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Author's Note

Find out how far Kylie can take her thrift store passion when you sign up for the newsletter!
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Kylie

My heart is in my throat as I flip the price tag. I bite back the scream of glee. I do not need to alert anyone to my stellar find until after I’ve purchased it. A vintage Chanel bag for $2? Who cares if the silk lining is shredded? That’s easy to fix. I look around carefully to see if anyone has noticed my excitement. I’m sure I’m vibrating like a neon sign. Nope. They’re all jaded thrift store workers or browsers intent on finding their own treasure. 

I clutch the leather bag to my chest as I make my way to the checkout. The karma of thrift stores says that with a find this good, there won’t be any more for me here today, so no point in looking. Besides, I want to get home and admire it with all my outfits as soon as possible. Reluctantly, I let go of the bag long enough for the cashier to wrap it up and take my two dollar bills plus the quarter for tax. Then I scurry out of the shop. I love this thrift store. It’s the one that benefits the local hospice, so it ends up with a lot of donations from old people. And I adore treasuring things that have that much love built up in them. It makes me feel like I come from a big, cozy family. 

Back at the tiny apartment I share with three other girls, I set the bag carefully down on the kitchen table and find my seam ripper. The first order of business is to get that lining removed so I can really see what I’m working with. It takes a few hours because I don’t want to scratch the leather and the stitches are tiny! It helps that there are several sizeable holes in the lining, so I’m able to go in from the underside. There’s something caught in the bottom. Probably an old hard candy or something. When I get the first half of the lining out, I feel around for the hard bit. It’s slipped down into a dart in the calfskin. As soon as I touch the cold metal, I’m sure it’s a ring. But when I pull it out, I’m gasping for air. It’s one thing to find Chanel for a couple of bucks. It’s another thing entirely to acquire a diamond ring and a Chanel for that. The ring is worn from age, but still glinting in the light. Far older than the purse, but there’s a tag on it. At first, I’m thinking it got mixed up at the thrift store. But when I hunt down a small magnifying glass to read the faded, crabbed writing, my heart sinks. This won’t be something I can sell to finally get a place of my own.

	For my grandson Theo, as promised. 1427 Maple St.

There’s a Maple Street that runs from downtown into the ritzy houses overlooking the water. I pull up the address on my phone. Just on the edge of fancy, way out of my price range certainly and far too many trees to have a decent view from the satellite image. I wonder how old Theo is and why he wants a diamond ring? Is he struggling financially and has a beautiful fiancée? Or is he six and simply likes sparkly things? Either way, I know I have to at least try to give it to him. And if that doesn’t work, I’ll have to contact the thrift store. More than likely, some family member registered the donation for tax purposes.

While I have temporary custody though, there’s no harm if I try it on. With a gentle movement, I slip the ring onto my left hand, feeling the weight of it on my finger. It fits perfectly. The sun catches the soft facets of the old cut and it sparkles with romance. I can’t imagine having the kind of money to ever own a ring like this. 

I cut the tag off carefully and slide it into my pocket. The safest place for the ring right now is on me until I can return it. My roommates wouldn’t think twice about stealing something so easy to pawn. Working on the bag with the antique ring on my hand makes the task seem elegant. When I have all the old lining out, I also find a small slip of paper. It’s a gift certificate for The Lodge at Angel Lake. I look that up too. It’s a few hours’ drive from here. Chances are it’s expired, but surely I don’t have to return this too? I know what my conscience is going to make me do. But in the meantime, I enjoy the vision of waking up in a beautiful room with a balcony overlooking the lake surrounded by evergreens. 




Kylie

The next morning, I slip the ring onto a chain around my neck. It will attract too much attention at my first job with the cleaning service. That schedule is variable, but I’m almost always done for the day by two. Luckily, the final house is only a few blocks away from Maple. So instead of hitching a ride back into town with the others, I set off on foot, nervously eyeballing the house numbers once I’m on the right street. Most of the houses have separate garages. But even (or especially) rich people have junk that keeps them from parking inside. So I’m guessing based on the lack of cars in driveways and streets that most everyone is still away at work. 

I gulp when I see 1427 on the mailbox in front of an elegant two-story craftsman. The yard is neat but not fancy, and there are no ornaments or feminine frills on the front porch. It’s bare really except for the plain door mat. I knock anyway, but I’m not surprised when nobody comes to the door. I’m startled into a small scream when I turn to find a big German Shepherd at the base of the stairs, ears up and growling softly. He stays down and I stay up. After a long stare off, he settles down on the pavement, his eyes trained on the street. I decide to chance it and inch my way onto the first step.

