
LLEEGGAACCYY  
RUINS OF SELF 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Volume 3.1 



 

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 

Eternals created by Barbara Clegg,  
Vogans created by Robert Holmes 

 
 

The right of  Greg Miller, Sally Wiget,  
Adam Perks and Andy Frankham-Allen 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 Design © 2013 Damien May 

Cover Art © 2014 Andy Frankham-Allen 
Time Amulet rendered by Mark Pilbeam 

 
Edited by Andy Frankham-Allen 

 
ISBN 978-1-291-84068-1 

 
 
 

Doctor Who remains the copyright of  the  
British Broadcasting Corporation. 



 

  3 

Future Scribes 
And Introduction 

Jings... 
It’s ten years since The Legacy Season Three.  Ten long years since 

the Doctor, Nick and Alf wandered through Highgate Cemetery and 
smelt a spatial portal.  Ten long, hard years since Andie (as he was 
then) thought of a fantastic person to examine stories who was used 
largely because he wasn’t able to produce an actual story 
himself.  Ten long, hard, brilliant years since a younger, more 
idealistic version of your host harshly reviewed a bunch of copyright-
dodging internet Doctor Who fan fiction stories for a year or so and 
wound everyone up, probably, if they ever even bothered to read 
them which I’m sure they didn’t. 

What strikes me most is how much I can remember of the legacy 
stories.  Dinnick’s Sontaran story remains in my mind as the best 
origin story for any Doctor Who monster in any medium (oh, okay, 
Spare Parts, but it’s, y’know, Spare Parts); I understand Big Finish have 
done something similar recently that probably wasn’t half as good. 
 I’ve no basis for that assertion as I haven’t heard it, yet I assert it 
anyway.  There’s a reason Dinnick’s gone nuclear on stuff you pay 
for.  As I said ten years ago: 

‘And if you’ve ever sat and wondered 
who are going to be the “official”  
innovators of the future, the new  
Paul Cornells and Kate Ormans  

and Lawrence Mileses,  
then you’ve come to the right place:  
we’ve got them here.  All of them.   

Remember them.’ 
I was bloody right. 
Frankham himself has done a few things for Space:1889 and other 

licensed properties and brands (I believe that’s that they’re called 
these days) and his determination and drive impresses us all.  He’s a 
writer who can’t not write, in the exact same way that I’m a writer 
who can’t bloody write. 

I think the scale of Frankham’s ambition is its great strength: he’s 
created a universe, a built world which provides a backdrop for the 
stories he tells.  I still love that out there, somewhere, in the 
unspecified future of the Doctor Who universe, there’s a little corner of 
time in which the Draconians and the Silurains and Alpha Centuari or 
whoever pop around chatting to each other over the politics of 
empire in a downtrodden space bar (that’s a bar in space, not that 
long thing at the bottom of your keyboard). 
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I’ve only tangentially been involved since those heady days at the 
turn of the century.  I designed the cover of Volume One of these 
reprints recently - the one with the silhouette of Blessed walking out 
of the fire; I hope you like it - but The Legacy series has continued. 
 These recent reprints show the whole of The Legacy universe and 
prove the consistency and quality of Frankham’s invented fiction 
‘verse.  It has a style and feel of its own, yet, crucially, it’s still Doctor 
Who, recognisably, inexorably, assuredly.  

So sit down and enjoy the stories within.  I’m assuming you plan 
to, because if you don’t then buying this book was a mistake. 

It wasn’t a mistake though.  Enjoy it. 
 

Andrew Orton 
The Planet Yahanis, the Future. 
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KUANG-SHI 
By Andy Frankham-Allen 
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We Were Legend 

‘To the victor, the spoils,’ the White King said. 
His world was ending; so few left. He looked around; dead bodies, 

dried out carcasses, lay scattered along the river bank. The result of 
another feeding frenzy from those clinging onto this abomination of 
life. Once upon a time it had simply been a virus, created in 
laboratories, altering their blood chemistry, but over the centuries 
they became the virus. Hunting man, killing or turning him until there 
was only the vampire left. 

War was inevitable, as technological advancement led to creative 
new ways to drain the blood from others. The war had lasted fifty 
years, but finally the army of the White King had succeeded. Now 
there were only two of them left, he and his First Knight. Even the 
White Army had been slain by them; it was the only way to stop that 
which began over two hundred years ago. 

The king turned to his knight, who was covered in the blood of the 
slain army. ‘Ori’en, you were right,’ he said. 

Ori’en did not look pleased to hear this. Instead he indicated the 
drained bodies. ‘I warned you; eventually there would be nothing left 
and then we would turn on each other.’ 

The White King bowed his head. ‘There was a plan.’ 
Ori’en shrugged. ‘Yes, I remember.’ 
They both remembered. 
‘He never returned,’ Ori’en said. ‘It’s been over two hundred years; 

he never will return. And we are lost.’ 
The White King shook his head. He spread his arms around, 

taking in the river. ‘No, he will return to us, I can still feel his blood. 
And it is strongest here.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 
‘Can’t you feel it?’ The White King closed his eyes. There was 

something coming. The air was changing around them. Always by 
this river he could feel him strongest, as if somehow he was standing 
by the river.  ‘Listen!’ 

You and Nick should go. Don’t worry; I’ll take care of it. Everything will be 
as it should be. 

‘I did hear that!’ Now it was Ori’en’s turn to look at the river. ‘A 
ghost?’ 

‘No, an echo of his mind. You see, he is forever linked to our 
world by our blood. But there is something different now... 
something stronger. As if...’ 

A gust of wind erupted around them, so powerful it knocked them 
both off their feet. They looked on as a ball of light, a strange yellow-
white light, rose out of the river.  
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‘What is this?’ Ori’en asked. 
‘It is him, returned.’ 
The White King and his knight stood, their eyes adjusting to the 

strange luminescence before them. The ball seemed to be opening, 
revealing a swirl of colour within; a rainbow of blues and greens and 
reds and yellows... For the first time in centuries the White King saw 
beauty.  

‘Now,’ Ori’en said beside him, ‘to work.’ 
He looked at his knight. ‘What work? We are done; it is time to 

start anew, elsewhere.’ 
His knight looked at him, confusion in his yellow eyes. He looked 

around. ‘What... I... Where am I?’ 

This was wrong; he was at the heart of the time vortex, travelling 
down the Doctor’s personal time-stream – a task not made easy by 
the way it crisscrossed with itself all the time. Like, somehow, 
someone was constantly overwriting the Doctor’s entire history.  

He had seen it all when he was Omnisci; the end of the war, the 
losses, the sadness. He had to tell someone. Where was he? Standing 
by a river, next to a man covered in blood. Wait, he was covered in 
blood, too. Bodies laid strewn on the grass around them, desiccated. 

Who was he now? Omnisci? Roger? No. Now he was Ori’en. Only 
he wasn’t. This was wrong. He didn’t want to be here, he wanted to 
be on Earth, to tell someone about what was to come.  

Try again. 

‘Sorry,’ the White Knight said. 
The White King did not understand. He was about to say so, when 

his knight was sucked towards the ball of light. Instinctively the king 
reached out for his knight. He didn’t know what was happening, but 
he knew this was what he had been waiting for. This was how the 
White King would finally meet him again. 

The ball of light engulfed them, and with a sudden plop it fell back 
into the river and vanished. 

 
This was better; he was back in the vortex. Only it wasn’t the vortex 
anymore. It was... something else, something liquid. 

There was a presence there, too, an ancient power... 
Roger shook his metaphysical head. 
Wait. 
Other creatures were in the vortex. Two of them. They looked 

human, but... Hang on, he knew one of them. 
Nick, what are you doing here? 
There was no reply. 
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He had gone too far again. 2101... Nova Mondas! No, he needed 
to be on Earth, before it became home to the Cybermen. Roger 
pulled himself away sharply, oblivious to the scream that came from 
the entity that he knew as Nick, as it was torn apart in Roger’s 
temporal slipstream. 

He was beside a river again. Roger looked around. The White King, 
still covered in blood, lay on the bank, temporarily unconscious. He 
must have hitched a ride through the liquid time stream... 

Roger slapped his palm against his head. He had forgotten to 
remove himself from the mind of Ori’en. Whoops. Now they had 
both come to Earth with him. Only... 

This was not the right Earth. Still as much a part of time as he was 
currently a part of Ori’en, Roger knew instinctively that something 
had pulled him sideways in time, deposited him on a parallel Earth.  

Standing before him was a group of local villagers. Chinese, every 
one of them. He was in China; a China on an alternative Earth. And 
judging by their clothing... Roger laughed. Who was he kidding? 
Fashions meant nothing to him. He closed his eyes. Ah yes, he was in 
984, twenty-four years into the Song Dynasty. 

This was no good to him.  
The White King, was stirring. It was time to make like a tree. 
A split second later Roger slipped out of Ori’en’s mind and re-

entered the time vortex. So distracted was he, that he failed to notice 
the blonde haired man standing by the bank of the Yangtze River. 

‘What the arsing hell has happened?’ the man asked the curious 
villagers. 
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Chapter One 

The air frizzled and an outline of three people appeared. Within 
seconds they had solidified, standing in a circled off area under a large 
cedar tree. The Doctor was the first to act, removing his hands from 
his two young friends. He looked around, rubbed the bronzed amulet 
hanging from his neck and muttered to himself.  

‘So, not Westminster Abby, then.’  
The young man and woman looked at each, smiled and looked up 

at the sunny sky. Almost in unison they raised a hand to protect their 
eyes from the glaring sun.  

‘This is Earth, isn’t it?’ asked the woman.  
The Doctor turned to face her. ‘Yes, Alf, it certainly is Earth, but 

not where I expected us to materialise.’  
‘Nice one, Doctor.’ Alf removed her sunglasses from one of the 

pockets of her combat trousers and placed them over her eyes. She 
looked over at Nick who was putting on a less advanced pair of 
sunglasses. ‘Nick, I’m home,’ she said, and the Doctor grinned 
behind her back. 

After almost a year in the 26th Century it felt nice to be back on 
Earth. He had to admit he did miss the old place, but probably not as 
much as Alf. For her, she didn’t even remember her homeworld – the 
future Earth had been consumed by the Cybermen, and made 
uninhabitable as a result.  

Nick subtly squeezed Alf’s hand, not that the Doctor noticed, of 
course. 

He smiled to himself. ‘Well, we are in the correct year, although 
not in the place I wanted to be. We were supposed to arrive in 
Westminster Abby, just in time to witness Andrew marry Fergie. Still,’ 
he added, checking his watch, ‘we appear to be in the right temporal 
location. July 23rd 1986.’ 

He wandered off to look at the stone wall, overgrown with foliage. 
‘Highgate Cemetery unless I am mistaken.’  

Nick looked around. ‘How can you tell that?’  
‘This the Lebanon Circle, which means we’re in the East cemetery.’ 

The Doctor looked over at Alf. ‘I brought us to Earth on purpose, 
for you. Neither Nick nor I have homes we can return to, but you at 
least deserve to see your home.’  

Alf was still smiling. ‘Thanks, Doctor.’  
‘Least I can do. After all it is my fault that you lost your memory. 

Kind of.’ 
Alf looked around, awkwardly. ‘Look, Nick, do you mind if I go 

off on my own for a bit?’ 
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‘I...’ Nick clearly did mind, but the Doctor stepped in before Nick 
could say anything else. 

‘That’s a good idea. Reacquaint yourself with London. Explore 
your roots a bit. Who knows, being here may spark some memory in 
you?’ 

‘Hope so. Remember that jacket I had? The one that looked like it 
once had things stitched to it?’ 

The Doctor nodded. ‘Yes. Whatever happened to it?’ 
‘Lost it during the war somewhere. Maybe in the Settii cluster?’ Alf 

shrugged. ‘Don’t matter. Point is, the last badge to fall off, when I 
was working at the internment camp, was this little black and silver 
thing that had “1987” embroided onto it. This is 1986, right?’ 

‘Hmm.’ The Doctor could see where Alf was going. He wanted her 
to find her roots, but if that badge came from 1987, then it followed 
so did Alf. What could he do, though? Could he really deny Alf this 
opportunity? No. This universe was not the one from which she 
originated, so maybe she never existed on this Earth. 

The Doctor hoped so. 
‘Okay, there’s an Underground station nearby. Archway, I believe.’ 

He reached into his deep pockets and pulled out a roll of notes. 
‘Money. Look after yourself. You can use the amulet to find us.’ 

Alf looked down at her own amulet. ‘Yeah?’ 
‘Yes, just hold it, think of us, and it will guide you. Low telepathic 

feild,’ the Doctor added with his brightest smile. ‘Not as good as the 
TARDIS, but...’ 

‘Works for me.’ Alf smiled and looked over at Nick, who was 
standing a little distance away from them.  

The Doctor noticed a strange look pass across his face; 
disappointment. 

Nick looked away. 
Alf shrugged. ‘Fine,’ she said softly. ‘Cheers, Doctor, catch you in a 

bit.’ 
Nick watched her as she walked out of sight. ‘That was nice of 

you,’ he said, coming over to the Doctor. He didn’t sound so happy. 
‘Well I owe both you and Alf a lot. Besides, you and I have to talk. 

We haven’t really spoken since you left for your mission to New 
Mars, and then, I seem to recall, we didn’t part on the best of terms.’ 

Nick scratched his head. ‘Yeah, keep forgetting that.’ He nodded. 
‘Clone you on Nova Mondas.’ 

‘Quite.’ The Doctor sniffed. ‘Can you smell that?’  
‘Yeah.’  
It was a faint burning. The Doctor looked around the small circle, 

and with a cry of excitement pointed to a small build up of energy 
hanging before the cedar tree. They both walked over to it.  
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‘What is it?’ Nick asked.  
The Doctor probed it with a chubby finger and pulled back 

quickly. ‘Ow!’ He sucked the tip of his finger. ‘That hurt.’  
‘So, what is it then?’  
‘The remains of some kind of temporal-spatial portal. At a guess I 

would say that it was this that pulled us slightly off course.’ With a 
pop the fissure closed up and faded into nothingness. ‘And now it is 
gone. Hmm.’ 

The Doctor looked around. It had been a while since he’d travelled 
through time, and his time senses were rusty. He concentrated. As a 
Time Lord he should have been able to sense disruptions in time, but 
that ability had weakened ever since the planar shift that had altered 
reality around him. 

Ever since Gallifrey had gone. 
He removed his amulet and waved it around in front of him. 
‘Some kind of divining rod?’ Nick asked. 
The Doctor was impressed. ‘Yes, actually,’ he said slowly. ‘I’m fine 

tuning the amulet’s temporal field to the portal; if it returns the 
amulet will let me know. There!’ He pocketed the amulet. 

‘So, this talk then?’ 
The Doctor looked at Nick with a smile. ‘Yes. And I know just the 

place!’ 

Nick sat down as the Doctor went to fetch some drinks. They were 
in a small coffee shop just off Hampstead Heath, and Nick was in the 
best mood he had been in for half a year.  

The Doctor is alive!  
Things had happened so fast since the Doctor had walked into the 

shop of Alpha Centauri, carrying a teddy bear and a Ming vase. Nick 
had tried to slow things down, get some sense out of the Doctor, but 
it had been a whirlwind of activity and explanations. Nick did not 
doubt the Doctor, he never would, but he hadn’t had the time to 
truly process everything. 

‘What about Falex?’ Nick asked as the Doctor sat at the table and 
passed Nick a drink.  

‘He’s where he needs to be once again.’ Although he put on a 
smile, Nick could tell the Doctor was lying. 

‘But you promised to look after him, we both did.’ 
‘I know that, Nick, but when I met his aunty on Taureas II she 

made me promise to return him home. I should have returned him 
straight away... but the war...’ 

A lot of things went crazy with the war. Nick could at least 
understand that. ‘But I should never have taken him to Chronos with 
me, I should have...’ 
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The Doctor looked up from his drink sharply. ‘Chronos?’ 
‘Yeah, some totally screwed up planet. Void pirates, living sky 

barrels...’ 
The Doctor rubbed his beard. ‘Oh, a planet. I thought...’ He shook 

his head. ‘It doesn’t matter. Look, Nick, I understand what you’re 
saying, but Falex will be better with his own people. Remember what 
you told me about the Black Sun Station. What Falex did there. While 
the war went on, while I was in hiding so the clone could do his 
work, I looked into what Theahmin said. No, not said, implied. She 
told me it was not safe for “someone like him” to be off Taureas II. 
And then there was something Alf noticed; that there were no 
children to be seen anywhere in the capital city of that world.’ 

Nick didn’t like the sound of that. ‘Then why send him back?’ 
‘Because of what I discovered. Nice coffee, don’t you think?’ the 

Doctor asked abruptly, even though he’d yet to pick his cup up. 
Nick knew this one. Deflection. He’d seen it practiced many times; 

heck, he’d done it enough with Falex, especially after he’d thought 
the Doctor had died and Falex continued to barrage him with 
questions. 

He sat back and folded his arms. ‘This isn’t going to work on me. 
I’ve been without you for months; I almost died! Lost the use of my 
legs.’ 

Now it was the Doctor’s turn to furrow his brow. ‘What? But 
you’re...’ 

‘Implants.’ Nick sat forward again, and picked up his cup. ‘Let me 
tell you what happened on JS-439,’ he said, and outlined the events 
that led to him being crippled, and the subsequent implants given to 
him by the Martian surgeon Zylarx, and then the best Draconian 
cyberneticists who fixed them after the war. While he did this, he 
sipped the coffee. It was a strong taste, quite unlike anything he’d 
ever tasted before.  

‘No other planet has ever come up with anything like coffee,’ the 
Doctor pointed out. ‘Oh, there are worlds which claim to have drinks 
called coffee this and coffee that, but none quite have the right kind of 
beans. Remind me to take you to the early 21st Century sometime. 
Coffee seems to be taking over the Earth by 2011.’ 

Nick chewed his lip. ‘I don’t think Cybermen really have a taste for 
coffee,’ he said, trying to keep his tone light, but it was difficult when 
he remembered how many had died because the Cybermen. 

‘Yes. I keep forgetting. Need to get used to this again.’ The Doctor 
finished his drink. ‘What about Alf?’  

Nick nearly spilt his drink; such was the unexpected way in which 
the Doctor had changed the topic. He eyed his mentor. Had Alf been 
talking to him? No, of course not, she wouldn’t have had the chance. 
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Unless it was before the war... only, there was nothing to tell the 
Doctor then. 

Was there even something to tell him now? Nick wasn’t so sure. 
But he remembered the way Alf had massaged his shoulders before 
the ceremony on Draconia... 

‘Erm, what about her?’  
‘She’s only with me because I am the only link to her past. But she 

doesn’t belong with me, nor does she belong on Alpha Centauri. That 
life was forced on her by the Dommervoy.’ 

‘Seems to me, mate, the entire last year was forced on all of us.’ 
‘That is true.’ The Doctor pulled the amulet out of his pocket. 

‘Nothing.’ 
‘What do you think that portal thing was?’ 
‘No idea, Nick. But whatever it was, it was powerful enough to pull 

us off course.’ 
Nick stood up. ‘Then maybe we should head back to the cemetery? 

Can’t sit here drinking coffee all day.’ 
The Doctor beamed at him. ‘That’s the spirit, Nick! Now we’ve 

cleared the air, let’s go and make ourselves useful while Alf is off 
recollecting.’ 

At the mention of Alf, Nick paused. The Doctor stopped in the 
doorway and looked back. 

‘What is it?’ 
‘You don’t think Alf will want to stay here, do you?’ 
The Doctor thought about it for a second. ‘I don’t know, Nick, 

that’s up to her.’ 
Nick sighed inwardly. Yeah, it was... 

There was definitely something familiar about the place, almost as if 
she were visiting somewhere she had grown up in and only had a 
vague memory of. Which, Alf considered, wasn’t that far from the 
truth. 

She had distant snatches of London, as she was now realising. 
Passing through the various tube stations on the way from Highgate 
to Oxford Street awoke certain feelings in her. 

There was nothing too specific, just a sense that she had been on a 
similar journey before. A child bored out her head, while a woman sat 
beside her, head buried in a magazine. Presumably her mother. 
Someone who encouraged strong feelings in Alf, either way.  

She stepped out of Oxford Circus Station and looked around. So 
many people! 

People like her. Humans! For so long it had only been her. Sure 
there were plenty of humanoid races in the Galactic Federation, those 
who looked almost human, but even Nick, the closest to human she 



 

  15 

had found out there, wasn’t really human. During their long mission 
to find those spies for the Cybermen, the Doctor had explained a 
little something about Nick. That he’d once been part of this almost-
omnipotent race called the Millennium People, but something had 
happened that had turned him human. Or at least a close 
approximation of one. That should have bothered Alf, but living on 
Alpha Centauri tended to expand one’s horizons. Some of her best 
friends had been non-human. People she respected, and trusted. But 
at least being around Nick, and to some extent, the Doctor, made Alf 
feel a little closer to her own people. 

Now here she was. Once again on Earth, surrounded by real 
human people! 

She set off down Oxford Street, looking for somewhere to eat real 
greasy, unhealthy food. The kind only humans could make.  

A number 88 bus passed her by, and she looked up at it. Snatches 
of memory came back to her. She could see herself as a young girl, 
with a bunch of other girls, on a bus as it drove up Oxford Street, 
intent on visiting Tower Records in Piccadilly Circus. She was sitting 
next to the window, looking down at the sea of people, while a 
brown girl chatted to her. They were laughing about something, 
although Alf could not remember what. She thought hard. That girl – 
her best mate. What was her name? 

It was frustrating, but at least it was a memory. Alf smiled. Thanks, 
Doctor, she thought, a real trip down memory lane. 

As she walked she noticed the bill-posts pasted to closed shop 
fronts. She had seen similar things on the trains. It was an imitation 
of the Kitchener posters used in 1914, a recruitment campaign of the 
First World War (she dimly recalled learning about this in History at 
Greenford Secondary School – more random memories!).  

UNIT WANTS YOU, it said in bold letters, with JOIN THE 
UNITED NATION’S ARMY! GOD SAVE THE KING written 
underneath in a smaller font. 

Ever since she’d entered Archway Station Alf had the feeling that 
something wasn’t quite right. These posters confirmed it. She had 
never heard of UNIT, and since when did Earth have a United 
Nation’s Army? 

Then there was the mention of a king... Alf was pretty sure that the 
UK had a queen in 1986. 

She shook her head and continued walking. Maybe the Doctor 
could explain it later. For now she wanted a good old fashioned 
burger. 
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A man walked a few feet behind Alf, unseen by her. Short blonde 
hair and eyes like blue steel, he followed her, unable to believe what 
he was seeing. 

He smiled. He knew this was a different world from Styria, but it 
still felt familiar to him, as strange as it might be. Full of machines, 
carriages without horses, and people wearing the strangest clothes. It 
was, he thought, the perfect place to hide.  

Until he saw her. 
For a moment he thought she had followed him – Dorothea, 

Countess of Kernow, that she too had discovered one of those magic 
doors, but as he reached out his mind he felt nothing. No presence at 
all. The young woman, although an exact double, was empty. 

Yet, somehow, she looked just like the Countess Dorothea. 
And so he followed her, intrigued, memories of their short-lived 

marriage filling his mind. 

* 

Nick buckled but the Doctor caught him before he hit the ground. 
Nick took a deep breath and steadied himself. He looked at the 
Doctor, and saw the sympathetic smile.  

‘The implants?’ the Doctor enquired.  
Nick wasn’t so sure.  
Yes, pain from the implants was a constant, one his the pain-centre 

of his brain was getting used to. Like an itch he could not scratch. 
This was different. 

‘Ain’t got a Scooby,’ he said, rubbing his legs.  
The Doctor nodded, then blinked. ‘A what?’  
‘A Scooby. Scooby-Doo. Clue. You know.’  
‘Oh. Rhyming slang. Okay. Well, come on, let’s uni.’ The Doctor 

smiled at his own cleverness but Nick only looked confused. 
‘University don, move on?'  

Nick smiled through the pain, and raised his eyebrows. ‘You made 
that up.’  

‘I did not!’  
Nick laughed, folding his arms. ‘Yes you did.’  
‘I... did, yes.’ The Doctor cleared his throat and glanced down to 

the pavement below him. He looked up with a cheeky grin. ‘Right. 
You fit enough to carry on?’  

‘Thanks,’ Nick said, realising what his friend was attempting to do. 
He practiced running on the spot. ‘Yep, all systems go.’  

‘Come on then.’  

Alf bit into the quarter pounder with relish, and chewed. It was 
amazing! She didn’t even mind the sharp taste of the pickled gherkin; 
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it just felt good to eat real Earth food again. The Doctor had done his 
best back on Alpha Centauri, but it hadn’t been the same. 

She looked out of the window as she chewed. People continued 
about their business, unaware of the phenomenal moment Alf was 
having. To her, that only made things even more incredible. 

For the first time in ages she felt truly alive. Vibrant! 
She blinked. Across the road she thought she saw... She looked 

closer.  
Nah, it couldn’t have been. Although it did look like Nick. Their 

eyes connected and the man looked away.  
She closed the polystyrene burger box and picked up her 

milkshake. She could have sworn it was Nick – even though he was 
dressed in some ancient looking clothes, and his hair was short. 

As Alf moved from the table she bumped into a McDonald’s 
crewmember. ‘Oh, sorry,’ she said, then stopped.  

Beneath the cap there was no mistaking the rounded face. It was 
Alf. Younger, less worn, but Alf nonetheless. The younger looked at 
the elder with equal surprise.  

‘Gordon Bennett!’ the younger exclaimed. 

The rest of the walk to Highgate Cemetery was uneventful. They 
passed the obelisks that gated the shaded lane, and Nick pointed to 
one of the nearby tombs. On the wall next to the iron door hung an 
inverted torch.  

‘What’s with the torches, Doctor?’  
‘They are an ancient symbol of death. Indeed, according to old 

Earth mythology...’ He tailed off and pulled the amulet out of his 
pocket. 

In the centre a sapphire glow emanated.  
‘It’s back!’ he said, his bearded face lighting up. He set off at run.  
Nick watched him hare off and groaned. Why does he need to run 

around so much? Bracing himself for the pain, Nick set off at a brisk jog 
after the Doctor. His route took him through the two rings of 
catacombs. As soon as he emerged from the inner ring Nick came to 
an abrupt stop.  

The Doctor stood there, a look of total disbelief on his face. Nick 
looked beyond the Doctor to the portal that hung before the massive 
cedar tree.  

A man was standing by the portal, looking around as if dazed by 
something. He was dressed in clothes from a simpler time.  

A man from their past. 
The Doctor stepped forward and held a hand out. ‘Bradley?’ he 

asked, his voice choked.  
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The young man turned to look at the Doctor. Nick took a step 
back. There was no doubt about it, the man before them was Bradley 
DeMars – one time companion of the Doctor, and a man who had 
died on Nova Mondas in 2101. Nick remembered it clearly. 

This was not good. 
‘Erm, hi,’ Bradley said. 

Alf stepped back and looked herself over. She could not believe it. 
Then it came to her. Summer 1986, and with a month to go before 
her sixteenth birthday she had been doing work experience in 
McDonald’s on Oxford Street. She had hated it.  

 ‘Ere, how come you look like me?’ asked the younger Alf. She 
peered closer. ‘You are me, ain’t you?’  

‘Yeah.’ Alf was not sure what to say. 
Young Alf grinned. ‘I knew it! Knew I wasn’t from Earth, no way 

I’d be from that naff family. Time travel?’ she asked. 
All the name badge said was ‘trainee’. Alf shook her head. She 

needed to know something important. The most important thing 
ever. ‘What’s my name?’  

‘What? You don’t know? But you’re me...’ 
‘From a future where you’ve lost your memory.’ 
Young Alf looked crestfallen. ‘Brilliant.’ She shook her head. ‘Well, 

I know what it ain’t. It ain’t Dorothy, that’s for sure.’ 
Dorothy. Yes, that sounded right somehow. Only there was 

something else that came with the name. A sense of disappointment. 
‘Call me Ace, that’s what everyone else calls me.’ 
‘Ace?’ Alf repeated the name to herself. She thought back to the 

jacket that she had left in Earth’s Pride. There used to be a name on 
the back of it, but all that was left was an ‘A’. When Vasek had 
suggested she call herself Alf, she’d figured that made sense of the 
‘A’. But now... She reached out for the girl. ‘Listen! You have to tell 
me...’  

Alf’s hand connected with Ace’s shoulder and time seemed to 
stand still around them. They blinked in unison.  

There was a crackle of energy and the two of them hit the floor 
together. 
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Chapter Two 

‘Brad?’ the Doctor said, stepping forward. He wasn’t sure what to 
say. He still had mixed memories about his old companion- 
memories that flatly contradicted each other. In one, he remembered 
Bradley leaving on good terms, and in another Bradley had died on 
Nova Mondas, only he hadn’t. He had been a Dommervoy Loci. For 
the best part of a year the Doctor had tried to make sense of those 
conflicting memories, hoping that living in his shop on Alpha 
Centauri, a unique space/time event, would clear things up. But he 
was still none the wise. 

Still, it did not matter right now. Brad was here once again, alive 
and well. Or was it the Dommervoy Loci? 

Brad didn’t seem to notice the Doctor, instead he only had eyes for 
Nick. Poor Nick, who looked more confused than the Doctor felt. 
He was also shifting uncomfortably on his feet; not happy with the 
attention he was getting. 

‘Brad?’ the Doctor said once again. 
Brad looked at him sharply, and the Doctor was hit by how 

different he looked. It was definitely the same young man, but his 
eyes were harder, his face one that knew little mirth. And the clothes 
were like something out of medieval England. 

‘What?’ he snapped.  
‘You don’t remember me?’  
Brad sighed and gave the Doctor the once over. ‘No, I don’t,’ he 

said, his voice cold, no trace of an American accent. ‘Should I?’  
‘Of course he doesn’t remember you,’ Nick said, ‘this is 1986, 

remember? He doesn’t meet you for another fifteen years.’ 
The Doctor looked at Nick. He was right, of course, except... No. 

If this was the Brad of 1986 then he’d not even be nine-years 
old. The Doctor clicked his fingers, and smiled. ‘Of course! You’re 
not even from this world.’ He stepped closer to Brad and brought his 
face an inch from Brad’s. ‘You came through that portal, didn’t you?’ 

The young man narrowed his eyes, looking from the Doctor to 
Nick and back to the Doctor again. ‘Yes, I did,’ he said, his voice 
cautious. 

‘A different Earth,’ the Doctor said, ‘occupying the same spatial 
location, but a different temporal one. Sideways in time!’ 

‘Sideways? Doc, you’re not making sense.’ 
The Doctor grinned at Nick. ‘I’m making perfect sense. This Brad 

is from a parallel Earth.’ 
Nick frowned, struggling to keep up. ‘So, an alternative reality? 

Another planar shift?’ 
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‘I hope not. No, no, all these alternate realities, stacked up side by 
side, are a natural quantum occurrence. Every decision we make has 
many possible outcomes, and for every decision we don’t make a 
parallel reality is created.’ 

Nick shook his head. ‘Right, okay, I guess that makes sense.’ 
That settled the Doctor looked at Brad again. ‘I’m forgetting my 

manners in all the confusion. I’m the Doctor, and this is my friend, 
Nick.’ 

‘Pleased to meet you then, I suppose,’ Brad said dismissively. He 
gave the Doctor another cold look and walked over to Nick. ‘And I 
am very pleased to meet you. You remind me of someone I know.’ 
He smiled.  

Nick opened his mouth to say something, but the words didn’t 
come out. Instead he let out a loud scream and dropped to the 
ground. The Doctor was on his knees besides Nick in an instant. 

Behind him Brad just watched, a smile plaguing his lips. 

She walks across the road. The air around her is quiet; no sign of people 
anywhere. She knows this street. Bleasedale Avenue, Perivale. And she knows the 
house that she is standing before. She opens the gate, walks up the path and 
knocks on the door.  

A woman opens the door. She’s probably only in her mid-forties, but time’s not 
been her friend. The woman looks at her, and takes a drag of a cigarette. ‘Where 
have you been, then?’  

‘Out in the wilderness,’ is her reply. ‘But I am home now. Hello, Mum!’  
‘Hey, it’s okay.’  
Alf opened her eyes and almost got blinded by the glare of the 

light above. A shape moved into her view. It remained nothing but a 
blur for a few moments before coming into focus. It was an Indian 
man with curly brown hair. Alf looked him up and down. A white 
uniform, and a name badge.  

‘How are you feeling?’ the man asked.  
‘I...’ Alf paused and looked around. She was in a hospital ward. She 

looked back at the nurse. She tried to gather her thoughts, but 
nothing wanted to come into place.  

‘It’s okay. No need to talk. You just rest. You got a nasty knock so 
you might be suffering from concussion.’ The nurse looked over at 
the doorway leading out of the ward. ‘Your sister is awake, too. She 
wants to speak to you.’  

‘My sister?’  
The nurse indicated the doorway and Alf looked. Standing there 

was Ace. Upon seeing her younger self everything came flooding 
back to Alf. Touching Ace and then blanking out, followed by...  
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‘I know who I am!’ Alf exclaimed. She laughed. ‘It’s all come back 
to me, everything!’  

The nurse looked a little unsure. He patted Alf’s arm. ‘Yes, well. 
Erm... I’ll let you talk to your little sister.’ He beckoned Ace over. 
Once she had reached the bed, the nurse spoke with a smile. ‘We’ve 
contacted your mother, so she should be here soon to take you both 
back home.’  

Alf watched him walk away. ‘Home?’ She sniffed. The memories 
of her home came rushing back. All the constant arguments with her 
mum. So much resentment and anger directed at her own family. Alf 
shook her head. She didn’t care about that anymore. After all this 
time without a clue to her past all she cared about now was the fact 
that she knew.  

Ace stood by the bed, eyeing Alf with uncertainty. ‘We can’t go 
home with mum. She’d throw a total wobbly.’  

Alf looked at her younger self, confused. ‘What?’  
‘Well, come on, think about it. How do you think she would react 

to seeing you and me here? She’d never be able to buy it. Not sure I 
do.’  

Alf couldn’t really argue with that. ‘What do you suggest, then?’  
‘We bunk out of here, innit? Simple.’  
‘Could do.’ Alf smiled and threw the bed covers off herself. Ace 

stepped back quickly as if bitten. Alf chose to ignore that for now. 
‘Now, where are my clothes?’  

Watching the Doctor fuss over Nick, Bradley smiled. The plan had 
seemed simple enough, but he had not expected this outcome. He 
had been warned this world would be different from his, and he 
thought he was prepared. But he had not expected it to be habited by 
duplicates of people he knew. 

He had been sent to find Nicholas, and, looking at the blonde 
haired man on the ground, Bradley decided that he had succeeded. 
After a fashion. 

‘Of course!’  
The Doctor looked up from Nick, surprised. ‘What?’  
‘Now I know you,’ Bradley said as he walked over to them, a plan 

forming in his mind. He assisted the Doctor in getting Nick to his 
feet. Nick looked at him oddly. ‘Are you okay?’  

Nick shook his head. ‘Not really, no. Looking at the face of a dead 
man isn’t doing me the world of good, mate.’  

‘A dead man?’ How did he know? Ah, he was talking about the 
Brad of this world. He shook his head. There was no time for this. 
The Doctor had to be removed. ‘I’m dead in this world?’ he asked, 
putting as much shock into his voice as he could. 
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The Doctor gave Nick a dark look; a warning for the young man 
to be quiet. He placed an arm around Bradley’s shoulders. ‘The 
important thing, Brad, is that you’re alive in your world. Which we 
should really return you to.’ 

All this tactile crap! Bradley removed himself from the Doctor’s 
arm. ‘There’s another you there, too!’ 

‘Another... me?’ 
‘Yes, didn’t realise at first, but I know you. In my world.’  
The Doctor’s face lit up with excitement.  
‘Yes, you look a bit different, but yes... Do you want to meet him... 

erm, you?’ 
The Doctor considered. ‘Well, I’ve always wanted to meet myself 

under better circumstances. Last time didn’t work out too well.’ He 
looked to Nick. ‘What do you think? Maybe there’s another you 
there, too?’ 

Nick pulled back. ‘Can’t see how, not from Earth, am I?’ 
The Doctor pursed his lips. ‘Good point.’ 
‘Anyway, Alf will be back soon. Someone should wait around for 

her.’  
‘Good idea.’ He turned to Bradley. ‘Come on then, take me to your 

Doctor.’  
‘With pleasure,’ Bradley said and waved the Doctor forward.  
The Doctor looked back at Nick, winked, and stepped into the 

portal. A brilliant blue light erupted from his pocket. Nick charged 
forward, but Bradley held him back. He didn’t know what happening, 
but he didn’t want to risk Nick. 

‘Doctor!’ Nick called. ‘The amulet!’ 
The Doctor glanced back, seeing the insane light show around him 

for the first time. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the 
amulet. Sapphire energy surrounded him. 

With a strange sucking sound the portal collapsed in on itself. 
‘No!’ Nick wrenched himself from Bradley’s grip, rushing towards 

the portal. He reached out a hand. 
It was too late. A final bolt of energy shot out of the portal and 

sent Nick flying back. 

‘Nick!’  
Alf couldn’t believe her luck. He was standing across the road, 

opposite the hospital. She raced over, Ace on her heels, and stopped 
suddenly. She was sure it was the same man she’d seen on Oxford 
Street, the one who looked like Nick from a distance. Only... 

It was Nick. He’d cut his hair, even shaved off his goatee, but it 
was definitely him. Still wore those medieval looking clothes, though. 

‘Liking the look,’ she said. 
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Nick looked a little taken aback, his eyes casting from Alf to Ace.  
‘Oh yeah. Found my past. Kind of literally.’ 
‘Okay, interesting,’ Nick said, a slight smile on his face. 
‘Why didn’t you say hello to in McDonald’s?’ 
‘I...’ 
‘This your boyfriend, then?’ Ace asked, butting in, her eyes 

beaming at Nick. 
‘No,’ Alf said quickly, her reaction surprising her. Sure, she’d 

thought about it, quite a lot actually, but Nick had shown no signs of 
real interest. She looked at him now, to gauge his reaction, and was 
not impressed to see a look of distaste sweep across his face. It 
passed quickly, but she’d seen it. 

‘What’s with the costume? Been to a fancy dress party?’ 
Nick looked down at his clothes, then back at Ace. ‘These are the 

finest quality,’ he said, offended. 
‘Right,’ Alf said, trying to bring the conversation back to a safe 

level. ‘Where’s the Doctor?’  
‘Ah, he’s around somewhere?’ Nick ventured.  
Alf nodded. Nick was acting a bit odd. Maybe the Doctor had 

dumped him while he went off to explore London himself. It was a 
different reality for him, too, she remembered. 

Ace looked around, bored. ‘So, where we going to go now?’ 
Alf knew the answer to that. ‘Home.’ 
‘What? Are you mental? If Mum sees us both...’ 
‘But she won’t, will she? She’s on her way here. Gives us a bit of 

time.’ 
‘I don’t know, sounds a bit risky.’ 
Alf wasn’t going to lose this chance. ‘Look, told you, I need to find 

out who I am. And we’ve not really had much a chance to talk, so 
let’s go home. That’s bound to help me, right?’ 

Ace shrugged. ‘Suppose so.’ 
Alf turned to Nick. ‘You joining us?’ 
‘Wouldn’t miss it,’ he replied, his smile a little darker than Alf liked. 

Nicholas followed them. Two versions of Countess Dorothea. He 
had been right. Although they looked like her, they sounded nothing 
like her. Their mannerisms were totally different. None of the 
breeding he’d grown used to during his spell as Count of Kernow, 
before she had... 

He shook his head. 
No, there would be time enough to recall those events later. For 

now he would get to know these new versions of the countess, and 
then revisit upon them the pain the blood countess has visited upon 
him. 
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Bradley stood looking down at Nick. There was no sign of the portal 
opening again. No way back to Styria. He found he didn’t mind too 
much. He had been sent on a mission by the White Queen, to bring 
Nicholas back, but instead he’d sent the queen something much more 
interesting. 

The Doctor would not be returning. 
Which meant it was just him and Nick now. He had always wanted 

Nicholas on Styria, but the man was too damaged to be any use 
beyond the simple pleasures of the flesh. No, Bradley wanted more. 
Much more. 

And now he had a new version of Nicholas before him. 
Unconscious and thus unable to resist. 

Yes, he would make a new Nicholas. This time Bradley would have 
him. 

He crouched down and ran a finger through the blood that was 
leaking out of Nick’s ear. He put his finger in his mouth and 
savoured the warm substance. 

‘Your blood is your life,’ he said, ‘and now your life is mine.’  
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Chapter Three 

It was like being in her dream all over again. Alf stood on Bleasedale 
Avenue, looking up and down the street. So many memories of living 
here, hanging out with her mates. It was strange; the memories felt 
like they belonged to a different person. So little in common with the 
person she’d become in the past year. But they were definitely hers... 
Even being brought home by the police after burning down that old 
house. And over there, on the corner, a vague memory of a blue box 
and a small man in a dark jacket and straw hat... 

That was a new face.  
Wait, the face was changing, being replaced by that of the Doctor. 

His broad smile blasting at her through his thick beard. 
Alf shook her head. What did it mean? 
Ace was walking up the path to the door. Nick stood beside Alf 

looking bemused; they were at the gate at the head of the path. Nick 
had worn a look of bemusement ever since Alf and Ace had left the 
hospital. He had said very little, seeming quite content to just go 
along with the two of them. Alf reached out a hand to Nick’s, and 
gave it a little squeeze.  

Nick looked at her, confusion momentarily clouding his eyes, then 
smiled.  

‘Thanks,’ Alf said.  
‘What for?’  
‘Being here with me at this moment.’ She looked over at Ace, who 

now stood in the open doorway. Alf had noticed Ace relaxing more 
during the trip home. There was no doubt she was a younger Alf; she 
had adapted to being with her older self so quickly. Alf took a deep 
breath. ‘Let’s do this then.’  

* 

Nick opened his eyes and blinked. He wished Zylarx would stop 
shining that light on him. The damn Martian had been operating on 
his legs, not his face! No, wait, it wasn’t a light... it was the sun. 

He was lying on grass, the sun casting its heat through the tree that 
hung over him.  

He squinted and searched the ground around him for his 
sunglasses, but couldn’t find them. He looked up as a figure stood 
over him and blocked out the sunlight. All he could make out was a 
silhouette.  

‘Here, let me help you up.’  
He was pulled to his feet like he was nothing more than a rag doll. 

With the sun no longer blinding his vision Nick could see who the 
figure was. 
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Of course. Nick eyed Brad wearily. ‘Where’s the Doctor?’  
‘What, you do not remember?’  
Nick concentrated, a task not made easy by his splitting headache. 

He remembered the Doctor and Brad stepping towards the portal 
and then nothing. ‘I thought you were going with him.’  

‘I was, but the portal released some sort of energy. Knocked me 
clean out. When I came to you were lying on the ground and the 
portal had closed.’ Brad scratched his dark hair and wandered over to 
the tree. He placed a hand on the tree, tracing the scorched outline on 
the bark. ‘That is not a good sign, is it?’  

Nick shook his head. He winced, as his head started to pound in 
response to the brief shake. He rubbed his temples. ‘Ain’t got a 
Scooby. Trans-dimensional travel is not really my forte, mate.’  

Brad smiled at that response. He walked back over to Nick and 
placed a hand on Nick’s shoulder. ‘You were out for a while there. 
How do you feel now?’  

‘Fair to muddly. Apart from this damned headache I seem to have 
got as a result.’ Nick sighed, resigned to the temporary loss of the 
Doctor. And it would be temporary; he’d thought he’d lost the 
Doctor once, and he had been wrong. ‘Ah well, I’m sure the Doctor 
will turn up again. He has a habit of doing that. Yeah, you can count 
on him.’  

‘I am sure you can,’ whispered Brad darkly.  
‘What?’ Nick didn’t care for Brad’s tone. He still couldn’t put his 

finger on it, but there was something about him that Nick didn’t get.  
‘Just like my Doctor, always reliable.’ 
Nick limped over to his tree. The implants didn’t seem to be 

working properly; maybe a result of his head trauma from the portal’s 
blast.  

‘So, what shall we do now?’ Brad asked. 
‘We wait for Alf.’ Again Nick winced, this time almost losing 

balance as well. He grabbed the cedar tree for support. Brad remained 
where he was, watching. Nick glanced over at him. ‘Don’t help or 
anything will you?’ Brad blinked, as if taken aback by Nick’s outburst. 
He walked over to Nick, slowly. ‘The you from this world wouldn’t 
have waited to be asked, Brad,’ he grumbled.  

‘Well, I am not my counterpart. And my name is Bradley, not 
Brad.’ Anger laced every word that Bradley uttered. He helped Nick 
regain some balance. ‘What is wrong with you, anyway?’  

Nick’s face contorted. The pain in his legs was increasing. ‘I don’t 
know. Been having trouble since we first arrived on Earth.’ He yelled 
out and toppled to the ground.  

Bradley looked down at him and sniffed. ‘That smell is 
unmistakable.’  
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Nick sniffed. ‘What smell?’ He couldn’t smell anything.  
Bradley inhaled the air and let out a sigh of satisfaction. ‘Blood!’ he 

hissed.  
Nick gave him an odd look, but before he could ponder the 

strangeness of Bradley his mind was torn to a more immediate 
problem. ‘Arse!’ he swore and grabbed hold of his legs. He looked 
down at the blood slowly seeping into his trousers. ‘My legs! I can’t 
feel my legs!’  

Bradley knelt beside Nick and placed a hand on Nick’s left leg. 
‘You cannot feel my hand?’  

Nick shook his head. 
‘Then let me see.’ 
Before Nick could protest Bradley ripped open the jeans’ legs. 

Nick looked down, his face paling at the sight of the blood... ‘That’s... 
a lot,’ he said, his stomach doing somersaults. 

‘Yes,’ Bradley said intoxicated by the coppery scent, ‘it is.’  
There was something shining through the dark viscous liquid. 

Bradley wiped the blood away, resisting the urge to lick his hand. 
Metal was crafted to Nick’s leg. 

‘What is this?’ 
‘External grafts for the implants the Draconians put in my legs.’ 

He winced, as the metal peeled off easily in Bradley’s hand. ‘They 
enable me to walk.’ 

‘You have mechanical aids to help you walk?’  
Nick reached down and wiped away some more blood. Torn skin 

underneath, the implants were pushing their way through. He 
swallowed. ‘I used to. My body must be rejecting the implants.’ He 
looked around in panic. ‘The Draconians said that would not happen! 
They promised me!’  

Oblivious to Nick’s state of mind, Bradley ripped open the skin on 
Nick’s leg and pulled one of the implants out. He licked the blood off 
the mini-machine and looked at it oddly. 

‘Bollocks! You arse!’ Nick whacked Bradley across the arm, but 
Bradley did not notice. Instead he continued to look at the implant.  

‘Such technology.’ He turned to Nick, keeping his eyes on the 
bloody implant. ‘Is it common in this reality?’  

‘What?’ Nick was incredulous. ‘Do you think I give a shit right 
now? Look at my legs.’ Bradley did indeed look at Nick’s legs. 

This world was incredible. If he were to be trapped in it, he needed 
to understand it more. Starting with Nick.  

He tore more of Nick’s jeans and used the cloth to wipe the blood 
off Nick’s legs. Nick had his eyes closed, his face scrunched in pain. 
While Nick wasn’t looking, Bradley licked the blood off the torn 
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cloth and stuffed the rest of the bloodied cloth inside his linen top. 
He looked down at the revealed legs again and was amazed by what 
he saw.  

‘Nick. Look!’  
Nick opened his eyes and watched. With popping sounds, the 

implants fell out of his legs and dropped onto the ground. 
‘This...’ He blinked. ‘This should hurt, but it doesn’t.’ 
Bradley didn’t care. He knew of magic, but this was something 

new.  
Soon all the implants were out, little pieces of metal lying on the 

grass. Bradley picked some up, looking at them closely. Strange 
patterns crisscrossed the surface. ‘What do these markings mean?’ 

‘What’s it matter?’ Nick said, getting to his feet. ‘I can walk again!’ 

‘This place is like Hell!’ Nicholas hissed to himself when he was left 
alone. Ace and Alf had gone upstairs to revisit Alf’s past, leaving 
Nicholas in the living room to entertain himself. 

When he had found himself with two versions of the countess he 
had expected that there was fun to be had. Thus far all they had done 
was travel on a big red carriage with no horse to this house. The area, 
once a village called Perivale, was overly built up, and thus made his 
intentions impossible to carry out.  

He needed to take Alf somewhere less crowded.  
He wandered around the room, looking at pictures of a young girl. 

The pictures were a marvel to Nicholas. They had not been painted, 
indeed they looked as if some of the world had been captured onto 
parchment by magic. He looked closer at the young girl in the picture. 
Her hair was tied up into two separate clumps, one falling from each 
side of her head. She was dressed in a blue dress covered in white 
dots. The look on the girl’s face, however, suggested that she had not 
been happy. Nicholas turned the picture over and read the writing on 
the back. ‘Dorothy at Southend, 1978.’  

He looked up from the picture. Dorothy... A version of Dorothea, 
no doubt. It was interesting, the parallels with his own world. Except 
in this world it seemed Dorothy has amounted to very little. One, for 
all her bravado, was still a child, living at home with her mother, 
suited to no one. The other, who was probably only a few years older, 
carried herself as someone who had lived a long life. One that had 
made her hard inside. She also looked at him, thinking him someone 
else, with affection. Clearly this Nick was her suitor. She was the one 
he wanted to spend time with; the one most like the countess. 

The sounds of footfalls on the staircase. Alf entered the room 
followed by Ace. Nicholas was about to replace the picture when Ace 
snatched it out of his hand.  
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For the briefest of moments he had the urge to cast her into the 
far wall, but instead he contented himself with giving her the look 
that had shaken Larkowl to its very foundations. Ace just looked at 
him, then turned away, evidently not affected in the least. 

Not unlike her counterpart on Styria. 
‘Here, you have this,’ Ace said, handing the picture to Alf, ‘a little 

token of the past you forgot.’  
Alf accepted the picture with a smile, and placed it in the black bag 

that Ace had given her. She slung the bag over her shoulder. ‘Come 
on, Nick. We need to get going.’  

Nicholas decided it was best to hide his pleasure at this. ‘So soon?’  
Ace began to leave the room. ‘Come on, me Mum is on her way. 

We saw her out the window. She won’t be able to handle seeing two 
of me.’ 

For a moment Alf stood there, looking at Nicholas. He narrowed 
his eyes. Indecision, Nicholas had little time for it. ‘We should 
probably go,’ he said.  

Alf smiled and grabbed Nicholas’ hand. ‘Yeah, probably a good 
idea.’  

Ace led the way through the house to the back door. Once 
Nicholas and Alf were in the back garden Alf turned back to Ace. 
‘Thanks for Wayne and the rucksack. And for helping me get back 
some of my memories.’  

‘Nah, no need to thank me, is there? You’d do the same for me.’  
Alf reached out for Ace. ‘I did, didn’t I? That’s the beauty of it.’  
As soon as they made contact, a crackling ball of light erupted 

from their centre. For a brief moment Nicholas thought it was the 
soul of the two young women; the same soul exploding, uncertain of 
where it belonged. But then it was over... one Dorothy cast back 
inside the house, while the elder Dorothy was flung onto the grass.  

This world was truly magical. Nicholas walked over to Alf, and 
helped her to her feet. ‘What was that?’ he asked.  

Alf placed a hand on her chest. ‘I don’t know. For a moment it felt 
like...’ She frowned, struggling to find the words. ‘Like we couldn’t 
both exist.’ 

Nicholas looked across to the house. Yes, he would have to 
remember that should he meet his double. 

