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Frank Ross spent the winter on the Baja riding his motorcycle
under sunshine and blue skies. Now it’s spring and he’s headed
home, but bad luck encountered in a casino parking lot means that
he’s stuck waiting for parts in a small, isolated town on the west
side of the Salton Sea just 70 miles north of the Mexican border.
With nothing to do but kill time, Frank accepts an invitation for a
home-cooked meal. Before he knows it, he's knee-deep in cartel
drugs with a woman itching to pull the trigger on the gun she has
pointed at his back.
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Disclaimer

 

What follows is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons
living or dead is purely coincidental. Places mentioned by name are
entirely fictitious and purely products of the author's
imagination, and are not meant to bear resemblance to actual places
or locations.








 

 

 

The road never ends. Neither does
the adventure.








Broke Down


The Salton Sea. It wasn’t much of a sea. At most it was 50
feet deep in places, and more likely 30 feet on average. It was 225
feet below sea level, only five feet higher than Death Valley’s
lowest elevation.

It must have been quite a sight when the Colorado River
burst the levees by Yuma and overran towns and farms and a railroad
in the Salton basin. By the time the burst banks were repaired the
sea was 40 miles long and 13 miles wide and covered 400 square
miles.

When it was all over and the damage was done, the water
remained and the sea thrived. There was nowhere for the water to
go, then or now. It couldn’t drain south into the Sea of Cortez or
north into the L.A. Basin. Salt levels were about the same as that
of the Pacific Ocean, and the fish that were transplanted liked it
that way.

During the late ‘50s, the developers moved in to take
advantage of the location and the fishing to create a recreation
and vacation resort destination. Yacht clubs, marinas, restaurants
and nightclubs vied for the attention of the rich and famous that
came to escape the big city to the north. Like moths to a flame,
they were drawn to the excitement on the newly-discovered
California Riviera.

The party didn’t last long. In the early ‘70s years of heavy
rains created floods and runoff. Then, to add insult to injury, not
one but two hurricanes finally extinguished the flame completely.
The coastline towns and resorts were flooded and re-flooded when
water levels rose. Eventually everything was closed and abandoned
as people walked away in droves. Scattered rusty junk was left
behind to be salvaged by anyone remaining or by those wanting to
escape who made a choice to move to the former seaside resort
towns.

It’s a depressing area now, located as it is in the southern
Sonoran desert where temperatures in the basin can hit triple
digits on summer days and remain that way through the night on a
regular basis. While it had once been a successful resort area,
that was only a faint memory for the old timers scattered around
the Salton Sea. The towns are mostly deserted now, populated only
by the regulars who remained long past their best-before dates,
living in dilapidated trailers and houses built in the ‘60s when
times were good.

In a place like this the dream had died fast and
hard.

 

The Salton Sea
Motel. It wasn’t much of a motel. It almost overlooked the sea. It
would have if a second story had been added when the place was
built back in the late ‘60s. Now it was barely hanging on in a
region that had long ago passed its prime.

New bath towels. Fancy comforters. Well-lit parking in nine
paved stalls.

All that according to the brochure on the front desk. What a
draw.

Nowhere.

That, and I was broke down in nowhere.

Okay, technically it wasn’t exactly nowhere, but it was close
enough for me.

I pulled into the casino to take a break, and that’s when the
clutch on my motorcycle took one too. When I spied the flatbed in
the casino’s lot, I figured the driver to be playing the slots. All
I had to do was wait him out.

When he walked outside I was like a puppy glad to see anyone. I
helped him load the bike onto the flatbed and then he found me a
ride to the motel. He said he'd deliver the bike later.

 

Come morning the flatbed caught up to me in the motel parking
lot. The driver tipped the bed and I slid down the back until both
wheels were on solid ground. I kicked the stand and leaned the bike
over.

–Fifty bucks ought to cover it.

–Fifty? Shit, I could’ve pushed it here for that.

–You want the bike or not? This time, when I drag it up the bed
I’ll be sure it’s on its side so you won’t have to help me.

–No, don’t do that. Thanks for helping me out at the casino. I
didn’t even have time to get to a phone to call for a tow.

Yeah, right. No chance of that once I discovered that flatbed in
the lot. I counted out 50 and added another ten to the roll. You
never know. I figured he’d be back at the casino burning that 60 in
a Las Vegas minute.

–No problem. I'd have been here sooner, but I had to make
another stop up the road a piece. You good now?

–You bet. I’m going to hunker down until a friend does his thing
and ships some parts out to me.

–You could do worse than this place. It’s clean. Not too far
from a place to eat. You might even get lucky and find a ride back
to the casino for a change of scenery.

–Thanks. I’ll keep that in mind.

If I could, I would have escaped at sunup–my normal modus–in the
cool of the desert morning, but not this time. I was trapped. And
now I was leaning against a motel’s rusty vintage signpost, trying
to kill some time. It's the best I could do at the Salton Sea Motel
in Beach Bay.

 

I heard her before I saw her. Or rather, I heard the sound of
the exhaust when the car rattled into the motel parking lot.
Well-lit parking lot. So said the brochure I had snagged from the
front desk. A lonely overhead light was still on. Except it was
morning. So yeah, I guess the parking lot was well-lit.

She got out of a beat-up old Pontiac with the paint on the hood
and roof faded from too many years in the desert sun and salt-laden
sea air. The windows were all down, probably because the air
conditioner stopped working sometime in the last five years.

I stood my ground under the sign and watched. She had to walk
right past me to get to the motel office, so I took a nice long
drink when she went by. I couldn’t help it. I never could. I didn’t
care if it annoyed her or not.

She wasn’t anything special to look at. No makeup. Thin lips. No
breasts. But she had dark hair and dark eyes, and I knew those two
alone were enough to get me hooked. The bridge of her nose had that
little bump on it that always caught my fancy. When she got real
close I noticed eyes surrounded top and bottom by the longest
eyelashes I’ve ever seen on a woman.

Then she was past me. I turned for a fresh look.

She had a nice ass in those jeans–nice enough that I hoped I'd
be seeing more of her. I wondered what her legs were like.

 

I needed to get started, the sooner the better. I figured the
less time spent in nowhere, the more time I'd have to be somewhere
else. I pushed the bike into the back and got my tools out of the
saddlebag. The faster I got busy, the more I'd get done before my
parts arrived.

The sound of feet scraping sand interrupted me. I had to look up
and squint to see her silhouetted against the sun.

–Hello.

She had a soft voice.

–Hello. Aren’t you the woman I saw getting out of the car?

–Yes, that was me.

–You staying here?

–No, I clean the rooms.

–Not too busy today, are you?

–No, we only had a couple of rooms rented last night. You make
three.

–It's kind of sleepy here.

–It’s okay if you want to escape.

–Are you escaping?

She changed the subject.

–You want your room done now? I can come back later if you like.
I live just down the street.

–No, now would be good. I’m going to be busy out here. Let me
know when you’re finished.

Twenty minutes later she was back. This time when I looked up I
didn't have to squint to get a look at her. She was facing the sun.
I got another good look.

–Your room is all done.

–Thanks.

–By the look of it you're going to be here for a while. Is there
anything else you need?

–I could use something to eat. Is there anything close by?

–I’m going to the casino in a bit. You can tag along if you
like.

–Sure. Give me a couple to clean up this mess and put away my
tools.

 

After introductions we made small talk on the short drive to the
casino. She was working at the motel to make some cash to get
farther north. I was headed home after spending the winter down
Mexico way on the Baja.

–Then your bike broke down and now you're here.

–Yeah, that’s pretty much it until I get some parts.

She stopped asking questions after that.

