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Train 6 Party Mix

​ Gene
Clements, 11/154/1/2022

 


“Any time not spent on love
is wasted.”

Torquato Tasso, 1570

 


“Why waste time not kissing?”

Gene Clements, 1970


Prologue

​Silkie Lovecraft was
looking forward to accompanying Ruth, her twenty-four-year-old
niece, on a trip from Reno to Chicago aboard Amtrak’s California
Zephyr. They would be traveling together to attend the
Lollapalooza music festival while Ruth’s mother, Ester, was away at
a religious retreat. This was an unexpected opportunity for Silkie
to spend time with her young niece since; Ester . considered
RuthRuth’s mother considered her daughter too young to make the
trip alone, and even though and even if the only candidate for the
role of chaperon was Ester’s wayward sister Silkie, a FORMEREster
considered her sister Silkie to be, an unrepentant (Ester hoped)
“Lady of the evening” and, in her mind, still a skillful sinner,
she could not think of any other candidate to be her daughter’s
chaperon.

Silkie envisioned the trip as an opportunity
to introducinge her niece to the world beyond Reno. Or , and at
least allow helping her to become aware ofdiscerncover the worldly
pleasures that came naturally to people who had not been brought up
to shun them. Ruth’s mother considered , who thought of Chicago as
a “den of iniquity” and , was worried about their trip precisely
because Silkie might allow her only daughter to become all too
aware of those e pleasures. that came naturally to people who had
not been brought up to shun them!

Ruth was well AawareRuth knew of her mother’s
caution about Aunt Silkie, Ruth wasand this made her which made her
especially excited for the trip.! And a little frightened. These
Both of these feelings emerged manifested themselves within a few
minutes of boarding their train when Silkie offered Ruth, who had
never tasted alcohol, of any kind, a small glass of bourbon to
celebrate their departure. Theis libation relaxed Ruth a bit, and
she later wondered if she had revealed too many of her inner
secrets to her worldly aunt during their subsequent
conversationRuth was quite aware that her mother and aunt had very
different ideas about what was proper behavior for a young woman,
or anyone else for that matter, and she was both anxious and
cautious to hear what Silkie would say about some personal secrets
that she hoped to find the nerve to discuss with her aunt! Secrets
; secrets that she could NEVER tell her mother!

 


In the dining car tThat evening, in the
dining car, Silkie and Ruth sat were seated at a table with a young
couple, Walden Wilson and a woman named Bonnie Hunter, whose
curious nickname was “Bounty.”. Naturally, the first order of
business among the tablemates was to exchange brief
autobiographies. Walden and Bounty said they were students at the
University of California at Berkeley students at the University of
California, Berkeley, and who had boarded gotten on the train early
that morning. Bounty was also bound for the Lollapalooza music
festival in Chicago, which she had attended before. She, and
praised the event, casually mentioneding that she was also was
going traveling to the Windy City to visit her girlfriend, whom she
hadn’t seen for a year. Bounty hinted at the intimacy of their
relationship, which explained which would explain why she had found
last summer’s visit so much fun, and. This and also made served to
make Ruth and Silkie aware that Bounty and Walden were not
romantically linked as they had assumed at first. at first.

Bounty added went on to explain that she
wasplaying lacrosse as a member of the Berkeley lacrosse team at
Berkeley, and that playing it ranked second in importance at
collegewas her second favorite part of being a college student (and
lacrosse was her second favorite part of being a college student,
leavingft little doubt as to what her favorite college
pastimeactivity.)part was. As Bounty continued, Ruth paid careful
attention. She ; she had never known come in contact with anyone
who was so uninhibited about enjoying a wide variety of pleasures,
and so enthusiastic about suggesting what they were. these
consisted of.

Walden explained that he was traveling to
Chicago to visit traveling to Chicago to visit his father, a
wealthy and well-connected playboy “ladies’ man about town”.
WaldeHe thenn He then attempted to impress the others gathering
with a brief but incomprehensible, lecture explaining the
mathematics behind the power inner workings of computers. This was
not fully successful.

Ruth gave a brief overview of her life in
Reno where she was a clerk in a bookstore, a job to that which she
gave mediocre reviews. She ; she deliberately omitted that it left
out the information that the bookstore specialized in religious
literature. Ruth silently pondered mused about how different
Walden’s and Bounty’s lives were than hers, while they college
students tried to imagine the life of a bookstore clerk. in
Reno.

Silkie, four decades older than the others,
gave a very abbreviated autobiography, leaving out her pleasurable
experiences on the naughty side of the ledger. She , then
graciously answered questions while omitting any unseemly
details.

 


The Once the biographical information was in
the public domain of the dinner table, the conversation turned to
the excitement of Chicago, the pros and cons of rail travel, the
news of the day, sights to look for on the trip, and a few more
personal tidbitsdetails including questions from Silkie about
Bracken Wilson, Walden’s father, who Silkie thought she might like
to meet in person. when they got to the “City of the Big
Shoulders”.

