with a wet smack. Her pussy felt incredible around my cock, I seemed more sensitive now and my bigger size meant that her pussy felt even tighter than it would have before. This was the first sex she'd had, other than with herself, since her divorce and it was quick, dirty and wonderful.

		As I continued pounding Dr. Lindstrom she leaned forward to kiss and nibble on her neck. I slipped her hands under her top and up to her rock hard nipples. I remembered her comment about pain feeling good so I pinched and twisted her nipples as I pulled them from her body. My own breast were bouncing up and down with the hectic movement.

		"Oh GOD! Yes, I love it! Fuck me, Fuck me! Uhn, Uhn, OHH GOD, I'm so close!"

		I felt her pussy start to contract around my cock, her body moving erratically against me, so I pinched her nipples even harder. I felt her body begin to shake beneath me and bit down pretty hard on her neck muscles and that extra bit of pain pushed her over the edge. Her pussy went crazy, milking my dick strongly as my body went rigid. Dr. Lindstrom didn't make a single sound as she came, her neck was completely tense, and her face turned bright red. She stayed like that for at least 20 seconds and then she slumped bonelessly forward with a big sigh and a moan, all energy lost to that massive orgasm. I forgot to cum myself however, as I was so caught up in her orgasm.

		She drank down air in big gulps as she recovered and only stirred when she felt me pulling out of her.

		She turned and smiled at me and looked and sounded almost drunk as she said, "Wow! I have never had an orgasm like that before! Usually I have to rub my clit, but that was all internal. Wow, just wow! Aw, and that poor dick didn't even get to cum. We can't have that now, can we?"

		Dr. Lindstrom slipped down on the floor and took my cock, wet with her juices, into her loving mouth. I felt weak in the knees from fucking her and from the pleasure of her tongue, so I slumped down on the floor as well, and Dr. Lindstrom's mouth stayed on me the whole way down. She blew me slowly, drawing my arousal slowly higher and higher whereas before the climb had been explosive and fast. She ran her hands slowly along my inner thighs and over my balls in an almost tickling fashion which caused shivers to run down my spine. One of her fingers traced close to my ass, causing me to moan and spread my legs wider. I looked down into her big blues and begged her.

		"Please finger my ass, push me over the edge! I'm so close, please finger fuck me."

		I saw her smile around my meat and then I felt it, her soft finger circling around my wet asshole. She was surprised that I was wet back there but that didn't stop her at all. She pushed one finger all the way inside and when I didn't show any discomfort she added a second and then a third finger before she really started fingering me. She picked up the speed of her blow job to match the rate of her fingers. Then she curled her fingers in my ass and pushed upwards, right onto my prostate, and I came like a fucking freight train! Unlike her I screamed out as I came, I wrapped my hands in her hair to keep her on my cock and bucked my hips again and again as I shot a big load right down her throat. Dr. Lindstrom couldn't quite keep up so about half my load wound up flowing down her chin and onto my glistening shaft.

		I thought maybe she would be mad at me for forcing her cum down her throat like that, but she just smiled at me, said, "Yum, that was tasty! You have to give me more of that sometime," and proceeded to slurp and lick my cock clean. When she was satisfied she crawled up over my body and kissed me as she collapsed on top of me.

		Suddenly there was knocking on the door. I gave Dr. Lindstrom a frightened look, but she smiled and said, "Relax, the door is locked, I was planning on seducing you, remember?"

		I nodded and with a smile said, "You certainly managed that."

		"Oh hell yeah. We better get dressed, that must be the Beth telling me of my next appointment."

		I pulled my summer dress on over my head and stepped into my boxers while Dr. Lindstrom pulled her panties and scrubs back up and fixed her top so it looked respectable again. She smiled shyly at me and said, "Um, if you're free tonight I would really love it if you could come to my house for dinner?"

		I smiled a huge smile and said, "Yeah, that would be great!"

		"Come on, I'll walk you to the front desk and I can give you my address there."