I was right about the air conditioner. The only breeze blew in
through the open windows. At the casino waves of heat were
retreating from the fresh black asphalt. I unstuck myself from the
seat and got out. There wasn't a sliver of shade to be had in the
high noon sun.

–Do you work in this place too?

–No. My girlfriend does. She’ll be getting off her shift in a
bit. When you’re fed and watered come find me and we’ll head
back.

–All right, I will. Thanks.

 

I wolfed down a sandwich and then wandered into the small
casino. Slots, mostly. A game table. I could smell cigarette smoke.
It was a native casino, obvious given the isolation. I looked
around in the dim light and finally found Kelly talking with her
friend.

–Hi.

–This is my friend Tammi I was telling you about.

–Hello, Tammi. I’m Frank. Kelly and I met on the drive from the
motel.

I put out my hand and she took it.

Kelly's voice was so soft against the backdrop of the casino
that I could barely hear her. When she turned back to her
girlfriend I took a good look, up and down. Still a nice fit in
those jeans. She had a bra on under her white blouse, but it wasn’t
holding much. That’s okay with me though. I like small-breasted
women. They’re not always trying to stick their tits in my face to
get what they want. They have other ways to do that. Ways I liked a
lot more.

I barely paid any attention to Tammi.

Kelly turned towards me, and I knew she could tell I had been
checking her out. What the hell, she’s a woman. She ought to be
used to it by now. I let her see me flick my eyes up and down one
more time and then I looked straight at her.

Well, now what, I wondered.

–Tammi and I were just talking about going over to my place to
hang out and listen to some music. You can come if you like.

–I’d like to, but I should finish a couple of things first. I
want to be ready when the parts get here. You told me you lived
just down the street from the hotel. How about if I show up after a
bit and join you then?

–That’d be okay with me. Do you mind if he comes by later,
Tammi?

She didn’t.

Things were looking up.

 

On the way back to the motel I listened to Tammi tell her
story.

She was a local girl with no car and high school was a bus-ride
away. After graduating she couldn't wait to get out. She left town
for 18 months and traveled around. When she got tired of that she
came back and got lucky with a job at the casino. She was happy to
have it.

I didn’t ask if she had a boyfriend. I figured she had a local
she had gone to school with. Next you know she’d be shacked up,
knocked up and getting smacked up regularly by her old man on
drunken Saturday nights. On Sunday morning he’d be crying his way
to forgiveness at the breakfast table and finding salvation in
church later in the day. Life goes on.

 

Like I was such a prize.

Stuck in a nowhere town after spending the winter broke-ass down
on the Baja. I was lucky I made it across the border before my bike
broke down. At least the ass wasn’t torn out of my jeans. Yet. I
still had a bit of cash left. Probably enough to get me back home
if I counted pennies.

Yeah. I was a real prize.

 

Kelly dropped me off at the motel. A couple of hours of work and
I’d be good to go. Good to go, that is, when the parts arrived. In
no time I had the primary off and everything loosened up. I didn’t
want sand and dust getting in there, so I buttoned it with a couple
of bolts to keep it clean.

The air conditioner was rattling away in the window. The cool
breeze was a welcome relief from the hot and dry outside. I washed
up, stripped down and hit the bed for a mid-afternoon snooze.

You can’t be too careful.

And I’m not getting any younger.

 










Holed Up


It was late
afternoon when I came to. I dove into the shower. Dried. Dressed.
Then I was out the door and down the road. And here I was–still
nowhere, looking for a car in a driveway.

Shit. I never asked Kelly about the house. Was this the right
place? I knocked on the door. Tammi showed up to let me in.

A good guess.

–Where’s Kelly?

–She’s at the store. She thought you might like some real food
since you’ve been down in Mexico all winter. She’s a pretty good
cook too.

The tow-truck driver had been right about a meal being not far
away from the motel, although I’m pretty sure he hadn’t meant this
place.

–Well, you’re not wrong about me wanting some decent food.

I grinned at her. Tammi grinned back. Now that Kelly wasn’t
around to distract me, I took a second look and discovered that
Tammi was no slouch in the looks department. She had a nice little
body to go along with her pretty face.

Then the door opened and Kelly was back. She had changed into a
green sun dress, and I knew right then and there that I was going
to have a problem. She was a plain-looking woman, but the color of
that dress just set her up perfectly. I was hooked. And she did
have legs–at least the half I could see hanging down from the
bottom of her dress looked pretty interesting.

Just what I needed–more trouble.

She smiled at me.

–Were you wondering if I had abandoned you?

–Only until Tammi told me where you were.

–Good. I don’t like to be too predictable when I’m getting to
know someone.

Women. Some are always looking for an angle. She had obviously
found hers. Better yet, she was admitting it. It was starting to
look like I was going to have a nice comfortable wait for my bike
parts.

 

Tammi and I set the table while Kelly did her thing in the
kitchen. When I offered to help she shooed me out, banishing me to
the living room with Tammi.

–So what’s Kelly's story? She isn’t a local. Did she end up
getting stranded here too?

–No. Well, kind of. She and her boyfriend ended up down here
looking to keep his dream alive. He wanted to escape L.A. and live
a life of leisure across the sea in that concrete jungle junk-yard
with no money, no ideas and no future.

–Junk-yard?

–Yeah. Slab City, across the sea. You probably haven't been
there.

I’d heard something like that one time too many. Before the
boyfriend figured out there was no free lunch, I’m thinking Kelly
threw him out on his lazy ass and he skipped town with her money,
her car and her future. The dream died fast and I’m betting he
hasn’t been seen since.

–And she’s still here? How did that happen? She seems too smart
for that.

–She’s making a little cash to get by. She found that wreck of a
car across the sea at Slab City. She had some help working on it,
got it running and drove by the motel just when there was a help
wanted sign in the window. You know the rest.

–Yeah, I do. And here I am.

We both laughed.

–Hey, you two, you’re having too much fun out there. Dinner is
almost ready. And stop talking about me. I’m only in the next room
and I can hear everything you say.

Tammi went to the kitchen and I could hear whispering. She came
back and made some excuse about having to get home. I took the
extra dishes off the table. I figured if it was going to be dinner
for two I didn’t want anything cluttering up the place.

–There are candles in the drawer by the sink.

–Matches?

–With the candles.

I lit the candles just as she set dinner on the table.

 

The sun was disappearing behind the Santa Rosa Mountains. Long
shadows were drifting across the desert floor.

–I’ll turn on a light.

–Don’t do that. Let’s sit and watch the sunset.

–I kind of miss those long summer evenings up north when the sky
is lit up until nine or ten. Down here it gets dark all of a
sudden.

–If we were up there, it wouldn’t be dark now.

–Yeah, but if we were up there, it’d be light enough for me to
see your legs.

–Don’t concern yourself with that.

She paused just long enough to make me wonder.

–You’ll be seeing them soon enough.

I couldn’t help grinning and she couldn’t help smiling and then
she stood up and turned towards me. She hiked up her dress and
straddled me on the sofa.

–Damn you, woman. It’s too dark in here for me to get a
look.

–You’ll see them.

She settled onto me. My hands slid under her dress and up the
warmth of her thighs. She pulled the top of her dress down. The
candles had just enough light to let me see the dark of her
nipples. My head went down and my hungry mouth went to one and then
the other and back again.

She exhaled and moaned. I knew I had just found two of her
weaknesses.

–You're still hungry, aren't you?

She pushed my head away and slid down between my legs. Her hands
were shaking as she undid my belt and unzipped me. In the dim light
I could see her mouth wide open before she got it anywhere near my
cock. When she fastened onto me I slid a hand down to a nipple and
gently pulled and pinched. She managed a groan through her busy
mouth.

