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Marty was tired of all the ribbing. He
decided to get revenge and the perfect opportunity fell right in
his lap. Everything was going great until revenge took on a life of
its own and Marty lost all control. Was this what he really
wanted?
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This is a work of fiction. All characters or
incidents are a figment of the author's imagination and any
resemblance to any incident or any person living or dead is purely
coincidental.


My horse was plodding slowly along the creek
making his way through the low sage brush. Becky, my newly found
girlfriend, was right beside me on her horse. Our stirrups would
touch sometimes and at other times, we would reach out to touch
hands. I could just barely make out Becky's features in the
twilight as we dropped off the creek bank into a little clearing.
I'd been there earlier in the day to drag a couple of logs to just
the right place. It was near the creek so you could hear the
running water but the trees and brush were open enough to be able
to see the mountains to the east. I'd found the place a week or so
ago when I was chasing some stray calves. It had been late and the
moon came up over the mountains in a spectacular fashion. I knew
that I had to get Becky there. We arrived at the spot and I climbed
down from my horse. I went to help Becky down and she slipped her
arms around my neck. One quick kiss and I had to let her go to grab
the blanket I had tied behind the saddle. I spread it out next to
the logs and we sat down. It was a beautiful evening and Becky
snuggled so naturally under my arm as we leaned against the logs. I
pointed out the area to the east where the moon would be coming up
and we talked quietly as we waited. The edge of the moon appeared
and was creeping higher in the sky. Becky was making appropriate
noises about how beautiful and romantic it was. She turned her face
toward me and I knew it was the perfect time for a passionate
kiss.

The shriek of the mortally wounded animal
shocked me out of my dream and rolled me to the floor beside the
bed. I crashed to the floor with the sheet and cover wrapped around
my legs. I was trying to kick loose and get to my feet when the
second shriek came. I was awake enough to know it had come from the
bathroom Tim and I shared in the bunkhouse where we stayed. I could
hear the dogs barking like crazy outside. I finally got the bedding
kicked away from my legs and I grabbed the only weapon close at
hand. I grabbed one of my boots by the top and ran for the bathroom
in my underwear with the boot top gripped tightly in my hand. I
guess I was thinking I could club the danger with the heel of the
boot. No, I wasn't thinking at all, I was just reacting.

Half way across the room, my big toe found
one of Tim's boots. It felt like I had broken my toe but the moans
now coming out of the bathroom drove me to continue hopping on one
foot toward the door with the boot raised high in my right hand. My
eyes were so full of tears, I had a hard time even seeing the
door.

I crashed through the open door looking for
the danger. Tim, my cousin, stood in front of the mirror in just
his underwear. He was staring in the mirror. I had been expecting
some sort of reaction yesterday but I didn't think it would be
anything like this. I looked in the mirror and saw the reason for
the shrieks. Tim had a tattoo on his chest. I knew he was supposed
to have one but nothing like this. Tim moaned loudly and I almost
dropped my boot. He had flexed the muscles on his stomach and the
tattoo moved. No, I don't mean the tattoo moved around on his chest
but the hips of the tattoo moved in a most suggestive way. You see,
that tattoo was a naked voluptuous woman in a very provocative
pose. The body was done in detail but the face was just an outline
and the name Marie was written above it. When Tim flexed his
stomach muscles, Marie moved her hips. I stared in fascination. Tim
finally focused on me being there and his mouth moved but he didn't
say anything.

I asked, "Where did that come from? When did
you have it done? Who's Marie?"

Tim's mouth continued to move without any
sound. This looked like a lot of trouble to me. Tim's girlfriend,
almost fiancé, was Susan. Susan was my girlfriend's best friend and
roommate. They had been going together for three years and Susan
was looking for an engagement ring any time now. This tattoo was
really going to complicate things. I reached out to touch it and
Tim slapped my hand away.

He said, "Marty, what am I going to do? Susan
will kill me when she sees this. How can I hide it?"

"When did you get this?"