‘What about Ace?’ Alf crossed the garden, to where the back door 
was now closed. Ace lying inside the house. ‘What if she is injured?’  

Nicholas sighed inwardly. Enough of this.  
‘I am sure she will be okay, after all you are okay now, so you must 

have been okay when you were her.’  
Alf shook her head. ‘That doesn’t follow,’ she said, ‘I’m not from 

this reality.’ 
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Nicholas paused. How many realities were there? But if Alf and 
Ace were from different worlds then that explained why they were so 
different, despite their surface likeness. 

A voice echoed from within the house. 
Alf looked back at Nicholas. ‘Your mother,’ he said. 
That decided it for Alf. ‘We have to go now.’ She glanced back at 

the house one more time before walking off. Nicholas followed her, 
glad they were finally leaving. 

Inside the house, Audrey McShane walked up the hallway and 
noticed Ace lying in the kitchen. 

Drunk again, no doubt. The girl was impossible! ‘If you’ve been at 
my liquor cabinet again, Dotty, you’ll be sorry,’ she said.  

There was no response from Ace. Audrey let out a growl of 
disapproval and reached down to her daughter. She turned Ace over 
and pulled back in shock.  

Ace’s eyes were wide open, lifeless...  
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Chapter Four 

Spatially, at least, he had not moved. This was still Highgate 
Cemetery, only the cemetery had not been built in this world. Instead 
the Doctor stood in a field, the sign of a town in the distance. He 
looked around; the portal was gone. Fortunately the amulet was still 
attuned to it, and although stepping through the portal had somehow 
drained the amulet of its artron energy source, he knew it would 
recharge. Artron energy was, ultimately, self sustaining.  

He would just have to keep himself busy for a few months in the 
meantime. He could do that. Never look the opportunity to explore a 
new place in the mouth, that was his motto. Well, it was now. 

He could still return to Nick at the same point he’d left him. Well, 
give or take. 

He pocketed the amulet and set off towards the town.  

‘I just don’t get it.’ Nick stood on top of the catacombs that lined the 
Lebanon Circle. He had jumped to test his legs and had propelled 
himself higher than expected. He was now looking down at Bradley, a 
hug smile of surprise on his face. ‘How is this possible?’  

Bradley shook his head. He had no idea. It was certainly not of his 
making. Of course, if Nick had no idea, then perhaps he could make 
use of the situation. Bradley smiled, and jumped. With barely an 
effort on his part, he lifted into the air and landed on top of the 
catacombs alongside Nick.  

‘Hey, how did you that?’  
‘Easy. Things are different in my world, Nick. We have powers 

that your people can only dream of. I have shared mine with you.’  
Nick was puzzled. ‘Eh? You mean you have fixed my legs?’ 

Bradley nodded. ‘Blimey. I mean... thanks. Really.’ Nick jumped into 
the air and came to land next the cedar tree. He looked down at his 
legs, then back up at Bradley. ‘How can I repay you for this?’  

Bradley fingered the bloodied cloth inside his tunic. ‘Oh, I am sure 
I can think of a way.’ He jumped down from the catacombs. ‘Maybe 
we should do something to celebrate?’  

Nick walked over to him, and placed an arm over Bradley’s 
shoulder. ‘Good idea. I could murder a drink.’  

‘Yes, a drink would be good.’ Together they walked out of 
Lebanon Circle. ‘Come, let us feast!’  

Nicholas looked out of the window and watched as buildings sped 
past them. They were sitting in something that Alf called a train. He 
did not understand how it resembled a following of people. There 
was much that was strange about this world, but to survive he would 
have to learn quickly.  
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It did appear to be a faster way to travel than the bus they had used 
earlier. And it beat the horses and ornithopters back on Styria.  

‘Where are we going, exactly?’  
‘To meet up with the Doctor,’ Alf said. ‘Time we got back to 

Highgate, find out what he’s up to. Got some questions for him 
anyway.’  

‘I quite like it here.’  
Nicholas looked around the train. He was used to seeing fear on 

the faces of people; it produced that in people. Despite the best 
intentions of the White King, their people were still feared. But this 
was a different kind of fear. The people on this train seemed fearful 
of each other. They largely ignored everyone but those they knew. 
Nicholas smiled. He could use that eventually. 

 He looked back at Alf. ‘Before we find the Doctor, fancy a bit of... 
fun?’  

Alf glanced at him from the corner of her eye. For a moment she 
seemed surprised, but then her lips curled into a smile. ‘Well...’  

‘Must be somewhere we can go.’  
Alf shifted in her seat, her face beaming. ‘Actually, yeah, there is. 

Thanks to my newly restored memory there is a place I remember, a 
place my friends and I used to hang about in back in 1986. It’s just 
near White City, which is two stops away.’ She winked.  

Nicholas smiled. ‘Perfect.’ 
Soon it would be just him and the countess. 

He felt it as soon as he stepped into the town. A sense of fear. The 
Doctor, much like Gershom, was used to being a stranger in a strange 
land, but he didn’t usually receive such looks of fear and distrust. As 
he walked down the street, doors closed, shutters of windows opened 
a crack as people peered through them, never daring to look at him 
directly. 

He rather fancied throwing his arms out and exclaiming his arrival. 
It would not go down too well, though, he suspected.  

He spun around quickly. Hoof beats and the sounds of wooden 
wheels on the cobbled street. He stepped to one side, to let the large 
garrison of men pass. They were all dressed in uniforms, carrying in 
their arms severe looking pikes, while within their number a single 
carriage was pulled by four black horses. There was something about 
the guards, something about their pale skin. 

For a moment the Doctor was reminded of Bradley. Not his old 
companion, no, rather the man he’d left on Earth with Nick. 

Their complexion was the same. Despite the glaring sun they did 
not appear to be affected by it; indeed, the sun verily danced off their 
skin. 
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He received veiled looks from the guards, almost as if they were 
surprised by his appearance. According to Bradley there was another 
him on this world; they must be in the same incarnation, or at least 
one very similar. 

There was a bang from within the carriage; the muffled sound of 
wood hitting the roof. The horses were reined in and came to a halt. 
The carriage door opened as the guards stood to attention. 

Alf stepped out. 
No, it was not Alf. But the woman, long black hair making her skin 

look even paler than that of the guards, looked very much like his 
friend. She was dressed in black, a bodice laced up to her neck, a 
black cloak flowing about her shoulders. She pointed at the Doctor. 

‘You. I thought I had you killed.’ 
Her voice was cold, the accent completely unlike Alf’s, yet 

somehow the cadence seemed familiar.  
The woman shook her head. ‘I do not understand.’ She sniffed. 

‘You smell... different. Very well.’ She snapped her fingers and the 
two nearest guards verged on the Doctor. ‘Take him, and I shall 
uncover the mystery later.’ 

‘Yes, Countess,’ one of them said, and two pairs of powerful arms 
grabbed the Doctor by each of his. He struggled, but they had grips 
like vices. 

He sighed. Not the way he wanted to meet the locals. 

Nick and Bradley returned to the coffee shop. Nick received a few 
odd looks from people when he entered, due to his torn jeans. 
Bradley’s attire also brought about a few curious glances, but once 
Bradley returned the stares the people soon looked away. Nick 
ordered two cups of coffee, and the two men sat down to talk. 
Bradley had loads of questions for Nick, about this reality, however 
Nick found that he could not answer most of them due to his own 
lack of knowledge about Earth.  

Bradley reached a hand across the table and placed it on top of 
Nick’s hand. ‘I am glad to have met you, Nick.’  

Nick removed his hand. ‘Erm, yeah,’ he said, ‘that’s cool. Glad I 
met you too, really, after all you’ve fixed my legs.’ Bradley smiled at 
him, and something about that smile unnerved Nick. He laughed 
nervously. ‘Thought I’d be stuck with the implants forever, you 
know. And they never seemed to want to work properly.’  

‘That will no longer be a problem.’ Bradley fingered his cup of 
untouched coffee. ‘There is so much that I want to share with you, 
Nick.’ He rubbed his sandaled foot against Nick’s leg. His toes 
touched Nick’s skin, still showing through the torn cloth. ‘So much.’  
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Nick pulled back sharply and held his hands up. ‘Whoa there!’ 
People looked up from their conversations. He looked back at 
Bradley. The dark haired man was watching him, his eyes narrowed. 
‘Bradley, don’t get me wrong, I’m glad you restored my legs, really I 
am. But I’m not that kind of guy, not your sort.’  

Bradley raised an eyebrow. ‘My sort?’  
‘Yeah, you know, gay. At least I don’t think I am... I mean, I’ve 

never really thought about it. Not had much of a chance since 
becoming human, but... Then there’s Alf, and I’m hoping that she...’ 
Nick stopped himself. He did this a lot when caught off guard. He 
was getting a good handle on being human now, but sometimes he 
just couldn’t work things out. 

What would the Doctor do? He would not be bothered by Brad’s 
interest, most probably. He would tell Nick that there’s so much 
variation of life out there, so much to experience.  

‘You used to be something other than human?’ Bradley asked, 
ignoring the rest of Nick’s blab. Nick nodded. ‘That is good. So you 
know what it is like for me?’  

‘For you? I have only been human for about a year, but I can’t 
much remember how I was before. I sometimes get a sense of what I 
used to be like.’ Nick looked down at his cup. ‘I used to have power 
beyond anything humans can comprehend, and so much knowledge.’ 
He laughed softly. ‘I would never have needed implants back then. 
Nothing could harm me.’  

Bradley took hold of Nick’s hand again, and this time Nick did not 
pull away. Variation of life, he reminded himself. 

‘I understand that. I have a power beyond anything the humans of 
this world have. Let me share it with you.’  

Nick looked Bradley in the eyes. He could feel his human heart 
beating faster. If Nick said yes he had a feeling that it would be 
dangerous for him, but if he said no then what? Ever since he had 
joined the Doctor on Nova Mondas Nick had often wondered what 
it would be like to have his powers back, to be a god again. As time 
went by he became used to being human, but inside something was 
always missing. Being with the Doctor and Falex had filled that gap 
for a while, but the gap kept on getting bigger. Alf had come along 
and for a while now he’d been thinking a lot about her, but was that 
really enough?  

He looked away from Bradley and swallowed hard. Maybe he 
could have both the power and Alf? He looked back at Bradley.  

‘Okay. I’ll let you.’  
Bradley stood up. ‘Good. But we need to go elsewhere.’  
‘Why? Not as if these humans can do anything about it, is it?’ Nick 

asked, the idea of godhood intoxicating.  
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Bradley smiled. ‘If you insist.’ He dropped to his knees besides 
Nick.  

All heads in the cafe turned. Looks of disgust were thrown at the 
two men. Nick ignored the nasty words cast their way. 

Bradley looked away from Nick for a moment and smiled. ‘Don’t 
go anywhere. We haven’t even started with you yet.’ With that he 
turned back to Nick and grabbed hold of Nick’s neck. ‘Close your 
eyes and make a wish!’ he growled.  

The place Alf had in mind was away from most public areas. Once 
they had left White City station they had walked down a long road. 
As they walked Alf took the opportunity to explain where they were.  

‘This is Wood Lane. That building you see over there,’ she pointed 
to a building across the road to the right of them, ‘is the BBC 
Television Centre. Where they have made such great programmes like 
Blue Peter and Doct...’  

And she continued. Nicholas had no idea what she was talking 
about, and he was coming to realise that he did not really care. There 
was only one thing he cared about now, and that was being alone 
with this copy of Dorothea. It was like a fuel for an angry fire within 
him.  

They came to a shorter road that veered off to the left. Alf 
continued to lead the way, talking all the while. Over a wall they went 
into an area of bushes and grass that was overgrown. There were 
signs of concrete below the grass. They continued on through bushes 
until they came to a large run down building.  

‘I think it used to be some sort of factory. Shreela tried to convince 
us that it was used to fix trains. We never quite believed her, though.’  

‘Who’s Shreela?’ Nicholas asked, then wished he hadn’t.  
Alf smiled. ‘These memories are great. Come on.’ She headed 

towards the old factory and Nicholas followed. ‘Me, Shreela, 
Manisha, Ange, Flo... We used to come here on weekends. Got bored 
of hanging around Perivale, and it was always good to get away from 
Midge and Stevie.’  

Nicholas wondered if Alf’s version of him would have been 
interested.  

* 

Nick yelled out in pain as he felt something sharp pierce his neck. He 
struggled against Bradley’s grip but it just increased. In the distance 
he could hear shouts and screams. Even though he knew the shouts 
were getting nearer Nick could only hear them receding. All sound 
was being blocked out by a steady thump, thump. It was his human 
heart, beating faster and faster and faster and...  
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Nick let out a gasp as his heart stopped.  
He expected blackness to follow, but it did not. Instead he opened 

his eyes. He was lying on the floor in the coffee shop. Everything was 
bright around him. He glanced around. People were looking at him in 
awe; others were looking around in shock.  

He slowly got to his feet and saw what the others were looking at. 
The counter had been brought down under the weight of Bradley’s 
body. Bradley lay slumped in the broken wood. Nick stepped 
forward.  

‘Leave him. He is so unimportant now.’  
Nick turned to look at the owner of the voice. A small blonde 

haired man in a PVC outfit. Nick knew him, but from where he did 
not know. ‘Why?’  

‘Because we have much more important things to attend to.’  
Nick’s head snapped around as Bradley got to his feet. He was 

glaring at Nick in pure anger, blood dripping from his mouth.  
‘How dare you strike me?’ Bradley snarled, and launched himself at 

Nick.  
Nick reached out a hand and grabbed hold of Bradley by the neck. 

Bradley hung there, unable to fight back. Nick stared at Bradley, 
seeing through him. ‘You’re Kuang-Shi from Styria,’ Nick said, 
reading all of Bradley’s thoughts. ‘You know nothing of the Doctor, 
you just wanted him out of the way. You wanted me.’ Nick squeezed 
and Bradley started to gag. ‘You can never have me!’  

‘This is so unimportant!’ snapped the short man in the PVC.  
‘Not to me!’ Nick replied with equal force. ‘I must go and help the 

Doctor.’ He threw Bradley back into the broken counter. ‘And I will 
do so.’  

‘No you will not!’ The small blonde man nodded and both he and 
Nick vanished.  

Nicholas looked around the great big hall they were in. Broken 
machinery hung overhead, while the floor was littered by sheets of 
metal, glass, discarded tools and other assorted dusty junk. Alf was 
looking around with a smile.  

‘It’s just as I remember it.’  
‘Yes, this place is perfect,’ Nicholas said.  
Alf shrugged. ‘Well, not the most romantic place in the world, but 

it will do.’ She placed the rucksack on the floor and walked over to 
Nicholas. ‘Have I told you how much I like this short hair?’ She ran a 
hand through Nicholas’ spiky hair. ‘It really does suit you.’  

Nicholas removed Alf’s hand. ‘How nice, Countess.’ Alf’s 
eyebrows creased in concern. Nicholas put a finger to her lips to stop 
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her from speaking. ‘No matter how different you may be here, you 
are still the same person!’ he snarled.  

He twisted Alf’s arm.  
‘What the hell are you doing?’ Alf struggled, but Nicholas’ grip was 

tight.  
‘It is called revenge. You must have heard of it, my dear.’ Nicholas 

opened his mouth and Alf stared in horror. His canines extended 
until they were two long and sharp fangs. ‘I am Nicholas of Kuang-
Shi. I believe you would call us vampires!’  

He snapped his arm back and Alf found herself heading headfirst 
towards a steel column. With a sickening crunch she slid to the floor.  

Nicholas walked over and stood astride her. He reached down and 
pulled at her long hair, lifting the unconscious woman’s head.  

‘Let me teach you about revenge.’  
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Chapter Five 

The Doctor patted his pockets and let out a loud huff of annoyance. 
No sonic screwdriver, no sonic hairdryer. Nothing! Usually his 
pockets were stuffed with things, and he could always find something 
of use. He hadn’t been searched when he had been arrested, yet still 
his pockets were empty. 

Surely he would not have left Alpha Centauri like that? Of course, 
things had run along at a merry old pace once he returned to his shop 
and found Nick and Alf waiting for him, but even so... 

He walked across his cell and thumped his large fists on the 
wooden door. ‘I demand to see whoever is in charge!’ He waited for a 
response. At first none was forthcoming, then someone on the other 
side banged the wooden door.  

‘Stand back!’  
The Doctor smiled with satisfaction. ‘About time, too. I’ve been 

kept waiting long enough in here.’ He stepped back, as the door 
slowly opened. ‘Do you treat all visitors in the same manner?’  

There was no answer. Instead a heavy object wrapped in cloth was 
thrown at the Doctor. He toppled back, carried down by his own 
weight and that of the object, and hit the ground with an undignified 
bump. The wooden door was slammed shut. The Doctor pushed 
aside the heavy object and got to his feet.  

‘I want to see your leader. Now!’ He whacked the door one last 
time. ‘Damn them.’  

There was a muffled sound from behind him.  
He turned around to see the bundle of cloth moving on the floor. 

It rose from the ground, and with a smile the Doctor realised it was a 
person.  

‘Well, at least I have company now.’ He advanced on the person 
wrapped in the cloth. ‘Hello, I am the Doctor and these are...’ He 
looked around, sighed, and cleared his throat. ‘Yes, well, I am the 
Doctor at any rate.’  

The bundle of cloth fell from the person, leaving a naked boy 
standing there. The Doctor pulled back in shock. The boy could have 
been no older than sixteen. Bruises covered his body, with dark 
bloody scars on his neck. The boy was looking around the cell, his 
eyes wide, glaring vacantly. The Doctor stepped closer.  

‘What has happened to you?’ The boy shrank back in fear. The 
Doctor stopped his advance and held out the palm of his hand. ‘I’m 
not going to hurt you. You’re quite safe with me, I assure you.’  

The boy shook his head. ‘There is no safe in Larkowl,’ he 
whispered, ‘not anymore.’  
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As she came to, Alf found that her vision was blurred. She tried to 
look around but all she could see was distorted shapes and colours. 
Her attempts to move were equally unsuccessful. She closed her eyes 
for a few moments, then reopened them. Upon doing so things 
became clear. Literally and figuratively.  

She was still in the factory. She looked down as far as she could, 
getting a glimpse of the rusty metal chair upon which she sat. Her 
legs were open, ankles tied with thin wire to the rusty chair legs. 
Considering how thin the wire was, Alf was very thankful for the 
knee length boots that she wore. Her wrists were bound together 
behind her, also tied to the chair. She could not see what bound her 
wrists, but by moving them slightly she knew it was not wire. 
Another thing to be thankful for, she noted, since the wire would 
easily being able to cut into the arteries in her wrists.  

She glanced around the factory and noticed her leather coat lying 
in a heap on the dusty floor, beside her rucksack which was now 
open. Alf thought back to what had led her to be in this predicament. 
She seemed to recall something about Nick twisting her arm, and 
some bizarre story about him being a vampire.  

Alf laughed. What a stupid idea.  
‘Interesting time to laugh,’ said a familiar voice.  
Alf turned her head slightly. It was Nick.  ‘Well, bondage always 

amuses me.’ She paused. That’s right, Alf, keep things light. Keep him off his 
guard. ‘What’s going on?’  

Nick walked towards her. Unlike before there was nothing casual 
about the way he walked. Gone was his usual bouncing step, replaced 
by a controlled and determined stride, full of strength. He wiped at 
his lips. Alf narrowed her eyes, quite sure that what he had wiped 
away was blood.  

‘Fun, games,’ he replied, ‘things like that.’  

The boy was huddled in the corner of the cell, once again wrapped up 
in the cloth, with the Doctor sitting cross-legged before him. The boy 
looked calmer now; his body shook less than before. Still he did not 
trust the Doctor, but he was willing to speak. The Doctor rubbed his 
bearded chin.  

‘What is your name?’  
The boy looked to the dirty floor. ‘I am nothing. I am nobody. I 

no longer have a name. My life is not important.’  
‘Ah. Well, I am sorry to hear that.’ The Doctor smiled, but the boy 

would not look up. ‘I happen to think that all life is important.’  
This time the boy did look up. The sadness in his eyes was 

tangible. ‘I am not life. I am only food stock. Like all in Larkowl.’  
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‘Tell me more about Larkowl. Why is it no longer safe here?’ The 
boy looked to the floor. The Doctor reached out and gently took the 
boy’s chin in his hand and lifted his face. The Doctor smiled warmly. 
‘You can trust me. I can help your people.’  

For a moment or three they remained motionless, the boy sinking 
into the Doctor’s grey eyes. At last the boy spoke. His voice was quiet 
and the Doctor had to strain himself to hear all the words, but hear 
he did.  

‘Larkowl was a safe place before they came. We were protected by 
the White King; his law saved us all. But then she sent him to us, the 
Blood Count.’ The boy paused, looking around the cell as if 
convinced that they were not alone. The Doctor patted him in a 
reassuring manner. The boy continued. ‘We have heard rumour that 
she has killed the White King, and now she walks in Larkowl, looking 
for her count.’ 

The Doctor knew who this woman was. The one who looked like 
Alf. He nodded. ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I saw her arrive. The countess?’ 

‘Dorothea... she will kill us all. No land survives in her wake. It is 
known throughout Angleland.’ 

The Doctor digested this. A far cry from the Alf he knew; she was 
no killer. ‘What was this law? Who was the White King?’ 

The boy looked at the Doctor as if he were stupid. ‘You do not 
know the legend?’ 

‘I am not from Angleland. I am from a place called Gallifrey.’ 
‘That is in Airlann,’ the boy said, frowning, ‘I have heard of it. 

They have Kuang-Shi in Airlann.’ 
A common mistake, the Doctor knew. Earth people were always 

assuming Gallifrey was a place in Ireland... or Airlann as it was called 
here. He recognised that name. It had once been used on Earth, too.  

‘Please,’ he said, ‘just tell me of this law.’ 
For a moment the boy continued to look at him, but eventually he 

spoke. His voice was broken, and he often spoke in whisper, but the 
Doctor understood. ‘It is said the Kuang-Shi came to Styria centuries 
ago... the White King and his knight. They arrived in Songhua, dark 
beasts who feasted on the blood of man. They could not be killed, 
and they carried with them a disease. One that turned men into 
creatures like themselves; Kuang-Shi, blood drinkers...’ 

Now the Doctor understood. Kuang-Shi was derived from the 
Chinese myth Goengsi, a form of vampire. And Songhua, this world’s 
China. Styria was like a dark echo of the Earth he knew. 

‘They spread across the world, but the White King saw what he 
had done. They say he destroyed his own world with magic, and he 
did not wish to do the same with Styria. He made a law that kept the 
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Kuang-Shi away from some lands. They could no longer kill, but only 
feed off the blood of animals.’ 

‘And this countess did not agree?’ the Doctor asked. 
‘She had always opposed the White King, but he controlled her. 

She was to marry the king’s greatest knight, Nicholas the 
Indomitable. It was only allowed if she agreed to the law. But things 
have changed... it is said she killed the king. Nicholas came to 
Larkowl and told us. We were to take up arms against the countess.’ 
The boy looked away, and said softly, ‘but we cannot. We will not live 
if we oppose her. She cannot be killed.’ 

‘So, Countess Dorothea has come to Larkowl to find Nicholas?’ 
The boy shook his head. ‘No, she has a new count. He came to 

find Nicholas.’ He looked at the Doctor again, his eyes full of fear. 
‘They disappeared. A magic door took them away!’ 

‘A magic door? My dear boy, there is no such thing as...’ The 
Doctor stopped abruptly, and blinked. ‘What is the name of this 
count?’ 

‘Bradley the Barbarous.’ 
The Doctor’s hearts sank. He had been blinded when he had met 

Bradley, thinking that Bradley would be the same as the Brad he had 
known. And he had left Nick with Bradley. Oh, Nick, what have I done?  

It was not a stretch to assume that Nicholas was also on Earth. No 
doubt it was he who passed through the portal, just before they had 
arrived on Earth. 

The Doctor stood up, startling the boy. He clapped his hands. 
‘Right then, enough of this talk. It’s time we were getting out of here. 
Looks like I need to return to Earth and deal with Bradley and 
Nicholas.’  

The boy watched him. ‘You? What can you do? You are but one 
man.’  

‘One man who has beaten the most oppressive evil.’ The Doctor’s 
face hardened. ‘My own people have legends of vampires, and we are 
tasked to extinguish them, snuff them out like the bad flame they are, 
whenever we encounter them.’ He frowned, and turned away from 
the boy. He had only once encountered vampires himself, but back 
then he was not content to stay and fight. He simply wanted to 
continue travelling. This time he would make a stand. ‘Vampires are 
the worst kind of monster,’ he continued, looking back at the boy, 
‘they feed off the life of others, and they must always be stopped.’  

‘What are you playing at?’ Alf was getting a little vexed by Nick’s 
constant stare. ‘Nick, just speak to me for fu...’  

‘I am not Nick.’ He wagged a finger and stepped closer to the 
tightly secured Alf.  
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‘What?’  
He lifted a leg and rested the sole of his shoe on her knee. ‘What is 

difficult about this? Would your Nick do this to you?’  
Alf struggled against her bonds but they showed no sign of 

slacking. She looked up at the man in front of her. He was right, Nick 
would never tie her up. He looked just like the bloke she had started 
to fall in love with, yet the closer she looked now the more she could 
see differences.  

Alf took a sharp intake of breath as the man she thought to be 
Nick violently removed his foot from her knee. She glared at him, 
watching him pace back and forth. He was not looking at her; rather 
he was looking around the dusty open-plan area for something.  

‘Who are you then?’  
He looked back at her. His eyes glowed a low yellow for a 

moment, before returning to the usual blue. He did not smile. ‘I am 
your worst nightmare,’ he said softly, then resumed his search.  

Nick found himself standing in an empty space. There was no colour, 
no anything. It was as if his body was hanging in nothingness. The 
blonde haired man was beside him.  

‘Where are we?’  
‘You don’t remember?’  
Nick shook his head. ‘Should I?’  
‘Yes. Maybe you need another reminder? For you it has been over 

a year since you left us. Although for us it has been a lot longer.’  
Realisation began to dawn on Nick. ‘No, it’s not possible.’  
The blonde haired man smiled. ‘Oh, it is, you know. I am the 

Millennium Bitch and this is an aspect of Forum World.’  
‘You mean...’  
The Bitch raised an eyebrow. ‘Always said you were a little slow.’ 

He spread his arms out and the space was filled with colour and 
millions of faces. ‘Behold, the Millennium People!’  

Nick swallowed, feeling a strange euphoria overwhelm him. 
‘Welcome home, Bloke.’  
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Chapter Six 

The boy shook his head. The Doctor was standing with one ear to 
the door, listening for any sign of movement outside the cell. ‘What is 
it?’ the Doctor asked, glancing at the boy. 

‘I do not understand you.’ He was no longer shaking, his voice 
stronger. The Doctor could have been mistaken but he was sure he 
could hear a bit of hope in the boy’s voice. The Doctor smiled and 
raised an eyebrow.  

The boy continued. ‘You claim to be from Airlann, but your 
clothes...’ He shook his head. ‘You do not fear the Kuang-Shi.’  

‘No, I never claimed anything of the sort, you said I came from 
Airlann. I come from another world, a time long gone.’  

The boy stood up, a note of fear appearing in his eyes. ‘The White 
King also came from another world. But you are not Kuang-Shi.’  

The Doctor removed himself from the door, a big smile on his 
face. ‘No, I am not. There are many worlds out there, worlds of great 
beauty, of the most amazing cultures. This White King of yours...’ He 
shook his head. ‘Something is missing here, something I should 
know.’ 

‘Earlier, you said your people are the enemy of the Kuang-Shi...’ 
‘Yes,’ the Doctor said with a sigh. ‘It is a complicated tale, one 

from many, many centuries ago. Once we are out of here I shall tell 
you.’ 

At this the boy lowered his head once more, and whispered. ‘We 
will only leave here when the countess is hungry.’ 

‘Nonsense!’ With two broad steps the Doctor was beside the boy. 
‘Listen to me; I have been imprisoned in worse places than this. By 
creatures more fearful than a whole world of Kuang-Shi. We will be 
free, I promise you.’ 

The boy looked up, his blue eyes searching the Doctor’s face. He 
smiled; a sight that warmed the Doctor’s hearts. The first smile he 
had seen since arriving on Styria. 

‘Ephan,’ the boy said.  
‘What?’  
‘My name. It is Ephan.’  
The Doctor returned Ephan’s smile. ‘Pleased to meet you, Ephan, 

I am the Doctor,’ he said and offered Ephan his hand. The boy 
looked at his curiously, but instead of taking it he reached out and 
clasped the Doctor’s forearm.  

‘Dinner time! Stand back!’ A rough voice called from the other side 
of the wooden door.  

The Doctor turned to the door. ‘Good, about time we had 
something to eat.’ He glanced behind to wink at Ephan and was 
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surprised by the look of horror on Ephan’s face. ‘What’s wrong?’ he 
asked softly.  

‘It’s too late,’ Ephan whispered, his voice cracking once again.  
The Doctor looked back at the door as it opened. A tall, bulky 

figure stood in the doorway. She looked the Doctor up and down, 
dismissive, then turned her attention to Ephan, now cowering behind 
the Doctor’s own impressive shape.  

The Doctor did not care for the look of hunger in her yellow eyes. 
He stepped forward. ‘Now see here, madam!’  

‘Shut up!’ the big woman barked. She hissed at him, bearing her 
fangs, and pointed at Ephan. ‘You, boy! The countess wants a nice 
drink after her meal. You will do perfectly. Come!’  

Ephan made to go, eyes down to the floor. The Doctor barred 
Ephan’s way and folded his arms. ‘What is the meaning of this? I was 
out for a nice walk in the fresh air when I was cast in this place 
without explanation. I demand you let me see Countess Dorothea.’  

The woman walked over to the Doctor and grabbed him by the 
throat. She pulled him closer to her. ‘The countess will see you when 
she is ready. Oh yes,’ she said with what she probably thought was a 
pleasing smile, ‘the countess has much to ask you.’  

With that she threw the Doctor to the wall. He slumped to the 
floor and rubbed the small of his back.  

The woman snapped her fingers at Ephan. ‘Come, boy!’ She 
turned away, and with one defeated glance at the Doctor, Ephan 
followed.  

The Doctor lifted himself off the floor, dusted his clothes down 
and straightened his scarf. Slowly and deliberately, he walked over to 
the woman and took her by the arm. He spun her around. ‘Not, I 
think, today!’  

The Doctor continued to spin her, gathering momentum, and let 
go. Unable to gain control of her balance, the woman flew into the 
opposite wall.  

Ephan watched, his eyes wide in amazement.  
The Doctor looked at him and winked. There was a growl, and the 

Doctor turned to face the woman. 
Ephan cried out. The woman charged. 
The Doctor was faster. He grabbed hold of Ephan and stepped 

quickly out of the cell, slamming the door closed behind him. He 
looked around, his hands gripping the rope handle as the large 
woman pulled the door on the other side. It was quite a tug of war. 

The he espied it! 
‘Ephan, that torch!’ 
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Ephan was looking around in horror, but noticed what the Doctor 
was nodding at. He reached up and pulled the flaming torch from its 
bracket. 

‘When I say “now”, I want you to throw that torch in the cell.’ 
Ephan held the flame at arm’s length. ‘But it will not help, nothing 

can...’ 
The Doctor grimaced as the rope tore into the skin of his palm. 

‘They breed you stupid on this world, don’t they? Fire, Ephan, fire!  
Vampire bodies are amazingly combustible, much more so than a 
human.’  

He released the door, which swung open under the weight of the 
Kuang-Shi. The Doctor stepped back, allowing enough space 
between him and the open door for Ephan to make his move. Inside 
the cell the woman was regaining her balance. 

‘Now, Ephan! Throw it!’ 
Clearly uncertain of the plan, Ephan stepped towards the cell with 

great caution. He stopped dead in his tracks at the sight of the large 
Kuang-Shi advancing. 

The Doctor shook his head. He snatched the torch off Ephan and 
flung it directly at the vampire. 

She immediately went up in flames. The Doctor pulled back from 
the heat as the creature shrieked in pain.  

He turned away from the cell, as the flames made quick work of 
her flesh, and put an arm around Ephan’s shoulder.  

‘You see, these Kuang-Shi of yours can die. Everything has a 
weakness.’  

They stood there, watching the flames die down. The charred 
remains of the woman dropped to the floor, breaking up on impact.  

The Doctor shook his head. ‘Taking another life is not a good 
thing, Ephan. Not ever.’  

Now it was Ephan’s turn to shake his head. ‘We have lived in fear 
of the Kuang-Shi all our lives.’ He walked further up the stone 
corridor and pulled away another flaming torch. ‘They were wise to 
keep this secret from us,’ he said, looking at the flame in awe. ‘It is 
time to fight back.’  

The Doctor could not really argue the point. Instead he led the 
way from the cell. Soon it would be time to run...  

The faces of the Millennium People continued to float around him. 
They would often merge and become one, at other times they would 
float in and out of each other, becoming indistinct. Nick blinked away 
the fuzzy vision he was getting.  

‘Snap out of it, Bloke!’ the Bitch said.  
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Nick looked at his antagonist. ‘You know, it’s funny. Part of me 
has wanted to return to the Forum for a long time now, and what 
happens? I get my wish. Only out of all the Millennium People I get 
you!’ He stabbed a finger at the Bitch and the small man flew back, 
through the long face of the Innocent. Nick looked down at his 
finger. ‘Wow.’  

The Bitch got to his feet and brushed his PVC outfit down. ‘Oh 
look who is re-discovering his powers.’  

Nick smiled. ‘Yep, that’s right.’ He frowned and shook his head. 
‘No, I can’t stay here. I must help the Doctor.’  

‘Why?’ the Bitch prompted. ‘He’s only a mortal. Unimportant.’  
Nick stormed over to the Bitch. ‘I’ve told you before, not to me he 

isn’t.’  
The Bitch threw his hands in the air. ‘Oh, why oh why do we need 

him back?’ he shouted at the faces.  
‘You know why. He is important for the future of the Freya.’ 
Nick turned to look at the owner of the soft voice. Hovering on a 

cloud behind him was a pretty young lady with long flowing auburn 
hair. She smiled at Nick and he could not help but smile back. Nick 
recognised her immediately. The Goddess of Dreamers. She sat on 
the cloud with her legs crossed, wearing a loose fitting white linen 
dress. Daisies were arranged in her hair like a crown. She stretched 
out a hand to Nick.  

‘Welcome home indeed, Nick.’  
‘You used my real name.’ Nick stepped forward and kissed her 

hand.  
Still smiling, the Goddess of Dreamers nodded. ‘Your chosen 

name you mean. But I shall call you it for now, to help save the 
confusion. Until your body has re-acquainted itself with its true 
nature there will be more than enough confusion for you.’ She looked 
over at the Bitch and scowled. ‘I knew you were the wrong person to 
bring the Bloke home. Go now, the Boss wants to see you.’  

The Bitch stamped his foot. ‘Well maybe I don’t...’  
The Goddess of Dreamers waved him away and he vanished in a 

puff of illogic. She turned back to Nick. ‘One of our most recent 
Forum Initiates getting ahead of themselves,’ she explained. Her 
cloud lowered to the ground and she got to her feet. ‘How are you 
feeling, Nick?’  

Nick rubbed his head. ‘Light-headed. As if I am going to pass out.’  
‘Yes, unfortunately your body has been human for too long, it has 

gotten used to being so. It cannot cope with being back on Forum 
World.’ She waved a hand in front of Nick’s eyes. ‘You need to sleep 
before your mind goes catatonic.’  
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Nick felt his eye lids begin to close. He willed them to stay open. 
‘No, I need to help the Doctor.’  

As he drifted off he could hear the Goddess of Dreamers 
speaking. ‘You will get the choice later, but first your body must be 
ready.’ 

‘Why only maybe?’  
The Doctor glanced back at Ephan. They were making their way 

through the dark corridors of the castle hopefully in the direction of 
some kind of throne room. Originally the Doctor was going to get 
Ephan away from the foreboding edifice, but something was niggling 
at the back of his mind. Something about the whole situation with the 
White King... 

He needed answers, and the best way to get them, he decided, was 
straight from the source. In this case, the so called ‘blood countess’. 

‘Because there has to be an easier way to defeat the vampires,’ he 
said, ‘and we also need to get you some clothes,’ he added, nodding at 
the sack Ephan was using as some kind of cloak, covering nothing of 
his modesty. 

Ephan looked down at his nakedness and shrugged.  
The Doctor shook his head, and carried on. ‘Going off half-cocked 

on some kind of revenge campaign is liable to get you killed. And 
besides,’ he said, glancing back, ‘do your people know how to fight 
the vampires?’  

Ephan thumbed himself. ‘I know how.’ The Doctor cleared his 
throat and turned back to where he was going. Ephan was still in awe 
of the torch he held. ‘I have the weapon that will kill them.’  

They came to a corner. The Doctor flattened himself against the 
wall, not an easy task considering his size, and poked his head around 
the corner. As he did so, he continued in a whisper. ‘That is only one 
way. They will fight back, and lest I need remind you, they do not 
need a weapon. They already have theirs,’ he said, and pointed at his 
teeth. 

‘We will hunt them down,’ Ephan hissed.  
The Doctor shook his head and took the torch off Ephan. He 

tried to snatch it back but the Doctor slapped his hands away.  
‘Right, all clear. Let’s go.’ They carried on their way. ‘What your 

people need is a strong leader. Someone who knows about vampires, 
who knows how to defeat them, someone who can organise you.’  

‘Someone like you?’  
The Doctor stopped in his tracks and turned to face Ephan. He 

supposed he would be on Styria for a while, and it was true that the 
Kuang-Shi needed to be vanquished. ‘I will do what I can.’  
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Her head snapped back once again under the impact of yet another 
strike. She bit her tongue, drawing blood.  

‘Do not pretend you do not know me! I am Nicholas the 
Indomitable!’  

Alf opened her eyes, but she soon wished she hadn’t. The rage in 
Nicholas’ eyes was beyond any anger that she had seen expressed by 
Nick. Alf spat out the blood. ‘I don’t care who you are!’ she shouted 
back.  

For a moment Nicholas stood there, looking stunned. He pulled 
back his hand, all set to strike a third time, but then smiled and 
lowered his arm. He shook his head. ‘Oh no, you are not going to get 
me like that, Dorothea. I remember what you did to me.’ He reached 
down and wiped the blood off Alf’s leg. Sucking the blood off his 
finger, Nicholas turned away.  

Alf let a low sigh. How had she got into this?  
Nicholas clicked his fingers. ‘Aha!’ he exclaimed. He reached down 

for something obscured by an overturned table. ‘What will it be?’ The 
items were revealed. In one hand he held a bent screwdriver, in the 
other a hollowed out metal pole. Part of a scaffolding, Alf noted. 
‘This,’ he flipped the screwdriver and caught it, ‘or this?’ He made a 
mock stab in the air with the pole. ‘Well, Dorothea?’  

Alf could almost feel the force of anger when Nicholas said that 
name. She knew now that her real name was Dorothy, but she did 
not understand why he insisted on calling her that. 

‘Listen, Nick...’ 
‘Nicholas!’ he yelled, bringing the pole crashing down on her knee. 
Alf bit her lip. She would not cry out. ‘I am not Dorothea,’ she 

said, forcefully. 
Nicholas laughed. ‘Oh, that is very good. For a while you had me 

convinced, doubting myself, but it is obvious now that you are all the 
same. There are two of you here, one of you on Styria. But you are all 
her, all the Countess Dorothea.’ He placed the pole on the floor, and 
began to toy at the string that held his trousers up.  ‘And you all did 
this to me.’ 

Alf wanted to be sick. She shook her head, unable to take her eyes 
off the scarred tissue below Nicholas’ trousers. ‘Oh god, what did she 
do to you?’  

‘You pretend not to know.’ He rubbed a hand over the skin, his 
eyes closed. ‘I was well known for my sexual desire, and the countess 
wanted me. A union between me, the first Knight of the White King 
and her, the Blood Countess.’ He opened his eyes. ‘We had all heard 
the legends of her depravity... of your depravity,’ he said, leaning in 
closer, ‘the things you did to the children. Those peasant girls... You 
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convinced us it was all lies, nay-saying by your enemies, and the 
White King sanctioned our wedding. Do you remember that?’ 

He was mad. Alf had met some crazy people in her time, during 
the war, but this was a whole new level. She had to get free before he 
did some real damage to her. 

‘How can I remember? It wasn’t me! I’ve never even been to 
Styria.’ 

‘Oh very good, you are trying to confuse me.’ He pulled back and 
did his trousers up with a snarl. ‘Nice try,’ he said and lunged forward 
with the screwdriver.  
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Chapter Seven 

It all happened so fast. From his position on the floor Ephan tried to 
work his way through it.  

The Doctor was the most incredible man he had ever met, but 
even he could not handle that many Kuang-Shi. Ephan had followed 
him, the torch held in his own hand at the ready should any Kuang-
Shi find them. The Doctor insisted they continue deeper in the earl’s 
castle, but Ephan was sure they should escape while they could, 
return home and show the people of Larkowl how to fight back. The 
Doctor said the only way to stop the Kuang-Shi was to strike at their 
heart, which puzzled Ephan, but not as much as the smile the Doctor 
wore when he said that. He did not understand how there was 
humour in that statement. 

They had walked through a large door, behind which the Doctor 
insisted that he could hear movement. Ephan tried to explain that if 
that was the case, then not going in would have been a good idea, but 
the Doctor didn’t listen. 

The look in his eyes scared Ephan; it was almost as if the Doctor 
was possessed.  

Beyond the large door was the banqueting hall of the Earl of 
Larkowl. Ephan had heard many stories of the impressive nature of 
the hall, but he never expected to be inside himself. A mere peasant 
of Larkowl. 

He was not afforded a chance to take in the splendour of the hall, 
however, since as soon as they entered, the Doctor was attacked. 

The large man had given him hope, shown him that the Kuang-Shi 
could be killed, but standing there with the Doctor being beaten 
down by the four creatures, all Ephan could do was drop the torch 
and stagger back. 

Hope was a lie. 

* 

They were strong, stronger than he, but still the Doctor fought. If he 
could just get to one of those torches, or maybe reach for the sword 
that lay on the table that took up most of the room. But he was 
pulled away from the table by two of them, his arms pinioned behind 
his back. 

The other two turned on Ephan, who was, even now, balled up on 
the floor, pressing himself against the wall as if he hoped he could 
hide within the stones. 

‘Stop!’ the Doctor yelled. The Kuang-Shi turned to face him. He 
continued. ‘Harm him in the slightest, and I swear that I will destroy 
you all!’ 
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A chilling laugh echoed around the hall. 
‘You cannot even save yourself,’ said a voice he knew so well, and 

yet didn’t know at all, ‘Doctor.’ 
The Doctor turned his head, wondering how he had not seen her 

before. The Countess Dorothea approached him, her yellow eyes 
focused solely on him. 

‘So you do know me?’ 
Dorothea shrugged. ‘Personally, no. At first I thought you were 

Bran the Blessed, only I know I killed him many years ago.’ She 
stopped directly in front of the Doctor, and took his bearded chin in 
her cold hands. ‘Although you do look remarkably like him. Looks 
like he was right about you.’ She shrugged again. ‘Who knew?’ 

It wasn’t the first time the Doctor had regenerated into a body that 
was a copy of a human, and he suspected it would not be the last. At 
least that explained Dorothea’s confusion when she had seen him in 
the street. ‘What was this Bran right about?’ 

For a moment Dorothea looked at him, puzzled, then she nodded 
her head slowly and turned away. ‘No, Cheng was right about you. 
He said you would return.’ 

The Kuang-Shi turned the Doctor so he could watch as the 
countess returned to the high-backed chair that served as her throne. 
The Doctor noticed the dead body of an old man draped across the 
chair that stood next to it. Presumably the one-time Earl of Larkowl. 

‘Some years ago we thought we had found you – after all, we have 
been looking out for you a long time now, waiting for you to return. 
But,’ she said, sitting down, ‘it was merely a copy of you. A man 
called Bran the Blessed, favoured among his village. A wise man.’ 
Dorothea smiled. ‘The blood of the righteous is always sweeter.’ 

The Doctor let her continue talking. As long as she did so, Ephan 
was being left to cower in the corner. Safe, at least. It also allowed the 
Doctor a chance to put the pieces together. Cheng... He knew that 
name from somewhere. 

‘For over a thousand years the White King has been preparing, 
first with Nicholas... Ah, dear Nicholas.’ Dorothea paused and 
something like a smile passed her lips, but it was not a smile of happy 
remembrance. ‘He arrived with the White King, a god with no 
memory, only that he knew he was looking for you. The White King 
took Nicholas under his wing.’ 

Of course. It had not occurred to the Doctor that a Kuang-Shi 
version of Nicholas made no sense. He was not, after all, a native of 
Earth. But from what Dorothea was saying, Nicholas arrived on this 
Earth a god, still one of the Millennium People. The Doctor clicked 
his fingers. Dorothea looked at him abruptly. 
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‘Sorry, I just realised. Your Nicholas, my Nick... They must be the 
same person, after all the Millennium People exist throughout the 
dimensions, they don’t have parallels. Something must have split him 
in two. When I first met Nick on Nova Mondas he said something 
had dragged him off course. Something to do with...’ Again his 
clicked his fingers. ‘Cheng! Of course, Lord Cheng! Stupid, stupid, 
stupid,’ he said, slapping his forehead. ‘I should have worked it out 
sooner. The arrival of the White King, the tales of him destroying his 
own world... the Kuang-Shi. Vampires.’ 

He had encountered Lord Cheng on a world all but destroyed by a 
vampire virus, where the only survivor was a man called Ori’en. It 
had been so long ago, shortly after the Master had rewritten the 
universe by altering the Doctor’s own timeline. Back then the 
Doctor’s interest in getting involved, in helping people, had been 
superseded by the telepathic imperative his future had left in his head. 
To find the Master, to put things right. It had overridden everything; 
the Doctor had saved Ori’en from a vampire attack, and then he’d 
left the planet behind. He didn’t look back, didn’t even consider the 
consequences of leaving one man to a doomed life. 

‘Wait,’ he said, as something else came to him, ‘what do you mean 
you were waiting for me? That I ended up here was pure chance.’ 

Dorothea raised an eyebrow. ‘Cheng never left anything to chance. 
He never forgot your encounter on his world, never forgot what 
Ori’en did to you.’ 

‘Ori’en did nothing.’ 
At this Dorothea laughed. ‘Oh, Doctor, you really have no idea. 

Ori’en was not fighting the vampires on that world, he was one of 
them. Cheng told me the story many times. As soon as you arrived on 
his world he felt your presence, and arranged a trap. A way to spread 
his blood, through you, throughout time and space.’ 

The Doctor frowned. ‘What twaddle. I am not infected by...’ He 
looked down at his hand. He had cut it on that world, had shaken 
hands with Ori’en before they had left... He swallowed.  

Ori’en, who had been a vampire. 
‘I see you now understand. You had no choice but to find Cheng 

eventually, the blood would always draw you to him. Although he 
never suspected it to take so long.’ Dorothea smiled that non-smile 
again. ‘Of course, he did not expect to be absent when you finally 
arrived.’ 

‘Yes, where is Cheng? I hear you killed him.’ 
‘Cheng cannot be killed. I have tried. But he can be imprisoned, 

forever.’ Dorothea clicked her fingers. ‘Release the Doctor, he will 
not try to escape. He will soon be one of us.’ 
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The Kuang-Shi did as ordered. For a moment the Doctor stood 
there. It was unlikely he could handle five Kuang-Shi on his own, but 
he had to try. He made to move, but found himself immobilised by 
Dorothea’s stare. 

‘I believe it is called thrall,’ she said, ‘you are Kuang-Shi, Doctor, 
you cannot resist my will.’ 

The Doctor could barely turn his head to see one of the Kuang-Shi 
scoop up Ephan. The boy was looking at the Doctor, bereft of any 
hope. A single tear fell. 

‘How nice,’ Dorothea said. ‘Worry not, boy, the Doctor and you 
will soon be reunited. Over dinner.’ She snapped his fingers. ‘Take 
the boy away!’  

Nick stood in the Centre of the Garden of Moderation. Or at least, 
he thought he stood in the centre of a garden, but it was all in his 
mind, quite literally. The Millennium People were no longer corporeal 
beings, simply ideas, archetypes of humanity. Although they could 
take corporeal form when they squeezed themselves into linear time. 
The fifteen Moderators gathered around him in a circle. Nick was 
perplexed to see that he only recognised a few of them. Much had 
changed since he had been away.  

The Senior Goddess stepped forward. ‘Do you understand what 
your choice is?’ She stepped back into her place.  

Nick took a deep breath. ‘Yes, I do. It’s quite simple, to be human 
or be a god. To be Chaos itself.’  

The Goddess of Cheek stepped forward. ‘Simple? What is simple 
about that?’ She returned to her place in the circle.  

Nick smiled. ‘I was trying to make a joke. I have been human for a 
while, and humans tend to make light of what is beyond them. 
Sometimes it is the only way they can cope, you know.’ There was no 
answer. He mentally shrugged. ‘It is a big decision, though, you have 
to admit. And just when did the Millennium People become Chaos?’  

The Boss stepped forward and presented Nick with a smile. ‘We 
feared you would not remember. Some time ago the Dommervoy 
Loci, Static, sent you back to us and we told you everything.’ The 
Boss shook his head. ‘Clearly returning to your human form was too 
restricting a move. I feared it might be.’ 

Something clicked in the back of Nick’s head. ‘Wait. When was 
this? Before the Doctor and I settled on Alpha Centauri?’ 

‘That is possible. The time of mortals is confusing to us these 
days.’ 

‘That was you!’ Nick nodded slowly, his mind racing to catch up. ‘I 
remember that I was exposed to pure chaos, but I could never work 
out what it was, or why I saw it. But... Arse!’ 
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‘Your human mind could not comprehend us,’ the Boss explained 
gently. ‘That is why we returned your powers this time, to open your 
mind, so you could come home properly. Static meant well, but he 
did not understand the restrictions of the human mind.’ 

‘So, I’m one of you again?’ 
‘Yes, Bloke.’ 
Nick shook his head. ‘No, mate, don’t think so. I’m not becoming 

an archetype again. I’m a person, a real human being. And I’m 
beginning to...’ He frowned. ‘I need to return for Alf.’ 

The Boss didn’t comment, he simply placed an arm around Nick’s 
shoulder. ‘The realisation that we are Chaos came to us after you 
were lost to us. Our evolution was not as complete as we first 
thought, Bloke. We are much more than simply the Lords of Time. 
We are the benevolent aspect of chaos. Growth, creation, mutation, 
change. It is chaos that leads to the evolution of this Universe.’  

‘Why would I want to be a part of that?’  
‘Because you have a role to play in our final stage of evolution. We 

cannot see what it is, but we know of a word, “Freya”. Have you 
heard of it?’ 

‘The Goddess of Dreamers mentioned it, but otherwise, no, ain’t 
got a Scooby.’ 

‘A pity, we hoped you would have the answer.’ The Boss waved his 
arms open. ‘We need you with us, but it is for you to decide.’  

‘If what you say is true, then all you do is affect the evolution of 
this Universe from afar. I want to get involved.’  

The Boss stepped back and the Innocent stepped forward. As 
usual he was smiling. ‘We affect things when we want to. We created 
those portals that are a gateway to different dimensions. We created 
them to bring forth chaos, to attract your attention. And for the 
Doctor to fix something he broke a long time ago.’  

There were mutters of disapproval throughout the circle. Nick 
could not help but get the feeling that he was not meant to be told 
that.  

Alf gagged on the coppery taste in her mouth. She spat, repulsed by 
the amount of blood that could come from one torn lip. The blood 
from her cheek wound had dried, leaving a stiff feeling around her 
upper jaw. The muscles in her legs and arms were all tight, her limbs 
having long passed the needles and pins stage. The biggest source of 
pain was her left knee; she felt sure Nicholas had cracked the top of 
her tibia with the metal pole he was still brandishing. 

