
CHAPTER TWELVE

Toe of the Three Scoundrels

His prison was dark, silent, and dry. He'd not eaten or drank anything in three 

days, and he was beginning to get stomach pains. Was this how the Sun dragons treated 

those who had wronged them? Toe was more sure than ever of their corruptness.

He gazed from one end of his cell to the next, recalling the events that had led him

here. A Serpentine and a Sun dragon had picked him up, blindsiding him in a crowded 

saloon of all places. He silently cursed, wishing he'd kept his guard up a little better. 

Now he was locked up here, chained to a wall. He pulled on the chains, but they only 

gave him a few paces of leeway to move around, clinking as they pulled on his wrists. 

They were already holding him snugly, and imbued with magic that would make it 

impossible to remove them, unless the caster willed it.

Toe began to wonder about the time of day. Down here, it was always dark. He'd 

tried calling out to others a few days ago, but there had been no response. Did they mean

to just leave him locked up for eternity? He could go a long time without food or drink. 

Longer than a human could. But even he would eventually die if it went on long enough.

It was with that thought in mind that he realized tonight was different. Off in the 

distance, for the first time since he'd been locked up, he heard sounds coming from 

outside. Sun Dragons, of course, did not talk aloud, since they communicated through 

their minds, otherwise he suspected he might've heard their voices. Instead, he picked up



on the grinding sounds of movement as they slithered along through the mountains near 

him, shuffling through rocky terrain.

The noises were faint, but he was sure that they were doing something outside. He

listened more intently, hoping to pick up on something significant. After a few moments,

the shuffling sounds grew louder. There was a great big crunch as rocks moved aside, 

giving way to a faint splash of color against the dull brown rock—jade scales and teal 

feathers—as a Sun dragon crawled into the room.

Toe eyed the dragon, feeling wary and resentful. They slinked toward him, with 

two large eyes that glowed yellow in the darkness of the cavern. They were as large as a 

mountain lion, and their face was filled with sorrow.

As they grew closer, Toe recognized the wrinkles of age near their jaw. They were

the same dragon that had cast the spell on him and his chains. Now, no matter what he 

tried, the chains would change shape to stay snug around his wrists. If he remembered 

correctly, this dragon was from the third generation.

Toezin, they said as they grew close. It is time.

Name's Toe now, Toe spat, rejecting the longer form of his name. He hated the 

history behind it.

You will be tried as Toezin, the Sun dragon said, slithering up so close to him that 

Toe could feel their breath. He looked away. If you wish, I will allow you to take your 

true form before we proceed.

Toe grew angry at that. This is my true form now, you arrogant, self-centered 



piece of goatshit.

If that's what you believe, then fine, the Sun dragon said. It will win you no favor 

among the first and second generations.

After a moment, there was a shimmer of white light, and then his restraints fell 

away from the wall, hitting the ground with several clinks. Toe eyed the restraints, and 

even in the dark he could see that they were moving of their own accord, wrapping 

themselves around his body and his limbs. They squeezed, and Toe realized that he 

couldn't move his arms or feet anymore.

Frankly, I don't give a damn what the first and second generations think, he said 

as his body went slack. He collapsed onto his tummy.

The other Sun dragon curled their tail around him, lifting him up.

You should care, he said with an ominous tone of voice. They will decide your 

fate.

***

The raucous noise of chattering voices alerted Toe to the fact that he was no 

longer alone with the strange Sun dragon. They carried him into a large chamber, carved 

into the mountain with dragons all along the perimeter of the circular room, and a single 

stone to sit on in the center.

The Sun dragon carried Toe to the stone, setting him down gently. The room was 



illuminated by brilliant light that spilled in from above, where a hole had been carved 

into the rock, revealing the sky. Despite the fact that fresh air flowed into  the chamber, 

it was kept warm by the Sun dragons' magic.

As the Sun dragon left Toe, slithering off to guard the doorway, the restraints 

dropped away from him. Seven Sun dragons surrounded him, each looking upon him 

with a mixture of disgust and cold harshness. Toe recognized them all. Two were of the 

first generation, and they were the largest among the dragons, resting at either side of the

room. Between them were the members of the second generation, each intimidating in 

their own way.