		"How about I come over around seven? That'll give me time to get home to shower and change."

		"Seven it is!"

		***

		Chris moved in the next day. And the three of us are very compatible. Our sexual appetites complement on another's.

		

	
		Part Six

		

		The afternoon Sex Wrestling competition is something the three of us do about once a week. It's a round robin wrestling match. Submissions only, and the one that loses twice is eliminated. It's a lot like normal porno girl topless wrestling except one of the 'women' is a transsexual, which means there is a penis in the mix. Chris, my resident TS is a voluptuous creature, a chunky figure, but strong for sure. Her breasts are perky, no implants, and a backside to die for.

		My favorite hold, when wrestling Chris is the Tate Shiho Gatame or Horizontal four quarter hold

		Known as the full mount in Brazilian Jiu Jitsu and other grappling arts.I lie on top of my opponent grape vining their legs with your own while your arms act as stabilizers and your breasts smother their airways. When the opponent weakens from exhaustion/asphyxiation I then use the following when looking to satisfy my sexual impulses. . 

		Position my crotch, against my opponents, and slowly grind, the weakened state of my opponent will prevent much resistance and from this hold one or both us can achieve orgasm. With his large cock, it is usually him, giving me an instant win. 

		

		Keep in mind, Chris, was a wrestler in High School and college, in the Navy and can fight like a man. Taking Chris's appearance at face value would be a mistake. I never try to fool myself into thinking of Chris as a woman, boobs notwithstanding. Chris is a he, as long as the penis is still attached to her body. That is also why our matches are so much fun. None of us wins all the time.

		Jeanie, our girlie girl remained in the kitchen, after showering and finishing her breakfast. That left Chris and me to begin the contest. Jeanie was probably thinking up some sneaky move, while Chris and I tried to crush one another.

		***

		Barefooted, we stepped up onto the mat, facing one another in silence. We knew what we were there for, both of us looked forward to the test of strength we were about to engage in, each of us almost strumming with erotic excitement of what was to come.

		I quietly surveyed the Chris across the mat from me as I stretched myself like some big jungle cat. I was bare to the waist, clad in no more than a black thong that didn't even attempt to conceal the firmly molded globes of my butt.

		My body looked toned, with just enough of a padding of fat beneath my butterscotch tanned flesh to give me a woman's sleek curvaceousness. My physique was more that of a swimmer than a bodybuilder.

		I was especially proud of my arms and thighs, flexing into sharply defined bold relief. I raised both arms, my fingers making certain that the bun of my long, black hair was secure. The movement caused the rounded balls of my biceps to leap up from their places of hiding, bouncing slightly as I moved my hands. The move brought my breasts into prominence. My tummy rippling across the smooth surface. I, was the typical Amazon; tall, lean physique. I was a totally different body type than Chris

		On the other hand, Chris's muscularity, since her transformation, seemed to be padded with a smoother, rounder look, for the typical she-male physique. I loved the feel of Chris's muscles when they were straining and hot, coated with a slick sheen of sweat, heavily flexed against my own nude flesh. I felt myself getting aroused just thinking of Chris's wet, over-heated body locked around me. Great cock, and perky tits all in one package.

		I tugged my eyes away from Chris's exotic body, shaking myself back to the task at hand. I leaned over and touched my fingertips to the floor, stretching my long torso, loosening the kinks. Then, suddenly, I kicked my legs up and went into a perfectly balance handstand. Holding myself straight, I raised my sleek body upward and then dipped slowly down in push-up mode. Up and down I went, like a well-oiled piston. My shoulders clenched in contraction as it show what they brought into play, the V of my triceps flexing into raised ridges of strength.

		"You ready?" impatiently growled Chris in her husky female voice.

		Chris knew that I was trying to psych her out with my display of strength, but she would have none of it.

