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		Chapter One

		

	
		The story of Tracy Canyon began when she was very young.

		She was a very pretty young girl and discovered very young that she enjoyed playing with her privates. Tracy was a platinum blonde with creamy white skin. It did not tan very much because she protected her skin from the sun as much as possible. She had a dusting of freckles across nose.

		She had very mature figure for so young a girl. Tracy's family raised her in a small farming community in the Midwest. At first some older girls and boys use to invite her into the grape vineyards where they would play doctor with her while they sat on the hot sand under the shade of the grape vines. She later claimed that experience fueled her desire to become a nurse.

		She was soon initiating contact with the older boys and girls. She found boys to be boring, and she found that they wanted to control her too much. That led to her selecting only girls she knew she could control. It was not long before she was looking for older girls to seduce.

		By the time she was eighteen she was driving her own car. She managed to get false identification that indicated that she was twenty-one. So she could be even more independent.

		On one of her trips to Cincinnati, she visited the public library to research some homework for college. While reading she was approached by an older woman with brown hair with just a hint of gray..

		The brunette asked, “Can you help me find a book?”

		Tracy replied, “I’ll try. What are you looking for?” The young girl noticed the mature woman had a hungry look. She’d seen that look before and decided to play along.

		“Actually it’s a book from written in the 1980s. It’s about the G Spot by Beverly Whipple and John Perry.” Tracy thought that was a unique pickup line.

		After she helped the woman find the book they sat at a reading table talking very quietly until the woman invited her to have a coffee at a local Starbucks.

		“I’d like to show my appreciation if you don’t mind. I’d love to talk with you further.” The woman said.

		“Of course, I’d love to.” Tracy replied.

		They gathered up their belongings and went next door and the woman bought her the coffee. They sat and talked for a while. The woman told Tracy, “My name is Betty. I’m forty-five years old.”

		Tracy played the impertinent. She never brought up the subject of sex in spite of the book the woman had been looking for. “I’m Tracy. I’m twenty-one.”

		“Sweetie won’t you come home with me? I love to show you my collection of books.” There it was, the beginning of the seduction. Tracy had read the woman’s intentions correctly.

		Tracy got in the woman's car and let her take her home. But not before the woman assured her she would bring her back to the library afterwards. When they arrived at the woman's home the woman brought several books to the dining table and sat next to Tracy. Tracy looked through the books and read several chapters the women pointed out. The material was becoming more sexual and Tracy's pussy was getting wetter by the minute. The older woman was not very subtle in her intentions.

		The woman found more reasons to touch Tracy. Tracy continued to play it innocent. As Tracy was reading aloud a particularly erotic passage from a book, the woman turned in her chair to face Tracy and place her right hand on Tracy's right knee as she leaned forward and kissed Tracy on the mouth. The kiss was a gentle mouth to mouth kiss.

		Tracy recoiled as if she was shocked by the woman's actions. The woman apologized to Tracy. She was telling her that she was so pretty she could not help herself. Twisted Travels Journey

		Tracy blushed, “That’s okay!” What she didn’t say was she was really thrilled that she knew that she was going to soon have Betty sucking her pussy.

		The woman had left her hand on Tracy's knee and was slowly sliding her hand up Tracy's leg. Tracy opened her legs to let the woman feel her soft inner thigh, she even blushed a little more for the woman's benefit. The woman sought out Tracy's mouth a second time and as she kissed her on the mouth Tracy let her open her mouth with her tongue.

		“Ummmm!” Tracy sighed. She looked at Betty and could see the lust in her eyes.

		When Tracy let her probe the inside of her mouth with her tongue, the woman became bolder and let her fingers feel the satin finish of the girl’s underpants. They were so wet, as if the girl had peed them, but Betty knew by the slippery feel between her fingers that it was the girl’s natural juices. She removed her hand long enough to smell her fingers to make sure. Something not missed by Tracy who could feel she was reeling Betty into her web.

		Then she felt the young breast of the girl. Tracy had deliberately selected her best bra and underpants. The bra was of a thin material that allowed her hard little nipples to show through her blouse. Her breasts were only a B-cup still but they were as firm as honeydew melons. When the woman placed her hand inside the blouse and worked it under the inside of the bra, Tracy didn't offer any resistance as she unbuttoned the blouse with the other hand around her body. The woman lifted the girl up and sat her on her lap.

		Tracy felt the hand back on her knee. This time it went right for her panties. The women pushed her hand under the leg of the panties and found Tracy’s wet pussy.

		“Ohhhh!?The thrill was very exciting to Tracy as she moaned.

		She took control and sat on the table facing the woman with her feet on the seat of the chair. Here she was sitting on the table with her blouse open, and her breasts hanging out of the top of the bra. Her breasts were capped with little pink areolas and hard nipples.

		The skirt was gathered around the waist and the panties were pushed to the side on the left leg revealing her clean-shaven mound. Her labia were protruding beyond the opening. The woman was practically drooling as she sat looking this delicious girl.

		Tracy knew she had to break the spell, so she pulled the woman by the hair forward until the woman tasted Tracy's pussy.

		“Hey uh…oh yes!” Betty said thinking she had died and gone to heaven.

		Tracy wanted to rub the women's face in her pussy, and she did that by taking two hands full of hair and rubbing her face in her cunt until the woman's nose was stuffed up with her juices and having to breath out of her mouth. Tracy was having one climax after another.

