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C

ountry music started playing on the jukebox after Lisa Nolan had pressed F6. She leaned over, looking for her next selection, causing her short, denim skirt to rise to reveal more of her soft white thighs. Gyrating her hips to the music, she was fully aware that she now had the attention of half the men in the bar.

On Friday nights in Wateree, South Carolina, most of the small town’s young people gathered in and outside the Boars Head Tavern. This night, one of the men admiring the rhythmic motion of Lisa’s hips, was Gunnery Sergeant Michael Green. He had just returned from serving three tours in Iraq with his childhood best friend, Master Gunnery Sergeant John “Bear” Walker, and they were celebrating with a few drinks.

If Michael had only known that Lisa was married to Stan Nolan, an insanely jealous local, he would not have asked to buy her a drink after she winked at him. Lisa gladly accepted his offer, as there were some memories she wanted to drown. The most recent being the violent confrontation she had with Stan only an hour before when she stormed out the house, after telling him she was going to find herself a real man.

“So how many men did you kill?” Lisa asked poking the olive with a toothpick in her martini.

This question did not surprise Michael coming from the 22-year-old, bleached blonde with a bra size larger than her I.Q. She barely had enough brain power to operate her cell phone. However, she did have an ass that stopped traffic when she walked down Main Street.

It was that same body that helped her graduate high school via the backseat of many of her teacher’s cars. One math teacher did not see her graduate because on that day; he was sitting in prison for having sex with her when she was sixteen. Upon graduation, the only future she had was waitressing at the Boars Head Tavern or getting pregnant by the Varsity football star quarterback; Stan Nolan. She supposedly had a miscarriage a few days after they were married.

“That’s usually not a question someone asks,” Michael said. “I’m sure police officers don’t like telling how many men they’ve shot over dinner either.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to...”

“No, its fine,” he said, sipping his beer. “I’m sure if I were a civilian, I would want to know out of curiosity as well. I don’t know. When you’re in a firefight, all you care about is sending 50 rounds at 2900 feet per second and pray you hit whoever is shooting at you.”

“So you were in for three years,” she said, counting on her fingers. “That means you could have killed at least three men.”

“Or I could have been a bad shot and killed none,” he said with a chuckle.

“Oh, you’re just teasin me now, honey,” she said, patting his chest. “My, my aren’t you in shape. I bet you got some stamina.”

Lisa was leaning forward so that Michael could get a full view of her lovely boobs as they pressed against his arm. They swelled like bread rising in an oven.

“I try to stay in shape little lady,” he said, leaning closer to make her chest swell even more.

“I bet you could go all night, sugar,” Lisa said, sucking on her finger.

“Like a nonstop locomotive, little lady,” he said.

“Baby, as you can see, there ain't nuffin little on me,” she said, leaning back so that Michael could take in the whole view.

“Well, that’s good to know,” he said. “Because I pack a lot of hardware.”

“You better because what I got between my legs is gonna make you surrender,” she said, rubbing her inner thighs.

“When I get finished, you’re going to think the whole Marine Corp marched through that sweet little ass of yours,” he whispered in her ear.

“Why don’t you tell me what you just said to my wife, jarhead?” Stan asked.

Michael swiveled in his stool to see the red face of Stan, who was accompanied by his three friends. On his right, holding a baseball bat was Bo, a fat slob that stood 6 feet, bald, and a member of the local skinheads. On the other side of Stan was Pete, who was also a member of the skinhead club. He barely stood 5 feet 9 inches tall, but he was built like a tank. Hovering behind the three miscreants was a 6-foot 5-inch tall mountain named “Stackhouse” Sutton.

Sutton, who was completely bald and wore the biker beard down to his chest, always wore a bike chain around his neck. It matched well with his leather biker jacket and steel tipped boots. He had already legally killed four men in bar fights. There was a rumor that he was related to Judge Ryan Vickers, and that’s why his cases wound up dismissed as a simple case of self-defense.

“Mister, I didn’t mean no harm, but she didn’t say she was married,” Michael said, sliding off the stool.

“I guess you must be blind if you didn’t see that wedding ring on her finger,” Stan said.

“Well, I’m not blind, and I don’t have x-ray vision either,” he said. “So unless it’s in her purse, I don’t see any ring on her finger.”

“Get your ass over here,” Stan snapped at Lisa.

Lisa slowly slid off the stool. Having discovered a new sense of modesty, she pulled down her skirt and walked over to him.

“Put out your hand,” he barked.

Lisa timidly extended her ring hand.

“Doing this shit again?” he said, twisting her wrist to show her the barren ring finger.

“Baby, I left it on the sink after washing the dishes,” she protested. “Let’s go home, and you’ll see I just forgot to put it back on. You know I left fast after the little argument we had.”

You could see the pinwheel spinning in Stan’s head as he thought about what she said. 

“OK, I believe you,” he said, kissing her and smacking her on the ass. “Now get the fuck home, and be ready for the ass whoopin you’re going to get.”

The bar watched as she sashayed out of the bar, followed by a few other patrons who had seen incidents like this escalate in the past before. Of course, she didn’t go home. She lit up a cigarette as an excuse for sticking around. Lisa was hoping that this was the night when someone would finally give her husband what she had taken for the past four years. A good beating.

“Where the fuck do you think you’re going, jarhead?” Stan asked, blocking Michaels path with his arm.

