
Bank Robber Dames

By P X DUKE

––––––––

Copyright © 2024 P X Duke

All Rights Reserved

ISBN 978-0-9919980-2-9

––––––––

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

The use of artificial intelligence to scan this work for any purpose is prohibited.

Bank Robber Dames short stories are works 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.

––––––––

Publisher: P X Duke

Web site: pxduke.com

E-mail: peterxduke@gmail.com

––––––––

9 8 7 6 5 4 3


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Fast Company

Searching for Jennifer

Crazy Eyes

Marked By Life

Bank Robber Dames

Finding Amy

Truck Stop

Print books

Also By P X Duke

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Fast Company


[image: ]


THE FIRST TIME I LAID eyes on her we were in some hick town. I needed a break from the sweltering heat and the dust on the two-lane blacktop I had been riding since early morning. I pulled off and parked on the outside end of a row of cars closest to the highway.

After I shut down, I could hear the loud pipes rumbling past on the highway. I focused my gaze on the motorcycle as it pulled in, one building down from where I stopped.

The rider parked in an outside slot at the gas-n-go. That’s where I liked to be when I wasn’t hiding out. With nothing else close by, it made it easy to keep an eye on things when the lookie-loos got nosy.

She leaned the bike over, removed her helmet, and looked around. I knew the woman had seen me and my ride, because she stopped mid-look for an instant too long before her gaze moved on.

I watched her strike out across the lot toward the stop-and-puke. She was tall and slim and long-legged and walked with an attitude. Like she knew where she was going and what she was doing.

She swung her head one more time to take another look before she got to the door. My eyes remained locked onto her, and she must have known by now. I nodded through the distance between us. She acknowledged and kept on toward the joint to push through the door.

I was never shy about checking out a woman who rides. Some liked it. Some didn’t. I pretty much ignored the ones that didn’t, and left them alone.

I needed food. A bowl of soup and a grilled cheese was quick. The sandwich shop offers that, and I sat in front of the window to keep an eye out while I waited.

Half-way through my soup, she re-appeared and retraced her path across the lot with that same purposeful stride. She had a couple of water bottles dangling from one hand. When she got to the bike, she unscrewed a cap and chugged one. The other she tucked into a leather saddlebag.

Smart move in this heat, I thought to myself. It was obvious she’d been down the road more than a mile or two. The woman saddled up and headed on down the road in the same direction I was headed. I thought about hurrying off to join her.

I didn’t. Instead, I took the time to finish my soup.

Did I mention I like soup? It’s a daily special in a lot of diners. No waiting, either. They give it a stir and ladle it out of a pot into a bowl.
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When next we crossed paths, she was only a mile or so ahead of me.

Okay, so I had to ride like hell to get there, but she wasn’t exactly going as fast as that either. That was why it was so easy to catch up.

I closed the distance and trailed her for a few miles. She slowed even more and allowed me to come up behind her. I figured it was intentional when she moved from the middle of the lane to the left. I pulled in beside her in the right track.

We danced like that for a while, flying in formation, side-by-side down the highway. Easy when both knew how to ride and could hold steady speed. A lot of riders can’t. They’re the reasons biker women check out the boots first. New boots are a dead giveaway.

Eventually she dropped back in her track and held steady half a length behind me. I kept an eye on her in the mirror, and let her take the opportunity to have a closer look at what she might be getting herself into.

I let her check. Evaluate. Is this one okay? How is he sitting? Relaxed? Tense? How is he dressed? RUB? Biker?

She took her time and she must have been satisfied, because she pulled ahead for half a length. That allowed me to get a better look at her, too.
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I already knew I liked what I saw.

She rode a black Softail. It was covered in plenty of grime, just like my bagger. For sure we had been on the road in the same weather.

She sat behind a windshield. None but the dwindling greybeards put on the miles without one. Her ride was piled high with bags. I spotted a tent, too. A second helmet, full-face, hung off the back. Some like to wear one when the rain proved to be steady.

She was dressed in dark brown and black. Her boots were laced high and looked well worn.

Tribal tattoos ran up and down her bare arms and neck, probably all over. A small nose ring decorated her face.

She had seen lots of sun.

Early thirties. Maybe pushing late thirties at the very most. No girl on a motorcycle, this. She was pure riding woman.

I pulled ahead a few lengths and held steady for three or four miles, giving her the option to catch up.

She did.

When she went by, she arced toward me and then pulled back and slightly ahead. That’s the sign I was waiting for. I pulled in close beside her and we flew in formation for a hundred miles, positioning back and forth.

I had the feeling that we were doing a dance. That, and we were easy company for each other on the lonely road when both knew how to ride.
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Eventually, city lights grew closer. We ended up riding side-by-side through the busy streets. In the corners she was on the inside for some, me on the outside for some. We kept side-by-side. It was easy now. We had practiced doing exactly the same for over a hundred miles on two-lane blacktop.