"I don't know. It wasn't here day before
yesterday. I didn't look yesterday because I didn't wake up until
Dad yelled at us to go get those calves that got out. I was still
dressed so I just got up and put my boots on. I worked all
afternoon with those calves and fixing the fence. I was so dog
tired that I just collapsed on my bed last night. I do remember
getting up and undressing to get under the covers but…"

Well, I knew a little about a tattoo but not
that one. Let me back up and tell the whole story. Tim and I were
cousins and had spent three summers at our grandparents just before
and when we were in junior high. We had become fast friends but Tim
had to spend the rest of his summers on his parents' ranch in
Montana. I had stayed in Missouri with my parents and worked
summers for a farmer just down the road from us. I helped milk his
cows. I started college but wound up enlisting in the Air Force.
Tim and I had kept in contact though the years and when I got out
of the Air Force, he invited me to spend the summer on his parents'
ranch. I jumped at the chance and had barely gotten on the ground
at Great Falls when Tim and his friend, Jase, had me involved in a
wild cow milking contest at Geraldine. After I had been run over by
a thousand head of wild cows and all the bucking bulls in the rodeo
--well, maybe it was just the cow that we milked but it did feel
like a thousand wild cows had run over me. Anyway, they hauled me
back to town and came up with the idea that rubbing tequila on my
body would help with the injuries. It did not! Then they decided it
would work better from the inside out. It did not! When Tim and
Jase were first planning this wild cow milking excursion, Susan had
brought her roommate Becky to the bar where we were. I normally was
tongue tied around beautiful women but I got along with Becky
really great. Becky, Susan and Gwen, Jase's wife, accompanied us to
the rodeo and wild cow milking. They were in the bar later when Tim
and Jase were getting me drunk. They had me all worked up and I
almost proposed to Becky. Now I like Becky and I might propose to
her one of these days but you don't propose when you've only known
the woman for a week. I like Tim's time schedule of about three
years but I'm getting off the subject.

Tim and I wound up in Becky and Susan's house
where Becky sat up most of the night holding my hand and trying to
ease my suffering. When I woke up, I could see the look in her eyes
that said we were an item and she expected an engagement ring very
shortly. Tim and Jase made a big joke of it and wouldn't let me
forget. They were teasing all the time about going to the jewelers
to get a ring or some foolishness such as that. I vowed to get
REVENGE. I just never dreamed it would get so out of hand like
this.

The summer wore on and I must admit I liked
being around Becky. She thought I was great and she was so easy to
talk to but I had a few more places I'd like to see. Every time I
mentioned one of these places, Tim or Jase would ask if Becky
wanted to see them and then the two fools would laugh their heads
off. I was getting tired of being the joke so I was looking for a
chance to get even. One week it all came together. Becky, Susan and
Gwen were supposed to go to a woman's party of some sort at Jase's
house. You know the kind where they have jewelry or home
decorations or something. We three were left to our own devices
that night and Jase had to get out of the house. I hadn't thought
of a way to get even with both of them but that night an
opportunity arose to get Jase. Jase was raised in Chicago and
didn't know a bull from a giraffe when he came to Montana. Tim had
been trying to educate him but in some ways Jase was a coconut. You
know, brown hair but blonde on the inside. He was pretty green
about a lot of things. That night Tim started talking about going
bird hunting. An idea popped in my head. I'd been in the grocery
store earlier in the day and I'd spotted some Cornish game hens. I
knew Tim knew about snipe hunting and maybe even Jase had but had
either of them ever hunted Arkansan hillbilly chicken?

When Tim started talking about the pheasants,
huns and sharptail grouse, I asked, "Tim, I didn't know you had
Arkansan hillbilly chicken. I saw some tracks out south of the barn
the other day and I went out day before yesterday and I caught one.
Them little buggers are really hard to catch by yourself."

Now both of the others looked at me
suspiciously. Tim said, "I've never heard of an Arkansan hillbilly
chicken. What are they?"

"I don't know for sure. I've heard they're
actually some kind of plover but down home, we just call them
hillbilly chicken."

"How did you come to look for these
tracks?"

"I heard one. It really surprised me, so I
answered it and followed the sound. I never did see it that day but
I did manage to catch one later."

"When have you had time during the day to
catch anything? What does this bird sound like?"

The entire time this conversation was going
on, Jase sat like a big owl looking from one to the other when we
spoke. He didn't say a word but I could see an idea or question was
forming.

I answered, "It sounds something like this:
peep, tweet, tweet, cheep. Cheep, tweet, tweet, peep."

I worked hard at the sound and saw the light
come on in Jase's eyes. He tried the sound and I told him it had to
be a little higher. Tim was really staring at me with that
suspicious look. Jase got the sound down and was tweeting cheeping
away. I closed my eyes for effect and leaned back like I was really
listening.

"Jase, I didn't know you had hillbilly
chicken where you came from. When I close my eyes and listen, I
can't tell you from the real thing. Maybe I could get you to record
that. I'll bet I'd do a lot better catching some of those fool
birds."

"I don't ever remember seeing anything like
this bird you're describing. When did you catch it?" Tim said
looking at me through narrowed eyes. He definitely had a suspicious
mind.

"They are really tough to see. I
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