		My long legs came down and I flipped upward onto my feet. I stood for a moment, examining Chris as if she was a prized slave, searching her for any sign of weakness that I could use to my advantage. My eyes traveled down to her crotch, noticing that the pouch of her wrestling thong was definitely bulkier. Ah-hhh, the male cock was becoming aroused, and that was any woman's ultimate means of victory over any man or Transsexual.

		"So come on, we wrestling or are you going to stand there daydreaming all day,'" Chris grunted with a scowl. "I got an appointment after we are done here, so let's get to it."

		I nodded and padded forward, circling the TS, waiting to make a move. Chris's comment about having another training session after mine had pissed me off. I didn't like the idea of her going from my arms to another woman's. Or even another man's.

		When I was through with a man, she was usually far too used up for anyone else. I felt a cruel smile stretched my lips as I contemplated that task. It took my mind off the moment, which was the very opening that Chris had been waiting for.

		For all of the curves, Chris moved with startling speed and I quickly found myself in a wrenching headlock. The TS twisted to the side, shoved her butt against me and took me to the mat in a perfectly executed hip throw. Even as I was falling, I managed to slip free of the headlock and apply one of my own. we thudded down onto the memory foam surface of the bed, landing side by side.

		I didn't waste a second. I rolled over atop Chris and entwined my long swimmer's legs with the TS in a grapevine. I tucked her head between my breasts, my forearm levered up behind her neck. I clasped my hands to secure the lock, lifted up and was rewarded by a grunt of pain from the TS smothered beneath me. It was a reverse guillotine and smother, that left Chris with no alternative than to submit. Chris reached up and patted my butt twice, signaling the submission. I released my victim slowly, enjoying the feel of the hot, damp, sexy body against my own over-heated flesh.

		"Good move," Chris mumbled standing up.

		"It's the hold you taught me last month," I replied with a grin.

		"Yeah, but I don't remember showing you the grapevine to anchor me from rolling out, and your boobs are bigger than mine." she muttered.

		We resumed our slow shuffling dance. we each feinted a few times, batting one another's arms away. Then we eased into traditional collar and elbow lock up. Each of us grabbed hold of the other's neck with our other hand going to the opponent's elbow bend. We alternatively pushed against each other and twisted from side to side in a test of strength and balance.

		I worked carefully, waiting for the moment when I could shake Chris's hand from my neck, which would give me the advantage. And during one of our twisting movements the buxom TS did indeed lose the "collar".

		Instantly, I reached up and slapped on a crushing side-headlock. The headlock is the most basic of all wrestling holds, it is meant to serve as a punishing move rather than a submission hold. And I had decided to give Chris lots of punishment. I wrenched my hold, twisting from side to side as I bulldogged her down. The trick was to maintain my neck hold once I had driven Chris down to the mat. And I did.

		Still clasping her head under my arm, I quickly spread my legs wide apart to counter the TS's attempts to roll out of the hold. Chris immediately countered by sending a hand to my chin, pushing my head back far enough that she could reach up with legs and scissor my head or shoulders. Chris pushed me down into the V of her crotch, brought her legs up and around my head and clamped down hard around my neck. Chris had me!

		I found myself locked within the velvet prison of Chris's strong thighs. I managed to pull my head loose, but Chris wasn't done with me. The TS's legs wrapped around my upper body like the coils of a boa constrictor and began relentlessly squeezing me with fearsome strength. What was worse, my arms had been captured beneath the locked legs so that I could not use them to pry myself loose.

		"Gotcha, Doc!," spat Chris who was breathing more heavily than the effort of the hold should have made necessary.

		At this point both of our bodies were sweat-slippery and hot. Despite the pain of the scissors hold, I was enjoying the feel of this sinewy body against mine. And so was Chris. I felt the unmistakable stirring of the TS's member against me, the meaty cock slowly awakening from its slumber within the pouch of the thong. The thick snake uncoiled and pressed hard against my belly, the smooth knob of its head exploring the firm expanse of my tummy.

