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Cover artwork, maps, and interior illustrations by Le Minh Nguyen

In this series opener, Hammer’s prose evokes the romantic diction and mythological complexity of the high fantasy genre, sometimes to an eye-rolling extent: - Kirkus Reviews

...the author gets things started with an admirable economy. It’s a 93-page novella, and readers will meet most of the major players by Page 6...so far the pacing is brisk and the world, if not completely unique, is quite fun. – Kirkus Reviews

This story may not prove to be a crossover hit like some of the books that inspired it, but readers who love the fantasy genre will find much here to enjoy. – Kirkus Reviews

A derivative but skillfully executed and engaging fantasy. – Kirkus Reviews

Hammer writes with energy—the characters rush from one danger to another, always with high stakes and mysterious artifacts involved. –Kirkus Reviews

The author’s narrative technique of rapidly shifting viewpoints from chapter to chapter echoes a similar tactic by some of the bestselling writers in the fantasy genre, and for good reason: It keeps the story hurrying along in a compulsively readable way. Hammer is likewise skillful at changing tones; one chapter can be filled with high-stakes sorcerous tension, and the next can be, equally convincingly, lighthearted – Kirkus Reviews

Readers encounter a very inventive world—one that features everything from Jinns to Greek mythology to Shaolin monks to the Monkey King, and in which the legions of Caesar can easily end up fighting hordes of vampires. Readers already up to speed on the many ongoing plot threads will find this volume a tense and fast-paced addition to Hammer’s engaging fantasy world. – Kirkus Reviews

Hammer does a good job of orchestrating the book’s suspenseful ending, which leads readers right on to the next installment. – Kirkus Reviews

A colorful and hyperactive section of a larger multicultural fantasy epic. - Kirkus Reviews

Over the four books of L.A. Hammer’s Heroes of Legend series, the author draws from an impressive wealth of sources, including Eastern philosophy, classical mythology, early horror literature of the West, as well as standard, Tolkienesque fantasy elements that form the bedrock of the narrative structure. – BlueInk Reviews

The stories, while somewhat derivative, offer an impressively complex, action-packed series of adventures – BlueInk Reviews

In their quest to defeat a vampire king named Drahkuhl (the nod to Bram Stoker’s legendary baddie hardly feels coincidental), they find a rich and varied troupe of allies, from the wizard Eldarus to white wolves and dragons (nod to Game of Thrones) to an emperor named Caesar (nod to ancient Roman history) to gods, goddesses and spirits pulled from such avenues as ancient Celtic mythology, Buddhism and the Greek pantheon of gods. – BlueInk Reviews

Taken singly, the four books of the series feel rather hurried as the author works to fit a surprising amount of action, plot and intrigue into the novella form. Yet Hammer’s overarching vision for his characters has a sense of cohesiveness. Even as the heroes shuttle between adventures in short bursts and rapid perspective shifts, the format offers readers the space to find connections between the separate stories and elements. – BlueInk Reviews

It's a rapid-fire approach that may feel a bit cursory for longtime fantasy fans. For newcomers to the genre, however, especially young readers, Hammer offers a rich fusion. Although many of the ingredients here are familiar, including the sometimes-clichéd writing style (the books offer many boilerplate grandiose descriptions of prophecies, saviors and end-of-world standoffs between good and evil), Hammer delivers a fun romp featuring plentiful magic, action and larger-than-life-characters. – BlueInk Reviews
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Book Five Dedications

Book Five is Dedicated to Le Minh Nguyen.

Minh, you have done so much amazing work for my book covers, maps, and chapter icons, I can’t thank you enough. 

Minh’s artworks are beyond measure for his amazing skill, astounding abilities, genius talent, and constant dedication to his artform. If Minh can find the time, we hope to one day finish a full colour comic version of Books One to Four of Heroes, with the full book in an A4 hardcover edition, and over 100 full colour pages of Minh’s comic artwork, possibly all designed with 3D modelled graphics. It will take decades most likely, but I hope Minh can work on it over those years to one day have a visual version of the story for generations of readers to share.

Le Minh, I’m so very grateful for all the work you have done, and the results are a growing readership, which is what author’s really want the most, to have their work read and be appreciated for their stories.

I want to create this comic because I see that your artwork needs to be shared, and I want to showcase your talent, partnered with this tale, to create an original work of art that will last for generations to enjoy. It will be beautiful, captivating, stunning, and I really hope we both find the time to complete the work.

I know from your responses after reading Book One, that you have a heartfelt engagement with and appreciation of this reinvention of myths, fairy tales, histories, religious and spiritual faiths and belief systems. I truly hope that, when you finish reading the first four books, you love it enough to decide to dedicate potentially a vast portion of your entire career, by assisting me, and me doing my best to assist your creation of what will be a priceless, wonderful, beautiful, mind-blowing, enchanted, magical, timeless, spellbinding (and so on), creative visual artefact, to tell the story of these writings, to humans of all ages, in a comic book style series of cells of your creative gifts, talents, and unmatched artistic abilities, that will inspire and warm the hearts and delight the minds of families, potentially, for as long as online bookstores exist. For example, a parent could read the words in print to a child of a young age, and with each page or few pages, the child or children, could then view and engage in your visual ability to bring these tales into the concrete display of works of art that are truly far more beautiful than the eye should deserve to see, in worlds that are far more beautiful than life in the living flesh. 

These beautiful artworks that compliment, enhance and clarify the story to such a young audience, would make such a collaborative story serve as a learning experience for young readers. And if we achieved such a feat, no matter if it took most of my lifetime to finally publish it in print, possibly even the first two full printed multi-book volumes, I would much rather see that accomplished by your own divine skills, than ever hope to see such an amazing story adapted to cinema or television in a way that was anything other than a work that you, and my super genius, super talented, sound and lighting engineer, all things computers wizard and musical mastermind, very dear friend, Marke, were head designers and directors for. Though in that regard, I hope the two of you can work together one day to make a few short videos of Heroes to run online ads to promote the free Heroes eBooks. 

One day.

