
LLEEGGAACCYY  
SHADOWS 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Volume 2.1 



 

2 

 

 

 

 

 

First published in 2002 by Legacy Online Publishing 
This Revised Edition published in 2014 by Frankallen Books 

 
The Legacy © & ™ 2001, 2014 by Frankallen Books 
Doctor Who © & ™ 1963, 2014 by BBC Worldwide 

 
Cybermen created by Kit Pedler & Gerry Davies, 

Draconians created by Malcolm Hulke, 
Ice Warriors, Pels created by Brian Hayles 

 
The right of  Andy Frankham-Allen, Sally Wiget, Niall Turner, 
Adam Perks, Simon Catlow and Greg Miller to be identified  

as the Authors of  the work have been asserted by them  
in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988. 

 
A Frankallen Books Publication, distributed by Lulu Distributions, all 
rights reserved. No part of  this publication may be reproduced by any 

means without the prior written permission of  the publisher. 
This book is sold on the understanding that the cost covers 

printing and postage only, no royalties are made by the contributors. 
All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance 
to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental (except where 

intentional and used with express permission). 
 

All contributor profits go to ‘For Luca’ 
www.facebook.com/ForLuca1 

 
Cover Art © 2013 Damien May 

Cover Design © 2013/14 Damien May 
Omnisci Cellworld render by Mark Pilbeam 

 
Edited by Andy Frankham-Allen 

 
ISBN 978-1-291-84066-7 

 
Doctor Who remains the copyright of  the  

British Broadcasting Corporation. 



 

 3 

See What’s Changed 

For readers unfamiliar with Doctor Who as it existed prior to 2005, 
Legacy’s second season (comprising volumes 2.1-2.2) may come as 
something of a shock.  

Present day Earth never gets visited. The Doctor’s most famous 
enemies, the Daleks, never appear. Our hero and his friends remain, 
for the most part, in one time (though space is another matter). 
Perhaps most shockingly, the Doctor’s main companion is a man!  

But then, what did you expect? This is an alternative history. See 
what's changed. 

Legacy is an experiment, in the same way that the best of Doctor Who 
has always been an experiment, twisting the past to see what 
happens.  

What if the Doctor were exiled to one time? Well yes, you could 
do that. I mean, he was stuck on Earth back in the ‘70s, dealing with 
UNIT bureaucracy, but… wouldn’t you rather see him exiled on a 
distant world in the far future, entangled in the politics of a hundred 
alien races? 

Or how about if he just didn’t meet the Daleks for a while? It’s 
true, the old series used to go a few years between Dalek stories, 
that’s not so strange. But what if there were just no Daleks… at all? 

And the Earth… the poor planet Earth. It was gone. Lost beneath 
the silver tide of Cyber-conversion. And yet its ghost haunted the 
pages of Legacy, as the danger in the corner of the Doctor’s far-
sighted eyes. 

So if Doctor Who is about exploring the Universe, what kind of 
Universe would he be exploring then? 

What I mainly remember about writing for Legacy is the sense of 
contributing to something larger, being a part of something bigger, 
looking at the canvas Andy and his team had given us to work on and 
the enjoyable feeling that we might get slightly lost in this place, a 
place we could expand and define for ourselves. 

But those Cybermen… Just as the ‘60s series used to go 
everywhere but present day Earth, so did Legacy. That feeling of being 
lost, of opening a door and being anywhere but never being safe, 
that’s something the old series had that the 2005- version lacks, 
because, given how often the TARDIS lands in 21st century England, 
any companion could just… walk away. Whenever things got too 
much. They never do, of course. They are brave and true, and far too 
heroic to leave the Doctor to fight the monsters on his own. 

But if Doctor Who is about fighting monsters, what kind of enemy 
would you call an Earth full of Cybermen? 
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No way out. No escape. No safety net. No TARDIS. Just a threat 
that wants to take everything you love, and everything that allows you 
to love, away from you. In this volume they’re just the distant noise 
of a ticking crocodile, but as the pages turn that ticking gets louder… 

But if you’ve read Legacy before, then you’ll already know that. 
You’ll remember what happens at the end. And you’ll remember that 
Legacy, despite being very definitely Doctor Who, is almost nothing like 
the show we get on TV now, no matter how good it might be. And 
so in spite of being nearly ten years old, you can sit down and read 
this series now and feel, because it’s something else, like it’s 
something new. 

But then, what did you expect? It’s an alternative history. See 
what's changed. 

I’d like to conclude by thanking Andy and everyone else who helped 
develop Legacy, and especially Betty for sharing in the editing duties 
on these new and improved editions. Legacy was important to me 
when I was a very young writer, just starting to think about what I 
wanted to do, and hungry to write stories about the best character 
ever. And there was a lot of fun to be had in helping, in whatever 
small way, to add to the Universe that was being made in these pages 
- it’s not the Universe you know. 

Indeed. It’s time for somewhere else. It’s time for somewhere new. 
Adam Perks 

2011 
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Portents 
By Andy Frankham-Allen 
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Part One 

The Draconian Ambassador, Ishkavaarr, fought to contain his anger. 
He looked around the cavernous Senate chamber at the other 
Federation ambassadors. Looking for an ally, but it seemed none was 
to be found.  

‘There is simply no justification for this action, Supreme Senator. 
None at all.’ His voice echoed around the chamber, his clear dignified 
tones accenting each and every word he spoke.  

The supreme senator met Ishkavaarr’s stare. ‘Understand, 
Ambassador, if there were some other way the Senate would have 
found it. But, as it stands, there is none.’  

Ishkavaarr shook his head. ‘I have the utmost respect for the 
Ossoban people, Supreme Senator Oolianeeka, but if you cannot find 
another solution may I respectfully request that the Senate find a new 
supreme senator?’ Gasps of shock echoed around the chambers, but 
Ishkavaarr was heated now. ‘Maybe having an Arcturan as supreme 
senator would be a wise move?’ His platform turned and he pointed 
at the ambassador in question. ‘After all they are the only ones who 
doubted the Martians’ motives seventy years ago when the Pels first 
welcomed the Martians on to their soil.’ Ishkavaarr returned his 
platform to its previous position, his point clearly made.  

‘Ambassador Ishkavaarr, we are all aware of the mistake we made 
in not heeding the words of Arcturus. Reminding us of that will not 
change the facts. With the Martians planning some kind of major 
coup we need to find new allies. If the Martians plan to challenge the 
Galactic Federation, and of that there is little doubt, we need to be 
ready. They are animals, butchers… It is their way.’  

Ishkavaarr bowed his head. ‘The same was once said of the people 
of Draconia,’ he said softly, then lifted his head and resumed in his 
previous volume. ‘I concede the point, Supreme Senator, that we do 
indeed need new allies. That is a given if the Galactic Federation is to 
survive, regardless of the motives of the Martians.’ He paused and 
took a calculated look around the Senate chamber, then asked, slowly, 
‘but the Cybermen?’  

Murmurs swept throughout the chamber, senators and 
ambassadors alike finally voicing their own doubts. It was not the 
vocal onslaught Ishkavaarr was hoping for, but it was at least a start. 

The pod from the Alpha Centauri delegation lifted from its cradle, 
and moved to rest beside Ishkavaarr’s. The Centaurian ambassador 
stepped clear of hir colleagues, and addressed the supreme senator. ‘It 
does seem unlikely that the Cybermen would ally themselves with the 
Federation,’ came hir shrill voice. ‘They only seek to convert every 
species into their own.’  
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Again the murmurs gained momentum, and Ishkavaarr bowed in 
appreciation of the Centaurian ambassador. The hexapod blinked its 
single eye and hir pod returned to its cradle. Oolianeeka let them 
continue for a while, while shim considered hir response. Hir reaction 
was difficult to read, like their Centaurian cousins Ossobans were 
notoriously difficult to read, but Ishkavaarr could guess what shim 
was thinking. The Draconians were the strongest members of the 
Federation at present, and Ishkavaarr was an influential Draconian, 
his voice carried considerable clout with Emperor Karhaazaar. He 
was not a man you wanted against you. But then, even the supreme 
senator was not so stupid to allow such a thing to sway him.  

Shim called for silence. ‘Your concerns are noted, Ambassador 
Ishkavaarr, and we share them. We will continue to look for new 
allies. Indeed we are in talks with many other races as you know, but 
for now we must pursue all avenues. The chances of the Cybermen 
joining the Galactic Federation are slim, at best, but the delegation 
heading to Nova Mondas is important. One way or another we need 
to know the strength of the Cybermen. They have been silent for 
many long years, and eventually they are bound to make some noise. 
The last thing we need is for them to start making unexpected noise 
at the same time as the Martians.’ Supreme Senator Oolianeeka 
paused. ‘The events on Peladon have shown us that we need to be 
vigilant, and that we must never be caught off our guard again.’ Shim 
stood, and bowed. ‘That will be all. The meeting is ended.’  

Ishkavaarr bowed before the supreme senator, and signalled for his 
pod to be returned its cradle. He turned away from his fellow 
senators quite certain that the mission to Nova Mondas had little to 
do with finding new allies.  

‘My, haven’t you grown?’ The Doctor bellowed a laugh and raised 
Falex high above him. The child started giggling as the Doctor 
pretended to fly him around the water-filled lift.  

Surrounded by water they might have been, but none of them were 
wet, thanks to the atmospheric buffering that the Doctor had 
mentioned when they’d first arrived on Alpha Centauri. They had just 
picked up Falex from the City Elders, and were now taking a lift up 
from the original Centaurian city to the more terrestrial-friendly land 
city, situated three miles above the water that covered almost all of 
Alpha Centauri. The Bloke couldn’t wait. As amazed as he was by the 
technology of Alpha Centauri, he would be much relieved to be back 
on land, if only so he could take the damn oxygen circlet from 
around his neck. It didn’t half itch. 

‘What about that woman?’ the Bloke asked, referring to the woman 
in the bomber jacket the Doctor had been talking to when the Bloke 
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had returned from his trip home. ‘Who was she? I’m sure she looked 
familiar, but can’t quite place her.’ 

‘I have no idea, but she seemed familiar to me, too.’ The Doctor 
laughed at Falex who had discovered he could create bubbles in the 
water by waving his arms about. ‘Of course, I’ve met so many 
humans in my time…’ 

‘Right, problem is, though, humanity was wiped out centuries ago.’ 
‘Indeed.’ The Doctor winked. ‘A mystery for another time, and we 

have plenty of that.’ 
The Bloke couldn’t argue with that, remembering what the Doctor 

had said about how they were going to set up shop on Alpha 
Centauri. So for a while the Bloke just watched the Doctor play with 
Falex, and smiled.  

When they’d left Falex he’d looked like a one-year-old at best, but 
now he looked like a three-year-old. It had only been a matter of 
days. The Doctor had told him that Taurean children developed very 
quickly in their first six months, going through sporadic growth 
spurts, but this was… 

The Bloke shook his head. Still, it was nice to see the Doctor 
happy. After all, the Doctor had been through a lot since losing Brad. 
The Bloke would have thought that the Doctor would still be all-
sombre. But not so.  

‘You puzzle me, Doctor, you know that?’  
The Doctor continued flying Falex around the lift. ‘I do? Is that 

good?’  
‘Confusing, to be sure, but I am used to that. Before I was sent 

back to Forum World you were not in such a great mood. But now? I 
don’t get it.’  

The Doctor flew Falex over to the Bloke and chucked the child to 
him. The Bloke reached out his panicked arms and caught Falex 
safely in them. The Bloke rolled his eyes and glared at the Doctor.  

‘After everything that happened in the plaza, not to mention 
Brad…’ 

‘And just what did happen in the plaza?’ 
The Bloke was stumped. ‘Um… don’t actually remember. 

Something to do with a build up of paradox, right? Whatever it was it 
sent me back to Forum World and the chaos there, but…’ 

‘Yes. Whatever happened affected our short-term memories, and 
so it’s hard to be upset by something neither of us can remember. As 
to your other point, Brad is at peace,’ the Doctor said. 

‘He is?’ The Bloke blinked, placing Falex on the ground.  
‘Bloke, one thing you need to remember about being mortal, or, in 

your case, human, life is too short to let things get you down.’ With a 
gentle bump the lift reached its destination. For a moment the three 
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stood there, as the water slowly drained out of the lift. The doors slid 
open soundlessly and the Doctor started leading the way into a long 
hall. He stopped and looked back. ‘Another thing. Your name. Don’t 
like it. You should change it to something more human. You can’t 
walk around with a title.’  

The Bloke balked at the Doctor. ‘Hang on a mo, you walk around 
with a title,’ he said, taking hold of Falex’s hand and leading him after 
the Doctor, while at the same time removing the circlet.  

The Doctor nodded. ‘That is indeed so, but then I am a Time 
Lord. You are but a human now.’ With that he continued on his way 
out of the hall.  

The Bloke followed him, awkwardly trying to stuff the circlet into 
the bag over his shoulder. What the Doctor said made sense. But 
what sort of name would suit a bloke like him? Something simple, 
something that would make people talk to him. A nice simple, 
comfortable name. In the meantime… ‘Where we going now? To 
find somewhere to shack up?’  

‘Oh no, Bloke. Food. I feel absolutely starved.’  
The Bloke ignored the dig at his title. ‘So, life is too short to let 

things get you down,’ he ventured.  
The Doctor nodded. ‘That’s right. Knew you’d get the hang of it.’  
‘But that’s just it, I don’t.’  
‘Well, not to worry, in time it will all come to – ah!’ The Doctor 

stopped suddenly and spread his arm wide. ‘Hear that?’ 
The Bloke stopped next to him at the entrance of the hall and 

listened. The sound of commotion and explosions. ‘What’s going on? 
Are we under attack?’ 

The Doctor chuckled. ‘Oh dear me, no! That’s the sound of 
celebration. It’s start of a new Centaurian year.’ He scooped Falex up 
and hugged him. ‘Happy new year!’ 

The Bloke nodded once. ‘Erm. Right.’  

Moresh looked across the table at his companion, and shook his 
head. ‘Envoys?’ he spat, fighting to contain his anger. ‘We’re not on a 
prestigious mission for the Federation, no one in the Senate really 
expects us to succeed, no one! We’re not envoys, Slearsoos, we’re 
disposable,’ he said. 

‘Supreme Senator Oolianeeka believes in this mission.’ Like all 
Ossobans, Slearsoos had no mouth in hir turquoise head, just a large 
bulbous eye. Slearsoos wore a simple piece of cloth over the lower 
half of hir body, while shim gesticulated wildly with hir many arms 
which protruded from a point just below hir head. ‘We need to know 
one way or the other.’  
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Moresh cleared his throat and bit his lip. The Pel regarded 
Slearsoos and shook his head again. ‘Do we? You’re biased, because 
the supreme senator is one your people.’ 

‘Moresh, that is most unfair, the Fourth Ossoban Republic is well-
known throughout the Galactic Federation as…’  

‘Oh, I know,’ Moresh said with a sigh. ‘But the Galactic Federation 
should never have to be in this position. You know whom I blame?’ 
Slearsoos shook hir head, doing hir best to appear innocent, which 
was wasted on Moresh. He had worked alongside Ossobans most of 
his life, but still he could not read any difference in their expressions. 
Moresh knew that Slearsoos had heard it many times since they had 
left Alpha Centauri, but he could not help himself. He had these 
moments where he just had to let things out. ‘I blame my own 
government. King Garet has assembled the most trusting 
government in the galaxy. Far too trusting I often think.’ 

An electronic voice issued from the doorway. ‘If the Peladon 
government had listened to Arcturus in the first place, none of this 
would have happened.’  

Moresh and Slearsoos turned to look at the Arcturan delegate as its 
traction unit trundled into the mess hall. Like all Arcturans, it was a 
small multi-stranded organism encased in a little bowl on top of the 
traction unit, swimming in Arcturus life fluid. And like all of its kind 
the delegate had to speak through an electronic translator.  

‘Delegate Runt, if your people were not so volatile in their 
opinions of the Martians then it is more likely that the Galactic 
Federation Senate would have listened to you. But as it stands your 
species’ hatred for the Martians is legendary, and the Senate could not 
give in to biased opinions.’ Slearsoos nodded her smooth head as if 
the matter was settled.  

The traction unit stopped at the foot of the table around which 
Slearsoos and Moresh sat. ‘We were right, Ossoban. The Martians did 
plunder Peladon for its trisilicate. And left the planet to be one of the 
weakest in the entire Federation,’ Runt added with glee.  

Moresh smiled. ‘There is no such thing as strong or weak in the 
Federation. We are all equal members.’  

A strange cackle came from the translation device. ‘Some more 
equal than others, Pel.’ 

Moresh narrowed his eyes, certain there was a threat in what Runt 
said. The Arcturan continued. ‘The point is, if the Senate has listened 
to us Arcturans, we would not be heading…’  

Runt was cut off by the opening of the mess hall door. A young 
woman stood in the doorway. She has an intricate tattoo on her face, 
stretching from the top of her shaved forehead to the base of her 
neck. She blinked her orange eyes and bowed. ‘Delegates, I thought 
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you’d like to know that we are two hours away from the Mondasian 
System. Radio silence must be maintained from this point on.’ Once 
again the Taurean pilot bowed, and stepped back out of the room.  

The fluids in Runt’s bowl burbled. ‘Taureans! An even more docile 
race than the Pels!’ 

‘That was not always so, Runt, as we all know,’ Slearsoos pointed 
out. 

‘Yes, but no one knows why. How did a species who helped found 
the Galactic Federation become so docile? I have never met a strong 
Taurean.’ 

Moresh swallowed hard. He did not like the way this conversation 
was going. He turned away and looked out of the observation 
window. ‘Two hours away,’ he muttered, and swallowed again. 

Slearsoos looked down at the table. Even Runt had nothing to say 
to that. All three of them knew what the pilot’s announcement 
meant. They were on their own now, and if anything went wrong 
with their mission there would be no back up. 

Senate Square was the most commercially active spot on Alpha 
Centauri. At least for the on-landers it was. There were those who did 
not take well to trading their woes under water, so for those people 
the Senate funded the building of Senate Square. Thousands of 
visitors came to the square on a daily basis, and with them they 
brought some weird and wonderful things, sometimes even more 
weird and wonderful than they were themselves.  

But nothing was more weird and wonderful than the curio shop 
that appeared on the outskirts of Senate Square on the fateful day 
that saw the arrival of the Doctor and the Bloke on Alpha Centauri. 
Both their arrival and the arrival of the curio shop had been timed in 
unison, although no one could have known that.  

A figure stood outside the shop. Mostly unnoticed, people walked 
past him as if he wasn’t even there, he watched.  

After a while his eyes came to rest on three figures that emerged 
from the Hallway, the passage that contained the land-access to the 
underwater City. He narrowed his eyes and focused on the three 
figures more intently, blocking out any peripheral distraction.  

One was no more than a toddler, a four-month-old Taurean male, 
identified by the tattoo forming on his face. The second was a human 
male with long blonde hair, one of only two humans in Federation 
space. The third figure interested him the most. A rather large man 
wearing khaki shorts, knee length socks and a beige jacket, with dark 
hair and beard.  

The watcher reached out a hand, sending out his nine senses to 
locate the inner being of the large man. A smile appeared on his lips.  
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Doctor. It has been a long time coming indeed.  

The Bloke looked to the sky which seemed so close, the flashing 
lights dancing in the most exotic of patterns. Something the Doctor 
called fireworks. ‘Oh, wow!’  

‘Yes,’ the Doctor said, ‘fresh human eyes. So much wonder yet to 
see. Like the above-water Alpha Centauri itself. Quite different from 
the Centauri I remember, yet still familiar enough. Decades ahead of 
themselves.’ He frowned, then smiled as something occurred to him. 
‘Ah, new universe, new outlook. Open mind, Doctor.’ 

The Bloke took in the scene around him, totally fazed by the 
awesome scope of Alpha Centauri. The number of vehicles flying 
around in the air above them was more than the Bloke could hope to 
count. To his left was Senate Square, which was impressive in itself, 
but to his right was something else entirely. Buildings upon gleaming 
metal buildings. All in various shapes and sizes, stretching as far as 
the eye could see.  

‘Doctor, this pace is amazing! So much activity.’  
‘Yes, it is at that. The centre of the Galactic Federation, and a place 

where you'll never get bored. Alpha Centauri was a very modest 
under water culture once upon a time, until the formation of the 
Federation. Within years the surface became a settling ground for 
thousands of different races.’ The Doctor grinned at the Bloke and 
Falex, happy that neither of them knew he had got this information 
second hand. ‘Yes, I can honestly say that Alpha Centauri is the most 
multi-cultural planet in the galaxy.’ The Doctor turned the Bloke back 
to Senate Square. ‘But that is where we are heading. Senate Square, 
the biggest market place ever. Fifty square miles of commerce.’ The 
Doctor set off. ‘Come on.’  

Communications blackout. Moresh sat in his little cabin, resting his 
back against the cold metal wall. The words of Runt had dug deeper 
than he cared to admit. And why? Because he agreed with the 
Arcturan envoy.  

Moresh sighed. Right now he would love to be able to send a 
message to his wife back on Peladon, tell her of his worries, but to do 
that would open the delegation to risk of detection. It was widely 
believed that the Martians were monitoring transmissions within the 
Federation, and if they learned of this mission they may end up 
deciding on the need to act sooner. Moresh, however, wasn’t 
convinced of that, he did not believe their focus was on the 
Federation. It was arrogance on the part of the Federation Senate to 
think that. And it was that kind of arrogance that had led to the near 
destruction of Peladon’s economy.  
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So why am I here on this mission? Ah, Moresh thought, the answer is too 
simple. I am here because I need to show my people that we still have an 
important role in the Galactic Federation.  

Truth was that Moresh no longer believed that Pels had a role in 
that august body. His people needed to believe it, though. And that was 
the point.  

He glanced over the communications unit. I miss you, Raishe, so 
much. As a delegate for Peladon he often spent time away from his 
wife, but never as long as this, and his heart ached with her absence. 

‘And that is your first memory? The Great Plaza in the old Centauri 
city. A mystery, it would seem. A human existing where no human 
ought to exist.’ 

The young woman regarded her new companion with keen eyes. 
His style of dress was a little odd; you could almost say that it was a 
bit human, too. Which was insane.  

‘Yeah,’ she said, ‘a human with no memory of who she is, and no 
name to go with it. Just lots of general stuff.’ 

‘Then we should give you a name.’ 
‘Who chooses their own name? Don’t be daft, mate, that’s why we 

have parents.’ 
The man nodded. ‘Certainly that is normally true, but you have no 

memory of who you are, and you can’t get by on Alpha Cent…’ His 
green eyes flashed and he clicked his fingers. ‘Yes! My dear, I have 
the perfect name for you. Alpha means one, first… and you are the 
only human on this world, so, perhaps, Alpha?’ 

The woman thought about this. ‘Bit too Greek for me, and I’m not 
bearing gifts for anyone. What about Alf?’ 

‘A man’s name?’ 
The woman shrugged. ‘Why not? Not like anyone on Alpha 

Centauri is going to know any different, right? And it ain’t so strange 
as having a bloke called Tracy. Could never get my noggin’ around 
that one.’ 

 ‘Superb!’ The man lifted his blitzer and they clinked glasses. ‘To 
Alf, the first human female of Alpha Centauri.’ 

‘Yeah, to me!’ Alf took a sip of her blitzer. ‘Why are there no other 
humans here, anyway?’ 

The man looked at her with his piercing green eyes. ‘You do not 
know? Humanity ceased to exist in the Earth year 2003. Not since the 
Cybermen converted the last human on what was then known as 
Earth. And that was almost five hundred years ago.’  

This came as a shock to Alf. To compensate she took a long drink 
of her blitzer, which didn’t really help. The man smiled kindly.  

‘Ah, I see you did not know that.’  
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‘Well, no. I just thought that humans hadn’t come out this far.’ Alf 
blinked. ‘Hang about, what year is this?’  

The man no longer seemed to be listening. His attention was taken 
by something over Alf’s shoulder. She swivelled on her chair and 
followed his gaze. The objects of his interest were three people sitting 
at a table on the far side of the restaurant. The two adults were 
dressed in similar clothes, although the younger of the two did not 
seem as comfortable in them as the other. The third was a child. The 
two men she knew, or had at least seen before in the plaza. She had 
even spoken to the bearded one; he’d introduced himself as the 
Doctor. She glanced at the man beside her.  

‘A lot of humans around on Alpha Centauri for a culture destroyed 
so long ago, eh?’ The man was still not listening. Alf poked him with 
her spoon. ‘Oi!’  

He turned to her, a look of surprise on his face. ‘I really shouldn’t 
have come here, Alf. I need to go.’ He started to rise.  

‘Eh? What about me?’  
The man put a finger to his lip and gave it some thought. He 

clicked his fingers and smiled. ‘Oh yes, of course. There is an 
internment camp on the other side of the city. A lot of war criminals 
are kept there. I’m sure they could do with some more guards, and 
with your talents you’d fit in well there.’  

‘You know more about me than you’re letting on, don’t you?’  
The man smiled again. ‘Quite. Tell them Vasek sent you.’ 
‘Vasek?’ 
‘Yes, it’s an old Slavic name, meaning “victorious”.’ Vasek smiled 

wistfully. ‘I have had several names, and titles, but this is the one I go 
by now.’ 

‘Right, you’ve chosen a name from an ancient Earth culture, and 
those guys,’ Alf pointed to the newcomers, the biggest of whom 
appeared to be looking at Vasek, ‘are dressed in Earth fashions. What 
the hell’s going on here?’ 

The only response to that was a smile. ‘I do need to go now.’  
Alf narrowed her eyes, but it was clear that her time with Vasek 

was over. Unless…  
‘Why not walk me over to that internment camp? You can 

introduce me yourself then.’ Alf smiled what she hoped was a 
winning smile. ‘Would make a wicked reference?’ 

Vasek nodded. ‘Fine, fine. Let us make haste.’ 
Alf reached over the back of her chair and pulled her jacket off it. 

As she followed Vasek out of the restaurant she noticed the big ‘A’ 
embroided on the back of her jacket. Two other letters clearly 
followed it once, but all that remained of them was the stitching. 
‘Odd,’ she muttered, ‘that I’d choose an A name for me. And one 
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with three letters.’ She glared at Vasek’s back. Once outside she’d 
bring that up, she decided. Vasek had answers, and Alf needed lots of 
them. 

The Bloke, once he was sure Falex was seated okay, looked over to 
the source of the Doctor’s distraction. Two people leaving the 
restaurant; one a young woman. ‘Doctor, that’s the girl from the 
underwater plaza!’  

The Doctor narrowed his eyes. ‘Quite obsessive, aren’t you?’  
The Bloke blinked, unsure how to respond. Was he? Maybe, after 

all he’d only been human for a short while and he was bound to 
develop some bad traits, too. Was obsessive a bad trait? He shook his 
head. Store that one for later. 

‘I’m right, though, ain’t I?’ 
The Doctor nodded. ‘Yes, I think you are right. But that man with 

her interests me more.’  
‘Why? Who is he?’  
The Doctor frowned. ‘An old friend, I do believe, making a fresh 

start. Well, that’s what New Year’s is for, and who am I to interfere.’ 
He smiled and rubbed his hands. ‘Anyway, here comes our waiter.’ 
Once the waiter had arrived the Doctor consulted the menu. ‘Right 
then, I think we shall have…’  

‘Sorry, sir, but we cannot serve you.’  
The Doctor and the Bloke exchanged puzzled looks. ‘Um, why 

not?’ the Doctor enquired.  
The bulky waiter was very polite in his response, not at all what the 

Bloke would have expected considering the look of the waiter. Big, 
blue and bumpy. Built like a brick shit-house was a term that came to 
the Bloke’s mind, although he had no idea where that expression 
came from.  

‘Well it is not so much you two gents, you understand, so much as 
the child. We do not serve his kind in here.’ The waiter indicated 
Falex with a very angry finger. ‘You will have to leave him outside.’  

‘He’s just a child. We cannot leave him outside alone.’  
The waiter considered the Doctor’s point and shook his head. ‘I 

understand, sir. But nonetheless his kind is not welcome here.’  
The Doctor glanced around the restaurant, indicating a group of 

tattooed people enjoying a hearty meal. ‘There are other Taureans 
here, so your comment about “his kind” is most incomprehensible. 
So…’ 

‘But he is a Taurean child,’ the waiter interjected. ‘They…’ He 
shook his head, and the Bloke could see the fear in his pale eyes. 
Again the waiter pointed at Falex and this time the boy began to cry. 
‘I’m sorry, sir, but…’ 
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The Bloke reached out for Falex. ‘It’s okay, Doctor. I’ll wait 
outside with him.’ He looked pointedly at the waiter. ‘I suddenly 
don’t feel all that hungry anyway.’ The Bloke lifted Falex out of his 
seat. ‘You enjoy your meal. We’ll just take a look at the sights or 
something.’  

‘But…’  
The Bloke held up one hand. ‘We’ll be fine, Doctor. We’ll get a 

bite to eat in one of those markets out there.’  
‘Well, if you are sure?’  
‘Completely.’ The Bloke led Falex away. As they left the boy’s 

crying began to subside. The waiter watched them, then let out a sigh 
of relief and turned back to the Doctor.  

‘What will it be, sir?’  
The Bloke smiled as heard the Doctor’s response. ‘For the main 

course I’d like an explanation, and for dessert I think an apology.’  
The Bloke looked down at Falex, with a satisfied smile. ‘Bluey’s in 

for it now.’  
* 

Slearsoos stumbled into the cockpit, hir ungainly form not really 
designed for such a small space. ‘What’s the problem?’  

The pilot, Rahlena Theahmin, pointed at the view screen. ‘I 
noticed these a few moments ago, just after we passed Pluto. 
Thought you might like to see them. Offer any of your own 
thoughts.’  

Slearsoos nodded hir appreciation. It had been a long time since 
shim had piloted any ships hirself, so shim was ready to jump at any 
chance to be in the cockpit. Even a tiny cockpit like this; still, a 
Taurean ship was a lot stealthier than an Ossoban bulk cruiser, so 
shim would not complain. Slearsoos consulted the image in the view 
screen. Floating out there, in a row of ten, were small spherical 
shapes made of some seamless metallic substance. ‘I have never seen 
anything like them before. How big are they?’  

The pilot consulted her instruments. ‘No bigger than your average 
Draconian.’  

‘Escape pods?’  
‘No sign of any damaged ships in this sector. Nor any other 

evidence of a battle. I am detecting some sort of energy emission 
coming from them.’ Theahmin checked her readings. ‘Hmmm. Could 
be the remains of a weapons bank.’  

‘Weapons? If so the information we could gather from examining 
them could prove very useful for the Galactic Federation.’ This was 
much more fun than being stuck in the Senate. ‘Safe to transport one 
of them onto the ship?’  
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Theahmin was obviously concerned by this. ‘I don’t know. I 
wouldn’t advise it. But you are more experienced in interstellar travel 
than I am. Up to you.’  

Slearsoos wondered where Theahmin got her information from. It 
had been a long time since shim had been a cruiser pilot, hir old 
passion for politics had soon taken over any space faring career. 
Slearsoos came to a decision. ‘Very well, this is what we shall do. 
Follow standard containment protocols and beam it into a secured 
section of the ship. I will go and inform my fellow delegates.’ 
Slearsoos turned and exited the cockpit.  

Theahmin watched the door slide shut behind the delegate, and 
shook her head. This was not a good idea. If it weren’t for the 
communications blackout she would inform the Federation straight 
away. On such a mission as this the delegate should be showing much 
more caution.  

After much traversing around several of the markets in Senate Square 
the Bloke had found some suitable looking food. Suitable in the sense 
that it looked like something from Earth. The fact that he kept on 
picking up all those references to Earth was annoying him a little, 
especially now that the TARDIS was gone. The Doctor had said the 
TARDIS had something to do with it, easing him into his humanity, 
but now with the TARDIS destroyed… how was he channelling all 
these Earth references? 

The Bloke sighed. Life with the Doctor certainly threw up a load 
of questions.  

They sat outside the restaurant, eating. He took a bite into the fruit 
and savoured the taste. It reminded him a little of a pineapple but 
with a hint of an orange. ‘Not bad, eh, Falex?’ Falex looked up at the 
Bloke and shook his head. The Bloke laughed. ‘Don’t tell me you are 
beginning to understand me now?’ Falex nodded his head. The Bloke 
lifted Falex from his sitting position and stood the boy before him. 
‘Now, is this because of your telepathic abilities?’ Falex nodded. 
‘Good. The Doctor told me all about Taurean children when we went 
to pick you up. He said you would grow a lot over the next year, both 
physically and mentally. You look about three right now but within 
the year your body should age a good ten Earth years. And your mind 
will be double that. Emotionally, though… well, that’s where me and 
the Doctor come into play. Well, the Doctor at any rate, I’m still new 
to all this myself.’ The Bloke reached out and tweaked Falex’s nose. 
‘We can learn together.’  

Falex copied him, and pinched the Bloke’s nose. He opened his 
mouth and let out something that could have been words.  
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Maybe his native language, the Bloke thought. Can you read these 
thoughts, Falex?  

Falex seemed puzzled, so the Bloke just laughed. ‘Hey, it’s okay. 
You have time to learn yet. We both do, gonna be on this planet for a 
long time.’ He reached out for Falex and started tickling the boy. 
‘And I’ll teach you to nick my nose!’  

Falex started laughing, trying to wiggle free from the Bloke. Soon 
they were both laughing. Passers-by attempted to hide their mirth but 
failed to do so. One small alien stopped and stared at them with its 
three eyes. The Bloke and Falex just laughed even harder.  

Falex attempted to reach for the Bloke’s nose, but the Bloke kept 
on ducking out of the way. Falex laughed again.  

‘Nick, nick, nick, nick, nick,’ the boy kept on repeating.  
The Bloke stopped and looked at Falex curiously. ‘What did you 

say?’  
Falex looked at the ground, obviously a little shy. The Bloke urged 

him on until Falex looked up with a broad smile and pointed at the 
Bloke. ‘Nick,’ he said, his eyes twinkling.  

The Bloke broke into a smile. ‘Your first word!’ He glanced back at 
the restaurant. ‘Sorry, Doctor, but you missed it.’ The Bloke hugged 
Falex. ‘Go you! Now, if only I had a name, we’d all be… Oh.’ For a 
moment he stared at Falex. Then grinned. ‘You clever little sausage.’  

Falex beamed back at him, and poked the Bloke. ‘Nick,’ he said in 
a firm tone. 

‘Yup, that’s…’  
‘Nick McShane, I must speak to you.’  
The Bloke nearly jumped out of his skin, which just made Falex 

laugh even harder. Standing in front of them was a man. The Bloke 
stood up and positioned Falex behind him, out of harm’s way.  

‘Who are you?’  
The man held his hand out. ‘I am Enalc’karnip. I need you to do 

something for me.’  

The Doctor patted his rather full belly and let out a loud belch of 
pleasure. The Taureans at the next table turned to him. He just smiled 
and wiped his lips with a napkin. ‘A hearty meal indeed. Give my 
compliments to the chef!’ he told the waiter as the bumpy blue alien 
passed by.  

The waiter studiously ignored him, clearly not wishing to receive 
another lecture. Serve him right, the Doctor thought, kicking Falex 
out just because of some vague superstition that the waiter could not 
even adequately explain. 
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Prejudice and ignorance, interchangeable and equally as repugnant, 
and something the Doctor would have to put a stop to if this planet 
hoped to be his new home. 

The Doctor looked around for any sign of that man he had seen 
before. There was none, but his eyes did alight on a familiar looking 
alien. The green skin, the high forehead, and the elegant yet 
militaristic clothing. A Draconian. The Doctor grinned and left his 
table. As he neared the bar the Doctor noticed the insignia on the 
Draconian’s left shoulder.  

‘A nobleman of Draconia, no less.’ The Draconian turned around 
at the sound of the Doctor’s voice. The Doctor bowed. ‘My life at 
your command.’  

The Draconian was bemused for a few moments, then scowled. 
‘Go away. I wish to be left alone.’  

The Doctor’s face fell. ‘Oh.’ He smiled slyly. ‘In that case.’ The 
Doctor sat on a stool next to the Draconian and motioned to the 
bartender. ‘A drink for my friend here.’  

The Draconian just stared at him. He sighed. ‘Fine,’ he said and 
turned to the bartender. ‘A blitzer.’ Once the bartender had left to get 
the drink, the Draconian turned to the Doctor. ‘You are persistent. 
No drink for yourself?’  

The Doctor shook his head. ‘No indeed. The food needs to settle 
first. I’m the Doctor, by the way. And you are?’  

The Draconian regarded the Doctor for a few moments. ‘A 
doctor? I am Ambassador Ishkavaarr, of the noble House of 
Draconia.’  

‘Ishkavaarr!’ The Doctor shook Ishkavaarr’s hand with great 
enthusiasm, and a huge smile to match. ‘It is so good to finally meet 
you. One of the founders of the planet Heaven. Such a great idea, by 
the way.’  

‘Heaven?’ Ishkavaarr was confused.  
‘Yes, it’s…’ The Doctor stopped himself. ‘Of course, it hasn’t 

happened yet. I’m forty years too early, that is if this reality needs 
such a place. It will be a neutral world where the dead can rest in 
peace. Both Draconian and human. Set up by yourself and the 
President of Earth.’  

Ishkavaarr narrowed his eyes and stood up. ‘Earth is the old name 
for Nova Mondas, as any fool knows. There is no president of that 
planet, nor will there ever be.’  

‘Oh. Of course. My mistake.’ The Doctor frowned. ‘I am seriously 
out of touch with the realities, aren’t I?’  

‘You are.’ With that Ishkavaarr turned his back on the Doctor and 
stormed away. The Doctor watched him go and sighed.  
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‘Is the ambassador not wanting the drink, then?’ the bartender 
asked.  

The Doctor turned to the bartender. ‘No. I seem to have upset 
him.’  

The bartender shrugged. ‘I shouldn’t worry too much about that. 
He has been in a mood all day. Not happy with the Federation Senate 
sending a delegation to Nova Mondas, you see.’ 

A cloud came over the Doctor. ‘They’ve done what?’ he bellowed. 
‘The idiots.’ The Doctor turned and stormed away from the bar to 
pursue Ishkavaarr.  

Falex looked up as a Draconian rushed out of the restaurant. He 
turned to Nick, who made a funny face at him. Falex laughed and 
started pulling at Nick’s nose again. Another figure rushed out of the 
restaurant. Just in time Nick noticed who it was.  

‘Doctor!’ he called.  
The Doctor spun around. ‘Bloke. Oh.’ The Doctor seemed torn 

between his companions and the Draconian that was rapidly sinking 
into the crowds within Senate Square. The Doctor sighed, gave one 
last longing look at the back of the Draconian, then turned back to 
Nick.  

‘Yes, what is it? Did you find food for you and Falex?’  
‘Yeah, I did.’ Nick moved Falex off his lap and stood up. Falex ran 

over to the Doctor and jumped into the big man’s arms. ‘And it’s 
Nick now. My name, I mean.’  

Falex pointed at him. ‘Nick,’ he said.  
Nick smiled. ‘Falex’s idea. Pucker name, eh?’  
‘Yes. Not bad at all.’ The Doctor scratched his head with his one 

free hand. ‘But I knew that. Not sure how, but I did.’  
Nick was crestfallen. ‘Oh, bummer. Thought you’d be at least a 

little surprised.’ The Doctor was about to say something but Nick cut 
him off. ‘Anyway, I have to take you somewhere.’  

‘You do?’  
‘Yep. Seems like we were expected.’  
The Doctor grinned. ‘Oh goody. Always nice to be expected, 

except for when it’s a trap.’ He lifted Falex high into the air. ‘You 
hear that Falex, we’ve been expected.’  

Falex nodded and said, quite simply, ‘I know.’  
The dumfounded look on the Doctor’s large countenance was 

enough to make up for his lack of surprise regarding Nick’s name.  

Runt was the first delegate to reach the secure section. His traction 
unit trundled up to the silver ball that was encased in a force field. 
For a few moments Runt just watched the sphere, waiting patiently 
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for the others to arrive. It was an unexpected move on the behalf of 
Slearsoos to bring this thing onboard. Obviously she was not as 
docile as the other Ossobans that Runt had been in contact with.  

A strange humming filled the secure hold and a crack appeared in 
the sphere. Runt moved his traction unit backwards as it began to 
open. Inside his little bubble, Runt began to shake violently. A small 
section opened at the front of the traction unit and a weapon popped 
out.  

‘Stay back,’ Runt’s translator said. The weapon fired. But to no 
effect.  

The ship shook and Theahmin grasped the controls. She attempted 
to stabilise the rocking of the ship. She looked up at the view screen 
and her jaw dropped in horror. A huge ship had appeared in front of 
hers.  

‘Oh no,’ she said, and hit the communicator button. ‘This is…’  
A beam of energy shot out of the large silver ship, and the whole 

cockpit was engulfed in a blinding light.  

‘Look!’ Falex shouted, and pointed at an Alpha Centaurian who was 
bobbling past.  

Nick just laughed. ‘Chatty now, aren’t we?’ The Alpha Centaurian 
glared at the trio with its one eye, and bobbled away. ‘Ere, Doctor, is 
it just me, or does that creature look like a…’  

The Doctor put his finger to his lips. ‘Don’t say it, Nick. We have a 
very impressionable child with us now.’  

‘Oh yeah.’ Nick smiled down at Falex. ‘My bad.’  
Falex poked Nick in the shin. ‘Bad Nick.’  
‘That seems to be it.’ Nick pointed at the very out of place shop. 

Unlike the other metallic buildings surrounding it, the little shop 
looked like a little hut with a thatched roof. ‘Strange thing to have on 
Alpha Centauri.’  

‘Mmm.’ The Doctor approached the shop and looked in the 
windows. ‘Doesn’t seem to be anyone in there.’ He turned to Nick 
and Falex. ‘Did that chap seem like he meant us trouble?’  

‘No. Just human.’  
The Doctor clapped his hands. ‘Right then,’ he said with much 

bravado. ‘Shall we see what’s inside this curious little shop?’ Before 
waiting for an answer the Doctor pushed open the door and stepped 
inside.  

‘Oh dear.’ The Doctor staggered back, feeling a wave of nausea 
sweeping over him. He looked back at Nick and Falex and blinked. 
‘Oh dear oh dear.’  

He was not in a shop. And he was alone.  
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The Doctor was standing in the middle of a battlefield. All around 
him were the mutilated remains of various alien life forms. 
Draconians, Alpha Centaurians, Qux, Ossobans, Taureans, Omnisci 
and many more besides.  

The Doctor spun around on his heels. In the distance he could see 
the decimated Galactic Federation Senate building. He was still on 
Alpha Centauri then, and standing in Senate Square. Or what was left 
of it rather. But what had happened to it?  

‘Of course.’ Now the Doctor recognised the cause of the nausea 
he had felt. Somehow he had moved through time by stepping over 
the threshold of the shop, and now he was in Alpha Centauri’s future.  

‘You will identify yourself.’  
Something about that voice made the Doctor’s skin crawl. 

Although there was no mistaking the emotionless tones, there was a 
certain sibilant sound about the voice. The Doctor turned around 
slowly, and was totally shocked by what he saw.  

He had seen all kinds of Cybermen since he’d first learned of them 
when he studied the mystery of the Death Zone of Gallifrey back in 
the Academy, indeed it seemed as if every time he encountered them 
they looked different in some way or another. But even then they all 
had one thing in common; every single one of them was fully 
encased, their organic origins hidden beneath bodies of steel and 
silver. The Cyberman standing before him, however, was very 
different. It looked as if its conversion had yet to be completed. A 
metallic exo-skeleton covered seventy percent of its body, leaving the 
rest of its original form intact. In particular the carapace like armour 
covering its chest, the massive clamp like gloves… even its face was a 
parody of how it had once looked. The upper half of its head looked 
like a silver helmet, rod ear-like transmitters protruding from the 
sides to meet at a point a couple of centimetres above its head, the 
usual blank Cyberman eyes staring out at him. Its mouth remained 
the same; green reptilian skin, with two rows of needle-sharp small 
pointed teeth. 

The Cyberman before him was proof that the Martian race had lost 
their future battle.  

‘So, the Cybermen have succeeded. The Galactic Federation has 
fallen,’ the Doctor mumbled sadly.  

‘All that exists is the Cyber race.’  
The Cybermartian raised its gun and fired. The beam hit the 

Doctor dead centre in the chest, dropping him to the dusty ground.  

For a moment the cybernetic-Martian stood over the fallen Doctor, 
but then it reached down, and with a hydraulic clamp it grabbed the 
Doctor by the collar of his jacket and began pulling him away.  
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‘You will become like us,’ it intoned 
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Part Two 

Nick looked up from Falex, having made sure the kid was okay, and 
stepped across the threshold of the shop followed closely by Falex. 
He found himself in a rather large open planned area. Along four of 
the six walls was shelf upon shelf of unusual nick-knacks. There were 
several display cabinets littered around the shop floor, obviously in 
no particular order, while next to the front door was a small counter 
with some very odd looking machine resting on it. Nick guessed that 
to be the cash register. Directly opposite him was the sixth wall, as 
black as space, with a small door dead centre. Nick wondered where 
it went, after all from the outside the shop seemed remarkably small, 
and while he was at it he was pretty sure there shouldn’t be so much 
space inside, either. He shook his head, and decided to focus on the 
main problem. 

The Doctor had vanished. One moment he had been there, barely 
a foot in front of Nick as they entered the shop. Nick had glanced 
down at Falex who had let out a small groan, and when he looked up 
the Doctor was gone. Which made no sense. Nick had glanced at 
Falex for a couple of seconds.  

‘Doctor?’ Nick walked around the shop and continued to call out 
for the Doctor. He came to the interior door and opened it. Beyond 
the door was a staircase leading upwards. That further puzzled Nick, 
since from the outside it was quite obvious that the shop had no 
upstairs. Nonetheless Nick poked his head through the doorway and 
called out for the Doctor.  

Nothing.  
Falex laughed and Nick turned around. The child was pointing at 

him, giggling. ‘What?’ Falex continued to laugh and point, and it was 
then that Nick realised that the child was not pointing at him so 
much as behind him. 

Nick spun around. There was nothing there.  
Still Falex continued to laugh. Nick stepped towards the youngster, 

but after only a few steps he stopped. There was someone else in the 
shop with them. He glanced around but there was no one else to be 
seen. And yet, despite the evidence of his eyes, there was little doubt 
in Nick’s mind that someone else was in the shop.  

‘Hello, sir,’ said a voice.  
Nick jumped out of his skin and span around. Standing there was 

Enalc’karnip, smiling pleasantly. He waved his hands to take in the 
whole shop. ‘Welcome to your new home.’  

The Cybermartian came to a small battered metal structure. It was the 
remains of some kind of public transport, left over from when Alpha 
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Centauri was the centre of the Galactic Federation. A grid of wires 
had replaced the door. The Cybermartian nodded at the grid and the 
wires glowed then moved, leaving the doorway into the vehicle open.  

Bruised and battered aliens came scuttling to the doorway, looks of 
surprise on their variously shaped faces. The looks soon turned to 
horror upon seeing the Cybermartian.  

‘Move back into the vehicle.’  
They did not need to be told twice. Once the way was again clear, 

the Cybermartian dragged the unconscious Doctor up to the vehicle. 
With one swift movement, the Doctor was thrown through the 
doorway. The aliens converged around the bulky figure while the grid 
moved to re-cover the doorway.  

Once the vehicle was secured the Cybermartian turned and walked 
away, its job done.  

‘I admit, it’s a pretty impressive place you have, Enalc,’ Nick said as 
he followed the man down the stairs having just been shown about 
the living area, which consisted of all you’d expect in a small cottage, 
including three bedrooms tailored for each of them. ‘But you still 
haven’t told me what happened to the Doctor. He’s been gone for 
hours now.’  

Enalc’karnip looked back briefly. ‘He is still here, sir.’  
Nick looked around as he re-entered the shop. There was no one 

inside except Falex who was playing around with the cash register. 
‘And yet I can’t seem to see him. How come?’  

‘Because he exists ninety-eight years in the future.’ Enalc’karnip 
lifted Falex off the stool and thus away from the cash register. 
‘Master Rahlena Falex, money is not something that you should be 
playing with at your delicate stage. Not for a few more months at 
least.’ He reached into the sole pocket on his purple jacket and took 
out a lolly. ‘Have this instead.’ He handed the lolly to Falex who 
accepted it.  

‘Back up a minute there, Enalc.’ Nick walked over to them. ‘What 
do you mean, “he exists ninety-eight years in the future”?’  

Enalc’karnip sighed. ‘Oh dear. The Doctor never mentioned that 
you had a limited knowledge of the nature of time.’ He led Falex over 
to a table that had appeared along the sixth wall. Nick followed, 
knowing damned well that the table had not been there before.  

