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Michael Strong Champion was born in July of
1983 to two loving parents who planned to raise him to be a doctor
or lawyer. He had the best of everything they could provide on
their meager earnings. Dad was a diabetic who was often very ill
and mom did every sort of household task around town to keep food
on the table. At age five his dad succumbed to his illness and mom,
having no other option, reluctantly rented her body out to make
ends meet.


This is how I grew up in Long Beach,
California and I thought it was normal for a kid’s mom to entertain
men late at night. At six years of age I would act out Mario
brothers with the other kids in between the twin apartments until
about ten o’clock and then mom would call out to me and I would
shower with her. I remember her loving touch and the hair between
her legs and how she would tell me I would be something one
day.


I loved my mom and cried fountains of tears
after she got the sickness and died on my eighth birthday. Having
no real family around us, the State of California became my parents
and my first week in the dorm; I was raped by a fourteen year old
boy that took whatever he wanted. I hated him and this activity was
repeated many times before he was transferred to a facility in
Oregon when I was nine.


I made a lot of friends and a few enemies and
after that pervert left, I told myself I would rather die than be
subjected to treatment like that again. Three weeks before my tenth
birthday, I stabbed one of the keepers at the orphanage with a
Phillips screwdriver when he tried to violate me. He died in the
parking lot and I slept in a state of terror, knowing they would
come and get me when they found out I did it... but they never
came!


The death of this predator sent a warning to
the others and our group of fifty boys got a reprieve for a couple
of weeks before it started again. No one knew it was me who had
killed the steward and being a smaller kid, I was one of the first
to fall under the heavy-handedness of the new man who decided the
coast was clear. He was an older man and he cornered me one night
when I got up to pee. I had no chance to escape and he brutally
orally sodomized me in the bathroom while the other kids slept.


There is not much a kid can do to stop a
grown man and I vowed I would do whatever I could to get even with
the man, but I had no viable options to stop his frequent
attacks.


Every opportunity he had, he used me and I
did the only thing I could and simply complied. I endured many
assaults from the man until one night, I stole a paring knife from
the kitchen and when he tried to molest me, I stabbed him in the
stomach… four times.


He ran out of the bathroom holding his gut
and collapsed in his car on the way to the hospital. His Buick
swerved into the oncoming path of a semi-truck and his body was so
badly mangled, it was never discovered that he actually died from
the knifing I gave him.


The boy’s home lost its license over some
issue I never understood and I was adopted at the last second by a
family from Roy, Utah. “Dad” was an FBI agent and “Mom” a strict
disciplinarian. Jeddah and Martha Joseph were never able to have
children due to her being born without all her reproductive organs
or something – I was never quite sure. Jeddah loved her though and
finally to appease her motherly instincts, I was chosen as their
son.


I didn’t see much of dad growing up, but he
was always very loving and he really did become my father, as far
as I’m concerned. My mom on the other hand never really took to the
nurturing side of raising me, but gave me a work ethic that set me
apart from all the other kids I grew up with. By my twelfth
birthday, she had me hired out to the local farmers and I learned
just about everything there is to know about machinery, farming,
and livestock husbandry. Folks said I was a natural.


Fifty per cent of everything I earned went
for room and board and it still left me with a staggering bank
account of nearly thirty-five hundred dollars by the time I was
thirteen. Being a small kid for my age, I didn’t play conventional
sports, but I bugged mom to death to let me take Judo lessons from
one of the brothers at our church and of course there was the
mandatory Boy Scout training. The Church of Jesus Christ of the
Latter Day Saints puts high value on success and I made Eagle Scout
three days after my seventeenth birthday. I was what everyone
called a “high achiever” and this included martial arts.


Two days later I was awarded my 3rd degree
black belt in Judo and had a steady string of victories and
trophies competing on the local and regional level. My mom only
tolerated my martial arts training, but my dad was one hundred
percent behind me and that is why I succeeded. I need to mention
here that I paid for all of my Judo classes and everything
associated with Boy Scouts and my dad was totally in the dark about
it or he would have blown a fuse.


