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Persevel Jacek Davies is what is written on
my birth certificate and that's why people simply call me Jake. I
was born in England and my parents we so traditional, I was given
my great, great grandfathers name on both sides. It also makes me
the whitest black person in Houston, Texas because I speak with a
British accent and have nothing in common with the majority of
American black fellows my age.


Back when I was what? Seven? We left Long
Eaton and moved all across the globe doing mission work. My parents
who were Baptist missionaries had made triple sure that I
maintained a very high level of education; so much so that I passed
my high school equivalency test at sixteen and enrolled in Texas
A&M on a foreign exchange scholarship. I guess you can say this
is where I learned that females have a lot more to offer than
simply being the opposite sex.


As an extremely well-groomed and polite
light-skinned black man, I did not understand the cultural taboos
of dating white women and had little in common with women of my own
race, even though I casually dated a few. It is a lesser known fact
that people accept you regardless of your color if you act and
behave like they do and it amazes me that people do not make this
connection. The answer is compatibility and culture, not skin
color.


My four years at Texas A&M blew by due to
their ROTC program and in the summers, I trained in four foreign
countries with their military for extra skills and credit. Upon
graduation, which my parents proudly attended, I took the oath of a
1st Lieutenant in the United States Army and immediately was sent
to jump school at Fort Benning, Georgia.


I completed my three weeks and five jumps
without fear or injury and without delay, enrolled in Ranger school
and this is when I met my first real challenge. Sixty-one days of
pure hell and exhaustion. No one can train for twenty hours a day,
sleep less than four hours, and only eat about two thousand
calories without getting whooped down to the ground. Strap on up to
ninety pounds of gear and climb all over the mountains of Georgia,
the swamps of Florida, and the desert of New Mexico, and you get an
idea what the big deal Ranger School is.


I've never been prouder than I was the day I
sewed on that Ranger tab and the extra honor of being the top
graduate got me the distinct privilege of going to Special Forces
school at Camp McCall. Because I had excelled at Ranger School, I
bypassed SFPC (Special Forces Preparation and Conditioning) and
went straight to SFAS, or Special Forces Assessment and
Selection.


Over the next year and a half we trained,
trained, and trained and I graduated as a distinguished Special
Forces Detachment Officer and once again, I graduated top of the
class. I had been in the Army two years plus and just completed my
initial training. Due to my intensive classes, I haven't taken
leave and catch a plane home to England to spend some time with my
parents. On my flight home, I turn twenty-two years old.


----


Seven years later I am an American citizen
with six tours in the Middle East, plus one in the Philippines and
I am under psychiatric scrutiny at the Michael E. DeBakey VA
Medical Center in Houston, Texas. I was honorably discharged last
week for medical reasons that have nothing to do with my four
bullet wounds and the shrapnel I still carry in my thigh. For the
last three months, I had been having increasing anxiety attacks and
since I was working with the FBI in Houston, I took my assessment
at this VA hospital and that is when the powers that be decided
enough was enough.


I was so fricking mad, I became violent and
only when they replayed the video of my behavior is the first time
I realized I truly have PTSD. As a lieutenant colonel, there is no
way this level of anger would ever be allowed to lead men and I
watch the video five times and watch the female doctor, herself a
retired colonel back away from me in a classic defensive reaction.
Hell, I simply thought I was pleading my case, but the man in the
video looks like he is about to twist her head off.


They want me on three different medications
and I promise to use exercise instead and report once a month so
they can check my progress. Now here's the kicker. Full disability
and me, I'm fit as a fiddle. I am told that if in one year, if I
can reign in my demons, it will be possible to be reinstated on
active duty, but until then and in her words, "Not a fucking chance
Lt. Colonel."


For the first time in over ten years, I have
no idea what I am going to do next. I walk outside into the Houston
springtime weather and have a seat in the sun. It's about sixty
with a slight breeze and I nod and acknowledge the many Vets, both
men and women coming and going and before I know it, an hour has
crept by and that's when something happened that changed my life
forever.


"Jake!" I turn and look to my left and there
is Colonel Jose Cantrell, my former commanding officer when I was
stationed in the PI.


"How the hell are you sir?" I say pumping his
one good hand. His motorized wheel chair is about the most
elaborate damned thing I've ever seen.


"Well, I guess you heard about them bombing
the fuck out of the officers club."


