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"Fuck you, Colonel!" was my
passion-filled response when I was told I would not be promoted as
a United States Air Force officer, effectively ending my military
career.

 


"Now Butch, it wasn't my call and
you damned well know it. The Air Force is once again down-sizing
and the need for intelligence officers is just not as critical as
it was, besides, they are offering you full disability because of
what you went through.

 


I look at the man who has become a
father figure to me and then at the floor. "Sir, I apologize. Shit!
I just didn't see it playing out in this order."

 


"Come by the house tonight. Tammy
wants to say goodbye. I have to fly to San Antonio, so I'm afraid
this is it." He sticks out his hand and I grab it. Colonel Mike
Strong has been like a pillar of strength to me since I got out of
the hospital a year ago.

 


I came to Edwards Air Force base
after I left Joint Base San Antonio's Wilford Hall and he took me
as his aide. I was promoted to captain while I was a POW in
Pakistan and the shrinks at Wilford deemed me damaged goods. Hell,
I was only a prisoner for three weeks before I escaped. My peculiar
look is the product of a Korean mother and a black American soldier
who had a Japanese father. The result is I am a light skinned Asian
looking man with a very muscular build. My hair has a slight kink,
but I keep it very short and most people think I am from Tibet or
Mongolian heritage. Women tend to agree I am mysteriously
handsome.

 


My name is Sun Tae Sato, but
everyone including my parents call me Butch. I'm thirty-four and
have a degree in criminal justice from the University of Houston in
Texas. After graduating, the patriotic reaction was to join the
marines, but a friend of my father pulled some strings and I went
air force instead and straight into the office of special
investigation, or as it is called, OSI. Four years into my six year
initial commitment, I was jumped and abducted from a whore house in
India and smuggled into Pakistan where they beat the shit out of on
a daily basis and water-boarded me until I told them anything they
wanted to hear including stuff I made up.

 


The mistake they made was I am a
hellava fighter with a third degree black belt in Tang Soo Do and
the first opportunity that came my way; I over-powered my guard and
stabbed him in the throat. I'm a lean man of five-eleven and one
hundred and sixty-six pounds and I donned his clothing and was on
the streets inside of ten minutes. With my scraggly beard and dark
looks, plus the fact that I speak five languages including Arabic,
I was gone as a ghost.

 


Twenty-three days after I was
abducted, I walked into the American embassy in Islamabad and was
free. I spent two weeks in Wilford Hall in San Antonio getting
patched up. I had an open knife wound in my right upper thigh, six
cracked ribs, two broken fingers on each hand and missing my little
toe on both feet. The worst part were the night terrors that now
after three years still come a couple of times a week.

 


I'll be out of the Air Force by the
weekend and I walk out and return the salute of four airmen, who
gawk at me as they walk by. On this base, everyone sees me as a
walking hero. I see myself as a weak asshole who gave up secrets
and did poorly under interrogation. My evaluators told me everyone
fails. That doesn't do a damned thing for me. After a year here,
the only good thing is the pussy and there's plenty of it to be had
including the good Colonel's wife.

 


Tammy Strong does want to say
goodbye and in the most intimate way and although I've never taken
up her subtle offer, the Colonel just told me the house is mine
tonight if I want it. Tammy is as black as her Jamaican ancestry
can make her, much much darker than her husband and with her small
upturned breasts and incredible full ass, my last three nights in
the Air Force pass better than I had dreamed possible. Mike has a
vacation cabin ten miles west of the base and I can't remember now
if we ever put clothes on those three days or not. Hell, that was
four years ago.

 


I left the air force and through
military connections was immediately picked up by the Pasadena
Texas police department and after a year on the job I was promoted
to Internal Affairs to do what I do best - spy on people. It took
me about two months to realize there were at least a dozen officers
involved in aiding and abetting known mafioso. All hell broke loose
and suffices it to say, I was avoided by almost every cop after
that disclosure.

 


To settle the department down, the
chief assigned me to teaching classes and over the duration of my
employment, I taught cops from Galveston to Dallas on how to spot a
crooked cop. I made very good friends with an ex-Secret Service
agent named David Black, who teaches SWAT tactics at the College of
the Mainland in Texas City. By the end of my fourth year, I was
being scrutinized by the Harris County District Attorney's office.
I don’t realize a side benefit of this job is my nightmares will
cease.

 


"Richard Jarvis, Harris County DA.
It's my pleasure to finally meet you,” Jarvis is a black male of
maybe mid to late thirty's and looks as fit as I do. His first two
knuckles are large and pronounced and I make him out to be a
karateka.

