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Curl up and Dye: Rhonda’s
MelanCollie Mystery

 


Rhonda’s mother had prepared for this
eventuality for well over twenty years. In the interval, when her
daughter had become a seemingly well respected citizen, running her
now destroyed hair salon she had been planning and preparing
another place of refuge for times of emergency. In a city thousands
of miles away she kept an apartment and always had five thousand
dollars prepared and ready to go if the time ever arrived. Now was
the time,

“Rhonda, this house is not
safe; staying in this town is not safe. You must go to the address
we discussed and start over again.”

Rhonda hugged her mother sobbing, “I
will, I’ll do as we need, I’ll start over in a new community and
make you proud.”

“That’s my girl,” her mother
said giving her a big smile.

“When mother?” Rhonda asked
as a child might.

“The danger here of attack
or arrest may be imminent, I no longer feel this home is a secret.
You must go immediately; a car is on its way and should be here any
second to take you to the airport. You take this ticket for first
class and go straight to the apartment prepared for you, is that
clear my perfect Rhonda?”

“Yes mother.”

“Good, now grab the two bags
of belongings we always keep packed for you and see if the car has
arrived yet.”

Rhonda went and fetched her two
emergency bags and walked to the front door to look. There was a
black town car just pulling up to the house.

“Go now, be safe.” Her
mother said as Rhonda gave her a hug, the evil mastermind behind
everything, before grabbing her bags and heading out to the car.
Her mother watched as the driver popped the trunk and helped with
her bags. Rhonda got into the car and turned to wave goodbye as it
was pulling away. Her mother felt a weight lifted when the car was
out of sight and on its way to the airport. She was positive no one
knew about the new place or had any clue Rhonda was
leaving.

Rhonda’s mother went back into the
house, as she went to walk into the kitchen to feed the cats she
was interrupted by a blow to the jaw. She couldn’t have seen it
coming but it was Sandra Stone’s elbow.

“Your time is over you evil
old bitch,” Sandra said kicking her, knocking her onto her side,
Rhonda’s mother began to laugh.

“My daughter will hear of
this, you’re as good as dead.”

“Your daughter’s being
handled as we speak, what car service did you use again? Oh that’s
right, the fake one I provided for you.”

A look of horror spread over the face
of Rhonda’s mother as she realized both she and her pride and joy
psycho may be killed on the same day.

“But we have so much terror
left to spread,” she said out loud almost pitying
herself.

“Yeah well, you’re not going
to be spreading anything ever again, except your blood.” Sandra now
held a knife in her hand that she always kept close to the curve of
her spine against the small of her back; she moved her hand outward
showing her blade to the evil old hag.

 


Rhonda

Rhonda sat in the back of the car
thinking everything was lovely and normal according going to plan.
She was being driven to the airport to start her new life of terror
thousands of miles from her previous crimes. The car pulled off to
the shoulder turning down a small utility road, Rhonda’s
sociopathic instincts told her something was wrong. Trying to open
the door she found them locked, there was a plastic separator
between her and the driver, she banged on it.

“Hey asshole, the airport’s
back that way,” Rhonda screamed as the driver kept looking forward
only raising his hand to flip her the bird.

Rhonda began kicking at the windows
only to find them Plexiglas and damn near impossible to break, but
that didn’t stop her from trying. The car pulled to a stop and the
hulking driver got out and reached to open the back door. Ripping
it open, he yanked Rhonda out by her ankles, with her screaming and
struggling the entire way that is until she hit the ground with a
thud when falling from car to street. The wind was knocked out of
her as she turned onto her right side, and as fortune would have it
she saw a nail under the car; he turned her onto her back and
stepped on her chest.

“So you’re the crazy bitch
that’s been killing old ladies? Damn, you don’t seem like much to
me, by the way Sandra Stone sends her best wishes sweetheart.” He
reached into his waist to grab his gun, as he distractedly reached
for it Rhonda grabbed the nail jamming it into his shin a good half
an inch deep. He screamed and like a sign from God dropped his gun
right into her lap. Without any hesitation Rhonda grabbed the gun
and fired off five rounds hitting him from balls to chin, he
dropped to the side as she rolled to her feet. Rhonda wiped the gun
down of prints then tossed it away, wiping any blood from herself
she removed her overcoat which was unsalvageable and got back into
the car, this time into the driver’s seat.

“I’ve got a future and it
starts at the airport,” Rhonda said as she put the car in drive
taking off squealing the tires, running over the driver’s corpse.
Rhonda laughed with delight before remembering her mother, but she
couldn’t turn back and she couldn’t go help, the only thing she
could do was try to call her when she got to the new apartment.
Times like these were when she missed owning the Curl up and Dye
and no one knew she was a psycho killer except her girls, but she
fucked up she blames herself and Sandra Stone, but she couldn’t
blame herself forever. Rhonda felt she had to start a new life with
new victims in her new city.

Rhonda pulled up to the curb of the
airport, retrieved her two emergency bags and left the car there to
be found by someone else, just like her past life. The flight was
on time and there were no further incidents either when boarding or
flying. Rhonda slept, dreaming of the future and what she would
accomplish in this new place. When she woke she was in a cold sweat
and the first thought she had was of her mother being killed…by
Sandra Stone!

 


Sandra

As Rhonda’s mother dove under the
kitchen table desperately trying to reach her knife rack, Sandra
delivered a swift kick to the jaw sending her sprawling against the
wall. Sandra knelt down in front of her pointing the blade into her
chest.