		Tracy wanted to inspect the older woman’s cunt, so she made the woman sit on the table after she removed her panties. Tracy sat in the chair and looked at her dark pussy hair. She had the woman undress in front of her so she could see what her big breasts looked like. They were in the double D size, with areolas larger the bottom of a drinking glass. The nipples on top of them were the size of Tracy's first joint of her middle finger. She took them between her fingers and pinched them hard enough to make tears come to the woman's eyes.

		Then she parted the lips of the woman's pussy. She smelled her cunt first, then took the clitoris between her teeth and bit her until she cried in pain. She shoved her fingers into the cunt one at a time until she joined all her fingers together with her thumb and forced her fist into the woman's cunt. The woman was moaning in her sexual ecstasy. “Oh my fucking cunt. Oh my goddddd yesssss!” Betty groaned.

		When she was done with the woman, she made her dress and drive her back to the library parking lot. As she was getting out of the car she told the women to meet her there the next day.

		She asked, “Do you know any other women that liked younger girls?”

		“I have a girlfriend that would love to meet a girl like you.” The woman admitted.

		“Well then, bring her along too.” Tracy told her.

		With that she closed the door and blew Betty a kiss. After the woman was gone Tracy got in her car and drove home, completely satisfied with herself. She wondered just how much she could make the woman do.

		The next day, she was there in the parking lot shortly after her last class let out. She moved away from her car. She did that so that the woman would not find out what her license plate was. She figured that if she found that out the number was she could find out where she lived.

		She saw the sedan pull into the parking lot and knew it was the woman. As it approached she saw another woman in the front seat. When the car stopped in front of her the woman on the passenger side opened her door. When the woman got out of the car, Tracy slid into the front seat and next to her woman friend. The other woman got in and closed the door.

		Tracy was guessing the woman was in her fifties. Her hair was thick and bleached blonde. It was styled very severely like women from the sixties wore theirs. She had a very ruddy complexion that showed a lot of sun damage. The skin was dry and showed signs of aging. Her blouse was thin enough that you could tell she had firm beasts and no bra on.

		Betty introduced the woman next to her, “Tracy, this is my friend Shirley.”

		“It’s my pleasure Shirley.” Tracy cooed.

		As they headed straight for the woman's home. Shirley placed her hand on Tracy's knee. Even in the Cincinnati heat her hand felt cool. It heated up fast enough as it worked its way up Tracy's inner thigh. In her anticipation of the sexual encounter Tracy had removed her panties and bra before she left. She had to park a block from the college so that no one would know she was driving. When Shirley felt the hairless cunt she smiled, “Betty, I just love your new friend.”

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		They parked in the back of Betty’s house and the row of old cypress trees that protected the farmhouse. If a neighbor was even close enough to see the house the trees blocked the view. Shirley opened her door and got out. Betty went ahead of them and opened the door. Shirley had her arm around Tracy's shoulders as she walked up the old wooden steps to the screened in porch. She used the other hand to feel the hard little breasts.

		When they entered the kitchen the women started undressing Tracy. Soon Tracy was standing in front of them totally naked. “Ladies why don’t you undress each other?”

		She watched as these two older women undressed until they were naked too. Then Tracy led them to the bedroom, “Betty I want you to make love to Shirley, the way you always do.” Tracy instructed them

		Tracy watched Betty feel the older woman's body up just like she had done hers. Her dry looking nipples were wet from Betty's saliva. Before she settled down to suck the gray haired pussy. Tracy got behind Betty and worked her hand into Betty's cunt again and this time after she got her hand inside her cunt she made a fist. By doing that it locked her hand inside the cunt. It was like a monkey trap but with this trap Tracy was able to pull Betty away from Shirley's pussy. Only when they both whimpered would she shove Betty back between Shirley's legs.

		Tracy turned around so that she was sitting astride Betty's body. That put her butt right in Shirley's face.

		“Lick my asshole Shirley until I tell you to stop.” Tracy ordered.

		Shirley did as she was told and licked Tracy from her clit, up the valley, all the way to the dimple in her back. Then she zeroed in on the little puckered hole. She wet it with her tongue then pushed the tongue in the hole. Tracy was thrilled at the feeling of this old woman's tongue inside her ass. Tracy sat on the back of Betty's head forcing her down until she was licking Shirley's asshole too.

		Shirley was the first to cum. Then Betty climaxed in a pool of her own sweat. Tracy only opened her fist enough to pull it out of the stretched pussy. She offered her fist to Shirley, “Lick it clean.”

		Then Betty spoke up and asked Tracy and Shirley to follow her to their exercise room. When they got there Betty stood on the 12x12 exercise mat. Standing their naked she used her finger to motion Shirley to join her on the mat. Tracy watched the blonde’s ample bottom jiggle as she strode over to join Betty on the exercise mat.

		Unknown to Tracy, both women had been into rough stuff since they were teens, real beauties whose game was to try to destroy their opponent and in the process pleasure herself at her opponent's expense. Shirley, had always been the arrogant bitch sneered arrogantly at Betty. Who did that cunt think she was? Shirley had gotten into character, just as she knew Betty would. That was the way their game was played.

		Betty anxiously looked over Shirley. She was anxious, but not fearful. Both were dressed in their birthday suits and like their best battles this one would be a seesaw struggle, with one nude grappler gaining the upper hand only to be driven back. Safe to say, Tracy was squirming deliciously as she watch the two wildcats.

