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It was one of those hot summer months
back 1883 when I decided to take the alleged “bull by the horns,”
and make my mark upon this world, at that time, I the non-typical
twenty three year-old lady of the night, hot tempered and loved
sex. I was high-strung; bull-headed, and know by some as a whore or
a winch.

Sad really, being the woman that I
became, the old grandma, the old woman that writes away her
chronicles of the time she was lose with the caboose to say or more
so just a woman before her time, a woman that loved rough, hardcore
sex, and knew the forbidden ways and desire of a man’s true
unbridled nature.

I guess that is why it makes sense that
I left New York as a smart, well breasted, and desired redheaded
Irish girl, heading out to make my claim in the city of the wicked,
the city of Dodge, Kansas. Odd though, that the first time that I
had sex outside of New York was with an older man in his thirties,
a cowboy of sorts, a cattle wrangler who had made his own mark
already, by driving herds of cattle across the Western Trail. He
and I had made eye contact the first day I boarded the train,
walking through the small one-person hall, which separated the
first and second-class rooms, our eyes locking to each other as a
slight erotic pull connected us.

He had a scent to him, a rugged, manly
scent of sweat and cigars. It was a scent I wasn’t yet acquainted
with, a scent that made my legs weaken slightly, my inner thighs
dampen, and my heart beat a little faster.

I would see him again that night, as I
passed by his room, knocking, blushing shyly as he answered the
door with no shirt on, beads of sweat glazing down his ripened
curves. I knew then that I needed to feel his body, to feast upon
his flesh and have him take me hard and rough, break me like one of
his prized mares.

I love it when a man can just sense
what’s going on in my mind, just know what my thoughts are and he
was just perfect in reading my thoughts. Stepping into his room, he
immediately shut the door, the bolt locking, the curtains closing;
we both knew what was going to happen from that moment
on.

In mere moments, my dress fell away,
discarded to the side, undergarments torn to shreds, naked as the
day I was born into the world.

“Mm I love me some fire
bush,” he grunted, walking up to me as I felt his naked body
zeroing in on me from behind. His rough fingers stroked the sides
of my face as I kept as slack as possible, letting him turn my head
from side-to-side before placing his hand firmly around my neck,
chocking me slightly as he gazed into my eyes, allowing me to gaze
into his alluring blue orbs.

“Like redheads do you
mister…,” I exhale deeply with a slight squeak, my body blazing to
his every touch.

“Like me some Irish pussy, I
find it the tightest, at least down in Dodge” he scuffed low and
deep, “Most women can’t handle a feller like me and my God given
gift,” he added before slamming the front of my sweat-glazed body
against the big window facing outward. The hot seeded light shining
down upon me from the sweltering sun as I heard people walking
through the corridors just behind the locked door. Unaware,
oblivious, ignorant to the sexual perversions played out just
beyond their sight.

“It’s been several weeks
since I gave it a proper feeding,” he sighed deeply, his lips
trailing down my spine, zeroing in over the small of my
back.

“Let you feel the violent
sting of my hardened rawhide slap across your virgin flesh. Beaming
rays of crimson welting across your ass and thighs,” he added,
gliding one of his hands down around my waist, holding me in place
before licking the round of one of my cheeks with the base of his
tongue, slapping my ass with his free hand, hard and
rough.

“Whoever informed you I was
a virgin?” I giggled darkly, condescendingly, his rough, firm hand
slowly gliding down my body, arousing my breasts as my nipples
hardened to his touch. Chills exploding down my back as his hand
gasped the furry crimson folds between my thighs, stroking that
spot, that magical switch which brought me to the brink every time
I fucked a man.

“Not a virgin lassie?” he
hissed, pushing her forward.

“Not for some time,” I
grunted. “I know how to take the roughest and brutalist of men
inside all my holes,” I smiled evilly, talking like a heated
gambler, arching my head back at him, his eyes locking into mine as
he continued his heated attack on my body.

“Fucking whore, you talk all
sweet and proper and yet,” he grunted, “There’s a dirty, cock
loving whore inside you.” He hissed slapping my ass even harder, as
if trying to punish me for the kind of woman I was, force me to
submit to his will, a will that was far, far from being close to
break me, yet I played along.

“Oh… seems you like
perverted women though,” I mumbled playfully, almost sarcastically,
as he pushed me once more against the large window, forcing my
hands to flatten against it. Closing my eyes to the alleged torment
of pleasure, I secretly craved more of his rough caress, his hard,
impassionate hands roaming between my legs. His hard, callous-bound
fingers, exploring my body ruthlessly, methodically, like the
submissive woman I knew he wanted me to be, the oppressed woman of
my time.

