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CHAPTER THREE 

July 1998 

Graig travelled I-20 again, heading toward Atlanta’s airport, but this time with Ty in tow. 

They would’ve gotten there sooner had he not been pulled over for speeding. He tried every 

trick in the book to coax the officer into not giving him a ticket, but it didn’t work. 

“If it was a woman, I bet you I could’ve gotten out of it.” He tried to convince Ty. 

“Yeah, okay. Keep telling yourself that, bro.” 

In just three months’ time, Kaydi was in better shape than she was when Ty last saw her. 

Ty warned her about the Georgia heat, so she changed into a pair of checkered polo shorts and 

a solid colored polo shirt. 

“Damn, nigga. Your muscles bulging out your shirt and shit,” Ty teased. 

“Whateva, chick. They’re not that big.” Kaydi flexed. 

She was slim but finely sculpted. They exchanged man hugs, Graig threw her bags in the 

van, and they all hopped in. 

*** 

Like Ty, Kaydi joined the military to escape her life in New York. She had seen Ty many 

times on post, but they never conversed until they saw each other at a party. Kaydi was shy, 

humble, and down-to-earth. She had often heard that she was pretty to be dark-skinned, but 

didn’t really believe it as an adult because that statement was always followed by inappropriate 

touching, especially when she was a kid. But when Ty told her so, she believed it. 

Her family was devout Christians. Her mother schlepped her and her little sister to 

church almost every night of the week. She loved going when she was young because she sang 
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in the youth choir. When she became a teenager and members of the church started to notice 

her maturing into a woman, her focus and desire for the church shifted. 

Up until that point, she had never been hit on by a woman, and even for a while, skirted 

Ty’s conspicuous advances. She got into the routine of seeing Ty regularly, and with each 

passing day, her love grew for her. Ty and Kaydi were polar opposites. Ty was outgoing, 

charming, uninhibited while Kaydi was introverted, naïve, and reserved. Kaydi watched how 

people were drawn to Ty and was enamored by that. With just one word, people would flock to 

her like she was the Messiah. On top of all that, she was a hustler, a go-getter. Whatever she 

wanted, she got. She could sell an Eskimo a snow cone. 

One night, Kaydi could no longer ignore Ty and gave in. Ty knew exactly what to do and 

when to do it. They were alone at Kaydi’s place, drinking, kicking it. Kaydi wasn’t much of a 

drinker because she saw how it tore her family apart. But after seeing how much fun Ty would 

have after a few shots, she figured one or two wouldn’t hurt. 

Kaydi sat in the middle of the long, black couch as she slammed the shot glass down on 

the table in front of her. “Ahh. That shit burns.” 

Ty scooted closer to her. “Let’s do one together.” She filled both their shot glasses with 

Jose Cuervo Tequila. They licked off the salt on the skin between their thumbs and index 

fingers, poured the liquid courage into their mouths followed by a squirt of lime juice. Their 

glasses clanked the table at the same time. 

“Yeahhhh. Now, I’m feeling good,” Ty sang. 

“Me too.” Kaydi smiled as she fell back and closed her eyes.  
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“I can make you feel even better.” Ty slid her hand across Kaydi’s exposed rock-hard 

abs. 

Kaydi’s smile widened. She enjoyed Ty’s gentle but deft hands as they crept underneath 

her sports bra and teased her dark nipples. Ty climbed on top of Kaydi, never letting go of her 

small breasts. She took turns nibbling and squeezing them. This sent Kaydi into a frenzy. She 

pumped her hips up and down, signifying she was ready for the next phase. She ran her hands 

atop Ty’s wavy hair. Ty kissed her way down her stomach, to her navel. She crawled backwards 

onto the floor and got on her knees, slipping off Kaydi’s bottoms in the process. She grabbed 

Kaydi’s hips and scooted her to the edge of the couch so she could properly feast. From that 

day forward, their relationship was never the same. 


