Traffic Stop

By Keiko Tanaka


Frank was bored.


He sat in his black county sheriff cruiser on a back country road behind some bushes.  His shift seemed like 16 hours today, so little was happening out here.  He couldn’t remember the last time he even saw anyone drive past.


Frank wondered about the wisdom of his superiors sometimes on days like this.  


Then the red sports car sped past him doing 95.


Finally, something to do.


With a grin, he turned the cruiser’s lights and siren on and pursued the sports car.  This one was going to be routine, he thought as the driver obediently pulled over to the side of the road.


Frank pulled his cruiser in behind the sports car and parked.


He ambled up to the driver’s side of the car and saw a nice looking young blonde woman in her mid to late twenties looking back at him.  He couldn’t shake the feeling he had seen her before somewhere.  She wore a white cotton blouse, the top two buttons undone as if to show off the cleavage of her ample bosom, and a black skirt that showed off her long, smooth legs.  The hands resting on her lap were covered with black gloves.


She smiled at Frank wanly, clearly embarrassed.  “I really mucked it up, didn’t I?” she said in an English accent.  You didn’t hear too many of those around here.


 “Can I see your license and registration, ma’am?” Frank said by rote.  He had done this routine hundreds of times.  She was just waiting for her to cry or try to come on to him to get out of a speeding ticket.


The woman grabbed the large black purse sitting on the seat beside her.  “Of course,” she said, opening the purse and starting to dig inside.  “I know I have it in here somewhere.”


Frank looked away, bored, as he waited for her to retrieve her documents.  It seemed to be taking her forever, so he turned back toward her.


His brain barely had time to register the .45 in her hand when the bullet slammed into his chest, knocking him backward onto the pavement.


Frank thought hard to draw ragged breaths, then heard a car door slam.  He heard the clicking of high heels approaching.


“I hate fucking cops,” the woman snarled as she kicked him in the ribs.  “That fucking holier than thou attitude.  What gives you the right to tell me how to live MY life?”  


She rolled him over on his stomach with her foot, then he felt her knee on his buttocks as she knelt down behind him.  “Now behave or I’ll finish you off right now,” she said as she relieved him of his pistol.    His arms were wrenched behind his back as she cuffed him with his own handcuffs.  She got off of him, then rolled him back over on his back with her foot.


She looked down and smiled evilly, brandishing the .45.  “Now, stay put.”  Satisfied, she shoved the gun into the waistband of her skirt and moved off.


Frank heard the click of a cigarette lighter, then smelled the foul smelling smoke from a cigarette.  The woman came back into view dialing a cell phone, a long white cigarette held between her elegant fingers.


“Hello, love,” she said into the phone. “It’s me.  Have you recovered from this morning?”  She laughed, a musical laugh that under any other circumstances he might have found endearing.  “Yes, just a minute.”


The woman leaned down and pressed the cell phone to his ear.  “Someone wants to talk to you.”


Frank looked at her, puzzled.  Then he spoke into the phone.  “Hello?”


“Having a bad day, honey?” his wife Mary’s voice said.


“What…?” he began, then trailed off, stunned into speechlessness.


“I see you’ve met my friend Linda,” Mary continued.  “She was all too eager to help get rid of you.”


“Why?” Frank said, finally regaining her voice.


He heard the click of a cigarette lighter over the phone.  His wife didn’t smoke!  At least, not that he knew of.  Apparently there were many things he didn’t know.


“Oh, so many reasons,” Mary replied after exhaling noisily.  “I’ve been tired of you for a long time.  But that wonderful life insurance policy through your work is the best reason.  I will enjoy all that wonderful money after you’re gone.”


“For God’s sake!” Frank exclaimed.


“No one will save you now,” Mary said, then chuckled.  “Good bye, Frank.  I’d like to say it’s been fun, but I’d be lying.”  The line went dead.


Frank looked up at Linda in shock.  She flipped the phone closed.


“She hired you?” Frank asked.


Linda took a drag off her cigarette and laughed.  “No, love.  I don’t need the money.  I have enough of my own.”