“Lean forward whore,” the
cowboy demanded in a hoarse whisper, to which I willingly obeyed,
bending further, spreading my thighs even wider, pushing myself
away from the window only to lock my hands around my ankles.
Revealing the lubricated hole between my cheeks even more, the
perfected slit of my fiery haired pussy dripping wildly with my own
erotic lube as my body blistered with heat from deep inside my
core, I became highly aroused as I again felt his hard abrasive
hands gliding uneasily over my soft firm rounds and open
thighs.

“Mmm,” I breathed deeply,
almost airlessly, closing my eyes, remembering the other man that I
had taken the day before in the same manner. Forcing him to kneel
down behind me, lick me, kiss and feast on my hot, aroused body
with his lush moist lips and long speckled tongue, remembering the
feeling of him from deep inside my hot, moist crevice.

“Please… please,” I begged
submissively, feeling his fingers trailing over the pink, welted
flesh, from his hand paddling against my ass, before dipping his
fingers deep between my buttocks as it crossed the fold of my newly
developed scars.

“Fuck me hard cowbooooy…
finger me hard and rough,” I gasped as a finger, a rough etched
finger slithered deep into my wetness. Striking in and out of me
only to be joined by second and still a third; his fingers widening
my tight pussy. Pounding into it without mercy or honor, slicing
into me with the tips of his nails, forcefully without rhythm or
regard, my body twitched to the forbidden onslaught as I let go,
allowing myself to enjoy every part of it, to go wild as fuck and
get fucked as hard as I wanted.

“Fuck, Fuck, FUCCCCK, FINGER
THAT PUSSY” I growled hard and loud, arching my back upward as I
bawled, a wave of hunger, of deprived pleasure tearing through
every fiber of my being. “FUUUUUUCK SUCH A GOOD COWBOY” I panted,
holding my breath between the lows as he continuing his assault
upon my by adding yet a fourth hard, calloused finger inside my
wetness, stretching me even more. Yet deep down I wasn’t even close
to surrender, I knew I could handle so much more, so much more
sexual torment and abuse, wanting, needing to feel as much of him
inside me.

Suddenly, he pushed all four of his
fingers deeply inside me, pushing my body upwards, practically
lifting me up from the hard wooden flooring, his thumb pressing
roughly against my large, aroused button.

"Back against the window, my mare," He
demanded, for which I eagerly obeyed, quickly feeling his free hand
roping around me, tugging ruthlessly on one of my breasts, his
fingers squeezing my hardened aroused nipple, before crushing my
breasts into my chest.

“Fu…fucking good cowboy
you’re learning,” I yelped teasingly, I could feel it then. In that
moment, though most of his other hand remained buried knuckle deep
inside my pussy, I could feel the very tip of his cockhead grazing
between the cracks of my ass, the large insatiable ridge of the
head, pushing, throbbing against my anal opening.

“Mmm… going fuck you’re ass
little lady,” he whispered low like a growl against the side of my
ear, the tip of his tongue flailing against my lobe as he
continued. “Time to take you like the bitch--dog you are,” he
growled ruthlessly, his words caused my heart to flutter rapidly as
the thought of him taking me from behind, the image of him slamming
his large hardened cock into my tight ass enchanted my
body.

Teeth, sharp and jagged brushed against
the side of my neck, I could feel his tongue bolstering over my
flesh, licking me savagely, tasting the sweat-glazed passion of my
body as he continued to glide all four of his fingers deeply inside
my pussy. Hooking them inward as he pressed all of them up against
the roof, before scissoring outward, stretching my hole
wider.

“Fuck me like a dog! Little
man,” I commanded, pretending as if the size of his cock wasn’t
anything I couldn’t handle, let alone nothing to be considered a
godly gift.

“Little… little man?” he
mumbled angrily, his fingers sliding free of my pussy, stroking my
erotic lube over his cock before pressing it between the crevice
between my ass cheeks. “My dear, dear lady,” He growled, pausing
for a moment as one of his slick lubed fingers pressed against my
asshole, entering me uneasily. “Far from little,” he hissed
pressing the head of his cock against my asshole, “bull sized
maybe,” he added, before prying me open with his finger; displaying
my ass with the same devotion and respect, he was showing my
pussy.

“Please… please…,” I gasped
sarcastically, feeding his anger, his rage, “I’m not ready,” I
begged unscrupulously.