You humiliate us, one of the second generation boomed. You should be in your 

proper form.

Well you sicken me, so right back at ya! Toe countered.

The other dragons' faces hardened.

Let us not delay unnecessarily, a particularly powerful voice interrupted, and all 

went silent. One of the first generation was speaking. He raised his head, making 

himself known. The sunlight from above illuminated his jade scales and sagging face in 

crystal clarity. Toezin, we have been made aware of your transgressions. You have, with 

apparently no remorse, left the homeland, to take up residence with humankind. To make

matters worse, you have involved yourself in a life of crime; at least, that is the report 

we received from Coatan.

So what? Toe said with a flash of anger. It's a crime to have a will of my own? Is 



that what you conceited first generation dragons think?

You are free to act on your own wishes, but as Sun dragons, we have a 

responsibility to the world, and you must do things in the customary ways.

That's all you lot ever think about, customs and traditions and pointlessly doing 

the same thing over and over!

We Sun dragons have long sworn to avoid influencing the realm of man, the first 

generation dragon said. You have turned your back on that basic responsibility by living 

among them. What's more, we received reports that you have murdered people, Toezin.

Toe chuckled. Just havin' a bit of fun. There's more than enough people in the 

world, no one's gonna miss 'em, don't worry.

That is far from the point, the Sun dragon said with a sigh. Still, we will hear your

story. Why did you leave the homeland? What is the extent of your damage in the west, 

exactly?

Toe snorted.

You'll hear my story, huh? You want to know the extent of my damage? He 

chuckled. Well, it has been quite a fun adventure. Better than living a life cooped up in 

this mountain for all eternity.

Several of the second generation let out low growls. None spoke up, though.

Answer the questions, one of the first generation boomed in his mind.

Toe chuckled. If you're wanting to know the reason why I did what I did, then it's 

because this place is hell on earth, he said, gazing around the vicinity to see if those 



words elicited any anger in the Sun dragons. Much to his amusement, several of the 

second generation leaned forward, legs tensed as if ready to strike out at him.

Toe waited for a moment, but none of the dragons spoke. When the silence 

stretched on for long enough, he finally resumed talking.

You lot know well enough that I was in the west about a year ago, Toe said. I was 

on a mission for you and the bloody Serpentines. Do you know what I realized when I 

was over there?

Toe stood up, pacing around the room.

I realized how much I despise this mountain. Life is such a bore among you lot. 

You hold to tradition with an iron fist, refusing to do anything new and fun. However, the

humans out west know how to enjoy themselves. For them, life is short and it is to be 

enjoyed, not to sulk around consumed with various idiotic duties. They think nothing of 

riding from town to town, adventuring across the land on horseback. And they care not 

for others; they think only of themselves!

He smiled, gauging the Suns' reactions. He knew the other dragons well, and he 

knew how much they valued the other over the self.

So yes, when you sent me west, I saw all of that, and I decided that it was a much 

better way to live. I left the homeland—without permission, as I knew that none of you 

would approve.

Toe was feeling truly hateful now. The other Suns looked down upon him with 

disgust. He gritted his teeth, feeling his blood boil and his ears turn hot at the looks they 



gave him.

On my journey west, I had seen two men who really seemed to know how to let 

loose. Their names were Mac and Amor. I searched them out, and I made myself part of 

their crew. For nearly three seasons, we called ourselves the Three Scoundrels. We 

enjoyed ourselves, and we killed without remorse. I kept a low profile, only taking my 

other form, as a Sun dragon, sometimes when I slept.

Toe would have liked to be rid of that form altogether. He had grown up a Sun 

dragon, but he was no longer at home in that skin. Since taking the form of the man he 

was now, he had found a whole new sort of happiness. However, Sun dragons required 

deep sleep every now and then. It wasn't something he needed every night, but when he 

entered deep sleep, it was impossible to maintain his current form. Usually, he could 

control it a bit, but it still required he sleep apart from Mac and Amor occasionally, and 

every time he entered deep sleep, he woke up looking at himself with disgust before he 

reverted to his human form.