‘Well, I used to. But I have changed since then.’ Nick felt like a 
simpleton trying to explain a complicated mathematical equation. 
‘See, someone has changed me into a human, and with that package I 
am getting all these new memories. I know they are false, but they 
seem real. Course I still have all my real memories inside here.’ He 
tapped his head. ‘The Doctor says that the memories cannot co-exist 
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so the old ones are being forced out by the new. I can remember 
everything since returning from Forum World perfectly, but before 
that… Well, those are hazy days.’ Nick chewed his bottom lip.  

‘Not to worry, sir.’ Enalc’karnip sat Falex at the table and took a 
seat himself. ‘Please join us and I shall explain about the unique 
relationship that this shop has to Time.’ Nick sat and Enalc’karnip 
offered him a plate of doughnuts. ‘Would you care for one, sir?’  

The scaly Draconian arm reached out to the unconscious form and 
prodded it. The bulky form moved in a blur of action, shoving the 
Draconian back into the mess of aliens behind him. The Doctor 
stood up and straightened his clothes out before looking at the aliens 
surrounding him. He frowned and rubbed his beard.  

‘Oh dear.’ He looked around the prison vehicle and noticed the 
grid covering the exit. He walked over to it and reached out a hand.  

‘No!’ The voice of warning was cracked. Dry from lack of use.  
The Doctor looked over at the Draconian, his hand poised before 

the grid. ‘No?’ The Draconian shook his head as the Doctor moved 
his hand closer to the grid. The Draconian cowed away, trying to hide 
himself in the dark recesses of the prison with his fellows. ‘Hmmm. 
You are a Draconian, and going by the symbol on your collar I would 
say a nobleman.’ The Doctor walked over to the Draconian and 
pulled him from out of the melee of aliens. He brought the 
Draconian to the exit.  

‘Oh.’ 
Seen in the light for the first time the Doctor saw just how badly 

wounded the Draconian was. Dried blood covered a wound on his 
yellow forehead. One eye was missing, as were most of his teeth. 
Worst of all though was the fact that the Doctor recognised this old 
and battered Draconian. ‘Ambassador Ishkavaarr?’  

Ishkavaarr nodded, but would not bring his one eye into contact 
with the Doctor’s.  

The Doctor whispered into the Draconian’s ear. ‘I’m quite sure 
that you want to get out of here, yes? Get back to Draconia.’  

Ishkavaarr shook his head.  
‘No?’ The Doctor sighed. ‘Is your will so broken by the Cybermen 

that you no longer have any desire to return home? To exact revenge 
on those who have done this to you, to the Federation.’  

Ishkavaarr pulled himself away from the Doctor and scuttled back 
into the shadows. The Doctor watched him with sadness. Never in 
his lives had he seen a Draconian as broken as this one, and this 
Ishkavaarr was nothing like the young Draconian he had met in the 
past. The Doctor stood up to his full height and spoke out, loud and 
clear.  
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‘What about you lot? Are you going to let the Cybermen win?’ No 
response. ‘Come on, look at you. Members of some of the most 
powerful races in the Federation and you cower in the shadows like 
rats. What happened to your fighting spirits?’ Still nothing. ‘Fine.’ The 
Doctor reached out for the grid, ignoring the gasps of the prisoners. 
The grid fell away. The horrified gasps turned into gasps of shock 
and surprise. 

It was as the Doctor suspected. Smoke and mirrors; the grid was 
not really charged with anything. The prisoners had been so beaten, 
so broken, that they believed everything their metal masters told 
them. The Doctor shook his head sadly, and stepped out of the 
prison-vehicle.  

Well. The Cybermen had not counted on him. 
The aliens scuttled forward, inspecting the open space, brushing 

past the Doctor. He just watched them. ‘You see? Hope. You must 
remember what hope is?’ All he received was looks of confusion. The 
Doctor turned back to the vehicle, to Ishkavaarr. ‘Come with me; it’s 
time to do something about the Cybermen, and I need your help.’  

* 
Ishkavaarr watched the Doctor from the shadows, and recognised 
something of the spirit of Draconia in him. He had no idea who this 
man was, nor did he know how the man recognised him, but 
Ishkavaarr could not deny the spirit of a fighter.  

Gathering himself together, Ishkavaarr stepped out of the shadows 
and accepted the Doctor’s hand.  

‘He is right. Our spirits must not be defeated,’ Ishkavaarr said, 
moving past the Doctor to his once fellow captives. He looked 
around at them. ‘We were once proud mem…’ 

A voice cut him off. Cold, emotionless.  
‘Kill them.’  

The Cybermen came upon them fast, and before the Doctor even 
had a chance to consider their options, one of the steel giants 
grabbed hold of him and pinned his arms to his side. All he could do 
was watch as the small band of Cybermen opened fire on the 
prisoners. One by one they fell, their lives terminated without reason. 
Ishkavaarr was the last to fall, staring at the Doctor with betrayal 
etched in his eye. The Doctor struggled to be free. 

‘Why?’ he yelled. 
One of the Cybermen turned to look at the Doctor. ‘An 

experiment,’ it said. ‘Fear is a weakness of organic creatures, one the 
Controller is exploring. The cattle feared their lives were over, they 
had no… hope.’ That final word sounded strange when heard 
through the modulated tones of a Cyberman, and it made the Doctor 
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shudder. Never before had the Cybermen shown such an interest in 
emotion. They eradicated it from the converted and moved on. 
Something had changed. ‘But you gave them hope, and that hope 
produced even more fear. It is fascinating.’ 

‘Fascinating? You just slaughtered them to learn about fear? Why 
not just turn off your emotional inhibitors? Then you’ll learn about 
fear.’ 

‘The Controller knows fear,’ the Cyberman replied, stepping 
forward. ‘And it is a weapon to be used against organics.’ 

The Doctor had no answer to that. 
‘You are known to the Cyber race. You will now serve us.’  
‘That seems highly unlikely. What have you done to Alpha 

Centauri?’  
The Cyberman stepped closer. ‘This is Alpha Mondas, and it has 

become a part of the Cyber Empire, as will the remainder of the 
Galactic Federation. The Cyber race has records of you. You are the 
Time Lord known as the Doctor. You have a time machine. You will 
serve us, and the Cyber race will convert every planet that has ever 
existed.’  

‘Is that a fact? So, Cybermen do dream. Well done.’ His defiant 
tone was wasted on the Cyberman, who simply turned away.  

Theahmin stepped into the mess hall to find Slearsoos and Moresh in 
the midst of discussion. She remained where she was, letting the door 
close silently behind her, and listened in. Unnoticed. 

‘And now we know. The Cybermen still sleep,’ Moresh said, his 
voice taking on the slur often found when humanoids drank a bit too 
much alcohol.  

Slearsoos’ scaly head rippled in agreement. ‘Yes indeed. The 
Galactic Federation will be most pleased to learn this.’ She took 
Moresh’s blitzer off him. ‘Now all they will need to do is look 
elsewhere for new allies.’  

Moresh looked down at his empty hand. ‘Yes,’ he mumbled, 
flexing his fingers. ‘Once we are out of the blackout area we can… 
inform them.’  

Theahmin cleared her throat. ‘Good news, then. We have left the 
area of communications blackout.’  

Moresh and Slearsoos looked at each other. ‘Excellent,’ they said in 
unison.  

Moresh turned to Theahmin. ‘Please transmit the mission data to 
the Senate on Alpha Centauri; inform the council of the situation in 
the Mondas system.’ Theahmin bowed and turned to go. ‘Oh, and 
pilot. How long until we reach Federation space?’  

Theahmin looked back. ‘One standard day exactly.’  
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‘Hold him still.’ The voice was loud, everywhere at once. Not only 
did it come from outside, but from within too.  

The Doctor opened his eyes only to find that a single Cyberman 
was holding him up. He struggled against the Cyberman and twisted 
his neck around. He wished he hadn’t.  

What he saw was a Cyberman unlike any he had seen before. The 
elongated cranium indicated that it was some type of Cyber 
Controller. Its body merged with the technology surrounding it. No, 
not merged, it was part of the technology. Standing to either side of 
the Controller were two Cybermen, although these were not your 
bog- standard Cybermen either. One had a cavity in its chest that was 
pulsing with light; the other had one arm that ended in some kind of 
drill. As the Controller spoke the light in the cavity of the Cyberman 
to its right beat in perfect unison.  

‘We have been waiting for you, Doctor.’ Again the voice echoed in 
the Doctor’s mind. As if knowing of his puzzlement, the Controller 
said the following; ‘You can hear me in your mind because of the link 
you share with my body.’  

The Doctor looked more intently at the Controller and knew what 
it was talking about. His mind went back to his last trip to Nova 
Mondas. Back then the Cybermen had used validium, a living metal 
created by the Time Lords, to augment their Controller. Only 
validium was more than just a living metal, it was a weapon, full of 
temporal technology. And more besides. The Doctor shut his eyes 
and concentrated.  

He was thrown back by a strong psychic blast. His body hit the far 
wall with a cracking thud, and he collapsed onto the floor. The 
Doctor looked up and wiped at the blood from his nose. Where he 
had been was the shattered remains of the Cyberman that had been 
holding him. 

Yes, the validium was truly part of the Controller now, beyond 
even the Doctor’s reach. If only the Doctor had more time to tune 
himself to its psychic wavelength, then perhaps he could… But no. 
He was stuck in the future, and the Controller had too many years on 
him.  

‘You cannot penetrate the hive mind of the Cybermen, Doctor. 
The validium is a part of me, of the Cyber race. Now you will serve 
us, and give the Cyber race your TARDIS.’  

The Doctor struggled to his feet, laughing. ‘I see now. When your 
scout found me in Senate Square you really thought you were onto a 
winner, didn’t you? A time machine created by the Time Lords. The 
remaining technology of the dead Gallifreyan race, the final 
connection between you and the validium.’ He spat some blood on 
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the floor. ‘Sorry to disappoint you, Controller, but the TARDIS was 
destroyed in 2500.’  

Silence pervaded the room as the Cyber Controller processed this 
information.  

‘You are fabricating your information. You could not arrive on 
Alpha Mondas without our knowing. Therefore you must have your 
TARDIS.’  

‘Not very flexible, are you? After all this time in power you still 
haven’t learned how useless logic is. I do not know how I got here, 
exactly. I have my suspicions of course. But it was not in my 
TARDIS.’  

‘You are lying. We will get the truth from you.’ The Controller 
turned its head to the Cyberman with the drill. ‘Process him.’  

The Doctor looked from left to right, seeking some way to escape. 
But there were no noticeable exits. One of the Cybermen grabbed the 
Doctor by the arms and spun him around. ‘Wait! You can’t do this!’  

‘You will serve us, Doctor.’  
The Doctor struggled, but he could not move an inch. His arms 

were pinned to his sides. He kicked out only to find that the 
Cyberman promptly lifted him off the ground. ‘No!’  

The Doctor yelled out in pain as the drill connected with the back 
of his skull.  

He came to in a dank cell. While he waited for his eyes to become 
accustomed to the darkness the Doctor reached for the back of his 
head. There was a patch of hair all dried and matted by blood. He 
hissed at the soreness of it all.  

‘You were lucky.’  
The Doctor looked over at the direction from which the voice had 

come. His eyes could just about make out a form sitting in the corner. 
It was very indistinct, no doubt due to the bad lighting. ‘Yes, I 
imagine I am. I guess my body didn’t take well to the Cybermen’s 
devices.’ 

‘Hmm, well you live to tell the tale, yes.’ The figure came closer, 
and the Doctor saw it was a man of middle age. ‘As I said, you were 
lucky.’  

‘Define lucky,’ the Doctor said, feeling a slight hole in the back of 
his skull beneath the dried blood. ‘They drilled into me.’ 

‘But still you live.’ 
The Doctor narrowed his eyes. ‘Yes, and as they say, while there’s 

life, there’s… Who are you?’  
The man’s eyes were transparent. He blinked. ‘You can call me 

Enalc’karnip.’  
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‘Can I now?’ The Doctor nodded. ‘Fine. Any ideas of how we can 
get out of here?’  

Enalc’karnip stood up. ‘I have indeed. Many in fact. But only one 
that will help you return to 2501.’  

The Doctor stood up also, but backed away slightly. ‘You know far 
too much about me. How?’  

‘Doctor, we all have our secrets. Let me keep mine. All you have to 
do is trust me, for I am here to help you.’  

The Doctor wasn’t so sure, but what choice did he have. ‘How do 
we get out of here?’ he tried to keep the edge of suspicion from out 
of his tone, but was finding it hard. 

‘Like this.’  
Enalc’karnip walked over to the far wall and placed his hand 

against it. ‘But once we are out of here we need to move fast.’ The 
Doctor nodded and Enalc’karnip smiled.  

The wall exploded around his hand. The shockwave of the blast 
threw the Doctor off his feet.  

Light cascaded through the whole, silhouetting Enalc’karnip. He 
looked down at the Doctor and laughed. ‘Come on, no time to lie 
down.’ He turned and left the cell.  

The Doctor remained where he was. ‘Well, that was unexpected.’ 
He shrugged. ‘When in Rome…’  

Enalc’karnip looked up from the breakfast table and smiled. Falex 
and Nick looked at each other.  

‘What?’ Falex asked.  
‘The Doctor will be here soon.’ 
Nick frowned. ‘And you know this how?’ 
‘Because I helped him before I met you,’ Enalc’karnip said simply. 

* 
The journey across Alpha Mondas had been rather uneventful. 
Although the Doctor was beginning to suspect this was due to 
Enalc’karnip’s presence more than anything else. There had been a 
moment when they had walked directly into a patrol of Cybermen but 
the emotionless giants just carried on as if they had not seen the 
Doctor and Enalc’karnip. The oddness of that had been bothering 
him even since it had happened, but the Doctor thought it impolite 
to ask Enalc’karnip about it.  

‘You’re the one who told Nick about the shop,’ he said suddenly, 
remembering where he heard the name Enalc’karnip before. 

‘Not yet, I haven’t,’ Enalc’karnip said. ‘My life rarely stays linear for 
long.’ 

The Doctor nodded with feeling. ‘That I do understand.’ 
Enalc’karnip smiled. ‘Yes, I thought you would.’ 
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As he followed the Doctor tried to probe the other man’s mind. It 
was strange. Enalc’karnip was no Time Lord, but the Doctor got a 
sense of the familiar about him. As if somehow they were connected. 
He had met other time sensitives on his travels, but never had he felt 
like he knew them. With Enalc’karnip it was almost as if he was 
meeting another Time Lord, only not quite. It was most confusing. 

The Doctor looked around him at the waste ground that had once 
been Senate Square. He shuddered at the thought of what the 
Cybermen had done to the city under the water. 

‘So, what happened? How did the Cybermen succeed?’ The 
Doctor shook his head. ‘The Federation was a growing power when I 
was last here.’ He stopped and looked over at the remains of the 
Senate building. ‘That delegation to Nova Mondas. That was the 
turning point wasn’t it?’  

Enalc’karnip shook his head. ‘I should not tell you this, Doctor. 
The Laws of Time…’  

‘Mean nothing in this universe since my people no longer exist,’ 
the Doctor completed. 

‘But what of the Millennium People? Are they not the new Lords 
of Time?’ 

The Doctor shrugged. ‘They like to think so, but I’ve learned 
differently. So, tell me.’  

Enalc’karnip was silent for a few moments consideration. ‘The 
turning point has never been decided. But there are rumours 
throughout the remains of the Federation.’  

‘The Federation still exists?’ The Doctor let out a sigh. ‘I am glad 
to hear that. First humanity was wiped out, I’d hate to see the 
Federation destroyed, too.’  

‘Doctor, you must understand. The remainder of the Federation is 
but two planets. The Omnisci Cellworld and Peladon. And even they 
are little more than the crumbled remains of two great cultures. A 
pitiful time indeed.’  

The Doctor frowned and looked down at the dirt. ‘Oh my… 
Falex. This is the future that he has to look forward to. Taureans are 
a long-lived race. What happened to him?’  

‘I am sorry to say he died, Doctor. Protecting Taureas from the 
onslaught of the Cyber army. After the Martians’ failed attempt to 
reclaim Mars the Cybermen became pretty much unstoppable. The 
Martians on their own were simply no match for the Cyber race.’  

The Doctor sniffed back his tears and took a deep breath. ‘Right. 
You say you know how to get me back to 2501? Then show me. This 
future is wrong, and I must put it right. I am not having another… 
someone else dying on me.’  
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Enalc’karnip knelt onto the dirt and looked up. ‘Another? You 
have lost many?’  

‘I have lost three. Sara, Katarina and… and…’  
‘And?’  
The Doctor blinked. ‘I don’t know. But there was another. I am 

sure of it.’ He shook his head, disturbed by Enalc’karnip’s smile. 
‘Yes, and it is important you remember. Harnessing the energies 

left over by the paradox resolution has started breaking down his 
blocks.’ 

The Doctor frowned. ‘Whose blocks? What energies? What are 
you talking about?’ 

‘The energies left over by the final paradox. Doctor, you must 
remember, you were the epicentre of it.’ 

‘I…?’ The Doctor blinked, a memory cracking in his mind. ‘Yes, 
there’s something in there, but I can’t quite…’ 

Enalc’karnip stared at him. ‘Another time, Doctor. For now…’ 
 ‘Right.’ The Doctor took a deep breath. ‘Back to 2501. Falex 

deserves a better future and I am determined to give him one. What 
are you doing?’  

Enalc’karnip was now laying on the ground, legs and arms akimbo. 
He closed his eyes. ‘This area is a unique space time event, Doctor. 
Can you not feel it?’  

‘Now that you come to mention it, yes.’ The Doctor closed his 
eyes and caught glimpses of all kinds of futures and pasts. In one of 
them he could see himself kneeling outside a sinister looking grey 
building, holding in his arms the dying body of his companion. Nick 
was standing next to him. The Doctor opened his eyes. ‘Yes, I 
remember now!’ He swallowed. ‘Bradley.’  

Enalc’karnip opened his eyes, his translucent eyes. Eyes into which 
the Doctor could feel himself falling… falling, deeper and deeper. 

Ambassador Ishkavaarr and Supreme Senator Oolianeeka stood 
behind the blast doors as the special delegation ship came into land. 
Once it was safe the doors opened and they stepped out onto the 
landing platform.  

A side door opened in the ship and a ramp slid down to the floor. 
The delegates stepped out. First Moresh and then Slearsoos. 
Ishkavaarr looked at the supreme senator, a look of concern written 
over his imperial face. Finally another figure emerged from the ship. 
Pilot Rahlena Theahmin.  

‘What is the meaning of this?’ Ishkavaarr asked.  
The Supreme Senator walked over to the delegates. ‘Where is 

Delegate Runt?’  
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Moresh and Slearsoos looked at each other silently. The both 
stood there for a few moments then looked at Supreme Senator 
Oolianeeka. Moresh smiled, but there was something very unnerving 
about his smile. Something false.  

‘He accidentally killed himself,’ Moresh began.  
‘Yes, his traction unit became all confused and started polluting his 

life fluids. It was very tragic, but by the time we reached his quarters 
it was too late.’ Slearsoos bowed her head. ‘A great shame.’  

‘His remains are onboard still.’  
‘Show me,’ the Supreme Senator commanded.  
Ishkavaarr watched them walk to the ship. He was not convinced. 

How could a traction unit become confused? He approached the 
pilot. ‘Pilot, please have the flight recorder ready for immediate 
viewing. Transmit all information directly to my office.’  

The Taurean pilot bowed her head. ‘Yes, Ambassador, at once.’  

The Doctor sat in his room on the upper level of the shop. His new 
home. A unique space-time event Enalc’karnip had called it, the same 
phrase he used for that spot in the future upon which he had 
performed his temporal theatrics. Although new to Alpha Centauri 
still, the Doctor was familiar enough with its general geography to 
know that the shop occupied the exact same spot. Just like his new 
friend, who seemed to be acting like some kind of butler and 
babysitter, there was something uniquely familiar about the shop. The 
Doctor could not place his finger on what, but he knew this place as 
if he’d been born here. 

His life had been so simple before. Travelling from world to world, 
all through time, fighting the injustices, defeating the monsters. But 
ever since the future Koschei had tried killing him… things had got 
so complicated. It felt as if his whole life had been manipulated by 
external forces; no longer was he master of his destiny. 

The latest one was Bradley. No, the Doctor shook his head, not 
Bradley, the Dommervoy Loci. Still there was much missing in his 
mind, but the Doctor knew his memory of Bradley leaving was 
wrong. That he had died on Nova Mondas, and yet somehow lived – 
a contradiction that had the Dommervoy Loci at its heart. 

The Doctor narrowed his eyes in thought. He would get to the 
bottom of it, but right now he had more important things to concern 
himself with. First there was a future to correct, and that started with 
one little boy. 

Nick looked up at the sign. Honest Doc’s 2nd Hand Curio Shop it read. 
He looked across at Enalc’karnip. ‘You think the Doctor will like it?’  
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Enalc’karnip looked in through the shop window. ‘I think he will, 
Nick, yes.’  

Nick followed Enalc’karnip’s gaze in through the window. Inside 
they could see the Doctor chasing Falex around the shop. Nick 
smiled. From the moment he had returned the Doctor had not left 
Falex’s side. There was something very paternal about the way the 
Doctor was around Falex, and for some bizarre reason it warmed 
Nick’s heart to see it. He had tried to find out what the Doctor had 
seen ninety-eight years into the future but the Doctor had been intent 
on taking Falex on a tour of Alpha Centauri.  

Nick opened the shop door. ‘Hey, Doctor, come and look at this.’ 
The Doctor came out, with Falex by his side. Nick pointed to the 

new sign. The Doctor approved. ‘Brilliant, Nick. But, if you’ll excuse 
me, I have an appointment with an ambassador.’  

Nick stepped back in surprise. ‘Blimey, Doctor, you’ve only been 
back five hours. Don’t you think it is time you slowed down?’  

The Doctor bellowed a laugh. ‘Not the bit of it, Nick. Falex has a 
lot to learn, and I have a lot to achieve. So, if you need either of us, 
we’ll be at the Senate with Ambassador Ishkavaarr.’ With that the 
Doctor took Falex by the hand and walked off.  

Nick watched him go. Enalc’karnip laughed. ‘Let’s get inside. We 
have a shop to run now.’  

Nick remained outside for a few moments longer and watched the 
Doctor and Falex disappear into the crowds. He smiled. ‘Nice to 
have you back, Doctor.’ 
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Part One 

The sun crept slowly over the horizon, painting the sky through 
shades of indigo, blue and azure. A new day was dawning over Senate 
Square.  

To counter the rising levels of luminescence and noise, Nick 
dragged the bed clothes over his head. He groaned quietly in protest 
at the unwanted intrusion on his sleep.  

Once upon a time, before he was human, Nick had never slept. 
While some others of the Forum slept the years away, he always had 
something to do, a new experience to collect, a new conversation to 
have. Sleep seemed like a waste of time.  

Now he had some understanding of why those others spent all 
their time sleeping, and wanted more of it himself.  

‘Once upon a time.’ Heh. Must have picked that up from listening 
to the Doctor telling Falex stories when he was very young, a couple 
of weeks ago. It seemed a little odd to Nick that the Doctor appeared 
to be experienced with raising kids - it didn’t seem like him at all. And 
yet, when you’re human, how can you truly know the full extent of 
anyone else’s life?  

He rolled over in his bed, realising that he had passed the point 
where returning to sleep was a matter of simple relaxation. Must be 
time to stop arsing about and get up.  

And… yes, there they were. The familiar morning smells of three 
very good reasons to get out of bed. Bacon. Eggs. Coffee. The 
Doctor must already be up and in the kitchen.  

Almost made the day worth looking forward to.  

Pausing briefly to look back up the impossible staircase that led to the 
upper storey of the single-storey building, Nick heard a familiar 
scraping sound behind. Turning, he saw the Doctor walking away 
from Falex and a large portion of bacon and eggs. For a little fella he 
sure ate a lot.  

‘Ah, Nick, there you are!’ The Doctor’s welcoming smile was 
partially concealed by his greying beard, but the warmth in his eyes 
was unmistakable. ‘I’ll just slip some more bacon on, and I assume 
runny yolks are still your preference?’  

‘Yes, please!’ said Nick to the now turned back of the Doctor. He 
took his accustomed seat at the table next to Falex. His query as to 
Falex’s health was greeted by a smiling pause in the rapid demolition 
of the youngster’s breakfast. Giving Falex’s shoulder a quick squeeze, 
Nick got up from the table to the coffee machine. While the coffee 
he made was less flavoursome than that produced by the Doctor, 
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Nick was determined to become a more skilful barista and practice 
was required.  

‘Doctor?’ The questioning voice of Falex was almost lost behind 
the sound of the coffee machine. ‘How can this meat be ‘bacon’? I 
read that bacon was the meat of the pig, which is an Earth animal. 
Surely none of them still exist?’  

‘That’s quite right, Falex, although your definition of bacon is a 
little imprecise. Bacon is from the back or sides of the pig, it is 
pickled or salted and then dried, usually in smoke. This meat is from 
another source, a domesticated animal bred by the Qux, the flesh of 
which can alter in texture and flavour with the right stimuli. The eggs 
and ‘coffee’ are the closest I have yet found. The coffee is fine in 
flavour, but lacks the full caffeine kick that so many humans used to 
rely upon.’  

It was Nick’s turn. ‘Doctor? What about that girl we saw just after 
we arrived on Alpha Centauri? In the restaurant? She sure looked 
human…’  

‘Looks can be deceiving, Nick. I’ve lost track of the number of 
times people have mistaken me for a human. Shows a lack of 
perception!’ The Doctor chuckled heartily. ‘Some other races also 
look human. Take, for instance, the Dulcians. A cursory glance at the 
appearance of humans and Dulcians might lead you to believe they 
were the same race, but a few simple medical checks would soon 
reveal otherwise.’  

‘Doctor?’ As Falex spoke, the Doctor and Nick exchanged glances. 
Once Falex started asking questions, there was almost no stopping 
him. ‘Tell me all about the Dulcians… ?’  

‘Now Falex, I’m in the middle of cooking! Why don’t you wait 
until you are finished… Oh, you are finished!’ the Doctor concluded 
ruefully, looking at the boy’s plate, clean apart from some yolk 
smears. Anyone else would have indigestion! ‘Nick and I have yet to 
eat, so why don’t you go wash and come back. I’ve got a surprise for 
you.’  

After Falex had left the room, Nick turned to the Doctor. ‘Are you 
sure Falex is okay?’  

‘Nick, your concern does you credit but it is quite unnecessary. 
Falex is a Taurean, and like all Taureans of his age he is going 
through a very rapid growth spurt. Physical and mental maturity must 
be achieved much faster than most races, so the entire resources of 
their bodies are channelled into this growth. Gaining food and 
information are overriding obsessions. The Taurean parents employ 
their natural empathy to monitor their child’s emotional well-being. 
Falex may seem odd to us as we aren’t empathic, but he appears to be 
quite normal for a young Taurean.’  
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‘If you say so… He seems very, I don’t know… spooky?’  
‘No two children are the same, Nick. I remember my 

granddaughter… Don’t look so surprised!’ the Doctor said in 
response to Nick’s sudden dropped jaw. ‘As I was saying, Susan used 
to develop the strangest obsessions. She even insisted on attending a 
school on Earth to be around children her own age, despite my 
warnings that staying in one place would lead to problems. And then 
there was her taste in music…’  

‘Speaking of Earth, that girl couldn’t be from there, you think?’  
‘Nick, it’s a big universe. It isn’t outside the realms of possibility. 

There have been many tales of alien abductions and, speaking from 
personal experience, not all of them malevolent. You met Brad, he 
was from Earth, and my travelling companions sometimes choose 
not to return home. Or any number of phenomena could carry a 
human away from Earth - space warp, time storm, dimensional rift. 
But all of these things are rare. I would suggest she just looks human.’  

‘I guess I’ll never know unless I meet her!’  
‘I wouldn’t count on that happening, but then my experience tells 

me unlikely things are always happening. Sometimes the most 
unlikely things are inevitable. Now, grab a plate and I’ll serve this up 
and give Falex his surprise.’  

Breaking from his reverie, Nick saw that the Doctor had the frying 
pan in one hand and an egg flip in the other, and that a freshly 
scrubbed Falex was staring across the room at them, his eyes large 
and soulful. Meeting the boy’s gaze, Nick squirmed; whatever was 
happening in there was happening way too fast for Nick.  

The Doctor placed a box of bits and pieces on the table after Nick 
had removed the dirty crockery. ‘Enalc’karnip drew this little lot to 
my attention. This box contains several items from Earth’s solar 
system. Exactly how they escaped the Cyber invasion is anyone’s 
guess.’  

The plastic box was of a size that it was best moved with two 
hands, and contained what looked like a collection of junk. The 
Doctor’s hands sorted deftly through the contents, and withdrew 
three books. ‘Here you go, Falex. Forgot knowledge from a lost 
civilisation!’  

The young Taurean greedily grabbed the books from the old man’s 
hands, his face flushing a deeper shade of amber in his excitement. 
‘They’re all in English! Thank you, Doctor…’ He selected a small 
book, garishly titled Professor X in an exciting adventure with the Trods, and 
began to read, completely absorbed.  

Nick reached out for the box, only to have his hands batted away. 
‘Careful! The artefacts in this box are quite possibly unique, and 
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should be handled gently! It contains the remains of the civilisations 
of the solar system, a rare area of space to have spawned no fewer 
than five sophisticated and civilised races.’  

‘Hang on! If they’re so precious, how come Falex gets them?’  
‘Books are the easiest things to assess, Nick. Aside from that lurid 

piece of juvenile science fiction he’s currently perusing, the rest of 
Falex’s surprise consists of an accounting text and a copy of Fifty New 
Creative Poodle Grooming Styles. But there is something here I’d like your 
help with.’ As if performing sleight of hand, the Doctor withdrew a 
dagger from under the pile of alien bric-a-brac. No, hang on - not a 
dagger, the hilt and broken blade of a sword! And what a sword… 
The hilt was shaped like a helmeted warrior, the stump of the blade 
serrated. The metal had a strange green tinge, and there were a 
number of circular glyphs that appeared etched into the sword and 
filled with gold. The Doctor turned the sword hilt over in his hands, 
briefly examining the handiwork, and then handed it hilt-first to Nick. 
‘What do you make of that, then?’  

Nick gripped the hilt firmly and delicately felt the edges and the 
break in the blade. ‘You mean other than it’s broken but you could 
still do someone a nasty with it? Looks like high quality work, no real 
signs of corrosion or substantial dings. Don't recognise the symbols, 
though…’  

‘What you are looking at, unless I am very much mistaken, is the 
remains of an item from the planet Mars. I don’t recognise what it is, 
but given that it is almost certainly the last of its kind, it would be a 
criminal act to risk damaging it by anything other than an external 
examination. However, there is another potential source of 
information…’  

 Arse!  
Nick leaned up against the immense plain concrete wall, hoping he 

looked inconspicuous. This was the last place he wanted to be!  
He couldn’t imagine coming here under any circumstances other 

than because the Doctor asked him to. No matter how you described 
it or the label you stuck on it, a prison is a prison is a prison. Once 
you were inside, there was no getting out unless the people who ran it 
wanted you to.  

And just being here made Nick feel like having a strong drink, or 
maybe one of those cigarette things. Or both! He knew that either 
would be bad for him, but something about being human had 
changed the way his body reacted to things to a continually surprising 
degree.  

Double arse with a side serve of bollocks!  
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Well there was no two ways about it, hanging around here would 
just make him look suspicious. Time to bite the bullet and go to the 
front gate.  

Tugging nervously at his ponytail to get it neat, Nick walked off 
like a man condemned.  

Big door, buzzer and camera lens. Yep, this’ll be the prison all right. 
No point arsing about…  

Nick’s thumb pressed a little more hesitantly than it should on the 
buzzer button. A little light next the camera suddenly lit up red as the 
camera swivelled and the lens focussed on his face.  

‘Federation Interment Centre 5486, can I help you?’  
‘Um, hi! I’ve come to visit the, um, prisoners…’ Nick felt stupid 

talking to a camera lens and a speaker grille.  
A buzzing noise and the door clicked before sliding open. ‘Please 

enter.’  
Nick walked down the corridor, the door sliding shut behind him, 

locking with an audible click. That was that then, there was no easy 
way out.  

The corridor ended in a functionally appointed area, with someone 
sitting behind a desk. Looks like a woman, maybe one of those 
Doxians the Doctor mentioned, or whatever they were called.  

Then their eyes met. It was her, that girl from the restaurant! What 
the hell was she doing here? And why was she looking at him like 
that?  

‘Um, Hi! I’m Nick and…’  
‘…you’ve come to visit the prisoners. You said.’ The girl tilted her 

head, squinting at Nick. Her chestnut ponytail cascaded over her 
shoulder.  

Nick found the intensity of her gaze unnerving. ‘Have we met 
before?’ he asked. ‘I saw you from a distance just after we arrived 
here on Alpha Centauri…’  

‘And you’ve been stalking me? Is that why you are here?’  
‘Whoa, whoa, whoa! We’re getting this off on the wrong foot! 

Stalking? Me?’ Nick stepped back from the desk, his hands in the air 
and his worst fears confirmed - prison guards are all psycho! Better 
start talking, before she locked him up and threw away the key. 
‘Look, I didn’t know you worked here. I didn’t come here to see you. 
And I’m definitely not stalking you or anyone else! I’m here because a 
friend of mine wants some information from the Ice Warriors you’ve 
got banged up here.’  

She gave Nick’s face one last hard stare before sitting down again. 
‘Okay, tell me what you want.’  
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‘Um, look, my friend runs a shop called Honest Doc's 2nd Hand 
Curios. He gets all this… stuff in. He's got something he thinks is an 
Ice Warrior sword, or half of one in any case.’  

‘Ice Warrior?’ The guard asked, raising a sceptical eyebrow.  
Nick kicked himself. The Doctor had told him that 'Ice Warrior' 

was not a term used this side of the twentieth century. ‘Martian,’ he 
corrected, then continued once the guard nodded her understanding. 
‘Given the current situation, trying to get anything out of them 
through formal channels would be a waste of time, so he thought that 
the Ice Wa- erm, Martians, imprisoned here may be able to shed 
some light…’  

‘Okay, I don’t know how much you know about this place. I’ve 
only been working here a short while, so I got a crash course when I 
started. When the Martians betrayed the Federation fifty years ago, 
this particular group were serving as an honour guard for the 
Federation headquarters. They were immediately imprisoned, their in-
built weaponry stripped away…’  

‘Wait a minute! You say they’ve been imprisoned here for fifty 
years? I understood these guys are great fighters… They must be 
really pissed off by now!’ Nick shook his head in bewilderment - 
exactly how did the Doctor think he was going to get a bunch of 
hard-arsed long-time cons to chat nicely about some piece of ancient 
history?  

‘That’s just it. Apparently these blokes had pledged their lives to 
defending the Federation HQ, and when the Martians broke away 
from the Federation these blokes regarded that as an act of treason. 
They willingly submitted to their internment here as some kind of 
gesture that not every member of their race would break their word. 
Frankly, they are an embarrassment to the Federation - arguably some 
of its most loyal subjects who are kept under lock and key because 
the average citizen only ever gets to hear and understand the very 
narrow views on the holonews. Soundbites never explain anything 
properly. I only came to work here because someone suggested it, 
and it seemed better than waiting on tables.’ Upon saying that she 
looked away, momentarily taken up by something else. She looked 
back at Nick and smiled. ‘But I’m glad to work here now because 
these blokes deserve better treatment than they’ve been given and at 
least I can do my best to make sure the rough deal these blokes have 
got is smoothed out a bit.’  

‘So they’re just waiting for the Federation to realise their loyalty 
and release them?’  

The guard shook her head. ‘I believe they are waiting for their own 
race to redeem itself and rejoin the Federation. I don’t think I could 
be that patient for fifty minutes, let alone fifty years!’  



 

48 

‘And what about… Hey! I don’t even know your name.’ Nick 
looked expectantly at the girl. Hopefully he’d reached a point where 
the two of them had got beyond the prison guard/potential prisoner 
stage and if she’d only give her name, hopefully that’d make him a 
real enough person to not have to worry about never being released 
again.  

‘Sorry, Nick. My name’s Alf. I expect you were going to ask about 
your request to visit the prisoners?’ As Nick nodded, she continued. 
‘One of my concerns is that they get next to no external stimulation, 
and rather than letting them go completely stir crazy, I’m more than 
willing to let you in to see them. Before you go in, I’ll have to explain 
the rules. First up, you can’t take any weapons in. You didn’t bring 
that sword you mentioned?’  

‘Nah. The Doctor gave me this.’ Nick pulled a small device from 
his pocket. ‘It’s a holoprojector with an image of the broken sword 
that it can project like this. And if I twist these controls, I can enlarge 
it, reduce it, rotate it…’  

‘Very neat. All right, here’s the rundown on the rest of the rules…’  

As Nick approached the door to the icy common area in which the 
Martians spent their day, he went over Alf’s tips again. They are a 
civilised and cultured race. They respond to courtesy. They’ve been 
locked away for fifty years and anything new is likely to be a welcome 
distraction. Hoping against hope that this was not some monumental 
wind-up that Alf was perpetrating - not that she seemed to confirm 
to his mental image of a psycho prison guard - Nick snuggled into his 
borrowed coat and walked calmly to the door and stood waiting as 
the camera lens again focussed on his face.  

‘Good luck!’ Alf’s transmitted words gave him a last reassurance 
before the door slid aside and he entered the presence of the Ice 
Warriors.  

As he walked forward, hopefully looking more confident than he felt, 
Nick pushed back the sudden urge to say ‘Take me to your leader!’ 
Ten helmeted heads swung towards him, their eyes hidden behind 
lenses. From what Alf had said, they continued to wear their armour 
despite the weaponry having been removed - which was a limited 
relief, given the reputed strength of the creatures. Swallowing hard 
despite the dryness of his throat (no doubt due in equal measure to 
his nervousness and the lower temperature in this part of the camp), 
Nick moved his hands in front of him, palms forward and fingers 
outstretched to show he wasn’t armed. ‘Good morning, my name is 
Nick. I was hoping you might be able to assist me with answering 
some questions…’  



 

 49 

One of the Warriors rose, and took some steps towards Nick. He 
too raised his arms and spread the clamp-like coverings over his 
hands. ‘Good day to you. We welcome you to our place of 
confinement, and hope your visit is not too uncomfortable.’ 
Lowering his arms, the Warrior took a few more steps towards Nick, 
apparently examining him. The rasping of the Warrior’s breathing 
wasn’t exactly conducive to calmness. ‘Tell me, Nick, are you also 
from Earth?’  

‘Sorry?’ Now this wasn’t a question Nick could have anticipated. 
‘I’m afraid I don’t understand - I thought you guys were from Mars.’  

‘Our race does indeed originate from the fourth planet of the solar 
system, but you appear to have misunderstood my question. You 
appear to be human, a race we thought extinct, but our new warder 
Alf was apparently born on Earth and hence is a neighbour of a kind 
to us. Are you too from the planet Earth?’  

‘No no no. I’m human, but I wasn’t born on Earth.’ Alf is from 
Earth? Now there was a big puzzle, but not one to be distracted by 
right now. ‘Sorry to have misunderstood your question.’  

‘It is of no consequence.’ The Martian drew himself up to his full 
height and somewhat ceremoniously drew his right arm towards his 
chest. ‘My name is Xzalnyr, and it is my privilege to be the 
commander of this small honour guard. As we are currently 
prevented from performing our oath-bound duties, we will willingly 
entertain your request.’  

‘Ah, thanks.’ Nick was feeling a bit out of his depth. The 
snootiness quotient of this conversation was at a higher level than 
what he was comfortable with. ‘Okay, if I can cut straight to the 
chase… What do you make of this?’ Nick held the hologram 
projector forward and activated the image, projecting the replica of 
the sword into the air between himself and Xzalnyr. As he rotated the 
image so that the broken end wasn’t pointing directly at the Martian’s 
chest, Nick thought he heard a slight catch in the Martian’s rasping 
breathing. Looking up suddenly at Xzalnyr, however, Nick could see 
no outward sign of any disturbance to the Warrior.  

‘This… broken blade does indeed appear to be the work of my 
people. One of my men is more learned in historical matters than I. If 
you will excuse me one moment, I will bring him to examine this.’ 
The leader of the Warriors turned and stalked off to the far side of 
the room, and beckoned towards the smallest of the Martians. As the 
two returned to where Nick awaited, it appeared that the commander 
was saying something to his junior, but whatever was being said was 
over before they were in earshot of Nick.  

‘Nick, this is Vlaash. Vlaash is of the Order of Oras, and ministers 
to the spiritual needs of my men. Those of his order spend more time 
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learning of the less martial aspects of our history and hence he is 
likely to be in a better position to answer your question. I have 
instructed Vlaash that he is to answer your question freely.’ Xzalnyr 
took a small step back, positioning himself so both the hologram and 
Vlaash were easily in his line of sight.  

‘Thanks. Um okay, Vlaash, as Xzalnyr may have told you, this 
broken sword has come into the possession of a friend of mine. It 
appears that Martian blades are not something he knows a lot about, 
so he’s asked me to ask you guys to tell us what you can.’ This was all 
going easier than Nick had expected, but this Vlaash character 
appeared to be uncomfortable - the only times he took his eyes off 
the hologram was to shoot glances at his commander.  

‘This sword is indeed of Martian manufacture. By the style of the 
blade, I would suggest it is very old, possibly an heirloom blade of 
one of the great houses.’ Vlaash paused, and looked briefly at 
Xzalnyr. ‘A weapon of this sort would be of great spiritual 
significance to its family, even in this broken form. It may even be 
that the sword was broken in battle, which may increase its 
significance.’ Vlaash raised his eyes and met Nick’s for the first time. 
‘You must tell your friend to be careful with this sword - he must not 
tamper with it. A sword of this age may have hidden protections, to 
prevent it from being dishonoured if it fell into enemy hands. An 
attempt to remove the hilt could activate a hidden spike, designed to 
inject a poison into a Martian body. For someone as unarmoured as 
yourself, it would surely be fatal. It should be kept safe for the safety 
of all!’  

‘Vlaash, that will be enough.’ Xzalnyr stepped up to the little 
Martian, turned him away from the hologram and gave him a gentle 
push towards the other Martians. ‘Members of the Order of Oras 
provide a necessary service, but they lack the discipline of a true 
warrior. Please excuse his excitement - I believe that will have arisen 
from encountering a piece of Martian history after such a long 
confinement.’  

‘Okay, well thanks. I really appreciate what you guys have done. It 
sounds as though this sword-thing is good to look at but serves no 
practical purpose - ah, that is, except to commemorate the triumphs 
of a great Martian family. That’s real important, of course.’ Nick 
smiled uncertainly, hoping he’d got away with that slip. Hard to tell 
with these guys, with the lack of outward signs of emotion on their 
faces they’d make great poker players! ‘Look, is there anything we can 
do to help you?’  

‘I thank you for your kind offer, Nick. However, our needs are few 
and well catered for until the Federation government again calls upon 
us to render our sworn service, I cannot think of anything you could 
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provide.’ Xzalnyr paused and glanced back at his men. ‘However, it is 
possible that Vlaash may recall something more when this moment of 
undue excitement passes. If you could leave the holoprojector and a 
contact address, if he comes up with anything more I will ask the 
human guard to pass the information on.’  

‘That is really kind of you, Xzalnyr! I don’t see any reason why 
not.’ Nick turned over the deactivated holoprojector to the 
commander and gave him the address. ‘I’m sure the Federation will 
come to their senses soon. I mean, they really are missing out with 
you guys locked up here.’  

‘Such matters are not for me to comment on, Nick. We are sworn 
to service, and will follow the dictates of honour. In the meantime, I 
thank you for your visit here and for allowing us to be of service once 
more.’  

* 
The sun crept slowly towards the horizon, painting the sky through 
shades of azure to blue.  

For Alf, the working day was over. Whatever her life had been 
before Alpha Centauri, she was becoming comfortable in her new 
job. Comfortable, but not completely fulfilled.  

That was something she’d have to think about.  

The sun crept slowly towards the horizon, painting the sky through 
shades of blue to indigo.  

For Nick, a night on the town in Senate Square beckoned. The 
Doctor had seemed happy enough with the information he’d 
received. The sword itself was now hung up on the wall awaiting 
further consideration.  

But that was something for another day. For tonight… well, time 
would tell!  

The sun set below the horizon, painting the sky through shades of 
indigo to black.  

For the Doctor and Falex, a quiet night of checking the young 
Taurean’s personal lessons waited. The Doctor looked out of the 
window, thinking about the future he wanted to avoid.  

There was very little that could be done tonight. But his plans were 
unfolding.  

Night fell over Senate Square.  
In Federation Internment Camp 5486, Vlaash led Xzalnyr and his 

troops in prayer. Before the assembled company, the hologram of the 
sword was projected. Vlaash was pleased to note the increased 
reverence the image of the holy object brought to the group.  
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When the prayer was over, Xzalnyr came to the front to address 
the honour guard. ‘Today has been an unusual day in our long 
imprisonment. It has brought us news that the sacred Sword of 
Tuburr has fallen into alien hands. This is something which we 
cannot accept. It besmirches the honour of every Martian. It falls to 
us, long shunned by our kinsmen, to restore the Sword of Tuburr to 
the Martian Empire. No one, not Nick, not this Doctor, will stand in 
our way.’  

He switched off the hologram. ‘Tonight, these walls that have 
sheltered us will cease to be our prison. Tonight, we liberate the 
Sword of Tuburr from alien bondage. Tonight, we write our names 
on the pages of history!’ 
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Part Two 

The Doctor sat by himself at the kitchen table. He looked up fondly 
at Falex, curled up asleep on a couch under the window. There were 
plenty of rooms in the combined shop/residence, but somehow the 
kitchen, the hearth, had become his favourite place.  

In any case, it made things easier for Nick, who was still having 
problems with the non-Euclidian geometry of the unique space-time 
event that was now their home. Wherever Nick was in the place, all 
he had to do was follow his nose to find the kitchen.  

He gathered together the playing cards that were strewn over the 
table and began to shuffle them. These cards were one of the few 
things he still had from the TARDIS, and their link back to the life he 
once enjoyed was always reassuring.  

Time to try to get in touch with his own subconscious. A simple 
tool, like a deck of cards, could allow a skilled user to rummage 
around in the hidden depths. Back on Earth, people used to believe 
that the future could be revealed at the turn of a few cards, but then 
humans were always seeing patterns and connections that weren’t 
really there.  

A simple spread. The first two cards spoke of people - the King of 
Clubs, a true and faithful friend who could be relied upon in times of 
hardship, and the Eight of Spades, false friends or traitors. Examine 
relationships closely. Hmmm. Shuffle the remaining cards and… 
Nine of Diamonds, an adventure or change of scenery, and the Ace 
of Spades, the death card or just plain bad news.  

Shuffle again and… Oops! That card shouldn’t have fallen out. 
The Ten of Diamonds, a cloud of red specks falling to land on the 
Ace of Spades. Money or maybe greed, possibly tied into the bad 
news? One last card. Two of Spades. A complete or sudden change, 
maybe a death. Two death cards, not a good sign.  

So what were the cards pointing at? The future he saw on Alpha 
Mondas, that was a complete change with far too much death tied up 
in it. True and false friends, adventures, bad news and money. He 
glanced up at Falex. If there was any truth in what the cards, and 
hence his subconscious, were hinting at, some arrangement to ensure 
the lad had a place of safety when the Doctor had to deal with more 
dangerous matters needed to be made. Perhaps Enalc’karnip could 
help?  

But that was something for tomorrow.  

The alarm sounded unexpectedly in the control centre.  
‘This control panel shows that the entry to the confinement area 

has been breached!’ trilled Blooradab.  
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Hir colleague strode over, gently but firmly moving the hexapod 
aside. ‘I’m switching the camera to the interior of the holding area. I 
count ten Martians, apparently engaged in some ceremony. Do you 
concur?’  

The Alpha Centaurian peered over the Draconian’s shoulder, hir 
single eye blinking rapidly. ‘I agree. But if the Martians are all there, 
then who or what has broken the door?’  

‘I’m switching to the door camera,’ said Vishkalaar. ‘No sign of 
anyone there either, though the door is plainly removed from its 
housing. Who was on duty today and were there any visitors?’  

‘It was Alf. One moment… Her records show that a being called 
Nick visited, but he left many hours ago. Could he have planted a 
bomb of some kind? Alf is not very experienced in her duties here, 
and I have even heard that she is a secret Greeny-lover!’  