–Nice. But you don’t have to talk with your mouth full.

She squeezed my balls just a bit too hard.

–Hey now.

I pulled her off of me and tilted her head back and kissed her
full on the mouth. When she moved up, her hard nipples brushed
against my cock, and she held them there, rubbing first one and
then the other against me. She used a hand to take my cock from her
nipples to her mouth and back to her nipples.

–I like that.

–Good.

Her mouth was back on me and I was reaching for her with both
hands this time. When I found her nipples again she popped me out
of her mouth.

–Oh.

–Just right?

–Yes.

–Then come back up here.

She let go of me and stood up. I pulled up her dress, took a
good look and then pulled her back onto my lap.

–Did you see enough?

–No.

She stood again and turned her back to me and bent over to slide
her dress down to the floor. It was no accident that she stayed
like that. She was inches from my face. I could smell her wetness.
My tongue and hands couldn’t keep from helping themselves. Then I
stood up and I brushed against her. She straightened and turned and
pushed me back down. She was staring at my cock. Her mouth opened
and she licked her lips and she was on me again. I pulled her mouth
up to mine.

–Let’s go to bed.

–Yes. Let's.

 

I didn’t hear the alarm.

Kelly tried to sneak out of bed without waking me but I grabbed
her arm and pulled her back. She pushed me away and I watched her
get out of bed again in the early morning light.

–You have great legs, woman.

–I wondered when you’d finally get the look that you wanted so
bad. When I saw you looking at me in the parking lot I said to
myself, there’s a man with hungry eyes.

–You don’t want to know what I was thinking then.

I kissed the bump on the bridge of her nose.

–Tell me.

–Well, being the man that I am, when you walked past me I turned
to check out your ass.

–And?

–Nice ass, I thought.

She laughed.

–Men.

I grinned up at her.

–Women.

She stood and watched as I ran my eyes up and down the length of
her.

–Those eyes are definitely hungry all right. Here, feast your
eyes on this.

She turned and slapped her ass.

–Close your mouth. You’re starting to look like a college
boy.

–You wish! Come here.

–I have to get to work.

–I’m not stopping you. Do we have time to do a little
spooning?

She looked at me, warily.

–Somehow, I don’t think it’s spooning you’re wanting.

Her eyes had wandered down to my half-hard cock.

–Now your mouth is open, woman, and you’re not looking at me
like a college girl.

–Shut up!

–Come on, we’ll snuggle a bit, and then you can go off to
work.

–My lips are sore. My jaw is sore. The back of my throat is
sore. My thighs are sore from having you between them. I’m so full
of come it’s still oozing out of me. How long has it been since you
had a woman?

–Just long enough. Now get back in bed. I’ll run a hot bath and
come get you when it’s ready.

She pulled the covers up and I thought I heard her sigh.

I turned on the hot water. When the tub was full I went back and
pulled the sheet off of her. She had a good body. Legs. Hips. Just
the right amount of trim dark hair between her legs. Tiny breasts,
but I never cared about that. Her nipples more than made up for it.
They were dark and huge and stuck out even when they weren’t
aroused. I liked that too. It’s no wonder they were so
sensitive.

Kelly had dozed off. I gave her a gentle shake.

–Okay, it’s ready.

She looked down at herself and grinned.

–Where’s the sheet? Like I need to ask. Have you been spying on
me? It looks like you’re ready again too. Like what you see, do
you?

This while looking down at my erection again. She got up and
went into the bathroom.

–Would you like some company in there?

–In a minute.

When she opened the door I couldn’t help staring. All legs and
hips. And that trim little pussy. She was pretty fine.

–You’re getting your fill of looking, aren’t you?

–I said I wanted a look. I wasn’t pretending.

Kelly bent down to test the water and I eased up behind her,
naked and hard.

–You’re doing that on purpose, aren’t you?

I pressed up against her and she parted her legs, reached
between them and took me in her hand.

–Nice. And maybe.

–Is there room for me in the tub with you?

–You could watch.

So I did, until she eased herself out.

–That felt so good. I’m sore all over.

I laughed.

–I didn’t hear you complaining last night.

–Smartass. Now get out of here and let me get dressed. I’ve got
to go.

I yelled from the kitchen.

–Coffee?

–I don’t have time, Frank.

–Are you sure?

–If you want you can stay here while I go in to work. I don’t
think I’ll be long. It hasn’t been busy since the snowbirds started
to head north.

She grinned.

–You can do the dishes and make the bed.

I smacked her ass and tried to drag her back to bed.

–I can’t. I have to get to work and I can’t be late, even if
there isn’t much to do when I get there.

Are you sure it’s all right if I stay?

–I’ve never had a housekeeper before. Sure.

I smacked her again.

–You’ll have to do better than that when I’m wearing jeans. And
just in case you’re wondering, you’re invited for supper again
tonight.

 

I cleaned up the table and did the dishes from last night and
tried to neat the place up, but it wasn’t much of a chore. The
place was pretty clean. Someone had trained her well, I thought to
myself, and grinned.

I climbed back into bed, pulled the sheet over my head, and
passed out.

Like I said, I’m not getting any younger.










Settling In


All that’s left are concrete slabs.

Around a hundred desert rats and former military members
populate an abandoned barracks that was shut down back in the early
‘60s. Empty slabs were once occupied by buildings and Quonset huts
long torn down. It comes with free parking, free camping, and it's
free of electricity and running water, too. The only variety occurs
in the winter when the snowbirds arrive and take over more of the
slabs in the cooler season.

When there are no rules, anything goes. Rusty junk inhabits
quite a few of the slabs. There might be an old bus or a trailer
left on a slab. Perhaps a tent. Some slabs are well-kept; most
others, not. Mad Max would fit right in.

Street names belie the condition of the place: Primrose
Lane; Spa Road; Paradise Way. All roads going nowhere and getting
there fast–just like the people camping out on the slabs, desperate
to cling to the past.

The draw? Isolation. People of like mind. Escapees from the
rat race. Drifters. Losers with nothing but a pack of cigarettes, a
six of beer and a beater to drive to the store for more. It’s a
perfect place where no one goes anywhere but down the closest road
for beer and groceries and nothing else.

Sometimes they don’t come back.

And sometimes, they do.

 

When I came to I
could hear someone outside. I thought it was Kelly, back from the
motel. Then I heard glass breaking and the sliding door come
crashing down and I knew I was going to be in deep shit.

What the hell? She never told me she was married. Jesus.

I looked under the bed. In the closet. Behind the bedroom door.
Finally–a bat. Armed and naked, I felt a lot better when I walked
into the living room. Some dumbass on the floor was just getting up
onto his hands and knees and it wasn’t me. I cold-cocked him with
the bat and laid him out.

Then Kelly walked in.

–Who the fuck is this? Is there something you want to tell
me?

I grabbed him by the hair and pulled his face up so I could give
her a good look.

–That’s my ex!

–Ex-husband?

–No! He's my ex-boyfriend.

–Jesus, woman. Why the hell didn’t you tell me he'd be coming
back? I would have left with you this morning.

–I didn’t tell you about him because that asshole was gone! He
left town with my money, my car and my dreams. The useless bastard
probably came back because he’s broke. And I don’t want him here.
We’re long done by now.

She walked up and kicked him.

–Did you hear that, you useless son of a bitch? You’re not so
brave now that you know there’s a real man here, are you?

Buddy groaned and she kicked at him again–a good one this
time.

–Stop pretending and wake the fuck up, you asshole. Get up, get
out and don’t come back. Ever. And where’s my car?

Buddy mumbled something.

–What?

–I sold it.

–You son of a bitch!

Kelly went at him again, but by this time I had my shoes on. I
pulled her off.

