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Enter The Slayer

By Andy Joynes

The triplet hag sisters Isabella, Mellisa and Nora Slake had been busy. It was that time of year again.

Samhain.

The time of year when the boundaries between the worlds of the living, the dead, and the various dimensions of the angelic and the demonic were at their thinnest.

There was one particular dark, Hell dimension that the 3 sisters were in thrall to. Indeed, the sisters had served the high demon lord of this dimension for well over 500 years. The triplets had been initiated on their 13th birthday. During this initiation, each of the sisters had given their maidenhood to the demon lord Asteroth and had signed his black book with their own blood, forever pledging their allegiance. In exchange for their servitude, the sisters had been granted certain powers. Each had received a familiar, a personal demon slave that took the guise of an animal. For Isabella a black cat named Azreal, for Mellisa a Raven named Belial, and for Nora a Polecat named Plook. Along with these familiars, each sister had also been granted the gift of second sight and a vastly expanded lifespan. The sisters were not immortal as such, all 3 were as gnarled and twisted as old oak trees, but considering that they were over 500 years old they were still remarkably spry.

They had been preparing the gateway. The potion that the sisters had prepared for the ritual was comprised of goat urine, henbane, coltsfoot, and the ashes of an 8 year old boy they had kidnapped, sacrificed and burned months earlier.

The markings that the witches had placed on the ancient stone gateposts were invisible to mortal eyes, but to the triplets, the eldritch runes glowed a sulphurous red. The hag sisters performed the same ritual every Samhain, at the stroke of midnight every October the 31st. They never used the same gateway twice consecutively, though over the centuries they had invariably used every such suitable gateway in Britain multiple times. It wasn’t that there were any arcane laws forbidding the use of the same gateway twice in a row, it was more that the witches preferred to practice caution. This was because, the next person or persons that went through the ‘marked’ gateway would disappear. It was part of the laws that governed the dark arts. The law of returns. The objective of the 3 crones was to unleash a higher demon into the earthly realm, but in order to do this, something, or rather someone, had to be exchanged. The unfortunate soul or souls who were first to pass through the marked gateway would be transported to the dark Hell dimension that was ruled over by lord Asteroth. It did not matter if it was one or one hundred people that passed through the gate, as long as the party passed through the gate together. After the initial crossing, the runes would cease to function and the gateway would once again become nothing more than a pair of old stone gateposts.

When they had finished painting the runes, each of the sisters spat on the ground in front of the gateway and then, ritual completed, they disappeared into the darkness, unconcerned as to who would fall victim to their work.

Once the sisters were out of range, the Slayer stepped out of the protective, invisible vale that had concealed his presence from the witches and headed towards the gateway. He glanced at the twin stone pillars and read the glowing runes that had been painted on each. If it was necessary the Slayer, a mage himself, could have created such a portal, but he would never harm an innocent child, the ashes of which were necessary to perform such a ritual. There were other ways one could enter the various dimensions, but by using the gate that the triplets had prepared, the Slayer had effectively deactivated it, thus saving potentially innocent lives.

Though it was the Slayers business to keep certain dark forces in check, he was not overly concerned with the triplets for the time being. If his business beyond the cursed stone posts went to plan, then the 3 wicked crones would get theirs too.

It had not been easy for the Slayer to discover the whereabouts of this years gateway. He had visited 13 supernatural beings, many of which by choice or otherwise, were forced to make their homes in the earthly realm. Some of these beings lived in plain sight of mortals, disguised as humans. Vampires, Lycanthropes, and some of the undead could easily pass for human. Some demons and other creatures could cast masking spells or glamours that disguised their true forms from the gaze of mortals. Most of these supernatural beings however, kept themselves hidden from natural eyes. They dwelled in the dark corners of the world and went about their business unseen by most, though over the centuries there had been enough sightings of their kind to inspire the myths and legends that alluded to their existence. The Slayer himself mostly kept to the shadows too. Though his mother had been human, he had inherited enough of his demon father’s features to stand out in a crowd. He always wore a long, hooded coat, and the fact that he always carried his ancient, oak, sword staff with him did not exactly help him fit in with the other denizens of Earth in the 21st century. Though he often traveled extensively around Britain and Europe as his work demanded, he took pains to avoid public transport, preferring instead to ‘borrow’ vehicles or to stow aboard cargo boats unseen If he had business overseas.