"Yes sir I did, but I had no idea you were
there." The man is missing his left hand and one leg, but otherwise
looks healthy and he tells me he is in the process of getting a
prosthetic leg.


We chat on a bit and he asks me why I am here
and I reluctantly confess my problem. "Jake, I know just the person
you need to talk to. She's the Assistant Harris County District
Attorney and is the daughter of a family friend. The word I got is
she may just be looking for someone with your skill set and I got
this on the down low, so don't give me away. You have something to
write on?"


"Yeah, hang on. Okay, go."


"Here name is Abigail Kilgore-Tanner and I've
known her since she was a kid. She's a cute little pixie of a woman
with a great ass and word is that she is linked up with the FBI
somehow and runs a covert operation. It's like a ghost program and
like Bigfoot, it keeps popping up, but there is no evidence it
exists. I saw her two months ago at a dog and pony show and she
asked me, in a very roundabout way, if I knew any warriors who
might be looking for a job. You are that guy, if I am not
mistaken."


"Well, I got nothing and that's why I've been
sitting on my ass out here for the last hour. When they cut me off,
I moved the small amount of personal belongings I have to a motel
room on I-10 and paid for one month. I was sure it was a mistake,
but now the cold hard truth is, I am unemployed, don't own a car,
and have zero prospects. Of course, this may be the ticket I'm
looking for."


"Okay, buddy. I got an appointment to get
that penile reduction and I don't want to keep them women waiting!"
He laughs and drives off like a NASCAR wannabe. That damned
electric cart must be made by Tesla.


The recommended contact is out of town and it
is the next Monday before I can get in and see her and I passed the
last four days running in Memorial Park. My social life totally
sucks like it has for years, as the only female contact I've had
has been with prostitutes. The Middle East totally sucked in this
regard, but the PI was the opposite. We call them Filipina's
LBFM's, or little brown fucking machines, because they are and I
don't have the biggest cock, but it is more than enough for most
women and too much for a few.


I think it's been about three weeks since I
got laid and as I sit outside Ms. Kilgore-Tanner's office, I see
more than a few very pleasing skirts moving about the building. I
am a sucker for a well-dressed woman, especially when she's wearing
a skirt or dress and that is when I see her coming. She has a
younger Hispanic girl with her, who is maybe nineteen and I can
tell it is her secretary as she is writing furiously as they walk.
The lawyer is closer to my age, maybe a little older and has short
dark hair.


"Lt. Colonel Davies! It's a pleasure to meet
you and I'm sorry for the delay, but business comes first. Come
into my office please. This is Gladys, my assistant. May I get you
something to drink?" she asks and smoothes her skirt and has a seat
behind her very large desk. It is three times bigger than any
general officer has and rather intimidating. So far I haven't said
a word and I tell her I am okay, but Gladys sets a bottle of water
in front of me and then shuts the door behind her as she
leaves.


To say I am surprised is an understatement
when she pulls my entire military record folder out and lays it on
the table in front of us and begins itemizing my history. "Four
Purple heart medals, seven tours, Distinguished Service Cross, two
Bronze Stars with V for valor," and she goes on and it is almost
embarrassing when she turns to her computer and plays back my angry
meltdown at the VA.


I am speechless and I would bet a million
dollars that she is going to tell me there is no possible way I
could ever work for her.


"You are just the kind of man we are looking
for, sir."


I laugh out loud and before I can stop
myself, I say, "Are you fucking shitting me?" I regret the outburst
immediately, as it sounds sarcastic, but she doesn't bat an
eye.


"No, I am not fucking shitting you."


"Why?"


“First off, let me qualify myself Jake. I was
an Army Captain working in intelligence before I voluntarily left
to enter private practice and eventually this job. I left the Army
frustrated that after nine years I was still a captain, so in a
way, I know what you are going through. You obviously are very good
at what you do and they won't let you do it, citing psychiatric
issues. Hell, you are a warrior Lt. Colonel and warriors need
positions that allow them to perform - and I have just the position
for you."


"Go on." I don't realize I have shifted in my
seat where I am leaning forward, but she does and smiles. This is
Abi's second Finisher and the first one left the program a wealthy
man. He lasted fifteen months, three months longer than the others.
Abi also had a frequent affair with the man and this light-skinned
black man is eye candy to her. He's tall and lean and obviously in
great shape, plus he dresses extraordinarily well.