I had no idea my mom was teaching me to be
independent. I learned to never trust anyone.


I continued to dole out my labor to the local
farmers all the way to graduation and at five feet nine inches; I
was solid as a rock. My reputation as a Judoka kept me from being
bullied and I never had a single fight growing up. My reputation as
a nerd, pretty much kept me a virgin also and on top of everything
else, I am naturally a quiet person. I am a poor judge of whether I
am handsome or ugly, but I never dated either or maybe I would have
if I had recognized I was considered "cute" by more than a few
girls, who were just as awkward about dating as I was.


I was a quiet kid, living miles from the
orphanage I started in and no one had an inkling that I had killed
two men. My temper was slowly beginning to rise with my
testosterone development, but my Scout and Judo training always
kept it in control. The truth of the matter is that I was socially
awkward, except when it came to Scouts, working with farmers, and
Judo. In these areas I didn’t have to talk as much as I had to know
what I was doing and in all three, I became expert. My idea of sex
was steeped in ignorance and I felt awkward around girls, even
though I was very much attracted. I just didn’t know how easy it is
to talk to girls. I later learned.


Each day after school, I would work until
1800 at one place or another, drive my eight year old Ford Taurus,
which I paid for, to the dojo and work out for an hour and a half.
At this time I would drive home and do my chores at our little farm
and finally shower. Mom never asked me about my day or activities
and would have a standard type meal on the stove with wax paper
over it. I would microwave it and eat at the table in silence
unless dad was home and then it would be a family meal with the
three of us.


Dad never saw this side of mom and it was
just the way it was. After the meal, I would study for an hour and
then go to bed, only to get back up at 5 am to feed the cows and
chickens and get ready for school. Mom would sleep in and I would
eat instant oatmeal and a banana five days a week and buy the
cafeteria food, again with my own money, each day at school.


Saturday was always a work day unless I had a
tournament and this usually involved traveling. Sunday, besides the
two a day farm chores was a day of rest and worship and Mom and I
attended every service. Mom was very religious and we never talked
or interacted with other parishioners. I sat through it all, but
was often lost in my head practicing judo. In fact, I really don’t
remember much of the services, not even the girls.


Thinking back, I did experience one “fight”
in high school when the local bully decided he would wait and
ambush me in the parking lot. I slammed him down on his side so
hard that it broke his arm and collar bone and seeing that no one
saw it and the fact that he claimed he fell out of a tree, it never
made the local high school gossip. That kid avoided me like the
plague after that. What scared him the most was I was smiling as he
lay on the ground.


I was true to myself and seeing I was going
nowhere, four days after graduation, I joined the Marine Corps.


For the last two years I had come to the
conclusion that I had to get away. I did Judo, Scouts, and school,
but I did not want to stay in Roy, Utah all my life and be a farmer
who knew how to hip throw someone. On top of that, I was lonely and
seeing dad once every three weeks or a month simply could not
offset mom’s total emotional void and withdrawal from nurture.


Maybe if I would have had a girlfriend things
would have been different, but I simply was always occupied and
unavailable. Later on in life I learned that there were plenty of
girls who were interested in me, but I never asked them out. Mormon
girls were very much old school when it comes to dating, but I
didn’t know any of that or have time to waste learning about the
opposite sex or rules of engagement. I also didn't know that I was
the subject of conversation fairly often and everyone wondered why
I worked so much and talked so little.


I had no idea I have the perfect
psychological profile of a Special Forces troop. Self-absorbed,
socially detached, and self-reliant are all qualities that make the
hardships of this kind of life bearable for people like me. The
downside is I will eventually become a heartless killer and still
function "normally". Hell, what is normal anyway?


