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Toni stood at the teller’s counter, watching a customer heat up from something she had said.  In a dry, almost comical manner, Toni told the woman that there wasn’t enough money in the account to cover the check she tried to submit.  







The customer, not having it, told Toni to check her computer again—ending the demand with “There’s enough.”  







Toni tried to sympathize with the grouchy lady, but she wasn’t making it easy.  She was only making it easier for the teller to focus on the case of Bon Appéfefe that had been delivered to her house.  Her digital doorbell stopped working and she was worried about the package’s safety.  







Now you might be thinking, “Couldn’t Toni have just gone to a store and picked the item up herself?”  Well, no.  Bon Appéfefe wasn’t sold locally.  There were one or two local retailers that sold it online, but the price was always high.  It was a luxury cat food, equipped with a pouch of parsley in every box.  One retailer that did sell the sumptuous sample at a low price was Brigums.  It was an internet store, but their track record of quick shipping and excellent customer service made the seller a trustworthy source of exotic, hard-to-get items in Toni’s head.  After all, her cat was like one of her own children, and as such, deserved the best this economy could provide.  







Toni cleared her throat, which she probably shouldn’t have done, and begrudgingly entered the account number again.  







“It still says insufficient funds,” she stated.  







The woman stated, “That’s bullspit.  My boyfriend wouldn’t stick me with a bad check.”  







The customer’s voice had gotten louder.  People in the bank started to look.  A couple at the front of the line laughed internally.  Toni wanted to laugh too.  This curveless mama not only sounded ridiculous but looked ridiculous as well.  Her belly spilled out of her top, and her bra—whose straps were showing—did a poor job at keeping things up.  







“If you disagree with our systems,” Toni said, replying to a comment the customer had just made, “I could get you my manager.”  







The manager didn’t like that idea.  Toni saw Violet sitting in her office—making sweeping cutting motions with her hand.  







“I’m not speaking to any manager,” the customer snapped.  “I come to this location all the time and I’ve never had this problem.”  







Toni doubted that.  She had been working here full-time for almost a year and had never seen this woman.  







“Check it again,” she continued.  







Toni paused.  The phone in her pants had vibrated.  Just as it did four hours ago, when the Pique app notified her of the doorbell’s malfunction.  This made her think of the porch pirates, which were a band of thieves who would pick the packages from people’s porches.  







Frustrated by Toni’s delay, the customer said, “What, am I speaking Greek?”  







Almost everybody was getting tired of this woman, especially Toni who just wanted her to shut up.  She figured the only way to have that happen was to embarrass her.  But how would she embarrass somebody who seemed to be marinating in the attention?  How could she do it nicely?  Why would the porch pirates pick people’s packages?  







After checking the account a third time, Toni got an idea.  Were they planning to resell the stuff?  







“There’s eighty-four dollars in the account,” she said at a volume she hoped everyone could hear.  “Would you like to call your boyfriend to have him write you a check for eighty-four dollars?”  







Somebody laughed.  The woman turned sharply, looking humiliated and then intimidated by the distant security guard who had taken a step forward.  







“Fine,” the cantankerous old crab fumed.  “Where’s your phone?”  







Toni pointed to an IP phone across the lobby.  The woman popped off one last remark before proceeding to the desk of a deer-faced banker.  







A couple of hours later, near the end of Toni’s shift, Violet appeared.  The second teller was in the restroom and most of the other people had left the bank.  







“If there were such a thing as a purple heart for thick-skinned tellers,” Violet told Toni, “you’d be the first to get it.”  







“God, that woman was impossible.”  







Feeling the hurt, Violet explained that some people just couldn’t help themselves.  “It’s like an itch.”  







“Well, I hope I’m the last thing she scratches tonight.”  







“Oh, and if anyone asks, tell them I gave you a demerit.”  







Toni wanted to know why.  







“Well, we can’t have people think we’re an unfriendly facility.”  







Toni left the bank at about 5 PM.  Eager to collect her package and crack the mystery of Pique’s disconnectivity, she went straight home.  She took the side-ways through Market Street and another, wider, road.  Unfortunately, the few minutes she shaved off her trip weren’t enough because the package was missing.  