All that highway riding hadn’t given us a chance to talk.

When changing lights interrupted our dance, we continued sizing each other up, this time with questions we hadn’t had a chance to ask. Traffic backed up behind us. We ignored it and carried on talking, oblivious to the four-wheeled cages filled with bored occupants.

We didn’t care. We were still dancing, circling, coming back to one another.

“Where are you headed, chica?”

“Where are you from?”

“You put a lot of miles on that thing?”

“Are you running from or running to?”

That was always my question. It got a grin, because she knew exactly what I meant, and when she nodded, I knew exactly what she meant. I returned the grin and nodded back.

We had it finally figured out that we were both drifting, and we grinned together. Like we were looking into the same mirror. Then she told me where she’d be camping out for the night.

I knew the place. I had ridden past it many times on my way around the north shore. It was past the city and north, by five or ten miles. I broke off and took on fuel. With a full tank, I headed north.

She was in the film industry in California. I was just back from there. I had no plans to re-visit. When I thought I should have, it was too late.

Sometimes the road is lonely. Sometimes, it isn’t.
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SHE APPEARED IN THE velvety darkness of night. Like an apparition. Alone. Dressed in black. Almost invisible but for the long shadow cast by the headlights pouring light around her. But for that, I would never have noticed her.

Who was she?

Where was she going?

Why was she alone in the night?

Perhaps someone thought she was little more than window dressing and dumped her on the curb in the middle of nowhere. I knew all about nowhere. I’ve been there a time or two.

I stopped the car beside her and rolled down the window. “Get in,” I commanded through the open window.

She stood up, exhaled a cloud of smoke, and flicked her cigarette to the ground before picking up her bag. Without so much as a word, she opened the door, climbed in and tossed the bag over the seat into the back. It barely made a sound landing on the seat. I remember thinking there couldn’t be much in it.

She sat with half of her back on the seat. The other half leaned against the door. Wary. It allowed her to keep an eye on the road and one on me.

I didn’t say anything. I figured she’d talk when she wanted to. After a couple of miles, I finally gave up. “Going anywhere?”

“Yes, I am. As far away from here as I can get,” she replied.

That was my cue to keep the car pointed in the direction of the four-lane and headed for the open road.

I tuned the radio to some mellow 40s music and lost myself in the cigarette-and-whiskey-coated voice drifting up from the speakers. From time to time, I looked across at her.

Her eyes were closed. Her breathing was regular. She was fast asleep. Her head tipped and rested against the seat-back. Long, dark hair spilled over her shoulders.

I let her sleep.

Next stop, gas, I said to myself, and a hundred miles later I went in to pay. When I returned to the car, she was just getting out. Her bag was on her lap. When she saw me, she sat back down and looked up at me.

“Where are we?”

“About a hundred miles from nowhere. You slept all the way,” I said. “You passed out almost as soon as the door closed.”

“Yeah, I was beat. I needed sleep,” she said. “Where are you going?”

“Anywhere but here,” I said, grinning.

“I’m with you.” She turned in the seat and closed the door. “Let’s go.”

She put her feet up on the dash and pushed back into the seat. For some reason, I was glad she was making herself at home. I liked that.

“Mind if I smoke?” she asked.

“No, go ahead.”

She pulled a pack of Marlboros from her jean-jacket pocket and bumped a cigarette between her fingers. “You want one?”

“No thanks.”

She flicked a wooden match alive with a quick movement of her other hand.

“Where did you learn to do that?”

“What? The match trick? Some guy in a club I used to work in showed me.”

“A club? You’re a dancer.”

“Was,” she replied. “Not any more.”

That’s all I managed to get out of her. I had my own secrets, so I let it go and pretended to concentrate on driving.

When I looked across at her again, her eyes were closed. Smoke drifted out of the half-open window from the still-burning cigarette clutched in her hand. I reached for it and slipped it from between her fingers before tossing it out the window.

Either I bored the hell out of her or she was dead tired.

I turned off the radio and put on some Nina Simone. If she didn’t like my music, she was in the wrong place. A few minutes later, she woke with a start and looked across at me.

“Bad dream?” I asked.

“Sort of. You ever have one?”

“Not for about the last two hundred miles. Why? Do you have them a lot?”

“I have plenty of shit going on in my life right now,” she said.

“I hear that,” I said, and didn’t ask any questions. “You didn’t tell me your name.”

“I’m Jennifer.”

“Well, Jennifer, I’m glad we ran into each other. I’m Frank.”

We passed the occasional dim light in the distance on one side of the highway or another. Single houses, probably
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