		Chris tried to slide down along my heaving body to a position more firmly against my crotch. But to do that she needed to loosen the scissors a bit. And that bit was all I needed. The fact that our semi-nude bodies were slick with sweat helped, as I twisted within those grappling thighs. In an instant my arms were free, and I reached for Chris's head.

		It happened almost too quickly for Chris to realize what had happened. One moment the TS had met locked beneath her, the next split-second I had escaped and was countering with brutal strength. My long arm had coiled around the TS's neck, a smooth hard-flexed bicep locked against her throat and cutting off the air. When Chris twisted to one side to relieve the pressure, my superbly muscled legs had entwined around her belly, squeezing her relentlessly with their sinewy strength.

		Now it was my turn. I positioned myself atop the heaving TS, jamming my crotch down hard on the thickened shaft, the swollen head rising above the waist band of her briefs, with piston-like strokes. Chris groaned deeply, partly from pain and mostly from frustration. I was masturbating the TS into submission!

		"And from what wrestling instruction manual, pray tell, did THAT hold come from," said an unexpected voice.

		Standing at the door to the big room was none other than Jeanie, the only other person in the world with permission to view this exhibition. She stood there with a cocky grin stretching her lips, her eyes twinkling with excitement at what she was seeing. Jeanie licked her lush lips like a hungry feral cat spotting a mouse and moved into the room.

		"So, do I get to take on the winner?" she murmured in a husky, sex-laden voice. She was already beginning to shed her clothing, stripping down for action.

		Just then, with a gurgled bellow and a violent heave of her imprisoned body, Chris shot her wad.

		"Damn! You could have at least waited for me," I chuckled as I released my victim and rose lithely to my feet.

		

	
		Part Seven

		

		Jeanie had slowly stripped out of her clothing until she stood there clad in nothing more than a training thong, obviously designed to reveal much more than it concealed. And a whole lot of woman was displayed. She stood there like some Nordic Princess, bare-breasted and magnificently toned.

		There was no doubt that Jeanie had been a gymnast who had competed in junior High School but later became too tall to compete beyond High School. The one word to describe her physique was feminine. She wasn't built for heavy lifting but for quick, fast combat.

		When I first met her, she was barely getting by, living in squalor and terribly depressed. As you know I took her in for consultation and slowly brought her along to her pre-depression healthy state. One looking at Jeanie can see around her eyes indicating that she was also a street fighter or a bar brawler. A result of her life on the street. In any case, a dangerous opponent who was every bit as strong as she looked.

		We both knew what to do, we knew the rules. I walked over to the stand near the edge of the big mattress and snapped a couple Kleenex out of a box. Chris had left a remnant of her ejaculation on the front of my black thong. I needed to clean that off or miss prissy, Jeanie would have a fit.

		Jeanie never wore a bra. Didn't need one to hold aloft those solid, perfect breasts of hers. I admired her cute orbs and felt a little heat between my legs. The intense struggle with Chris has me pretty much aroused.

		We stood there, examining one another closely. I saw that I'd been overestimating my ability since I just beat Chris quite handily. Jeanie was intently focused on me, she stretched, and her body revealed she was all muscle. Why do I always forget that my little Jeanie is one whale of a hell cat?.

		"From the cum on your panties it looks like you and Chris had a good tussle," Jeanie finished her stretching.

		"And Chris says that you really get off on the wrassling. Well, if you get all charged up from pain, then you will shortly be in orgasmic heaven." My eyes bore holes into Jeanie's smirking body.

		We began slowly circling one another. The memory foam both firm and yielding, a perfect surface for grappling. In the very center of the bedroom the bed served as a kind of ring boundary. Due to a preset timer, for an instant the room went dark, then a single spotlight came to life directly over the mattress, leaving the rest of the room in semi-darkness. Since the curtains were drawn and the blinds closed. Chris being cute trying to increase the dramatic effect of the contest.

		As usual a TV camera lens would be peering down on our action, capturing the action for our later viewing.

