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Ever since I can remember, folks called me
Dickey. Word is it was after the famous guitar player Dickey Betts.
Never mind that my name is Harold James Parker and I look nothing
like the man. It all started when I was eight and got a kid’s Rock
Star plastic guitar. Supposedly I was spotted trying to trade licks
with the axe man on MTV. Someone said I was a natural, just like
Dickey and that stuck on me whether I liked it or not.


I was a clumsy enough kid but put a guitar in
my hand and I could flat play slide like Warren Haynes, Sonny
Landreth, or even Derek Trucks; at least that is what everyone
said. I never believed it. I had a couple other passions that I
later took on after I busted a tendon in my left hand bailing hay
on my Uncle Elmore’s farm near Liberty, Texas.


To say my guitar playing suffered because of
the injury would be an understatement, as I simply could not get my
finger placement on the frets. I was fourteen years old and it was
the summer between eighth and ninth grade. I would have been lost
without Uncle Elmore’s support. He had been in the United States
Marine Corps and limped from being shot in the right thigh during
the defense of one our embassies, but I can’t remember which. He
loved guns and taught me to hunt and shoot and how to harvest an
animal, fish, or bird for sustenance.


He also taught me to grapple to help
strengthen my messed up left hand. He never talked much about the
war or how he earned his third degree black belt in Small Circle
Jujitsu. Dad and Mom were more than happy to let me stay on his
farm, as we never had much of nothing. Dad drank a lot, if I
remember correctly – as he was never home. Mom had a boyfriend and
he and I didn’t see anything in common other than we both wanted
momma to ourselves. I lost out. I didn’t even realize this until I
was in boot camp, but I’m getting ahead of myself.


Sure I was clumsy, but constant martial arts
practice and Uncle Elmore was very diligent to hold me to it plus
hard farm work changed me both physically and mentally. Uncle
Elmore’s leg kept him from doing a lot of physical things, but he
had me and I was more than happy to do the hard work. Between
chores in the early morning, then school and afterward more chores,
I pretty much only had spare time for martial arts training and
shooting guns. Of course when deer season started, we were hunting
every spare minute and then there was fishing and all.


My uncle knew a lot of veterans and fairly
often we’d have some kind of gathering of his buddies. Out of this
came a few things I really looked forward to. The first was beer. I
didn’t drink it, but the men and their wives and girlfriends did. A
big poker game would begin and it would last into the early hours
before folks either crashed here for the night, or drove home. What
I liked about beer was some of the men would want to show me
martial arts techniques they used to actually kill people overseas.
Some of it I had been taught, but a whole lot of other techniques
now began to make sense. This is the beauty of beer. These normally
secretive and reclusive men, in the right atmosphere would open up
and I hate to say it, but they would act, well, normal. Yeah,
normal. Nothing of this type of warrior mindset is normal. They are
secretive and aloof ninety-nine per cent of their civilian lives,
but under all of that is a dangerous pressure-cooker mentality that
hopefully remains hidden. Most would be considered a threat to
society if they ever went rogue.


Uncle Elmore would always quiz me when I
would best him while we were rolling. I’d confess who taught me
what and then he would tell me their service history. Green Berets,
Delta, Force Recon and on and on and on. Years later I was looking
through his stuff and saw he had been awarded the Silver Star and
was indeed a Force Recon Master Gunnery Sergeant who gave his
country twenty-one years. He had been quietly retired due to his
left leg being drilled by an AK-47 bullet in a mysterious place I
never heard of - Somalia.


The farm was one hundred and eighty acres and
maybe ten of those acres were swamp. This is where we ran our
catfish lines and when we were “fishing”, it would take me two
hours every evening to harvest and clean these three to five pound
channel cats. Uncle Elmore was big on cleaning, as it didn’t
require him to be mobile and he had two big chest freezers I kept
stocked with ducks, deer, squirrels, rabbits, and best of all fresh
catfish.