–He’s not worth it. Let Buddy get up so he can get the hell
out.

She picked up the bat and waved it in front of him.

–If you ever come back here you’ll regret it. I’ll see to that
for sure.

–All right. That’s enough. Let him go.

Cut and bleeding, Buddy took off out the broken door–headed for
parts unknown, I was hoping, and a long way from here.

 

–Now tell me about Buddy.

–Buddy? What the fuck? His name is Grant.

–Yeah, that’s what I said. Tell me about Buddy.

We both burst out laughing.

–Jesus, don’t make me laugh. I’m sore all over. I could barely
bend over to make the beds at the motel without wincing. You’re
still running out of me every time I stand up. My thighs are sore.
My back is sore. I’m sore on the inside. I’m sore on the outside.
What the fuck did you do to me last night?

–Only everything you asked me to. Now tell me more.

We burst out laughing again.

–You go take another bath. I’ll clean up the glass in the living
room. When you're done I'll cook something for you. You’ve got to
keep your strength up now that you’ve got a man around to do the
housecleaning.

–Don’t you be trying to sweet-talk yourself back into my bed
again.

–If I recall, you’re the one that invited me into it last night.
And that’s what giving me a look at your legs did for the both of
us.

–In that case, never again.

I slapped her ass.

–Scoot!

I found eggs in the fridge, and some bacon. Bread too. By the
time Kelly was out of the tub it was ready.

–That smells good. I’m starving.

–Sit down and dig in, baby. It’s all for you.

–Yeah, that’s what you said last night and look at me now.

She grimaced when she tried to cross her legs.

–Is it that bad?

–Not so much now. The bath helped, but I’m going to be tender
for a bit.

–Damn, you’re some woman in bed.

–Does that mean you’ll be back for more?

–I haven’t left yet. Now eat. We’ve got to get your strength
back up.

She laughed.

–It’s not my strength I’m worried about.

 

–Come on, it’s time.

–Hey! I’m not some robot that you can bend to your way any time
you want. I need rest too.

Kelly laughed.

–We’re going to the grocery store. If I’m going to have a man
like you around I’ll need every bit of strength I can muster. And
since you’ve been cooking for me in the morning, I think I’m going
to like it.

–Yeah, well, don’t get too cocky. I can always go back to the
motel.

–You could, but you’d still have to eat, and my kitchen is
connected to my bedroom.

–Yeah, and we both know what else is attached to your bedroom.
What do you say we go to the grocery store?

–I said it first. Give me a minute.

When she came out she was wearing another dress.

–How many of those things do you have?

–Judging by how you’ve been looking at me since I first put one
on for you, I’d say not enough. Now let’s go before you start
getting ideas that neither of us is up to after last night.

–I’ll hold you to that. Come here.

I squeezed her ass.

–Come on, or we’ll never get out of here.

She walked towards the car.

–Let’s walk. It’s not far in this one-horse town, is it?

–No, it’s not. I can drive back later if it’s too much to
carry.

 

Judging by the reaction from the counter boy, I’d say he’d never
seen Kelly in a dress before now.

–It looks like there’s some young stuff here that’s starting to
like what he sees. He’s been looking you up and down since we got
here.

–And here I thought you were the only man in town for me.

–Hey now, I wouldn’t want you to think I was going to give you
up without a fight.

I looked to see if the kid was watching. He was. I reached
around and made a show of squeezing Kelly’s ass.

–He’s watching, isn’t he?

–I made sure of it. I’m just letting him know who you belong
to.

We pushed the cart up to the till and the kid checked us
through. After Kelly turned to walk out I gave her another squeeze.
She didn’t even flinch.

 

–You put the groceries away. I'm going to change.

When she came back she was wearing a housecoat.

–What are you wearing under that, woman?

–Not a thing. And just so you know, you’re going to be sharing a
bed with a woman who needs a night to recuperate.

–Are you complaining or bragging?

She laughed and opened her housecoat to flash me.

–You’ll have to be satisfied with that for now.

–After last night, I’m good for at least a week.

–You’d better not be, buster.

–Come over here and curl up with me. We’ll watch the sun go down
behind the hills.

–That’s where it all started to go south last night.

–Well, if you keep those legs covered up, you won’t have a
problem.

Woman that she was, she couldn’t let that go. Before long she
was stretched out on the sofa with her feet in my lap and her robe
open for the length of her long legs. She saw me looking in the dim
light.

–You can look, but you can’t touch.

–Oh yeah?

–Well, maybe just a little.

We both dozed off.

 

–Come on, it’s time for bed.

–I don’t want to move.

–I’ll carry you.

–I’m not taking this robe off in front of you. I know better
than that.

I laughed.

–Oh come on, don’t be such a spoil sport. You know the way to my
heart.

–Yeah, so far it seems to be legs and ass with only a bit of
food now and again for good measure.

She giggled and turned out the light.

–Just in case, I’m keeping you in the dark.

I pulled back the covers and settled in and Kelly crawled in
beside me.

–Good night.

–Good night, baby. Sleep tight.

She giggled again.

 

–Rise and shine! It’s time you went out and earned some money to
keep us in food.

–I didn’t think you were awake.

–I was pretending so I could spend some more time curled up
against you.

–Oh you were, were you?

–I was such a maniac the other night I didn’t want you to think
I should be arrested.

–I already know you’re a maniac. It’s just a matter of figuring
out what degree and for how long you should be in prison.

–Smartass! Come over here.

–Only for a minute. I didn’t hear the alarm, and I have to get
to work.

–In that case I’ll start the shower for you. What would you like
for breakfast?

–Breakfast? You’re going to make breakfast? Whatever you can
find in the fridge, I’ll eat. Now let me up.

I turned on the water in the tub and then went into the kitchen
to scrounge up something to eat.

–It smells good out here.

–Yeah, and now it looks good out here.

She grinned.

–How was the shower?

–It felt good–just like you do.

She gave me a hug and sat down.

–You’re devouring that food like a death row inmate eating her
last meal.

–I wouldn’t put it quite that way, but it seems to me that a
woman had better keep her strength up with a man like you
around.

–That’s what I was afraid of.

She went to dress. I cleaned up and started the dishes.

–I know you’re not going to be here long, but there’s no sense
sleeping at my place and keeping a room at the motel. If you want,
you can bring your things here.

Oh good. She didn’t use the words move in.

–I don’t want to cramp your style. Are you sure about this? I
could be some serial sex maniac on the prowl for someone just like
you, you know.

Kelly laughed.

–In that case, you got lucky. You found me.

She gave her dress a flip to give me a show of her never-ending
legs and then she was out the door.

I think I’m going to like it here.

 

I wandered into the living room to survey what was left of the
damage Buddy did. I had jammed a sheet of plywood up against the
broken sliding door for a temporary fix, but it needed work. I
wandered around looking for a stash of tools. I was surprised when
I tripped over a saw and some tools in a cupboard in the front
porch. Before long I had the plywood fitted in the frame, cut to
measure and screw-nailed in place. I patted myself on the back and
put the tools back in the cupboard.

The door opened.

–Back all ready?

–Yeah, I only had a couple of rooms to do. I checked you out of
the motel. We’ll take the car and get your stuff later.

She looked around.

–You fixed the window.

–I found some tools, so I went to work. Am I going to get
paid?

Kelly looked at me and smiled.

–No, baby, you’re gonna get laid.

–What’s the difference?

She was laughing now.

–I guess that’s why I have the job and you’re the broke-ass
biker from down Mexico way.

I smacked her ass.

–Ouch! Watch it, fella.

–I am watching it. Since the first time I saw it. In fact, I’ve
been getting some ideas about it while I have been watching it.

