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Chapter 1: Catching the Train 
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Galesburg, Illinois, 1872

Cole sighed and rolled onto his left side with his head propped on his hand, a contented smile on his flushed face. He looked over Drusilla’s naked body, saw the sweat drying on her pert breasts, and then looked past her through the open French doors onto the balcony. It was a glorious summer afternoon, and the mid-day sun streamed past the white linen curtains, lighting up his lover’s strawberry blonde hair.

Drusilla smiled at him. “You’re not my first of Clara’s boys, Cole, but you are my favorite. You always put so much effort into our carrying on, and my pussy sure feels it for the rest of the day.” 

The young man winked mischievously at the beautiful older woman. She had become one of his favorite customers of late as she was one of the very few ladies who got entirely naked for him. Her husband spent long hours at work for the railroad, and it gave them ample time to frolic in the most delightful ways. “How long have you been hustling for Miss Clara, Cole?” the effervescent woman asked, looking at the handsome young man from the corner of her eye.

Miss Clara was known to most as the matron at St. Matthew’s Boys Home. A well-known figure in the Galesburg community, but that wasn’t all she was. For in truth she could also be called a ‘madam’. Some of her boys, the handsome ones, would be invited to stay at St. Matthews after turning eighteen as ‘counselors’ or ‘instructors’. The rest were given twenty dollars and sent on their way with letters of recommendation for any potential employers. For the chosen few, Miss Clara would find all manner of tasks for them to perform in the community. Especially with so many needy widows in the years following the Southern Rebellion.

“About three years now, I suppose,” he said, running his fingers over her flat stomach. “It sure beats working at the brickworks.”

Drusilla laughed and admired his fit physique. “Is that where you got this body?” she asked seductively. Just a hair shy of six feet tall, the healthy young man had a swarthy complexion with dark hair and eyes. It gave him a mysterious look that she found enticing, to say the least. And the equipment he carried between his legs never failed to improve even the most cloudy of her moods.

Cole nodded. “Yeah, the boys work there or at the tannery from the age of twelve.”

Drusilla blinked as if the knowledge of children working in factories was a new piece of information, when of course it wasn’t. She supposed that the difference was that she’d never known anyone who had actually done so. Such ignorance was a side effect of a wealthy upbringing, she realized, and then another thought drew her attention from that uncomfortable truth. Her eyes flew open wide. “And Clara herself, do you umm ... see to her as well?”

“Oh, yes,” Cole replied with a sly smile. “Our dear matron is a round heeled lady, for sure.”

Drucilla covered her mouth in rapt amazement. Clara was a frequenter of Drusilla’s social circles, but not necessarily a member of any. Instead, she would often appear in rough looking clothing, hoping to prey upon sympathies for donations to St. Michael’s Home for Boys and, to her credit, was often successful. It was certainly how she had spread word of the additional services that could be gained for a small donation. 

Miss Clara was a tall, full figured woman somewhere in her fifties with an enormous bosom and a posterior so impressive that it was often remarked that her wearing a bustle was entirely pointless. For Drucilla, the thought of this young Adonis thrusting between Clara’s meaty thighs was beyond arousing. “Oh, God. You must tell me everything!” Drusilla said enthusiastically. When Cole frowned, she added. “Please! I’ll pay extra! Just for you!”

Cole thought for a moment and then decided. His pay from Miss Clara for his services that day was a half dollar, and the idea of a more lucrative afternoon was too good to pass up.

“She likes to act.” Cole said with a foxy smile. “Act as if I am some ruffian come to take her sweet virtue.”

The wife of Jeffrey Clemons, railroad magnate, snorted in derision. “That trollop hasn’t had virtue since before the Union wore blue.”

Turning onto all fours, Cole leveled a steely gaze at his bed-mate. “I creep into her bed in the dark, breathing hard like a crazed man!”

Suddenly, flipping himself onto his back, Cole put his wrist to his forehead, feigning distress. “Oh no, sir! Please leave me be!” he overacted in a girlish voice. “My virtue is to be held pure until my wedding day, when my handsome husband may claim my maidenhead!”

Drusilla laughed uproariously at the young man’s performance and then quieted, again admiring his fit body. “But what is it like ... you know ... with her?”

Seeing that his companion wished for the gory details, he settled on his side again. “When she’s ready, she spreads her legs wide and I can smell her cunny.” 

Biting her bottom lip, Drusilla opened her legs. “Like ... like this?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

“Yes,” Cole replied, his eyes drinking in her mature body. Lean and long of limb, she was energetic and bawdy in bed, and Cole loved every moment. Moving onto all fours, he crept between her spread knees. “And then I lick her slick, meaty pussy.”

Drusilla’s hand flew between her legs, and she began rubbing her demure pink labia as she gasped, wide eyed. “Does she like it when you lick her there?”

Cole’s eyes held hers fast, and he nodded. “She wails to put most any scarlet lady to shame.” He could hear Drusilla’s fingers sliding into her wet quim and had to force himself to maintain eye contact with his lover.

Beginning to pant, Drusilla grasped his shoulder with her other hand. “And her great mountainous tits? Does she love your mouth and hands on them?”

Moving further over her body, Cole breathed harder, the way Miss Clara enjoyed, and Drusilla’s hands abandoned her pussy and cupped her breasts, pinching her nipples hard. “Yes,” he said with a nod. “I suck them like a babe and squeeze them like a ruffian, even wrap them around my cock!”