The second aspect of beer at these parties
was fairly often there would be some hanky-panky going on outside
and this led to my first experience with a woman – a married woman
and Asian at that. Her name was Leilana Crenshaw and her hubby was
an ex-Special Forces sergeant name Hank and a nicer guy I’ve never
met. I guess I was fifteen the first time I saw her. I later
learned she was Laotian and a nurse and had fallen in love with
Hank when she was working at the VA hospital in Houston. He is
missing both legs and one eye and wears a black patch making him
look like a pirate.


He was wounded in Iraq by an IED and everyone
around him was killed. You would never know he was without all of
his body by his attitude though and he told the funniest jokes. She
was drop-dead attractive to me and I felt like amongst all these
warriors I was probably viewed by her as a child. I was five-five
and only two inches shorter than her and other than her husband,
the shortest guy at the party.


Being a nurse, she didn’t engage in the
normal conversations or the poker game and by maybe 9pm, I found
myself alone with her when she joined me on the back porch. Being
socially awkward around “girls” she quickly picked up on my
innocence and shortly before midnight on top of a bale of hay in
the barn, she made me a man. Afterward, she gave me my first real
“French kiss” and left me sitting on a bucket.


I felt light in the head and giddy and I knew
if I went inside the house there was no way I could hide my grin.
After a respectable amount of time, I made my way to my room, took
a shower and fell asleep listening to the men laugh as they drank
beer and played cards.


Maybe her husband knew and maybe he didn’t,
but over the course of the next three parties, Leilana would be the
perfect loving caregiver to her paraplegic husband and before the
night was over; she would give herself to me. It was about this
time that my body really began to change. To be honest, I was in
love with her and she remained my only relationship I had with the
opposite sex. Years later I realized the Asian woman was desperate
to feel a man’s touch and I provided it for her, nothing more.


What started as sex for me, turned to just
another broken relationship when my Uncle told me Hank Crenshaw had
killed himself. Leilana no longer came to the farm.


By the eleventh grade, I began to grow and
grow and grow until Uncle Elmore had to look up to see my face. I
was bean pole thin and maybe one hundred and seventy pounds on my
six-five inch frame. The coaches wanted me to play sports, but I
couldn’t leave my Uncle’s farm and I would never forsake him.


I took over the duty of driving and soon his
Dodge Pick-up was like my own and when he needed to go to the VA, I
took him, even if it meant missing school. That was something Uncle
Elmore always hated because he put so much stock on education. So
much so, that only one person of the two hundred and twelve
graduating students had a higher GPA than me and only by one
point.


My entire existence by the time I turned
eighteen did not involve a relationship with the opposite sex other
than those four times with Leilana and graduation night I saw her
in the audience. My heart leapt in my wide chest and she smiled at
me as I walked across the stage. She was lost in the crowd of
well-wishers and I never connected with her. I didn’t even know
where to begin. She was there and then she wasn’t and as Uncle
Elmore and I drove home, I confessed.


My mentor laughed for five solid minutes
until I was laughing too. “Son tonight is your night.” I watched as
he dialed a number and then began to speak very softly. I loved
when my Uncle called me “son” because in my mind, he was my real
dad. Even though I do almost all of the driving, he could handle
the truck just fine and directed me into town to a house on Seventh
Street. I remember this night like it just happened and to say this
woman schooled me, would be an understatement.


It was Leilana.


I was pre-enlisted in the army and would be
leaving in one week and this was my parting gift from the two of
them and later understood it was preplanned. Other than doing the
chores at the farm, I spent the next six nights in the arms of my
lover, thinking she was the one for me.


I reckon I wrote her at least a dozen letters
before it became apparent that she would not be answering. It was
my first real experience of breaking off a relationship and with
the skills and experience I learned in the army, I became very
adept at closing the door on friends who died, and women I’ve slept
with.


I had no idea that in twelve years the US
Army would not allow me to continue because I had what was
determined to be a dissociative disorder. Sitting in my Baytown
apartment, I read the VA psychologist’s recommendation for the
tenth time, as he defined my current condition.


Depersonalization/Derealization Disorder:
This condition is characterized by consistent, ongoing, or episodic
emotional and experiential detachment from events in a person’s
life. People who struggle with this disorder describe the sensation
as watching their feelings, thoughts, and actions from outside
themselves, as though watching a movie. Other people describe the
experience as feeling like they were in a foggy, dreamlike state
and that the world around them was not real.