		Betty flipped Shirley over her shoulder, stunning the arrogant woman. As Shirley lay there, breathing heavily, coated in sweat, Betty climbed atop her and applied a grapevine, wrapping and locking her own sweaty, full thighs around Shirley's, immobilizing her. Like her victim, Betty was exhausted from their lengthy sexual dance. Unlike her victim, Betty had the willpower to continue.

		The tightened her grapevine bringing a cry of anguish from her sweat wrapped bleach blonde victim, as the dominatrix in Betty took over. Betty squeezed and straightened her legs with all her might while wrapping her slick arms around Shirley's head and smothering her between her breasts. Shirley struggled heroically, but to no avail. She swatted at Betty's taut ass and clawed at the sweat-soaked, ass muscles. Shirley dragged her fingernails, albeit weakly, down Betty's back as she squirmed and slid underneath her tormentor. Betty focused and concentrated her effort, increasing the pain, suffocating her foe, and slowly, roughly, grinding her dripping pussy into Shirley's.

		Shirley cried out that she surrendered, but Betty would have none of it. She continued her erotic domination, releasing Shirley from her sweet, sweaty breasts, pinning the defeated woman's arms to ground while glaring at her prey. Shirley's arrogance had turned to submissiveness, and Betty reveled in it. She was now the arrogant, domineering bitch-goddess; she would have her due.

		Tracy watched in hushed silence. All she could hear was the sound of Shirley's pleading, mixed with her moaning, her fighting back the sobs she wanted to release, Betty's animal grunts, and the soft, swishing sound of juicy pussy against juicy pussy.

		Betty lowered her glowing face to Shirley's face, roughly grabbed the bleach blonde-haired woman's head, and pulled Shirley's face to her own. Betty thrust her tongue down Shirley's throat, fucking her mouth with it, using her tongue like a cock, and dominating her. Shirley's struggle only aroused Betty who responded with a firm slap across Shirley's face, a laugh, and a growl as she tongue-fucked her victim, wrapping her arms around her, she began groping her. Betty especially seemed to enjoy Shirley's ass. She rolled Shirley atop her, pulled at her plump sweaty ass cheeks found the opening she was looking for and shoved a finger up Shirley's ass, and alternately swatted and massaged both cheeks.

		Betty threw the defeated woman off of her, sat across Shirley's thighs, and began pinching Shirley's nipples. Betty massaged Shirley's small, shapely, firm tits. She plucked the nipples so that they stood out from their sweaty mounds. Shirley was quietly sobbing and convulsing. This both enraged and delighted Betty, who slid her plump ass forward and held it above Shirley's face.

		Betty lowered her head, and in a low, sultry voice said, "Eat my pussy, bitch."

		Betty used her fingers to slide her labia open and deftly lowered her moist pussy on Shirley's waiting mouth. Betty grabbed Shirley's hair and yanked the beaten woman's face deeper into her waiting, ravenous cunt. Betty rode Shirley's face like a jockey on a thoroughbred at Churchill Downs, while occasionally pinching, twisting, and pulling her own nipples and Shirley's.

		Betty reversed her position, reached forward and cruelly yanked Shirley's moist pussy lips. Shirley moaned and writhed. Betty was approaching an orgasm, but she wanted humiliate her victim just a bit more. She brought Shirley to the point of orgasm but stopped. Alternately rubbing, pinching, slapping, and fingering the beaten woman unprotected holes, Betty would let Shirley thrash wildly, and then stop, bringing the beaten woman to another level of agony.

		Betty finally had enough. She forced Shirley to her hands and knees and roughly thrust her pussy into Shirley's tight, rump, and humped her now red sweaty ass. The room was filled with the smell of sex, violence, sweat, and perfume. Betty's sopping pussy slammed and ground its way toward bliss. Betty slapped Shirley on the ass while pulling her hair back and ordering her "use that ass and make me happy."

		Shirley responded and ground her ass into Betty's cunt. Sweaty flesh against sweaty flesh. Betty slid her left hand down and around Shirley's thigh, up under Shirley's dripping cunt, and started fingering the woman once more. Both amazons exploded savagely and simultaneously. Shirley broke down and curled into a ball while Betty stood, rested her foot on Shirley's ass, asked her, "Who's my bitch?"

		The rough erotic exhibition was Betty’s way of showing Tracy, she could be quite dominant if she wished. The thought of taking on Betty or Shirley crossed the young girl’s mind. Maybe another time she thought.

		***

		When the two battling females recovered from their contest and regained their breath, Betty spoke up and asked Tracy and Shirley to follow her to the bathroom this time. Damn that Betty was pulling out all the stops, Tracy thought. She was putting on a show for the young girl’s benefit.

		When they got into the bathroom, Betty got in the cast iron porcelain coated tub with eagle claw feet. She laid on her back in the tub. Next begged Tracy, “Come, stand over me and pee on me. Please! It will get some of the stink of that bitch off me.”

		Tracy stepped in and straddled Betty's body when she squatted down her pussy was just inches from Betty's tits. Tracy let loose and pee splashed all over Betty's body. It was splashing on her face and pooled in the hollow of her neck. When Tracy was done, she stepped out of the tub. Shirley got in and laid face down on Betty face to face.

		They were rubbing Tracy's pee all over each other like it was lotion when Tracy decided it was time for her to leave.