		Like two cats, the we cautiously circled one another. Other than that original comment, Jeanie didn't say a word. Neither did I. There would be no trash-talking, no trying to taunt or psych out one another. We were both too savvy for that.

		Our breathing quickened as if in anticipation for what was to come. I had locked my eyes on those of my opponent, watching for that gleam that foretold of a move being made to clamp on a hold or throw a punch. But like a leaping tigress, Jeanie was on me before I could even begin to react.

		Forget the tigress thing, to me it was more like being enveloped within the tentacles of an octopus. In an instant I was imprisoned within squeezing arms and legs as Jeanie wound herself around my body. No, forget the octopus thing, too. More like an anaconda coiled around me, squeezing me with relentless strength.

		We lay there face-to-face, with me on my back. Jeanie had locked me up in a traditional wrestling hold. Her two arms had snaked around my upper back and neck, while her long powerful thighs coiled around my waist in a scissors hold. And strangely, even though I was in real trouble at the moment, all that I could think about were the two solid breasts scrunched against my own as our aroused and stiffened nipples slid back and forth across satiny female flesh.

		"So, what about it Jane? Gonna give or do I really hurt you?" grunted Jeanie into my ear.

		Our heads were pressed together, making certain neither could head-butt the other.

		"You submit, it's over. Me, I hope you tell me to go fuck myself. I don't want this to end too quickly, I'm beginning to get turned-on."

		I didn't reply in words, but in action. I dug my heels into the mattress and arched up, bucking like a wild mare. Neither of the holds Jeanie had applied were submission-locks, but rather were meant to restrain and slowly wear down an opponent's strength. I wasn't going to give her that much time.

		Even in that short length of time that we had been wrestling, our sleek-muscled bodies were already moist with sweat.

		To her credit, Jeanie rode my wet, slippery body like a rodeo cowgirl, but not for long. On one upward thrust of my lithe hips, I suddenly flipped my body to one side and rolled Jeanie beneath me. I was now in the superior position and I intended to remain there until I figured out how to pry myself loose from the taut limbs locked around me like an impassioned lover.

		"No, BITCH, I don't give. And this isn't about win or lose any more, it's about which of us is the best woman. That is if you are still a female that wants to wrestle?"

		Jeanie gave me a blistering look. "You'll soon see if I'm woman enough, you twinky-assed shrink," spat out the Jeanie.

		"OK, let's see if Chris taught you anything that I don't already know." I was rewarded with a look of surprise shown by Jeanie.

		"What do you mean?" Jeanie asked.

		"I'm the woman that is going to whip your ass, fuck you silly and leave you worn out," I replied with a cool smile. "Tell me, do you end all your sessions with a good rough fuck?"

		Jeanie slitted her eyes in anger. "Girlie, after I've made you scream 'uncle' I'll show you what a rough fuck is all about."

		During their bantering exchange, the two women had still been locked tightly together, Jeanie had lost her bear hug but had retained her scissors-lock. With my arms now free, I reached down and slipped my hands under Jeanie's armpits and over her broad shoulders, hands clasped, and fingers locked in place across Jeanie's throat in a front full-nelson. Now THAT was a submission hold.

		As Jeanie's body was slowly bent backward, she had nothing to work with but her legs. She slid her muscular thighs upward until they lay tight around my belly. Then she squeezed, hard!

		It was like suddenly forcing the air out of a bellows, and I found that I could not breathe. She tightened her six-pack abs against the pressure and continued to lever Jeanie's neck backward. She bridged upward in a spasm of effort, clenching her muscular thighs even tighter as she attempted to squeeze me into submission.

		Two half-naked female bodies clasped tightly together, sleekly sinewed limbs grappled into entwined knots of sweat-gleaming flesh, firmly molded flesh that felt all rubbery as our two muscular bodies slid slowly back and forth. Our wet-slick bodies appeared to be hardly moving, aside from the ripple and quiver of our sculpted musculature. Our bare arms were tightly locked around one another's necks, hugging one another with every single ounce of their strength, hot rapid breath panting into each other's ear.

