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Slasher Quest 

By Arni Fannar 

 

 

Some would say the experience of time-travelling torched his mind. It started 

out as simple teleportation; a gift the young man had discovered by accident, but 

then grew to thoroughly enjoy. Yet the more he tried to master it, as a mode of 

transportation, the less accurate his teleportation leaps became. Not only 

couldn’t he tell where they would take him most of the time, but the realised 

destinations grew more and more alien to him. Until he discovered that not only 

had he teleported from one location to another, but that he had even travelled 

through time, ending up in the past. There seemed to be no limitation to the 

potential of his teleportation abilities, but Jimmy found that to be disheartening 

rather than reassuring; it meant that the margin of error in his leaps would be 

equally vast and therefore dangerous.  

And yet he couldn’t resist going on experimenting. Eventually he became 

competent with it, as it turned out that now that he had the two dimensions – of 

space and time – to work with, he was able to gain better control of where he 

would end up. And so his teleportation became more predictable, but all the 

same it was still risky; more than once had Jimmy ended up in a situation where 

he only narrowly avoided certain death. Even the most harmless surroundings 

could turn hostile to a person who randomly appeared in them. And then, after 

each teleportation Jimmy needed a moment to recover before he was able to go 
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back. And the time that took was a luxury that was never guaranteed in the 

unknown destinations that he travelled to. 

The danger that Jimmy accidently put himself into became more and more 

extreme, but it seemed to have reached a peak this one time that he ended up by 

a cabin in the woods at night, where there was a lanky, masked maniac prowling 

around the premises, wielding a machete. It was as if Jimmy had teleported 

himself into some customised version of hell. He was able to get a sense of the 

danger he was in by the sight and smell of hacked-up corpses that lay scattered 

on the ground outside the cottage. Jimmy would have teleported himself back 

right then, but as he had only just arrived he still needed a chance to recover. It 

wasn’t clear which would be more of a safe haven: the house itself, or the 

surrounding forest at night – yet the shadows among the trees made the forest 

look less appealing as an option. Jimmy still didn’t dare enter the cottage, 

instead he hid behind a tree and observed. 

Then he got his first glimpse of the killer, arriving out of the darkness, 

wearing a blood-stained clown mask, wielding the curvy blade in his right hand. 

Jimmy stayed still and held his breath as he watched the killer step into the 

cottage. A woman’s scream ensued. It came through a window upstairs, on the 

first floor of the house. From that clue, Jimmy deduced that it should be safe for 

him to come out of hiding place and get a little bit closer, seeing as how the 

killer had gone upstairs. Jimmy didn’t mind getting a better look at what was 

going on, just as long as he would be able to teleport himself out of danger if he 

got too close. He cautiously approached the house. 

The screams in the woman’s voice carried on – growing more expressive, 

somehow. Then the woman herself came descending from the sky, landing a 

short distance away from Jimmy. It was a young woman, probably in her early 

twenties, with long, blonde hair, wearing denim jeans and a chequered shirt. The 

woman was quick to spring back up where she had landed. But then she bent 

over, incidentally splaying her behind before Jimmy’s eyes, which distracted 



3 
 

him from seeing what the woman was actually picking up from the ground, until 

she had risen up again, holding a meter-long pitchfork above her head.  

The woman gazed up at the window that she had come through, now 

holding up the pitchfork, expecting the man in the clown mask to come down 

after her the same way. This way he would land on her fork. But it wasn’t going 

to happen; there was no sign of the killer in the window. The woman turned 

around and only then did she noticed Jimmy standing there. She got startled and 

flung the pitchfork at him, hitting Jimmy in the elbow with the side of the outer 

metal spike. Had she attacked him with the sharp end of it, Jimmy could have 

been killed. The woman was disoriented. No doubt she intended to do as much 

damage to Jimmy as she could. He drew back, clutching his arm. But the woman 

still perceived him as a threat. The way she carried the pitchfork, pointy side 

out, her next strike would be going for the kill. In this hellish location, not only 

did Jimmy need to look out for the serial killer in the clown mask, but for the 

maniac’s armed victim as well. 

Jimmy sprinted away, but yet he was hesitant to run all the way into the 

dark forest. So he stopped and turned around. The woman was still coming after 

Jimmy, pitchfork raised towards him. What a bitch, Jimmy cursed to himself. He 

couldn’t teleport himself out of the scene just yet; he needed more time to 

recover. 