I hope you see it as a worthwhile career to continue to work with me, while creating exactly what you decided to do many years ago before we met online, which would be to spend your time at home, caring for your family, while demonstrating your unmatched skill at working with three-dimensional computer generated video game style artwork, that is perfected with your Adobe Photoshop platform software to complete each cell with the brush strokes, shading and lighting, rendering, scaling, texturing, luminescent, gorgeous and brightly glowing artworks that define your leadership of what is in my opinion a Leonardo Da Vinci level capacity of visual fantasy genre dreams on paper, for which you deserve the accolades and reputation of being a Master of Visual Arts. You truly are without a single doubt of anyone that see any of the works you have created for me, for which people comment that they could literally stare at just one of your completed visual masterpieces, forever and a day.

I have kept the very large finest quality prints of all of your posters on my wall for many years, and I have tapped my heels on our solid concrete slab flooring of my parents’ home as I listen to all my old musician friends, streamed online through high quality headphones, and as I dance the night away I think of all the many wondrous things that your generous creative endeavours have done for me as a new writer, and as I stare at each story on those massive sheets of paper that each tell a story and stories of their own that are far more than a thousand, times a thousand words in every part of every character, scene, and every line or detail of these amazing artworks, I also make plans for how the next chapters, scenes and books will be planned, researched and developed, and I wonder and hope for all the things we may yet achieve, if you will continue to be such a powerful guiding force in my endeavours to share these stories with a growing audience, that has expanded beyond any expectation ever since your first book cover was created for my first Sons of Odin Trilogy, and it continues to grow every day ever since.

Thank you, Minh ;) 

Book Six is Dedicated to 

Marke, Quartz, Jason, Nathan, and Alex.

And Shane, Jacki, Dave DG, Dave L, Daniel, George, Christy, Trent, Julian, 

And Damian, Nick, Luiz, Andre, Atef, Garth and Sinan,

Thanks to those that are musicians, your talent and creativity inspires me every day.

Thank you all, for a lifetime of strong friendship that I really hope lasts forever.

Many of you, I have known for most of my adult life, some even longer than that.

And Tahli, Enata, Nahvi, and Otohm,

My Māori brothers that I’ve known since childhood.

I was inspired to include characters based on the four of you,

Particularly after learning more about the God Maui.

Also, 

in Loving Memory of

Tristan, Carl, Matthew, and Sarah,

You lifted me up when I needed your help,

Life will never be the same without you all,

Tristan, where are you now, Brother?

All with Ardua and El’Tihir, we all hope and believe.

Love Eternal,

Forever young.

And for Book Seven,

To all those I went to school with, and grew up with in my youth,

You will always hold a special place in my heart.

Especially, Ramil. One of my oldest childhood friends,

Who I used to play war games with, dressed in camouflage, 

Wielding plastic toy machine guns, and Ramil would always 

Teach me a lesson in humility, that he was ever the far better Soldier.

I hope we get to share many more memories and stories.

I hope to learn from you one day.

Finally, I will Dedicate Books Eight and Nine, firstly to,

Steve Van Aperen, the Australian Leading Expert in Polygraph Testing.

Steve, thank you so much for meeting with my father and me, during my 2018 to 2019

Master of Writing studies, and for persevering with me,

For which we eventually achieved calibration in 2019,

So that I was able to show you the readings you took, regarding the

Events that occurred at Wandiligong near Bright,

With my school mates Carl Wilder and Wil Martyr (Sons of Odin pseudonyms),

For which you agreed if I did as well as I achieved that day,

That I may mention you in my Sons of Odin novels,

And so, I am also dedicating these final books, titled:

The Vampire King and The Eternal Darkness, to you, Steve, in part.

You also agreed I may mention that you stated to my father and I,

That you were, ‘Very pleased, and very impressed with the results of the tests,’ that day,

Which I recall you stated each time, after each of the four tests,

The fourth test of which was granted free of charge, at the 2007 price, in 2019.

I am so very grateful, at least to have had the opportunity to show those readings.

Unfortunately, again the results were inconclusive,

Though I believe I also have your permission to quote your words that

I scored plus 1, (+1) on one of the four tests that day, and a pass is plus 3,

And as I recall you saying it can go higher than plus 3 for true readings,

And in regard to repetitive untrue readings, you have seen from other test subjects in the past,

‘It’s as low as you can go.’

And that you also stated that in numerous cases that day of successful, or far more pleasing test results, that day in 2019, that you saw, ‘No sign of any fear of being caught out in a lie,’ and that,

‘Those readings were the very best you had ever seen from me.’

I’m very glad to be able to share such news with fans of both series of my novels, about a spiritual experience at age 17, shared with two friends,

And in regard to anyone that would doubt such words in print,

Who would ever lie about Steve Van Aperen in print?

Specifically, the test was conducted asking, 

Question, ‘Are you lying in the declaration?’

Answer, ‘No.’

Question, ‘Are the declarations true and accurate?’

Answer, ‘Yes.’

The declarations described the event at Bright, 

Which are detailed in Book Five of Sons of Odin.

And I apparently did very well on the tests that day. ;)

To quote Steve exactly, the results of the test in 2019 were as follows:

‘In the opinion of the undersigned, (L. A. Hammer’s-author’s pseudonym) polygrams showed inconsistent unresolved responses to the aforementioned relevant questions. The results of (L. A. Hammer’s-author’s pseudonym) psychophysiological veracity (polygraph) examination are therefore inconclusive, which translated means that neither a finding of truthfulness or deception could be established from (L. A. Hammer’s-author’s pseudonym) polygrams in the above test. In some areas (L. A. Hammer’s-author’s pseudonym) showed strong autonomic responses but in other areas to 5 the same questions showed very little autonomic responses. He was also hyper responsive to questions relating to his signed declaration yet unresponsive to the same questions.’ (Steve Van Aperen, 2019 Polygraph examination of author L. A. Hammer.)

As far as I understand the results myself, I believe where Steve mentions that I was ‘unresponsive’ to the declaration questions, I believe that is an example of what Steve told my father and I was in one instance ‘an almost perfect chart,’ and ‘showing no sign of any fear of being caught out in a lie,’ which Steve explained is what polygraph experts look to detect.

At least this way the results of that test are in print, because I keep changing my mind about whether to publish a book about Bright, as a free eBook or something to promote.