Each of them participants imagined the what
adventures the next two days might bring. : Walden, for instance,
noticed a young woman facing him from a few tables away. Their eyes
met briefly, and Walden quickly looked away in embarrassment as he
when he imagined stepping over her cast- off clothing on the floor
of a small room somewhere and tumbling into bed with her. Of
course, Walden imagined the same thing about every young woman he
saw. so this didn’t seem particularly noteworthy. Bounty sensed
something intriguing about Ruth that, as unlikely as it seemed,
might draw them together before the trip was over. At the same
time, Ruth wondered whether she might later be writing something
exciting in her journal about Bounty, who she found fascinating for
some reason she couldn’t figure out, or Walden, who seemed as
virginal as she. was. Silkie had a vague but hopeful feeling that
the trip would prove be significant in some unimagined way, beyond
its obvious pleasures.

The four As a means of retaining their table
so they could continued their what had turned out to be an
interesting conversation when, the three younger diners ordered
dessert and , while Silkie ordered a second glass of wine. As the
conversation continued, Silkie remained silent, contemplating the
similarities and differences between the lives of the three young
adults; how smart they were in some ways; and how clueless in
others. As the new friends finished their after-dinner treats, and
wrapped up their conversation, the train made a station stop in
Winnemucca, Nevada. Silkie half listened to the conversation at the
table as she absent mindedly peered out at looked out the window of
the dining car onto the platform where a half dozen or socollection
of passengers waited. were waiting to climb aboard. As she did, so,
she noticed somethingshe suddenly noticed something that that sent
chills up her spine!.!

 


And moistened her underwear.


 


Monday

​ Berkeley, California

Walden Wilson

Walden arose got up early although even
though it wasn’t necessary. He had packed his suitcase and cleaned
his studio apartment yesterday, so he didn’t have to rush to get to
the station in time to catch his train. to Chicago. He texted his
dad, – “About ready 2 leave - CU Wed,” – then opened his notes app
and checked the packing list against the contents of his
suitcase:

Five rolled pairs of shorts, 2 pairs of
jeans, 6 T-shirts (he might buy 1 or 2 more in Chicago as
souvenirs), 2 long- sleeved and 2 short- sleeved regular shirts,
his Cal and Oakland A’s baseball caps, pajamas, swimming trunks,
assorted shoes and socks. Toiletries.

In his computer bag were his MacBook, his
iPad, various charging devices and cables, a backup external
battery, . as well asSaved on his computer were a dozen two books,
Think and Grow Rich, and, Mathematics for Machine
Learning, and several others that were less
mathematical but more arousing.

Walden showered and put on a button-down
shirt, his usual blue jeans, and sneakers. Looking in the mirror,
he thought he looked all right. He wasn’t although he wasn’t
brawny. Skinny was ould have been a better description, but,
surely, some girls liked, or tolerated skinny guys.

“— I’d better take this package of condoms, just
in case,” —”

he thought, with groundless bravado. He had
never come close to being in a situation where a condom would be
needed.

“— It’s always good to be prepared! Who knows
what might happen in Chicago? Or in two-and-a-half2½ days on athe
train. for that matter. Some girl might just be seeking looking for
a skinny, soon- to- be college graduate, to fool around with on the
rails. —”

Walden imagined the details: of his
departure:

“— A young, cute, unthreatening woman young lady
in a short skirt, maybe a one of those sexy pleated skirts that
flares out, will be struggling with having trouble managing her
luggage as she boards the train. I’ll help her. She’ll thank me
with a hug, then blush and apologize for being so forward. We’ll
sit together. Like me, she’s a mathematics major. We talk about the
next innovations in computers and reveal our personal stories.
We’ll have dinner together. —”

This internal movie consumed eight seconds.
The next ten minutes were focused on their after-dinner
activities:

“— After dinner, we’ll flirt and snuggle under a
blanket in our coach seats. She’ll take my hand under the blanket
and slide it up her leg under her skirt. We’ll both get so hot
we’ll duck into the shower together on the train’s lower level.
She’ll be overwhelmed with desire for me. We’ll feverishly remove
each other’s clothing, get into the shower, and lose our minds and
our virginity, then collapse, onto the floor of the shower,
saturated with warm water, etc and other fluids. and viscous bodily
fluids. She’ll be screaming with pleasure and complimenting my
skills as a lover. —”

Walden arranged for a ride to the station on
his rideshare app, carefully closed his suitcase, surveyed the
apartment, for anything he had left behind, and departed took his
leave with high hopes for freshnew adventures.

Bonnie (Bounty) Hunter

A few blocks away, in her Berkeley apartment,
Bonnie Hunter was awakened by a one of her roommate.s.

“Aren’t you catching the train to Chicago
today?” she asked.

“Yeah. What time is it?” Bonnie mumbled.

“7:45!”

“The train leaves at 9:10 so I should be
okay.”

