

    
        
          Marge 3 Toes

        

        
        
          Aaron Abilene

        

        
          Published by Syphon Creative, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MARGE 3 TOES

    

    
      First edition. June 22, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Aaron Abilene.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227614896

    

    
    
      Written by Aaron Abilene.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Aaron Abilene

	    

      
	    
          
	      505

          
        
          
	          505

          
        
          
	          505: Resurrection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Balls

          
        
          
	          Dead Awake

          
        
          
	          Before The Dead Awake

          
        
          
	          Dead Sleep

          
        
          
	          Bulletproof Balls

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Carnival Game

          
        
          
	          Full Moon Howl

          
        
          
	          Donovan

          
        
          
	          Shades of Z

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Codename

          
        
          
	          The Man in The Mini Van

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Deadeye

          
        
          
	          Deadeye & Friends

          
        
          
	          Cowboys Vs Aliens

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Ferris

          
        
          
	          Life in Prescott

          
        
          
	          Afterlife in Love

          
        
          
	          Tragic Heart

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Island

          
        
          
	          Paradise Island

          
        
          
	          The Lost Island

          
        
          
	          The Lost Island 2

          
        
          
	          The Lost Island 3

          
        
          
	          The Island 2

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      James & Zoe

          
        
          
	          Inheritance

          
        
          
	          James & Zoe

          
        
          
	          Sourcing Trip

          
        
          
	          Reality Check

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kuru

          
        
          
	          Kuru

          
        
          
	          Kuru Zombies

          
        
          
	          Laughing Death

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Pandemic

          
        
          
	          Pandemic

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Prototype

          
        
          
	          Prototype

          
        
          
	          The Compound

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Slacker

          
        
          
	          Slacker 2

          
        
          
	          Slacker 3

          
        
          
	          Slacker: Dead Man Walkin'

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Survivor Files

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files: Day 1

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 1 Part 2

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 2

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : On The Run

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 3

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 4

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 5

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 6

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 7

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 8

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 9

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 10

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 11

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 12

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 13

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 14

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 15

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 16

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 17

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 18

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 19

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 20

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 21

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 22

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 23

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 24

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 25

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 26

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 27

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 28

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 29

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Day 30

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Month 1

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Month 2

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Month 3

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Month 4

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Month 5

          
        
          
	          Survivor Files : Month 6

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Texas

          
        
          
	          Devil Child of Texas

          
        
          
	          A Vampire in Texas

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Author

          
        
          
	          Breaking Wind

          
        
          
	          Yellow Snow

          
        
          
	          Dragon Snatch

          
        
          
	          Golden Showers

          
        
          
	          Nether Region

          
        
          
	          Evil Empire

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Thomas

          
        
          
	          Quarantine

          
        
          
	          Contagion

          
        
          
	          Eradication

          
        
          
	          Isolation

          
        
          
	          Immune

          
        
          
	          Pathogen

          
        
          
	          Bloodline

          
        
          
	          Decontaminated

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      TPD

          
        
          
	          Trailer Park Diaries

          
        
          
	          Trailer Park Diaries 2

          
        
          
	          Trailer Park Diaries 3

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Virus

          
        
          
	          Raising Hell

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Zombie Bride

          
        
          
	          Zombie Bride

          
        
          
	          Zombie Bride 2

          
        
          
	          Zombie Bride 3

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Victims of Pinocchio

          
        
          
	          A Christmas Nightmare

          
        
          
	          Pain

          
        
          
	          Fat Jesus

          
        
          
	          A Zombie's Revenge

          
        
          
	          The Headhunter

          
        
          
	          Crash

          
        
          
	          Tranq

          
        
          
	          The Island

          
        
          
	          Dog

          
        
          
	          The Quiet Man

          
        
          
	          Joe Superhero

          
        
          
	          Feral

          
        
          
	          Good Guys

          
        
          
	          Romeo and Juliet and Zombies

          
        
          
	          The Gamer

          
        
          
	          Becoming Alpha

          
        
          
	          Dead West

          
        
          
	          Small Town Blues

          
        
          
	          Shades of Z: Redux

          
        
          
	          The Gift of Death

          
        
          
	          Killer Claus

          
        
          
	          Skarred

          
        
          
	          Home Sweet Home

          
        