–Speaking of getting paid, Harry gave me this.

Kelly handed me the refund.

–You’re changing the subject again.

–There’s no parcel for you yet.

I was looking at her, not saying anything.

–What?

–You look pretty in that dress.

–What a nice thing to say. Thank you.

–How about we take a walk so I can show you off?

–Give me a minute and we’ll go.

 

To my way of thinking, when a woman puts on a little lip gloss
it can go a long way to making her look like a million bucks, but
in Kelly’s case I’d say it was two million.

–I don’t know what you did, but I want to mess you up a little
first. Come here.

I cupped her ass under her dress.

–I know exactly the kind of mess you want to make, and no, you
can’t. We’re going for that walk. I feel good in this dress and I
want to show it off. We’re walking to the fingers.

–The fingers?

–Not those fingers. You’ll see.

Kelly took my hand and we walked down the street towards the
sea.

–Back in the ‘60s this was the place to be. Every one of those
fingers built out into the sea had rows of RVs and trailers on
them. The ones to the north had mobile homes.

–This must have been party central back in the drug-addled
‘60s.

–It lasted into the mid-‘70s. They put on powerboat races, fish
derbies, that kind of stuff. Then a couple of hurricanes went
through. That and the agricultural runoff raised the level of the
sea and swept the place clean. Look around and you can see what
didn’t get blown away or flooded out. Leftover resort towns are
scattered up and down both sides of the sea, trying to cling to the
past.

–On my way north I rode through what’s left of a couple of them
to have a look. So much went into building all of it–the people,
the homes, the businesses–and then in just a few of years it was
all gone.

–Sometimes I feel like I’m living in a ghost town, and I guess I
am. Then someone like you shows up and I forget it all. I’m glad
you’re here. I’m glad you’re with me.

I put my arm around her and we started walking home.

–What do you say we keep on walking to the motel and pick up the
bike? You can give me a hand pushing her.

–Just because you’re a good lay doesn’t mean I’m going to be
your slave.

–No, let’s just say it’s my reward. Come on, you’ve got work to
do–and not the kind you did the other night.

Kelly poked me in the ribs and ran down the street ahead of
me.

–We’ll find out how much energy you have when we’re done.

–I’m counting on it.

 

Harry was sitting behind the front desk.

–I’m here to pick up my bag.

–I figured you’d be in today. Did you get your refund?

–You bet. I didn’t know I’d end up finding a place to stay.
Thanks for letting me back out of the deal we had.

Harry laughed.

–I’ll bet you didn’t. Watch out for that one. She’s a sly little
thing.

–How so?

–I’ll let you figure that out for yourself.

I grabbed my bag and walked out to the bike and threw it in the
trunk. I lifted the heavy dresser off the side-stand.

–What do you want me to do?

–I tried giving you some direction the other night, but you went
off on your own.

–Well no wonder. I was overwhelmed.

–No kissing up until we’re home. Now get behind and push.

–Isn’t that what I told you to do?

–Smarty pants.

–I’m not wearing pants.

–Jesus, woman, don’t tell me that now.

–I was hoping we’d get home faster if you knew.

–Bitch.

–You love it.

–Yeah, I do–especially when you’re the bitch with no pants.

Once we got the bagger moving on smooth ground it rolled
effortlessly down the street and up to Kelly’s front patio.

–You did good. Come closer and you’ll get your reward.

She did, and I kissed her. I ran my hands under her dress to
check. Yup. Naked as a jaybird.

–Are you happy now?

–No, but I will be when I get you back in the house.

–I think we both will.

 

–I like waking up with the smell of you in my bed.

Oh-oh.

–You do, do you? Is that your way of telling me I need a
shower?

–No. After that workout we both need a shower. And just so you
know, I invited Tammi for dinner tonight. Is that all right?

–Of course it is. She’s good company.

It looked like I’d be talking to Tammi sooner rather than later.
I wanted to find out more about Kelly after Harry’s comment. I knew
if I hadn’t broken down, I wouldn’t be here. That, and running into
Kelly at the motel was chance too. Neither of us could have figured
on meeting up with the other.

It was nice to be back in civilization after spending the winter
running up and down the Baja. I had been welcomed into Kelly's bed
pretty quick, I’ll admit. And maybe she was being a little too
sweet, but the hair on the back of my neck wasn’t even close to
standing up. There weren’t many prospects around here for a woman
on the prowl to get herself a little strange. Hell, once the
cue-tips were gone there wasn’t a damn thing.

 

I answered the knock on the door. Tammi was here.

–C’mon in. Kelly is cooking. When she’s not being a bedroom
whore she’s busy being a kitchen princess.

Tammi burst out laughing.

–I heard that! If you want to eat dinner, you’d better start
kissing butt.

–I was doing some of that a little earlier, remember? You were
begging for it then too.

Tammi smacked her ass on the way by.

–How about it, sailor? I hear you’ve got stamina for two.

–You’ll have to get me drunk first.

–What are we drinking, Kelly?

–And I don’t drink.

–Too bad.

–Kelly, she’s making passes at me!

–Don’t feel special. She does that to everyone. If she caught
you she wouldn’t know what to do.

–Instead, Tammi, you can start telling me all you know about the
little kitchen princess.

She laughed again.

–She showed up here one day, looking for a job. She was over at
Slab City before that. The rumor mill said she was shacked up with
a guy from L.A. Apparently he screwed off with all of her money and
her car after a drug deal went sour. He probably had people looking
for him because of that, so he got out of Dodge. You’ll have to ask
Kelly for anything more than that, because that’s all I know.

–Did she mention that I had a visit from Buddy?

–Buddy? That’s a good one. He was here? She never told me
that.

–That’s his work on the sliding door. Or rather, it’s my repair
job. He tried to get in here the other morning when I was
sleeping.

–How far did he get?

–Onto his hands and knees on the living room floor. He ended up
on his belly when I cold-cocked him with the bat I found in the
bedroom.

–Well, at least now he knows you’re here. He won’t come
back.

–I haven’t told you the best part yet.

–What’s that?

–Our little kitchen princess kicked the shit out of Buddy when
he was down.

–No way! Kelly, was that your ex from Slab City?

–Yes it was. I can’t seem to get rid of the son of a bitch. I
hope he got the idea when he introduced himself to Frank.

–Why are you calling him Buddy?

–Because that’s the name I gave him.

–You’re nuts.

–Yeah. Don’t tell Kelly my secrets, okay.

Tammi reached around and squeezed my ass.

–Don’t be telling her mine either.

–C’mon you two. No more groping. Sit your asses down and dig
in.

–See what I mean? Kitchen princess.

–You won’t be seeing the bedroom whore again if you’re not
careful.

–Be nice, Frank. I think she might mean it.

–Nah. I’ll sweet talk her just like I did the other night.

–As I recall, you weren’t doing much talking.

–Yeah, baby, and when you were trying to talk you weren’t making
any sense.

–Oh, tell me more. Please.

–Later, tater, when he’s asleep.

–In that case, you two, when dinner is done I won't be sitting
here to listen to you both spread rumors about me. I’ll be hiding
out in the bedroom.

 

After dinner I made my excuses.

–Chicas, I’m out of here. I’m gonna check on the bike and then
hit the sack. The two of you are too much for me.

–We’ll be in later to tuck you in.

–He wishes.

–Don’t pick on me or I’ll be forced to put you over my knee and
spank the both of you.

–Yeah, he wishes all right.

I went out for a look at the bike. I could hear them laughing
and giggling. I wondered how much longer Kelly would put up with a
freeloader fresh out of Mexico.

 

Kelly woke me up when she came to bed.

–I think Tammi has a crush on you.