The Slayer had first called upon a Vampire In Sheffield, who was going under the guise of a solicitor named Douglas Horrocks. ‘Douglas’ had been less than forthcoming with his information, far more terrified of the demon lord Asteroth than he was of the Slayer. The Slayer had beaten Douglas to a pulp, a beating that would have killed any mortal man. He had then tortured the vampire with garlic and holy water, but still Douglas would divulge nothing. In the end the Slayer, knowing he was at a loss, had rammed his oaken staff through the vampire’s heart, then drew the hidden iron blade that the oak staff concealed and had beheaded Douglas. Subsequently, the Slayer had travelled the length and breadth of the UK, calling upon 3 Lycanthropes, 4 lesser demons, a goblin, an Ogre and 2 more vampires. None had provided any useful information, and the Slayer had repaid their stubbornness with death.

Finally, the Slayer had gotten what he needed from a Leprechaun named Seamus MacShay who was currently living in St James’ park, in London. Fortunately for the Slayer,Seamus was in his cups and was delighted to accept The Slayer’s bribe of a bottle of whiskey. “Oim nat at all scared o’ that gobshite Asteroth” the drunken Leprechaun had bravely proclaimed, “He can go fuck himself with a bunch o’ thistles an’ then go and fuck himself again!” 

Eventually after more such cursing, Seamus had told the Slayer that it was rumoured amongst the Fae that the ‘Fugly sisters’ as he called the triplets were going to be performing the ritual somewhere in Shropshire this year. It was good enough for the Slayer. All he needed was an approximate location. He had spells and other such means that would help him pinpoint the exact location. The Slayer had thanked Seamus, bid him farewell then set off about his task.

The Slayer stood at the gateway, at the exact spot where the triplets had spat. He leant on his oak staff, took a deep breath to centre himself then stepped through the gateway.

Beyond the stone gateposts the layout of the landscape was essentially the same as it had been in the Earth dimension and yet, in some ways it was very different. The grass for instance, which had been verdant and lush in the earth realm was here a sickly grey colour, the night sky which had been a deep blue, studded with jewel like stars was now a deep shade of emerald green and the stars were now shining ruby red. The trees, which had been busy shedding their browning leaves in the Earth dimension, were here completely leafless and dead looking. There were no autumn leaves on the ground. All of this came as no surprise to the Slayer. He had been here, and in even stranger dimensions before. This time though he had a very important task. He was here for the head of Asteroth, the demon lord himself. The Slayer knew that this would not be easy work, but he had no doubt in his own abilities, one way or another, the demon lord’s head would roll, but first he had to find Asteroth, and he was sure that there would be many perils and adversaries along the way. He took one last look at the stone gateposts and the desolate landscape that now occupied this side of them, where just moments before he had crossed from the earthly realm, then set off on his way.

The Slayer had been travelling along the path for maybe 20 minutes when he detected a faint sound as of distant screaming. The screaming got gradually louder as he continued on his way. It was then that the Slayer encountered his first demon, or at least his first on this particular excursion. It was a huge beast but obviously a lesser demon. There were many such demonic beasts in the dark dimensions, of all shapes and sizes. This particular beast looked sort of like a beheaded elephant, or at least it would if elephants were bright blue, and instead of a bloody stump for a neck it had a huge, gaping maw filled with far too many dagger-like teeth. It’s tail was snake-like and poised like the tail of a scorpion, but rather than a stinger at the end of the tail, it had one glowing red eye. The creature had spotted the Slayer from across a grey field where it had been grazing on what appeared to be large, yellowish mushrooms, it was these mushrooms that been screaming. Screaming and bleeding as the huge blue beast had feasted upon them. Upon seeing the Slayer the beast had spat out a crimson mouthful, roared, and started its charge towards what it obviously thought would be a tastier meal. The Slayer readied himself as the hulking behemoth bore down on him. At the last instant, the Slayer side stepped the charging demon, at the same time drawing the sharp iron sword from his oak staff and severing the beasts tail. Blinded, the beast howled it’s frustration and continued its headlong rush until it disappeared from view. The severed tail writhed and twisted on the ground like an angry worm, until the Slayer stepped on it and pierced its red eye with the point of his blade. That seemed to do the trick, and the severed appendage went limp beneath the Slayers leather boot. The mushrooms that the beast had been feeding on had quietened down a little, most of the surviving fungi were now sobbing but there was one that was still screaming. The Slayer headed over towards the mushroom patch. The Slayer had encountered these curious mushrooms before. They looked very similar to the toadstools of the Earth dimension, only they were much larger and there was a human face at the centre of each of the mushrooms caps. Several of the mushrooms were now just bloody stumps, but one, the one that still screamed was obviously in agony. The poor thing had a huge bite taken out of its face/cap, an eyeball dangled from the atrocious wound which was bleeding profusely. Once again, the Slayer drew his iron blade and deftly put the screaming mushroom out of its misery. He didn’t expect any thanks from the surviving fungi, they were far too traumatized, besides, the Slayer had tried conversing with their kind before and they didn’t appear to speak or understand any known languages. They did chatter away to themselves, in a strange alien language that the Slayer didn’t recognize or understand. His act of mercy completed, the Slayer shook the unfortunate mushrooms blood from his iron blade, rehoused it within its oaken home and once again, set off on his way.