          
	          Alligator Allan

          
        
          
	          10 Days

          
        
          
	          Army of The Dumbest Dead

          
        
          
	          Kid

          
        
          
	          The Cult of Stupid

          
        
          
	          9 Time Felon

          
        
          
	          Slater

          
        
          
	          Bad Review: Hannah Dies

          
        
          
	          Me Again

          
        
          
	          Maurice and Me

          
        
          
	          The Family Business

          
        
          
	          Lightning Rider : Better Days

          
        
          
	          Lazy Boyz

          
        
          
	          The Sheep

          
        
          
	          Wild

          
        
          
	          The Flood

          
        
          
	          Extinction

          
        
          
	          Good Intentions

          
        
          
	          Dark Magic

          
        
          
	          Sparkles The Vampire Clown

          
        
          
	          From The Future, Stuck in The Past

          
        
          
	          Rescue

          
        
          
	          Knock Knock

          
        
          
	          Creep

          
        
          
	          Honest John

          
        
          
	          Urbex

          
        
          
	          She's Psycho

          
        
          
	          Unfinished

          
        
          
	          Neighbors

          
        
          
	          Misery, Nevada

          
        
          
	          Vicious Cycle

          
        
          
	          Relive

          
        
          
	          Romeo and Juliet: True Love Conquers All

          
        
          
	          Dead Road

          
        
          
	          Florida Man

          
        
          
	          Hunting Sarah

          
        
          
	          The Great American Zombie Novel

          
        
          
	          Carnage

          
        
          
	          Marge 3 Toes

          
        
          
	          Random Acts of Stupidity

          
        
          
	          Born Killer

          
        
          
	          The Abducted

          
        
          
	          Whiteboy

          
        
          
	          Broken Man

          
        
          
	          Graham Hiney

          
        
          
	          Bridge

          
        
          
	          15

          
        
          
	          Paper Soldiers

          
        
          
	          Zartan

          
        
          
	          The Concepts of a Plan

          
        
          
	          The Firsts in Life

          
        
          
	          Vlad The Bad

          
        
          
	          The Husband

          
        
          
	          Silver Town

          
        
          
	          The Squatter

          
        
          
	          Unlucky in Love

          
        
          
	          Unhappily Ever After

          
        
          
	          Giant Baby

          
        
          
	          The Valley of Death

          
        
          
	          Skunk Ape

          
        
          
	          Dog Man

          
        
          
	          The Hag

          
        
          
	          Delulu and The Asshole Apocalypse

          
        
          
	          Remover

          
        
          
	          Cannibal Prospector

          
        
          
	          New Nazi

          
        
          
	          Tyrant's Fall

          
        
          
	          China Madman

          
        
          
	          A Bad Day

          
        
          
	          Predators

          
        
          
	          Project Alpha

          
        
          
	          Secret Killer

          
        
          
	          Amnesia

          
        
          
	          No Tomorrow

          
        
          
	          Blackout

          
        
          
	          East Bound

          
        
          
	          Endless Trip

          
        
          
	          Haunted

          
        
          
	          Nobody

          
        
          
	          Peg Leg Jew

          
        
          
	          Eat The Rich

          
        
          
	          Exposed

          
        
          
	          Secret Weapon

          
        
          
	          Darwin's Apocalypse

          
        
          
	          Death of The States

          
        
          
	          Romeo & Juliet in Space

          
        
          
	          Wanderer

          
        
          
	          Burning Man

          
        
          
	          Passengers

          
        
          
	          Ponytail

          
        
          
	          Crackhead

          
        
          
	          Roid Rage

          
        
          
	          Activated

          
        
          
	          Time Warp

          
        
          
	          Train

          
        
          
	          The Devil on House Arrest

          
        
          
	          Diner

          
        
          
	          The Town

          
        
          
	          The Car

          
        
          
	          The End of The American Empire

          
        
          
	          Mom and Pop's

          
        
          
	          The Brute

          
        
          
	          Kalani

          
        
          
	          The Walker

          
        
          
	          Grime

          
        
          
	          Mythical Creatures

          
        
          
	          Blue Eyed Girl

          
        
          
	          Hero

          
        
          
	          Inadequacies of Man

          
        
          
	          To The Brink

          
        