–It’s not a crush when all she wants to do is get laid. Stop
telling her about what we’ve been doing. What if she shows up here
when you’re at work? Would you like me to take care of her too?

–The way she’s been talking, I don’t think it would take
much.

–You didn’t say no, baby.

–That’s because I’m not going to leave you with anything left
behind to take care of her.

–So then, you’re going to cut my balls off?

–No, that’s not exactly what I had in mind. Here, let me show
you.

 

–Kelly, get up. You need to be at work.

I shook her awake.

–I’m up, I’m up.

–No, I’m up. You’re still flat on your backside.

She reached for me.

–Oh, you are up. What a nice surprise first thing in the
morning. Let me see if I can help you with that.

She settled in between my legs and finished me.

–What a way to start the day.

–With a pervert?

– Yes. Now let me up. I have to get to work.

–You’re humming again, baby.

–I know. Let me up. I have to wash and brush. Stay in bed. You
deserve it.

 

When Kelly left I didn’t waste any daylight. If I could help it
I wasn't going to be surprised again. To kill some time I started
putting my things in the bedroom closet. Nosy bastard that I am I
couldn’t resist taking a look at what she had in there.

Sun dresses–some I haven’t seen yet. A couple of housecoats.
Jackets. Blouses. Some nightgowns. I’ll probably never see her in
one of those. Some boxes on the floor. I looked through a couple of
them–shoes mostly.

What the hell? I jumped up and banged my head on the shelf. What
the fuck is this?

A scorpion?

Now the hair on the back of my neck was standing up.

A fucking scorpion. What would… Jesus.

Coke.

And not just any coke. Colombian. Arellano Felix. Baja. Tijuana.
Mexicali is 70 miles down the road. Those guys run down the Baja
and across to Sinaloa. Holy shit.

I’m shacked up with a woman holding cartel drugs.

That’s why her legs parted so easily. That’s why she was so
happy to have me between them. She wanted a watch-dog around the
place in case the boyfriend came back for the goods. Any dog would
have done, but I just happened to be the dog that showed up and
made it obvious that I was sniffing.

Does that broad have any idea what the hell she has in her
closet? No wonder her boyfriend was trying to get into the place.
He had a huge monkey on his back, one that would kill him without
blinking an eye if those drugs didn't get back to their owner.

I needed to think about this. Tammi’s place was across the
street. I walked over and banged on her door.

–Come on in. I just made some coffee. You want?

–That’d be great. Thanks.

She sat down at the other end of the sofa facing me and brought
her knees up, sitting cross-ankled. The only trouble was she was
wearing a t-shirt and panties. I guess I couldn’t really fault her
for that. It was her house I was in.

–Jesus, woman, do you have to do that to me? You’re one
good-looking woman with a great little body. If I didn’t have one
across the street, we both know where I’d be.

–That’s all I needed to hear.

Tammi swung her knees over the edge of the sofa.

–Better?

–No. But it’ll have to do.

–Men–never satisfied. What are you doing here, Frank, since
you’re obviously being well taken care of across the street?

–I’m swearing you to secrecy. Promise me you won’t say a word to
anyone about what I’m going to tell you.

–Have you killed someone?

–No.

–Then go ahead.

–I was putting my things in the bedroom closet. When I was done
I got a little nosy so I looked through some of Kelly’s things. You
know what men are like.

–What did you find, a dildo bigger than your dick?

–What the hell has that woman been telling you about me?

–Telling me? She’s been bragging about you since she climbed off
of you that first night, and I’m not talking about your sweet
disposition. You know what else?

–You’re going to tell me anyway, aren’t you?

–I’ve been putting myself to sleep daydreaming about you ever
since.

She was blushing.

–What did you come over here for again?

I smiled at her. I knew she wasn’t going to be happy about what
I had to say.

–It’s Kelly. She’s holding Colombian coke. It's in her closet. I
figure about five keys.

–Are you fucking serious? Do you think it’s her ex’s drugs?

–Yeah, it looks to me like Buddy was left holding the empty bag.
I’m thinking the only reason I’m here is because she needs someone
in the place to make it look occupied when she’s at work.

–She couldn’t have known she’d meet you.

–No, that was accidental. I blew my clutch when I pulled out of
the casino that first night. I needed a place to stay and the
flatbed driver told me about the motel.

–You were at the casino first before getting here? How the hell
did I miss you?

I laughed.

–When I saw the flatbed parked in the lot I waited outside for
the driver to crawl out of whatever rock he was under. I needed the
tow and a place to stay. This was the one he told me about.

–He was right. It’s the only motel close by.

–Shit. What the hell am I going to do about Kelly? I’m going to
be in that bed and some Mexican is going to put a bullet into the
back of our heads when we’re sleeping. Or awake. It won’t
matter.

–I’ll take you in here if you want. I don’t need a man to
protect any drugs. Have you heard anything about your parts
yet?

–No. When I called a friend he said he’d ship them direct to the
motel. And I couldn’t just move in here. You and Kelly would be at
it tooth and nail. I don’t want that for either of you.

–You’re too sweet.

She stood up.

–Now get out of here before my neighbor gets home and sees you
walking back across the street.

–Are you coming over for dinner later?

–Do you think I should?

–I’d like it if you did.










On The Road Again


When Kelly got back
she had the parts. Finally, I thought to myself.

–I’m going out to work on the bike. I might as well get the old
girl roadworthy again.

–You go ahead. I’m going to get Tammi and pick up some
groceries. Is there anything special you’d like?

I looked at her. Yeah, see if you can pick up a gun for me at
the liquor store. But I kept that to myself.

–No, I’m good. I’ll see you later. Is Tammi coming over
again?

–I’ll ask her.

While she was gone I took my tools out and popped two bolts to
get the primary cover off. Most of the work was done to make for a
fast turnaround, and it was paying off. I had the clutch back in
and was buttoning up the primary when the girls showed up.

Kelly walked over and gave me a hug, and when she did I looked
across at Tammi. She wasn’t looking at us.

–Hey now, what’s with you two?

–Nothing, why?

–Look at the both of you.

–What?

–My two favorite girls are all dressed up with nowhere to
go.

Kelly grinned. Tammi blushed.

–I dug this out of my closet. It’s nothing special.

–Did you tell Tammi how much I like seeing a good-looking woman
in a dress?

Tammi was blushing again, so I shut the fuck up. Women.
Sometimes they can be so obvious. I turned away from them both and
went into the kitchen.

–What did you pick up for dinner?

–There’s some steaks there. Potatoes for baking. I was looking
for fresh corn, but I had to get canned.

–I’ll go fire up the barbecue.

–I’ll help.

–Don’t you be grabbing his ass out there!

–I won’t, I promise.

Tammi walked outside with me.

–I want more than his ass now.

–Stop being a tease and put the steaks on. Fuck the potatoes.
I’m in no mood. I’ll do them in the microwave.

–You are upset, aren’t you?

–It’s those fucking drugs. I haven’t stopped looking over my
shoulder since I left your place.

–What are you going to do?

–I don’t know, but if Buddy manages to get anywhere near this
place again, I think I’m going to stuff those drugs up his ass and
send him packing to the border.

–And Kelly?

I didn’t answer her right away.

–I know you’ve only been here a few days, but I can tell you
like her a lot.

–That coca in Kelly’s closet is a deal-breaker for me. I could
end up in jail if someone made the wrong call. And if they made the
right call, I could end up full of lead. You might too if the right
people show up when you’re here.

–Now I’m scared.

Tammi let her hand brush against mine. I grabbed it and
squeezed, then let go.

Kelly walked out onto the patio.

–What are you two whispering about out here? Shit, Frank, you’ve
got the steaks on already. The potatoes aren’t even started.