He stood before her, blood dripping from his sharp teeth. Alf 
wanted to rub her neck, knowing full well where that blood had come 
from, but there was no way she could get a hand anywhere near 
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there. Again she tried to get her hands free. To hide her movement, 
Alf engaged Nicholas in conversation.  

‘I swear, Nicholas, before today I’d never even heard of Dorothea. 
Heck, I didn’t even know that my real name was Dorothy.’  

‘Why do you bother?’ Nicholas turned away, as if bored by the 
conversation. ‘I know the truth and it haunts me.’  

Alf sighed, twisting her wrist further than it should be able to twist. 
‘So do I! And I had nothing to do with...’ Her voice tailed off, as she 
remembered the tatty tissue where Nicholas’ genitalia should have 
been. She swallowed. ‘What she did to you.’  

‘Don’t lie!’ he yelled, and span around. The pole connected with 
Alf’s shoulder. She bit her tongue, refusing to yell out at the pain of 
breaking bone. ‘I know the truth,’ Nicholas repeated, ‘and it mocks 
me! For over nine hundred years I stood by the side of the White 
King, we saw what was happening to the world, and we tried to fix it. 
But you... you were the most aberrant Kuang-Shi ever created. The 
stories I have heard about your... your evil! Servant girls placed in 
caskets with spikes inside, the caskets rolled on the floor while the 
poor girls were torn and shredded to death. And why? For your 
amusement!’ 

‘That wasn’t me!’ 
‘We thought we could fix you, but we were wrong. We should have 

walled you up for all eternity.’ Nicholas looked down at the pole in 
his hands. ‘Did you know I used to be a god? When I arrived on 
Styria I was a god, nothing could hurt me, but something changed... 
My whole physiognomy altered and I became a Kuang-Shi. Pure, 
one-hundred percent dependent on blood to survive. I am more than 
you could ever hope to be. No one made me what I am, just like no 
one made you the evil twisted bitch you are.’ 

Alf clenched her teeth, attempting to block out the pain. Sweat 
started to form on her head. His story was like a twisted parallel of 
Nick’s, a dark echo of his life alongside the Doctor. She knew she 
should feel pity, but all she felt was revulsion. The person he said he 
used to be, there was nothing of that man left, just memories. 
Dorothea had broken him. 

‘We both know the truth, Nicholas, and I have told you mine.’ Alf 
bit her lip as her shoulder moved an inch. ‘But I swear, after what you 
have done to me today, when I get out of this I will kill you. You can 
count on it.’  

  
The Doctor sat at the table with Dorothea, like two old friends 
catching up over a nice glass of wine. Only the dark red liquid in the 
goblet before him was not wine. 

It was blood. 
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Dorothea pulled back his lips into a smile, and indicated the goblet. 
‘Are you not thirsty?’ 

‘No.’ 
Dorothea leaned across the table. ‘Ah, but you should be, Doctor. 

Your body will soon be in need of such sustenance. And besides, I 
insist.’  

The Doctor bowed his head and picked up the goblet. ‘Thank you, 
Countess,’ he said and sipped the blood, holding back a choke of 
revulsion as the cloying thickness ran down his throat. He swallowed. 
There was still much he wanted to know, plus he needed to keep her 
off her guard while he conceived some kind of escape plan. ‘Why did 
you turn against Cheng? He did make you, right?’ 

‘No, I was made, would you believe, by my mother.’ 
‘Your mother?’ 
‘Yes. Ethel, Countess of Middleseaxan.’ 
‘Ethel? Very noble,’ the Doctor said. There was something about 

Perivale in his mind, an echo of a memory left over by his future self, 
associated with Alf in some way. And Perivale was in the county of 
Middlesex, as he recalled. ‘And your father’s name?’ he asked, for 
want of something better to say. 

‘Eian, not that it matters. I killed them both when I became a 
Kuang-Shi.’ Dorothea narrowed her eyes. ‘Why are you so interested 
in my past, Doctor? Attempting to reach the humanity in me?’ 

‘Would it be a vain attempt?’ Such an idea had not occurred to the 
Doctor. He knew the legends of the great war with the vampires well 
enough. There was no humanity to reach. 

‘Oh yes.’ She sipped at her own goblet. ‘I was always... I believe the 
word is “disturbed”. Violent, unhinged...’ She waved a hand. ‘Pick 
your synonym.’ 

The Doctor frowned at this.  
‘Turning against Cheng’s vision was not a stretch for me,’ 

Dorothea continued. ‘Kuang-Shi are born to feast on the humans, it’s 
natural selection. But Cheng became jaded to this notion, spent too 
long watching his own world become destroyed by what he called the 
“virus”. By time I was created he had rang in great changes. I was 
born into a world where the Kuang-Shi were restricted to small areas 
of the world, fed by blood donors from all corners of Styria. My 
mother, she was clever, she hid her awakening well, for even though 
the Kuang-Shi were trapped still some escaped.’ 

‘Hence why even now still some Kuang-Shi are made?’ 
‘Of course. We’re not evil, Doctor, at least not all of us,’ she said 

with a dark grin. ‘Even Cheng would not allow his own people to die 
out.’ 
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The Doctor looked down at his hand. ‘No, I don’t suppose he 
could. So you betrayed him?’ 

‘He betrayed the Kuang-Shi!’ Dorothea shouted. For a second the 
Doctor could almost feel the rage surging from her, but then it 
subsided. ‘It took forty years of planning, of getting close to Cheng, 
but I managed. I even prepared myself for your arrival.’ 

Forty years; clearly she was older than Alf, which either meant she 
was born earlier in this reality, or time ran faster here. 

‘How did you prepare?’ he asked. 
‘As I said, I knew all about you. Ten years ago Cheng pointed a 

human out to me. One called Bradley. In another reality, the one you 
come from, he was your friend.’ 

The Doctor closed his eyes. ‘Yes,’ he said, opening them again. 
‘He’s gone now. He’s dead, he’s not dead...’ He sighed. ‘Either way, 
Bradley is lost to me.’ 

‘I knew that if ever you were to return, then having familiar faces 
around would help bring you back to us. Cheng was depending on 
the blood, but even now the taint in you does not appear so strong.’ 
Dorothea narrowed her eyes. ‘It has been a thousand years since 
Ori’en contaminated you, after all.’ 

‘Not for me.’ 
‘No,’ Dorothea said, ‘it would appear not.’ She waved it away. ‘It 

doesn’t matter. Drink more, embrace your destiny.’ 
The Doctor picked up the goblet and looked at it. He glanced over 

at the dead body of the earl.  
‘Ah, your conscience will prick a little. It always does in the 

beginning. But you cannot resist, Kuang-Shi blood is in you.’  
The Doctor put the goblet to his lips and closed his eyes. He drank 

the blood, then looked at the countess and smiled. Dorothea clapped 
her hands.  

‘Yes,’ she said, delirium creeping into her voice, ‘I will succeed 
where Cheng failed. Through you I will spread our influence 
everywhere. To worlds beyond Styria...’ 

‘Oh really?’ The Doctor stood up, still holding the goblet in his 
hands. ‘Your will means nothing to me.’  

‘But the blood is in you!’  
The Doctor removed one hand from the goblet and looked at it. 

‘Yes, it was.’ He shrugged. ‘Yet I do not feel even the slightest 
inclination to obey you, let alone to become like you.’ He pointed to 
his head. ‘Go on, read what is in there.’  

Dorothea closed her eyes. After a moment she shook her head. 
‘No, there is nothing. But I could feel you submitting to me while the 
boy was here.’  
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‘Yes, that is true. For a moment I felt the pull, but clearly I’m not 
as infected as you hoped. I am a Time Lord. Did you really think that 
the blood of a vampire could take hold of me?’  

Dorothea got up from her chair and shook her head, advancing on 
the Doctor as she did so. ‘No, Doctor, it is not that. There has to be 
another reason. The blood consumes all.’  

The Doctor narrowed his eyes. ‘You just don’t like admitting that 
your powers have no effect on me.’  

‘We shall see!’ Dorothea hissed and launched herself at the 
Doctor.  

Not expecting that, the Doctor had no time to prepare his defence. 
He found himself being lifted off the floor and carried, with great 
speed and force, across the hall and into the far wall. All the time 
Dorothea held onto him. The Doctor struggled to get free, but 
Dorothea was stronger. She dug her teeth into the Doctor’s neck and 
began to drink the blood contained therein.  

A well of deep satisfaction overcame Dorothea as the blood flowed 
down her throat. Once she had drunk enough to weaken the Doctor 
into submission, she pulled back. She allowed the Doctor to fall to 
the floor before she bit into her own wrist. She reached down and 
forced the Doctor’s mouth open.  

‘Now drink, Doctor! And your awakening will be achieved.’  
Dorothea forced the Doctor’s open mouth over her open wrist 

and smiled as the blood began to flow. 
 

Chapter Eight 

Alf’s head lolled to one side, her eyes closed, breathing uneven.  
Nicholas stood watching, licking the blood off the screwdriver. 

Just cutting her cheek had not been enough for him; he had wanted 
to make her pay for her sins. For all those she had killed in the last 
forty years. 

It was during a winter some two score years ago that Nicholas learned the true 
depth of her depravity. His wife had taken to her handmaiden’s company more 
than his. He did not mind so much, after all he liked to leave the confines of 
Middleseaxan Castle and spend time in the taverns of nearby Little Greenford. 
Despite his age, he still looked like a man of only twenty and five years, and very 
few in Little Greenford knew who he was. He liked that. Too many in the greater 
world knew of the White Knight; sometimes it was nice to just be one of the crowd. 

He returned later than usual that night, drunk on the local mead – it always 
surprised him that he, once a god and a Kuang-Shi for almost a thousand years, 
could still get drunk. Sometimes he thought it was his body’s way of reminding 
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him that he was not a native of Styria, giving him this one weakness. As 
weaknesses went, it wasn’t all bad, since at least he had fun while drinking.  

He trudged up the snow covered hill, not really affected by the cold, his eyes on 
the castle. Light flickered from the upper most window. Dorothea was home, doing 
whatever it was she did with Ilona. Nicholas knew the stories, had seen the kinds 
of people the two of them brought home, but he always turned a blind eye. If this 
union was to work, then a little compromise was needed. As long as she wasn’t 
rampaging through Angleland any more, then progress was being made. 

As he neared the entrance of the castle he slowed his pace. There was something 
lying there in the shadow of the battlement. Human eyes would almost certainly 
miss it, and by morning the snow would have covered it, but his eyes were 
something more than human. He walked over to the heap, and pulled back. Not 
in shock, so much as with a resigned sense of disappointment. 

It was a body. 
A young girl, mutilated and thrown into the snow, barely clinging on to life. 

Dorothea and Ilona would have then thrown cold water over her, watched as she 
froze to death. It was an old practice of hers, but one he had been convinced she 
had stopped. 

A dark fire erupted in his belly. And thus filled, he stormed his way into the 
castle. 

He found Dorothea alone in her private chambers. Normally Nicholas would 
not enter them – she insisted, as part of their marriage, that she be allowed her 
own chamber, somewhere she could indulge in her darkness. It was another 
compromise Cheng had agreed to. Better a domesticated animal than one roaming 
free and wild. Nicholas doubted the sense of it, but he knew they had to make this 
work to show the other Kuang-Shi that they could be civilised. If the Blood 
Countess could be tamed, then so could all of them. 

He stood in the doorway, disgust raging through him. The cadavers of many 
bats lay on the floor, their heads removed violently. But that was nothing compared 
to the body parts strewn elsewhere. Human body parts. 

‘How...?’ Nicholas did not know what to say. 
Dorothea looked over at him, her eyes cold. ‘With amazing ease,’ she said, 

‘due to my husband who, instead of using his backbone, was too willing to turn a 
blind eye and shut out the truth he knew deep down. Just to appease his beloved 
king.’ 

Was she right? Nicholas hated to think so, but deep in his gut he could not 
deny it. 

‘The Kuang-Shi will never be tamed. We were not made to be so. And, when 
the moment is right, Cheng will learn this.’ 

Nicholas shook his head. ‘No,’ he said, his voice smaller than he would have 
liked, ‘this cannot happen. Styria cannot become like Caul. We must not repeat 
the mistakes of that world.’ 

Dorothea let out a sigh. ‘We hoped, one day, to awaken the true Kuang-Shi in 
you, but it’s never to be... Never,’ she added, with a final emphasis. 
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Nicholas knew he had to do something, bring this to an end now, before it was 
too late. He turned to leave, and was just in time to see Ilona standing behind 
him, a rosewood stake raised in her hand. Before he could react, the handmaiden 
brought the stake down, tearing through his breastbone and into his heart... 

Of course he did not die. He was not like the other Kuang-Shi, no 
amount of splintered wood in his heart would kill him. Even being 
walled up for five years, refused any kind of blood or sustenance, had 
not killed him. He suspected, one day, someone would find a 
method. Dorothea soon realised he had survived the attack, and he 
awoke in a smaller room of her private chambers, manacled to a 
wooden table. It was there that she had removed his manhood. If he 
could not be killed, she said, then he could at least be destroyed. 
Despite the excruciating pain at being so emasculated, he did not cry 
out, did not show her any sign of weakness. He may no longer be a 
man, but he was still the White Knight. This had not satisfied her, 
and she walled him up. 

He escaped after five years, his scratching alerting some locals who 
came to explore the abandoned castle. And for ten years he ran, from 
one corner of Styria to the other he ran, never wanting to return to 
Angleland again. 

But one day he did return, only to find that the Countess Dorothea 
had done the impossible; killed Cheng and set herself up as the real 
power behind the Kuang-Shi. It was only a matter of time before the 
humans became little more than food again. Nicholas knew he’d 
never be able to stop it from happening, but in Larkowl he had found 
a way to escape Dorothea once and for all. A doorway into a new 
world... 

He never hoped to find copies of her waiting for him. 
The one who called herself Alf was to be his masterpiece of 

revenge.  
He had used the end of the screwdriver to dig deeper into her 

cheek, making sure that it would be scarred forever. It was only a 
matter of time before the human body would pass out, but Alf had 
lasted longer than most humans he knew. She had a very high pain 
threshold. Nicholas had every intention of letting her go but not 
before he inflicted so much pain on her that she would never forget 
it.  

He would not kill her, only destroy her. 
He dropped the screwdriver on the floor and paced over to Alf’s 

sleeping form. He reached out and rubbed a finger into her open 
cheek. He smiled as she squirmed. Even in her sleep she could feel 
the pain.  
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He looked at the large windows and the darkness beyond. Night 
had fallen and the factory had become very dark with it. But darkness 
was not an issue for the eyes of a Kuang-Shi. Indeed, darkness was 
their preferred hunting ground.  

Nicholas turned away from Alf and walked towards the exit. He 
stopped on the threshold and glanced back. ‘I will be back for you,’ 
he whispered, and walked out of the building into the night.  

Dorothea let out a yell of anger as, without warning, the Doctor 
threw her back. 

The Doctor wiped the blood off his neck with the back of his 
hand. ‘No snacks for you today, Countess,’ he said. 

Dorothea could not understand it. She had him! ‘What are you?’ 
she hissed. 

‘The last of the Time Lords,’ the Doctor responded, backing away, 
‘and quite different from the man Cheng remembered to you.’ He 
bowed. ‘Thank you for a most interesting chat. We shall meet again.’ 

He turned and ran out of the hall.  
For a moment Dorothea just looked at the empty space once 

occupied by him, then she walked over to her throne and glanced 
down at the corpse of the earl. 

‘Well, Hereward, wasn’t he very interesting?’ 

The Doctor expected to be followed, but it seemed as if Dorothea 
had not called the alarm. Nonetheless he armed himself with a torch. 
Just in case. 

He paused at the corner of the corridor leading to the cell, and 
peered around it. Two Kuang-Shi stood outside the cell door. The 
Doctor smiled grimly.  

‘Here, let me light your way,’ he whispered, and tossed the torch at 
one of the Kuang-Shi. Instinctively the man reached out to catch it. 
Within seconds his whole body was burning. The second Kuang-Shi 
stepped back in alarm. He turned, but was too late. The Doctor was 
next to him, and with a mighty shove the Kuang-Shi joined his friend 
and burst into flames.  

The Doctor rushed past the burning creatures and unlocked the 
cell door. Ephan was sitting within. The boy looked up as the door 
opened. Their eyes met and the Doctor recoiled at the fear he could 
see coming from Ephan.  

‘Ephan, it’s me. Time to get out of here.’  
‘You are one of them,’ Ephan said, his voice shaking.  
‘No,’ the Doctor said softly, stepping forward with his hand out. ‘I 

was just pretending.’ He showed Ephan his neck. ‘Look, Dorothea 
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has attacked me since then. We really don’t get on. Come on, before 
Dorothea sends more Kuang-Shi after us.’  

Ephan was still unsure. The Doctor smiled encouragingly. Ephan 
let out a breath of air and stood up.  

* 
Alf opened her eyes carefully, once she was sure that Nicholas had 
gone. ‘Bastard,’ she muttered, feeling the pain which continued to 
throb from her cheek to her jaw.  

Alf knew that she had only one chance to get free of her bonds. 
And that was now.  

Slowly she moved her broken shoulder, now almost out of its 
socket. She bit her lip, trying her best to ignore the pain, as she 
started to move her wrists. Slowly the bonds began to slip down 
towards her hands.  

They had left the castle without incident and made their way to 
Ephan’s home village. People in flimsy clothing watched them as they 
entered through the village walls, situated just on the outskirts of 
Larkowl. Some looked at the Doctor in fear, but upon seeing his neck 
wound they soon smiled in understanding.  

Ephan walked beside the Doctor. On their journey from the castle 
Ephan began to regain some the composure he had discovered 
earlier, although he was still a little weary. 

A small group of people looked up from their labour. Ephan 
smiled, and the people parted, allowing an older man to walk through 
them. His body was filthy and scarred, and he wore nothing but a 
piece of cloth to cover his modesty. He walked up to Ephan, his 
lower lip quivering in emotion.  

‘Ephan?’ The old man reached out and touched the boy. ‘Ephan! 
Oh, my son, I thought I had lost you forever.’  

The Doctor stood in silence, watching the reunion between father 
and son. The old man looked up at the Doctor and smiled.  

‘You rescued my son?’  
The Doctor nodded, but before he could speak Ephan butted in.  
‘He has killed many Kuang-Shi. I have seen him. And he has 

survived an attack from the Blood Countess.’ Ephan indicated the 
Doctor’s neck. ‘Look!’  

People began to mill about them, looking at the Doctor in awe. 
Ephan’s father smiled at the Doctor, his eyes beaming.  

‘I am Jaims, and you have done me a great honour. But is what my 
son says true?’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘It is indeed.’  
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‘Then that is good news.’ Jaims clapped his hands and villagers 
gathered around. He raised his voice. ‘This man has killed many 
Kuang-Shi. He will lead us to freedom!’  

The Doctor blinked in surprise. Just like his son, Jaims had jumped 
the gun a little. He wanted to protest, but he was reminded of his visit 
to Cheng’s world. He removed the time amulet from his coat pocket. 
The sapphire glow was getting brighter, but it was still a long way 
from fully charged. He had to stay, whichever way he looked at it. 

 The Doctor looked around at the awe inspired faces, and he put 
the amulet away before this ‘magic’ inspired them further.  

‘Okay,’ he said with more than a note of resignation in his voice. 
‘Looks like I am stuck here for a while.’  

Before Ephan turned back to his father the Doctor did not fail to 
notice the look in the boy’s eyes. Selfish and cold.  

The Doctor sighed, a little part of him realising that it might have 
been best to leave Ephan in the cell. He rubbed his eyes, alarmed at 
that idea. 

Nick and Alf would need his help, and soon. On Earth there were 
two vicious Kuang-Shi, copies of his friends. He dreaded to think 
what they were up to. 

‘Immortality. To grow old and never die.’  
Nick shook his head, and glanced at the Innocent. ‘Yes, that is 

what the word means. But why would I want it?’  
The Boss shook his head and stepped forward. The Innocent 

returned to his place. ‘Because, Bloke, that is who you are. The life 
you have lived as a human is a lie. You were never meant to be 
human.’  

‘Rubbish.’ Nick shrugged. ‘Sorry, but it is. Since returning here all 
my memories of being a Millennium People have come back to me. I 
can remember what happened to me now. Exactly.’ His mind drifted 
back to his arrival on Nova Mondas with the Scholar, to the strange 
pulling sensation he had felt when travelling through time on the way 
there. It had felt as if he had lost a part of himself. Perhaps that had 
been the first part of his transformation into a human. ‘The 
Millennium People were becoming human already, and it was on 
Nova Mondas that my body settled into such a biological state.’  

The Boss held up a finger. ‘But only because you remained away 
from the Forum. Becoming human was only a part of our 
metamorphosis. An intermediate stage between what we were and 
what we are.’ 

‘I don’t know. You say I’m supposed to play a big part in the final 
stage of your evolution? Perhaps this is it? I was away from Forum 
when I became human. I can’t let go of that.’ 
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The Boss moved further from the circle and closer to Nick. ‘If you 
had not got lost on Nova Mondas you would be here now, where you 
are meant to be.’ The Boss turned and indicated a space in the circle. 
‘Return to us, Bloke. You are one of the Millennium People.’  

Nick regarded his memories. Centuries of memories as one of the 
Forum compared to a scant few months of life with the Doctor and 
Falex; a wink in the eye of the eternity of being one of the 
Millennium People.  

‘But...’ 
Nick noticed the Goddess of Dreamers looking at him, her gentle 

smile guiding him.  
The Bloke stepped forward to take his place in the Circle of 

Moderation.  
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Chapter Nine 

Gritting her teeth Alf used a piece of broken glass to tear at the t-
shirt Ace had given her. A torch was sitting on the table (now turned 
the right way up), giving light to her activities. Her shoulder was 
causing her plenty of pain. Between that and her knee she didn’t 
much fancy her chances... But she had survived worse on that planet 
in the Settii cluster, and she would survive this.  

Once her arm was in a makeshift sling she gathered all her stuff 
together, stuffing her coat into the backpack. The sling relieved some 
of the pain, but not much. She slung the backpack over her good 
shoulder, picked up her torch, and began limping her way to the 
factory exit.  

The Doctor removed the bandage from his hand. The wound had 
taken far too long to heal, and he had no idea why. His regenerative 
powers should have closed the wound days ago, but instead it had 
taken a week. 

He was leading a small band of Kuang-Shi hentaners, as they took 
to calling themselves, away from the small village of Vrbové up 
towards the castle of Čachtice. He had left Ephan behind in 
Angleland, worrying about the effect all this killing was having on the 
boy. It had been almost two months now, and the Doctor had never 
seen such a natural born killer in a long time. No, he corrected 
himself, that was unfair. No one was born a killer – Ephan had more 
or less grown up with the fear of the Kuang-Shi looming over him, 
and thus his bloodlust for those creatures was understandable. 
Regardless, the Doctor did not care for it. 

It bothered him, but in some ways the Doctor felt he was 
responsible for all of this. If he had dealt with things on Cheng’s 
world, or Caul as he now knew it to be, then Styria would have 
remained safe, the world developing as nature had intended. He 
would not be here now, and he would have had to show these people 
how to kill so remorselessly, beginning with Ephan. 

He had to find a bloodless way to end things, and to that end he 
had tracked down the castle overlooking the town of Čachtice, the 
place that Dorothea had taken as her seat of power for the last 
decade. It was in there he hoped to find the solution to Styria’s 
vampire problem.  

‘Doctor!’ 
He looked up sharply. He had come to know that voice well since 

arriving in Magyarország. Mátyás Thurzó liked to talk. This worked 
quite well, since the Doctor had talked more than enough in the last 
two months since arriving on Styria, and was quite content to listen 
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to the large man. Mátyás was at the other end of a long stone 
corridor, his ear pressed against one wall.  

‘What is it?’ 
‘Come and listen,’ Mátyás said. ‘Some kind of scratching sound.’ 
The Doctor did as he was bid, and sure enough he could hear it, 

too. It was as he expected. The Doctor knew his Earth legends well 
enough, and too much was happening on Styria to be a coincidence. 
The players were different, more or less – he looked at Mátyás, with a 
knowing smile – but the events had a certain familiarity about them. 

‘Go and get the rest of your people. Looks like we’ve got a bit 
deconstruction work to do.’ 

At this Mátyás smiled. ‘Always happy to cause a bit of mayhem,’ he 
said, and walked off to gather the rest of the hentaners. 

They arrived in short order, pickaxes at the ready. The Doctor had 
not told them the objective of their journey to Čachtice, and he was 
expecting some kind of resistance when the truth came out, but 
Mátyás knew and was certain he could talk his people down. The 
Doctor wasn’t as sure, and had convinced Mátyás to hold off until 
they found what they were looking for. 

The castle was old and already crumbling, so it did not take long 
for Mátyás’ team to break through the wall.  

Before any could get a look, the Doctor forced his way past, 
ignoring the grumbles around him. Mátyás calmed them down, then 
peered in behind. 

‘Well?’ he asked. 
The Doctor nodded, looking deeper into the gloomy room. No 

windows, nothing but the stench of putrefying flesh and human 
waste. It was overpowering, causing the men behind them to shuffle 
back in disgust. The Doctor did his best to ignore the smell, instead 
he asked Mátyás for a torch. The big man handed one to him and the 
Doctor stepped through the newly formed hole. 

Sitting in the far corner of the room was the form of a man. Once 
so powerful and strong, the grey figure was now barely an emaciated 
husk, white eyes looking around blindly. 

‘Who is that?’ his voice croaked.  
The Doctor had never seen a vampire deprived of food before. It 

was not a pleasant sight. 
‘It’s me,’ he said softly, reaching out, ‘I have returned as you knew 

I would, Cheng.’ 
The old Kuang-Shi king grasped the Doctor’s hand in his. Stronger 

than he looked. ‘Doctor, at last! I need your help.’ 
‘Yes, and I need yours.’ 

Nicholas entered the factory and stopped.  
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‘She has gone.’  
He closed his eyes and focused his mind. Once a Kuang-Shi had 

tasted the blood of a person it was a simple matter to track them 
down again. It made for a more effective hunt. It took Nicholas a 
mere couple of seconds to feel Alf’s blood in the air.  

He turned and left the factory. 

It was time. And the Doctor was ready. Just one more obstacle. 
Always the same one, ever since he had returned from Magyarország. 

He was barely out of his hut for ten minutes when he was joined 
by Ephan. There was very little sign of the boy he had met three 
months ago. Now Ephan was a hardened, some might say bitter, 
fighter. His blonde hair was long (reminding the Doctor of Nick) and 
dirty. A long scar ran up his left arm. Around his torso Ephan wore a 
belt to which was hooked several sharp stakes and a sword. The 
Doctor nodded.  

‘Doctor, why are you dressed like that?’  
The Doctor looked down at his attire. ‘Why shouldn’t I be, they 

are my clothes.’  
‘But you have been dressed like the people of Styria for months 

now. I thought you had decided to remain with us forever.’  
The Doctor looked in Ephan’s eyes. That was the worst change as 

far as the Doctor was concerned. Ephan’s eyes were cold most of the 
time, the cold eyes of a zealot. The Doctor understood that the loss 
of Jaims had hit Ephan hard, but it was not enough to account for 
the change.  

‘No, Ephan. As I have told you many times before I have friends 
who need my help.’  

Ephan had never understood that. ‘But those friends were in 
trouble from Bradley and Nicholas. It has been three months, 
Doctor, they would have finished your friends off by now.’  

The Doctor narrowed his eyes and grabbed Ephan roughly by the 
arm. ‘You don’t understand, you never could. Temporal mechanics 
are a little beyond a barbarian like you.’ He let Ephan go, realising he 
didn’t much care for the company. ‘I will return in time to help them. 
First of all, though, I intend to rectify a mistake I made some time 
ago.’ 

‘With the White King helping us?’ Ephan shook his head. It was an 
old argument, one he had with many, but none more so than Ephan. 
‘He is responsible for all this.’ 

‘Yes, and now he’s going to fix it. He is strong enough now, and 
together we will take care of Dorothea, put an end to this savagery.’ 

‘All Kuang-Shi should die!’ 
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The Doctor lowered his head. ‘No, that is no longer an option. 
You must find a way to live in peace.’ 

‘The only peace will be when all Kuang-Shi are dead,’ Ephan said, 
and walked off. 

The Doctor watched him. No, there would be another way. 
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Chapter Ten 
  

Alf stopped outside White City underground station and took a deep 
breath. She was having some trouble breathing. Her vision began to 
blur and she reached out to a wall to steady herself. She let out a gasp 
of pain as her broken shoulder took the brunt of her weight. Quickly 
turning around Alf collapsed against the brick wall.  

For a few moments she remained where she was, leaning against 
the wall, taking in the sights and sounds of Wood Lane. On the other 
side of the wall behind her she could hear the sound of a train leaving 
the station and entering the tunnels below. In front of her she 
watched vehicles as they drove past. All that coupled with the lights 
from the BBC Television Centre on the other side of the road was 
not doing her head any favours. She had to narrow her eyes to stop 
her head from spinning.  

Alf realised she was going into shock. She shook her head. I really 
don’t have time for this. She closed her mind and thought of the 
breathing exercises she had downloaded from the experiential 
memory transfer grid. She wished she had had more time to practice 
them, but life had got very busy for her in the twenty-sixth century, 
very quickly. Now was as good a time as any.  

Nicholas jumped over the wall and came to land softly on the other 
side. His senses were finely attuned to Alf’s bio-rhythms. The extra 
blood from his most recent victim was heightening those senses.  

He turned to the right and saw her. Despite the darkness and the 
distance Nicholas could see Alf as clearly as if he she were next to 
him.  

Nicholas smiled and whispered; ‘Alf, you can’t get away from me.’  

‘What?’  
Alf opened her eyes and looked around. People continued to walk 

past, ignoring her.  
I’m coming for you.  
The same voice.  
This time Alf recognised it as Nicholas’. She turned to her left and 

looked down Wood Lane. There was a single figure walking in her 
direction. And moving at quite a speed. Alf did not need to be a 
genius to work out who it was.  

‘Sod you,’ she said between gaps of breath as she returned her full 
weight to her legs. With a gasp of pain, she turned and headed off 
towards White City.  

The wooden door creaked under the pressure. Two Kuang-Shi stood 
in front of it, ready to defend the castle from the invaders. They had 
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heard of the rumblings from nearby Larkowl, but the countess had 
seemed unconcerned. Indeed she had emptied Middleseaxan Castle 
of all but the bare minimum of Kuang-Shi. Still, they did not expect 
the avalanche of people that came once the door caved in. Some 
twenty-five people surged through the door, the initial wave taking 
care of the two Kuang-Shi. One crumpled to dust after being staked 
through the heart while the second was neatly beheaded. The people 
surged forward, chanting aloud. Once the hallway was clear the 
Doctor stepped carefully through the doorway, Cheng beside him. 
He looked down at the dusty remains of the vampires then down the 
hallway and shook his head.  

‘Casualties, Doctor, are to be expected,’ Cheng said, ‘we knew this 
was to be. We will not find peace with those closest to Dorothea still 
alive.’ 

‘I know, but I don’t have to like it. These people, though, and they 
were once people...’ 

‘As was I once.’ Cheng lifted his head, narrowing his eyes in 
determination. ‘Things change, even Kuang-Shi. For hundreds of 
years the Kuang-Shi and the humans lived side by side, peacefully, 
almost symbiotically. We must make it so again.’ 

The Doctor knew Cheng spoke the truth. That was why he had 
travelled to Magyarország a month ago. It was not a perfect solution, 
but there were too many Kuang-Shi on Styria for there ever to be a 
perfect solution. All they could hope to do was to restore the status 
quo that Dorothea had shattered. 

 Alf ran onto South Africa Road. She had briefly considered trying to 
break into the Territorial Army Centre and stealing some weapons to 
fight Nicholas, but upon reflection figured it would take too long. To 
her left was the White City estate, while on her right was Greyhound 
Park. Before her, on South Africa Road, were loads of caravans. She 
didn’t much care for the travellers, but she had no desire to lead a 
vampire into their midst. Neither did she intend to take Nicholas into 
such a busy place as the estate.  

She turned to the fence surrounding the overgrown park, and 
climbed through the gap.  

Nicholas leaped over the fence and landed in the long grass. He could 
see Alf at the other side of the park trying her best to remain hidden. 
He smiled. The woman was too weak and too wounded to be of 
much entertainment. Better to get it over and done with.  

The Doctor and Cheng entered the banquet hall to find Dorothea 
sitting at the table. She looked up and smiled.  
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‘I just had to know if the rumours were true,’ she said, looking at 
Cheng. ‘So I made the way clear for you.’ 

‘It’s not like you to know when you’re defeated.’ 
‘She doesn’t think she is,’ the Doctor pointed out.  
Dorothea raised an eyebrow. ‘I see you understand me.’ 
The Doctor shrugged. ‘You planned for a long time to remove 

Cheng; this is not a position you will give up easily.’ 
Dorothea stood up, and spread her arms wide. ‘Wrong. I 

surrender.’ 

Ephan felt cheated. They had killed all the Kuang-Shi in the castle; all 
ten of them. As battles went it was hardly worth it. 

He looked around at his fellows. 
‘What is this?’ asked Maximillian. 
‘I do not know,’ Ephan said. ‘Spread out and make sure the castle 

is secure.’ 
Maximillian and the other began to move out, but he stopped and 

looked back at Ephan. ‘What about you?’ 
‘I’m going to make sure no Kuang-Shi leaves, and that includes 

Cheng.’ 

The Doctor clapped his hands. ‘Very well played,’ he said, and it was. 
Offered a chance of rehabilitation, Cheng had to take it. He looked at 
Cheng. ‘You tried before.’ 

‘Yes, Doctor, I did.’ Cheng shook his head and began to cross the 
hall. He looked at Dorothea. ‘But I got it wrong last time. What the 
countess needs is a time of reflection. Like I had,’ he added and 
moved swiftly. Before either the Doctor or Dorothea could move, 
Cheng had her by the throat. ‘I should thank you for that,’ he said, 
pulling her closer to him, ‘all that time to reflect.’ 

Dorothea smiled despite her discomfort. ‘It was a pleasure.’ 
‘I imagine it was, and I shall return that favour. I survived, 

Nicholas survived. But will you?’ Cheng glanced over at the Doctor. 
‘What do you think? How long can a Kuang-Shi survive without 
blood?’ 

The Doctor did not like this. He was so sure that freeing Cheng 
was the only way, but now... the fury in the vampire’s eyes. Killing 
Dorothea, removing the threat, should be done swiftly. Cleanly. What 
Cheng was proposing was cruel. 

He was all set to explain this, but the words had no opportunity to 
be formed. Dorothea moved fast. She ripped Cheng’s hand from 
around her throat and cast him across the hall. Cheng’s body crashed 
into the stone wall, the stones crumbling beneath the impact. The 
Doctor watched Cheng slide to the floor, unconscious. They had 
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thought him strong enough now, but it seemed a month had not 
been enough time. 

He looked back to Dorothea, who was launching herself at him. 
He stepped back. 
A body, head down, rammed into Dorothea. For a moment 

Dorothea look up from the floor in surprise. The young man didn’t 
take his eyes off her, a wooden stake held firmly in his hand. 

‘Ephan,’ the Doctor whispered. 
‘This is for my dad,’ Ephan said, and drove the stake down. 
Dorothea was on her feet and swiped the stake from him.  
‘I remember you. You were to be our celebration for the Doctor’s 

awakening. I do so hate to be let down.’ She flung a hand out to grab 
Ephan only to find a sharp knife cut straight through it. Dorothea 
held her hand out in front of her and looked curiously at the knife. 
‘Do you think such a thing can stop me?’  

‘No,’ Cheng said from behind the Doctor. ‘But it gave me enough 
time to recover.’ 

‘I didn’t do it for you,’ Ephan snarled. ‘You’re all monsters, you all 
need to die.’ 

Cheng passed the Doctor, and looked at him. ‘The boy is right.’ He 
frowned. ‘What is that glow?’ 

The Doctor blinked. Yes, he could feel it. He pulled out the time 
amulet. The sapphire light at its centre was pulsing, reaching out to 
the other parts of itself. 

Once again Cheng shrugged. ‘Thank you for your help, Doctor, 
but this is the end,’ he said, and turned to Dorothea and Ephan. ‘For 
all of us.’ 

The last thing the Doctor saw before the hall dissolved around him 
was Cheng gutting Ephan with one hand while, with the other, he 
swept up Ephan’s stake and rammed it into Dorothea’s heart. 

The Garden of Moderation evaporated around the Bloke. He was 
standing in nothingness. A white empty nothingness. There was a 
figure in front of him. Some kind of a mannequin. The limbs were at 
odd angles, making it look like some grotesque statue. Its featureless 
head turned.  

‘Tick,’ it said. ‘Tock.’  
The Bloke shook his head in the hope that it would clear the image 

before him. ‘What are you?’  
It waved one of its disjointed limbs and the Bloke staggered 

backwards.  
He held on to his head. ‘What are you doing?’ It felt as if some box 

was forming around his memories, shutting them out from the rest of 
his mind. Bit by bit his life with the Millennium People was being 
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closed off to him. All he could remember was his life with the 
Doctor, Falex and Alf.  

Nick fell to the floor and rubbed the implants in his legs. ‘No, why 
have you given me these again?’  

With a pop Nick vanished completely. 
‘Tock,’ the Dommervoy said. 

Nicholas fell into the wooden fence, snapping the wood and 
splashing into the pond below. He looked up at Alf. She stood there, 
looking down at him as if he was a piece of rubbish. In her hand she 
held a piece of the wooden fence.  

‘You are stronger than I realised,’ he said laughing. He began to get 
to his feet.  

‘You’d better believe it.’ Ignoring the pain in her shoulder Alf 
swung the wood, knocking Nicholas back into the water. While he 
was stunned, Alf lifted the sharp piece of wood and slammed it down 
into Nicholas’ chest. It tore through the skin, ripping through the rib 
cage. Nicholas tried to cry out but all that came from his mouth was 
blood. ‘Hurts, doesn’t it? Vampire bodies are quite fragile things 
really, aren’t they?’  

Nicholas coughed. ‘What is this? This should not ever hurt me...’ 
He spat the blood out of his mouth. ‘It’s this world, it must be! I 
survived years of torture from you... You cannot kill me!’ 

‘It wasn’t me!’ Alf yelled, tears brimming in her eyes. ‘Why can’t 
you understand that? It wasn’t me.’  

She turned to her backpack and pulled out a box of matches. Alf 
looked from the little box to Nicholas.  

With a sniff, she said, ‘It wasn’t me.’  
One by one she lit the matches on dropped them onto Nicholas’ 

body.  
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Epilogue 
 

Nick returned to Highgate Cemetery the next morning after having 
spent the night trying to work out what had happened to him. He 
remembered every bit of his encounter with Bradley, up to and 
including the involvement of the Millennium Bitch. Then there was a 
huge gap in his memory.  

Nick did not know how he knew that, he just did. He had a 
suspicion that the Bitch had taken him back to Forum World. If that 
was so then what had happened to him there that would cause him to 
have a block on his memory?  

After spending the night thinking about it Nick realised that he 
might never learn the answer to that question. All he knew was that 
he came to outside the coffee shop. He had looked through the 
windows and saw the damage done by his encounter with Bradley. Of 
Bradley there was no sign, and Nick was in no rush to look for him 
again. There were notices on the door claiming that the shop was 
now an ‘official UNIT investigation site’. 

He entered the Lebanon Circle and looked around. There was no 
sign of the portal by the cedar tree, and no sign of the Doctor. Nick 
hoped the Doctor was all right - he remembered learning that Bradley 
had sent the Doctor into a trap.  

Nick elected to wait for a while. Something told him that the 
Doctor would find a way back, as would Alf.  

At least he had some idea of where the Doctor was, but with Alf 
he had no idea. He decided to hope for the best and settled himself 
with the thought that Alf had discovered all kinds of things about her 
past.  

Nick was still sitting with his back to the cedar tree when Alf 
walked through the gap between the bushes and the catacombs. Nick 
got to his feet quickly when he saw the state of her. She was wearing 
her long black leather coat, although it was hung over her right 
shoulder, covering what looked like a sling. She stopped and looked 
at him. Her eyes were haunted by something.  

‘What the hell has happened to you?’ Nick asked, as he approached 
her and took in the wound on her face.  

Alf just stared at him, as if unsure of something. ‘Nick?’ she asked.  
‘Obviously.’  
For a moment she continued to look at him. ‘Right,’ she said 

slowly. 
Nick felt compelled to embrace her, such was the pain in her eyes. 

But she pulled back from him. 
‘What is it?’ he asked. 
Alf never got to answer, if, indeed, she was going to do so. 
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The air crackled around them. With a strange wheezing sound the 
Doctor appeared from nothing. 

‘Nick!’ he said, his face beaming, then his eyes settled on Alf. 
‘Hey, Doc,’ she said. 
 He rushed forward and gathered both of them up in his large 

arms. ‘It is so good to see you,’ he said jubilantly, and released them. 
‘Have you seen anything of Bradley or Nicholas?’ 

Alf narrowed her eyes and looked away. Nick wasn’t sure but he 
felt her anger... directed at him. ‘Nicholas is gone,’ she said. 

‘Hang on... What? Nicholas?’ 
Alf shook her head. ‘I’ll explain later. Just get me back to Alpha 

Centauri so I can get my shoulder fixed.’  
The Doctor nodded. ‘Yes, that is a very good idea.’ He turned to 

Nick. ‘What happened to Bradley?’  
Nick was still looking at Alf. He tore his look back to the Doctor. 

‘I’m not entirely sure. I remember him attacking me and then...’  
Alf cut in violently. ‘Look, can we just get away from this damn 

time?’ The Doctor and Nick turned to her, questioning looks on their 
faces. She raised her left hand. ‘I will explain what happened later. 
But right now I just want to get as far away from here as possible.’  

The Doctor cleared his throat. ‘Um, okay then.’ He forced a smile. 
‘Give me your hands.’ Nick clasped the Doctor’s right hand and took 
Alf’s left. Gingerly Alf removed her right arm from the sling, gritting 
her teeth at the pain, and took the Doctor’s left hand. ‘Let’s go then.’  

He stood, shrouded by the trees, and watched the three of them 
disappear. He smiled. 

‘Yes,’ Bradley said, hearing the voice in his head once again. He 
still didn’t quite understand it, but he knew what he had to do. ‘I will 
do as you bid, Ashgotoroth.’  

He could not deny the voice of God. 
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Nick, the Doctor and Alf by NA Parry 
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Author’s Note 
For long time fans of Legacy this book may come as something of a 
surprise. In the re-read it occurred to me that much of the original 
version written back in 2002 didn’t hold up to much scrutiny – too 
many coincidences and not enough logical reasoning behind the 
appearance of Bradley and, especially, Nicholas – who had no reason 
to be on an alternative version of Earth (not being human, after all). 
Hopefully it all makes sense now. Plus, a proper role for Countess 
Dorothea... As Ace would say, wicked! 
 

Andy Frankham-Allen, 
Cardiff, 8th February 2013 
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THE MIRROR AND THE POMEGRANATE 
By Greg Miller & Sally Wiget 
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Prologue 

‘On the contrary, Aunt Augusta, I’ve now realised for the first time in 
my life the vital Importance of Being Earnest.’ 

As he spoke these words, Jack Worthing turned slightly away from 
the people with whom he was speaking and opened out to the fourth 
wall of the drawing room. A brief pause, and then…  

The theatre exploded with applause. A big, bearded man was the 
first to his feet, with the majority of the crowd following almost 
immediately. It was a sea of white faces and green carnations rising 
on a sudden black wave.  

One of the few not to join the standing ovation was a young 
woman, a brunette, who sat two seats away from the bearded man. 
She looked uncomfortable, possibly because of the tuxedo she wore 
(it had certainly caused discomfort for other theatregoers), possibly 
because of where she was.  

The young blond between the two paused in his clapping to look 
down at her. He raised his eyebrows and lifted his chin in a ‘come on’ 
way, but she shook her head and shrugged herself deeper into her 
seat. The man tilted his head, smiled lopsidedly at her, and turned to 
the third in their trio, the bearded man. Whatever words passed 
between the two were lost in the thunderous celebration of the play 
they had just watched.  

Just when it seemed the applause couldn’t get any louder, from 
behind the now-closed curtains stepped a large man, dressed in the 
black tuxedo and the green carnation buttonhole that was common 
amongst the audience. He smiled, tossing his leonine brown hair and 
raising his hand, a lit cigarette burning in it, for quiet. The audience 
responded by redoubling their appreciation.  

Amidst this tumultuous outpouring, the young blond suddenly 
bent over, grasping his right leg, a pained expression on his face. This 
was enough to bring the woman to her feet, and she helped him past 
the other theatre patrons toward the entrance. The bearded man 
followed, and together they assisted the young man outside.  

Behind them, the audience had finally quietened and the man on 
the stage was speaking in a rich, mellifluous voice. The doors of the 
theatre held in his words, but the rich tone could not be contained.  

‘Damn these implants!’  
Outside the theatre, Nick was leaning his back against the wall and 

pounding his fist against his right leg. His eyes had that shining 
quality common to someone holding back tears. The Doctor and Alf 
looked on helplessly.  
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After about a minute, he visibly relaxed and slumped against the 
wall, shaking his head and standing upright again.  

‘You’d of thought that with all their technology the Martians could 
have built something that worked!’ He looked up at his companions, 
his eyes clearing. ‘Sure the Draconians tried to fix them, but… I 
mean if I stand up for too long, it hurts. If I sit down for too long, it 
hurts. Too hot, too cold…’ he gestured around the snowy street, 
‘running or just standing still, these bloody things use any excuse to 
give me grief. I can’t even rely on them to hurt consistently! Damn 
Xzaar, and damn…’ Looking sheepish and lowering his voice, he 
added, ‘Sorry to interrupt your show.’  

‘No great loss,’ Alf replied.  
‘“No great loss”?’ bellowed the Doctor, plainly scandalised. ‘We’ve 

just been to the premiere of one of the greatest comedy of manners 
on this or any other planet, and you say “no great loss” about missing 
the author’s address to the audience! Still, even that’s not worth 
keeping you in a position that causes you pain,’ the Doctor added as 
he turned back to Nick.  

‘And you can always come and watch it any time you like,’ added 
Alf, fishing out her red-bronze time amulet from inside the collar of 
her shirt. She paused for effect. ‘So, here we are in London at the end 
of the nineteenth century…’  

‘Fourteenth of February 1895, to be precise. A Thursday,’ 
interrupted the Doctor.  

‘…to watch a play about a lot of stuck-up rich people with too 
much time on their hands. It’s not exactly my idea of a fun night 
out.’  

‘Really? I think it’s the mutt’s nuts,’ said Nick. ‘He’s got a way with 
words, whoever wrote it.’  

‘The author is Oscar Fingal O’Flahertie Wills Wilde. And he is the 
reason we are here. Let’s get off the main road and I’ll tell you more.’ 
The Doctor headed down a side alley.  

Nick began to follow him, but Alf called him back. ‘Did you hear 
what the date was?’ she asked. Noting Nick’s blank look, she 
continued with a grin, ‘Happy Valentine’s Day, dummy!’  

‘Oh…yeah.’  
Nick reached for Alf’s hand, smiling sheepishly, but she stepped 

back, a brief look of fear crossing her face. She reached up and 
touched the scar on her left cheek, then shook her head as though to 
clear it. She gave him an apologetic half-smile, and said, ‘C’mon, let’s 
catch him up.’  

He almost called her back to speak with her, but then decided to 
let her sort things out in her own time. Even after a week back on 
Alpha Centauri she had been unwilling to explain what had happened 
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to her in 1986 London—but whatever it was had been enough to 
brake her right collar bone and shatter one of her knees. Both were 
fixed now thanks to advanced Federation medicine, but the 
emotional scars… The Doctor had told him about a kuang-shi 
version of him called Nicholas that had ended up in London, and 
Nick wasn’t dumb enough that he couldn’t put the two together. All 
he could do was give Alf time, as the Doctor had advised, although 
every instinct in him was fighting against it. 

He shook his head sadly, and followed Alf. 
As they rounded the corner, they were surprised to see the Doctor 

holding a large bouquet of…vegetables? From the liberal sprinkling 
of snow within the withered bundle, they could safely assume it had 
been outside in the winter streets for some time now.  

‘It appears my warning to the theatre management was heeded, 
and the Marques of Queensberry’s attempt to embarrass Wilde was 
thwarted,’ stated the Doctor rather smugly, tossing the bundle of 
turnips, beets and carrots to Alf, who deftly caught them.  

The Doctor then reached into his pocket and extracted a small 
pamphlet, browned and crinkled with age. He tapped it against his 
hand as he waited for his two companions to come closer. ‘I found 
this amongst some of the artefacts that were waiting to be catalogued 
at the shop.’ He handed the pamphlet to Nick, who started to read it. 
Alf peered over Nick’s shoulder to avoid waiting, discarding the 
vegetable bouquet over her shoulder.  

‘I’m not sure I get this,’ said Nick. ‘It’s full of “the corruption of 
youth” and “the sins of the Cities of the Plains”, whatever they are. 
Whoever wrote it doesn’t seem to get to the point.’  

‘It’s having a go at Oscar Wilde because he’s gay,’ explained Alf, 
‘and encouraging all right-minded Christians to treat him like shit. 
Charming!’  

‘Nice try, Alf, but your grasp of the current vernacular is somewhat 
lacking. At this point in time “gay” is a slang term with a different 
meaning, such that someone who is “living the gay life” would be 
living off immoral earnings.’ As always when lecturing, the Doctor’s 
face and hands became animated. Both Nick and Alf, used to this, 
relaxed and waited for the Doctor to get to the point.  

‘In fact, the word “homosexual” didn’t exist until 1869, when it 
was used in an anonymous German pamphlet. It entered the English 
language in 1892, but has very little usage at this point in time. While 
it is Wilde’s sexual proclivities that will shortly cause his downfall, the 
way you are approaching the issue is anachronistic, about seventy-five 
years ahead of its time.  



 

  89 

‘In any case, you two don’t seem to have spotted the most 
important facet of that pamphlet. On the back, Nick, what does it tell 
us about the publisher?’  

‘Let’s see… It says it’s a private publication of the Reverend Dr 
Chasuble, and printed in 1900. There’s an address in Paris.’  

‘And what do we know about Dr Chasuble?’ prompted the 
Doctor.  

‘That he doesn’t like Oscar Wilde?’ asked Alf, her face betraying 
boredom with the Doctor’s game.  

‘His name is familiar,’ replied Nick, looking skywards in a vain 
hope of inspiration.  

‘His name should be familiar. We just made his acquaintance in the 
theatre.’  

‘He was one of the characters in the play!’ Nick announced, 
pleased with himself.  

‘Exactly. An entirely fictional character, writing a pamphlet 
attacking his own creator. There is something happening here which 
may pose a threat to the nature of reality.’  

‘So, next stop, Paris?’ asked Alf.  
‘Indeed. I believe it will be a very pleasant summer in 1900.’ 
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Chapter One 

Although the curtains were drawn, a little sunlight crept around their 
edges and through the threadbare patches of  fabric to partially 
illuminate the small room.  

In one corner a bed had been roughly made, its counterpane 
rumpled, but it was not from here that the sounds of  an uneasy 
slumber emanated.  

On the chaise longue near the bookshelf, a corpulent figure 
coughed briefly and turned, a magazine falling to the floor. He 
dragged up higher the shawl that partially covered him.  

Oscar Wilde drifted in that grey area between sleep and 
wakefulness.  

