
The street was traffic ridden. Leslie waited patiently in her car. The music was drowned out by her voice. She didn’t care about having to wait. She wasn’t in any hurry anyway. She didn’t have anyone special to go home to and there was nothing on TV that she couldn’t live without. Instead she savored the moments when she was able to sing loudly and badly along with the gorgeous voices on the radio.

 
The van in front of her moved too quickly and then slammed on the brakes making a loudly squeaking sound. She felt for the van. It wasn’t it’s fault that it had an incompetent driver. She smiled and patted her dashboard. Go-Go Girl was a damn good automobile and she was proud of her. It had been her college graduation present from her parent’s who were too rich to begin with anyway.

 
Leslie propped her left foot up higher. When it slid down, she slid down, and that was no way to drive. The car smelled funny because of some soda that had gotten moldy. She hadn’t realized that soda could get moldy. But there was definite green floating at the top of the cup. She wasn’t normally slovenly to that extent, but it wasn’t her fault. A coworker had left it there over the weekend, and she had been too busy to take care of it.


This last week had been hell for her, but she was finally done with the big project and she could now have time to herself. She was going to rent a movie and read a book. Maybe she would write a novel, she did feel that she could do it. With time off, she could do anything.

 
The next track was her favorite and she cheerfully yelled along. Repeatedly, she passed by a truck in the next lane. Inside was a smelly-looking man that stared at her. She was well aware that she looked ridiculous. Her mouth was wide and her shoulders were rocking from side to side, but Go-Go Girl was her sanctuary. Nothing could touch her while she was in her car.


She glared at the man during an instrumental part. He looked back at the road. Good for her. That was one minor accomplishment on her part. Now, to rid the world of poverty. She turned off the radio, and dug into the holder for a new CD. She had just grabbed hold of a good one, when she heard a terrible, bone-chilling screech. Her head jolted up, her heart thumping. 


There were two cars in the intersection. They were pretty smashed up. She wasn’t behind the van anymore, just a little Datsun. She could see parts of the car still in the intersection. She checked the light. It was still red. She wondered what she would do when it was green.


She dug into her bag for her cellphone. She had to pull out everything. While she did this though, she kept her eye on the intersection. She watched as two men got out and began yelling at each other. They both looked fine though. After a moment it became evident that they were all right when they began to take swings at each other. No cars were moving, even those that had the green.


Leslie began to worry. What if this didn’t get cleared away? Could she risk going across the intersection? They were right in the middle. If she were in the right lane she could just go around them. The bigger of the two men was now trying to grab hold of the smaller one’s arms. She didn’t understand the situation, and she was glad that she didn’t. It was all too scary and too real. The two crunched up cars opposed each other as much as the two men.


That was when the door flew open on a brand new sports car that was to the right of the intersection. Leslie craned her head to watch. She was glad that the car in front of her was so low to the ground. It really helped her “rubbernecking.” 


Out of the car, stepped a beautiful goddess of all that was good and right in the world. Her hair was brown and blonde and red and black. She pulled down on her small leopard print skirt that covered only her ass and not a bit of her legs. Swishing from side to side, she ran a hand through her hair. Leslie could see that the buttons on her white top were only buttoned halfway. The top half of her black bra was free to the air as were her large breasts.


She yelled something at the two men and they stopped fighting briefly to look at her. She threw up her arms in frustration. Then she made a gesture to the car in the right lane. Leslie didn’t understand at first. Until, the car two lanes to the right of her went through the intersection, past the women in the skirt. Then the girl gestured to the car in front of her. The low riding Datsun moved past the her and through the intersection. Then she made the same gesture to the car to the left of Leslie.


She laughed loudly. The girl was directing traffic! Her heart beat loudly at the intelligence and daring of this woman. This woman who so boldly dressed and carried herself, had the courage to fix the situation. The men had stopped fighting, Leslie could make out blood on their faces. They were both puffing and holding their knees.


The woman continued waving on people while, walking over to them. She yelled something at them while her hands signaled. Leslie rolled down her window. It was too late though, because the woman then ran back to her car and went through the intersection. Everyone kept following her lead though. When it came time for her, she took off as fast as she dared past the two broken cars and caught up to the girl.


The car was red and easy to spot. She was in the lane to the right of the woman. She wasn’t sure what she wanted to do or say. She looked at the woman’s full lips curled in a triumphant smile. After a minute or two, Leslie let Go-Go Girl return to the speed limit. The woman zoomed off.


“I love you.” She said in her general direction. She envied a lot of people and she loved a lot of people. But never, had she seen anyone that she so wanted to be. She captured the essence of the woman in her heart. It warmed her as she continued home to work on that novel.