I’m happy to face the world about these experiences, Steve, but I needed your help in writing and your science to help give clarity to what is most likely a real event, witnessed by multiple friends and I on various occasions, once in 1996-1997 at Bright, and many occasions at another house from 2020 to 2023. And to clarify, I have never had such experiences, anywhere or any other time in my life.

This Book Five eBook, may be published as an eBook as early as mid to late 2025, as a preview sample of the second printed volume of Books Five to Seven of Heroes, with a possible printed Book Five version to promote at charity stores,

And Steve I really hope that by then or soon after, that you have met with my other childhood friend,

Quartz (Heroes of Legend pseudonym),

As Quartz at this point is still super positive about meeting with you, to share some polygraph experiences about new shared experiences both Quartz and I, and at least 15 other witnesses I have known and spoken to personally who have lived in that house, have all had spiritual experiences,

often shared with multiple simultaneous witnesses, including Quartz and I alone together on 2 separate occasions, as well as individually witnessed experiences I have experienced multiple times on my own, including when Quartz was asleep in the next room, and the doors were locked with no other people or mobile phones in the house, and also including in broad daylight in one instance shared by Quartz and myself, from 2019 to 2023, as well as testimonies from people who are Quartz’s neighbours, house cleaners, visitors etc.

Because as I keep promising, Quartz and I will not let you down if we achieve calibration.

I’m really glad to add that Quartz has already contacted you, in November 2024, and I hope that you start to communicate regularly by email or text, as he has assured me that he wants to talk about these experiences with you, after our shared phone call to you that I recall was sometime in 2023? For which you replied to my question that I hope you received our call, (from Quartz and me) and I hope that I am not blocked? that you responded to soon after by text that I was,

“Not blocked at all.”

I hope we meet sometime in 2025, and I know if you have been reading the chapter updates each few days or weeks of Heroes Book Five, that I email you regularly, that this book really holds up from the viewpoint of a Master of Human Psychology, and psychoanalysis and symbolism defined and developed by Freud, Jung and Campbell.

I also know from anyone who has given feedback on the first four books,

Including my father and brother who would have been the first to give any harsh criticism if well deserved, that this story will captivate hearts with possibly every new reader I reach.

And as I have stated many times, the main print distribution channels Australia wide will always be charities such as St. Vinnies, Salvation Army bookstores, Brotherhood Books, Diabetes Foundation, Helping Hands Church of God, and as many Australian charity bookstores that I can reach in this lifetime.

I hope you enjoy the reading of these stories, Steve, whenever you find the time,

Thank you, Steve, forever.

I am also happy to report, as an update to these matters, that in the earlier months of the year 2025, I called Steve Van Aperen again, and on that day, I had 3 more witnesses give accounts of such occurrences to Steve in a recorded message, when Steve’s phone answered, and I strongly believe Steve was listening at the time.

The 3 witnesses were Quartz’s son, a young adult, his female partner, who gave some detail of what this young woman at first described to Steve were at least ‘two encounters’, including an event where Quartz’s son, his female partner, and a third young man who was living at Quartz’s at the time, all  witnessed something involving the front door, and the young Lady is certain she can at least prove she is not lying, or in fact being very truthful, in that she is certain this occurrence with the door should not have occurred based on certain information she has, of which she believes she can verify by polygraph tests.

Steve, I really hope, that within time, when I am more able to afford meetings and tests with these friends, that you will give us your time, to hopefully show something significant, about such phenomena, stated and recorded and possibly even verified if not proven by multiple simultaneous witnesses, testifying to you by polygraph examination.

Kind regards, ;)

Books Eight and Nine are also, in part, Dedicated to Nic V,

Nic was my thesis supervisor, for the two chapters of Heroes that featured in my Master of Arts 

exegesis, and without these so insightful, helpful, hour or so long video calls we shared,

despite the fact that they were never enough time to learn more from Nic,

without his input, along with that of too many other professors to name during my studies,

Heroes would never have reached this level of potential.

I truly regret that I could not have studied further with you Nic, or any of those that guided my daily

learning experiences over those years,

though to Nic in particular, although I know with your help this series could have been so much more 

amazing, so informed, researched, comical, symbolic, and psychoanalytical to say the least,

I know a PhD was something I was never up to the task to complete, I know that,

And as I told you many times, the real reason for attempting such further studies would really

Only have been to receive your guidance in particular, to make this story more than I ever could have 

achieved on my own. Though your number one rule was always, plan! Plan! Plan! Research, plan, 

read, write, edit, refine. Replan! As a writer, the most important lesson you provided me was that you 

must plan it all, write it down, when the idea pops in your mind.

Thank you, so much, for the time we were able to share and talk and get to know one another.

Best Wishes, Nic V.

Finally, Books Eight and Nine, possibly the final volumes of this series, is also Dedicated,

To my Loving, Dearest, Mother,

And my Kind, Good Natured, Honest Father,

For their continued Love, Support, Protection and continuous Care,

And my Brother, (Tristan pseudonym), and my Sister, (Cybele pseudonym), 

also to my sister’s husband, his children, my extended family,

and once again, Alex, Marke, Quartz, Ramil and Jason.

Love Eternal.

Without my family especially, and those that have encouraged me to continue my writing,

As well as all the Love and Care and Support that was provided,

This series would never have been possible.

Thank you all.
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Prologue
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A Father’s Sorrow

Cybele was staring out across the ocean, looking back towards Bear Isle where countless warriors, as well as lions and wolves had remained to protect their leaders as a brave sacrifice. It pained her to consider those losses, each life so precious and unique, soldiers that were sons, fathers, brothers and uncles to those that loved them. She knew how dangerous her next move could be, but despite this, she used the Tears of Zeus that still flowed through her veins, to rewind time completely.

At this point, the two massive clouds that held most of Rodin’s and Caesar’s forces, began to move backwards through the air. She felt Wukong struggling to resist her power, and when she looked to the Great Sage, she saw his face was troubled, and he looked about in wonder. She realised then that this Monkey King was also apart from the constricts of time itself, as he could still see and move and think in real time, even though the others on the clouds moved backwards through time without any form of awareness of what was taking place.

‘This is dangerous!’ Wukong cried, his voice echoed through the skies like a soft rumble of thunder. ‘You are putting all of our lives at risk!’