‘Idle gossip and uninformed speculation waste time. Since there is 
no one in this facility that shouldn’t be here, the prisoners are 
accounted for. And officer Alf has shown herself to be both loyal and 
capable in performing her duties. I will go and find out what has 
happened.’ The rebuke inherent in Vishkalaar’s words caused the 
hexapod to blush turquoise with embarrassment.  

The Draconian strode over to the interior door and indicated to 
his colleague to open the door. Turning to the opening, he felt 
something clamp his throat in a vice-like grip. The last thing 
Vishkalaar saw before he slumped unconscious to the floor was the 
prisoners in the hallway behind the door.  

‘Do not move, do not touch the control panel!’ Xzalnyr’s 
commanding presence cowed the other guard, who stepped back 
from the control panel. ‘We do not wish to hurt you, and will not 
unless you act against us.’  

‘But, but, but…’ Blooradab pointed first at the screen and then at 
the Martians who now occupied the room, ‘how can you be here and 
still in the common area?’  

‘You should not believe everything your eye tells you. Now, we 
need some information.’  

The Doctor stood in the kitchen, putting away the last of the clean 
crockery. The only thing that needed cleaning now was the espresso 
machine. Nick had to learn that a good cup of coffee needed well 
maintained equipment!  

As he removed the coffee grounds holder, the Doctor heard a 
sudden crashing noise from the front of the shop. Looking up, he 
saw that Falex was no longer where he had been sleeping.  

‘Falex?’ The Doctor moved towards the shop area, concerned that 
the noise he had heard was much louder than the lad could have 
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caused without some substantial physical damage, possibly even to 
himself.  

Silhouetted in the doorway were several bulky forms, the limited 
light flashing red from their eyes. Ice Warriors. The Doctor’s blood 
ran cold. Had they got hold of Falex?  

Stepping back quickly and quietly behind the wall between the 
shop and the kitchen, the Doctor thought quickly. If Nick had 
trouble with the layout of their new home, surely these creatures 
would be no better off. That could buy him time to find Falex and 
get the boy to a place of safety.  

The Doctor headed up the stairs and into his bedroom. The room 
had an aquatic ambience invoked by the blue lava lamp on the 
bedside table.  

Also on the bedside table was his datacom. Snatching it up, he 
thought furiously. Security forces? No, if the Warriors had Falex, he 
might be injured in the battle. Nick! He’d had some dealings with 
members of this race earlier, he’d put Falex’s safety first and he was a 
good man in a hard situation.  

Calling up Nick’s contact details, the Doctor crouched down out 
of sight.  

Come on, Nick, answer!  

Amazing!  
Nick had found that the different races on Alpha Centauri tended 

to socialise within their own species. As the only human on the planet 
(or, it now seemed, one of two), he was neither rejected nor 
particularly welcome at the venues he visited on his nights out on the 
town. He just got some very odd looks.  

Tonight, as a lark, he had decided to try a nightclub of the natives 
of this planet. The Alpha Centaurians look so ungainly and awkward 
on the surface of the planet, but this ignored the fact that the 
hexapods were originally aquatic.  

So here he was, kitted out with a trans-atmospheric buffering 
circlet around his neck, itching as ever, in the underwater club. The 
transformation of the clumsy natives to graceful undersea dancers 
was startling! The music pulsed through the water, making the 
experience a lot more physical than in an above-water venue. The 
lighting was also quite different , and visibility faded across the length 
and breadth of the venue. The dark areas were enhanced by the 
vibrant colours that flowed through the Alpha Centaurian skin in 
tune with their emotions, much as their tentacles writhed rhythmically 
in tune with the music.  

The virtual weightlessness… Fantastic!  
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In fact, this night was nothing less than the mutt’s nuts. A place to 
visit again!  

And as Nick danced the night away, he was totally oblivious to the 
beeping, flashing and vibrating of his datacom in the cloakroom.  

The Doctor glared at the datacom. No help there. He pocketed it and 
headed back towards the darkened corridor, conscious of rasping 
breath and heavy footsteps getting closer.  

Damn.  
Pulling the wardrobe door open, the Doctor slipped inside and 

closed the door quietly behind himself.  

Lumbering across the room, the Martian scanned the contents as he 
passed. There appeared to be no hiding places, except for the 
wardrobe against the far wall. He reached for the door.  

Xzalnyr waited impatiently as his men carried out the search. It 
appeared that the human who had visited them earlier was not 
present in the dwelling tonight. In many respects, that was a good 
thing. Unwittingly, the one called Nick had provided the information 
that necessitated this nocturnal raid. He did not deserve to be 
punished for it, and his absence ensured this would not occur.  

‘Commander!’ Vlaash pushed into the room excitedly, carrying the 
broken Sword of Tuburr. ‘It was in some kind of workshop out the 
back.’  

‘The fools have hot harmed it, have they?’  
‘No, Commander. It appears that the sacred sword was being 

stored there for reasons I cannot readily ascertain.’  
‘Then all is well, Vlaash. Or will be when the sword must be 

removed from this planet and returned to New Mars. Whatever our 
brethren there have done in turning against the Federation, it is still 
the place where the sword most belongs.’  

‘You forget, Commander Xzalnyr, that the place the Sword of 
Tuburr most belongs is our original home planet, great Mars herself.’  

‘Until we have a weapon of great power, we cannot wipe the 
vermin from our true home. To try to do so would mean that we 
become extinct and we would never reclaim Mars. But with the 
Sword of Tuburr in our possession…’  

Vlaash bowed to his leader. ‘Undoubtedly your knowledge of 
matters martial far exceeds my own.’  

‘I will take three of our troop and head for the spaceport. You and 
the others must ensure that whoever is in this place cannot raise the 
alarm.’  
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In the Doctor’s bedroom, the Warrior concluded his brief but 
pointless search of the wardrobe. Aside from a number of garments, 
it was empty. As the Martian lumbered out of the room, the 
wardrobe door closed by itself.  

After a brief period, it opened again and the Doctor emerged. He 
imagined the sequence of events would have looked like something 
from an old movie. But, more importantly, he’d been right. He’d 
imagined the way it had felt before - the feeling of falling and of 
nausea - and had managed to project himself a brief period of time 
into the future, long enough to avoid the searching Ice Warrior. It 
hadn’t felt so awful this time.  

And that gave him an idea.  

The Doctor stared into the air before him, concentrating on the 
feeling that had saved him earlier, and on Falex. And there he was, 
asleep on the couch in the kitchen. The obvious thing to do was to 
reach out and pick him up.  

But that raised the question - how had Falex vanished in the first 
place? If someone else had grabbed him, to do so now would change 
history. But if he didn’t pick up Falex, he might also change history. 
What to do to preserve the web of time? A paradox of any size could 
attract the unwelcome attention of the Dommervoy.  

Although, the Doctor considered, that might not be a bad thing. 
There was a certain Dommervoy he wanted to have words with. 

No. The Doctor shook his head. His confrontation with the Static 
could wait. Falex’s safety was far more important. And so, back to 
how to perverse the web of time… 

A hard question with an easy answer. He reached forward and 
drew Falex to him. At least he would be safe, and any consequences 
could be dealt with later.  

‘Doctor?’ The boy awoke suddenly, obviously unsure of his 
whereabouts. ‘I don’t feel so good.’  

‘Shh, lad.’ The Doctor pressed his finger to Falex’s lips. ‘I need you 
to keep quiet. We have intruders and you need to stay here and attract 
no attention.’ Even in the blue half-light, Falex’s eyes were attentively 
wide-open. ‘Here, behind the bed. Don’t move and don’t make a 
sound until I come back for you.’  

Creeping down the corridor, the Doctor could hear the heavy tread 
of one of the Martians before him. Given enough time, he could try 
to create some kind of solar weapon, like the one that had been so 
successful when he’d encountered the Warriors on the moon. But 
time wasn’t available, so his best option would be to lure the 
intruders out and away from Falex.  
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Avoid the creaking fourth step and… The kitchen appeared to be 
empty. That’ll make things much easier - unless the Warrior upstairs 
suddenly decided to come back down.  

Crouch down by the door and… Why were the Warriors in the 
shop area sitting together? Almost like they were waiting for 
something.  

Now, what can we see? They didn’t appear to have their wrist-
mounted sonic disruptors, although it looked as though their 
armoured wrists were designed to hold them. Nick had said the Ice 
Warriors in the internment camp were disarmed, and it was too much 
of a coincidence for another squad of Martians to be here so soon 
after Nick’s visit.  

Damn. It was a big risk, but it would clarify matters quickly…  
The Doctor rose to his full height and stepped into the shop area. 

‘Are you gentlemen here on business, or just browsing?’  
Somewhat alarmingly, the five scaled creatures immediately 

approached him. Stepping back, the Doctor prepared to turn to the 
back door… and found himself held fast by the sixth Warrior, who 
had crept downstairs with surprising quietness.  

Arse!  
Having been underwater for some time, Nick surfaced for a drink - 

he’d heard that Ossoban Soul Killer was an experience not to be 
missed. But in his holdall, Nick found a text message on his datacom 
that the Doctor had tried to call, but no voice message. The datacom 
was something that he carried more because it might one day be 
useful than because he had a use for it. And the first time someone 
had called him, he didn’t even hear it.  

Okay, just call him straight back. It may have been important. 
Come on, answer, answer…  

‘Hello?’ Falex’s voice unexpectedly burst into his ear.  
‘Falex mate? It’s Nick. Is the Doctor there?’  
‘He’s gone downstairs. He told me to stay still and quiet, that there 

were intruders, but I answered your call because I thought it was too 
noisy.’  

‘Okay, look, Falex, I want you to do what the Doctor said - stay 
quiet and don’t go anywhere else. I'll be back as soon as I can.’  

Still dripping, Nick hailed a gyrocab.  
As the cab began to climb, Nick continued to talk to Falex. ‘What 

happened after the Doctor went downstairs?’  
‘It was quiet for a while, but now there’s noise coming from 

downstairs. It sounds like things crashing together.’  
‘What? Can you see anything… No, cut that! Don’t go looking, 

stay in the room. I’m on my way now.’  
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Bollocks. Bollocksbollocksbollocks. Why was the nightclub so far 
from home?  

The gyrocab landed a few doors down from Honest Doc’s 2nd Hand 
Curio Shop. Surprise might be of the essence against whatever had 
ripped the door off its hinges.  

Scanning the street ahead for anything able to be used as a weapon, 
Nick cautiously approached his home. A piece of pipe, a stone, a 
bottle, anything. One bad thing about living in the political capital of 
the Federation - the streets were kept really clean! No weapons to be 
had.  

For whatever reason, the shop was lit at this time of the night - his 
experience at creeping across it in the dark (that is, when the shop 
decided to keep the same layout for more than two days) wouldn’t be 
much use tonight.  

Moving in low to minimise the chance of being seen in the 
doorway, Nick was prepared for anything. Anything, that is, but the 
sight of the Doctor and Vlaash engaged in polite conversation while 
another five Ice Warriors were eating salad from the Doctor’s best 
bowls.  

‘And this is an automatic pineapple, which is useful for… What are 
you doing down there, Nick?’  

Typical! Trust the Doctor to be the first to notice. Nick climbed to 
his feet, brushing some muddy dust from his knees. ‘Um, hi, Doctor, 
what is going on here?’  

‘You appear to have missed a night of misunderstanding, my boy. 
It appears that the sword that was in that box… But I should let 
good Vlaash here explain things.’ The Doctor held a hand out 
towards the Martian, nodding genially.  

‘Greetings again, Nick. It is my sad duty to advise you that, earlier 
today, Commander Xzalnyr instructed me to keep some information 
from you. I advised you that the sword was an heirloom blade of one 
of the great houses. It was, in fact, the battle blade of Tuburr, the first 
great warrior king of Mars. It holds a unique place in our history, and 
it needed to be recovered immediately. Due to our being imprisoned, 
Xzalnyr felt that stealth and guile were required.’  

‘Although, of course, I’d gladly have handed back such an 
important artefact,’ interrupted the Doctor.  

‘But we were not to know that,’ continued the Priest of Oras. 
‘Xzalnyr’s plan was simplicity itself. Using the holoprojector you left 
with us, we recorded an image of our troop at worship…’  

This time Nick interrupted. ‘And tricked your guard into the 
chamber and overpowered them. I hope you didn’t harm Alf!’  
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‘Shsurr Alf was not present at the time. However, you are incorrect 
about the plan. What the Federation does not understand is that our 
role was largely ceremonial. As such, the enhancements to the bodies 
of our warriors were running on the lowest power. By increasing the 
power levels, the armoured barriers proved to be ineffective against 
us. The hologram simply concealed our departure, and allowed us to 
get close enough to render our guards unconscious.’  

‘You’re telling us you could have escaped at any time?’ Nick’s head 
tilted to the side with puzzlement. ‘If that’s the case, why haven’t you 
escaped before now? Why wait fifty years?’  

‘Our troop swore an oath to protect the Federation headquarters. 
When New Mars broke away from the Federation fifty years ago, our 
overriding duty was to that oath. We had hoped that the Federation 
and New Mars would heal the rift between themselves, but this has 
not yet happened. In the meantime, we wait. It was not until the 
Sword of Tuburr that we had a reason to do otherwise. Information 
the Doctor has obtained shows that a small space ship was stolen, 
presumably by Xzalnyr. The sword is safely journeying to New Mars.’  

Nick shook his head in disbelief. ‘Now that you are free, what will 
you do?’  

‘We are not free, Nick. We are still bound by our oath. We will be 
returning to the internment camp. In the morning, which the Doctor 
has suggested is best.’  

‘Less opportunity for misunderstanding your return as escaped 
prisoners sneaking around in the dark,’ confirmed the Doctor.  

Nick looked from the Martian to the Doctor and back again, 
shaking his head in confusion.  

‘It’s their way, Nick. We have to accept it.’  
‘Okay, whatever.’ A beat. ‘Where’s Falex?’ Nick ran across the 

shop to the kitchen, and found the young Taurean seated at the table, 
a bowl of ice cream and the accounting text in front of him. The 
pattern on his face flared a particularly excited shade of red. The boy 
jumped up, wrapped his arms around Nick and held on tight. ‘Come 
on, mate. Come outside with me. These guys won’t hurt you.’  

The night passed.  
The Doctor had taken Falex upstairs and put him to bed.  
By the agreement between the Doctor and the Martians, no word 

was passed on to the authorities. Xzalnyr must have his opportunity 
to get the sword away.  

Nick found himself in conversation with Vlaash, trying to 
understand what could possibly motivate the Martians. They seemed 
so alien, and yet their approach to life was commendable. It would 
bear further examination. When things settled down a bit, he could 
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visit Vlaash and try to suss it out. And maybe he’d see Alf some 
more, too.  

The sun crept slowly over the horizon, painting the sky through 
shades of indigo, blue and azure. A new day was dawning over Senate 
Square.  

At Federation Interment Centre 5486, the Doctor and Nick were 
untying Vishkalaar and Blooradab. Vlaash and the remaining five 
Martians stood quietly to one side, awaiting their return to custody.  

There would be many explanations to be made, and bridges to be 
rebuilt. But in the area of Senate Square, and over Alpha Centauri 
generally, a good day was dawning.  

It wasn’t the last good day that the planet would see, but the bad 
days were coming.  

Coming soon.  

Ishkavaarr watched the Doctor as he worked the hyper-relay device.  
‘Hello? This is a call from Ambassador Ishkavaarr of the Galactic 

Federation to New Mars, are you receiving me? New Mars - this is a 
call from Ambassador Ishkavaarr, please respond.’  

The bearded man scrutinised the equipment, nodded to himself, 
and turned to the Draconian. ‘It appears that the hyper-relay is 
working, and the signal is reaching New Mars, but no-one at that end 
is replying.’  

‘Ignoring us? It has been two days, Doctor, surely long enough for 
Commander Xzalnyr to return. This is grave news indeed.’  

‘Well, exactly why they don’t respond I can’t say. It may be that 
something has happened to prevent a reply. It may be that something 
in the close proximity of New Mars is intercepting or blocking the 
signal. It may be any number of things but, I must say, that your 
suggestion is probably the most likely.’  

The ambassador stroked his beard, staring off into the middle 
distance. ‘What are they doing? And what is that sword?’  

In the Imperial Palace of New Mars, a ceremony was underway.  
Rank upon rank of Martian warriors stood in formation, facing 

towards a wide walkway that led to the raised dais of the Emperor 
himself, who sat patiently on his throne.  

A series of harsh notes sounded, and the massed warriors turned 
as one to the entry, and watched with deceptive impassivity as the 
immense stone doors opened. Flanked by an honour guard of 
ranking lords, Xzalnyr proudly strode down the processional carrying 
the broken Sword of Tuburr with the reverence it was due. As he 
approached the dais, the Martian horde turned to keep the sword 
always in their sight.  
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Trailing a short way behind Xzalnyr and his honour guard were the 
three warriors who had accompanied him from Alpha Centauri.  

As the group approached the dais, the old Emperor rose to his 
feet. ‘We welcome the return of the Sword of Tuburr and also of 
Commander Xzalnyr, to whom fell the honour of bearing the sword 
on the last leg of its journey.’  

Xzalnyr assumed a position of obeisance, dropping to one knee 
and raising the sword over his head, its hilt facing the Emperor. ‘I 
pass the stewardship of the Tuburr’s Sword to his heir, our puissant 
Emperor, Izlyr the First.’  

Izlyr reached forward, grasping the hilt of the sword. The sword 
inscribed a dazzling arc in the air as the ruler of the Martian Empire 
swept it above his head. Turning his back on the might of New Mars, 
he placed the sword on the Martian throne.  

Izlyr stepped back onto the ground before the dais, and dropped 
to the same posture as Xzalnyr. Behind them, the Martian legions 
followed suit.  

For several minutes, silence held sway over the court of New Mars.  
Izlyr rose and, turning to face his people once more, felt the 

profoundest satisfaction. ‘Let the stars tremble in the firmament, for 
the return of the Sword of Tuburr means that we can reclaim our 
homeworld, and lay waste to any who stand in our way!’ 
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Part One 

At times Emperor Karhaazaar felt as old as the palace itself. Far 
above him, on a thin balcony, the sightless eyes of the Fourteenth 
Emperor stared stonily into eternity. It was a striking image; the 
Emperor poised to deliver death to his enemies with the twin blades 
of retribution. The Emperor allowed himself a wry smile. Swords. 
Little good they would do anyone today; although some of the 
Imperial Court still favoured their usage above energy weapons.  

He sighed. Soon it would be time.  
Distantly a horn sounded from the palace grounds. It would be 

time and he was too old and he was too tired. Yet he knew he had to 
do this. Oh, he had set tongues wagging with his choice, quite turned 
the court on its head. But his will remained as determined as his body 
was tired. Karnalis would not be Emperor.  

Completing another circuit of the audience chamber he leant 
against the cooling stone of a buttressed window. Figures moved far 
below in the palace grounds. The suns were heavy in the early 
morning sky. It was going to be a fine day. The Emperor laughed, the 
sight of the morning restoring his humour. There was a tiny sting at 
his neck, a fly tickling. He swatted distractedly with one hand, leaning 
further into the morning air. All about the grounds and gardens 
below him the Imperial Guard were strategically positioned. Supreme 
Admiral Vorkuuthh had supervised security himself. It was good of 
him but somehow the Emperor didn’t share the Supreme Admiral’s 
concern with possible assassination attempts. Assassinated? In his 
own palace? The very thought amused him further and he laughed 
again. Karnalis would throw an almighty sulk for some considerable 
time but that would be the sum of it. Young upstart had never been 
good enough for Jaahkathna anyway. What the girl saw in him he 
didn’t know but at least she had the sense to see her father was doing 
her a favour now. Being God Empress of all Draconia would help 
her keep him in line. Unprecedented it might be but by all his 
ancestors it was going to happen!  

He rubbed his neck. The scales felt irritated. Damn flies! Doors 
opened softly behind him.  

‘Father?’  
It was Jaahkathna. She was dressed in the official robes of 

coronation. Karhaazaar felt a surge of pride. She was very beautiful. 
And strong too. He knew again that he was doing the right thing.  

‘What are you thinking, father?’ She stepped forward, always 
careful in his presence.  
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The Emperor smiled. ‘Of you and our Empire’s future, my 
daughter. And how long your wretched husband will sulk over the 
events of today.’  

Jaahkathna hissed laughter. ‘You are hard on him, father. He will 
serve us well.’  

‘As long as he serves, that is well. Never give the fool any notion 
of power, daughter.’  

‘Yes, father.’  
They regarded one another. Jaahkathna stepped forward again, 

tentative. Without knowing why, the Emperor found himself 
embracing his daughter. Such a gesture would never be countenanced 
in public view but the Emperor was no traditionalist and a 
sentimentalist to boot. Stepping back he held his daughter by the 
hands, scrutinising her serious eyed expression.  

‘A fear, daughter?’  
‘No fear, father. I am your daughter after all.’  
It was the Emperor’s turn to laugh. They stepped apart.  
‘Such you are, daughter, such you are!’ Karhaazaar turned, 

regarding the statues that stood around the sides of the audience 
chamber. He gestured to the pair either side of the double doors, the 
mantis god Horvorus, and the scorpion god, Ilith. ‘Why does your 
fool of a husband think he can buy my favour with such ugly 
trophies?’  

Jaahkathna smiled. ‘A memento of his time in the east.’ She 
grinned a wicked grin. ‘You should find him another consulate; it will 
probably help with the sulking.’  

The Emperor laughed long and loud. ‘Come, daughter, it is time as 
you say. Let us not be late!’  

And now they were all here. Row upon row of seated nobles and 
dignitaries, Draconians and off-worlders alike. Staring. The Emperor 
relished the moment. Admiral Vorkuuthh and High Priest Abraxaarr, 
in the front row, were inscrutable as ever. Karnalis, seated beside his 
daughter, looked fit to explode. Senator Akrulan looked black of 
mood also, his brother, Ambassador Ishkavaarr, beside him, recently 
returned from Alpha Centauri. The Emperor rested his bejewelled 
hands on the podium in front of him, holding the collective gaze of 
the Imperial Court. Daring them to challenge his decision. Not 
surprisingly, no one did. From outside there was the faint sound of a 
hover-skimmer rising from the palace roof. Slowly, the Emperor 
turned and extended a hand to his daughter, while meeting the gaze 
of his wife, Arkethniiss, in the front row. She was smiling. With 
renewed purpose the Emperor continued.  
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‘And so I say again, I pass all my powers and the body politic to 
my daughter, Jaahkathna, who shall reign alongside me as First God 
Empress of all Draconia.’  

Sweet heresy! The collective silence of the court was razor sharp 
now. Well let them cut themselves. Fools didn’t know what was good 
for them. The Emperor saw the off-worlder, the Doctor, smiling at 
him from several rows back. A wise man, this Doctor, he was sure. It 
would be good to talk further once the ceremony was over.  

The Emperor opened his mouth to speak again and abruptly 
closed it. His mouth and throat were painfully dry. He thought he 
heard a murmur run through the court. Reaching for the pitcher of 
water on the podium he knocked it to the floor where it broke 
asunder. The sound seemed muffled. Someone was shouting 
something.  

‘Somebody help him!’ The off-worlder, the Doctor, was 
approaching in the central aisle. The Imperial Guard moved to hold 
him back.  

‘Father!’  
Someone screamed.  
What was happening? His head and neck were scalding, his vision 

blurring.  
Staggering, the Emperor grasped for the edge of the podium and 

dragged it to the floor. His hands were on fire. Black flame raced up 
his arm, greedily consuming his robes and devouring his skin and 
bone with horrific speed.  

Other sounds and voices but the Emperor could distinguish them 
no more. Pain, terrifying, all consuming pain obliterated his 
consciousness… This was not how it should be… Then nothing. 
Nothing at all…  

The Doctor studied his face in the water. It was a lived in face, no 
doubt about that. He smiled then grinned ferociously at himself.  

A sapphire dragon hovered minutely below him, a facet of 
iridescent crystal against the glass of the water. A squatting sap 
tongue flicked it lazily out of existence with a noisy burp. It blinked 
up at the Doctor, moon eyed.  

‘Well really,’ he murmured. ‘That’s quite spoilt my morning.’  
‘The beauty of nature, eh?’ Abraxaarr, High Priest of the Temple 

of Jade and Onyx, was by his side. All about them stretched the 
expanse of the sacred lake, ornamental gardens rolling into the 
distance at its edges.  

‘All things must pass,’ agreed the Doctor. He shivered in the early 
morning mist, pulling his scarlet and saffron robes closer about 
himself.  
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‘I must inspect the kitchens,’ said Abraxaarr. A frown crossed the 
Draconian’s brow. ‘Is there anything I can do for you, Doctor?’  

‘Oh, no, no,’ the Doctor waved the offer away. ‘No special 
treatment for me.’  

Abraxaarr bowed. ‘May the new day's glory be yours.’  
The Doctor returned the bow. ‘Yours too, my friend.’ He watched 

the Draconian walk slowly away towards the servants quarters, quietly 
humming a mantra to himself. ‘Capital fellow.’ The Doctor stroked a 
greying whisker as he leant back against the stone side of the 
bridge…  

…the Doctor noted another figure approaching from the tree lined avenue of the 
west gardens. A jet-black robe and silver braid of office marked this Draconian 
out as someone important, above your common courtier or high priest.  

‘Senator Akrulan!’ The Doctor blasted a greeting.  
The senator looked towards him. ‘Ah, Doctor! The glory of the morning to 

you!’ He smiled, hawk like. ‘May it be a bloody one!’  
The Doctor studied his sandals. ‘Yes, well…’  
The senator roared laughter. ‘I jest with you, my peaceable friend!’  
‘Ah, I see!’ The Doctor nodded and returned the laughter. Interesting sense of 

humour Senator Akrulan had.  
‘I cannot understand why you waste your time in this prayer den!’ grinned 

Akrulan. He plucked an emerald dragon from the air, rolling it in his carefully 
manicured fingers. It squealed pitifully and vanished into the senator’s mouth. A 
tiny bead of black blood ran down his chin.  

Bad morning for the dragon, thought the Doctor. ‘Oh, cleanses the mind, 
refreshes one’s mental palate,’ he said out loud. ‘You know the sort of thing.’  

Akrulan was looking at him with some suspicion. ‘Refreshes one’s mental 
palette?’ He chuckled softly. ‘You sound like a Peace Timer, Doctor!’  

‘May my beard be garlanded with stars,’ agreed the Doctor.  
Akrulan wasn’t listening. Instead he was looking to the east garden. ‘What is 

that?’  
‘Where? I don’t. Oh…’ The Doctor had a familiar, sinking feeling.  
Darting between the trees and shrubbery of the east garden was a small, air 

borne vehicle.  
‘Is that a hover-pod?’ asked Akrulan with some distaste.  
‘Er, yes, I believe it is,’ said the Doctor disingenuously.  
The hover-pod zipped closer, its crew of two now just discernable as Nick and 

Falex. At the lake’s edges it seemed to dip abruptly, Falex laughing out loud. 
Nick was at the controls, frowning in concentration.  

‘No,’ said the Doctor through gritted teeth, ‘don’t do it.’  
Nick did it.  
The hover-pod dropped, hit the lake’s surface with a splash and proceeded to 

skim like a bounced pebble. As Nick and Falex high-fived one another, the pod 
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dipped sideways. Nick and Falex were upended into the water. The pod tipped 
over, covering the surface where they had vanished.  

The Doctor stretched forward in alarm.  
‘They will not be harmed,’ sighed Senator Akrulan.  
‘What?’ The Doctor gave him a questioning look. The senator pointed.  
Out on the lake the pod had flipped back over, Nick and Falex clearly back 

on board. A shimmering globe of turquoise light surrounded them, accompanied by 
the automated tones of a comp pilot. ‘This device has switched to automatic.’ It 
continued to repeat the statement in a monotone as the pod surged towards the 
lake bank, coming to rest just below the bridge. The light field vanished.  

‘Yes!’ Nick looked ecstatic. Falex scrambled out of the pod behind him and 
Nick led him by the hand up the bank. By the time they reached the Doctor and 
Senator Akrulan, Nick was chewing thoughtfully on a Garrah reed stem and 
Falex was blowing emphatically on a duck whistle. A group of Oolah birds rose 
in fright from the lake surface in distant alarm.  

‘That was the business!’ Nick grinned broadly at the Doctor. ‘Look!’ He 
patted himself and Falex. ‘Bone dry, man! Bone dry!’  

‘Yes, yes, very impressive,’ said the Doctor.  
‘Oh come on,’ said Nick, still grinning. ‘Besides, if you’re going to go all noncy 

on us and agree with this barring us from the Imperial Court…’  

‘…Doctor?’  
The Doctor blinked. Nick and Falex weren’t there. There was no 

hover-pod below the bridge. Palace security had removed it the 
previous morning. That was when he had last seen Nick and Falex. 
Two days since the Emperor… The Doctor sighed heavily.  

Abraxaarr was back at his side, a concerned look on his face. ‘Have 
you been here all through my tour of the kitchens?’ He looked 
embarrassed. ‘Were you talking with yourself, Doctor?’  

‘I rather think I must have been,’ said the Doctor. He stretched 
and rolled his neck.  

Abraxaarr watched him curiously.  
‘I wonder,’ said the Doctor at length, ‘if you could help me with 

something, High Priest Abraxaarr?’  

Pain. New sensations and sounds. Lots of pain. His head felt heavy. 
Hang on, he was upside down. An acrid smell of smoke and 

something else in his nostrils. Still alive then. Great. He shuddered, a 
cough racking his chest.  

‘Nick?’ The voice was uncertain, frightened.  
For a moment he genuinely didn’t remember.  
‘Falex! Shite, mate!’ Damn, he sounded hoarse. ‘Where are you?’  
‘I can’t see anything! It’s black! All black!’ The kid sounded close to 

panic.  
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‘Yeah, I know, I know…’ He could feel it too now, some kind of 
metal clamping, painful around his temples, wrists and ankles.  

‘We’re going to die! I don’t want to die!’  
Damn. Empathy. Forgot that.  
‘Hey! Falex! Stay calm…’ He broke off, coughing harshly. ‘We’ll 

find a way out of this.’ The restraints were frighteningly strong.  
‘You can’t fool me!’ Falex sounded like he was crying.  
‘Course I can,’ muttered Nick. ‘I can fool the whole of the world 

the whole of the time if I want to.’  
‘You’re just trying to make me feel better!’ Now there was an 

undercurrent of amusement.  
‘Well don’t knock it if it’s working!’ returned Nick. ‘Wouldn’t like 

to think I’m being completely useless.’ Pain shot across his shoulder 
and down his back. Definitely put something out of alignment there. 
He ceased to struggle, listening for background noise. Nothing. Just 
the sound of his and Falex’s breathing, rapid and shallow.  

‘We didn’t even find anything out,’ said Falex, sounding peeved.  
‘Hey, hang on a minute!’ Nick found himself feeling aggrieved, 

which was absurd considering the seriousness of their situation but 
there it was. ‘We, my son…’  

‘I’m not your son!’  
Nick sighed. ‘Never mind.’ He paused. ‘Listen, Falex, we might 

have ballsed up big time so far but,’ and here he attempted to strain 
against his bonds again, ‘this might just be the chance we’re looking 
for.’  

‘What might? Getting knocked unconscious and captured?’  
‘Exactly!’ Nick did his best to sound conspiratorial, all too aware of 

his own anxiety and how it might transfer to Falex. ‘We have got to 
be right in the thick of it. All we need to do…’  

‘Who was my father?’  
‘What?’  
‘You’re not my father. I know you and the Doctor look after me 

but who was my father? I can remember my mother, just…’  
Silence.  
‘She was a good woman,’ said Nick eventually.  
‘What happened to them?’  
Nick attempted to shrug and hurt his shoulder again. ‘Shit! Sorry.’ 

He gathered his thoughts. ‘Your dad…’  
‘What’s a dad?’  
‘Dad! Father! Oh, it doesn’t matter.’  
‘It does matter. You feel upset.’  
Further silence.  
‘Yeah, well, whatever. Your d- father, I don’t know. Your mother, 

well…’ How best to put it? ‘She died.’  
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A long silence.  
‘People don’t just die,’ said Falex in a tiny voice.  
Nick sighed. ‘Falex, they do mate. It’s… Oh, I dunno what it is but 

they do. All the time. For no reason.’  
‘Maybe. But not my mother. You feel wrong inside.’  
‘I feel wrong inside? What the hell does that mean?’  
‘You… You’re hiding something. You can’t say it.’  
There was a sudden rush of antiseptic air as an unseen door slid 

open. Someone was with them.  
‘I trust you are suitably… uncomfortable?’ The voice was cultured.  
‘Great!’ Nick felt the situation slipping away from him. ‘It’s Fanny 

bleedin’ Craddock and the torture trolley!’  
‘What’s a torture trolley?’  
‘Falex mate, not now!’  
Nick felt a hand, artificially cold, possibly gloved, take hold of his 

face, squeezing jaw and cheekbone with gentle but firm pressure.  
A soft laugh.  
‘Yemf… very fummf… Ow!’  
‘You will tell me everything I require to know.’ The pressure 

increased.  
‘I will tell you precisely bugger all, mate!’ Yes!  
‘He is afraid of dying. He fears pain!’ Falex was high pitched and 

hysterical.  
Nick sighed. ‘Falex mate, backs against the wall and all that…’  
‘We aren’t against a wall! We’re upside down! My head hurts!’  
‘You forgot that we can’t see anything,’ said Nick.  
‘Sorry.’  
‘No problem.’  
‘Taureans…’ Their captor’s voice was mocking. Also oddly 

distorted, thought Nick suddenly. ‘An amusing, if inferior species,’ 
continued the voice.  

‘Oh really?’ Nick sensed the opportunity for an offensive. ‘This 
some racial supremacy gig is it?’  

The hand held his face again. A pinprick of pain from a razor tip 
and he felt the skin break. Warmth trickled slowly down his cheek.  

‘This is your only warning. I ask - you answer. Understand?’  
‘In the interests of continued breathing I am completely savvy with 

that. You psychotic… Ow!’  

With High Priest Abraxaarr’s influence it hadn’t taken the Doctor 
long to gain access to Ambassador Ishkavaarr.  

‘Oh yes, that’s very good.’ The Doctor replaced the jade figurine 
on the ambassador’s desk top with a smile. ‘Fifth dynasty, isn’t it?’  



 

 73 

‘You are correct, Doctor. Your historical knowledge is very good.’ 
Ishkavaarr narrowed his gaze. He had been very wrong about the 
Doctor when they had first met in the bar on Alpha Centauri. The 
Doctor was certainly no fool; he had learned that lesson many times 
since then.  

The Doctor leant back in his chair. ‘I sometimes wonder where I 
get it from. Almost as though I’ve been here before…’ He broke off. 
‘No, that can’t be right…’ He shook his head, watching as the 
ambassador stood up crossing to a jewel studied cabinet.  

‘Wine, Doctor?’  
The Doctor squinted. ‘Alpha Centaurian triple rosé? Oh yes 

indeed! Wine not?’ He bellowed laughter. ‘Wine not. Very good, eh?’ 
Ishkavaarr poured with an indulgent smile.  
The Doctor harrumphed.  
‘Abraxaarr is keen you continue your investigations, Doctor.’  
‘Yes… Oh, thank you.’  
They clinked glasses.  
‘I cannot grant you access to the inner palace alone,’ said 

Ishkavaarr.  
‘But?’ said the Doctor, anticipating one.  
Ishkavaarr gave a knowing smile. ‘Supreme Admiral Vorkuuthh 

has countersigned the order.’  
‘Really?’ This seemed to throw the Doctor. ‘Interesting. I wouldn’t 

have thought he’d have wanted to help.’  
‘I wouldn’t assume that he is, Doctor,’ said Ishkavaarr. ‘Granted, 

you may be able to help us. Even before these unfortunate events you 
had attracted the Emperor’s patronage with your technological 
knowledge.’ He paused, smiling the smile of a born politician, snake 
fast. ‘However, if it should prove you were in any way involved with 
the Emperor’s death, your limbs will be paraded through the Avenue 
of Triumphs!’  

There was an awkward silence.  
‘And my head?’ wondered the Doctor eventually.  
Ishkavaarr laughed harshly. ‘Just a friendly warning. We like to 

keep our friends and enemies close.’ He drained his glass with a hiss 
of satisfaction. In truth Ishkavaarr did not believe the Doctor to be 
involved, but it was always good to keep non-Draconians informed 
of the possibilities that Draconia offered them. ‘Another?’  

The Doctor belched. ‘I do beg your pardon. Yes, please.’  
‘There is no shame in showing your appreciation.’ Ishkavaarr 

poured again. ‘In ancient times our soldiers would eat their 
vanquished enemies and regurgitate their entrails in recognition of 
their glory in battle.’  
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‘Is that so? What a charming custom.’ The Doctor contemplated 
the end of his nose.  

Ishkavaarr laughed, a soft, sly sound, enjoying the Doctor’s 
discomfort.  

‘Well,’ said the Doctor, ‘so much for civilised values. Why not 
Cybernise the lot of us and have done with it!’  

Ishkavaarr gave him a dangerous look. ‘Oh no, my friend, there we 
are in complete accord I can assure you. Draconia will fight to the 
last; capitulation is not an option.’  

‘Ah,’ the Doctor ruminated for a minute then stood up. ‘I thank 
you for your support, Ambassador. I’d best be getting on, no telling 
what trouble my companions have got themselves into.’  

Ishkavaarr nodded. ‘I shall accompany you, Doctor.’  
‘Yes,’ said the Doctor, ‘I thought you might.’  

‘He is very thorough,’ said Abraxaarr.  
‘He was very thorough on his visit to the Imperial Artificer,’ 

muttered Karnalis.  
Four figures stood watching the Doctor as he made his 

examination of the royal audience chamber below them. He moved 
swiftly from statue to pillar, casting his tracking device between floor 
and cloistered ceiling high above.  

‘Impressively thorough,’ came the rumbling tones of Supreme 
Admiral Vorkuuthh, fingering his beard. ‘He appears to have an 
interest in and extensive knowledge of the theories of time travel.’  

‘Alien poison!’ spat Karnalis.  
The admiral ignored Karnalis. ‘The artificer has considered the ion 

drive a worthy bargain, especially considering the gathering of 
Mondasian strength within the system. The Doctor’s input on new 
propulsion systems and shield resistance factors has apparently been 
invaluable.’  

‘More scientific miracles,’ observed Abraxaarr with a wry smile.  
‘I do not trust him.’ Karnalis was blunt.  
‘Seconded, I expect, by my brother,’ observed Ambassador 

Ishkavaarr.  
Senator Akrulan was ascending the broad sweep of the stairs to the 

balcony level from the audience chamber below.  
‘Ambassador!’ His tone was shrill, not the greeting of a sibling. ‘We 

have found the alien’s companions on the palace security screening 
but the recording has been tampered with!’ He paused significantly. 
‘They must have had assistance. Off world assistance!’  

‘Oh really?’ The Doctor’s voice boomed up at them from the floor 
some fifty feet below. ‘How exceedingly interesting. I’d have said 
exactly the opposite myself but there you go.’  
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The Draconians stared in astonishment. Only Vorkuuthh appeared 
unsurprised.  

Nick was thinking. Thinking fast. Their unseen captor had departed. 
Nick couldn’t put his finger on it but there was something odd about 
the voice. Something almost… machine like? Nah, surely not. He 
shivered.  

Falex was sobbing quietly to himself.  
Nick didn’t think the creep had touched the boy but there had 

been a nice line in verbal put-downs. Definitely on some kind of 
racial supremacy trip, whatever he said. What was it with people and 
Taurean children in the twenty-sixth century?  

Nick strained again, testing his bonds. Brute strength was the only 
option left it seemed. The clamps were more malleable than he’d at 
first realised. Again he leant as far as he could to one side, tugging 
hard at the clamp on his right wrist. He’d already cut himself and had 
to bite his lip trying to hide the fact from Falex. The skin chaffed 
again, tearing. His heart beat harder.  

‘Empire.’  
The single word from Falex was unexpected, echoing sharply in 

Nick’s head. In the same instant, the clamps retracted. White light 
flooded Nick’s vision as he fell to an unfamiliar floor.  

There was a cry of pain from Falex.  
‘Arse!’ Nick scrambled round in a semi circle, clutching at the hand 

he’d been trying to free. Temporarily blinded and eyes watering he 
squinted towards the shape of Falex.  

‘Falex, mate! What the bleedin’ hell did you do?’  
The shape moved closer, resolved itself into Falex’s familiar 

features. The kid was blinking, his pupils enormous pools of amber in 
the new light.  

‘The bad man. That’s the word he said. I was thinking about it. I 
heard him think it outside the door. What’s empire?’  

There was a dull thunk as a door slid closed behind them.  
Nick laughed hoarsely. ‘Empire! Empire! Empire! Empire!’  
The door opened, closed, opened and closed.  
‘Empire,’ said Nick one final time. The door slid open again. Apart 

from the restraining clamps set into the wall behind them the 
chamber was bare. He breathed heavily. ‘Voice or psi activated eh? 
Pretty low tech.’ He smiled, ruffled Falex’s hair. ‘Next time you have 
a bright idea like that, do share earlier. How the hell did you know?’  

‘I heard him think it,’ repeated Falex proudly.  
Nick nodded. ‘Bit careless of our host, you being Taurean and all 

that. Right then,’ he stepped outside, ‘come on.’  
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Outside was a dank stone tunnel, huge blocks of carved stone, 
centuries old guessed Nick. To their left a broad set of ancient stone 
steps led upwards. To the right the tunnel disappeared into the 
distance, torches on the walls.  

From somewhere above them to the left came the sound of 
movement and voices. They exchanged a look.  

‘Right it is then,’ said Nick. ‘On with the motley.’  

‘So you see,’ said the Doctor, once the Draconians had joined him on 
the floor of the audience chamber, ‘My friends were definitely here, 
as you have also now proved.’ He scratched an ear. ‘Silly of them, 
very silly. But remiss of myself. Two wrongs can make a muddle.’ He 
glanced up at Abraxaarr, who had remained alone on the balcony, 
watching.  

‘What is that device?’ Akrulan was staring at the cumbersome 
tracking device the Doctor held.  

‘Alien devilry!’ hissed Karnalis.  
Ishkavaarr coughed. ‘Prince Karnalis, please remember, the Doctor 

remains our guest, an honorary nobleman of Draconia.’  
The Doctor gave Karnalis a broad smile. ‘What this? It’s just the 

sonic hair dryer, with a few adaptations I grant you. Very useful for 
tracing sub spectrum DNA particles.’ A happy smile crossed his 
broad features. ‘Technology, eh?’  

‘This is irrelevant!’ interrupted Senator Akrulan. ‘We need to know 
who has perpetrated this criminal act.’  

‘This act of war,’ added Vorkuuthh ominously.  
‘My brothers,’ Ishkavaarr swatted irritatingly at his face. ‘Damn 

flies! The Doctor is here to help us.’  
‘Exactly!’ The Doctor indicated the statues about the edges of the 

chamber, attempting to change the subject. ‘These are very beautiful.’  
‘Some as early as the third dynasty,’ said Ishkavaarr.  
‘Really.’ The Doctor frowned. ‘I must say those are very ugly 

though.’ He moved to study the mantis and scorpion statues either 
side of the double doors leading into the chamber. Close up, the 
intertwined sculptures, humanoid limbs plus insect torso and 
appendages were compellingly grotesque.  

‘A gift,’ said Ishkavaarr quietly at his shoulder. ‘From the Lord 
Karnalis to his wife.’  

Commander Ultarch and the Imperial Retinue were staring 
doggedly ahead either side of the double doors.  

The Doctor sensed a seething presence behind him. ‘Yes, well, ugly 
is a very broad term. They have a beauty all their own.’  

Karnalis swept past him with a barked order to Ultarch and his 
men who trooped after him.  
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‘I have had enough of this!’ The prince’s voice carried back to 
them from the vaulted corridor outside. ‘You will pay for your trust 
in this alien charlatan!’  

There was a brief silence.  
‘Charlatan?’ wondered the Doctor out loud.  
‘You must forgive Karnalis,’ Abraxaarr had appeared in the 

entrance. ‘These are trying times for us all. External pressures and 
internal strife. Now the inexplicable.’  

‘Nothing is inexplicable!’ The Doctor’s tone was fierce.  
Abraxaarr turned his head. ‘May it prove so.’ He stepped inside the 

audience chamber. ‘I agree with you, Doctor. The statues are ugly. 
Representations of the gods Horvorus,’ he indicated the mantis, ‘and 
Ilith,’ he turned to the scorpion statue. ‘Revered by my order in 
somewhat darker times.’  

‘Dark times are with us always,’ observed Vorkuuthh. ‘And all this 
talk does nothing to further our investigation. Doctor?’  

The Doctor cleared his throat. ‘Well, as regards the Emperor, there 
was very little DNA evidence remaining to…’  

‘Ambassador Ishkavaarr?’ Vorkuuthh wasn’t listening, suddenly 
concerned.  

Turning, the Doctor saw Ishkavaarr leaning against the audience 
chamber wall. Smoke was pouring from the sleeves and collar of his 
robes of office. Acrid black smoke, all too familiar.  

Ishkavaarr stumbled, his face contorted in pain. ‘I… I… Doctor?’  
‘No!’ The Doctor’s voice was full of horror.  
In the same instant, Ambassador Ishkavaarr's torso erupted, a 

pluming spray of black fire. The heat and roar of the flame was 
intense.  

Akrulan and Abraxaarr were staring in disbelief, Vorkuuthh 
shouting an order into the corridor. But it was already far too late.  

‘Falex, mate! Oi! Falex! Wait up!’ Nick paused to get his breath, 
squinting down the dark tunnel ahead of him. Falex had nearly 
disappeared around a corner in the distance. Now he paused, 
skipping impatiently from foot to foot.  

‘Come on, Nick!’  
Kid seemed to have unlimited energy. Must be that accelerated 

metabolism. Nick sighed and broke into a jog.  
‘All these corridors look the bloody same,’ he muttered to himself.  
He paused. Shook his head. Weird. It felt as though he’d 

exchanged some bizarre high five with the rest of the cosmos.  
‘What?’ he said out loud. ‘They do look the bloody same!’ He 

poked at a wall. ‘Pretty solid, though.’ He guessed that they were 
pretty deep underground, possibly somewhere beneath the gardens 
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and between the palace and priest quarters. The stone was very old 
and very cold. He shivered.  

‘Nick!’ Falex had disappeared round the corner. ‘Oh!’  
‘Hang on!’ Heart beating faster, Nick hurried onwards.  
Around the corner he found a dead end. A bizarre bank of alien 

looking machinery dwarfed Falex.  
‘What is it?’  
‘Dunno’, mate,’ said Nick. ‘Looks a bit of a hotchpotch. Very high 

tech.’ Alien symbols played over an illuminated read out panel.  
‘You understand any of this?’ asked Nick, wondering if Falex’s 

empathic abilities might come in useful.  
‘Those are numbers! I can’t feel numbers, silly!’  
‘Beg your pardon,’ said Nick, stepping forward.  
Falex followed him.  
The floor became dull metallic grey here, as the tunnel ended.  
‘Well,’ said Nick, ‘we’ve come this far. In for a penny in for a…’  
‘Yes, but what is it?’ interrupted Falex.  
Nick, rather coolly he thought, reached out and pressed a button at 

random. Gotta show the kid who’s boss.  
‘I want to know what it is!’  
Reality shimmered.  
‘Transmat platform?’ wondered Nick’s disembodied voice. ‘Arse!’  
‘What’s arse?’  
The machinery continued to hum quietly to itself at the now empty 

dead end.  

* 

‘I don’t understand…’ The Doctor’s tone was shocked, hollow. He 
leant heavily against the statue of Horvorus, staring as Ishkavaarr’s 
remains were discretely suctioned away by Draconian med techs. As 
with the Emperor, there was very little left. 

‘I understand only too well!’ Senator Akrulan was trembling with 
rage. ‘You were alone with my brother, Doctor, when he misguidedly 
granted you audience!’ He stepped closer. ‘I don’t know how you 
have done it but this is your doing!’  

‘Yes!’ Karnalis was quick to voice his agreement. ‘Guards!’  
Draconian Elite guardsmen stepped towards the Doctor who 

sighed and raised his hands in a placatory gesture.  
‘I really don’t understand how the Doctor…’ began Abraxaarr.  
‘What is there to understand? He is an alien spy! Keep to your 

prayer book, priest!’ Karnalis snatched the Doctor’s tracking device 
away.  

‘Erm, you might be interested in some of what that has to tell us,’ 
suggested the Doctor.  
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‘Enough!’ Akrulan was incandescent with rage. ‘Take him away!’  
The Doctor was marched out.  
Abraxaarr turned helplessly to Vorkuuthh, who raised a laconic 

eyebrow by way of reply.  