At this point the masked serial killer came out of the house, still holding his 

machete. Jimmy heaved a sigh of relief, as the woman now had to abort her 

attack on him, as there was a more evident threat to her coming from the other 

side. She was quick to turn around, pointing her weapon at the incoming clown. 

As he raised his machete, the woman launched at him, with a war-cry. She had 

gotten a clean shot at his chest, the spikes of the pitchfork entering the maniac 

completely. He dropped his machete. The woman then pulled back the pitchfork, 

with an explosion of blood coming out of the killer’s torso. He then collapsed to 
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the ground. But the woman went in for another strike, this time through the 

clown mask, destroying the unseen facial features that it hid. 

The woman pulled back and turned around, still holding on to the blood-

soaked pitchfork. She was staring back at Jimmy. She could hardly perceive him 

as a threat anymore, and now he would be able to explain himself to her. But as 

it turned out, she wasn’t in the mind to listen. She seemed to be convinced that 

Jimmy was an accomplice of the serial killer. Jimmy wouldn’t get to walk away 

from this ordeal any more than the masked maniac had. Jimmy turned around 

and sprinted away, this time going all the way into the dark forest. He ran as fast 

and as far as he could, until he ended up back in his own time. 

Jimmy found newspaper articles about the old incident in the woods. It was 

reported that the attacker had murdered twenty victims, before the woman – 

whose name was Carolyn Tethers – had managed to stab him to death. Jimmy 

reflected bitterly that had he himself been taken out by this woman that night, 

she would likely have blamed it on the man in the clown mask, or else claimed 

that Jimmy was accessory to the other murders. 

Jimmy was about to discover that his mind kept a travelling log of his 

teleportation destinations; that he was able to revisit exactly the same location 

and moment – as that’s what happened. Jimmy certainly hadn’t wanted to go 

back to the scene of the crimes in the woods, but it was as if his subconscious 

mind was sending him there – unless there was some external force at play, 

something that insisted on keeping him there. The scene with the cabin in the 

woods was perhaps a kind of limbo for Jimmy, which he was doomed to go on 

reliving. Or perhaps the scene had turned into a playground for him to 

experiment with. 

The first thing Jimmy noted, there on his second visit to the scene, was that 

he didn’t see himself from before. It was rather as if his arrival now cancelled 

out the other one, as if there could only ever be one version of him in the same 

location. Jimmy still hadn’t worked out how this time-travelling continuity 
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worked – the logic of how the alternate realities that came out of actions during 

his time-leaps could coexist. There was no one around to explain it to him.  

Jimmy repeated his movements from before, getting behind the same tree, 

in time before the masked killer showed up and entered the house. Everything 

was consistent with the previous time. Again the woman screamed from inside 

the cottage, but unlike the other time Jimmy stayed in his position behind the 

tree, long enough to witness the woman jumping out from the window. Again 

she bent over for the pitchfork once she had landed, but this time without Jimmy 

getting a view of her ass as she did so, and so he wouldn’t get distracted by it. 

This had turned into an exercise in timing for Jimmy. He emerged out from 

the trees while the woman was looking up at the window – checking for the 

maniac who could be coming after her. Again she was startled to notice Jimmy, 

but this time he was ready for her. He took careful steps backwards as the 

woman made her way closer to him with the pitchfork directed at him. She was 

getting ready to lunge at him, but she ended up exactly where Jimmy wanted 

her; the serial killer came out of the house, appearing right behind her. She 

wasn’t able to turn around quickly enough to dodge the descending machete and 

this time it landed between her shoulders. Now she was the one who dropped 

what she was holding in her hands, and then fell over dead. The masked killer 

had noticed Jimmy and his intentions were clear, as he raised his machete. 

Jimmy turned around and escaped into the forest as before, and as before he 

ended up back in his own time. Perhaps next time Jimmy would be able to get 

them both. 