“Mister, you better remove your arm from my path,” Michael said, putting down his beer on the bar.

“Or else what, boy?” Stan asked.

“Or I’m going to remove your arm from your shoulder,” Michael said.

“Listen, let’s not have any trouble in here, gentlemen,” Raul said. “Next round is on the house.”

“Mind your business, wetback,” Sutton said.

“Stay out of this Raul,” Stan said. 

Raul shook his head and walked to the other side of the bar to take care of customers.

“You fuckers think you can just waltz up in our town and fuck with any man’s wife,” Stan said.

“Your town?” Michael said. “Boy, I was born and raised here. I don’t recall seeing you or your three girlfriends before I left three years ago. So this is my town.”

“It was your town,” Pete chimed in. “For the past two years, it’s been our town. And as you can see, you’re the only nigger in here.”

“Every time one of you army rats come in, one of our women gets knocked up,” Stan said. “Then you ship off without a care in the world.”

“So you’re concerned about the unwed mothers of Wateree, is that it?” asked Michael.

“I’m concerned that you’re a nigger that’s going to need to upgrade his health insurance,” Stan said.

“What do you think, Bear?” Michael asked, not taking his eyes off of Stan. “Do you think I need to upgrade my health insurance?”

Stan turned to see John lift his 6 foot 9 inch, 320 pounds of solid muscle, out of the booth that he was sitting with their dates. 

“Ladies, I think this would be a good time for you to leave,” he said, leaning over the table.

The two ladies jumped up and hurriedly left the tavern. People moved out of the way as John leisurely walked over to where Michael was standing.

“Bear, it seems that these gentlemen don’t like Marines,” Michael said.

“We don’t have a problem with Marines, man,” Stan said, taking a few steps back. “We have an issue with niggers talking to our white women.”

“What whale shit covered, prehistoric rock did your ignant ass crawl out from under?” John asked.

“911, where is your emergency?” the operator asked.

“At the Boar’s Head Tavern, 706 Jonesville Road,” yelled Greasy. “Hurry up; they’re tearing up my bar.”

Greasy, the Boars Head Tavern owner, was standing behind the bar when John picked up Stackhouse and tossed him in his direction. Greasy narrowly jumped out of the way as he slammed into the liquor bottles.

“Motherfucker,” Greasy yelled, and ran toward the back of the bar where his office was.

Michael was holding his own against Pete, thanks to his four years of MMA backyard style grappling skills. Pete was trying to break free of the leg scissor lock around his neck before he passed out. He didn’t make it. 

Bo was the first one knocked out after John slapped Stan out of the way. The chair Bo picked up and smashed over John’s head, splintered into pieces with no apparent effect on him. It only took one punch from John’s massive fist to send the tub of lard to la-la land.

During the mayhem, John didn’t hear Stan opening the switchblade knife he always kept in his right boot. If Lisa had not screamed as Stan lunged at John, he would have stuck the blade in his liver. With the reflexes of a combat expert, John grabbed Stan’s wrist with the knife, who let out a scream as his wrist bones began to fracture. Enraged by the cowardly act, John was not aware of how hard he punched him until he heard Stan’s neck snap.

“Stan!” Lisa screamed, running over to her husband’s convulsing body.

Raul came over and checked Stan’s pulse.

“He’s gone, Lisa,” he said. “I’m sorry.”

Lisa’s screams reached Greasy ears in the back office. He was watching the fight as he was loading his shotgun. He grabbed his shotgun and ran towards the group standing around Stan’s lifeless body.

“You, big man,” Greasy said, pointing the shotgun at John. “You and the colored boy turn around and put your goddamn hands on the bar and don’t move.”

“Take it easy with that shotgun,” Michael said.

“You just keep talkin boy, and I’m gonna clean your plate,” Greasy said.

“Just do as he says, Mike,” John said. “We don’t want any more trouble.”

“That’s good advice he’s giving you, boy,” Greasy said.

Greasy stooped down and pretended to check Stan’s condition. He discretely motioned for Bo to pick up the knife when he heard sirens in the distance.

“Any of yall who don’t want to be held up by the police all night better git on up out of here,” Greasy said. 

In less than a minute, the only people left in the bar was John, Michael, and Bo. Pete was still unconscious on the floor. Stackhouse was leaning and bleeding on the bar next to Raul. Lisa was on her knees, sobbing over her dead, abusive husband. And then there was Carly Tanner, the only waitress who was working that night had fled to the back of the office when the fight started.

“Here, take this, Bo,” Greasy said, handing Bo his shotgun. “Watch them while I go check something.”

Greasy went back to his office, where his CCTV cameras were recording. He didn’t see Carly cowering in the corner of his office. He took out the tape and placed it in a wall safe behind a painting of Rocky Marciano. He, and now Carly, was the only one who knew of the safe.

*_*_*_*

Mary Walker had just finished washing the dishes and was drying her hands on her apron when she stepped out on her porch. The sun was setting in the distance, its fading light illuminating a tall figure at the end of the dirt road leading to her steps. Squinting under her hand, she let out a yell and ran up the road as fast she could.

“Johnny, Johnny’s home,” she yelled, running into John’s outstretched arms. “My baby’s home.”

She showered John’s face with kisses as he lifted her into the air.

“Oh, it’s so good to see you, Momma,” he said, wheeling around in the air with her.

“Put me down, son,” she said. “You
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