"The program is handled by the FBI out of our
office. They select the targets and the Finisher - that will be you
if you accept, will eliminate them with extreme prejudice. Each
mission will have a detailed description of their crimes and
photographs to back up the allegation. As you may well be aware,
these people will be high level targets with enough resources to
live above the law and that is why this program is needed."


I study her face and it is delicately
beautiful. This woman is not high maintenance as much as she is
clean. That’s it. She looks clean, like she is very attentive to
detail and I like that. She reminds me of me.


"Like the IMF, any knowledge of you will be
disavowed if discovered and as of today, only you, my FBI overseer,
Gladys, and I know of your existence… So, when can you start?"


I sit back in the chair and for the first
time realize I was leaning in grabbing at this like a catfish to a
ball of cheese. "First does it pay anything? Second, where is the
base of operation and third, what is the length of my
contract?"


Abi is very professional and quite attractive
to me. Her business suit is cut perfectly and she seems to possess
a confidence I haven't seen in many civilians. "Good questions all.
Each mission has a monetary value and the money comes from
confiscated American used bills. The last Finisher left after
fifteen months with well in excess of a million dollars." What Abi
doesn't know is the actual amount was two and half times more than
that.


Second, your base of operations will be out
of Jacinto City in the industrial section of east Houston. It is a
near unbreachable old World War II bunker converted into a gas
station and totally secure with the latest electronics. All of our
communication will be done over scrambled lines and for the most
part, we will not see each other. The normal longevity has been
twelve months, but if you choose to bail at any time, you are free
to leave with our full blessing."


“I have no vehicle at the moment," I say,
feeling unaccustomedly embarrassed and off-guard a bit. This is an
emotional conflict I hate and she quickly addresses my concern.


"One is provided and you can purchase another
on us."


"Anything?" I all but blurt, trying to inject
levity and immediately realize I am out of step. Again.


"Anything within reason. Want a seventy
thousand dollar truck? Pick one out and we'll pay for it."


I snap back and am now in control. I don’t
have time to figure out what happened, but know I am good.
"Identity?"


"Ah," she says and lifts a folder and dumps
it on the table. On the table is my new passport, driver's license
and a new history and my new name is Tommy Lee Jackson. The photo
of me looks exactly like the shitty photos the DPS puts on a
driver’s license too.


"Damn. I guess you even know how big my cock
is,” I mutter and am astounded when she says, “It is just shy of
seven inches when fully erect and you are uncircumcised… sir".


We both laugh and I give her the nod. Fuck
me. This beautiful woman just described something that should be
impossible to do and is accurate, even if she gave me a half
inch.


"Welcome aboard, Mr. Jackson. I will have
Gladys drive you to what has been called the compound or stockade
whenever you are ready and you will receive your marching orders
and payment via delivery by Fed-Ex on a conveyer system that brings
the packages inside bay one. A small alarm will sound and you will
get an instant message; something like an amber alert to notify you
and Tommy? Be careful, this is as real as the Middle East and
possibly more dangerous.”


The drive there takes about thirty minutes
due to traffic and Gladys uses a military-grade handheld device, to
open the heavy chain link gate. It closes immediately after we pass
through and she tells me to not dally when entering because it will
close and not stop. While we drove over she talked and I listened,
but mostly I checked out her face and body and both are very
pleasing. She told me she was a gang-banger and the last Finisher
basically rescued her and Abi found a place for her. She is
obviously totally committed to the woman to the point that it
borders on worship. I can see why. Abi is a strong woman and this
young girl has been given a new lease on life with her.


Inside the four bay garage is a white Ford
Econoline van that looks to be about ten years old and Gladys tells
me its history. "It can run the quarter mile in under twelve
seconds at one hundred and thirty-two miles an hour - if it needs
to and has over four hundred horsepower." Looking inside it has a
twin bed and is set up for camping or overnight surveying. The
motor is a Corvette engine and looks brand new. It is the ultimate
lone wolf bug out van, replete with AR rifles, food, a generator
and the list could go on.


As she walks in ahead of me I take in her
curves and it dawns on me that she isn't even twenty and I should
be ashamed of myself. Even though she is young, her body is ripe
and as I watch she smoothes her skirt across her ass with both
hands signaling she knows where my eyes are. Abi has taken this
rough gang banger and schooled her in six short months to be a
street wise classy lady.


We walk into the kitchen area and my
immediate impression is the place looks very military and oddly I
feel at home. Off to the right is a communication room with four
large screens and three of them are the inputs from twelve CCTV
cameras. The fourth is for browsing the web.