		Tracy, Betty, and Shirley stayed close the whole time Tracy was in college. She disappointed the two older women when she told them she was going to join the Air Force as a nurse and was leaving right after graduation.

		***

		It was several years before Tracy returned to her home town; she had gotten word that Betty was in the hospital undergoing surgery. Tracy, now Captain Judith Canyon RN was granted leave from her duty station at WPAFB to be with her friend. Her commanding officer, Colonel Phyllis Bateman was a good friend so she was told to take whatever time she needed. She arrived in Cincinnati in time to be there as she went under the knife. She sat in the waiting room through the operation and the time her friend was in recovery room. When Betty awoke she was there holding her hand as she woke up.

		She greeted her with all the bravado she could muster from her military training. She sat there feeding her and giving her water for a couple of days. The doctors and nurses had to tell her to go home and get some rest before she collapsed.

		Tracy finally went to Betty's home and fell on the bed fully clothed. She slept around the clock. She called her friend as soon as she woke up. Her friend told her to take a bath and rest for another day. She was not going anyplace for a few days.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Tracy finally got out of her uniform and drew a hot bath. She soaked until she felt like her skin would shrivel up like a prune. Then she used her friend's lotion and took her time to get dressed in one of her friend's dresses that she took from the closet.

		She checked out her makeup and went looking for a place to get a drink. After what she had just gone through with her friend, she felt like letting her hair down a little. She wanted calories and fast. She found a greasy-spoon restaurant and ordered a double cheeseburger with everything on it. Afterwards she headed for a nightclub on the upper-east-side.

		A nurse at the hospital had recommended a bar and Tracy went looking for it. She entered the place and waited until her eyes grew accustomed to the darkness before she moved to the bar, picking a location where she had some room to invite company.

		She ordered a whisky sour from the bartender. Then she looked the room over to make sure that the bar was what she was looking for. She smiled to herself when she saw women dancing on the dance-floor with each other. She had not known it was a gay bar. There were mostly women in the place.

		Tracy had just ended a relationship with an asshole that had raped her anally. She was not ready to renew any relationship with any guy military or civilian. She was thinking about that when she saw a woman across the bar that made her take a second look.

		The woman looked so striking. When their eyes met the woman saw that she was staring at her. She smiled and lifted her glass to her in a salute. Tracy returned the salute.

		The woman excused herself from her friends and came around the bar. Tracy had diverted her eyes for a moment. When she looked back the woman was not there. She felt a hand on her elbow and turned around to see the smile of the woman close to her.

		The woman asked if they had met before.

		Tracy said, "Not unless you have been in the military."

		The woman laughed and said, "Not in this lifetime! My name is Bianca. I could not help noticing the way you were looking at me."

		Tracy said, "I'm sorry. You just looked so striking to me. Oh! My name is Tracy."

		"Well Tracy, first off, I’m married,” the woman said, “But my husband is from a family that would only think about joining the military as a political advantage. Tracy would you like to join me for dinner?"

		Tracy agreed and they found a booth after she settled up with her bar bill. The woman ordered drinks and the meal for the both of them. Tracy was a little put out that this woman presumed to order for her. She was about to tell her to fuck off but accepted it. As they ate they talked about the military. Tracy told her about her friend and why she was in Cincinnati.

		As they talked Bianca told her to call her Ms. or Ma'am. At first Tracy found it grating to do so but she found herself accepting the verbal domination. When dinner was over Bianca asked her to dance.

		Tracy appreciated that this was a gay bar. She figured, "What the hell. She had nothing to fear from these women."

		She accepted the offer and allowed the woman to direct her to the dance floor. Tracy found herself drawn to the woman. Bianca was close to six-foot-tall in her three-inch heels. Her hair was a very carefully coifed salt and pepper gray. Her suit was an understated gray and her blouse was a lavender color. It obviously cost a lot of money.

		Bianca led Tracy as they danced. Tracy felt her body being pulled tightly against Bianca 's body. Bianca placed both hands on Tracy's back and slowly ran them down her back as they slow danced around the dance floor. Tracy was only five-foot six. In heels she was eye level with Bianca 's mouth. When she felt Bianca 's hands cup the cheeks of her butt she started to resist.

		“Umm, hey!” Tracy looked Bianca in the eyes. “What’s going on?”

		Bianca whispered in Tracy's ear to come with her to her car.

		Tracy's first thought was to knock her on her ass. Then she had a change of heart and relaxed. Since her time in the military, Tracy had mellowed out on the ‘domination thing’. Bianca kissed her on the mouth in a passionate tongue kiss that took her breath away. After the kiss was over she led her out of the bar. They crossed the street to a parking lot where Bianca moved to a late model green Jaguar with a tan leather interior. She used her remote key to unlock the car. She opened the back door and helped Tracy into the back seat. Then she entered behind her and closed the door and drew Tracy close to her as she kissed her on the mouth.

		Tracy had never kissed a woman like that before. She was used to having men and women jump at her command. This was the first time she had ever allowed anyone to dominate her. It was a new and thrilling experience for her.

		When Bianca turned her over her lap she did not resist. She felt the long slender fingers pull her dress up over her back. She felt a thrill when the manicured fingers touched her panties. Bianca pulled them down to her knees. The hand ran over both spheres of Tracy's butt. The muscles were tight from physical training. When the hand was gone she felt the cold night chill cool her bottom.