I think it’s a bunch of horse shit. I know
who I am. I knew what I was doing when I killed that Afghani family
two years ago. Every fight, skirmish, or confrontation I’ve been
involved in was not something I didn’t understand at the time. I
gave my country almost twelve years in the prime of my life and my
country stuck it to me big time in appreciation.


I have to be honest with myself and what this
doctor told me is true – I know it is and my warrior brothers have
described my behavior in a firefight to back it up. They call me a
maniac and a war monger and I’ve been told I get a wild look on my
face. Maybe that’s why I have three Purple Heart medals and should
have died at least twice.


Once I cleared basic training, I went to Fort
Leonard Wood, Missouri for twenty weeks to become a 31B or a
military policeman. It turned out I had a real aptitude for the
crime scene investigation portion and according to my instructor,
the highest score any recruit had ever scored. This singled me out
and upon graduation; I was whisked off to Ranger School. I had no
idea I was being targeted for a clandestine CIA program and would
end up at Guantanamo Bay a year later as my first assignment
working with military intelligence.


After Ranger School, I went to sniper school
at Fort Benning and was promoted to E-5 or sergeant and the post
commander was pissed that a 31B was being crammed down her throat
by the powers that be and a fucking country boy at that. She did
everything short of having me drowned to get me to stop and quit,
but I was raised on a farm and early on I could see her problem
wasn’t with me or my MOS, but with authority trampling on her
school.


The CIA wanted a super soldier; one who could
think and fight like the enemy and have the enemy’s skills, so back
I go to Fort Leonard Wood to earn the Sapper tab of a bomb maker
destroyer and I took to it like I did everything else finishing
second in my class. My last school before being assigned to Cuba
was to Monterey, California to Defense Language Institute to learn
Arabic. Here I had been in the army for nineteen months and I was a
staff sergeant and had never seen combat. I was four months shy of
twenty years old and two days before I shipped out for leave, I got
laid by one of the female soldiers in my class.


She was married and being only the second
woman I had slept with, I immediately fell in love. She was Jewish
and ripe for my picking and she gave me everything she would give
her husband, except it was a two times in one night thing and
again, my heart was broken when that was that without repeat. Look,
I was the shy type and I didn’t talk much around women, who I find
mysterious and perplexing for the most part. When I interact with
females, everything is normal, but if they take their clothes off,
I am a bumble fuzzle. Once they get me going, I guess I do alright,
but it’s the first part where I have to have conversation that
stumps me.


My wake-up call to war and its ugliness came
after I witnessed an Afghani captain torture a known terrorist. I
was allowed to sit in as a witness and it horrified me to put it
bluntly. I’ve always been compassionate to suffering and empathetic
toward any animal in pain.


I became hardened to it after seeing it done
about fifty times and frankly, knowing what these IED-making
monsters did made me very hard in certain spots of my heart. In my
year there, I never witnessed an American torture anyone. I saw
plenty of Syrians, Pakistani’s, Afghani’s, Iraqi’s and others be
subjected to hellish hours of no sleep or blaring death metal music
for days on end. I decided right then that I would rather die than
be subjected to such.


If I only knew that my time would come I
think I would have got out of the army after my first hitch and
just became a cop.


My role was getting inside their heads and I
always wore a flat black mask and remained silent during the
interrogations. When my CIA superiors believed the prisoner was at
the breaking point, they would turn off the lights and when they
came back on, I would be sitting in the room with them, silent as
always. At my feet would be a three-quarters inch thick by three
foot long length of rusty rebar.


At first I was very uncomfortable, but my
silent presence and the unsure aspect of what would come next would
immediately cause ninety per cent to give up anything they knew and
they would scream and whimper and again and again I would distance
myself mentally until I just didn’t give a fuck if I had to use the
rebar on them myself. They are the enemies who have blown up
innocent women and children and felt like they were doing God’s
will, so why should I care about their mental state?


Thank God, I never hit anyone or I would have
passed over to the dark side... sooner.