 


"The pleasure is mine, I hope," I
say and smile. My smile is as subtle as my speech, as I do not talk
all that much.

 


"Let me get right to the point,
Butch... I can call you Butch, right?"

 


"Sure, but what do I call you
sir?"

 


"Protocol dictates you call me Mr.
Jarvis in public, but between you and me, I hope it becomes just
Richard. I have a proposition for you Butch and it is not one to
take lightly. Have you heard rumors of a police vigilante program
operating in our city?"

 


I nod and mutter the word,
"Finisher." It's the one word that pops up in every cop’s
conversation when a high level hit takes place, as it always is
concluded with the victim has major dirt under their nails. Men
women and on two occasions I know about, teenagers died. Human
trafficking, drugs, money laundering, and gang affiliation - you
name it and those who everyone trusted are killed and then their
sins are opened for all to see. The word is there is a rogue cop
killing people, or maybe a sanctioned program in effect, but if it
is, it’s the best kept secret. "Its bullshit isn't it?" I
ask.

 


Richard stares at me for a full
fifteen seconds.

 


"You are kidding me!" I say and sit
forward. Richard again is quiet and stares at me and then at a
folder on his desk. He shoves it across. I open it and it is a file
on me going all the way back to being born in Baytown, Texas at the
San Jacinto Methodist hospital. There are interviews and
photographs with my teachers and Linda Conroy, the first girl I had
sex with and others. There are twenty more interviews with military
and cop friends and a contract for the length of one year. All the
boxes are pre-filled except where my signature goes.

 


I wasn't born yesterday and what
this amounts to is a license to kill. I killed three men in
Pakistan and one in India escaping and all but one were with my
bare hands and feet. The other one I stabbed. I am no mean marksman
and I say this, as he sees I am having doubts that I am the man
they are looking for.

 


Richard is a man of steel; I can see
that, but he's also a leader. "If you take this job and it is a
job, we would like you to fulfill one year, but if you can't, you
can walk with no judgment brought against you. It's a very
dangerous job, Butch. The last Finisher was the only woman to have
been in the program and she lasted three months and then she turned
in her FBI badge and walked."

 


"She couldn't hang or
what?"

 


"She accidentally killed a six year
old boy. It happens. She was good, damned good and almost the best
I've seen."

 


"Almost?"

 


"Yeah. The guy before her was damned
good. We became very close and he went fourteen months."

 


"What kind of support do I
get?"

 


"The best. Military grade everything
or better. Secure lodging only JDAM ordinance could destroy and
more money than you can spend in a lifetime."

 


"That part sounds interesting. What
about my cover?"

 


"Plumber and van, or rather super
bug out van and a credit card that you can buy a new car or truck
on at our expense. Accommodations have a secure maid service and I
heard the cute maid will suck your nuts through a soda straw for a
stipend." Both me and Richard laugh like teen age boys over that
last remark. "First class emergency care in the event you take one
for the team and I'll be honest, it can and has happened more than
once."

 


"What about the targets. Will I know
why I am killing them?" I shift around in the seat, but it’s not
because I'm nervous. I don't get nervous, never have and it is
noted in my profile.

 


"We call them missions and they are
delivered by drone to your secure compound. You will usually have
ample time to look them over in as great of detail as you wish and
refuse if it is not acceptable to you."

 


"When can I start if I say
yes?"

 


"We will send you to an expert at
the College of the Mainland and I believe you know him?"

 


"Black."

 


"Exactly and he will have you and
only you for two weeks. If at the end of that, you sign on; I'll
have a mission for you the next day.

 


----

 


"Mr. Black," as folks call him is as
rough on me as anything I experienced in Officer Candidate School
and he cut me no slack. Before class began two weeks ago, he smiled
and told me during school, we were not friends and damned if he
didn't turn into R. Lee Ermey fifteen seconds later. I can honestly
say the man did more for my survival and tactical skills in two
weeks, than all my time in the military.

 


Richard picks me up and marvels at
my leaner appearance. I was fit before, but now I look like I am
down to about ten per cent body fat. I am exhausted to put it
mildly and listen as he explains the compound as we drive north.
"It's a refurbished bunker, used to store Cold War HAZMAT
materials. It has a kitchen, commo room with the latest
electronics, and five bedrooms. It's more comfortable than anything
you experienced in the military by far. You enter the road about a
half mile before the final retinal scanner and like I said before,
once you are inside the final gate, only god or the devil can take
you out."

