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STORMSLAYERS 
 

By Ian Cai Mercer 

 

 
 

“Strong iS fighting. it’S hard and it’S painful and it’S 
everyday. it’S what we have to do and we can do it 
together”-  
BUFFY to angel- ‘amendS’- SEASON 3 EPISODE 10 
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The First meeting- 
 

. “I’m Elise, Elise the Vampire Slayer.” 
“Huh?” The Doctor was clueless, so Elise began to explain. 

“I was born Elise Alexandria Stillhaven, on the shores of Lake Taupo in 
New Zealand. 

I was one of the Potentials- a group of just under two thousand Girls 
who could be called to be the next Slayer, one Girl in all the world with 

the power to fight Demons, Monsters and Vampires. 
My Watcher told me that I was fourth in line of my Generation. That 
there was Buffy, Kendra and Faith before me. Buffy died and Kendra 
was activated. But then Buffy was brought back to life, creating an 

instability in the Slayer Line, two Slayers- a paradox.  
The Tiberius Manifesto mentioned that a splintering of the Line would 

have a catastrophic effect, which is coming to pass. 
I was activated while I was stood on the Gantry in the Deeper Well, the 

prison of the immortal Old Ones. Buffy died a second, mystical and 
magical death, sealing a multi-dimensional portal. 

I felt dizzy, falling off the gantry and down the Hole in the World. 
All the energy mixed, revealing a gap between dimensions. The Old One 
Kazothordu’um had begun to create a Bolthole, an escape route before 

his defeat and interment in the Well. This Storm- vortex is all that is 
left, like the space down the back of the sofa, forgotten. I fell through 

and it sealed shut behind me. I have no way home; I am lost in this 
timeless void, trapped for eternity. I am not just a Slayer, but now a 

StormSlayer. 
….. 

 

Seven yearS later… 
 

The body lay headless at our feet. 

”Oops.”  I muttered. The Doctor tutted, a bit too 

loudly for my liking. 

“Oops is an understatement Elise,” she replied. 

I threw up my arms. “Hey, I’m just a Teenage 

Dirtbag StormSlayer, baby, I don’t make the 

bloody rules!” 

Xanderian chipped in. “Hey guys, can we focus for 

a second? This is a monumental one way ticket to 

Fubaria, so how can we fix it?” Trust Xan to 
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state the bleeding obvious. “Language Mister.” 

The Doctor Admonished. 

“Sorry Doc, but he’s got a point. We just 

accidentally offed the Head of Communications 

Directorate. Doesn’t that throw a spanner in the 

plan?” 

“Can’t we just stick his head back on?” Ash 

offered. 

“Negative Mistress Asheron.” KAY-ONE-THOUSAND-

AND-NINE stated. “Auto-repair hub located in base 

of neck, which Mistress Elise kicked with her 

heel, then neatly severed with her Plasma-sword.” 

I shrugged. “Yeah, well, if he goes round looking 

like a Cloisterguard, then it’s an easy mistake!” 

The Doctor pursed her lips, considering. “In that 

case, perhaps the disguise means he was 

considering joining us?” She glanced at me 

briefly before carrying on. “Anyhoo, that’s moot. 

Come on, Dally and the others will be waiting. 

Let’s get a move on.” 

We followed as she moved off. I knew she blamed 

me for this little Faux-pas, I guess things were 

so tense between us that she didn’t have to say 

it out loud anyway. Just one more reason to get 

this over with and get out of this Doctor-centric 

Reality. 

 

In all of my travels with her, The Doctor, or 

more recently termed- Female Doctor, FemDr for 

short, leading the Time Revolution in the 

Doctorian Empire was the most bizarre twist 

anyone could ever think of. 

 

When we arrived The DARTIS (Dimension And 

Relative Temporal Interstitial Ship) was shaking, 

alarm bells ringing. We stepped out and it seemed 

to implode, the outer shell smoking and the inner 

Dimension gone. We were stuck. The irony that it 

was a Reality infused with legends of The Doctor 

was not lost on either of us. And it wasn’t just 

one version- The Time Doctor, NeoDoctor, Snow 

Doctor, Dr. Rrr, the Last of the Timeladies were 

just a handful of the more popular ‘tales’. That 
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was when she became known as The Female Doctor, 

or FemDr for short. 

It proper freaked her out. But her newfound 

‘Celebrity’ status throughout the galaxies was 

nothing compared to the shock when Dart appeared. 

