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Echoes of the Protii 

Si Hunt & Simon Hart 
 

Chapter One 

 

On the ruins of a planet walked the ruins of a man. The intense heat 

bore down on him, causing sweat to form on his brow. Sand whipped 

at his face, as he trudged along, clutching the heavy metal container as 

he went. He did not know where he was heading, only that it should 

be fitting for what he had to do. He finally reached a precipice and he 

knew that his journey was over. Crouching down, he laid the Vaj bomb 

to rest and sat for a moment with it between his legs. All he could hear 

was the whistle of the wind and the aching of blood in his ears. He 

slowly tapped the release code into the dusty metal sphere, and 

waited.  

As the planet ticked towards its doom, he closed his eyes and finally 

allowed himself to acknowledge that he would never be caught. 

Slowly, the faces of all his victims swam uncertainly in front of his 

eyes, maybe a hallucination, maybe the ghosts of his own guilt, calling 

out for retribution. Can’t be long now. Must be the end soon. Must be time 

to rest…  

‘Is this the planet Vrij?’ said a woman’s voice loudly, ungainly and 

screeching, cutting through his uneasy solitude.  

‘Shut up, Nan!’ said another. ‘We’re here to pick up a man, not so 

you can go sightseeing!’  

Professor Invigh Endlemann looked up in surprise to see two 

figures standing over him.  

‘Wh… what are you doing here?’ he stammered. ‘You’ll… you’ll die 

here.’  

‘Not likely, sonny!’ said the woman.  
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Endlemann suddenly realised that the male was placing a silver 

bracelet around his wrist.  

‘Hold tight,’ the man said. ‘Here we go…’  

The three figures promptly disappeared, leaving only a tangle of 

footprints in the dust, an odd silver globe laying abandoned on the 

sand, and a steady, almost inaudible ticking, lost deep within the wind.  

The ticking stopped and there was an explosion mightier and more 

violent than this galaxy had ever seen before.  

The planet Vrij was no more.  

 

Nick ordered another drink with a confidence he did not feel.  

‘Alf, isn’t it your round?’ he said as he brought the drinks back and 

set them down upon the table.  

‘This has got to be the best assignment the Doctor has given us all 

week,’ Alf grumbled sarcastically. ‘He told us this was the best club 

this side of the Stellion. Shows how in touch he is.’  

‘It’s not that bad,’ Nick replied. He looked up and his eyes met with 

a stranger sat further along the bar. The boy was staring straight at 

him, his milky blue eyes intriguing and beguiling. His hair was a 

shocking blond, cut short and spiked. There was something different 

about this boy. The way he moved, his face, his hair, his lines. Divinity 

in motion. He could feel the aura of his presence. He was persuasive, 

untrustworthy, bad… dangerous.  

‘Who’s that?’ Nick asked.  

‘How should I know?’ moaned Alf. ‘I’m going to get some fresh air.’  

‘Sure, you go,’ he said, a little too quickly. He risked a glance at the 

boy again. ‘I’ll be fine.’  

 

Honestly, Alf thought, as the cold Gidi night air touched her cheek. 

Finally a chance to be alone and to work out where we stand, and Nick’s more 
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interested in some teenage boy in a bar. Sometimes she wondered if he 

took the Doctor’s assignments more seriously than their relationship.  

Suddenly, she realised that she could hear something strange. A 

kind of chanting, soft and lilting. No more than a whisper, but 

persistent and bewitching. She set off into the night, following the 

voices. She hesitated a moment, thinking she should go back and get 

Nick, but then she remembered the strange boy. No. He could come 

looking for her for a change.  

 

Nick found himself drawn to the mysterious blond stranger, who had 

just introduced himself as Cy.  

‘Nice to see a new face round here,’ Cy was saying, his hand toying 

with his glass, just inches from Nick’s. ‘No one ever comes to Gidi. It’s 

a complete dump.’  

‘So why are you here then?’ Nick asked. Cy cast his eyes down.  

‘I’m here with me Nan.’ he explained. ‘Well, she’s not really me 

Nan. But she likes me to call her Nan. Makes her feel wanted I think. I 

met her on the planet Bros. She was working as a cocktail waitress, I’d 

just finished with me ex, drinking meself stupid… and, well, we’ve 

been kickin’ about the galaxy together ever since. So was that your 

girlfriend in here just now?’  

‘Ah…’ Nick hesitated. ‘Nah, that was Alf. She’s, well she’s just Alf 

really. There’s nothing in it. Y’know?’ He was annoyed that Alf had 

upped and left, so he made a conscious decision to forget her for a 

while.  

Cy smiled.  

‘Yeah I know,’ he said. ‘So, you got somewhere to stay tonight 

then?’  

‘What do you mean?’  

‘Well there’s a spare bed back at my place if you want it.’ Cy offered. 

‘Maybe I could show you stuff.’  
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‘Yeah. Yeah that’d be good.’ Nick smiled. He suddenly thought of 

his mission, and the Doctor, and his dull quest to find out about Vrij… 

then he decided he deserved a night off every once in a while. All that 

could wait until tomorrow.  

Cy took his arm, and led him towards the door and out into the 

night. ‘This’ll be fun,’ he said as they left. ‘I promise.’ 

 

Somewhere across town, the Doctor sat enjoying a hot cup of tea. The 

tea-bar was just as run-down and squalid as the bar where he’d left 

Nick and Alf, but marginally more to his tastes. Soft space jazz filtered 

through worn speakers, and an elderly bartender wiped down the 

tables behind him.  

The Doctor’s mind was pre-occupied with his very reason for 

coming to the dilapidated hole in space they called Gidi. What 

unsettled him most was not how an entire planet had been reduced to 

space debris, but why. Vrij was of no military significance, of no 

significance at all. Neither did it harbour any valuable mineral wealth 

that the Outer Galaxies would want to steal or destroy for 

unscrupulous political gain. There was nothing special about it at all, 

and yet someone or something, had seen fit to blow it out of the 

cosmos. Most intriguing, thought the Doctor as he took another sip of 

his tea. There was just a chance that as Gidi was the next planet in the 

system, that someone here might have some idea about its 

disappearance.  

Before the scuffed china had touched his lips, however, it was sent 

spinning through the air to smash against the wall, and his face was 

suddenly stinging from a vicious slap.  

‘You cheating, no-good, double-crossing, useless, lazy, space bum!’ 

said a voice, the like of which had only previously haunted his darkest 

nightmares.  
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‘Unhand me madam!’ the Doctor boomed, standing up to face the 

surprisingly little middle-aged woman, with dyed red hair that stood 

facing him with her hands on her hips.  

‘Don’t you touch me!’ she threatened. ‘It’s taken me twelve years to 

track you down! And here you are, drinking tea on the planet Gidi, like 

butter wouldn’t melt! My old Mum told me about men like you, 

Barry!’  

‘My dear good woman,’ the Doctor began calmly. ‘For one thing, my 

name is not Barry! And for another, I’ve only just arrived on this 

interminable planet!’  

‘Oh so it’s interminable now is it!’ stormed the woman, raising her 

handbag and bringing it down once more on his head. ‘Don’t you 

baffle me with your fancy speak you miserable excuse for a man!’  

 

It felt like Alf had walked for miles, and the source of the strange 

chanting did not seem to be getting any nearer. Bugger it, she thought. 

What has this got to do with a vanishing planet anyway? She walked a few 

yards further, and was just thinking about how attractive the warmth 

of the “Bird of Pride” club suddenly seemed, when she stumbled on 

something at her feet. She looked down and cursed.  

‘Oh shit. A body. Now we’re really in trouble.’  

The man had been dead some time, and his body was slashed, 

almost from throat to stomach. There was no blood, however, she 

noticed. Could be vampires again, but that would be too much of a 

coincidence.  

