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As far back as I can remember folks
commented that I “would go far” and “He’s destined to make a
difference” and similar promising comments. Adults centered on my
future and how intelligent I appeared to be. It began the first day
I came off the ranch and met the other kids in kindergarten and
because I actually listened to my teachers and didn't “act out”,
this perception pretty much continued through high school. They
called me “bright” and “smart” and figured me to be a prodigy
because I acted five years older than kids my age.


When asked to complete a task, I simply
did it and was polite on top of everything else and I learned early
adults liked that.


I knew what it meant to be called the
teacher’s pet and later on I learned how to defend myself. As a
mature adult, I never hit five feet ten inches in height and my
best attempt at bulking up for any kind of school sports still left
me sadly lacking at one hundred and forty pounds soaking wet. The
girls liked me because I was no threat, but that didn’t stop the
jocks from slamming me into the lockers because their girlfriends
showed me attention, or maybe it was because I didn't try to stop
them and was again, no threat.


In class I was the go-to kid, even for
the bullies and I was hounded to help them pass their classes,
which I did in return for protection... and that is how I was
initially introduced to the life of crime via”sharking” money.
Loaning money to friends is common among school kids, but what I
started was far more elaborate and the hush rule went along with
the loan. In other words, if I loan you ten dollars, tomorrow you
owe me twenty and if anyone finds out about it, I will never loan
you money again.


If you try to strong-arm me, I will pay
someone bigger than you to simply get my money out of you one way
or the other.


By the time I entered the ninth grade,
I had assets in excess of twenty thousand dollars in cash and four
pistols, not to mention jewelry, two modified Trek racing bikes,
and the sharpest clothes. I was “the man” and yet no one dared
pointed it out. I talked to any girl I wanted with impunity and
that is when doors opened for me I never intended, or
imagined.


My attractive Latina biology teacher
slowly began opening up to me that she could use a little cash to
help her get by until payday and we talked off and on during the
school week. After Friday’s last after our last class she asked me
to stay over a bit. My first thought was she wanted to borrow
money, or maybe she heard I was sharking and hell would maybe come
of it. But then again, staying over was not uncommon, but I have a
bus to catch or I walk home, “...and its twelve miles,” I comment
as she walks in front of me toward the Biology exhibit
room.


Magaly Osambela is a first year biology
teacher and at twenty-four years of age fresh from the University
of Texas. Her parents came in on a work visa from Guatemala and got
their citizenship the same time she did two years ago. Every penny
the three of them have is tied up in college loans and Magaly is
struggling financially, to put it mildly. She’s
desperate.


“If you miss the bus, Jim; I will make
sure you get a ride.” I had no idea I was about to get the ride of
my life and as she shut the door behind me; she wrapped her leg
behind my thigh and pulled me to her lips. Her hands jerked my
shirt up and over my head and me knowing what was about to happen
to my fifteen year old virgin body, suddenly get enough blood flow
routed to my groin that I could have poked a hole in the tiled
floor with my dick.


Now I have never even kissed a girl,
but like most boys my age, the Internet has shown me exactly what
to do and when her pants and panties come off, I watched as she
guided me to her sacred spot... and then I shot my load all over
her. I was so horribly embarrassed, as I hadn’t even seen her tits
when she dropped to her knees and took me into her mouth. I could
see her deep cleavage between her blouse folds and this helped
revive me and soon, she eased onto my lap after pushing me down
and... she took my cherry.


I had beat-off to porn many times but I
had no idea actually having sex with a woman could be this awesome.
Magaly was obviously experienced at this and she began rising and
lowering my slippery tube inside her as we locked eyes. I am in
love. Plain and simple and the look on her face showed me she has
thought about this for some time.


I was new at this and she placed my
hands on her covered breasts as she unbuttoned her silky blouse and
reaching behind her, released her bra. I was excited beyond
anything I had ever experienced when I felt her... well, suffice it
to say she made me a man that day.


From that day forward until she took a
job in Seattle halfway through my sophomore year, we were lovers.
As far as I know, no one ever suspected and the only reason we
stopped was her parent’s health and the distance. I like to think
she loved me, but the truth is in exchange for sex, I was giving
her about a thousand dollars a month... and I was still making
money. Hell, I had maybe a dozen teachers as clients, but only
Magaly and I were intimate.