Bonnie arose got up slowly and casually threw
some clothing into her backpack. She made sure she had the major
categories covered: undies, (including the boy shorts that drove
her girlfriend Flo crazy last summer), tops, shorts, a sexy
nightshirt to get Flo excited, shoes, and toiletries. She found
room for two bottles of California wine, one to last her to Chicago
and one for Flo. if there was any left. She For convenience, she
limited her luggage to just her backpack and a small fanny pack for
money and credit cards. Bonnie took a quick shower and spent some
time unsuccessfully trying to fix her hair in case she ran into a
beautiful candidate for a railroad romance. She put on her lacrosse
jersey and Cal shorts, then asked her roommate if she could drive
her to the Emeryville Amtrak station, a couple of miles away.

The Lollapalooza Music Festival was going to
be great this year!. Flo, who Bonnie couldn’t wait to wrestle with
between the sheets, would be waiting for her when she got there.
They hadn’t been together in person since last summer and Bonnie,
who would be staying with Flo, in her Chicago apartment, was
already getting arousedwet with excitement. She was ready for a
summer away from Berkeley, and a summer of sexy romps with Flo and
perhaps other candidates for her ample affections. with her Chicago
friend. Bonnie would miss her lacrosse teammates, but a daily
frolic with Flo would more than compensate. make up for it.

Emeryville: Train 6, the California
Zephyr


All Aboard

Walden arrived at the Emeryville Amtrak
Station, across the bay from San Francisco, at 8:20, nearly an hour
early. He had traveled several times to Chicago via Amtrak several
times before and, as a seasoned traveler, opted not to check his
bags, which usually required an hour’s wait before they could be
retrieved in Chicago. He ambled into the snack bar for coffee and a
donut, then walked out to the platform. Train 6 was due to depart
at 9:10. It usually arrived from the Oakland yard to begin its
eastward journey at 8:45. Walden loved to wait on the platform to
study his fellow passengers and observe the arrival of the train
conveyance that would, if it the train were to arrived in Chicago
on time, be his rolling residence for the next 2.236 days (taking
the two-hour Pacific- to- Central time change into consideration).
He found the anticipation and the appearance of the locomotive’s
headlights curiously exciting.

Walden looked south along the tracks that ,
which curved out of sight through an industrial district, for the
first sight of his train. As it approached, its the headlights at
the front of the locomotive suddenly seemed to switch on rather
than fade into view as he always expected. He recorded this event
in his mind as the official start of his trip. No wonder everybody
loved trains!. Massively large and powerful. Noisy ; noisy but
somehow cozy and romantic. He remembered the fascinating people he
had met on previous trips and looked forward to the unexpected
associations this one would spawn. bring about.

As the slowing locomotivess passed by and the
double- decker passenger cars squealed to a stop, he became aware
of a young woman hurrying up next to him on the platform.

“Is this the train to Chicago?” she asked,
out of breath.
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Walden and Bounty Board at Emeryville

“Yes,” he told her, noting her T-shirt with
the words “CAL Lacrosse.” on the front. She wasn’t the cute, shy
girl he had imagined. She was taller than him he, with a muscular
build and blond hair. She carried a backpack and was clad in shorts
and sneakers.

“Good, it looks like I’m here in plenty of
time!” she said. “What’s your name?”

“Wally,” Walden said, inadvertently using the
nickname he disliked instead of his official and more upscale given
name.

“Hi, Wally, I’m Bonnie Hunter.”

“My real name is Walden,” he said
confusingly. “Walden Wilson.”

“Like the pond?” she asked.

“Right.”

“So, Wally is an alias then?”

“It’s a nickname.”

“Oh.”

“Are you a student at Cal, Bonnie?” he asked
to change the subject.

“When I’m not playing lacrosse or sleeping
around,” she said with a grin. “You can call me ‘Bounty’ like
everyone else does since my last name is ‘Hunter’, everyone else
does. How about you, Wally?”

“I’ll be graduating in the fall.”

“Congratulations! Are you sitting in coach
Have you taken this train before??”

“Yes. It’s hard to sleep, but I’m used to it.
This will be my third train trip to Chicago.” It’s hard to sleep
sitting in coach, but I’m used to it.

“So, you can pick any available seat, right?”
Bounty asked.

“Right. I like to sit at the end of a car.
That way, – that way nobody can peer over the seat at you from
behind.”

“How about if we sit together and you can
show me the ins and outs of train travel,” Bounty asked.

She smiled at her double entendre that which
Walden failed to notice. In spite of her preference for female bed
partners, Bounty enjoyed an occasional dalliance with men the male
of the species and wondered if Walden might be a candidate for an
agreeable travel mate.