He thought he looked into an ornate, gilt-framed mirror and the 
Oscar in the mirror looked right back at him. ‘Someone is coming,’ 
the reflection said.  

‘Is it Robbie?’ asked Oscar. ‘He’s been gone so long! He said he’d 
be back days ago.’  

‘No, it isn’t Robbie Ross. It is someone else, someone who will 
prevent you from resuming your writing. Beware his influence upon 
you.’  

‘I find no joy in writing, and there is nothing that would inspire me 
to take up the pen once more. No one but I myself  restrains me from 
writing.’  

‘But together, Oscar, together we can unwrite the history of  our 
life from the triumph of  Earnest to now, rewrite it as the life we so 
richly deserve! But you must keep true to our plan.’  

Oscar suddenly grabbed at his right ear, rolling over on the couch. 
A familiar piercing crescendo of  pain. It ceased as suddenly as it 
started. Sitting up, he held the hand he’d cupped to his ear before his 
face. In it was a dirty brown fluid, a discharge from his ear—what his 
father would have called an otorrhoea. It would have been a blessing 
if  his father could be here now to attend to his ear. Or even better, 
years before in Wandsworth when the infection first occurred, but Sir 
William had been dead and buried many years even then.  

There was nothing else for it. Time to rise, even though it seemed 
to be barely noon. Champagne was required. The bubbles would 
buoy his spirit and, if  he consumed enough, it would produce a state 
resembling drunkenness, deadening the pain. And that was all he 
could hope for these days.  

‘Are you sure you know how to make these amulets work?’ Alf  asked 
after wandering the streets of  Paris for fifteen minutes. Nick glanced 
at her, recognising the impatient scowl on her face.  
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‘Of  course I do!’ the Doctor blustered as he cleared a path through 
the boulevard for his two smaller companions. ‘I’ve told you already, 
Alf, I wasn’t sure of  the exact co-ordinates of  the Hotel d’Alsace, and I 
didn’t have time to work them out. We’re in the area, St-Germain-des-
Prés, I promise.’  

Nick snagged Alf ’s coat sleeve, holding her back before she could 
march after the Doctor. ‘C’mon, Alf,’ he encouraged, ‘enjoy the 
atmosphere. This place is bloody fantastic!’  

Alf  shrugged herself  out of  his light grasp. ‘I’d rather get it over 
with and find out if  Wilde knows anything, thank you.’  

Nick paused to look around one more time. There was a carnival 
atmosphere, with men and women loitering, laughing, and the air 
pungent with smells of  food and humanity. He grinned, looking at a 
group of  young men with canes gathering together in an idle group, 
catching a glimpse of  another group of  young people chatting at an 
outdoor café, seeing a young man and woman walking hand-in-hand 
and a flower seller accosting them.  

‘Nick!’ The Doctor stood in the middle of  the street, causing an 
angry carriage driver or two to swear at him. ‘Are you coming or 
not?’  

‘Coming!’ Nick called back, striding toward his companions.  
The Doctor gave his friend a concerned look. ‘Are your implants 

bothering you again?’ he asked in a low voice, stepping closer.  
‘Not so much,’ Nick replied. ‘I was just taking a look.’  
The Doctor grinned. ‘Nothing wrong with that,’ he boomed. ‘Paris 

is a wonderful city! But we really should get a move on. Ahh…’ The 
Doctor’s eyes lit up and he abruptly swung down another street, 
leaving the other two behind. ‘This way!’ he called.  

‘Never a dull moment,’ Alf  snorted.  
Nick shrugged, grinning. ‘Wouldn’t have it any other way.’  
‘Yeah, but I don’t want to lose him,’ the ever-practical young 

woman said. ‘We’d better hurry or we’ll never find him in this mess.’  
‘I wouldn’t call it a mess,’ Nick protested, jogging to catch up with 

her. ‘It’s chaotic, yeah, but…’ He listened again to the white noise of  
people’s voices and horse hooves, taking in the colourful and odd-
looking clothes of  the time, women in trailing skirts and elaborate 
hats, men in short coats and striped trousers.  

‘It’s a mess,’ Alf  retorted, ‘and it stinks. I can’t believe--’  
‘Hey, look,’ Nick cut across her, pointing. The Doctor wasn’t as far 

ahead of  them as he’d expected; he was standing in front of  another 
café, talking with a pretty young woman. ‘The Doctor’s made a 
friend.’  
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They joined the Doctor. Nick immediately noted the troubled 
crease of  the older man’s brow and frowned himself, swinging around 
to give the stranger a closer look.  

She was small, with blonde hair and blue eyes and dressed in a 
smart little blue dress that even Nick could tell wasn’t the same 
fashion as the other clothes surrounding him. She looked up at Nick 
and Alf  with sweet eyes and didn’t even blink at Alf ’s tuxedo. ‘Hello,’ 
she said in a startling American accent.  

‘Nick, Alf, I’d like you to meet Miss Virginia Otis,’ the Doctor said 
in a rather peculiar tone of  voice. ‘Miss Otis, these are my friends.’  

‘Perhaps you can help me?’ The friendly smile on her lips never 
reached her eyes, leaving her oddly cold and distant. ‘I’ve lost my 
family somewhere around here. We were supposed to be dining at 
this café, I thought. Perhaps you know if  there’s another one with a 
similar name?’ Her words were stilted and unnatural, as if  she’d never 
spoken before.  

Alf  had a set look to her face and refused to answer; Nick knew 
that meant she didn’t trust this girl. He himself  felt strangely 
unsettled by her presence—it was as if  there was something vital 
missing about her. Like a personality. Or a heartbeat. ‘I’m sorry,’ he 
said. ‘We’re kinda lost ourselves.’  

The Doctor was still scrutinising the girl. ‘I’m sure your family will 
arrive soon,’ he said. ‘But we really must be leaving.’  

‘Doctor, shouldn’t we stick with her?’ Nick felt constrained to ask. 
He knew it could be disorienting to be alone in a strange city. ‘Just till 
her mum or dad shows up?’  

‘You’ll be fine, won’t you?’ The Doctor spoke directly to Virginia.  
‘Oh, sir, I wouldn’t like to be left alone,’ she replied plaintively. ‘I 

don’t speak any French at all! Oh wait…’ She was looking around the 
Doctor’s bulk with the appearance of  alertness, even though there 
was still that deadened look to her eyes. She met the Doctor’s eye 
again with her unconvincing smile. ‘I see my father. Please excuse 
me.’ She gracefully slipped away from them, disappearing into the 
crowds.  

Nick, Alf, and the Doctor stared at each other for a moment. 
‘Doctor?’ Nick asked. ‘What the hell was that all about?’  

‘Miss Virginia Otis,’ replied the Doctor, ‘is the name of  a character 
from one of  Oscar Wilde’s short stories. The Canterville Ghost.’  

‘Are you sure?’ Alf  replied sharply. She was still holding herself  
stiffly; something about the meeting appeared to have deeply freaked 
her out, though Nick wasn’t sure what. ‘Maybe Virginia Otis is a 
common American name.’  
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‘Somehow I doubt it,’ the Doctor replied. ‘Don’t you? Come along; 
this meeting only proves we must speak with the author himself. 
Almost there.’  

Nick and Alf  sighed, almost running to catch up with the Doctor 
as he again strode off  without waiting for them.  

‘Hello,’ the Doctor beamed at the concierge of  the Hotel d’Alsace. 
‘May we see Sebastian Melmoth please?’ He handed the other man a 
small card. The concierge ducked away and the Doctor turned back 
to his companions.  

‘Sebastian Melmoth?’ Nick asked.  
‘Oscar’s pseudonym,’ the Doctor explained. ‘His own name is too 

notorious by now; this is after he’s been released from gaol, 
remember. Sebastian was a martyred saint in the third century AD; he 
became a soldier in order to alleviate the suffering of  captured 
Christians. Melmoth is the name of  a character created by one of  
Oscar’s ancestors, Charles Maturin, in the novel Melmoth the 
Wanderer—about a man cursed to walk the world alone and friendless. 
Oscar’s choice of  nom de guerre says a lot about his self-image. Ahh…’ 
The Doctor turned his grin on again as the proprietor of  the hotel 
came back down the stairs. ‘Is Mr Melmoth in?’  

‘He will see you sir,’ the Frenchman ducked his head once in reply 
before leading them up the shabby staircase to Wilde’s room.  

* 
Nick found himself  a tad nervous. It wasn’t often one met great 
historical figures (even if  one has never actually regarded them as 
great historical figures), and he really had enjoyed the play…last 
night, he supposed he could still technically say. He waited in the hall, 
wrinkling his nose at the musty smell, as the concierge knocked on 
the door.  

‘Monsieur Melmoth, the Doctor and—friends.’ The Parisian opened 
the door for them and waited by it patiently until all three were inside 
before slipping it shut behind them. Nick took the moment’s pause to 
look around the room.  

It was small, and cramped, and held that same musty smell as the 
rest of  the hotel. He noted the wallpaper particularly, which was 
horrendous. And then he took his first good look at Oscar Wilde.  

The man was sitting stiffly on a chaise longue, watching them 
unblinkingly through pale eyes. ‘How do you do?’ he said, standing up 
slowly and holding out his hand. He was so tall he almost seemed to 
tower over even the Doctor. ‘I suppose there is a particular reason 
you called upon me, sir?’  

‘I would naturally not bother you, Mr Wilde, unless it was a matter 
of  the utmost urgency,’ the Doctor replied gravely, shaking the 
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writer’s proffered hand. ‘I don’t suppose you can tell me why one of  
your own characters is writing libellous material about you, and why 
another is wandering the streets of  this city in search of  her family?’  

Oscar blinked, a shaken look crossing his face, and he turned away 
to a table of  drinks, a hand going involuntarily to his ear. Nick saw 
something brown and crusted dried there, and his sympathy increased 
for this man, who definitely held the air of  a fallen giant. ‘You are 
certainly straight to the point, Doctor,’ Oscar said, pouring himself  a 
glass of  champagne. He offered some to the others, but only Nick 
accepted. ‘Really, conversation has become so tedious these days. 
There was a time when one could talk for hours without ever saying 
anything useful.’ 

‘It was of  course your finest hour,’ the Doctor added with a small 
smile. Wilde smiled back appreciatively in reply before gesturing them 
to sit down.  

‘I’m almost glad you’ve come, sir,’ the writer said after they’d 
settled themselves. Nick watched Wilde pace the room with the drink 
in his hand.  

‘You were expecting me?’ the Doctor asked.  
‘Oh no. I was merely…hoping someone would be able to help me. 

Some rather odd things have been happening lately, as you pointed 
out.’ He laughed slightly, but Nick noticed it wasn’t a very happy 
laugh. ‘I had not heard about one of  my characters writing libellous 
material about me, however. Which one?’  

‘Canon Chasuble.’  
Wilde’s face tightened. ‘Oh. Of  course it would be a priest. Pity. I 

always rather liked him.’  
‘You’ve noticed unusual events, you said?’ the Doctor asked. ‘Such 

as?’  
‘There is this for one thing.’ Oscar stepped up to the small table 

between the bookshelf  and the chaise longue and gestured to a 
portrait there of  himself, framed in something gilded and 
extravagant.  

‘What’s wrong with it?’ Nick asked. ‘When was this done?’ he 
added curiously, standing up in order to give the painting a closer 
look.  

‘I’m not entirely sure when it was painted,’ Wilde replied, watching 
Nick’s frowning scrutiny with a slight smile on his face, and the smile 
faded away. ‘But it is of  me before…’ Something flickered on his face 
but disappeared quickly. ‘…In 1895. And apparently it was done by 
Basil Hallward.’  

The Doctor’s head shot up at that, and he bounded up to look at 
the portrait himself. Alf  stayed slouching on the chaise longue, a 
bored look on her face. ‘And you became suspicious when you heard 
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the painter’s name?’ The Doctor divided a searching look between the 
real Wilde and the Wilde in the picture. He added to his companions, 
‘Nick, Alf, as you might have guessed, Basil Hallward is the name of  
another character created by Mr Wilde—from The Picture of  Dorian 
Gray.’  

‘I did become a little suspicious,’ Oscar admitted. ‘But I thought 
that perhaps he was paying me a compliment. I was flattered,’ he 
added with an ingenuous smile that made Nick grin back in 
understanding. When he looked at the painting again, though, his grin 
disappeared—the portrait showed a man in his prime, the man Nick 
had briefly glimpsed at the play last night, and looking at it made 
Nick feel sorry anew for Wilde in his present state, much paler and 
gaunt by comparison. ‘He was an odd sort of  chap, I thought, when 
he came round to present me with it. He seemed to be a particularly 
horrid actor struggling to remember his lines.’  

‘Sounds like the American,’ Alf  said from the couch, and Wilde 
looked over at her.  

‘American?’ he inquired.  
‘Virginia Otis,’ the Doctor replied, meeting Oscar’s gaze and 

nodding at the look of  comprehension he found there. ‘She’s right; 
your Basil does sound a lot like our Virginia. Tell me, Oscar, have you 
seen any more of  your characters wandering about?’  

Wilde frowned. ‘I thought I spied Lord Goring entering an art 
gallery once,’ he admitted, ‘but I was sure I was imagining things, that 
it was simply coincidence. Now, however…’  

‘I don’t suppose you’ve seen representations of  other authors’ 
characters wandering about Paris, have you?’ the Doctor went on.  

Wilde looked mildly offended. ‘Why would other authors’ 
characters be here? And why would I see them? I have simple 
pleasures, sir. I am satisfied only with the best.’  

Nick laughed. ‘And you’re the best?’ he asked the obvious 
question.  

‘Of  course,’ Wilde replied without a trace of  modesty. ‘No, 
Doctor, I’ve only come across my own characters.’  

‘Good,’ the Doctor said. ‘That at least limits things. Anything else 
that’s struck you as odd lately?’  

Wilde paused, and he seemed about to speak, but then he changed 
his mind and said carefully instead, ‘No, I think not, Doctor.’  

Alf  glanced up at that, giving the gentleman a hard stare. 
‘Nothing?’ she repeated. ‘You don’t sound so sure of  yourself.’  

Oscar favoured her with a frown. ‘I am quite sure,’ he replied 
rather coldly.  

‘Maybe you’ll think of  something,’ Nick jumped in, noting the bad-
tempered scowl brewing on Alf ’s face and wanting to deflect it. 
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‘Y’know, something you hadn’t thought was weird originally but you’ll 
change your mind when you remember it.’  

Wilde gladly switched his focus back to Nick. ‘Perhaps you’re right, 
Mr… I’m sorry, I don’t believe I caught your name.’  

Nick held out his hand. ‘Just call me Nick,’ he said. Oscar smiled 
back and shook the hand.  

‘Well,’ the Doctor said suddenly, startling the other three people in 
the room. ‘I think it is high time we started our investigation.’  

‘Your investigation?’ Wilde said. ‘So you do intend to find out the 
meaning behind these strange…occurrences?’  

‘Yes,’ the Doctor grinned, ‘I think I’m just the man for it. We 
already have a place to start—the address on the Reverend Chasuble’s 
pamphlet.’  

‘Very good,’ said Wilde with a relieved smile. ‘I was rather afraid I 
would have to look into this myself. Most men are forced to perform 
parts for which they have no qualifications; I am sure I would make a 
terrible investigator.’  

Nick found his gaze straying to Alf  (as it often did these days); as 
Oscar spoke, a startled look crossed her face, and she stared up at the 
Doctor as if  realising something. Nick frowned at her, wanting to ask 
what was wrong, but she didn’t meet his eye.  

Oscar held out his hand again. ‘I really must thank you, Doctor.’  
‘No trouble,’ the Doctor replied. ‘Nick, Alf, let’s get…no, wait. 

Nick, why don’t you stay with Oscar? As you say, he might think of  
something after we’re gone, and I’m sure he could do with the 
company.’  

‘It’s always a very great pleasure to have the company of  the 
young,’ Wilde interceded, turning back to Nick.  

‘I don’t mind,’ Nick agreed. ‘I’d like to talk with you anyway, Mr 
Wilde.’  

‘Ah, a compliment,’ Oscar grinned. ‘An acquaintance that begins 
with a compliment is sure to develop into a real friendship.’  

‘You don’t have any idea of  where to find this “Basil Hallward” by 
any chance?’ interrupted the Doctor.  

‘One moment.’ Oscar crossed the room to a desk and began 
rummaging around in one of  the drawers, finally holding up a small 
card. ‘The chap left this calling card.’ As he spoke, the writer returned 
to the Doctor and handed the card to him.  

‘Are we going then?’ Alf  asked impatiently. She had stood up when 
the Doctor had said her name, clearly ready to move out.  

The Doctor held the door open for her. ‘After you,’ he said. She 
gave him a sardonic look before striding out. The Doctor paused to 
look back at the writer before following. ‘No need to worry, Oscar. 
We’ll sort everything out.’  
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There was a pause after the others had gone, and then Nick looked 
up at Wilde. ‘Well,’ he said. ‘Now what do we do?’  

Oscar paused for a moment in thought, and then a smile broke 
across his face.  

‘I really don’t think this is a good idea.’  
Oscar Wilde locked the door to his hotel room and turned to face 

Nick. ‘I don’t see why not. Your Doctor friend wanted you to find 
out anything I might remember about these people claiming to be 
characters of  mine, but there is no need to do that in a small room 
when we have the whole City of  Light just outside! Besides, I know a 
charming little café close by.’ 

‘Well, I suppose so. I could mur…’ Nick paused, remembering 
what happened last time he’d said he could murder a drink and 
decided not to tempt fate. ‘I mean, a cup of  coffee would be…good.’  

Outside, it was a sunny afternoon. The sky was clear apart from some 
high, wispy clouds. A few people wandered languidly, seemingly with 
all the time in the world.  

A short walk from the Hotel d’Alsace, the pair sat at a small, open-
air table outside a café (‘À la belle étoile,’ insisted Oscar). The patron 
attended them, and soon two steaming coffees arrived, the rich smell 
dissipating into the Parisian air. Nick took a large mouthful of  his and 
swallowed manfully, and then opened his mouth and inhaled, waving 
his right hand at his scalded tongue. Oscar sipped lightly, smiling 
indulgently at his young companion’s antics.  

Nick wasn’t sure how to start a casual conversation with a famous 
dead author, and kicked himself  when he realised he was thinking 
that way. Oscar Wilde was still alive! ‘You’ll have to excuse me, Mr. 
Wilde…’  

‘Call me Oscar, dear boy, and I shall call you Nick. And you will 
always call me Oscar, won’t you?’  

‘Isn’t that a line from your play?’  
‘Ah, so you are familiar with Earnest, then? You show good taste, 

and I trust that you enjoyed it almost as much as I do myself. I had a 
feeling when I first saw you that we would become good friends, and 
my first impressions are never wrong!’ Noticing that Nick was 
fidgeting nervously, Oscar reached into his jacket pocket and 
extracted a silver case, which he deftly flipped open. ‘Cigarette?’  

Nick reached forward and took one. He’d had cravings for ciggies 
ever since he had become human, but had only taken up the habit 
after it appeared that the Doctor had died in the destruction of  Nova 
Mondas. ‘Ta. Yeah, we saw the play just before coming to Paris.’ He 
inhaled and frowned at the odd taste of  the tobacco, a bitter edge to 
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it that he had not previously encountered. He wondered whether the 
on-going cultivation of  tobacco would later remove this?  

‘Ah, it’s still in production?’ Nick decided against correcting Oscar, 
as he didn’t really know if  it was still in production this year or not. ‘It 
is a great pity that no one ever sees themselves clear to send me any 
royalties. Some ready money would be useful.’  

They sat for a while, and talked and smoked and drank coffee. 
Small birds flew overhead and perched on the rooftops, their songs 
trilling out and echoing away down the alleyways.  

Nick relaxed, feeling very comfortable and slightly euphoric. Must 
be the good company, or something in the Parisian air, he thought.  

‘And now,’ said the writer, ‘la Fée Verte.’  
‘The “green fairy”?’  
‘Indeed.’ The patron appeared again at Oscar’s shoulder, the 

fingers of  his left hand balancing a small tray holding two glasses, a 
jug of  water, a dish of  sugar cubes and a bottle. He set the tray upon 
the table and bowed himself  away, back into the café.  

Oscar poured a small shot of  a vibrant green liquid into each of  
the glasses, and balanced a slotted spoon over the first. Nick sniffed 
suspiciously, and breathed in a strong herbal scent with undertones 
of  bitterness. As he watched, Oscar placed a sugar cube on the spoon 
and slowly dripped water from the jug onto the cube. As the water 
ran into the glass, it mixed with the green liquid and the result was an 
opalescent green concoction. When the glass was nearly full, and the 
sugar cube almost dissolved, he passed the glass to Nick and repeated 
the procedure with the second glass.  

Oscar took the second glass in hand, and raised it in salute to Nick. 
‘To your very good health!’ he cried, and took a large draught from 
the glass. Nick, following on politely, also took a mouthful. The taste 
was like the smell, flowers and herbs, a strong taste of  anise, and a 
partially hidden bitter bite. When he looked into his glass, Nick found 
that the liquid seemed to have acquired an inner glow, and looking 
around the street he saw odd highlights, sparkles and flashes that he 
was sure hadn’t been there before. What was this stuff?  

Oscar saw his gaze return to the glass. ‘Coloured like a peridot, 
isn’t it? Imagine, drinking liquid gemstones in Paris! It’s almost 
magical, and one could almost believe tales of  characters leaving 
books to walk the real world, in a world such as this!’ 

Excerpt from Nick’s journal, published after his death and edited by Oolon 
Colluphid: 

It’s hard to describe what happened at and after the café with Oscar… 
Between the absinthe, which has hallucinogenic properties, and the opium-tainted 
cigarettes (yeah, I didn’t know about Oscar’s particular brand of ciggies till I read 
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a bio on him by a guy named Ellman—I guess it explains the funny taste I 
noticed), I’m surprised I can remember anything. But there are some bits and 
pieces that come back to me. Trying to start a conversation in execrable French 
with another customer at the café, for one thing, and staggering down the street 
with Oscar after he suggested we visit some place called the Moulin Rouge. And I 
remember…the city was alive. I could feel it living around me—the buildings and 
the streetlamps, the cobblestones, the statues and the fountains. The colours were 
brilliant, the most vibrant and penetrating I’ve ever seen, and there was such 
subtle shading—I knew the differences between maroon and scarlet, scarlet and 
crimson.  

Yeah. I’m still getting a bit carried away by it, and I barely remember 
anything! We ran into all sorts of people walking along the streets, and I stopped 
to talk with all of them. I was sure I sounded absolutely brilliant, spouting all 
kinds of lyrical poetry and stuff, but for the life of me I can’t remember any of it 
now. Oscar laughed at me, kept putting a hand on my back or my arm to keep 
me moving. Every touch with anyone sparked with electricity. I almost fancied I 
could read people’s minds; their facial expressions seemed open books to me, 
explaining their secrets to me, no matter how distorted the faces had become—too 
long and too thin to be human, sprouting an extra nose or a third eye… It didn’t 
matter; I still understood everything. That really should’ve told me something was 
off.  

And then we arrived. The Moulin Rouge was the early twentieth century 
equivalent to a dance hall, I think—a cabaret. The building was practically 
bursting with people, and it was loud with music and vibrant with dancing. I fell 
in love with the place the instant I was inside; Oscar was pleased when I told him 
that. And the music… I could have sworn that I was hearing songs that I’d 
heard on the radio in London, more than eighty years in the future, but of course 
that’s impossible.  

And then there was this crescendo, so that the music became overwhelming, and 
someone announced something about a woman named Satine. I looked up, because 
everyone else was looking up, and a woman on a trapeze appeared in the middle of 
the huge room. She was beautiful. She was divine. She was as sexy as hell. She 
sparkled, colours coalesced around her; when she smiled, the whole room 
brightened. And then suddenly…suddenly everything shifted, like the world threw 
a huge wobbly. And I didn’t quite feel myself any more. 

Excerpt Ends.  
* 

Somehow it seemed to Nick that he was at the bottom of a dark well. 
He knew he was being held here unjustly, for prophesying the future 
and particularly for speaking of the one who would come after him. 
Except, of course, Nick knew that he hadn’t been prophesying 
anything and that he hadn’t been held prisoner anywhere for weeks—
it was impossible! He’d just arrived in Paris! But he wasn’t in Paris 
any more…was he?  
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Above him were a small group of people—the Tetrarch Herod, 
who had ordered his imprisonment, and the woman Herod lusted 
after, the daughter of his wife and his brother, the beautiful Salomé. 
The woman whose advances that he, Jokanaan, had spurned.  

Jokanaan? No, no—he was…John the Baptist? No, John was 
simply another name for Jokanaan. No…he was Nick!  

Wasn’t he?  
Yes, he was Nick and he wasn’t down a cistern or well or 

whatever, he was just in a dark corner of the wonderfully gaudy 
nightclub. If he concentrated, he could see the dancers, the audience, 
he could see… The walls of the cistern. He had been imprisoned for 
weeks, starved and denied water. He was delirious, and that curséd 
daughter of Babylon, that Salomé, was trying to tempt him from the 
true path, the path of the Lord.  

Salomé’s voice called down, bristling with hate and lust combined, 
‘I will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan. I will kiss thy mouth.’  

Nick shook his head, trying to dislodge the thoughts of Jokanaan. 
Something very strange was going on. It had to have something to do 
with Oscar’s characters coming to life. Had he written about John the 
Baptist, Herod and Salomé? Alf would have said he should have done 
the research first.  

Outside the darkness, the woman Salomé—or was her name 
Satine?—fixed Oscar with a hard stare, and said, ‘I would that they 
presently bring me in a silver charger…’  

Oscar—or was he Herod?—laughed uproariously. ‘In a silver 
charger? Surely yes, in a silver charger. She is charming, is she not? 
What is it that thou wouldst have in a silver charger, O sweet and fair 
Salomé, thou that art fairer than all the daughters of Judaea? What 
wouldst thou have them bring thee in a silver charger? Tell me. 
Whatsoever it may be, thou shalt receive it. My treasures belong to 
thee. What is it that thou wouldst have, Salomé?’  

A triumphant smile spread across the woman’s face. ‘The head of 
Jokanaan!’  

Nick swallowed. That was his head they were talking about…  
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Chapter Two 

‘Is the Reverend Chasuble in, ma’am?’  
The Doctor and Alf  had started with the address given to them in 

the reverend’s pamphlet—the address of  the private publisher, it 
turned out, who had then directed them to this highly respectable 
boarding-house in the middle of  a highly respectable neighbourhood. 
The Doctor’s ring had been answered by a maid, who had then 
directed him and Alf  to the parlour, where they had been greeted by 
the proprietress of  the house, a forbidding old widowed lady dressed 
in black. She had instructed them to sit down and join her in drinking 
tea.  

‘It is with him we really wish to have our discussion,’ the Doctor 
continued in his most polite and solicitous tones. Alf  scowled at him, 
though he apparently chose to ignore it. She disliked it when he 
turned on the charm like that. It seemed dishonest.  

‘Dr Chasuble doesn’t take many visitors,’ the old lady replied. ‘He 
always asks that I look at them myself  before sending them up to his 
rooms.’  

‘Oh.’ The Doctor looked thoughtful at that, arousing Alf ’s 
suspicions, and she stared hard at the other woman, who in turn gave 
Alf  a long, hard, and disapproving glare of  her own. Alf  was 
admittedly starting to feel a little foolish in the tuxedo—at least she’d 
blended in a bit at the theatre, when all the guys were wearing them 
along with her—but she was damned if  she was going to let some 
little old biddy intimidate her. ‘I see,’ the Doctor continued hopefully, 
with another charming smile. ‘And are we acceptable?’  

It was the Doctor’s turn to be coldly eyed by the woman. 
‘I am not entirely sure, sir. Might I ask what this young lady—your 

ward, I presume?—is doing in that…outfit?’  
‘What does it matter?’ Alf  asked. ‘We’ve all gotta wear something, 

right? Or would you rather I went around naked?’  
The Doctor laid a restraining hand on her arm. ‘Alf, it’s all right,’ he 

said soothingly. She pulled away from his touch; she didn’t need to be 
restrained or soothed. She was in control. She just wasn’t so sure he 
was. He turned back to the old woman again with a smile. ‘You must 
excuse my ward, madam. The young are so headstrong, as I’m sure 
you well know, hardly being past the first blush of  youth yourself.’  

The woman thawed slightly at the compliment, and Alf  rolled her 
eyes, sitting back in her seat impatiently. She wanted to get on with it; 
the reverend and whatever answers he might have were practically in 
sight and instead they sat down here, buttering up some old cow. If  
the Doctor didn’t get moving, she thought, she’d just go upstairs and 
start searching for the homophobic old sod herself!  
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She glanced again at the Doctor, a scowl settling in place once 
again on her features. Since regaining her memory, she’d started 
finding it more…difficult…to be around this man. He claimed to be 
the same person as her Doctor—the Doctor she barely remembered 
since her restored memories only covered her first sixteen years, and 
the past year—but she wasn’t sure she could trust that. He’d admitted 
that it was because of  him that this universe was created—a universe 
in which Earth, her home, had been taken over by the Cybermen, and 
she was the only human left, discounting Nick, and he didn’t really 
count anyway, did he? And if  this wasn’t the universe any of  them 
were supposed to be in, one in which not even the Doctor really 
belonged…then how could he know what he was doing?  

The idea—revelation—had come to her when he had so 
confidently told Wilde that he was just the man to solve Wilde’s 
problems. How the hell would he know if  he were the man? she 
thought. This wasn’t his universe; he had no qualifications. Why 
should this place play by the same rules that he thought he knew so 
well?  

She wasn’t happy about leaving Nick alone with that writer, either. 
Yeah, the guy seemed harmless, but it was his characters wandering 
around, apparently come to life and painting portraits of  him; why 
should they trust his word when he said he didn’t know what was 
going on? And he’d definitely been holding something back.  

‘I suppose, Doctor, you may go up and see Canon Chasuble,’ the 
old lady’s words broke through Alf ’s thoughts, and the young woman 
glanced up with a barely repressed sigh. At last! ‘The maid will show 
you the way.’ The woman glanced askance at Alf ’s apparel when she 
stood up with the Doctor, but she said nothing more on the subject. 
‘It was a pleasure to meet you, sir.’  

‘And you, madam.’ The Doctor raised her limp wrist to his lips 
with a smile before striding out of  the parlour on the heels of  the 
maid. Alf  slipped in between him and the maid smoothly.  

‘You needn’t have been so rude, Alf,’ the Doctor rumbled at her 
from behind in what he probably considered a whisper. His voice had 
definitely not been made for speaking softly. ‘We needed her approval 
before we could see Chasuble.’  

‘Oh really? I think it would’ve been easier to climb up the outside 
of  the building and break into his room!’  

‘Yes, but we wouldn’t have known which room was his. And we 
would have looked very silly. Please try to be civil when talking with 
him.’  

‘Why? He’s a bloody fictional character.’  
‘Just because he’s fictional doesn’t mean we have to be rude. And 

he may give us the answers we need.’  



 

104 

‘I wouldn’t be so sure of  that,’ Alf  muttered, her thoughts going 
back to Wilde’s reluctance to speak, but the Doctor could only shoot 
her a frowning look before the maid introduced them to the person 
inside the room and held the door open for them. The Doctor smiled 
at her graciously before going past her inside; Alf  smiled as well.  

‘Reverend Chasuble, sir,’ the Doctor beamed brightly at the seated 
figure on the other side of  the room. The lighting was dark, heavy 
curtains closed against the descending evening sun. ‘Splendid to meet 
you at last.’  

‘Is it, sir?’ The reverend was an older man, thin and with a 
moustache. He slipped off  a pair of  glasses as he stood up to cross 
the room and greet them properly. ‘I have never heard of  you, so I 
wouldn’t know if  it is a pleasure.’  

Alf  was immediately put off  by the man. Yeah, she was already 
biased against him because of  that pamphlet, but once again she got 
that…deadened vibe from him. His voice was flat, his eyes cold. The 
American girl had at least had some slight spark to her voice, had at 
least seemed fairly innocent. This man was all menace. She refused to 
offer him her hand. He gave her a cold look; she glared back.  

‘What do you want, sir?’ The priest swung around to stare again at 
the Doctor, dismissing Alf  completely. The Doctor glanced between 
her and Chasuble before replying.  

‘We wanted to ask you about this pamphlet you wrote. About the 
playwright, Oscar Wilde?’ The Doctor held up the pamphlet that he’d 
just taken out of  his inside coat pocket.  

‘Oh, that,’ Chasuble replied dismissively, walking away from them 
to stand near the fireplace. ‘A simple thing, sir. I felt it my Christian 
duty to speak out against such outrageous practices, especially when I 
realised the man was in this very city.’  

‘Oh yes?’ the Doctor replied quietly. ‘And how long have you been 
in Paris yourself, Dr Chasuble?’ 

The other man froze, his entire body still, before replying irritably, 
‘I don’t see what that has to do with anything, Doctor. I asked why 
you came here; please tell me.’  

Alf  was staring at the Doctor, trying to communicate with him 
without speaking. She wanted out of  there. Now. She had the feeling 
if  they stayed much longer, violence would happen—whether 
because she did something, or that reverend, she wasn’t entirely sure. 
The Doctor seemed to understand; he said to Chasuble, still in that 
quiet tone, ‘Never mind, sir; I think I have all the information I need. 
Thank you for your time; I’m sorry we troubled you.’  

‘No matter,’ Chasuble replied coldly. He stayed by the fireplace, 
watching as Alf  strode to the door and flung it open. She was out on 
the landing before she realised the old woman that owned the house 
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was standing at the top of  the stairs and had clearly been standing 
there for some time. She had an odd, calculating grin on her face, and 
for an instant Alf  had been bizarrely sure the woman’s eyes glowed 
red. Must’ve been a trick of  the light.  

‘Make a habit of  eavesdropping, do you?’ Alf  asked, in no mood to 
put up with any crap. The Doctor had just stepped out of  the room 
behind her; he stared at the old woman.  

‘Impudence!’ The woman had quickly regained her disapproving 
sniff. ‘Really, Doctor, you should teach your ward better manners.’  

The Doctor took Alf ’s arm. ‘I quite agree, ma’am. I think I’ll get 
started on it straightaway. Thank you for the tea; it was lovely. Good 
day.’ He led Alf  out of  the house at speed.  

‘That accomplished nothing,’ Alf  said once they were on the street.  
‘Oh, I don’t know. I found Dr Chasuble interesting, didn’t you?’  
‘No.’  
The Doctor gave her a concerned look. She ignored it, 

concentrating on avoiding other people as they walked. ‘Yes, I noticed 
that. He had a very…menacing air about him, didn’t he? And did you 
see how he froze when I asked him how long he’d been in Paris? As 
if  it wasn’t in his script and he couldn’t improvise an answer. Time we 
visited Basil Hallward, don’t you agree?’ He held up the card that 
Wilde had given him, grinning cheerfully as he marched ahead of  Alf. 

She watched him go, biting the inside of  her lip in thought. Making 
a decision, she ran after him and called out his name. The Doctor 
paused to look back at her inquiringly.  

‘Let’s go back to the hotel first, yeah?’ she said. ‘I want to check up 
on them.’  

‘Why?’ the Doctor asked, confused. ‘I’m sure they’re fine.’ He 
grinned. ‘Nick’s probably having the time of  his life!’ 

‘I don’t trust Wilde,’ she stated flatly. ‘It’s his characters that are 
coming out of  the woodwork, and he was holding something back 
when we talked to him. I want to check up on Nick.’ She stumbled 
over the name, as at that exact moment her shoulder twinged 
unexpectedly and painfully. She refrained from swearing.  

‘Alf, I’m sure Oscar has nothing to do with this,’ the Doctor was 
telling her. ‘He’s a good man who’s allowed himself  to be led down 
certain paths, but that doesn’t mean he’s the one creating real-life 
versions of  these characters. How could he be? He’s only human; he 
doesn’t have that kind of  power.’  

‘How do you know?’ Alf  shot back. ‘How can you be sure of  
anything? How can I be sure of  you? You say you’re the Doctor, but 
why should I believe you?’ She breathed in deeply, regaining control 
of  herself.  
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The Doctor stared down at her, his expression almost as blank as 
Chasuble’s had been when asked about his length of  stay in Paris, and 
then he turned away. ‘Come,’ he said simply. She couldn’t read his 
reaction. ‘We’ll go to the hotel.’  

They walked back to the hotel without speaking. When the Doctor 
inquired about speaking again with Monsieur Melmoth, the concierge 
told him the writer had left some little time ago with a young man, 
the one who had come with the Doctor earlier.  

Alf  glared up at the Doctor accusingly. ‘So now what do we do, 
Doctor?’ she asked.  

‘Give me the head of  Jokanaan!’  
As Nick struggled to retain his grip on his own identity, Oscar and 

Satine—Herod and Salomé—argued about the reward the beautiful 
woman demanded. No matter what riches, even the offer of  half  
Herod’s kingdom, she would not be swayed from her murderous 
intent. She was one vindictive bitch!  

He had to do something to break the structure of  the scenario, to 
throw a spanner into the works of  whatever power was controlling 
things. Nick opened his mouth to call out to Oscar, but no words 
would come. It mustn’t be his turn to speak, but waiting for a cue 
could be fatal.  

And then it struck him. Something nobody had any true control 
over.  

He raised arms above his head and brought them down hard on 
his legs, right over where he knew the Martian implants were. The 
pain, though excruciating, was welcome, and Nick opened his mouth 
and howled it out to the heavens above.  

The Tetrarch Herod looked at his wife, Herodias, and her daughter 
Salomé. In the sky above, the moon had become red, an enormous 
pool of  blood.  

Somehow it had come to this: he had kept the prophet, Jokanaan, 
safe from the many who would slay him because he was a holy man, 
one who had seen God. And the man’s supporters called for his 
release. Having such a prisoner allowed him to play one group against 
the other and thus control them both.  

But now he had sworn an oath, in the name of  his own gods, to 
grant Salomé whatever she would wish in return for her dancing for 
him.  

The seven veils had been danced, and Salomé had demanded the 
head of  the prophet. To obey would weaken his control of  the 
warring factions of  Judaea, but to repudiate his oath would be 
blasphemy. Either path weakened him.  
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It was certain that the mother and daughter were seeking revenge 
for his murder of  his brother, Herodias’ first husband and Salomé’s 
father. All women become like their mothers. That is their curse.  

Herodias looked gleeful, the glow of  the moon reflected in her 
eyes, making them resemble twin pools of  fire.  

He had no choice; he must fulfil his oath.  
And then a cry of  utmost agony echoed forth from the cistern, 

dragging the Tetrarch’s attention away from the two women before 
him.  

Oscar Wilde suddenly stood up. ‘Nick?’ he called, his voice full of  
concern.  

To Nick what happened next was as if  a stone had been cast into a 
reflecting pool. From where Oscar stood, or somewhere very close 
by, the layer of  reality that was the court of  Herod rippled in 
widening circles, with its trappings dissolving and leaving behind only 
the layer beneath. The Moulin Rouge.  

The writer was on his feet, trying to fight his way through the 
milling, boisterous crowd to Nick’s side. He wasn’t strong enough.  

Suddenly, on the trapeze above them all, the woman Satine gave a 
choking gasp. As the revelry continued below her, she stared fixedly 
into the distance, and then her eyes closed and she fell backwards.  

Everyone stopped, watching the plummeting form in silent shock, 
save for a muscular black man who ran toward her, catching the 
unconscious singer before she could strike the floor.  

While the crowd watched solicitously as mademoiselle Satine was 
carried away, Oscar forced his way to Nick. Oscar put an arm around 
Nick and lifted him to a standing position with a surprisingly strong 
grip. As he helped a dazed Nick towards the entry, behind them a 
large man in a red coat and a top hat was whipping the crowd into a 
frenzy, calling Satine’s name over and over again. 

‘…And it’s been trading at this location since 1818, prior to which 
this was a fairground. You know, there really is nothing to compare to 
the food markets of  Paris,’ said the Doctor, striding comfortably 
through the multitude of  shoppers at the Marché St-Germain.  

Trailing along in his wake, Alf  resented the night they’d spent in a 
strange hotel when Nick and Wilde had failed to return before 
midnight. ‘What are we doing here, Doctor?’ she called at the ample 
back in front of  her.  

‘Eh? Why, breakfast of  course! I thought oeufs en cocotte à l’estragon, a 
brioche or two and a pot of  coffee.’  

Alf  grabbed the Doctor’s arm, halting him and spinning him 
around to face her. ‘That’s not what I meant and you know it! We 
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don’t know what’s happened to Nick, and we aren’t following up on 
the address for that painter. We should be doing something, not 
adding to your already ample waistline!’  

‘My dear Alf, I understand your wish to proceed with this matter 
but there are a number of  social niceties that must be complied with 
if  we are to receive the co-operation of  others. It is too early to visit 
Basil Hallward, as we are complete strangers to him. As for Nick—
well, Oscar Wilde’s life is quite well documented, even in this period. 
He is, shall we say, not a morning person. The proprietor of  the Hotel 
d’Alsace took rather an interest in his health, and I doubt if  we would 
be admitted this side of  noon. And Nick, as he has shown, can look 
after himself.’ He straightened his jacket, and looked serious as the 
young woman replied.  

‘And what if  Wilde is behind this? Nick could be in danger! We 
only have your assumptions as to what is happening, and they’re 
based on how things happened in a whole different universe!’  

‘Alf, you put forward that view last night. I know you had a 
difficult time in London, and I assume that’s been colouring your 
perceptions.’ 

Alf  just glared at him. What she had endured in London… She 
continued to glare and the Doctor sighed. 

‘All right, let’s say you are right. Let’s say that Oscar Wilde is behind 
his own characters coming to life. Then what? The man isn’t a 
megalomaniac bent on world domination. If  he is behind this, all we 
have are the last desperate efforts of  a dying man to add some colour 
to his life.’  

Seeing Alf ’s puzzled expression, he explained: ‘Oscar Wilde dies 
later this year of  complications arising from an ear infection acquired 
during his stint in gaol. And if  he is behind it, do you think Nick is in 
any danger? American schoolgirls and sycophantic painters aren’t 
much of  a threat to him!’  

Alf  looked the Doctor in the face thoughtfully, and then nodded. ‘I 
suppose so,’ she allowed.  

‘But if  I’m right, and we don’t follow up on what’s happening, it 
may be that whatever force is blurring the boundaries between fact 
and fiction can proceed with its plan unhindered. The results of  that 
could be disastrous. What would happen if  it wasn’t just Oscar’s 
fictions coming to life? Imagine a world where the dreams of  the 
insane or the fantasies of  fanatics come true!  

‘Hallward is the last line of  inquiry we have, and it is too early for 
complete strangers to come calling.’ The Doctor raised himself  to his 
full height and smiled. ‘And you haven’t eaten in over twelve hours, 
which is not good for you in case we do run into anything that needs 
a physical response. So, shall we?’  
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Oscar Wilde was asleep, turning over and muttering quietly. Given the 
pauses between the mutters, an observer might be excused for 
thinking he was listening then replying to something in his dreams.  

After a few minutes, he went quiet and opened his eyes. He sat up 
and looked over at Nick, asleep on the chaise longue. ‘Nick?’ he called 
quietly and, receiving no response, murmured to himself; ‘Perhaps he 
talks in his sleep, otherwise I must have dreamt that voice. Again.’  

Glancing around the room, Oscar was briefly startled by a tall man 
standing over Nick’s sleeping form—and then realised it was the 
portrait of  himself. The impression went immediately from 
threatening to comfortable.  

Satisfied, the writer pulled one of  the pillows over his head to 
block out the daylight and returned to sleep.  

‘Look Alf, there’s the Tour Eiffel.’ The Doctor pointed to the slender 
metal structure that was visible in the distance. ‘Did you know it was 
erected eleven years ago as a temporary measure, part of  the 
Universal Exhibition in 1889?’  

‘Doctor, I don’t need to know the history of  the Eiffel Tower,’ his 
companion replied through gritted teeth. ‘Could we please just get to 
this painter’s place and then get back to Nick?’  

The bearded man frowned. ‘I’m just making conversation. And 
who knows, one day you might need to know what I’m telling you. In 
any case, that’s the direction we need to head to get to Hallward’s 
address.’  

They trudged on together silently, Alf ’s gaze fixed directly ahead 
while the Doctor’s eyes flitted around, alighting on first one item of  
interest and then another.  

Eventually the Doctor called a halt, and led Alf  down a side street. 
‘We’ll soon be there. Could I please ask you try to be a little more 
polite than last night? That woman could have prevented us from 
seeing Chasuble, you know.’  

‘For all the good seeing him did us. We didn’t learn anything from 
him.’  

‘Sometimes what is missing tells us as much as what is present,’ 
replied the Doctor. ‘Chasuble appeared to be incapable of  operating 
outside certain parameters, such as his inability to answer 
unanticipated questions. This means that someone or something 
provided him with that knowledge. So Chasuble was placed into the 
world by something.’  

‘We knew that already.’  
‘No, we only suspected that. Chasuble was the proof  of  the theory. 

We are on the right path. And speaking of  which,’ he said suddenly 
stopping, ‘we’re here.’  
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An hour later, Alf  was close to exploding. The woman who ran this 
particular boarding-house had seemed very helpful at first. She’d 
confirmed that an English painter named Basil Hallward was one of  
her tenants, and showed them up to his room. And that was when 
things started going wrong.  

First, no one had responded to their knocking on the door. The 
proprietress was sure that Hallward hadn’t left the building, but a 
quick check of  the place failed to reveal him in any of  the shared 
areas.  

When the Doctor had pretended that it was an urgent matter, and 
that he was a specialist doctor called over from London to assist with 
a rare ailment that placed the painter’s life at risk, the landlady had 
produced a key ring and selected the appropriate key to open the 
door.  

The room was empty. In fact, it looked like no one had been living 
there for months. No knick-knacks, no clothes left strewn about, 
none of  the common detritus that came with someone’s life. The 
owner had claimed that the painter had used the place as a studio as 
well as living there, but there was no paint, no canvas, no brushes. In 
fact, if  Hallward had ever been there, he must have been the tidiest 
artist in the world. There was no sign of  any spilled paint on the floor 
or walls.  

Leaving the Doctor and Alf  to examine the room, the woman had 
gone off  to fetch her records. The Doctor was infuriatingly thorough 
in his examination of  the room, but even he had to admit he was 
stumped.  

‘And where’s the landlady got to?’ Alf  enquired.  
‘Let’s find out,’ the Doctor replied.  

The Doctor knocked on the door. ‘Madame?’ he called. The door was 
quarter-opened, and a suspicious eye peered out.  

The Doctor smiled his most charming smile back. ‘Have you 
found those records relating to Mr Hallward?’  

‘Hallward? There is no one here of  that name. What is your 
business here?’ the woman asked.  

‘As I explained earlier, I’m a doctor visiting to advise on Mr 
Hallward’s condition. What do you mean there is no one here of  the 
name Hallward?’  

‘My English may not be too good, but I’m sure I said that right. 
There is no Hallward here.’ The landlady spoke slowly, emphasising 
each word.  

‘But earlier you said…’  
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The woman swung the door open wider and stared intently at the 
Doctor and Alf. ‘Earlier? I’ve never seen you before! Now, if  you 
have nothing better to do than waste my time…’  

While the Doctor and Alf  exchanged confused glances, the woman 
closed her door firmly.  

‘What happened to her?’ Alf  wondered. ‘Maybe she took a side-
trip through the twilight zone after she left the room?’  

‘There is something very wrong here, Alf. That woman appears to 
have forgotten everything to do with Basil Hallward. We need to 
prompt her memory somehow. What could we… I know, Hallward’s 
card!’  

The Doctor reached into his jacket pocket and withdrew the small 
white rectangle. ‘See, here’s the name and this address.’ He tapped the 
writing on the card with his index finger, and as he drew his finger 
back the print came away with it, leaving a string of  black that 
stretched and broke.  

On the surface of  the card, the remaining print was running down 
the tilted face towards the ground. And then the card warped in the 
Doctor’s hand, dissolving and running through his fingers and 
dropping towards the floor. As it fell, the substance changed to a mist 
and dissipated.  

Alf  looked up at the Doctor. ‘What the hell just happened?’  
‘The card. It wasn’t real. It was…something else. Ectoplasm? 

Something insubstantial that seemed real for a while.’ He turned his 
hand over, looking for any trace of  the card. There was none. He met 
Alf ’s gaze. ‘This is more serious than I thought. Whatever is 
happening here is extremely dangerous, and it is centred on Oscar 
Wilde. We need to get back to him now.’  

Nick groaned himself  awake.  
‘Bloody hell,’ he swore, a hand automatically clutching at his 

temple. ‘What the buggery bollocks hit me? And did I get a chance to 
hit it back?’  

‘Drinking absinthe for the first time often has the effect of  being 
run over by a carriage,’ a voice somewhere above and to Nick’s right 
said, sympathetic amusement colouring its rich tenor tones. ‘But one 
soon becomes accustomed to it. As for the rest…’ The voice paused 
before resuming in what wasn’t quite the same light tone, though it 
sounded like it wished it could have been, ‘I really couldn’t tell you 
about the rest.’ Nick opened his eyes to find a concerned Oscar Wilde 
watching him from a nearby easy-chair. ‘How do you feel now?’ the 
writer continued, his voice soft with worry.  

Nick blinked, bringing the author into better focus. ‘Like 
someone’s using my head as a tap dance stage,’ he replied honestly. 
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‘But hey, a minute ago it felt like the whole sodding can-can line, so 
that’s an improvement.’ The smile flickered across Wilde’s face again, 
and he reached out to take Nick’s hand and give it a gentle squeeze. 
Nick looked around, taking in his surroundings, and realised they 
were back in Wilde’s hotel room, and he was lying on the chaise 
longue, and there was daylight outside.  

‘What happened?’ Nick asked. ‘Everything’s pretty fuzzy after the 
café.’  

‘Let us simply say the absinthe didn’t agree with you,’ Oscar said 
smoothly. ‘Shall I ring for some tea or coffee? Would that help?’  

Nick shrugged. ‘Dunno, but it probably couldn’t hurt.’ He stayed 
on the chaise longue while Wilde made arrangements for coffee, and 
when Wilde rejoined him, settling his tall bulk in the easy-chair 
situated near the chaise, Nick asked, ‘So did we find out any more 
weird stuff  last night or not?’  

‘Well, we did have another run-in with some characters of  mine,’ 
Oscar seemed to be picking his words carefully, but Nick was still in 
too disoriented a state of  mind to take much notice of  it. ‘But I didn’t 
think of  anything else extraordinary that’s happened recently, if  that’s 
what you’re asking, dear boy. You will be all right?’ The older man 
looked guilty, and Nick hastened to reassure him.  

‘I’ll be fine,’ he said stoutly. ‘I’ve had worse hangovers than this, 
really. If  you think absinthe’s bad, you should try the Ossoban Soul 
Killer!’ He looked around the room again, trying to find a new topic 
with which to change the conversation. At that point the coffee 
arrived, and Wilde thanked the man who brought it—it looked like 
the same man who’d been on desk duty yesterday when the Doctor, 
Alf, and Nick himself  showed up—before taking the tray and its 
things over to Nick.  

‘Shall I be mother?’ Oscar asked with a smile, and at Nick’s 
answering smile poured the coffee into two small cups. Nick sat 
himself  up gingerly, wincing only once or twice, and gratefully took 
the cup of  steaming liquid proffered by the writer. He blew on it 
carefully before taking a sip.  

‘Much better,’ Nick said with a sigh. ‘Ta, Oscar.’  
‘My pleasure, Nick,’ Oscar replied and took a sip of  his own drink.  
Nick tried again to recall what had happened last night, and felt a 

twinge in his legs, where the implants were situated. He laid a hand 
on his left leg, putting the coffee cup down with the other one and 
breathed out a single word. ‘Shit.’  