–I’ll put them in the microwave.

She looked at me.

–What’s wrong?

Tammi had walked back inside.

–Well, for starters, you’ve got five kilos of Colombian in your
closet.

–What were you doing in my closet?

–You told me I could stay with you, remember? When I was putting
some of my things in the closet I kicked a box and knocked it
over.

–How do you know its Colombian?

–The scorpion is a dead giveaway. Mexicali is 70 fucking miles
away. That’s like next door. Does Arellano ring any bells for you?
And what about Buddy? He was here looking for something, wasn’t he?
Now I know what it was.

Tammi had come back out to the patio.

–It’s bad enough that you’ve got me into this thing with that
asshole Buddy, but now you’ve got Tammi into it too.

–You told her? What the fuck have you two been doing?

–I went over to her place this afternoon to see if she knew what
the hell was going on. Guess what? She didn’t. She’s over here
visiting you almost every night. If she’s here when the shit hits
the fan, she’ll be dead too.

–Tammi, you’ve got to go. Now. I’m sorry. I’ll bring your dinner
over for you when it’s done, okay?

She looked at me and nodded and got up to go.

–As for you…

 

I knocked on Tammi’s door.

–I brought your steak. Come on, answer the door.

–Oh, you changed.

–How can men be so dumb? I was dressing for you tonight.
Couldn’t you even figure that out? What’s the point of looking nice
and not have someone notice?

–I’m sorry. I noticed that you changed.

–Small comfort.

–More comfort if you go and put the dress back on. How about
it?

I was grinning at her now.

–What are you grinning at?

–Well, I’m kind of thinking that if you do, I’ve got you. And if
you do, you’ve got me. I’d call that a Mexican standoff.

–In that case, don’t go away. I’ll be right back.

I nuked the potato and put it on a plate with the steak. While I
waited I set the table. Christ, does it take her a lifetime to
throw on a dress? Women.

–Here I am.

–Now I know why it took you so long. Que chula niña.

She blushed.

–You like?

She did a pirouette for me and sat down.

–Si. De nuevo por favor.

Tammi looked at me and grinned, then stood up and hugged me. I
hugged her back.

–Okay, enough. Eat, woman.

–What are we going to do about Kelly?

–We? At this point I don’t know. I put my bike back together
this afternoon and it’s good to go.

–Does that mean that you are too?

–Well…

–Tell me.

–Yes.

–Alone?

–Without Kelly, that’s for sure. I don’t need those kinds of
complications in my life. In any case she’s sitting on five kilos
of coke. She won’t be going anywhere with the likes of me. Sure as
shit, there’s going to be something coming down the pipe. It’s only
a matter of time. She’s not hanging onto that coke to stuff it up
her nose.

–Do you think she wants to sell it?

–She’s probably put some feelers out. That's not too smart,
considering who actually owns it. If that’s the case, it’s only a
matter of time. I don’t want to be here when time runs out.

–Is there anything I can do?

–I don’t know. I’m thinking. Have you got a bag?

–I’ll be right back.

She went into the bedroom and quick as a bunny came out with a
backpack. It looked to be full.

–I’ve got a couple of dresses, two shirts, a pair of jeans, a
pair of heels, three panties, three g-strings, short-shorts, a tube
top, and tampons. Will I need anything else?

–I don’t know. Where are you going? And why are you taking all
that underwear?

She ignored me. It’s funny how women will do that with a man
sometimes.

–Listen, you jackass. You’ve been shacked up for four days with
a woman you ran into in a parking lot–literally. She’s spreading
her legs like there’s no tomorrow and grinning like a cat eating a
canary. You tripped over five keys of Colombian coke in her closet.
Her ex is looking to score and somehow I don’t think he wants to
get laid. There’s a reason he hasn’t forgotten about that coke, and
it’s probably named Arellano, don’t you think? All that, and you
want to stay a few more days with some broad because she has a
tight pussy? Frank, get real. With a dick like you’ve got, any
pussy is tight.

It was all true.

–I never said I was a rocket scientist when it comes to women.
And by the way, you should stop spending time at Kelly’s if you
don’t want to get caught up in this.

–For fuck’s sake, give your head a shake–both of them. If you
haven’t figured out what your next course of action is, I’ll do it
for you. You should get right back on that road you came in on,
backtrack and then turn right onto the 86. Can I make it any
plainer?

–Well, since you put it that way…

–It’s time. You know what Kelly is up to. Get yourself out of a
situation that could be fatal.

–Shit, you’re in this with me now. We both need to get out as
soon as we can. I’ll push my bike over to your place after Kelly
falls asleep, just in case. At least we’ll have an out if the shit
hits the fan before morning.

–That sounds good to me.

–There’s one more thing.

–What did you leave out?

–Kelly’s got a gun in the closet too.

–So she means business.

–Yeah, that’s what I figured too. I didn’t tell you that part
because I didn’t want to keep you up nights.

–It’s too late for that. I’ve been up nights since I first laid
eyes on you.

That again.

–I’m going back across the street. When she falls asleep I’ll
push my bike down the street. When you hear an air horn get that
fine ass of yours out the door and down the street. Throw a leg
over–if you’re coming with me, that is. I’m not taking any
prisoners and I won’t be turning back for stragglers.

Tammi started to say something but I put my hand over her mouth
and gave her a hug. I didn’t want to give her a chance to say a
word before I left.

 

Kelly was still up when I got back.

–How did she like the steak?

–Cooked to perfection, she said, just the way she likes it.

–Yeah, I’ll bet. What else did she like?

–Nothing, baby. I’m here now, aren’t I? And while I’m here, I
have a question for you.

–What’s that?

–What are you planning on doing with the coke in the closet? You
got a buyer?

–Why? Is the broke-ass biker going to make me an offer?

–If I was interested I wouldn’t have made any offers. I’d have
fucked off with it when I found it. You’d be sitting here
empty-handed trying to scream past a gun barrel stuffed down your
throat by a cartel hit man. It wouldn’t even be their best hit man.
When he finally figured out you didn’t know were the dope was you’d
get a bullet in the back of your head.

–Whatever you say.

–What’s the gun for? Are you trying to be the town toughie
too?

–What the fuck do you think it’s for?

–If the dope doesn’t get you killed, the gun will. Do you think
those guys are fucking around? Some broad with a gun is mincemeat
to a cartel SUV filled with AKs. What the fuck are you doing,
exactly? Do you even know? Coke in the closet? What the fuck is
with that?

–Frank, let it go.

–It’s not the five kilos they care about. It’s the message the
missing five keys sends out. Nobody fucks with their drugs.
Ever.

–Enough. I’m going to bed. Are you coming?

–I’m going to take a shower. I’ll be in in a minute.

–You’d better not be washing her stink off.

–You want to smell me first?

Kelly got up and went to the bedroom, and I ran through the
shower. She pulled the sheet down for me when I got into bed.

–Come here, baby. Make me feel good.

 

I made sure to walk my bike out to the street past Tammi’s and
down a back alley towards the highway. I went back to get my shit
out of the closet. When I heard the click of a hammer being pulled
back I froze in my tracks. Now I definitely knew I should have
pulled out of here a lot sooner.

–Are you going to shoot me in the back?

–What the fuck are you looking for?

–Only for what I came with.

I should have left it all here. What I had wasn’t worth shit
anyway.

–Throw your bag over here.

She rummaged through it and then threw it back.

–Get out.

I didn’t waste time.

 

I walked an alley up the street, put the bag in the trunk, and
then backtracked towards Tammi’s. That’s when I noticed the black
SUV parked out in plain view on the deserted street. I didn’t waste
any time trying to figure out why it was there.