‘I have to try,’ Cybele said with arms crossed, in a proud stance as she faced off against the strength of this heavenly creature. Eventually Wukong gave in, and the clouds moved swiftly through the air to return above the northern tip of the island where the battle between men and demons still raged. The sun was rising, but this did nothing to deter most of the demon breeds that continued to pour out through the northern and southern Demon-Portals. There were new breeds she spotted in clusters also, tall and powder white like the Khali, only these creatures had black bull horns, long tails, and they wielded staffs of dark magic that they hurled in red spurts at the warriors still defending their ground.

As the clouds settled back on either side of the high hill, more warriors rushed to safety, but the demon armies were charging in, hacking and slashing to cut through the ranks of soldiers with a burning rage. The Deity Sifu still hovered in the skies above, hurling down rain of lightning bolts that struck the front lines of Khali and other demons.

‘I hope you know what you’re doing,’ Wukong said to Cybele, as archers standing on his cloud released volleys that rained dark upon the demon ranks.

‘I know I have to save these men,’ she argued. ‘Do you think you could use this time to search for Lord Tristan?’

‘I cannot sense his location,’ Wukong said with a frown. ‘I also believe I will be needed here to help you.’

She raised an eyebrow at his remarks, as she replied, ‘Well, now would be a good time.’

The larger cloud remained on the ground, and was still fully formed, as Wukong raised himself to a higher vantage point on a smaller cloud of his own. Cybele watched him move into the air to hover close to Sifu, and she guessed what happened next was some kind of link between them. Sifu threw a thick bright bolt of energy at Wukong’s Golden-Hooped Staff. The skies came alight with ten thousand blazing blue bolts. As thunder ripped through the air like a raging Titan, Cybele looked to the battlefields where those bolts struck ground, vaporizing demon flesh and bone as a foul burning stench flowed on the breeze.

Rodin was still screaming for his son, Tristan, and when the great Rock Troll Bori released his grip from the man, Rodin drew his blade and charged into battle with Stonepaw at his side. The battle still raged all around her, but Cybele stood watching with frustration as Rodin sprinted across the fields with the King of Wolves, before the two of them were surrounded by Ronin-Khali wielding all manner of blades, pikes and scythes. He slashed at calves of the massive demons, before a heavy club smashed Lord Rodin into the earth.

At this point, Cybele rewound time again, only around Rodin and his wolf, to return him to the cloud in a backwards sprint. When he stood on the cloud again, she was at his side and lecturing him on his foolishness. She replayed his terrible fate before him in a kind of magic mirror, that replayed time without bringing the two worlds together, where he saw himself running across the field before being clubbed to death. The Phoenix had shown her how to create the Mirror of Time Spell, by instinct, explaining that this way was safe, but joining the same person of past, present or future in the same time and place was very dangerous. These explanations came to her in a similar way to a mind-link with any trained lion, thoughts, ideas and even words transferred through a psychic channel of sensory information. When Rodin saw his own fate replayed for the third time his heart sank. 

‘You are no use to your son, or to any of us if you go and get yourself killed, my Lord!’ she shouted amidst the thunder.

Rodin hung his head in shame, his posture slouched as he nodded and then sheathed his blade. ‘I can’t leave my son behind,’ Rodin said, his visage stricken with anguish.

‘We will find a way to rescue Tristan,’ she said. ‘We just need to find him, and then I will do all that is within my power to save him.’
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Chapter 1
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Ten Kings

Elysia sat cross-legged in front of a game of Mah Jong. She was a fast learner at most games, and King Yama had been disappointed to learn how fast she could be. So far, she had beaten him twelve times out of fifteen games.

‘Minds like yours are hard to find,’ Yama mused while staring at the board. ‘If you stay with us much longer, I imagine we will need to start chiselling you out an eleventh throne.’

Elysia laughed and waved the compliment aside. ‘You honour me, King Yama, but let us talk again of the possibility of returning me to the world of the living.’ She smiled broadly, her entire being formed only of a burning light that traced her clothing and features.

‘You are persistent, child,’ King Yama replied. ‘But first we must wait to hear what my Brother has learnt of your father, Abel Rallinghier, who is now by great misfortune a ghost in purgatory.’

‘Yes, but I fear my father may not be able to lend the assistance that I need here and now,’ she said. ‘Surely there is some other way that we can speed up the process a little?’

‘My dear young lady,’ Yama said, ‘you really need to start learning a bit more about the ways things work around here.’

‘Meaning what exactly?’ she asked with a pout.

‘Like the fact that these matters take time, even in the most ideal of circumstances. Furthermore, your own situation is tied up with the battle on Horse Hill. Due to a number of changes this morning, that battle could be raging on for some time.’ Yama’s eyes flared golden each time he spoke of Bear Isle, Elysia had already guessed he saw those visions of the battle taking place when his eyes burned bright.

‘Then I must return to help my people!’

‘That is exactly the point I am making,’ Yama sighed, ‘the time and place of your death is something even a time traveller would have difficulties finding a solution for. So much that took place after your death, was dependent on your battle with the Jinn-Magician shortly before then.’

‘So, if not time travel, what then?’ she asked. 

‘There is a way,’ Yama said with a sad expression. ‘But it has been tried before, and always there was a cost involved.’

‘A price to pay,’ she breathed. ‘A cost for Tristan and a cost for me?’

‘I would rather we play a few more games,’ Yama said, drawing his attention back to the board. ‘Then I must attend to other duties for the remainder of the day.’

‘You said you would help me write letters to those in Higher Office.’

‘Dear Elysia,’ Yama said, ‘you may write as many letters as you wish, and I’m sure you will be convincing. But the fact remains that these matters cannot be decided on a whim. I will be sure to seek any word of your father while I am away.’
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Chapter 2
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A Young Wolf

Drahkuhl watched the boy Tristan, sleeping inside the small boat with his sabre-wolf at his side. Drahkuhl watched through the eyes of Romedon, often known in these lands as the Black Magician, the Necromancer was a slave and puppet for Drahkuhl, because of the mind controlling powers of the crystal sphere Drahkuhl held in his palm.