For my thousand dollars each month, she
gave me full access to her body when she could and on occasion we
would have sex two or three times in one day. Together we learned
how to both make tender love and just monkey fuck. I became an
expert at pleasuring her orally and I guess the one area we never
explored was the back door. I just had no interest even when she
offered. About ninety per cent of the sex we had was in that
Biology storeroom and to this day the smell of formaldehyde makes
me horny.


My lover waited until the last minute
to inform me she was moving away and I cried in her arms like the
boy I still was. She was departing in the morning and for the first
time since we first had sex; I was faced with the reality that I
had a broken heart. Unfortunately from that sad day forward, I have
an inherent distrust of relationships.


It is my way of dealing with loss or
maybe because I’ve removed so many people from this
earth.


----


My junior year minus my lover was not
near as fun as my first years in high school and it was also the
time I took my first, last, and only beating. And I was robbed of
my day’s take of three hundred and sixty bucks. I had been safe for
so long, but some people operate outside of the normal bounds and
my adversary was a bull in a China shop with about the same
IQ.


My attacker was an eighteen year old,
two hundred and sixty-six pound lineman on the varsity football
team who I refused a loan. It wasn’t the first time, because he
stiffed me for a dollar in the sixth grade and I remind him he is
on my “no loan list” for the tenth time. His name was Jamie Lindh
and I say “was” because he was killed his senior year when his 4X4
Ford pick-up somehow launched itself and him off the Beltway 8
bridge at one hundred and twelve miles an hour. I heard it cut his
head off on impact. The other odd item circulating after his death
is he had a tattoo of a football on his abdomen, but it wasn’t
confirmed.


Jamie wasn’t real bright in that he
would often put the same answer on more than one question and when
we would group grade the papers, folks would laugh at him. He was a
hellava football player though and if he thought you liked him, he
would laugh too. Apparently, he never thought my laughing was
funny, even though I never laughed at him.


He caught me after school let out and I
had made my last collection and he severely beat me behind a
dumpster just outside of 300 hall. I was really hurt, but nothing
was broken that I could tell. I missed the bus and ended up
catching a ride with Lannie Wilcox who had stayed after school to
help the Girl’s soccer coach. I had never loaned her money, but she
knew who I was and what I did. Hell, my grades alone made me a
stand-out. I was top of the class in every category except PT and I
was dragging in that.


She sees my busted lip and my eyes are
beginning to swell shut. “You need to learn to handle yourself,
Jimmy.” Now my birth name is James Michael O’Roarke and the jocks
call me by my last name, but those who like my help call me Jim, or
Jimmy.


“Like ninja stuff, ma’am? Like what
your husband does?” I am always polite, even when I am collecting a
bad debt and she laughs and touches my arm. I feel an electrical
jolt, as she is very physically fit with a long ponytail of thick
brown hair. Unlike Magaly, Lannie is long and lean with high
upturned breasts, a tiny waist and hips that are on the athletic
side. She is as equally fit as I am smart when compared to the
other students and teachers and on top of that, she’s married,
evidenced by the huge rock on her left hand. The word is her hubby
is a bad-ass cage fighting chemical engineer with
Chevron-Phillips.


“Maybe, but I’m thinking you need more
specific lessons tuned for your unique abilities.”


“I am all ears, or should I say
bruises...?” We both chuckle and again she touches my
sleeve.


“Come on, I’ll get you home and we can
talk,” she is maybe old enough to be my mother and I figure she’s
in her early thirties, but god almighty, does she look incredible.
I sit quietly and listen as she lays out how to get me in shape and
to help me protect myself. I had no idea the paths that would open
for me from this day forward and all because of her.


I took my first rank test after six
grueling months and she uses the old Japanese scale of rank. Eighth
and seventh gup are white belts, sixth and fifth gup are green,
fourth and third are blue and the top two belts below black are
brown and I am awarded my seventh gup. In other words, after six
months I am still a white belt. I guess I simply do not have the
athletic skills to move up quicker and Lannie, who I learned is a
third degree black belt in American Jujitsu and an excellent
instructor must be very patient instructor to put up with
me.