 


We pull up to the first gate and
Richard has me open it, by programming the door opener.

We pass through a thermal scanner to
ensure no one is inside but us and then look at a red eye and it
scans our eyeballs. The gate opens and in we drive. I'm home for
the next year. Richard tells me at this time that only four people
are authorized to enter - him, me, the maid, Maria, and his and my
controller, a woman named Emily.

 


"We are controlled by someone other
than you?" I ask and he nods.

 


"You are officially now an FBI
agent, Butch," he says and hands me my new ID. Emily is a CIA agent
and she runs the Finisher program in Texas."

 


"She is located here?" I ask and he
shakes his head "No."

 


"Langley, Virginia. You are
officially in Finisher Esther. This is the code word you use if you
are dialing 911. It lets us know you are in need of immediate
extraction or medical assistance. You are number
fifteen."

 


"Why do I feel like I just took one
up the ass, Richard?"

 


----

 


I sit in the "compound" and stare at
the numerous screens running ten cameras and right in the middle is
a thirty-six inch screen Richard tells me is new addition. It is
cable and the Game of Thrones is playing and I watch a giant bear
tear into a group of brave men with horrific results. It is so
clear it is as if I am there. On another monitor I watch a white
van pull through the first gate and drive down to the retinal scan
and zooming in the camera with a joystick, I spy a Hispanic woman
look into the red eye of the retinal scanner. The gate opens and in
she comes.

 


This has got to be... what was her
name? "Damn it, Butch!" I mutter and then it comes to me.
Maria.

 


"Hello, I'm Butch," I say and shake
her hand. She's about forty-five or so and trim and quite cute and
wears a white uniform from the cleaning company which consists of a
one piece dress that stops just above her knees. It doesn't hug her
body, but actually accents it.

 


"Hello, Senor. I am Maria Hernandez
and I am the maid. Did Mr. Richard go over the food arrangement I
can provide?"

 


"Yes he did. He told me you can
provide plenty of prepared and frozen meals for two hundred dollars
a week and that is wonderful, as I am a terrible and lazy cook. I
have the advance right here," I say and hand her ten twenties. It
sounds like a lot of money for a week’s food, but he spent almost
thirty dollars on one meal the other day.

 


"Oh! Wonderful. I will drop by the
food tomorrow morning. Well, I better get to work. It was nice
meeting you senor," she says and carrying a box of cleaning stuff,
she walks toward the bathroom. Some women walk like men, just
putting one foot in front of the others, but Maria walks like she
knows I'm watching her ass and I can see both cheeks moving under
that dress and I unexpectedly get an erection. Damn, How long has
it been? Shee-it! Maybe a month? Richard hinted the woman will
satisfy me for three hundred dollars a pop. Sounds expensive when I
can get it for free.

 


I'll let this slide for now, as I
just heard a drone approaching and I walk out into the covered
garage of four bays and see a drone loose a thick envelope in a
tray and fly off. This was possible only because a panel slid open
to the sky and now mysteriously closes again. Technology! The
package slides down a ramp and stops right in front of me on a
table with ridges to stop it. I look back at the roof and once
again marvel.

 


Taking the package to the commo
table, I open it and there are about a dozen eight by eleven inch
photos of a man with sunglasses who looks very distinguished and
rich. I've seen this man many times lately as he is running for
Texas Comptroller. I've just never seen him sodomizing teenage
boys. Literally in every photograph he has a boy bent over a
different piece of furniture and in every one, he's wearing
sunglasses. I wonder if he will use my taxes to fund his debauchery
if he gets elected.

 


He will be in Houston in two days
stumping and it is my mission to have him die in a car accident. My
first thought goes to safe number four in the back room where the
plastique explosive is stored. In one of the five bedrooms are five
large gun safes. The first two have every imaginable type of hand
gun and long rifle at my disposal. All of them have been used in
cartel crimes or confiscations from criminals. Safe three is packed
with ammunition. Safe four has rows of Soviet-grade Semtex-10 and
detonators, cell phones, etc and seeing I took an eight week course
on IED's and ordinance disposal while in the air force, I am well
versed on their use.

 


The truth is while in this school, a
female Israeli senior instructor and I had a three week affair and
she took a shining to me the first day, so I paid extra special
attention and was top grad. In other words, I'm pretty damned
proficient with the stuff. Unfortunately, my lover was killed in
the next class when a trainee accidentally detonated a charge near
her.