		Two females combatants lay face-to-face on the mat, solid breasts mashed together, flat bellies grinding, pelvises pumping. We each imprisoned the other's thigh within the scissored clasp of our long legs. We lay there, squeezing rhythmically as each rode the other's sleekly sinewed thigh.

		I felt the firm flesh of my opponent pressed wetly against my own, felt the ripple and roll of flexing female muscle moving slowly in a sensuous dance against the sweat-oiled length of her squirming body. Jeanie clung to me like a leech, seeming to snuggle even closer as we strained together in silent combat.

		We heaved and tossed on the mattress, first one on top and then the other. Neither of us seemed able to catch the other in any kind of lasting grip . . . and the film of gleaming sweat that covered our half-naked bodies didn't make the effort any easier.

		The two of us lay almost without movement within one another's imprisoning arms and legs. For a moment we were content to catch our breath and try to figure out our next moves. I was mildly surprised that Jeanie had not yet used any kicks. She usually combined our grappling with fist-fighting. But I had been careful not to give her an opening.

		I had maneuvered myself so that I was riding the back of the girl, locked full-length along the her body. One of my arms was locked in place around her neck, while my other arm was clasped around her breasts. My thighs were still scissored around the firm column of one of the Jeanie's thighs. This combination of holds left my groin pressed tightly against the firm-rounded buttocks of Jeanie and my arm locked across the woman's thrusting, solid breasts. My forearm was pressed tightly across her nipples, and I could feel them becoming pencil eraser stiff and aroused to my touch.

		"Ah-hhhh", I thought to myself, "the bitch was REALLY getting turned-on".

		As Jeanie fought to free herself, her buttocks flexed powerfully up and down. The slow, rhythmic movement of her butt against my loins brought a quick gasp from my lips. I tightened my scissors around her thigh, bringing me even more tightly against that hard-packed butt that I was jammed against. For several moments, the two of us just lay there pumping away.

		. . . Our eyes shut, mouths open and panting, sweat coursing down our bare bodies until we were as wet as if we had been in the shower together.

		Then, suddenly, Jeanie locked beneath my squirming body bucked up and down like a wild mare. I lost my balance and slid down to the mattress. With a quick cat-like twist of her supple body, Jeanie pinned me in a full-length body smother.

		I felt the strong arms of my opponent lock around my neck, Jeanie's solid straining biceps bulging hard against my throat. This was a dangerous turn of events for me. She had me locked in a full-on submission hold, one that threatened to strangle me into unconsciousness. We looked more like a pair of tangled impassioned lovers than two women in a battle of dominance.

		I thrashed beneath the splendidly applied hold in desperation, trying frantically to break Jeanie's vicious grip with waning strength.

		A cold smile played on Jeanie's lips as she bore down on her holds. It would only be another few moments and she could raise her arms in victory. Well why not give her something to remember, I thought to myself. Jeanie's half-nude body was almost humming with erotic tension from the prolonged flesh-on-flesh contact with me. My sleek body locked so tightly against the powerful hold as we strained together had completely aroused Jeanie. So why not sexually satisfy myself before she ended the contest, and really give Chris something extra to watch.

		Jeanie eased up on her choke hold, sensing that I was now too enfeebled and exhausted to be of any further danger. Still keeping me pinned beneath her, Jeanie reached down and tore away my sweat-soaked thong. Then I swiveled my own powerful hips from side to side as she slipped out of her thong. Now there was nothing between us but bare skin.

		Jeanie slid both arms around my back, pulling the me to her in a tight bear hug. My breasts felt good jammed against her own as Jeanie wriggled her lower body down along my hot body until her wet vagina was pressed hard against mine. I felt Jeanie's aroused and thickened clitoris come to life, protruding from between her labial lips. It was like a stubby male penis and could be used in the same way when fully aroused. She swiveled her powerful hips, seeking entry to my tender tunnel of sex with that thickened clit. She looked up at the ceiling and gave an evil grin.