“Redheaded bitch …
WHORE,” he shot
back, before quickly crashing into my tight ass with his hard raw
cock, slamming the full front of my body up against the glass
window nearly breaking it, his loaded, unkempt words sure to be
heard by those in the other rooms, allowing them to feast their
ears upon our ungodly perversions.

“FUUUUUUUUUCK IT GOOD COWBOY” I cried out, biting down on my bottom lip,
his hard cock probing into my softest place,
clenching my ass as tight as I could only to feel all of him inside
me, ravaging me, devouring me, from deep inside.

“FUCK YES,” I cringed, as
the rest of the world faded: I momentarily became weak, submissive,
falling to the floor as he continued his pace into her, driving in
and out of my ass, harder and harder, each renewed thrust building
the pace of my intensely erotic frenzy.

“Fuck… yes… yes, take that
ass cowboy, claim it little man” I grunted darkly grinding back
into him again and again, each time tightening my insides,
tightening my ass as I felt his glistening cock riding me like a
steed, like the bitch in heat he assumed me to be. “Fuck my ass…
fuck that tight damn ASSS,” I blubbered repeatedly, only to feel
his free hand rope back around me once more, again trailing down my
body before driving into my drenching wetness, his fingers rounding
the edge of my enlarged, aroused clitoris, stroking me as he
continued to fuck me hard and deep from behind.

“Fuck… fucking hell,” I
giggled, pulling in my stomach as tightly as I could wanting,
needing to feel as much of him against it as possible.

“Not bad for such a little
guy,” I teased, exhaling only to feel the tip of one of his fingers
graze across my clit forcing me over the edge once more.

“Its… not.. fucking…
little,” he growled between thrusts, slamming into my ass at an
almost godly pace, all the while grinding his fingers in and out of
my moist pussy. Repeatedly making sure to grazed them against my
clit, forcing me to place one of my hands over his, pushing him in
and out of me in unison, the pace of the fucking becoming almost
unbearable.

“Ass… fucking tight,” he
scuffed, suddenly placing both hands on my hips, his nails digging,
tearing into my soft velvet flesh as he continued to thrust into me
hard and deep, each deep, hard thrust grinding me with wicked
pleasures as his nails dug deeper into my flesh even
more.

“Ass FUCKING TIGHT,” he
growled loud, turning me around in one quick motion only to slam me
hard and rough against the flimsy wooden door, which lead out into
the main corridor. I could feel his cock twitching inside me as he
came, his hard erotic grunts, manly primal groans of lust quickly
becoming muffled as he bit into my shoulder. Thrusting into me one
final time, his arms roping around my body, squeezing both my
breasts tightly in the palm of his hands as he came inside my ass,
filling me with his semen as load after load oozed out of my ass
and onto the wooden planks below our feet.

 

“Fuck,” my little cowboy
grunted, pulling his fat dick out of my ass, falling down on one of
the bench seats on either side of us.

“That’s it?” I asked quickly
grabbing my things, dressing without putting on my undergarments,
as I tied my dress around my back.

“What you mean that’s it?”
he asked, sitting in front of me, his cock small and flaccid. “That
was pretty intense,” he sighed, taking a cigar out and quickly
lighting up.

“Intense for a beginning,
not an ending,” I hissed. “If you feel man enough to continue on,
feel free to come to my private room, just two doors down. I
usually sleep in the buff,” I hissed, quickly exiting his room,
only to hear him mumbling something about me being a horny winch.
The hook I placed upon him firmly attached.
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I couldn’t believe he had
the balls, I remember thinking hours later,
in the wee hours of the morning as I lay there, spread eagle across
the small uncomfortable bed, the darkness surrounding me, stopping
me from seeing anything in the room.

The cowboy has come to his
cowgirl I thought to myself, feeling his
rough masculine hands pressing up against my bare hard stomach,
slowly slipping down my hips and towards my open thighs.
Such a good little cowboy, doing just as I wanted
you to, exactly what I knew you’d do when I insulted the size of
your manhood and lack of stamina I thought,
only to feel my body reacting by giving in to each soft, caressing
touch as he pushed my thighs further apart.

“Ugh,” I panted; the cowboy
responding, with a slight sigh as I cracked open my eyes.
Firm bare back, chiseled chest and
biceps, I gazed, recording the images to
thought, and that scent… that sexy,
intoxicating scent of man, I gasped
breathing in deeply, allowing his manly scent to fill me up
inside.

Hell
yeah, I thought, grunting to the warmth of
his touch, his scent rushing through me; between my thighs as I
grew wet, aroused by each growing second.