I’ve seen proud stubborn men be mentally
broken in less than a week and the lasting trauma stays with them.
Now that last ten per cent are another story and after a certain
number of attempts, they were moved away from where I worked. I no
longer feel anything as I know they are monsters and monsters they
are, both men and women. They can all fucking die for all I care
and I will sit down next to their body and eat lunch.


The Guantanamo Bay detention camp better
known at GITMO has been described as, "A colonial outpost, military
base, detention center, beach resort and sleepy fishing village
crammed into forty-five square miles of rocky Caribbean coast. It
is neither Cuba nor America, though it is definitely both." The one
redeeming quality of being stationed there as the sole army
representative was I was my own boss and I was housed off post.


The Cuban women are some of the most
beautiful in the entire world and although I did not have an actual
relationship while stationed there, I sampled the goods on a
regular basis and this led to my first real fist fight. Now I am a
big guy and the army has helped me fill out. Whereas I was once
described as a bean pole, no one said that after I put on
twenty-five pounds of muscle.


The interrogation of priority one suspects
was not a constant thing and often two weeks would go by where all
I did was run or lift weights at the world class gymnasium on base.
What started one night with a few drinks with a few marines turned
into a three against one all out brawl. Marines and army together
are like red and black ants and these men were drunk and dangerous
and all four of us ended up in the hospital.


Now I knew these men from work, but had never
seen them when they were drunk and it started with an army gibe and
went south within five minutes until the shortest of the three
decided it was time to “whoop your army ass”. He was a good ten
inches shorter than me, but fast as hell and I feinted with a left
when he charged me and I hip threw him possibly harder than I
should have and he landed on his right shoulder, breaking his
collar bone.


When his buddies saw him down they went bat
shit crazy and the bar, which was mainly Cuban’s all backed up to
let the crazy Americans fight. The bar was strictly off-limits I
later learned and all four of us either got a suspended bust or in
the case of the two E-3’s, corrective custody. I got neither, only
suffering bruised ribs. All three marines had a variety of broken
bones and one week later, orders came down to send me to the
Pentagon. I had served at GITMO exactly three hundred and
sixty-five days and came back a facsimile of the nice guy I was
when I left for Cuba.


----


Blond-headed socialite Laurie Blancet was the
wife of Major Roderick Blancet who I was assigned to when I arrived
in Virginia. She was also the first woman I laid eyes on that I
absolutely couldn’t get out of my mind. She was blonde with a
snake-like sinewy body that screamed sex to me. Blancet did not
have a slot for me and was constantly at the beck and call of his
commanding officer, a three star general that I did not meet during
my short tenure there. To be blunt, Blancet didn’t know what to do
with an enlisted man with my peculiar skill set, so he did what all
officers do when faced with indecision... he made one and that was
for me to occupy myself until he found a slot.


I chose the gym and that is how I ultimately
met and had a two month affair with his gorgeous wife. When I
entered the army, I was a sexual novice, but after a year in Cuba,
I lost count and Laurie being married had everything to lose, so
she footed the occasional motel bills along with lion’s share of
the risk. Hell, she could afford it and I was an E-6 and I had some
money, but not on that scale.


When we would meet up, it was always hot and
heavy and she would drag her nipples over my face and say the
dirtiest things she could think of, including calling her husband a
pussy and telling me how much bigger my cock was. This would turn
me into a stallion where I would literally lift her feet off the
ground with every violent thrust.


I fell head over heels in love with her and
although we could only meet up about once a week, I would fuck her
brains out, often seeding her three times over a three hour period.
She couldn’t have weighed much more than dollar and a dime and all
of it was toned flesh and god, how she could ride me. I was
twenty-one years old and getting the finest pussy a woman had to
offer a man with no obligation and little risk, or so I
thought.


Unfortunately for the two of us, her hubby
caught on and had me shipped off to special forces school under the
auspices of getting me actual ground experience. My last night on
station I slept alone and I knew right then that I would have to
sever the cord between me and the mouth-watering officer’s fine
wife.


The truth was her husband was used to her
behavior and was indeed a pussy or he would have hunted me down and
killed me.