Upon entering the townhouse, she found her boyfriend, Lex, in the spare room.  He was at his laptop, dressed down and building a design.  A can of Schweppes stood to his right, a used fruit-bar wrapper lay to his left and a pair of wireless headphones—connected to the computer—rested on his head.  He seemed to have been home for a while.  Maybe he had brought the package inside.  It was about 5:30 now and Lex usually left Chez Donut at four in the afternoon, getting home at 4:20.  







If the doorbell had been working, its camera would have caught a thin hooded man casually walk up to Toni’s porch, snatch the package and walk away just as casually.  What it wouldn’t have caught was the getaway vehicle, parked a block away.  In another time, the package snatcher’s actions would’ve been perceived as suspicious, but in this legend’s time—our time—it wasn’t unusual for independent contractors in street clothes to collect packages from people’s porches.  The Hood could’ve been a contractor who was simply returning an item to a store.  Either way, most of Toni’s neighbors wouldn’t have cared.  This wasn’t exactly a tight-knit community.  What kind of community was it?  







“How long have you been home?” Toni asked Lex.  







“I dunno,” he replied.  “A couple hours.  Something wrong?”  







Toni asked Lex if he brought anything in from outside.  He said “No” and asked why.  After mentioning the package, she asked if he got the notification about the doorbell.  Lex had the Pique app on his phone too and should have received the error message also.  He guessed he forgot about it.  







“Damn it, Lex,” Toni grumbled.  “I was expecting that package.  You know what kind of neighborhood we live in.”  Is it like the one off Bridge Street?  







Lex had a side hustle designing bumper stickers whose text said things like “Share the Road...JACKASS” and “Have u been OUTfoxed today?”  Does Chez Donut have waiters in black ties, serving donuts on china plates?  Do people eat ’em with knives, forks and wine?  He not only sold the stickers online but in stores as well.  He had struck a deal with a family-owned novelty shop in which he would receive 70% of each sticker’s retail price while the store would retain 30%.  Starting the business less than a year ago, he had sold a fair amount of units.  Not enough to quit the restaurant with, but enough to keep going.  His most recent best seller was a satirical sticker about Joe Biden.  







“Hey,” Lex responded, “don’t blame me.  I didn’t know you were expecting anything.”  







Toni sighed, neither agreeing nor disagreeing.  







Lex lowered his voice—not that it was too loud to begin with.  He was a gentle giant.  “Can you get a refund?”  







She could.  All Toni had to do was reach out to Brigums and explain the situation, and if they refused to refund her for whatever reason, she could initiate a chargeback.  Toni was more concerned about Bon Appéfefe still being in stock by the time she got the money back.  







“Could you use another delivery service?” Lex responded.  “Like the one that tracks the drivers’ movements?”  







The service Lex was referring to was for another store.  







“They may not have exactly what you want, but at least you’ll get it the same day.”  







In the evening, Toni and Lex had dinner, which consisted of pork chops, brown rice and salad.  Toni treated her cat Luna to a dish of tuna, ham and whole milk—to make up for losing the Bon Appéfefe.  The family Malamute, Monty, was given a whole pork chop.  Now, the couple was in the living room—watching a miniseries in which an aging former reality star stalked a young attractive mail carrier.  They started episode one earlier in the week and were currently on episode five.  







Toni stared at the TV.  She wasn’t smiling.  







Lex turned to her and said, “You okay?  You’ve hardly made a peep all evening.”  







A plate of Ritz crackers, cheese slices and hummus lay on the coffee table.  Luna was on Toni’s lap, purring and wagging her Ragdoll tail.  







“Still miffed about the cat food?”  







Although Toni said “No,” she was still miffed.  Not because she had been stolen from, but because she had been selected to steal from.  







“Well, maybe a little.”  







Toni had an older sister who would steal from her.  Sis had a habit of spending too much.  She would often return things to stores for cash or filch Toni’s hiding places for allowance.  When Toni turned eighteen, Mom would demand portions of her wages.  She had to lie about what she made just to move out.  These weren’t the reasons she wound up working at a bank, though.  It was just better than cleaning or picking up after people.  







“You know I would’ve saved the package if I could,” Lex said.  “I just got distracted.”  







Lex had a tendency to make mistakes—like accidentally flooding the kitchen when doing the dishes.  He retreated to his room while the sink filled up, and because he had his headphones on, didn’t hear the tap running.  When he finally remembered the sink, the water had spilled over the counter and onto the floor.  







“You know me,” he continued.  “All fuzz and no
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