I need… I need to see his
face, I thought, my breathing erratic as he
rushed two of his fingers deeply into my hot wetness, invading my
insides. “Fu… Fuck,” I squirmed, the feeling of his fingers inside
my pussy felt so incredible, so unreal that he was quickly driving
me mad with rage, desire.

Can… can it really be
him? I asked myself, opening both eyes,
gazing down at the beast, the creature, which was driving me
insane, devouring my insides, ravishing my body like an oversexed
fanatic. Can… Can it be?
I thought again, thirsty for breath as I felt him
widening his fingers across my insides, this time thrashing his
thumb up against my clitoris, before pushing my thighs apart even
more, spreading my hot, moist opening even further.

“Fuuuuucccckkkk” I gasped
aloud, my voice echoing through the small, confined room as I
arched my back and lifted my head off the pillow.
Is he… is he purposely hiding from me?
I thought. Bending my head toward him as the
morning sun began to rise, filling the darkened room with strips of
light through the cracks of the train’s dark colored
blinds.

Is… is he going to… God is
he really going to do that? I paused for a
moment, noticing my hot cowboy’s head sinking further between my
inner thighs before suddenly entombing his face into my juicy, hot
insides, plunging his sharp, serpent-like tongue deeply inside
me.

“Fuuuucccckkkk!” I let out a
loud squeal, slamming my head back against the pillows, nails
tearing into my sheets; biting on my bottom lip as aberrant,
stimulating pleasures swept across my body.

“Fuck… yes, yes,” I panted
repeatedly, each time feeling his tongue and lips streaking across
my pussy, sucking my sweet, mind-altering nectar from my
insides.

Gazing back down at him it was then
that I could see his dazzling eyes gazing up at her through the
black strands of his hair and my own crimson trim. His hands
sliding slowly up my sides.

“Per… Perverted Cowboy,” I
cried as a wave of heat rushed over my flesh, nipples swiftly
growing hard and aroused as I gawked down at my little cowboy stud.
I could feel the cool sting of lust driving through me as a burst
of my own hot, erotic juices flooded through my pussy and into his
mouth, his tongue lapping over my flesh, striking into my insides
as he sucked and licked me dry.

“Yeah… it’s me…, roped like
an ox you got to me,” he gasped, standing up on his knees as he
messaged my bare outer thighs with the tips of his fingers. “I
accept your challenge.” He gasped; the full length and firmness of
his cock glistening only a few feet from my mouth as I gazed down
at the rock-hardened beast, hypnotized by its superb size and
girth.

Hung like a fucking ox
too, I thought to myself, licking my lips,
my mouth watered as I gazed down at his stunning cock, quickly
consumed by its pulsating firmness. Amazed at its sheer elegance,
and beaming resolve.

“Mmmm,” I panted, his eyes
locked on the large, aroused rounds of my breasts, the pointing
hard inflexibility of my nipples leering up towards him as if
begging to be sucked, licked and touched.

“Breathtaking,” he gasped
before closing his eyes, taking in a deep breath of my sweet,
intoxicating aroma.

While his eyes were closed, I got on
all fours and crawled to him like a dog, a bitch, a submissive.
Opening his eyes again, I was on my knees before him. He didn’t
wait for me to move again and in one smooth adjustment—with
lightning speed—he smashed my body into his crushing my lips with
his own. His tongue breaking into my mouth—demanding, hot, filled
with need. I moaned as our naked skin made contact. My nipples, my
stomach, my wet trimmed pussy molding into his body, “Fuck yes,” he
pushed me closer as I sucked on his tongue. “MMMM FUCK!” he
growled, as I sank my nails into the chiseled muscle of his
back.

“Fu…Fu… yes,” I cried,
breaking my lips free of his as he caressed me, his head falling
back as I sucked on his neck, trailing my tongue over his damp,
sweat covered flesh; I sucked, I bit, I devoured. I so wanted to
eat him and run all of my sweat, my hot nectar, my heat, all over
everything that was of him.

Sliding one hand between them, down his
stomach, over his trail of raven black hair, my hand slowed its
progress as it reached the part of him that throbbed with
desperate.

“Can I be your
mistress, your little tight cowgirl?” I purred
confidently and firmly took all that I could of
him in her hand; squeezing him fervently, giving his cock, long,
drawn out pumps.

“Fuck,” he growled loudly in
response, and in another liquid motion, put his other hand under my
head, cradling it, smashing his lips to mine, he slammed me back
against the bed top. Pressing himself over me—his hands continued
to squeeze and demand every part of my body.