          
	          Parasite

          
        
          
	          The Convention

          
        
          
	          The Spawning Room

          
        
          
	          The Other Side

          
        
          
	          The Other Me

          
        
          
	          The Perfect Crime

          
        
          
	          Immortal

          
        
          
	          4000

          
        
          
	          The Earl of Saint Louis

          
        
          
	          The Ranch

          
        
          
	          Trigger Warning

          
        
          
	          Evil

          
        
          
	          In The Woods

          
        
          
	          Badlands

          
        
          
	          Brittle

          
        
          
	          Timeline

          
        
          
	          Blacked Out

          
        
          
	          The Replacements

          
        
          
	          Twisted Intervention

          
        
          
	          The Last Call

          
        
          
	          Inside The Simulation

          
        
          
	          Vacation

          
        
          
	          White Trash King

          
        
          
	          The Boat

          
        
          
	          Yellow Pill

          
        
          
	          Journey to Nowhere

          
        
          
	          Revenge

          
        
          
	          His & Hers

          
        
          
	          Gone

          
        
          
	          Rest Stop

          
        
          
	          Raining Bullets

          
        
          
	          The Queen and I

          
        
          
	          Between Worlds

          
        
          
	          Edge of Hades

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Aaron Abilene

Marge 3 Toes

Sign up for Aaron Abilene's Mailing List

Also By Aaron Abilene

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Marge 3 Toes

[image: ]


Written by Aaron Abilene

––––––––
[image: ]


Mark was at it again, standing in the dusty square of Hogtown with his chest puffed out like a rooster ready for a brawl. His voice boomed across the gathered crowd, each word slicing through the hot, still air like a knife.

"Y'all think you're so high and mighty," Mark spat, jabbing a finger toward the cluster of grim-faced townspeople. "But none of you have the gumption to step outside this puddle of a town."

The townsfolk muttered amongst themselves, their disdain for Mark as thick as molasses. It wasn't just his big mouth that rubbed them the wrong way—it was the very sight of him. A full-grown man with a penchant for trouble and a tongue too sharp for his own good.

"Your parents must be real proud," sneered one old timer, leaning on a crooked cane. There were nods and murmurs of agreement; everyone knew Ma and Pa Jenkins had hoped for better than a son who could argue the feathers off a chicken.

"Least I got more ambition than sitting around whittling wood and gossiping like a bunch of old maids," Mark retorted. The crowd's response was a collective scowl.

"Should've known you'd end up like this, what with those freak feet of yours," another townsperson called out, drawing a round of chuckles. Mark's parents, God rest their souls, had passed down more than just their stubborn streak. The Jenkins family trait—a peculiar genetic quirk that left them all with three toes on each foot—was the brunt of many jokes.

"Three-toed or not, I ain't staying here to rot with the rest of ya," Mark declared, his voice tinged with defiance. He knew they mocked him, but he'd be damned if he let their narrow minds dictate his fate.

Despite the laughter and the whispered jibes, Mark stood his ground, his fiery gaze daring anyone to challenge him. In that moment, with the sun bearing down on his wide-brimmed hat and the townspeople of Hogtown encircling him like buzzards, Mark felt the familiar surge of determination that came from being the underdog.

He might be Mark Jenkins, son of two-bit farmers, derided for both his temper and his toes, but he was also the man with enough spirit to leave this place—and its small-minded inhabitants—in the dust.

Mark thumped his chest with a calloused hand, the dust from his vest mingling with the heavy air of midday. The circle of townsfolk tightened around him, their faces twisted into contemptuous grimaces.

"Y'all think you're better 'n me? Well, listen here," Mark bellowed, his voice slicing through the stifling heat like a knife through butter. "I'm gonna be the greatest outlaw this side of the Mississippi. I'll have my face plastered on wanted posters from here to Timbuktu, and you'll all be tellin' your grandkids 'bout the time you crossed paths with Mark Jenkins!"

A cacophony of jeers and snickers erupted from the crowd, but it was like water off a duck's back. Mark stood taller, his pride ballooning inside him, impervious to their scorn.

"An outlaw?" scoffed a toothless old man in the front row. "You wouldn't last a day, boy. You'd trip over them three-toed feet tryin' to run from the law!"