 


The last safe has only one box in it
and it has twenty thousand dollars in used one hundred, fifty, and
twenty dollar bills in it. It's a gift from the previous Finisher
and a tradition. The only female Finisher walked after three months
on the job, but still left the box and I had grabbed a couple of
hundred dollars to have some cash and that is what I gave Maria. I
could just as easily grab three Benjamin’s and lay it on the table
to see her reaction and avoid embarrassment if Richard was shitting
me.

 


I need to quit thinking with my dick
and get my mind on the mission. I am being paid to kill someone - a
very bad person no doubt, but who am I to play god? Well, I won't
actually be playing god, I will be the hand of judgment. Richard
and, uh... oh yeah, Emily are playing god. In the air force I was
paid to defend this country, but isn't this the same thing. I swore
I would support and defend the Constitution of the United States
against all enemies, foreign and domestic and this man is evil
incarnate.

 


"Bye Mr. Butch! I will come in the
morning early with your meals!" Maria says and waves. I watch her
ass on the camera and even though she doesn't know I am watching,
her walk suggests she does. Damn! I need some nookie. I pick up the
schedule of the man which evidently was lifted off his calendar and
pulling up Google Earth, I scope out the hotel he's staying
in.

 


----

 


The next morning Maria enters the
kitchen area carrying two heavy bags with eighteen frozen meals, as
from experience she knows that on a slack week, none of the other
Finishers ate more than sixteen. This handsome man might eat more,
so she made a couple extra. She sticks them in the empty freezer
section and sets two down in the refrigerator. Then she places four
six-packs of beer. Richard told her to buy Natural Ice because it
is almost six per cent alcohol and that is what the other men
drank. The lone woman drank Southern Comfort. Maria didn't care for
her, as she basically never acknowledged her presence and didn't
take advantage of her offer for food. The men have all been most
forth coming and in more ways than one.

 


As she turns to leave she gasps when
looking at the table she spies three one hundred dollar bills.
Richard! He must have passed her secret on to the new man. He's
cute for an Asian, which she normally does not really find
attractive and even though Maria is married, her husband never
touches her. She has secreted the money away for emergencies and
has saved over six thousand dollars. A woman does what she must,
but in her case, she actually enjoys it. It took her some time to
admit it to herself, but yes, she likes it. She likes it a
lot.

 


Comptroller wannabe Lester Maddox is
the great grandson of the 1960's racist governor of Georgia and a
staunch Democrat who would rather keep men in bondage by government
handouts and taxes, than anything in life except his perversion. He
knows screwing teen boys in the ass is wrong and a sin, but he does
it to help them stay out of trouble. He's never failed to give them
at least five hundred dollars and by doing so, it keeps them off
the streets and from committing crime. It’s a win-win and they
always ask to be called back. Unfortunately, once he has soiled
them, he loses interest and looks for a "fresh" boy.

 


I park my plumber van next to his
Lincoln Continental. Somehow he bought the eighty-one thousand
dollar car using state funds and if there is an option they
offered, he's got it. I study the parking lot for an hour and
detect the location of the cameras and move my van to the other
side of his car. Getting out, I grab my floor jack and quickly lift
the rear axle to allow me access and attach the readymade deadly
device just in front of the gas tank. I lower the lift and place it
in the back of the van, hop in, and close the door behind me. I was
out and back in, in fifty-four seconds.

 


I placed a GPS tracker alongside the
bomb and have it set to detonate the heavy car when it hits
sixty-five miles per hour. The amount of plastique I need to
disable the car is about a half pound. I used four pounds. I hate
doing anything twice. I drive slowly out of the parking lot and
head west. My compound is east and I weave my way onto the freeway
and five miles out, I hit the 610 Loop east. It's 1700 and Maddox
has a number of activities planned over the next two days, all of
which are inside the Loop.

 


On my way to the compound, I
impulsively swing into the parking lot of 24 Hour Fitness in
Jacinto City. I want to - no, I need to get my ass back in a gym
and this one is four miles from the compound in Jacinto Port. I've
already realized I have a whole hell of a lot of free time and I've
only been working for three days. This morning I ate oatmeal and
fresh blueberries Maria left the second day when I was out scouting
out my first mission. I came in and heated up a plate of homemade
Mexican food that was delicious and fattening and as sure as hell,
when I get in, I'll eat again. I haven't had this much food thrown
at me since basic training. I need to work out.

 


"Good evening sir. You look like
this might be your first visit." The Hispanic fellow at the front
desk is big and thick like a power lifter and his name tag reads
Albert - Operations manager.