‘Nick?’  
‘I just remembered what happened.’  
Oscar paused, then settled his own cup down on the table by his 

chair. ‘I’m sorry, Nick. I thought it best if  you remembered on your 



 

  113 

own.’ The writer blinked. ‘I’m not sure exactly what I remember 
myself,’ he added in a murmur, more to himself  apparently than to 
Nick.  

‘Shit,’ Nick repeated and stood up abruptly. ‘We’ve gotta find the 
Doctor. Tell him what happened.’  

‘Nick--’  
‘Come on, Oscar!’ Nick looked down at the still-seated writer. 

‘This is serious, mate! This isn’t just some wandering lost little girl; I 
could’ve been killed!’  

‘Do we know that for certain?’ Oscar looked frightened by the 
possibility that his own characters could do this, and Nick forced 
himself  to sit down and stay calm. ‘Surely it was all an illusion, 
something intangible and incapable of  actually causing physical 
harm.’  

‘I don’t know,’ Nick replied, ‘that’s why I want to find the Doctor. 
He’ll know what’s going on. Or at least, he’ll be able to figure it out.’  

‘We don’t know where he is,’ Oscar pointed out reasonably, taking 
another sip of  his drink. ‘However, apparently he and your other 
friend dropped by here yesterday evening. They left a message that 
they’d come back today.’ Oscar looked at him sympathetically. ‘It 
would therefore be best to wait here for them. Agreed, Nick?’  

Nick nodded. ‘Okay,’ he said. ‘Fair enough.’ 
Oscar grinned. ‘Wonderful! Now, my dear boy, have you ever 

considered taking up the art of  writing?’  
Nick blinked, caught off-guard by the non sequitur. ‘Sorry?’ he 

said. ‘Me, writing? Uh…no.’  
‘And why not?’  
‘Well, I’m no good at it. I mean, I’m not like you.’  
‘There is no one like me,’ Oscar grinned. ‘Every young man should 

take up writing, if  only for his own amusement. I’d suggest you start 
with something simple, like a diary. I never travel without my diary. 
One should always have something sensational to read in the train! 
You, it seems, travel a lot—and I know you have many stories to tell.’  

‘Yeah, well, maybe,’ Nick smiled, flattered. ‘What about you? I’ve 
only ever seen Earnest; what else have you written?’  

‘Only seen Earnest? Your education, Nick, is sadly lacking. Shall I 
recite something to you? One of  my fairy tales perhaps?’  

‘If  you like,’ Nick invited.  
Oscar paused for a moment in thought, and then began speaking 

again, in the slightly affected voice anyone uses when saying 
something from memory. Nick settled back on the chaise, allowing 
himself  to relax to the soothing lilt of  Oscar’s voice. ‘Every 
afternoon, as they were coming from school, the children used to go 
and play in the Giant’s garden. It was a large lovely garden, with soft 
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green grass. Here and there over the grass stood beautiful flowers like 
stars…’  

As he spoke, Oscar’s painting looked down on the two of  them. It 
may only have been a trick of  the light, but it seemed to smile.  

‘Just down here, Alf, and then we turn into the Rue des Beaux Arts,’ the 
Doctor called back. Alf  was amazed that, despite their comparative 
apparent states of  fitness, the Doctor managed to keep ahead of  her. 
‘There’s a poem about that street,’ he continued, ‘but I suppose you 
don’t want to hear about that, either.’  

As the Doctor continued to fill the silence between them with 
useless detail, Alf  looked beyond him. That wasn’t right—this street 
wasn’t full of  ivy covered buildings when they were here last night.  

‘Doctor, look!’ Alf  pointed to a lamppost, which appeared to be 
almost smothered in climbing plants.  

But as the Doctor looked where she was pointing, it was no longer 
a lamppost. Instead there stood a large tree, obviously well 
established. Its boughs were laden with pink and pearl blossoms, and 
the air held a sweet scent like a peach.  

Looking away from the peach tree, the Doctor and Alf  found that 
they were no longer on the Rue Bonaparte, but were instead in a large 
lovely garden. The ground was covered in long, soft grass and here 
and there stood beautiful flowers, like stars.  

There were eleven other peach trees, and flitting between the 
branches were small birds that filled the garden with sweet song. 
Beyond the peach trees was a large house with a rustic appearance.  

All in all it was exactly what shouldn’t have been around that last 
corner.  

‘What the hell happened?’ asked Alf. ‘Did we pass through one of  
those portal things?’  

‘It felt nothing like that, I’m afraid,’ replied the Doctor. ‘More 
importantly, it wasn’t a sudden transition from Paris to here. The 
detail of  the street we were in changed a little and then suddenly…’ 
He waved his hands at the garden.  

‘Is this what you meant by the boundaries between fact and fiction 
blurring? Are we in some kind of  fairy tale world now?’  

‘In the Land of  Fiction, you think?’ The Doctor looked concerned. 
‘If  so, I’ve been here before.’  

I sometimes wonder if  you ever left it, thought Alf. ‘So how’d you get 
out?’ she said aloud.  

‘We just sort of  did. The mist rolled in and the TARDIS reformed 
around us…’ The Doctor’s voice tailed off, not sounding convinced. 
‘I don’t see how we could have travelled here without something 
considerably more powerful than the time amulets. And, in any case, 
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they can’t function without Nick’s being here as well. Maybe we aren’t 
in the Land of  Fiction after all.’  

‘Okay—time to take stock. What do we know?’ Alf  counted off  
on her fingers. ‘One: characters of  Oscar Wilde’s are coming to life. 
Two: they look human, but don’t quite manage to pass for us. Three: 
the card of  the guy who painted Wilde’s picture just turned into mist 
and vanished. Four: the landlady of  the painter knew who he was, 
and then denied it. Five: we appear to be in some sort of  storybook 
garden when we should be in Paris. What’s that tell us?’  

‘Mind control, reality manipulation, possible interdimensional 
teleportation… A lot of  unrelated paranormal activity, with Oscar 
somehow at the centre of  it.’  

‘That’s what I said!’ Alf  cried out triumphantly.  
‘Being at the centre doesn’t make him responsible,’ the Doctor 

answered sharply. ‘Something could be focussing on him. These 
manifestations are more typical of  an ancient power from the dawn 
of  time than anything an ill man could cause. We still need more 
information. Let’s explore.’  

The two of  them set off  into the grove of  cherry trees. Alf  was 
keen to get to the building, but the Doctor held her back. He plucked 
a flower from the grass and handed it to her. ‘What do you make of  
this?’  

‘It’s a flower!’ she said impatiently, but suddenly stopped and 
examined the flower closely. ‘Wait a minute…there’s something 
wrong with this. Look—it hasn’t got a pistil or any stamens.’ She 
glanced up at the Doctor. ‘Yes, I did pay attention in school! Well, 
sometimes. Anyway, this thing can’t breed. It’s like a—I dunno—a 
cartoon flower?’  

‘It is no more a real flower than Virginia Otis was a real girl or Dr 
Chasuble was a real priest, or Basil Hallward a real painter. In fact, I 
doubt it has any more substance to it than Hallward’s card. Look at 
those birds. What species are they?’  

‘They look sort of  like a sparrow or a swallow. Or a starling. But 
the song isn’t right. You think someone’s faking all this? Can they do 
it on this scale? There’s a lot more to this garden than a card…’  

‘I suspect we have seen a lot more of  this faux reality than we’ve 
realised!’  

‘The house, then?’  
‘It’s different from the rest of  the garden, so I think it warrants a 

closer examination,’ the Doctor confirmed.  
Alf  became aware that there was something wrong with the 

perspective of  the garden. It was taking less time than she expected 
to get to the building, and if  it was closer, wouldn’t that mean it must 
be larger than a normal human-sized dwelling? Or was it just a failure 
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to understand how perspective worked on the part of  whoever was 
behind this?  

The answer to her thoughts was quick in coming.  
The door to the house swung open and a giant stepped out. He 

was plainly enormous because he towered above the trees. He 
appeared to be listening for something, and looked around with 
squinting eyes, as if  searching for something small.  

And then he saw them. An expression of  rage twisted his coarse 
features, and he turned back and reached inside the house, taking a 
large cudgel from just inside the door. He turned back to them and, 
raising the cudgel and striding forward, bellowed: ‘My own garden is 
my own garden!’  
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Chapter Three 

‘Quick, Doctor, get behind one of  the trees!’ called Alf, carrying out 
this action herself. To her surprise, the Doctor remained standing in 
the centre of  the peach grove. As she gestured for him to get into 
cover, she saw his eyes moving rapidly over the surroundings as 
though looking for a solution.  

‘Ectoplasm…mind control…’ he muttered. ‘Fictional characters 
acting out prescribed roles with very limited self-will.’ He looked over 
at Alf. ‘I don’t think we’ve gone anywhere—this is still Paris!’  

‘Doctor!’ Alf  was getting very worried. The giant was only a few 
strides away from her companion.  

The Doctor looked up at the towering figure, a surprised 
expression on his face. ‘My, he does move fast!’ The Doctor jumped 
back to avoid the club, which struck the ground and sent a large divot 
flying. ‘Look around, there must be something to focus this 
manifestation!’  

‘Focus?’ Alf  called back. ‘I thought you said Wilde was the focus!’  
‘Different kind of  focus!’ the Doctor called back as he sprinted out 

of  the middle of  the grove. ‘I’ll explain later!’  
Seeing that the giant was following the Doctor, Alf  took the 

opportunity to drag out an unfair advantage from inside her jacket. 
She remembered the Doctor suggesting that she and Nick not bring 
anything that might be anachronistic if  left behind. Well, not being 
one for rules…  

Slipping her techno-specs on, Alf  began to cycle through the visual 
enhancements. Microscopic…well, the plants looked even less real. 
Starlight scope…yeah right, it was the middle of  the day. Infra 
red…hang on! She peeked over the top of  the glasses to confirm—
yes, that looked completely different.  

‘Doctor—he’s not a giant! His heat signature is, well—just a 
normal sized bloke. And there aren’t any trees.’  

‘All right. The chances are that the man who looks like a giant is 
the focus. I need you to knock him out.’  

‘How am I supposed to knock out a giant?’  
‘He’s not a giant,’ the Doctor called back. ‘Just aim for his real 

head!’  
Okay, Doctor, thought Alf, settling her techno-specs in place. She 

rolled up her left trouser leg and withdrew a knife. She smiled at it. 
Good old Vishkalaar!  

Across the street, Alf  could see the Doctor’s heat signature being 
pursued by that of  another man. She moved rapidly but silently up 
behind him, and brought the hilt down on the back of  the man’s 
head, behind the right ear.  
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Looking back, the Doctor could see the giant with his cudgel 
raised…  

And then the giant rippled, and the form of  the giant and the 
garden around them burnt off  like mist in direct sunlight.  

A short distance away, he could see Alf  with a sheathed dagger in 
her hand. At her feet was lying an unconscious man in somewhat 
battered clothes. The previous scent of  peach was replaced with a 
sour smell of  cheap wine, centred on the recumbent form. Around 
them, the busy Parisian street had returned to normal. The Doctor 
could only speculate what waking dreams these people, many of  
whom seemed to be recovering from disorientation, had found 
themselves in.  

‘Wicked! How many people have taken down a giant in one blow?’ 
Alf  enthused.  

The Doctor looked at his companion. ‘I see you chose not to 
follow my instructions, then.’ He nodded at her hi-tech glasses. When 
she had the good grace to look a little sheepish and put the glasses 
away, he continued, ‘Well done! Blind obedience is not a good 
survival trait. I just hope you’ll be careful as to when you choose to 
disobey.’  

‘Okay, thanks. Um, what were you saying about this guy being a 
focus?’  

The Doctor beckoned to Alf; ‘We can talk while we walk.’ Without 
waiting to make sure she was following, he set off  down the Rue 
Napoleon and launched into the promised explanation. ‘The ancient 
beings of  the universe have lived for unimaginably long periods of  
time. They’ve long since exhausted their capacity for fresh thought 
and ideas, and they are very bored. They need something or someone 
to focus upon to make their lives interesting—I suspect Oscar Wilde 
is that focus in this case. However, the manipulation of  ectoplasm 
would normally only be used for inanimate objects. To create 
something animate, like the giant, you would need to have a living 
mind to control the body, hence that poor drunken chap.’  

‘So Wilde is the problem?’  
‘Oscar is probably the victim here, rather than the problem.’  

Oscar had finished reciting his fairy tale a while ago, and moved onto 
some of  his other stories, even reading various passages of  Dorian 
Gray out loud to his companion. Nick had enjoyed it all, and Oscar 
had enjoyed the younger man’s compliments.  

After a while, Oscar had become hoarse with the reading, and Nick 
thought that he looked haggard. Despite his attempts to keep up with 
his young friend, the writer was not a well man and had eventually 
retreated to his writing table, claiming to have much correspondence 
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to catch up on. Nick was reading his way through a book of  fairy 
tales Oscar had written; A House of  Pomegranates.  

They were therefore both surprised when the door burst open, 
disrupting their pleasantly lazy afternoon. ‘Alf!’ Nick grinned when he 
saw who it was. His grin widened with relief  when he saw who came 
in behind her. ‘Doctor! Thank Christ. Look, I’ve got something 
important to tell you--’  

‘Are you all right, Nick?’ the Doctor interrupted him, looking 
between the young man and the writer. Nick also glanced at Oscar in 
puzzlement before answering.  

‘Yeah, I’m fine. Wasn’t so fine last night, but that’s what I wanted 
to tell you about. It was worse than just one character wandering 
around—Oscar and I got caught up in an entirely different world, in 
a way. Well, that world took over the real world. Sorta.’  

‘Yeah,’ Alf  said. ‘Same thing just happened to us.’ She was also 
staring at Oscar Wilde. The writer looked uncomfortable with all the 
focused attention on him.  

‘Doctor,’ Nick asked, ‘what the hell is going on around here?’  
‘Why don’t we ask Oscar?’ the Doctor responded gently.  
‘Oscar?’ Nick laughed. ‘C’mon, how could he know what’s going 

on?’ He glanced at his new friend, then gave the older man a longer, 
more considered look. ‘Oscar?’  

Wilde looked at Nick for a long moment with a troubled 
expression, then turned to the Doctor. ‘None of  this is my fault, 
Doctor, you must believe me.’  

‘I do,’ the Doctor said. ‘But you do know what’s going on, don’t 
you?’  

Oscar shook his head, not so much in negation as in confusion. 
‘Not…exactly,’ he started. ‘But I do have the horrible feeling that I 
am too blame. You see, I was given an offer I couldn’t refuse…’  

‘Oscar?’ Nick was giving the writer a confused look, but the writer 
was refusing to meet his eye. The Doctor stepped forward, drawing 
everyone’s attention to himself, which had been his intention. He 
noted the look of  relief  on Wilde’s face when the writer was given 
somewhere valid to look.  

‘How did it happen, Oscar?’ he asked, keeping his gaze focused on 
the tall Irishman. Alf  was still standing behind him, but he could feel 
the tension and adrenaline radiating off  her and knew she was 
prepared to jump forward and attack if  she felt a need to. The 
Doctor was certain there would be no need. ‘How were you made 
this offer? Was it through the nonexistent Basil Hallward? Did 
somebody else talk to you?’  
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‘Not exactly,’ Wilde replied in a mildly puzzled tone. ‘It’s merely a 
voice. It speaks in my dreams.’  

‘What does the voice want? What does it tell you?’ The Doctor 
attempted to keep his own voice in a soothing rumble. He noticed 
Nick looking between himself  and Oscar as if  the blond were seated 
at a tennis match.  

‘It simply wants me to write,’ Oscar sighed. ‘It wants me to 
be…great again.’  

‘So somebody else is doing all this,’ Alf  muttered to herself  behind 
the Doctor.  

‘Yes, Alf,’ the Doctor replied without so much as a hint of  smug I-
told-you-so in his voice. ‘Oscar’s merely a pawn. It’s not his fault.’ He 
gave Wilde a kindly look. ‘And now we can find a way to stop it.’  

‘But why must it be stopped?’ Oscar answered. ‘It only wants me--
’  

‘To find your creativity again,’ another voice joined the 
conversation. The others all spun around, hunting for the voice. The 
Doctor’s gaze immediately went to the portrait, seated on the table by 
the chaise longue.  

‘Nice of  you to show yourself,’ the Doctor said coldly. Nick looked 
at the portrait and jumped off  the chaise, backing away to stand 
beside the Doctor. Alf  came forward, joining them both; Oscar also 
stood up but went closer to the picture, as if  to investigate how the 
voice was emanating from it. ‘Oscar, please stay away from there.’  

‘No need for him to do so, Doctor,’ the cool, androgynous voice 
emanating from the portrait replied. The lips of  the painted face of  
Oscar Wilde might or might not have been moving; it was impossible 
to tell. ‘I can give him everything he’s ever wanted.’  

‘By giving him a portrait of  himself  in 1895?’ the Doctor mocked. 
‘Oh yes, I can see how harping on about the past will indeed make 
him want to do anything you say.’  

‘He—it—hasn’t made me do anything,’ Wilde said, looking up at 
the Doctor. He remained standing by the portrait. ‘The voice has only 
ever encouraged me to write, to regain what I’ve lost.’  

‘Yes,’ the voice sighed. ‘I gave him this portrait as a present, as a 
reminder of  what he once was and what he will be again, if  only we 
work together. I would never make him do anything he wouldn’t want 
to do; I merely encourage him to create again as he once did. So 
much untapped potential, Doctor. So much imaginative energy. How 
could you wish to waste that?’  

On the outside, the Doctor was doing his damnedest to convey the 
impression that he was in control. As Oscar had put it, in matters of  
importance, style—not substance—is the essential.  
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But on the inside, the Doctor’s mind was churning. The sudden 
revelation of  their opponent before he had determined its full nature 
put him on the back foot, and that placed them all in deadly peril.  

He cast his mind back to the somewhat esoteric lessons he’d 
received on Gallifrey, and his experiences since. Not the Toymaker, he 
thought, wrong modus operandi. The Gods of  Ragnarok? Too much active 
involvement and they normally operate as a group. One of  the Old Ones? No, no, 
no…  

‘It isn’t wasted if  Oscar chooses not to use it,’ replied the Doctor, 
even as he frantically reviewed those ancient powers of  which he 
knew. ‘You see, Oscar? This…creature isn’t interested in you at all; all 
it wants is your creativity. But what for, eh? What for?’  

‘For nothing more than entertainment, to make the world a more 
pleasing place in which to live,’ the voice piped. ‘Come now, Oscar, 
isn’t an inordinate passion for pleasure the secret for remaining 
young? That is what the brute Queensberry and the others stole from 
you—your passion and your youth!’  

‘No,’ said the writer, shaking his head, ‘it wasn’t Queensberry. It 
was never Queensberry. It was an ill-fated and most lamentable 
friendship that brought me ruin and public infamy. But it was my 
own choice, my mistake, a combination of  absolute idiocy and vulgar 
bravado. Nobody, great or small, can be ruined save by his own 
hand.’  

‘And nobody, surely, can be saved by any other means,’ came the 
voice, now sounding stronger and more like Wilde. ‘And in your 
hand, what weapon is mightier than the pen?’  

‘The arrangement, Oscar, if  I do say so myself, seems very one-
sided,’ the Doctor countered, not liking the path the exchange was 
taking. ‘What do you get out of  it? A man so shunned by his fellows 
could never hope to regain what he has lost. You’ll have gained 
nothing!’  

‘But that’s it, Doctor,’ replied the writer, seeming to shrug off  the 
depressed state his introspection had caused. ‘I won’t be shunned! I 
am promised that I can write myself  out of  this situation; rewrite my 
history to make it better and to live in it! I won’t be tried, I won’t be 
imprisoned and I won’t be forced to live in exile—it will all be made 
better!’  

‘But you can’t rewrite a single word of  history!’ cried the Doctor. 
Oscar, one last appeal: what you are trying to do is utterly impossible. 
I know! Believe me, I know!’  

‘No Doctor,’ the writer replied, ‘the one duty we owe to history is 
to rewrite it. Anybody can make history—only a great man can write 
it!’  
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‘Any endeavour to rewrite history is fraught with peril, Oscar. You 
assume you can change things to suit yourself, but every change will 
lead to others and eventually you will not recognise the world!’ The 
Doctor paused, thinking that explaining the butterfly effect would be 
too much in this case; it was unlikely that Oscar would believe it. So 
what instead? Of  course; Shakespeare: ‘If  you can look into the seeds of  
time, and say which grain will grow and which will not, speak then to me. Each 
small change is a seed of  time, Oscar, and you cannot tell which ones 
will grow, and you cannot tell how they will grow! Those you think 
will change your life for the better may be the ones that don’t grow at 
all.’  

‘He speaks nonsense, Oscar!’ the voice asserted.  

Get on with it, Doctor!  
Alf  stared hard at the painted face of  the writer, wishing she could 

break into this conversation somehow and make Oscar Wilde see 
reason. But she didn’t have a place in it; she didn’t have the skills or 
the knowledge that would help her out with this particular problem. 
She had no idea what would make Wilde listen to them. She needed 
to do something; all this tense waiting was driving her crazy.  

But she looked again at the Doctor and forced herself  to hold 
back and listen. He’d been right so far this whole time, and one thing 
she knew about him for sure; he was always a talker, and she had the 
feeling only words would work with Wilde. She would wait and see 
what happened. And if  the Doctor needed her help…she’d help him. 

‘For a painted piece of  canvas, you claim to know a lot!’  
The Doctor was quick to speak over the disembodied voice, not 

wanting to let it get the upper hand with Oscar. It already had the 
advantage of  infiltrating his dreams; if  it took over the writer in his 
waking state, there would be nothing the Doctor could do.  

‘It isn’t a claim, and nor is it your business, interloper!’ There was 
an angry snap to the voice that hadn’t been present earlier.  

To the Doctor’s eye, it seemed that the painting itself  was subtly 
different—Oscar’s painted face had taken on a broodier expression, 
the lighting was a little darker… The Doctor gestured at the portrait, 
and Wilde followed the movement with his eyes. ‘You see, Oscar, if  
this being was speaking the truth, it wouldn’t have anything to worry 
about. But it is getting angry with me, and you have not yet done 
what it asks. Because you know, don’t you? You know that what it 
says cannot be the truth.’  

‘I know no such thing, Doctor,’ Wilde replied with sudden passion. 
‘I know I am in Paris, dying beyond my means. I know that when I 
was writing, I had happiness and friends around me. But I also know 
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that writing brought enemies and their petty jealousies, people who 
could not wait to see me stumble and fall even if  they had to 
interpose obstacles themselves. The voice tells me that the enemies 
won’t come back, that I’ll be in control and live in an eternal summer 
of  my success, and that the bad days that started after the opening 
night of  Earnest with that libellous card that Queensberry sent to trap 
me.’ The writer broke off, his face a study of  terror which he rapidly 
concealed.  

Eternal? The Doctor started, wondering if  that was the answer to 
the question of  the enemy’s identity. ‘But you can’t do it, Oscar, 
because if  you could have that amount of  control over events they 
would not be real. It would be nothing but an elaborate fiction—
every triumph would be false and unsatisfying, your friendships 
would be hollow and play-acted.’  

‘But Doctor, I love acting!’ Wilde laughed. ‘It is so much more real 
than life. Your arguments support the voice’s claims and that I 
should--’ The writer broke off  and crossed the room once more and 
stared down at the pens, the ink and the paper, at all the tools of  his 
trade.  

He’s not getting through.  
Nick, too, was as frustrated by the conversation as Alf. He was 

half-afraid to jump into the middle of  it and break up the Doctor’s 
flow, but he was watching Oscar and could tell the writer was 
listening more and more to the portrait and less and less to the 
Doctor. He had to do something, something different from what the 
Doctor was doing, to grab Oscar’s attention back again.  

Nick glanced around the shabby hotel room desperately, seeking 
some clue or sign. His gaze fell on the book he’d left on the chaise 
longue, the one he’d been reading before Alf  and the Doctor had 
burst into the room. A House of  Pomegranates. And suddenly he had an 
idea.  

‘Oscar?’ Unexpectedly, Nick’s voice broke through the palpable 
tension in the air. ‘You don’t really believe that, do you? It contradicts 
what you’ve written,’ he said, and pointed at the book resting on the 
chaise longue. ‘I was just reading The Fisherman and His Soul and—
well, isn’t this voice talking to you and trying to lead you astray like 
the shadow did to the fisherman?’  

‘Do you think the voice is my own discarded soul, dear boy?’ Oscar 
had turned to face Nick, a slightly puzzled look on his face. He shook 
his head slowly. ‘No, I do not accept the cant of  priests—I may have 
indulged in the sins of  the flesh but I have not lost my soul, else how 
could the scorn of  men hurt me so?’  
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‘No, no,’ replied the younger man, ‘I mean that it may be trying to 
trick you with its words, like the shadow trying to gain the fisherman’s 
heart. This voice wants your creativity for some reason, and it is 
dressing it up to make it look good to you. It’s trying to lure you away. 
But what does it really want? And are you sure that it won’t ask you to 
do something…evil?’  

As the other two men conversed, the Doctor stared at the book 
Nick had pointed to while speaking of  Oscar’s story. Pomegranates? 
They reminded him of  something… An idea formed in his mind.  

‘Surely, Oscar, you remember your Greek myths,’ the Doctor spoke 
up, drawing the writer’s gaze again. He could see the doubt and 
confusion there; Nick had left him an opening with which he could 
push the rest of  the way through. ‘You don’t want to end up like 
Persephone, do you?’  

Oscar frowned in slight puzzlement, but didn’t speak. The Doctor 
persisted. ‘When Persephone was kidnapped by Hades, her mother, 
Demeter, goddess of  the harvest, withheld the Earth’s bounty until 
her daughter was returned. When forced to release Persephone, who 
he’d planned to marry, Hades did so on one condition: that she had 
eaten nothing during her stay in his kingdom, the underworld.’  

The Doctor could see Wilde opening his mouth to speak, but the 
Doctor overrode him, never taking his gaze off  the writer. ‘But she 
had: desperately thirsty, Persephone had picked a pomegranate to 
quench her thirst with its juice and had inadvertently swallowed seven 
seeds. Because it had not been intentional, Persephone could not be 
forced to stay in the underworld, but because the food of  the 
underworld had passed her lips, she could never be free of  it. The 
compromise reached was that Persephone would spend part of  the 
year with her mother, and the other part with her husband, Hades. 
And during the time she spends in the underworld, Demeter 
continues to withhold the Earth’s bounty—the goddess of  the 
harvest makes it winter. Because of  Persephone’s actions, the world 
was irrevocably changed. Do you want that to happen to you, Oscar? 
Do you? Do you want that responsibility, that burden on your 
shoulders? And do you want that loss of  freedom? You, of  all people, 
Oscar, should know the loss of  dignity, of  self-respect, that comes 
with the loss of  freedom. And you would be willingly giving up your 
freedom. Could you live with that knowledge?  

‘Or like your own Dorian Gray, your life a facade maintained by 
keeping your true face hidden from probing eyes, but always knowing 
that, despite appearances, it is not as perfect as it appears. You will 
never be able to hide the truth from yourself, and it will eat away at 
you until, like Dorian, you choose to end it.  
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‘And for what? To amuse this… parasite?’ The Doctor strode 
across the room and thrust his face at the picture of  Oscar Wilde, his 
voice shaking with rage. ‘How many years do you think poor Oscar 
can amuse you for? It doesn’t really matter, does it? You Eternals are 
all the same, having exhausted all of  your own emotions during the 
endless millennia, you can only truly achieve a feeling of  being alive 
through others—and Oscar would suit you so well, able to create so 
many characters and situations until you at last burn him out. And 
then on to your next victim.’  

‘You Ephemerals spend so little time on the universe’s stage, 
Doctor, a mere twinkling of  an eye,’ the portrait spat back. ‘I’m 
offering Oscar the chance to reshape the world.’  

‘But he can’t, no more than you can. All he can do is provide the 
creative energy you would use to shape ectoplasm into the semblance 
of  reality, and to provide you with the mindsets you can impose on 
other people to play out the roles you assign them! But it’s all smoke 
and mirrors, and the strong wind of  boredom will blow it away. And 
your kind get bored so easily!’  

At the writing table, Oscar looked down at the evidence of  his life: 
the letters he had received, and those he had written but not yet 
posted. Such a small, small world, reduced to a handful of  empty 
words.  

He thought about the people he’d lost. His dear mother, who had 
doted on him as a child. His sister Isola, snatched away before her 
tenth birthday. He thought about dear faithful Constance, and how 
well her name suited her—she had put up with far more than any 
wife could ever be expected to—lying in a lonely grave for almost 
two years. He thought about his sons, Cyril and Vyvyan, being raised 
without his name by people who hated him. He thought about 
Robbie Ross, his dear friend and comfort in these years of  exile, and 
of  Bosie, the love and bitterness still intertwined like ivy.  

And, after thinking of  all those that he had loved, he made a 
decision.  

He reached out and picked up something from the table.  

Caught in mid-tirade, the Doctor fell into a stunned silence when 
Oscar Wilde’s hand fell on his shoulder and dragged him back from 
the picture.  

Glancing down, the Doctor saw a silver blade glinting in Oscar’s 
hand—a letter opener. The writer lifted his hand up, and brought the 
blade down, bellowing wordlessly.  

Oscar staggered back, tears streaming from his eyes. He was crying 
for many, many reasons—with the joy of  decision, with hatred at the 
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world that had made him an exile, with the memories of  his friends 
and family, with frustration that his writing, his true self-expression, 
had been taken from him, with shame and with pride, and with a wild 
recklessness that he had thought dead these last few years.  

He felt free!  
The blade protruded from its target.  

And around the blade, unreality began to fold in on itself  as the 
gilded frame of  the painting faded like a half-remembered dream.  

Where the painting had stood was now a shadowy form—almost a 
shadow of  Oscar Wilde—the letter opener protruding from its chest 
and its red eyes open wide in surprise. The shadowy hands reached 
up and plucked the blade from its breast, dropping it to the floor.  

It turned towards the sobbing writer, and then collapsed to the 
floor.  

It raised its head, and the red light of  hatred shone out of  its eyes 
at the Doctor. And then it dispersed, its outline expanding and losing 
coherence.  

But, where it had been, two red glows persisted for a few seconds 
longer before they too faded away.  

The Doctor took in the situation with his usual speed. Alf  and Nick 
were still staring at the spot where the Eternal had faded away, so 
only he noticed when Oscar stopped sobbing and fell to the floor, 
unconscious. The Doctor suddenly had the worrying recollection of  
what the Eternal had almost looked like before it disappeared, the 
form it had seemed to be taking. He wondered just how much of  
Oscar Wilde that monster had taken from the writer. But now was 
not the time to ask.  

‘Help me,’ he said to Nick, laying a hand on his companion’s 
shoulder. Nick stared up at him, then turned to where the Doctor was 
nodding, and yelled.  

‘Oscar! What the hell…?’ He ran over to the Irishman and grabbed 
ineffectually at his shoulders. Alf  and the Doctor quickly joined him; 
all three manoeuvred the writer onto the chaise longue, Alf  tossing 
the book still there out of  the way. After that, the two humans 
collapsed onto the floor by the chaise, while the Doctor seated 
himself  in the easy-chair; they took the moment to catch their breath 
and allow what had just happened to sink in. The Doctor also 
reached out to take Wilde’s pulse. Weak and slow. Not a good sign.  

‘Right then, Doctor,’ Nick said steadily. ‘Care to explain what 
exactly you think just happened?’  

‘The creature behind the portrait was an Eternal, a kind of  leftover 
from the very early years after the Big Bang. As a race, they have been 
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worn very thin by the passage of  time. They hardly exist at all in a 
way that we can understand—they can’t die but are no longer truly 
alive. But they remember life and all it entails, and know that it is 
more than they have. They are jealous of  those who truly live and 
prey on them.’  

‘What, like vampires?’ interrupted Nick, and then realised this was 
a touchy subject with Alf. He conveyed his apologies with a look.  

‘Not like vampires,’ answered the Doctor. ‘Vampires are full of  
passion. Eternals are empty of  everything but a hunger for emotions, 
for experience, for life. And they can satisfy that hunger through the 
living. While they are empty creatures, they have powers far beyond 
ours. With the spark of  imagination they can create things from, well, 
nothing. It has many names—ectoplasm, glamour, Mara… What it’s 
called doesn’t matter, but they create a false reality in which their 
victims can play out dramas that will evoke emotions strong enough 
for the Eternals to feel alive once more.’ He paused, and looked down 
at Wilde. ‘Oscar was a real prize, his imagination would have done 
most of  the work for the Eternal. He would have been too strong for 
them earlier in his life, but his stint in prison left him a broken man 
and an easy target.’  

‘And will he be all right now?’ Nick asked, looking down at Oscar. 
He looked sicker than ever.  

‘The Eternal is gone, if  that’s what you mean,’ said the Doctor. 
‘Back to its own dimension, where it belongs.’  

‘No, that’s not what I mean. When will Oscar recover?’  
The Doctor and Alf  exchanged a look.  
‘Doctor?’ Nick’s voice took on a pleading tone.  
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Epilogue One 

‘It had to be done, Nick.’  
Nick scowled across the small table at Alf. She scowled right back 

at him. Damn. There just wasn’t any way to beat Alf at scowling. 
‘Time’s already been screwed around,’ he pointed out. ‘Why couldn’t 
it be a little more? Oscar should have lived.’  

They were in Paris again. They had remained with Oscar after he 
collapsed and the Eternal disappeared and they had stuck around in 
the city until Robbie Ross, Oscar’s good friend, had shown up a 
couple days later. Apparently he’d supposed to have arrived in Paris 
ages ago, but had been drawn away and delayed by one of the 
Eternal’s manifestations. The Eternal hadn’t wanted anyone 
interfering with its plans while it worked on Wilde.  

Oscar simply wasn’t the same after the Eternal vanished. Nick had 
confronted the Doctor about it, a day or two after the tumultuous 
events, and the Doctor had given him a grave look. But when Nick 
said they should do something for the writer, the Doctor had merely 
shaken his head.  

‘We can save him!’ Nick shouted, despite the fact that Oscar was sleeping on 
the chaise longue in the very same room. Oscar had spent a lot of time sleeping in 
the past couple days, and wasn’t very coherent when he was awake, names of 
family and friends often mixing with names of characters he’d created so that it 
became very confusing what was reality and what wasn’t when listening to him 
speak. ‘I know you can! He doesn’t have to die now, not like this. On Alpha 
Centauri, the medical technology…’  

‘No, Nick,’ the Doctor replied gently. Alf was staying out of the way and out 
of the conversation, watching the Doctor’s face closely as he spoke. ‘Oscar Wilde is 
supposed to die on November 30th of this year, in this very hotel room. We—I 
cannot change that.’  

‘Why not?’ Nick asked, attempting to keep a reasonable tone to his voice. ‘He 
just saved us all from that bastard Eternal or whatever it is; can’t we return the 
favour just a little bit and save his life?’  

The Doctor held out a hand toward his friend, but it only wavered before he let 
it fall to his side again without actually touching the younger man. ‘I can’t change 
history,’ he said simply. ‘Neither could Oscar. The consequences are as great as 
they are unpredictable. He put it on the right course by what he did; me bringing 
him back to life would only set everything off-kilter again. And there’s nothing for 
him in this life anymore; you know he’s lost everything.’ The Doctor watched 
Nick. ‘I’m sorry,’ he said. It sounded almost helpless.  

Nick turned to Alf, unsure what he wanted from her—support at least. She 
looked at him sadly and said, ‘I have to go with the Doctor on this one.’  

‘Why?’  
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‘Because he knows what he’s doing,’ she said simply. ‘He was right about what 
was behind this, how dangerous it was. We…we have to trust him.’  

Nick turned finally to the figure lying unconscious on the bed. His friend. 
Oscar really had started to become his friend in the short time they’d known each 
other. A brilliant, witty man who had lost everything, even before he took that 
knife to his portrait.  

It just wasn’t fair.  
‘It’s not fair,’ Nick repeated to himself in the cafe, months later.  
‘It never is, Nick,’ Alf followed his line of thought easily. She 

hesitated, then reached across the little table and held his hand for a 
moment. He looked up at her, forcing his gaze away from the scar on 
her cheek where it had automatically been drawn. ‘If you’d been a 
human longer, you’d have realised that by now.’ She smiled. He 
offered a small smile in return, knowing she was simply trying to 
cheer him up.  

‘What’s that?’ she went on, releasing his hand and nodding to the 
compact, hardbound book sitting on the café table in front of him. 
Nick followed her glance, wishing she had held his hand a little 
longer.  

‘My journal,’ he replied.  
‘A diary?’ she blinked. ‘You’ve never had one of those before, have 

you?’  
‘I just bought it today,’ Nick answered. ‘I’m gonna start writing 

stuff down now.’ A sad smile crooked his lips upward. ‘Give me 
some sensational reading when we’re travelling.’  

Alf stared at him for a moment, and he knew she was working 
through where he had got the idea to start the diary. She nodded, 
sitting back in her chair. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said.  

So was he. He didn’t think he’d ever get used to the whole grieving 
thing. ‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘Look, why don’t you go? The Doctor’ll 
probably be looking for at least one of us.’  

Alf snorted, interrupting him. ‘Oh, I think he knows better than to 
expect you there,’ she retorted.  

‘Yeah, but you agreed with him about Oscar,’ Nick shot back, then 
held up his hands. ‘Sorry. You know what I mean. Just…you should 
go. He’ll need someone to talk to.’  

Alf raised her eyebrows.  
He nodded in reply.  
She stood up and surprised him by taking his hand again and 

giving it a squeeze. ‘Okay,’ she said. ‘We’ll meet up with you in a bit, 
yeah?’  

‘Yeah.’  
He watched her walk away, pushing through crowds when she 

needed to, heading out to the cemetery. He had turned away when 
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the Doctor told them where he was going today; he refused to be a 
part of a ceremony he believed should never have taken place. He 
shook his head and glanced down at his new journal. Opening it to 
the first page, blank and clean, he picked up the pen that had sat next 
to the journal and started writing.  

The Doctor had something going on, Alf and I could tell, so we were prepared 
when he told us to dress up for a night on the town in the year 1895. I don’t 
think he was prepared for Alf’s choice of dressing up, but I thought she looked 
dead sexy. In any case, we ended up going to see a play. A play about the vital 
Importance of Being Earnest… 

At the corner, Alf looked back at Nick. It wasn’t time yet, she 
thought, but sometime soon she’d introduce him to an album that 
was in her recently restored memories. The Queen is Dead by the 
Smiths. It might help.  

As she walked on, she sang to herself, ignoring the looks of 
passers-by: ‘A dreaded sunny day, so let’s go where we’re wanted, and I’ll meet 
you at the cemetery gates. Keats and Yeats are on your side, but you lose because 
Wilde is on mine!’  
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Epilogue Two 

There were few mourners at this grave.  
A surprising number of people had come to the actual funeral, 

considering how little popularity Oscar Wilde had had after his fall 
from grace and years spent in gaol. But not all of them had come to 
see the body, laid to rest in a cheap and shabby coffin, set into the 
ground in its numbered tomb, the eleventh grave in the seventh row 
of the seventeenth section of the Bagneux cemetery. Robbie Ross 
was there, of course, as was Lord Alfred Douglas, Bosie himself, 
carrying on in a suitably histrionic manner. The Doctor also joined 
the mourners, though he had not gone to the funeral.  

He stood separately from the rest of them, not wishing to interfere 
and not wishing to be asked awkward questions. He was noticed 
though, as his gaze drifted wistfully toward the blue sky and around 
the other graves. At last the other mourners left, and the Doctor was 
alone in the quiet graveyard. He stepped closer to the newly dug hole 
and stared into it.  

‘And, though I was a soul in pain, my pain I could not feel,’ the Doctor 
recited quietly, whether to himself or to the body laid to rest, it was 
unclear. ‘None knew so well as I: For he who lives more lives than one, more 
deaths than one must die.”  

The Doctor reached into his inside coat pocket and drew out two 
objects. A red and a white rose, both rather crumpled from their time 
pressed against his broad chest. He laid them at the foot of the grave. 
It was a maudlin act, melodramatic, he knew, and not his usual cup of 
tea, but he had been unable to avoid the gesture. He wished one of 
his companions had joined him. Nick had outright refused, still angry 
at Oscar’s death. Still not understanding why it had to take place. But 
he’d hoped Alf might have understood…  

The Doctor stood up heavily. ‘For he to whom a watcher’s doom, is given 
as his task, must set a lock upon his lips, and make his face a mask,’ he said to 
the grave with conviction. His thoughts turned back to Nick. ‘Or else 
he might be moved, and try to comfort or console: And what should Human Pity 
do, pent up in Murderers’ Hole? What word of grace in such a place, could help a 
brother’s soul?’  

‘Might help the living,’ Alf’s voice commented from behind. The 
Doctor turned to look at her. She met his gaze.  

‘Come on,’ she said. ‘Nick’s waiting at the café. We’ve done our bit 
here. Time we were off.’  

‘Nick…’ the Doctor started, but was cut off by his friend.  
‘He’ll deal. He’s good at the whole bouncing-back thing, or hadn’t 

you noticed?’  
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The Doctor nodded. ‘Quite right, Alf. It’s time we were off to a 
new place.’ She nodded once sharply in reply, then headed for the 
cemetery gates. She paused when she reached them, turning around 
to look back at him, and then she slipped out of the graveyard, 
perhaps realising he wanted an extra moment.  

The Doctor still stood by the grave. He had one last phrase to 
speak.  

‘Yet all is well; he has but passed, to Life’s appointed bourne: And alien tears 
will fill for him, pity’s long-broken urn, for his mourners will be outcast men, and 
outcasts always mourn.’  

Taking one last look around him, the Doctor walked out of the 
cemetery, alone.  

The End 

[In memoriam: 
Oscar Fingal O’Flahertie Wills Wilde 

15th October 1856-30th November 1900. 

The authors wish to acknowledge their deep appreciation 
of Oscar Wilde, without whom there would have been no story 

and without whose words this story would have been 
decidedly less witty and interesting.]  
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THE COLLECTOR 
By Adam Perks 
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Prologue 

The Then:  
Nick could remember the Doctor’s scream, remember the look of 

anguish on his face as he’d been seized by the spasms and his face 
had contorted with pain. He could remember every vivid detail of the 
Doctor’s face; the muscles pulled so tight in agony that they looked 
carved into stone.  

Now the Doctor’s wasted body hung in the air, floating in a 
medical force field, kept in stasis. His face was still covered with the 
blood that had poured from his eyeballs, the statue-like features 
running black with the shiny liquid.  

Nick slowly orbited, holding in his hands a steaming cup of coffee, 
and Alf stood a few steps back, watching. The Doctor looked thinner 
than usual—more vulnerable. The Collector floated next to them in 
the sphere of the medical lab. His enormous brain pulsed as he 
forced words into Nick’s mind.  

The Doctor was attacked. A psychic entity placed a killing 
blow to his mind. Any normal being would have died, but the 
Doctor seems to have some latent psychic ability.  

What?  
Nick was still having trouble with telepathy. His mind always felt 

so crowded; he couldn’t get the words to form right.  
Instead of just dying, his mind has started bleeding thoughts. 

I’ve been doing my best to catch and store them, but if we don’t 
act soon his mind will just collapse altogether.  

So why’s he bleeding?  
The attack splintered his mind, and tore his brain open in the 

process. It’s that which caused the bleeding. We’ll be able to 
repair the Doctor’s brain, but it will have to be rebuilt at the 
genetic level. It could take hours.  

You think I care? Get a move on.  
The Collector seemed stung, and for a moment Nick felt sorry for 

the giant jellyfish.  
Who did this?  
It may have been one of the guests.  
I told you not to invite such dangerous people!  
I’m sorry, Nick. I admit I may have been a little rash. But 

don’t worry. If I can evacuate the Doctor’s mind from his body, 
I can heal it in my own while keeping it safe, so the surgeon can 
repair his brain.  

Sounds dangerous. And complicated.  
Don’t worry—it’ll be fine. 
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Chapter One 

The Past:  
The Doctor woke up.  
Nick to the left of him. Alf to the right of him.  
Right, that was okay.  
So why couldn’t he shake the feeling something was wrong?  
It was then he noticed the giant jellyfish.  
Gasping in shock was the natural thing to do. He sat in front of 

the mirror sometimes, and practised particularly shocked expressions 
to use for the next time it became appropriate.  

In retrospect, there being a giant jelly fish staring him down, he 
should’ve guessed he was under water.  

The Doctor gasped in shock and promptly folded up and 
proceeded to drown. He let out a huge stream of bubbles and hung 
there, floating in the water rather ungracefully. His majestic bulk 
making him look like a blowfish. At least he liked to think of it as 
majestic.  

The jellyfish screamed something in his head.  
The Doctor was a bit annoyed at the irritating thing trying to spoil 

his death scene.  
It was only two seconds after he was swallowed up by dryness that 

he remembered he didn’t have to be annoyed about being rescued 
either—he didn’t want to die.  

What had happened to his head?  
When the jellyfish screamed something about being sorry for being 

loud the Doctor just decided it was easier to give up and drop into 
unconsciousness. Horribly awkward social situations like this were 
never his sort of thing.  

The Doctor woke up.  
No Nick to the left of him. No Alf to the right of him.  
Well that was wrong for a start.  
He looked down at himself, at his blue Time Lord robes.  
Oh for goodness sake! Why was he wearing blue Time Lord robes? 

Didn’t he realise the colour clashed with his eyes? At that point, it 
occurred to him he had left Time Lord civilisation centuries ago, and 
what was he doing dressing in their clothes like some adoring fan boy 
anyway?  

A memory zapped across his frontal lobes of dressing up like 
Worzel Gummidge for a convention in Bath, but he quickly 
eliminated any comparison. This was completely different. Worzel 
Gummidge deserved adoring fan boys.  

Something was definitely not right here.  
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The Doctor examined his throne and the mini-Panopticon he was 
presiding over. How…silly. Words failed him. Something was 
definitely not right here.  

He concentrated.  
Oh bugger.  
Aha! So, he was right. There was someone else in here.  
I suggest you vacate my limbic system and speak to me through my…third 

frontal lobe, I think.  
Well done. Most people don’t notice me at all.  
Well I’m obviously not most people am I?  
Okay, well whatever you’re thinking, this isn’t what it looks 

like, okay?  
What it looks is very suspicious. So why don’t you explain what it actually is 

for me.  
Okay, first off I’m known as the Collector. I’m one of the 

most powerful telepaths in the universe. I reached out through 
time and space with my mind and briefly took control of yours 
before you last programmed in the mental co-ordinates on your 
time amulets. 

Well that’s very impressive, but I don’t believe you’ve actually explained why 
this isn’t as suspicious as it looks.  

Well, you see, that’s the interesting bit. Heh. Um… 
* 

An excerpt from the private journals of Nick, published after his death. (Edited 
by Oolon Colluphid.) 

…So when I woke up, all these giant jellyfish were looking at me. I was totally 
whacked at this point, or at least it felt like it, so I didn’t really have much of a 
problem with this.  

Okay, so I was [totally] naked in a jungle, and okay I suppose jellyfish staring 
at me through a glass window in mid-air should’ve freaked me a little but, hey no 
shit. I’d done this sorta thing before.  

On the plus side Alf was naked too (even though we’d both gone through a 
major growth on [bodily hair]). It was only when the tiger started growling that I 
think I actually started to panic… 

Excerpt ends.  

The Past:  
Well actually, Doc… May I call you Doc?  
No, you may not.  
Well actually I’m opening a zoo.  
Oh my!  
I see you’re impressed. Well, I’ve been collecting the last 

members of various species, and you’re the last Time Lord, so 
you get to join my collection!  
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What about my friends?  
The last humans. Linearly speaking at least, so they get to 

stay here, too. See, I’m not a monster, you won’t be separated.  
I’m not an idiot. I’d guessed that much. I meant; where are they? If you’ve put 

me in a miniature mock up of the Panopticon, where are they?  
Don’t worry; they’re in a carefully recreated Earth habitat. I 

recreate the habitats from the subject’s memories. For 
authenticity.  

Then why is the Panopticon so incredibly small, and why am I wearing blue? 
Blue isn’t even a Time Lord colour. What Chapter am I supposed to be from, the 
Blueberry Chapter?  

Umm…  
I think you’d better show me where they are, don’t you?  
The Doctor suddenly found himself floating in thin air above the 

Earth Habitat, watching the tiger advance on the defenceless Nick 
and Alf, although Nick’s attention seemed torn between the woman 
and the beast. Probably the first time he’d seen a woman with no 
clothes on, the Doctor reasoned.  

I think you’ll find they’re about to become a meal for that tiger.  
Oops. Just a mo… Okay, consider its kill instinct deleted.  
Oh well done.  
I’m sorry. I recreated the habitat from the tiger’s memories. 

It should’ve been fine for them.  
Tigers and humans live in different places.  
Oh.  
Quite.  
Oops.  
I think you’d better release them don’t you?  

The stage was dark. The theatre was small and intimate, nestled in the 
attic of a quiet inn. The ceiling was streaked with thick black beams, 
crisscrossing the Tudor woodwork like ribs in the body of some 
enormous beast.  

The light came from candles on the seven tables in front of the 
stage, arranged in a heptagonal pattern. There was one more table in 
the room, holding centre stage. On it there was a single glass of 
water, with a large jug next to it.  

A woman sat next to the table, on an old, but ornately carved, 
mahogany chair. She had drawn her long hazel hair back into a bun 
and her face had been set into a look of concentration for some 
seconds now.  

She was counting backwards, waiting for the connection to take 
over. She had forged a link with the world of the dead, and was 
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sending her mind into it, waiting for one of them to call back. They 
usually did by the time she reached zero.  

The spirit would usually focus itself through her then, using her 
bodily fluids to create the ectoplasm it needed to manifest itself, and 
manipulating her vocal cords to speak to the people there. It would 
look like a fluid apparition emerging from her nose to the people 
watching.  

The water was there to replenish herself after the drain on her 
body moisture in creating the ectoplasm.  

The dark and cavernous spirit world was genuinely empty. Usually, 
it only felt empty, with all the darkness. Then you realised the 
darkness was alive and trying to talk to you. Today it seemed as 
though the darkness were real.  

Then it moved.  
Not a small part of it, as normal, but the entire thing. It flexed its 

thoughts and she recoiled in shock. Everything, as far as her mind 
could feel, was all the same presence. The same, colossal presence. So 
vast and so frighteningly simple in motivation. She could feel 
thoughts crawling all over it.  

It wanted to kill her.  
It was the first truly non-human thing she’d ever felt in the spirit 

world. And it terrified her. It was so utterly alien, so ultimately malign 
and powerful. She didn’t even try to get away before the creature 
opened a massive maw, filled with thousands of needle-like teeth as 
tall as her. It sank them into her and took control of her mind.  

On the stage the medium stood. Her eyes were an opaque gold. 
She had a wicked smile on her face. She could feel the thoughts of 
the other people in the room brushing against her mind. To be 
amongst the living again was intoxicating.  

She pushed gently at their limbic systems and released the animals 
they concealed within them, turned them into the beasts they really 
were. Beasts unlike her; a creature of pure thought.  

She reached the tendrils of her thoughts across time and space, 
through the cracks in the firmament and reached the mind of her 
prey. She laughed, and walked through reality to find it.  

The Collector was the leader of his species. He was the cleverest, and, 
given their unique powers, that made him the strongest too. He could 
think across time and space and communicate telepathically with 
every creature he’d ever found. He’d held conversations with 
amoebas. Admittedly they weren’t very exciting.  