		Then she felt the sting of Bianca 's hand slap her on the far cheek of her ass. She tried to get up and found that her legs were trapped between Bianca 's legs. Bianca had a firm grip on her platinum blonde hair. With each succeeding slap on her butt she felt a sexual thrill as she reverted to a childlike persona.

		As Tracy started crying Bianca slipped her hand between Tracy's legs and rubbed the soft blonde pubic hair and her middle finger sought out the clitoris.

		“Fuck!!! Yessss ahhhhh!” Tracy made is clear her orgasm was consuming her as she jerked all over Bianca’s legs.

		It was such a strange feeling for Tracy to find herself climaxing laying over the leg of an older woman in the back seat of a car in a public parking lot. She was just too spent to move. Bianca pulled Tracy's panties up and ran her warm hand over the inflamed silken panties as Tracy moaned. “Wow that was just amazing. I guess I needed that.”

		Bianca responded, “Would like to come home with me Tracy?”

		Tracy eagerly agreed to spend the night with this woman. They adjusted their clothes and got in the front seats. On the drive to her home she told Tracy that her husband was in Europe on business for a week or so.

		The drive out I-275 took them through Indian Hills on their way to their destination. Tracy was overwhelmed when she got glimpses of the homes through the trees and shrubs. When the Jag turned onto a red brick driveway in a herringbone pattern Tracy could not believe the house they were approaching.

		The driveway circled to the right as it approached the front of a manner that would do a fifteenth century French estate proud. The massive marble trim framing the doors and windows contrasted the red brick. Bianca parked the car under the covered arcade and they went up the steps to the grand entrance.

		She simply placed her thumb on an electronic keypad and the door opened. When they entered Tracy was overwhelmed. There were circular staircases on either side that went up to the second floor. She could see through the room to what could only be called the grand room. The windows were a good two and a half story high. The hard wood floors and walls were large enough for a college basketball court. There were fireplaces at each end of the room. Tracy could see the moonlight reflecting off the manmade lake and across the rolling lawn, beyond the windows.

		Bianca ushered Tracy up the stairs placing her hand on her buttocks in a possessive manner. The width of the staircase was as wide as any theater's staircase. At the top was a wide hall running from one end of the house to the other end. The handrail at the top looked down on the grand room. Bianca told her that her husband's rooms were at the north end and hers were at the south end.

		They walked to the south end. When the double doors were opened Tracy saw a room that managed to dwarf the massive bed. The bed was a four-poster with large wooden orbs on top of the turned posts. There was a relining couch in front of the bay window looking out on the Lake. Bianca stood beside the bed and commanded that Tracy undress her.

		Tracy did as she was told. Biting her tongue the entire time.

		Bianca’s figure was still firm.

		The only concession to age was that her breasts sagged a little. The areolas and nipples were pointing towards the floor. Tracy was surprised by the amount of pubic hair Bianca had. It was black but starting to show gray hairs among the mass of tangled hair. It was so thick that her labia were not visible and a trail of hair rose to her navel and down the inside of each leg. Although Tracy could not see it, she felt sure that the hair ringed her anus. Once Bianca was naked she sat on the bed looked at Tracy, “Get undressed now.”

		Tracy felt just like that day she had to strip for her first medical induction physical. A dispassionate doctor had watched her undress and looked over her body taking notes about scars. He looked between her toes and fingers for needle marks. She felt like an animal being inspected for slaughter.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Bianca asked her to turn around. She felt the tight muscles on her behind and probed the warm depth of the valley with her finger. She only teased the clenched sphincter, before she had her face her again. What Bianca was looking at was the body of a gymnast.

		She was five-foot six. She was trim with a shapely figure. The areolas and nipples were only slightly darker pink than her flesh. The natural light blonde hair was cut short and brushed back and up into what could be called a Kathy Rigby style from the last century. The legs were strong from her constant physical training. The bulge of her vulva was lightly covered with fine downy blonde pubic hair only slightly darker than the hair on her head. Tracy had given up the need to have her pubes waxed during her time in the Air Force.

		Bianca reached out and placed the palm of her hand on the warm vulva. She stroked the valley with a finger. Tracy found the stroking of her clit very enjoyable. When a finger entered the canal Bianca pulled her close to the bed and took each nipple into her mouth in turn and bit them, “Shit Bianca that hurts!”

		Ignoring her protests she pulled Tracy up onto the bed.

		Bianca positioned Tracy onto the bed face down. Then she tied her to the posts of the headboard with nylon stockings. Having done that she tied each leg to the footboard posts with nylons too. That placed her spread eagle on the bed. Then she stuffed a firm pillow under her lower body, thus elevating her hips up into the air so that Bianca had access to her objects of interest.

		Bianca produced a soft rubber feather like tickler from the drawer in the nightstand. She took the tool and started tickling Tracy's clit, vagina, and anus slowly. Tracy was squirming on the bed like someone tied on an anthill.

		She started to protest when she felt the tickler enter her asshole. “Hey fuck what are you doing?”

		After all, the last time someone that entered her there it had been very painful. Before she could say another word she felt a slap on the side of her cheek.

		Bianca found a riding crop and laid it across Tracy's rump until her rump was striped with finger width red welts. Tracy was crying like a baby and promising to be good. When Bianca stopped whipping her, she turned the whip around and placed the handle against the opening of the woman's anus.

		“Unnnnnnn…errrrrrr.” Tracy whined as the sphincter opened and allowed that rough leather handle to enter her rectum.

