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Curl up and Dye

The hair salon killings: Vol
III More off the top never stop

 


Through eyes of red steel Sandra Stone
watched with gleeful delight at the look of horror come over the
face of Rhonda the most successful serial murderer in the last
fifty years and the greatest female killer of all time. Rarely did
Rhonda experience the tingling numbness of fear, Sandra was
relishing each moment of her terror, watching Rhonda backpedal and
stumble over the crowd running for her life as if she had seen the
devil himself. She who had taken so many other lives inspiring
terror and returning only misery, she who without mercy would
financially strip the most vulnerable and then kill them now knows
for the first time in her psychotic life a real enemy capable or
her downfall stands against the winds of her insanity.

The crowd hemmed and hawed as Rhonda
turned frantically, running through the throngs of people. Sandra
smiled to see her run, she did not pursue. “I know where you’re
running to little one,” Sandra said to herself as she stood
watching. It’s always those with an axe to grind or some made up
chip on their shoulder who decide that others should share in their
anger and pain, the dysfunctional selfish bastards. Sandra was
tired of people like Rhonda, she had seen too many in her
lifetime.

“If you never correct these
people and their behavior they go on believing their behavior is
acceptable,” Sandra whispered to herself turning the opposite
direction beginning to walk away from the scene. “There’s going to
be plenty of time for pursuit, for now let the hunter experience
the fear of the prey.” Sandra whispered among one of her many
thoughts as she approached her vehicle.

The longer Rhonda is kept guessing,
unsure what happened with Sandra the afternoon she tried to kill
her and the longer she thinks Sandra is some ghost or bad dream the
better. Rhonda took her by surprise that afternoon as she left the
Curl up and Dye but she never counted on the ingenuity of Sandra
Stone, her reputation was well earned and soon Rhonda would see
just how well earned. She always carried an extra set of miniature
tools or lock picks on her person for times of emergency and it was
that preparation that saved her life that afternoon allowing her to
become the one that got away and turn into the nightmare that
Rhonda, beauty salon owner and killer had been to so many
others.

Sandra was no killer; she wasn’t even
the copycat killer Rhonda thought she was from the newspapers she
doesn’t know who is; she was just out for revenge. She was a
private investigator well known for exposing crooked beauty salon
owners. She got more than she bargained for when she took the job
from Albert Reo, she never intended to find out that Rhonda was the
psychotic murderer killing old women and posing them with their
hair and makeup done, she only wanted the secret Rhonda had for
success so she could be paid by her client. Instead of the simple
job she was hired for her life changed forever. Rhonda revealed her
true self that afternoon trying to murder Sandra. Sandra escaped
using her emergency lock pick when she regained consciousness but
since that day Sandra has been forever changed. Something inside of
her despite her already hard reputation had changed; the attack had
ignited a fire inside of her she couldn’t douse. Rhonda had been
using and abusing others for so long she had forgotten how it feels
to be on the receiving end, Sandra saw it as her job to become that
abuse and make Rhonda pay for her crimes and if she could to do it
slowly over time.

“Death, a swift death at
least is too good for that bitch. How fitting that she will pay for
every deed and die a death of a thousand cuts,” Sandra said to
herself rocking back and forth overcome with the rage of revenge.
She knew there were far worse things than death. Death would be a
sweet release, a pleasure long begged for before she was done and
would allow Rhonda to die. The world was a blur to Sandra now just
like her past. Being killed can be quite liberating, when everyone
thinks you’re dead you have no responsibilities or expectations to
meet or live up to. Her sole focus in existence now was the ruin of
Rhonda’s hair salon empire and to watch Rhonda cry bitter tears in
the ashes of what once was hers before she suffered her end at the
hands of Sandra Stone. She thought she was a tough person before,
now she sees she was soft, soon Rhonda will see the changes she has
created.

Sandra always prepared ahead planning
for every contingency; she kept multiple safe houses in multiple
locations. It was to one of these she drove to gather her new plans
and weapons for the campaign to ruin Rhonda. Oh the psychotic, they
always think they’re invincible. Sandra looked forward to showing
Rhonda just how wrong she was.

 


Hobbz and
Grosweld

 


Detectives Hobbz and Grosweld now led
the task force after the explosions and deaths of Gayle and the
“stylists” at her shop. The task of finding the beauty salon killer
had grown to encompass almost the entire force, the feds were
involved now, and this was no small time problem anymore. They were
sure the deaths recently in and around the beauty salon industry
were all connected to the killer though they bore no hallmarks of
the serial killing and posturing of previous victims. They knew it
had to be Rhonda but what can be done about that without absolute
evidence?

“Hobbz, Grosweld tell me
something I can use,” the chief said completely exasperated looking
like a broken man from the constant reamings he was receiving from
his superiors.

“Jesus chief are you ok?”
Hobbz couldn’t help but ask seeing the chief’s ghastly pale
face.

“Daily reamings from the
mayor, the press telling the world I’m sitting on my ass, the feds
reaming both me and the mayor and the citizenry in complete terror.
Yeah I’m doing just fucking peachy.” The chief snapped grabbing
another cup off the counter to go pour more coffee for
himself.

“We know its Rhonda chief;
we know it’s her now.” Grosweld said sitting down. “There’s no
goddamn salon owners left but her who else could it be?” He half
laughed looking around to see no one else laughing.