‘Whoa!’ Nick steadied himself. Transmat was a damn uncanny way to 
travel.  

Falex was blinking rapidly beside him.  
‘That made my head buzz. My foot hurts.’  
‘That’s nice mate. Now then… Oh, arse.’  
‘There’s no door! It’s all metal! Nick!’  
‘I know, mate. Look I’m sorry, all right? Must be some kind of 

containment cell if you ain’t authorised to use this.’ Nick sat down 
heavily. The floor was dead grey metal like the walls and ceiling, the 
dim light source indiscernible.  

‘And we still haven’t found anything out!’  
Nick sighed. ‘Not strictly true, Falex mate. One, we know we’re 

even deeper in the shit and two…’  
‘What?’  
‘We are definitely crap at finding stuff out. Perhaps we’re more of 

an action hero combo.’  

The Doctor studied the bars of his cell.  
He was disturbed by the death of Ishkavaarr. Although, at the 

same time, oddly relieved. In a detached way. If nothing else, the 
death of Ishkavaarr altered that future he had found himself in a 
couple of months back.  

He closed his eyes, and forced the death of Ishkavaarr to the back 
of his mind, instead focusing on the now.  

The Doctor hoped Nick and Falex were faring better, wherever 
they were. Nick could look after himself but the boy was too young. 
He studied the bars in closer detail.  

‘Interesting, a composite of aluminium, tellurium and…’ He trailed 
off, fingering the bars gently. ‘Some other substance, unknown.’ He 
hummed quietly to himself. ‘Their artificers really are very talented.’  

Delving in one of his robe pockets he found his cards and flipped 
them idly from hand to hand, shuffling and reshuffling.  

He frowned to himself in the cell’s dull light.  
‘The question is, who,’ he flourished a card, ‘is the joker in the 

pack,’ a quick reshuffle, ‘and who holds the ace?’  
He flipped the card thoughtfully, dropping the rest of the pack 

back into his pocket.  
There was a soft hum from nearby.  
‘Doctor.’  
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‘Abraxaarr!’ The Doctor pocketed the ace and leant forward. He 
recoiled abruptly. ‘Ouch!’ He sucked his fingers. ‘Pressure triggered 
static charge in the bars! Very nice!’ He gave Abraxaarr a reproving 
look. ‘Well?’  

‘I am doing everything I can, Doctor. I have requested a private 
audience with the Empress.’ The high priest was looking 
uncomfortable.  

‘But?’ prompted the Doctor.  
‘Draconia is on a state of war alert, Doctor. All aliens have been 

requested to and are leaving, bar embassy staff and delegates. Even 
they are effectively under house arrest.’ He lowered his gaze. ‘Senator 
Akrulan and Prince Karnalis are demanding your public execution.’  

The Doctor shook his head. ‘The fools! I’m nothing more than the 
scapegoat! Someone on the inside is responsible for these deaths, 
whatever outside involvement there may or may not be.’  

‘But who?’  
Seconds passed.  
They stared at one another in the gathering gloom.  

‘My love?’  
The silence lengthened, becoming painful.  
Karnalis squinted at his wife’s back, silhouetted against the balcony 

windows of the imperial bedchamber. She appeared to be shaking.  
‘I am not your love, Karnalis! I am not yours or any other male's!’ 

Still she did not turn. ‘I am God Empress in Perpetuity, or had you 
forgot that?’  

Smarting at this double insult, Karnalis took a step forward, almost 
tripping on his robes.  

Incense of sandalwood and crushed topaz drifted from an 
ornamental holder. He sniffed and coughed.  

‘This is really not behaviour becoming of an empress my love-Ow!’  
Karnalis recoiled. She’d cut him! Those rings were sharp. The 

blood gems glowered in his vision, dark as her eyes.  
She had her father’s eyes.  
Karnalis shifted uncomfortably.  
‘Now I am going to tell you how it shall be, “my love”.’ 

Jaahkathna’s voice was ice and venom. ‘This Doctor was an 
honoured guest in my father’s court. So he shall remain in mine. Give 
the order for his release!’  

‘But Senator Akrulan-’  
‘I shall have Senator Akrulan’s eyes served to him for breakfast 

along with your idiot tongue! Get out!’  
Scowling but cowed, Karnalis retreated without a word.  
A smile played about the empress’ lips.  
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It was at least two Draconian hours since he had spoken with 
Abraxaarr, pondered the Doctor.  

He turned to make another circuit of his cell, restless.  
Abruptly, harsh white light flooded the corridor outside.  
The Doctor blinked.  
Flanked by Commander Ultarch of the Imperial Guard and 

Supreme Admiral Vorkuuthh, God Empress Jaahkathna was 
approaching him, a questioning look on her face.  

She stopped just the other side of the bars.  
‘My father trusted you, Doctor.’  
The Doctor took a step back and bowed. ‘My life at your 

command.’  
There was a hiss from Karnalis at the back of the group.  
‘So I, too, place my trust in you,’ continued Jaahkathna.  
‘This is not tolerable!’ Karnalis’ face was a mask of barely 

suppressed anger.  
The cell bars were already sliding back at the Empress’s 

instruction.  
Vorkuuthh gave Karnalis a curious look. ‘You still object strongly, 

Prince Karnalis, even when all evidence seems to point against your 
theories. Why?’  

Karnalis faced the supreme admiral, dwarfed but unbowed. ‘I say it 
is insanity to consort with aliens, spies or otherwise, at a time such as 
this!’ He turned on his heel, the matter closed. ‘Guards!’ Along with 
his personal guard, he exited the cell area.  

Vorkuuthh bowed to Jaahkathna. ‘I spoke out of turn, my lady. My 
life at your command!’  

Jaahkathna smiled, then looked sad. ‘You did no such thing, 
Admiral Vorkuuthh. My husband is a fool.’ She seemed to consider 
for a moment, then turned to the Doctor. ‘Why are these things 
happening, Doctor? I can give my mother, praise her name, no 
explanation for her husband’s death. Now Ambassador Ishkavaarr 
also.’  

The Doctor stepped forward and bowed again. Before he could 
speak, Commander Ultarch had abruptly handed him the tracking 
device.  

The Doctor smiled his thanks. ‘I’m grateful to you for your trust, 
my lady. As to why, sometimes that is the hardest question, but in 
this case I fear not.’ He paused. ‘Draconia is a powerful player, very 
powerful, within and sometimes outside of the Federation. Somebody 
wants to destabilise that power, both internally and externally I 
suspect.’  

Vorkuuthh was frowning. ‘For what end? A coup? Invasion?’ His 
eyes were hard. ‘The Cybermen grow ever more powerful.’  
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The Doctor pursed his lips. Now how can Vorkuuthh know that? The 
Doctor pushed away his suspicions for now and focused his attention 
on the problem at hand. ‘Initially I would suspect the former.’ He 
looked meaningfully at the Empress. ‘Politically this is a very delicate 
time. Latterly, who knows? People may be willing to forge the most 
unthinkable alliances.’ An image of the Supreme Senator of the 
Galactic Federation came to mind, but the Doctor pushed that away 
for another time.  

The Empress nodded her understanding. ‘So what can we do, 
Doctor?’ Her face was resolute, her tone determined.  

The Doctor smiled, seeing the respect Vorkuuthh, plus Ultarch 
and his men clearly had for their new Empress.  

‘We start where we left off, my lady. The Royal Audience 
Chamber. I don’t think I need to see your palace security records. 
The footage of Nick and Falex was obviously tampered with to make 
it look more suspicious…’  

Vorkuuthh interrupted him. ‘They are scarcely there. They appear 
to vanish from the vid record after the audience chamber. Possibly 
some unknown technology was involved.’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘That’s very likely. I think Nick and Falex are 
very convenient fall guys for somebody, as was I. I just hope they’re 
all right.’  

There was a brief silence.  
‘We will find your friends,’ said Jaahkathna firmly. ‘Now come.’  

Nick sighed to himself.  
Falex was asleep on the floor of the chamber.  
This was definitely going from bad to worse. Nick was beginning 

to regret spending the credits on the multi access tool kit back on 
Centauri. It had seemed such a good idea at the time. Bit of gear, 
prove he could be a bit handy to the Doctor, show Falex what was 
what. It had got them into the palace. It had also landed them 
squarely in the shite. Plus their captors had requisitioned it. You 
couldn’t trust anyone these days.  

Falex stirred, mumbling to himself. His tattoos pulsed faintly.  
Nick knelt over him. Looking up he frowned at a hairline crack in 

the cell wall.  
Odd. Hadn’t noticed that before.  
Standing he levered at it with his finger tips.  
It came away surprisingly easily.  
Nick stared. Swallowed.  
He’d been with the Doctor long enough to know what he was 

looking at. Shielding, instant vac seal. They must be in deep space, an 
iso- holding cell. Probably limited oxygen. Depended if their captors 
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decided they were any use to them. If not, they’d probably just be left 
to suffocate. He replaced the panel, careful not to disturb the sleeping 
Falex.  

All too aware of the several thousand light years of vacuum just 
inches away Nick sat down again.  

‘Twenty questions,’ he whispered softly to himself. ‘One: why? 
Well, Nick mate, just because old son, just because…’  

The Empress and Admiral Vorkuuthh stood to one side as the 
Doctor resumed his examination of the audience chamber. The 
Imperial Guard stood close as always.  

Occasionally the Doctor would give an excited exclamation, mostly 
he was silent, frowning over his readings in concentration. The 
tracking device gave off the occasional bleep but otherwise there was 
silence. At length, the Doctor approached the Empress’s group, 
nodding to himself.  

‘Yes, yes, they were here, they couldn’t progress any further.’ He 
moved to the entrance doors, casting the device towards a broad 
stairway ascending to the imperial bedchambers. ‘So they went 
upwards.’ He looked worried. ‘By which time they were being 
followed.’ He shook the device, looking peeved. ‘But there’s no clear 
trace-life type unidentifiable.’  

Vorkuuthh was staring at the tracker with some suspicion. ‘You are 
sure this is accurate, Doctor?’  

‘What? Oh, yes, yes of course.’ The Doctor waved the question 
away replacing it with one of his own. ‘Where exactly do these stairs 
lead?’  

The Empress answered. ‘To the west wing. To my husband’s 
chambers.’  

There was a brief silence.  
Vorkuuthh moved closer to the Empress. ‘My lady…’  
‘I wish to be left alone.’ Her tone was uncompromising.  
‘I shall post guards just outside the doors,’ said Ultarch.  
‘Alone I say!’ Jaahkathna’s voice was ice, threatening to crack.  
Vorkuuthh and Ultarch exchanged a look, then moved to escort 

the Doctor up the stairs, to the west wing.  

Alone in the audience chamber, Empress Jaahkathna felt the shadows 
of the day grow longer around her. She drew her robes of state closer 
about her shoulders and closed her eyes, remembering. Her father. 
He had been a good man. She fingered the ceremonial blade at her 
side, a gift from him. She sighed a heavy sigh and moved to a window 
balustrade to look out upon the grounds below.  
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Behind the Empress, the head of the statue representing the 
mantis god, Horvorus, turned slowly to track her movements. A 
malevolent smile spread over its features. Soundlessly, it stepped 
from its podium. 

The Doctor’s group had arrived at a high landing, gilded double door 
of finely wrought metal before them. A faint cry drifted up to them 
from below.  

Vorkuuthh started. ‘The Empress!’  

Senator Akrulan collided with the Doctor’s group on the lower 
landing.  

‘What is happening? I heard a cry!’  
Nobody responded, rushing as one to the now closed doors of the 

audience chamber.  
Vorkuuthh wrenched them open.  
For a split second everyone stared in astonishment.  
Jaahkathna was on the floor of the audience chamber, the scorpion 

statue rearing over her.  
‘Defend the Empress!’  
At Vorkuuthh’s command the elite guard moved forward. With 

hideous speed the hands of the mantis statue sliced, scissor like, 
cleanly decapitating one of their number.  

‘By the dark gods!’ Senator Akrulan stared in bewildered horror as 
the remainder of the guard closed with the mantis statue.  

‘Gods be damned!’ Vorkuuthh and Commander Ultarch were 
advancing on the scorpion statue as the empress scrambled away in 
an undignified heap.  

The Doctor rushed to her side. ‘Are you all right my lady?’  
Jaahkathna stared past him at a cry from Commander Ultarch. The 

scorpion tail had stabbed down, the sting embedding itself in his 
shoulder. He shrieked in agony, wrenching away.  

Blood sprayed the air.  
With frightening speed the statue scuttled towards the empress.  
‘Oh no you don’t!’  
The Doctor collided with it and found himself clasped in all too 

powerful arms. Scorpion legs reared up, levering him off the ground.  
Vorkuuthh was approaching from behind, Jaahkathna also on her 

feet now, attempting to strike at the statue with her ceremonial 
sword.  

Sparks flew, the metal bouncing away.  
There was a cry from the Imperial Guard behind them, as they 

battled the mantis statue.  
Akrulan was shouting something into a communicator.  
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Vorkuuthh circled the scorpion, wary.  
‘The tail!’ The Doctor could feel his ribs cracking. ‘Go for the tail!’  
A look passed between them.  
The Doctor cried out in agony.  
Dropping his energy weapon, Vorkuuthh leapt at the scorpion, 

planting one booted foot in its back and grasping the tail beneath the 
lethal looking sting.  

The Doctor was flung aside, landing heavily.  
The statue flailed from side to side but Vorkuuthh held it fast. The 

tail bent back, stretched and snapped with a sharp crack that was 
followed by an unnatural stillness.  

The statue stood immobile.  
Struggling to his feet, the Doctor saw four of the Imperial Guard 

lay dead.  
There was no sign of the mantis statue.  
Senator Akrulan was staring in disbelief. ‘It vanished! Where did it 

go?’  
‘Auto-transmat,’ suggested the Doctor. ‘If one of them were 

deactivated I would suggest the other automatically returns to its 
operators.’ He extended a hand to Admiral Vorkuuthh, rubbing at his 
bruised chest. ‘Well done, admiral!’  

Vorkuuthh frowned at the unfamiliar gesture but took the hand 
none the less.  

‘How did you know? The tail?’  
The Doctor was kneeling to examine the broken tail. He lifted it, 

examining the sting. ‘Oh, least accessible point, most likely to house 
the control circuitry.’ He twisted the sting and with a small metallic 
click it separated into two halves. ‘Yes indeed.’ The Doctor whistled 
softly to himself, tracing a finger along the revealed circuitry. ‘Black 
fire spore and pneumatic injector. Very nasty.’ He sighed. ‘Well, that 
explains your deaths. Stuff reacts with carbon- based life forms rather 
like magnesium in water.’  

Vorkuuthh stepped forward. ‘That substance is outlawed.’  
The Doctor nodded. ‘Exactly. You are dealing with someone 

willing to use any available weaponry.’ He tapped the disabled 
scorpion statue. ‘These are interesting. The Garrak. Semi sentient, 
silicon based life form from the Oorcetees Cluster. These two were 
somewhat augmented, mind you.’ He ruminated. ‘Possibly Cyber 
technology, but I’m not sure.’  

‘But for what purpose?’ Senator Akrulan stepped forward. ‘I 
believe I have done you a dishonour, Doctor.’  

The Doctor smiled sadly. ‘I’ll live. You have lost a brother.’  
Akrulan bowed. ‘He will be avenged.’  
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Med techs were hurrying into the chamber to tend to Commander 
Ultarch and the wounded guardsmen. Akrulan hurried over to assist.  

‘We shall all be avenged.’ Jaahkathna stepped forward, her eyes 
dangerous. She had picked up the Doctor’s tracking device. ‘What do 
we do now, Doctor?’  

The Doctor was staring at the readings. ‘Some trace of a control 
device. Ah yes!’ Abruptly he headed for the chamber doors. ‘Come 
on! We may not have much time!’  

Inside Karnalis’s private suite bodies lay strewn on the ground.  
Vorkuuthh knelt to examine them. ‘Poison!’ His tone betrayed 

surprise for once. ‘These men have killed themselves!’  
The Doctor stared sadly at the bodies.  
‘What is happening here?’ Akrulan’s tone was querulous. ‘I don’t 

understand.’  
‘Exactly,’ came a voice from a hidden communicator, startling 

them. ‘You do not understand a thing, Senator, like your fool of a 
brother. Dead now, of course.’ Harsh laughter.  

‘Karnalis?’ Jaahkathna’s tone was furious. ‘What are you doing? I 
swear by all the gods…’  

‘You swear? You swear!’ The voice was cold, mocking.  
The Doctor was shaking his head.  
‘No, no! This isn’t right! This isn’t right at all!’  
‘You can stamp your pretty little foot all you like, my dear,’ the 

voice continued to address Jaahkathna. ‘You shall never be Empress 
of Draconia. An old order, a greater order shall take its rightful place 
once more.’  

‘Oh no, not again.’ The Doctor was sweeping items aside from an 
ornamental table, hauling a jewelled wardrobe away from the wall. He 
froze.  

Vorkuuthh stepped towards him.  
‘Doctor, what is it?’  
‘Bomb.’  
Explosion!  

‘Bloody hell!’  

‘Nick! I feel sick!’  
‘I know, mate, I know.’ Nick steadied himself on a transmat 

console and realised there was nowhere to go.  
They appeared to have materialised in a boot cupboard, having 

winked out of existence from the holding cell without warning. A 
tracery of alien symbols played across a panel directly in front of 
them. Then a single word, in stark red.  

Unauthorised.  



 

 87 

‘What is it?’  
Nick felt his heart beating faster. Instinctively he gripped the boy’s 

hand.  
‘Dunno’, mate, but it ain’t good.’  
A door slid back in front of them, a display panel retracting 

sideways with it.  
Cold air washed over them as a group of unfamiliar figures 

clustered before them in the dim light. Most were clad in antique 
black and silver Draconian battle armour, stylised masks staring 
anonymously.  

At their head was a figure Nick recognised. He felt Falex go rigid 
beside him.  

‘That’s the bad man! That’s him!’  
A smile of contempt.  
‘I am Abraxaarr, High Priest of The Order of the Black Pearl and 

Inheritor of all Draconia in perpetuity!’ 
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Part Two 

The figure on the monitor screen was very small. Unmoving and 
concealed beneath a heavy swathe of blankets it was pathetic and 
anonymous. The scanner seemed to jump for a moment before 
resolving into the familiar sharp image again.  

Jaahkathna sighed. She felt Vorkuuthh shift uncomfortably beside 
her. How could they have been so deluded?  

‘Can I get you anything, my lady?’ The Supreme Admiral was 
bearing his wounds well. He had certainly saved Jaahkathna from 
more serious injury. She gave him a tired smile.  

‘No, Vorkuuthh, I am all right. I just wish…’ She frowned in 
annoyance. The picture had dulled along with the lighting in the 
room. The bomb in Karnalis’s chambers had been one of several, all 
primed to go off at the exact same moment. Damage to the palace 
and administrative buildings had been extensive. Other areas, such as 
the priest quarters, had survived relatively intact. Communications 
and security had been hit especially hard.  

‘My lady?’ Vorkuuthh was looking at her in expectance.  
Jaahkathna smiled. ‘I do not know, Admiral, I really do not know. I 

just wish I had some of my father’s experience in government…’ She 
pulled a face. ‘The enemy will move fast now won’t they?’  

Vorkuuthh considered. ‘I do not know. They have struck this blow 
against us but nothing further.’ He glanced at the monitoring device 
on his wrist. ‘Four segments since the attack. No,’ he shook his head. 
‘This smacks of a delaying tactic.’  

‘And my husband?’ Jaahkathna’s voice was a soulless whisper.  
‘Prince Karnalis is under constant watch in maximum security. He 

still protests his innocence in these matters, my lady.’ Vorkuuthh gave 
her a searching look.  

Jaahkathna shook her head, idly studying the ornamental rings on 
her fingers, each of them worth an empress’ ransom in itself. 
‘Another trick? A lie within a lie?’ Her tone was perfunctory. ‘I have 
no taste for this!’  

Vorkuuthh leant forward from his chair beside her in the darkened 
observation chamber, lightly touching her arm. ‘Then you will have to 
acquire one fast, my lady! Your people need you.’  

Before Jaahkathna could reply, Akrulan’s bandaged features 
appeared on the monitor screen. Besides the Doctor, he had been 
worst hit by the explosion in Karnalis’s chambers.  

‘My lady! There are developments!’  

‘So this is where it’s all going to happen, eh?’ Nick was doing his 
damndest to sound nonchalant. Wasn’t quite sure how it was coming 
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across but there was no harm in trying. Attempting to ignore the 
petrified form of Falex at his side he moved towards the figure of 
Abraxaarr, studying the shape of Draconia below them on the bridge 
(he presumed) of this whatever it was.  

Two of the elite guard flanking the high priest turned towards him, 
energy weapons levelled.  

‘That’s right,’ said Nick, ‘we’re going to jump you. You only 
outnumber us ten to one!’ He patted his pockets. ‘Plus, oh I forgot, 
we have absolutely bugger all in the way of weaponry! Looks like 
you’re in trouble…’ He tailed off forlornly.  

Away to the left the weird mantis statue thing hovered in the 
shadows at the side of the darkened bridge. It turned its head at an 
angle, giving Nick and Falex just about the most malevolent smile 
imaginable.  

‘Yeah,’ muttered Nick, ‘you’re bad. No quibbles there.’  
‘Let them approach.’ Abraxaarr’s voice was disinterested. The 

guards moved aside.  
Carefully Nick stepped closer, giving Falex’s hand a squeeze.  
‘Bad man, bad man, bad man.’ Falex was mumbling repeatedly to 

himself.  
Nick looked at Abraxaarr in profile, features illuminated by the 

soft light of the planet below, twin suns burning in the distance of 
deep space. The Draconian’s features were weathered, the mouth and 
nose cruelly aristocratic, the eyes thin slits of madness.  

‘It’s always the same with you lot isn’t it?’ began Nick. ‘Draconia 
now, the universe for breakfast, is that it?’ He attempted to take in 
some of the instrumentation before him as he spoke. Nope, not a 
clue.  

‘You cannot hope to understand it. Neither can you hope to 
understand what it is I do.’ Abraxaarr sounded bored but continued 
none the less. ‘Once Draconia was a great and mighty power, a power 
to be feared.’ He paused. ‘Fear breeds respect.’  

‘Yeah, right, whatever,’ muttered Nick, distracted by Falex who 
was still mumbling repetitively at his side.  

‘Take that away.’ Abraxaarr clicked a finger.  
The mantis statue darted forward, snaring the hapless Falex in a 

nightmare embrace. Nick started, but one of the elite guard grabbed 
hold of him. ‘Get off me, you arseho-‘ 

‘Nick!’  
A hatch slid open behind the statue and it disappeared from view, 

Falex still crying out. The hatch slid shut.  
Nick swallowed, and at a motion from Abraxaarr the guard 

released Nick. ‘What the hell is that thing anyway?’  
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‘The Garrak? Merely a servitor. One of many, once my allies and I 
have restored the Black Pearl to its rightful place. Together we shall 
rule supreme!’  

Several things now occurred to Nick but he bit his lip following 
the priest’s next statement.  

‘Come! I shall show you the source of our salvation!’  
There was a sharp prod in the back from one of the guardsmen, 

which prompted Nick to stumble after Abraxaarr. Nick glanced back 
at the hidden hatch. 

Falex, mate, I’ll be back, he thought, although he had no idea how he 
was going to rescue the boy. Yet.  

Akrulan led Jaahkathna and Vorkuuthh through the dim light of the 
med ward to the still figure of the Doctor, just one of many 
wounded. Akrulan took a clip chart from a Draconian med tech 
tending the Doctor, compared it with the readings on an auto 
monitor.  

‘He is recovering remarkably quickly.’  
‘We know very little about his biology,’ said Vorkuuthh.  
‘Then we should be doubly careful,’ observed Jaahkathna.  
Akrulan smiled. ‘Speaking of double, his vital signs are interesting.’  
‘Fascinating.’ Vorkuuthh noted the figures on the monitor, leaning 

closer to the Doctor.  
‘I am glad he recovers,’ said Jaahkathna. ‘But this is not the only 

reason you summoned us, Senator Akrulan.’  
Akrulan smiled, shook his head, studied his sandals. ‘No, my lady, 

no it is not…’  
‘Well?’ interrupted Vorkuuthh.  
Akrulan spread his hands. ‘There have been, as I say, 

developments.’ He paused. ‘Concerning the deep orbit station.’  
Vorkuuthh looked apoplectic. ‘It should have been dismantled! I 

always said so!’  
Akrulan nodded, sitting down beside the unconscious Doctor. ‘I 

know, I know. And I agree. But it wasn’t, was it?’  
There was a brief silence.  
Remembering his etiquette Vorkuuthh turned to Jaahkathna. ‘My 

lady, forgive me, you cannot know of what we talk.’  
Jaahkathna’s tone was harsh. ‘On the contrary, Admiral 

Vorkuuthh, I know exactly of what you speak. My father did also. 
The only difference being that we both thought it dismantled.’ She 
stepped closer. ‘This is insanity! Another secret held on to by the 
military? And for what end? Our own destruction it seems!’  

‘My lady,’ Akrulan’s voice was a whisper, ‘none could have 
predicted the events of these last days.’  
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‘Prophecies and portents. Yes, yes, very likely. Jamie? No, Brad. I 
don’t think…’ The Doctor’s voice surprised them all. He had turned 
heavily on one side, then abruptly rolled back to the other, leaning 
forward in the same movement and tearing a tube from his arm. ‘Ah, 
capital!’ He blinked, looking around.  

The Draconian med tech stepped back in astonishment.  
‘Doctor!’ Vorkuuthh offered him his hand, grinning in delight.  
The Doctor laughed uproariously. ‘Supreme Admiral! It is good to 

see you, it really is! And my lady!’ He clambered from the bed, 
dragging wires and toppling a drip.  

As the med tech fussed around him, the Doctor greeted the 
Draconians like long lost friends. Eventually he seemed to calm down 
and they were able to update him on events. With this done, Akrulan 
gave them the latest details. Following these, the collective silence 
hung heavy.  

‘Well,’ the Doctor pondered. ‘Still no sign of Nick or Falex and 
you think your secret weapon’s fallen into enemy hands.’  

‘It was never intended as a weapon,’ muttered Akrulan.  
‘Maybe,’ rumbled Vorkuuthh, ‘but closed down should have meant 

disabled. Permanently disabled. I see the folly of this now!’  
The Doctor was frowning to himself. ‘Somebody’s missing. 

Where’s Abraxaarr? Is he all right?’  
‘I do not know,’ said Jaahkathna.  
No one else seemed to either.  
‘Strange,’ said the Doctor. ‘He was falling over himself to be 

helpful earlier on. You’ve not seen him since he asked you to release 
me, my lady?’  

Jaahkathna stared. ‘High Priest Abraxaarr did no such thing, 
Doctor. I gave the order myself.’  

‘Ah.’ The Doctor studied his feet.  
‘My lady.’ Vorkuuthh stepped forward.  
‘I know.’ Jaahkathna took command of the situation. ‘Akrulan, go 

to the priest quarters immediately.’  
‘My lady.’ Akrulan bowed and left the chamber.  
Jaahkathna turned to the Doctor and Vorkuuthh. ‘I think we need 

to speak with my fool of a husband. Admiral, give the order to 
activate the deep space mines. Have the flagship Draconia and the 
destroyer Imperium moved into geo stationary orbit from dry dock. 
Put the first and second fleets on full alert.’ She paused. ‘This 
information to be copied to Alpha Centauri, Peladon, New Mars, the 
Fourth Ossoban Republic, Taureas II, the Omnisci Cellworld and 
Qux Prime.’  

Vorkuuthh was solemn. ‘Then we are at war.’  
Jaahkathna nodded. ‘We are at war.’  
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They hurried from the ward, the Doctor trailing after them, 
struggling to disentangle himself from the drip.  

‘Fiddly thing! I say,’ he looked hopefully at the bemused Draconian 
med tech, ‘no chance of something to eat is there?’  

Nick felt Abraxaarr had taken him deeper into the, well, whatever it 
was. Draconia had been clearly in view from the bridge area, along 
with the twin suns but he suspected they were some distance out. 
Deep space. Nice. Whatever this place was, it was functional, no 
doubt about that. Great buttressed bulkheads of black metal and 
alarming neon red warning signs. Many areas seemed closed off, dust 
heavy on the floor. As they tramped through the corridors with the 
booted accompaniment of the guards, Nick realised they were 
halfway through completing a circle. Space donut? Some sort of deep 
orbital station perhaps. A prod from the guard indicated he should 
turn right. They were definitely heading deeper inwards now, the 
metal grill of the floor heading steeply downwards. At length 
Abraxaarr halted before a huge doorway of burnished metal, looking 
more suited to a dungeon than deep space.  

‘Behold!’ The High Priest held his arms aloft, as if in prayer.  
‘I am beholden, mate,’ muttered Nick.  
Abraxaarr’s arms dropped and he punched a sequence into a wall 

panel at shoulder height.  
The panel retracted abruptly upwards.  
Nick was prodded forward, following Abraxaarr into the chamber 

beyond.  
Now what the hell was he seeing?  
The chamber was ovoid, a rugby ball stood on end. Rugby? What 

the…? Never mind. In its centre a massive column of, what, black 
light?, burned from floor to ceiling, disappearing into searing white 
vortices at either end. Everything was cast in deep, negative shadow, 
an insane disco strobe. From all around came a hollow electric 
thrumming, somehow heard and not heard.  

Nick felt his body begin to shake uncontrollably.  
Abraxaarr gestured with a disinterested hand. ‘Equip the worm, he 

may be of some use yet.’  
Something was clamped abruptly around Nick’s wrist from behind. 

He blinked downwards, feeling nauseous. His head was splitting. 
Some sort of heavy duty bracelet. Neon red letters winked grey in the 
negative light:  

Rad Zone Max-Auto Detox-Rad Zone Max.  
‘Great!’ said Nick weakly. His ears were popping and he couldn’t 

hear himself speak. Dimly he wondered about Falex. Abraxaarr was 
having another rant. That was nice. Gradually the words became 
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discernable and things seemed to stabilise. The insistent thrumming 
faded a little.  

‘…for hundreds of years! Wasted years!’ Abraxaarr glared at Nick, 
as though whatever he was raving about was somehow Nick’s fault. 
‘But now the means for our salvation is at hand! For the salvation and 
ultimate triumph of the Black Pearl and all Draconia!’  

‘That’s absolutely great, mate,’ said Nick, his voice suddenly loud 
in his ears. ‘What the Tooting Beck are you talking about?’ He was 
vaguely aware of an armoured figure moving on a platform high 
above the priest. Another was now at his side. Draconian armour but 
sleeker, moulded to the wearer’s body.  

Abraxaarr stared the stare of the truly mad, dangerously lucid. 
‘Know, worm, that once Draconia had three suns and not two!’ He 
gestured to the softly rippling column of black light. ‘Know that we 
have all the harnessed power and fury of the Black Pearl at our 
disposal!’  

‘The Black Pearl?’ wondered Nick.  
Abraxaarr stepped closer, his features seeming to shimmer in the 

weird light. ‘You do not understand. We are standing at the heart of a 
dead star! It is hungry to be reborn!’  

Nick felt some of Abraxaarr’s madness creep into him, infecting 
him. He wanted to scream. Very badly. Abraxaarr smiled.  

Prince Karnalis glowered at his interrogators.  
Nobody seemed particularly impressed and he glowered at the 

floor instead, tracing an idle pattern with a sandaled foot.  
‘This is ridiculous!’  
Akrulan leant forward from his desk. The Doctor’s party had 

gathered in the senator’s private suite for this difficult meeting.  
Karnalis, embarrassingly, didn’t appear to realise that he was a free 

man.  
‘You have no legal right to hold me here! I am a Nobleman of 

Draconia!’  
‘You are also a free man, moron!’ hissed Jaahkathna.  
There was an awkward silence.  
Akrulan intervened. ‘We merely wish to understand how Abraxaarr 

may have accomplished his ends. We know it was not your voice on 
the communication’s recording now. The Doctor’s analysis was very 
thorough. But Abraxaarr may have let something slip, even 
inadvertently.’  

Silence.  
‘Anything may be of help,’ pressed Akrulan.  
‘I told you,’ said Karnalis, his voice a whisper, ‘I am merely the 

“dupe” in this affair.’ He scowled at the Doctor, in conference with 
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Vorkuuthh and Ultarch at another table, scanning astral charts and 
inner system maps.  

Jaahkathna gave her husband a contemptuous look.  
The prince’s lower lip appeared to be trembling.  
‘I told you! Even the statues were that damn priest’s suggestion! 

He said they had a lasting beauty,’ concluded Karnalis pathetically.  
In the absence of a response Karnalis continued to sulk at the 

floor, twisting a ring on his finger.  
Akrulan sighed and turned away, even his consummate political 

skills exhausted by Prince Karnalis.  
‘Doctor? Supreme Admiral?’  
The Doctor looked up. ‘Senator? Ah, yes!’ He nodded. ‘I think our 

path is very clear.’ He stepped into the centre of the room, the grey 
light of early morning making his bearded features stone. ‘Although I 
must say your artificers have surprised me yet again.’  

Akrulan gave a wry shrug. ‘The Black Sun Station should never 
have been built.’  

Vorkuuthh nodded his agreement, absently fingering his beard. ‘I 
would never give the order to use it in offence or defence. Its 
destructive capability is too great.’  

Akrulan was shaking his head. ‘Abraxaarr should not have the 
knowledge though…’  

‘So he was helped!’ Jaahkathna was impatient. ‘We know this! Now 
is the time to strike first!’  

Nobody appeared to disagree with that.  
The twin suns were dim on the horizon now, floating above blue 

grey mountains through the windows.  
‘Yes,’ said the Doctor. ‘He was helped. But by who?’ He sighed. 

‘Bad things are coming I fear.’  

Far above and beyond the orbit of Draconia, Falex stirred in his 
containment cell. The boy’s lips moved, unconsciously echoing the 
Doctor.  

‘Bad things! Bad things coming!’  
Falex shivered and cried out in his sleep.  

In a similar cell nearby, Nick heard the cry and bit his lip in 
frustration. Somebody was going to be having it large for this one. 
And the safe bet said that somebody was Abraxaarr. Nick wasn’t 
violent by nature, hell he wasn’t even approaching mildly annoyed. 
But Abraxaarr had scared him and he was majorly pissed off with the 
overly familiar song the priest was singing. Far as he could suss it this 
Order of The Black Pearl worshipped Draconia’s defunct third sun as 
some kind of god. God alone knows what they intended to do with it 
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as well but it obviously functioned as some sort of mega weapon. 
How the hell had Abraxaarr got access to it though?  

Nick got up, pacing the confines of the cell. He thought he was 
still pretty close to the black light chamber.  

Abraxaarr had said something about the sun dying, being crushed 
to a singularity. The goons with the moulded body armour. This was 
where they came in obviously… Abraxaarr’s ‘allies’.  

To be honest Nick wondered about that. Nutters were always 
good for betraying. All amounted to the same thing, mind.  

He stepped to the containment cell door, squinting through the 
observation panel. Good thing he didn’t keep a diary: ‘This morning I 
was mainly held in another cell. This afternoon we plan to mainly be 
supporting the rebellion. The good rebellion as opposed to the bad 
rebellion.’ Yeah, right.  

From somewhere there was a dull clang of metal on metal.  
An automated voice. He couldn’t make anything out.  
Was somebody docking?  
The question seemed to be answered a few minutes later when 

there was a shadow of movement from the corridor outside.  
Figures moved past in the corridor outside. More of the moulded 

body armour crew. Three of them.  
Nick shook his head. Couldn’t put his finger on it but he was sure 

this lot weren’t Draconians. They moved differently.  
Nick strained to follow their movement then abruptly jumped 

back.  
One of them was right outside the door, Draconian mask staring 

blankly. Nick stepped back.  
The figure continued to stare for a moment, then it was gone.  

The approach was going to be difficult. Jaahkathna watched the 
Doctor and Vorkuuthh, deep in conversation on the forward deck of 
the Draconia. The flagship was still in geo stationary orbit; they had 
been aboard for some six segments. The Black Sun Station was under 
constant observation. In the last segment an unknown ship had been 
observed docking with the station. Vorkuuthh had given a general 
order to all active ships in the fleet - ‘Observe but do not engage in or 
initiate any hostile action’.  

The approach, as said, would be difficult in the extreme.  
Jaahkathna rose from the Imperial Command Console as the 

Doctor now approached. From here she had contact with anywhere 
in the fleet, any agent of Draconia. Except for the Black Sun Station.  

‘Yes,’ acknowledged the Doctor, as though reading her thoughts, 
‘communication has been deliberately blocked.’  
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‘There were only automated systems running,’ said Jaahkathna. ‘It 
would have been the work of a child to override them.’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘No questions asked.’ He paused. ‘Pretty 
impressive children none the less.’ He frowned to himself. ‘Do you 
suspect the involvement of any one party, my lady?’  

Jaahkathna shrugged. ‘Terrorists. Whatever their race, whatever 
their creed, their message is the same. Hatred of the unlike. 
Destruction.’  

The Doctor nodded slowly. ‘Sounds rather familiar. I do agree, my 
lady, for the most part. But I wonder whether these particular 
terrorists are wearing more than one face. Anyway,’ he grinned, 
‘enough philosophy! We need to discuss the approach.’  

‘Your plan is ready?’  
The Doctor laughed, distracting most of the crew of the 

observation deck. They stared at the colourfully dressed off-worlder 
in bemusement.  

‘Yes we have a plan!’ announced the Doctor. ‘A plan and a half I 
dare say! Supreme Admiral, if you please?’  

Vorkuuthh looked up from the charts he was studying. ‘Yes, 
Doctor. We are ready to break orbit.’ He turned to the waiting 
communications and navigation techs. Before he could speak there 
was a high pitched burst of static from the forward viewing and 
communication monitors, which resolved itself into a depressingly 
clear image.  

All heads turned in the direction of the monitors.  
Abraxaarr stood in the foreground, a dazed looking Nick and Falex 

just to one side and behind him, held fast by figures clad in lethal 
looking body armour, stylised Draconian masks concealing their 
features. Behind them all loomed a bizarre pillar of black light, casting 
the scene in sinister shadow.  

‘I have your attention? Good.’ The high priest paused, savouring 
the moment.  

‘Oh dear, he’s going to brag,’ murmured the Doctor. ‘Yes, well, 
I’ve heard it all before my friend! You’ve got a big gun or some such, 
I suspect, and it really is very much bigger than anybody else’s? Is that 
it?’ He laughed but his face was angry. ‘Major sublimated 
compensation issues I should suspect…’ He waved a hand. ‘But of 
course, you’re doing what you’re doing for a reason, for the greater 
good, so who are we to argue?’  

Abraxaarr didn’t react, merely indicated Nick and Falex. ‘We have 
your friends. We had hoped to have your company Empress 
Jaahkathna but sadly that did not work out as planned. However, any 
move against us and the Doctor’s companions die.’ He paused. ‘Our 
terms are very simple. Surrender of hereditary power and all offices 
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of Draconia to the Black Pearl. Our forces are massed and ready to 
strike. Total surrender is your only option. You have four segments.’  

‘Traitor!’ began Vorkuuthh.  
The screens had gone blank.  
A massed babble of communication broke out from the assembled 

Draconians.  
‘Silence!’ roared Vorkuuthh.  
There was silence.  
Somewhere, a metaphorical pin dropped.  
Vorkuuthh sighed, turning to the Doctor.  
The Doctor raised a hand. ‘I shouldn’t worry, Admiral. The man’s 

utterly mad. I really should have seen it earlier. Far too friendly.’  
The empress interjected. ‘He spoke of massed forces, Doctor!’  
‘Yes but have we seen any sign of them?’ asked the Doctor.  
Vorkuuthh was tugging at his beard. ‘A bluff?’  
The Doctor shook his head. ‘I don’t think so. I suspect our mad 

friend Abraxaarr is being promised the undeliverable by parties 
unknown. A few explosions and assassinations to keep him on side. 
No, the question is, what do they want, whoever they are?’  

‘The Black Light generators are power beyond imagining,’ 
reminded Vorkuuthh.  

‘Yes,’ said the Doctor, ‘but for who? Themselves? Nova Mondas?’  
Vorkuuthh bristled. ‘We must fight! Now is the time for action not 

words!’  
The Doctor didn’t respond, seeming lost in thought.  
Jaahkathna stepped closer to him, laying a hand on his shoulder. 

‘Your friends will live, Doctor.’  
The Doctor’s face hardened. ‘Depend on it.’  

Nick took a step back as Abraxaarr set about closing down the 
portable communication’s monitor and transmitter. Guy was a full on 
psycho nut job, no doubt about it. The Doctor had been bang on 
about the weaponry brag. Big issues there, definitely. Someone 
brushed past behind him and Nick froze. One of the new arrivals.  

Falex was clutching at his hand.  
Nick knew what the boy was feeling, empathy didn’t even come 

into it. This new lot were something else again. One woman, four 
blokes. Hadn’t had a gander at them since they’d arrived. Two of the 
men had arrived to escort him to the Black Light chamber for 
Abraxaarr’s barmy political broadcast. Hadn’t said a word. None of 
‘em had. Seemed to know exactly what they were doing but hadn’t 
spoken a word or revealed a single face. Certainly weren’t Draconian 
though, despite the masks. No, the body armour was higher tech than 
the twenty or so goons Abraxaarr had running around.  
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Nick turned to trace the movement. It was the woman, she was… 
bloody hell! He hadn’t noticed that before. She’s stepped directly into 
the column of light and was climbing downwards. One of the men 
followed her. Perhaps this explained their different armour, fact they 
could pull this kind of stunt. Woman was quite a babe if the armour 
was a true reflection of… oh god, what the hell was he thinking of?  

Falex was certainly giving him a strange look.  
Nick smiled back. ‘All right, Falex? It’s good this, innit?’  
‘No,’ said Falex. ‘These people are mad or evil and your thinking’s 

gone strange.’  
‘That, my son, is absolutely nothing new,‘ muttered Nick. At this 

point he noted the packet of space dust in his pocket. And began to 
get the first bit of a particularly stupid idea.  

One of the guys in body armour had stepped forward. ‘The 
generators will soon be fully active. You shall have your power.’ The 
voice was sibilant, accentless.  

Nick physically jumped, losing his train of thought temporarily.  
‘I shall have my power! The Black Sun rises!’ Abraxaarr was 

exultant.  
‘You shall have your power,’ repeated the figure, toneless.  
Nick frowned. Abraxaarr was almost deferring to this lot. He 

couldn’t explain it but it was like the priest was somehow hypnotised. 
Oh well, whatever. They were all loco. Carefully he withdrew the 
packet of space dust. Orange. Couldn’t stand it. Thought he’d 
chucked it come to think of it, but hey! The mantis thing was on the 
far side of the room. Abraxaarr and the remaining body armour 
goons were staring downwards into the column of black light. Just 
two of the regular Draconian guardsmen by the doors. Which were 
open… If he could-  

An automated voice boomed out abruptly, closely followed by 
alarm klaxons: Hostile ship incoming-hostile ship incoming. 

Abraxaarr turned, shouting something to the guardsmen who 
moved towards Nick and Falex.  

‘Is it a very stupid idea?’ Nick heard Falex’s voice, suddenly loud in 
his mind.  

He grinned. ‘Oh yeah mate, a real stunner. Absolutely page three!’  
The body armour goons had huddled together in close conference. 

One of them raised a sleek looking communicator.  
Nick took his chance. Tearing the packet of space dust, he hurled 

it at the column of black light, wondering what the hell would 
happen.  

The results were spectacular.  
Crystallised sugar and E numbers collided with raw Black Light 

energy, imploding and then abruptly expanding into gigantic balls of 



 

100 

luminescent, fiercely crackling orange/black light. These then 
proceeded to bounce crazily into the chamber. One collided with the 
guardsmen who vanished with a soundless pop, the ball of light 
vanishing in the same instant.  

Nick screamed his success, gathered Falex up bodily, and in the 
best of traditions, legged it.  

‘Stop them!’ Abraxaarr fell flat on his back as one of the balls looped 
slowly over him. ‘I must have my power!’  

There was an ominous rumbling from the bowels of the station.  
One of the figures in body armour, taller than the others, stepped 

forward.  
‘We have to contain this, it may threaten the station.’ It gestured to 

the mantis statue. ‘Find them. Kill them.’  
The mantis statue left the chamber at frightening speed.  
Most of the energy seemed to have dissipated, the globes of light 

crackling then fading.  
The tall figure turned to its compatriots, the barest hint of 

annoyance detectable in its voice. ‘Well?’  
‘Weapon type identified,’ said one of the others, staring at a hand 

held monitor. ‘Desiccated confectionary?’  

In the silence of deep space, a Draconian Star Destroyer, recently 
unberthed from the flagship Draconia, manoeuvred as it finalised its 
path towards the Black Sun Station, a malignant hexagon atop the 
massive globe of the Black Light generators. A tracery of defensive 
fire arced towards the ship which turned skilfully into the fire, 
dodging it all. The fire concentrated on the Star Destroyer as it surged 
towards the station, now on a clear attack path. In the same instant 
and almost imperceptibly, a tiny craft was launched from the belly of 
the destroyer.  

A Draconian limpet pod. Automated and able to carry up to ten 
life forms. Designed for one purpose only.  

It sped towards the hub of the Black Light Station at sub light 
speed.  

‘Travel broadens the mind, eh?’ The Doctor roared with laughter as 
the limpet pod hurtled towards the station. ‘Well,’ he continued, 
strapped into a restraint harness, ‘it does unless the buffers fail in 
which case it flattens the mind on impact!’ He grinned broadly.  

Only Vorkuuthh returned the smile. Like the Doctor, he wore a 
Vac Suit and visor. Strapped around the sides of the pod were six of 
the elite guard and Prince Karnalis, who had insisted loudly upon 
coming, much to his wife’s disinterest. All were similarly clad.  
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Karnalis scowled. ‘If you could refrain from your idiot 
commentary? There is honour to be claimed this day!’  

The Doctor boomed laughter, checkmating Karnalis’s ill humour.  
The pod increased speed, hurtling towards its target.  

The pilot of the Star Destroyer was communicating with Jaahkathna 
on the bridge of the Draconia. Senator Akrulan and Commander 
Ultarch stood watching.  

‘Limpet pod launched successfully, my lady.’ The pilot was 
frowning in concentration.  

Jaahkathna nodded. ‘There is something else?’  
On the viewing screen the pilot was looking sideways, listening to 

someone else. He turned back to face the screen.  
‘Ship launched from the station, my lady. Incoming at sub light 

speed.’  
Jaahkathna didn’t hesitate. ‘Engage immediately! The Doctor must 

get through!’  
‘My life at your command!’  

‘Brace yourselves!’  
The Doctor’s warning came at the same instant the limpet pod 

connected with the side of the Black Light Station.  
There was a dull thud of impact and an angry shout from Karnalis.  
‘Atmosphere sealed,’ announced an automated voice.  
There was a clunk from behind the passengers and an entire 

section of the pod shifted forward then began to spin at an increasing 
rate. Multi level restrainers slotted into place.  

‘Tranq caps!’ shouted the Doctor, biting down.  
‘This is not dignified!’ raged Karnalis, spilling most of his capsule 

down his chin.  
The Doctor howled laughter and abruptly fell unconscious.  

The mantis thing had been gaining on them for some time now.  
Nick had dropped Falex because he knew the boy was fast.  
Faster than him.  
Well if it was going to get one of them it might as well be him.  
It was very close now, a mad shadow at his back. God knew how 

many circuits he’d made, at least that’s what it felt like. Still that damn 
klaxon was going off.  

There was a sudden impact and he lost his footing.  
They were under attack for definite. Go Doctor!  
‘Nick!’  
Falex looked terrified.  
He sensed it before he felt the claws at his back.  
‘Falex! Get out of here!’  
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He rolled onto his back.  
The mantis thing was looming above him. Up close the leather 

stone of its skin, smooth black and green had a weird unnatural 
sheen.  

There was another impact and it staggered.  
Nick scrambled to his feet and found himself hoisted aloft by one 

razor sharp hand.  
The thing gave a throaty chuckle.  
This was gonna be quick-  
He fell heavily, an abrupt flare of light all around him.  
It faded and he found himself looking up at the woman from the 

Black Light chamber.  
Nice view. Oh gods.  
She removed her mask.  
Nick blinked.  
Severe hair. Jet black and close cropped to match jewel black eyes. 