 


The conductor checked their tickets and
welcomed them aboard. to Amtrak. Walden carried his suitcase in one
hand and his computer bag in the other and, as he stepped upclimbed
aboard,aboard, the suitcase banged against the doorframe, causing
it to fall from his hand a foot or two onto the platform. Luckily,
iIt Fortunately, it didn’t spring open, but he was embarrassed when
Bounty, who was just behind him, picked it up easily and carried it
onto the train for him, . Walden’s shoulders sagged a bitthen when
she effortlessly stowed it on the upper shelf of the luggage rack
at the end of the car. Walden’s shoulders sagged a bit.little.

They found two seats, without a facing pair,
at the end of the next car, andcar and settled in. for some unknown
duration. Walden already had already used up his inadequate stock
of clever pickup lines, but Bounty had a large supply.

“Are you a fan of lacrosse?” Bounty asked
when once they had gotten settled.

Walden didn’t really know exactly know what
lacrosse was. He knew it was a some kind of field game, but he
worried was afraid it might also be a new slang sex term for some
form of sex and didn’t want to appear clueless., especially after
she seemed to have lumped it in with sleeping around.

“What’s your favorite thing about it?” he
asked, cleverly sidestepping the question.

“When someone feeds me a freshie and I catch
it in my head and then I score in the five5-hole! I’m also pretty
good at body checking – most people don’t get up again for a while
after I check them.”

Walden found this confusing and troublesome.
It definitely sounded like some kind of kinky sexual
roughhousing.

“It sounds like you have a lot of experience
at lacrosse!” he said.

“I’ve been at it since I was six years old,
so I know what I’m doing. I never stray into the crease if you get
my drift, and I’m pretty good at scoring. I tried the FOGO position
a few times, but there wasn’t enough action for me.”

“That’s terrific!” he said, hoping his answer
made some kind of sense.

“You should come out and watch us some
night!” Bounty said giving his forearm a squeeze.

“Where do you do this?”

“In the field next to the stadium. We go at
it just about every night.”

By now, Walden was convinced Bounty was part
of a kinky crowd that practiced a weird type of group sex outside
in a public place every night after dark. He couldn’t figure out
the details, and he was afraid to ask about the meaning of
“crease”, “FOGO”, and “five5-hole”.

“Of course, when it’s raining and we can’t do
it outside, we go indoors and play box lacrosse. We put on our
pinnies and work on our back-to-back shots. Or we get to work with
our pocket pounders,” Bounty explained.

Walden was alarmed by all this, but he
couldn’t stop his inner dialogue:

“— I wouldn’t mind feeding her a freshie and
having her score in my five5-hole! If I have one. —”

“What's your major?” Bounty asked.

“What?” (Walden had been distracted trying to
use logic to figure out the location of his five5-hole.)

“What’s your degree in?”

“Oh. Computer math.”

“I hate computers,” Bounty said, scrunching
up her face.

“Oh!” Walden replied, stunned. Her value as a
sex partner, even in his fantasies, fell to near zero. The result
of this, however, was that he was suddenly was less shy around her
since she wasn’t of any interest sexually.

He pondered what sort of neanderthal could
hate computers.

“What are YOU studying at CAL?” he asked.

“Phys-ed.”ical Education.”

This reminded Walden to examine her physical
characteristics in hopes of ignoring being able to ignore her
dislike of computers. After all, no computers would be involved in
what he hoped might transpire between them. between them. Her
longish blond hair was straight and somewhat flyaway. She was tall,
muscular, with well-defined muscles and small breasts. Her face was
plain but attractive and she seemed very comfortable with herself.
She certainly wasn’t shy, that was for sure!

Bounty gave him a brief overview of the
physical education curriculum, as he educated himself on her
physique. She had turned to face him with her knee curled up on the
seat under her. In this position, he could look up into the leg
opening of her shorts, but he dared not do so, lest she notice and
make a comment. Or break his arm. After a while, they ended the
chit-chat and turned to passing the time reading. Bounty had found
Wally rather dull so far, but her interest advanced a notch when he
brought up the took out the book Think and Grow Rich on his
iPad and began selecting items in the text and, with a tap, adding
his own notes. making notes in the margin.

 


As they reached the foothills beyond
Sacramento, a voice announced an announcement was made that lunch
was being served, so Bounty and Walden headed for the dining car.
They were seated across the table from an older couple, dressed in
a hippie garb style popular in the 1960's. The couple , who filled
Walden and Bounty in on all the details of their college agecollege
age d grandchildren. Like The older couple were, like Bounty, they
were hheaded to Lollapalooza. in Chicago. Walden had never heard of
this music festival and listened as the other three raved about how
exciting theythese events were. great it was going to be. He did
think it sounded like fun and, when they asked, he assured them he
was going.

After lunch, Walden and Bounty went to the
observation car to enjoy the views of the mountains. As they
admired the scenery, each the pair pointed out interesting vistas
to each other and discussed times they and their friends had
visited the Sierras. Bounty, of course, was a skier and had made
many winter trips to the ski slopes.; Walden had only visited once
when he and two buddies escaped there for a week one summer to
focus on a computer coding project away from Berkeley’s the
distractions. of Berkeley.