----


I roll up my sleeve and stare at the special
forces tattoos on both forearms. They are beautiful works of art I
had applied in Lopburi, Thailand while stationed there and the old
woman who painstakingly built them was probably only in her
forty’s. She was tiny in size and weight and her face was wrinkled
from long hours working in the rice fields. That was before she
became famous among our crowd and we basically made her rich and
kept her busy inking green beanies.


Just above my elbow on my left side is a scar
that runs on the side of the bicep and goes over my shoulder. My
back has evidence of three old bullet exit wounds, as does the
entry points on my chest. I should have died in the Philippines
fighting Muslim extremists, but somehow here I am in my gas station
checking on the Arab manager I thought I could trust. I own three
Valero convenience stores and I have a problem with the way this
one is being managed.


Last week by recommendation I hired a CPA
company to audit my books. The stores have been self-sufficient as
I have a general manager who is attempting to convince me to date
her and she alerted me of possible book juggling here. The
accounting company is run by a woman named Glenda Dorow who
according to the Harris County Assistant DA, is simply the best. I
met him about six months ago at a bass fishing tournament on Lake
Houston. I have always loved to fish and besides the gym at GITMO,
I’ve wet a hook anytime I could.


I liked Jerome Watson within minutes of
meeting him. I soon learned he was a combat veteran officer in the
air force before a back injury sidelined him from flying F-16
fighter aircraft. I tower over the guy, but he’s alpha and a weight
lifter and I joke that we look like Arnold and Frank. Every
tournament I could get to locally, Jerome was there and last month
he hinted he “might just have a job opening for the city that is
right down your alley.”


The store manager doesn’t know I am the owner
and when I identify myself in unaccented Arabic as such, I swear to
god, the man pissed his pants right in front of me. He stared at my
face and then at the tattoos on my forearms and fell to his knees
crying. Omer Mohammed is fifty-three years old and witnessed men
with like tattoos in his home country kick down doors and shoot
people and now he knows the judgment of Allah is upon him.


According to Glenda, he has palmed close to
eleven grand in the last year and I write it on a piece of paper
and a date one week from today. I don’t say another word, but push
the paper toward him and stabbing the amount and date, I point at
him. The man is terrorized by the very technique I used on
prisoners at GITMO and nods his head again and again like one of
those dashboard doggies on a spring.


Five days later Glenda’s office calls and the
money is in my account. My GM tells me the man has cleaned the
store and is now walking straight and is scared shitless. She also
hints that dinner with her might just be the ticket and the subtle
hint that maybe she should get a bonus for alerting me.


Lola Hernandez is thrice divorced and to look
at her, you would wonder why. She’s Latina with a modest figure
that shows she works out and has the appeal of a woman who is
careful of her appearance. From the day she interviewed for the job
of general manager, she has had her sights on this hunk of man.
Never mind that he’s Anglo and she’s never dated one.


----


“Fuck you!” I say under my breath and punch
the man just under his rib cage and then grabbing his head; I swing
around in a very small circular motion and drive him straight into
the corner of the door entrance. The poor guy’s face looks like I
worked him over with a ball bat and he attempts to get to his feet
as everyone in the Chili’s restaurant stands to their feet.


“You broke my nose, asshole!” the guy screams
and violently pushing his woman away from him, he lunges at me.
Stepping back with my left foot, I chop at the side of the man’s
head with the intent to redirect him away, but what everyone hears
is his neck snap and he collapses at my feet pretty much dead on
impact. In his hand is an open Schrade lock-blade knife and his
woman, the female nineteen year old greeter, and my GM Lola
Hernandez faint.


Thank the Lord I am friends with Jerome
Watson, as the second he saw the report he began working things to
my favor and this brings us to the present.


----


“How would you like to work for us, Dickey?”
Jerome and I are in his downtown office on the fourth floor and it
is a typical government room with the normal Spartan
furnishings.


“First off Jerome, I want to thank you
expediting that recent unpleasantness. I was simply defending
myself and my store’s manager.” Jerome knows exactly what happened
and what actually took place. It was more of a fifty-fifty
confrontation as the man’s insult could have been ignored and his
friend and date walk out of the eating establishment. However, PTSD
or whatever the fuck Dickey has doesn’t play well with certain
provocations.