Unbeknownst to me, by her estimation he
is a diamond in the rough who has no idea how fast he is learning.
She could have moved him up to fifth gup green belt, but she’s
waiting for her husband’s open tournament in four months and she
plans to enter him as a new third gup. Her hubby is a fifth dan and
almost lives at the dojo as they attempt to establish it as an
Octagon-sanctioned studio. At the time, she had no idea her man has
a woman or three on the side… until a week before
competition.


I am half-way through my eleventh grade
year when Lannie asks me if I would like to compete as a blue belt.
In her white uniform with her ragged black belt and evidence of
being tied many times she is shapeless, but when we roll in
practice I am fully aware this is a sexual female I have my arms
and legs wrapped around. Now I haven’t had sex since Magaly and
Lannie has become my wet dream lover.


“Yes, Ma’am, if you think I am ready.”
I watch her walk across the mat and coming back, she has a brown
belt in her hand. I’m confused and it shows and I stand still as
she tugs on my sweat-stained white belt and then reaching around
me, our faces come very close to touching and she ties on my new
rank. Brown, not blue or green!


“Competition is this Friday and I want
to spend every spare second between now and then helping to get you
to a place of confidence.” Lannie saw her husband and Brenda lane
going at it like teenagers in the locker room two days ago when
they thought everyone was gone. She heard the woman call out his
name in passion and she used the words, “Honey” and “baby” like her
husband was used to it and by the sound of it, he was fucking her
brains out and she was more than willing to lose a few brain cells.
Lannie never suspected a thing and tonight, she’s going to
grudge-fuck Jimmy just to get even.


She laughs to herself knowing she won’t
go through with it. Just because her hubby isn’t faithful doesn’t
mean she should be an adulterer. All her life her minister dad and
mom preached about infidelity and she thought they had a perfect
union. Almost like clockwork, they have sex every Friday night and
it is always good enough. Good enough doesn’t sound good enough
anymore. Besides, Jimmy is big and strong, even if he’s not six
foot tall with a big cock. She has no idea about that, but he’s
only five-nine.


Two hours of grappling with Lannie
Wilcox, the thirty-one year old black belt married to the top-rated
grappling black belt in Texas finds out what a truly large male
reproductive organ looks like up close and personal. In her mind
she is leading the young man on his first real experience with a
woman – forget the school girls he’s probably had in the back
seat... but when Jimmy unties his gi bottoms and his thick uncut
manhood stands to attention, she blurts out.


“My fucking god, honey! Is that lovely
thing for real?” Now Magaly not only taught me how to stick my
wiener in her hole, she taught me how to make love to a grown woman
and I lay her properly on the padded mat right there in the
darkened dojo. With each powerful and deliberate thrust I hear her
grunt lustily and I see it in her face. She likes it! Tugging
violently at her gi uniform top, I expose her t-shirt covered chest
and lifting it up, she bares her reddish-tipped breasts to me and I
double my effort to pound out our pleasure.


I have never wanted to make a baby
until now and she sees my eyes and suddenly extricating herself
from under me, she takes me into her lips just as I bust a serious
squirting nut. Grabbing her head with both hands I lean in and feel
the fat head bump downward into her throat and I fire off five more
jets of thick white life-giving baby makers.


Lannie just got throat-fucked and felt
the hot white discharge go down her throat into her smooth tummy.
It is never like this with her hubby. Never. He’s never even tried
to do that and Lannie licks my pole and kissing the fat purple
head, she climbs up and gently lowers back on me. “My turn...” she
says and I watch as she expertly slides my package in and out while
her fingers work her own magic. Her eyes get bigger the deeper she
dips, but try as she will, it simply won’t fit without really
hurting. Some hurting adds to the experience, but not too
much.


It is fascinating to see this gorgeous
woman mostly naked as my thick manhood slowly disappears inside her
only to come back out sopping slick. Five wonderful minutes pass as
she works herself to a point of no return and I feel her pussy
clamp down on me and she begins to shake; with little groans mixed
with heavy breathing.


