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Ty and Kaydi 
 
The sun burst a beautiful orange as it made its way toward the earth. Kaydi drove slowly through the 

unfamiliar neighborhood, taking poor directions from Ty. 
 
“Turn right, right here.” Ty said. 
 
“Damn, can you not tell me at the last minute? Thank you.” Kaydi jerked the wheel just in time. 
 
“Pull over right there.” 
 
Kaydi inched close to the curb. The modest brick homes resembled one another in many ways, but 

had subtle nuances like the stairs to the porch faced the front or the side of the house, some had 

awnings, others did not. Aside from those, one must rely on an address because having a 

photographic memory wouldn’t suffice. Kaydi turned off the engine and clicked the button to release 

her seatbelt. 
 
“No. You wait here. I shouldn’t be long.” Ty flung her arm across Kaydi’s chest to cease her from 

making a move. “I just have to get this money. I’ll be right back.” 
 
Ty walked three houses down from where she had Kaydi park. She punched in the security code then 

ducked under the yielding garage as it crept open. Now at the back door, she tapped the keypad and 

watched the garage door head in the opposite direction. She reached under the WELCOME mat, 

wiped her boots on its prickly surface before letting herself in. 
 
Kaydi oscillated her neck from left to right, like a fan. The house Ty disappeared into was situated on 

the corner, so, unbeknownst to Kaydi, she was unaware that Ty gained access illegally. Kaydi felt 

emptiness at the pit of her stomach, but couldn’t explain why. She bounced her knee, looked through 

the rearview mirror, and then back in the house’s direction…and still, no Ty. 
 
Ty walked on the tips of her toes, like people do when they want to go unnoticed. She felt as if she 

walked the Green Mile the time it took reach the last bedroom on the left. Though the room was 

dimly lit, Ty could see the fluffy comforter with the multi-colored garden print. Atop it sat Mrs. 

Brown, looking over her thick-framed glasses, doing a crossword puzzle. 
 
Ty dug in one of the many pockets of her khaki carpenter pants and pulled out the spray bottle. 

Breathe Ty. You got this. She inhaled and exhaled softly before she threw herself into the doorway. 
 
“Whatcha doing there, Mrs. Brown?” Ty said with a pinched mouth. 
 



Mrs. Brown raised her head and, as fast as she could, opened the drawer of her nightstand. 
 
“Looking for this?” Ty raised her shirt, exposing a Revolver. “Yeah…I took it the other day I was 

here.” 
 
“No…no…no…” Mrs. Brown’s lips and chin trembled as she contemplated her next move. 
 
In one motion, Ty leapt to the bedside. “Be chill you old hag. Just listen to what I say, and I won’t 

hurt you…much.” Ty leaned over and picked up the crossword book Mrs. Brown had dropped. “Here 

ya go.” Ty tossed it in her face. 
 
“What do you want? My husband will be home soon. So you better get out of here.” Mrs. Brown 

shook uncontrollably. “Better yet, I’m calling the police.” 
 
Ty gripped her wrist just as she picked up the headset. 
 

“Look Miss Piggy. I don’t wanna hurt you faster than I plan to. Now, put down that fucking phone.” 

She guided Mrs. Brown’s hand to the cradle. 

Ty dragged the vanity chair from the other side of the room and sat close to Mrs. Brown, who’d 

begun sweating and whimpering. The little color that she had left drained and went elsewhere. She 

swept her hands across her forehead. 
 
“What do you want, huh?” Mrs. Brown’s voice was shaky and elevated. “Is it money? Haven’t you 

milked us enough?” 
 
Ty jumped up and slapped her in the face. “It’ll never be enough.” 
 
Mrs. Brown buried the back of her head deeper into the pillow. “Here, I can give you the keys to the 

safe. Take whatever’s in there. Just leave us alone, please.” She jiggled the keys. 
 
Ty laughed. She stood up and paced the floor. 
 
“That’s chump change. I’m looking for big bucks…like your million dollar life insurance policy.” 
 
Mrs. Brown’s eyes got big as dinner plates. 
 
“You manipulative degenerate.” Mrs. Brown shouted, bearing her teeth. 
 
“Now, there’s no need for name-calling, fatty. You see, that pathetic husband of yours will do 

whatever it takes to keep me happy. All I have to do is jack off his old, wrinkly, pale ass dick and he 

throws dollars at me.” 
 
Mrs. Brown jerked towards Ty and rolled off the bed. 
 



“Now, you know your fat ass ain’t gone be able to get back up.” Ty hovered over Mrs. Brown’s 

immobile body and smiled, watching her chest rapidly go up and down as she attempted to catch her 

breath. 
 
“You dyke bitch. I hope you burn in hell.” Mrs. Brown mustered between deep breaths. 
 
Ty took the bottle that she’d gotten from her pocket earlier and sprayed it in Mrs. Brown’s face. She 

inhaled sharply, followed by a loud gasp. Ty watched Mrs. Brown’s life fade away for the next 30 

minutes. 
 
She snatched the keys from her hands. “Ill, you’re creeping me out.” Ty shut Mrs. Brown’s mouth 

and eyelids, and then fumbled to find the right key for the safe. 
 
“Come on.” Ty pleaded with her trembling hands. “Bingo!” 
 
Ty stuffed the neatly stacked money into all of her pockets and headed out the front door and towards 

the end of the driveway. 
 
“About time.” Kaydi started the car and was about to meet Ty halfway until she observed Ty 

gesturing for her to come inside. “What the…” 
 
Kaydi power-walked to get to Ty, at the same time looked over her shoulders. She experienced an 

unsettling feeling as she approached. 
 
“Hurry up.” Ty hopped the short three steps and onto the porch. 
 
“Where’s Major Brown?” Kaydi scanned the quiet house as she followed Ty to the back room. 
 
“He’s not here.” Ty practically skated in the room and to the safe that was still propped open. 
 
“Well how did you get in then…?” Kaydi stopped dead in her tracks when she saw Mrs. Brown lying 

on the floor, unresponsive. “What the fuck you do, Ty?” Kaydi yelled. 
 
“Would you shut the fuck up?” Ty covered Kaydi’s mouth. “Help me grab this money.” Ty stuffed 

her pockets to the max. 
 
“No, Ty. No. What did you do to her? Is she breathing?” Kaydi backed away from Ty. 
 
“Stop being a punk, Kaydi…ain’t nothing wrong with her. Her fat ass rolled off the bed, so I left her 

there.” Ty held the last of the money in her hands. “Now, huh. Put this in your pocket so we can 

bounce.” 
 
Kaydi slapped Ty’s hand. “Fuck that. I’m not doing this shit with you again, Ty.” 
 
“Bay, what’s the big deal? You know Major Brown’s gonna give it to us anyway. So why not take it 

now?” Ty assuaged. 



 
“Naw, this is different. I’m getting a bad vibe about this. Is Mrs. Brown ok?” Kaydi paced the floor. 
 
“Look Kaydi. I need you to buck up so we can get outta here. You don’t want anybody to catch us 

here do you?” 
 
Kaydi shook her head. 
 

“That’s what I thought.” Ty tucked the remaining money in Kaydi’s sweat pants pocket and they left. 