The thirteen weeks of boot camp at MCRD San
Diego was at first a harsh experience to put it mildly, but I grew
up around hard work and rapidly excelled over the other Marine
wannabes. About a week into it, two Puerto Rican enlistees decided
to hassle me in the shower by popping me with a towel and rapidly
learned that I was no one to truck with. Word of this spread so
quickly through the platoon that my drill instructors called me out
to see what I could do.


They put the platoon through an exhausting
pre-graduation physical fitness test mainly to wear me down. The
idea was to teach me a lesson. Everyone in the corps gets a lesson
until they are exactly what the Marine’s want – an obedient troop
who doesn’t question orders.


I ranked a perfect fitness score by running
three miles in fifteen minutes and eight seconds. Then I did
thirty-six pull-ups, and one hundred and fifty crunches in the
allotted two minutes. None of the eleven assembled DI’s could
remember a recruit with a score this high and that’s when one by
one, I bested each of them with my Judo.


When my thirteen weeks were up, I was the
platoon leader and top graduate and on Family day, I saw my parents
for the first time in almost three months. Dad was so jubilant and
mom put on a fairly good act of adoration, but we both knew it
wasn’t sincere. We spent the day together and dad explained that he
had to fly to Germany first thing in the morning, which was okay
because the higher powers had actually asked me to forego the usual
ten days of leave so I could immediately be at the US Army Airborne
School in Fort Benning, Georgia in two days.


Honestly, jump school was not that difficult
for me, as I grew up working every single day and being jump school
is DOD and ran by the Army, I kept my mouth shut and any time there
was inter-service jibs, I laughed and let it pass. Graduation was
not attended by either parent as Dad was in China and mom was,
well, mom was home. I did not hate mom and if anything she was a
solid influence in my life. Maybe it was me. Maybe she couldn’t
measure up to being a mom.


I was slated to go to Officers Candidate
School and like everything else I did, I kept to myself and
followed orders. I’m not bragging, but my IQ was about twenty
points higher than some of my fellow Marines and it was noted by my
instructors in everything I did. I blew through this course again
with honors and it was deemed appropriate that I should pass on
attending the Infantry Training Battalion seeing I would get this
in OCS. Instead I was sent to Naval School for Explosive Ordnance
Disposal (NAVSCOLEOD) at Eglin Air Force Base, Florida. as an EOD
Technician to learn everything there is to know about making and
disarming bombs.


To make a long story shorter, six months to
the day after I signed the papers to enlist, I stepped off the bus
in Roy, Utah as a First Lieutenant in the United States Marine
Corps. The very next night I lost my virginity to the thirty-eight
year old mother of a student I graduated high school with.


Tamara Wheeler spied me at the annual Lion’s
club hoopla as I was the star attraction. Her son Butch and I grew
up together in school. I became a nerd and he was the high school
quarterback. Regardless we stayed close friends until I left town.
Now he’s playing football for Kansas State and I’m a marine who
just screwed his beautiful mom.


Tamara is a strawberry blonde with very large
natural breasts and hips made for a man’s hands and she rapidly
deduced that I was inexperienced at romancing a woman and this put
her on the prowl. She’s always been a sucker for a man in uniform
and seeing Mr. Wheeler is on temporary duty at the cathedral in
Salt Lake City, she finds a way to usher me away after the
event.


“Michael, seeing my husband and son are away,
I was wondering if you could take a look at my plumbing honey? It’s
like it is backed up or something…” she says and bats her eyes at
me. I swallow hard and deduce she isn’t talking about the pipes at
her house and am totally under her spell.


Now I had envisioned what sex would be like
with a woman and never having witnessed it in real life, or on the
Internet, I wasn’t really prepared for how intense it is. She all
but drained every drop out of me within the first thirty minutes
and I lay next to her beautiful body panting like I had been
drowning. Sex as I had experienced it was violent rape and
terrible. This was amazing!