It is too much for me too and I watch
her face as I blast my boys inside her. I am in love...
again.


----


I beat his second gup brown belt and
lost to his top student, a big sloppy fighter who wanted to hurt
me. My new lover stopped the fight and after “words” with the
student, I ended up tapping out a minute later. The nineteen year
old who beat me was also a second degree black in judo and Lannie
told me later her ‘asshole husband” sent him in as a
ringer.


What started as a onetime fling to get
even with her testosterone-filled husband became a regular thing
with my lover and maybe three times a week after class, we would
couple and each time it was awesome feral sex with very real
feelings toward each other. Never mind that she is thirty-one and I
just turned sixteen and she would go to prison for life if we were
caught. She still lives with her husband and still has sex on
Friday nights. He’s still fucking one or more of his students and
she looks the other way, while giving me what should only belong to
her husband.


To me, she is my lover and I love her.
To her I am a pleasure trip who gets her off and she has feelings
for me not near as great as I have for her. She is adult enough to
know this won’t last and in the summer before the twelfth grade,
two major events take place in my life. One, I make my first degree
black belt after two years of heavy commitment and training. Her
husband, who I only know casually, graded me and he was very tough,
but fair. It is really the only time I guess we’ve ever spoken man
to man and he wished me the best of fortunes... because they are
moving to Florida to open a chain of studios.


----


There was no way I could
continue my training as there were no instructors and I didn’t want
to study one of the other hard
arts our town offers, so on Lannie’s suggestion, I
began boxing. She was close friends with Dirty Dawg Boxing and my
trainer was a Hispanic fellow of about fifty years. Everyone called
him Johnny Law, but his real name is Juan and he was a hard, but
fair Galena Park cop for almost thirty years.


Now I am a quiet studious guy and I
took to boxing in a way I never could in wrestling, as that is
primarily what you do in jujitsu. Johnny Law takes to me and soon I
am his top prospect as I begin winning for his club. After only
three months I won my first bout by decision and this was very good
for me as I was learning to take a punch and keep going. Like I
said, I am a quiet guy more prone to observation than spewing my
own opinions and this keeps me out of the eye of the twelfth grade
bullies. None will take me on mano a mano, so they run in packs of
six and eight.


Mom and dad are professional people and
I’ve basically raised myself simply because I was never in trouble,
or rather got caught. Between school, martial arts – now boxing, my
loan business has steadily brought in a tidy sum and all thirty-two
thousand dollars are in a safety deposit box at the local post
office.


Sadly, Lannie is on my mind every day
and I shrug off any attention from numerous girls who would gladly
date me, citing study over romance. Besides everyone learns I spend
all my free time at the gym boxing. I graduate with top honors with
much applause and a handful of scholarships and a commitment to
Texas A&M. My parents weren’t able to attend, as mom is in
Hawaii and dad in Singapore. I didn’t even party. I went home, took
a shower, ate half a bag of Cheetos and went to bed, well after
self-gratification.


----


The September eleventh bombing of the
World Trade Center twin buildings changed everything for many of us
and I unceremoniously dropped out of A&M and joined the army. I
never thought about patriotism when in school and nothing about
politics interested me. Much later my extensive experience in all
things army reminded me in the telling that it took them about a
week and my basic issue of clothing for them to seek me out. It
seemed I was too smart to be where I was and I was ushered out of
my enlistment and I took the oath again, but this time as an
entrant into officer training school at Fort Benning, Georgia. They
never had a high school recruit with an IQ as high as mine and it
appeared they felt I could best serve my country as an intelligence
officer.


Twelve arduous weeks later and much
sweat, I was commissioned a US Army Second Lieutenant or what is
affectionately called a “Butter bar”. It seemed the right thing to
do after graduation so I joined airborne school, then ranger
school, and when I crossed my two year mark in the US Army, I
earned the special forces tab.


The crazy thing was, I was still
running my loan game and had parlayed my thirty-two hard-earned big
ones into almost sixty-eight thousand dollars. I would loan them
twenty and they owe me forty and you would not believe how many
soldiers, including officers who are poor money managers. If it
spilled over a week, they owed double. If they could not pay, I
wrote them off as a bad debt and unless they attempted serious
restitution, I never loaned them money again. There was no fighting
or threats implied. I simply cut them off.


