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Explore other Universes.

Hunt Deadly Monsters.

Make a Profit.

Goran the Slayer is the BADASS of the Reality Rifters interdimensional monster hunting group.

He knows it, and he loves his job. Hunting deadly beasts across the omniverse for a profit is violent and challenging as hell, and business is good.

When a particular bounty sends Goran and the other Reality Rifters to a backwards world to eliminate some demonic warp spiders that have decimated a small dark ages village, the job seems like nothing out of the ordinary. While looking for their quarry, it's strange enough that the village has become something of a ghost town, but the predicament of the townspeople darkens when the Reality Rifters run into more startling twists inside the fortified keep. And when their leader's device protecting the group's minds from the warp spiders' influence is unexpectedly disabled and everyone is separated, Goran mysteriously finds himself the only member of the team still able to think clearly.

Will Goran the Slayer save his teammates from the horrific, mind-bending monsters and save the day? Will the Reality Rifters be able to recover and succeed in their mission? Will Goran ever meet a rainbow unicorn like he wants to??

[image: image]

Goran the Slayer is a (very fun) fast-paced weird science fiction/fantasy story related to the "Monster Hunting for Fun and Profit" series. Before the events of "The Wyvern in the Wilderlands", the Reality Rifters was led by other Jason Leapers and had other exciting and exotic members of the team. This is a glimpse into the monster hunter team's backstory and its heavy weapons specialist, Goran the Slayer. If you love books about guns, survival, vicious and terrible mythical monsters, cosmic horror, time travel, DINOSAURS, and exploring strange new worlds ... read this series today!
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Want a FREE BOOK related to this series?

Join my Fiction Mailing List, and I’ll send you a FREE NOVELLA related to the Monster Hunting for Fun and Profit series—something not sold in bookstores and only available to my fans! As a member of my mailing list, you’ll receive occasional updates about upcoming books, and you’ll get more free goodies from time to time as well. I won’t spam you—I promise.

Click Here to Download “A Bond Between Man and Monster”
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Now on to the book...
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Chapter 1
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“Ha! I’ve got it!” Goran shouted, grinning ear to ear. He laughed loudly.

The monster turned and seemed to balk at the mountain of a man leveling his heavy gatling laser right at its center. Goran the Slayer felt that familiar rush of conquest as he fired up the spinning barrels of his favorite weapon and laid into the trigger. The big man grinned even wider as his heavy weapon’s cooling fins started hissing madly and repeating crackling pulses of bright red lasers cut through the air, painting the surrounding snow with a crimson glow. Goran’s shots let out quick little snaps as they burned through the atmosphere.

Starfire lit up the mountain with red. The gatling laser wasn’t magical—or unique even—but Goran could help not naming her when he first hefted that magnificent masterpiece of massacre...

“Careful, Goran!” Jason 113 shouted with an undertone of annoyance. “Don’t hit its main eye! We need it!”

As Goran sprayed heavy controlled fire into the gazer beast’s corpulent, spherical body, he saw the intense heat of his blazing red bolts burst open pockets of the monster’s bizarre flesh with chunky pops of steam and purplish mist. If the creature had a mouth, Goran figured that it’d be screaming in pain. Its half-dozen eye stalks that focused on the Slayer’s teammates broke contact, and all deadly eyes turned to Goran...

The huge man laughed with elation, bracing his feet for whatever crazy shit the monster was about to throw at him. His heavy armor clanked when he shifted as he focused his fire. If that nasty son of a bitch was going to counter-attack, Goran would bore a hole through its chunky, bulbous body first!

He heard the snapping of Riley’s hypersonic Gauss rifle rounds split the air, and amidst the wild, red lightshow of his beautiful Starfire, Goran saw Riley’s shots hit the gazer beast’s side.

The explosions and mist in the monster’s body seemed to intensify. Its central eye rolled, and several of Goran’s shots suddenly punched out its other side. The creature spun as if drifting through space and slowly sank to the ground out control. There was an indescribable stench in the air, and its tough, knobby body smoldered.

“Yes!” Goran exclaimed, releasing the trigger. As the laserfire ceased, and his whirling barrels slowed to a stop, he realized that he was laughing, bellowing deeply and maniacally. Goran lowered Starfire, running a large, calloused hand over his face and tight, flat-top hair to slick the sweat away. He wiped the fog from his goggles with his fingertips. Goddamn he loved that gun. It was hot to handle, but it was fun as hell. The thick snow of the mountain ridge where they were fighting was melted down to the winter-dead grass and lichen

Riley Wyatt and Jason Leaper 113 were slowly, steadily approaching the drifting body with their rifles trained on it. The mercenary’s face was angry, and his eyes flashed over to their leader.

“Goddamn it, Jason!” he said, reaching up to fiercely scratch his beard. “You led us into a fruking trap!”

Jason—apparently satisfied with the blown-to-hell status of the lazily floating gazer beast—lowered his AR-15 and looked evenly at the animated mercenary. Riley’s dark duster coat fluttered in the icy wind.

“No harm done,” Jason replied. “It paralyzed you and Artemis. It did something else to Gliath that made him weak, but now, they’re both dead and we’re done here. There was no way for me to know that the second one would come up behind us!”

