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Buckhorn Lodge
by Bailey

“Oh it’s a long way to Richmond, rollin’ north on 95, with a redhead ridin’ shotgun, and a pistol by my side, tearin’ down that highway like a modern day Bonnie and Clyde…” blares scratchily out of the speakers of my rundown ’85 ford pickup, while I fill it up getting ready for the next hit and run. 


“Well, why the hell don’t you just leave then? Nothin’ is stoppin’ ya! You jackass! Get lost,” screeched some chick I was observing warily. She was kind of small, I thought of some thirteen-year-old girl hollerin’ at her dog. I smiled at my own joke and returned to the fuel pump. 


“Yeah, don’t you see? That is exactly what I’m doing. G’bye Chelsie, t’was a fun time with ya.” Hollered back the young man striding away from her swiftly. 


She fired up a glossy black ’69 Chevelle I would have killed for and drove off, from the trashy forty-dollar-a-night motel they had apparently stayed at, screaming profanities at the man who I just now realized was leaning against the tailgate of my truck. 


“And how may I be of service to you, sir?” I asked smiling flirtatiously. “Oh, I’m Rebekka by the way,” and I held out my hand and shook his. While hand in hand I looked him over, around six foot I decided, green eyes, brown hair, several tattoos, damnit that’s gonna make us easier to identify if I get him to tag along, I thought to myself. 


I blushed when I noticed him ‘trying’ to examine my cross necklace that was hanging conveniently in just the right place for a man to look, yeah, sure man, I ‘pretended’ to fall for it as he said, “Well, as you can see my ride just left, so do ya mind givin’ me a lift? Where ‘bouts you headed little lady?” 


“Billings.”


“Hmmm, yeah I’ll accompany you. Can’t have such a pretty girl travelin’ all by her lonesome now can we?”


I give a sweet little smile, “Oh no, of course not. Hey hot stuff, how 'bout you pull her around while I go and pay? Thanks so much.” I walk away feeling his eyes wandering down my body and once I entered the little quick mart, he started the beast. 


“Like a modern day Bonnie and Clyde…” I hum to myself as I wander to the backside where the liquor case is. I grabbed two square bottles of pungent brown liquid and pass by the chips. BBQ for sure nothing goes better with whiskey and cigarettes. 


“How are you today ma’am?” the cashier inquires as I sidle on up. 


“Wondermous, thanks. Would you grab me a few packs of the Marblo Lights, please?” and as he looks away I pull out the Walther P.P. 7.65, I inherited from my grandmother, that was in my purse. 


I have the gun pointed at the young man very casually, my elbow on the counter just rolling the cylinder idly, as he spins around with my smokes I check it then smoothly click it in to place as I say lightly, “Thank you so much, sir. Now, why don’t you be a sweetheart and empty that register in to my purse here?” I give my most vampish smile to him as he starts trembling. “Oh, and how 'bout that carton of Marblos there, and don’t you forget my Jack,” I add as a vicious afterthought.  I pass my bag to him and he does as he’s told with tears streaming down his face. 


“Hey now boy, don’t you worry, long as you keep your mouth shut and do as you’re told no one’ll be hurt today.” I purr, cocking the 7.65 with my thumb, he squeaks and moves faster. “Attaboy,” and he hands over my purse now bulging with cash. 


“Sit your cute little ass down here on this chair and I’ll tie you up so no one knows what’s happened ‘til you're found and we’re long gone.”  I grab up a couple of lengths of rope from the aisle with emergency equipment on it and wrap the boy up snug. “Here honey, I’ll even give ya a piece of gum even before I tape your trap shut.” And I place some duct tape over his mouth after shoving in a piece of Winterfresh. “ See, I’ma nice robber. Well sonny, have a nice day, I know I will.” I chuckle as I walk leisurely out to my truck.  


I toss my bag in and heft myself up on to the passenger seat, “Punch it boy, whatcha waiting’ here for?” 


“So may I ask what in thee hell was takin’ so long in there?” 


“Maybe once I know your name, I don’t normally tell strangers my escapades,” and another smile spreads across my mouth.


“Rhett, like Rhett Butler from Gone With the Wind,” and he laughs at his own joke. “I guess I'm as much of a player as he was.”


“So I heard from your little floozy, boy she was tiny, what are you? Some kinda pedophile?” I joke, grabbing the bottle of Jack Daniels from my bag and a pack of my smokes.


“Hot damn, how much you got in there, girl?” 


“Oh, I donno, we’ll count it once we stop,” I sigh lighting up a cigarette. “Want one?” He nods so I pass the lit one to him and light up one for myself. 


I pop open a bottle of whiskey and take a deep pull, kick my boots off and, pop my bare feet up on to the dash. I soon roll down my window and make the radio blare.  Then, pull out the clip holding my masses of curly red hair and shake my head laughing as the wind smacks it all back in to my face. My blue eyes blazed over the beauty of the country we were passing through. I had always heard that Wyoming was pretty on this side but over here, by Jackson, oh my God, it’s beautiful.


I soon start belting out each and every word of each and every single song that comes on; he just continuously smiles in amusement at me. In the end I’m pretty glad I got him to come. I get to be lazy now.


“So what’s your story?” I ask him. “Pure curiosity that just must be quelled.”


“My story? Aww, hell, I don’t even know any more. I was born and raised in to a white trash family. Had to learn to make my ways myself. Dad’s a drunk, and Mom was a crazy bitch, and that’s that.” He looked at me with wonderment, “How about you miss Rebekka? You seem like such a good little girl.” 


I give a sour laugh and smile. “Oh, hell no. Yeah, I came from what you’d wanna call a proper family, Daddy worked nine to five and Momma was so kind and sweet, that is when people were around. 