It’s been a while but I think we did it or a
couple variations of it six times before I drove home the next day.
Mom didn’t even ask me where I had been and sat on the back porch
and smoked a cigarette. Cigarette smoking has always been frowned
on in the church and it is the first time I’ve seen her do such. I
don’t say anything, but go in and begin packing my stuff. I catch a
whiff of Tamara on my fingers and figure I have been to sex
school... and she is an excellent teacher.


My next assignment is at Joint Base San
Antonio in ten days, but I have nothing here to keep me, except
Tamara and I stay on for three more days. In that three days, she
schools me in just about everything two people can do in
private.


I leave without saying goodbye to my mother
and take a taxi to the airport. I will be going to a specialty
school there to learn how to kill people and training with people
who already have. My past is my past and I know how easy it is to
kill a man. The Department of Defense is putting together a task
force to interdict the drug trade and for some reason unknown to
me, I have been selected as having the perfect profile.


Lackland is a sprawling Air Force Base and it
takes me a few days to figure out how to get around and that is
when I met Lt. Dinorah Rodriguez and what a great day that was.
She’s a First Lieutenant in the Army and the second woman I am
intimate with. She is also assigned to the group of assassin’s, as
we later referred to ourselves. The DOD calls us “augmentees” and
nothing more. In fact, there is hardly anything written anywhere
that can be traced to our existence.


Classes cover every aspect of guerilla
warfare with Marine, Army, NSA, CIA and FBI instructors and imagine
my surprise when my dad walks into our classroom! He smiles at me
and is all business, but at the end of the day we sit down in an
Outback Steakhouse and reconnect. “Your mom left me, son.”


I am thunderstruck at his statement and tell
him so. I do not understand how their marriage worked and I lived
in the house with them since I was nine or so, but I do not rail on
mom. He tells me he is moving to Virginia and selling the house.
“I’ll get a pretty penny for it and you will get half of my share.
That is the best I can do for you Mikey.”


I try to object, but dad, with tears in his
eyes tells me he has failed me, substituting his work ethic for
being there with and for me. I can’t say anything as tears run down
my face. I have never been really intimate with my parents or
anyone except my real mom.


Our group is dwindling as first one person
drops out or another can’t hack the twenty hour days until there
are only twelve of us. Ten men and two women – Dinorah and Maggie
Lockler, who is a lesbian if I ever saw one and mean as a
rattlesnake to boot. She’s a Marine Captain and has the most
seniority of anyone in the class. Dinorah and I are all business
and haven’t associated with each other yet, as there is simply no
time off, but the intent is obvious. Maggie is also hot after her
and Dinorah sends zero signals her way to show she has no interest
in the woman.


During one of our breaks, Dinorah and I are
talking and Maggie walks up and stands directly in front of me, but
facing Dinorah. She is so close to me that her boot heels are
touching the toes of my boots and I, being junior to her rank am
forced to step back. Maggie leans her arm against the wall and
leans in and says something in Dinorah’s ear.


I can’t hear the exchange and really have no
interest in it anyway.


“Fuck you, Captain,” Dinorah says in a hushed
tone.


“Well, Lieutenant, if you change your mind,
just let me know.” Maggie walks away without looking back at us,
but holds up her middle finger knowing I am probably looking at her
shapely rear display. I am indeed and Dinorah tracks my eyes and
giggles.


“It’s none of my business what she said to
you,” I say and again she laughs.


“I told her I was with you when she asked me,
well you know. She told me she would have me one way or the other
and that is when I said what I said.”


Now life has prepared me for many hardships,
but being comfortable around the opposite sex was not a lesson I
ever had and Dinorah just made me blush. “Are you blushing
Lieutenant Champion?” Dinorah has never seen anything like this
man. He is extremely smart, in top physical condition, has martial
arts skills that defy his size and is cute on top of it all.


“Well, Ma’am, I am simply at a loss for
words.” I say and can’t quite meet her gaze.


Right then, Dinorah decides to bed this fine
man standing in front of her and tonight is the night.