Romedon had used a spell to help the boy drift off to sleep, soon after they both entered the boat and left the Island of Horse Hill. The wolf stayed awake, certainly to watch over the boy, but Drahkuhl had taken the boat through a number of portals through space, synchronizing the magic of the Jinn-Magician, Romedon’s and his own, Drahkuhl had taken the boat far beyond sight or reach of those fools that still fought on the northern tip of the island.

Drahkuhl was hiding far below in those ancient ruins now, after fleeing with the Wolf Ring, which was increasing his own magic, but not enough to escape the island without further aid. 

Suddenly the boy began to wake, and Drahkuhl stared through the eyes of Romedon as the young Lord Tristan sat upright, rubbed his eyelids, then stared about in confusion.

‘How did we get so far from the island?’ he asked.

‘You were asleep for quite a while,’ Romedon began, ‘but the truth of the matter is, I had to use a kind of bridging magic, to take us far from that island and that wicked Monkey King.’

‘Bridging magic?’ Tristan asked. ‘You mean like portals?’

‘I’m sure you know that only sprinter-hawks use real magic portals these days,’ Romedon said.

‘So how did you do it?’ the boy asked.

‘It is similar to portals in a way,’ Romedon said, ‘but what I really did was open a space to a place where the boat could sit in the water, and I could divide that space around the water and air of the boat, then you need to create a door key to move the boat from one side of the door where we were, to then place that same water and air around the boat, where we now are.’

‘So portal magic,’ Tristan said with a sneer.

‘It is similar,’ Drahkuhl spoke through the mind of Romedon using a combination of his own knowledge of magic and that of the mind of the man he controlled. ‘You must understand, Lord Tristan, we Magician folk must keep our secrets to ourselves. If I believed this magic could have aided us during the battle, I would have considered using it. But there is always great risk in sharing the secrets to magics unknown.’

‘I think I can understand what you’re saying,’ the boy said with a frown. ‘So where have you brought us?’

‘The boat is moving on its own course via a simple spell,’ Romedon said, ‘we will reach an island hideout in an hour or so. You must let me teach you how to destroy that wicked Wukong before we return you to your people. Remember, Wukong is the one who killed your father. If you want vengeance, I will help you, but for now you have to do what I say when I say.’

Romedon’s changeling pet Lox was currently coiled around the arm of the Necromancer, waiting to strike if either the boy or his wolf should try to harm Romedon. But the Black Magician was simply a tool to be used to gain the three spirit animals and their magics. The wolf and the boy were worth much more to Drahkuhl than Romedon was, but if he had to lose the boy then Romedon could still work as a false mediator and spy for him.

The Portal-Magic was only possible due to the fact that the boy had been put into a soft sleep. That necklace he wore around his arm would prevent Drahkuhl from moving the boy through portals if he was awake, as it would flare up with that wild blue magic and make it impossible to transport the boy as long as he wore the enchanted device. His other enchanted items did not respond to the curse that corrupted Romedon’s mind, the boy’s arrows did not glow golden when aimed at the old Necromancer, and that Push Stone he carried did not react violently in the presence of Romedon or his pet Lox.

Things had not worked out as well as he had needed, but Drahkuhl saw a new storyline unfolding, a new thread that could aid his victory and domination over these wretched fools. Still wounded from Pan’s golden arrows, the Lord of Vampires let go of the saliketh stone and receded into the shadows to rest and seek nourishment. 
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Pirate Trader

Farimus stood at the helm of Eldarus’ ghost pirate ship, beside the spectre of Captain Vortikhas who steered the vessel into the morning light. The old Pirate’s chest was constricting over the sights he had witnessed the night before. Most of Caesar’s warships were sinking and burning. Farimus had made a swift exit when he saw the skies light up with those gods and demons battling to the north. He knew enough about warfare to know it was time to leave, and soon after those sea vessels were bombarded with flames falling from the skies, burning meteors that smashed through the hulls of hundreds of ships in a scene of chaos.

Farimus was some distance from the other ships when the Jinn-Magician attacked. He was certain that demon was responsible. So much bright magic lighting up the night skies, and attacking Caesar’s vessels, it had to be the jinn. Farimus was no fool, and despite a part of him that might wish to drag a few sailors out of the sea, saving what lives he was able, he knew he was needed further north. The trouble there was, he was terrified of facing those demon hordes that were reported by eagle-eyes to number in the tens of thousands. 

He was gazing out at the foggy horizon, when he saw sails of beautifully crafted warships approaching from the east. He could not make out the ensign but he asked Vortikhas to draw it for him, and the old ghost’s sharper vision spied a number of vessels and drew out those sigils in the air in glowing colours. Farimus recognised all three instantly, one being of the House of Brethalladir, King over all of the Elves, and the other two were also of ancient Houses of the AElfinn, one of which was the King’s Steward. 

As constricting chest pain dissipated, to be replaced by warm hope and a feeling to rejoice, the old Pirate barked orders as the ghost captain changed course. As the fog also dispersed, Farimus gasped when he saw these Elven crafts numbered perhaps as many as Caesar’s armies had or even more.

At the chance of being sunk by these Elves, Farimus ordered Vortikhas to send up Eldarus’s ensign high above the mast, shouting, ‘Make it big and bright!’ When his vessel was near enough to make out faces of these beautiful Kin, standing portside and gawking on a thousand ships, Farimus stood with mighty hammer over right shoulder, balanced, as he waved to the onlookers shouting a ‘Cheerio!’

Calaflan had been in such a state since those Eromulean warships were attacked, the king parrot bobbed his red face in the corner of his vision, perched on his left shoulder the bird repeated Farimus’s greeting to these Navy Elf Captains. Calaflan’s claws made scraping sounds as the bird clutched tight to his steel pauldron, as he was still quite nervous. 

‘Where is Eldarus?’ a female Elf asked, golden hair, in cobalt and garnet armour, on a deck of men armoured in emerald and gold, glinting in the grey morning light.

‘He do’ be on the northern tip of the island just west of here!’ Farimus shouted back.

‘I know you, Pirate Trader,’ the Elf woman said to him, as Farimus looked closer, and memory stirred, of a young Elven Princess, when he was just a lad himself, well...a Pirate Trader, but still a young lad by any means. ‘I am Daughter of Brethalladir the King of the Elves,’ she said with command and grace. ‘Have you met my brother?’