		When the complete handle was inserted, Bianca sat back and watched the crop tremble in her ass as Tracy squirmed.

		Bianca reached under Tracy's body and probed her cunt as the crop loop shook like a pennant. Tracy climaxed so many times and so fast that she was getting the pillow wet with her juice. Tracy could not tell if the liquid she was dripping was cum or blood and she really didn't care anymore.

		Bianca started doing some stretching exercises that soon had her sweating and leather did leave blue stains on her skin at unseen points and around the openings where extremities entered or exited the garments. The leather made a squeaking sound as it flexed. She made the casual comment that the leather would stop squeaking as the leather gets older.

		She was soon dripping sweat and she demanded that Tracy lick it up. When the young officer put her tongue against the sweaty skin she could taste the leather and a hint of the black dye. She licked every inch of the woman's body that was exposed, paying particular attention to her underarms. For some reason she got a special thrill out of knowing that she was lapping up the salty sweat from her mistresses armpits.

		Before Bianca allowed her to lick her cunt and ass she held up a boot and demanded that she lick the toe. Then she turned her ass towards Tracy and let her lick her buttocks and finally her dark rimmed asshole. She even parted her butt cheeks to allow her slave access to that sweaty valley. Then she sat in the chair and as Tracy knelt between her legs preparing to service her gaping cunt she stuck the toe of her boot into Tracy's pussy and let the girl fuck it as she bathed her cunt with her tongue. The effect was greater than she could have hoped for. Tracy went wild as the leather toe rammed against her clit and threatened to split her wide open.

		She bent over and picked up her crop and swatted her hand to test the sting. Satisfied with the effect she gripped the phallic handle and laid a strip across the back of Tracy's ass. The girl jerked her head up in pain only to get a second swat for removing her mouth without permission. Tracy immediately returned her mouth to her duty and left it there as her mistress beat her young tender ass cheeks until they felt raw.

		Bianca removes her bra and pulls her tits out one at a time for her slave to suck on. Again Tracy tasted leather and dye on the sweaty flesh and the effect was wonderful. While she was sucking on the tits Bianca took the crop by the shaft and inserted the handle into Tracy's cunt. The feeling of the dildo entering her vagina sent her into a rapturous climax. She willingly thrust her hips forward to bury the rubber prick as deeply as possible into her hungry hole.

		Bianca spread her legs wide and took Tracy's left arm by the wrist. She brought the fingers of the hand to her cunt and told Tracy to form a cone with them. Then using her own power she guided the fingers into her cunt until the fist knuckles were pressed against her pubic bone.

		"Now help me you nasty cunt. Push your fist into my love hole."

		Tracy was so excited at this that she almost fainted. Here she was sitting between the legs of a gorgeous Amazon who was riding her fist like a cock and screaming out how much she loved all that was happening.

		"Yes, yes ohhhh my god you are so wonderful. Fuck me you little whore. Fuck me till I faint. Make me cum again darling. OOOOOOOOO GOD YESSSSSSSSSS AAAAAAAAAAEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE"

		***

		After Tracy had rested a while, Bianca moved up to the head of the bed and settled down between Tracy's outstretched arms and scooted her body down until her pubis was under Tracy's waiting face. She draped her legs over the shoulders of the young officer and used her legs to thrust her hairy cunt up into the open mouth.

		It had been a while since Tracy had been that close to a wet pussy before. She smelled it and the ammonia odor was a turn on. She thought that she would have been repulsed by it after so long a time but found that her mouth was watering.

		With opened mouth she buried her nose in the coarse hair some of which got caught in her teeth. She parted those beautiful labia and searched deep into that dark hole as her nose rubbed forcefully against the older woman's clit. Much to her surprise Tracy found this old experience to still be both thrilling and rewarding as she eagerly worked her mouth and tongue into this woman's hungry cunt.

		Bianca lay back and enjoyed one climax after another. She remained in that position for hours. Periodically taking the younger woman by the hair and making Tracy suck and tongue fuck her time and time again. When Tracy's hands started turning blue Bianca untied her and let her soak in her tub until she was ready to sleep.

		In the morning Bianca dropped her off at the hospital. She made Tracy promise to call for another date. Tracy wondered if everyone could tell she had spent the night making love to a woman. She found that she had raked the bottom of her tongue back and forth over her teeth so much that the underside of her tongue was cut and raw.

		Betty complemented her on how nice she looked in her clothes.

		"Civvies suit you Tracy."

		Tracy was comforting her and making arrangements for her coming home. She was told that her friend would be back to normal in a few days. The incision would be tender for a few days.

		While Tracy was signing the discharge papers, she ran into the nurse that had recommended the bar. She gave Tracy a big smile and asked if she had found it. Tracy blushed and said, "Yes! You might have warned me!"

		The nurse laughed and asked if she might visit the bar tomorrow night.

		Tracy said, “If Betty can get along without me for a few hours I would like to pay you back.”

		That was the start of a new world for the Captain.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Colonel Phyllis Bateman had Tracy come to her office when she got back from her personal leave, first checking how her friend was getting along, and then to catch her up on any recent developments on the base. When the briefing was over the Colonel asked Tracy to drop by and see to it that her daughter Kelly home from college was eating more than snack food and junk.

		“Tracy if you don’t mind could you pop over and check on her? Her first year of college had changed her so much and she has developed some bad habits.”

		“I wondered about how you would handle your new schedule. Sure I’ll drop by when I leave the base this afternoon. Will she know I’m coming?”

