
THE LEGEND OF NO-FACE #2
DARK LEGEND
JAMES J. LAW


Table of Contents

Title Page

No-Face #2 Dark Legend (The Legend of No Face, #2)

Chapter One: The Ferryman.

Chapter Two: The Cave.

Chapter Three: The Controlled Storm.

Chapter Four: The Misfits.

Chapter Five: The Agreement.

Chapter Six: The Birth of a Legend.

Chapter Seven: The Sting of the Whip.

Chapter Eight: The Sacrifice.

Chapter Nine: The Alligator.

Chapter Ten: The Death Roll.

Chapter Eleven: The Hard Way.

Also By James J. Law

About the Author

About the Publisher

Copyright © 2026 by Outlaws Publishing 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recorded, photocopied, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not participate in or encourage piracy of copywritten material.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is purely coincidental.

This book may contain views, premises, depictions, and statements by the author that are not necessarily shared or endorsed by Outlaws Publishing.

For information contact: info@outlawspublishing.com

Cover design by Outlaws Publishing

Published by Outlaws Publishing

July 2026

10987654321

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: The Ferryman. 
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Damon Lacroix was going to die today, plain and simple. There was no denying it, and the colored man knew it. He had suffered several lacerations, and gunshot wounds and it was a minor miracle that he had managed to ride this far. A minor miracle, or a testament to his own will and resolve to somehow make all of this right. Perhaps it was both. 

“Yee-haw! We got the sucker now!” 

“We're gonna cut you up good, Boy!” 

Damon tried to block out the terrible memories from his head. He did not want his final memories to be that of the terrible men shooting him, and cutting him with knives and axes. He did not want to remember how they took his wife, and made her watch in horror as they tortured him with techniques known to both the white man and the Indian. He had endured indescribable pain, but what was worse was that Gretta endured the same pain, or even worse before she finally expired. He saw her die in front of him, and saw how they packed her lifeless body into a wooden box.  

Many men spend a lifetime looking for love or for a suitable mate. Many men look high and low, and even call to the Heavens for an answer. Many receive no answer. Others get something less than what they had hoped for. Even others get more than what they bargained for. Damon received neither. He found Gretta, and she gave him the most beautiful and sacred years of his life. She was his inspiration for living. She was always hopeful, even in the face of terrible odds. It was Gretta alone, who kept Damon going when they worked as slaves on the plantation. It was Gretta alone, who inspired him to hope and believe in a better future. He would have went insane long ago if it had not been for her. When those monstrous men killed her, that was the most painful and unjust blow of all. That was something that demanded retribution, at all costs. 

Damon's horse trudged along the hot and dusty path. The pain was searing through his body, even as the hot sun relentlessly beat down upon him. It was as if several demons were attacking him from every conceivable angle. The pain wracked his body. His mind would not let him forget the terrible moments that led him on this desperate ride to a dark legend. 

A dark legend. That was what this was all about. Damon was chasing a ghost, a horror story used to put troublesome children to sleep at night. There was no guarantee that what he was chasing, what he was holding onto, was even real. He had heard the stories about No-Face on the plantation. His fellow slaves whispered of a man who survived a horrible explosion, and who now wandered the lands to do justice for anyone. The justice however, came at a price. The stories whispered of how No-Face collected coins obsessively. They told of how his thirst for justice was only matched by an equal and insatiable thirst to collect gold and silver coins. They said that he was less of a bounty hunter and more of a spirit looking for some kind of justice for what had been done to him. Some even whispered that he was Kharon, the Ferryman of the Dead, an underworld spirit out to collect coins to transport the souls of those destined to die. They said he had gone insane and had moved up from the land of the dead, to the land of the living. Hades demanded more death than usual and the ferryman had to go up to the mortal world. Brisk business. 

That was a good one. Damon allowed himself the faintest smile, and took a deep breath, then a shallow laugh. He was a brave man who faced his impending death with grim pensiveness. He didn't believe in fancy stories or legends. Yet now, as Damon clung to his final moments, a dark legend was all he had left. 