"Maybe so," Mark shot back, a smirk playing on his lips, "but at least I'll be trippin' on piles of gold while you're all still wallowin' in the mud!"

The crowd's laughter faltered as confusion took hold. It was then that the town's dusty silence was broken by the clip-clop of the postman's horse, trotting up to the scene. He handed a letter to Mark—an envelope yellowed with age and sealed with an ornate wax stamp.

"Special delivery for ya, Mark. Looks important," the postman said, tipping his hat before turning away.

All eyes were on Mark as he tore open the letter with a dramatic flourish. The townspeople craned their necks, curiosity getting the better of their disdain. Mark's eyes flicked rapidly across the handwritten scrawl, absorbing every word.

"Whatcha got there, Jenkins?" someone called out impatiently.

Mark's smirk widened into a triumphant grin as he folded the letter and tucked it into his shirt.

"Seems I got me a map," he declared boldly, "to a legendary lost gold mine. And all I gotta do is prove myself as an outlaw." He paused, letting the words hang in the air. "So thank you kindly, folks of Hogtown, for giving me just the ambition I needed."

As the townspeople erupted into a mixture of skepticism and awe, Mark turned on his heel, his three-toed footprints marking the beginning of a path that would lead him far from the town that never believed in him.

Mark's heart thundered in his chest like a runaway stallion as he retreated to the privacy of his rickety homestead. The townspeople's murmurs faded behind him, replaced by the rustle of the letter in his trembling hands. His bedroom was dim and dust-laden, the perfect place for secrets to unfurl. With reverence, he unfolded the parchment, his breath hitching at the sight of the elegant script dancing across the page.

"Dear Mr. Jenkins," it began, and Mark could scarcely believe the formality addressed to someone like him. His eyes devoured the words, each sentence more tantalizing than the last. A map to untold riches, a challenge to his mettle, and all within the grasp of an outlaw's ambition. Adventure beckoned from beyond the ink, promising a future drenched in gold and glory.

"Outlaw..." he whispered to himself, the word rolling off his tongue with the weight of destiny. Inspiration struck like lightning, igniting a fire within his belly. He rose from the edge of his bed, a newfound determination hardening his jaw.

"Mark Jenkins is dead," he announced to the empty room, "from now on, I'm Marge 3 Toes, the most fearsome desperado this side of the Mississippi!"

He paced in front of the cracked mirror, rehearsing his introduction with gusto. Mark—no, Marge—tilted his hat at a jaunty angle and practiced a menacing squint, one that would make any saloon go silent upon entry. With every repetition, his confidence swelled.

The three-toed feet that had been the source of endless mockery would now be his badge of notoriety. He imagined the whispers in the taverns, the gasps as he kicked open swinging doors, the legendary tales that would trail in the wake of his footsteps. Marge 3 Toes, they'd say, was a name you'd best remember—or regret forgetting.

"Time to leave Hogtown to the hogs," Marge declared with a smirk, strapping on his gun belt with renewed purpose. Each item he packed was a step away from his past self, a transition into the notorious figure he was destined to become. With every bullet, every scrap of jerky, and every canteen filled, Marge felt the shackles of his old life loosen.

By the time he stepped outside, the sun was slipping below the horizon, painting the sky in hues of fiery defiance. The dusty streets of Hogtown were quiet now, but Marge's heart was loud with anticipation. He mounted his horse, casting one last glance at the town that had never been his home.

"Watch out, Wild West," Marge muttered, tipping his hat to the fading light. "Marge 3 Toes is comin' for ya."

With a kick of his heels and the creak of leather, he spurred his horse forward, galloping into the vast, open lands that awaited the legend he was about to write.

A cloud of dust swirled as Marge 3 Toes trotted into a ramshackle settlement just shy of nowhere. The saloon's warped doors swung open with the kind of creak that set teeth on edge, and out stumbled Old Joe, a face so weathered it could have been carved from the bark of an ancient oak. His eyes, sharp as a hawk's, caught sight of Marge dismounting with a thud that announced trouble or at least the hope for it.

"Whatcha want, kid?" he rasped, his hand hovering near the well-worn butt of his revolver—a motion that spoke more loudly than words.

"Name's Marge," she declared, thrusting her chest out. "Marge 3 Toes, and I'm here to become the outlaw this land won't soon forget."