His species had originally started out as bipedal humanoids. They’d 
taken to swimming. Really taken to it. About twenty million years 
ago. That’s how long it took them to evolve into jellyfish.  
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As a consequence of living underwater, telepathy was developed as 
a means of communicating. They didn’t know that the primordial 
soup on their planet had contained the potential gene pool for the 
most powerful telepathic abilities in the entire universe. At least 
evolving naturally.  

So the Collector had made a number of decisions. Given their 
mental powers, the other members of his species were actually 
surprisingly stupid, and responded to being led pretty well, so there 
were no problems there. He just told them what to do and they did 
it.  

Or at least that was how it was supposed to work. Actually, 
building the zoo was the first thing he’d told them to do, and now, 
with these new turns of events, it looked like it wasn’t actually going 
that well.  

The Now:  
memories mine must see look see understand where am i who am i 

the doctor i am  
but where  
pain  
everything wrong order  
no reality  
no sense  
non-sense  
skip it—you can look at those bits later  
a cohesive thought  
and another  
you can think again  
where are you  
and what happened to your short-term memory  
why is that bit so harshly damaged  
concentrate…  
what do you remember…  
ah  

The Past:  
The Doctor felt like he was sitting in a lava lamp. He was wearing 

his usual clothes again, as were Nick and Alf, but given their 
surroundings he could’ve changed them with a thought. He 
wondered if Nick and Alf knew that.  

The Collector had manifested himself as a little old man and they 
were sitting around a conference table that looked like it was floating 
in a blue lava lamp. It was actually a small part of the Collector’s 
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mind, sectioned off for this telepathic conference. In reality they were 
all still in their enclosures. 

‘So let me get this straight,’ the Doctor continued, ‘you’ve opened 
a zoo for the good of your exhibits?’  

‘Yes, basically.’ The little old man seemed calm and in control. 
Which just irritated the Doctor.  

‘Well I hate to say it but I was happy where I was, actually.’  
‘Yes but just think about it. With the money I get from the zoo, 

I’m planning to terraform new home worlds for all of the exhibits. 
I’ve even got cutting edge cloning techniques to repopulate them.’  

‘I don’t care!’ The Doctor was yelling now. ‘I want to go!’  
‘Well,’ the Collector sulked, ‘I think that’s very unfair on the 

others, denying them their chance.’  
‘I’m sure no one will miss me.’  
Nick and Alf gave each other funny looks at this point.  
‘Well from what I gather, Doctor, you’re going to be one of the 

most popular attractions.’ This did nothing to improve the Doctor’s 
mood. ‘Indeed, if some of the invitation replies I’ve been receiving 
are anything to go by…’  

‘Invitations?’  
‘Yes.’  
‘Are you entirely stupid?’  
‘No… I mean…there’s no call for that sort of behaviour!’  
‘Who have you invited?’ The Doctor’s voice took on the tones of a 

demand.  
‘Oh, just some people…’ The Doctor’s look indicated he was not 

satisfied with this. ‘Fine. Well, the ones that showed most interest in 
you included the Sontarans, the Construct, the Lmth, the Zygons, the 
Qux, the Faction Paradox, the Mind Dwellers, and something called 
the Nestene Consciousness.’  

For a long time the Doctor was quiet. His jaw hung open in 
something that could only be described as a look of shock. Deep 
shock. Nick was starting to get worried when the Doctor finally 
spoke.  

‘Oh…my…’  
‘What?’ the Collector asked.  
‘You really are the stupidest being I’ve ever met.’ 

A big silver space ship was hovering above the oceans of the 
Collector’s world. The zoo was an underwater establishment, as the 
Collector himself was aquatic in origin. The blue waters glittered in 
the distant sunlight and the silver space ship was so overly polished 
that it looked like a mirror.  



 

  145 

Inside it, the planet was being viewed through a huge, shimmering, 
holographic screen. The ship was dark, a purposeful decision to 
improve the inhabitants night vision—useful for hunting. Despite 
looking horrendously clean, the ship smelled.  

For the inhabitants, everything was labelled by scent, and there 
were some really…interesting odours about. One of the creatures 
within growled something, and accompanied the message with some 
more odours, put across to emphasise points.  

The language was twofold. Communication was achieved to a level 
humans could not comprehend, by the harmony of sound and scent 
in ‘talking’. The gravelly voice talked of war.  

‘Plant the tectonic bombs across the surface of the world. Even if 
the hunting pack should fail, the glory of the Canines shall not be 
lost.’  

At that point the speaker stepped into the light of the holographic 
screen, his heavily armoured form resembling a six-foot Rottweiler 
on its hind legs.  

‘The last of the Felines shall die!’  

An excerpt from “Nick McShane: The Trials Of A Time Traveller”. (An 
unofficial biography, and companion to the official version, by Oolon Colluphid.) 

At this point in his biorhythmic life cycle, McShane was at low ebb. His 
body’s natural internal rhythms were being particularly slow, explaining, perhaps, 
the tiredness which seems to have caused his lazy handwriting in all written 
Journal excerpts from this period.  

This in its self may account for something of the nature of the strange tale of, 
‘The Collector’. It was about this time that McShane took to titling and 
sectioning off accounts of particularly interesting incidents, having initiated the 
process with a title for his last little misadventure, ‘The Mirror and the 
Pomegranate’.  

Many people have been somewhat…speculative of whether a story such as ‘The 
Collector’ could have actually really happened. It does seem a little improbable, 
and it comes just after an improbably long string of interesting events. The 
adventure would most undoubtedly take place in our future, otherwise we too 
would be aware of the zoo.  

But even then—it is a little unlikely, isn’t it? Go on, you know it is really. As 
always, the only evidence we have from this period is the writings from McShane’s 
journal, and as such, we have nothing to contradict or corroborate the story.  

So now let me put forward my little theory. Due to the lazy handwriting, and 
the fact Nick McShane shows considerable energy in this story for someone at the 
low point of their biorhythm cycle and the fact the narrative is extraordinarily 
detailed from the other people’s points of view, I’d like to suggest this: he was 
lying.  
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Think about it, look at all the evidence above and then consider this. You’ve 
just had a long string of adventures, the last one involving a writer of great fiction. 
You’re sitting in a stuffy little shop on Alpha Centauri, with nothing else to do, 
waiting to depart to Aarmakixz. You’re bored! So…what do you do?  

You make up a story to amuse yourself. McShane, while providing interesting 
accounts, was hardly one for restraint, so that would account for the improbable 
narrative. It just seems so likely. So, while reading that chapter in the published 
journals (edited by myself and available from Virgine Publishing at the bargain 
price of 99999999 Gorargles) just consider this possibility: it’s probably a load of 
old cobblers. 

Excerpt ends.  

The Past:  
The Doctor had spent hours doing it, but he had managed to 

secure the removal of the species the Collector had mentioned earlier 
from the guest list. The Collector was also promising to show him the 
entire list any day now.  

In the meantime, the Doctor was enjoying wandering the corridors 
of the zoo. He’d been equipped with a dry suit, a sort of force field 
with nanoscopic particles inside, functioning as oxygen factories. The 
Collector had some impressive technology here.  

Without the dry suit, the Doctor doubted he would be able to hold 
his breath for long enough to swim the corridors. But perhaps he 
didn’t really want to anyway.  

It was depressing, looking at all the creatures in their habitats, 
behaving like animals for the as-yet-to-arrive paying public. At least 
he’d had a chance to get out of his own enclosure. 

He started fingering the collar the Collector had given him and felt 
his blood rising again. He’d only just got his thoughts back in order 
after the Collector had jumped inside his brain when he was 
reprogramming the amulets. He didn’t want to get in huff or he 
might jumble them up again.  

He could hear Nick rushing up to him through the corridors. The 
fake gravity of the dry-suits was designed to prevent seasickness, but 
it also transmitted noise from suit to suit too—even simulating an 
echo. It was almost too impressive. 

‘Hey, Doctor!’  
‘Hello, Nick.’  
‘The Collector sent me. The second guest party have arrived, in 

what looks like a giant silver kennel.’  
The Doctor feigned interest, not wanting to squash Nick’s 

enthusiasm.  
‘Wanna come meet ‘em?’  
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‘Not right now, Nick, no. To tell the truth, I think I object to being 
treated as a diplomat. I feel as much an exhibit out of my cage as in 
it.’  

Nick looked a little disapproving but let it go. ‘Suit yourself. See ya 
later.’  

The Doctor smiled at Nick and the human smiled back. The last 
human. Well, one of the last two, technically, but by the time the 
Doctor had that sorted out, Nick was bounding away up the corridor 
again.  

The Doctor turned back to his ‘walk’, sulking at his lack of control. 
Perhaps it was best Nick was gone—it was hardly the sort of image 
he wanted to promote: a five-hundred-year-old teenager was not how 
the Doctor wanted people to think of him.  

Then he froze. Another presence had just entered his mind. Not 
the Collector, something…different. Something evil. The Doctor was 
horrified as its thoughts flaked away into his mind. A terror he’d 
never felt before lanced through him. Such incredible evil! 

How could anything be so…alien, so malign? He couldn’t see 
anything in his mind’s eye, but then he realised—it was too big for his 
mind to comprehend. It was out of focus.  

One of its simpler concepts appeared at the forefront of his mind. 
A mouth. A giant jaw full of bloodstained, ancient, razor-sharp teeth. 
His mind oozed pain as it sunk the teeth into his higher mind.  

With a shock he realised his actual brain was bleeding too. Blood 
vessels were bursting under the stress and leaking down his eyeballs. 
The thing produced a long, serpentine tongue and slavered over his 
mind as it tore it to shreds.  

Oh my, the Doctor thought. My mind… I’m going to die.  

The Now:  
that is why I must be here  
here is… unknown  
here is… no… not now  
pain  
i know what i have to do now  
PAIN  
mental echoes of…  
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PAIN  
overwhelming my mind  
PAIN  
no no no no not now not now  
PAIN  
not when i know what i have to do  
PAIN  
to search those memories  
PAIN  
to find… hidden clue  
PAIN  
to be overwhelmed by an echo  
PAIN  
what are you  
PAIN  
what  
PAIN  
wh…  
PAIN  
oh no…  
PAIN  
not you not  
PAAIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIINN! 
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Chapter Two 

SPACE ZOO!  

YOU ARE OFFICIALY INVITED TO THE  
OPENING OF THE SPACE ZOO, 

OF RARE OR PREVIOUSLY EXTINCT SPECIES. 

THRILL AT THE ANCIENT MONSTERS! BALK AT THE 
MODERN MEDUSAS! 

BE EXCITED BY SENSUOUS SIRENS!  

DO ALL THIS AND MORE AT THE EXCLUSIVE GRAND 
OPENING OF… 

THE SPACE ZOO!  

THIS INVITATION IS FOR A PARTY OF FOUR.  

PLEASE FIND A COMPLETE LIST  
OF EXHIBITS ATTACHED.  

DRESS CODE: COME AS YOUR FAVOURITE EXTINCT 
SPECIES. 

Nick was sitting in the medical bay. He had folded up his legs like a 
Buddha and he was meditating. The Collector had told him all about 
that sort of stuff. He’d thought it had sounded like a laugh, so he was 
giving it a try.  

In fact, he had been spending a lot of time with the Collector 
lately. He glanced up at the Doctor’s body in the middle of the room. 
It was hovering in the middle of the spherical chamber, and Nick was 
floating at the edge. The body was covered with a sort of blue glow, 
from the medical force field.  

The face was still black from the blood that had slicked over it. 
The flesh was creased with spasms of pain where his features had 
been etched into a mask of agony, held there like rigor mortis as 
blood had flowed through the channels. The Doctor’s body looked 
wasted, and thinner than usual.  

And then there was Alf to think about too. She had been avoiding 
him lately, spending all her time either jacked into some memory grid 
thing, or practising whatever she’d learned in the holographic training 
room. Every time she walked into the same room as him she’d go 
cold and awkward.  

To tell the truth this was worrying Nick more than he’d like. She 
obviously had some issues to work through, and Nick’s initial 
reaction had been to let her get on with it—but now he was worried 
he’d done the wrong thing. Since leaving Paris they had talked a little 
about her experiences in London, and what had happened with the 
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kuang-shi version of him. He hadn’t know what to say to her, 
though—how was one supposed to handle learning about a vicious 
version of yourself that tortured the woman you…loved? Nick had 
stumbled at that, had gone to talk to the Doctor. That hadn’t really 
helped, especially when the Doctor explained that Nicholas the 
Kuang-Shi wasn’t a version of him, but was actually him; a part of him 
that had splintered shortly before his fateful first visit to Nova 
Mondas. While on Earth Nick had become human, on Styria 
Nicholas had become a vampire. Since then Nick just didn’t know 
how to speak to Alf—knowing that, in a sense it had be him who had 
tortured her. He knew he should do something, say something, but 
what could he say? 

If something happens you have to prove to yourself that it will be okay again 
before you can leave it. Or something like that. It was all about falling off horses 
and climbing back on again.  

Oh shit…what the hell was he talking about? Horses? Bloody hell, he 
thought, you’re falling to pieces, man. Just like the Doctor. Just like their 
little group. With the big guy out of action and Alf avoiding him he 
had to try and hold things together by himself. Only he hadn’t—he’d 
been talking to the Collector all the time instead. And he missed Alf. 
He missed her a lot.  

A hole irised open in the wall of the medical chamber, and the 
yellow light of the corridor pierced the blue gloom of the medical 
chamber, falling like a spotlight on the Doctor’s body. A hulking 
shadowy shape behind it slipped out of the light—the Collector’s 
psychic surgeon.  

A shadow appeared on the Doctor’s body as someone climbed 
into the circular doorway. It was Alf. She didn’t look at him; she just 
spoke. ‘Another guest party is arriving—the Collector needs us in our 
“official ambassadorial capacity”.’  

Nick was about to speak to her, to ask her about what was going 
on in her head at the moment, why she was being so distant. Instead 
he just nodded and stood up. He had left it too long himself. He 
didn’t think he could talk to her any more—not now.  

As he left he glanced back at the Doctor’s body. He felt a twinge 
of guilt when he saw the corpse-like figure. He never should’ve left 
the Doctor sulking in that corridor. If he’d forced the Doctor to 
come with him, perhaps they wouldn’t all be in the situation they 
were in. Right now the Doctor’s mind was actually being stored in the 
Collector’s brain.  

He should’ve insisted the Doctor come with him to meet the Dog 
Men.  

CANINES! Not Dog Men. Canines.  
After all, he didn’t want to start another diplomatic incident. 
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An excerpt from “20th Century Film Flops” by David Macadam:  
In the 1960s, Hollywood noticed the potential behind the British 

television series, “Professor X”. It decided to adapt one of its most 
popular stories for the big screen, in colour. The script was reworked, 
and the Hollywood producers demanded certain changes to the 
nature of the lead character. However, the bare bones of the plot 
survived and the film became Dr Nick, Private Investigator: The Case of 
the Space Zoo.  

The film flopped for obvious reasons. It was filled with plot holes, 
and made no sense. There was a compromise of the original material, 
due to the influence of the American producers. The main character, 
and draw of the film, acted out of character, the plot relied too 
heavily on continuity with the television series, and made pointless 
revelations about Professor X.  

Claims that the show was based on an actual historical document 
from the future were dismissed as nonsense. Nobody ever thought to 
look at the document.  

Excerpt ends.  

An excerpt from the script of Dr Nick, Private Investigator: The Case Of 
The Space Zoo produced in 1967 by Metro Goldwyn Mayer Pictures.  

OPEN TO AN IMAGE OF SPACE, WITH HUNDREDS OF 
STARS. SUDDENLY A HUGE 3-DIMENSIONAL CRYSTAL 
WEB FLIES ACROSS THE SCREEN. WE CUT TO ANOTHER 
VIEW OF THE WEB. WE SEE HUNDREDS OF SPIDERS 
SCUTTLING THROUGH THE CHANNELS IN THE WEB.  

VOICE OVER (Dr Nick): Space…the final frontier. But who 
knows what horrors lurk in the cold depths of infinity. Dr Nick 
knows. But even I was not aware of the strange beings flying towards 
us at that very moment, while we were captives of the Space Zoo. 
They were spider-like creatures, the sort you could have nightmares 
about, y’know? They were in telepathic communion, which means 
they were the sort of people you couldn’t even consider crossing, or 
they’d know about it. And soon, they were going to feast again…  

Excerpt ends.  
* 

An excerpt from the private journals of Nick, published after his death. (Edited 
by Oolon Colluphid.) 

The next group of people to arrive were the Crocodilemen. I know it sounds 
like a stupid name, but somehow, I don’t think I heard it like they said it. The 
same with ‘Canines’, for that matter. I think it’s like my brain hears the nearest 
equivalent of what’s actually being said. But the Crocodilemen were tall and scaly, 
and looked, well, like crocodiles really.  
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I had to greet them in the Earth habitat. The entire zoo had been filled with 
water, but everyone was outfitted with dry suits, so most of the inhabitants didn’t 
even realise it. It was me and Alf who had to say hi to the new space aliens.  

We had to stand completely starkers in the Earth habitat, which would’ve been 
better if Alf hadn’t been so cold and stuff lately. I’m kind of worried about that, 
you know. I mean, what’s going to happen to us, and stuff. But I’m getting 
distracted.  

When the doors to the Crocodilemen’s ship opened all this green swampy stuff 
came out and diffused through the water. It was kind of difficult to see, so when a 
Crocodileman suddenly clapped an arm the size of an epsilon reticular gauge on 
me, I kind of freaked.  

In the end the Collector swam up and water filters came and cleaned up the 
habitat, but it was still a scary experience, you know.  

Excerpt ends.  

An excerpt from the script to Dr Nick, Private Investigator: The Case Of 
The Space Zoo, produced in 1967 by Metro Goldwyn Mayer Pictures.  

VOICEOVER (Dr Nick): Little known to us, another unknown 
menace was approaching. In a tiny black spaceship, which changed 
structure like liquid to pass through the scan beams, there was 
another alien, one who all good private investigators had heard of, 
and a few of us had even tried to track him down. Most of us were 
too smart to try though. I figured when I finally met him, I’d just 
introduce him to a couple o’ buddies o’ mine. They both travel 
light—one in a hip flask—the other in a holster. I never figured on 
him being at the Space Zoo, though. But, soon enough, the galaxy’s 
greatest Bounty Hunter was going to arrive.  

Excerpt ends.  
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An excerpt from ‘Nick McShane: The Trials Of A Time Traveller’. (An 
unofficial biography, and companion to the official version, by Oolon Colluphid.)  

Some of our readers more attentive to the grammatical structure of the English 
language, and also to the vernacular of its users, may have noticed a change in style 
between some accounts.  

As mentioned previously, at this point in his life, McShane went through a 
time spent on Alpha Centauri not doing much else. It was then he decided to 
chronicle some of his past adventures, after the adventure of ‘The Mirror and the 
Pomegranate’. That is why the style of narrative in those accounts, including such 
tales as ‘The Extinction Device’, ‘The Restaurant Of Death’ and ‘Black Sun 
Rising’, is the same as on ‘The Collector’.  

It is known though, that his writing style varies wildly in his accounts of future 
adventures and, without wanting to spoil the ending for unenlightened readers, it is 
supposed McShane intended to return to these tales and alter his style of telling 
them.  

Or maybe he just couldn’t be bothered to put in the effort.  
Excerpt ends.  

The woman in Victorian dress had been walking through the 
museum, altering the perceptions of those around her to remove her 
from their perceptions. Their minds were so easily…malleable. She 
had arrived at the medical bay.  

She could feel the mind inside, and she saw the room through its 
senses. She made it go and open the door for her—best to leave no 
records of her presence here. She stepped through into the medical 
bay, past the quivering form of the surgeon.  

She could see the Doctor’s body, glowing a soft blue. She walked 
up to it and reached a hand through the force field, gently caressing 
the body. Not even he truly understood what he was—they could 
have been lovers, not enemies. The body was empty; her enemy had 
evacuated it and was hiding somewhere else.  

She turned away from it and back to the surgeon, a small smile on 
her face. She delved into the surgeon’s mind. He had made a 
discovery about the Doctor. She licked her lips. Oh, that was perfect. 
That was far better than anything she could have engineered. What 
lay ahead for him was truly terrible.  

She wiped the information from the surgeon’s mind, and instead 
stuck in a few suggestions that crumbled his mind to pieces. It had 
caved in far too easily—not very satisfying at all. It was consumed by 
its own insecurities, and left the Doctor helpless.  

She looked about. Now that she knew what the future held for the 
Time Lord she no longer wanted to kill him. She found the controls 
for the medifield. But she could certainly leave a message for him 
when he tried to return to this body.  
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Nick was standing next to the doors of the main guest hall, ticking 
off the people on the list as they entered. The guest hall was dry, 
which made a nice change as it meant he didn’t have to wear a dry 
suit. Instead the Collector was hovering behind a giant glass screen at 
the back of the room, watching the proceedings.  

His translucent body was glowing in the darkness, and casting a 
pale blue light through the glass and onto the gathering audience. 
They were all awaiting his opening speech, but none of them more so 
than Nick.  

Nick could’ve cut the atmosphere in this room with a spoon. It 
was as thick as yoghurt. He just hoped he’d be able to help pick up 
the pieces.  

The black space pod sliced through the atmosphere and the liquid 
machinery diffused into the water of the oceans when it landed. The 
creature within changed shape, assuming new physical qualities and 
then swam down towards the zoo.  

Nick was kind of shocked when the beautiful woman in the 
nineteenth century dress wandered through the doors. She was 
strikingly attractive, and the only thing that made her look not human 
was the fact her eyes were pure white, like milk.  

If he didn’t know better he would’ve sworn she was human, which 
would rather have buggered up him and Alf being in the exhibits. 
Which would be rather funny, but also rather interesting.  

He nearly fell over when the Collector entered his mind. The 
jellyfish had learned to ‘speak’ to him without ‘shouting’, but Nick 
still wasn’t used to it.  

Nick?  
Yes?  
You might want to go to the medical bay—there have been 

some…complications.  
Nick ran to the medical bay.  

The creature from the black space pod arrived at the zoo. Being the 
galaxy’s greatest bounty hunter it had a good idea of how to get past 
the security systems. It altered its physical structure to slip through 
the defences, and then, when it was inside the zoo’s structure, 
assumed a more snake like aspect, to better move through the 
infrastructure to its target.  

It reached out its biodata senses through the field and found the 
nearest creature, and then slithered towards it. 

* 
Nick arrived at the medical bay to see the Doctor’s body. He was 
sick. He felt dizzy. He felt disoriented. He collapsed. He tried to get 
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up but his mind was dissolving in reaction to what saw. He was sick 
again, but his stomach was empty and the rank juices dribbled down 
his chin through the stubble.  

He looked up again, at what had been done to the Doctor’s body. 
He could never have imagined something so… Oh god, he had to 
stop looking. He had to stop looking. He tried to crawl away from 
the body, towards the door, without looking at the thing that had 
been the Doctor’s… Oh god. Oh god.  

The Crocodilemen were awkwardly trying to put on tuxedos. The 
ambassador’s office had supplied them with a good number, but the 
Crocodilemen’s tendency to rip the clothes open was making the 
supply run out faster than it should. Most of them had decided to 
wear at least three tuxedos at a time, in order to avoid having to run 
back and get changed a lot.  

‘Finally,’ one of them said, ‘the perfect hunt has arrived.’  
‘Yes,’ another agreed, ‘now, after two hundred and thirty years, we 

shall finally ascend to manhood.’  
‘Hnn,’ said the last one.  
The other two turned to each other and shook their heads.  
‘We are going to the party now,’ he said slowly, ‘you can catch us 

up…yes?’  
‘Hnn?’  
‘We…go. You…catch up.”  
‘Hnn.’  
‘Oh for god’s sake Mike let’s go,’ one of the other’s said. 
‘If Doug can’t keep up with us, then he deserves to enter the party 

alone.’  
Billy got a little thrill as he said this—imagine the social disgrace. 

Billy and Mike left Doug the Crocodileman to try and get dressed. 
Hence they didn’t see the strange, oily black snake slide into the room 
and enter Doug’s body, slipping through his nerves and bodily 
channels and pulping his brain. It was in control now.  

Later, Billy and Mike would remark to each other about the 
improvement in Doug’s conversation.  

An excerpt from the private journals of Nick, published after his death. (Edited 
by Oolon Colluphid.) 

Bugger it. I don’t care what I’m meant to write in here. I’m scared. I’m sodding 
well fed up of all this story telling crap right now. I don’t care, because this is more 
important.  

I don’t know why I’m writing this, because it won’t change anything but I am 
scared. I’m so scared I don’t even know what to do any more—I just feel sick all 
the time.  
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I…shit, why am I so crap at this, I…love her. Alf. Shit shit shit! What’s 
going on? Why won’t she talk to me about it? I know what this is, it’s because of 
Nicholas but I’m not him, why can’t she see it?  

I’m going to fall apart without her and I don’t know if she knows, I don’t 
know what’ll happen I don’t… Arse! Why am I so scared? How did humans do 
all this love shit for hundreds of years before I turned up? How shit is this? I just 
feel crap all the time. There’s no pretty birds, there’s nothing. How did they cope? 
How do I cope?  

I can remember the first time I kissed her. I don’t think I’d ever touched her 
before that, but I can remember how she felt, how it felt, to hold her. It was like 
proving she was real and that she wasn’t just some dream. She was real and it 
was incredible. It was like waking up, and everything was real for the first time. I 
mean, I was scared then too, scared of this, but I was so excited, I was so… I 
mean arse! What is going on?  

I can’t even tell when I stopped fancying her and just fell in love. I mean, how 
crap does that sound? All I know is, I was so happy then and now…shit, I’m 
just so scared of losing that.  

Shit. 
Excerpt ends.  

Nick slipped in through the door to the main conference room. His 
face was ashen and his eyes looked hollow. The entire guest quota 
was here now. They were all sitting silently, watching the Collector 
about to give his speech. Alf was standing somewhere in the 
shadows, watching everything.  

Greetings my friends, and welcome to the opening of my zoo. 
I hope you all have a marvellous time. 

The Collector had started his speech, in a sort of booming tone. 
Nick wasn’t sure how telepaths could add a booming tone to their 
voice, but apparently it was possible. Nick looked out at the sea of 
people and he could feel the tensions moving through them like 
strong currents, even while they outwardly fidgeted. He thought 
about extending his sea metaphor to make the fidgeting waves, or 
perhaps froth, but he decided to leave it.  

I’ve spent a lot of time, developing the plans for this 
wonderful endeavou…  

He was cut off as everyone in the room was knocked down flat by 
a psychic tsunami. Their minds were crushed and the emotional 
debris was sucked away by the rushing of the waves. Everyone 
tumbled into a chaos of doubt and guilt as the bad feelings of the 
wave washed over them again, like an echo.  

A lone figure ascended to the centre of the room. Nick managed 
to raise his head enough to see who it was, but it made him feel dizzy, 
being able to see so much. He watched as the beautiful woman in the 
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nineteenth century dress hovered in the middle of the room. Another 
form started to spill from her own, like a glowing liquid. It was 
ectoplasm. It formed a giant monster, with no arms but with a giant 
gaping maw, filled with needle like teeth, and hundreds of tentacles of 
varying lengths.  

‘I am here for the Doctor,’ she screamed.  
Nick was astonished as some of the people in the audience stood 

up. They obviously had better psychic defences than he did. He 
thought it would be hours before he felt well enough to stand again. 
The creatures launched themselves at the ectoplasmic monster, and 
the tentacles flailed around them, smashing them to the ground. The 
ectoplasm writhed its way into their brains and when it left they were 
twitching, quivering wrecks.  

‘This zoo is now under my control,’ she announced, ‘as are you.’  
She spread out the tentacles to their full width and she towered 

over them all. She was terrifying. There was something so incredibly 
alien about her Nick could not understand it. But then, that made 
sense. She coiled up again and for a few moments she was still. The 
ectoplasm form exploded, the tentacles flung outwards like a 
shockwave across the hall, and the entire zoo shook.  

The tsunami flattened everyone again, and the walls cracked and 
chipped. When Nick looked up again, the woman was gone, but her 
voice echoed around his mind in hundreds of malevolent whispers, 
‘The Doctor will die!’  

He saw the ceiling crack straight down the middle, but the 
whispers were getting so loud he could barely hear it. He felt the 
entire room lurch as it split in two, but his mind was falling to pieces 
with the voices—he felt like they were going to tear his skull apart. 
The crack travelled towards the glass screen at the end, and the only 
‘noise’ which punctured the deafening roar of the whispers was the 
agonising scream the Collector released when the glass shattered and 
the water spilled into the room, dragging the terrified Collector with 
it.  

Nick tried to stand but he was bowled over by the waters. They 
knocked him down and flooded over him, and he was terrified by his 
lack of control. When one of the Collector’s limbs touched him he 
got a painful sting across his leg, but he barely noticed against the 
noise of the whispers.  

He tried to swim, to claw, for the surface of the water but he 
couldn’t think straight. He took in large lung-fulls of water as the 
level finally dropped and he was able to support himself on his hands 
and knees. He coughed it out on reflex, because his mind wasn’t 
working by now. His last conscious act was to make sure he collapsed 
onto his back so he didn’t drown.  
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He lay there, unable to move as the noise of the psychic chant 
drummed through his body, the whispers were at an unimaginable 
volume now. He couldn’t think at all, just hear as the whispers 
became voices and resolved themselves together for one final shriek: 
‘The Doctor will die!’  
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Chapter Three 

Alf looked through the foliage at the advancing party of 
Crocodilemen. The battle computer on her eye placed targets on all 
six of them, feeding her with information of velocity, heart rate and 
other useful things. The computer was also busy formulating combat 
strategies, and running simulations.  

She’d watched long enough. She jumped from the undergrowth 
arcing over the path the reptile people had been using, stretching out 
one arm and pivoting about that as she curved her legs to her chest 
and barrelled by into the foliage on the other side of the path.  

The weapon on her wrist had automatically fired at three of the 
targets. The first had had his skin torn open by miniature explosive 
charges placed in the flechettes. He’d died instantly.  

She landed, rolling over into a combat stance. The suit she was 
wearing muffled any noise. She turned around again and twitched her 
wrist. She watched as the remote detonation signal on the other 
flechettes activated, killing two more of the Crocodilemen. She could 
see the explosions through the foliage.  

She was getting better and better with the suit and the combat 
techniques. She downloaded them days ago, and had spent a lot of 
time practising. If she was honest with herself, which she was not 
likely to be, that was probably just to avoid meeting Nick. She 
was…uncomfortable around him these days.  

But she’d still spent the time practising them, and it was coming in 
useful, as were the suit and the battle computer. The battle computer 
was the size of a contact lens, but it accessed her brain directly 
through the optic nerve. It was incredible.  

She had a database of species information in her head, and the 
combat techniques and ordinance to take down every single person in 
this zoo, and nobody had an idea she was even here, let alone of her 
capabilities. They wouldn’t know what hit them.  

The Doctor woke up again. He was lying on a comfortable leather 
sofa which didn’t squeak when he moved. He realised he must be 
dreaming. He looked about him and saw the swirling blue void with 
odd blobs of moving colour. And he saw the frail little man with the 
giant head.  

‘Hello,’ he said to the Collector. ‘Where am I?’  
‘Physically, or mentally?’  
In the Doctor’s experience that was never a good response to a 

question.  
‘I’m not dead again am I?’ he asked tentatively.  
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‘No, not dead. Just displaced.’ This encouraged the Doctor 
somewhat. ‘Your mind is here, in my head. I had been storing you in 
my hindbrain but I fancied a bit of company so I fished you out.’  

‘So where’s my body?’  
‘In the medical bay. You were attacked remember.’  
‘All I remember,’ the Doctor confessed, ‘is…pain.’ He thought for 

a bit longer. ‘Oh, and you were opening a zoo. How did that go?’ 
‘Less than swimmingly.’  
‘Oh dear. Well, I’m sure it’ll turn out okay in the end. These things 

often do.’  
‘Well one would hope so, yes. Just a mo… I’m going to download 

all the events that have taken place since the attack, into your short 
term memory.’  

‘Okay.’ The Doctor waited. There was a slight mental thump as his 
memory was filled in. ‘You did make a pig’s ear of things, didn’t 
you?’  

‘Hmm, just a bit.’  
‘Well, firstly, I know who attacked me.’  
‘Really?’  
‘Yes. It was an ancient evil from the dawn of time.’  
‘As serious as that, eh?’  
‘They’re more common than you think. Seems to be a lot of them 

about at the moment. Wonder why?’  
‘Well, okay, that’s nice to know. I don’t know, though. But, umm, 

what do you think we should do about it?’  
‘Well, before you return me to my body, I have a plan.’  
The Collector showed the Doctor where they were. The giant 

jellyfish was lying down among scattered chairs, trying to breathe in 
three feet of water.  

‘To tell the truth, Doctor, I don’t think we have to worry about 
that any time soon.’ 

Alf was clinging to the ceiling. She was waiting for the Canine 
hunting pack, and they were taking a long time. She leaned her head 
down and looked around. Why were they being so bloody cautious? 
The suit had released chemicals to mask her scent and it was silencing 
her every move. All she needed was for them to get a little closer.  

They scampered about a circular perimeter, maintaining a hunting 
pack formation. They might look like big scary rottweilers but they 
were actually excitable little pups.  

Finally they were directly beneath her. She dropped into the eye of 
the storm of movement. The Canines stopped their swirling, excitable 
running and turned inwards, growling and brandishing guns. A volley 
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of shots was loosed and Alf spiralled around, ducking through most 
of them.  

They were energy based weapons, and her energy induction grid in 
the suit was able to absorb some of them, but she still needed to 
dodge most or the suit would break, and then…well she didn’t know 
what would happen if the suit actually broke with her inside, but she 
suspected it wouldn’t be nice. And even if she survived the Canines 
would just kill her.  

She twitched her wrist and the weapon responded to a thought-
based command, releasing a noise. Alf couldn’t hear it. The battle 
computer had come up with the idea. It was…well, it was a dog-
whistle. But it was distracting them.  

She went into combat mode, the programmed instincts from the 
memory transfer grid and the battle computer taking over. She 
managed to deck three of the Canines in as many seconds. She turned 
to take the others, but they’d run off. Bugger, she should’ve been 
paying more attention.  

She was panting now. She could feel the battle computer using her 
brain in order to work out new stratagems and to take into account 
the fact they now had a handful more Canines than expected. But not 
for long. She’d get them next time.  

The body of the stage medium was jerked, puppet like, through the 
corridors of the zoo. It moved crudely, like a broken puppet. The 
thing in its head was unused to such a crude form. It could feel the 
thoughts of everyone in the zoo. It knew what they were planning 
and it knew where they were.  

Everything was going according to plan, so it sent the body it had 
possessed jerking and twitching off to find the Doctor’s body. 

Nick walked into the main guest hall. The doors had juddered open, 
and released another foot of water into the two foot he’d waded 
through in the corridor. He was now walking among the seats 
towards the Collector himself. The jellyfish was lying down flat, as 
much in the water as possible, strewn between some of the chairs.  

‘Hi,’ said Nick. It was rather an uninspired thing to say.  
Hello Nick. I called you here because, you did know I called 

you here, didn’t you? Because I need a favour.  
‘What?’  
Well I won’t really be able to move for a while. At least until 

the water level is much higher. And we need the Doctor right 
now. Apparently he recognises the young lady who shattered 
my walls. Or rather the thing inside her but that’s unimportant 
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now. Apparently it’s some ancient evil from the dawn of time. 
Or something silly like that.  

‘What are you saying?’  
I need you to take the Doctor’s mind back to his body for 

me.  
‘Umm, isn’t the Doctor’s body, err, unsuitable right now?’  
Oh no, that was sorted out ages ago. We just got the medical 

field to…rearrange him again. 
‘Oh, okay. Err, I didn’t think my head would be big enough to do 

that.’  
I can free up untapped potential in your brain. There should 

be enough room. All you’ll have to do is get close enough to the 
Doctor and his mind will leap out of you and into his own body. 

‘Umm, fair enough.’ Nick couldn’t seem to think of an argument. 
‘I suppose.’  

Alf was using the damaged infrastructure of the zoo to get about. The 
zoo was exceptionally well ventilated. Instead of crawling through the 
ventilation shaft it was like a second corridor above the first. It was 
filled with a maze and network of pipes though.  

She stepped into something. The shaft was dark—so dark she’d 
had to use the magnetic resonance imaging on the battle computer. 
She had stepped into something too fine for the scan to pick up. She 
stepped back, but the thing was sticky and it was an effort.  

Her other senses were already being amplified by the battle 
computer, and she could hear things. A strange metallic scuffling. 
And an odd clicking. And small, muffled cries for help. Her vision 
changed to infrared. There was a web blocking her way. She used the 
weapon to cut it down and step through. The next section of shaft 
was filled with webs, like a maze. They obscured everything.  

Except movement. She could see movement. Eight-legged 
movement. And a glowing patch of heat, body-shaped, hung in the 
middle of the room, suspended by webs and cocooned. Spiders 
scuttled over it, tearing off bits of flesh. Oh god. It was a member of 
the zoo’s collection.  

Suddenly, it moved and she nearly jumped out of her skin. It was 
still alive. She felt sick. They were eating it alive.  

Something inside her went cold.  
She raised her wrist weapon. She couldn’t rescue the creature. She 

launched an explosive flechette and the creature was struck and then 
painlessly consumed by fire.  

The spiders turned to her. And charged, in their hundreds, 
swarming all over her and biting. She lowered her arm and pointed to 
the floor, launching another explosive flechette. She was lifted into 
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the air by the impact, the heat rushing over her legs. It felt like they’d 
been doused in oil, and it was too hot to actually feel anything 
properly.  

The suit protected her but she was still lifted into the air by the 
explosion. The spiders were swept away by the fire. She dropped 
down again through the new hole in the floor and landed hard on her 
rear. The suit was still protecting her, and its control over her nervous 
system was numbing the pain.  

She looked up as the spiders started to pour through the still 
flaming hole in the ceiling. She scrambled to her feet, feeling dizzy 
from the pain at the top of her legs. She looked about and chose a 
direction at random, and then started running.  

She came to a corner and rounded it. The corridor from that point 
on was submerged. It took a steep decline in gradient, and water had 
flowed into the corridor. She turned and saw the spiders coming after 
her. There was no choice. She leapt forward, her body flying in a cat-
like arc, into the water.  

She plunged under the surface. The water was freezing, and it took 
a moment for the suit to adjust and start to heat her up. She shivered 
uncontrollably for a moment, but the suit stopped that and returned 
control of her body to her. She bobbed to the surface and watched 
the spiders scuttling down after her.  

She raised an arm and started launching flechettes at them. They 
easily moved around them, as though they knew where she was going 
to shoot them before she actually did. She flipped over and kicked 
down. She had one last plan. She started bypassing safety protocols in 
the wrist weapon. She could feel through heightened senses when the 
spiders entered the water.  

She had to wait until the spiders were near her to try this, or it 
wouldn’t work, and she couldn’t see anything in the water. She tried 
to peer through the liquid. She suddenly jumped as two limbs landed 
on her shoulders. They were followed by more, holding her wrist 
weapon away from her other hand. Because of the nature of the plan, 
she needed to activate the procedure manually.  

More spiders came out of the water at her, binding her up and 
cocooning her. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t breathe and she 
was about to pass out. Almost like a second reflex the suit flowed 
over her head and started passing oxygen into her mouth. God that 
thing was useful. In fact that increased her chances of survival by a 
lot.  

With a renewed oxygen source she managed to wrench her arm 
from one of the spiders. She could feel their little teeth biting into her 
and if she could’ve then she would’ve sneered as she bashed a button 
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on her wrist weapon and pumped all the power she had into the suit. 
The outside electrified and released a massive charge into the water.  

She felt the spiders’ limbs weaken and felt them drop off. She 
kicked upwards and as she reached the surface she had to pull the 
hood on the suit off. She looked around. She’d need to find a power 
conduit in order to recharge the suit. But the plan had worked.  

She clambered out of the water, and strode off. She didn’t notice a 
set of slender limbs emerge from the water. 

The Doctor’s body was hovering in the darkened medical bay. A 
small hole appeared in the wall and irised open, until his entire body 
was lit from the doorway. A figure floated through the door, it’s 
limbs hanging at odd angles, like a corpse.  

The body of the medium, currently home to something else, 
watched the Doctor. A thought sent his body slumping into her arms, 
as the force field holding him switched off. The thing inside her head 
laughed.  

The Doctor’s companion was coming towards it. This was good. It 
had wanted this. It had planted the idea in the Collector’s head to 
send the boy here. It looked at the living, breathing, empty shell of 
the Doctor’s body. It already knew what it would do to it this time.  

The last three Crocodilemen rounded a dimly lit corner and 
encountered thick jungle. They started to force their way through the 
tangled foliage in the silence of the forest. Each one was paying 
careful attention, so they all noticed when the noise started.  

Their heads rose as one to look at the approaching attacker. They 
didn’t recognise the Tyrannosaurus Rex that tore through the foliage. 
It’s jaws clamped with lighting speed around the nearest as it raised 
its head upwards, shaking the Crocodileman. He struck it in the eye 
and plunged his hands into its flesh, ripping out the muscles that held 
the jaw closed.  

The beast roared and dropped him, its jaw hanging slack as they 
began to kill it, circling around it and striking blows with their 
ceremonial spears, using the serrated edges to tear out chunks of 
flesh.  

The beast fell and the Crocodilemen stood over their kill. They 
didn’t notice the approach of the lone human female. She emerged 
from the forests silently, dropping into the middle of their party, 
landing on the corpse.  

She challenged them. They accepted, and one of them rose to the 
challenge. He stepped up to meet her.  

Alf knew she shouldn’t be doing this. She should kill them from a 
distance. But she had no gun: she would have to get one later and she 
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couldn’t let the Crocodilemen get away. At least, that is what she told 
herself.  

Alf electrified the suit. She stepped up to meet her opponent and 
dropped to her knees almost instantly to avoid his first attack. The 
blow would’ve killed her, but she avoided it, and his next. She dodged 
and weaved through his limbs. He was a flurry of movement and 
attacks, and she felt like he was moving in slow motion as the battle 
computer hijacked her nervous system and programmed her with all 
the moves she needed.  

She struck her first blow, and the electrical charge knocked the 
Crocodileman down. He was flung backwards by a kick to his chest, 
and she leapt after him, hammering blows into his face. She tore 
muscle, and flesh and chipped bone. He was dead, but she continued 
to beat him, until she had removed his jaw.  

She stood, her suit covered in blood, and watched the others back 
away. She held the jaw like a trophy. Another stepped up to her, the 
one who’d been taken in the dinosaur’s jaws. He was still bleeding. 
She threw the jaw at him and the carefully placed impact shattered his 
neck.  

She turned to the last one and challenged him too. And he smiled 
at her. She dropped to her knees, clutching her head. She was in 
agony. Until, suddenly, it stopped. She collapsed fully to the ground, 
clutching her head. Her brain felt like concrete.  

‘I was transmitting an electrical disruption field. It was controlling 
the electrical signals in your brain that control your thoughts. You 
couldn’t form a single thought, because I didn’t want you to.’  

She craned her neck upwards and looked at the Crocodileman. A 
strange, oily black substance seeped from his eyes and mouth. It 
acted like a living thing and swirled itself into a humanoid shape, and 
then peeled back in certain areas to reveal flesh: a deathly white flesh, 
which looked exactly like clay.  

The figure was completely hairless, with black orbs for eyes. It was 
dressed in black leather, with a long jacket down to its ankles. It had 
almost no defining features to its face, with a lipless slit for a mouth 
and a vague impression of a nose.  

‘I am Noan,’ it said. ‘I am the best bounty hunter in the galaxy. I 
could have killed you easily just then. But I did not.’  

‘Why?’  
‘Because you have the stink of the Doctor on you.’  

The crystal web had arrived in the atmosphere above the zoo, hitting 
it at just the right angle, so that when it struck the planetary shields it 
was shattered into thousands of pieces that slipped through the 
defence screen.  
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The pieces started to spiral towards the planet, drawn inexorably 
by gravity. Before they could, they started to grow, as new parts of 
the web were spun. Soon the entire planet was surrounded by 
another mathematically perfect design, of the same crystal web.  

They formed a network prison across the entire planet, and the 
spiders poured through the channels to the zoo. The advance party 
had found food.  

‘I’m an Omnisci,’ the figure explained.  
‘I know what an Omnisci looks like,’ Alf said. ‘I just want to know 

how you did that.’  
‘Our species has complete control over its own genetic code. I can 

copy the genetic code of any person I encounter. I can manipulate 
morphic fields to absorb species characteristics and I can absorb 
technology into my biodata.’  

‘Like weapons systems.’ It wasn’t a question, but a statement—Alf 
had finally realised what was going on.  

‘Very useful, as a bounty hunter.’  
‘Well that’s very impressive, but unless you’re here to help me, you 

can piss off.’  
‘I have been hired by two separate parties to prevent as many 

extinctions as possible. My own people, and a race called the Qux, 
wished their preservation. They have a vested interest in the 
continuation of the zoo.’  

‘So you want to help me?’ she asked.  
‘Yes, but right now we should be finding the Doctor.’  
‘The Doctor? You know he’s here?’  
‘His biodata scent is burned into the minds of all our people. I 

knew he was here as soon as I entered the zoo.’  

Nick’s head felt as if it was going to burst. He could feel the Doctor’s 
mind straining to get out of his skull, with loose thoughts flaking into 
his own mind. He had to get to the medical bay soon or the Doctor’s 
mind would explode inside his skull.  

He grabbed a wall to steady himself. His head felt as though it 
weighed tonnes. He staggered a few steps further, and slumped 
against the wall of the medical chamber. The wall irised open at a 
mental command. It came from his head but it wasn’t his.  

He stumbled through, lines and distances swirling and confusing 
his perception. He walked to the Doctor’s floating body, held aloft by 
the blue light of the suspension field. All his senses had now blurred 
into one, indistinct but burning knowledge. The Doctor’s body was 
his goal.  
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He reached out a hand for it, and grasped something. He could 
feel the Doctor’s thoughts flake out of his brain and flow through 
him to the body. He staggered back. He’d done it. He’d saved the 
Doctor, and himself. Perhaps now they could think about getting out 
of this mess.  

The Doctor’s eyes slowly prised open. They were blood red orbs. 
His face split into two, divided by a wicked grin.  

‘Hello, Nick.’ The voice wasn’t the Doctor’s. Nick shivered 
uncontrollably at the sound of it. It made him feel sick and weak. 
‘Thank you for delivering the Doctor’s mind to me. The Doctor 
killed me once, and so now I’ve taken control of his body and I’m 
eating his mind.’  

‘No!’ Nick screamed. He ran at the creature in the Doctor’s body. 
The force field switched off. He half noticed this—the creature must 
have done it with the power of the Doctor’s brain.  

Suddenly his thoughts were not his own. A presence entered his 
mind. He felt sick. It was evil and corrupt and he wasn’t sure he 
would ever feel right again. He wanted to get away, but he couldn’t. 
He knelt and kissed the Doctor’s feet.  

‘The untapped potential of the Doctor’s brain is now mine to 
command.’ Every word made Nick want to be sick. He continued to 
kiss the Doctor’s feet. ‘Are you enjoying this, Doctor?’  

With another jolt Nick realised the Doctor must still be conscious 
inside his own brain. Conscious but powerless, as this creature abused 
his body and mind.  

Nick felt the presence leave his brain. He collapsed, feeling sick, 
hollow and empty. He craned his neck to see Alf and an Omnisci 
turning a corridor. They spied them through the door in the medical 
bay and Alf started to run over.  

Alf pulled out a gun on the Doctor’s body. Nick tried to speak but 
he couldn’t. The Omnisci shuddered and exploded, spraying black 
slime over the corridor. The Doctor looked down and grinned 
again. Alf stopped moving. Nick slowly stood up. Alf shot his arm 
off—it was torn from his body in a spray of gore.  

Alf screamed in pain, trying to resist, bleeding through her eyes. 
She took aim again. She shot his leg and it turned in to a bloody 
mess. Nick crumpled to the floor. 

Alf came closer. She shot him in the chest. Nick’s face creased 
with silent agony, running wet with tears. Alf came closer. Blood 
bubbled up from the back of Nick’s throat.  

She took him in her arms, and kissed him. He didn’t notice the 
weapon against his forehead. She pulled back. He cried, and begged 
her not to do it. She pulled the trigger. 
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Chapter Four 

She pulled the trigger.  
Nothing happened.  
A figure rose from the black slime across the corridor.  
Its body crackled with electricity. It was tall, shadowy, and deathly 

pale, and for a creature with so few discernible features it looked very 
angry.  

The creature inside the Doctor’s body had shut down the figure’s 
motor functions. The lowered control and the high molecular 
instability had been enough to splatter it across the walls. It had 
repaired its self while the creature had been distracted. Now it was 
using inbuilt weapons systems to stop the female’s gun from firing.  

The creature inside the Doctor’s body smiled. It was a corpse-like 
grin. The muscles contracted like a body in rigor mortis. It released a 
single thought, a mental tsunami that shattered their minds for a 
moment, and it walked off.  

Noan found he could move again. His mind had been shielded 
against psychic attacks like the one the…thing had just used. He ran 
towards the human male. He barely registered Alf coming around 
too. He just placed his hands on Nick’s chest.  

He didn’t notice Alf screaming at him, or trying to pull him off. He 
didn’t feel or respond to her blows. He just went calm and felt 
something inside him begin—a transformation. It crawled over him, 
changing his cellular structure in waves, and spreading into the 
human too.  

His eyes were closed so he didn’t see when Nick’s arm grew back, 
the bones extending and first muscles and blood vessels developing 
and unfurling before skin crawled over it. He didn’t notice any of 
Nick’s wounds healing, because he was busy starting the process 
again—a second wave, to restore the creature’s biodata to human.  

He hadn’t even noticed Alf stop hitting him.  
He removed his hands and Nick opened his eyes. He sat up as 

Noan leaned back. ‘I am an Omnisci,’ Noan explained. ‘We can 
rewrite biodata. I used that ability to heal you.’  

‘Handy,’ Alf said.  

‘Thanks,’ said Nick, feeling it was a bit inadequate. ‘So,’ he said, ‘what 
are we going to do now?’  

‘Kill the creature wearing the Time Lord’s body,’ Noan replied.  
‘Oh,’ said Nick. ‘You do realise we’ll have to kill the Doctor too. 

He’s in there, and that creature is torturing him.’  
‘The loss is acceptable,’ Noan stated, simply.  
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Nick looked to Alf, for help, but she wore the same determined, 
almost resigned, face that Noan did.  

‘Right then,’ said Nick, trying not to think about it.  
Then three Canines leapt around a corner and brandished guns at 

them. 

The creature wearing the Doctor’s body could feel the minds of 
everyone in the zoo. It could feel all their deepest and most intimate 
thoughts, and it knew all there was to know about each of them. It 
could feel all of their naked insecurities brushing against it. It 
unsheathed its mental claws, and prepared to tear down a few.  

Alf raised her weapon and the battle computer automatically targeted 
it. She pointed it at the face of the pack leader. The computer had 
calculated the entire course of the battle and fed her a complete 
strategy. All she had to do was fire the gun.  

Her finger was paused over the trigger. She could feel the entire 
corridor and its occupants in acute detail. She shivered. She froze. 
She didn’t know what was wrong with her. She fell to the ground 
powerless.  

She could feel a bullet tear into her flesh, and rip off her arm. And 
another pulp her leg. She could feel everything. She could feel the 
sickness in her soul and the pain at her attacker. She could feel the 
desperation, and the fear, and the guilt. She could feel everything 
Nick felt when she’d nearly shot him to death.  

Oh God.  

Noan killed the Canines. His weapons systems activated and it took 
barely a thought to deconstruct them at the atomic level.  