She smiled and extended a hand.  
Nick took it finding himself drawn very easily to his feet. ‘Er, hello, 

I’m Nick. I come in horniness.’ (And now I’m going to die.)  
She smiled a disconcerting smile. ‘Europa.’  
‘You killed it! You saved me!’  
‘The Garrak? It had its uses.’ She traced a painted black nail down 

his face. ‘Go and find your friend.’  
‘But-’  
She raised a finger to her lips, wagged it reproachfully. ‘Maybe I’ll 

see you later, or earlier…’  
And then she vanished.  
‘Well that’s just bollocks isn’t it?’ said Nick to no one in particular.  

Jaahkathna and the others watched as the Star Destroyer closed with 
the enemy ship on the forward viewing screens.  

‘I do not know that type,’ said Akrulan.  
‘Shall I give the order to launch further destroyers, my lady?’ asked 

Ultarch, champing at the bit.  
‘Wait,’ ordered Jaahkathna.  
On the screen, the enemy ship, sleek and triangular, a mauve sheen 

against the midnight black had performed a near impossible 
manoeuvre and looped over and under the destroyer. There was a 
brief flare of light and the destroyer vanished.  

Akrulan turned to Jaahkathna in astonishment. ‘Obliterated! That 
ship had class seven shielding!’  

‘We must launch further ships!’ urged Ultarch.  
‘My lady!’ There was a shout from the deck below. ‘Enemy craft 

incoming, going to light speed!’  
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Akrulan made a quick calculation. ‘Two minutes. We have two 
minutes.’  

Ultarch shouted an order to the deck. ‘Raise shields to maximum! 
Prepare the empress’s personal escape carrier!’ He turned to 
Jaahkathna. ‘My lady…’  

‘No!’ Jaahkathna’s tone brooked no reproach. ‘In the absence of 
Supreme Admiral Vorkuuthh, I am commander of the forces of 
Draconia.’  

Ultarch stared in astonishment.  
‘The Supreme Commander has a suggestion?’ wondered Akrulan.  
Jaahkathna smiled. ‘Arm all forward weaponry banks. Plot and 

reverse incoming course!’  
Ultarch gaped. ‘Ram them?’  
‘Do it!’  

With an explosive clang of metal on metal, a neatly circular section of 
one of the Black Light stations inner walls collapsed inwards.  

Shortly afterwards a vac suited Doctor plus assorted Draconians 
clambered into the corridor.  

‘Is that sound in my head?’ wondered the Doctor, shaking off the 
effect of the tranq capsule.  

‘No, Doctor,’ said Vorkuuthh, ‘that is the alarm.’  
‘Ah!’ The Doctor nodded sagely.  
‘Enough of this!’ Karnalis brushed past them, brandishing a 

blaster. ‘Now I shall show you the meaning of honour, alien!’ He set 
off down the corridor.  

Vorkuuthh sighed. ‘You men,’ he indicated two of the guard, 
‘guard the prince.’  

The guardsmen hurried after Karnalis, who had disappeared round 
the bend of the corridor. Everything was illuminated in sickly infra 
red light.  

Vorkuuthh was shaking his head. ‘This station is not up to full 
offensive capability, I am sure of it.’  

‘Which way are the generators?’ asked the Doctor.  
Vorkuuthh turned. ‘We need to go inwards, to the centre.’  

The alien ship loomed larger in the forward screens of the Draconia. 
Still it didn’t alter course.  

‘My lady,’ Akrulan leant forward.  
Jaahkathna shook her head. ‘An empress must be seen to act, must 

she not, Senator?’ She smiled as the hum of the engines rose to a 
higher pitch.  

The ship was filling the screens now.  
‘Fire!’ ordered Jaahkathna.  
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There was an intense flare of light from the screens and the entire 
deck seemed to shift.  

Jaahkathna held her footing, holding on to the command console.  
Akrulan fell to one knee, grimacing in pain.  
‘You did it, my lady!’ Ultarch was exultant. ‘We destroyed them!’  
There was a cheer from the ranks on deck.  
Jaahkathna acknowledged this while at the same time shaking her 

head. ‘I don’t know… Select geo stationary orbit at safe distance to 
the station.’  

Abraxaarr listened to the distant sound of gun fire. The enemy were 
on board the station! How could this have happened? Ordering the 
last of his personal guard from the Black Light chamber he turned to 
the bank of controls below the massive column of light. Things were 
running out of control…  

That prattling alien fool had mocked his ultimatum… Now there 
was no sign of his allies. They had promised him! Promised him! This 
was not how it should be! The Black Sun would rise again… He 
stared mournfully into the column of light, deep shadow on his face, 
twisting and scarring it with unnatural patterns.  

Well if the power would not be his it would not be anyone’s. 
Turning back to the controls, he began to reset them.  

Nick found himself running through yet more corridors. That damn 
klaxon was still going off, along with the idiot-automated message. 
And there was something else…  

Gunfire?  
Yes, in the distance but getting closer.  
Nick turned, uncertain.  
Where the hell was Falex? He wouldn’t forgive himself if… No, 

don’t even think it.  
With an abrupt hiss a door slid open behind him.  
Nick jumped back, raising his hands. ‘Okay, first things 

first…Oh…’  
A dying Draconian, one of Abraxaarr's guardsmen, fell backwards 

through the door, smoke spiralling from a deep gash in his chest 
armour.  

An imposing figure stepped through the doorway, energy weapon 
raised. It was Supreme Admiral Vorkuuthh. Closely followed by the 
Doctor and members of the Imperial Guard.  

‘Nick!’  
‘Doctor!’  
‘Where’s Falex?’  
‘Ah…’  
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Abraxaarr continued to stare into the Black Light, hypnotised. There 
was power down there, power beyond imagining. His allies had gone 
down into the bowels of the station, taking things, replacing things.  

Abraxaarr hadn’t fully understood what they had done but he had 
understood the basic operation of the controls.  

Understood enough to set them to override.  
Whatever their plans, his allies had brought the means of his 

salvation. His and all Draconia’s. If the Black Pearl would not rule 
eternal, it would be remembered eternally.  

The sounds of gunfire had largely died down now. He knew it 
could not be long before his enemies found him. Well let them! The 
constant thrum of the generator chamber had grown deeper in pitch.  

The column of light flared, mad shadows flitting across the 
chamber walls.  

‘Power,’ murmured Abraxaarr. ‘Power and death are the only 
constants. Death is power.’ He sensed someone behind him.  

It was the Taurean child.  
The boy’s eyes seemed huge, reflecting the unnatural light.  
‘You! What are you doing here?’ Abraxaarr stared, then laughed. 

‘Come to me, child! We shall embrace the Black Sun together!’  
He heard a voice in his mind, soothing, comforting. ‘You shall 

have your power.’  
‘Yes,’ said Abraxaarr, ‘I shall have my power.’ This was the way it 

would be!  
The boy smiled and stepped towards him.  

Prince Karnalis crept through the corridors of the Black Sun Station, 
blaster at the ready. Now he would show his disrespectful bitch of a 
wife, Vorkuuthh and all the interfering fools! The hour for true glory 
was at hand! Afterwards there would be time a plenty for 
recriminations. Oh yes…  

Karnalis paused. The sounds of gunfire had tailed off. Still there 
was the insistent alarm but it was a mere distraction to his finely 
honed warrior’s instinct.  

Rounding a bend in the corridor he heard voices.  
There was movement from ahead.  
Karnalis dropped to a crouch, levelling his gun.  
Shadows moved on the curve of the wall.  
Karnalis strained to hear.  
‘…Sure had some moves on her!…’  
‘Rhamon! We almost died there!’  
‘Shut up, Garvary!’  
Laughter.  
Karnalis crab-shuffled closer, then froze.  
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Draconians? No, the armour was similar, the masks Draconian but 
these were off-worlders.  

Now he had them!  

Ultarch was studying a data inflow screen on the bridge of the 
Draconia.  

He turned to Jaahkathna. ‘My lady?’  
‘What is it?’ The empress stepped forward.  
‘That ship has re-docked with the Black Sun Station. We didn’t 

even scratch them.’  
‘Who are they?’ asked Jaahkathna.  
‘I don’t know,’ observed Akrulan, nursing a bruised knee at the 

command console, ‘but I do not like being less than a moon’s orbit 
from them!’  

The column of light was so close Abraxaarr could almost touch it 
now. The child was at his side. It was fitting.  

Somehow he knew the boy understood.  
‘I understand,’ said the voice. ‘Take the power. Take it!’  
Abraxaarr smiled, leaning forward, embracing his god.  

* 
Karnalis watched as the alien filth moved various crates and 
equipment into another chamber beyond the corridor. A red light 
flashed slowly on and off above the entrance to the chamber.  

Karnalis smiled to himself. This would be easier than snaring blind 
dragons in the swamps of Gaasshnaarrkk. There were only three of 
them. The woman had an energy weapon but it was not readied. He 
would slay them all!  

Careful, he stepped into the chamber.  
At the same instant, a bizarre, drawn out scream echoed through 

the corridors of the station.  
A hatchway slammed down behind Karnalis and the figures turned 

as one. He raised his gun, unafraid.  

‘What the hell was that?’  
Nick voiced the thoughts of the Doctor’s party as they raced 

towards the generator chamber.  
The high pitched, unnatural sounding scream seemed to hang in 

the air, turning in on itself.  
‘Come on!’ The Doctor urged them onwards as the hum of the 

generators grew steadily deeper in pitch, merging with the scream in a 
sonic cacophony.  

Humanoid faces were revealed behind the masks.  
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Karnalis faced a woman with close cropped black hair, a dark 
skinned, dread locked male and another, pale skinned with an absurd 
shock of blonde hair.  

‘Nobody move!’  
They grinned, collectively ignoring the command.  
‘Prince Karnalis isn’t it?’ asked the woman.  
‘What of it?’ asked Karnalis, forgetting himself.  
‘Oh nothing,’ said the woman.  
Almost imperceptibly, the three had taken a step back.  
‘It’s vaguely diverting to meet you,’ continued the woman.  
The males were grinning in a most disrespectful manner.  
‘You will listen to me, scum!’ spat Karnalis.  
A transparent screen dropped down in front of them, cutting him 

off. ‘What is this?’ Karnalis prepared to fire. ‘That will not save you!’  
The woman smiled, leaning to press a button on the wall behind 

her. ‘You’re in an airlock, moron!’  
Karnalis gaped then scrabbled for his vac helmet at his belt as the 

floor dropped away beneath him.  

At the entrance to the generator chamber, the Doctor’s party stopped 
as one.  

Abraxaarr seemed to hang in the air, transfixed within the column 
of Black Light, his figure impossibly stretched and contorted, a film 
negative warping in on itself.  

The scream grew to an almost unbearable pitch then went beyond 
hearing.  

Abraxaarr stretched further, separated like wax, then was gone.  
The Doctor raced to the controls, keeping one eye to the light 

column. ‘He stepped in unprotected! Incredible!’  
Nick noticed the diminutive figure of Falex, kneeling at the edge of 

the light.  
‘Falex! What the hell happened?’  
The boy’s face was blank. ‘Power is death… death is power… 

What is dying?’  
‘Falex?’ Nick took the boy gently by the shoulders, helping him to 

his feet and steering him away from the light.  
All around them the thrum of the generators, the alarm and 

automated announcement continued.  
The Doctor was donning his vac helmet. ‘Admiral! I need an extra 

set of hands!’  
‘Doctor?’ Vorkuuthh stepped forward.  
‘This thing’s running out of control!’  
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He gestured to the ladder descending into the depths of the 
station. ‘We’ve got to get down there! Take the generator loops out of 
phase!’  

Vorkuuthh nodded his understanding, donning his vac helm.  
Nick noticed very little of this, continuing to watch Falex, eyes 

narrowed in concern.  

On the Draconia’s viewing screens the great bowl of the Black Light 
generators beneath the hexagonal hub of the station was pulsing in 
and out with fierce intensity.  

Akrulan stared in horror. ‘A Black Light implosion! Abraxaarr’s 
madness will destroy us all!’  

Almost unnoticed a technician passed a message to Jaahkathna.  
‘My lady,’ he bowed, overwhelmed by the crisis and what he had to 

say.  
‘Speak!’ Jaahkathna had no time for this.  
‘My lady, an urgent incoming message from your husband: He is 

on his personal communicator and apparently in space fall with 
limited oxygen.’  

A look passed between Jaahkathna, Ultarch and Akrulan.  
Jaahkathna sighed. ‘If we get out of this situation we will reroute to 

pick the Prince Karnalis up. Sub priority C routine!’  
‘My lady!’  
Jaahkathna turned to Akrulan. ‘Hopefully the fool's oxygen will 

have run out by then!’  
Akrulan wasn’t listening. ‘Empress, the enemy ship is disengaging. 

Data reports the station is about to go critical!’  

‘Well, that was educational.’  
Europa leant back in her chair, the contours moulding themselves 

automatically to her body.  
Rhamon and Garvary operated instruments forward and below of 

her as the Construct ship turned sideways in time.  
‘Very.’ Garvary rose to fix himself a drink. ‘I like the Draconian 

girl. She’s got balls.’  
Europa pulled a face then stretched, cat like. ‘Very apposite. You 

really are a moron, Garvary.’  
He grinned a lunatic grin. ‘Every team needs one.’  
‘Seems I’m hip deep in them.’ Europa eyed Rhamon who had set 

the controls to automatic and was now idly playing with his braided 
hair. ‘I could have done without the macho posturing as well.’  

Rhamon raised an eyebrow by way of reply. ‘This armour sucks,’ 
he commented eventually, darkly handsome in the dim light.  
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There was a gentle chime and, as if on cue, two further figures 
materialised, clad in the same pseudo Draconian body armour.  

As one they removed their masks. Kade and Orestes; Construct 
Bounty Hunters extraordinaire.  

‘This armour does, as you say, “suck”,’ observed Kade. ‘I must 
find myself something more comfortable.’  

‘Going to slip into a little black mayhem number are you?’ said 
Europa.  

‘Mayhem’s in this year I hear,’ said Garvary.  
‘Shut up.’ Orestes. Blunt as always.  
Garvary yawned. ‘Somehow you’re not scaring me.’  
‘Listen,’ said Kade and everybody did. ‘This has been an interesting 

exercise. The Black Light could be useful. But that is for the future.’  
There was collective laughter.  
Kade smiled. ‘Most importantly, we have proved the child’s 

potential for corruption. We can leave the insects to their squabbling.’ 
He stared into the middle distance. ‘The past must remain 
untouched.’ His tone was uncompromising, his eyes black holes to 
nowhere and beyond. He grinned abruptly, animal savage. ‘You have 
your coordinates, you know what to do. Let’s do it. Time, as they say, 
is on our side.’  

From the window of the Empress Jaahkathna’s private suite the 
Doctor watched Nick and Falex playing in the palace grounds far 
below. It was two days since the events on the station. Together with 
Vorkuuthh he had successfully powered down the generators. The 
weird thing was the changes that had already been made to the 
operative systems, the items that had obviously been removed. The 
Doctor frowned, lost in thought.  

A door opened softly behind him.  
Jaahkathna stepped lightly towards him. ‘Doctor? Have you 

considered your answer?’  
The Doctor smiled, turning from more worrying thoughts. ‘Yes, 

my lady, yes I have.’ He bowed. ‘My life at your command.’ A pause. 
‘It would be an honour to accept the position. Not only for me, but 
for the memory of Ishkavaarr, too.’  

Now it was Jaahkathna’s turn to smile. ‘I shall inform Senator 
Akrulan immediately. You shall make a fine Ambassador for 
Draconia!’  

The Doctor smiled again as she left the chambers.  
He hoped he would serve the empress well.  
Better, perhaps, than he had served his friends in the past few days. 

Time would tell. It usually did. So much for philosophy!  
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The Doctor inhaled deeply and left the chambers, heading for the 
stairs and his friends, alone together beneath the morning suns. 
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Part One 

Sand whirled and danced in the air, forming patterns each as unique 
as a snowflake. The scorching sun beat down harshly on the dunes, as 
if  contemplating heating them until they became glass. 

Nick couldn’t help but wonder if  they had found the right place. 
‘Doctor,’ he began, but his words were blown away so quickly by 

the wind that he was surprised that he had heard them. He cleared his 
throat, ready to start again. ‘Doctor, I thought you said we were going 
to somewhere very high-tech and –’ 

‘I did and we are,’ the Doctor stated simply. Nick noticed that the 
Doctor’s deep booming voice had no difficulty in sledge-hammering 
its way through the wind. ‘We’re very close now.’ 

Nick looked in the direction they were heading, scanning the 
horizon for anything other than sand. ‘Unless there’s something very 
impressive over that next set of  dunes –’ Nick bent over double and 
choked on the sand that had just been blown down his throat and the 
Doctor stopped and turned his bulky body to see if  Nick was all 
right. 

‘Hmm,’ the Doctor said thoughtfully. ‘Perhaps we should have 
bought the breathing equipment from that trader back at the 
spaceport.’ 

Nick shrugged, adjusting his sunglasses in an attempt to make up 
for his minimal facial protection. Unfortunately, the sunglasses 
seemed unable to cover his entire face, so he gave up. Nick 
straightened up and made to give the Doctor a thumbs-up, but the 
Doctor had already resumed walking. Nick suppressed the urge to 
sigh and followed. 

‘Almost there,’ the Doctor encouraged as they climbed the huge 
dune in front of  them. Nick wondered if  it was possible that he 
could get covered in any more sand, then found that it was as the 
Doctor’s feet displaced fine sand, which washed over Nick’s feet and 
into his shoes. 

‘Quick, get up here!’ the Doctor commanded. Nick scrambled up 
the remainder of  the steep slope, knocking against his metal buttons 
and for the umpteenth time realising how hot they could become in 
the bright sun. 

‘What is it?’ Nick asked, peering through the sand ahead of  them. 
‘Huts!’ the Doctor cried out excitedly. 
‘Huts?’ Nick repeated dubiously. ‘High-tech?’ 
‘Don’t judge by appearances,’ the Doctor berated him sternly. 

‘Besides, you look like you need a drink.’ 
The Doctor was right, of  course. They had been travelling for the 

best part of  the day, as the Doctor had been too impatient to wait for 
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nightfall. They had stopped only to buy two bottles of  water and hats 
that were something in between panamas and fezzes. Nick couldn’t 
help feeling that the joke had been on them. 

‘Come on, get a move on, then,’ the Doctor told Nick without 
waiting for Nick’s agreement. Nick nodded anyway, then followed the 
Doctor. He was glad to see that the wind was dying out. Typical; just 
as soon as they had a possibility of  cover. 

‘Now the results of  that last race,’ the tannoy burbled from speaker 
stands set on top of  the huts. The Doctor continued his stride, 
rounding the nearest hut and seeing where the ‘race’ must have been 
held. There was an area loosely matching that for track and field 
events on Earth, complete with a pavilion at one end. By his 
reckoning, there were around seventy people around the sides; some 
were waiting, some were watching. ‘It was a clear win for Thurceles,’ 
the voice on the tannoy continued, ‘with Soroto claiming second 
place.’ Clapping from those at the edge of  the field accompanied each 
name, but the Doctor noticed some worried faces scattered around 
whose owners did not look in the mood for applause. Perhaps they 
were about to compete, the Doctor thought. 

‘Hang on, Doctor,’ Nick gasped, half-running to catch up. 
‘Shouldn’t we be more careful about meeting these –’ 

‘When they’re having a sports day?’ the Doctor asked. ‘I don’t 
think there’s any danger here.’ As they drew nearer to the spectators, 
the Doctor scrutinised each in turn, until he found what he was 
looking for. Once he did, he quickened his pace, barely noticing that 
Nick had been forced into a run to keep up. 

‘Ah, delighted to meet you. The man himself!’ The Doctor 
addressed an old man standing near the pavilion. The Doctor reached 
out and clasped the man’s hand warmly, much to the surprise of  the 
owner of  the hand. Nick couldn’t immediately see why the Doctor 
had picked this man in particular: like everyone that he had seen 
between the spaceport and the pavilion, the man had a brownish-
yellow skin tone, fine fair hair and a small tusk instead of  a nose. 

‘Oh, yes.’ The man seemed uncertain that he was in fact ‘the man 
himself ’, possibly due to the intimidating size of  the Doctor and the 
vigour of  his handshake. His skin was cracked and dry, rough in the 
Doctor’s palm. A steward nearby was eyeing the Doctor and Nick 
suspiciously. Nick gave him a friendly smile, but the steward looked 
away hastily. Nick supposed that he was probably unused to visitors. 

‘We’ve been so looking forward to meeting you at last,’ the Doctor 
said to the old man, with a hearty laugh that made the man wince. 
‘This is my friend, Nick,’ he released the man from the handshake 
and gestured at Nick. ‘We’ve been so looking forward to our meeting.’ 
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‘Really?’ the old man queried. Nick had to bite his tongue to stop 
himself  from asking the same question. 

‘That’s right; we’ve been hoping to meet your esteemed self  for 
some time and now we’ve finally done it.’ The man gave a smile and 
did his best to look modest, indicating that the Doctor had indeed hit 
the right tone. ‘But we can talk after; first you’d better continue with 
your announcing,’ the Doctor reminded him. ‘We couldn’t deprive the 
crowds of  your clear tones.’ 

‘Oh thank you… no, of  course.’ The man cleared his throat and 
reached for a microphone that Nick realised the Doctor must have 
glimpsed resting by the man’s feet. The man was senior in age and 
next to the best evidence of  technology close to hand; it seemed the 
Doctor had rightly assumed that he was in charge. The steward was 
looking at the Doctor again. No, not looking, Nick realised, the 
steward was glaring at him. Did he recognise the Doctor? Nick 
tugged the Doctor’s sleeve to attract his attention, but before the 
Doctor turned round, the steward had marched away. 

Hundreds of  thousands of  miles above in the bleak void of  space, a 
slender cone shimmered into existence. Although it was a cone, 
imperfections in its surface abounded, giving it the appearance of  
having just been dragged along a road whilst tied to a quickly moving 
vehicle. Nevertheless, the cone seemed to have survived whatever 
ordeal it had been involved in intact. As if  to prove the fact to the 
otherwise empty depths of  space, it fired up a small engine at its rear 
and began to move towards the planet below. 

‘Doctor,’ Nick tried again, ‘I’d like a quick word.’ This time the 
Doctor turned back to Nick, seeming satisfied with his work so far. 
Nick had to admit that the Doctor seemed to have impressed the 
man in charge, whoever he was, and hoped that he would stay 
impressed when the Doctor revealed that he didn’t even know the 
man’s name. However, that was something to worry about when the 
time came. 

For a man with such a resoundingly booming voice, the Doctor 
could make it quite quiet when he wanted. ‘If  it’s about the stewards,’ 
he said softly, ‘I’ve noticed them too.’ 

‘Maybe they recognise us from somewhere,’ Nick speculated. He 
supposed that there was no need to explain why the Doctor was 
attracting so much attention; he was alien to them and had just 
wandered right up to a man who seemed to be of  some importance. 

The Doctor rocked his head slightly to the left and back again 
noncommittally. ‘I’m going to have a quick look around, so maybe I’ll 
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find out. That reminds me, could you find out this man’s name while 
I’m gone?’ The Doctor waved his thanks without waiting for a reply. 

‘Sure,’ Nick sighed. ‘No trouble.’ 

The Doctor wandered around the edge of  the line of  spectators 
towards the pavilion, pausing every now and again when he felt that 
he was attracting attention. That way, anyone who saw him would be 
more likely to believe that he was shuffling around to get a better 
view, rather than snooping around. When he reached the pavilion, he 
continued facing the sports events, but moved slowly backwards. The 
Doctor felt pleased with himself  as he reversed into the pavilion and 
out of  sight, without anyone seeming to notice. 

Light from the doorway illuminated the first few feet of  the 
entranceway, but beyond that, the interior was only visible near 
windows and gas lanterns, which seemed to be distributed at random. 
The Doctor noticed that the windows were not even all at the same 
height, but could not think why. Perhaps there was a cultural reason, 
he thought, offering people of  various heights the chance to have a 
window of  their level. Alternatively, it could simply have been down 
to an exceedingly amateur builder. 

He could see two doorways leading from the entrance hall, but 
decided that he should start where he had entered, rather than risk 
trampling on any clues as he searched. He scanned the lighter areas 
first, taking in boxes containing sashes, batons, balls and the like, 
before peering into the darker areas. To help him see, he pulled the 
nearest lantern from its hook on the wall, feeling a shower of  plaster 
stream away as he did so. Perhaps the plasterer had been having a bad 
day when he worked on the pavilion, just like the builder, the Doctor 
thought, as he brushed the dust from his arm.  

He swung the lantern around him and started looking for anything 
unusual. Even if  there was nothing to the strange looks the stewards 
had been giving him, he was still waiting to see evidence of  
technology higher than a public address system.  

There was something on the floor, over towards the left-hand 
doorway. He crouched down to take a look and brought the lantern 
closer. It was a fine, dull wire, about eight inches long. Before he 
could pick it up to examine it more closely, he heard a noise coming 
from beyond the doorway. It was quite high-pitched, sounding to the 
Doctor like some kind of  small animal.  

He stood up quickly and strode through the doorway, heading 
towards the noise. The doorway led into a corridor that was darker 
than the entrance hall had been. The Doctor supposed that keeping 
the heat out during the day must have been a greater priority than 
allowing in natural light. He held the lantern in front of  him and 



 

 117 

slowed his pace as he neared the end of  the corridor and the room 
that housed the source of  the noise. Even from the corridor, he 
could see something in the far corner of  the room ahead, covered 
over with a blanket, shaking slightly. 

He was staring at the corner so intently that he almost missed the 
large form of  the steward as he stepped out into the Doctor’s path. 
‘Can I help you?’ 

‘What’s in there?’ the Doctor demanded. 
There was a pause as the steward seemed to consider his wording. 

‘That room’s for the athletes only, sir,’ he replied firmly. ‘I think you 
would do much better to wait outside.’ The steward gestured for the 
Doctor to turn around and the Doctor complied. He consoled 
himself  that he had found out one thing for certain: his and Nick’s 
suspicions had been correct. 

‘… then I was escorted out,’ the Doctor concluded. 
Nick had listened to the whole account, nodding when necessary. 

After the Doctor had finished, it took him a few seconds to realise 
that the Doctor had found out nothing neither substantial nor 
conclusive. However, he knew that pointing this out would do little 
good, so took the same conspiring tone that the Doctor had adopted 
and recounted his own activities. ‘I found out his name,’ Nick began, 
loading the statement with rather more importance than it deserved. 
‘It’s Adasena “the Venturer” Levitt. He got the nickname from 
crossing the three great deserts when he was younger. More recently, 
he’s been the one making sure that the people around here get some 
organised sporting events, like this one today.’ The Doctor nodded 
thoughtfully. Nick knew that the Doctor had probably taken in 
everything that he had said almost before he had said it, not to 
mention working out whether the information could be of  any use 
before Nick could draw his next breath. If  he had not liked the 
Doctor so much, Nick would have called it showing off. 

‘If  we look like we’re taking an interest in the sporting events, we 
should be able to throw the stewards off  the scent,’ the Doctor 
suggested. Nick was about to throw in some ideas of  his own when 
the Doctor continued. ‘If  you engage Adasena in conspicuous 
conversation, you might be able to draw the attention of  the 
stewards, allowing me to get another look in the pavilion.’ Nick 
nodded and opened his mouth to speak, but the Doctor held his 
finger up to his lips, jerking his head almost imperceptibly towards a 
nearby steward. The Doctor stared at the field ahead of  him and 
Nick did the same. Eight people were running around each other in 
the centre of  the field, holding flags in the air. A whistle was blown 
and they stopped, lowered their flags, then marched off  to one side. 
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‘And we shall continue the Flag Race later on,’ Adasena announced 
over the tannoy. Some other competitors wandered on to the field 
looking nervously at the crowd around the edge of  the field. After a 
few minutes of  watching them as they did exercises, the Doctor 
grabbed Nick’s arm and tugged him back over to where Adasena was 
standing. Nick realised that he had no idea what he was going to say 
to hold Adasena’s attention once he got there and hoped that the 
Doctor could give him an idea. 

‘Adasena!’ the Doctor cried out at a volume that would have made 
ripples in people’s drinks, if  they had had any. The old man looked 
stunned by the sheer power the Doctor’s voice had conveyed and 
stood speechless, microphone halfway up to his lips. ‘My friend Nick 
would like to have a quick chat.’ 

‘We’re already behind… I was about to announce the next race,’ 
Adasena replied uncertainly. 

‘But that’s what he wants to talk about,’ the Doctor said smoothly. 
Nick felt a sinking feeling in his stomach. Thanks to the Doctor, he 
now had to discuss a race that he knew nothing about, including its 
name. This was not the sort of  help that Nick had been hoping for. 
The Doctor patted him on the back, as if  reminding him that he had 
to speak, as well as propelling him forwards, so that Nick managed to 
stop himself  just short of  colliding with Adasena. 

Nick saw the Doctor retreating from the corner of  his eye and 
swallowed. Adasena stared at him expectantly. 

‘Right,’ Nick said slowly. ‘Where to begin?’ 
Adasena stared at him blankly. Nick glanced nervously to one side, 

which was when he saw several people pointing at the sky. He looked 
up and saw a strange dark outline up above. There were a few cries of  
alarm and more people pointed in the air. Nick felt like he would 
never feel so pleased to see an unexpected unidentified flying object.  

The sound of  disturbances amongst the other spectators reminded 
him that not everyone was going to feel the same way about the 
appearance in the sky of  a quite unusual and very large cone. Each to 
their own, Nick thought. 

The Doctor heard the sounds of  commotion behind him and knew 
that this was his best chance to gain access to the pavilion without 
being turned away. The thought crossed his mind that if  there was a 
commotion, it could be something important, but he dismissed the 
thought quickly; if  there was a problem, Nick would find him. In the 
meantime, he could satisfy his curiosity about what he had seen 
before.  

Perhaps the lantern had been a mistake, the Doctor thought; it 
made it much more obvious that he was inside if  there was a light 
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bobbing around. Instead, he looked into the dark corners of  the 
entrance hall and gave himself  a few seconds for his eyes to adjust to 
the half-gloom. That done, he headed back over to where he had seen 
the wire.  

Crouching down, his fingers searched for it and, after finding 
several insects, managed to find it. He pocketed it, knowing that he 
still had a limited time, despite whatever distraction was occurring 
outside. 

He manoeuvred his bulky frame as quietly as possible through the 
left-hand doorway and towards the room he had been in earlier. He 
could still hear some sort of  commotion outside, but nothing inside. 
He crept into the room, but even before he had given himself  a 
chance to take it all in, he could see that the blanket in the corner had 
gone; complete with whatever had been underneath it.  

The rest of  the room yielded no obvious clues as to what it could 
have been, so the Doctor walked back into the corridor, rubbing his 
beard thoughtfully. The sounds from outside had dissipated, so the 
Doctor supposed that it was time that he left the building before he 
was caught again. In the entrance hall, he craned his neck to hear if  
there were any sounds down the opposite corridor, but there was 
nothing like the high-pitched squeals of  before.  

He glanced out of  the front door and hastily darted outside as two 
stewards headed towards the pavilion, each wearing worried 
expressions. He leant casually against the wall. 

‘Well, it’s not my fault,’ one of  them said to the other. 
‘I know,’ the second sighed. ‘Adasena doesn’t even seem to have 

noticed yet, so that’s something, at least.’ They wandered inside and 
the Doctor was tempted to follow them when he saw the fast 
approaching figure of  the steward who had blocked his progress 
earlier. He gave the steward a smile and headed back over to Nick.  

On the way, he reached into his pocket and pulled out the wire. 
Examining it more closely, he could see that it was a sturdy piece of  
steel with a coating at one end. Very odd, he thought, stuffing it back 
in his pocket. 

That was when he saw the cone in the sky. 

Nick watched the cone, waiting for it to do something, but it stayed 
still in the sky, neither growing nor shrinking. ‘Have you noticed?’ the 
Doctor asked as he strode purposely forwards. Nick assumed that the 
Doctor was talking to him, despite the fact that he was talking so 
loudly that his words could have been meant for anyone in the entire 
crowd. 
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‘It’s quite hard to miss, what with everyone pointing at it,’ Nick 
retorted, before holding his hands in front of  him and moving them 
gently downwards in a quietening gesture. 

‘No, not that,’ the Doctor waved his hand dismissively. He took 
Nick off  to one side before he spoke again. Nick wondered if  
whatever it was that the Doctor wanted to tell him was important 
enough to drag him most of  the way back to the desert. The Doctor 
checked all around him before saying, in a much-lowered tone, ‘one 
of  the contestants has disappeared.’ 

‘What?’ 
‘The Flag Race is starting up again,’ he pointed out, waving his 

hand towards the centre of  the field, ‘but there are only seven of  
them now.’ Against the background of  the desert dunes beyond him, 
the Doctor’s face looked deathly serious, so Nick knew that he must 
have considered everything that was happening around them and 
decided that this was the most important thing going on. 

‘So you’re sure he’s not in the toilet or –’ 
‘I looked around; there’s no one in the toilets and I checked with 

the organisers. He’s missing.’ The Doctor stared over Nick’s shoulders 
back towards the field. ‘It’s worrying, what with that squealing in the 
pavilion…’ 

Behind the Doctor’s head, Nick saw a magnificent sight: glittering 
spires were rising out of  the sand, piercing the sky. Nick could not 
believe what she was seeing. ‘Doctor! Out in the desert there’s –’ 

‘Not now, Nick,’ the Doctor snapped irritably. 
‘But, Doctor, look!’ 
‘We have more important things to deal with at the moment than 

stare out into the desert sun!’ The Doctor wandered back towards the 
field, leaving Nick gawping. He remained there for a few seconds, 
before realising how ridiculous he looked. Feeling somewhat self-
conscious, he turned away from the city, and ran after the Doctor. 

‘What are they up to?’ the Doctor muttered to himself.  
Why should a pavilion on a sports day be the centre of  trouble? 

Why would such an obviously run-down township attract such 
attention from space farers? He reminded himself  that he had 
technically come from space to the township as well, so it was not 
impossible that the cone in the sky was homing in on whatever it was 
that he had detected. Alternatively, it could be more directly 
connected to whatever it was that he had detected.  

Either way, it would be a great help to know what it was that he 
had detected. He crept into the pavilion once more, knowing that he 
had to find out what was going on inside quickly.  
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The cone had only just appeared, but he had no way of  knowing 
how long it would be before it carried out whatever task it had been 
sent to do… 

‘What do you think you’re doing?’ hissed an angry voice from 
behind the Doctor. He recognised it at once as that of  the steward he 
had met earlier. He twisted round slowly, giving himself  time to 
crease his features into an enraged expression. He had tried being 
nice, so now he would try a slightly less genial approach. The steward 
looked surprised at the transformation. 

‘What does it look like I’m doing?’ the Doctor shouted angrily. He 
paused, half  so that he could work out a sensible reply, the other half  
hoping that the steward would provide one for him. The steward did 
not oblige. ‘I need to look at the world around me, otherwise I get 
nervous,’ he replied eventually, trying out his best sheepish 
expression. Unfortunately, the steward did not seem to believe that 
such a loud, brash and confident man as the Doctor would be quite 
so easily unnerved. 

There was a rustling sound from the room behind the Doctor. The 
steward’s eyes widened and the Doctor knew he had his chance; he 
was between the steward and whatever it was that the steward was 
trying to hide, so the Doctor had a chance to see it at last.  

The steward reached out for the Doctor, but his hands met with 
thin air, as the Doctor had already leapt into action, racing down the 
entrance hall and down the right-hand corridor towards the sound. 
The steward was moving, but the Doctor knew that he would arrive 
at his destination before the steward could catch up with him.  

The Doctor reached the end of  the corridor and burst into the 
room, then stopped and stared.  

He was still staring when the steward ran into him, rebounding off  
the larger man. The Doctor seemed not to notice, his eyes still fixed 
on the scene in front of  him. 

‘Oh my,’ he uttered. 

There was no one to see it, but a screen aboard the cone displayed 
the numbers from an automatic timer, which ticked relentlessly down 
towards zero. The entire process was designed to run without any 
intervention, without anyone needing to update it on events, without 
anyone being given any way of  stopping it. 

The display reached the end of  the countdown. 

Nick looked around at the gradually thinning crowds, somehow 
knowing that the missing people had not nipped home for a quick 
snack. The sporting events were building up to the climactic finish 
and some of  the remaining spectators were literally jumping up and 
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down with excitement. Others were still looking puzzled, throwing 
the occasional glance at the cone suspended in the air above them, 
but still managing to hold onto a smile.  

Nick could swear that the cone had grown closer even in the time 
the Doctor had been gone. 

By Nick’s reckoning, the Doctor had been inside the pavilion for 
around ten minutes. Nick wondered how long it took to snoop 
around a few changing rooms, deciding that he should probably find 
out himself. Just as he had resolved to set foot inside, however, the 
Doctor lumbered out. 

‘Doctor,’ Nick sighed in relief. ‘You had me going for a minute 
there. I was beginning to wonder where you’d –’ 

‘Come on,’ the Doctor replied stiffly, walking down the pavilion 
steps and towards the main crowds. Nick followed cautiously. 

‘Doctor?’ The Doctor continued striding away. ‘Doctor, aren’t we 
going to do something about that cone? The one in the sky.’ 

The Doctor stopped suddenly and turned about. ‘We’re not going 
to do anything about it.’ 

Nick felt a shiver go down his spine. Whatever was behind the 
cone, the sinister stewards and the disappearing people had got to the 
Doctor too, he realised. Nick looked desperately to either side, 
looking for some way out, but unsurprisingly, he found none. There 
was no one else; he had come alone with the Doctor, believing that 
he could always rely on him. The thought that something might affect 
the Doctor’s judgement had not even crossed his mind. The idea that 
something might control the Doctor had not even formed as an idea 
until that moment. He tried to back away, but realised that the 
Doctor’s hand was on his arm, preventing him from retreating.  

In the field, the contestants were crossing the finish line. In the sky, 
the cone was growing ever nearer. 

‘You’ve got to let go,’ Nick warned the Doctor, feeling himself  
begin to panic. 

The Doctor winked at him. He leaned closer and, in a conspiring 
tone, said, ‘sit back and watch the fireworks.’ 

Nick stared at him disbelievingly, then tore his eyes away to look at 
the rapidly approaching cone, which promptly exploded. 

Balls of  flame shot in every direction, spiralling through the air, 
before they detonated. From each explosion came showers of  bright 
sparks that glowed in the sky. 

‘We had it all wrong, Nick,’ the Doctor chuckled over the repeated 
explosions from high above him. ‘It was a surprise celebration, not a 
conspiracy!’ 
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Nick gazed up at the bright patterns in the air above him in 
astonishment as he saw the showers of  light coalesce into a message. 
‘“Thank you Adasena”,’ he read aloud, ‘“we wish you well”. All this 
for an anniversary?’ 

Before Nick could swallow this new development, he heard strange 
noises from the direction of  the pavilion. He spun around to see a 
cake the size of  a man being wheeled out, accompanied by the 
contestants from the field who had gone missing before.  

Nick realised that they must have been in on the surprise – they 
had been helping to make it run smoothly behind the scenes. 
However, Nick noticed that the strange noises were not coming from 
the people around the cake, but from the cake itself. 

‘Singing candles,’ the Doctor explained, sensing the question that 
his companion had not yet even thought up. 

The crowds around the edge of  the pitch, first as taken aback as 
Nick, were now joining in with the celebrations by singing along with 
the candles. ‘But… but…’ Nick faltered. 

‘Yes, the stewards explained it all. That’s what the noises were – the 
cake.’ 

Nick whistled at the sight before him. Adasena looked bewildered 
and Nick could not blame him. People had thrown the most 
extravagant surprise celebration that Nick had ever seen – all in one 
man’s honour. They had detonated what had to amount to hundreds 
of  tonnes of  explosives in a rocket just for him. ‘Adasena must have 
been more important than we thought.’ 

‘It turns out that he helped a lot of  people when he used to be 
“The Venturer”. Those people have come back with lots of  ideas for 
helping to turn this place around. Look around you: this whole place 
is past its best, futilely trying to hold on to the trappings of  
civilisation that deserted it. They’ve come to help to give this 
settlement a nudge back towards progress. All because of  one man.’ 
A girl walked past carrying a tray of  drinks and handed one to the 
Doctor and another to Nick. 

‘Wow.’ Nick shook his head to clear it. ‘Hang on a minute, that 
doesn’t explain that strange city.’ 

‘What city?’ the Doctor asked, puzzled. He took a long hard swig 
from his drink. 

‘The one that rose out of  the desert.’ 
‘You never said anything about that!’ the Doctor spluttered. 
‘You told me there were more important things to deal with and –’ 
‘I didn’t know that a city had risen from the desert!’ The Doctor 

set down his drink and patted himself  on the chest. ‘Come on, we’d 
better investigate.’ 
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‘What about Falex?’ Nick asked, ‘we can’t leave him with Enalc 
forever.’ 

‘We’ve been gone a few days, Nick, not forever. After events on 
Draconia we all need a break, and this is one not really suited for 
Falex. Besides, Enalc’karnip has the most amazing mental discipline, 
and he will hopefully teach Falex some of  that.’ 

‘Doctor, Falex is only a kid, he’s…’ 
‘A Taurean, Nick, and developing fast. He’s been around bad 

influences enough recently, so now he stays home. Where he’ll be 
safe, and hopefully learn a thing or two from Enalc’karnip.’ The 
Doctor beamed, and Nick knew he could not really argue with that. 
‘So, this city! And if  we can’t find anything there, there’s a Qux space 
station I heard about at the spaceport…’ 

Nick rolled his eyes, but followed the Doctor, listening to the 
celebrations as he wandered on towards a new adventure. 
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Part Two 

Nick checked his watch again, but saw that it had barely changed 
since he had last checked it. He had been waiting for too long, he 
thought. Where had the Doctor got to? After thinking about it for a 
few seconds, Nick decided that the Doctor was the sort of person 
who could be relied on to be late. He drained the dregs of his drink, 
and rummaged in his pocket for some change. Someone tapped him 
insistently on the shoulder. ‘Give it a rest, would you?’ he sighed.  

‘Me here first!’ a gruff voice barked by his ear. Nick looked round 
to see a dark ugly face peering at him from close range. An Ogron? 
Yes, it had to be. The rank stench of raw meat on its breath was 
unmistakeable.  

‘What do you want?’ 
The Ogron's eyes narrowed. The effect was clearly meant to be 

one to incite fear, but ended up making him look like he was trying to 
stare at the sun. ‘My seat!’ 

‘Huh?’ Nick asked, hoping that the puzzlement in his voice was 
clear enough even for an Ogron to understand. ‘I've been sitting here 
for ages. Anyway, there're plenty of other seats.’  

‘No. Mine.’  
Nick considered his position for a moment. What was he doing? 

He was arguing with an Ogron - a muscle on legs. Perhaps he should 
just back down gently, he thought; it was hardly as if the seat was 
particularly important, anyway. Before he could order his thoughts to 
come to a decision, however, he was interrupted as the Ogron swung 
its huge fist at him. Nick moved aside from the clumsy punch, 
though in doing so, he realised that he must have handed over most 
of his ability to balance with his last drink. Narrowly managing to stay 
on the barstool, he pulled his arms up ready to strike back at his 
assailant.  

Before anything else had a chance to happen, a voice called over to 
them,  

‘Hey, you two, break it up.’ One of the bouncers, of a race that 
Nick did not recognise, was walking over. If the Ogron was a muscle 
on legs, then this bouncer was a muscle on muscles. The ridge of 
horns down the centre of its forehead also helped give the impression 
that it would always be the last one standing. It was almost seven-foot 
tall, blue and scaly. Its fists carried the same ridges as the forehead, 
and made Nick think of built in knuckle-dusters.  

Despite this, the Ogron managed to answer back. ‘He steal my 
seat.’  

‘What?’ Nick exclaimed angrily. ‘You weren't even-’  
‘Leave it there, or you're out!’ the bouncer interrupted forcefully.  
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‘I no take orders,’ the Ogron growled menacingly.  
‘Is that so?’ the bouncer asked, its voice calm. It flexed a few 

muscles before continuing. ‘Well, where I come from we don't take 
no for an answer. Either drink peacefully, or get out.’  

The Ogron made as if to say something, then stopped. It was 
almost as though you could hear the neurons firing, Nick thought. 
Some small part of the Ogron's brain must have realised quite how 
bad an idea answering back could be. The Ogron went over to the 
other side of the bar and sat down, still glaring at Nick.  

Arguing with an Ogron and a seven-foot tall bouncer. Possibly not 
the best plan he had had all day, but hey.  

Nick tried to avoid the gaze of the Ogron as he surveyed the 
sparsely populated restaurant bar. It had hardly been the sort of place 
that he would have thought would lead to trouble, but then he had 
thought the same when he had first seen the space station. It had 
looked neat from the outside, with no blemishes.  

He put his head in his hands for a few seconds, thinking back to 
when the Doctor and he arrived.  

* 
They had arrived on the Qux space station some minutes before, but the Doctor 
had still not said much about it, simply letting Nick take it all in. The concourse 
was not quite as glitzy as outside, but it was hardly as though a riot had been 
through.  

‘What are we doing here? It doesn't look like it's in immediate danger. A few 
pickpockets, muggers, maybe, but I don't see any signs of impending doom.’  

The Doctor shook his head. ‘Always looking for melodrama.’ He sighed. ‘I 
rather think that there are no portents of destruction.’  

Nick nodded understandingly. ‘Unexpected disaster? So what are we doing, 
looking for some way to evacuate everyone in time?’  

‘No.’  
‘Looking for future dictators, to try to talk them out of it?’  
‘No, that rarely works anyway.’ The Doctor was inspecting a floor plan on the 

wall, clearly looking for something. The Doctor did not seem to want to add 
anything to this statement, as though the floor plan was the most important thing 
in the whole world.  

‘Then what is it?’ Nick asked. To his surprise, the question made the Doctor 
jump. The Doctor afforded Nick a brief scowl, before regaining his composure and 
breaking out into a smile.  

‘We're going to a restaurant.’ The Doctor beamed.  
‘A restaurant?’  
‘Well, it has a bar too.’  
‘A restaurant?’  
‘Yes, a restaurant.’ The Doctor stopped abruptly and pointed at a sign in a 

window. Nick looked above it, and saw that the words read 'Harry's 
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Restaurant'. The sign in the window had a menu printed on it. ‘This restaurant 
cooks some of the finest culinary delights in this part of the galaxy,’ the Doctor 
concluded.  

‘It says here that they specialise in fish and chips.’ Nick laughed.  
‘What's wrong with that?’ the Doctor snapped.  
Nick turned to his friend and looked him squarely in the eyes. ‘Doctor, why 

are we here? On this station, I mean,’ he added hastily, realising that the Doctor 
was about to answer his question in full philosophical depth.  

‘I like it here.’  
Nick was confused by the Doctor's behaviour. Normally the Doctor was in the 

thick of everything, thriving in difficult circumstances, rescuing people when the 
odds were highly stacked against them. He prevented invasions, crimes, but now 
here he was, travelling all this way to go to a restaurant. It was that city in the 
sand, Nick was sure, after what happened there the Doctor had been intent on 
coming to the Qux space station. It was if the Doctor was restless all of a sudden. 
This break was being extended daily.  

‘But what about the Cybermen?’ Nick tried again. ‘The Federation…’  
‘Can wait,’ the Doctor interrupted. ‘I’ve done all I can there, for now, and 

before I officially take on my duties as Draconian Ambassador…’ He looked 
down at the menu. ‘They do some marvellous sandwiches here.’  

The inside of the restaurant was quite unlike anything Nick had ever seen. There 
were stone pillars, hangings, and ornate buttresses. He tapped one of the 'stone' 
pillars and heard the hollow noise echo around the restaurant. He supposed that 
real stone would have been much more difficult to bring into orbit than this plastic. 
Even so, the place had a good feel about it. He had no idea how, but the clash of 
styles, somehow combined well and managed to bring out a pleasant effect. 
Looking around, he began to wonder whether anyone else thought the same.  

‘If this place is so good, why are there so few people here?’ he asked the Doctor 
quietly. ‘The bar's completely empty.’  

‘Off-season?’  
‘Off-season?’ Nick scoffed incredulously. ‘It's a restaurant, not a theme park.’  
‘Ah, yes,’ the Doctor agreed. ‘Then you've asked a very good question.’  

‘Would you like a drink, sir?’ The waiter's voice snapped Nick out of 
his reverie.  

‘Uh, yes, same again, please.’ The bar was still quiet, the only 
newcomer being a woman who had sat down near to him without his 
noticing. She was wearing a blue dress and knocking back lines of 
some clear drink. She was from a race that Nick did not recognise, 
but which looked reasonably similar to humans (except for the extra 
long eyelashes).  