Jimmy searched for the newspaper articles covering the incident. He found 

the same paper as before. It still reported twenty victims and that the killer 

himself had been taken out by Carolyn. Jimmy felt an array of mixed emotions 

over this discovery. He realised that he shouldn’t be regretting the fact that the 

young woman had gotten out alive, but yet this result felt like a failure on his 

part, as if he had been outsmarted. It was as if his last trip to the scene simply 
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hadn’t counted, though it had felt as real as all the previous times. Jimmy 

contemplated visiting the scene for the third time. But first he went on looking 

for more stories on what had happened, to see if there was definitely no 

difference at all. 

The woman’s name came up again in the archive: a year after the night at 

the hut, she had killed the same masked serial killer again! In this article the 

previous report, which Jimmy had read, was referenced: that Carolyn had 

‘claimed’ that she had already managed to kill the attacker in self-defence, at a 

summerhouse where he had murdered all her friends. Carolyn still insisted that 

she had stabbed him to death with a pitchfork that night, but now somehow he 

had re-emerged. She managed to kill him for the second time, but according to 

the article, Carolyn felt that she could never be safe again from this serial killer, 

as that he might come back from the dead a second time. 

What irony that the man had been killed by the same woman again, Jimmy 

remarked to himself. This was no small revelation to him: the woman had 

experienced the initial outcome of the encounter, even if the killer had survived 

thanks to Jimmy’s intervention on the second visit. That time Carolyn had been 

the one who was killed and yet she had ended up among the living. In the end 

they were both alive though they had both been killed. It now seemed 

impossible to Jimmy that he would ever manage to comprehend the logic of the 

time-travelling continuity. The two alternate outcomes were coexisting, yet in 

the most unpredictable of ways. The next step in Jimmy’s experiment seemed to 

be an obvious choice: he had to get to the scene of the reunion between Carolyn 

and her serial killer. If Jimmy was able to switch the outcome again, so that 

Carolyn died instead of her attacker, then Jimmy could go back and see if they 

both ended up alive, and whether they then met for the third time in a later story. 

Jimmy gathered all the information he could on the second scene, and after 

only a few failed tries he ended up between the two of them. 
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“You were dead!” Carolyn was screaming at the serial killer. The blood-

stained clown mask was still the same, intact, though Carolyn would remember 

having split it in half when it was still covering the killer’s face.  

Thanks to the preparation that Jimmy had gone through before this time-

leap, he knew what was about to happen: Carolyn would now manage to shoot 

the killer in the head with a handgun. Jimmy saw it lying on the floor at her feet. 

Someone had dropped it there while being cut up by the serial killer; the lifeless 

body was there on the floor. Jimmy moved closer to the gun, but now Carolyn 

was going for it. He managed to step in and kick the gun out of the way, so that 

the woman ended up emptyhanded on the ground. She looked up at Jimmy in 

bewilderment, just before the knife of the serial killer came down into her chest, 

effectively draining the life out of her. It was an ugly scene, with a pool of blood 

rising out of the woman. The killer seemed indifferent to it though, as he pulled 

the knife back out of her and looked up at Jimmy – who once more turned 

around to escape. 

He got back home and immediately set off to find the archived reports from 

the day he had just gone through. The story he found was still about Carolyn 

shooting the serial killer in the head. Jimmy went through later stories. He found 

one of the masked killer showing up once more, alive and well. Hacking into 

teenagers. The maniac had come to his end again, being killed by a young 

woman – who wasn’t even Carolyn. This killer sure had bad luck with women. 

Although perhaps it was to be expected; if you kept going after women, chances 

were you would end up being killed by one of them in self-defence. But from 

the story Jimmy had enough to go on to go back to that scene as well and temper 

with it, turning the table so that the woman would end up being the one who was 

killed instead of the clown. As she would still end up surviving it anyway, it was 

even a victimless crime. 

Jimmy still didn’t feel like he understood how the time-travelling 

continuity worked. All he could do was to go on experimenting, in order to gain 
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a better understanding of it. For that he had to go on repeating the original 

experiment, digging up more cases of serial killers being killed by their own 

victims. Jimmy didn’t have the imagination to try anything different, and this 

setup had worked so well anyway. He went on going back and intervening, so 

that it wouldn’t be the serial killer who died in each encounter, but instead the 

victim – as was more natural. And it wouldn’t matter anyway, because the 

victim would still survive, through the magic of inexplicably coexisting alternate 

realities. Any incident of a serial killer being taken out by the person he was 

trying to kill became an open case to Jimmy. He would travel there and alter all 

of them, then going back to his own time to read up on the cases. It was hectic 

research. 