 


"Yes sir. I recently moved close by
and I'm particularly interested in group classes, like indoor
cycling and maybe organized high rep weight lifting." He's friendly
and calls over a girl of maybe twenty-five and thin as a crack head
to cover the desk. When I say thin, I mean she is about seventy per
cent thinner than most women I meet and Asian and we both do a
double take of each other before she looks away. Her long black
straight hair makes her look mysterious and I catch a rear view of
her perfectly chiseled ass.

 


Albert chuckles and says "Antoinette
Vargas. She's Filipina and if you can crack that egg, you'll be
considered Superhuman. Many have tried and all have failed. Here,
have a seat."

 


"Why? I mean is she damaged goods or
what?"

 


"Oh, I heard she was dumped at the
altar and now doesn't trust any man. Maybe it's true and she's
friendly enough as long as you don't spike a conversation with
testosterone. Look, here is the basic membership and to be honest,
the only discounts we offer are to law officers. This is Jacinto
City after all and we have a lot of gang bangers work out
here."

 


I reach in my pocket and holding my
wallet close to my chest to hide it from onlookers, I show him my
FBI credentials. "Oh fuck man! You are one of those guys!" he says
and I ask him what he means by that. He then tells me about once a
year, and FBI agent will work out sporadically and this has went on
for over ten years until about a year and a half ago and then no
one showed up. "I guess you work on this side of town
then?"

 


"Something like that, Albert. Folks
call me Butch and I would like to keep my occupation on the down
low, if you catch me."

 


"Sure thing, Butch. Oh, this is the
club manager, Alonzo Vega." I shake the mountain of a man's hand
and Albert shows him my application and they converse quietly in
Spanish, not realizing I am fluent. The gist of it is that he
repeated what Albert said about the FBI agents and wonders how long
I will be here before a new person arrives.

 


"Your membership is free my friend.
Come as often as you like. We are open twenty-four hours a day and
you are cleared to carry a handgun here." We shake hands and the
powerful man waves at some hot chick coming in and walks away to
greet her.

 


"Spin class is indoor cycling and
the weight class is Les Mills Body Pump. Here is a schedule of the
classes and there's an App you can download. There is a spin class
in progress if you would like to watch it," and he points to a
glassed in cycle room at the back of the gym.

 


We shake hands and I glance back at
the desk at the Asian girl Albert said is called Toni. She's a
nationally ranked bikini competitor and a clothes model besides a
personal trainer here. She talking in an animated way to another
girl and she points in my direction and then jerks her hand away
and turns her back on me. I chuckle. "Gotcha!" I mutter and head to
the cycle room. It's fairly dark and very loud and I step just
inside the door to the loud and exciting music.

 


The instructor is blond and lean and
has a head microphone and is barking out cadence that would make a
marine proud. She never looks at me and after a moment, I slip back
out and hear, "Come early next time and ride with us!" I wave and
keep going. As I pass by the front desk, I stop and look at a
couple of the special deals they have and keep my back to the desk.
I turn and walk out, but in the window reflection, I see her watch
me leave. I like what I see, or maybe it's because Albert said she
is unapproachable?

 


----

 


I tried to remain calm, but I must
have checked the GPS receiver twenty times before I went to bed. I
slept well for the first time since I made this my new home and
walking in the kitchen, I grab the remote and turn on channel two
news. The morning anchor is Melina Cervantes and she has a figure
most porn stars only wish they have. Her teeth alone must have cost
twenty grand and her breasts three thousand bucks each.

 


The big story is Comptroller
candidate Lester Maddox was killed in a terrorist attack on SH-290W
as he headed back to Austin in the early hours. The helicopter "Eye
in the sky" news shows pieces of a white vehicle scattered over
about fifty meters and another vehicle almost as badly damaged.
"Shit! Collateral damage." The other victims have not yet been
identified, but it appears it was two men. "Fuck!" I
exclaim.

 


My secure phone rings and it's
Richard congratulating me and before I can object, he tells me the
two men were his security detail and both were as dirty as he was.
"The blast took out their Tahoe, which was one car length behind
his Lincoln. The dumb fucks shouldn't have been tail-gaiting," he
says and laughs. I am still speechless, as I am not used to
murdering people and he asks me if I am alright.

 


"Yes, I just have to chew on this a
bit."

 


"Be expecting a drone dropping off
payment for the mission. I know it sounds cold-hearted, but give it
some time to sink in. We are dealing with the scum of the earth,
Butch. I'll be in touch." He disconnects
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