‘Prince Rorighan!’ Farimus cried, feeling all eyes fixed on him and his deck full o’ ghouls. ‘Yes, my Dear Lady!’

‘Is he on the island, man?’ the question was definitely a shout! 

‘I’m afraid it do’ be true, my Fine Princess,’ he replied as he gazed at her in a measuring way and asked, ‘What do you intend to do about it?’ 
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Chapter 4
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Spirit of the Elixir

Cybele watched as the demon armies swarmed from the northern portal by tens of thousands. There were no gods in their ranks any longer, not Elder Gods aplenty at least. Wukong and Sifu still hovered on clouds high above the hillside where they had taken up defensive positions once more. Bowmen by ranks of five thousand formed phalanxes around all sides of the hill. Warriors armed to the teeth formed ranks around and between the archers, keeping lines of defence in rings around Cybele and her generals who kept watch.

The skies were ablaze with the Magic of Wukong and Sifu, the latter being some kind of Prince of Heaven born of the Nobility of the Sese’Chin Spirit Realm. Forked blue bolts fell like rain striking Grey-Knights and other Khali breeds standing fourteen feet tall or taller. A line of main defence was reformed at the edges of the raft of bamboo that Wukong had carried them on previously. They were being pushed back hard, though the lines were still holding back the flood. Arrows filled the skies from the hillside and within ranks behind the main wall of defenders. Eromulean shields as tall as the men that held them formed tortoise phalanxes between ranks of Rodin’s and the Tegean warriors. Her own men fought with round shields and spears that sliced through knees and groins of the massive white skinned demons that clobbered them with their might. Those bonded to lions heard the roar of their brothers avenging them as they fell. 

Without some new power or force to aid them, it would soon be a bloodbath. She realised she should have allowed the sacrifice if those in command could be saved. It was a truth that didn’t feel right to her, but she knew it now to be the truth. As her heart began to sink in fear, she heard angel songs fill the air from the east. The song came upon them suddenly, like a wave or tremor of a heavenly chorus. The language was ancient, but the words were not of a culture she could recognize. 

All eyes looked to the eastern shores, where a wide beach formed below the cliffs to the eastern side of their defences. There she saw ships by the thousands, all of the Elf Clans, and her heart simply leapt for joy! A fierce surging rush of heat and energy via the Spirit of the Elixir surged through her every being. She felt heat and cold both at once. Her skin warm but tingling cool and fresh in the breeze. Her vision was so sharpened she could mark out faces of many Elves that made their way upon the shores. Armoured in the light green and gold of the King’s Navy, their swords and spears of light flared in her vision. Archers and spearmen bristled by the thousands as she watched with a new hope rising. The Phoenix Bird hovered above her as a burning beacon in red and gold. She was not using the creature to rewind time on the battlefront at this point however, as she needed to preserve its magic.

She saw ships coming to shore that carried strange red crystal formations like squat obelisks, chunks of massive ruby piled on top of one another and entwined in silver and gold like Elven architecture. They sat on the decks of ships holding six or eight each, and she saw that there were dozens more making their way to shore. It was their brilliant ruby light that caught her eye, as they twinkled in the morning sun. The skies were clearing to the east, and rays of warm golden heat washed down onto the battlefield, as the songs of Elves roared in chorus. The skies above were still overcast with grey stratus clouds like a thick blanket from north to south of the island. She was not sure if that was Wukong’s Magic or the Vampire King’s, but the lightning storm that the Great Sage and Sifu wielded against this demon force pulsed and flickered in that blanket of grey.

Ren, Shen and Ryo still defended the southern portal, the father of the three standing on a small cloud only several feet above the ground at the centre of the defensive line. To either side a wall of crimson flame leapt twenty feet high and passed beyond the cliffs of the island to east and west. The Samurai swept his sword in precision blade-forms as lightning of scarlet magic flowed through the demon ranks splitting skulls, removing limbs, or cutting waves of Khali apart at the abdomen in sprays of black and blue. 

Suddenly the shores were aflame with a burning blue light, as staircases of magic formed along the beach where Elves ran upwards by the thousand. So swift were the sprinting AElfinn bloods that within minutes the battlefront was swarming with Elf Kin. They moved in like a wave of colour and light, as Elven Archers formed ranks behind the frontline and further back, making their way up the hillside to fire from a higher vantage point. As bowstrings snapped in rapid motion, an almost infinite flow of magic arrows flew high, arcing over to blast demon hordes to blood and smoke. The enemy began to fall back almost immediately, as the arrows fell with such speed and precision that incinerating waves swept though the demon ranks like a raging inferno. 

Other Elves armed with swords, spears, halberds and shields made their way to the frontlines to bolster their defences. As the reinforcements allowed the frontline defenders some respite, the demons were suddenly set aflame by spells cast by Magician Elves standing amongst the frontline defenders. Cyclones of blue magic ripped through ranks of Khali and Grey-Knights, bars of pure flame obliterated demons standing in packs of twenty, while lightning bolts of varied colours joined the onslaught by Wukong and Sifu. 

A blonde-haired Elf made her way up the hillside with many guards and generals at her side. She was strikingly beautiful, as Cybele had heard all Elf women were. Though this one held a presence of command that set her apart from those that surrounded her. She was not surprised when the woman introduced herself as Daughter of King over all the Elves. Elouise Tartintagel was her name, and when she stood glaring at Cybele and her entourage, Cybele thought she saw lightning in her eyes of sapphire blue. 

‘Well met, Princess!’ Caesar shouted. ‘If not for you, all would be lost.’

Elouise gawked at the Red Phoenix hovering above Cybele, as she spoke in a cool tone to remark, ‘Prophecies and miracles,’ then she looked to Cybele to ask, ‘Is it true the bird can time travel?’

‘Your timing is perfect, Princess Tartintagel,’ Cybele replied, ‘but the urgency of the battle would mean we must discuss it later.’ She gave the woman a meaningful look, as she did not want too many people knowing the true Power of the Phoenix.

‘Time travel?’ Matthew asked, as he stood at her side, wielding the Sword of Light. The boy king had not been using the sword to attack the demon army since they returned to the island, and she had kept a close eye on him once they made their way to the top of the hill.