“Daddy started coming home late from work and Momma would leave once he got home. Daddy would always smell like a brothel. That’s what Momma always said, anyway. So she just said payback's a bitch and she'd go out and get drunk to have her fun. 

“That is until Daddy found her and one of her conquests in bed, then he pulled out this here,” and I patted my Walther P.P. “Shot Momma and the man, with Granny’s gun. And that’s when I decided to leave, took Momma’s truck with me, seeing as she wouldn’t be a usin’ it any more. 

“Since then I’ve worked many a different job. And here I am, alive and well still after 5 years of bein’ on my own.  I've kinda felt bad for my two younger sisters leaving them in that hell and all, but they weren't old enough to come and I wasn't old enough to take care of them, at sixteen that woulda been a task all to its self.” 

“Okay yeah, you gotta a pretty messed up home life as well I see. But how did you get that gun? You do know it should have been used in the murder investigation.” 

“It was, then they gave it back to me seein’ how I am who Grams left it to and all. But, the past is the past, so let's leave it there,” I declared with an air of finality.

Rhett just nodded his agreement and kept driving on north highway 212.  “We’ll be here soon you know? Just a ‘nother hundred miles or so 'til we hit Billings.” 


“Yeah,” I slurred sleepily. “Sounds good ta mehh,” Then I just laid my head back against his shoulder.

Damn, I’m drunk. I thought to myself as I came to,  guess I shouldn’t’ve drank so much. 

“Mmm, Rhett, we need ta find the Buckhorn Lodge outside of Park City on 212.” I mumbled to him. “Let's hit up another mini mart too, the more money the merrier I am,” My bit of Oklahoma southern twang was coming out more than usual, I quietly started chuckling.

“Oh come now honey, you're pretty much gone, you hear that little country girl thing you got goin’? Yeah, you’re so lost hun. How ‘bout we wait ‘til mornin’ and I’ll show you a good time? And who says we need a motel? Let's just pitch a tent.” He winked at me and slid his hand up my thigh.

“'Cause Auntie owns the Buckhorn. And I already told her I was commin’ in, don’t argue with me Rhett,” I snarl slapping his hand away, “You don’t want to mess with me. Remember who has the gun.” 

“Easy there woman, no need for threats. I'll even do the robbery this time ‘round? How’s that, just give me the gun.”

“Oh hell no! Do you really think me that stupid? I may be drunk off my ass but I am not stupid, thanks,” I gave him one warning glare.  And I saw him just completely submit to my every whim. “Alright, now Aunties’ Lodge is not far from here, I think.” We kept driving a couple of miles and then I see a glimmer of dimmed half out lights off the side of the road. “Ha! There it is,” 

“Whoa, that looks like the Bates Motel, from Psycho. You sure she ain’t gonna murder us in our sleep?” The idiotic man says in a half-jesting half-serious tone. 

I roll my eyes, “No, she is not gonna try to kill us. Pull up to one of the spots and I'll go get a key,” I say to him irritably. “God you are such a worrier.” 

“Hey, Auntie!” I bounce in excitedly. “Can I get a… Who the hell are you?” an older man sitting at the desk glares at me with scorn.

“Your uncle,” he says distastefully. “I’ll get Earline, YO WOMAN!” he screams across the small main house.

“WHAT THE HELL DO YOU WANT? I’M BUSY!” She screeches back to him. 

“YOUR GOD AWFUL NEICE IS HERE WANTIN’ A ROOM!” 

Thanks so much Uncle Ugly, so glad to see you too, damn family rumors suck.. “Hey just give me some key and I’ll be outta your hair ‘til mornin’, ‘kay?” I held out my hand demanding some key, any key, my head is pounding from all the liquor I consumed and the world started spinning. 


“GIVE HER ROOM ELEVEN!!” I hear back, and he passes the key. 

“You gotta sign for it,” He says.

“Like hell I do.” I spat at him and stalk off to Rhett standing there at the pickup impatiently. “Drop the attitude if you want any tonight,” I say giving him a seductive look. 

The horn dog scrambles to get in the room after me hauling my bag of money and the other fifth of Jack. He slams them both down on the little rickety table by the door and shoves me against the wall and ties to kiss me. I guess I didn’t drink the entire bottle; his breath reeks of smoke and the putrid stench of whiskey. “Lemme show you a good time darlin’, you know I can.” He slurred as he ripped in to my shirt, I watched as buttons flew across the room, honestly I was surprisingly aroused by his roughness. 

“Whoa, bucko, lets take a second and regroup,” I told Rhett pushing him off me delicately. “How about you… Ooh, damnit… Stop, let me think…” I tried to mumble between sloppy kisses that were migrating from my lips to my neck. 

“What in the hell…? What are those lights…? Oh damn, hide the goods!”

*

*

*

Turns out my Auntie, my wonderful, amazing, sweet, Auntie, married a goddamned nark. That ugly bastard, called the cops on us once we walked in to our room. I guess the security camera was on in that damn mini mart. And the one before it, and the other four too. God, how was I so stupid to think they were off? Damn, that was my one fatal flaw, why didn't I even think of that simplistic, idiotic, thing at the time? Ughhh, That’s all I can keep thinking to myself now that Rhett and I are being carted off to County. The irony is that once we were seated in that little car the sheriff turned on his radio and what do ya know? Guess what’s playing out of those damned speakers… “Yeah and it's a long way to Richmond, rollin' north on 95, with a sheriff right beside me, pistol pointed at my side, oh, Lord...such a disappointing ending, for this modern day Bonnie and Clyde.”