Old Joe grunted, sizing up the would-be bandit. "You got the look of someone who's chewed more dirt than they've spat out bullets," he said, not unkindly. "That determination's gonna get you kilt or crowned, and I ain't too sure which."

"Then help me make sure it's the latter," Marge implored, her gaze steady. "I need someone who knows the ropes, and it looks like you've been lassoed by life more than most."

"Ha!" Old Joe's laugh was dry as the desert air. "Alright, Marge 3 Toes. But this ain't no nursery rhyme; the Wild West'll eat you up and spit yer bones out 'fore breakfast." He leaned in close, his breath smelling of tobacco and hard living. "There'll be snake pits masquerading as watering holes and smiles hiding sharper knives than you got there," he nodded at her sidearm.

"Let 'em try," Marge retorted with a fire that matched the setting sun. "I didn't come this far to back down now."

"Spoken like a true fool or a legend in the making," Old Joe mused, straightening up. "Guess we'll see soon enough which one you'll be."

With a tip of his hat, Old Joe signaled the beginning of an alliance—one that would carve new legends or bury them deep in the unforgiving sands. And Marge, with the ghost of Hogtown at her heels and the promise of gold glinting in her eye, stepped forward ready to meet her fate head-on.

Dust kicked up around their boots as Marge and Old Joe strode out of Hogtown, the morning sun casting long shadows behind them. The town's ramshackle buildings dwindled into specks on the horizon, replaced by the sprawling, untamed expanse of the Wild West. Marge took it all in with wide eyes, her heart hammering like a blacksmith's rhythm against an anvil.

"Got yer kit sorted?" Old Joe asked gruffly, adjusting the saddlebags on his weathered horse.

"Every bullet and bandana," Marge replied, patting her satchel. She had packed for resilience and rebellion, not comfort. Her three-toed boots crunched over the gravelly path, each step a staccato against the quiet of dawn.

"Good. We'll hit Dead Man's Pass by sundown if we keep a steady pace," Old Joe said, and they set off, their horses leaving twin trails of dust hanging in the still air.

As the day wore on, Marge's determination didn't falter, even when the sun reached its zenith and beat down on them like the fiery gaze of God Himself. They crossed paths with a caravan of traders, who eyed Marge's peculiar gait with open curiosity.

"Whatcha lookin' at?" Marge barked, bristling under their scrutiny.

"Never seen feet like that 'fore, is all," one trader mumbled, scratching his beard.

"Keeps me balanced in a gunfight," Marge retorted, tipping her hat with mock politeness before spurring her horse onward.

By mid-afternoon, they encountered a creek that had swollen beyond its banks, the recent rains turning it into an obstacle. Old Joe surveyed the rushing water with a frown, but Marge was already dismounting, her hands on her hips.

"Can't be worse than facing down Hogtown's finest," she quipped, rolling up her sleeves.

"Careful now, Marge. That current's got more bite than a cornered rattler," Old Joe warned, but he followed suit, leading his horse to the water's edge.

Together, they coaxed their reluctant steeds into the creek, the horses snorting their displeasure. Marge clung tight to the reins, her three-toed feet finding precarious purchase on the slippery stones beneath the surface. When her horse stumbled, sending a spray of cold water over them, Marge's laughter rang out clear and fearless.

"Come on, old girl!" she cheered, patting the mare's neck. "Ain't no river wide enough to keep Marge 3 Toes from her destiny!"

Finally reaching the far bank, they continued on, clothes drenched but spirits undiminished. As the sun dipped low, painting the sky in hues of orange and pink, Marge felt a surge of triumphant exhilaration. Every mile put between her and Hogtown was a promise kept, every challenge faced a testament to her unwavering resolve.

"Yer as stubborn as a mule in a mud pit," Old Joe observed with a rare grin as they made camp.

"Stubborn's what's gonna make me known across these lands," Marge replied, striking flint to tinder. "And I reckon we're just getting started."

As night blanketed the world, Marge sat by the fire, her dreams flickering in its flames, as boundless and wild as the West itself.

Marge pushed open the saloon doors of Dustville with the same force she imagined a notorious outlaw would. The patrons inside momentarily paused their chatter and card games, eyes fixed on the figure framed by the doorway, her silhouette bold against the dying light.