‘What are those red crystal obelisks on the boats?’ Cybele asked the Elven Princess.

‘In our tongue they are called Sen’Drien’Solis,’ Elouise replied, ‘but in the Common Tongue they would be called Portal Blockers.’

‘They look heavy,’ Matthew said.

‘They are in fact very heavy,’ Elouise replied. ‘The boats are crafted with ancient magic that supports them on deck, normal timber planks would buckle under their weight.’

‘How do you move them then?’ Cybele asked with intrigue.

Elouise looked to the east with a pointed brow, ‘Those stairways of light are the only way we can move them, and to load these ships used a vast portion of the magic of our most powerful wielders. However, there is no way our spellcasters could manage to move them up stairways so steep.’

‘Matthew,’ Cybele asked, ‘can you call down Wukong?’

Utredius stood off to Matthew’s side, and the dragon’s roar brought the attention of Wukong who still hovered in the skies above. The Great Sage was suddenly beside them on his cloud, while Sifu continued to hurl lightning in blazing white bolts.

‘What can I do for you, Princess?’ Wukong asked facing Cybele.

‘See those red Portal Blockers?’ she asked Wukong as she pointed to the ships. ‘Can you get them up here?’

Wukong scratched behind his ear, then plucked another of his three most magic hairs from the back of his neck. The hairs must have regrown so quickly because Wukong had tasted some of the Zeus Tears before he created the bamboo raft. He blew on the piece of hair, as waves of Wukong Clones flew through the air to surge down onto the beach. They were soon unloading the Portal Blockers from the ships in pairs, but the obelisks were so heavy many fell straight into the water, while others began to move them to shore on those platforms and stairways of blue magic. There were dozens of the Portal Blockers, but Wukong soon saw that his Monkey Clones were having a hard time making it up the cliffside.

They moved swiftly, but even with two of them holding one Portal Blocker together they often fell off the staircases due to the incredible weight of the ruby formations. Cybele watched as Wukong himself joined his Monkey Clones and aided them as best he could to haul the obelisks up the stairways one at a time. It all happened in a dance of scurrying Wukong’s that moved with powerful magic strength and speed. Before long all of the Portal Blockers were placed in a wedge on the edge of the cliff face and moments after the Wukong Clones vanished in bursts of bright golden flame.

Wukong made his way back to the top of the hill on his flying cloud, and he looked a little sweaty as he faced the Elven Princess to remark, ‘They are too heavy!’ Cybele could understand that if his Monkey Clones only lasted that short while, the weight of the objects had required extreme exertions of Wukong’s magic to fulfill the task. ‘I could not lift one onto my cloud either,’ he told them. ‘It will take the Rock Troll and me some time to move them into position.’

‘We shall hold here for now,’ the Elf Princess declared. ‘My warriors will provide cover for you and the Gor’Ora’Drhrin to do your work.’

Wukong bowed humbly, ‘It would be an honour, Princess.’
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Tristan and Romedon

Tristan stood on a green hillside on an island that had higher stone cliffs rising behind them and many caves throughout. Romedon sounded puffed from the walk up the hillside, and the man sat with a sweaty face as his breathing became sharp and strained.

‘Take Neverend and find some firewood,’ Romedon told Tristan.

‘Where is Lox?’ Tristan asked, just now realising the changeling creature had not been with them on the boat after he woke.

‘The little creature is up my sleeve,’ the Magician said with a small smile. He then lowered his arm and Tristan saw a tiny brown mouse with big dark eyes scurry down the length of his wrist and palm to race across the grassland before changing into a red squirrel.

‘Here I am!’ Lox said in a gleeful tone. Lox then moved beside Neverend to ask, ‘May I sit on your shoulders, old chap?’ Neverend growled in reply, so Tristan offered the squirrel a place to sit on his shoulder. When he leaned down and Lox raced gently up his sleeve, Tristan noticed that Elysia’s ruby Maiden’s Ward did not repel the creature, which meant Lox was not a harmful demon, if he was a demon at all! It also gave Tristan some sense of security that the pet of Romedon was not corrupted by some evil force.

‘When will you send word to Princess Cybele of our whereabouts?’ Tristan asked the man.

‘We must keep you safe here for now,’ Romedon boomed. ‘Remember the wicked Sun Wukong has tricked all of your people. Remember that he murdered your father! You must hold onto that hate for Wukong and let it grow. It is the only way you shall defeat him.’

‘My father always said it was folly to give in to hatred,’ Tristan replied.

‘If Wukong had killed you instead,’ Romedon asked, ‘do you not believe your father would truly hate that Monkey King?’

‘I know he would,’ Tristan said. ‘That doesn’t mean it is the right path.’

‘Go and find some firewood,’ Romedon repeated. ‘I will wait for you at the cave’s entrance over yonder.’ He pointed to a dark maw in the cliff face some hundred-and-fifty paces higher than where the man sat.

Tristan started off down towards the beach to search for driftwood, Lox seated on his shoulder and Neverend at their side.
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Portal Blockers

Wukong watched as Boridrhrin the Gor’Ora’Drhrin scooped his thick stonelike fingers under the fat wedge of metal alloy plating that shone like gold and silver. The Rock Troll heaved and lifted the stone obelisk with both arms, holding it up against his belly under his chin. Wukong said, ‘If you can do it I think I should be able to,’ then he rammed the butt of his Golden-Hooped Staff under the metal plate, bending down with his back to the obelisk that was taller than himself. He heaved and felt like his guts were about to burst! But he lifted the thing, staggering a moment before giving it all his strength. When he had a good solid balance of the weight on his back and shoulders, he took one step forward.

It was like the earth shook when his foot landed! He realised his balance was not as good as he had thought. Another step, the earth boomed and vibrated. Bori took two strides and the earth seemed to tremble like a dragon waking from beneath. Warriors and demons fell down from the impact on all sides, and the tremors rushed up to the hilltop where Wukong saw the generals either down or glaring his way in shock. He gave a short bow, then took another step, the earth rumbled as if struck by giants as Bori took two more strides. 