The ‘Old Boy’ looked like he was in his early 

Nineties, but she knew him for what he really 

was, the central Matrix core of the Dartis. When 

he took over and became a Dictator along with his 

crony The Magistrator, we knew we had to do 

something to stop the militarisation of the 

Empire. So we set up an Independence movement, a 

passive resistance, speaking out against the 

excesses of the military. It was K1009 who came 

up with the name for our party, after listening 

to my music collection. 

“We-could-be-The-Independent-Teenage-Dirtbag-

Stormslayer-Party-Mistress.” 

He offered, and somehow that name stuck, so the 

ITDSSP began, which is a rubbish acronym I know, 

but I guess we’re stuck with it now. Although The 

Scooby Gang is another name we use in private 

sometimes. Asheron wanted to call us The Wings of 

Freedom Corp, but that never happened. 

 

I think we were both weary of this world. Seven 

years since The Doctor rescued me and five stuck 

here, we were barely getting along, just going 

through the motions. She wanted to get out of 

this Reality. I just wanted to see something of 

this universe that had nothing to do with any 

Medical titles whatsoever. Mostly I was bored. 

The most interesting conversation we must have 

had in the last year was about something called 

Regeneration. It was a method of healing and 

restoration that changed the outward appearance 

of a Tallifreyonion, although she had never heard 

of a gender-swop in her Reality, in an infinite 

Multiverse, somewhere or somewhen it could be 

possible. Then there were the tales of species-

swop, or XenoRegeneration that were a little hard 

to fathom. “I’m ignoring them,” She told me. 

“Otherwise I’d start believing in the Xmas Fairy, 

the Supermandroid and the Time Phoenix!” 
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I was thinking too much of the past, but even as 

we met up with Dally, M17, Y55 and the others, I 

could feel it, a change was coming. That was our 

goal, why we were breaking into Central Command 

to broadcast our demands. Should have known it 

would go pear-shaped and down the multiversal 

plughole. 

 

No sooner had we entered the complex when Alarm 

bells rang and we were surrounded by Magistrator 

Koschai and a hundred Cloisterguards. 

Resplendent in silver-black robes, this bald, 

Asian-seeming humanoid was responsible for much 

of the oppression of Imperial rule throughout the 

galaxies. 

The Doctor knew that he’d gloat, being an epic 

Gloater and all. But even she was surprised when 

we were escorted to the Chancellor’s Suite, a 

rare honour indeed. 

When Chancellor Dart entered, we were both 

shocked by how he had ‘aged’. The cruel thing 

about the Doctorian Androids was how utterly 

lifelike they seemed. The A-E Series had been Wax 

droids, F-K were too robotic and had many 

failures, leading to the IJK rebellion and mass 

shut down of those lines. (K1009 was a recycled 

model rescued by the FemDoctor and updated, 

though not entirely!)L-T had been more lifelike 

and U-Y were indistinguishable from Humanoid 

lifeforms. Dart was rumoured to be a Prototype Z 

Model and looked to be in his early Nineties. 

“Ahh!” He muttered. “The FemDoctor and Elise, who 

is not her Niece. So good of you to join me for a 

spot of tea. There is Tea isn’t there?” He asked, 

turning to a guard. “Be a good chap and rustle up 

a pot won’t you, hmmm?” The guard did as he was 

bid as The Magistrator tutted. 

“My Lord, surely it is past time these Terrorists 

should be punished for their transgressions?” 

Dart shook his head, patting the Magistrator’s 

arm. 

“Ah, Time! Yes I know a few things about Time 

Kosh, and you as well.” 
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He tapped his nose. “Yes, I know. I may seem to 

have the body of a dithering fool, but my mind is 

as sharp as ever.” He gestured to us. “Yes 

Doctor, My Doctor. Cheeky little Timegirl who 

wanted to jaunt around the cosmos, taking me away 

from my quiet retirement. Oh yes, I remember. I 

always took you were you were needed, even to 

save young Elise here. I heard a cry from this 

place, unsuspecting that it was a trap for a 

Doctor.” 

The Magistrator grabbed a Staserblaster from a 

guard as I stood in front of Dart, shielding him. 

The Doctor was quicker, raising her Sonic 

Screwdriver, which had replaced her Sonic 

Hairdryer, (because A- Hairdryer was clunky, and 

B- Most legends said Doctors had screwdrivers 

anyway). The blaster fizzed and sparked as it was 

deactivated and I lashed out with my foot, 

kicking the Magistrator and sending him sprawling 

to the floor. The guards were confused until Dart 

pointed to his subordinate. 

“Lock up the Magistrator and revoke all access 

codes. Including backups.” 

They obeyed and carried the groaning Magistrator 

out as the tea trolley was wheeled in. Dart sat 

and we did the same, looking like some weird 

knitting circle as tea was served. 