‘How very odd,’ she murmured, somehow not being able to take her 

eyes off the poor, wretched corpse before her. The man was in his late 

fifties, respectably dressed almost as if for a black-tie party. Poor 

bastard. She bent down to check in his pockets for identification, and it 

was then that she heard the crunch of a footstep behind her. She 

whirled round, but it was too late. Everything suddenly went black.  
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Nick and Cy laughed together as they made their way out of town. 

Nick immediately felt himself relaxed in the company of the innocent 

yet somewhat intriguing guy with the dark blue, playful eyes.  

‘So will your Nan be home?’ Nick asked. Cy grinned.  

‘Not for hours,’ he replied. ‘She’ll be working ’til late. Here we are. 

Home.’  

They had reached an unusually grand-looking mansion, far from the 

distant lights of the town. It was shrouded in darkness, save for a 

single light emanating from a grill in the ground.  

‘Looks like someone’s burning the candle,’ Nick observed. ‘I 

thought it was just you and your Nan.’  

‘Nan insists we leave a light on.’ Cy laughed, placing his hand over 

Nick’s. He rummaged in the pocket of his leather trousers and drew 

out a key. Opening the door, he stepped aside and gestured for Nick to 

go in first. ‘Age before beauty.’  

Nick smiled coyly.  

‘Coffee?’  

Nick nodded. ‘No sugar for me, ta.’  

‘I should have guessed,’ said Cy playfully, ‘you’re sweet enough 

already babe!’  

He switched on a battered electric kettle, and swung a leg over a 

wooden chair in the stone-floored kitchen. Nick looked around, mildly 

impressed. It was reasonably tidy, although a weathered handbag lay 

on the central table, its contents seemingly emptied it in a hurry. A 

curious pile of junk. Other than the lipstick and knitting needles it 

could have been the contents of the Doctor’s pockets, such was the odd 

assortment of strange items scattered around.  

While he was busy looking round, Cy surreptitiously took a small 

plastic cylinder from his pocket, and slipped two chalky tablets into 
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the cup he had set out for Nick’s coffee. As the kettle boiled, he poured 

water into the two mugs and smiled to himself.  

‘So,’ said Cy, giving Nick his coffee. ‘What do we do now then?’  

 

‘So you see,’ explained the Doctor. ‘I’ve never even been to the planet 

Bros! Let alone married you and involved my self in a bank robbery.’  

‘Oh I’m ever so sorry, Doctor.’ The little woman smiled sheepishly. 

‘It’s just you look ever so like him… Barry, that is. My ex-husband 

Barry. No good piece of filth that he was.’  

‘It’s not a problem.’ The Doctor smiled warmly. ‘I’d like to say it 

happens all the time but in all my travels through time and space this 

is the very first time I’ve ever been mistaken for someone called Barry.’  

‘Is there anything I can do to make it up to you?’ she asked.  

‘Well for one thing,’ the Doctor began, ‘you could tell me your 

name. And for another, I was really looking forward to the cup of tea I 

was about to enjoy.’  

‘I’m Vera,’ she said. ‘And I’m sorry about your cup of tea, Doctor. 

You could always come back to mine. There’s some battenburg cake in 

the larder as well.’  

‘Ah well,’ the Doctor murmured, before fixing Vera with a shining 

smile. ‘I never could refuse a woman with battenburg to share.’  

‘Well that settles it then.’ Vera took his hand and led him out the 

teashop. 

 

Alf awoke, with a man looming over her. She struggled to recall what 

had happened.  

‘Did you cosh me?’ she said.  

‘Knock you out?’ said the man. ‘No I certainly did not.’  

He extended a hand to help her up, and she rose to her feet giddily.  
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‘But I’d be obliged if you’d come quietly and not give me any 

trouble. There’s a small matter of this corpse and the knife in your 

hand.’  

Alf rubbed her head, and instinctively dropped the blade that had 

been in her hand when she woke. The stranger wore a dark brown 

uniform with gold trimmings, finished by a peaked cap and the 

unmistakable emblem of the Waterguard Space Police.  

‘Oh bugger,’ Alf muttered.  

‘Bugger indeed madam,’ Waterguard Humba said. ‘Now are you 

coming quietly, or do I have to cuff you?’  

‘I don’t suppose there’s any point in me telling you I didn’t do it?’ 

asked Alf. Humba frowned.  

‘I’m not unreasonable. You’re welcome to try.’  

Alf bent down to study the corpse that was still where it had lain 

when she had been knocked unconscious.  

‘Look this guy is dead right.’ She observed. ‘But where’s the blood? 

That’s leaving aside the fact that it’s not usual for a murderess to knock 

herself out after committing the crime.’  

‘Yes, well,’ Humba agreed. ‘That was nagging away at me. Okay, 

let’s for one minute say that I believe you. What do you think did 

happen?’  

Alf considered for a moment. ‘Well obviously there should still be 

blood in this body. Yet is seems to have been drained. So someone 

must have drained it… ’ Alf stood up and circled Humba thoughtfully.  

‘And moved the body here after the murder took place,’ Humba 

completed.  

‘And whoever it was who moved the body,’ she continued. 

‘Knocked me out to make it look as though I was the culprit.’  

‘Very convincing,’ Humba replied. ‘I can’t fault your logic, love. 

Even if it does draw to the fore a very nasty conclusion… someone on 

Gidi is a murderer!’  
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As they stood in sombre silence for a moment beneath the harsh 

blue light of Gidi’s moon, a pair of new voices drifted on the breath of 

a breeze, across the night air.  

 

‘Of course, my second husband, Harold, was a bigamist… as for the 

third… don’t get me started on him…’  

 

‘Who’s that?’ asked Alf, peering across in the direction of the voices. 

She could make out two figures, huddled together, striding 

purposefully away from the lights of the town.  

 

‘Oh that’s Vera,’ Humba replied. ‘Bit of a strange one she is. Don’t 

entirely trust her either. There were all sorts of rumours about her you 

know. No, she’ll be just finishing her shift at Mandrells, the casino on 

the other side of town. Don’t know who that is with her though. Her 

latest husband, no doubt!’  

 

‘Wait a minute… that’s the Doctor!’ exclaimed Alf.  

 

‘A doctor eh?’ chucked Humba. ‘She’s done all right for herself there 

then. He’s bound to be an improvement on Barry; her last one.’  

 

‘No, you don’t understand,’ Alf explained. ‘The Doctor’s not interested 

in women!’  

 

‘Oh I see.’ Humba raised his eyebrows.  

 

‘No, I don’t think you do. If this Vera is trouble, we need to warn him. 

Oh, trust the Doctor!’  

 

She made to follow them, but Humba grabbed her arm and pulled her 
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back.  

 

‘Not so fast miss,’ he said. ‘You’re not going anywhere ’til I’ve taken a 

statement. And besides which, you look like you could use a cup of 

cocoa!’  

 

‘But the Doctor!’ Alf protested.  

 

‘It’s no good; my word is law on Gidi. And I say you’re coming with 

me!’  

 

‘Oh okay.’ Alf sighed. Whatever trouble the Doctor had landed himself 

in, he would have to sort it out for himself.  

 

 

 

 

‘Here we are, Doctor. Home sweet home!’ Vera announced, pushing 

him through the door of the stately mansion they had arrived at.  

 

‘What a charming house.’  

 

‘Oh its not ours, we’re just renting. My Cy likes a bit of class.’  

 

‘Cy?’ the Doctor echoed.  

 

‘Oh I told you about him, didn’t I?’  

 

The Doctor looked puzzled.  

 

‘I don’t think so. I assume he’s not another one of your husbands?’  
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‘Hardly!’ Vera snorted. ‘For one thing, I’m old enough to be his 

grandmother, and for another… well he’s a bit shy around women. 