“Michael, come to my room an hour before
reveille. No, make that an hour and thirty minutes, okay Marine?”
Dinorah leans in and kisses me on the lips and I all but faint.


I found it harder to concentrate than I
should have the rest of the day and by the time we sacked out at
midnight; I set my alarm for 0330 and was instantly asleep.


It’s is Sunday morning and they have allowed
us to sleep until 0500, but not Dinorah and me and I tap on her
door with one knuckle. I am nervous as a one-eyed cat watching nine
rat holes, but excited also and Dinorah giggles when she sees I am
in full uniform. I no sooner step inside her room and she opens her
robe and directs my hands inside and with her help, we almost rip
my uniform off. Her toned body with wide Hispanic hips drives me
wild with passion for her and she has to slow me down.


I am so far gone, I blow my load before I
enter her and she kisses me and tells me it is okay. She gets a
wash cloth from the bathroom and cleans herself off and then the
real love making starts and she enjoys the fine art of cunnilingus
Tamara taught me. Before Tamara, I had no idea the female hormones
can drive a man wild and Dinorah begins to moan also and I stop,
wanting to prolong her ecstasy.


“No, no baby! Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop
until I tell you!” Over the next two minutes I get a chance to see
what happens to this woman when she has a tremendous orgasm and she
has one that lasts well into a couple minutes. “Now, put it in me,
Michael and go slow, as I can see what you are packing and I
haven’t had anything that big inside me before.” I watch as she
takes me in hand and expertly directs me to her heavenly curtains.
Like most men, the way in can be tricky and it’s only after many
encounters that I learn my way around the home base of women.


Dinorah wasn’t kidding and when she saw how
much this slim man was blessed with, it almost made her eyes pop
out. He’s uncircumcised for one and at least six real inches of
thick love man muscle. As he enters her body she has to force
herself to relax and thank god she just had an orgasm or she
doesn’t think she could get half of him inside her.


I can feel her hands push back on the inside
of my hips each time I push in and she tenses also and I go slow,
but after forty agonizing seconds I feel her relax and I push in
deep and feel the rush of a nut coming on. “I’m going to cummmmm,”
I groan and faster than a greyhound out of the cage, she slides out
from under me, turns me on my back and clamps her soft lips over
the end of my wood.


This is the most heavenly thing I’ve ever
experienced and I feel the hot liquid blast out in eight long
spurts as her hand works the shaft up and down. I almost stop
breathing and I can hear her swallowing what can only be described
as the momma-making load.


Dinorah sits up and in the dim room smiles
and I get a real good look at her breasts. They are modest in size
and have dark brown and very large nipples and she lowers first one
and then the other to let me sample them.


Fifteen minutes later I am back in uniform
four rooms down and feel a hundred pounds lighter. Dinorah shooed
me out of her room with promises of more so she could get ready for
class and I feel like I‘m in love. We have two weeks left in our
training and she made me swear on the Bible that our tryst remains
a secret.


Over the final two weeks, four more people
are dropped including Maggie. We are the final pick and none of us
realize we will be scattered all across the US of A and beyond.
Dinorah and I meet just before wake-up two more times and
immediately have sex and then out the door we go to get ready for
the day. We have become proficient in many disciplines; having been
trained by the best and I am being sent TDY to the Middle East to
get some OJT.


----


Fourteen years later I am a shell of the man
I had hoped to become. I never did see Maggie or Dinorah again or
the other members of our class, but have met other augmentees doing
what we do, in other faraway places. I have five Purple Heart
medals and obtained the rank of Colonel before Uncle Sam said I had
done enough. I fought it of course and that just made it worse and
proved their point that my only socially acceptable skill was
living with others like me and not interacting with common folks.
To put it lightly, I sometimes have a bad and occasionally violent
temper.


Well hell, who wouldn’t have after twelve
deployments and a personal body count that rivals Carlos
Hathcock’s? I also drink too much, but tell myself as long as it is
only beer, I am okay.