He had heard of these things, Sen’Drien’Solis, the word Solis was derived from older words that meant the sun in some languages, and perhaps related to the way the sunlight caught the ruby crystals. He did not understand the Sen’Drien part, but it was likely some Elvish word describing the magical function and perhaps also the method for crafting the Blockers. Or perhaps it simply refers to their incredible weight! he thought to himself with aching bones. He held his Golden-Hooped Staff held horizontal beneath the metal alloy base, and he clung to the shortened length on both sides while the unbreakable staff supported the obelisk that seemed to wish for nothing other than to be planted! They needed to be earthed, they commanded to be placed on solid ground or those that tried to have it any other way would suffer.

‘This is not going to be easy!’ Bori huffed as he took an awkward step.

‘You’re telling me, Old Man!’ Wukong bellowed. ‘I don’t think even my giant gorilla transformation would keep his balance holding one of these.’

‘Where are we headed?’ Bori asked.

‘The Princesses insisted we try to seal off the southern portal first. The Elven Princess has a good foothold here, strong defences in place that should last a while longer. The southern portal makes the northern armies much more vulnerable,’ he gasped for air while holding on with all his powers. ‘We will seal off the southern hillside, then close the southern portal and,’ he thought his back snapped for a moment he felt such pain, ‘Aaaaahhhh! Aha! Ahh. Where was I? Ah yes, we block the southern portal then the Elf reinforcements will form defences to the south as we continue our way to the southern coastline.’

‘You are a formidable general,’ Bori said with a touch of admiration, ‘if you don’t mind me saying so?’

‘Not at all, Old Man!’ Wukong cried, feeling his spine snap back into place. He was thankful for all those Heavenly Peaches and Elixirs and refined Heavenly Peach medicines he had partaken of with gratitude during his days as a young man in the Jade Emperor’s Palace. It had fortified his mind, body and spirit to the point that his skull was harder than diamond. Still, he was getting old you might say. 

‘You lead the way,’ Wukong called to Bori, ‘I will follow.’ The earth thudded with their every movement, sending shockwaves through the frontline defenders. As they continued on towards the southern portal, Wukong began to notice the hundreds of Elven Archers that flowed around them to either side. They were the cover Princess Elouise had promised them. Bori’s three younglings were still grown to the height of tall men, and they also moved close behind their father with their weapons glowing bright.

‘This will be a day I remember for a very long time,’ Wukong grunted as he staggered onwards.
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Eldarus and Rodin

Eldarus was raised up on the cloud flown by Matthew. Sifu was still wreaking havoc upon the demons to the north from his flying vantage point. Matthew moved the cloud towards Shen and Ryo, who were flying back and forth along the frontline of the southern demon forces dropping more of those yellow bombs from their unfillable pouches. A steady flow of the glass flasks impacted with blasts of bright flame to keep the demons from touching their father who still ripped through their ranks with roaring red magic.

Eldarus asked the two men if they could accompany him, after Wukong and Boridrhrin placed the first two Portal Blockers behind Ren and his walls of flame. That would prevent the Jinn-Magician from moving Demon-Portals closer to the southern side of the hill. Thousands of Elven Archers were stationed on the hillside and ranks of ten thousand flanked by armoured Elves wielding all manner of weaponry moved into position. Arrows flew in waves over Ren’s walls of crimson flame. The enchanted shafts of wood glowed silver, crimson and gold as they impacted within the demon ranks in blasts of blood and fire. The Elf Archers all carried Replenishing Quivers he was certain, and they used the Power of Division to refill those quivers with such speed the arrows flew in a steady bright flow. Bori pounded the earth as he charged back towards the remaining Portal Blockers, and Wukong was there in a somersault on his flying grey cloud. Eldarus took all of this in while the two men complied and returned their clouds above the hillside where Cybele and Caesar and other generals were stationed.

It was Rodin who had desperately pleaded to start a search for his son, Lord Tristan, and Eldarus knew if there was any hope of bringing back the boy and the wolf, they had to try no matter the costs. Rodin climbed aboard Ryo’s cloud, and the shinobi garbed warrior easily widened the cloud to even allow Neverend’s father, Stonepaw, to leap aboard. Samlet Adrobi also climbed aboard the same cloud as Shen. 

Utredius flew along behind them as the clouds were raised up into the skies. They flew towards the higher windows of the fortifications and had soon made their way inside the main chamber. They had a bird’s eye view of where the three discs were stationed on the raised platform where Tristan had teleported from. His had been the wolf disc, and although Eldarus did not know the full history of these ruins, the fact that there had been a disc for all three of the Spirit Animal Guardians meant perhaps this structure had once been designed to imprison Drahkuhl as Romedon had told them. Vampires and Ronin-Khali still filled the chamber below the platform, but Eldarus and Sam did not bother to use magic against them.

Shen and Ryo found a series of tunnels and stairways from higher above the platform of discs, and Matthew and Eldarus soon followed into the darkness on their own cloud. Eldarus and Sam lit bulbs of magic fire from their open hands, to light the way for the three Cloudwalkers. It was a magic Eldarus had never been taught during his studies at the Magician’s Guild, though before he became a creature of flesh and bone, long ago, he had flown with his brothers and sisters as a being formed of pure light and air. Such memories were so long gone and faded they were more like dreams to him now. He turned back to see Utredius following at a steady glide as they entered a series of caverns that moved deeper into the ruins below.

‘Tristan!’ Rodin bellowed like a bear awoken. ‘Tristan my boy! Can ye’ hear me?’

‘Calling attention to ourselves would be undesirable to say the least,’ Eldarus called out to Rodin. The man growled with his thick black beard giving him the appearance of an angry lion, teeth bared an’ all! 

‘We do not have the gods to save us this time, Rodin!’ Eldarus called in an irate tone. ‘We search first, quietly. If we cannot find Tristan, we may have to start a search for Drahkuhl and attempt to regain the Wolf Ring. I know he has it! If he keeps it for much longer, and if he has the boy and the wolf, it will spell disaster for us all before long.’

They were descending through vast cracks in the











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Books Five to Six of the

‘QES of LEGEND

-9 L. 4
\ (i "4
PANDED-EDITION

4# B

The Wolf, and The Mother of Tmi/

——=cechoes asimilar tactic by some of the be 'ibﬂl!g}. W ul Crs
in the fantasy genre, and for good r‘easo L: 11 Lqu e

/






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





