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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.
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