Now why don’t we go inside and see about that tea.’  

 

Vera marched into the ornate, high ceilinged kitchen, where the kettle 

was still warm. Two dirty mugs sat on the worktop. ‘Someone’s been 

here before us,’ Vera declared, filling the kettle.  

 

‘Burglars?’ the Doctor enquired.  

 

‘No, no, no, dear. It’ll be Cy and one of his friends. He’s always 

bringing his chums back for the night. We’ll not see him ’til tomorrow. 

It is unusual on Gidi though.’  

 

‘What is?’  

 

‘Well there’s not many people here really. There’s only me, and Cy, 

and …’  

 

The Doctor shook his head, not sure he wanted to get into another list 

of names. ‘Stop twittering woman and make the tea!’ he snapped, 

surprising himself.  

 

‘Oh I do love a man who takes charge,’ Vera said.  

 

 

 

 

Upstairs, Nick lay on Cy’s bed. Cy pulled his sparkly top off over his 

shoulders, revealing broad shoulders and a toned chest. Nick admired 
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the rows and rows of videotapes that were lined up along the shelves 

of his room.  

 

‘You like Clear Waters then?’ Nick asked, turning round to face him. 

Clear Waters was a soap opera that Nick had found himself attracted to 

on one of his many visits to 21st century Earth, although Alf was not 

too taken with it.  

 

‘You wanna watch one?’ asked Cy.  

 

‘Yeah we could I s’pose…’ said Nick, suddenly distracted by thoughts 

of Alf.  

 

‘Unless you have something else in mind.’ Cy smiled.  

 

Nick rolled over on the bed and looked up at him, deep into those 

milky blue eyes. ‘Have you got a beer?’  

 

‘I’ve got anything you want, Nick,’ Cy purred cheekily. 

 

‘So how do you come to be on Gidi, Vera?’ asked the Doctor.  

 

‘Well that’s a long story, Doc. I came here a little while ago after Barry 

made off with all my money. Cy and me decided it would be good to 

get away from Bros for a while and start afresh, so we chose this quiet 

backwater. Of course just recently there’s been all that debacle over 

that planet blowing up nearby…’  

 

‘Vrij?’ The Doctor interrupted  

 

‘Yeah, that’s the one, Doc.’  
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‘That’s why I’m here you see. I’m interested to find out what happened 

there myself.’  

 

Vera looked worried for a moment. ‘You’re not one of them private 

eyes are you, Doc? I’m not really sure I know anything about that.’  

 

‘Vera, I’m quite sure you’ve got nothing to do with it.’  

 

‘Good! More battenburg?’  

 

 

 

 

‘God it’s hot in here,’ muttered Nick.  

 

‘There’s only one hot thing in here,’ Cy murmured quietly, stroking his 

hair.  

 

Nick stared up at this reflection in the mirrored ceiling. ‘You know, I 

feel so relaxed with you.’ He rolled over to look at Cy. ‘I always 

thought things would work out between Alf and me but just at the 

moment… I dunno, maybe it’s not what I want.’  

 

‘What do you want, Nick?’ Cy asked seriously, his face just inches from 

Nick’s own.  

 

‘Well the Doctor always told me I should be open to new experiences. 

Try everything, he’d say.’  

 

‘Sounds reasonable.’ Cy reached out and stroked Nick’s face. Nick 
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suddenly felt overcome, and it wasn’t simply the heat or the amazing, 

amazing person close to him. He felt dizzy.  

 

‘What’s wrong, babe?’ Cy asked. Nick could have sworn he smiled less 

than innocently, but the whole room was swimming and he fought to 

regain control. He pulled away, and tried to sit up, but it still felt as if 

he was somewhere else. Cy reached out a hand and pushed him back 

onto the bed.  

 

‘It’s too late for that,’ he said. Nick closed his eyes, and then… 

something else. Another presence in his mind. Something inviting; yet 

dark. Like warm blood slipping through his thoughts. A presence, 

science could not deny existing within, outside maybe behind the 

latitude of his human mind. Something stirring deep within him that 

he could not resist. He knew then, that it was alien. Nick slipped away 

into unconsciousness.  

 

 

 

 

Somewhere below them all, in the darkness of the cellar, something 

stirred. There was a chittering, an insectoid cry that cut through the 

silence pervading the darkness. The room was set out as a primitive 

laboratory, with banks of humming machinery casting flickering lights 

over the walls and floor. The over-riding sound was the rise and fall of 

a life support machine, its ventilator pumping stale air into the 

concealed incubation tank above it. A frayed curtain covered the tank, 

but many tubes spiralled out, viscous green fluid flowing along them. 

Somewhere deep within it all, a chorus of voices could be heard, very 

quietly, chanting. Many, but at the same time one. Soft, but at the same 

time malevolent. Calling, and searching out others the same.  
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‘Born of anger, born of evil.’  

 

 

 

 

The next morning, Vera pushed eggs round a sizzling pan, humming 

an old ditty she’d heard that she half-remembered from her Karaoke 

days aboard the “Hapsire Ram”. The kitchen door opened, and a 

pleased looking Cy wandered in.  

 

‘Hello, Nan,’ he said. ‘Who was that man I saw you with last night?’  

 

‘That’s none of your business dear!’ Vera replied. ‘Anyway, why are 

you looking so pleased with yourself! You look like the cat who’s got 

the cream!’  

 

She whooped, and then stood back as the fat from the pan spat and 

sizzled.  

 

‘Sausage?’ she asked.  

 

‘Look, Nan,’ Cy’s voice was serious. ‘I need to talk to you. I know 

someone stayed here last night… apart from Nick that is.’  

 

‘Nick! Who’s Nick?’ Vera yelled.  

 

‘That doesn’t matter right now Nan. The thing is… I’ve been discrete. 

Have you?’  

 

‘What do you mean?’  
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‘You know what I mean. About our work.’  

 

Vera’s mood immediately darkened and she looked away, staring into 

the gently solidifying eggs on the stove. ‘You don’t think I’d give away 

any details about our project do you my love?’ she said in a small 

voice. ‘But… that said, the Doctor does seem like a knowledgeable and 

trustworthy man. He’s no Barry dear. He’d understand.’  

 

‘No, Nan,’ Cy said firmly. ‘We need to keep this in the family. We 

agreed, remember? No one must know. Only the three of us.’  

 

Vera looked sad. She sat down and took his hand in hers.  

 

‘If you think that’s best dear,’ she said quietly. ‘But just tell me… what 

did happen to Hansen?’  

 

‘Hansen?’ Cy frowned, and stood up. ‘You don’t need to know about 

Hansen. It was an accident, that’s all. It’s dealt with. Just a stupid 

mistake.’ He sighed, there was no way that she could be told what had 

really happened to their butler. She would not understand how 

important his blood had been to the work.  

 

‘He was the noblest butler we’ve ever ’ad,’ Vera smiled through a tear. 

‘Nobody could toss a pancake like him.’  

 

‘Yes.’ Cy smiled with her. ‘Nobody.’  

 

The kettle reached boiling point.  

 

‘Better make that tea,.’ Vera said. ‘Can’t keep a doctor waiting.’  
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Somewhere on the dark side of the town, and even at this time of the 

early morning it was dark, Waterguard Humba’s hut stood between 

the abandoned library and the old Galactico’s store. Humba emerged, 

and pulled down his washing from the line that was strung across the 

opening. He had had an uneasy night. Something about this girl Alf 

unsettled him, and it had been a long time since there had been a 

murder on Gidi. He had settled there to live out the last days of his 

service, hopefully in peace. A tin-pot colony on a deserted world. That 

was Gidi. Nothing ever happened here. Except now someone was 

dead.  