In spite of an their complete inability to
find anything in common, both Walden and Bounty hoped something
could could develop between them that would create a little sexy
appetizer to enliven what might otherwise be a boring trip. Even
though Bounty preferred female sex partners, and Walden was a
hopelessly dull computer neurd, he was young and good- looking. And
, and what young man would shy away from having a little canoodle
in the dark of night with the tic-TIC…tic-TIC of the rails setting
the rhythm and the thrillingly sexy risk of getting caught by
anyone walking who happened to walk by at the wrong time. Even
though she was traveling to Chicago primarily to for the purpose of
enjoying wild lesbian sex with her girlfriend Flo, there was no
reason to waste two nights on the train reading lacrosse
magazines!!

“Do you have a girlfriend, Wally?,” Bounty
asked as they contemplated the Truckee River in the valley
below.

“Me? No,” Walden said.

“Do yYou prefer boys then, huh?” Bounty
inquired matter-of-factly.

“No, I prefer girls. I've just been too busy
lately.”

“I prefer girls too, but I’m not fussy.
You’re not a virgin, are you?” Bounty asked too brazenly.

“No,” Walden lied.

“That’s good,” Bounty said, painfully
squeezing his thigh just above the knee. Walden was equally scared
and thrilled, which sent his mind off in a somewhat predictable
direction:

— he and Bounty hopped off the train in Reno,
rented a car, and drove intosomehow found themselves in the
mountains they were admiring. Bounty parked the car on a fire road
and marched him into the woods out of sight of the road. There
sheand commanded him to strip naked, then backed his body up
against a tree, put her arms around him and the tree, pressing him
against it and pressing her body against him. “I’m about to make
you cum you until your balls are the size and color of pinto beans,
Wally!” —

Bounty adjusted her grip on his thigh, moving
it a few inches higher, and effortlessly gripped it harder.

“Maybe we can solve the girlfriend problem
for a couple of days. I know you’re not too busy here on the
train!” she said, invitingly.

— She stepped back, removed her clothing
unhurriedly, while teasing him unmercifully, and then began slowly
masturbating. When Walden was about to burst, Bounty raised up on
her toes, grasped his member with a free armhand, and lowered her
slippery opening onto him, looking into his eyes and smiling
—

“Maybe we can solve the girlfriend problem
for a couple of days. I know you’re not too busy here on the
train!” she said, invitingly.

“Umm —,” Walden said.

— Bounty again reached around his hips, grabbed
the tree with both hands, and rhythmically squashed him between her
nakedness and nature as she began powerfully pounding. him. On the
ground under his foot was a short dry stick, which made a
tic-TIC…tic-TIC sound as she rocked his body into and out of her.
—

“Have you had sex in coach late at night on
any of your other trips?” Bounty whispered conspiratorially,
observing the bulge in the front of his pants.

“Sex?” Walden asked, as though he had no idea
what that was.

Bounty surveyed the nearby passengers. “How
about if you take me down to the snack bar?” she proposed.

Walden attempted to stand, but he needed to
rearrange things his genitals first.

“It’s right down those stairs ahead of you,”
he told her. “I’ll be down in a minute.”

“I see you need to make a couple of
adjustments!” she said, as the neighboring passengers pretended not
to listen. “Need any help with those?”

“No, you go on ahead!”

Walden decided against squirming not to
squirm everything back in place in front of a couple of dozen of
his fellow passengers so, he bent over and, hanging on to seatbacks
and handrails, he maneuvered himself partway down the stairs until
he was somewhat out of sight. He and then reached into his pants
with one hand and a pocket with the other and awkwardly realigned
his misbehaving package. raphernalia. Bounty was waiting for him at
the bottom of the narrow stairway.

“I’ll buy the first round. What would you
like?” she asked. “They have wine, beer, and a few mixed
drinks.”

“Coke,” he said, not wanting to appear to be
a big drinker by starting in the afternoon.

Bounty turned to the counter man. “Coke for
my friend and a gin and tonic for me,” she said.

— “Who drinks a Coke when someone else is
buying?” Bounty thought. “Surely there’s SOMETHING interesting
about this guy, but so far, I expect he’d rather have a computer on
his lap than a half-naked woman.” —

They sipped their drinks and exchanged brief
biographies. Bounty had grown up in Los Angeles, the only daughter
inof a middle-class family. Her two brothers were athletes, so she
naturally took to sports, too. as well. She came to Cal to play
lacrosse, which Walden now realized to his disappointment, meant
the game and not the kinky sex the name implied. of that name he
was pretty sure existed even though he had never heard of it. Her
goal was to coach women’s lacrosse and tuck in with a beautiful
girlfriend like Flo, every night.