The beast that had charged at the slayer must have been of particularly low intelligence. Out there in the wilderness, the strong prayed on the weak. Every demonic creature, large or small was out to kill and eat anything it could overpower, as such, most of these creatures had a highly developed survival instinct. All but the dimmest could sense the aura of danger that emanated from the half demon mage. Owing to this, the Slayer continued his journey without further incident.

Occasionally there was a screech from one of the winged demonic beasts that populated the airways of this dark dimension. Like the land bound demonic beasts, the winged creatures that populated this hell-world came in many shapes and species. There were demonic insects ranging from tiny gnats to huge wasps the size of helicopters. There were demonic birds, harpies, and huge dragon-like beasts and various other airborne monstrosities that bore little resemblance to any earthly species.

The Slayer spotted something in the far distance that he knew he would come across eventually. It was what he had been looking for. From here on out, the Slayer would have to be very cautious, things were about to get interesting.

Though the landscapes of the various dimensions parallel to Earth more or less corresponded, the towns, cities and villages did not. Here, in this particular dark dimension, on the island that was an alternate version of Britain, there lay at the centre of the landmass one vast, walled, pentagonal citadel. The 5 sided stone wall that surrounded this citadel was over 200 feet high. There were only 5 entrances to the citadel situated at the centre of each of the 5 connecting walls. Surrounding the citadel were 5 towns, each built at the point of an enormous pentagram that branched off from the walled pentagon of the citadel. These towns were also walled. Outside of the walled towns and the central citadel, there were various ramshackle villages populated by lower demons, half breeds, exiles and the degenerate creatures that did not have the breeding or status to belong within the walled towns. The Citadel itself was exclusively reserved for only the highest born demon lords themselves, where they lived in decadent luxury, pampered and served by their various slaves and minions.

Each of the 5 surrounding towns were ruled over by a powerful demon warlord, and populated by a hierarchy of various higher born demons.

The outlying, slum villages were very dangerous places where there was no law and survival of the fittest was the natural order of existence. It was one of these outlying villages that the Slayer had spotted and now approached.

The village was a ramshackle assortment of stone hovels and wooden shacks, built haphazardly, thus creating a maze of streets and alleyways. It would be very easy to get lost in such a place, and certainly, anyone unable to protect themselves would not get very far before dying horribly at the hands (or claws or tentacles) of one of the demons that inhabited this village. 

The Slayer however, was no such easy victim. Doors and shutters slammed shut as the Slayer strode nonchalantly through the cluttered dwellings. Nobody here wanted anything to do with anyone who gave off such an aura of menace and arrogant indifference. Not everyone was inclined to distance themselves from such a stranger though. A couple of times the Slayer was accosted on street corners by prostitutes, or street vendors trying to hawk their various wares. The Slayer paid them no heed. There was only one place here he was interested in, and he made his way there without preamble. At the centre of this village there was a large tavern. It was there that the Slayer was headed.

The tavern was a large, uneven, stone structure with several unglazed, shuttered windows on either side, and a large wooden door at its entrance. Like all of the other structures in the village, the tavern looked more thrown together rather than expertly built. Orange light escaped into the deep green night, through gaps and cracks in the door and window shutters. 

The Slayer was perhaps 20 paces from the door, when a huge, crimson demon came crashing through it, landing hard on its back and skidding to a halt on the dirt floor. The crimson demon was bipedal, but very powerfully built, like a very large, shaved, horned gorilla. Before the large demon could get up, a much smaller, olive green demon came rushing through the doors at an astonishing speed and launched itself at the crimson beast on the floor. The large demon didn’t have a chance. The smaller demon, which was a multi limbed, multi eyed monstrosity that looked like a cross between a locust and an angler fish, was upon its opponent in a heartbeat and savagely tore out its throat, practically decapitating the crimson beast in seconds. Most of the demons and demon beasts in this dimension were notoriously hard to kill and had great regenerative properties. Over time they could grow back lost limbs and appendages, but to loose its head (if said demon had only the one, or had none at all that is) then it was invariably game over. The horned gorilla was dead, but the olive green demon chewed and swallowed until the others head was completely separated from its hulking, twitching torso. The smaller demon looked up from its kill and saw the Slayer. The look on its hideous face instantly changed from savage menace to shocked awe. It let out a squeal of surprise and quickly scurried back inside. The Slayer calmly followed and entered the tavern.