“Gliath?” Riley asked, looking back suddenly as if he forgot something.

Goran relaxed then vented his heavy gun as he watched the scene. He felt awesome. He always did when he totally fucking obliterated an enemy. Artemis walked up, woozy and pissed off, glaring at the floating dead body, and Gliath Voidheart the Deathhand climbed to his feet, standing tall and regal, his sleek, black panther-like features dark against the snowy mountain. The leopardwere looked like he’d lost a lot of his pep. The Krulax’s long, black tail hung limply behind him. He seemed a little shaky on his beast-like legs.

“I am okay, Ranaja,” Gliath rumbled in his deep voice. “My strength will return to me in time.” The leopardwere adjusted his armor and picked up his scoped railgun from the snow, slinging it around his back. His yellowish-green feline eyes met Goran’s for a moment, then the Krulax looked at the dead gazer beast. He pulled out his massive Blessed Warblade—the kukri’s silvery edge gleamed in the snowy environment—then advanced on the corpse, giving Jason Leaper 113 a questioning look.

“Yeah, get the eye, Gliath. Thanks,” Jason said. “Harvest the other one too, will ya?” Then he looked at Goran as the big man walked up, his heavy armor shuddering as he moved. “Good job, Goran. Good shooting.”

“Thanks, boss,” Goran replied, grinning.

“Let’s get the eyes and get back to the Bounty Boards.”

“I feel all weird after being paralyzed,” Riley said, cocking his head and rubbing one shoulder with a gloved hand. “I’m looking forward to some R&R after that.”

“Me too,” Artemis replied, working all of her joints. Goran figured that she had to be cold, wearing the lightest Merc armor possible over her black skinsuit. Her armor was dark blue. Maybe she was using some sort of magic to resist the cold.

Goran didn’t worry about being cold, or hot. He had thick skin and a skull that could crush concrete.

It didn’t take Gliath long to cut the central eye out of the gazer beast. Then, the seven-foot-tall leopardwere bounded a hundred yards up the pass with graceful ease—maybe a little tired-looking—and also recovered the same part from the other dead monster.

Jason pulled his OCS up from its resting spot where it hung on a double-sling against his side and quickly opened a rift back to the Market—right next to the Bounty Boards. The portal opened with a flutter like the whipping of a flag in heavy wind, then a snap. A bright orange fireball appeared  and rapidly unfurled into a madly-spinning, vertical disc. Its fiery rim whirled like an insane hula-hoop, casting sputtering orange sparks all over, all the while roaring like a Tesla coil.

The stretched-out interior of the swirling disc soon rippled and flattened out, clearing into an image of the Bounty Boards structure in the middle of the Market. Black, obsidian-like stairs rose from the streets on all sides. The Bounty Boards was at the center of the massive black pyramid that housed the interdimensional marketplace.

Gliath returned weary and sagging, and all five Reality Rifters stepped through.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 2
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Once they were standing in the dim, sandy street lit by a deep-pink sky, surrounded by passing planeswalkers of all sorts and shapes—most bizarre beyond measure—Goran let out a deep sigh.

“Ha! Another successful job!” he bellowed, nudging Artemis—who was instantly annoyed—with a massive elbow. “I like this Jason 113. He is stronger than Jason 47, and bolder! This is the way monster hunting should be!” And it was true. Goran had been having a lot of fun.

As the five of them climbed the steps to the structure’s open interior, Riley shot a glare back at Goran. He was clearly pissed off. The ex-soldier was so touchy about Jason putting his pet cat in danger...

Gliath, as always, didn’t seem to care, and strode along, carrying both glorious, grotesque eyeballs—each the size of soccer balls—his black, feline face without emotion. The leopardwere approached with Jason 113, carrying the eyeballs for him.

Goran slung Starfire over his shoulder and head, feeling the massive weapon strain at the thick sling and pull at him. He grinned again. As Jason approached the tall and bulky form of Zayden Skinner in the shadows of the building, Goran the Slayer—the Reality Rifters’ heavy weapons guy—stood in the background, waiting to move on. Zayden Skinner was the manager of the Bounty Boards, a powerful and impressive man with ebony skin and hair literally like a rainbow fire. He was an imposing extraplanar powerhouse even bigger than Goran was.

Jason talked with the huge, stony man.

“It is exclusive,” Skinner said in a deep, gravelly voice. His multicolored fire-hair flickered in the dim light, casting blue, yellow, green, and pale red all around. “The job is new. The mission is to destroy an infestation of warp spiders that have invaded a fairly insignificant dark ages world. Six in all. I expect the next experienced team of hunters will take this.” 

Goran liked Skinner. Any creature that was made of rainbow colors had to be a good and noble creature. He really longed to meet a unicorn one day while planeswalking—one with a bold, flowing mane and tail.
OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
"\\\

\/'J;Z’, N 1IN G ] 3
FOR FUN A AND PE&@H i /_J

EDDIE PATIN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png
Click here to
SOWNLOAD.

EDDIE PATIN






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image017.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.jpg