Walden was somewhat relieved by the
continuing reminders that, although she liked having sex with men,
she preferred women. This would take any pressure off him to know
what to do with her – not , not that he didn’t want to, but a woman
who didn’t like computers certainly diminished her attractiveness.
Still, he couldn’t help imagining playing around with Bounty AND
Flo could be funat the same time. Walden's mind calculated was
calculating the variables:

“— “— I can’t believe they’ve invited me here to
Flo’s apartment! Now what? OMG, Bounty and Flo, who’s cute as a
button, are undressing me in the living room. They’re giggling at
my erection. W – what did they expect! I’m about ready to ejaculate
and they’re posing for each other and taking pictures while holding
my penis and pretending to suck on it. I suppose they will look at
the pictures later and wish I was here. Now they’re teasing me
about how lucky I am that I can stand up to pee!”

Oh, this is hot! They’re playing with each other on
the sofa and taking off each other’s clothes while I watch. No
wonder these two are so fond of each other. B, Bounty is tough and
muscular and obviously plays a dominant role, but she clearly knows
what Flo willwants her to demand wants Bounty to demand of her. Flo
is small, soft and achingly cute. Now, leaving all our cast-off
clothing in the living room, the girls are heading for the bedroom
and Flo is motioning to me with her finger to come along and —”

“How big a RISK TAKER are you?” Bounty
asked.

“Ummm… Not too big, I guess. What do you mean
by risk?”

“Like fucking me tonight when everybody else
is asleep!” Bounty said with a touch of demandingness in her
voice.

“Where would this assignation take place? We
don’t have a private room or anything.”

“In our seats, of course. Everybody would be
asleep, and we could TRY to be quiet,!” Bounty laughed.

Walden was pretty sure he couldn’t get it up
if he was afraid people were actually watching him from across the
aisle. But the , but this idea was a turn- on and by far the most
arousing suggestionthing any girl had ever made to him. He knew he
would be using this image would to inspire his masturbatory
fantasies forever, but to actually DO it? That was another
matterstory.

“I think they would kick us off the
train.”

“Did you buy a ticket?” Bounty asked.

“Sure.”

“Then they can’t kick you off,” she said, as
though this was should be obvious.

“Well, I wouldn’t want to disturb any of the
other passengers anyway.”

“Then come and take a shower with me. No – no
one can see us in the shower! And I haven’t had sex, at least not
with a boy, for two weeks!”

“No, that’s all right. I need to know someone
for a while before I’m comfortable having sex with them.
Sorry.”

“That’s OKokay,” Bounty said. “I can just
frig myself under the blanket. But you know what they say – purity
is its own punishment.”

Bounty excused herself and walked upstairs
toward the observation car in search of more like-minded company.
Walden walked back to his seat and took outopened

Mathematics for Machine Learning on
his butiPad but was too distracted to focus on it. right then.

Reno, Nevada

Silkie (Bunny) Lovecraft

A few miles north of Reno, in a small cottage
between the county road and the main house of a five- acre
“ranchette,”, Silkie Lovecraft opened her eyes and squinted at the
clock by her bed. 8 a.m.AM. No need to get up yet. Her sister
Ester, and Ester’s daughter Ruth, would be saying their morning
prayers before settling down to breakfast, and Silkie always
avoided going up to the main house until they were finished. Silkie
and her niece Ruth would be leaving Reno on the California
Zephyr at 4 p.m.PM for a visit to Chicago, primarily to attend
the Lollapalooza music festival while Ester attended was away at a
religious retreat for the week. Silkie was eager to spend looking
forward to spending time with her niece, who she felt was being too
closely corralled by her mother.

Ruth iswas was twenty-four after all, and
had, between her overprotective mother and her religious
upbringing, been “protected” from all manner of pleasures and
experiences that Silkie thought a young woman should be learning to
enjoy. Ironically, Ester had insisted that Silkie accompany Ruth on
the trip to keep her out of trouble, in spite of Silkie’s unsavory
background.

 


The sound of snoring next to her reminded
Silkie that Billy had spent the night. Billy was one of her her
several beneficial boyfriends, and it was always a good idea to
encourage an overnight visitor to get on the road before Ester came
outside and noticed his truck, parked just out of sight of the main
house, on the highway side of Silkie’s cottage.

“Billy! Wake up big boy,” she said, nudging
him, affectionately. “I have to start packing for my trip to
Chicago.”

“Last night was fun,” he mumbled, giving her
a kiss and a fuzzy snuggle. “Let’s do it again sometime!”

“I’ll be back in ten days,” she reminded him.
“Unless I meet a stormy, husky, brawling, hog butcher with big
shoulders!”

“A WHAT?" Billy askedsaid, frowning, as he
padded toward the shower.