Noticing his attention, she looked back at him and smiled. In one 
fluid motion, she doubled up and was sick on the floor, narrowly 
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missing his shoes. As she rushed out to the toilets, the waiter came 
back over to Nick, and sighed.  

‘Too much again,’ he muttered. 
‘Has the Doctor returned, yet?’ Nick asked.  
The waiter was still staring at the puddle of sick, so Nick had to 

repeat himself before he caught the waiter's attention.  
‘Sorry, sir?’ 
‘The Doctor, the man who was with me earlier.’ 
‘No, sir. Oh, you left this, sir.’  
He held out something and put it on the bar in front of Nick 

before moving round the bar to clean up the patch of yellow and 
green on the floor. Nick looked down at the object and realised what 
it was: the tracking device! The Doctor must have dropped it from 
his incredibly well-stocked pockets. So, the Doctor could not be out 
following anyone, Nick deduced, so where was he? Knowing the 
Doctor, he had probably gone to tackle something way out of his 
depth. If only Nick had been able to persuade the Doctor to take him 
along with him. 

Without warning, the Doctor stood up and walked over to the pair of diners 
nearest to them.  

‘Hello. I'm the Doctor.’  
They were clearly surprised, but recovered quickly, one of them replying almost 

immediately. ‘I'm Jabez, and this is Danneth.’  
‘I was wondering if you could tell me why it's so quiet in here?’  
As if as a reaction to his question an Ossoban, at a corner table, rose and left 

the restaurant.  
‘Even quieter now,’ Nick murmured.  
The man who had identified himself as Jabez answered the Doctor's question, 

‘There have been attacks in this quarter of the station.’  
‘A well populated quarter like this?’ the Doctor boomed sceptically, causing 

Danneth to flinch.  
‘Yes, but it only seems to be on people that have come from the area around the 

restaurant. No demands, either.’  
‘No one's received any demands?’ Nick asked uncomprehendingly.  
‘No, and the attacks have been going on for the past fortnight or so. Several 

people have gone missing, and none have returned. As you can see, people are 
starting to avoid here.’  

‘I see.’ The Doctor paused thoughtfully. ‘Thank you, you've been very helpful.’  

‘No demands,’ the Doctor murmured at Nick as they sat back down. ‘Hmm. I 
fear that this is deeper than protection rackets.’  

‘So who is attacking these people?’ Nick asked, his face a picture of 
bewilderment. ‘If this is the work of a criminal, surely this is drawing attention to 
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them? I would've thought they would avoid staying in one place, since that would 
make it more likely that they would get caught.’  

‘Some criminals are not… they’re not all there in the mind, you know.’  
‘Ah. So the attacker could be psychotic. Great.’  
The Doctor nodded reluctantly. ‘Well, we'd be fools not to allow for the 

possibility.’  
Nick shook his head and gazed across the restaurant at a fake stone pillar. 

‘And I thought you just wanted to have dinner.’  

Nick had to admit that it had been a good meal. The elk burgers had been the 
best he had ever tasted. It was true that he had not had them before, but that was 
hardly the point. The owners really must have searched the galaxy finding the 
finest dishes, and learning how to make them even better than people could have 
dreamed.  

The Ossoban who had left earlier returned, and talked to one of the bar staff, 
who promptly handed shim a coat.  

‘Right. Time to start following. I want you to remain in this area, checking for 
suspicious activity, I'll follow our friend the Ossoban. Meet you back here in an 
hour.’ The Doctor pulled something out of his pocket.  

‘What's that?’  
‘Tracking device. I'm going to use it as an aid to follow that man. I've got the 

tracker here.’ He pulled a small grey box out of his coat pocket. The top was filled 
with a green grid, with a dot at the centre.  

‘I see. Doctor…’  
‘Yes?’  
‘Why are we fighting for a restaurant?’  
‘Not every battle I fight has the whole universe hanging on a thread. What's 

the point of fighting for good and righteousness if you can't get on with your life 
afterwards? After all, shouldn't things get better?’  

‘All I'm saying is…’  
‘Sometimes it's not just planets that need saving, it's hopes and dreams.’  

Nick supposed that there were lives at stake here, rather than the whole situation 
being as frivolous as the Doctor had originally implied.  

The station seemed a lot darker than it had earlier, probably to simulate night 
time, Nick supposed, although the change in light levels could just have been in his 
imagination. There seemed to be very few people in the area, but then with its 
recent reputation, Nick decided that made sense. After all, a number of people 
had disappeared without anyone seeing them ever again. A nasty thought struck 
Nick; what if no one saw him disappear? Suppose he was attacked, rather than 
the people he was trying to help? Would Danneth or Jabez come running to the 
sound of a startled cry? Would anyone? Would he even get a chance to cry out?  
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It was a little late for that, he decided, having already come a long way into the 
depths of the station. A reassuring thought hit him, that if he were going to be 
attacked, surely it would have happened by now?  

Nick found himself on the ground with a splitting headache. He could already feel 
a bump forming on his head, as if his brain had decided that it wanted to go 
somewhere that was not in the habit of taking hard knocks. He brought his hand 
up to the bump and felt a small sticky patch of blood. He glanced around him and 
cursed. That must have been the universe's reminder that you should not get cocky, 
he decided. Still dazed, he tried to struggle to his feet to see if his assailant was 
still nearby. The area was empty of people. 

‘Damn.’  
He stumbled back to the restaurant, attempting to stop the world from 

throbbing all around him by rubbing his temples gently. If only the Doctor had 
had two handsets for the tracking device, he could be tailing the Ossoban, too. 
This area was supposed to be under investigation for attacks, but Nick realised 
that there were no police anywhere. It seemed a funny way of investigating to Nick. 
Perhaps they were too afraid to hang around where so many people had 
disappeared as well. 

Nick rubbed his head again. The painkillers were taking a long time 
to provide very little effect. They had managed to bring his headache 
down to something more manageable, at least. Clearly they were 
meant for a species with a better toleration of pain. He checked his 
watch again.  

The Doctor was only ten minutes late, which had to be an 
occupational hazard for someone who did as much as he did. But 
what was the Doctor up to; he did not have the tracker. Perhaps the 
Doctor had not realised he had left the tracker behind?  

Alternatively, perhaps he had realised, but had found the 
Ossoban’s destination to be somewhere too interesting to miss? Nick 
realised that he could follow, now that he had the tracker… 

 No, he should wait for the Doctor. He should at least give the 
Doctor another five minutes.  

‘Would you like a drink, sir?’ the new barman, who had introduced 
himself as Plerr, asked Nick for the second time. The waiter who had 
served the Doctor and Nick earlier had removed the last traces of 
sick some time before, and had gone off to clean other parts of the 
restaurant. Plerr was polishing a glass. Did barmen really do that, 
Nick wondered? It must be just for show, in this ultra high 
technology environment. After all, the glasses were cleaned to a 
polish by putting them in a machine. He supposed that it was quiet, 
so barmen would have to find something to do.  

‘No, thanks, I've got to go in a minute.’  
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‘Very well, sir.’  
Nick waited, inventing new ways of flipping coasters over as he did 

so. The Doctor was almost twenty minutes late. What could he be 
doing?  

Nick checked the tracker, but the dot on the screen had not moved 
in some time, so now that the Ossoban had stopped moving, surely 
the Doctor would have been able to get a position and come back. 
Unless the Doctor had been attacked… It was possible, after all.  

Nick considered his options for a moment. He was sure that 
station security would be more than willing to look for a missing 
person, but there was no proof that the Doctor was even missing yet. 
Would station security even see him as missing if he had been gone 
for only an hour? Probably not, so there was no use going to them 
yet.  

Nick had a tracker, and a good idea that the Doctor would have 
continued following the Ossoban.  

‘Listen.’ Nick leaned towards Plerr, who gave him a friendly smile. 
‘If the Doctor does show up, could you tell him to meet me here 
tomorrow at lunch?’  

‘Certainly, sir,’ the waiter replied.  
There was no time to wait for the Doctor, Nick decided. He would 

have to go find the Ossoban himself, even with his head-splitting 
headache.  

As he left the bar, he did not notice the Ogron stand up and 
lumber along some distance behind.  

For an orbital space station with thousands of people aboard, it was 
still surprisingly deserted, Nick decided. Perhaps there was not much 
of a night culture here.  

The scarcity of people meant that he felt reasonably happy that he 
was not being followed, but also that there was no one to witness if 
he was dragged away.  

According to the tracker, the Ossoban should be about a hundred 
yards away, just around the corner. Just around the corner? This was 
not a residential district. Nick was walking along near the end of a 
shop front, with an array of cut price clothes shops all along. The 
garishly adorned mannequins stared back out of the shop windows at 
him, their varied shapes reminding him of how many different types 
of aliens lived aboard this station. Thousands of other people, living 
their lives completely oblivious to whatever danger was here. No, 
they were not oblivious. They were aware of the problem and were 
avoiding the area.  

There was no one around.  
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Nick tiptoed carefully up to the corner, looking down at the 
tracker as he did so. He was a matter of yards from the trace. He 
looked up and slowly moved his head so that he could see round the 
corner, and saw…  

An empty corridor. Where was the Ossoban he had been 
following?  

Clearly this part of the station had not been cleaned in a while, 
with empty bags and boxes lying around on the edges of the corridor. 
He looked down at the tracker again, trying to get a more precise 
reading. It was giving a trace showing that he should be…  

The trace led him to a blank wall. Damn. There must be a way to 
get to it from the other side, he decided, and so tried to find it.  

He tried getting to the trace from all directions, but there was just a 
blank wall. He was definitely on the right level, but there was nothing 
there. No shop, no lift, nothing. He hit a panel in frustration, and 
watched it fall to the floor.  

Of course!  
Panelling had been prised away to get into some part of the 

ventilation system. He peered into the darkness.  
‘Hello? Anyone there?’ He took a step nearer to the shadowy 

opening. He could hear someone letting out ragged breaths in the 
corner opposite. Or was it simply the sound of the fans whirring, 
keeping the air moving? ‘Hello?’ he tried again, putting his head and 
shoulders fully through the hole.  

‘Make a move and you're dead,’ a female voice by his ear 
whispered.  

‘I'm not going to hurt you,’ Nick tried. It sounded silly when he 
said it, though it always worked for the Doctor. His captor made a 
small laughing noise but made no other move. Sizing him up, he 
supposed.  

‘What are you doing?’  
‘Just looking for someone?’ Nick replied carefully.  
‘There's no one here.’  
‘Ah.’ He nodded understandingly. ‘My mistake.’  
‘Why are you really here?’ The female voice was more forceful than 

before.  
‘I really was just looking for someone.’  
‘How did you know which panel to open, then?’  
Nick shrugged. ‘Blind luck?’  
‘I think you'd better come inside.’  
As he crawled inside, he felt the source of the trace crush under his 

foot. He supposed it must have fallen out of the Ossoban's pocket, 
when shim clambered inside. Oh well. At least he knew which way 
the Ossoban had been heading.  
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‘I'll tell you what we'll do, we'll sit you down here, and I'll be back 
in a moment.’ The girl had pushed and shoved him down the 
ventilation shaft until it had opened out into a disused storage area. It 
was dark, dank, and rusty. A perfect place to keep prisoners.  

Perfect in a film, at least.  
Nick's captor, however, did not fit the part so well. She seemed 

almost as worried as Nick. Presumably she did not hold people at 
gunpoint very often. There was something else missing, Nick 
thought. He was on a chair, but he was a prisoner, and there were…  

‘No handcuffs?’ Nick asked.  
‘Do I look like the sort of person to have handcuffs on me?’ she 

snapped, before blushing as she clearly thought about what she had 
just said. Blushing? Something did not add up here. She then 
stomped out of another exit.  

Wherever it was that she had gone, Nick reasoned that she was 
unlikely to be gone long. Was this where the missing people were all 
going? If so, where were the bodies?  

A nasty thought hit Nick that if these people had the right 
technology, there would be no need for bodies. He heard a noise 
from the ventilation shaft, but put it down to the fans changing their 
rate of spin. After all, he had heard quite a few noises whilst crawling.  

The girl had put a padlock over the ventilation duct cover, and it 
did not yield to his efforts. He turned his attention to the walls. They 
seemed quite thin; he could probably get through with a few shoulder 
barges. Before he could try this out, Nick heard someone behind him.  

He turned slowly round, and saw that the girl had brought in the 
Ossoban.  

‘Ah, so glad to see you.’ The Ossoban greeted Nick with a wry 
blink of hir eye. ‘May I ask why you were following me?’  

Nick decided to play the innocent, after all, the Ossoban may not 
have seen him before; it could be a bluff. ‘Sorry?’ 

‘An assumption. I saw you in the restaurant, I see you here now,’ 
the Ossoban said quietly.  

‘Well, you've got me there.’ Nick was slightly further from the wall. 
It had looked weakest at a point slightly off the centre. If he could 
aim for that, he might be able to break through. He supposed that he 
could use the chair, but where would breaking through the wall lead 
him? It was still the best plan he had, whatever was beyond the wall. 

‘Flemboosso, I'm not sure-’ the girl began, a worried look across 
her face.  

‘I am sure that our dear friend would not want to be encumbered 
with our names,’ the Ossoban interrupted sternly, before turning 
back to Nick. ‘You are of a race I do not recognise. Have you been 
hired by the station security? Those Qux are very devious.’  
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‘I don't suppose you would recognise my race. No, I'm not with 
security; I'm looking for someone.’  

‘There is no one but us here,’ the Ossoban replied curtly.  
‘Thank you.’ Perhaps, Nick decided, he would not need to smash 

through the wall after all.  
‘However,’ Flemboosso began slowly. ‘I do not want anyone 

knowing that we are here.’  
It sounded as if it was back to the wall plan, Nick thought.  
‘No one likes people being nosy.’ The Ossoban sneered.  
The girl had a terrified look on her face. ‘Flemboosso? What are 

you-’  
‘I shall deal with this.’  
‘It isn't that important!’ The girl was not so certain.  
‘Listen to her, it's not that important, whatever it is.’ Perhaps the 

chair could knock the gun aside? Would that take up too much time? 
What Nick really needed was a distraction.  

‘We cannot simply allow people to come and go. We would be 
imprisoned for life!’ the Ossoban shouted with vehemence.  

‘He might not tell, you-’  
‘I have managed to keep this secret without killing anyone so far, 

but I am afraid that he must not leave,’ Flemboosso retorted angrily.  
Without killing anyone? Nick now knew for certain that he had 

definitely stumbled upon something completely separate from what 
he had been looking for. That would explain why the girl was almost 
in tears about the idea of killing him. He decided to back her up. ‘But 
you've managed to get this far,’ he pointed out, ‘how-’  

‘How far have we got?’ The Ossoban's eye was alight with 
accusation. ‘How much do you know?’  

Nick realised he had been agreeing a little too much. ‘I'm just 
agreeing for my sake.’ If he kept up the pretence of incompetence he 
was trying to project, he might be able to overpower Flemboosso, 
and then escape.  

‘Do you have no dignity?’  
Nick thought better of mentioning that this Ossoban was skulking 

around ventilation ducts, and clearly in some clandestine business. 
Instead, Nick bowed his head to allow his eyes to flicker back to the 
chair. In his reckoning, he could reach it and swing it against the wall 
in one movement. The Ossoban's gun arm was lowered, so he might 
even have a chance to try his escape plan. However, before Nick had 
a chance to do anything, there was a massive crash form behind him 
as the ventilation grille fell down.  

With the others' attention focused on that, Nick took his chance. 
He slammed the chair onto the metal but, apart from a small dent, it 
seemed to do absolutely nothing. The girl and the Ossoban did not 
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seem to have noticed, so Nick looked round to see what had made 
the well-timed, but ultimately wasted, distraction.  

‘You?’ he demanded incredulously. 
‘You insulted me.’ 
The Ogron stood in front of him, as real as ever.  
Flemboosso's trigger finger twitched once, then twice. Nick was 

not sure as to whether the Ossoban honestly expected the gun to 
stop an Ogron, and at the time put it down to sheer panic. It merely 
served to rile the already annoyed Ogron.  

Nick was surprised to see the Ossoban still breathing after the 
Ogron had finished pounding him. He was either unconscious, or 
attempting with reasonable success to appear unconscious. The girl 
was petrified; Nick decided that she must be well beyond screaming. 
He had not quite managed to sneak past the Ogron in the few 
seconds it had taken to incapacitate Flemboosso. Nick looked across 
at the Ogron, who clearly was in a very bad mood, and down at the 
chair he still held in his hand…  

No. The chair had barely dented the wall, and Nick knew who he 
would put the bet on if the Ogron went up against a wall.  

‘Now even more annoyed.’ The Ogron roared at Nick, trickles of 
blood barely visible through his tunic from where the shots had 
impacted.  

‘I'm sure we can talk about this.’ Nick thought desperately - how 
could he get out of this situation? What would the Doctor do? ‘After 
all, you can't be as stupid as you look.’  

This last comment sent the Ogron into a rage, and he charged at 
Nick…  

…who leapt deftly out of the way, allowing the huge bulk of the 
Ogron to slam into the wall at full speed.  

The wall gave way into a brightly-lit toilet block. Nick climbed over 
the dazed Ogron, almost standing on the Ogron's face as he did so. 
How well had any visitors to these toilets been able to hear what had 
been going on? Nick decided that this was a question he was happy 
not to answer, and broke into a run. 

The stunned Ogron got up slowly, before smashing a few cubicles 
apart. Nick ran out of the toilets and straight into a security guard.  

‘I think you'd better call for backup!’ he exclaimed breathlessly.  
‘Easy does it,’ the guard berated him, whilst putting his arms on 

Nick's shoulders in an effort to calm him down. ‘Now tell me why, 
and I'll call back to the-’  

‘You need backup now!’  
‘Calm down, sir. Now, about this disturbance-’  
It was at this moment that the Ogron smashed down the toilet 

door, a look of murderous rage on its face. Nick shook the officer's 
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arms off him and ran off, pushing the security guard out of the 
Ogron's path at the same time.  

‘Headquarters, we need some backup in level six blue.’  

The security forces quickly detained Nick and the Ogron; after all, it 
was not particularly difficult to find out where an angry Ogron had 
been. They also brought Flemboosso and his still petrified 
companion into the security office, along with a hoard of drugs. The 
security forces questioned Nick, but no evidence seemed to connect 
him to the damage to the station, nor to the drugs. The security 
forces seemed somewhat suspicious on hearing that the Doctor had 
disappeared without a trace, but did not seem to hold this against 
Nick. In fact, it almost seemed to speed his release, leading to being 
let out early the next day.  

* 
The Qux security forces seemed to have taken up Nick's cause in 
searching for the Doctor, as there were noticeably more police 
walking around the area in which the Doctor had last been sighted. 
Perhaps they had finally taken the hint that these disappearances 
would not go away on their own, Nick thought.  

It was whilst Nick was wondering what he had done to spur the 
security forces on that he noticed a jacket on the ground, covered in 
debris. He walked over to it, allowing his eyes to sweep across the 
ragged remains, seeing a large rip, and a few splatters of blood.  

He recognised it as being the one worn by Jabez, one of the diners 
from the restaurant. The blood was still fresh, he realised. Another 
victim.  

‘No, sir. He has not returned.’  
Nick was sitting at the restaurant bar, waiting. He had shown the 

Qux security forces where the coat was, and they had swarmed 
around the area in next to no time. They inspected the area swiftly, 
and then removed the jacket before anyone could see it. There was 
no reason to incite panic and alarm, they informed him.  

It was evening already, but no one else had come into the 
restaurant, which meant that the only customers remaining were 
Danneth, the man who had been there with Jabez the night before, 
and himself. Danneth had been nursing his current drink since Nick 
had returned to the bar, stirring it occasionally with a long plastic 
straw.  

Nick put his head in his hands. ‘He said he'd meet me here 
yesterday!’ he exclaimed. 

‘I do not know where he is.’ It was a simple statement of fact from 
the barman. Nick wondered if people were getting put off the 
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restaurant because of the suspicious disappearances or the impassive 
nature of the staff. Either way, he was back to square one.  

No, it was worse than that, he realised, since he did not even have 
the Doctor with him anymore.  

‘This is going to be a long day,’ he muttered.  
Nick was annoyed at his impotence. The Doctor had gone missing, 

and he had no idea how to find him. He could be in great danger – 
none of the other missing people had returned, had they? Perhaps he 
could find a witness who knew what was going on, and had noticed 
the Doctor looking into it.  

He glanced along the bar at Danneth, sitting all by himself. Why 
did he look so suspicious? He was the only man still coming to a 
restaurant that he knew was in a dangerous area. If Danneth knew the 
space station, he could have sneaked out and caught the Doctor by 
surprise, and got back in time to be sitting there when Nick had 
staggered back that first time. Suddenly, it all made sense in Nick's 
head.  

It explained why Danneth had flinched when the Doctor had 
asked him about the attacks. It explained why Danneth looked so 
shifty; he was responsible for kidnapping all the people! Where was 
he hiding them? Nick glared at Danneth, who was sitting still, clad all 
in black. Realising that Nick was staring at him, he turned slowly and 
looked back with cold staring eyes. Nick could contain himself no 
longer.  

‘It's you!’ he cried as he leapt at Danneth. This caught Danneth 
totally off guard, and Nick's onslaught flung him to the floor.  

‘Please, sirs,’ the barman, Plerr, cried out desperately, ‘we do not 
allow fighting in here!’ He looked side to side, but there was no sign 
of the bouncer.  

Danneth was pinned to the floor, looking up at Nick with a face 
that was a picture of confusion.  

‘What's me?’ Danneth shrieked, struggling against his attacker. 
‘You took them!’  
‘No I didn't!’ Danneth shouted, and threw Nick off him, grabbing 

Nick's arms in one deft movement and pinning them behind his 
back. Nick grimaced, and let out a short cry.  

‘But, it all makes sense!’ he gasped, whilst he wondered at the back 
of his mind how much further his arms could be twisted before they 
popped out of their sockets. 

‘What? How?’  
‘You were here before; you saw who was here,’ Nick explained 

rapidly. ‘You came back and…’  
‘He couldn't have taken Jabez!’ Plerr yelled, clearly trying to reason 

with Nick.  
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Nick froze. He had not said anything about Jabez's disappearance 
and the security forces had cleared away Jabez's jacket before anyone 
had even seen that there was something to see. ‘How did you know 
Jabez was missing?’  

Danneth relaxed his grip on Nick slightly at this news. ‘Jabez… 
he's missing?’ He fixed his eyes on the barman.  
‘I…’  

‘It's you,’ Nick breathed, turning his head round to Plerr in 
surprise. ‘You did it.’  

‘No, it isn't like that.’  
Danneth let go of Nick entirely and stared at Plerr in disbelief. 

‘Plerr? You can't be serious. You've been causing all this?’  
‘It wasn't me, Danneth,’ Plerr pleaded. ‘I…’  
‘What was it, then?’ bellowed Danneth in an uncharacteristically 

loud voice.  
‘I… I couldn't let the poor thing die,’ Plerr stammered desperately.  
Nick went cold. In his mind he had pictured a lot of things, but to 

have it confirmed now was hardly a comfort. ‘You're feeding these 
people to something?’  

‘He has to eat to survive!’  
How could the man be saying this? ‘It's killing people!’ Nick 

retorted forcefully.  
‘What about other animals?’ Danneth interjected. ‘Does it have to 

eat people?’  
‘I am teaching him,’ Plerr whined. ‘He'll stop eating people 

eventually.’ 
‘Eventually?’ Nick spat. ‘It's already killed a dozen people! How 

many more? How many more people will be taken before it learns 
not to eat people?’  

‘It isn't like that.’  
‘No?’ Nick demanded incredulously.  
‘He's a living, intelligent creature,’ Plerr replied, the conviction 

evident in his voice. ‘We were refugees from a Martian assault, and I 
found him aboard our shuttle. When we decided to set up our 
restaurant, I smuggled him on this station. He hardly ate anything for 
three whole years, and I thought he was going to perish. But then, he 
perked up, and ate a ventilation duct engineer. It was a loss for him, 
but my beautiful Horatio began getting better.’  

Nick shivered, realising that whatever he had been prepared for; he 
had not been prepared for this man to be actually insane. Perhaps 
Plerr had always been like this; perhaps the bombing of his home 
world had caused it. Calling a creature Horatio? What was going 
through that man's head?  
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‘Do you know where the monster is hiding?’ Danneth asked 
quietly, still reeling from the revelations.  

Plerr's face fell, clearly realising their intent. ‘N-no.’  
Nick and Danneth both stared at him for a few moments.  
‘Yes,’ Plerr replied meekly. ‘He's in the abandoned shop next 

door.’  
‘Why didn't the police find him? They've been searching all over 

the place,’ Nick queried. If they had searched the area, surely they 
would have tried the only abandoned shop on the parade; with the 
suspicious looking half-finished graffiti? On the other hand, from the 
sudden appearances of groups of security officers, Nick could tell 
that the station security did seem to operate in an unorthodox way.  

‘They did look, but… he's… hidden behind a fake wall,’ Plerr told 
them resignedly.  

‘I'm calling in station security,’ Danneth said firmly, avoiding 
Plerr's gaze.  

‘Let me show you him first, you'll understand.’  
‘No, I'm with Danneth; we're getting security,’ Nick said coldly, a 

look of disgust on his face.  
Plerr pulled out a gun and aimed it at the two customers. ‘I'm 

sorry. I can't let you leave. This way.’ He motioned with the weapon 
towards the back of the restaurant.  

As they moved, Nick asked, ‘is everyone else in on this?’  
‘No, it's just me. They don't know about any of this. Pull that panel 

to one side, right there.’ Plerr indicated with the barrel of the gun. 
Nick decided that there was only a small chance that he would be 
able to get the gun, whereas there was a large risk of getting shot, so 
did as he was told. Danneth opened the panel and stepped through 
cautiously.  

‘This leads into next door,’ Plerr informed them. 
‘I'm sure you make good use of the space,’ Nick said bitterly.  
‘Oh, I do. Horatio's a very intelligent creature, and so he's very 

humane.’  
The thin wall space opened out into a room about ten metres 

square. In one corner, Nick could just make out a large shape pulling 
a leg from a still struggling body. As his eyes grew more accustomed 
to the light, he could see that it was a little taller than a man, but with 
rippling muscles filling its four arms out to the size of tree trunks. It 
turned its head as they approached. The actions it continued to carry 
out seemed anything but humane.  

‘Horatio!’ Plerr screeched at the creature. ‘What are you doing?’  
‘Eating,’ the creature replied calmly. 
‘But… why don't you kill him first? What you're doing is cruel!’  



 

 141 

Nick looked at the smiling creature, then turned back to Plerr. The 
man clearly had no idea what had been going on, so Nick decided he 
needed to make the man accept the facts. ‘Can't you see, it's doing it 
for fun!’  

‘No, I need food,’ the creature whined, and grabbed Danneth off 
his feet. Danneth screamed, but to no avail. The creature merely 
smiled at the sounds, and began twisting him into different shapes.  

‘Don't do that!’ Plerr cried above the terrible screams. The creature 
seemed fascinated by the different shapes that Danneth could be 
contorted into.  

‘Why?’  
‘It's horrible! I gave you them because you need them for food, so 

at least kill them quickly.’  
Nick could not believe that Plerr had still not understood. The 

creature was torturing someone as they were speaking! ‘You said it 
didn't take any people for three years, why would it suddenly need so 
many? Can't you see? It's evil; it wants them to suffer; it's not eating 
to survive, it's torturing people!’ he exclaimed exasperatedly.  

‘But…’  
‘Plerr,’ the hunched creature called over the screams of the 

contorted Danneth. ‘I need these people to live. Is it not my right to 
survive? I am an intelligent creature, am I not?’  

The confusion on Plerr's face was clearly visible. ‘But… you're 
causing them great pain…’  

‘Do not worry, I shall not hurt you,’ the creature called over softly, 
making as if to put his arm on Plerr's shoulder consolingly. Instead of 
a gentle pat Plerr was clearly expecting, the arm met Plerr's neck and 
snapped it before he could react. ‘There, that didn't hurt.’ Its smile 
twisted further and into a picture of evil. It sent a shudder down 
Nick's spine.  

Nick now knew how fast it could react, and did not much rate his 
chances for reaching the way back out of here. He looked across at 
the still struggling figure on the floor, it was certainly not the Doctor, 
but he could not quite make out who it was in the dark. A gag had 
been placed over its mouths, and so the cries were muffled. As for 
the still suspended Danneth, however, he was still giving out terrible 
shrieks of pain. The creature had made gashes across his chest and 
blood was gushing onto the floor. The screams were getting weaker 
already, but Nick had no idea how to help him. Then he realised; 
Plerr's body was just a few feet away, still holding the gun. If he could 
just reach that, perhaps he would be able to stop this creature.  

It shot him a look, and spoke. ‘Don't worry, I haven't forgot about 
you.’  

‘That’s… er, nice to know.’ 



 

142 

It returned its attention to Danneth and took a few bites out of his 
chest. Nick winced, but knew that this would be his only chance. He 
took it and dived for the gun. He picked it up effortlessly, but then 
skidded and almost fell on the growing pool of blood, only just 
managing to keep his balance.  

This had attracted the attention of the creature, which snarled and 
moved slowly towards him. Nick saw it poised, ready to spring even 
as he aimed the gun.  

‘You wouldn't fire at me, would you?’ the creature asked in a deep 
growl, discarding the limp form of Danneth.  

‘Wouldn't I?’ Nick growled, and fired.  
The aim was good, and the shot hit the creature squarely in the 

chest. Unfortunately, the gun designers had clearly had a much less 
well armoured victim in mind when they had designed it, as it had no 
discernable effect whatsoever.  

‘Damn,’ Nick managed to say in a small voice.  
The creature looked down, at the place that the bullet had 

impacted, looked up, and then smiled.  
‘Someone's in for a treat,’ it snarled, and hurled itself at him. 
The next few seconds seemed like a blur, as Nick saw the creature 

fly through the air at him in slow motion. Just before Nick was met 
by wrenching arms, a myriad of strange images superimposed 
themselves on his vision. There was a green and purple haze all 
around, which clearly affected the creature too, as it fell on top of 
him rather than slicing him to pieces. The creature's weight still 
knocked the wind out of Nick, though he knew that this was much 
better than the alternative. The haze receded, and he felt the creature 
sliding off him.  
Was it going to attack again? No, it was limp. Nick looked over it to 
see that someone was dragging it. He recognised the person as a Qux, 
dressed in the uniform of station security.  

‘Are you hurt?’ the Qux asked, being helped by another security 
officer to drag the creature to the floor.  

Nick shook his head, but looked around the room at the hunched 
dark forms around the edges. ‘No, but I think you're too late for 
most of them.’  

‘Uh, well.’ The security officer looked uncomfortable for a second, 
before continuing. ‘We had an idea that you may have been part of 
the disturbance; after all, you have been in trouble a lot considering 
what a small amount of time you've been here. We had a bug put on 
you.’  

‘Oh.’ Nick considered this for a moment, then remembered the 
bug he had put on Flemboosso. It was hardly as though he could 
complain, he thought, and reflected this with his expression. The 
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officer seemed relieved. ‘Well, I suppose it helped. What was that… 
haze?’  

‘We used our telepathic abilities to prevent this-’ he indicated the 
corpse of the creature, ‘-thing from harming you. We are now 
removing it for disposal.’  

‘Is it dead?’  
‘Yes. It was a threat to lives on the station, and so we took care of 

it.’  
‘It killed all of those people.’  
‘No danger of it doing that again,’ the Qux stated.  
‘No.’ Nick looked around. ‘The Doctor!’ Nick rushed over to the 

pile of bodily remains, looking for some part that he could identify. 
No part of the Doctor was anywhere to be seen. Surely the creature 
had not eaten all of him? It looked as though it had left all the other 
heads, from what Nick could make out. If he had not been taken by 
the creature, where was the Doctor?  

‘If you could just answer a few questions, we'll let you go. We 
realise that this must be very stressful, so this won't take long.’ The 
tone of the officer's voice seemed to say otherwise, clearly sceptical 
that Nick could get involved in police business so much within these 
few days without actually being guilty of anything. Nick reckoned that 
they probably wanted him off the station as soon as possible, and 
would soon say so.  

‘Let's get over with it, then.’  

A few hours later, Nick moved through the throng of people moving 
around the station corridors and stepped back into the restaurant. 
The place was empty except for one person, sitting at the bar, looking 
confused.  

‘Doctor!’ Nick cried out, almost leaping with joy.  
‘Nick. I thought you might come back here.’  
‘You've missed a hell of a lot while you've been away!’ Nick 

exclaimed enthusiastically. ‘Where've you been?’  
‘I…’ the Doctor tailed off into silence. ‘That's rather difficult to 

explain.’  
Nick looked at the Doctor, seeing the eyes distant. He snapped 

back into reality. ‘I have a bad feeling about this place. All this 
commotion - something has the locals panicked,’ the Doctor said.  

‘Tell me about it!’ Nick thought of all the events that the Doctor 
had missed. ‘Wait 'til I tell you what's been happening to me!’ 

The Doctor seemed preoccupied and hardly responded to Nick's 
voice. ‘I think we should leave now,’ he said quietly.  
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As they left the restaurant, Nick was conscious of the Doctor 
periodically looking over his shoulder at the Qux security guards, 
with an odd expression on his face. 
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Severed Dreams 
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Two Days Ago. 
Soon after departing the restaurant, and leaving Nick to check out 

the area, the Doctor was well and truly lost. His sense of direction 
had rarely failed him in the past but this station confused him no end. 
Everywhere looked the same, and while he’d had no problems 
knowing his way around the TARDIS, which the same description 
could easily be applied to, his infallible ability to find where he 
wanted to go appeared to have deserted him completely.  

After a few more minutes wandering, and essentially hoping that 
he’d literally bump into the Ossoban he was supposed to be 
following, he found himself in a deserted area of the station.  

‘Argh!’ the Doctor yelled in frustration when he realised this.  
There was a tightness around his chest all of a sudden, and while it 

was uncomfortable it was nothing compared to what happened next. 
Pain struck at the centre of his hearts and he fell to the ground, 
clutching his chest. He screamed in agony. The pain overwhelmed 
him, and the life drained from his body as any semblance of 
resistance died away and he collapsed totally.  

‘Very good work, Travor,’ a cold female voice said, as two individuals 
emerged from their hiding places. ‘I knew you could do it.’  

‘Not without your help, Dennai,’ he responded, smiling at his 
associate, as they both looked upon the fallen and helpless form of 
the Doctor.  

Bacon. The distinctive smell of bacon being fried drifted through his 
olfactory system as his eyes snapped open. He breathed in deeply 
through his nostrils, inhaling the scent of the cooking meat. He most 
certainly wasn’t where he was a few minutes ago.  

The Doctor was standing in the middle of what appeared to be 
some sort of restaurant. Not the one he was supposed to be in, but 
there was something familiar about it. The walls were decorated in a 
dirty white paint that had been sloppily applied, resulting in peeling 
and cracks running through all the walls. There were several tables 
scattered haphazardly around the room, but rather curiously no 
chairs. He turned full circle, but there was not another living soul in 
the room with him. Where was that smell coming from? It was 
reminding him that it had been quite some time since he and Nick 
had last eaten.  

Nick. Where had he got himself to now? He was always wandering 
off somewhere, but his whereabouts were for the moment of 
secondary importance.  

The Doctor walked towards the back of the room, putting his 
hands on the counter as he reached it. He looked back through the 
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wide-open space that formed the gap, but there was no one there 
either. And no sign of that bacon, which disappointed him more.  

He rotated around so he was facing the solitary door into the 
room. It was made of glass and he could see that it was a bright day 
outside.  

Of course!  
The Doctor mentally gave himself a telling off for not realising 

sooner why this place felt familiar.  
It was a small restaurant he had visited sometime ago. It felt like a 

lifetime ago. The Doctor smiled to himself when he realised it was, in 
fact, two lifetimes ago, when he’d been quite a different man. But this 
restaurant was on Earth, the South-East Coast of England if he 
wasn’t mistaken, and he couldn’t possibly be back there, could he?  

He winced as he felt a slight discomfort within his hearts that 
brought back the memory of the pain vividly. He remembered the 
station, the restaurant, Nick. They were all gone, and he was here. 
The intensity of the suffering seemed to indicate to the Doctor that 
he might have suffered hearts-attack. But this body wasn’t old 
enough for that yet. He moved his hand up to his beard and began to 
stroke it as he pondered just what had happened to him. 

He caught sight of his reflection in the glass and the grey colour of 
his hair greeted him back. Was this a consequence of the ageing 
process he had been through? Was his whole body aged, rather than 
just his appearance? He didn’t know. But wherever he was, the 
answers to what had happened wouldn’t be found inside.  

He opened the door and stepped outside.  
It was a bright incandescent day; the Doctor had to put his hand 

up to shield his eyes from the sunlight as they adjusted themselves. It 
was not overtly hot, and the pleasant warmth on his face pleased the 
Doctor. He walked forward out of the doorway and into the light. 
There was a wonderful gentle breeze passing over him as he stood 
there taking in the surroundings.  

‘Do sit down, Doctor,’ said a deep voice behind him. He turned 
around and saw a figure sitting in the shade of the building, his face 
covered by a darkness, broken only by the feral yellow of his eyes. 
‘I’ve been expecting you.’  

Although, technically, this was the first time they had met, the 
Doctor knew this man all too well. The dark future of his old friend, 
Koschei, represented by a man who liked to think of himself as the 
Master. A man who had died, eaten into oblivion by the Dommervoy. 

The Master moved out of the shadow, and smiled. His sharpened 
teeth were painfully obvious. ‘Sit.’  
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The Doctor almost thought about making a scene, but he had to 
find out more about where he was and how he had got here, so he 
compliantly obeyed. ‘What are we doing here? You’re dead.’  

‘And perhaps so are you.’ The Master chuckled. ‘There will be 
plenty of time for questions later, Doctor.’ He pointed behind the 
Doctor’s shoulder.  

The Doctor turned his head to look around and saw a pretty young 
girl staring back at him. He didn’t know her, but the Doctor 
estimated that she was in her late teens. She stood confidently; her 
long black hair hung around her elegantly rounded face in an 
appealing manner.  

‘Can I take your orders now, please, gentlemen?’ Her voice was out 
of place with the location. Not English at all. American definitely.  

‘I’ll take my usual, my dear,’ the Master said, bearing his fangs at 
the same time. ‘The Doctor will not be eating.’ The girl nodded, and 
disappeared into the restaurant. ‘You see, Doctor, you have caused 
great pain and suffering through your being. The deaths of millions.’  

‘No,’ the Doctor said softly, ‘you did. You brought me into being, 
and therefore you are responsible for any subsequent actions.’ The 
waitress appeared again, handing the Master a plate of raw meat. He 
began to devour it instantly, his calm decorum vanishing, replaced 
with an animal viciousness as he attacked the meat.  

The Doctor didn’t know where to look - the change in his one 
time friend was so instant and so total that it was disturbing. ‘What is 
done is done,' the Doctor continued, 'it cannot be changed. I’m 
looking to the future now.’  

The Master continued to devour the meat until only the bone 
remained. He dropped the remnants back onto the plate. ‘There is no 
future for you, Doctor. You know, the food here is excellent, you 
should try it sometime.’  

‘I don’t think I’ll bother,’ the Doctor said.  
‘It will be your loss, Doctor, but then so many things are, aren’t 

they?’ The Master stood up and walked into the shade. ‘Goodbye, 
Doctor.’ His disappearance was sudden and instant, as if the darkness 
swallowed him whole. 

The Doctor stood up and sighed. He went to go back into the 
restaurant to question the waitress, but when he walked through the 
door he found himself in a long corridor. He examined the walls, 
running a finger along the faint traces of a round pattern. A pattern 
repeated all over the walls, almost as if this was part of the…  

No. That had been destroyed. This was not part of his TARDIS.  
He looked behind, only to discover that the door was now gone, 

replaced by more corridor. 
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‘Dead Master, dead TARDIS. Hmm.’ The Doctor rubbed his 
beard, deciding he had nothing to lose by venturing forward.  

Elsewhere, the body of the Doctor lay conscious beneath the intense 
lights of an examination table. His face twitched occasionally but was 
otherwise still. Around him, several Qux medical officers worked 
busily, keeping his body functioning. There were several tubes 
connected to the Doctor through veins in both his arms and others 
connected to his mouth. A clear liquid flowed through these into 
some unseen machinery.  

Loqra Haddasi was overseeing the entire operation of the removal 
of the necessary materials from the subject’s body. Contempt was 
written all over his face.  

‘No!’ he snarled at one of his underlings. ‘Keep a constant monitor 
on the patient’s condition. He must not recover before we are ready.’ 
He shook his head, and looked up at the five Qux above, who were 
among the strongest telepaths their race had to offer. He allowed 
himself a moment to look upon their faces as they concentrated on 
the task in hand. All of their eyes were focused on the patient’s 
lifeless body.  

‘Status, Haddasi,’ a powerful voice said through the intercom. 
Loqra always felt a little anxious before speaking to the station 
commander, for Frencius Serapart was the most influential and 
important Qux outside of Qux Prime.  

Loqra walked across to the communication station and activated 
the controls. Serapart’s face dominated the screen immediately. He 
was an intimidating individual. ‘Commander Serapart, the procedure 
is going well. Although the internal systems are some of the most 
complex that we have ever seen, we are making good progress. We 
should have all the material required imminently.’  

‘See that it is so,’ Serapart replied. ‘This is the most important work 
we have processed so far. The specimen is most unusual, and we 
must utilise that to its maximum potential.’  

‘If the early indications are correct, then he should prove a very 
useful addition to the Program.’  

Serapart laughed. ‘That’s one of the things that I like about you, 
Loqra. You have the most unique ability to understate. If those 
indications are proved right, then this specimen will make the 
Program.’ The smile dissolved from his face instantly. ‘Continue,’ he 
said abruptly, and ended the call.  

Loqra gave a brief glance back up to the Quardarax above, and 
went back to the patient.  
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The Quardarax were in constant communication with each other 
during the procedure, telepathically linked their individual psychic 
ability was trebled when they worked as a whole.  

Although there in person, the Quardarax were in the joining phase, 
sharing the exact same task, probing deep into the subject’s 
subconscious.  

Travor Haddasi spoke to his fellow Quardarax. ‘This is a powerful 
mind. He will take more effort than all of those that went before.’  

Dennai Serapart responded in her typically blunt way. ‘That much 
is obvious, Travor. He is shrouded in darkness. He regrets those that 
he has lost, yet he feels comfortable with who he is. We must alter his 
perception.’ Ytine and Gxlan signalled their agreement.  

‘He has had many friends over the years, let us exploit that next.’  

The Doctor found himself in a massive chamber, packed with ornate 
columns in each corner. The recesses of the room were in darkness, 
but the centre, illuminated by an invisible source, was dominated by 
the presence of two antique chairs. Again, the Doctor noted that 
there was a connection to Earth as they were clearly of Eighteenth 
Century design.  

The Doctor moved forward into the centre and sat down in the 
chair. He felt very tired all of a sudden. Wherever he was, it was 
taking its toll upon him. He closed his eyes as the temptation to 
succumb to sleep overwhelmed him.  

‘Tired?’  
 The Doctor’s eyes snapped open. The other chair, which had been 

empty before, was now occupied by someone, who was clearly 
human or at the very least humanoid. ‘I said are you tired?’ the man 
repeated. He was dressed in a long dark blue coat, and his sapphire 
eyes sparkled out of his hairless head.  

‘A little,’ the Doctor said, trying to match the bravado of the man, 
but his lethargy made it sound mumbled.  

‘That’s to be expected.’  
‘Who are you?’  
The man smiled, revealing a set of brilliant white teeth. ‘Your 

questions can wait. There are more important things happening 
here.’  

‘Such as?’ The Doctor felt much better all of a sudden and his 
voice boomed once more around the chamber, echoing loudly.  

‘What you’re doing here? Who brought you here?’ The figure 
moved both his hands to the arms of the chair and leaned forward. 
‘And most importantly, why you are here?’  

‘And you know the answers?’  
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‘I do.’ The man laughed. ‘But it’s not time for me to help you yet. 
You must find yourself first. In the meantime, just think of me as a 
figure that has you’re best interests at hearts…’  

The Doctor got to his feet, but as he did so the man disappeared. 
The Doctor was becoming increasingly frustrated with the way that 
people kept disappearing on him.  

He stepped forward and found himself in the confines of the 
TARDIS console room. The white walls blazed with roundels, and 
while the Doctor now knew that whatever was happening wasn’t real 
for a moment, it felt good to be back in his true home.  

‘Look, you just can’t do that!’ said a voice, tinged with a distinct 
American accent.  

The Doctor had been too busy, lost in the splendour of being 
amongst the familiar surroundings of the control centre of the 
TARDIS that he had failed to notice the three individuals present 
with him. 

He looked up from the console, unsurprised to see his old friend, 
Bradley. But the other two, they did surprise him. 

‘I can do wha’ I like,’ the Celtic tones said. ‘I’ve been with the 
Doctor longer than ye!’  

‘Jamie!’ It was Victoria. Dear, dear Victoria. Her eloquent voice 
was a stark contrast to the burr of Jamie’s or the slickness of 
Bradley’s. ‘Can’t we just get along like we used to?’  

The Doctor wandered across to the three of them, happy to see his 
former companions, but sad because he knew that they weren’t real. 
They couldn’t be. Jamie and Victoria had been a long time ago. 
Before Bradley, and before the planar shift.  

They paid the Doctor no attention whatsoever.  
‘A long time before you helped destroy the universe you knew,’ 

whispered a confident voice in the Doctor’s ear. The Doctor spun 
around, to see the Figure standing by the interior door.  

‘Interesting isn’t it?’ the Figure said, ignoring the Doctor’s accusing 
gaze. ‘That you find yourself here, of all places.’  

‘The TARDIS was my home.’  
‘True, true.’ The Figure was circling the Doctor now, who in turn 

was shuffling around to keep eye contact with him. ‘But why would 
these people appear to you? Jamie and Victoria, who never knew you 
in your current form, and Bradley De Mars, who didn’t know these 
two at all. Why together?’  

‘I don’t know.’  
‘What significance do your former companions have upon you?’  
‘They were my friends.’  
‘Were they?’  
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‘Yes!’ the Doctor said, more defensively than he had intended to. 
The Figure seemed to know more about where he was and why he 
was here than the Doctor did, and that was something that didn’t 
please the Doctor one bit.  

‘Did they really know you? Did they really see the darkness within 
you?’  

‘They trusted me. And I trusted them.’  
‘And therein lies the problem.’ The Figure stopped pacing. The 

images of his former companions had become faceless, 
indeterminable objects neither substantial nor tangible. ‘All of this is a 
massive illusion. Designed to prevent you from realising the truth.’  

‘And the truth is?’ The Doctor’s voice echoed throughout the 
hollow confines of the console room. He was shouting and he didn’t 
even know it.  

‘That you’ve been trapped,’ the Figure exclaimed.  
* 

Dennai Serapart had a worried look across her face. She had 
momentarily disengaged herself from the mindscape, and her fellow 
Quardarax had followed suit. The patient was proving to be much 
stronger mentally than they had ever imagined, and as a result the 
procedure was more stressful than they had expected. 

Ytine rubbed at his head. ‘He is a formidable adversary.’  
Kaitnan signified her agreement. ‘His mind is quite unique. If we 

can just keep it occupied long enough…’  
‘The level of resistance he has put up was the most resilient I’ve 

ever seen,’ Travor Haddasi said.  
‘That is not surprising,’ Dennai said. ‘He’s being helped by 

something.’  
The other four Quardarax turned to face her. ‘Are you sure?’ 

Gxlan asked.  
‘Of course I am,’ Dennai snapped, her voice signalling her anger 

and frustration. ‘Something is assisting him in seeing our work.’  
‘Surely you imply that it is another Qux?’ Kaitnan asked 

suspiciously.  
‘That is one of the possibilities,’ Dennai responded. ‘But no single 

Qux would be powerful enough to break through our combined 
abilities. And with no other Quardarax members present onboard the 
station, we can rule out the possibility that a Quardarax group has 
gone rogue. Which means that…’  

Travor interrupted her. ‘Which means that there is a being 
onboard the station with extraordinary mental powers. Much like the 
patient himself.’  

‘Indeed. I will inform the commander when we have concluded 
our business. Until then, this information must remain among us.’ 
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The other four Qux all signified their understanding and compliance. 
‘To prevail, we must attack the patient at his most vulnerable part. 
Himself.’  

* 
The Doctor was alone once more. He recognised the chamber that 
he had been in previously from the decor, complete with the baroque 
chairs standing tall in the centre of the room. But there was 
something different this time; the Doctor could make out figures 
standing in the dark recesses of the chamber. Shadowy individuals, 
their faces indeterminable. He walked forward into the light that 
illuminated the centre. 