 

Of course nothing ever quite went to plan in Humba’s life. Ever since 

that day on Ranx when he had been involved in all that 

unpleasantness, all he had craved was a quiet life. Somehow though 

trouble followed him round. That was what unsettled him most about 

Alf. Unlike him, she seemed to take it all in her stride. It did not faze 

her that she had woken up next to a decaying corpse and she had been 

clear-headed and determined to find out the truth. All Humba had 

wanted was a good night’s sleep. Mug of cocoa and a shower and a 

good eight hours, he did not think it was too much to ask. He got the 

impression today was going to be a long one, so he popped next door 

and picked up some stuff for breakfast. Nice bit of toast and scrambled 

eggs. Perfect way to start a day!  

 

 

 

 



 

20 

Alf awoke to the smell of eggs scrambling in the pan and the sound of 

toast popping up from a battered toaster. It had been a long night, with 

lots of questions to answer and statements to be taken. She had been 

well glad of a few hours shuteye.  

 

‘I thought you’d like some breakfast love,’ Humba said, ever the 

gallant officer.  

 

‘Yeah, sweet,’ she smiled. ‘Tell me more about this Vera then.’  

 

‘Well,’ he started, ‘there were all these rumours surrounding her. She’s 

been married a few times you see and, well, it’s not certain that they all 

died of natural causes you see.’  

 

‘Really?’  

 

‘Yes, and as for her what she may have done to her family… well 

nothing could be proved as far as I remember, but there were certainly 

unanswered questions about the death of her son.’  

 

‘Sounds like a right old cow.’  

 

‘Yeah well I think your friend the Doctor had better watch himself if 

he’s got involved with her. He might not come out unscathed, if you 

know what I mean’  

 

‘I’d better get up to her place then soon as possible.’  

 

‘Not until you’ve got something warm and filling inside yer love.’ 

Humba smiled warmly. 
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Nick opened his eyes and immediately shut them again. ‘Ow! Too 

much light.’ His head hurt. He had certainly had too much of 

something last night. He was not quite sure what though, or indeed 

where he was. He looked bewilderedly round the room, casting his 

half open eyes over the sparkly top and leather trousers that were 

strewn over the floor. Well they aren’t mine, he thought.  

 

His head was really pounding. It was like that night with Alf on Gilda 

4. Alf? Where was she? Why wasn’t she here?  

 

OH MY GOD! Cy! The name flashed like a glitter ball in his mind. I was 

in the bar yeah, remember that okay, then we left and had coffee… OH MY 

GOD I’M IN HIS BED! After the coffee he could remember nothing. 

There was a funny taste in his mouth. His head was still pounding. He 

struggled to his feet and looked around for his pants.  

 

 

 

 

Waterguard Humba had somewhat reluctantly allowed Alf to leave 

and look for Vera and her friend the Doctor. She was a determined 

young filly, he thought, and he somehow felt he had be more likely to 

get to the truth behind the murder by allowing her to investigate it for 

him.  

 

Alf swung her rucksack over her shoulder and squinted in the light of 

the early morning sun. Gidi’s main town – its only town, according to 

the Doctor - was really nothing more than a series of beaten down 

tracks with huts and run-down old shacks in between them. Humba 

had given her rough directions to the mansion where Vera apparently 

lived with a young man called Cy. As she walked down the dirt track, 
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which ran along the edge of the town, she saw something else which 

caught her eye. A strange looking guy, emerging from the store 

opposite.  

 

He was dressed more like a conjurer than a native of Gidi, and on his 

face he wore a nervous frown. He looked around all the time, like a 

frightened rabbit, and his eyes we shielded by a battered Fedora. Alf 

shrunk into the shadows of the store and watched him leave. He 

carried what looked like a carpetbag and walked briskly but 

unsteadily. He seemed to be treading along the same track she had 

been told by Humba to follow, so keeping to the shadows she decided 

to trail him.  

 

 

 

 

The Doctor was sat on a faded floral sofa, waiting for Vera to bring him 

his tea. The living room of the old house was stuffy and dingy. The 

windows did not seem to have been opened for years, and the pictures 

that hung on the wall seemed to have been chosen not to be in 

coordination with each other, let alone the carpet, which the Doctor 

preferred not to consider. Old newspaper cuttings and the centre folds 

of magazines were pinned on the walls, old sports stars and celebrities 

and, somewhat curiously, pages from a scientific journal.  

 

The Doctor took it upon himself to try and open one of the tall 

windows, but it stayed stubbornly closed. As he peered through the 

yellowing net curtains at the distant awakening town, he glanced 

down and found something on the windowsill. A book. He picked up 

the small object and carefully opened the first page. It seemed to 

contain a scribbled circuit diagram, and further rambling pages of 
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notes followed.  

 

‘A scientific journal,’ mused the Doctor. ‘How very interesting. Read 

on, Doctor? Well, you know reading other people’s diaries is against 

your moral code, but in this case…’  

 

He turned another page, and drew in breath. Printed in bold ink letters 

was a name that the Doctor recognised. A name that chilled him to his 

bones. The name was Invigh Endlemann.  

 

‘Endlemann… but he disappeared,’ the Doctor murmured to himself. 

‘On the planet Vrij! How very odd that his diary should find its way 

here.’  

 

‘Tea up!’ called Vera, pushing open the door with her tray. The Doctor 

was no longer smiling.  

 

‘What is this?’ he demanded, holding out the notebook. Vera went 

pale.  

 

‘What do you know?’ he continued. ‘What is going on Vera?’  

 

Vera sunk onto the sofa, crestfallen.  

 

‘Oh, Doctor,’ she said. ‘I’ve been a stupid old woman…’  

 

‘I think it’s time you told me everything.’  
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In the kitchen a worried man with a worried mind walked in and took 

off his battered Fedora hat that had obviously seen better days. 

Professor Endlemann glanced with distaste at a pan full of charred 

eggs, which was gently smoking on the stove.  

 

He had been disconcerted to discover that on his way back from the 

village he had been followed all the way by the girl he had seen last 

night as he dumped the body of Hansen. It was serendipity her being 

there at the right time to be framed for the murder. It could have taken 

the gaze of the Waterguards off them for a while. Obviously that fool 

Humba was not as stupid as he seemed to be.  

 

A stranger on Gidi was cause enough for concern, but with the work 

they were doing… luckily, he had taken a diversion through the woods 

and lost her, but she would have to be taken care of. He walked to 

some stone steps at the other end of the room. Descending into the 

gloominess, he shook his head absentmindedly.  

 

 

 

 

As Endlemann reached a door set into the wall at the foot of the steps, 

he heard an excited yelp from the other side. Puzzled, he nervously 

opened the door to see a rapturous Cy, dancing round.  

 

‘Endy!’ Cy screamed. ‘Come and see what’s happened!’  

 

‘What’s happened?’ Endlemann asked nervously, following him. Cy 

pointed to the tank at the far end of the cellar laboratory. The curtain 

had been pulled apart.  
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‘My God! It’s… It’s…’  

 

‘Fabulous!’ exclaimed Cy. ‘Its alive! The Protii is alive!’  

 

In the tank, swimming within the green goo, was a creature, part-

insect, part-dinosaur. Skeleton wings were folded back against its thin 

frame. A tail flicked gently against the sides of the tank, and its mouth 

bore two pincers, that snapped inaudibly. Most frightening of all, were 

its bulbous green eyes, which flicked open and stared at them both 

from within its glass prison. It chittered, and unheard by its two 

onlookers, came a soft reply, chanting and waiting.  

 

‘Born of anger, born of evil. Born of anger, born of evil…’  

 

 

 

 

Upstairs in Cy’s bedroom, Nick had finished getting dressed. 

Suddenly, something hit him; a shockwave of pain that rocketed 

through his entire body. He cried out, and beneath it all, as if sliding 

under his skin like a sonic vibration, he could hear the words again, 

this time even more clearly and with ever growing intensity. His 

mouth moved to echo them.  