It finally dawned on Frank where he saw Linda before.


“The sheriff’s ball!” Frank exclaimed.  “You’re Linda St. John.”


Linda smiled.  “You recognized me.”


“You’re worth millions.”


Linda took a majestic drag off her cigarette.  “Millions and millions and millions.  All courtesy of my dead, rich, oil man of a husband.”


“He died of a heart attack,” Frank recalled.


Linda smiled knowingly.  “Well, I had to get rid of him after he came home early and caught me in bed with one of my playthings.  I had been prepared, though, in case I needed to dispose of him.  The poison of the Japanese blowfish causes death that looks like a heart attack unless you are looking for it.  A syringe full of that poison in his brandy and boom, I was a very rich young widow.”


“You’re a psychopath.”


Linda smiled.  “You don’t know the half of it.”


As if on cue, he heard the pounding in the distance.  It sounded like it was coming from the trunk of her car.


Linda sighed.  “Speaking of playthings…you’ll need to excuse me a moment.”


Linda walked around to the back of her trunk and unlocked it.  She opened the trunk and looked down at the young, beautiful Hispanic girl bound and gagged inside.  She punched her in the middle of the face.  The girl whimpered.


“I told you to be quiet,” Linda snapped, drawing her gun.  She put the barrel of the pistol against the girl’s forehead and cocked it.  “Now do as you’re told or I’ll waste you right here.  Do you understand?”


Tears rolling on her face, the girl nodded vigorously.


Linda smiled and removed the gun from her forehead.  “Good.  Now stay quiet or next time I’ll kill you.”  She slammed the trunk shut and walked back to Frank, still holding the .45 in her hand.


“Who was that?” Frank asked.


“Oh, just my latest plaything,” Linda answered.  She took a last drag off her cigarette and dropped it to the ground near him, grinding it out with her heel.  “I will enjoy her when I get home, like I have so many others.  I believe your people have been finding them when I am finished with them.”


Frank looked at her incredulously.  They have been finding bodies of young women who have been assaulted off and on for the last few years.  Their profile of the killer was definitely way off.  No wonder they weren’t getting any where.  “You’re the serial killer?”


Linda smiled.  “Guilty, I’m afraid,” she sighed.  “Congratulations, you cracked the case.  Not that you will be able to tell anyone.”


“Why would you do that?” Frank questioned.  “Why would you do this?”


Linda laughed.  “Because I can.”  She smiled the coldest smile he had ever seen.  “I enjoy it.”  Linda knelt down and spoke of him as if sharing a secret.  “Money gives you power beyond imagining, as I have discovered.  But this kind of power,” she said, raising the gun, “there’s nothing like the power of life and death over another.” 


“So what do you get out of killing me?” Frank asked.  “It’s not like you need the money.  What else can it get you?”


“I’m doing a favor for a friend,” Linda stated.  “A very…close friend.  Apparently you have been neglecting poor Mary the way she went at it with me this morning.”


Frank’s heart sank.  Mary and this sadistic woman, in bed together…the very thought made him sick.


Linda seemed to enjoy hurting him, and she hadn’t even killed him yet.  She rose to her feet, towering over him, a murderous glint in her blue eyes.


“Now, love, as much as I enjoy fucking with your mind, I have better things to do.”  Linda aimed the .45 at his head.  She felt the familiar wetness between the legs she felt as she was about to pull the trigger and finish off another victim.  “This is my favorite part.  Good bye, love.”


Linda pulled the trigger twice and blew his brains all over the pavement.


“Very satisfying,” she sighed, then stowed the .45 in her waistband.

Linda went back to her car.  After lighting another cigarette, she dialed the cell phone again.


“It’s done,” she said after Mary answered.


“Good,” Mary responded.  “Thanks a lot for your help.”


“You’re welcome,” Linda answered after a moment.  “I’ll see you later tonight.”


Linda snapped the cell phone closed and started her car.


As she drove off, Linda thought of how her plaything would entertain her when they got home.