Nick dropped to his knees and crouched down beside Alf.  
He didn’t know what to do, what was wrong. She was crying and 

shivering and curled up in a foetal position and he didn’t know what 
to do because he didn’t know what was wrong and he didn’t know 
what to do because he’d been hurt. He’d been hurt and tortured, for 
hours and for pleasure. He’d been hit and torn and hit and cut and 
burned and sliced and taunted and it had been for hours and it had 
been for fun and it shouldn’t have happened because he knew who 
was torturing him and he could feel every single inch of pain and it 
shouldn’t have been them, anyone but them, and it hurt, it hurt so 
much and why was it them?  

Nick felt every detail of what Alf had felt when Nicholas had 
tortured her.  

Oh God.  
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Noan watched the humans. They were writhing on the floor, 
indulging in…some kind of sexual activity it seemed. Their minds 
were empty. Their limbic systems had taken over when their higher 
minds had crawled away in shame. They would feel embarrassed later, 
and ashamed. They could live with it. He didn’t have the time to help 
them.  

He heard a voice. A small voice, crying. Walking through the door 
to the medical bay, he saw a woman, hunched up and crying. A 
psychic probe revealed her as the creature’s first host.  

She had been damaged extensively by the experience. He tried to 
heal her mind. Eventually cohesive thoughts emerged from the terror 
and sickness. A fear. That the creature could come back. He walked 
over and touched her. Another wave of biodata swept through him 
into her, strengthening her psychic defences.  

She could be useful. The single greatest thought in her mind was 
revenge.  

Outside the zoo, the spiders finally broke through. They scuttled 
through the hole and into the main structure in their thousands. A 
shared mind propelled them to their one goal. Food.  

The creature wearing the Doctor’s flesh approached the docking bay. 
Ectoplasmic tendrils unfurled from his body; creating a new, second 
flesh. Psychic armour. It used the flesh to prise open the door and 
walk through. It wanted the Canine’s space ship. They had planted 
bombs on the planet.  

It would gain access to the mother ship and detonate the bombs. 
Just because it no longer wanted to kill the Doctor didn’t mean it 
wouldn’t kill everyone else. The insecure creatures had provided 
another part of its revenge, and now it would use the Doctor’s body 
to commit genocide over and over again.  

Noan stood next to the medium, whose name was, apparently, Anne. 
She was trying to heal Nick and Alf’s minds while Noan used his 
weapons systems to keep the spiders at bay. Noan had planned to 
leave the humans here, but now the risk from the spiders prevented 
that.  

As predicted, Nick and Alf were both hideously embarrassed when 
they came to. Noan did not understand human sexual relationships. 
They seemed very embarrassed, especially by their nakedness. He 
instructed them as to the plan, and let them get dressed as they 
hurried to catch up.  

The spiders’ mind was trying to adapt to the weapon. It was a 
complicated offensive tool. It didn’t matter. Soon, it would have 
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thought of a way around it, and they would be able to continue the 
feast. They simply had to test themselves against it.  

‘We have to get to the Collector,’ Nick said. ‘He could be in trouble.’  
‘Your plan is flawed. There is too much risk. I can vaporise the 

Doctor’s body from here.’ Noan wasn’t listening to Nick’s reasoning.  
‘The Doctor said the Collector was the most powerful telepath 

he’d ever met. If he isn’t already doing something to help us, he must 
be in serious trouble.’ Noan looked unaffected. ‘He could be our only 
chance to save the Doctor!’  

Noan looked like he couldn’t care less. Nick looked to Alf, 
desperately. He could see she agreed with Noan. She was too much 
the soldier all of a sudden. For a second Nick was reminded of what 
the Doctor had told him about Countess Dorothea, Alf’s counterpart 
on Styria, and had she had been so unlike Alf… There was still 
indecision on her face. She wanted to agree with him.  

‘Please,’ he mouthed to her.  
She made up her mind. ‘Nick’s right, we should try it.’  
‘Your emotional attachment to him is clouding your judgement.’  
‘I don’t care, it can still work. If the Doctor actually makes it onto 

one of the ships, as you think he will, then you can vaporise him, but 
it will be a last resort.’  

Nick sighed in relief. She was on his side.  
‘Agreed. This plan is acceptable.’ Noan responded with typical 

efficiency.  
A small hole suddenly appeared in the ceiling, blasted invisibly by 

Noan’s weapons. Water trickled through, pouring onto the floor but 
leaving a black residue behind. Nick tried to ask what was happening 
but Noan shushed him. After a few minutes the black residue had 
built up into a considerable blob.  

The blob expanded into an orb, which reached out a limb and 
sucked in Noan, then Anne, followed by Alf and then finally Nick.  

The Collector was sitting amongst the chairs in the guest hall. Laid 
out flat in three feet of water, struggling to breathe. The water level 
was gradually rising, but it was taking a long time. He was holding the 
spiders at bay with his telekinetic force, but it was taking all his 
power.  

He had no idea what the spiders were, but they were putting up a 
strong fight, and every time he tried to see into their minds, he was 
nearly pulled into the void. They shared a group mind, vast and 
terrifying in simplicity. Soon, they would break through his power 
and kill him, but he couldn’t think of another plan, as his mental 
energy was needed to hold them at bay. He was stuck.  
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There was a sudden boom, and a crackle of golden electricity 
heralded the arrival of a large black orb in the conference hall. A 
humanoid shape emerged in the edge, and the substance of the ship 
peeled back to release an Omnisci. The others quickly followed him.  

* 
Noan turned around and let the weapons systems flow from his 
biodata back into the ship. He watched as it rose away from him and 
unleashed its weapons on the spiders. He felt a thump in his mind as 
the Collector entered it.  

He opened up his thoughts to the telepath. He didn’t have the time 
to talk.  

The Collector felt differently.  

Hello everybody.  
The telepath announced his presence.  
I’m sorry for the intrusion but I’ve read your minds. I need to 

know where we are. And now that I do know, I don’t like it. But 
here we go with a plan. You need to bring the Doctor here.  

Everyone was slightly confused by this.  
I’ll explain later, but if you get him here, we should be able to 

sort everything. I will be able to shield your objective from the 
creature that inhabits his brain, but nothing else. Whatever you 
do, don’t think of killing him. He’ll just shut down your body 
with a thought and trap your mind inside. It’s a living death, 
not nice and once he’s done it, I can’t undo it. Understood?  

Obviously everyone understood, because the next thing the 
jellyfish did was wish them good luck.  

The creature wearing the Doctor’s body had finally worked its way 
through the shields and security measures surrounding the Canines’ 
ship. It had taken a surprisingly long time to deactivate them all with 
its mind. The Doctor’s brain was obviously not as powerful as it had 
thought.  

It opened the door with a thought, and as the hatch swung open a 
ramp unfurled. The creature stepped onto the ramp, its tentacles 
writhing in anticipation. Suddenly it was stopped in its tracks. It had 
detected another thought source in the room. It turned in time to see 
Nick fire a shot at it.  

The ectoplasm diffracted the effect of the stun shot, and the 
Doctor’s body remained undamaged. Another attacker was on the 
creature’s other side. It was Alf, using the same type of stun gun as 
Nick. They fired at it from either side, with a volley of shots.  
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It reached out with its thoughts, entering their minds and releasing 
their self-control. It directed their kill instincts onto each other and 
set them free to shoot each other to pieces.  

Yet another thought source stopped this. It was the original host, 
the girl. Her mind had been strengthened somehow, and she could 
calm their kill impulses. It reached out with its thoughts, stripping her 
of her defences, reducing her to a quivering wreck. It prepared to kill 
once again. And once again, it was distracted by another thought 
source.  

It was the Omnisci, Noan. He raised his gun to it. The creature 
laughed.  

‘You won’t even be able to hit me. Not when I control your 
mind.’  

Noan fired his gun and the explosive charge barrelled through the 
air and struck the Canines’ ship. The ship exploded throwing them all 
to the ground. The protection of the creature’s armour meant it came 
out the best.  

‘Thank you for deactivating the ship’s defences for me.’ Noan was 
mocking it.  

Noan had come to a realisation. The creature was a mind reader. It 
had no actual body of its own—it relied on other people. And it 
relied on their minds too—not only for sustenance, but also for 
knowledge. It had been reading their intentions and countering them. 
Noan had simply cleared his mind of his intention and let the 
creature deflect his aim into the ship. He had tricked it.  

The creature felt foolish. It shouldn’t have damaged the Doctor’s 
mind so much or he would have spotted that for it. It would have to 
start thinking for its self again. It had been so long since it had been 
the master strategist—would it still remember how to do it?  

It savagely tore its way into Noan’s mind, slashing its way through 
his thoughts to find the information it wanted. Noan fought as much 
as possible but it was useless. The creature sliced his mind to pieces 
and found what it wanted. The only other working ship on the planet 
belonged to the Omnisci, in the conference room.  

It started towards it, leaving behind the Omnisci’s ruined mind. 
And when he knew it wasn’t looking, or thinking, Noan smiled.  

The water level in the hall had risen, and now the Collector was 
completely submerged. He could still not right himself, but at least he 
was completely covered by water. He had been thinking deeply about 
what to do when the creature got here.  

He still had no idea.  
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That was when the door was splintered open by a hulking 
ectoplasmic form. It waded through, tentacles writhing. A fuzzy 
image in the middle revealed the Doctor. The creature had taken his 
body for its host.  

The Collector decided a direct approach was best. He reached out 
with his mind, to try and enter the creature’s. He was swatted back 
easily. The creature then slid its own mind into his and extended 
psychic claws into it. It took a long sharp rake of the Collector’s 
mind.  

The Collector tried to resist. He was the most powerful telepath in 
the universe and he was powerless to prevent this. The creature’s 
ability obviously passed beyond mere telepathy. 

The Collector felt the creature start to pick away different bits of 
his mind, further diminishing him with every second. He tried to 
throw useless memories in its way but it would only be so long before 
he started to cut through them.  

Who are you?  
He tried to distract it.  
Once long ago, in ancient times, I had a name. It was whispered, through the 

endless tunnels of darkness at the heart of eternity. The echo left death, and pain, 
and the name itself stilled hearts and left minds ravaged. Once long ago, the name 
that was prescribed me silenced worlds, to the beating of the last heart. But it was 
never my true name. I have no name. They are weakness. 

What are you?  
The result of balance. You, and everything else, are life. I am the balance. 

There are many of you and one of me. And everything you are is death to me, just 
as everything I am is death to you. I will silence the universe.  

But…  
Silence. The creature struck out with a single thought and 

devastated the Collector’s mind. I will leave this planet, and I will destroy 
it. Then I will travel to the next one, and end that too. 

The Collector lay, on the floor, his body wracked with spasms, and 
wasted by the power of the creature. His mind was debilitated, barely 
even able to create cohesive thoughts. The creature hadn’t even 
bothered to hurt him, just to disable him.  

The creature proceeded towards the ship, and the black substance 
of its shell unfurled for it. Its link with the Collector’s mind was still 
open. It prepared to silence his mind forever.  

When the Collector did something unexpected.  
He transmitted a single thought down the link. A single, cohesive, 

powerful thought. It emerged from the spastic patterns that crackled 
across its lobes, the static forming of ideas that should have 



 

  179 

dissolved. Through sheer force of will, one was created and sent on 
its way.  

The creature was too surprised to stop it. And when it didn’t do 
anything to it, it almost laughed. Until it realised what it had said (and 
to whom). Until the remainder of the Doctor’s mind committed 
suicide. The creature fought to stay alive, but the Doctor’s body 
crumpled, and folded. The psychic armour retracted into it, and the 
beating of its hearts stopped. The tiny electrical signals in its brain 
halted. The Doctor died, and the creature died with him.  

The Collector’s thoughts sparked back together. His mind was being 
healed by some other presence. They knitted into cohesive thought 
patterns, as the other presence weaved the Collector back together. 
The Collector then reached out with his mind and picked up the 
Doctor’s body. He squeezed life back into the Doctor’s hearts, 
started the generation of electrical impulses in the brain.  

He restored the body to life, in time for Nick and the others to 
rush in. They stood watching the Doctor’s body hover in mid air, 
above the neck level water. They watched as the body was lowered 
again, slowly slipping into the liquid until it soaked the bottom of his 
beard.  

And then they watched as it opened its eyes. And smiled. Normal 
eyes, with a friendly smile.  

‘Hello, Nick.’ It was the Doctor’s voice. Nick felt uplifted by it.  
‘Doctor,’ Nick asked, ‘how are you alive? What happened?’  
‘Ah. Well, when I recognised the presence that attacked me, I 

simply formulated this plan. I knew what it would do, so I asked the 
Collector to create an imprint of my mind and that is what you 
carried to my body.’  

‘An imprint nearly burst my skull?’  
‘Well,’ said the Doctor modestly, ‘I have a very big mind.’  
‘Big head, more like,’ Alf muttered into Nick’s ear.  
‘The imprint was made to carry one specific function: self-

destruction. The plan was for the Collector to transmit that thought 
to the imprint and my body would commit suicide. Then my real 
mind could be placed back in my body.  

‘However, we still need to get away. These spider things seem most 
unpleasant. So I have a favour to ask of you, Noan.’ Nick was 
amazed how confident he felt now the Doctor had slipped back into 
control of the situation. ‘Can you separate the morphic fields of the 
creatures in the zoo from the morphogenetic field, and place them 
into the genetic field of the time amulets?’  

Noan looked unsettled. ‘That may kill me.’  
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The Doctor looked pained. ‘I know. And I wouldn’t ask, if it 
wasn’t entirely essential.’  

‘Very well,’ Noan agreed. ‘But in truth, Doctor, it is I who should 
kill you, for what you did to my people when we last met.’  

Nick was slightly confused. He knew that morphic fields were the 
entelechy that guided and shaped the form of living things. He knew 
the morphogenetic field was the field that combined the morphic 
fields.  

As far as he understood it, the time amulets created a genetic field 
between the users before transporting them. If the Doctor wanted 
Noan to place the other morphic fields into the genetic field of the 
time amulets that could only mean…  

‘I’m ready,’ Noan said.  
‘Good,’ said the Doctor, and Nick and Alf joined hands as he 

clasped theirs. And then they weren’t in the zoo any more.  
Instead they were on the Canines’ ship. It was large, dark and 

smelly—the only light came from the image of the planet on a view 
screen. There was dog excrement on the floor. Noan collapsed, but 
every single creature in the zoo, apart from the spiders, was on the 
ship.  

The Canine crew approached them, circling the zoo contents in a 
pack, growling. Then the creatures from the zoo leapt on them. The 
Doctor took the opportunity to run to the nearest control bank. He 
bent his head to the controls and sniffed them all, before standing 
upright and bashing lots of them in a distinct series.  

There was a dull thump, and the planet shattered. It was dead. And 
so were the spiders.  

Noan was talking to the Collector. He had survived the ordeal of 
manipulating the fields. He had even managed to walk again. It may 
be years before his field manipulating abilities returned to normal.  

He was dangling his legs in the tank that was the Collector’s 
temporary home, at the heart of the Canines’ ship.  

I’m pleased to say that the Canines have agreed to loan their ship. We can find 
a new water world for you. You can rebuild your zoo, with the protection of the 
Omnisci. 

Really? The Collector seemed astonished.  
I consulted the Omnisci yesterday. The vote was unanimous amongst every 

member of our species.  
Every member?  
We aren’t as numerous as we used to be. And we have…vested interests in the 

preservation of as many morphic fields as possible.  
They both turned to look as the Doctor and his companions 

entered. The Doctor was grinning broadly.  
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‘Hello Noan, Collector. We just came to say goodbye.’  
You’re leaving us Doctor?  
‘Yes. We really have stayed as long as we can. Although I must say 

something before I go. Don’t keep everyone in the zoo, will you? Let 
them go, if they want to. I’m sure some will stay, just for the 
attraction of their own terraformed planet.’  

Fair enough, Doctor. Goodbye.  
‘Yes,’ echoed Noan. ‘Goodbye.’  

The Doctor turned to Nick and Alf.  
‘Ready?’ he asked. They both nodded to him. He took their hands, 

and they took each other’s. The genetic field was completed. They 
were about to disappear, when Nick asked something.  

‘Doctor…what did the hitch-hiker show you in your own mind?’  
‘Show me?’ 
Nick nodded, reminded of what he’d seen when connected to Alf. 

‘Yes, don’t tell me you saw nothing.’ 
The Doctor remained silent as they all faded away, his face 

growing dark.  
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Prologue 

The Doctor was not sure if he really wished to open his eyes; just 
feeling the pain was bad enough. To see the cause of it was almost 
more than he could stomach. He had lived a long time now, some 
five hundred years, and he prided himself on that fact that he had 
survived much danger and much pain. But in all those years he had 
never experienced such pain as he did now, his death in the 
Collector’s zoo had hurt less.  

Gingerly he opened his eyes; a task not made easy by the dry blood 
that caked his eyelids. For a few moments all he could see was 
blackness, but then his eyes adjusted to the darkness and he could 
make out shapes around him. He tilted his head from side to side, 
taking in his surroundings.  

He was in a large cave. One end carried on deeper into the planet 
on to which they had crashed, the other… The Doctor’s face creased 
in concern. The mouth of the cave was blocked by the wreckage that 
was Earth’s Pride. The small ship was a mess. No matter how the 
Doctor looked at it he did not see how it could be salvaged.  

Nick and Alf!  
He craned his neck around, but of his companions there was no 

sign. They must still be in the ship, he realised. With that prospect in 
mind the Doctor made to stand up but found that he could not.  

With a strange sense of foreboding he looked down to the rest of 
his body. His left leg was wrapped around a small boulder. A broken 
bone was jutting out of his trouser leg. The Doctor tried to wiggle his 
toes but there was no life in his leg at all.  

He tilted his head and glanced back across at the wreckage. The 
ship looked squashed. He remembered the crash, and how Earth’s 
Pride had come down very fast. The speed of impact would have been 
incredible. He did not like to think too much on the state of the 
inside of Earth’s Pride. All he knew was that he had to get Nick and 
Alf out of there.  

He reached out at a nearby rock and used it as leverage to pull 
himself over to the wreckage. But as he moved pain shot up from his 
leg, sparking every nerve in his body. The Doctor squeezed his eyes 
shut.  

His eyes shot back open at the sound of metal grinding against 
metal. It was only then that he noticed how Earth’s Pride was pushing 
at all sides of the cave mouth, but the rock was not giving way. 
Instead Earth’s Pride was being squeezed together ever so slowly. And 
still Nick and Alf were in there.  
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He closed his eyes again and concentrated. Three times he had 
regenerated, once brought on by old age, the second time a condition 
forced on him by his own people, a third the result of an attack by a 
future enemy who no longer existed. It was a known fact that Time 
Lords could also control their regenerations. Indeed some of his 
people had made great show of that fact, moulding their bodies into 
forms that they liked. The Doctor had never been one of those 
people. For him regeneration was a necessity brought on by danger 
and turmoil, not a luxury to be used to benefit his status as a Time 
Lord. But as he thought of Nick and Alf inside the wrecked Earth’s 
Pride the Doctor realised that regeneration was his only option. He 
needed to be at full strength to rescue them, and his body was too 
damaged to perform that task adequately.  

The Doctor reached into himself, focusing his mind on the cell 
cluster that would start his fourth regeneration. His eyes snapped 
open, a look of pure horror sweeping over his face.  

The cell cluster wasn’t there.   
I can’t regenerate! 



 

186 

Chapter One 

Nick sat on a chair outside Honest Doc’s 2nd Hand Curio Shop and looked 
around him. Normally at this point he would be underwater, in a native bar, 
enjoying an Ossoban Soul Killer, but after events at the Collector’s zoo he found 
he had no desire to spend time underwater. And even less imbibing a substance 
that made him lose control. He’d done enough of that, too. 

Instead he sat in the fresh night air, his head in his journal, composing an 
entry about his recent adventure. He had reached the bit where he had shared 
Alf’s memories, her thoughts, her feelings… Everything she had experienced at 
the hands of Nicholas. This had caused him to pause, to look up and survey the 
ever-busy Senate Square before him. Things always seemed so simple when they 
returned…home, he supposed he could call it. He had never technically grown up 
anywhere, he remembered nothing of Forum World, of the life he had once lived as 
the Bloke archetype of the Millennium People—indeed, the only life he truly knew 
was that which he had shared with the Doctor for the past, what, two years? He 
guessed that was about right. For Alpha Centauri over a year had passed since 
they had first arrived on the world to track down the paradox that had finally 
stabilised the new universe—it was hard to keep track, but every time they 
returned to Alpha Centauri more time had passed than was relative to their 
experiences. Either way, it had been over a year since he had first met Alf; the 
woman he was destined to fall in love with. 

Neither of them had really talked about their experiences in the zoo, they had 
simply avoided any mention of it. Alf was off visiting Vishkalaar, her old 
colleague from IC5486, and the Doctor was busy performing ambassadorial 
duties for the Galactic Federation. In theory the Doctor being so busy should have 
meant more time for Nick and Alf to spend together, but the truth was Alf had 
been called on by the Doctor to be his personal pilot, to ferry him to New Mars 
and Peladon as he attempted to negotiate a new age of understanding between the 
Martian Empire and the Pels. It was going to take a lot of effort and time, the 
Doctor said, since King Garet could not forgive the Martians for what they had 
done to Peladon almost half a century ago. Still Peladon maintained a precarious 
position in the Galactic Federation, after Garet’s threat to withdraw after the 
Federation had allied itself with the Martian Empire during the campaign to 
remove the Cybermen from the Mondasian system. It had been successful, but the 
price had been high. Almost every planet in the system, including the world that 
had once been Earth, was no longer able to sustain life. There were talks about 
ways the solar system could be restored, but for now the Federation was licking its 
wounds—every member race had suffered crushing losses during the war; only the 
Draconians appeared to be anywhere near full strength. 

The second biggest member, the Qux, had begun to mysteriously close its 
borders some months ago. They refused any visitors to Qux Prime. The Doctor 
had been most concerned by this turn of events—but then he had never trusted the 
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Qux, a position Nick understood all too well. He hadn’t like them from the 
moment he had first met them, either. 

Looking around Senate Square it was hard to believe the Federation was 
recovering from a war. The place seemed as vibrant and as busy as ever. Perhaps 
they were all putting on a brave face? It seemed that’s what people did—no matter 
what world you came from. 

Nick could relate. 
He really needed to talk to Alf. 

‘So you say, Thohum, but… Look, he’s coming around.’  
It was a voice on the periphery of his senses. The Doctor focused, 

gathering his conscious thoughts together. Slowly he opened his eyes. 
He was pleasantly surprised by the low light that greeted him. The 
Doctor looked around. He was in a room made from rock. At the far 
side was a door, it had a pattern on it, a pattern imprinted in some 
dull metallic looking substance. The pattern struck a distant memory 
in the Doctor, although he couldn’t quite place it. The same pattern 
was repeated in a much larger form on the face of a wall opposite 
him. The more he looked around the more he saw of that substance. 
It lined the tables (made from brown stone) and the chairs. Even the 
people had it on their clothes.  

Again the Doctor had to gather his senses. Hearing and sight were 
the main ones that he needed at that moment, so he cancelled out the 
other senses, in particular the stabbing pain in his leg, and pulled his 
hearing and sight to the fore. The room continued to fade in and out 
of focus nonetheless.  

There were two people in the room with him, both dressed in suits 
made from something akin to chain mail. The taller one wore a collar 
made of the dull substance, while the shorter wore robes over his 
chain mail suit. Both had flowing white hair, hair that only grew from 
halfway down the back of their heads. Their heads fascinated the 
Doctor. He had seen many races in his time, but none that looked 
quite like these. Their skin was a dirty brown, with high foreheads 
and protruding, hairless eyebrows. The older of the two had a long 
white beard, while the younger and taller had no hair on his face 
whatsoever.  

The Doctor spoke but all that came out was a jumble of words that 
made no sense. He frowned, trying to bring his vocal chords into 
synch with his thoughts.  

The younger alien turned to his senior. ‘You see, he does not speak 
our language. We should kill him now, before he has a chance to give 
away our existence.’  

The Doctor wanted to refute that, but he was feeling tired. His 
eyes were getting heavy and despite his best efforts he could not help 
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but close them. The world around him drifted away, to be replaced 
by a strange dreamscape.  

‘Come on, Doctor!’  
The Doctor sees himself bent over, panting for breath. He glances around, 

recognising the familiar corridor. He is in the heart of Cyber Control on Nova 
Mondas. The other Doctor looks up at a Draconian who is standing some 
distance before him. He waves the Draconian on.  

‘Run, Kostaash! I’ll keep up.’  
‘I’m not leaving you behind.’  
The Doctor finds himself taking to the Draconian. Kostaash looks like the 

type not to give up on someone. Cyber Control shakes around them, accompanied 
by a sound like the rumble of thunder. The Doctor notices the look of recognition 
on the faces of both his other self and Kostaash.  

‘The Fusion Bombs!’ Kostaash exclaims.  
The other Doctor is shaking his head. ‘No, it’s too soon for them! It’s 

something else! Run!’ He begins to run, and seeing this, Kostaash resumes his own 
run. The Doctor watches them for a moment.  

Run, Doctor, run! Stay with him.  
It is a voice the Doctor recognises. He looks around, but there is no one else 

here other than the two of him and Kostaash. He cannot place the voice, but he 
does indeed know it.  

As he runs the Doctor wonders why he is here, and why in two versions of the 
same incarnation? The man he is following is without doubt a slightly younger 
version of him, yet the Doctor does not remember these events. He remembers being 
on Nova Mondas with Nick and Roger, and before that when Brad had died, 
but never with a Draconian.  

The younger Doctor comes to a sudden stop just before an intersection of the 
corridor. The Draconian has already passed through the intersection. Suddenly 
something comes crashing through the ceiling, bringing metal and support struts 
with it. The force of the crash causes the other Doctor to fall back on to the floor.  

The Doctor rushes over to his other self and attempts to help the younger man 
to his feet. Instead the Doctor’s hands pass right through him. It does not matter, 
though, since the younger Doctor gets to his feet himself and walks over to the now 
blocked intersection.  

The Doctor looks down at his hands and rubs them together. They are solid as 
they should be. He looks over at his other self and begins to realise that he is but a 
ghost in his own past. He just wishes he could remember when this took place.  

‘Save yourself, Kostaash!’ the other Doctor yells through the rubble. There is no 
reply. He dusts himself down and glances around for another way out. The Doctor 
walks up to him.  

‘Can you hear me?’  
Despite all the years he has lived, nothing could have prepared him for what he 

witnesses next. The corridor erupts into fire around him. He glances around in 
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horror, but he feels neither heat nor flame. He reaches out, but the flames pass 
through him. He looks over at his other self.  

The man that is he stands there, for a brief moment a look of doubt passes 
across his face, but it is soon replaced by contentment. And in that moment the 
Doctor realises where he is, and when. The flames spread over the body that is, to 
all intents and purposes, his own.  

‘Why am I here?’ the Doctor cries out in anguish, shaken by the death of his 
other self.  

Do you not understand?  
‘No,’ the Doctor mutters. ‘I don’t. Who are you?’  
There is no answer, and the Doctor is left with no choice but to stand there and 

witness the death of the clone on Nova Mondas. 

Nick sighed. When the Doctor had returned from the Senate Building, having 
finally convinced King Garet to talk to Emperor Izlyr, he had been bustling with 
ideas. One of them was the need for a holiday. Nick agreed—all three of them 
could do with a break, a time to relax and maybe work out the issues they all 
had. The Doctor had even suggested they pick up Falex en route, an idea that 
filled Nick with a lot of joy. Things had not ended well before Enalc’karnip had 
returned Falex to Taureas II, but none of that mattered—Falex was, in all ways 
that mattered, Nick’s kid brother, and it had been too long since they had last 
seen each other. 

‘What’s the problem? Surely even Taurean schools have holidays?’ Nick said, 
looking around the curio shop, remembering simpler times, like when Falex and 
he had used a giant spider as a table upon which to have their breakfast. 

‘It appears that since Falex joined the Honing Institute at such a late age, his 
training is more intensive than is usual,’ the Doctor said, fiddling with his time 
amulet. 

‘Training? What, they recruiting him to the military now?’ 
The Doctor shrugged. ‘I can’t honestly tell you. The Taureans are a secretive 

race, for whatever reason, but Theahmin assures me that Falex is in the best 
place.’ 

Nick had barely met Falex’s aunt—his only living family member—but the 
Doctor trusted her, and Alf spoke highly of her, too. Nick supposed that had to 
be enough for him. He sighed again. ‘But, it’s Falex…’ 

‘Yes, I know.’ The Doctor patted Nick on the shoulder. He looked around at 
the shop door. ‘Still no Alf.’ He tutted and looked at the time amulet. ‘It should 
be sending out a low telepathic message; a suggestion for her to return here.’ 

‘It can do that?’ 
‘Mine can. Hmm, she must be on her way. She needs to relax more.’ 
‘Don’t we all?’ 
‘Alf more so.’ 
Nick frowned. ‘Why?’ 
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The Doctor narrowed his eyes. ‘Since London she’s changed, you’ve seen it, too, 
Nick. She’s become harder, detached. In Paris she expressed a level of distrust 
about me that I found worrying—something she has never done before. And what 
you told me about her actions in the zoo. How she spoken about Nicholas yet?’ 

Nick looked away. ‘No. I want to talk to her about it, reassure her somehow, 
but I don’t know what to say. I mean, what do you say?’ He turned back to the 
Doctor. ‘I’m sorry you were tortured by my vampiric self, but I do love you and 
I…’ 

‘Love?’ 
Nick felt his cheeks go warm. He nodded slowly, unable to hide his smile. 

‘Yeah, I think so.’ 
At this the Doctor boomed a laugh. ‘Finally! You humans do take your time. 

Humanity needs a kick-start, and you are the only two who can do it.’ 
‘A what?’ 
‘Well, one day Earth needs to be repopulated, and who better than humans? 

Imagine, Nick, an Earth populated by your descendents.’ 
‘Bloody hell.’ Nick let out a breath of air. The Doctor was suggesting that he 

and Alf should… Not that Nick minded. He’d only been human for about 
eighteen months or so, and he’d never… And Alf was the only one with whom he 
wanted to… 

‘Nick and Alf, the new Adam and Eve.’ 
‘Yeah, all right, Doc, keep it down.’ 

Time had passed him by but no one had come into the room to 
check up on him. He did not really mind, since the time had allowed 
him to process the events in the strange dreamscape. It was not 
difficult to realise that someone had brought him back in time to 
witness the death of the clone. But who, the Doctor did not know. 
The voice had sparked a light of recognition, but little more. For the 
first time he wondered if he had been right to create a clone, and then 
to sacrifice it like a pawn on a chessboard. He had passed a lot of his 
own identity to the clone; he had to for it to convince. When he had 
borrowed the cloning tanks from the Qux he knew the risk he had 
been taking, but he did not know quite the effect of having a clone 
would be.  

The Doctor looked up at the ceiling, still haunted by the image of 
himself being burned alive.  

He knew it was only a clone, but it was sentient, and as far as the 
clone was concerned it had been the real Doctor. 

He shook the thoughts from his mind, since that way led only to 
madness, and returned them to Nick and Alf.  

The three of them had been through a lot together of late, and 
after everything they had been through recently. The much needed 
holiday to Florana had not came to pass, alas, since the Earth’s Pride 
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had crashed into this…what was it? A planet, a large asteroid? The 
Doctor racked his brain but the memory was a little hazy. All he 
knew was that they had crashed and he had to get back to Nick and 
Alf.  

He is out of his body. At least, the Doctor assumes that he is.  
He can see himself pottering around a complicated looking machine. ‘Where 

am I now?’ he asks out loud.  
Pay attention and you may learn, Doctor.  
The Doctor does not like the way the voice talks down to him. Grudgingly, 

though, he does as he is told.  
The machine sits in the middle of a vortex of colours. The Doctor recognises the 

vortex as the dimension beyond the sixth wall in his shop back on Alpha 
Centauri. He does not recognise the machine, however, although he feels that he 
should. Tubes flow out of the strange machine, snaking across the floor. He follows 
them with his eyes, but they trail to a place beyond his immediate vision. The 
Doctor looks at himself, as he turns around. He is given an odd look by…well, 
by himself.  

‘Soon,’ the Doctor that is not him says.  
The Doctor has no idea what his other self is talking about, and says so.  
You will, Doctor, you will. 

At the mouth of one of the many caves that littered the small planet, 
Earth’s Pride lay in a heap of broken metal. A section of the ruined 
ship shook briefly, as if there was something inside trying to get out. 
A dull thud came from under the damaged metal bulkhead. The thud 
was repeated several times until finally the bulkhead came free of the 
wreckage around it and dropped to the ground.  

A figure emerged dragging another with it. Both were covered in 
dust. The one being dragged was unconscious, dried blood caking the 
left side of her face. The man doing the dragging looked down at his 
lover and tugged one final time. Once free of the wreckage the man 
collapsed on to his rump.  

Nick looked down at Alf’s torn face, cradled as it was in his lap. 
The wound on her left cheek had been opened again during the 
crash, no doubt when her head had smashed against the navigation 
console during the forced landing. Nick could still remember the 
mayhem that there had been on Earth’s Pride.  

The ship buckled and his pyramid of cards fell off the table. ‘Arse!’ he hissed, 
reaching across the table to pick the cards back up, knocking his cup of coffee off 
the table in the process. He looked down at the spilt coffee, then turned to the 
Doctor. His big friend and mentor was no longer sitting down reading, instead he 
was on his feet rushing over to the cockpit arch.  
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Nick glanced down at the empty cup, shrugged and joined the Doctor. The 
cockpit was only big enough for one person, and that person was Alf. When they 
had left Alpha Centauri the Doctor had insisted on piloting them to Florana, but 
Alf wouldn’t hear of it.  

‘What’s going on?’ Nick asked.  
Alf was struggling with the controls; her sight focused on the screen before her. 

Nick could just about make out a small planet on the screen. A brown planet 
that looked very much like a rock in space. ‘Something’s interfering with the 
navigational systems!’ she shouted, as the ship creaked around them.  

‘Alf, try reversing the polarity of the…’  
The Doctor was not able to finish his sentence. The ship rocked, throwing both 

Nick and the Doctor back to the rear of the ship. The larger man collided with 
the table, which collapsed on top of him. Nick hit the food replicator. He rubbed 
his head and struggled to his feet. As the ship rocked from side to side he made his 
way back over to the cockpit.  

‘We’re going down!’ Alf yelled, and flicked a switch on the navigation console. 
A section opened before her and a joystick rose from out of the console.  

Nick reached out to the back of Alf’s chair. The ship buckled again, but this 
time Nick held his ground. ‘What are you doing?’  

‘Attempting to level our descent. Hold tight!’  
Nick did so. The shaking and buckling increased in ferocity, turning Nick’s 

knuckles white as his grip tightened. He glanced back at the Doctor. His mentor 
was trying to get to his feet, but not having much success with it. The table had 
been removed from him by the constant shaking of the ship. The Doctor looked up 
from his undignified position. He smiled grimly at Nick.  

‘It’s like being at Six Flags,’ he said.  
Before Nick could make a witty comeback, Alf cried out in alarm.  
‘Oh shit!’  
Nick turned back to her. On the viewer the image had changed. An electrical 

storm was raging outside. The sound of lightning bolts hitting the hull could be 
heard. A cave opening was fast approaching. ‘Doctor!’ he yelled, and turned to the 
big man, ‘we’re going to crash! Hold on!’  

The Doctor was on his feet. He glanced around for something to hold on to. 
Unfortunately the only thing still standing was the food replicator, but it was 
across the other side of the deck. The Doctor reached out for the nearest wall 
instead, just as lightning struck the bulkhead tearing a big hole into the wall.  

Earth’s Pride tumbled sideways, twisting like a corkscrew towards the mouth 
of the cave, causing Nick to head-but the roof of the cockpit. Alf’s head slammed 
into the navigation console and the sound of tearing metal came from behind them. 
The ship began to steady itself. Nick, now back on the floor outside the cockpit, 
looked back at the Doctor. There was no sign of him. Where the Doctor had 
stood was a gaping hole in the side of the ship.  

‘Doctor!’ Nick yelled.  
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Before he could say anything else, however, the ship came to an abrupt halt and 
Nick’s head was rammed into the side of the cockpit arch.  

Nick rubbed his forehead and felt the gash above his eye. He swayed 
as a wave of dizziness overcame him. He glanced down at Alf.  

‘Hey,’ he began, but got no further as the exhaustion caught up 
with him. Nick flopped backwards, drifting into blissful 
unconsciousness.  

Two aliens stepped up to the wrecked ship and looked down at the 
two humans. One of the aliens turned to the other.  

‘We must kill them.’ 

‘Hello!’ the Doctor called out. There was no answer. ‘Fine,’ he 
mumbled, fed up with lying about in the cave-like room and being 
dragged into a past he did not remember. He closed his eyes, and 
prepared himself for some pain. With considerable effort the Doctor 
lifted his back off the table and threw his legs over the side. Pain did 
not come. He looked down at his leg and saw the scar tissue through 
his ripped trousers. Not for the first time in recent memory, his 
regenerative powers had taken their time to work. He glanced around 
the room.  

The pattern on the wall before him caught his eye. Unsteadily he 
walked over to it and reached out a hand. ‘Gold,’ he said. The Doctor 
took a step back and titled his head. The pattern was lop-sided but he 
knew it only too well.  

‘The sign of their Gods,’ a voice said.  
The Doctor glanced around the room, but still there was no one 

else with him. Just him and the voice from his dreams. ‘Nonsense, 
that is the Seal of Rassilon.’  

‘Yes. Also known as the Seal of the High Council.’  
‘You know something of Gallifrey and the Time Lords?’  
‘A little,’ the voice said in a tone that implied that it knew a lot 

more than a little. ‘You still do not know me?’  
The Doctor shook his head. ‘No, although I do recognise your 

voice. Maybe if you showed yourself?’  
The only response was silence. The Doctor shrugged. If the voice 

did not wish to play then neither would he. With great effort he 
walked over to the door and pulled at it. It did not move. He let out a 
groan and turned back to the room. ‘Well?’ he snapped at the voice, 
finding a focus for his frustration. ‘Are you going to show yourself or 
not?’  

A sigh echoed around the room. ‘Things have changed, and 
manifesting a body is no longer easy for me.’  

The Doctor huffed. ‘A flimsy excuse.’  
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‘I have not heard you this moody in a long while, Doctor.’ The 
Doctor folded his arms, refusing to be drawn further in. ‘Very well,’ 
the voice said in a resigned tone. ‘I will do my best. Just remember 
that you insisted.’  

The Doctor smiled and waited. The air before him shimmered as a 
body began to form. At first all that could be made out was an 
outline. ‘Is that the best you can do?’ The Doctor had to smirk, quite 
sure that the outline appeared to express frustration.  

Features came into focus, first the clothes - the robes of a Time 
Lord, complete with oversized ceremonial collar and skullcap. The 
robes were a mix of red and gold, the colours of a Prydonian—the 
Time Lord chapter to which the Doctor belonged. Finally the rest of 
the body formed, and the Doctor nodded in acknowledgment.  

Standing before him was a bald fair skinned man, with a tightly 
clipped goatee beard. The Doctor knew him as the Figure, a 
mysterious person who had appeared to the Doctor several times 
during his enforced stay in the Galactic Federation.  

‘Well, now I know why your voice sounded familiar.’ The Doctor 
stepped forward and poked the Figure. ‘I didn’t know you were a 
Time Lord.’  

The Figure shook his head. ‘Oh, I’m not. But I chose these robes 
to remind you of what you have lost.’  

‘Very nice of you, I’m sure.’  
‘And what you are going to lose.’  
‘What?’  
The Figure turned away. ‘Later, Doctor. Trust me, the time for 

explanations is fast approaching. But not just yet.’ He pointed at the 
Seal of Rassilon. ‘The people of this planet worship your people as 
Gods. An irony, really.’ He glanced back at the Doctor. ‘If only they 
knew.’  

‘Knew what?’ The Figure did not answer, so the Doctor tried 
another tact. ‘Okeydokey, so you say you are not a Time Lord, yet…’  

‘How is your body now? Still in pain?’  
The Doctor was fully aware that his questions were being 

deflected, but he also realised that the Figure had asked a valid 
question. The pain in his body had gone—as soon as the Figure had 
manifested!  

‘Best it has been since I arrived on this rock,’ the Doctor said, 
quite pleased at that.  

‘A shame.’ The Doctor raised a questioning eyebrow, and the 
Figure let out a sigh. ‘It is a shame, Doctor, because the lack of pain 
is the calm before an impending storm.’ He reached out and placed a 
hand on the Doctor’s shoulder. ‘You, my friend, are dying.’ 
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The mouth of the cave came rushing at her. She blinked the sweat away and 
smiled grimly, realising that there was nothing she could do. ‘Sorry, guys,’ she 
whispered, quite sure that neither Nick nor the Doctor could hear her over the 
incessant creaking of the ship. She closed her eyes and was jerked suddenly 
forward.  

Alf came to with a start. Instinctively her hand reached up to the scar 
on her cheek. She felt dry blood. The scar was a constant gentle 
throbbing to her as she looked around.  

They were in a room that was carved out of rock. On the far side 
was a rock door, adorned with gold patterns. The room was empty of 
furniture of any description; indeed Alf herself was lying on the floor. 
Nick was sitting beside the rock door; his head slumped in sleep. He 
was still dressed in his jeans and his blue t-shirt with the red-outlined 
Spider-man mask dead in the centre. His clothes were filthy and torn, 
his usually immaculate blonde hair a mess.  

Alf grinned, slightly amused by the state of him. Since leaving the 
Collector’s little world Nick had become very self-conscious, 
attaching a great deal of importance to his appearance. He still wore 
his clothes casually, but they were a lot tidier than before, even his 
hair was. Before their little adventure with the giant jellyfish Nick’s 
hair was worn in a very loose ponytail, with strands often hanging 
out. But since then he had had his hair trimmed to just above his 
shoulder, and wore the ponytail tight, he even used a bit of gel to 
keep the loose strands under control. Now, however, his hair was 
more of a mess than Alf had ever seen, albeit shorter.  

Slowly and carefully Alf got to her feet, unsure of how wounded 
the rest of her body was. As it turned out the only damage was to her 
face. No doubt from when her head hit the navigation console, Alf 
reasoned. She looked down at her own dirty clothes. The material 
from which the clothes were made was a lot stronger than Nick’s, 
therefore there were no holes or tears, only dust and dirt. Loads of 
dust and dirt. Her gun was missing from her leg holster, and she had 
an image of it lying on her black coat back on Earth’s Pride. She 
reached down and rolled up the left leg, and was annoyed to find that 
her Draconian blade was no longer strapped to her leg. Someone had 
taken it.  

From the moment she had awoken she had realised that someone 
had brought Nick and her from the ship. Nick was in no state to 
move himself, let alone anyone else. And it seemed that the same 
someone had nicked her knife.  

She walked over to Nick and gently shook his shoulders. ‘Oi, Nick, 
wake up.’  
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Nick began to stir. Alf watched him as he slowly woke up, her eyes 
glowing with affection. She smiled and brushed some of the hair out 
of his eyes. ‘You really need to get this cut even shorter, you know.’ 
He looked up at her and smiled weakly. ‘Just don’t go spiking it up, 
all right?’ she said, half seriously.  

A shadow passed across Nick’s face, and he did best to maintain 
his smile. Alf swallowed. It had been a stupid thing to say; she knew 
Nick had taken to blaming himself for her ordeal in London. She 
offered him a reassuring smile. 

Nick’s eyes opened wide and he looked around. ‘Where are we?’  
‘No idea.’ Alf stood up and surveyed the room. ‘Some type of 

room fashioned out of the rock. A cell, perhaps?’  
Nick smiled in a lopsided manner. ‘That figures.’ He got to his feet 

and began to dust himself down. ‘Look at the state of me.’  
Alf smiled. ‘Yeah, nice, eh? Hopefully Earth’s Pride is in a better 

condition.’  
‘She isn’t. I had to drag you out of her. She’s totalled, Alf. Can’t see 

how that ship will be getting us off this planet.’  
Alf was a little disheartened by the news, and let out a resigned 

sigh. ‘Oh well.’ She walked over to Nick and tore a bit of material off 
his Spider-man t-shirt.  

‘Hey!’  
‘Quit complaining, it’s no good now.’ Nick was about to complain 

further but Alf shushed him. She wet the edge of the material with a 
bit of spittle and began to wipe the dried blood from above his 
forehead. ‘First off, we need to get out of here and find the Doctor. 
Once we’re all together we can think about getting off this planet. I’m 
sure that between us we can work out how to send out some kind of 
distress signal. Maybe there is something that we can salvage from 
Earth’s Pride?’  

‘That reminds me. Before the ship landed the Doctor was flung 
outside. He could be anywhere.’  

Alf stepped back. ‘Right then, we need to get out of here and find 
him.’  

Before either of them could consider the how, the door was 
opened. Nick quickly moved to Alf’s side, Alf tensed instictively.  

Two aliens walked into the room. Both had guns. And both were 
pointing them at Nick and Alf. Alf stepped forward before either of 
the aliens could say anything.  

‘What’s the name of this planet?’ she asked, in an effort to distract 
them.  

For a moment the younger of the aliens looked a little surprised. 
He turned to his companion. ‘Thohum was wrong, they do speak our 
language.’ He looked back and regarded Alf and Nick with a 
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suspicious eye. ‘This is Voga and no one must know you were here.’ 
Both of the aliens raised their guns. ‘So you must both die.’  

‘What do you mean I am dying?’ The Doctor glared at the Figure, not 
sure whether to laugh or not. ‘As Nick would say, “you’re having a 
laugh”, right?’  

The Figure shook his head solemnly. ‘No, I only wish I was. The 
universe has already lost one Doctor, it cannot afford to lose 
another.’  

‘No, no. I cannot accept that, I’m sorry.’ The Doctor turned away 
and walked over to the door. He thought back to the memory of the 
clone dying on Nova Mondas. He shook his head and banged on the 
door. ‘Let me out of here!’ he yelled.  

The Figure walked over to the Doctor and placed a hand on his 
shoulder. ‘You must accept it. You are dying. You have been dying 
ever since the Doctor created you.’  

The Doctor stopped banging on the door and turned to the 
Figure, the colour draining out of his face. ‘Since…?’  

The Doctor recognises the vortex as the dimension beyond the sixth wall in his 
shop back on Alpha Centauri. He does not recognise the machine, however, 
although he feels that he should. Tubes flow out the strange machine, snaking 
across the floor. He follows them with his eyes, but they trail to a place beyond his 
immediate vision. The Doctor looks at himself, as he turns around. He is given 
an odd look by…well, by himself.  

‘Soon,’ the Doctor says.  
He shook his head again. ‘No, you can’t be telling me…’ He could 

not bring himself to say the words.  
‘I can be. And I am.’ The Figure smiled, but it was a sad smile, and 

as he spoke the following words a great weight came slamming down 
onto the man before him.  

‘The Doctor died on Nova Mondas saving the Federation from the 
Cybermen. You were created by stolen, and it seems faulty, Qux 
technology. You are the clone.’ 
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Chapter Two 

The revelation came down on him like an anvil.  
If only he could deny it. But deep within he knew—the words 

spoken by the Figure simply confirmed the doubts that had been 
building since his first encounter with Countess Dorothea on Styria.  

‘I suppose you know that on Styria Dorothea attempted to convert 
me? To turn me into a vampire. She failed.’ He bellowed out a self-
mocking laugh. ‘I dismissed her, attributed her failure to me being a 
Time Lord. What arrogance! Dorothea, on the other hand, was 
convinced that something had transpired since my infection. I 
brushed it aside, focusing on the problem at hand. I’m good at that 
you know.’  

The Figure simply raised an eyebrow and let the Doctor continue.  
‘In Paris, at the turn of the twentieth century, Alf herself began to 

show doubt in me, questioned who I was. Again I swept it aside; 
thinking it was merely her dealing with her experiences in London, 
getting used to memories that had been restored to her. But those 
doubts dug deep into me, reaching my own self-doubt. More recently 
a creature from the dawn of time, something Nick called the hitch-
hiker, had an opportunity to look inside me. It showed me that there 
was a glitch in my genetic make-up. I thought it was due the 
alteration of the universe, so once again I brushed it aside and carried 
on. The slowness of my ability to heal—it took weeks to heal a 
simple cut on Styria. Should have taken days at the most. And when I 
awoke from the crash on this planetoid…’  

He did not remember moving, but the Doctor found himself 
resting on the far wall, his face buried in his hands. He looked up, the 
fear of uncertainty showing clearly in his eyes.  

‘Tell me this is not true.’  
The silence was answer enough. For a moment he remained where 

he was, hands resting against the wall, his back to the Figure. And 
then…  

A spark of hope ignited in the Doctor. ‘Ah, but,’ he said turning 
around and raising a finger, ‘I saw the clone die on Nova Mondas. 
You showed me, remember?’  

The Figure shook his head. ‘Not so. I showed you the Doctor die 
on Nova Mondas. Think about it. Who was the final spy waiting to 
be activated by the Cybermen?’  

The Doctor had to seriously think about it, because the 
information did not come to him readily. It was there, but just out of 
reach. He snapped his fingers. ‘Me!’ he said in triumph. ‘Yes, I 
remember. Theahmin showed me that I had an implant in my brain. 
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That was when I went and stole…’ He paused and smiled briefly. ‘I 
mean, when I borrowed the cloning tanks from the Qux.’  

‘And the Doctor made a clone.’ The Figure began walking towards 
him.  

The Doctor shook his head. ‘No no. I made the clone. I made it so 
that I could…’ He paused, not quite sure why he had made the clone. 
It had all seemed so clear at the time, but now the memory was 
fading. ‘So that I could…’ He tapped the side of his head. ‘The 
memory is in here somewhere…it has to be!’  

‘It’s not there is it?’ The Figure stopped a couple of inches before 
him. ‘Think on this, then. If you sent a clone to Nova Mondas to 
help defeat the Cybermen, do you not think that the Cyber Controller 
would know?’  

The Doctor wasn’t so sure.  
‘He would know,’ the Figure continued. ‘And why? Because in an 

alternative future the Controller placed a chip inside the Doctor’s 
head, and the Controller on present day Nova Mondas was going to 
use that chip to control the Doctor. The chip was inside the Doctor’s 
head, not that of the clone. If the clone had been sent to Nova 
Mondas then the Controller would have immediately known it was 
not the Doctor, because of the implant.’  

‘Well, I could have removed the chip,’ the Doctor mumbled, 
grasping at straws.  

‘No you couldn’t, and that’s the point. If the chip was removed the 
Doctor would have died, and that’s why he chose to create you. To 
carry on his legacy. If the Doctor had to die then he wanted to make 
sure it was for a good cause, and ridding the Federation of its greatest 
threat was that cause. Giving his life to save Earth…’ The Figure 
reached out a hand and placed it on the big man’s shoulder. ‘I’m 
sorry, but the Doctor is dead.’  

The Doctor shrugged the Figure’s hand away. He stormed over to 
the door and pulled. With a creak of protest the door gave in and 
swung open. He glanced back. His face was alive with emotion, and 
none of it good.  

‘I’m getting out of this madhouse, but I want to know just one 
thing. How do you know all this?’  

The Figure folded his arms. This time his smile was welcoming and 
warm. ‘Because I have been with the Doctor since he left Gallifrey; 
ever since I picked him to travel with me. On Ossobos, when my 
plasmic real-world interface was destroyed, I transferred myself into 
an unused part of the Doctor’s brain. When he transferred his 
memories and identity to you, I went with them.’ He spread his arms 
out and bowed. ‘I am the personification of your oldest companion.’ 
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The Figure looked back up with a gentle smile of brilliant white teeth, 
a sapphire glow in his eyes. ‘I am the TARDIS.’ 