 

‘Born of… anger…’ Nick whispered, suddenly calm again. ‘Born of… 

evil… Yes. Yes, I understand. I can hear you. I’m here. I AM you.’  

 

 

 

 

In the cellar, Cy breathed out and watched the creature in the tank.  
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‘You shall live again,’ he whispered. ‘You must live again.’  

 

‘How has this happened?’ Endlemann asked, to which Cy simply 

smiled.  

 

‘I’ve found the key to unlock the power of the Protii,’ he replied. ‘And 

his name… is Nick.’ 

 

Chapter Two 

 

Alf cautiously opened the kitchen door and looked around with 

interest. She wrinkled up her nose and moved to the table, where some 

plates had been laid out among other assorted artefacts. She picked up 

a blackened circuit board and fingered it gingerly. What would a batty 

old woman, working in a casino, want with complex electronic 

circuitry?  

 

She remembered Humba’s warning and squeezed her lips together in 

determination. It was time she rescued the Doctor. If he were being kept 

here against his will, where would he be? If you were a mad old woman, she 

thought to herself, where would you hide a portly Time Lord… the attic! 

That was usual in these circumstances. She pulled open the door, 

which obviously led deeper into the house and slipped through.  

 

On the other side of the door was a narrow corridor, at the bottom of 

which was another door, also closed. Little did Alf know, it was all that 

lay between her and the Doctor. She stopped halfway down, where a 

flight of carpeted stairs led upwards. Treading carefully, and wincing 

as each successive step creaked seemingly to spite her, she slowly 

ascended.  
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Nick flexed his fingers. They were shaking. He felt like he had had an 

electric shock. What had happened to him? He had dressed quickly 

and been about to try and find a way out of this wretched house, when 

something had knocked him senseless like a well-aimed frying pan. It 

had not been an actual blow, this he felt sure. It was almost like being 

wired up to a generator and suddenly realising someone had just 

thrown the switch.  

 

Last night had been amazing. Yet despite it all Nick still wanted to find 

Cy, but he knew he had to get back to the TARDIS and run himself 

through the medi-scanner first. He could not face Cy like this. He 

needed to be himself again. Then… well, who knows?  

 

The bedroom door flew open and Alf burst in. Nick could not 

remember being so pleased to see anyone in his life before.  

 

‘Nick!’ Alf yelled, running forward to hug him. She froze before she 

got to him, realising that he was slumped against the headboard of the 

bed with his arms limp and lifeless, his eyes bloodshot and half-closed. 

‘Nick! What have they done to you?’  

 

Nick smiled weakly and pulled himself forwards.  

 

‘I’m okay,’ he said hoarsely. ‘Just… just get me out of here…’  

 

Alf moved to his side, and began to help him up.  
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‘Have you seen the Doctor?’ she asked, helping him to sit up. Nick 

raised a hand to his head and rubbed it without answering. He shook 

his head. ‘Never mind. Come on, you have to try and walk.’  

 

Nick swung his legs over the side of the bed. The room fell heavily 

around him when he tried to put any weight on his feet. Alf slipped 

her arm round his waist. It felt good. It felt SO good to be close to her 

again. He had not realised how much. This did not take anything away 

from what had happened yesterday with Cy, but he did love Alf. He 

had been sure of this for some time. Maybe if he told her… maybe if 

she felt the same… then he would not keep thinking about Cy. He was 

sure he could forget him, if only he was allowed to.  

 

Alf slumped back on the bed next to Nick in resigned defeat.  

 

‘This is not going to work,’ she whispered to him. ‘I don’t know what 

they’ve given you, but I’m not going to be able to get you out of here, 

Nick.’  

 

‘I’m sorry,’ he murmured, feeling his eyes closing once more. She 

patted him on the leg, stroking her cheek in thought.  

 

‘I’m going to have to get help.’ She turned to Nick. ‘Listen, I’m going 

back to the village. I know someone that can help get you out of here. 

But it’s quite a way. You’re going to have to cope on your own until I 

get back.’  

 

‘Please don’t go,’ Nick begged. He felt sick to his stomach.  

 

‘I’ll be back soon.’ Alf promised. She thought for a moment. ‘Listen, 

Nick. Be careful. We found a body in the village. A man. We think that 
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a woman called Vera has something to do with it. So watch out.’  

 

Giving him one final glance, she slipped out the room and closed the 

bedroom door behind her. Nick closed his eyes and fell back to sleep.  

 

 

 

 

Vera sobbed into a big spotty hanky.  

 

‘Oh, Doctor. I just can’t keep anything from you. I’m such a stupid old 

woman. A stupid, stupid, stupid, silly, stupid…’  

 

‘Oh come now, Vera. Blow your nose and wipe those tears away. It 

can’t be as bad as all of that.’ The Doctor placed a comforting hand on 

her shoulder as she made a snorting, burbling sound into her 

handkerchief.  

 

‘Oh thank you, Doctor,’ she sobbed. ‘You’re such a comfort in my time 

of need. If only my Barry had been more like you.’  

 

‘Yes, well let’s not go over all that again,’ the Doctor said. ‘Now then, 

what’s this about Professor Endlemann? He was here at some point I 

take it?’  

 

‘Oh yes, he lives in the cellar, Doctor,’ Vera explained.  

 

‘In the cellar? How very odd.’  

 

‘Well not exactly lives, just… works really. On the project. Oh Doctor, 

it’s so nice to have someone to talk to. You’ve no idea what a burden 
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it’s been.’  

 

‘I’m sure. And what is the project concerned with?’  

 

‘Conservation.’ Vera told him. ‘I’m a conservationist!’  

 

‘Hmmm,’ the Doctor pondered. ‘I’d like to see what it is you’ve been 

conserving.’  

 

‘Oh no Doctor,’ she replied, suddenly scared. ‘You can’t interrupt the 

work. And Cy would be really cross if he knew I’d told you. You can’t 

tell him you know! You just can’t! Promise me you won’t Doctor!’  

 

‘Yes, yes all right.’ The Doctor tried to calm her down again. ‘We’ll talk 

about this later. Right now I’d better be making contact with Nick and 

Alf. I wonder where they’ve got to.’  

 

‘Nick?’ echoed Vera. ‘My Cy brought a Nick home last night.’  

 

‘Did he indeed.’  

 

‘Yes…’ Vera trailed off, before her eyes suddenly opened wider than 

saucers. ‘Bugger it - the eggs!’  

 

She tottered into the kitchen and the Doctor rolled his eyes. 

 

Not long after Alf had made her way back to the still-empty kitchen 

and slipped out the back door, Cy emerged from the cellar steps and 

crossed the room. He strode up the stairs and into his bedroom. Nick 

opened his eyes and sat up. His head felt a little clearer and he felt 

somehow relieved to see Cy’s angelic face smiling down at him, even if 
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there were unanswered questions.  

 

‘Hi yer babe,’ Cy said sitting down next to him and flashing him a cute 

smile. ‘How you feeling now?’  

 

‘What happened last night?’ Nick looked bewildered.  

 

‘You had a funny turn. There we were having a giggle in bed and all of 

a sudden you got all hot and delirious. I was really worried about you,’ 

Cy said looking all concerned.  

 

‘Yeah? I can’t remember a thing after that cup of coffee…’  

 

‘So you don’t remember me putting you to bed then.’  

 

Nick shook his head.  

 

‘Alf…’ he muttered, not registering that he’d said the name out loud 

He was not entirely sure if she had really been in the room moments 

before or whether it had been a dream.  

 

Cy frowned in recognition of the name and glanced around the room 

suspiciously. His eyes fell on the bedclothes, which had been dragged 

partly onto the floor, as if someone had been trying to haul the semi-

conscious Nick away from the bed.  

