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Chapter I: The Dining Car
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The glass of Cabernet was the color of dried blood under the low-wattage halogen of the dining car.

Jake watched the way Eleanor’s fingers curved around the stem. They were spotted with age—pale, liver-spotted cartography of a life he couldn’t fathom—but the grip was steady. There was no tremor. Her silver hair was pinned back into a chignon so tight it seemed to pull the skin of her cheekbones taut, emphasizing a jawline that had likely been lethal forty years ago.

Across the narrow laminate table, Chloe was slipping away. Her chin dipped toward her chest, her third glass of cheap Pinot Noir tilting precariously in her small, soft hand. At nineteen, Chloe’s beauty was a loud, unblemished thing—all golden hair and sun-warmed skin that smelled of vanilla body spray and the clean laundry of their shared dorm room. She was a creature of daylight.

Eleanor was not.

"The wind in western Nebraska always sounds like someone trying to get in," Eleanor said. Her voice lacked the gravel of the elderly; it was smooth, modulated, carrying the faint, precise accent of a mid-century East Coast finishing school. "My husband hated this route. He said the plains felt like an empty room."

"When did he pass?" Jake asked. He kept his voice low, conscious of the single, sleeping businessman three rows down whose heavy breathing anchored the car’s silence.

"Nine years ago." Eleanor didn't blink. Her green eyes, clear and cold as moss under river ice, fixed on him. "Though we’d stopped speaking long before that. One doesn't survive forty years of marriage without learning the utility of silence."

Chloe let out a soft, nasal sigh, her forehead finally coming to rest against Jake’s shoulder. Her breath was hot against his neck, sticky-sweet with wine. "Jakey," she murmured, her eyelids fluttering but failing to open. "The room’s spinning. Take me back?"

"Go on," Eleanor said, her mouth curving into a small, dry smile that didn't reach her eyes. "The young need their rest. It takes so much energy to be that soft."

Jake felt a sudden, sharp heat climb his throat. He shifted, lifting Chloe gently by the waist. Her body was light, predictable, a known quantity. As he stood, his knee brushed Eleanor’s beneath the small table. It wasn't a fleeting contact; she didn't withdraw. The wool of her charcoal skirt rubbed against his denim, a heavy, scratchy friction that felt deliberate.

"I'll be right back," Jake muttered.

"I'm not going anywhere," Eleanor replied. She picked up her glass. "The night is long, and the service on the Express is notoriously slow."
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Chapter  II: The Corridor
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The air in the sleeping car smelled of damp carpets and old air conditioning. Jake tucked Chloe beneath the thin blue wool blanket of their lower berth. She turned onto her side with a small grunt, her blonde hair spilling across the white pillowcase like unspooled silk. She looked so young it made him ache with a sudden, protective guilt—and then, immediately, a suffocating boredom.

He closed the door of the compartment softly, the latch clicking into place like a small handcuffs.

He didn't walk back to the dining car. He stood in the narrow corridor, his hands jammed deep into his pockets, watching the black glass of the window. Outside, the Nebraska prairie was an absolute void, broken only by the occasional red blink of a radio tower miles away. The train rocked, a rhythmic, heavy iron heartbeat that vibrated through the soles of his sneakers.

A shadow fell over the glass.

Eleanor was standing three feet away, a glass of amber bourbon in her hand now. Without the dining car’s table between them, he realized she wasn't small. She stood straight, her shoulders square beneath a cream cardigan that smelled faintly of lavender soap and something deeper—something heavy and organic, like fruit left too long in a cellar.

"You're a very attentive boy," she said. She didn't look at him; she looked at his reflection in the glass.

"She's drunk," Jake said, his voice sounding thin to his own ears.

"And you're sober. Which is much more dangerous." She took a slow sip of the bourbon. "You’ve been staring at my blouse since Council Bluffs, Jake. It’s unseemly to let an old woman notice."

Jake’s heart gave a single, violent thud against his ribs. The directness of it felt like a physical blow. He looked down at her blouse—thin, white cotton with small pearl buttons. Through the fabric, the heavy, mature contours of her breasts were visible, shaped by a structure that lacked the tautness of youth but possessed a dense, undeniable weight.

"I wasn't—"

"Don't lie. It wastes the little time we have." She set her glass down on the small window ledge. The train lurched—a sharp, metallic shift as they hit a switch—and she stumbled forward into his chest.

She didn't pull back. Her hands, surprisingly firm, gripped the lapels of his denim jacket. Her skin was cool, but her breath was hot, smelling of charred oak and sugar. Up close, the lines around her mouth were deep, like fissures in dry earth, but her lips were full, dark with a plum-colored lipstick that had begun to wear off at the edges.

"The communal restroom at the end of the car," she whispered, her green eyes wide, unblinking, commanding. "It locks from the inside."
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Chapter III: Stainless Steel
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The bathroom was a small, humming cage of white tiles and fluorescent light, the air thick with the slick, musky scent of sweat, sex, and the unmistakable tang of Eleanor’s aging skin—warm, slightly powdery, laced with that faint, unmistakable floral soap she’d used for decades. The mirror above the sink was fogged where Jake’s breath had steamed it, but her reflection stared back at him through the glass: her face flushed crimson, silver hair a wild cascade down her back, eyes half-lidded and ancient, like a woman who’d seen every secret a boy like him could ever hide.

Jake’s cock was buried to the hilt inside her, thick and throbbing, stretching her beyond what any girl his age could manage. He gripped her wide, soft hips with both hands, fingers sinking deep into the plush, yielding flesh of her waist—pillowy and warm, the kind of flesh that only decades of living could create. Her belly was soft, a gentle pouch beneath her navel that brushed against his pelvis with every frantic thrust. Her ass was heavy and round, the cheeks full and jiggly, spreading just enough to let him sink all the way in without resistance. She was built like a woman who had carried life—breasts hanging heavy and full, nipples dark and wide, the skin across her shoulders still soft despite the years.

“You like that, don’t you?” she whispered, voice barely louder than the clatter of the train tracks
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