‘Sit down, young man!’ came a voice from behind, chilling the 
Doctor to his bones. He turned slowly around and saw an elderly 
man approaching him, so familiar yet so different. ‘I said sit down!’ 
The old man’s voice was authoritative, but the Doctor didn’t comply.  

‘I deny your existence!’ the Doctor shouted loudly, his voice 
resonating around the coldness of the chamber.  

‘You can’t deny yourself,’ the old man snapped. ‘Lost your 
manners too, have you boy?’  

‘I can deny whatever I want,’ the Doctor retorted. ‘Especially that 
which is not real!’ The emphasis was definitely on his final word, and 
he stared accusingly at the image of his former self.  

‘You’re a failure.’  
The Doctor laughed. ‘I have had to deal with events you could 

never have hoped to cope with.’  
‘Nonsense! You caused it.’  
This hit the Doctor hard, but he had come to terms with his role in 

the events of the universe. He was not responsible for what 
happened, and he knew that now. He noticed that the Figure had 
stepped out of the shadows behind his younger (yet older) self and 
was watching silently.  

‘I did no such thing. I was not responsible for what happened.’ 
The Doctor stood firm. ‘I deny your existence!’ he shouted into the 
face of the old man, who vanished, leaving the Doctor with the 
Figure once more.  

‘Haven’t you got anything to say this time?’ the Doctor asked him 
impatiently.  

‘In good time,’ the Figure said, smiling. ‘It’s not over yet though.’  
‘Ahem,’ said a distinctive voice from behind the Doctor. He turned 

around and was faced by a tall, slim man dressed in a green velvet 
jacket with a shock of white hair and a frilly shirt. The Doctor knew 
who he was immediately. His former self. The one that was 
condemned to a pitifully short existence by the Master. There was a 
look of fury on his face as he confronted his successor. His briefest 
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incarnation adopted a fighting stance, which the Doctor recognised as 
belonging to the ancient lost art of Venusian Aikido. ‘You caused my 
destruction. You killed me.’  

‘No - it was the Master…’  
‘He’s an incorrigible fool,’ the Third Doctor yelled. ‘No. You killed 

me because you were too eager to exist!’ He lunged at the Doctor, 
but he had not reckoned on the Doctor’s impressive physical stature. 
The Doctor easily sidestepped.  

‘That’s not true. I never asked to exist!’ the Doctor yelled back at 
himself. ‘But I do, and you can’t change that.’ The Third Doctor 
looked at him before disappearing into the ether, leaving nothing 
behind.  

‘How can I end this?’ the Doctor said, directing the question 
towards the Figure.  

‘You have to do that yourself,’ he replied.  
‘None of these former selves are real - that much is evident.’  
‘All true.’  
‘None of the individuals I have met in this mindscape have been 

real.’  
The Figure walked closer to the Doctor. ‘That’s not entirely true, 

but there is more than enough truth in it to be considered accurate.’ 
The Doctor looked at the Figure. Did his statement mean that he was 
real? ‘You can end this yourself. Now. Just do it.’  

The Doctor’s gaze continued to focus on the Figure. Wherever he 
now found himself was not real. This whole environment did not 
exist. Those who he had met here were not real. Something had put 
him into this situation. The Doctor looked beyond the figure into the 
darkest corners of the chamber. The beings in the shadows were still 
there. The Doctor knew what he must do.  

He ran across the room, all the time being watched by the Figure, 
and into those unlit areas. The chamber began to lose its form as he 
did so, with the pillars that made up the room starting to fade away. 
When he got close enough, the Doctor could see that the creatures 
were five humanoid beings. Their appearance was inconsistent but 
the Doctor saw them take on the forms of those incarnations he had 
seen of him. They changed into his companions as well, their faces 
morphing from one to the other.  

One by one, the figures disappeared until only one was left. The 
being took on one final form, that of a tall curly haired man with a 
bohemian like quality about him. ‘This is not the end!’ he said before 
changing violently once more. For the briefest of seconds, the 
Doctor saw the being take on the appearance of a Qux. But, like the 
others, it too vanished, leaving nothing behind. The entire room had 
faded to black, and yet the Figure remained along with the Doctor.  



 

158 

‘Well done, Doctor,’ the Figure said.  
‘I did nothing really,’ the Doctor replied. He faced the Figure once 

more. ‘Who are you? Really?’  
‘A question for the ages, Doctor. We’ll meet again.’ Although the 

other beings had almost disseminated themselves into nothingness, 
the Figure vanished immediately.  

* 
Loqra Haddasi looked up at the Quardarax. With their help he had 
done it.  

They had what they needed from the patient.  

‘Oi!’ The Doctor could hear the sound of something terrible echoing 
through his head. He felt odd, yet strong somehow, full of life. ‘Oi! 
You can’t lie down there all day long,’ came an irritating voice from 
next to him.  

The Doctor’s eyes snapped open. ‘Hello!’ he boomed out to the 
Tkarsein standing above him. The Doctor looked around; he was 
exactly where he had been when he’d first felt the pain in his chest.  

‘So you are alive then!’ the Tkarsein said in its hideously repulsive 
voice. ‘I was just about to put you down as being down among the 
dead men. Lot of it about around here.’  

‘I can confidently assure you that I’m not in any shape of form a 
“dead man”.’ The Doctor propped himself up and got to his feet 
carefully. His head was filled with images of his former selves, friends 
and the Figure still. He blinked the images away. ‘What do you mean 
– “a lot of it about”?’  

‘This place - notorious it is. Lots of people end up here, end up 
dead.’  

‘And that means easy pickings for you and your kind.’  
The Tkarsein grinned. The Doctor found it disturbing. ‘That’s 

right. I was just about to take your belongings. No offence.’  
‘None taken.’ The Doctor said, brushing himself down. He turned 

to the Tkarsein. ‘And now, if you’ll excuse me, I have a friend 
onboard who may be wondering where I am.’  

‘No problem. As long as he’s not one of the dead men, then I 
don’t mind.’  

The Doctor turned away. So many different species attracted to 
this station. He had never cared much for the Tkarsein before, even 
less so now. 

* 
It didn’t take the Doctor long to find his way back to the restaurant. 
He’d also found out that a number of days had passed since he had 
‘disappeared’. The images were still clear in his mind about what 
happened. He remembered it all; the Master, Jamie, Victoria, Bradley 
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and the others. He remembered the final image of the Qux. And then 
there was the Figure. Why could he not shake his face from his 
thoughts? The Doctor had the strangest feeling that he knew him 
somehow, but he hadn’t had the faintest idea from where.  

The Doctor moved towards the bar, and with no patrons 
frequenting the restaurant at the moment, he had the whole selection 
of chairs to choose from.  

He eased himself into position on the stool, and looked around. 
A Qux security guard passed outside the restaurant. The Doctor 

eyed him distrustfully as he moved along, and the glimmer of 
suspicion began to grown within his mind. The Qux were a race of 
telepaths, but the Doctor wasn’t sure just how powerful they were. 
He doubted that they had the power to project things into anyone’s 
mind.  

It was only when there was a loud increase in the amount of noise 
outside, a rush of commotion which signalled to the Doctor that 
something of potential importance was happening, that the Doctor 
realised just how long he had been thinking to himself in the empty 
restaurant. He got off his stool and moved towards the door, pausing 
at the exit.  

The Doctor was amazed by the transformation outside in the 
corridor.  

Whereas the station had always been quite busy, this was 
something completely different. A constant mass of harassed people 
pulsed through the area, battling their way through. They all looked 
very worried about something. The Doctor tried to flag down several 
people, but the Draconian he approached first ignored him and the 
abuse that the Tharil dished out to the Doctor was something that he 
wouldn’t want to repeat to anyone. Eventually he managed to flag 
down a passing Chimeron.  

‘What’s happening here? Why is everyone in such a rush?’  
‘You don’t know?’ She had dark hair - very unusual for a member 

of the Chimeron - but quite a pleasant face, and the hint of an exotic 
alien accent. ‘They say that Death has come to the station! Death will 
destroy us all!’ Her voice built up and she ended up shouting the last 
sentence to make herself heard. The Doctor thanked her, and made 
his way back into the restaurant.  

He began to feel that this place was cursed somehow. Death? 
What was she talking about? And why did it have everyone in such a 
panic? He sat down, and started to think again.  

Before he had had a chance to really get to grips with his thoughts 
he was interrupted by someone shouting his name.  

The Doctor turned around and was pleased to see Nick ambling 
into the room.  
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‘Nick,’ the Doctor said. ‘I thought you might come back here.’  
‘You’ve missed a hell of a lot while you’ve been away!’ Nick said, 

the relief at finding the Doctor again evident on his face. ‘Where’ve 
you been?’  

‘I…’ The Doctor deliberately adopted a tone of silence, before 
becoming more abrupt. ‘That’s rather difficult to explain.’ Even to 
someone who experienced it, the Doctor added to himself. ‘I have a 
bad feeling about this place, all this commotion - something has the 
locals panicked.’ He indicated the busy corridors outside.  

‘Tell me about it,’ Nick whispered, to himself more to the Doctor. 
‘Wait ‘til I tell you what’s been happening to me!’  

The Doctor wasn’t listening to him. He caught sight of another 
Qux guard among those traversing the corridor outside.  

‘I think we should leave now.’ While we still can, the Doctor nearly 
added.  
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Part One 

Excerpt from Federation Property Deed: 296718  
…(and) deck 38b of Federation Scientific Research Space-Station Orpheus 

shall be entrusted to the Draconian Empire, for use by their Ambassador, 
Individual 398764251, Smith, John (Dr)…  

…signed by Federation Supreme Senator Oolianeeka, date: 978 / 6654 / 
42 / 000001.  

This document shall be immediately logged within the Federation database 
(subdirectory; acts; 000001; internal property sanctions), and all new acts passed 
by the Supreme Senate shall be taken into immediate account.  

As the Doctor walked briskly through the gleaming corridors of the 
Orpheus, ever aware of the Arcturan’s cold metal probe dangerously 
near his behind, he reflected on how quickly the past two months had 
passed.  

He turned a corner where he had welded a thick clump of pipes 
and cables onto one of the scanner access ports. There were little 
personal touches like that all over this deck. It had become like a 
home away from home (from home) for him.  

He could hear the Alpha Centaurian’s shrill warble behind his left 
ear, whinging at the Arcturan for moving too fast. The Doctor could 
sympathise as the probe once again prodded him in the rear.  

Rounding a corner, a huge pair of doors came into view, and the 
Doctor quickly stepped to the left before stopping.  

‘You will open this door,’ the Arcturan grated, its tinny voice like 
nails falling down a gutter.  

The Doctor went over the little speech in his head and placed his 
eye to the retinal scanner. The doors burbled happily before 
whooshing open with a little hiss of compressed air. He leapt out the 
way as the Arcturan went tearing in like an out-of-control shopping 
trolley.  

It had taken half a day to install that retinal scanner on the airlock 
and the other thirty-two hours to weld the VR chamber onto the 
other side. The head scientist had kicked up a huge fuss, so the 
Doctor had filed all his reports wrong and kept the pedantic fool 
busy long enough to get all this done. If anyone gave filing 
precedence over safety, they deserved to be taken advantage of.  

The Doctor stepped in after the Alpha Centaurian had waddled 
through, its head blowing up like a balloon as it tried to get its breath 
back. The Doctor scanned the horizon for the Arcturan. It appeared 
to be about two hundred metres away by now, thanks to the VR 
effect; in fact it was only about two.  
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The door closed behind them, the chamber’s primary program 
activated, and suddenly they were standing in the iridescent glow cast 
by uncountable billions of stars.  

It was the centre of the Universe, and the view was quite good.  
The entire thing spun around them, multitudinous galaxies 

throwing a pale light over the group. The Doctor walked through a 
galaxy to get closer to his guests. The Alpha Centaurian had gone a 
peculiar shade of purple and now sounded like a purring Viridian 
reptile cat. The Arcturan was still trying to scoff but failing miserably. 
The Doctor saw his opportunity and wasted no time launching into 
his spiel.  

‘Welcome, delegates, to the Infinity Chamber. A real-time 
representation of the entire Universe. It works by tapping into the 
natural data streams that structure the Universe. Each one is like a 
cornerstone, containing all the information in the entire area. Like 
DNA from a carbon-based life form. We used to make them back 
home.’  

He appreciated the effect it was having on them, watching the 
entire Universe like this. He decided perhaps now was the time to 
narrow their view.  

The Doctor walked into the centre of one patch of galaxies. 
‘Zoom.’  

It clicked and focused in. He walked into the centre of a particular 
galaxy and repeated the command. Once again, with a slight click, the 
view changed and they were watching the Milky Way. He crouched 
slightly (he’d have to adjust the user height soon), peering through 
the clouds of stars to locate one tiny little blue planet in particular.  

He reached out for the newfound star, holding it between his 
thumb and forefinger, before withdrawing it from the rest of the 
galaxy.  

‘Clear.’ The rest of the stars vanished and he let go of his. It 
entered the centre of the room. ‘Zoom.’  

The chamber rushed in to reveal a star system. The model rotated 
at the Doctor’s command, so they could all see the system in detail.  

‘Watch,’ he said.  
‘What for?’ asked the Arcturan, regaining some of his arrogant 

composure. He trailed off when he actually got a good look. 
The star system was metal. The entire thing was glinting with the 

blue light of the sun, which was the only thing that didn’t look 
artificial. Filling the space were satellites, artificial constructions, metal 
devices that expanded spherically from one of the planets until they 
reached the furthest of the seven. They moved outward in layers, 
millions of them. There were gaps in them for each planet, and the 
star, but that was it.  
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The planets were quite small, smaller than the Doctor 
remembered. They were all covered in metal, in various styles. One 
was almost built completely out of circuitry it seemed, and the 
Doctor thought it had been turned into a giant factory, as had two of 
the other planets.  

Another three were giant weapons systems, with engines and 
shields. The cracks in the skin pulsed with the same blue light of the 
star.  

The last one, though (the one the Doctor eventually focused in 
on), convinced the Federation delegates that they had seen enough of 
the rest of the system. It was smaller than the weapons planets, bigger 
than the factories and about the same size as he remembered.  

It was also different from the others in that it served no purpose 
beyond being a home. It too was covered in metal but of a different 
sort, surrounded by glinting force fields and shrouded with a thick 
blue mist. The oceans had been severely reduced, and were the same 
metallic grey as the landmasses. Covering the landmasses were huge 
clear plastic domes, formed of tessellating hexagons. The group in the 
chamber tried to peer through, but they could only discern vague 
movement.  

The Doctor knew that to the other two it would look chaotic, like 
a scrabble of insects, but to him it looked almost beautiful. Then 
again, his people had always been uncomfortably close in nature to 
this particular species. There was a definite order to the movement, a 
complex pattern in which it was working. Like currents and eddies in 
the shape of the land.  

The Doctor was light-headed this close to the planet, dizzy and 
uneasy. He’d recorded the same effect during his last usage of the 
Chamber. Time was broken around the planet, like the inhabitants 
had smashed a hole in it with a hammer. The shards had all been 
connected together, like a web, only they were suddenly too big to fit 
the right way, as if Time had been put back together improperly and 
bits were still moving around to fit in. What worried him most was 
the nature of the spider at the centre of this particular web; its control 
over time in this area was impressive but was also gradually fracturing 
time further around it, the effect spreading to the rest of the system. 
His beard uncurled for a moment.  

‘Where is this?’ The Arcturan’s voice jarred his mind back to the 
present, but the Doctor knew that the alien already had the answer.  

‘Nova Mondas.’  
The Doctor looked in surprise at the Centaurian. Judging from hir 

putrid shade of grey he hadn’t expected hir to be able to talk for at 
least a few hours. ‘That’s right.’ The Doctor decided to carry on with 
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the demonstration and gave another voice command. ‘Play recorded 
event Number Forty-two.’  

The Chamber spun around them again, placing them at the edge of 
the Mondas System. The Doctor pointed into space behind them, 
and they watched as a vast space hulk careened towards them. It was 
dead, with no crew or power, only running off its own momentum. 
However, as it approached the outer layer of satellites, both activated. 
The satellites generated tiny pinpricks of light, and the spaceship 
glowed. The ship gradually started to break apart, reforming, 
changing shape and turning into more satellites. The outer net drifted 
apart to make room for three new modules.  

The Cybermen had just gained some more weapons.  
The whole thing then spun around again and they gained a new 

perspective. They’d changed star systems and were now focussing on 
a collection of strange black spheres in space.  

The Doctor hadn’t given any further instructions. One of the 
Chamber’s security systems must have been tripped. He examined the 
new area and was surprised to note he’d been there only a few weeks 
ago. It was the area of space belonging to the Omnisci.  

The Chamber changed focus. There were three satellites, like the 
ones they had seen around Nova Mondas, approaching the Omnisci 
Cellworld. These were obviously ships too. It must be multi-
functional technology, with incredible adaptability and technological 
sophistication, to be able to manually override alien computer 
systems from a distance and travel at such phenomenal speeds. And, 
the Doctor noticed with some dismay, it was invading Federation 
space.  

He hadn’t expected this so soon. There was so much work he 
hadn’t done!  

He watched as the spheres fired projectiles and approached the 
ships. The missiles reformed before they had even got halfway, 
changing their design, puncturing the Omnisci force fields on 
redirection. They destroyed a huge chunk of the spheres, and the 
Cellworld began to bleed a milky-white substance.  

The ships' other weapons couldn’t get through, and they couldn’t 
break the defences in any other way. The Omnisci were safe, for 
about an hour.  

The Doctor looked at his shaking hands and realised he’d gone the 
same colour as the Alpha Centaurian.  

The Cybermen were attacking, and he wasn’t ready.  

‘Nick,’ Falex whispered out of the corner of his mouth as Nick 
buttered a piece of toast. ‘What is this thing?’  
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Nick had been trying not to think about that. He and Falex had 
tripped downstairs this morning to find Enalc’karnip had acquired 
something new for the shop. It looked like a giant, hairy spider and 
its black legs, spreading and drifting throughout the entirety of the 
shop, were easily tripped over. They were using the main body of the 
spider as a table, for lack of any other flat surface to place their 
breakfast on.  

Enalc’karnip himself bustled past, muttering, ‘why I bought this 
thing I don't know,’ poking at one of the legs, which happened to be 
in his way. ‘If we don't sell it soon, I don't know what we'll do with 
it…’  

‘Make a merry-go-round?’ Nick suggested sotto voce to Falex. The 
boy stifled a laugh and stole the piece of toast Nick had just laid on 
his plate. Nick scowled at the unrepentant Falex and resignedly 
picked up another piece to butter for himself.  

His thoughts drifted, wondering where the hell the Doctor was this 
time. He'd been wondering that more and more the past couple 
months, as the Doctor was hardly ever at the shop anymore. Always 
building something out in space, or making peace between alien races 
that could be useful to the Federation. It made Nick nervous. What 
could scare the Doctor so much he'd take such measures to 
strengthen the Federation?  

The Martians? 
The Cybermen?  
Nick didn't want to think about it. Not until after he'd had his 

breakfast anyway.  
He was just about to shove the toast into his mouth when the shop 

door burst open and the Doctor strode directly over to Enalc’karnip, 
now in the corner and dusting off some sort of metallic statue that 
Nick hadn't had a chance to get a good look at yet. The Doctor was 
carrying a pile of stuff. Nick couldn't make out what any of it was; 
some was technological-looking, with blinking lights, and some were 
fabrics, or perhaps even jewellery.  

‘More merchandise!’ the Doctor boomed with a grin that didn't 
quite reach his eyes, dumping it all into Enalc’karnip's arms. He 
turned to Nick and Falex. ‘Hello!’ he called and collapsed next to 
Nick onto what appeared to be a giant silver thimble. He picked up 
the piece of toast Nick had been about to eat and took a big bite out 
of it. ‘Sorry I've not been about lately, Nick; things have been afoot. 
I'm sure you understand. However, now I need your help.’  

‘Oh yeah?’ Nick asked warily, glumly watching his toast disappear 
into the Doctor's mouth.  

‘Oh yes,’ the Doctor nodded vigorously, brushing crumbs out of 
his greying beard. ‘The Cybermen have started their war.’  
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Nick's heart stopped beating for a moment. ‘What?’  
The Doctor glanced at Falex's anxious face, smiling reassuringly, 

before returning his focus to Nick. ‘They've attacked the Omnisci - 
have you heard of them? One of the Federation members. Odd sort 
of people, with some rather unique abilities. There's a group of 
Federation fighters about to set off for the Cellworld, or Spheres as 
some call them, to help the Omnisci out.’ The Doctor leant forward. 
‘I'm going, of course. You don't have to come with me, Nick. This is 
going to be dangerous. But I would like you come with me.’  

Nick paused, studying the Doctor's face and thinking. The 
Cybermen frightened him in a way nothing else could, and yet the 
Doctor was asking him to come on this mission. He knew it had to 
be something important. And he couldn't let the Doctor down. Nick 
took a deep breath and said, ‘Yeah, all right, Doctor. I'll go with you.’  

The Doctor's face brightened, the grin even reaching his tired eyes 
this time, and bounded off his thimble. ‘Capital! Then let's be off!’  

Nick blinked. ‘Now?’  
‘No time like the present, Nick! The fighters are all ready to go; 

they're just waiting for us to arrive. We mustn't waste any time.’ 
Nick nodded, disoriented by the sudden rush when he hadn't had 

any particular plans for the day. I didn't even get my breakfast, he thought 
but obediently stood up and turned to Falex. ‘You be good, all right?’ 
he said and hugged the boy. ‘We'll be back soon, Falex mate, I'm 
sure.’  

Falex nodded seriously, holding back his many questions for once. 
‘Goodbye, Enalc’karnip!’ The Doctor shook the man's hand, swept 

Falex into a bear hug, and dragged Nick out of the room.  
‘Bye!’ Nick shouted as the door of the shop closed behind them.  

* 
‘The Cybermen have attacked the Spheres,’ the Doctor repeated 
patiently to Nick. ‘Those are the Omnisci's home, their habitat. Big, 
black things, float in space.’  

‘Right,’ Nick said, ‘you told me that. But why?’  
He and the Doctor were standing on one of the five combat ships 

that were currently flying at an incredible speed toward these Spheres 
the Doctor kept going on about. It was the first chance Nick had had 
to pin the Doctor down and get him to tell Nick what the hell was 
going on since they'd left the shop earlier that morning.  

‘The Omnisci are very advanced in the field of bio data,’ the 
Doctor explained. Nick had pulled him aside in a short corridor, and 
now they were trying to stay out of the way of any crewmember that 
might occasionally stride past. ‘They can alter their bio data at will, 
and they're linked into a morphogenetic field.’ 

‘A morpho-what?’  
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The Doctor sighed. ‘Every species has a sort of link, a genetic 
template, from which all their characteristics are drawn. Within any 
ecosystem or biome, these “morphic fields” will mesh into one 
complete morphogenetic field.’  

‘So,’ Nick said slowly, ‘they've replaced the natural morphic field 
they had with a morphogenetic one?’  

‘Yes,’ the Doctor smiled, ‘very good.’  
‘Which field?’  
‘What?’  
‘Which field have they replaced it with?’ Nick insisted.  
‘That doesn't matter, Nick. What matters is that the rest of the 

Federation doesn’t know why the Cybermen have attacked the 
Omnisci in particular. But,’ the Doctor ducked a look around the 
corridor in which they stood before leaning closer to Nick. Nick 
instinctively also stepped forward to catch the Doctor's whispered 
words. ‘I think it has something to do with the space/time vortex.’  

Nick drew back. ‘You what?’ he asked, startled, then looked 
around guiltily. There was no one else in the corridor.  

The Doctor put an arm around Nick's shoulders, drawing the 
young man closer. ‘The vortex stopped existing about a month ago,’ 
he said. ‘I've run every test I can think of, searching for it, but it's 
gone completely.’  

Nick's eyes widened in shock. How could something like that just 
disappear? No wonder the Doctor had been rushing about madly for 
the past few weeks. But wait a minute… ‘How'd you know to look?’ 
he asked. ‘It's not like you have a time machine anymore…’  

‘My people built the vortex,’ the Doctor replied, ‘and somehow 
when this reality was accidentally created, the vortex stayed in place, 
although I do recall something trying to change it. A kind of liquid…’ 
For a second the Doctor stopped, his eyes wandering somewhere 
else. Nick nudged him, and the Doctor blinked. ‘Oh yes. Where was 
I?’ 

‘You said the vortex remained when this reality was created.’ 
‘Right. So, as it was still there, and me, being a Time Lord, I’ve 

remained linked to it, and when it disappeared I felt it go. But that's 
not important either. The Cybermen had something to do with the 
disappearance of the vortex.’  

Nick scowled; sometimes it was impossible to follow the leaps the 
Doctor's mind took. ‘How do you know that?’ he hissed.  

‘I just do,’ the Doctor answered unhelpfully.  
‘All right,’ Nick replied, ‘then what does this have to do with the 

Omnisci?’  
‘I don't know yet,’ said the Doctor. Nick stifled a groan of 

exasperation. ‘But why are the Cybermen starting their attack on the 
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Federation with the Omnisci? Why not someone else, more powerful, 
more in the centre of things? It must have something to do with the 
Omnisci's unique abilities…’  

Nick was about to answer when the lights suddenly dimmed, 
almost cutting out completely. Nick looked around, unnerved, 
wondering if the ship was being attacked or something else had 
happened to it. A voice -- Nick recognised it as the captain's -- spoke 
over the speaker system.  

‘Everyone to battle stations. We are nearing the location of the 
Omnisci Spheres and cyber ships battle; prepare to engage the enemy. 
Repeat, everyone to--’  

‘Come on,’ the Doctor said, taking Nick's arm and pulling him in 
the direction of the bridge. Nick went along unwillingly, avoiding 
crewmembers that were running past in the half-light of the corridor.  

‘How long till we get there?’ Nick asked, trying to sound merely 
curious and not panicked.  

‘Oh, with these engines going their full speed, we should be there 
in about twenty seconds,’ the Doctor answered cheerfully.  

Nick winced. Fan-bloody-tastic, he thought to himself wryly. ‘And 
just how,’ he added aloud, ‘do you know that, Doctor?’  

‘Because,’ the Doctor answered with a modest smile, ‘I designed 
them.’  

The fighter ships warp space and time around them, creating little wormholes in 
the structure of the Universe to get through it faster. This is Omnisci technology, 
and the Doctor has spent three weeks with them to get it.  

Suddenly the ships emerge from the hole, spewing out into ordinary space. In 
front of them is the spectacular vista of the Cellworld, with its stellar computers 
and glittering gold force fields, surrounded by the cold blue light of the Cybermen’s 
propulsion engines.  

The Cybermen have noticed they are there. One of the Federation ships 
activates its shields.  

* 
Bloody hell! Nick collapsed back into his seat. He hadn’t been 
expecting this. The Spheres were like huge black balls of slime, blobs 
of crude oil in space. There were about sixteen of them, of different 
sizes in a random pattern. Well, random to him at least. They were all 
linked together by things that looked like giant human spinal cords. 
His stomach felt queasy just looking at it.  

The thing that really knocked him, though, was the presence of 
three, tiny stars floating around the Spheres. The stars were 
surrounded by force fields to stop them destroying the Spheres or 
anything else near them, and they were about football sized. Nick 
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didn’t know what a football was, but he knew that was the size they 
were.  

‘Er, Doctor.’  
‘Yes, Nick?’ the Doctor replied cheerfully.  
‘What the bloody hell are they?’  
In retrospect the Doctor had instinctively known that Nick was 

talking about the stellar computers, because he had answered without 
hesitation or pointing. So he must’ve known that they were bloody 
impressive really, but he answered as though they were nothing 
unusual.  

‘Stellar computers,’ he replied nonchalantly. ‘Why?’  
Nick remained silent until he noticed something else.  
‘Doctor?’  
‘Yes, Nick?’ The Doctor was getting a little irritable.  
‘Are we in their weapons range?’  
The captain, a purple-skinned hairless creature with three faces, 

turned to face the Doctor as well. ‘Yes,’ it garbled, ‘are we?’  
‘Of course we are, Nick; they've far superior technology to us. We 

were in their weapons range ten minutes ago, but they won’t attack us 
because we couldn’t possibly harm them. See?’  

‘So we are then.’  
‘Yes!’ said the Doctor, thoroughly exasperated now.  
‘Right then,’ said Nick, ‘I feel I should point something out.’ He 

gestured to something on the screen.  
The Doctor’s face fell. ‘Oh dear.’  
‘Bugger,’ said Nick, ‘I thought so.’  
There was a deafening crash, like thunder echoing in a canyon, as 

the weapon hit the force fields of the fighter ship Nick and the 
Doctor were on. A whole cacophony of voices started to pour out 
from the many mouths on the crowded command deck. Nick had 
sort of shut off with the loud noise; a human reaction, he supposed. 
Apparently they’d lost force fields and weapons systems.  

A report started to crackle through on a speaker. Nick thought the 
reception was kind of tinny for a ship designed by the Doctor, until 
he realised it was just an Arcturan speaking.  

‘Distress! Distress! My ship has been destroyed! I am the only unit 
to have survived!’  

Nick remembered all the Arcturans had personal force fields. The 
screen at the front of the ship changed its view to show the wreckage 
of the destroyed fighter. At the centre was a squid-like exoskeleton, 
containing an Arcturan at the top. It was obviously an unusual design, 
built specially for space-combat. The wreckage started to reform 
itself, restructuring into a different design.  
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Even now the Cybermen were trying to control it. ‘I am activating 
my self-destruct mechanism. Stripping away safety layers from reactor 
core! Glory to Arctuurrrriiiiiisssss!’  

The captain made a noise that sounded like it may have been 
swearing, and the ship lurched backwards just in time as a nuclear 
explosion tore open the space where the Arcturan had been. Nick felt 
his stomach jolt. The sheer force of the explosion had been 
incredible.  

He couldn’t imagine anything more powerful than that. When he 
could see again, he realised he was wrong. The remains of the ship 
hadn’t been destroyed, only dissipated. They were relentlessly drawing 
themselves back together.  

Suddenly the screen went blank and the control systems shut 
down. Nick had withdrawn into himself from the moment of 
engagement. Just observing the chaos. He felt ill. But he couldn’t just 
watch anymore. The deathly silence was threatening to burst his head 
open.  

‘What’s happened?’ he asked.  
‘The Cybermen have taken control.’ Nick didn’t recognise the 

voice that answered.  

Excerpt from Federation Database:  
The Cellworld:  
These artificial objects were the home of the Omnisci (see Federation Database 

File 0020040031). They were constructed, as nearly all Omnisci technology was, 
from organic material. The Spheres were living beings themselves, held together by 
a spinal cord and controlled by the Omnisci by artificial nervous systems running 
through their structure.  

Due to the Omnisci reliance on their link to the morphogenetic field (see 
Federation Database file 012002043), each Sphere contained a carefully 
controlled eco-system, maintained by fully functional organic computers. They were 
powered by the other (see attachment) great Omnisci achievement, the stellar 
computers (see Federation Database File 1110020034).  

For further information, select:  
Location (Arcturan Co-ordinates)  
Location (Federation Co-ordinates)  
Population  
Statistics  
Properties 
For related information, select:  
Omnisci Technology I  
Omnisci Technology II  
Stellar Computers  
Morphogenetic Fields  
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Federation Member - Species Profile  
Archaeology reports: 9867 - 10024  

Nick supposed they were lucky, having the ship’s designer onboard. 
The Doctor unplugged a maintenance port from the middle of the 
vessel’s deck. The systems were starting to come back online even 
before the Doctor began attempting to get control back. One of the 
pilots leaned over to grab a control and was killed by a lethal shock of 
electricity. His body went rigid and started to spasm with power as 
thick blue currents of electricity coursed over his flesh.  

Nick watched in horror, his face strobe-lit by the flashes of light 
from the horrific sight. The power stopped, and the body was left 
charred in its seat, twisted and smoking with flesh cooked onto 
bones. The head was leering at him, the blackened lips pulled back 
over the teeth in a hideous smile.  

Bloody hell, Nick thought. Bluh-dee hell. It was then that things started 
to get a bit psychedelic, as all the shapes and lights in the room 
started to change and reform. Things were eaten away and then 
reformed, collapsing and reforming, opening and closing like flowers 
at dawn and dusk.  

The ship was starting to reform itself as the Cybermen redesigned 
it from a distance. Nick peered over a control bank to look at the 
Doctor and saw his friend trying to get back control. The Doctor 
held little drill-heads to his skull, activating by themselves and drilling 
into his head.  

They must have connected directly to his brain. There were thin, 
black wires feeding from their ends down into the control point; and, 
as the Doctor winced, his mind entered the system and began 
fighting the Cybermen for control.  

An Omnisci known as Roger was busily attempting to save the rest of 
his people from extinction. He was working as part of a massive 
crowd within the Engine Room, the only part of the Spheres to be 
built from what could be considered conventional technology.  

The Engine Room was a mass of machinery with a huge cylinder 
shape cut out in the middle within which people could work. The 
ceiling was too far away to see, and it was big enough to have its own 
weather. They were attempting to get their escape engine functioning, 
but the task was proving difficult.  

The engine was ready, but the navigation system wasn't. They 
didn’t want to wind up in the middle of a dwarf star. Roger noticed a 
little light flashing on one of the control systems. Apparently there 
were Federation ships nearby.  
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He moved to let them through the shields but was distracted when 
another Omnisci, who had no name (as the Omnisci didn't name 
themselves; Roger had acquired his name while away from the 
Spheres), intoned that all Roger’s Federation science couldn’t help 
them now. Of course, this other Omnisci was wrong, but his 
mocking tone did serve to draw Roger’s attention away for a few 
more moments.  

An extract from the private journals of Nick, published after his death. (Edited 
by Oolon Colluphid):  

‘…the Omnisci were really strange. They looked human at first, but then you 
noticed their skin looked sorta like clay, and it was really white. They looked as 
though you could punch one and it would leave a perfect impression of your fist in 
its body afterwards. They were completely hairless, and they didn’t seem to have 
any teeth or nails or stuff. They had a [lipless--Ed's note] slit for a mouth and 
big, black beads for eyes. Their noses were [crude and undefined], with little slits 
for nostrils.  

‘Their limbs looked funny [malformed] too, like there was something slightly 
skewed about them. And they only looked like they were [imitating] human 
movement, as though they didn’t have skeletons really. It was like children had 
made men out of clay, but didn’t really know what they were supposed to look 
like. And another weird thing: they didn’t have any [differences between men and 
women].’  

The Cyber ship launches a new barrage of targeted projectiles. They scatter 
everywhere, but for the most part head with deadly accuracy toward the Federation 
fighters. The projectiles puncture the hulls of the ships, shells reforming around the 
entry wounds, scabs covering up damage done to skin.  

Inside the ships each projectile bursts open, falling apart, revealing swarms of 
wasp-like drones. The drones immediately start flying throughout the ships, aiming 
for the crews and burrowing into the backs of the people's necks. The attack is so 
sudden most people don't even have time to scream in surprise.  

There was a whoop from one of the crewmembers as it looked up 
from its console. ‘We have control again!’ it cried from three different 
mouths.  

Nick's knees went wobbly with relief, and he saw next to him the 
Doctor grinning in surprised delight and gently pulling the drill heads 
away from his skull. The Doctor opened his mouth to say something, 
but Nick was distracted. He could hear something--buzzing?--behind 
him. It didn't sound like any type of machinery he'd heard so far on 
the ship.  

He turned around to look for the source of the irritating and 
disturbing noise and was horrified to see a swarm of tiny metal 
drones flying toward him.  
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I hate insects, crossed his mind irrelevantly even as he yelled out 
loud, ‘Arse! Someone close the door!’ He stumbled backwards, away 
from the approaching metallic wasps.  

The door slid shut just in time – he didn't see who triggered the 
control to lock it – but before Nick could feel relief, tiny dents 
appeared in the door. The drones hadn't stopped moving, impacting 
into the door instead. Nick dragged his eyes away, sickened.  

The sight that greeted him on the scanner wasn't much better. It 
was from an internal camera of the corridor right outside the 
command deck. Crewmembers were sliding to the floor along the 
corridor, writhing in agony, as metallic ridges appeared beneath their 
skin and burst out.  

They were becoming Cybermen, Nick realised. He tried not to gag. 
Nanites were spreading throughout those people, turning blue veins 
into black lines that curved exotic patterns along the peoples’ bodies, 
and then their skin was bursting apart before being consumed by the 
nanites.  

Some of the turned crew were already starting to stand up again, 
half-made skeletons of Cybermen, bodies still forming cybernetic 
organs to take the place of natural ones that had already been eaten. 
One of them held out its right arm and appeared to watch as the 
cables and machinery of its hand reformed into a gun. It aimed its 
arm and fired at the door in front of it, a bolt of energy arcing across 
the space.  

Nick turned away from the view screen to stare dumbly at the 
reality of the gaping hole in the door. His eyes moved to the 
Cyberman who had fired at the door and watched in horrified 
fascination as the gun changed slightly to release a projectile.  

That galvanised Nick into action, just in time, and he leaped out of 
the way as the projectile slammed into a control bank behind where 
he'd been standing an instant before. Nanites were released, but 
apparently these didn't know what to do without instantly entering a 
living body. They flailed around for a few moments before falling to 
the ground, shrivelling like raisins.  

Nick stared, watching the entire process. The Doctor, meanwhile, 
was frantically working at a control panel, muttering to himself. 
‘Come on come on…’  

There was a shudder throughout the entire ship, making Nick 
stumble into the back of the captain's chair, and then the flight deck 
separated itself jerkily from the rest of the ship. The newly forming 
Cyberman and its fellows were left behind, on the other side of the 
holed door that now had a shield protecting it from vacuum. But 
Nick and the few crewmembers left on the bridge could still see the 
Cybermen, still see the new organs finish being formed and the 
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protective outer shell running over and encasing the people in liquid 
metal.  

‘I'm gonna be sick,’ Nick announced.  

‘There's a ship coming!’ Roger called; hoping somebody else would 
listen to him. ‘We must help it!’  

The only Omnisci who paid him attention, the one who'd mocked 
him before, snorted. ‘Why should we?’ he asked spitefully. ‘They'll die 
soon anyway.’  

Roger scowled at him. ‘I don't care,’ he said. ‘I don't agree with the 
plan! Besides,’ he added, ‘they could help us with the… the current 
situation.’  

Without waiting for an answer from the other one, Roger 
manipulated the Sphere's shields from his control panel, extending 
the shields around the small craft and pulling it into safety. He 
remotely opened one of the docking bays, and was so involved in his 
efforts he didn't see the other Omnisci glaring at him throughout.  

Nick managed not to be sick. The Doctor distracted him, telling him 
to watch the screen (after changing the view to an outside look at the 
Spheres). ‘I still don't know exactly what you expect me to see out 
there,’ Nick grumbled to the Doctor, who was buried inside another 
of the control consoles, doing something inexplicable to it. A handful 
of crewmembers milled uncertainly, unsure what they could do to 
help.  

‘Got it!’ the Doctor's muffled voice announced, and he pulled 
himself out of the console. A holographic model of their tiny ship 
and the Spheres appeared in the middle of the room, at first fading in 
and out before stabilising. Nick turned to watch the hologram 
instead, finding the three-dimensional view much more interesting.  

As he looked on, a part of one of the Spheres started to open up, 
and Nick could feel the Federation craft being dragged inside the 
larger ship even as he watched it on the holograph.  

Nick blinked, and the holographic model disappeared. 
Simultaneously, the doors slid open, and the few people left on the 
flight deck ran outside. Nick roused himself to follow. He caught 
sight of a stranger greeting the Doctor, heard the Doctor cry in 
surprised delight, ‘Roger, I didn't know you were an Omnisci!’ and 
then completely lost track of his friend when he took a good look at 
the ship he'd entered.  

The place was huge. Huge. Bigger even, Nick thought, than the 
Doctor's TARDIS used to be. Cathedral-like walls, which didn't really 
appear to be walls but vines and tree trunks and other plant life 
instead, stretched up to disappear somewhere unseen above. The 
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walls, floor and everything else were changing, too, constantly, almost 
too quickly for the eye to see.  

‘It's like watching a jungle on fast play,’ Nick muttered to himself. 
The floor was soft and springy, like grass; scattered throughout were 
what appeared to be actual, real-life furry (and not so furry) animals, 
the occasional giant mushroom or flower of some sort adding a 
splash of colour and variety to the scenery.  

Where's the White Rabbit?  
‘Come on, Nick!’ the Doctor shouted, rousing Nick from his 

stupefied study of the Omnisci Spheres. Nick looked around, 
noticing that everyone else was already jogging out of this cavernous 
room and into another.  

Nick ran after them to catch up.  

He arrived last at their destination. He had fallen to the back of the 
running group, and now they were all dissipating into the melee to 
help.  

The journey had been hard through the acid trip jungle. The 
landscape had kept reforming itself around them, and everything 
really was alive, including the trees and animals. They were all part of 
the same whole, the same integrated system. Nick didn’t know how 
he knew that, but he did, and he couldn’t help but feel that any 
moment now the Spheres were going to grow giant lymphocytes to 
get rid of the intruders.  

What he saw now didn’t help his mental condition. There was a 
star in the middle of the room. A stellar computer. A star. Indoors.  

There were some things a human mind was never meant to see. It 
was impossible to describe; Nick didn't even want to bother trying. 
He was actually taking steps up the evolutionary ladder just by 
watching it.  

Bearing that in mind, he felt perfectly justified in having a sit-
down.  

The Doctor looked about. He hadn’t forgot the Omnisci ability to 
change shape and form at will, but he had forgot how impressive it 
was. The animal frenzy of their activity was quite dizzying. They were 
growing tails and claws and wings; changing size and shape, assuming 
characteristics from countless species, all to get around faster and do 
their job. It was very impressive, like a ceaseless tide of animals.  

Roger was explaining things to him. The Doctor had already made 
sure Nick was safely nearby, and had pointed his human friend out to 
Roger.  

Apparently the Omnisci had got an engine from somewhere, a 
propulsion device capable of folding space, like pulling a thread 
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through the fabric of the Universe. They wanted to hop from one 
fold to another, but they had no functioning targeting system, so they 
didn’t know where they’d turn up.  

They wanted to use their network of stellar computers as 
navigation beacons, but they were having trouble readjusting them 
for a secondary function. The Doctor nodded and sat down in front 
of a data-interface port, absorbing all the information again, with 
more detail.  

He glided through reams of data. There were millions of stellar 
computers out there, permeating the entire galaxy. Some of these 
computers even had their own solar systems. They all functioned in a 
network, each one linking the morphogenetic fields of neighbouring 
ecosystems into itself.  

Oh grief.  
They had linked all the fields in the galaxy into one giant 

morphogenetic field. The Doctor was suitably impressed.  
That must have been where the Omnisci had received their genetic 

information. It must be collated together somewhere, processed in 
another stellar computer to form a template. 

The Doctor cleared his thoughts. It was irrelevant now. He set to 
work manipulating the systems.  

Within the machinery in the engine room, things started to reorganise 
themselves. The Cybermen’s control virus had been transported 
aboard on the Doctor’s ship and had spread to the Omnisci 
computer systems. The organic computers were protected, but the 
Engine Room was currently having its infrastructure reorganized into 
a manufacturing device. A shame, what with the technological 
sophistication, but all the information was being processed by the 
virus for transmission. It would live on inside the Cybermen, and it 
would improve their race.  

* 

The Doctor laughed, a forced sound, because he wasn’t really happy. 
He was vaguely disappointed, actually, at how easy it had been to take 
control of the Omnisci systems. The navigation program was online.  

He activated a massive hologram in the middle of the room, and 
the other Omnisci looked at it in surprise. One of them shouted out a 
question.  

‘Who did that?’ He sounded impressed.  
The Doctor started to power up the engine and began selecting 

target coordinates. He drew more and more of the Sphere's systems 
into his own data-interface terminal. He was giving himself almost 
complete control. Everything was ready; all he needed to do now was 
activate the engine and they would be off.  
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While the Doctor was busy congratulating himself on saving the 
day, the lights went off. There was a familiar buzzing sound; and 
while his eyes were still adjusting themselves to the dark, his brain 
already knew what to expect. Conversion drones, like the ones he’d 
seen on his ship earlier.  

He could just about make out the small wasp-like dots now. They 
were flying all over the place in a mad swarm, attacking whoever they 
could find.  

Damn!  
He set about trying to regain control of the systems. Perhaps it 

wasn’t too late to save the people around him.  
He was so focused he didn't even notice the people screaming.  

Nick could hear the buzzing again as well, and he too knew exactly 
what that entailed. He pulled himself off the floor and started running 
again, aiming for the door through which he and the rest of the group 
had come earlier. His vision grew accustomed to the darkness, and 
now it was more than just a feeling that those damned wasp-like 
things were nearby; he could see them coming.  

There was one now in fact, departing from its fellows who had 
aimed for the crowd of people near the main bank of machines. Nick 
reacted instinctively, yelling as he threw his hands up, as if that would 
somehow protect him from what was coming.  

And then he was thrown to the ground, the wind knocked out of 
him. What the hell--? he thought dizzily and opened his eyes, trying to 
see what had happened.  

Eyes were staring down at him, startlingly human-shaped and yet 
glinting and unblinking yellow, like a cat's eyes reflected in the 
darkness. Nick yelped in shock, trying to scramble away backwards 
while still sitting down.  

A hand gripped his arm, and Nick found he couldn't move 
anymore. ‘Hush,’ a voice snapped barely audibly. ‘We don't know 
how those things find their targets. You might bring the whole lot 
down on us.’  

‘Who the hell are you?’ Nick shouted. The unnerving glowing eyes 
narrowed into a scowl, and Nick took a deep breath, calming himself. 
‘Who are you?’ he asked again, more quietly.  

‘I'm Roger,’ the other—person—replied, barely above its breath. 
‘I'm a friend of the Doctor's, just like you. Now, please don't shout 
again. We don't want to attract attention.’  

The hand clutching Nick changed; he could feel claws pricking at 
his skin now, rough fur brushing against the little hairs on his arm. 
Nick gulped. He felt himself being hoisted to his feet and then 
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thrown over this Roger's shoulder, his chin banging into the figure's 
back.  

‘Next time, I'm staying home,’ Nick groaned as Roger ran out of 
the room, carrying him.  

* 
The Doctor didn't know what had happened to Nick or to Roger, but 
at the moment he was rather preoccupied with other business.  

‘So that's how they did it,’ he breathed to himself, standing back 
from his console for a moment to stare at the information there in 
amazement. The Cybermen had used an incredibly advanced virus to 
take control of the computers, one that was capable of taking over 
any system it came across within minutes--the virus that had, in fact, 
infected the Federation fighters. And it could jump from system to 
system too, if they were somehow connected or in close proximity to 
each other.  

‘Idiot!’ the Doctor shouted to himself as another realisation sunk 
in. He'd brought the virus with him! When his ship had docked with 
the Spheres, it had brought the computer virus along with it, like 
injecting a virus cell into a healthy human body.  

The Doctor's face gained a determined look; instead of cursing 
himself for being a stupid fool, he would solve this. He had to find a 
way to shut down the drones, stop them taking over any more 
systems or people. They were constructed, according to the 
information he still had up on his console, from components already 
found here, so perhaps the control relays were still active, which 
would mean he could…  

‘Ha!’ the Doctor cried in triumph as that incessant buzzing sound 
abruptly cut off and thousands of little thuds indicated the drones 
had ceased functioning. No time for self-congratulation, though; he 
had to restore shields and see if he could get the engine running, get 
the Spheres away from this place.  

Shields came back online fairly easily, the Doctor was relieved to 
find, and he busily set himself to restoring the engine. He hadn't got 
very far, though, when he heard an odd metallic voice somewhere in 
the room behind him.  

Cybermen.  
‘Oh no,’ the Doctor breathed, remembering. The drones had 

already infected people before he'd found a way to stop them.  
At that point, partial lights came back on, throwing the vast room 

into a shadowy gloom. He could see a half-formed Cyberman, 
skeleton and organs with no skin, staggering upright, dozens of other 
former Omnisci following suit behind him.  
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The Doctor stood very still, surveying as much of the room as he 
could for the infected. The numbers were discouraging, but at least 
some Omnisci and crew from the fighter hadn't been converted. 
Three Cybermen were standing up by this point, holding their arms 
away from their bodies so that what had once been hands could 
dissolve away to form weapons. Their eyes flashed blue, targeting the 
few uninfected, who still stood--including the Doctor.  

The new Cybermen held up their weapons, releasing darts into the 
air. The ones who hadn't already been converted fell to the ground, 
almost as one, nanites already starting to take them over.  