"Whiskey," Marge announced to the barkeep, strutting up to the counter, her spurs chiming a discordant melody with each step. She slammed a coin down with more confidence than her budget really allowed.

"New in town, eh?" The barkeep eyed her three-toed boots—something he'd never seen before—and poured her drink with a raised brow.

"Name's Marge 3 Toes," she said, tossing back the whiskey. "And I ain't just passing through. I'm here to make a name for myself."

A few snickers erupted from a corner table. "Three toes?" a grizzled prospector hooted. "What'd you do, count wrong?"

"Laugh it up," Marge shot back, undeterred. "But when I'm the most feared outlaw this side of the Mississippi, we'll see who's countin' what."

"Feared outlaw?" A woman cackling at the back spat out her beer. "You? Why, you'd be lucky to scare a rabbit outta its hole!"

"Is that so?" Marge challenged, her voice steady as a granite cliff. "Well, mark my words, I'll have every gang from here to Timbuktu knowin' my name."

"Speaking of gangs..." Old Joe interjected, his voice low and carrying a weight that silenced the room. "There's talk of Bertha Tripletoe 'round these parts."

"Bertha Tripletoe?" Marge echoed, her curiosity piqued as she leaned closer.

"Yep," a wiry man at the bar chimed in. "They say she's the most ruthless leader of the Slippery Snakes gang. Got a bounty so high, you'd need a ladder to reach it."

"Slippery Snakes?" Marge repeated, rolling the name around in her mouth like a new flavor. "Well, ain't that something."

"Something dangerous," Old Joe warned. "Folk around these towns don't take kindly to new outlaws stepping on Bertha's toes. Literally or figuratively."

Marge's chest swelled with a mix of excitement and defiance. "Then I reckon it's about time someone introduced themselves properly. Marge 3 Toes doesn't shy away from a challenge."

She stood there, head held high, her gaze locking with every pair of eyes in the room. Some shook their heads, others whispered behind their hands, but all knew one thing was certain: Marge 3 Toes had arrived, and she wasn't leaving without making her mark.

The sun was sliding behind the jagged horizon, painting the sky in hues of burnt orange and dusky rose when Marge and Old Joe found themselves at the mouth of a narrow canyon that cleaved through the heart of the Badlands. A significant milestone, for this was said to be the route that led to the legendary lost gold mine, the very one mentioned in the mysterious letter that set Marge on her path to outlaw fame.

Marge dismounted with a grace that belied her awkwardly shaped feet, and she peered down the shadowed path. The canyon stretched like the gaping maw of some great beast, promising darkness and unknown dangers within its belly.

"Looks like we've found the Devil's Backbone," Old Joe announced gruffly, pulling his weathered hat low over his brow as he surveyed the landscape.

"Devil's Backbone?" Marge repeated, her voice a mix of awe and uncertainty.

"Yep," confirmed Old Joe, running a hand through his silver-streaked beard. "Local legend has it that this here canyon is home to more than just rattlesnakes and tumbleweeds. They say it's guarded by the spirits of those who once sought the mine and never returned."

"Guarded by spirits, you say?" Marge snorted with a smirk. "Sounds like my kinda company."

With gusto, she hitched up her belt, where the handle of her revolver peeked out, an ever-present reminder of the new life she had chosen. "Well, spirits or not, Marge 3 Toes didn't come all this way to turn back now. Let's see what ol' Devil's Backbone has got in store."

Old Joe gave a nod, his expression unreadable beneath the brim of his hat. Together, they gathered their supplies and ventured into the narrowing confines of the canyon. Their footsteps echoed off the walls, mingling with the occasional distant howl of a coyote. It wasn't long before the last sliver of light from the setting sun vanished, enveloping them in near total darkness.

"Keep your eyes peeled, Marge," Old Joe murmured, a hand resting on his own gun. "This is about the time when—"

He was cut off by a sudden clatter of rocks above them. Instinctively, they both froze, looking up to the source of the noise. There, silhouetted against the starlit sky, was the unmistakable outline of a coyote—but it wasn't alone. Beside it lay a battered leather satchel, frayed at the edges and partially open, revealing a glint of something metallic inside.

"Would ya look at that," Marge whispered, her excitement palpable even in the whisper-thin sound.