		"This is my extra bonus," she chortled at me and Chris who was by now stroking her fully erect member. "Actually, it's a winner's victory treat. You know, to the victor goes the spoils."

		And with that she wriggled her solid butt until she had achieved just the proper angle of penetration, then plunged down hard. The problem was that at the very last moment, I had twisted my pinned down body to one side and Jeanie's now fully engorged clitoris slammed hard against my sharp hip bone.

		The scream of pain was music to my ears!

		Seizing the initiative, I rolled her off me. I leaped upon Jeanie's back and secured a tight-locked full nelson hold. The hands clasped just behind Jeanie's neck pushed the woman's face down into the deep foam mattress. At the same time my legs grappled her into a vicious grapevine with my legs spreading wide those of my opponent. Jeanie was going nowhere!

		The tables had been turned. My biceps bulged into hard balls of strength as I poured on the pressure. Now it was my turn to pleasure myself even as I was crushing my opponent into submission. It was a wrestle that had aroused me as much as Jeanie, and I intended to make the most of this final pin.

		In my private penthouse, on the mattress. I liked my situation, but still there was Jeanie, who had not yet cried uncle'. But from her groans of pain she wasn't far from it.

		I had already out wrestled her, and Jeanie knew it. But she hadn't yet submitted, even if there wasn't much fight left in her.

		The problem was that I didn't want to our match to end and hadn't forced the issue. In fact, I was rather enjoying the feel of the woman's hot, firm sweaty body locked against my own. But now was the time to settle this, time for Jeanie to admit that I was the better woman.

		Jeanie was a very seasoned fighter and except for Chris, by far the strongest woman I'd ever wrestled. The blonde might have been eager, but she wasn't faster and that usually made the difference. Which was why Jeanie was locked within the entwined, crushing, limbs of the woman who had challenged her.

		She had been trying, but Jeanie simply couldn't break the hold that held her captive. At this point we were straining together in slow-motion, our bodies hardly moving and yet every muscle was hard-flexed from the effort of our silent struggles.

		Now it was my turn to ask my opponent the same question that Jeanie had posed to my earlier.

		"Do ya' give .... or do I get serious about hurting you?" I panted into the defeated woman's ear.

		Our heads, slippery with sweat, lay almost gently against one another. But down below, our lower bodies strained and humped like a pair of midnight lovers in the throes of erotic ecstasy. I held Jeanie tight-locked within the sinewy pillars of strength that were my thighs, my long legs scissoring and squeezing the woman into unconsciousness.

		We two naked females were not as much wrestling as we were enjoying tribadism on the damp mat. At this point neither of us seemed to remember that we were enemies, we were merely two hot-blooded, horny female animals in heat.

		"Oh-hhhhhh, YES! You've got me", whispered Jeanie into my ear. "Now take me all the way!"

		With smile of anticipation, I unlocked my scissors-hold, flipped the naked Amazon onto her back, settled myself more firmly between Jeanie's wide-spread legs, wrapped my muscular arms around the her back and went to work on the oldest erotic 'wrassling hold' known to woman. I fully intended to bring both me and Jeanie to a screaming orgasm.

		..... The perfect ending to a hard fought wrestle for dominance. There was absolutely no doubt to either of us who the best woman was. I had just convincingly proved that.

		After a few minutes we untangled from one another and stood up. I glanced over to Chris, who was just then exploded an enormous spurt, of cum.

		I watched It fly through the air and land on the carpet. It wasn't her first time to cum, because two other big gobs of whitish cum were already beginning to soak into the carpet. This is going to be great to watch on the video..

		I had won two matches, and it was going to move to the next round for Jeanie and Chris to see who would claim the runner up spot. But that is a tale for another time.

		END
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