“Mmmm, yes,” his mouth left
mine and he pushed himself up with his arm and curved his head
down. Grabbing my right breast with his other hand, I arched into
him. Without warning, he responded by smothering my other breast
with his mouth, sucking on the nipple and squeezing it so hard that
I knew it would leave a mark. Yet, I didn’t care. I wanted to be
claimed, I wanted to be owned, possessed, marked and branded by him
and him only.

“Yes… yes!” I cried reaching
out for his cock once more, this time with both hands, pumping his
tool firmly. His mouth leaving my breast and he groaned, grabbing
both my wrists with his other hand, pinning them over my
head.

I was gasping for air. I was brimming
with desire for him, with heat, with power. I wanted him to thrust
himself into me. As if he could hear what was in my mind, he
whispered in my ear. “Bitch, there will be no stopping me. I will
fuck you until you scream. I will make you pass out from pleasure.
YOU ARE MINE.”

Lost in feeling him, in his
words, his promise I closed my eyes. “Yes! YES!
Please… Please fuck me!” I
begged. My desires forcing me to grab his back and push the full
weight of him back down on top, so I could feel the full weight of
his body upon me.

His hips, his cock, his chest, his
heartbeat, his uneven breath, his heat, his blinding desire for
me—all of it overwhelmed my senses. We kissed and sucked and
grabbed as I slowly moved my legs and hips, allowing my cowboy to
nestle himself perfectly between them.

“FUCK, FUCK YES!” he
growled, slamming his hips back as I looked up into his eyes. I
could see the passion, the vile sexual lust burning through them as
he fell deeper and deeper in need, the desire of claiming me as his
and his alone.

“Fu…Yes… yes my
wrangler, my cowboy,” I panted, my hips lifting upwards when he
moved his hips down so the tip of his cock made contact with the
outer edge of my wet core. We both cried out and for a second, I
saw a flash of red and white light blaze through my eyes, the
sensation, the feeling of my lovers cock barreling deeply into me
causing a sudden bought of Nirvana.

“Fuck… yes, let me be on
top,” I demanded, flinging myself off my back and on top, pinning
him. Using my strength, I slammed down into him feeling his long
hot shaft driving thru my pussy and into my stomach. “Fuck… yeah,”
I gasped trying to hold my breath, the feeling, the pleasure of him
so deep inside me increasing as I slowly released more and more air
from my lungs.

“Fuc... Cow.” I was starting
to tear up, my entire body building up to explode as I continued to
ride him like a cowgirl ridding an unbroken, unclaimed bronco. “I…
I love it… take me… take me baby.” I, gasped, my mind turning to
mush as I rolled my eyes back into my head.

“Fuck… damn it yes,” I
breathed repeatedly, working my way to my next orgasm as he
followed my lead, slamming his hips into me as I came back down
into him, his hands cupping my large, firm breasts, his tips
squeezing my hardened nipples again and again.

“Hell yeah!” I screamed as
all my desire, my anguish, his desperation, and love for him surged
through me. I could feel myself reaching my peak, squeezing my eyes
shut I tried to prepare for the blast of energy, the surge of lust
mixed with desire, only to suddenly feel his cock growing larger
inside me.

“Fuck… damn girl,” I heard
him gasp, with a sudden blast of his hot sperm coating my insides,
quickly filling me to the brim before bubbling out over the silk
sheets of the bed.

“Yes… my cowboy, my cattle
wrangler,” I gasped, letting go of my grip on his body, cupping his
face with my hands as I slowly opened my eyes.

“Pervert,” I sighed,
collapsing on him.

“Yep,” he sighed, passing
out.

At least he was able to make me peak, I
remember thinking to myself, holding his head against my breasts,
loving the warmth of him against me. I knew then that I made the
right choice to leave New York, bound for Dodge, my pussy so ready
for the challenge of men such as him.

The rest of the time we spent in either
my room or his, exploring each other’s limits. When we arrived at
Dodge, he carried my luggage like a gentle man, walking me to my
new place of employment, the place I was asked to run as my own,
the brothel known as the China Doll.

“Good bye my lady,” he said,
winking at me as if telling me he’d be back to claim me
again.

“Wait,” I cried, watching
him as he turned around, smile from ear-to-ear.

“I knew you’d want to stay
with me,” he hissed, opening his arms as if to hug me.

“No actually,” I smiled,
“You owe me sixty dollars for the all that poking,” I said only to
watch him break, I so loved it back then, breaking a man with his
own depravity.
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		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