As the Vogans tightened their fingers on the triggers Alf’s training 
took over. She moved forward and threw her right leg up. The gun 
flew out of the younger Vogan’s hand, but before he could even 
think of responding, Alf had spun around and slammed her elbow 
into his windpipe. The Vogan fell to the floor, struggling to breathe.  

Nick stood there for seconds, surprised as the Vogans by Alf’s 
turn of speed. The viciousness of her attack shocked him somewhat, 
although he had no idea why it should have. As the gun clattered to 
the floor Nick made his own move. He went for the second Vogan. 
Nick grabbed the Vogan’s gun arm, trying to force the Vogan to drop 
the weapon. The Vogan was bigger and stronger. He twisted and 
Nick fell to the floor. The gun was raised again, the barrel pointing 
directly at Nick’s head.  

‘Aliens cannot be allowed to see Voga and live.’  
Nick squeezed his eyes shut and heard a weapon go off. He 

flinched, expecting pain to follow, but none came. Only a high 
pitched scream followed by a familiar voice.  

‘Shame, then, ain’t it?’  
Nick opened his eyes to see the tall Vogan holding the bloody 

stump of his arm, face contorted in pain. Nick glanced around the 
floor and came across the scarred remains of the Vogan’s hand, the 
gun sizzling next to it. He looked up at Alf who held the younger 
Vogan’s gun. It was pointing at the older Vogan. She smiled grimly, 
then looked back at the Vogan.  

‘Sorry about your friend, but as they say, survival of the fittest.’  
The older Vogan looked down at his dead comrade. His face 

scrunched in anger. ‘The Gods will make you pay for this!’  
Nick got to his feet and was about to dust himself but decided 

against it. What was the point? He smiled at Alf. ‘Thanks.’ Turning to 
the Vogan he said; ‘That was not the way to treat your visitors. We 
don’t want to be here, pal.’  

‘Come on, let’s get out of here, Nick.’  
‘No!’ the Vogan screamed. ‘You cannot be allowed to leave Voga. 

Others will come. We cannot allow that!’  
Alf stepped forward and shoved the gun into the Vogan’s throat. 

‘Right, and you’re going to stop us how?’ She looked at Nick. ‘Let’s 
go.’ Nick began to walk out of the room. Without any notification, 
Alf spun around and coshed the Vogan on the back of his head with 
the butt of the gun. The Vogan fell to the floor, unconscious.  

Nick glanced back. ‘What was the point of that? He was wounded.’  
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Alf walked up to Nick and pushed passed him. ‘True, but we need 
time to find the Doctor. A conscious Vogan could raise an alarm. 
Close the door behind you.’  

Nick looked down at the two Vogans and shook his head. ‘I could 
murder a coffee,’ he muttered wistfully and closed the door. 

The Doctor looked back at the mouth of the tunnel from which they 
had emerged. ‘What was that?’  

‘Gunfire.’  
‘Yes, obviously. I did realise that.’ His words were laced with 

bitterness. ‘The gunfire came from that way;’ he pointed back the way 
they had come, ‘so I suggest we go this way.’ He turned and looked 
out at the big cavern they had entered. There were many tunnel 
entrances spread around the cavern, while down below laid an 
underground river. The Doctor noticed something floating by the 
bank. Some sort of small boat. He headed off.  

The Figure followed him. ‘Shouldn’t we find out what is 
happening? Is that not your usual way?’  

‘No,’ the Doctor snapped back. ‘That was the Doctor’s way. I am 
not him, remember?’ He wasn’t entirely convinced, holding on to the 
idea that something else was going on here, but deep down he knew 
that it was the truth. That somehow the Figure before him was his 
TARDIS and that he was…a clone. He didn’t want to face it, to even 
admit it to himself, but it explained so much of recent events. Even 
when he had been conducting the meeting with Izlyr and Garet there 
had been moments where he had lost himself, not able to focus on 
the details. He figured he had just been tired, distracted by the 
disturbing news about Qux Prime closing its borders. Months had 
passed during his few-day visit to Paris, and he had much to catch up 
with before his meeting with Garet and Izlyr—why wouldn’t he be 
tired? News of the Qux, the latest reports from Jaahkathna about the 
hunt for the Construct, the recent induction of a new supreme 
senator, and helping the senate work out the best way to remove all 
the weapons the Cybermen had left in the Aarmakixz system (as the 
Martians had insisted it be officially designated). He had been tired! 
Stretched thin. But this revelation—ha! Talk about stretched thin. 

The Figure sighed and shook his head. ‘You are not taking this 
well.’  

‘And just how should I take it? With grace?’ The clone—he could 
no longer think of himself as the Doctor—looked back at the Figure, 
fury in his eyes. ‘I am a fake! A copy. Not a Time Lord, just a piece of 
genetic engineering. Why should I care about the affairs of this 
planet?’  

‘Because it is Voga.’  
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The fury subsided, replaced by curiosity. The clone stopped, and 
rested his hands on the rock face to steady himself. ‘The planet of 
gold.’  

‘Yes, and an alliance between the Federation and Voga could be 
essential when the Cybermen return. And they will.’  

The clone narrowed his eyes. ‘You can see the future?’  
‘Possible futures. This is still a new universe, even to me. Nothing 

is certain. But there are Cybermen hidden throughout the galaxy—a 
back-up plan. The Controller left nothing to chance.’  

The clone was about to respond but a wave of dizziness overcame 
him. He staggered backwards and would have fallen to the river 
below had it not been for the Figure’s quick reactions. The Figure 
lowered the clone to a sitting position.  

‘What is happening to my body? It should be fine by now. Do you 
know that I can’t even regenerate?’  

‘I do. It is my fault.’  
The clone could not hide his surprise. ‘How?’  
The Figure sat down next to the clone and started to explain.  
He explained about what had happened on Ossobos. How the 

TARDIS had sacrificed its internal dimensions in a Reality Ram to 
save half of Ossobos from being destroyed by the Construct’s Reality 
Bomb. How, even at that moment of extreme crisis the TARDIS 
knew that it could not leave the Doctor alone in this new universe.  

‘The Doctor was unstable back then, his unexpected regeneration 
at the hands of the Master had shaken him up more than even he 
realised. I knew, but then I have always known the Doctor better 
than he knew himself. I could not leave him alone, so I did not.’  

It was a simple matter for the TARDIS to transfer its essence into 
the Doctor’s mind, since Time Lord’s used barely fifty percent of 
their brains. ‘I could have stayed in the Doctor’s mind indefinitely, 
but that was not my goal. I was biding my time, gathering my energies 
together again. My intention was to find a way to restore myself 
totally, once I was strong enough, but that plan changed. A time 
came when I needed to communicate directly to the Doctor. That 
was when he visited the Qux space station.’  

The clone tried to remember that, but he could not. ‘Nothing. No 
memories in there.’  

‘Your DNA is falling apart. The cloning tanks the Doctor took 
from the Qux were prototypes, part of their plan to create what they 
called the Qux Superior. And, as with most prototypes, the tanks had 
some major flaws. And lack of DNA stabilisation is one of them. 
Your deterioration is reaching an advanced stage. First the Time Lord 
genetic make-up is affected, then the memory. Soon your body will 
begin to fall apart.’  
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‘What? I really am dying then.’  
‘Yes. We must get you to the heart of Voga. To the Temple of the 

Gods.’  
‘You said the Time Lords are the Vogan’s Gods.’  
‘That is right. There is something on Voga, in the Temple of the 

Gods, which I believe can help both you and me. It is why I brought 
you here.’  

The clone thought back to the crash. ‘You caused Earth’s Pride to 
crash on this rock?’  

‘Yes, and you will soon see why.’ 
The clone thought about Nick and Alf, whom he still had yet to 

encounter. ‘Couldn’t you have just manifested and asked us to land?’ 
The Figure shook his head. ‘No, your deterioration is affecting me. 

Crashing was the only alternative.’ 
He stood up and reached out a hand. The clone got to his feet, 

quite aware that even though the Figure was touching him he could 
feel nothing. The clone just hoped it was due to the Figure being a 
psychic body and not due to the clone’s own failing body.  

With these doubts firmly in place the two of them resumed their 
descent to the river below. 

‘I need a drink,’ Nick said.  
Alf glanced at him with a small smile. She knew just how he felt. 

‘Can you hear that?’ she asked.  
They stopped moving and listened. From somewhere in the distant 

they could hear the drip dripping of water. It echoed down the 
tunnel, making the task of locating its origin that bit more difficult. 
‘Not too far away from water, I should think.’  

‘Assuming it is clean, of course,’ Nick pointed out. He rubbed the 
cut above his eye.  

Alf reached out to him. ‘Are you all right?’  
Nick frowned. ‘I think so, yeah. Just tired and a little dehydrated.’ 

He forced a smile, and took hold of Alf’s hand. ‘My body isn’t able to 
take the same punishment as yours.’  

Alf pulled her hand away abruptly. She couldn’t help but note the 
hurt look on Nick’s face. ‘Sorry,’ she said, her voice barely a breath of 
air. 

He nodded and took a deep breath. ‘Come on, let’s find this 
water,’ he said and set off.  

Alf watched him go with a wistful grin. Her feelings for him were 
deepening with each passing day, but every time they touched she felt 
cold inside.  

She thought back to the fateful day when Nick had first visited the 
internment camp. There was a connection between them straight 
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away. Alf never expected that falling for Nick would lead her to 
answers about herself.  

She sighed, and followed Nick. A lot had changed since that day. 
Nick was a lot more secure in himself, the Doctor wasn’t as erratic 
and as for her? Alf shook her head. She did not like what she had 
become.  

I’ve turned into a tough-nut bitch, she thought as she kept a steady 
distance behind Nick. And more than a little screwed up. Look at me! I’m 
falling hopelessly in love with the man before me yet I can’t bear to be touched by 
him. I seriously need to deal with that. If I’m not careful I’ll end up pushing him 
away. Mind you, that might not be a bad thing. I’m turning into a killer! Why 
would Nick want a killer as his wife? Whoa—did I just say that? Wife? Steady 
on, Alf, what are you thinking?  

The word killer echoed through her mind, over and over again. She 
had never meant to kill that Vogan. All she had wanted to do was get 
the gun off him and get the hell out of there.  

But why should that surprise me? Not like it is the first person I have killed. I 
pretty much tortured Nicholas to death. Okay, so yeah he took great pleasure in 
torturing me, but two wrongs don’t make a right do they? And before that how 
many have I wounded or killed during the war with the Cybermen? Maybe I have 
always been the same. Maybe I was like this during that period of my life that I 
don’t recall? I’m a natural born killer.  

Unwanted images of Nick being shot came rushing into her mind. 
She was holding the gun. It had happened in the Collector’s bizarre 
space zoo, and even though she had been forced against her will to 
shoot Nick…  

The killer instinct must have been there for that hitch-hiker to manipulate in 
the first place. And what about those Canines and Crocodilemen. Was that really 
me? What am I becoming? I have got to change that…if not for myself, then for 
Nick.  

So immersed in her own thoughts was Alf that she failed to notice 
the Vogans creeping up the tunnel behind her and Nick. 

The clone looked at his hand in horror. Even though he knew his 
borrowed DNA was failing he was not prepared for the actual 
physical reality of it. He wiggled his fingers and bits of skin flew off 
like drips off a melting ice cream. The clone swallowed hard.  

‘This is bad…really really bad.’  
‘I’m rather afraid it is,’ the Figure said behind him. ‘I tried to warn 

the Doctor, but he was not in the listening mood.’ He sighed. ‘The 
Qux stole his DNA when he visited their station, and I had to appear 
in this body to try and warn him but he just wouldn’t get it. And 
when he learned about the Cyber implant in his head…well, there 
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was no stopping him. I tried, but my abilities, although enhanced by a 
Time Lord brain, were still uncertain.’  

The clone turned on the Figure in anger. ‘Damn him! Why did he 
have to be so pig-headed? Why did he have to create me?’ In a peak 
of anger the clone struck the cave wall with his fist. It hit the rock 
with a squelch. The clone had to put great effort in pulling the fist 
away from the wall. He looked at the squashed fist and let out a 
breath of air.  

‘Why indeed? Fear mostly. The Doctor knew he had to die, but he 
wanted his legacy to go on. Someone to carry on fighting for this new 
universe.’  

‘Then why not me? I’m falling apart anyway. If I had died on Nova 
Mondas it would have made little difference.’ The clone sat down on 
a nearby rock, despondent.  

The Figure walked over to him. ‘We have not got much time left. I 
can help you, but we need to find the Temple of the Gods now.’  

The clone looked up. ‘What’s the point? The Doctor is dead. Let’s 
just leave it at that.’  

Tardis looked at the man before him. A shadow of the man he was 
supposed to be. As a corporeal real-world entity Tardis had always 
supported the Doctor and protected him. When he had moved into 
the Doctor’s mind his role had not changed. But when Tardis had 
been accidentally transferred into the mind of the clone his mission 
had changed. He became the clone’s unseen guide. Directing him to a 
place where both of them could be restored. And this was that place.  

He looked down at the clone, sadly. He was right when he had told 
the clone that it was his fault. Manifesting himself a proper body had 
strengthened the breakdown in the clone’s genetic make-up. But that 
will soon be immaterial. If I can find the Temple…  

With a last glance at the clone, Tardis walked away towards the 
mouth of the tunnel that they were in. He stood at the exit and 
looked down at the cavern below. A smile played across his lips as he 
took in the sight before him.  

In the centre of the cavern stood the Temple of the Gods. It stuck 
out like a jewel amongst the dark rock that made up the cavern walls. 
The Temple was made out of onyx, with a single spire reaching to the 
roof of the cavern. Above the great door leading into the Temple was 
the Seal of Rassilon.  

‘At last,’ he breathed, feeling the artron energy emanating from the 
Temple. His brow furrowed underneath his skullcap as he took in the 
many Vogans that walked about the exterior of the Temple. Getting 
past them would be difficult. But he had an idea.  
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Tardis returned to the clone, who was still sitting in the same 
position looking at his squashed hand. ‘I have found the Temple. It is 
time.’  

The clone looked up. ‘What? Time for what?’  
‘Time to be restored.’  
The clone shrugged. ‘I honestly cannot be bothered to try and care 

right now.’ He sniffed. ‘I am a phoney. I don’t deserve to live.’  
Tardis smiled and took the clone’s damaged hand. ‘We shall see 

about that.’ He closed his eyes and concentrated.  

The clone looked up, and despite himself his eyes filled with awe as a 
familiar and very welcome sound echoed throughout the tunnel. A 
low thumping pulsated around them as the rocky tunnel vanished to 
be replaced by…  

Alf took a deep breath, deciding it was high time that she and Nick 
had a long talk. It seemed like finding the Doctor was going to take a 
while, so it made sense to make good use of the time. Nick had come 
to a stop before the river. Alf came up behind him and placed a hand 
on his shoulder.  He turned.  

‘Any ideas on how we can get across that?’ He pointed at the river.  
Alf looked. ‘We could swim.’  
Nick looked down at his dirty clothes.  
‘Yeah, a good way to get these stupid things clean. Which reminds 

me.’ He turned back to the river and crouched down.  
Alf watched him take some water in his hands and raise them to 

his mouth. ‘Listen, Nick, it’s really time…’  
She did not get a chance to finish her sentence since a voice called 

out, echoing throughout the cavern.  
‘Put down your gun and surrender. You are a prisoner of the 

Vogan Militia!’  
Both Alf and Nick looked up. Several Vogans were standing at the 

entrances to various tunnels; each of them pointing guns at Nick and 
Alf. Alf pulled the gun from out of her trousers and turned.  

‘No, Alf, wait. We’re out numbered.’ Nick stood up and placed a 
hand on the gun.  

Alf looked down at it, then up at him. She nodded.  
‘You’re right. I’m sick of all this killing anyway.’ She let go of the 

gun and it fell to the ground. Alf lifted her arms up and shouted out. 
‘We surrender.’  

It took the Vogans moments to clamber down from the tunnel 
mouths. Alf and Nick were covered in a circle of guns.  

One of the Vogans stepped forward. ‘You will now be executed 
for the murder of two of our people.’  
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…A grand hall. The clone looked around. Everything about the place 
seemed familiar, and yet he could not help but feel that he had never 
seen anything like it before. It was nothing like anything else he had 
seen on Voga, that was for sure.  

‘The Vogans did not construct this place,’ he said.  
‘No, they did not. This place was constructed by the Time Lords.’ 

The Figure looked at the clone, then walked away.  
The clone watched him for a moment, then turned his attention to 

taking in the grand vista that was the inside of the Vogan’s Temple.  
The place was vast. The walls were made out of some precious 

shining stone; almost glass-like in appearance. The floor was like a 
mirror, reflecting everything around it, giving the impression that the 
temple was larger than it appeared. In the centre of the hall was an 
altar of some kind. The clone walked towards it. As he drew closer he 
realised it was not an altar, although he was sure the Vogans would 
consider it such, but a console. The console appeared to have six 
sides, although it was difficult to be sure since the sides merged into 
an almost seamless shape. In the centre of the console was a tall 
column, stretching to the ceiling above. The column was made of a 
substance very like ice-crystals. There was a soft glow about it, giving 
off the feeling that it was alive.  

The clone looked at it in awe. ‘This place is incredible.’  
The Figure was standing on the other side of the console. His 

hands were resting on its surface. ‘Yes, the final legacy of the Time 
Lords.’ He looked up and caught the clone’s eye. ‘This is the place I 
have been looking for.’  

‘Glad to hear it.’  
The Figure shook his head. ‘You really do not have any idea do 

you? This was once a great planet, until the causal nexus of reality was 
torn asunder, splintering the planet across the dimensions. Into a 
hundred different realities, just great chunks of rock 
floating…forever adrift. In the hundred realities, the evolution of the 
survivors followed a parallel path, forever linked. These survivors 
called themselves Vogans. The rock they called Voga…a word that 
means infinity in the ancient language of our people.’ He stopped, 
disappointed by the blank look on the clone’s face. ‘You’re not 
getting this are you?’ 

The clone shook his head. ‘Should I?’ 
The Figure sighed. He spread his arms wide, attempting to take in 

everything around him. ‘This is the heart of the Capitol. This rock on 
which we stand, this Voga, is the remains of Gallifrey itself.’ 
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Chapter Three 

‘Where?’ the clone asked.  
‘Gallifrey,’ Tardis repeated.  
The clone looked around the Capitol once again, and shook his 

head. ‘Never heard of it.’ 
Tardis frowned. ‘This is bad,’ he said and closed his eyes. He 

stretched out his mind to reach that of the clone, but all he found was 
darkness. There was no sense of the Doctor, or of his own essence. 
‘The Doctor’s memories have gone from you.’ He opened his 
saddened eyes. ‘All that is left is an empty shell.’  

Nick put himself between the Vogan and Alf, and held his hands up. 
‘Whoa there! Can’t we talk about this?’  

The Vogan shook his head. ‘I am Thohum, leader of the militia. I 
will decide what can be done. Aliens are not wanted on Voga.’  

Alf shook her head and moved Nick out of the way. ‘Look, if 
you’re going to have to do this then kill me. I’m the one responsible 
for the death of your friend. Not Nick.’  

‘Alf, what are you doing?’  
Alf turned to Nick, the muscles on her face taught. ‘Nick,’ she said 

through gritted teeth. ‘It’s the only way. You need to find the 
Doctor.’  

‘No way. I’m not leaving you to die.’  
‘This is not open for discussion,’ Thohum said, then turned to his 

fellows. ‘Kill them!’  
Nick took Alf’s hand in his and drew himself closer to her. ‘Listen,’ 

he said softly, ‘if we are to die then I need to tell you something.’  
‘Wait!’  
All heads turned to a Vogan who stepped out of the nearest 

tunnel. Alf removed her hand and stepped forward. As the Vogan 
approached, Alf glanced back at Nick.  

‘I’ll distract them, you go and find the Doctor.’  
Nick was about to protest but the look Alf gave him put pay to 

such thoughts. Alf pushed her way passed the Vogan before her and 
stormed into the others. Shouts of anger came from the Vogans as 
they all piled on to Alf. Nick watched them, wanting to intervene, but 
realised Alf’s actions would be wasted if he did not take his chance. 
He turned and nudged his way through two Vogans. They pointed 
their guns at Nick but he was too quick for them. He ran and dived 
into the river. The guns fired but the bullets sank harmlessly into the 
water.  
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‘Stop!’ the voice of the newly arrived Vogan bellowed. ‘The aliens 
must not be armed.’ He signalled the two Vogans who had fired at 
Nick. ‘You two; follow him and bring him back. Unharmed.’  

The Vogans nodded their understanding and rushed off.  
Alf noticed the look that her would-be executioner threw at the 

latest Vogan. There was no love between those two.  
‘What is the meaning of this, Megrig?’  
The new Vogan, Megrig, walked up to Thohum. ‘I have been sent 

by the Elders themselves. They wish to see the aliens. Alive.’ He 
snapped his fingers at the Vogans holding Alf. ‘Bring the alien,’ he 
said and walked off.  

Alf was bundled along after him. As she was moved along 
forcefully, she glanced back to the river. Nick was gone. Alf smiled to 
herself. 

Nick looked out from behind a large boulder on the other side of the 
river. He watched as Alf and the Vogans entered one of the tunnels 
and vanished from sight. He could not help but smile as realisation 
hit him. God, I love that woman!  

Once he was sure that no one else was in the cavern with him, 
Nick stepped out from behind the boulder. He looked down at his 
clothes. They were clean again. Torn still, but clean. And very wet. He 
momentarily thought about removing his t-shirt and ringing it dry, 
but decided against it. There really was no point, besides which he 
had to find the Doctor.  

Nick squelched his way across the riverbank to the nearest tunnel 
entrance.  

Tardis looked up at the cry of alarm that came from the clone.  
‘I can’t lift it!’  
Tardis left the console. The clone was sweating as he looked down 

at his right arm. The arm was shaking as if it was under a great deal of 
pressure. The clone looked up at Tardis.  

‘My arm, it won’t move!’  
‘Yes, the final stage,’ Tardis said gravely. ‘Your autonomic impulses 

are failing. The synapses in your brain are weakening.’  
Tardis reached out to comfort the clone, but the clone pulled away. 

His eyes were wide with fear and anger. ‘You did this to me, didn’t 
you?’  

Tardis sighed. ‘Qux cloning technology is not as advanced as they 
like to think. Their technology cannot cope with Time Lord DNA.’ 
He stopped talking, noticing the look of confusion on the features 
that once belonged to the Doctor. ‘What is it?’  

‘You. What are you talking about?’  
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Tardis’ face fell. ‘Oh. You do not recognise me?’ The clone shook 
his head. ‘And you don’t know who you are?’  

‘I do not know anything!’ the clone yelled, the anger and 
frustration pouring out. ‘What the hell is this place? What’s going on?’ 
He banged his forehead with his large fist. ‘So many questions in 
here, and not one answer!’  

‘Stop this!’ Tardis snapped and took hold of the clone’s hands. 
‘You must trust me. I can help you. Restore your memories; heal you. 
But you must trust me.’  

The clone’s eyes narrowed. ‘Why should I trust you? I don’t even 
know you.’  

Tardis smiled. ‘Oh yes you do. We have known each other for 
centuries.’  

Unseen by either the clone or Tardis, the doors to the Temple were 
opened slightly and a head poked through to see what the 
commotion was. The Vogan’s eyes widened in wonder at the sight of 
Tardis.  

‘The Gods have returned,’ the Vogan whispered to himself, as his 
eyes darted from Tardis’ robes and high collar to the statue at the far 
end of the Temple. He smiled and withdrew from the hall as quietly 
as he had arrived.  

Alf looked up as the door opened. Two Vogan guards, both holding 
guns, stepped aside to let a smaller Vogan enter. Alf recognised the 
small Vogan as the one who had saved her back at the river cavern. 
The small Vogan exchanged a few words with the guards and they 
left the room looking distinctly unhappy about something. Alf smiled, 
certain she knew why.  

‘You’ve got guts,’ she said to the small Vogan.  
Megrig smiled and spread his arms. ‘I do not know that expression, 

but I understand the meaning. You have no weapons on you, so what 
do I have to fear?’  

‘Nothing from me.’  
‘As I thought.’ Megrig shuffled closer. ‘Besides my curiosity always 

gets the better of me. The chance to view an alien is not something I 
have ever had. It is has been centuries since Voga has had visitors.’ 
He reached up for Alf’s forehead. ‘May I?’  

Alf nodded and lowered her head. ‘Sure.’  
Megrig ran the palm of his hand over her forehead. ‘So smooth yet 

quite strong. What race are you?’ he asked, as he pulled his hand 
away.  

‘Human. From a planet called Earth.’ Alf was not surprised by the 
blank look on Megrig’s face.  
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‘Why did you kill Rymor and Stirum?’  
The question was so abrupt that for a few seconds Alf did not 

know what the Vogan was talking about. Then she realised. ‘I didn’t 
mean to. I didn’t realise that your windpipes are so weak. If I had hit 
a human like that they would have had trouble breathing, but they 
would not have died.’ Alf looked away and sniffed back the tears that 
were beginning to form. Pull yourself together, this is no time for an 
emotional shower! She looked back at Megrig and said softly, ‘I’m sorry, 
I didn’t mean to kill him.’  

Megrig nodded. ‘Yes, I believe you. There is honesty in your eyes. 
But what about Rymor, did you mean to kill him? You did shoot off 
his hand with Stirum’s gun, after all. If not you, then that other 
human.’  

‘I didn’t even know that Rymor was dead until your fanatic told me 
by the river. I only coshed him with the butt of the gun.’  

Megrig considered this. ‘Ignorance of Vogan physiognomy. I am 
not sure if the Elders will take that in to account. Murder is the most 
serious crime on Voga. But as I said, it has been centuries since an 
alien has set foot on Voga. We can only hope that the Elders are not 
subject to such prejudices. Although that hope is only small. Rymor 
and Stirum would not have killed you, even if they said they would. 
The Elders would have wanted to question you and the other human 
first. To find out if anyone else knows of our existence.’  

‘And then they would have had us killed?’  
Megrig nodded. ‘Yes. I am the only Vogan I know who is 

interested in life beyond Voga.’  
‘Why do your people fear outsiders? Forgive my ignorance, but 

twice today Nick and me have almost been killed because we’re 
outsiders. Why so xenophobic?’  

‘Because of Cybermen.’  
Alf tensed at the mention of the silver giants.  
‘You know of the Cybermen?’  
Alf nodded. ‘Yeah, unfortunately.’ She smiled. ‘For them, that is.’ 

The little Vogan was about to ask something, but Alf wanted 
information off him first. ‘Tell me why the Cybermen have made you 
xenophobic.’  

‘Very well.’ Megrig walked over to a wall and placed his palm 
against it. Alf watched as a section of the wall opened and a stone 
bench slid out of the gap. She smiled, wishing she had known about 
that before. ‘Let us sit down and I shall tell you.’  

They did so.  
‘Legend tell us that centuries ago, in another far off part of the 

galaxy, Voga was a big power in the galaxy. Trading our gold with 
other planets. Gold is nothing special for us; we have it in abundance. 
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And then the Cybermen invaded our system. Many worlds gathered 
together to fight back, but the Cybermen were too strong. Until we 
learned about their weakness. Gold! The Cyber war was going badly, 
but not for the people of our system. With gold we were winning.’ 

Alf listened intently. There had been rumours that the Cybermen 
had left the solar system at some point during the last five-hundred 
years—now she knew to where. A distant corner of the galaxy, away 
from the Galactic Federation. 

‘The Cybermen learned where the gold was coming from and they 
sent an armada of ships to Voga,’ Megrig continued. ‘Their attack was 
decisive. Voga was almost destroyed, but it survived. We Vogans 
retreated underground and the Elders decided that we should never 
make contact with aliens again. If no one learns of our existence then 
the Cybermen cannot find out.’  

Alf digested this and they both sat in silence for a while. Alf got up 
and walked over to the door. She looked back at Megrig. 

‘Okay, but how did Voga get here, in this stellar location? This 
Cyber war had to be in another part of the galaxy, or the Federation 
would have heard of it.’ 

‘Voga has always drifted—never once settled into an orbit. We 
have travelled far in centuries of living beneath the surface.’ 

Alf nodded. Not a planet as such—an asteroid after all. The 
remains of a planet, she guessed. A planet of gold—and a potential 
threat to Cybermen. Vishkalaar had told her that expeditions were 
being arranged to seek out the sleeping Cybermen the Controller had 
warned the Doctor about. If they returned Voga would prove useful, 
but… She studied Megrig’s face. No. She couldn’t tell him any of 
that. ‘Look, let me go and I assure you no one will learn of your 
presence. The Galactic Federation has no need for another planet, 
and no need of gold. We beat the Cybermen ourselves without it.’  

‘There are Cybermen in this area of the galaxy?’  
Alf raised her hands in an attempt to placate Megrig’s rising panic. 

‘Take it easy. The planet of the Cybermen, Nova Mondas, has been 
made uninhabitable. The Alliance destroyed the Cybermen fleet. 
They’re gone.’  

Megrig stood up and shuffled across the small cave-like room. ‘The 
Cybermen are a constant threat.’ He stopped by the door and looked 
up at Alf. There was no mistaking the sadness in his eyes. ‘I’m sorry, 
human, but I cannot help you now. The Elders must know of the 
Cybermen threat.’ He banged on the door.  

‘What? No, wait…’  
The doors opened and Megrig rushed out. Alf made to follow him, 

but the guards turned on her.  
‘Megrig, wait! You’re not listening…’  
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Together the guards threw Alf back into the room and slammed 
the door shut. Alf lifted herself off the floor and looked at the 
imposing door. ‘Shit!’ 

Nick rushed out of the tunnel and came to an abrupt stop. Bits of 
stone scrambled down the rock face below his feet. He looked down 
at the sheer drop and noticed the Temple below.  

‘Blimey! Look at the size of that thing!’  
The sound of feet on gravel. Nick turned around and listened. 

Arse, I’m being followed, and I doubt it is a welcoming committee. He looked 
around for a way down towards the Temple. Something told him that 
that was where he would find the Doctor. He didn’t know why, but 
something in the onyx Temple was calling out to him. Straining his 
eyes Nick could just make out many Vogans milling around the 
bottom of the Temple. They appeared to be quite excited about 
something.  

‘Aha!’  
To his left he saw a path in the rock, leading down. Thinking about 

his pursuers, Nick took the path without a second thought.  

Tardis pressed a button on the console and turned to look at the 
statue of Pentac III. It was a statue of one of Gallifrey’s longest 
serving presidents. Tardis wondered what Rassilon would say about a 
Time Lord other than him being revered as figurehead of the Vogan’s 
Gods. Tardis chuckled, which got a grunt of response from the clone. 
He turned to the clone, who was sitting beside the console looking 
sorry for himself.  

‘We’re getting there,’ Tardis said, looking at the clone with pity. 
‘Soon we shall be restored. Watch!’ He pointed at Pentac III.  

A golden light shot out from the centre of the statue. Both Tardis 
and the clone followed the light’s trajectory and watched as it hit the 
glass-crystals rising out from the console. The clone got to his feet 
and smiled.  

‘It’s pretty,’ he said, as lights danced within the crystals.  
Tardis nodded. ‘It is the most sophisticated data storage centre in 

the whole universe. The Millennium People have nothing on this. 
Behold, the Matrix!’  

The clone looked at Tardis blankly. ‘The what?’  
‘The…’ Tardis shook his head. ‘It doesn’t matter, you would not 

understand anyway.’ He turned to the console’s panels and studied 
the readings. ‘Well well,’ he said. ‘According to the Matrix there are 
other Time Lords in this universe. There is an asteroid, protected 
from non-Gallifreyan technology, that they have called Galfri.’ He 
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smiled. ‘Ah, the ancients would be happy. But there are no co-
ordinates.’ He slammed a fist on the console. ‘Damn!’  

‘Not good then?’  
‘It doesn’t matter. When I am restored the other Time Lords 

should be able to track me.’ Tardis pressed a button on the console. ‘I 
have put up a force-wall to protect the Temple from the Vogans. We 
don’t want them to come in here and start worshipping us as Gods 
do we?’  

The clone pursed his lips together. ‘Oh, I don’t know, I think that 
could be quite fun.’  

‘The Doctor would never think such a thing!’ Tardis snapped.  
‘Well I don’t know who this Doctor is, do I?’ the clone snapped 

back.  
Tardis just looked at the clone, realising how much he missed his 

old friend. Up until they had arrived on Voga the clone had been an 
almost exact copy of the Doctor, so much so in fact that Tardis had 
started accepting him as such. But as he looked at the clone he knew 
the Doctor was gone. Even physically the Doctor’s body was being 
worn away.  

‘Right, we must get on with…’ His decisive tone gave way to 
surprise. ‘There is a human bio signature outside the Temple.’ He 
flicked a switch and an image appeared in the air above the statue. 
The image showed Nick being surrounded by several Vogans. ‘That is 
not good.’ Tardis moved to another panel and rested his palm on it. 
The image faded and a gentle thumping filled the air.  

Nick materialised in the hall. For a moment he stood there, 
looking around, confused and then his eyes lighted on the form of 
the clone. ‘Doctor! Thank god, I just knew you were in here!’  

Nick ran over and span the man around. He pulled back in shock 
at the sight of the clone’s face. The skin looked like it was melting, 
bits of it dripping into the beard. ‘What the hell… Doctor, what has 
happened to you?’  

The clone pulled away. ‘Stop it! Will you both stop calling me the 
Doctor! I am not him!’  

Nick’s mouth fell open as if slapped, and for the first time he 
noticed Tardis. ‘You! I know you don’t I?’  

‘Yes, once upon a time.’  
Nick looked from Tardis to the clone. ‘What’s happened to the 

Doctor?’  
‘I’m afraid he is quite right, Nick. He is not the Doctor. The man 

you see before you is a clone. The Doctor died on Nova Mondas.’  
‘Huh?’ Nick looked at Tardis, his jaw going slack. He slowly turned 

his head until he was looking at the clone again. The skin dripping, 
looking like gone off milk in his beard.  
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‘I’m afraid so, Nick,’ Tardis said softly, but firmly. ‘The Doctor 
died some time ago.’ 

The young man’s legs gave way and he staggered backwards in 
shock, unable to believe his own ears. ‘What?’ he breathed.  

* 
Alf was being marched through a rocky corridor to a meeting with 
the Elders. She wasn’t sure how well it was going to go. After the 
abrupt change in Megrig at the mention of Cybermen Alf realised her 
only help had gone.  

The two guards either side of her came to a stop before the doors 
to the council chamber. The doors opened and a Vogan official 
stepped through. He glanced at Alf, not even bothering to contain 
the look of contempt.  

‘The Elders are on the way to the Temple of the Gods. Our Gods 
have returned!’  

The guards were so taken up by the news and had so many 
questions for the official that they did not notice as Alf took a few 
steps back from them. Careful not to tread on any loose rocks Alf 
slowly backed away, glancing between the way she was going and the 
Vogans.  

Their Gods have returned, eh? Now why do I get the feeling that the Doctor 
has something to do with it?  

She stumbled on some loose stones and staggered to the ground. 
The Vogan guards turned to her. ‘Whoops,’ she said and scrambled 
to her feet.  

‘Don’t let her get away!’ the Vogan official screamed.  
Alf winked at them, then turned and haired down the tunnel. 

Nick just wasn’t sure what to think. He looked over at the man in the 
Time Lord robes—the personification of the TARDIS, apparently—
who was fiddling with controls on the console. Tardis had explained 
everything to Nick. About how the TARDIS has survived its 
destruction on Ossobos. About the Doctor stealing the cloning tanks 
from the Qux. About how the Doctor had died on Nova Mondas. 
And worst of all, how Nick and Alf had been travelling through time 
and space with a clone of the Doctor.  

Nick looked over at the clone. The rapidly deteriorating figure sat 
beneath the statue of the Time Lord. 

Tardis’ story made perfect sense…how else would the Cyber 
Controller have accepted the Doctor’s presence on Nova Mondas? 
His mind drifted back to the Doctor’s sudden return after the war, 
and the quick explanation that followed. 

It (Nick could not think of the clone as a he) stole a quick glance at 
Nick, but quickly returned its attention to the floor when Nick just 
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glared back. Seeing that ruined body that looked so like the Doctor 
caused all kinds of feelings to well up inside of Nick. Feelings he did 
not know he could possess.  

‘Sod it,’ he said aloud.  
Tardis looked up from his task and watched as Nick stalked over 

to the clone. He shook his head but Nick ignored it. Tardis returned 
his attention to the console.  

Nick shoved the clone with his foot. ‘Why did you lie to me?’  
The clone looked up. Nick almost pulled back at the sight, but he 

held his ground. The right side of the clone’s face was suffering the 
most. The skin hung like ribbons, revealing the bone underneath. It 
shook its head. ‘I don’t remember.’  

‘Yeah, right, and I’m supposed to believe that.’ Nick narrowed his 
eyes. ‘You could’ve told me. You could have told me you were a 
copy!’  

‘He didn’t know he was a clone, Nick,’ Tardis called out.  
Nick glanced back. ‘He? It, you mean!’ He turned back to the 

clone, his jaw muscles tightening in anger. ‘Bollocks to you!’ he 
shouted. The clone remained where it was, uncertainty written all 
over its features. Nick walked away. ‘So why didn’t the Doctor tell 
me?’ he asked no one in particular. ‘He could have told me when he 
made contact on Mars! But he didn’t! He just let himself die and 
allowed this thing to carry on in his place.’  

Tardis sighed, but did not look up from the console. ‘He was too 
busy trying to defeat the Cybermen, Nick. At least he made sure you 
were okay on Mars before he made his sacrifice.’  

‘He should have told me!’ Nick yelled.  
The three people remained silent as the words echoed around the 

great hall that used to be the Capitol.  
A bleeping from the console interrupted the silence. Tardis glanced 

down at it and smiled. Nick shook his head and wiped the tears from 
his eyes.  

‘Nice one, Doctor,’ he whispered. ‘You created a clone so you 
could really screw yourself. Thanks for telling me.’ Head hung low, 
Nick walked over to the doors leading outside, putting as much 
distance between himself and the clone as possible.  

‘I’ve found it,’ Tardis said, trying to get Nick’s attention. Nick 
ignored him, so he continued anyway. ‘I have accessed the technology 
that will restore us.’ He flicked a switch and turned away from the 
console.  

Nick slumped onto the floor, his back against the doors, and 
watched.  

A small ball of light appeared. It hung in the air and slowly 
expanded.  



 

  219 

Alf remained in the shadows as she approached the mouth of the 
tunnel. For a little while the guards had tried to pursue her, but she 
had had a good head start and was soon out of their reach. She poked 
her head out and gasped in awe. The Temple before he was huge, and 
very beautiful. Alf had never seen anything like it in all her travels.  

At the base of the Temple, Vogans were gathered in their 
hundreds. Alf wondered how she would get to the Temple, for she 
was sure that inside she would find the Doctor and Nick.  

A tall opaque box had grown from out of the ball of light. Nick, still 
sitting by the doors, watched as Tardis walked towards it. His 
attention was distracted by an image that appeared in the ice-crystals 
above the console. It showed Alf making her way deeper into the 
cavern outside.  

‘Alf!’ Nick exclaimed and scrambled to his feet. ‘We have to get 
her…’ His voice tailed off as he realised that Tardis was no longer 
anywhere to be seen. The tall plasmic box was contorting as if it was 
trying to find a new shape. Nick rushed over to the console and 
looked down at all the controls blankly. ‘Damn!’ He turned his 
attention to the clone. ‘Oi, do you know how to work this thing?’  

The clone was pealing skin off its face, showing no sign of having 
heard Nick.  

Nick ran over to him and roughly grabbed his clothes. ‘Do you 
know how to get Alf in here?’ Nick pointed at the image. The clone 
shook his head. ‘Damn you then!’ Nick rushed back over to the 
console and rubbed his hands together, preparing himself to make a 
few random guesses.  

He was interrupted by a loud thud. He span around. Standing 
before him, in place of the strange opaque box, was another box. 
This one was also tall, but it was blue. On top of the roof a light was 
flashing. There were windows on each of its four sides, as well as 
small square panels. Nick could not help but smile at the words 
above the doors.  

POLICE public call BOX.  
It was the TARDIS, restored.  
The doors swung inwards. Nick went to step forward but stopped 

as he noticed the clone. There was a blank look on the clone’s face. It 
stood up and walked towards the TARDIS like a puppet being 
moved by an unseen puppeteer. Nick watched as the clone entered 
the TARDIS and the doors closed behind it.  

‘Hey, what about me?’ He walked over to the TARDIS and banged 
on the doors, but there was no answer. Nick turned angrily to the 
console. ‘Fine, then.’ 

* 
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Alf slowly edged her way around the base of the Temple, doing her 
best not be to seen by the Vogans. All she wanted to do was find the 
door and enter. It was not going to be that simple.  

‘It’s the alien!’ A voice called out. ‘Stop her!’  
Before she even think about where to go Alf was surrounded by 

more Vogans than she could count. Two Vogans held her arms 
behind her back. She grunted as they applied pressure.  

‘Take it easy. I don’t want any trouble,’ she said.  
‘Too late for that.’  
Alf recognised that voice. A small gap appeared in the crowd and 

three Vogans stepped forward. Alf recognised two of them. Judging 
by his robes, one of them was an Elder, and he looked at her in 
disgust. The second was Megrig, who looked at her with pity. And 
the third; Thohum. He looked at Alf with undisguised hatred. She 
recognised it as the worst kind. Racial hatred.  

‘You dare to try and profane the Temple of the Gods? And on the 
day that the Gods return?’ The racist Vogan stepped away from the 
Elder and Megrig and struck Alf across the face. ‘You will be 
sacrificed to appease our Gods.’ He snapped his fingers. ‘Take her!’  

The Vogans dragged her away. Alf glanced back at Megrig. ‘Speak 
to them!’  

Megrig averted his eyes and lowered his head in shame.  

Nick was sweating. He watched the image and saw Alf being dragged 
away by the Vogans. He wanted to do something, but he was scared 
to touch the controls. ‘Help me,’ he whispered. ‘Somebody help me.’  

‘Anything you want, Nick, my boy.’  
Nick turned around. His heart missed a beat. Standing before him, 

next to the TARDIS, was the Doctor. Dressed in his afghan coat and 
scarf, the Doctor was beaming at Nick. Nick wanted to rush forward 
and hug him, but then realised the man before him was the clone.  

The clone frowned at the change in Nick’s expression. ‘Oh, Nick, 
we really do need to sit down and talk. But not right now. Now we 
must get Alf away from those Vogans.’ It stepped towards the 
console. ‘Such an intensely xenophobic society,’ it said, sound just 
like the Doctor, as its hands worked over the console. ‘A pity, really, 
since they’re descendants of my own people.’  

With a low thumping sound, Alf materialised in the giant hall. She 
looked around, then noticed Nick and the clone. She went over to 
them. ‘Doctor! Man, am I glad to see you.’  

Nick took her by the arm to stop her from hugging the clone. ‘He 
isn’t the Doctor. The Doctor is dead,’ he said, his face dark.  

Alf did a double take. ‘Huh?’  



 

  221 

The clone clapped his hands. ‘We’ll discuss this later. Come on.’ It 
walked over to the TARDIS and threw open the door.  

‘All aboard. Time we were getting back to Alpha Centauri. The old 
girl has been through a lot and needs a proper rest. As do I.’ The 
Doctor-clone looked back at Nick and Alf and ushered them inside. 
Once they were in he looked around the remains of the Capitol one 
last time. He staggered backwards and grabbed onto the TARDIS for 
support. ‘The change hasn’t finished yet,’ he mumbled and entered 
the police box.  

The door closed behind him. For a few moments the inside of the 
Temple was silent, but that silence was soon disturbed by a loud 
wheezing and groaning sound as the TARDIS faded from sight. 

The mirror in the centre of the wooden console stopped spinning, 
the grinding sound of the ship’s engines fading into the background. 
Nick and Alf looked around uncertainly. It had been a long time since 
Nick had last stepped into the TARDIS, but he remembered enough 
to know that it had not sounded so…wounded. He also did not 
remember the console room being wooden. The walls, the console, 
everything was made of a dark wood.  

‘Bigger inside,’ Alf whispered beside him. ‘I think I remember this.’ 
Nick ignored her, and walked over to the clone. ‘Are you sure 

about this? Doesn’t sound like the TARDIS can get us anywhere, let 
alone back to Alpha Centauri.’  

The clone looked up from the console, sweat forming on his 
forehead. It looked almost as bad as the TARDIS sounded. ‘Trust 
not to…erm, well, to how things sound, Nick. One short-hop is the 
best she can manage. Although we may not arrive when we left 
exactly.’ It coughed and staggered. Alf reached out but it gripped the 
side of the console for support. ‘I’ll be fine. I’ll be hunky dory; I just 
need a bit of a rest.’  

The clone walked around the console, its hands never leaving it. It 
was almost as if it was drawing strength by being in physical contact 
with the TARDIS. It pulled open a flap in the console and pressed a 
red button. ‘Go outside, and you’ll see where we are.’  

Nick narrowed his eyes, suddenly feeling very uncertain about the 
Doctor. Only it isn’t the Doctor, is it? Just a fake! Nick turned away.  

Alf shook her head and stepped out of the TARDIS.  
The clone watched her go with a smile, but the smile soon faded 

when it noticed Nick staring at it with a dark look. ‘Nick…’ he began.  
‘What?’ Nick snapped. ‘What d’you want me to think? My best 

friend’s dead… My mentor. And I’ve been travelling around with an 
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impostor all this time!’ He walked up to the big man and poked him 
in the chest. ‘You’re a pissing phoney!’  

The clone nodded sadly. ‘Yes, I know.’ It sighed. ‘I understand 
exactly how you feel, Nick. I feel the same way.’  

‘Bollocks do you!’ Nick turned and stormed out of the TARDIS. 
He didn’t know what he would find outside, but anything was better 
than being in the same room as the clone.  

Nick came to a full stop upon stepping out of the police box. He 
looked around, and smiled.  

There was something very comforting about being back inside the 
old curio shop on Alpha Centauri. At the far end of the shop, by the 
doorway that led to the impossible upstairs stood Alf and someone 
else.  

‘Enalc!’ Nick exclaimed, and rushed over to the old shop manager.  
‘Nick, it is very good to see you again.’ Enalc’karnip embraced the 

young man.  

Alf looked at them, smiling. She still wanted to know what was going 
on between the Doctor and Nick, but it seemed to her that Nick was 
not in the mood to talk about it. She glanced over at the TARDIS, 
standing as it was in between the counter and the door that led 
outside. If Nick would not talk, then there was one man who would.  

She walked over to the police box and pushed on the door, with 
every intention of just stepping back inside. But the door did not 
move. She pushed harder.  

‘Oi!’ she shouted at the TARDIS. ‘Doctor!’  
Nick came over to her side. ‘What’s going on?’  
Alf shrugged. ‘No idea. He’s locked us out, though.’  
They turned to Enalc’karnip who had quietly joined them. He 

smiled softly. ‘The Doctor needs to be alone. He is undergoing a 
great change, and only the TARDIS can help him.’  

The Doctor-clone watched his three friends on the scanner for a few 
moments longer, and then deactivated it. Nick was hurt, but he had 
Alf to help him. Enalc’karnip would keep on an eye on both of them. 
At least that was something the Doctor-clone did not need to worry 
about. He looked around the console room.  

The Doctor-clone let out a sudden gasp and dropped to his knees. 
For a moment he remained like that, kneeling before the console. He 
opened his mouth to take a breath, but none came.  

Without warning he slumped to the ground.  
For a while his body lay there in the bright light of the console 

room. Slowly the light dimmed until all that remained was the soft 
glow coming from behind the stained glass roundels. The steady 
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background hum faded into nothingness. A soft light from the 
console cast a shadow throughout the console room, as if the 
TARDIS was unwilling to shut itself off to the Doctor.  

A guardian angel keeping watch.  
And then the light from the roundels dimmed.  
Despite its best efforts the TARDIS was unable to continue its 

vigil.  
Blackness. 
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Afterword 

I have a not-so-secret confession to make: I’m terrible at writing plot. 
Horrible at it, in fact. I will twist my way out of  writing actual 
substantive plots the way a 1960s teenager twists her way through the 
high school dance. 

Which is why writing for the Legacy series was pretty brilliant, 
actually, for me anyway. Co-authors! Co-authors who liked to write 
plot! Co-authors who actually came up with the plots, so I could do 
fun character things instead! 

I had been writing Doctor Who fan-fiction for just a few years when 
Andy asked me about writing for the Legacy series. Most of  the stuff  
I’d been writing was short character pieces, all fluff  and dialogue; 
working on novellas with Adam Perks and Greg Miller was a great 
challenge for me. (Even if  I wasn’t coming up with the plot, I still had 
to help advance the plot.) Of  course, working with both gents was also 
a breeze—they definitely knew the meaning of  the word 
‘collaborative’ and were generous with their time as well as being 
marvellously open to suggestion. 

The Mirror and the Pomegranate has a special place in my heart for 
several reasons. It was one of  the first times I did proper, systematic 
research for a story, not just for history coursework; but then, it was 
some of  the easiest and most fun research I’ve ever done. This was 
one of  my first forays into writing any kind of  historical fiction and 
was good practice in how not to vomit exposition all over one’s 
readers, while still trying to capture the feel of  the ‘alien world’ and 
provide enough context to orient the reader. 

Of  course Oscar Wilde is somebody I’d include on my list of  
fantasy dinner party guests, and writing about him in this story was 
probably about as close as I’m ever going to get to some light cocktail 
conversation with the great wit himself. Inserting little quotes and 
homages to his short stories and plays, making all those little nods to 
his works—it was great fun for both Greg and me. 

(I have another confession to make: I hadn’t actually listened to the 
Smiths, let alone ‘Cemetery Gates’, until after working on this story. 
Thankfully, I own the album now.) 

The Mirror and the Pomegranate continues to be one of  my favourite 
stories I’ve ever worked on. Standalone and part of  the larger arc in 
the Legacy at the time, this was one of  those times I was actually quite 
happy to help with the plot—but then, so much of  the plot depended 
on the characters involved, their foibles and interactions. The 
ongoing tension between Alf  and Nick, the developing relationship 
between Nick and Oscar, the Doctor’s effervescent joy and insatiable 
interest in whatever surrounds him. Alf ’s fears, Nick’s curiosity and 
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openness, and of  course Oscar’s own imagination and mortality.  
So, dear reader, I hope this gives you as much pleasure reading as it 

did us in the writing of  it, and I hope that you keep it near you for 
those long commutes between work and home or while travelling on 
holiday—because, after all, one should always have something 
sensational to read in the train. 

 
Sally Wiget, 

Lawrence, Kansas, March 2014 
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Cover Gallery 

Original covers from the 2002 online season, designed by Phillip 
Madeley, featuring Brian Blessed as the Doctor, Sophie Aldred as Alf, 
Nick Pereira as Nick and Stephen Fry as Oscar Wilde. 
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Coming Soon 

3.3 – AFTERMATH 
By Andy Frankham-Allen, Elizabeth Medeiros, 

Sí Hunt & Simon Hart. 

Following the revelations made on Voga, the 
Doctor has shut himself in the TARDIS,  

away from Nick and Alf. 

Fortunately a trip to Peladon as official 
representatives of the Galactic Federation gives 

them the diversion they need, as they solve a 
threat from the senssi, a renegade faction of Martian  
Warriors intent of plundering Peladon once more.  

And they have unexpected help, from a stranger  
who insists he is the Doctor! 

But more trouble awaits on the unexplored 
planet Centauri Proxima. A strange signal is 

being sent out, and only the Doctor and his old 
friend Vasek can hear it. It is on Centauri Proxima 

that Nick and Alf will be put to the ultimate 
test, while the Doctor discovers a dark 

secret from his own past. One that threatens 
the legacy he has been entrusted with… 
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