Back behind me are two large bedrooms and one
has the standard furniture with queen-sized bed and Gladys does not
enter either. Each has a full-sized shower, which I also like and
the last room has four very large safes in it.


Gladys tells me the six digit code and I
instantly memorize it. The first one has guns and ammo. Lots of
guns and ammo of every description, as does the second. "All of
these guns have been used in crimes or confiscated from the
cartels," she says, remaining very professional. Both of us feel
the silence in the large bunker and the thought crosses my mind
that if she is willing, this would be the perfect time to do the
nasty. I realize it as wishful horny thinking due to the fact I
haven’t had a woman in a long time.


The third safe has more plastique explosive
in it than I've ever seen in one place. Beside the Czech-made
Semtex-10 are various detonators, cell phone, fuses, etcetera and
the last safe is empty with the exception of a thick stack of used
one hundred dollar bills and a note:


"Play it safe, don't take unnecessary risks,
follow orders, live long and prosper." F


It's a note and twenty thousand dollars from
the last Finisher! I look at Gladys and she stares at the money and
I pull five bills off and hand it to her. This causes an immediate
negative response from her and she blurts, "Please no. I am not
that girl anymore."


Her reaction does something so unexpected, I
almost cry. It is the most unforeseen response from me and I again
blurt, "It’s not what you think, Gladys. There is no obligation
here. The last guy left me thousands of dollars and I am simply
sharing. Really. Here. Take it."


Her hand comes out slowly and palming the
money, she puts it in her pocket. I have no idea how close she just
came to unbuttoning her blouse. Five hundred dollars is a lot of
money, especially when eight months ago she was accepting one third
as payment of $50 a guy. Sometime they would pull a train on her
and she would earn three hundred dollars, but would do twelve guys
in a row to get it. She turns her back so he can't read her
confusion.


“is there anything else I need to show you,
sir?”


I stare at her back feeling like an awkward
seventh grader talking to an eighth grade cheerleader. "Uh, are the
keys to the van inside it?" I say and cringe. Fuck!


Gladys' reaction and my goofy response
freaked me out and when she left, I am sure she was very
conflicted. She thought I was offering her money for sex and in
that brief instant, I now deduce she considered it. Now that's a
damned shame. Poor girl and an indicator of her resolve to change
her life. No, if I ever get in her panties, she will offer it
freely. I've screwed my last prostitute and if I have to pay,
something is wrong in my life.


I walk out to the expansive garage and check
out the van. It cranks up and what a beautiful sound it makes. It
is heavily muffled to hide the performance though and for some
reason I see myself the same way. Going back inside, I look through
the handgun selection and decide to go with a Glock Model 40 Gen4
in 10mm, but then I realize how long the gun is. So after comparing
them, I pick up a pair of Glock Model 30 .45 ACP pistols and decide
this will work just fine. It holds ten fat cartridges and one in
the chamber and the caliber has literally killed thousands of
humans. Beside each of these pistols is a sound suppressor and a
holster and I add one of each to the van after locating a holster
set up for both pistol, magazines, and a nylon tube for the
suppressor.


Looking at the AR-15's, I skip them and go
straight to the AR-10's. I like the heavier 7.62 mm bullets for
reliability and penetration. I settle on a pair of Armalite
AR-10TAC20 rifles with Aimpoint M4 2 Minute of Angle ﻿ACET﻿ CompM4 Sights. What a fine pair of guns! I plan to
take the weapons to a range I know, operated by a friend in Anahuac
and for a couple boxes of ammo, he'll let me shoot on his private
land. Hell, that and a case of Bud because I like to keep stuff as
quiet as possible.


He's a gunnery sergeant I met on my first
tour in the Middle East and he must be pushing fifty by now. I
talked to him about a week ago when out of the blue, he popped into
my mind. His name is Lance Borden and he's a short sawed off man
who is as wide as he's tall and hard as a rock.


It's been a long day and I shower and opening
the reefer, I see it is stocked with beer. "Natural Ice," I say and
remember this as Natty Ice. It's cheap lager beer with almost 6%
alcohol and if people ever quit being brainwashed by the "lite
beer" commercials, everyone would be drinking this stuff. It tastes
like beer should. I pop one and call in a pizza.