My days have been taken up almost
totally with my classes and because I do not yet have a four year
degree, I am cramming online classes at a rate that would swamp the
normal young man who dates girls and gets drunk. I do neither. I’ve
been this way all my life to the exclusion of almost any
extracurricular activities. My two long affairs with women were a
giant blessing, but I didn’t appreciate it like I do now. It seems
all my peers are either married, dating, or chasing anything in
yoga pants and all I’m doing is studying. I guess my only real
outlet is pugilism at the post gym three times a week.


Just like when I was in high school, no
one paid me any mind in the gym until I set a two hundred and
twenty pound heavy weight favorite on his ass and then there was
action aplenty. After the fourth knockdown, he’d had enough and
this earned me the respect of my fellow soldiers in that
department. Hell, it didn’t matter as I was shipping out for the
Sandbox for my first tour and they already treated me like I was a
veteran soldier.


In case you are not versed on the
military entry level officers are the buck privates of those that
wear their rank on their shoulders. I was being treated like it
didn’t matter with me.


----


Eleven tours in Afghanistan, Kuwait,
Yemen, and Iraq later I am seated in the Michael E DeBakey VA
Medical Center in Houston, Texas waiting to hear why the army has
let me go. I pass the time watching the many attractive black women
who work here and there are plenty of them. Black women in general
do not do it for me with some exceptions. To me it has more to do
with class than color and if the black woman portrays herself with
respect and is educated, then I am prone to look her way. If they
get all Ebonics ghetto, I wouldn’t fancy them on a bad day. I
especially cannot handle a dishonest man or woman of any custom or
color. My idea of what a woman should be was molded by my two
teachers and most females simply have no chance at me.


The marine major sitting in front of me
has the cleanest sharpest uniform I’ve seen in a while; especially
here and I compliment her on it. She has the ugly job today of
informing this handsome army lt. colonel that his career with the
US Army is over as far as the government is concerned. Her name tag
reads Preston and a glance at her paperwork shows her front name is
Tanika. Very prim and proper she is and I note a sense of regret
and possibly nervousness on her part and know beyond a doubt I am
being rifted out. She’s an attractive light-skinned black woman and
what we here in East Texas call “high yellow”. Everything about her
screams she is a high maintenance woman and classy and this draws
my attention like I’ve seen money by the road, or a
snake.


“Lt. Colonel O’Roarke, I am duty bound
to explain that the US Army deems you no longer medically qualified
to continue as a US Army officer on the grounds of mental
instability... I’m sorry Colonel.”


“Will you have lunch with
me?”


“Pardon?” My question is the last thing
she expected. She has been handed these shit jobs before and the
soldier always gets very upset. She hates this part of her duties
and if she were not a Major, they couldn’t keep shoving this
terrible job on her.


“Will you have lunch with me,
Major?”


Tanika is one month past a two year
relationship disaster and has all but decided dating was not on her
bucket list. The man is handsome and physically fit and about her
age, but she hasn’t dated a white man in years, feeling she should
support her race. That hasn’t worked out for shit, as they’ve play
the field right under your nose.


“Sure. It’s time and I’m hungry. Want
to take my car or yours?” Tanika feels like ninety-nine per cent of
this problem is solved. No fuss, no fuming, no angry outbursts and
she gets up to leave knowing as an officer and gentleman, he’ll
probably pay for it. “Let me grab my sweater.” She says and
turning, she reaches behind her and I get a first glimpse of her
posterior. Wow, it passes the sight test! Nice shape, full
buttocks, but lean and without extra baggage. Tanika’s not sure,
but she believes he just ran his eyes over her butt. Surprisingly,
this gives her a small measure of unexpected excitement; something
she hasn’t felt in months.


I silently walk with her as we exit the
Women’s entrance of the VA and her car is an Audi A-6 and fancy is
the best word I know to describe the car. I listen as she talks and
it is apparent she is used to being in charge. It takes me a few
minutes to catch up with into my lunch date and I watch her drive
aggressively until we park two miles from the hospital at a
Fuddruckers. “What do you drive, Lt. Colonel?