“You know you sick bitches
make no sense. You had everything, what everyone strives for in
life you two had it, you and Rhonda. But you wanted to be greedy,
for you it’s fun to make others suffer, to kill them. I like to
have fun too you know.”

“Why do you care? They were
just useless, rich old whores!” Rhonda’s mother spat, Sandra leaned
in closer.

“They were human beings,
someone’s friend, mother, sister, aunt, niece, grandmothers…you
don’t know!” Sandra screamed in her face punching her again out of
rage. Rhonda’s mother rolled into unconsciousness, Sandra took the
time to tie her to one of her own kitchen chairs.

While she was unconscious Sandra took a
minute to sit down, ‘How can this be true?’ She thought to herself,
a mother and daughter duo patiently setting up shop over decades
for the sole purpose of theft and murder. It boggles the mind, even
for one as hardened as Sandra Stone. “God I hope Sherm killed
Rhonda, Sandra thought to herself lighting a cigarette in the
kitchen of the unconscious and bound Rhonda’s mother.

There was a knock at the front door
startling Sandra out of her thoughts. “It’s about damn time,” she
said expecting Sherm the driver to return with news of Rhonda’s
demise. Snuffing her cigarette she moved to the front door, the
door is solid oak so you can’t see the other side, ornate but
useless.

“Who is it?” Sandra asked
innocently.

“Detective Leon Vetson
police, please open the door ma’am.”

Sandra panicked, “Shit,” she whispered.
There was no way out now but to go through it and see where it led,
Sandra opened the door.

“Hello officer, how may I
help you?”

The tall, olive skinned detective stood
there with a look of indifference on his crime beaten face, you
could tell he had been through a hell of a lot. “Good afternoon
ma’am, I’m looking for Rhonda would that be you?”

“Oh no, I’m a family friend,
I’m not sure where Rhonda is, this is her mother’s house. She’s
just in the kitchen there cooking, please go see her.”

“Thank you very much,”
Detective Vetson said entering the house.

“It’s just down the hall and
to the right,” Sandra pointed out. “I’ll be there in one minute; I
need to use the restroom.”

“Certainly, I’ll just go
speak to her mother, thank you…what’s your name again?”

“Jane,” Sandra said
extending her hand.

The detective shook it, “Jane, right,
thanks again.” He said turning to walk into the kitchen. As soon as
he turned to walk there Sandra made her move.

She snuck out the front door as quietly
as possible; making her way over to the detective’s car in the
driveway she slipped into the driver’s seat and started the engine.
She pulled out of the driveway at a nice leisurely pace until
detective Vetson came bursting out of the home gun in hand. Sandra
was gone in his car before he could fire off a round.

Laughing, Sandra was pleased
to have gotten away, but pissed her plans had been interrupted and
Rhonda’s mother still lived. ‘Sherm better have done
his damn job correctly.’
Sandra thought to herself as she pulled into a parking lot just
down the road. By now the detective would have reported the car
stolen; Sandra easily switched it for a small hybrid left unlocked
with its keys in the cup holder, just begging to be “borrowed.”
Sandra pulled out of the parking lot and found herself unsure of
the next move. For now at least the mother was out of her reach,
but nothing could truly be done until she had confirmation of
Rhonda’s death.

 


Rhonda


The apartment was smaller than she had
expected and with few, fraying furnishings. Rhonda spent the first
few hours after her arrival cleaning the filthy apartment. After
that she decided to give her mother a call to let her know she
arrived safely and was on time, despite the driver’s attempt on her
life, hired by Sandra Stone. Rhonda dialed home, the phone rang
twice.

“Hello,” a male voice
answered, startling Rhonda.

“Hello, who is this?” Rhonda
asked the man on the other end.

“Detective Leon Watson
ma’am, is this Rhonda I’m speaking with?”

“Where’s my mother?” Rhonda
asked her heart beginning to race.

“She’s fine, she’s right
here, I untied her myself.”

“Untied her? What?” Rhonda
felt the beads of sweat forming on her forehead.

“That’s right miss, looks
like Sandra Stone wants you both dead and I think you know why,
don’t you Rhonda?”

“I don’t know what you’re
talking about.”

“Sure you do, your hair
salon, the Curl up and Dye, it went up in bullets and flames.
Detectives Hobbz and Grosweld were murdered, we know you’re the
beauty salon killer Rhonda and it looks like Sandra Stone does too,
so why don’t you just come back home and turn yourself in before
she finds you and we’ll see what kind of arrangement we can manage,
ok Rhonda?”

“No Rhonda, start over,
don’t listen, don’t…” her mother screamed in the background before
being taken out of hearing distance. That was all Rhonda needed to
hear, just a word of encouragement or proof that what the man on
the phone was saying was true. Now, she knew it was truly the
police and not a hired killer of Sandra’s, if it was; her mother
would already be dead. As far as Rhonda was concerned, her mother
being in police custody was the best place for her with Rhonda
being so far away. At least Sandra couldn’t try again to kill her
and that thought enabled Rhonda to move forward.

For the time being, Rhonda wanted to
leave the hair salon industry behind her and find something
completely unexpected where she wouldn’t be found. She used some
simple peroxide for a quick hair change followed by a trimming,
something so simple, yet Rhonda didn’t recognize herself in the
mirror. After her quick makeover, she went down to the nearest
coffee shop; they usually had bulletin boards with some help wanted
signs. She walked in and casually strolled to the board
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