I opened Tammi’s door and called out for her. She was sitting in
the dark on the sofa. I sat down beside her.

–Well?

–She pulled a gun on me.

–And that surprised you?

–Yes. And no. Not anymore.

–Well?

–You’re not going to make this easy for me, are you?

–Nope.

–We barely know each other.

–Yeah, but there’s a plus to that.

–Which is?

–We didn’t meet in a parking lot. We were actually
introduced.

–True.

–I don’t need you to guard any drugs. I don’t have any.

–Good. But Tammi, I’m busted flat and we’re not even in Baton
Rouge yet. All I have left is enough money to get home.

–I cleaned out my stash. I have some traveling money for us. Oh,
and there’s one more little detail you need to know.

–What’s that?

I’m down to two panties and two g-strings, but I threw in
another dress.

I laughed.

–You were listening.

–And I was a dancer for a year before I moved back here.

–Come on. We’ve got to get out of here now–the back way. There’s
an SUV parked out on the street.

–I wonder if her ex gave her up.

–If he did Kelly is in for a world of hurt. Come on, we’ve got
to go.

We quick-stepped out the back and down the alley.

–Should we go back and warn her?

–She was using me. I have no idea what she was doing with you.
Maybe she was using you too. If you want to go back, we’ll go
together, but you better know what you'll be in for. It won’t be
anything like you see on television.

The SUV crashed through Kelly’s back yard and the doors opened.
The overhead light highlighted four shadows, all moving towards the
house.

–You still want to go back?

Tammi started running.

–Come on, we need to get this show on the road.

By the time we got to the bike I was winded.

–I’m getting too old for this shit, woman.

–You’re not too old. You just need a little exercise to help you
keep up.

–Yeah, well, I’m old enough to know you’re going to be more
trouble. Just a different kind is all.

–In that case, I’m hoping you’ll like being in trouble
again.

Tammi grinned and put the beanie on that had been fastened to
her backpack.

–I’m on. Let’s go!

I punched the button, nicked down to first and twisted the
throttle. Tammi’s arms went around me and she squeezed me with her
thighs. This wasn’t her first time on a bike.

I turned onto the 86 without stopping.

–You want to go by the casino and tell them you quit?

–They’ll figure it out eventually.

–Any place special you want to be?

–There’s a little place up on the 62 that I danced at for a
couple of weeks. It’s in the middle of nowhere. We’d probably like
it there for a while.

–Are you talking about that strip club? It used to have pretty
good pizza.

–Yeah, that’s the place. Used to?

–It’s closed.

–In that case I know another place off the 215 in Colton. It’s
kind of nowhere too.

–We?

I had been listening too.

She leaned back against the bagger’s trunk, settled in and
wrapped her legs around me.

–Yeah, Frank, we–you and me. I don’t see anybody else around. Do
you?

 

Trouble. Most times it’s bad. Sometimes it’s good. One way or
another it always seems to find me, for better or worse. This time,
I was thinking that it would probably be for the better.

###










More by P X Duke


If you enjoyed reading about Frank Ross, you can read more about
his adventures while he's on the road at feedbooks.com.

 

It's not that Frank doesn't want to stay in one place. It's just
that there are so many places, and he can't be in all of them at
once - as much as he might like to be. No matter how hard he
tries.

For some reason, all of Frank's women come with dark hair and
dark eyes. In itself there's nothing remarkable about that. That's
just the way it is with Frank. I'm sure there's something in his
psyche to account for that. Perhaps you'll check out these short
stories to find out what that might be, exactly.

First Time and other
stories

http://www.feedbooks.com/userbook/17710/first-time-and-other-stories

 

Frank Ross is headed down Mexico way, but first he has to escape
from the high desert and the clutches of a sweet-talking, nimble
little thing that has spun her web and led Frank down the road to
good intentions gone bad. Following a trial by fire, Frank manages
to get back on the road, but not before narrowly escaping a damsel
in much distress when he refuses to take her along for the
ride.

Midnight At The
Oasis

http://www.feedbooks.com/userbook/17623/midnight-at-the-oasis

 

Frank is back on the road, this time with a sweet little riding
partner he hooks up with in a bike shop in the desert. After
getting acquainted during a ride to Big Bear, they stop off for a
visit at Frank’s place in Cherry Valley. The asphalt perfume they
both picked up on the ride gets washed away during an impromptu
shower. Breakfast follows. Later, when Frank learns that his new
riding partner was t-boned by a left-turning cage, he decides to
forgo his devil-may-care attitude and hunker down for a bit to care
for his seriously injured riding partner and show her that he has a
heart.

One More Time

http://www.feedbooks.com/userbook/19408/one-more-time

 










About The Author


P X Duke's gypsy spirit has taken him to some strange places in
the world, but now he's content to limit his adventures to riding a
motorcycle and whatever he might encounter when he's on the road.
Consequently, he's worked in bike shops doing odd jobs from
planning and putting on rides, taking care of computer networking
and security, and to picking up and delivering motorcycles in the
El Lay basin, among other things.

Pretty boring stuff, isn’t it?

Duke ridden over a lot of North America at one time or another
from Canada to Mexico, and from Atlantic to Pacific. By far his
favorite ride is up and down the length of the Baja Peninsula,
where the people are friendly, the sun always shines and it’s warm
in the winter.

He's visited Sturgis countless times, but that got old in the
’80s. To capture the Sturgis bike rally of old, he attends during
the week before the actual rally, when the RUBs and newbies aren’t
there. More and more vendors are setting up for that earlier
week.

Of everything that he has have experienced in his all-too-brief
life, Africa is perhaps the greatest enigma. It's a beautiful
continent, rich in people, nature and resources, yet poor in all of
those things too.

There are some missing years in there. But what the hell, a
little mystery is good for the soul, wouldn’t you say?









From the same author on
Feedbooks


	


First
Time & Other Stories (2010)
Frank is on the road, hitting all the high spots (or the low
spots, depending on your point of view). These short stories find
him at a peeler bar off the 15 in Montana; encountering a
hitch-hiker off the 10 in New Mexico; being sweet-talked by his
landlady; romancing a truck-driving sweetheart in a sleeper at a
California truck stop; flirting with a waitress in a restaurant in
the high desert.

Frank’s weakness for dark-haired, dark-eyed women is often his
downfall, but in these short stories he’s just enjoying what life
has to offer while he’s on the road.



	


Midnight at
the Oasis (2011)
Frank Ross is headed down Mexico way, but first he has to escape
from the high desert and the clutches of a sweet-talking, nimble
little thing that has spun her web and led Frank down the road to
good intentions gone bad. Following a trial by fire, Frank manages
to get back on the road, but not before narrowly escaping a damsel
in much distress when he refuses to take her along for the ride.
Adult content.



	


Two
Good Eyes (2011)
Frank usually treats his female riding partners pretty good, but
when his latest gets t-boned by a left-turner, he has to dig deep
within to care for her while she recovers in ICU. This title has
been expanded and re-published as "One More Time".



	


Dead
Man's Hand (2011)
One man's intricate ring becomes another's folly in this short
strange tale of a dead man who was unable to rest in peace.



	


One
More Time (2011)
Frank Ross is back on the road, this time with a sweet little
riding partner he hooks up with in a bike shop in the desert. After
getting acquainted during a ride to Big Bear, they stop off for a
visit at Frank’s place in Cherry Valley. The asphalt perfume they
both picked up on the ride gets washed away during an impromptu
shower. Breakfast follows. Later, when Frank learns that his new
riding partner was t-boned by a left-turning cage, he decides to
forgo his devil-may-care attitude and hunker down for a bit to care
for his seriously injured riding partner and show her that he has a
heart.
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