I found a job with KBR through buddy
connections and I oversee a pipeline that runs for miles in every
direction and spend most of my time at the Mont Belvieu terminal,
thirty-five miles east of Houston, Texas. It pays well and I have a
company truck and they subsidize my apartment lease also. I have
ten crews of six men and they are for the most part good old boys
who know their jobs and do them well and this leaves me time to
spend as much as four hours a day at the 24 Hour Fitness gym in
Baytown.


Baytown is thirty miles east of Houston and
due to its three main highways, one of which is I-10, it makes for
a very convenient place to live. Population is about seventy
thousand but almost doubles every day when the main workforce is
active. It is also home to both Exxon-Mobil and Chevron
refineries.


I have two pushers who were both infantry
Marines and they rightly read me that if they keep the men busy,
they don't have to deal with me. On top of that because I don’t
talk any more than I have to, it is generally regarded as their
boss is a mean mother fucker. I am not mean at all and I have no
idea this is their perception. All I know is when I ask my pushers
something, it gets done pronto.


At five feet nine inches tall, I have a
physique reminiscent of Franco Columbu and I keep it covered up
most of the time due to my many bullet and IED scars. I also keep
my hair very short, but that is common these days. The other
gym-heads notice my weight load, but also my propensity to keep to
myself and watch from afar as I press weight they only dream of. In
the gym, I see nothing and hear nothing and workout without a
personal set of headphones or earbuds. I lift long and I lift heavy
and my body definition is hidden by my full covering of old school
sweat clothes. No one wears these clothes anymore and I have no
idea I am the talk of the other gorillas.


The women notice too and one in particular
knows not only my name, but my military background. She should, as
her name is Dinorah Rodriguez and she’s now the assistant DA for
Harris County, Texas. She has followed my career ever since she was
assigned to the Pentagon and Special Ops ten years ago. Six months
ago she left the Army to take a job offer she couldn’t refuse and
here we are. Her priority is finding a new “Finisher”.


Across the State of Texas there are fourteen
unique people designated as Finishers. They work under deep cover
to rid the State of enemies who live above the law. The program is
overseen by the FBI and is so secret, only a handful of people know
of its existence.


Dinorah is controlled by a woman named
Krystal Barker who was nearly killed while directing the Texas
Finisher program. As a result, she has an artificial leg and works
at Fort Hood in Killeen, Texas. Dinorah’s job is to find a
replacement for the last Houston Finisher who simply walked off the
job six months ago. He lasted fourteen months; two months longer
than the average for this "occupation".


Finishers are financed through drug and human
trafficking monies, confiscated in raids. Their job is ugly and
takes a special breed of man – as so far no woman has been
recruited. These fighters must be able to follow instructions
exactly and kill without mercy or conscience. Michael Champion fits
the bill exactly. He’s a loner and anti-social in that he has no
friends or appears to not need any. His family, other than his
estranged dad, simply does not exist. As far as she can tell,
Michael and his dad are no longer in contact.


Yea, he’s her guy and she remembers how shy
he was the first time she deliberately bed him.


Dinorah was always a looker, but now at
thirty-eight, she is considered “prime ass” by the gym gorillas,
but no one has scored, or at least claimed they have. Her small
breasts set high and her ass is as good as J-Lo’s. She’s been
watching Michael work out for the last two months like a man
possessed and with her FBI connections she once again perused his
military psych profile and accomplished record down to every
detail. Her travels never put her in harm’s way, but his did the
opposite and he is a stone cold killer of bad guys. One hundred and
forty-six confirmed kills and double that unconfirmed.


Casually moving over to the Smith machine,
she deliberately positions herself in his path and each time he
moves, she moves until his eyes focus on her.


I stare at this beautiful Hispanic woman for
a full ten seconds and then a smile comes over my face. I have no
idea half the people in the crowded gym are
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