Silkie turned to packing for her trip. She
had booked a hotel room for Ruth and herself and Ruth in Chicago
and decided to confine her packing to what would fit in a medium
suitcase and a cloth carry-on bag. She started with a short, low-
cut, red (what color?)dress that showed off her ample attributes,
the voluptuous delights of her figure, in case they went to a club
or out for a fancy restaurant, dinner, then folded and packed
several pairs of shorts and tops, a sweater if it should get cold,
and assorted underwear, including a lacy bra and panties, because
...… what if she DID meet a stormy, husky, man with large body
parts when she got ttoo Chicago?the "City of the Big Shoulders"?
Casual walking shoes, and a pair of fancy heels to go with the
dress, and a swimming suit, completed the packing. clothing
component. In her cosmetic bag, she placed included a large tube of
“personal lubricant,”, skin cream, panty liners, feminine shaving
gear, a toothbrush, and a few other essentials. so on.

She added a few books, (Fifty Shades of
Grey, Beautiful Bastard, and The Great American Tilly
and Elmer Novel), a fifth of bourbon, two bottles of
winesufficient libations, and her trusty vibrator.

“ — “I hope Ruth doesn’t wonder what the buzzing
sound coming from Aunt Silkie’s bed is all about!” she thought.
—

While Silkie looked was looking forward to
being with Ruth, who loved her aunt, Silkie but wasn’t in the habit
of sharing intimate thoughts with her. No doubt Ester had warned
Ruth about Silkie’s former, and probably current, lifestyle. Silkie
saw this as an opportunity to boost Ruth’s confidence, her grasp
understanding of the world beyond Reno, and the pleasures that come
came so naturally to those who haven’t dn’t been deliberately
taught to avoid them.

Ruth Parish

Inside the main house, Ester Parish and her
daughter Ruth, having finished their morning Bible reading and
prayers, were sitting down to breakfast. Ester was on edge about
the prospect of sending her daughter off to Chicago, of all places,
in the company of her sister, a (hopefully) former) prostitute
‘lady of the evening’ but and still, no doubt, a shameless n
impenitent professional sinner. She hoped to inoculate Ruth against
any fall from her religious upbringing, inculcation, and this was
the last chance to give her only daughter a booster shot of piety
before sending her off with in the company of her unrepentant
aunt.

“Ruth, you know Silkie, as much as we love
her, has some strange ideas that could get you into a lot of
trouble, if you were to listen to them, right?”

“Right, mom.”

“She was um … too fond of men for her own
good, not to mention her soul. I hope she doesn’t influence you to
cast aside your beautiful modelpriceless virtue.” and follow in her
footsteps.”

“I won’t, mom.”

“Even now that she’s older, an old woman,
she’s still at it, inviting strange men to her cottage all the
time. It’s disgusting!”

“I know. But I’m not sure you want to think
of her as an old woman, mom. She’s — don’t forget she’s only 62,
just two 2 years older than you.”

“I just mean it was disgusting when she was
your age, and it’s even more disgusting now. I can’t imagine what
men see in her!”

Ruth was anxious to change the subject. She
was fond of her aunt in spite of her alleged alleged shortcomings,
and Ruth herself had a few secrets she was withholding from her n’t
telling her mother. about.

“We’re going to have so much fun at the music
festival, and I’m excited – and a bit nervous – to , and a little
nervous, to see Chicago since I’ve never been east of Nevada. I’m
glad Aunt Silkie wanted to go, too.”

“Chicago is a den of iniquity! You’ll need to
be very careful who you take up with.”

“I’m sure Aunt Silkie will take good care of
me.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised if you’re the one
who has to has to keep Silkie out of trouble!”

 


Ruth excused herself and went into her room
to begin pack.ing. On Silkie’s advice, she decided to pack a medium
suitcase with the clothing she would need in Chicago, and a small
case with things she would need on the train. In the larger
suitcase, she carefully folded and placed her church clothing: a
longish green dress with a high collar, low heeled shoes, and her
Bible just in case they would be attending church, although she
wasn’t expecting that to such a plan to be high on Silkie’s to-do
list. For the rest of the trip, she packed several pairs of shorts
and tops, underwear, swimming suit, large hat, flannel pajamas, and
a smaller case of cosmetics and toiletries. She decided to include
another fancy, not- for- church dress, that was too short and low-
cut for her mother’s taste, in case they went out for a nice dinner
or in the – unlikely event– she , unlikely as it seemed, she met
someone nice to have an adventure with. Ruth included a raincoat,
umbrella, waterproof shoes, and, since Chicago might be chilly at
night, she took two sweatshirts.

In the smaller case, for use on the train,
she packed two included 2 pairs of shorts and tops, a pair of long
pants, leggings, a subset of toiletries, and her iPad. For reading,
material she storedbookmarked brought several magazines including
Christianity Today, Vogue, and Seventeen. Ruth
had bought purchased a daily journal using her employee discount at
the bookstore where she worked and tucked that in, too, this into
her small case with high expectations of for filling it with
stories of grand adventures.

Ruth and Silkie boardingEmbark for Adventure

Seven hours after leaving the Bay Area, Train
6 arrived in Reno and Silkie and Ruth excitedly climbed aboard.
With the aid of the sleeping car attendant, they stashed their
suitcases in the baggage area at the end of their car, found their
assigned roomette, and familiarized themselves with the small, cozy
space. Their comfortable seats faced each other and in between, a
table could be pulled up from a hidden slot under the window and
folded down between them to make a platform for games, reading
material, or refreshments. A sliding door opened onto the corridor
and opposite the door, a large window revealed a panoramic view of
the desert and mountains east of Reno.