The next morning, my first order of business
is to drive about two miles and get a membership at San Jacinto 24
Hour Fitness. The guy who signs me up is a burly fellow about my
age named Albert and I imagine he can bench press more than I ever
will. He sees the Special Forces tat on my forearm and remarks that
there was another guy who worked out here regularly with the same
ink. This gets my attention and he says the guy stopped showing up
about six months ago and was strong as the Hulk, "but he was a
white dude and not green."


He takes me through the gym which is pretty
standard, with pool, group exercise room, spa, and sauna etcetera
and one thing I notice right off the bat is the members are about
90% Hispanic, including Albert. Like most gyms, the morning crowd
is a lot of seniors, but there is some prime flesh here also and
the yoga pants make them look especially tasty. I get a locker and
place the few items I brought to leave and thanking him, head out
for some come to Jesus get reacquainteds.


I did an hour and realized I am out of
shape.


I head out for Anahuac about forty miles away
off of I-10 and as I am crossing over the Trinity River, a car
comes flying up behind me and almost rear-ends the van. Hell, there
are two other lanes and I'm in the right one and the guy whips
around me and then swerves in front of me, narrowly missing my
front bumper... and then he slams on the brakes.


Well, I guess he isn't a student of the law
of physics, but the van outweighs his Chevrolet Cavalier by about a
thousand pounds and as I slow abruptly to keep from slamming into
him, our bumpers kiss and meet up. To say my blood pressure jumped
is a misstatement and I stomp the four hundred horse power motor
and begin to push this guy from fifty miles per hour up to close to
a hundred in about fifteen seconds and then I slam on the brakes
and he rear ends the back end of an 18-wheeler trailer and wedges
up under it.


Sparks are flying and rubber burning and I
swerve around the guy and keep going. In my rear view mirror I see
the traffic coming to a halt behind the trailer and I drive on.
Five minutes pass and I take the Anahuac exit and the guy in the
Chevy is no longer on my mind.


"Hello you black Limey jarhead son of a
bitch!" Lance hasn't changed much in the eight years since I've
seen him, except maybe he's a little grayer around the temples. If
a non-marine talked to me like this, I would drop them like a bad
habit.


"Hello Gunney! It's good to see a friendly
face. I heard all you rednecks over here would rather kill a Brit
than a nigger; is that true?"


"Hell no. We want to kill everyone." We sit
down and drink a beer and I set a case of beer on the table and ten
boxes of 5.56mm beside it and he wants to see the weapons. When I
pull the two Armalite's out, he whistles. "Damned, Colonel! You got
yourself a sponsor or what? Those are expensive rigs." Lance looks
at these guns in almost a sexual way and declares we are "fixing to
see what they can do."


We both fire a magazine and each rifle is one
inch high at one hundred yards and sighted in perfectly. Next are
the Glock’s and one magazine later, they both check out. "Hey, you
want to get laid? I can make a phone call right now if you are not
too picky. These gals around here love two things; crawfish and
cock."


I laugh at the invitation, but I'm not
sixteen anymore and can only imagine what these women look like.
"I'd sure like to my friend and maybe another time. I have got to
get back to Houston to see a man about a thing."


Whenever men like us say they have to see a
man about a thing, it always plays bad for the thing and my
statement stops all argument. I mean I just showed up with four
tactical weapons and Lance figures I'm a man for hire, which I
am.


In the first serious moment since I arrived,
he grabs my hand and lays the other on my shoulder. "You be careful
Jake. This isn't the Middle East, but make no mistake, it can
be."


"Thank you my friend and you tell your women
friends to keep their buns in the oven for me."


I stop at the Fiesta grocery store and buy
the kind of stuff bachelor’s purchase and drive back to the fort,
as I've decided to call it. Fort Jacek.


I clean my weapons and then familiarize
myself with each and every weapon inside the safes and this pretty
much wraps up the second day of my employment. I don running shorts
and old Army t-shirt and drive down to the high school track and
run ten miles. Three young high school girls are at the top of the
bleachers smoking pot and cheer me on each time I run by. I find it
very amusing and it reminds me bygone days. The girls leave by mile
seven and I finish and head back to the fort.


Day three starts with a text message and a
beep as a package rolls down the conveyor rollers and I see a
yellow Mach One Mustang drive off and wonder who that is. It's
marching orders and I am fascinated. Opening the binder, the first
thing I see is a blond woman on her knees being mounted from behind
by what looks like a Saudi national. The guy looks vaguely familiar
and when I read his name, I realize he is a well known Saudi prince
who has been stirring up controversy in this country over
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