Drusilla gasped as she felt her lover’s rock hard shaft pressing against her slit, unerringly finding her wet hole like a bullet to its target. “Oh God, do you really?” she asked, enraptured. 

“Yes, he replied in a husky tone of voice. “I fuck her great melons like a he-dog on a bitch,” he growled as his cockhead eased into her wet hole. Cole reveled in the enraptured expression on her face as his cock filled and stretched her. “And then when I’m ready, I slip into her slick cunny, and fuck her like it’s the last time I’ll ever see a woman!” Cole’s hips torqued and their bodies slapped together, bringing a gasp from his lover’s lips.

“Oh, Cole! Don’t stop! Christ, don’t stop!” Drusilla wailed, and encouraged, Cole wrapped his hands around her thighs and pulled her body into his, as his hips rolled forcefully. Over and over, his cock plunged into her depths, hammering into her, driving breath from her body and coherent thought from her head. Through narrowed eyes, she watched the handsome young man, this animal she had come to appreciate over the last few months, as he ravaged her needy cunt. If only she could get the young rent boy to give her husband Jeffrey a lesson or two.

Like two rutting animals they became, and she pulled him down over her, kissing him with a ferocity she hadn’t embraced in years. Her legs wrapped around him, and her body wanted it to go on forever  — the pleasure, the force, the orgasmic bliss she felt. Her body trembled as her pussy flooded with far further wetness than was needed. “Oh, God, yes!” she cried, her nails leaving passion marks on his back that stung when his sweat found them.

As his own orgasm came roaring up like a wave, he thought for the hundredth time how much he wanted to fill her with his cum, but he knew that’s not what good boys did. And where the fairer sex was concerned, with friends of Miss Clara especially, a good boy was what he was. With a heroic effort, he moaned and withdrew as her trembling hands reached down for his slick cock, pumping it with both of her petite hands. Rearing back over her like a wild animal, he moaned as cum shot from his cock, sending ropes of his seed over her sweat-slicked body.

Drusilla pulled him back down and kissed him passionately. “To have a young man like you at my beck and call the way Clara does, would be pure heaven for me. Jeffrey honestly doesn’t believe that women can climax. He says it’s a female led hoax to convince men they are selfish lovers.”

Breathing hard, Cole collapsed on the bed, beneath Drusilla’s arm, his mouth within kissing distance of her left breast. A nearness he enjoyed and took advantage of. “Still, he keeps me finely, and isn’t against a little tussle between us on Saturday nights. Which is more than most women can say, I suppose.”

With Cole’s cum drying on her tits, she threw her legs over the edge of the bed and then stood with a great stretch. “That was worth a fine bonus, I think, young man.” Drusilla strode to her bureau, and Cole heard the rustle of paper money as he stood himself. As he reached for his drawers, Drusilla tossed his brown sack coat, his newest piece of clothing, on the bed. “I put Miss Clara’s price in the top pocket. The rest is for you.”

Cole smiled and was about to inquire about further work to be done in Drusilla’s employ when suddenly there was a voice at the door. “Drusilla, who are you speaking to?” A deep male voice asked as the doorknob was tried from the outside. No fool, she, Drusilla had locked it at the outset.

Cole’s eyes flew open wide, and fear gave his hands speed, pulling up his drawers, then pants, and flipping his suspenders up over his bare shoulders. His eyes flew to Drusilla, whose expression seemed surprised but far less concerned than his. “No one, Jeffrey. I am practicing my lines for the skit in the next women’s club gala. You remember what a riotous time we had last time, don’t you?”

There was no reply from behind the door, and for half a heartbeat Cole thought her husband may have bought the ruse when suddenly the door crashed in. A stumbling man in a tan tweed suit flew towards the bed, off balance. His eyes were wide and his mouth open in shock as he appeared as surprised as they that his first attempt to kick in the door had been successful. 

His face became of mask of pure rage as his eyes settled on Cole, who was fumbling for his shirt and shoes in one hand and his coat in the other. “I bloody well knew it!” the mustachio’d man roared, and when steady, began fumbling in his inner coat pockets. “I knew it, you cheap harlot!”

Drusilla strode towards her husband, her hands out like a supplicant, still entirely nude with Cole’s cum on her tits. “Calm yourself, Jeffrey. You will rile up your neurasthenia again.”

His eyes never leaving Cole, Jeffrey pulled a small two-barreled pistol from his coat and, with a trembling hand, brandished it in front of him, pulling the hammer back with his thumb. “Fuck you and fuck my neurasthenia!”

Cole didn’t think; he just reacted, flipping backwards on the bed over his shoulder, as the gun fired with a sound like a thunderclap. When his feet found the floor on the opposite side of the bed, he looked up to see Jeffrey, clearly as shaken as Cole by the report of the gun, who was trying to set his aim back on the fast moving young man. Cole hopped onto the bed again on his feet and, in a rush, leaped off the end, up and over his attacker. 

Jeffrey tried to fire the gun a second time but in his haste and fear, failed to re-cock the weapon, pulling the trigger three times on an already fired chamber. Cole ducked mid-leap to avoid the head jamb of the doorway and landed heavily on the throw rug just outside the room. He sprinted down the balcony, over the grand foyer, and had turned at the staircase, when the bannister railing just before him disintegrated in an explosion of splinters. Terrified and at the same moment relieved, Cole exhaled heavily as his feet pounded on the stairs. He was familiar enough with the type of gun he’d seen Jeffrey wielding to know it held but two bullets and it would take longer to reload it than it would take Cole to escape. 

Glancing down the stairs, he was
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