 

So the girl Alf has been here.  

 

‘Oh dear you really did lose it didn’t you?’ Cy said casually. ‘You’re 

really special Nick. You have a gift that I want you to share with me.’  
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‘What? What are you going on about?’ There was a touch of annoyance 

in Nick’s voice and he moved away as Cy reached out to stroke his 

hair. ‘What are you doing?’ he demanded.  

 

‘We both felt something last night Nick. It’s not about you or me or 

even about us. It’s bigger than that, bigger than you can imagine babe. 

More powerful too. We awoke something last night. Something special 

that’s been dormant for centuries.’  

 

‘Cheers. I’m not that out of practise you know.’  

 

‘No, not that. Something else. Something that’s down to you and you 

alone.’  

 

‘Me?’  

 

‘Yeah you felt it in your head didn’t you? Something surging through 

you and you want to feel it again don’t you?’ Cy’s eyes were sparkling.  

 

‘Maybe…’ Nick was looking interested again now.  

 

‘Well there are all kinds of ways we can try again…’  

 

‘Oh yeah?’  

 

Nick looked into Cy’s eyes and let Cy take his hand. Again he felt the 

bewitching attraction that had pulled them together last night. Cy was 

beautiful. He knew that. Then again he knew he should not find him 

so. He was just… unique. Almost unclassifiable. He could still be Nick, 

but he could feel this way as well. It did not change anything. It was 

different. It was special.  
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‘Let’s do it then,’ he said.  

 

 

 

 

In the kitchen, Vera scraped the charred remains of a sausage into a 

pedal bin.  

 

‘Listen Vera.’ The Doctor placed a hand on her shoulder. ‘What is it 

you are doing here and why do you need Endlemann?’  

 

Vera turned to look into his trusting eyes.  

 

‘When we came here, Doctor,’ Vera began seriously, ‘we brought with 

us the last existing bones of an ancient creature. My son, God bless his 

soul, died so that we could have them. The Ranx Expedition was 

destroyed, just so those old bones could survive.’  

 

‘What is this creature?’ the Doctor asked. ‘Tell me.’  

 

At that moment, the door to the upstairs bedrooms creaked open.  

 

‘You want to know what the creature is, Doctor,’ Cy said, a slight leer 

in his voice. ‘You want to know what we’ve been doing?’  

 

‘Yes young man, I was rather hoping someone might tell me.’  

 

‘Well it’s all quite simple really. We’ve been doing some experiments.’  

 

‘But what on?’ the Doctor enquired. ‘Just what is it you’re all doing 
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here that’s so secret?’  

 

‘You’ll find out soon enough. Maybe after your tea you’d like to 

accompany me down to the cellar? But first of all I could do with some 

eggs, Nan. I’ve worked up an appetite this morning.’  

 

‘Ooh!’ sobbed Vera.  

 

 

 

 

Professor Endlemann cocked his head slightly as he stared at the 

creature in the incubation tank. It leered back at him, snapping its 

mandibles hungrily. Suddenly, its gills puffed slightly and Endlemann 

reeled backwards. A surge of energy hit his mind, like a blazing iron 

sword cutting through his thoughts. Then, a few seconds later, it died 

away again. He winced, and recomposed himself before staring at the 

creature again.  

 

‘You did that,’ he cried angrily. ‘You hurt me with your mind.’  

 

‘Who hurt you?’ said a voice behind him. It was Cy, followed closely 

by Vera and a large bearded man.  

 

‘That thing did,’ Endlemann gasped. ‘Nick, I tell you; whatever it was 

you did to it yesterday has re-activated it. And it’s growing in strength 

all the time. It…’  

 

He stopped as he caught sight of the man with the beard, who was 

glaring suspiciously at him.  
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‘Who’s this? Are you mad?’ Endlemann exclaimed.  

 

‘Professor Endlemann I presume,’ the man growled. The Professor 

grabbed Cy and pulled him aside.  

 

‘You’re crazy. You said…’  

 

‘Pull yourself together!’ Cy hissed. ‘Look, I had no choice. She brought 

him here.’  

 

He nodded back at Vera, who was standing in silence and looking 

sheepish.  

 

‘Anyway,’ Cy continued. ‘This is the Doctor. And he’s brought with 

him the one person who we need.’  

 

It was the Doctor’s turn to look perplexed.  

 

‘Oh later, Doctor.’ Cy anticipated his questions. ‘Everything will soon 

be clear. Clear as crystal.’  

 

Vera began to sob uncontrollably and the Doctor tried in vain to 

comfort her. Cy pulled Endlemann to one side and whispered to him.  

 

‘Listen. There’s a girl heading back towards the village. She’s been 

here, and she may make trouble. We don’t want Humba getting wind 

of this.’  

 

‘Yeah I tried to get rid of her earlier. This is getting out of control.’ 

Endlemann’s brow creased in worry.  
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‘Don’t panic, my dear Endlemann. Just wait a few moments, slip out 

and deal with her, properly this time. And don’t let me down.’ 

 

It had taken Alf the best part of twenty minutes, now she knew the 

way, to return to Waterguard Humba’s hut in the village. The sun had 

moved across the sky and the day was now at its hottest, so her 

forehead was damp with perspiration. She rapped impatiently on the 

door and then immediately tried the handle. Locked.  

 

‘Humba! Humba!’ she yelled, peering through the window. The inside 

of the hut was shrouded in gloomy darkness.  

 

‘Shit,’ Alf cursed, running a dirty hand through her hair. Then, as she 

stood with her face in her hands, she suddenly felt odd. A tingly 

sensation, like a dribble of ice-cold water running down her back, or, 

more accurately, a mild knot of electricity shimmering around her 

spine. It was a very low humming, impatient and excitable. She turned 

round slowly, and then she saw it.  

 

Sitting about ten metres away on the other side of the dust track, just in 

front of what looked like a run-down old doctor’s surgery, was a 

creature, and it was staring straight at her. It was like a giant insect, but 

crouched on clawed feet. Two bony wings were folded back over its 

scaly spine, giving it the appearance of a half-fly, half-bat. Two 

glowing green eyes were staring at her, and razor sharp pincers were 

twitching dangerously. The strange thing was, though, it didn’t seem 

completely… solid. It was surrounded by a blue aura and she could 

swear that she could faintly see through to the fence and trees behind 

it. Like a hologram. Perhaps that was what it was.  

 

These doubts were swept away by what happened next. A crackle of 
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static seemed to form around the creature’s eyes, and before Alf could 

react, a bolt of blue energy snaked out from it and hit the building 

behind her. Suddenly, the abandoned surgery was gone and Alf was 

standing in the middle of a bare patch of ground.  

 

‘Bloody hell,’ she breathed. The creature threw its head back and let 

out a chattering, high-pitched squeal. Alf did not know what it was 

and she did not fancy getting to know something that could remove 

buildings from existence with the wave of a claw. She turned on her 

heels and ran.  

 

 

 

 

‘So let me get this straight. You want to use Nick in some kind of 

experiment to bring back to life some long dead animal?’  

 

The argument had raged for a few minutes now, since the Doctor had 

learnt of Nick’s involvement with Cy.  

 

‘Yes Doctor, that’s about the size of it,’ Cy replied.  

 

The Doctor was appalled. ‘I won’t allow it. Nick won’t be part of some 

inhuman experiment! I won’t allow him or anyone else for that matter 

to come to any harm. Do you hear me?’  

 

‘Doesn’t he have any say in this? Maybe you should ask what he 

wants?’  

 

‘Yes, well he has been conspicuous by his absence. Are you sure he’s 

all right?’  
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Cy clicked his fingers. ‘Nick!’ he called. Nick stumbled through the 

door. He looked pale and tired and was obviously weak on his legs.  

 

‘’Ere who are you?’ Vera asked, ‘Not another of Cy’s chums are you?’  