His cases became numerous. There was no denying that Jimmy had 

changed the world, though not exactly for the better, he realised. But he figured 

that there had to be a way for him to undo all the damage he had done by setting 

all those serial killers loose. The reverse outcome of the experiment had to be 

available somehow as well, where both the serial killer and the final victim 

ended up dead, instead of the two of them surviving. Jimmy only needed to 

discover the way to activate that alternate reality. Perhaps he could accomplish it 

all at once, in a grand gesture that would erase the existence of countless serial 

killers – as many as Jimmy had saved. But for now all he could do, to work 

towards that, was to carry on with his experimentation. 

One of the cases that Jimmy had tempered with in the past involved a 

woman killing her attacker, but after Jimmy had changed the scene the 

perpetrator, showing up alive and well, came after the same woman again, and 

again she was able to put an end to him. It was just like that first instance that 

Jimmy had altered. For the second encounter, the serial killer had chased the 

woman up a lighthouse, but then, once up there, she had managed to overpower 

him and throw him down, where he plummeted to his death. This was the scene 
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that Jimmy now appeared in. He figured that it would be simple enough to 

rearrange it so that the woman would fall down instead of the serial killer. 

Jimmy ended up in the lighthouse, before the woman arrived there. He 

waited in the dark, but then he heard her as she came running up the stairs. 

Jimmy waited patiently and observed as the woman came in through the 

trapdoor and then moved on to hide from the killer who would be coming after 

her. Then she noticed Jimmy. She turned wide-eyed. She seemed more creeped 

out by his presence there than if he was the actual serial killer. 

“No, it can’t be!” she shrieked. But this was irritating, more than anything: 

why was she over-reacting like this over seeing Jimmy – a complete stranger to 

her – when she was being chased by an actual killer? 

“I killed you!” 

Jimmy froze in his track. What did that mean? He knew the only possible 

answer to that. To anyone else it would be a puzzle, but he had heard that line 

used before and as far as he knew there was only one set of circumstances that 

would bring a person to voice it. Only if some other time-traveller had gone 

back and arranged it so that this woman killed Jimmy, presumably when he had 

come there to save the serial killer the first time,, thus creating an alternate 

reality where Jimmy was dead. There had to be another person out there who 

was capable of teleporting through time, and that person had identified Jimmy as 

a maniac that needed to be taken out. It meant that Jimmy was now living as a 

mere shadow, just like all those serial killers that he had saved; that in reality 

Jimmy was dead. He had been removed from the equation of reality. None of his 

interventions would be of any consequence from now on, except for in this own 

personal playground of his: a simulation of the world as it could have been.  

Jimmy found himself unable to focus. He couldn’t think straight. He tried 

teleporting himself away from the lighthouse, but now he couldn’t tell where he 

would end up. He found himself in a crowd of people, out in a square on a sunny 

day. None of them felt real to Jimmy. Even if they seemed perfectly physical, 
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effectively they were just his imagination. They all seemed to be smirking at 

Jimmy and mocking him. He couldn’t wait to be out of that scene. But with his 

next leap he didn’t know where he was heading either. 

He was now in a white room, alone. There was only one door to it and it 

was closed. Jimmy couldn’t open it, but he figured that it wasn’t too bad if he 

got some time to himself. He went up to a barred window, which was 

overlooking a yard with flowers and trees. He saw that the building he was in 

extended far. And then he realised that he had ended up in an insane asylum. 

Not that it would hold him, as he would be able to teleport himself away soon 

enough. Every now and then he tried it, to see if he had managed to recover, but 

nothing changed around him.  

A long time had passed. He tried to teleport himself away one more time, 

but then the door was opened. In came the paramedics. 

“Whoever you are, you need your medicine,” said the nurse standing in the 

middle, and with that the two bulky guys that had come in with her went for 

Jimmy and held him down. He tried to teleport out of their grip, but it was still 

of no use. He saw the nurse prepare a syringe for him.  

Even if this reality was nothing more than Jimmy’s playground, the 

equivalent of his imagination, he still didn’t regain his powers. And he was 

never able to teleport himself anywhere again. 

 