		“No, of course not, that’s the point Captain.” Phyllis said with an evil grin.

		That evening after work Tracy arrived at the Colonel’s home about dinner time and when she rang the doorbell it took an unusual amount of time before Kelly opened the door. The long delay raised a flag in Tracy's mind that Kelly was up to something.

		When Kelly invited her in she found that she had company. There didn't seem to be anything out of place but the way the two girls were acting she felt they were up to something. She didn't press the point but figured she would have to do a little detective work. She started keeping an eye on the house. Maybe ask the Colonel about the neighbor girl.

		***

		What Tracy uncovered was Kelly had been having sex with a neighbor girl Barb since she got home for summer break.

		Barbara or Barb to her friends was an Italian Polish mix. She had skin as dark as any American Indian and hair that was as dark, straight, and heavy as them too. Her eyes were so dark they looked black. She was only a year older than Kelly but nature had given her a figure to die for.

		She had the breasts good enough to be a stripper. Her hips were wide and the way her hips swung when she walked would give a wooden Indian a boner. Her parents allowed her to date boys and she had a boyfriend. Barb didn't want to have a baby at her age so she would only allow him to feel her up and if she really liked them she would give him a hand-job. Seeing a guys cock swell and darken in color just before it spit its creamy goo all over her hand gave her a feeling of power that turned her on.

		It had been Kelly that had introduced her to lesbian sex. That made it possible for her to let her boyfriend work her up and then she would visit Kelly and the younger girl would suck her pussy until she would cum several times.

		Being such a close friend of the Colonel's she had a house key and one night she saw the neighbor girl Barbra entering Kelly's home. She figured she would wait awhile for them to get around to doing whatever they were up to before entering the house. She sat back and listened to the radio for the better part of an hour before getting out of her car and using her key to open the door and letting herself in.

		The house was quiet which added to her suspicions. She went looking for the girls and when she found the living room, family room and kitchen were empty she figured they were probably in Kelly's bedroom. She was figuring they were either experimenting with drugs or experimenting with sex. Now that was a prospect that had her excited.

		She stood outside the door and listened to the sounds coming from inside to satisfy herself that they were indeed having sex. She tested the door and it was not locked. She opened it as quietly as she could and stood in the opening taking in the sight of the action.

		The two of them were totally naked. She had suspected that the older girl would be the one feeling up Kelly but it was Kelly that was on top of the pretty dark haired girl. Kelly was rubbing the pussy of the girl while the girl was sucking on Kelly's pussy.

		Kelly was shocked to look up and see her mother's friend the Captain Canyon standing in the doorway and blocking any escape. She tried to cover Barbra's naked body with the discarded clothing and attempted to bluff it out.

		"You are not supposed to just walk into anyone's room?"

		Tracy was not impressed at her bravado. She took charge by rushing across the room and slapping Kelly's face with a resounding noise before ripping the clothes out of her hands.

		Kelly broke down crying as Barb cowered on the bed pulled up into a fetal position. Tracy sat down between the two girls and placed a hand on both of their bodies. She comforted them as she assumed the dominate roll. Barbra found the way the older woman was feeling up her naked body stimulating.

		Tracy reached under Barbra's arm and cupped her left breast in her hand. She toyed with the rich brown nipple with her fingers. Barb was practically cooing as her head rested on Tracy's left breast. Her head was resting on the hospital green scrub top. Kelly on the other hand was trying to resist Tracy's domination of her.

		Kelly tried to get away from the older women so Tracy moved her right hand around Kelly's hip and under her body and she quickly shoved her finger up Kelly's rectum. The shock of being penetrated caused Kelly some pain but she stopped resisting for a moment. After she got over the shock she started struggling again.

		Tracy turned to Barb and she kissed her sweetly on the lips and said, "Honey would you mind getting me Kelly's hair brush from the dresser for me?"

		Barb got up and moved to the dresser and got the hair-brush and brought it back to Tracy. Tracy had pulled Kelly over her lap and laid her right legs over the backs of Kelly's legs to prevent her from struggling. Then she took the brush from Barbra and tested the stiffness of the bristles against the palm of her own hand. Satisfied that they were stiff enough she gripped the handle in her right hand and started spanking Kelly's butt with the bristles.

		The bristles left red marks on Kelly's porcelain white butt. As the blows rained down on her butt the cheeks turned red and even Barb watched in amazement as she saw specks of blood dot Kelly's butt where a stray bristle would penetrate Kelly's skin.

		When Tracy was convinced that Kelly had had enough she asked, "Are you going to do as I tell you from now on?"

		Kelly tearfully agreed, "I will do whatever you say." Shirley

		When Tracy let Kelly stand up the first thing Kelly did was rub her butt. Her hands spread the traces of blood around until her butt was dry. Then to test her control over Kelly Tracy demanded that she get on her knees in front of her. Tracy pulled her scrubs shirt over her head and tossed it away. She unhooked her bra and pulled it from her arms and tossed it too.

		Barb and Kelly were duly impressed. Tracy was five-feet six. She was in her early thirties and had a figure to die for. To say she measured 36-C, 24, 38 does not tell you that her breasts were conical shaped with mauve caps and her nipples were like pointers defying gravity. Her natural blonde hair was healthy even if Tracy didn't have time to spend styling it. The hair had a natural spring to it.