 

All of this was very disconcerting, to say the 

least. 

 

“So you remember who, or what you really are 

then?” The Doctor asked. “Ahhh, yes, it took me a 

long while I’m afraid, which Koschai used to his 

advantage, masterminding the whole Dictatorial 

phase.” 

“Who is he?” I asked feeling a bit foolish. Dart 

smiled. “Ah, Elise, very good question. Well, he 

was a refugee from another Universe, a good 

version of The Master story, Magistrate to a 

Gallifrey which encountered an Effect in Space-

time and an Omega-like being. He became lost, 

unstuck in Time and Alternity until he found his 

way here. This Reality already had legends of the 
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Doctor as well as primitive Androids. Kosh 

improved each generation, but became obsessed 

with finding a way out, inventing the Matrix 

Manipulation Machine or MMM. It captured my 

essence, transferring to this body. An extremely 

discombobulating experience, to say the least!” 

He shrugged. “Anyway, I located his inner sanctum 

and have commandeered the materials of my outer 

Plasmic Shell you recovered.” 

He stood. “Shall we see if, unlike poor Humpty 

Dumpty, we can put me back together again then 

hmm?” 

The Doctor couldn’t get up quick enough as he led 

the way out. I reluctantly followed. 

 

When the Shell of the DARTIS had been 

reconstructed, he showed us the MMM. 

“As soon as transference is complete, destroy 

this machine. This cannot be allowed to happen 

again.” 

The Doctor nodded her assent as he took his place 

and the machine hummed. 

It was a blink-and-you-will-miss-it moment. A 

shimmering, golden mist arose from The Chancellor 

and moved over to the DARTIS, which hummed and 

then dematerialised, then reappeared, whole 

again. It was done; we could get out of here at 

last. 

But The FemDr was not finished yet. 

 

She formed a new High Parliament, reforming the 

more aggressive traits of the Empire, trying to 

find peace with the enemies in the Outer 

Clusters. The Magistrator was tried and promised 

to atone for his actions. 

 

Then the final day came all too soon. 

 

I had been wrestling with my decision to stay for 

a long time. I was caught in The Doctor’s shadow, 

I had to step out, be my own Slayer. She waited 

for me on a hill outside the Citadel. There was a 

steady hum in the breeze as the DARTIS stood 

ready, the outer shell shimmered silver, ready to 
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take on whatever form the Doctor wanted or to 

blend in with its surroundings. 

We looked at each other. She would go, whatever I 

decided. I shook my head and she smiled sadly. If 

this was the right decision, why did it feel so 

hollow and empty inside me? 

“So you’re staying.” She stated, neither angry 

nor upset. As if she had expected it. 

I nodded. “I’m The Slayer, or Storm Slayer. I 

don’t know what that means anymore. You’ve been a 

terrific Mentor, my Watcher if you like. But I 

need to find my own way. You wanna go Out There, 

explore different Realities, alternate 

dimensions, see if any of the tales are true or 

not. Me? I want to be myself, see if this place 

has a Slayer already. Travel a bit, see the 

sights and then maybe try and find way back to my 

Universe, The Slayerverse as you called it. What 

was that saying? One of the Fragments of the 

Seventh? ‘Somewhere there’s danger, somewhere 

there’s injustice, somewhere else the tea’s 

getting cold.’ Well, whatever. To me you are THE 

Doctor. And I know, in my heart that we will meet 

again. I guess the saying of The First- ‘I shall 

come back, but until then keep going forward in 

all your beliefs and prove to me that I am not 

mistaken in mine’ applies.” 

I stopped, pausing for a breath. Then she walked 

over and hugged me. It felt good, all the 

tension, the problems of the last few years just 

melted away. I sniffed and she walked away, into 

the DARTIS, which dematerialised. She hadn’t said 

goodbye had she? So I knew that perhaps, maybe 

she would return. 

 

I heard a shuffling behind me and turned. My 

friends all smiled. Ash, M17, Dally, Xan and the 

others. I had to smile back, the Scooby Gang, the 

Teenage Dirtbag Stormslayers, all assembled, 

ready to take on whatever came next. But hold on, 

where was K1009? Then I remembered, he had 

disappeared as the DARTIS was reforming. Had he 

stowed away? 
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I looked up at the stars and smiled. Maybe The 

FemDr, my Doctor wouldn’t be on her own after 

all. 

 

 

THE END. 

 

OF A NEW BEGINNING! 

 

 

IAN CAI MERCER  july/AUGUST 2017 
 
 

 
 
 

“i think it’S fair to Say School’S out for bloody summer”- 
 

spike- ‘choSen’- SEASON 7, episode 22 
 
 
 