Toe thought back to the last time he had entered deep sleep, back in his old 

hideout in Inico Town. A loud banging sound had woken him, and when he had gone to 

investigate, he'd discovered that boy and girl in Amor's empty room, stealing the safe.

Toe tensed up, feeling anger flow in his veins again. That boy and girl had ruined 

everything. Even though another Sun dragon had brought him back to the mountain, Toe

was certain that the boy and girl were to blame. Things had only gone south once they 

had started snooping around.



And that safe...it had everything that he, Amor, and Mac cared about in it. It 

needed to be retrieved.

So, you joined a group of human criminals, one of the second generation seethed, 

interrupting Toe's thoughts. You are truly a disgrace.

Toe laughed. I don't care what you call me. I have decided to live life on my own 

terms, and as who I am. I will no longer pretend to be a Sun dragon. I am a man, and a 

Puncher, and a MEMBER OF THE THREE SCOUNDRELS!

Toe shouted so loud it was almost a roar. Most of the first and second generation 

took a step back. A few of the second generation snarled.

I believe we've heard enough, one said. Let us sentence him already.

The two first generations looked at each other, then at Toe, thinking.

It took us more than a season to track you down, one of them said. You were a 

hard dragon to find, Toezin, however, your use of magic, sparse though it was, gave you 

away in the end. With enough Serpentines and Suns as spies in the west, we were able to

detect your use of magic, narrow down your location, and even identify you as a 

member of the Three Scoundrels. From there, it was as simple as sending Coatan to 

apprehend you.

The first generation Sun dragon leaped into the air, suddenly floating across the 

room with magic. He landed in front of Toe, cruel, cold bearing down on him, as large as

a bear.

Toe looked up into those eyes.



We wished to hear your story and learn from it, he said. We believed you might 

express regret for your actions. However, we see now that you have nothing but scorn 

for us. You hate us, and you have lived a life of crime in the last year, running with 

humans, influencing their world, and even killing them with no remorse. I believe I 

speak for us all when I say we cannot overlook your brazen attitude and your cruelty. As

a member of the first generation, I recommend the harshest penalty for Toezin's crimes. 

All in favor of a life sentence?

Toe looked up, watching as each of the first and second generation raised their 

heads, saying I in agreement.

Very well, the first generation dragon said. Toezin, you are hereby sentenced to a 

life in the lowest level of the mountain, to remain locked away for the rest of your days, 

with no visitors. Take him away.

The Sun dragon who had brought Toe into the room approached him, looking 

wary as he moved towards the chains that had held Toe before. Realizing what the 

sentence meant, Toe anxiously looked around the room, searching desperately for an 

exit.

Before he was able to find a way out, the chains grabbed a hold of him, binding 

his legs and his arms to his torso. The Sun dragon picked him up.

Let us go quietly, he said to Toe.

The first generation dragon was already soaring into the air again, returning to his 

seat in the circle. As Toe was dragged out of the room, he couldn't help but worry about 



his partners Mac and Amor. They would have to carry on the Three Scoundrels without 

him. With any luck, the two of them would have retrieved the lock box by now.

Toe started to cry as he thought of all of the jade blocks inside that box. They'd 

stored over a hundred Kiver inside of it, but it wasn't just the money that made him 

emotional. That money was the prize they'd all earned for the adventures they'd had 

together. They'd robbed banks, killed wanted men, and even stolen from a traveling 

northman once. Mac could eat as much as Toe and Amor combined, and yet they'd still 

managed to put away a whole hundred and thirty Kiver in their time together.

Toe strained to wipe the tears away with his shoulders, but it was hard while the 

Sun dragon was dragging him deeper into the mountain. They were leaving Sun 

civilization behind, and venturing into the deep, dark recesses of the Sun homeland now.

The Sun dragon guard didn't even notice Toe's tears as they made their descent; he was 

too caught up in doing his duty.