He faced his imminent death, the same way he lived his life. With courage, and a steely determination to hang on. He wanted to just expire, to just rest and let the pain end. Still, Damon Lacroix held on. He had to hold on, to stay alive to meet the dark legend. It was his only hope for justice. For retribution. For Gretta. 

The horse reached the spot that Damon intended. The animal planted its hooves firmly on the ground. It neighed and wheezed. The horse struggled to keep his rider awake. The creature sensed its rider was weary, and wanted to rest, but something in it, knew that the work was not yet done. Damon had to hold on for just a few more moments, and then he could rest.  

“Good horse,” Damon mumbled. 

He sensed the horse's tension and intent. For that, Damon smiled. It was a good animal, and it had done its job. Now, he had to do his, and hope the dark legend was real. 

They stood in front of a small, dark cave. It was too dark to see inside. By all intents and purposes, it looked like nothing, but a small, nondescript and empty hole in the side of the mountain. Still, it fit the description of his fellow slaves' stories by the campfire. He could still recall old Bertha's voice as she described it. 

“They say No-Face lives in a cave off the beaten and deserted path just north from here. It's a small and dark cave, with only one distinction. There's a thick bush in front of the cave, and it's the only plant that grows in the whole barren landscape. The bush is lush and thick, and its leaves are colored blood-red. They say the blood of his victims from hell has kept the bush flourishing all these years.” 

He could still remember staring at the hot embers of the campfire as they flickered and Bertha told her chilling tale of No-Face. He remembered laughing after she had finished. He was the only one who broke into laughter. Gretta herself, reprimanded him. 

“Show some respect to old Bertha, will you?” she said, as she poked him with her elbow. 

“I'm sorry, but I can't help it. I just can't believe in something like that! It's too crazy!” 

“A lot of things in this world are crazy, Damon.” 

Crazy. It was all crazy. It was all unbelievably crazy, but it was all Damon had left. With his fast-fading strength, Damon tossed a single coin into the darkness of the cave. 

“Crazy. It's all crazy,” Damon mumbled. 
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Chapter Two: The Cave. 
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The cave was pitch black, in day or at night. Anyone brave or foolish enough to step inside would find they would not be able to see their hand in front of them. Just like everything in that place, there was something about the darkness in the cave. Something unreal. The same foolish soul that entered the cave would quickly find that the darkness itself, seemed to have a life of its own. It smothered and choked anyone who would dare enter. Anyone except No-Face. 

The strange figure that was more a force of nature, than a man, sat alone in the darkness. There was no fear in No-Face's heart. He was not even sure he still had a heart. There were times he felt the explosion that had ripped his face apart, had also taken his heart. He was not sure of these anymore, nor did he even care. Most of his memories had been sheared away by the fateful explosion that day, leaving No-Face akin to a blank slate. He only had brief glimpses of his past life, and those glimpses were painfully short and nondescript. He remembered only the faintest, minor details of his life before he became No-Face. Details that did not matter, nor gave him any real clue as to who he once was. Perhaps it was better that way. Perhaps it was better that he had completely forgotten everything about himself in that explosion, after all who knew what he really was in the past? A soldier, perhaps? A doctor, an artisan? Maybe he was even a wanted man. No-Face might never really know who he once was, but that possibility didn't bother him at all.  

All that mattered for No-Face now, was seeing justice done, and collecting coins. He needed to have more coins, at all costs. His drive for justice and coins was a curious thing. It drove him, much like a dog is driven to feed by instinct. In many ways, No-Face had been turned into a beast that ran on instincts alone. None of that bothered him. Not the memory loss, nor his instincts. A predator did not bother to question why it needed to feed. It merely thought of how to take down its next meal, and the one after that. 

The darkness of the cave comforted him. It gave him a place to stay, to lay down and rest when he wasn't chasing justice and coins. If a torch were placed in the cave, one would see a terrible sight. No-Face sat beside piles and piles of animal remains. The animals were killed when No-Face needed to eat. Even someone like him, still had to feed.  

Beside the piles of bones and animal remains were piles upon piles of coins. The coins were carelessly stacked upon each other, and could amount to a small fortune, if he cashed them in. Strangely enough, he never felt the need to spend on anything material. It was only the drive for
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