 

‘Nick!’ the Doctor exclaimed. ‘What in blazes are you doing here?’ His 

expression changed to one of concern as he saw Nick’s ashen face. 

‘Nick, my dear boy, are you all right? You look a bit pale.’  

 

Nick looked up at him not quite meeting his worried gaze. ‘I’m fine.’  

 

Cy caught his eye. ‘Are you going to tell him, Nick?’  

 

‘Tell me what? Nick?’  

 

‘Doctor it’s okay. I’m okay.’  

 

‘Of course you’re not okay,’ the Doctor snapped back. ‘For goodness 

sake, you’ve got to get him some medical help.’  

 

‘Ooh! My Cy wouldn’t do anything to hurt him Doctor. He’s a good 

boy,’ Vera said. ‘And there’s no doctors on Gidi, never ’as been. Apart 

from you of course Doctor!’  

 

The Doctor looked worried. He was sure he had seen a doctor’s 

surgery on his wondering through the town earlier. This could be 

important, he thought, but first things first. He had to stop Cy’s 

experiments.  

 

Cy had not taken his gaze away from Nick. Nick was not sure what he 
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should be feeling right now. Here was the Doctor in front of him, and 

yet he did not quite know what to say to him. It’d all seemed so easy 

when Alf was with him and he found himself wishing that she were 

here now. Cy’s presence and his continued staring made him feel, not 

uneasy, just somewhat confused. It was fine when they were alone. It 

seemed easy then to agree, but the Doctor probably would not 

understand. He averted his gaze onto the tall, glass-walled tank in 

front of them, inside of which floated a murky shape that he could not 

quite make out. He felt instinctively drawn to it.  

 

‘Doctor,’ there was uncertainty in his weak voice. ‘I want to help Cy in 

his experiment. You could help him too.’  

 

‘Hmmm,’ replied the Doctor. ‘Just what would this entail? I still don’t 

know what this creature is you’re trying to re-animate.’  

 

‘Oh my dear Doctor,’ Cy said smoothly, moving to Nick’s side. ‘The 

Protii is more than just one creature. The…’  

 

‘Protii!’ The Doctor whirled round to face Vera. ‘You didn’t tell me this 

thing was a Protii!’  

 

‘Well you never asked!’ Vera retorted. ‘Anyway, what’s a Protii? 

Professor Endlemann told me it was a kind of rare fish!’  

 

The Doctor’s voice dropped to a grave whisper. ‘Many years ago, the 

Protii broke free into our Universe from the shadow cages that had 

held them since the beginning of time. They were unstoppable. They 

bent back time to aid them and ate through worlds and civilisations 

until there was nothing left.’  
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‘Why couldn’t they be stopped Doctor?’ Vera asked.  

 

‘Yes, tell them why,’ Cy said coolly. ‘And then maybe you’ll have one 

fraction of an idea of what the means to our power is going to be.’  

 

 

 

 

Alf stopped and breathed out, her hands resting on her knees as she 

caught her breath back. She looked up in despair – a fine time to be 

lost. The forest seemed to be looming over her but she had lost all 

comprehension of which direction the house was in. Besides which, 

she really had to find Humba and rescue Nick. So far, he was the only 

person she knew she could trust.  

 

What was the creature that seemed to be able to disintegrate solid 

buildings almost by thought? She hoped she was not going to run into 

it again. She decided the best thing to do would be to resume her 

original plan of finding Humba. Unwillingly, she moved back towards 

the town, the clouds darkening overhead as an early evening set in. 

 

Waterguard Humba pushed open the door of Mandrells, the run-

down old casino. Few people lived on Gidi now, but somehow the 

odd, barely sustainable small businesses in the town kept going. He 

sniffed the dank, odorous whiff of alcohol and Rhine weed that there 

always was in here.  

 

‘Beryl?’ he called out. He heard a clatter at the end of the wooden-

floored hallway and smiled. The casino wasn’t open yet, but Beryl 

Mathers would be here, making the tables shine and polishing the 

gambling dice.  
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‘Beryl?’ He stopped. There was something wrong. Something was 

moving at the end of the hallway, but it was too erratic… not 

methodical enough to be someone washing down the floor or noisily 

dusting the tabletops. Why didn’t she answer back? He stepped closer, 

his boots sending echoes ringing into the semi-darkness.  

 

What he saw when he reached the counter at the end of the room and 

peered over, chilled his blood.  

 

‘For the love of Azure…’ he whispered, losing control. Behind the 

counter, sitting in a nest of discarded brooms and mops, was a creature 

of the like he’d never seen before. A thing from the bowels of hell, he’d 

bet.  

 

It was like an enormous bat, but with bulging green eyes that seem to 

swell with a vast, burning intelligence. Its breast was lined with wiry 

fur, and, up this close, Humba could see that it was buzzing with a 

form of energy, almost as if it were pulsating with power. Despite all 

this, the devilish monstrosity was not somehow real. He could see 

through it for a start, and it was encased in a translucent blue aura, like 

the old hologram projections he had once been shown as a child.  

 

He stepped back, very slowly. The creature seemed to be emitting a 

high pitched whine, almost a static scream… then suddenly it twitched 

its fearsome pincers and, without warning, two enormous bone-

flanked wings opened out behind it. It howled. Humba scrambled 

backwards, clutching blindly at the jumble of assorted objects behind 

the counter. He grabbed at a smooth, cold stick-shaped club and 

swiped at the terrifying creature before him. It shrunk back in fear, 

wailing like a child. Humba turned on his heels and ran for the exit.  
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No sooner had he turned round, than the creature was in front of him, 

blocking the doorway. Except it didn’t move at all – it just changed 

position, even for one split second appearing to be in both places at 

once, as if he were in a film from which a section of the action had been 

spliced out; there was no way it could have passed him. That was only 

the half of it. Humba knew – he didn’t know how, he just knew – that 

the creature had moved to block his path as a direct result of him 

deciding to turn and run.  

 

‘You read my mind you son of a bitch,’ he murmured. The creature just 

sat in front of him, chittering to itself, not even seeming bothered about 

attacking him. ‘Well, we’ll see if this doesn’t fix you.’  

 

He closed his eyes and deliberately blocked his thoughts, concentrating 

on an image of nothing. At the same time, with as little conscious 

thought as he could manage, he forced his legs into action and ran 

round the thing towards the open door behind it. When he opened his 

eyes fully, he was running through the door. He had done it.  

 

As he cleared the building, he chanced a look behind him at the casino. 

For a moment, it remained as it always had, shabby and uninviting. 

Then suddenly there was a flash of light, like a silent explosion of static 

generated from the creature inside the building. When he looked again, 

for a second Humba could not believe his eyes. The whole building 

had vanished, leaving the wind to caress the dusty roadside where the 

creature sat, devoid of the building that had until moments before 

stood around it. Its pincers snapped loudly, power still buzzing over 

them. Then it spread its wings and disappeared. Humba stopped and 

wondered why he was running.  
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Cy took Nick gently by the hand, and led him over to the tank. Nick 

was mesmerised, staring into the baleful green eyes of the Protii, a 

smile spreading over his face.  

 

‘Nick…’ the Doctor warned. Cy shot him a backwards glance.  

 

‘It’s too late Doctor,’ he said. ‘Nick is going to share his gift with us… 

and we are going to share our power with him.’  

 

‘He’s going to be a puppet, a slave!’ bellowed the Doctor. ‘Stop it, you 

do not know what they are capable of!’ He was raging now, his face 

flushed with anger.  

 

‘Power? What’s all this about power?’ Vera sounded confused. ‘You 

said we were saving them from extinction Cy. You said the whole race 

would be gone…’  

 

Cy took Nick’s wrists and gently locked them into two silver bands 

linked to the machine on which the tank was resting.  

