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Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


Allen left on time. Now, all I had to do was find the snitch. I was intent on fucking Rachel, his wife. Especially after the other night.

I only had three days to do it before Allen returned.

Nadia had given me today off, so I planned on finding the snitch today, not tomorrow or any other day today!

There were only a few houses within visual range of Rachel's house, so it had to be one of those, but it could also be one of the many walkers and joggers who came by every day. So, I had a lot of people to look at.

The first thing I did was take a long walk around the neighborhood. Damien might be onto something about me getting a dog. If I had one, I could easily walk around the neighborhood without having a reason.

"Hey Josh," a voice yelled as I walked.

"Trevor," I smiled, seeing the young teen approaching me.

"Keep walking," Trevor whispered.

"Okay," I smiled.

"You know that asshole neighbor of yours?" Trevor said.

"Yeah, Allen," I answered.

"Yeah, that asshole," Trevor said as we turned the corner.

Allen ratted the local teens out to the cops because they were smoking weed one night. Since then, most of them had it in for him.

"He came over to old lady Gretchin's house the other day telling her to keep an eye on you," Trevor said.

"Gretchen, huh?" I smiled. "Thanks."

"No problem just thought you should know," Trevor said as he ran to his friends.

I looked over at the neighborhood rat. "Okay," I waved at her as she got her mail. "What can I do to get you out of my hair?"

An idea came into my head. I just had to play it out.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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Gretchen bit on my trap. I invited some of the kids to my house, and she came running like the little snitch she was. As soon as she was outside, I sprung my trap.

The old lady didn't know what hit her as I played loud music. She did what any neighborhood Karen would do and called the cops.

When the cops arrived, I told them my music hadn't been loud, and the kids agreed. I then said she had it in for me because I was colored and she hated rap music.

The teens backed me up and told stories about her interfering when they were having fun and calling on them.

The cops went to her house and warned her. I smiled as I walked by later that night.

"You didn't have to do that," she said as she walked out. "I didn't mean anything by it."

"You called them," I shrugged. "I didn't."

"They said if I call them again for a false alarm, they could fine me," the old lady said.

I wanted to feel sorry for her, knowing she wanted to keep the neighborhood safe.

"Tell you what," I said as I looked at her.

"In a few days, the two of us could organize a neighborhood watch program, just to keep things a bit quieter and more organized. What do you think?"

"I would like that," she smiled. "You are a good man, thank you."

"Does that mean you are still going to spy on me?" I asked.

"Nope," Gretchen smiled. "Go have your fun, I won't tell Allen anything," she winked.

Everything was set for tomorrow. I couldn't wait.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

[image: ]


Nadia had that stick up her ass the following day as I walked into the store.

"What happened now?" I asked as we sat in the office.

"They moved up the marriage," she said, pacing back and forth.

"To when?" I asked.

"Next week," Nadia said.

"That's a huge jump from three weeks to a few days," I stated.

"No shit," Nadia sat down.

"Why the rush?" I asked.

"He has a huge business deal, and it would look good for him if he was married and was going to start a family," Nadia said with that rich Indian accent.

"What about what you want?" I asked.

She gave me a look. "Right," I said.

I knew it didn't matter what she wanted as long as she pleased him.
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