It started when the man bumped into Lola’s
elbow causing her to spill her Styrofoam container of tea on her
feet. The guy’s woman told him to apologize even as I stepped
around Lola and he said something like, “Fuck her, she’s just a
Mexican!” and then looking at me he pointed and blurted, “Why, what
the fuck are you going to do about it, asshole?”


It sort of went downhill from there for the
now deceased construction worker. A lawsuit was filed against me,
but I was ultimately no-billed and his death was marked as
“misadventure”. In other words, it wasn’t even me who killed him.
The corners report listed it as an aneurism of all things. Lola was
both horrified and stimulated by the whole thing and the next day
when I was released from custody by Jerome, she took me to her
house and without so much as a how do you do; she offered her toned
body to me.


I spent the night but was gone when she
awoke. The sex was just that – great feral sex. I think it meant
more to her because she clung to me most of the night. I can’t say
because she’s not really my type. She does know how to work her
hips though and other than evidence of childbirth on her tummy, her
body can make a man pretty damned excited.


As we lay side by side she began to tell me
about her three husbands and although she spun it in her favor, I
could see she likes to mess around. That was the real cause of the
three divorces and is enough for me. In her own words she is no
different than the Cuban whores I slept with.


----


With my stores running properly and me
hinting to Lola that I might just be interested in “dating” a bit,
Glenda tells me I have about “fifty” available to invest and
requests I come in for our first face to face meeting. I also have
an appointment with Jerome and Glenda surprises me when she tells
me after, “You go to work for the DA, you come see me again and we
will make you some real money. There are two things I am really
good at; money and sex and in that order. I see the money, so big
guy... show me what you are packing.”


I last just two short gasping minutes before
I spew and not a drop hits the floor. The woman has fellatio skills
even the Cuban hookers couldn’t match and she abruptly stands up
and with a flick of her hand, her thong goes flying. Lying back on
the desk, she offers up her polished plum for my pleasure and I
dive in head first. I thought I was pretty good at this and it
turns out I am as she only lasts two minutes.


Immediately afterward, she tosses me a towel
and a packet of “Wet ones” and adjusting her tight skirt, she
launches into what my “measly fifty” can get. I thought it was a
lot of money. Turns out I get a driving range that has great
potential and a portable building sales lot that was used to
launder money. She picked it for “five” and if I let her staff and
run both, she can easily pay off the debt, plus her cut the first
year. I nod, still basking in that amazing exchange of mutual
pleasure and she prints out something like sixteen forms and I sign
each one.


The next instant she is ushering me out,
“because I have another client on the way,” and without saying
goodbye, she shuts the door behind me. An H2 Hummer is pulling into
the lot as I stare at the bright sun. I feel great! I like the big
Hummer, but I’m a Jeep man and my late model Jeep Wrangler JKU
Rubicon is beside his truck. He gets out and it is one of the
largest men I’ve ever seen, possibly weighing five hundred pounds
and he walks past me for the door breathing heavily.


“Morning,” he huffs and I nod. I’ve seen the
guy before, but I can’t place him. In his hand is a satchel that by
the looks of it is way heavier than my tote. The man is dressed
like he has money, but his health is threatened by a fork and this
reminds me I need to join a local gym. I’ve been slacking a bit the
last few months, going to the VA, taking the meds they prescribe,
but I want to move on with my life without taking pills.


The only one that really helps is Ambien and
when I take it, I don’t have nightmares. As I pull away, my phone
rings and I answer using Bluetooth technology. “Dickey, its Jerome.
Any chance we can meet someplace private? I have a job offer for
you.”


“Sure. I am just now leaving Glenda’s
business.”


“She hook you up, pard?” he says with a
laugh.


“You could say that.” I’m smiling, but he
hears only my non-explanatory words.


“How about the Starbucks at Federal Road and
I-10 then?”


Fifteen minutes later I am getting out of my
Jeep and a white woman whips into the parking space next to
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