“I have a bike, that’s it. I’ve spent
so much time overseas; I haven’t bothered to buy a car.” Tanika
remembers seeing he spent almost eleven out of thirteen years
deployed and found this very odd until she saw the note concerning
his high intelligence scores. She is smart, but this guy’s quotient
is far above hers and yet, he doesn’t behave in such a way that it
is apparent. In fact, he gives the impression that she is far
smarter than he is... somehow. The more she tries to draw him out
concerning his feelings, the more evasive he becomes, but not
obviously so.


His chart also shows he carries
evidence of two improvised explosive device detonations and one
AK-47 round through his left abdomen. Most men she has helped sport
similar injuries, so this should be a cakewalk from here on out,
right?


He unexpectedly held the door for her
and seeing they are in uniform, she should have held it for him. No
big deal except a burly fellow was exiting just as he opened the
door for her and the lug bumped into her and would have sent her
sailing except for the lt. colonel’s quick reaction. He somehow
slipped in behind her just as she careened to his right and he
caught her elbows. The big slob with the beard all but jumped
forward to try and catch her before she fell and ends up face to
face with her date.


Now Tanika knows what is about to
happen will be violent, as sure as hell the Colonel will beat the
man, but to her absolute surprise, he jinks her to the right out of
his way and then exclaims loudly that it was a “close call” and he
actually asked the guy if he is alright much to his surprise. As
quickly as it happened it is over and he steers her past the man
into the restaurant. The look on his face is peaceful and Tanika
can’t help but wonder what in the hell just happened. She fully
expected the Colonel to show signs of instability and yet, just the
opposite happened.


She has eaten here many times and
without thinking, she orders for both of them, including drinks.
She was the whole package in every way, just not for me and after
lunch; she parks back at the hospital and is totally floored when
the lt. colonel thanked her for lunch and without warning, turned
and walked away for the taxi station. Tanika stood for five minutes
watching until he went around the corner.


He never looked back!


What started as a surprise lunch date –
something she never would advise seeing he is a patient, ended up
being a casual good time and she had fun! He’s a great
conversationalist! It never dawns on her that she did all of the
talking or that he gave up very few personal details. She was
forthcoming with her own though and felt like they could easily go
to second base. She wonders why he didn’t ask for her phone
number.


The woman was too ambitious for me,
always yakking on about something. I all but stuck my fingers in my
ears halfway through the meal. She ordered a turkey patty melt with
chips and a diet soda. It was like eating a cardboard sandwich and
chasing it with vinegar. I ate and drank it without emotion as she
told me about her ex-boyfriend and what an ass he was – only
stopping to eat and then right back at the boyfriend’s
asshole.


I would like to see her again, but the
next time she would have her mouth taped shut and her legs spread.
Maybe her arms tied back too, so she couldn’t rip the tape off and
start talking again. I chuckle over that one for a minute not
realizing she was wondering about what I would be like in
bed.


She hasn’t been with a man, really been
with a man in some time. As much as she hates to admit it, the
white man excited her.


The army has cut me off, but with total
disability “due to post traumatic stress syndrome,” my record reads
and I have monthly meetings I must attend that I won’t and even
though they will stop the payments, they won’t. Getting PTSD people
together is like herding cats and Tanika had explained how it all
worked, as if it actually worked.


“O’Roarke!” I hear my name called out
just as I was about to get in a taxi and I hand the man a ten and
thank him anyway.


“Damn, Colonel! I thought I heard you
were killed in the PI by fucking Muslim extremists!” I say and bear
hug the muscular black Colonel in front of me.


“Hellll no! They can’t kill me. Maybe
shoot me four or five times, but kill me? Fuck no!” he bellows and
numerous veterans nearby smile, seeing old buddies reunite. The
brotherhood is so strong they would defend those two right now, if
needed. My friend’s countenance takes on a serious note and he
mutters, “They are cutting me loose, Jim. You?”


“Same-same! They say I am nuts and too
violent to keep killing for the government,” I say, but I’m
smiling. Hell, I
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