At night, the facing seats could be pulled
together which, along with the now horizontal seat backs, made a
comfortable bed while above, a bunk folded down from the wall above
the windows for to make another second sleeping location. After a
short negotiation, it was decided that Ruth secured would take the
top bunk and Silkie would sleep below since she was more likely to
need to venture out to the restroom during the night. With that
settled, the pair set out to tour the train and locate the showers,
dining car, observation lounge, and snack bar. They found the train
and its amenities very satisfactory and, after their tour, returned
to their “roomette” to settle in.

 


“How aboutI’m going to enjoy a shot of
bourbon to celebrate the beginning or our travels together,” Silkie
proposedsaid, leaning forward and taking Ruth’s hands in hers.
“Would you like one?”

“Oh, no, thank you!” Ruth said. “Mother
thinks it leads to immoral thoughts.”

“Has it ever led you to immoral thoughts?”
Silkie asked with a smile.

“I’ve never tried any,” Ruth told her.

“You’ve never tried any immoral thoughts or
bourbon?” Silkie teased.

“Bourbon! I have immoral thoughts sometimes,
but I’m not telling you what they are!” Ruth giggled.

“Ruth, you’re an adult now, well beyond the
legal drinking age. You might consider trying it and see if it
leads to any thoughts you’re uncomfortable withAll right. Let me
know if you change your mind.”

“I just think it might be dangerous, is all,”
Ruth said.

“Dangerous how?”

“Well, doesn’t it make you all crazy and
everything and get you into trouble?”

“It could if you overdo it or don’t
understand how it affects you. But the real danger is that someone,
a boy for example, could talk you into it and give you too much,
then take advantage of you. If you know how it affects you, you’ll
know when to stop before it’s too late. I think you should just try
a little when you’re with someone who won’t give you too much or
try to harm you. A little is pleasant and relaxing — too much can
make you do things you know you shouldn’t and then make you sick on
top of it.”

Silkie got out her bottle of bourbon and two
small glassespoured a couple of ounces into a small glass.
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Ruth and Silkie settle in

 


“Doesn’t it taste awful?” Ruth inquired.

“It’s a little strong if you drink it
straight, although it tastes good once you get used to it. I’ll add
a little water to yours so it will go down easier, all right?”

“OK.kay. This is my first real adventure away
from home so I guess I should make the most of it. And I have to
admit that I’ve been curious about it.” Ruth revealed.

“You can have a sip of mine if you want,”
Silkie offered.

Ruth cautiously took a sip, opened her eyes
wide, made a face, and coughed a few times, and pushed the glass
back toward Silkie.

“I see you liked it!” Silkie teased.

Silkie poured two ounces into her own glass
and half that amount plus a bit of water into Ruth’s glass. They
clinked their glasses together and took a sip.

“It’s not as bad as I expected!” Ruth said,
once she could breathe again.

The two discussed the varieties of liquor on
the market and the differences in ingredients, manufacturing
processes, and alcohol content. for a while as they sipped their
drinks.libations. After a few minutes, Ruth seemed quite
comfortable with the discussion and the conversation drifted on to
other topics.

“Tell me aboutHow is your job at the
bookstore?,” Silkie asked.

“Well, you know it’s a Christian bookstore,
right?”

“Yes. I suppose you sell Bibles and religious
items and scholarly works on theology.”

“Bibles and Christian stories, yes. I don’t
think we have anything on theology though. Isn’t that like
astrology?”

“I think they’re just about the same,” Silkie
said. “Do you like working there?”

“It’s boring, to tell you the truth. Except
for Franklin!” Ruth said trying to hide a silly grin. She took
another sip of her drink.

“Who’s Franklin?”

“A boy,” she said, stopping short of giving
any further information.

“A SPECIAL boy?” Silkie asked.

“I think he’s kind of special, but I don’t
like him sometimes. And Dixie tells me he’s too fast for me.”

“And who’s Dixie? Is she a coworker?”

Yes. We both take turns stocking the shelves
and working behind the counter. She’s very nice and we talk about …
about things all the time.”

“Things?”

Ruth clearly didn’t want to go into any
detail with her aunt about what “things” she and Dixie talked about
and, luckily, their conversation was interrupted by an announcement
over the loudspeaker:

“Good evening, Amtrak passengers! As always,
there will be two seatings for our dinner service in the dining
car. The first seating will begin at 5:30 with a second seating at
7.:00. Our hostess will be coming around in a few minutes to ask
which seating you prefer. Please come to the dining car a few
minutes early and we will seat you as soon as possible. Thank
you!”

“What do you think? How about the 5:30
seating?” Silkie proposed.
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