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Chapter One: Just Like in the Circus. 
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Milton 'Frisky' Farraday grinned as he set the bags of bills on the wooden table. The creaky old wooden table shook, as the money bags were slammed on them. 

“Look at that loot and weep, boys! We're rich! Rich!” 

His breath reeked of tobacco, whiskey and rotten teeth. Frisky had several rows of teeth missing that his boys often wondered how he even managed to chew on food at all. They wondered to themselves, but they didn’t bring it up to Frisky, unless they wanted to risk getting lead poisoning from one of his peacemakers. 

“We sure did it, Frisky! Their bank was just asking to be robbed right there!” 

Frisky nodded at 'Slim' Jim Biggs. Slim Jim was anything but Slim, and his name was a kind of joke among the others. If anything, Slim Jim had a wide and generous helping of table muscle across his chest. In his voracious hunger, some of the men said that he had eaten an Indian whole once, but no one confirmed this fact. 

“That's right, Slim Jim! That dumb bank manager was such a miser that he didn't even bother hiring guards before opening the bank. I guess your information on that town was spot on, Wishbone!” 

Judd ‘Wishbone' Heaverston nodded silently. He was the complete opposite of Slim Jim. Wishbone's nickname was a little more accurate than Slim Jim's. Wishbone was given the name because he was so thin that he almost seemed like a living walking stick. The others had hardly seen him eat, and they often surmised that he had tuberculosis, or some other disease. Still, he managed to live this long, so they decided to dismiss that theory. He often kept a dusty brown bandana over his mouth, and was the most inconspicuous of the group. Because of this, Slim Jim often asked Wishbone to scout around a town and sniff for information before they even thought of hitting it. 

“It was a great job, even if I did probably do most of the work.” 

“Stop patting yourself on the back, Frisky! I had to carry all the money bags out of there!” 

“Yeah? Well, I had to shoot up them concerned citizens that came running with their guns blazing when they saw us raiding their depository. I reckon, they were probably so concerned because it was their money we were robbing.” 

Frisky was the gang's gunman. Slim Jim was big and heavy, and was quite inaccurate with his guns. He was often too drunk, full, or oozing with tobacco smoke to hit a target that was right in front of his face. Wishbone was good for fishing around information and blending in, but was only average at best, with a firearm. It was Freddy 'Frisky' Abalone who the gang turned to for a quick and accurate shot when they needed it. So far, Frisky came through for the boys when they needed it most. 

“Hey, if it wasn't for my planning, we wouldn't even know about that bank!” Slim Jim said. 

“None of you would have even known when to strike if I didn't look around first,” Wishbone said. 

His voice was a whisper, and was barely audible. It was almost as if he could barely speak because he was too thin. 

“This argument's pointless. I guess we all need each other to pull these jobs off. I'm sorry I even brought it up,” Frisky said. 

“Good thing you know, Frisky. Now just help me count all this loot so we can divide it properly and..” 

Slim Jim was interrupted by several sharp knocks on the door. He stood up, and opened it to find a very attractive, and generously-endowed woman standing in front of him. She had long, curly hair and a very curvaceous figure that Slim Jim found hard to look away from. 

The woman smiled at Slim Jim, and he couldn't help but salivate and lick his lips. 

“Well, well. What do we have here?” Slim Jim said. 

“I'm sorry to bother you and your boys there mister, but I seem to have a problem. The wheel on my wagon seems to have gotten stuck on something. I was just passing by, and I thought that you boys could help me. I am a lady and as such, I don't have the strength, nor the aptitude for such matters. I would really appreciate a helping hand, and I would be on my way.” 

Slim Jim looked back at the others and they nodded back at him. He looked back at the pretty, young woman and smiled. 

“We would be happy to help.” he said. 

He didn't mention to her, what he wanted to do, after they helped her fix her wagon. 

“Oh, thank you so much, kind sir! If you could all please go outside and take a look at the wheel? I don't mean to intrude, or bother you, but I do need to get to the nearest town, at the soonest possible time.” 
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