Only the Doctor remained standing. He stared unblinking at the 
Cybermen facing him. The first one who had stood up was almost 
fully formed now, skin rippling over muscles that had just slid into 
place like worms, interlaid with thick snaking coils.  

He didn't feel anything. He looked down and noticed the gaping 
wound in his chest. Tiny silver maggots emerged from the projectile 
embedded in his wound, writhing rhythmically. It made the Doctor 
feel slightly nauseated to look at it.  

He fell forward and blacked out.  

Nick was trying very hard once again not to be sick. Human bodies 
were not meant to be flung around in pitch-blackness while slung 
over somebody else's shoulder, he decided. And he was fairly sure 
Roger had been doing some jumping down between levels or 
something as well, because what else could cause his stomach to leap 
into his throat and then down into his toes like that?  

One more lurch that almost made Nick lose his precarious control, 
and then he blinked his eyes open to find the lights had come back 
on. He appeared to be a hundred feet from the ground, in free-fall 
halfway down a waterfall.  

Waterfall? Nick was incredulous. Come on! I would've heard the water! 
Even over the blood rushing through me ears. But now that he listened, he 
still couldn't hear the water rushing down. Bizarre.  

So here I am, falling down a silent waterfall while being held in the grip of a 
giant cat-man in some serious leather, his mind tallied up his current 
situation. Life used to be so much easier…  

Nick's stomach couldn't handle it anymore. He gagged, throwing 
up whatever contents his stomach had (very little, considering he'd 
missed breakfast). Only instead of falling down Roger's back, the 
natural thing that should have happened, it flew back up into Nick's 
face.  

Nick gagged again and shouted ‘Arse!’ as loudly as he could, 
batting at his face. The word was cut off in his throat, though, 
because he and Roger suddenly hit water. It was like slamming into a 
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glass wall, freezing cold and almost instantly numbing his body. He 
flopped around in the water uselessly, unable to do anything to save 
himself.  

Roger grabbed hold of Nick again, his form changing to something 
vaguely fishlike as he slung Nick over his back once more. He started 
swimming strongly to shore. Nick used the chance afforded him to 
lift his head out of the water and breathe.  

‘Arse,’ he panted, shivering, gulping in as much air as he could as 
Roger climbed onto the bank and dumped him to the ground.  

Roger was looking like a giant cat-man again, Nick noticed vaguely, 
but he was concentrating on breathing. So was Roger, judging by the 
deep breaths causing his chest to expand, and then suddenly he 
reverted to the standard Omnisci form.  

Nick had a lot of questions to ask, top priorities being where the 
hell were they and what the hell was going on. He coughed out some 
water and wheezed, ‘How do your clothes change shape like that?’  

Roger gave him a puzzled look and answered, ‘Intelligent 
molecules, of course. A sort of living cloth.’  

Nick nodded, coughed up some more water, and passed out.  

The Doctor’s people had been very advanced in their control of time. 
They had created the space/time vortex and, as the Doctor had said 
earlier, almost wired themselves into it, using little machines in their 
cells to change their bodies to make them stronger and closer to the 
space/time vortex.  

Another thing these machines did was help the occupant defend 
himself against attacks by other invading machines. They would 
reprogram the invaders by amplifying the brainwaves of the 
individual to give them control. Therefore, when the Doctor stood 
up again off the floor, the wound in his chest was knitting itself back 
together with the aid of the Cybermen’s nanites as he watched.  

One thing that didn’t occur to him was that he was using his body 
just as the Cybermen used theirs. It was functioning as a machine to 
prolong his life and extend his power. Yes, the Doctor's people were 
sometimes uncomfortably like the Cybermen…  

Both races had extended their lives with technology in order to 
give themselves more power, and both had wound up cutting out 
their emotions in the process. However, where the Doctor’s people 
wanted to keep their power in check, the Cybermen wanted to theirs 
to grow, by converting as many people as possible.  

So when the Doctor awoke, after the exit of the Cybermen, and 
found his attention divided between his healing chest and another 
figure in the room, he was duly confused, thinking all the others had 
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been infected. However, this figure was a fully formed and apparently 
unaffected Omnisci.  

The Doctor attempted to commence an interrogation, but the 
Omnisci wasn't exactly cooperative.  

The Doctor stared in horror at the face of the mad Omnisci 
standing in front of him. The Doctor couldn’t believe it. The 
Omnisci was just laughing, as if this situation was the funniest joke 
he'd ever heard. The Doctor could feel his belt against his midriff; a 
sure sign he was getting angry.  

‘When you built the network of stellar computers, and linked them 
up to all those morphogenetic fields, you found you could do more 
than that, didn’t you?’  

The Doctor was just guessing, but the alien was still laughing. It 
was the laugh evil villains always had when their plan was going into 
action, the Doctor reflected. He continued with his guesswork.  

‘You found that they didn’t just link the fields, they could control 
them. They could manipulate the morphic field of an entire species, 
yes?’  

‘More.’ The Omnisci managed to force out the word between his 
chortles.  

The Doctor’s face contorted again. ‘What did you do?’  
‘We put in a new gene --hehehe-- a tripwire, for genetic death,’ he 

gasped out between laughs. ‘Each morphic field is in a constant state 
of change as new genetic potential is acquired, through evolution and 
crossbreeding --hehe-- and genetic experimentation --hah!’ The 
Doctor realised there was something wrong with him. This was more 
than just villainous hilarity; there was something almost involuntary 
about the laughter. ‘As soon as enough change has occurred, the 
species will --hehe-- die.’  

The look on the Doctor’s face was terrible. His eyes faded, their 
sparkle disappearing. ‘How many,’ he asked through gritted teeth. 
‘Which species?’  

‘Heh. All of them. Everything in this galaxy has about two weeks 
to live. Haha-haha!’ The Omnisci grinned, laughing helplessly.  

That was when the Cyberman walked in and shot them both with 
explosive charges.  

Nick's eyes were already open before he realised he was awake again. 
And then he wished he hadn't realised--his head felt like it was 
stuffed with cotton, and he was dizzy, and even though his eyes were 
open, everything was a blur.  

Somehow he managed to drag himself to a standing position, and 
only then could he bring his eyes into proper focus. As soon as he did 
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that, though, sparkles lanced across his view and he almost blacked 
out again. His head throbbed, protesting every time he moved it.  

He blinked, trying to clear his vision again, and found Roger lying 
on the ground, curled around himself in pain. ‘What the--?’ Nick 
asked in bemusement, staggering toward the fallen Omnisci in 
concern.  

Only when he got closer did he notice the metallic patch on the 
back of Roger's neck. Nick froze, stunned, and then shook himself 
into moving again--away from Roger this time.  

But Roger had heard Nick's movements, and he turned around, 
standing up in one smooth motion. He opened his mouth, metallic 
words spilling out. He started advancing toward Nick, repeating the 
same phrase over and over.  

‘Target acquired, preparing to initiate conversion process. Target 
acquired, preparing…’  

Nick knelt to the ground, frantically searching with his fingers for 
something to use as a weapon even as he kept his eyes locked on 
what had been one of the Doctor's friends. His hands found 
something, heavy and rough-textured--a log. Nick immediately swung 
it, smacking Roger across the head.  

Roger fell to the ground.  
Nick retrieved the log, ready to swing it again if he had to, but 

Roger spoke in his normal voice, making Nick pause. ‘Wait! Please, 
Nick, it's me!’  

Nick was relieved to hear that voice, without the metallic overtone, 
but he wasn't ready to trust the Omnisci again yet. 

 ‘You've been infected,’ Nick stated steadily, still holding the log at 
the ready.  

Roger stared up at him, a pained look on his face, his entire body 
tensing in on itself. ‘I know!’ he gasped. ‘I'm trying to…fight it…’  

‘How?’ Nick asked. ‘Nobody else could resist those drones!’  
Roger nodded. ‘I'm unique in that I can hold off the nanites,’ he 

said. ‘I have a-- synthetic nervous system. There was an… accident 
when I was away… from the Spheres once. The doctors didn't 
understand my physiognomy; they… implanted the system in me, 
and now my people can't--can't remove it.’ He let out an agonised 
groan that made Nick start back and swing the log up again in fear. 
‘I'm sorry, Nick,’ Roger panted. ‘The nanites are winning, I think. As 
soon as I convert something back to what it should be… the nanites 
take over again…’  

Nick took an unconscious step forward, wanting to help somehow. 
‘What can I do--’ he started.  

Roger howled, and Nick dropped the log. 
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‘Arse arse arse!’ he shouted as Roger regained his standing 
position. ‘Buggery bullocks!’  

‘Target acquired,’ Roger replied expressionlessly, ‘preparing to 
initiate conversion process.’ He raised an arm so that Nick could see 
the veins on his palm, black and criss-crossing each other. The flesh 
was puckering up, bizarrely like lips getting ready to make a fish face, 
and then it opened into five tiny suckers, as if Roger had turned into 
an octopus.  

So that's how he'll give me the nanites, Nick thought numbly. He didn't 
bother trying to run. There was nowhere to go; he didn't know his 
way around this ship, and who knew what had happened to the 
Doctor?  

Roger approached closer, and Nick found his survival instincts 
taking over again as he flung up his hands to protect his face. Roger 
easily pushed the hands out of his way before grabbing Nick's neck 
and locking it into place.  

He moved his suckered hand toward the nape of Nick's neck. Nick 
squeezed his eyes shut and held his breath.  
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Part Two 

Roger moved his suckered hand toward the nape of Nick's neck. 
Nick squeezed his eyes shut and held his breath.  

He could feel the iron grip tighten on the back of his neck, sinking 
through the softness of his skin, tightening on lumps of bone and 
gristle. It felt like the skin on his neck was a separate bit from the 
bones beneath as it slid over them. The grip was far too tight to 
break.  

The suckers on Roger’s hand began to get moist and Nick could 
feel a warm sticky liquid running slowly down the side of his head. 
They were forming little vacuums against the flesh and making 
disgusting sucking sounds.  

He could feel things like maggots writhing beneath the flesh of 
Roger’s hand, ready to burst out. Nick felt the slime continue to run 
down his neck and the sickening movement of Roger’s skin, and he 
threw up again.  

He sprung his legs forwards, his mind, a confused mess, unable to 
tell him not to. His head slipped through Roger’s hand, lubricated by 
slime. There was something terrible in his mind, a primal instinct that 
had taken over, a hideous sensation of fear and loathing and disgust. 
Nick noticed he was crying and growling at the same time.  

He coughed, trying to clear the bitter taste of bile from the back of 
his throat. Instead he collapsed onto his knees puking onto his 
trousers again. His head felt like a massive lump of concrete and he 
couldn’t seem to feel anything else through any of his senses. 
Everything was a dense mess in his head.  

Nick tried to remember how to see. An image resolved itself 
through the blackness. Roger had fallen over, and now he was getting 
up again. Nick ran his hands over the ground as his vision faded to 
black again. His fingers felt like sausages, hugely swollen and useless. 
They still managed to feel bark though.  

Nick picked up the log in his hand, managing to drag himself to his 
feet. He nearly fell down again with the pain in his head. He tried to 
focus, clumsily fumbling at his eyes in order to wipe away the tears. 
He managed to see Roger again, hand outstretched, advancing in 
attack.  

Nick pulled back his arms with the branch in them, holding it like a 
baseball bat. He couldn’t see again. The images were there; his brain 
was just too confused to actually understand them. He guessed where 
Roger was and swung with all his might.  

The branch sailed through the air. It must have hit Roger with 
great force because, although he couldn’t see, Nick could hear, almost 
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amplified by the pain, the heavy snap of Roger’s neck as the branch 
broke it.  

He could just about see Roger’s face on the wrong side of his head 
and the rupturing of skin on his neck where the spine had punctured 
the flesh. Blood pumped out of the wound, bubbling up in a fountain 
of gore and raw plasma.  

Bloody hell. Nick felt his empty stomach trying to be sick again. He 
hadn’t expected to kill him. He could see the intelligent fabric trying 
to suck the stain up. Too late, mate, he thought, he ain’t gonna worry 
about being clean anymore.  

He suddenly realised the ridiculous inappropriateness of his joke. 
Before he could begin to feel guilty he saw the flesh on Roger’s neck 
starting to knit itself back together. Oh sweet Jesus…  

He collapsed.  

A fully formed Cyberman, the Doctor reflected, was truly disgusting. 
He looked at the tall, lean figure with liquid metal skin rippling across 
its body like satin. There was the bulging mass of muscles beneath 
the surface, moving in time with the skin. The blank metal sheet of 
the face was an even more emotionless design than ever; just two 
circular eyes.  

Those eyes scanned the room. The mad Omnisci’s remains were 
sprayed over the room. His body had exploded in a mess of blood 
and flesh. It had been quite disgusting. The Cyberman had pulled his 
arm back again.  

The liquid metal had peeled away from his forearm and the 
components beneath, a substitute skeleton with augmented cartilage 
and muscle, had folded in on themselves, reforming into a gun. The 
pulsing of a fleshy, grey-tinted organ at the back of the weapon 
marked the timing of the multiple shots being fired at him.  

The shots exploded, like the last one had, inches from the Doctor's 
face. The personal force field of the escape engine protected him 
from every one. He had been lucky to be standing close enough to it 
to reach the controls in time. And in the sparks from that last shot, 
he thought he glimpsed something shining on the floor. Some odd 
sort of silver sphere…  

The Doctor dragged his attention back to the matter at hand and 
scanned the body of the Cyberman for weak points; the shields 
couldn’t last forever. Perhaps he could improvise some kind of 
attack? The muscled structure, coated with the liquid metal, looked 
like a partially dissected body. All the right structures were there, just 
with nothing to hold them all together. There were no fixed locations 
for machinery; just the covering for its head. He decided now was not 
a good time.  
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Instead he began to power up the escape engine.  

Nick dreamed of silver monsters with guns for hands turning into 
giant leather-clad cats while a disembodied voice that sounded 
suspiciously like his own said, ‘Nick, mate, you've gotta stop using 
your head for a battering ram…’  

‘Nick,’ a different voice cut in insistently. ‘Nick, wake up!’  
Nick groaned and cracked his eyes open, wincing in preparation 

for the bright light he fully expected to see glaring down at him. It 
wasn't as bad as he expected, as Roger was blocking a lot of his 
vision— 

Roger!  
The Omnisci's eyes were covered with and surrounded by tiny 

metallic ridges. It looked like minute, intricate machinery, flowing in 
swirling patterns through and around his eyes. The effects of the 
nanites.  

‘Bloody hell!’ Nick yelled and scrambled away, a sense of déjà vu 
surreally overtaking him, making his headache even more 
disagreeably. ‘Get off me!’  

Roger grabbed his arm, holding him in place. I've definitely been here 
before, Nick thought.  

‘Quiet, Nick! Calm down; it's all right. I'm all right! The nanites 
aren't working anymore; they must have a limited power supply. My 
body's healing itself this very moment.’  

Nick sighed, eyeing Roger warily but allowing himself to relax. 
‘Well, you sound like yourself, so I'll believe you.’  

Roger grinned. Nick looked away, unable to bear the sight of the 
Omnisci's eyes. ‘Come on, time to get up,’ Roger went on, helping 
Nick stand. ‘How are you? If you like, I could use my abilities with 
bio-data to heal you…’  

‘Uh, no, that's okay,’ Nick replied hastily. He preferred to keep 
Roger at a distance. Just in case. He blinked. It seemed to help clear 
up his vision. He'd have to find some other way to deal with his 
aching head. ‘So, Roger, now what do we do?’  

Roger looked around the Sphere at the plants and animals; his 
attention apparently caught for a moment by what looked like an 
overgrown daisy. He looked at Nick again. ‘I don't know.’  

Nick snorted. ‘Helpful, mate.’ He looked around as well. ‘What 
about the Doctor?’  

‘We could look for him,’ Roger replied, ‘but the Cellworld is 
awfully big, and I don't know where he is at the moment.’ He paused. 
‘I'm sure the Doctor's all right,’ he added gently.  

Nick forced a laugh. ‘'Course he is!’  
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‘He always gets out of these things with his skin intact,’ Roger said. 
Bits of the shiny machinery were dissolving from around his eyes, 
Nick was both disgusted and fascinated to note, as the Omnisci's 
body healed itself.  

‘Yeah,’ Nick said, dragging his attention away from what was 
happening to Roger to answer, ‘but that doesn't mean we will. Have 
you lot got any escape pods or something in these Spheres of yours? 
We should have an escape route ready. Just in case.’  

Roger sighed. ‘I don't know… all the circuitry in the liquid that 
makes up the Spheres outer shell has been destroyed by the 
Cybermen. That circuitry was used to form the ships from the 
Cellworld’s skin. The Spheres may have grown new circuitry by now, 
but we can't rely on it…’  

‘We've got nothing better to do,’ Nick replied practically. ‘We can 
at least check it out.’  

‘All right, this way.’  
Nick followed the Omnisci.  

The Doctor left the engine running on its own after selecting a 
destination, trusting it to complete its programming. He turned to the 
shields again, focusing and extending them to create a sort of lance, 
which stabbed the Cyberman in its chest, piercing through the other 
side of it a good metre.  

He used the shield as his chance to escape, stumbling over the 
converting bodies to grab the metal sphere he'd glimpsed earlier. Its 
weight surprised the Doctor, considering its relatively small size and 
what he'd thought it was.  

No time to worry about that now, never any time; he could hear 
the engine finishing its build-up, and he had to find the life-signs he'd 
detected earlier while working with the engine. He ran out of the 
room.  

Unseen behind him, the Cyberman he'd stabbed remotely 
deactivated the specially formed shield. Its wound immediately began 
healing itself.  

Nick was having difficulty keeping up with Roger's run, but he was 
determined he wouldn't complain, since he was the one who had 
suggested they jog rather than walk. Why he'd suggested that he 
couldn't remember now, considering how much it aggravated the 
pounding already in his head.  

‘Wait a sec,’ he called, panting, to Roger. The Omnisci turned back 
inquiringly, slowing his run down. ‘Do you hear that?’ Nick asked.  

Rustlings and crashes through the jungle forest around them, it 
sounded like a very large body approaching. Nick and Roger 
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exchanged glances, and then mutually turned around to face whatever 
was coming toward them.  

Nick took a deep breath, hoping that perhaps the noise was just 
coming from one of the Sphere's animals, though he didn't recall 
seeing anything large enough to cause so much racket. A rhino or 
elephant or something equivalent? When the form appeared, Nick 
couldn't help laughing.  

‘Doctor!’ he called happily.  
‘Come on, Nick, no time to waste!’ the Doctor replied, grabbing 

Nick with one arm and Roger with his other - not stopping his own 
sprint. Nick stumbled but managed to keep up.  

So much for a reunion, he thought. Hey Doctor, how's it going, you wouldn't 
believe what me and your mate Roger have been doing…  

‘What is this?’ the Doctor was asking Roger between gasps of air. 
He let go of Roger's arm, trusting the Omnisci to keep up, so he 
could dig through his coat pockets.  

Roger paused to alter his form, becoming something vaguely like a 
leopard. The Omnisci leaped smoothly through the air to catch 
between his teeth the object the Doctor had taken out of his pocket 
and tossed over his shoulder.  

Roger grew a pair of humanoid arms below the base of his neck to 
take the object out of his mouth. He gave it a single look before 
starting in surprise and coughing in embarrassment. ‘It's a brain,’ he 
said. ‘An artificial brain.’  

‘And?’ the Doctor prompted.  
‘And it's the central control computer of our network of genetic 

manipulators.’  
Nick frowned, somehow managing to pay attention to the 

conversation despite his concentration on running. ‘Why not use a 
stellar computer?’ he asked. He figured the things must be insanely 
powerful after all.  

‘We do. The computer is barely macroscopic, surrounded by layers 
of shields, and it is inside this.’ Roger easily kept up with the Doctor 
and Nick even as he stared at the small metal sphere he gripped in the 
almost-human hands. ‘It contains its owner's brain patterns and the 
power of life and death over the entire galaxy.’  

‘Oh,’ Nick said. Intelligently.  
‘And that power has just been abused,’ Roger added heavily, 

dragging his attention away from the thing he held to watch where he 
was going. He just avoided running head first into a thick, oily purple 
trunk of some tree.  

‘What?’ Nick said.  
Roger sighed. ‘Since my people and the Doctor last met a handful 

of weeks ago, we've come to the attention of a variety of… 
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unpleasant races. The rest of my people had voted to use the genetic 
manipulators to kill them, get rid of the threat. I didn't agree, but why 
would they listen to only me? The process has been started; it's only a 
matter of time now.’ 

‘What?’ Nick veered around the Doctor to leap at the Omnisci, 
rugby tackling him to the ground.  

‘I'm sorry, Nick,’ Roger said calmly, changing back to his usual 
humanoid form. ‘I didn't want this to happen, I told you that. And 
you know, I did take that nanite-filled bullet for you. Not to mention 
you snapped my neck earlier. Without my synthetic nervous system, I 
would have died.’  

Nick sat back. ‘I guess…’ he started. The Doctor hauled him to his 
feet with one hand, pulling Roger unceremoniously up by the other 
and taking the brain back from the Omnisci, shoving it again into his 
pocket.  

‘No time!’ the Doctor roared at them, even as the Spheres around 
them started rumbling uneasily.  

‘What's happening?’ Roger yelled back, staring around his home 
worriedly.  

‘I activated the escape engine!’ the Doctor said. ‘It should…’  
The Spheres lurched and blinked out of their former area of space. 

The hundreds of defence satellites that silently patrolled the planet were totally 
unaware of the approaching threat. The blue lights of their propulsion engines 
blinked softly in the vacuum. Suddenly a strange rippling effect in space heralded 
the arrival of a collection of huge black spheres. The satellites quickly changed 
focus, pointing their blue ends at the Spheres and activating their weapons. Searing 
white beams of heat and energy cascaded from them, shining through space with a 
light more powerful than a star. The Spheres were quickly destroyed.  

Nick was busy emptying his stomach again. He’d thought it’d been 
empty earlier, so by now he must be throwing up food from a few 
days ago. Probably some of the toast he hadn’t eaten this morning. 
There was a hot burning feeling in his throat as the bile bubbled to 
the surface and spilled out between his teeth. It hit the ground and 
steamed.  

Nick looked up at the Doctor and Roger. They stood and looked 
down at him with concerned expressions on their faces. Nick wiped 
his mouth, cleaning off some of the acidic stomach juices with his 
sleeve. The others seemed perfectly fine. Probably some evolutionary 
thing.  

The Doctor patted Nick on the shoulder, and Nick forced himself 
to look up, a weak and blurry vision of the landscape meeting his 
eyes. It looked like a frosty hell. They were inside some massive 
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dome, and he could see the outside seemed like they were in space 
instead of on a planet. The ground itself was bumpy and rocky in 
texture but it seemed to be made out of metal. There were stalagmites 
sprouting out of it, with no stalactites to match.  

The main thing Nick noticed, though, was the frozen glint of the 
entire surface. Everything was covered in little crystals of ice. Tiny 
fronds reached out across everything like scar tissue. This majestic icy 
kingdom, Nick suddenly noticed, was not where he’d expected to be.  

‘Where are we?’ he asked.  
‘Nova Mondas.’ The Doctor replied.  
Nick merely felt a weary sense of resignation. Bollocks! ‘How did 

we get here?’  
‘The space-folding engine was what dragged us here. It’s connected 

to remote units, and it drags those along rather than itself, like a 
chess-player rather than a chess-piece. I just happened to have a 
remote unit, inside our friend’s brain here.’ The Doctor took out the 
metal ball from his pocket and tossed it casually from hand to hand. 
‘It was easy enough to reprogram this one not to retain the same co-
ordinates in relation to the rest of the remote units, but to put us … 
elsewhere.’  

‘But how did you know how to do that?’ Nick asked.  
‘I used the nanites in my body to grow new brain structures in 

order to understand the technology quicker. I don’t know from 
whom the Omnisci … acquired … this engine, but it’s incredibly 
advanced.’ He threw a pointed glance at Roger, who just coughed 
embarrassedly.  

‘What exactly are we doing here then?’ Roger sounded vaguely 
peeved. ‘It’s not much good escaping about twenty Cybermen in the 
Cellworld only to go to their home planet.’  

The Doctor shot him a dark look, and glanced around. ‘Their 
home planet indeed! This planet belongs to one of the most 
important species in the Universe! Or rather it did until the 
Cybermen came along and…’  

‘He’s got a point, Doctor,’ Nick said, forcefully interrupting the 
Doctor, ‘frying pans and fires and all that.’  

‘We’re here,’ the Doctor said, ‘to save the space/time vortex.’  
‘Oh.’ Nick felt sheepish all of a sudden.  
‘Besides,’ said the Doctor, ‘the Cellworld has probably been 

destroyed by the defence satellites by now.’ He sighed. ‘I wanted to 
change that future I saw… but not like this. First Ishkavaarr dead, 
and now the Cellworld…’ 

The Doctor stroked the surface of the nearest metal mound, 
completely missing the expression on Roger's face at that news, and it 
opened. The skin rippled like water, which looked very odd 



 

194 

considering the rest of it looked like a rock. A spherical cavity formed 
and the Doctor stepped in.  

‘Err, Doctor,’ Nick asked, ‘how did you do that?’  
‘Sorry, Nick, I thought I told you. The nanites gave me new brain 

structures and bodily control systems. I can interface with the liquid 
metal.’  

Nick looked across at Roger; the Omnisci seemed to share none of 
his anxiety. It wasn’t as if Nick didn’t trust the Doctor to keep them 
safe. It was just that… actually he didn’t trust the Doctor to keep 
them safe. Roger on the other hand seemed to have completely 
forgot the danger, the look Nick thought he'd glimpsed on the 
Omnisci's face already gone.  

Actually, thought Nick, he's taking the Doctor’s genocide of his 
entire people rather well. Nick closed his eyes as the metal reformed 
into a bubble over their heads.  
Spiders.  

Spiders are cunning things; they build their webs and sit in the 
centre, waiting for something to fall into their trap. They do not hunt; 
that is too much effort. They prefer to wait, and to slowly pick off 
whatever they can get their appendages on.  

They tug at the strings of their web, pulling them tighter and 
shaking them, trying to attract prey. They manipulate their web as 
though it is an extension of their limbs. They can feel everything on 
it, because it is part of them.  

There is something on Nova Mondas that behaves like a spider. 
Something that uses reality as its web, connecting itself into it, 
becoming part of its surroundings to the extent that it knows and 
controls everything that happens.  

It is a heavy and bloated thing, a malignant cancer in the structure 
of reality. It’s a growing tumour, which corrupts and consumes the 
surrounding tissue. It is the malicious brain behind the scenes. And it 
has noticed something. One of its lesser organs, the equivalent of one 
eye among millions, has confirmed its suspicions. The artefacts just 
destroyed in space were Omnisci habitats.  

The illusion is safe; they may be reconstructed now for further use. 
The other artefacts, the stellar computational units, are too well 
shielded to be of further use. They may be retained for further 
investigation. Soon enough, everything will be a part of it.  

The Doctor emerged from the bubble, walking out boldly into the 
tunnel-like corridor. At least he hoped it looked bold. Nick and Roger 
were stepping out behind him. The new brain structures had 
extended his consciousness into the area around him. It was very 
odd.  
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Perhaps it was just paranoia, or perhaps it was always like that, but 
he felt as though something was in there with him. As though 
something else much… bigger than he was inside the space around 
him too. Perhaps … perhaps it was the presence of the vortex on this 
level. Yes, yes, that must be it.  

He could feel the two Cybermen approaching before he could see 
them. They emerged from beneath the liquid metal in the corridor, as 
if their inside bits were being coated with the floor as they came out 
rather than carrying their skin with them. It was impressive and 
disturbing at the same time. 

One of the Cybermen raised an arm and the liquid peeled back as 
the internal structure once again formed a weapon. It fired a shot and 
Roger, who had grown a fur coat because of the cold, was hit square 
in the chest. However, he’d grown armour plating just in time and 
was even now forming new structures.  

It hurt Nick’s eyes too look at him now. The Omnisci was still 
vaguely humanoid, but iridescent, glowing too brightly to look at 
properly. However, there were definitely things moving beneath the 
surface. He hovered towards one of the Cybermen, their fire passing 
harmlessly through him, and reached out his arm. It merely passed 
through the Cyberman’s chest, but as soon as it did the Cyberman 
stopped moving and began to rot on the spot. A burning effect 
spread out from where the arm had passed in, consuming layer after 
layer.  

Roger approached the other one as Nick and the Doctor tried to 
run past. The glowing, vaguely humanoid outline that was Roger 
didn't seem to notice them, this time spreading his arms wide before 
closing them on the Cyberman, as though trying to hug it. Once again 
the Cyberman was destroyed.  

The Doctor knew that Cyber Control would notice this, and that 
perhaps now was the time to try a distraction tactic or two, to keep 
the Cybermen off their backs. He reached his hand into his pocket, 
grabbed the metal brain and concentrated fiercely. The whole planet 
shook.  

The satellites above Nova Mondas continued to scan the apparently 
dormant stellar computers. However, the computers unexpectedly 
received a transmission from the planet’s surface.  

The shields, which prevented the stellar computers from 
destroying the Spheres through proximity, were deactivated, and a 
huge wave of heat and energy swept from the miniature stars.  

The wave soared through space towards Nova Mondas, scorching 
the planet’s surface. The planet’s shields and defences were torn 
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through easily, and the liquid metal, which covered the surface, was 
boiled. The oceans were nearly fully evaporated.  

The shields reactivated.  

‘How did you do that?’ Roger asked between deep breaths, his voice 
full of surprise.  

‘I used the control brain, Roger, to shut down the shields around 
the stellar computers. I then used the nanites to channel my thoughts 
into its control matrix.’  

Nick’s body was so numb from running he couldn’t even feel his 
stitch anymore. He’d been listening to their conversation but now he 
was confused. ‘But I thought the brain had another person’s mind in 
it.’  

‘Ah,’ said the Doctor. Helpfully. ‘There was a slight glitch in that 
program when I first met the man whose mind used to occupy this 
chunk of metal and fire. He couldn’t stop laughing. So I presume the 
Cybermen’s virus was affecting him. The shock of bodily death was 
probably enough to wipe his personality matrix.’  

‘Oh.’ Sometimes Nick was sure half the stuff the Doctor said was 
just made up.  

‘Come on, Nick,’ said the Doctor, ‘we don’t want to keep the 
entirety of space/time waiting.’ 

In space a big silver cylinder, one of millions, approaches the stellar computers. It 
seems to be entirely featureless, a huge prismatic mass with a mirror-like surface. 
The only defining feature is the big glowing ball of blue light at the bottom.  

The light from the stellar computers is reflected perfectly off the contoured skin 
of the ship. It extends force fields around the stellar computers, and then activates 
its propulsion engine, dragging the stars away from Nova Mondas.  

‘Ah,’ the Doctor said, coming to a halt. Roger and Nick ploughed 
into him, unable to stop running so abruptly. ‘I think we're here.’  

The tunnel they'd been rushing through had ended in a huge, 
circular chamber. A glowing yellow-white light, that should have been 
blinding and yet wasn't, took up the middle of the room. It was so 
obviously the space/time vortex Nick didn't even bother making a 
comment.  

‘Hmm.’ The Doctor walked around the glowing light, studying it 
from what he presumably considered a safe distance. ‘As I said 
earlier, Nick, I was wrong; the vortex wasn't actually destroyed, it was 
just condensed into our reality. The Cybermen must now have the 
technology to reprogram it…’ The Doctor turned away from the 
vortex itself to look at some of the instruments scattered around the 
chamber, surrounding the bright light. He muttered to himself for a 
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couple minutes, then barked out, ‘Roger! Come help me. Please,’ he 
added as an afterthought.  

Roger obediently strode over to help the Doctor read through the 
readings on various computers and control banks. Nick stayed where 
he was, trying to feel overawed at the sight of the space/time vortex 
existing so innocuously in the middle of this room. He couldn't be 
bothered though. After seeing a star indoors, this just didn't cut it. 
And he was tired. 

He sat down, propping himself up against the burnished metal of 
the wall, and waited.  

In another circular chamber in another part of Nova Mondas, the Cyber 
Controller sits on a throne made of liquid metal. The metal rises from what could 
be considered the floor, flowing and swirling like waves and eddies in a lake, 
forming itself into the semblance of the throne where the Controller sits.  

Its enlarged head is supported by the interface, held up by the moving metal as 
the metal writhes and swirls around it, encasing the Controller in the constantly 
moving thick liquid. Its consciousness is absorbed into the metal, inhabiting every 
part of Nova Mondas, every part of the solar system, every Cyberman and Cyber-
ship. It is the Cyber race; everything imbued with its very essence, and only 
surviving because of the validium circulating through its body.  

Of course the Controller knows of the Doctor's plan. It has known of the 
Doctor's plans for a long time now. But its own plan is working perfectly to 
schedule.  

‘There was a very good reason for the Cybermen attacking the 
Omnisci. The space/time vortex, as I mentioned, has been 
condensed into our existential plane, a blob of six dimensions existing 
within five. They snagged a bit with a…’ the Doctor paused his 
lecture, searching for the right word.  

‘Thingamybob?’ Nick suggested helpfully.  
‘Exactly!’ The Doctor beamed in triumph. ‘And to reprogram it 

you need some… imagination. It will mould itself to your thought 
processes. It’s very suggestible…’  

‘Stuff?’ Roger suggested, grinning himself.  
‘Precisely!’ The Doctor exclaimed in success. Nick and Roger 

exchanged smirks.  
‘However, the Cybermen’s brains are dead. No imagination. Their 

minds have been killed and replaced by computer systems. They 
couldn’t influence the space/time vortex. They couldn’t trust anyone 
else to do it either, because whoever did it would be omnipotent for 
about half an hour, and he, she or it, could try to get rid of the 
Cybermen.’  

‘Why only half an hour?’ Nick enquired.  
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‘Because,’ replied the Doctor, ‘after that their mind would be 
dissipated into the rest of space/time. Now, the only way to make a 
new vortex is to have a sentient being do it. Or, you could kill 
something else in there and the space/time vortex would dissipate 
with his thought patterns. Make sense?’  

‘No.’  
‘Good. So the only way the Cybermen could make sure of the 

vortex being how they wanted it would be to gain control of 
someone’s mind. However, they couldn’t remotely control him 
because it would have the same no imagination effect as the 
Cybermen’s brains. They needed to be able to influence the brain 
design in order to create thought channels to control their ideas. They 
didn’t have the bio-data knowledge for that, and they knew of only 
one species that did.’  

‘The Omnisci,’ said Roger gravely, ‘my people.’ He held himself 
very stiffly, his skin rippling oddly.  

‘Yes,’ said the Doctor quietly, watching Roger in concern. Nick 
became aware for the first time of exactly how pissed Roger was 
about that. And Nick had questioned how much the Omnisci had 
cared.  

‘So what are we going to do?’ Nick asked.  
‘I’m going to enter the space/time vortex, undo the damage the 

Omnisci have done, and then create a new vortex.’  
‘What?’ Nick was furious. ‘Why do you have to do it?’  
‘Better that than having the Cybermen gain control of all time and 

space, Nick. But, more importantly, because I am the last Time Lord 
alive and my species has a unique understanding of space/time.’  

Neither one noticed Roger step into the condensed vortex.  

Roger suddenly seemed an inappropriate name. Being omnipotent, 
omniscient and omnipresent was an odd experience, but the over-
riding sensation was one of … power, Roger supposed.  

He chuckled. His people had renamed themselves the Omnisci 
because of their link to every life form in the galaxy. Now he’d gone 
one better than any of them. He was linked to everything in 
existence.  

He was Omnisci.  
He spotted a couple of temporal anomalies threatening to destroy 

the Universe out of the corner of his … eye? No, that wasn’t it. The 
closest word he could think of was potato. That wasn't quite right 
either.  

He remembered, suddenly, something he was supposed to do. Oh 
yes, save the galaxy. Of course.  



 

 199 

‘Roger!’ the Doctor shouted, but then he gave up on speaking to his 
friend as he and Nick finally noticed Roger merging with the vortex.  

Or perhaps, the vortex was merging with Roger, as the white light 
seemed to flow into the Omnisci and set him glowing. He was 
hovering in mid-air, having nothing to stand on now that the vortex 
had, in a way, entered him. He didn't need anything to stand on, 
either.  

Nick remembered to blink at last, his eyes watering painfully. He 
quickly reopened them to stare again at Roger. He could hear the 
Omnisci mumbling, he realised. As if the Universe itself were 
speaking to the man.  

Omnisci extended himself throughout the entire galaxy, repairing 
every single individual's genes one at a time, saving them without 
their even realising anything was wrong. It didn't take him long.  

After he finished Omnisci realised he could have just gone back in 
time and made sure the weapon never worked in the first place. Not 
so omniscient perhaps, not to have thought of that before going to all 
that trouble, but it didn't matter. He could feel time altering around 
him, fitting neatly into itself the changes he'd made. It felt like little 
pricks of ice, each little change, the same feeling he sometimes got 
from watching stars in the distance.  

That had been the problem with the old vortex; it couldn't do 
anything itself. If it had been just a bit intelligent, with enough 
sentience to work things out for itself and with some imagination and 
ingenuity, it could easily have repaired itself after any changes to the 
timeline. The past could have been altered with no impact on 
causality, without blowing up the entire Universe from paradox.  

Hell, he could do it himself right now.  

For a while, the Doctor didn't notice anything wrong. He was too 
caught up in staring at his friend, at wondering what was happening 
to Roger, what Roger was feeling. But gradually he noticed tiny 
patches of black moving, sneaking beneath the light that surrounded 
and consumed the Omnisci. Snakes writhing beneath the skin of 
god.  

‘Oh no,’ the Doctor said, realisation flaring in his eyes.  
Omnisci was getting used to being omnipotent by now. He was quite 
liking it too, except that everything was so damned white and shiny, 
practically blinding him. Well, if he let it do that.  

It could easily be changed.  
He concentrated a little, and suddenly the universe around him 

became multi-coloured, swirls and flares of turquoise and deep purple 
and lemon yellow and crimson. He grinned to himself. Much better. 
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And while he was thinking of it, he should install some security 
systems in the vortex, access codes perhaps, and weapons probes.  

After all, he didn't want just anyone gaining access to the vortex.  

‘Nick,’ the Doctor shouted - the chamber was filled with light so 
overpowering it had its own noise, and Roger's thoughts were awfully 
loud - ‘was Roger ever infected by the nanites?’  

Nick frowned. ‘Er, yeah!’ he yelled back. ‘But it's okay, Doctor!’ He 
jogged closer to the Doctor so he wouldn't have to shout so loudly. 
‘Roger fought 'em off with his synthetic nervous system.’ He 
managed to make himself heard using a slightly lower pitch and 
volume, for which his throat was grateful. ‘They must have had a 
limited power source 'cause they shut down pretty quickly after that.’  

The Doctor scowled ferociously and swung back to look at the 
Omnisci hovering in the centre of the room. ‘I'm a fool!’ the Doctor 
shouted, apparently to no one in particular.  

Nick frowned in uneasy confusion, his own attention turning 
automatically back to Roger. He finally noticed what the Doctor had 
been seeing for a while, the infection taking Roger over, and his face 
paled as his stomach clenched. ‘Oh fuck,’ Nick whispered.  

The Cybermen knew they were here; no wonder they had never tried 
to stop the Doctor, Nick and Roger. No wonder Roger had entered 
the vortex so easily. The Cybermen had wanted him to.  

The Doctor desperately ran around the chamber, disconnecting 
control panels and the like. How could he have been such a fool? He 
knew the Cybermen could change their technology from a distance.  

They must have stopped trying to convert Roger and converted 
the nanites in his body to instead reprogram his brain. Ingenious. 
Worst of all was the fact he’d actually been foolish enough to help 
them.  

They’d gained access to all the Time information in his brain. He’d 
actually put the nanites in his brain after reprogramming them. If he 
hadn’t been so foolish they never would have been able to do this. 
They probably didn’t know much about what to do with the vortex 
and the Doctor had let it all go. If only he’d skived off history classes 
at school.  

He had to hurry, while Roger’s body was still real enough to die. 
He pulled some wires out of the control panel and lobbed them at 
Roger’s body. They curled out like snakes and connected with his 
flesh.  

The glowing white body convulsed and then exploded in a spray of 
dust. There was only a faint white mist in the middle of the room 
now.  



 

 201 

The Doctor collapsed onto his knees, physically and emotionally 
exhausted. He was so angry. He reached his hand into his pocket, 
grabbing hold of the brain. He could still get back at the Cybermen. 
He linked his mind to the control matrix and thought angry 
thoughts.  

Not only did the stellar computer’s shields deactivate, as a result of 
the Doctor’s angered thoughts, they went supernova. They expanded 
to consume nearly half the solar system with a wall of solid fire, and 
boiled the rest.  

The shock waves alone destroyed a factory planet not actually 
caught in the blast. It was an impressive sight in which many of the 
Cybermen’s forces were destroyed, and the entire solar system was 
left damaged.  

Space was warped by the explosions, making the effects move 
faster than light and reaching the peak of the explosion in an hour 
rather than a few months. The Cybermen’s forces were severely 
reduced and damaged!  

The Doctor raced up a flight of stairs onto another gantry and 
grabbed Nick’s arm. He explained his plan. He’d just detonated the 
stellar computers, and he couldn’t tell if the explosion was going to 
destroy Nova Mondas or not. They had to get out.  

‘If,’ he continued, ‘we jumped into the remains of the vortex,’ he 
indicated the fast disappearing white mist, ‘then we might be able to 
control our path to get out.’  

‘Really?’ said Nick hopefully.  
‘No,’ said the Doctor, ‘but it’s worth a try over anything else that 

might happen.’  
‘Okay.’ For Nick, it was good enough. Considering what they’d 

been through today, coming out of it alive hardly seemed a challenge.  
They both stood on the gantry and looked at the mist beneath 

them.  
‘Ready?’ asked the Doctor.  
‘No,’ Nick replied honestly.  
‘Good.’ They both jumped. The fall to the mist was short but after 

that …well.  
Nick could’ve sworn they’d spent years actually falling from the 

edge of the mist into the vortex.  
After what seemed like the first century he realised the noise at his 

side was the Doctor, shouting.  
‘Geronimo!’  

* 
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The Doctor looked around in surprised awe. He hadn't expected it to 
be so … colourful. A shimmering rainbow of blues and greens and 
reds and yellows … beautiful. The vortex was alive with the colours, 
vibrant, excited and exciting.  

‘Doctor,’ somebody said.  
The Doctor glanced down, seeing his arm extending miles into the 

distance. Nick, looking like a figure from one of those distorting 
mirrors at a circus, and comatose from the shock of entering the 
vortex, was still there, firmly held in the Doctor's hand. So it couldn't 
have been the young man speaking. But there couldn't be anyone else 
here…  

‘Doctor, it's me,’ the voice insisted.  
The Doctor swallowed. ‘It can't be,’ he retorted. His voice sounded 

very small in the vastness of the vortex around him.  
‘Why did you kill me, Doctor?’  
‘I didn't want to,’ the Time Lord replied steadily. He had quickly 

regained his composure. ‘I had to save us. Save everyone.’  
‘From what?’  
‘From you,’ the Doctor said. He sighed heavily. ‘You were 

programmed by the Cybermen to kill us all; it was my fault that I…’  
‘No,’ Roger interrupted. The Doctor turned around, but he 

couldn't tell how far he'd turned in this blank if colourful space, and 
he still couldn't see his old friend anywhere. ‘It's all right, Doctor. I 
was meant to die now.’  

‘You were?’ the Doctor was surprised by Roger's easy acceptance 
of his supposed fate.  

‘Yes. There are two timelines here, Doctor; one where I live and 
have a successful career, a prosperous life, happiness. And one where 
I die. We can't have both. I can't. I accept that.’  

The Doctor nodded, his face set. ‘Of course,’ he said. ‘A very … 
mature attitude to take, Roger. I thank you, for everyone.’  

‘You're welcome,’ Roger replied softly.  
‘We still need your help,’ the Doctor added after a short, awkward 

pause. ‘I need to undo the damage you've done to the vortex.’  
‘Not to save your life? To help you survive?’  
The Doctor looked down at Nick again, apparently sleeping 

peacefully. ‘No,’ he said firmly. ‘I can take care of that.’  
‘All right,’ Roger said. ‘You and Nick should go. Don't worry; I'll 

take care of it. Everything will be as it should be.’  
‘Thank you,’ the Doctor repeated quietly. He and Nick dissolved 

out of the colourful space.  
‘Now,’ said the disembodied voice quietly to itself, ‘to work.’  
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The Doctor woke up first. Nick took a few more minutes, but when 
he opened his eyes he was grateful to find himself back in the shop. 
Even if he and the Doctor were both tangled up in the legs of that 
damned giant spider. 

‘Oh, hello,’ Enalc’karnip bustled into the room, carrying a few 
objects in his arms. He dropped them on the circular central body of 
the spider. ‘I was wondering if you'd come back soon.’ He surveyed 
the two newcomers as they struggled to stand up, only becoming 
more entangled in black, hairy legs. ‘I really must do something with 
this thing,’ Enalc’karnip sighed. He left the room again.  

Falex came running in almost at the same time, bumping into 
Enalc’karnip, leaping over various spider legs, and landing on top of 
Nick. ‘Nick! Doctor! You're back! Where'd you go? What'd you have 
to do to stop the Cybermen? You did stop them, didn't you? Did you 
meet anybody interesting?’  

‘Oomph,’ Nick replied. He looked up at the Doctor over Falex's 
shoulder. The Doctor had been staring distractedly into the distance, 
but when he felt Nick's attention on him, he turned inquiringly to his 
friend, offering Falex a reassuring smile.  

Nick couldn't help grinning himself. ‘It's good to be home,’ he 
said.  

It was a few hours later that day, after night had fallen. Nick had 
managed to extricate himself from the spider's legs and Falex's 
questions, getting a shower, a nap, and at last something to eat. He 
was polishing off his last piece of toast, using the spider once again as 
a table, when the Doctor wandered into the room.  

‘Hello,’ Nick said. The shop was silent and peaceful, with 
Enalc’karnip and Falex already holed up in their beds. The room was 
also in shadow, as Nick's head seemed to find the general lack of light 
much more soothing. He'd settled on toast as something his stomach 
wouldn't protest.  

‘Hello,’ the Doctor replied. He sat down next to Nick without his 
usual energy and let out a deep, expansive breath. ‘Ah. You're right, 
Nick; it is indeed good to be home.’  

Nick nodded thoughtfully and swallowed his last mouthful of 
bread. ‘So what happened back there?’ he said. ‘I kinda blacked out 
after we entered the vortex.’  

‘Roger saved us,’ the Doctor answered. ‘He saved everyone. He 
was still under Cyber control, but he managed to save the galaxy, the 
Universe, and us. In that order.’  

‘He did good,’ Nick said. He could pick up that the Doctor wasn't 
very happy, and he wasn't sure how to address that. He didn't want to 
pry.  
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‘Yes,’ the Doctor managed to find one of his ferociously wide 
grins, ‘he did. How are you, Nick?’  

‘Fantastic,’ Nick replied in mild surprise, accepting the change in 
subject without argument. ‘Bloody refreshed. It's weird.’  

‘Oh no, it's not,’ the Doctor assured him. ‘The vortex helped your 
cells partially regenerate.’  

‘It can do that?’ Nick answered doubtfully.  
‘Of course!’ the Doctor nodded vigorously. ‘Did the same thing for 

me, in fact, clearing the nanites out of my body and erasing all the 
changes they'd made. I feel about two centuries younger.’  

Nick studied his friend more closely and had to admit that the 
Doctor's hair did look less grey. ‘So space and time will be all right, I 
take it?’ he asked. ‘How much did Roger have to do?’  

‘Well, he couldn't fix everything. I doubt he could prevent the 
Cybermen gaining control over the vortex, but they shouldn't be able 
to go back and alter the past willy-nilly without the usual drastic 
consequences.’ The Doctor met Nick's eyes. ‘The Federation is safe.’ 
He looked away again before adding, ‘For now.’  

Nick nodded in understanding, a tendril of fear shivering up his 
spine. Neither wanted to add anymore to the conversation after that. 
The silence stretched between them unbroken.  

Nick sighed, breaking the silence. ‘I need to get out of here. I’m 
going to go and see Alf and Vlaash. Catch you later.’ The Doctor did 
not seem to hear, he was obviously caught up in his own thoughts. 
Nick sighed, and left the shop. He, too, had a lot to think about.  

Once the door had closed, the Doctor blinked. He had a lot to do. 
And very little time in which to do it. But the outcome was quite clear 
in his mind. The Cybermen had to be destroyed once and for all.  

 