		Tracy pulled the drawstring at her waist and the baggy scrub greens fell to the floor around her thick soled white tennis shoes. She sat down and held out her foot for Kelly to remove the scrubs and the shoes and socks. Both girls admired the figure of the women. She had on sandy mauve underpants. They were full panties with a delicate lace pattern on them that allowed both girls to see a little flesh through them. The fact that she was a natural blonde concealed if she had any pubic hair or not.

		They were both watching as she hooked her fingers under the waistband at the hips and started rolling her panties down. As Tracy's pubic area came into view both girls were holding their breath. The hair was so fine that they were hardly visible. She didn't need to shave it to keep it from sticking out of her skimpiest panties. As she stepped out of her panties the girls got a great look at her vulva. The labia protruded like rubbery lips and her clit was hooded.

		Tracy rubbed her crotch before sitting down on the bed. "okay! Kelly, suck my pussy until I tell you to stop."

		Tracy patted the bed beside her to let Barbra know that she wanted her to sit beside her. Barb sat down next to her and watched as Kelly moved between Tracy's legs. Tracy rested her left hand on Barb's left hip and cuddled her closely as Kelly started sucking her pussy. Tracy grabbed a handful of hair and ground Kelly's face into her cunt.

		While Kelly struggled to please Tracy the woman turned her head to the dark haired Barbra and kissed her on the mouth. Barb closed her eyes and relished the way the woman was making love to her. She was so turned on that her breasts actually hurt for want of stimulation. She reached for her own breasts to play with them but Tracy would not let her. She made Barb get on her knees and feed her brown breasts to her.

		Tracy sucked on both nipples in turn until Barb was about to climax. Tracy could smell Barb's pussy and she put her left hand between her legs and played with her clit until Barb climaxed. She collected the juice with her fingers and sucked her fingers clean and then wet her fingers again and stuck her fingers into Barbra's mouth so that she could taste her own juice.

		When Tracy climaxed she pulled Kelly to her feet by her hair and reached for the hair brush on the bed. She grabbed it by the bristle end and stuck the handle into Kelly's little cunt. She broke her hymen and continued fucking her with the handle until the blood collecting in the bristles was dry. Then she tasted Kelly's virginal blood and then let Barb and Kelly taste it.

		Tracy allowed the girls to rest as she told Kelly that from now on she had to be her pussy slave any time she wanted. Kelly had lost all control of the situation and agreed that she would do anything she wanted. Tracy would drop by while Phyllis was at work anytime she felt like it and make Kelly do all kinds of things. Kelly and Barb learned to accept Tracy's toys in either their pussy or asshole. Tracy would bring things over like a strap-on dildo and fuck the girls with it until their pussies were swollen and raw.

		One day when both Phyllis and Tracy had a day off they took the girls and went shopping at the Skywalk. They were walking the serpentine walk at the riverfront that lazy afternoon. They lived near the East-gate mall. The girls were walking in front of Phyllis and Tracy. The girls were chatting to each other and not paying any attention to the adult women.

		Phyllis commented to Tracy, "I have noticed that Kelly seems to respond to anything you tell her as quickly as possible. What is your secret? How do you control her so easily?"

		Tracy chuckled, "I don't know if I should tell you."

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		Phyllis was intrigued by the cryptic response. She pressed Tracy for a response.

		Tracy said, "Kelly is growing up faster than you know. The fact that she is left to her own devices so much has led to her thinking that she is mature enough to do as she likes. I just introduced a little discipline to let her know that she is not in charge."

		When Phyllis pressed for more information Tracy said, "I will show you when we get home. As soon as they were back at the house Tracy told Kelly to take the trash from all of the empty bags to the trash. Kelly responded that she would after she was finished looking at her new clothes.

		Tracy reacted swiftly with a slap to her cheeks. Kelly cried big tears. Then Tracy pulled her close and told her to empty the trash again and then added afterwards go to your room. Kelly did as she was told without question. Phyllis was mildly impressed and started to pick Tracy’s brain about child rearing as the two walked out to the car to enjoy a quiet dinner together.

		***

		Tracy would have further shocked Phyllis if she had known that same scenario had played out more than once before; and in those situations she pulled Barb into her arms and kissed her on the mouth. She’d pulled one of Barb’s brown breasts out of her blouse and played with the nipple.

		Then Tracy pulled Kelly to her and spun her around and in two motions flipped Kelly's skirt over her back and pulled her panties down. With the girl bent over Tracy stuck as much of the plug as possible into Barb's mouth then pressed the blunt end against Kelly's anus and Kelly moaned as the thing disappeared into her ass. Kelly took all of it into her ass and her sphincter closed around the base leaving only the base to hang onto.

		Kelly was crying not from pain but because she was being exposed as a lesbian tramp by her mother’s friend. Tracy let Barb take the base of the plug into her hand and fuck her friend's ass.

		Tracy moved behind Barb and reached under her arms and started playing with her breasts. Barb was too shocked to resist as Tracy demonstrated to the girls that this girl also was a lesbian tramp. Tracy pulled her tits out again and admired at just how full they were.

		Tracy undressed Barb right there in the living room and made her masturbate for her and Kelly. She had Kelly lap up her friend's cum while Barb continued licking Tracy's ass.

		Tracy had played both sides of the D/s lifestyle. She was convinced she enjoyed being the dominator was much more satisfying. Her time with Barb and Kelly had opened her eyes. Captain Tracy’s journey had come full circle.

		END
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