Instantly the dog is up on his feet and giving me a sharp bark of warning. I step back and so does he. I look around the small enclosure. It’s fully walled in on three sides, so there’s no other way down. I check under the mat for a spare key but there isn’t one and I can’t see anyplace else where one could be hidden. I’d break in if it meant I could leave in one piece. Should I call the police? 

After thirty minutes, I decide I’d better. If I’m late for my second job at the used record store, I’ll get fired. The manager has zero tolerance and a waiting list of teenagers eager to work there. I’d be happy to see it go except the money really helps and the work isn’t hard.

When I relay the address to the dispatcher, there’s a long pause, and she has a funny tone when she says, “Someone will be there shortly. Stay where you are. And for God’s sake, don’t give that dog any treats.”

I ponder that. Is this dog known to the police? Does he do this often? What happens if you give him treats? Does he get violent? 

All these thoughts are flying through my head as I settle down on the porch floor to wait. My back is to the door, and the dog is sacked out at the base of the steps. I eye the time on my phone with weary acceptance. If I’m not walking through the entrance of the record store in five minutes, I’m out of a job. It’s ten minutes away by car. Refusing to passively accept that, though, I call the store, anyway. The kid that answers nervously passes the phone over to the manager. Hearing the crack of sympathy in his voice, I’m guessing he probably only made it there himself, with seconds to spare.

“You’re fired, Honeycutt,” Ned says without waiting for me to get a word out.

“I’m not late yet,” I point out snarkily. 

“You wouldn’t be calling and using up valuable store time otherwise. Just for that, you’re fired!” He hangs up. The dog lifts his head with a whine of sympathy, unfolds his long limbs and climbs up the steps. I scoot back, hoping he’s just checking me out for treats. He turns around twice and settled down again, this time with his giant head in my lap. He whines gently until I pet his ears. I swear he’s smiling with his eyes closed. 

“I thought dogs were supposed to turn around three times,” I accuse him softly, stroking his soft fur and feeling like I at least have a friend. A needy, co-dependent one, but a friend just the same. I take the ring off the chain around my neck and put it back on my finger so I can enjoy that much at least for a few more minutes.

A nondescript gray car pulls up to the curb in a hurry. With a frustrated pull, a tall man in his mid-thirties yanks on his tie as he gets out of the car. His dark hair is standing in spikes like he’s run his fingers through it in frustration. I don’t think it’s his usual style. 

“Enby,” the man growls, “get away from her. Now.” The dog, I’m guessing this is Enby, whines softly, his brown eyes pleading with me, the end of his muscular tail thumping on the porch floor softly. 

“He’s fine. He just wouldn’t let me leave,” I call to him. “Are you his owner?”

“For my sins,” he responds, sporting a worried expression. “Are you okay?”

I shrug. “I guess? I’m not hurt, but I did just lose my job.”

“Fuck.” The good-looking man rubs his large hand over his face. His eyes look tired. “I’m sorry, Ms…?”

“Oh, I’m Kylie. Any chance you’re Theo?”

He nods, his eyes narrowing. “How did you know that?”

“Oh, um. Enby, can I stand up, please?” I ask the dog directly and he grunts a little, but lifts his head enough for me to slide out from under him. 

I dig the small tag out of my jeans pocket and hand it to Theo. He peers at it, winces, looks down at Enby with an accusing glare, and then finally sighs.
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Theo

Fuck my life. Not only is the entire station and anyone out on patrol laughing because Enby cornered yet another woman for me, but now it seems my grandmother was in on it. I’d accuse her publicly of being in cahoots with my dog, but she’s dead and that would get me a ticket straight in for a psych eval. 

Plus, this girl looks like jailbait. 

“Maybe you’d better come in while we get this straightened out,” I say gruffly. It’s not her fault my dog cornered her, although I’m still not clear on what she’s doing here. 

“Oh, I should call the police back. I think they’re still coming…” she trails off, looking nervous. “I don’t want to get you or Enby in trouble, but I didn’t know when someone would come.” She’s twisting her hands and looking down at the dog with an apology in her eyes. 

“Kylie,” I wait until I have her attention again. “I am the police. And they know. Trust me, they know.”

She looks skeptical. “You’re not wearing a uniform and that’s not a police car.” She sounds suspicious and like she’s not about to move off the porch if I’m lying to her. I bite back the smile and show her my badge. “I’m a detective. We get to ditch the obvious signs of the job. Plus, your new best friend isn’t going to let me
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