“Yeah Grosweld,” the chief
said turning around so tired that he spilled his hot coffee on his
hand and didn’t care. “Well it ain’t what you know it’s what you
can prove.”

“That explosion, sorry those
explosions were no accident chief.” Hobbz said just to try to keep
the conversation going since he had no real proof, no one did. They
had their suspicions that Rhonda is the killer, as hard as it is to
believe there could be no other explanation. Still, what the chief
said was true, unless you could prove what you knew it didn’t mean
shit and Rhonda is smart enough to understand that as
well.

“No shit Sherlock, thanks
for the update,” the chief answered sarcastically as Grosweld once
again interjected.

“Actually chief I have
something, a phone call Gayle made to an unlisted number the day
before she died.” Then realizing he knew nothing about
it.

“Ah I see and do you know
who this number belongs to or what the conversation consisted of
detective Grosweld?” There was no answer, “Again no proof, both of
you get your asses out there and disband this bullshit task force
you’re wasting money pretending to run! Christ! We know who the
killer is, have a full time task force on the job and can’t get one
shred of evidence against her. I expect that to change immediately
with only you two or you’re fired. Either find some evidence or
both of your asses are going back to patrol, get out of my sight.”
The chief stared at the two young detectives as they rose to leave
shaking his head.

“It will sir, we’ll make it
stick,” Hobbz said as he closed the door behind him.

Walking into the next room where the
members of the task force were assembled basically sitting there
drinking coffee the two stopped in the middle of the room. The
surveillance authority was removed weeks ago; Rhonda had been under
constant scrutiny for weeks with no result, only a successful salon
with a snappy name operating as usual so it was
terminated.

“Everyone listen up, there’s
no easy way to put this so I’m just going to say it, the task force
is done.” Hobbz said as Grosweld rubbed his forehead in the
background sitting on a desk. The murmurs began but no one seemed
to really care, they all knew who the killer was but could do
nothing about it like the chief had said, they failed in obtaining
real proof. Gomez stood up, a veteran of the force with a salt and
pepper mustache and round belly, he spoke.

“I think I speak for
everyone here when I say…thank you. We did all we could here
besides walking up and placing a bullet ourselves in that crazy
broads head, we’re all ready to go back to doing real police work.
We heard the reaming you two just got in there and frankly, it
ain’t worth the hassle anymore.” Then he sat back down
again.

“We know where you’re all
coming from and we agree, it’s up to Hobbz and I to prove Rhonda is
the beauty salon killer beyond a shadow of a doubt. Thank you
everyone for your help and time on the task force. Let’s hope we
can give something to the chief so he can in turn give it to the
mayor.” With that the speaking was done, Hobbz and Grosweld left
the room, no one seemed to care. They went back to what they were
doing before, talking and drinking coffee.

“We’re screwed here Hobbz,”
Grosweld said as his rubber soles made a weird squelching sound on
the newly waxed hallway.

“Don’t I know it,” Hobbz
responded straightening his tie opening the doors to the outside
world.

 


Rhonda and Sandra

 


Veronica sat holding Rhonda behind the
front desk as she cried and shook uncontrollably. The other
“stylists” had gathered to see what was happening, as of now it
seemed nothing could be done but to allow her to cry it out and let
it pass whatever that may be.

“It’s…its Sandra…Sandra
Stone, she’s not dead she’s back for me.” Rhonda said beginning to
recover some of her defensive emotional walls.

“I didn’t even know she was
supposed to be dead Rhonda,” Veronica said patting her
shoulder.

“Oh did I forget to mention
that? Yeah she’s supposed to be dead, let’s just leave it at that
for now because she’s not, she’s back.”

“How do you know
this?”

“She tried to attack me on
the street today but I got away.”

“Do you know what she
wants?”

Rhonda gave Veronica a look like she
had lost confidence in her abilities to comprehend and then let out
a chuckle, “Oh my dumb little Veronica, she wants me dead. What do
you think she wants?”

“I see, well we just have to
come up with a plan like we always do and handle the little
shit.”

By this time Rhonda was recovered
completely and had dried her tears. Her mind was now returning from
the abyss of fear it had fallen into temporarily, remembering that
she was the terror here not some second rate private investigator
that got lucky once, everyone gets lucky now and again. Next
time…next time Sandra wouldn’t be so fortunate, the element of
surprise was gone along with the wondering about whether Sandra was
alive or dead, now they could meet on equal terms and Rhonda full
of evil and venom is nothing if not deadly when challenged. Her
mind is rotten, her soul is black, she dreams of worms eating a
corpse and people suffering by her hand. What an introduction to a
dating site that would be Rhonda often thinks and laughs to
herself.

With all this stress she had grown
tired of making her victims look pretty after their deaths deciding
just to kill from now on, she was feeling cornered, there could be
no money earned until Sandra Stone was out of the picture, always a
damned problem!

“Veronica you’re right, I’m
sorry I called you dumb” Rhonda said in her normal tone of voice,
standing up. “The time is right to remove lucky Ms. Stone forever;
I don’t care how tough she thinks she is.”

“Sounds good to me, what’s
the plan Rhonda?”

There was no time for an answer. The
next instant was a flash of red and black followed by a whipping
wind straight from hell as the windows exploded and shards of glass
flew inward. Rhonda saw Veronica’s head snap back and explode like
a melon, she fell dead while Rhonda rolled forward to
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