Inside, the tavern was busy. There were perhaps 60 or so demons of varying shapes, colors and sizes. It had been noisy. A cacophony of raucous laughter, chittering, growling, screeching and loud conversation as the patrons drank, gambled and exchanged blasphemous tales, jokes and anecdotes. All of this stopped as the Slayer stepped over the threshold. The bar keeper, who resembled an anthropomorphic, albino alligator had been busy refilling stone jugs and tankards with ale and wine. He stopped what he was doing and looked up from behind the bar, his facial expression clearly worried. “Wh..what b..b...business have you here Slayer?” The bar keeper stammered in a demon tongue that was common in this part of the hell dimension.

‘Ah, good!’ the Slayer thought to himself. ‘They know of me, this will make things much easier’. “Business that is my own,” the Slayer answered in the same tongue . “But don’t worry, my business concerns none here.” 

All throughout the tavern there was a palpable sense of relief, and all cautiously went back to what they had been doing, though the atmosphere was still very much subdued and quieter than it had been before the Slayer had entered. “Ah, very well” the bar keeper replied, “Can I get you anything?” 

“Ale please,” the Slayer answered and went to the bar to collect his ordered beverage. 

The Slayer went to retrieve a purse from an inside pocket of his long, hooded coat, but the bar keeper stopped him. 

“It’s on the house,” the bar keeper told the Slayer, eager to earn his way into the feared, half demon mage’s good graces. 

“Thank you,” the Slayer responded, genuinely grateful for such hospitality. 

Though he was feared, the Slayer was no bully. He did not actively seek to intimidate others unless it was his business to do so. The Slayer took his stone tankard of ale and made for a specific corner table. If he was right, there would be someone already seated there who the Slayer knew. 

“Hello old friend!” The greeting came from another hooded figure who sat alone at the corner table. 

“Malak, you old dog!” the Slayer replied, “How the hell are you?” Malak laughed at the pun and stood to greet his friend. 

The 2 figures lowered their hoods and shook hands and then took their places at the table. With his hood lowered, Malak looked not dissimilar to the Slayer. This was hardly surprising as Malak too was a halfbreed, though Malak was demon on his mothers side. Malak’s half demon blood favoured his mother, so his appearance was slightly more demonic than that of the Slayer. Another thing that set the 2 half demon friends apart was the fact that Malak was missing an eye. As such, he wore a leather patch over the scarred hole where his left eye should have been. In his younger years, Malak had been a fierce mercenary warrior and a hired assassin, though now he was getting long in the tooth, he was ‘mostly’ retired. 

The Slayer took a drink from his tankard and grimaced, “I see the ale in this shit hole hasn’t improved any,” the Slayer remarked, “No wonder it’s free.” 

“You got free ale?” Malak asked, obviously impressed. 

“So, what was all that about?” The Slayer asked, nodding towards the door. 

“Oh, you mean Badrok?” Malak enquired. 

“If Badrok is the big red guy who currently doesn’t have a head, then yes.” 

“Well he was playing a game of 7 bones with Azuul, and he made the mistake of accusing Azuul of cheating, big mistake.” 

“Was Azuul cheating?” The Slayer asked. 

“Most probably,” Malak shrugged, “But that’s besides the point, Azuul has got quite a temper. Viscous little bastard.” 

“Yes so I observed.” The Slayer glanced around the tavern looking for Azuul, but he was lost somewhere amongst the throng of assorted demons. 

“Still....” Malak said taking a drink from his own tankard, “It’s been a quiet night, so far only 5 fights and only 3 of them resulting in murder.” 

“The night is still young” the Slayer pointed out. 

“Yes, that’s true,” Malak agreed. “Anyway, speaking of trouble, what brings you back to this world my friend? And more importantly, what brings you here to this tavern? Something tells me that you didn’t come for the ale.” 

The Slayer laughed. “Yes my old friend, I came here looking for you.” 

“I was afraid you were going to say that!” Malak sighed. “So, what can I do for you my friend?” 

“I need to get into the citadel.” The Slayer informed Malak, coming straight to the point. “And I know that if anyone in this godforsaken place knows someone who can get me in, then its you.” 

Malak looked thoughtful for a second, then took another drink of his ale. “Yes, I know someone who can get you in, but it will cost us, do you have gold?” 

“Yes” The Slayer replied, “I wouldn’t dream of coming here with an empty purse.” 

“Very well,” said Malak. “But tonight we get drunk, though I suggest we forget the ale and switch to something more palatable, maybe swamp water?” 

At that, the 2 friends laughed and Malak, attracting the Bar keepers attention, ordered a bottle of whiskey. It would not be the last bottle they would get through that night.

The Slayer woke at just after 8am
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