"Could be a trap," Old Joe warned, but Marge was already scaling the side of the canyon with surprising agility.

"Only one way to find out," she called back.

In seconds, Marge reached the ledge, her fingers closing around the satchel. She opened it wider, and her breath caught in her throat. Inside, nestled among old maps and a few stray coins, was a solid gold nugget—the size of a hen's egg, glowing in the starlight.

"Joe!" she shouted, unable to keep the triumph from her voice. "I think we just found our first clue!"

Old Joe joined her on the ledge, his eyes widening at the sight of the nugget. "Well, I'll be..."

"Seems like the Devil's Backbone might just lead us to heaven after all," Marge said with a grin.

Together, they pocketed the nugget and secured the satchel, ready to face whatever else the canyon—and their journey—had in store. As they continued deeper into the shadows, the chapter closed on their silhouettes, two determined souls embarking on a quest that promised to be as treacherous as it was tantalizing.

The rusty mail slot creaked, a sound as rare as rain in Hogtown. Mark, sprawled across his flea-bitten sofa, jolted upright. Dust motes danced in the slanting sunlight as a slice of paper slipped through the narrow opening and fluttered onto the splintered floorboards like a tumbleweed blowing into town.

He blinked, squinting at the unexpected visitor. Letters were as foreign to his shack as fancy silverware, and for a moment, he just stared, suspicion knitting his brows. Then, with the agility of a coyote spooked by gunfire, he lunged for the envelope, its edges slightly crumpled from the journey through the reluctant slot.

Mark's fingers trembled as they clawed at the seal, tearing the paper with a zeal matched only by prospectors ripping into the earth's crust. He unfolded the letter, and his eyes scanned the scrawled handwriting that spoke of riches hidden beneath the sun-scorched earth – a legendary lost gold mine whispered about in saloons and around campfires.

"Hot dang!" he exclaimed, the words bursting from him like buckshot. A grin split his weathered face, a glimmer of hope igniting in his eyes as bright and fervent as the lanterns in Madame Lulu’s House of Delights on a Saturday night. This letter could be the map to a future as shiny as the gold it promised, a chance to trade his life of squalor for one of wild, unfathomable adventure.

The letter's last word barely had time to echo in the cramped confines of the shack before Mark sprang into action. His heart galloped like a runaway stallion as a madcap notion took root in his mind. "Marge 3 Toes," he muttered, rolling the alias over his tongue like a swig of rotgut whiskey. It was daring, it was ludicrous, and it was perfect. He'd leave behind the dust of Hogtown and the skin of Mark the nobody. Out there, in the untamed sprawl of the Wild West, he'd be reborn as an outlaw as notorious as they came.

He rifled through a trunk teeming with memories and moth-eaten fabric, tossing aside his limited belongings with wild abandon. Each garment flung to the floor marked the shedding of his old self. At the bottom, his fingers stumbled upon a coarse, dark skirt and a blouse that had belonged to his late mother. "Sorry, Ma," he whispered, though a flicker of mischief danced in his eyes. This getup would be the cornerstone of Marge 3 Toes.

With gusto, Mark seized the clothes and shimmied into the skirt, its hem grazing his unshaven legs. The blouse was next, the buttons struggling to meet across his broad chest. He glanced at the cracked mirror propped against the wall, catching sight of the fledgling Marge staring back at him. A snort of laughter escaped him; the transformation was underway, but the masterpiece needed a few finishing touches.

His hands, now agents of reinvention, reached for a pot of rouge abandoned by a previous tenant – a lady of questionable repute who enjoyed the occasional game of poker. With the careful concentration of a cardsharp eyeing their hand, Mark dabbed the rouge onto his cheeks, giving them a rosy bloom that could rival the sunset.

"Every good outlaw needs a hat," he declared, plucking a wide-brimmed hat from a hook. It was more farmer than felon, but perched jauntily atop his head, it somehow fit the bill. A faded bandana tied around his neck completed the ensemble, shielding the Adam's apple that betrayed remnants of Mark.

Mark-turned-Marge stood tall, his posture shifting to bear the weight of his newfound identity. His jaw set with determination, a spark of audacity igniting in his gaze. He tipped the hat at a rakish angle and practiced a scowl that could
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