 

‘I’m afraid you’ve been tricked Vera,’ said the Doctor. ‘Even if the 

Protii could be utterly destroyed, you’d only have been doing the 

universe a favour. How did you do it? How did you re-animate this 

one?’  

 

Cy smiled evenly.  

 

‘Well, that was all thanks to my dear old Nan.’ Cy grinned walking up 
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to her and putting a hand on her shoulder. ‘Weren’t it Nan?’  

 

Vera looked apologetically back at the Doctor.  

 

‘Doctor? What’s going on? Everything is all right isn’t it?’  

 

‘I’m afraid not Vera,’ replied the Doctor. ‘This young man and 

Professor Endlemann have been using the bones of the Protii you 

supplied to re-construct the creature by somehow drawing off energy 

from space. Only they don’t realise what they’ve been doing.’  

 

‘What do you mean?’ Cy sneered.  

 

‘Where do you think all that mental energy is coming from?’  

 

‘From space,’ Cy replied simply. ‘Endlemann said that…’  

 

‘Yes from space!’ interrupted the Doctor. ‘And you know where in 

space? The Protii collective!’  

 

 

 

 

Humba wiped the perspiration from his forehead and jerkily inhaled, 

puffing and panting as he at last reached the safety of his hut. He 

fumbled for the key, but then dropped it as a ringing, buzzing sound 

filled his ears. There was a strange chanting, far away and yet 

deafening. It was evil… malevolent. Like a thousand twisted children 

crying out in unison.  

 

“Born of anger… born of evil!” it sang, almost joyous in its devastation.  
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‘The wretched souls in hell…’ murmured Waterguard Humba. He tore 

his mind away, and rushed into his hut, bolting the door behind him.  

 

Once inside, he worked quickly. From out of a desk drawer he pulled 

an oak-carved box with a wire on top and a big red bulb mounted on 

it. To this he connected two leads, and finally he flicked a switch on the 

side. The bulb began to flash a bright red. He glanced out of the 

window, pulling aside the grimy curtains. There was nothing out 

there, only the streets and the huts as usual. Suddenly the air was filled 

with crackling, and the red light stopped blinking. Humba heaved a 

sigh of relief. Contact at last.  

 

At that moment, there was a thundering all around him. He froze. 

Then it came again, hammering hard on the door of his little hut and 

shaking the floorboards. He rushed to the door, and to his relief saw 

that it was Alf. Hurriedly, he unbolted it and she flew inside.  

 

‘Waterguard Humba, thank goodness!’  

 

‘Are you all right miss?’ He looked concerned as she began to get her 

breath back.  

 

‘Yes, but it’s good to see you.’ She smiled. ‘Listen, something very 

strange is going on up at the house. We have to help Nick.’  

 

‘I’m afraid your friend Nick is the least of our worries,’ Humba told 

her gravely. ‘I’m afraid we’re under invasion. By something very nasty 

indeed.’  

 

‘You’ve seen it too?’ Alf gasped. ‘The big insect bat thing?’  
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Humba nodded. ‘I was just radioing for help. Don’t worry miss, 

reinforcements will be on the way very soon.’  

 

‘That’s a relief. I only hope the thing you saw and the thing I saw were 

the same.’  

 

‘What do you mean? Oh, I see. You mean there could be more than one 

of them? Good gracious, that thought hadn’t even crossed my mind.’  

 

‘Yes well.’ Alf frowned. ‘You’d better hurry up and radio through for 

those reinforcements Humba. We may just need them.’ 

‘Cy. Please stop this now,’ the Doctor pleaded. Vera was huddled 

with her head buried in the folds of his robes.  

 

‘Oh yes, please do as he says Cy!’ she begged. ‘Can’t you see this is 

wrong? Why are you doing this? I thought you was a good boy!’  

 

‘Quiet you,’ Cy said, without even sparing her a glance. Nick was 

chained to the machine by the silver manacles, bare-chested and his 

head bowed down drowsily. ‘Nick wants to help us. He knows it’s the 

only way.’  

 

‘Why does he need your Nick anyway Doctor?’ Vera asked. She wiped 

a half-dry tear from her cheek.  

 

‘I don’t know,’ the Doctor replied. ‘It would all be intensely interesting 

if it wasn’t so dangerous. Nick has very specialised latent mental 

powers, the extent of which even he doesn’t know about. I would 

guess that it is acting as a channel for the forces that these people are 

attempting to harness. That’s why he feels such an affinity with that 
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monstrosity, and why he’s knocked for six whenever it contacts the 

rest of its kind.’  

 

The Doctor jabbed a thumb at the tank, where the Protii bobbed 

silently. It peered back at them with its hypnotic green eyes from 

behind Nick.  

 

‘Right Doctor,’ Cy said, his eyes beginning to blaze. ‘Right, right, right 

and right again. I can see you’re one clever guy. I think it’s about time 

we put all your smart theories to the test. What do you say?’  

 

‘No don’t!’ the Doctor warned. ‘I’m telling you for the last time… it 

isn’t only one of those creature’s you’re re-animating. You can’t control 

it like a pet! It will DEVOUR you!’  

 

Cy reached for a multi-trussed metal switch on the side of the machine, 

but Vera marched forward, her distress now turned to rage.  

 

‘Now listen you!’ she demanded. ‘You aren’t too old to be put over my 

knee you know! Now this is wrong! And you’re going to stop it all 

right now!’  

 

She reached out to touch Cy but he grabbed her arm first and hurled 

her aside. She landed in a heap at his feet.  

 

‘Oh Nan,’ he said, remorselessly. ‘How stupid you’ve been. You gave 

me the bones of a creature so ancient and powerful it will enable me to 

achieve everything I want to, and all the time you thought we were 

breeding tropical fish. Working away in that hostel, never even a clue 

that Endlemann and I were growing the means to control everything. 

You, this sodding planet, this whole galaxy!’  
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He threw the switch. An arc of light raced over Nick’s bare body and 

he was thrown back against the tank, down the side of which snaked a 

crack.  

 

‘Get down!’ yelled the Doctor. From inside the tank, a thin webbed 

claw was thrust out the green fluid and over the side of the tank. It 

hooked itself round Nick’s neck. All around them, a single, finally 

uniformed voice could be heard, deep and powerful.  

 

‘BORN OF ANGER! BORN OF EVIL!’  

 

 

 

 

In the village, at the same moment, Alf covered her ears in pain. An 

eerie buzzing had filled the air.  

 

‘Did you get the message through?’ she yelled to Humba. At that 

moment, as if the vibration in the end was as hot as a burning plate, the 

radio transmitter spontaneously exploded in a brief shower of sparks.  

 

‘I bloody well hope so!’ he replied, surveying the blackened remains of 

the box on his desk. ‘I’m pretty sure I did. Old Cos will be on his way 

as we speak.’  

 

‘Good. Now I think we really ought to get out of here.’  

 

Alf ran to the window.  

 

‘Look!’ Humba cried from behind her. Outside, sitting on the dusty 
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track, was one of the creatures, its wings folded nearly behind it and its 

mandibles rubbing together in fevered motion.  

 

‘Are we safe in here?’ Humba trembled, somehow knowing the answer 

to his question before he had even asked it.  

 

‘Come on,’ Alf said. ‘We’ve got to make a break for it. I’ll take this,’ she 

added determinedly, picking up the smooth bone-like object Humba 

had brought back from the casino. ‘I’m just about ready to batter 

something.’  

 

With that, she hurled open the hut door and ran, dragging Humba 

after her. As they tore away from the hut, the Protii raised one of its 

claws to balance itself, leant back, and spat a bolt of crackling energy 

towards the run-down old building. A second later, there was nothing 

to prove that Humba's hut had ever stood on the dusty plains of Gidi 

at all.  

 

 

 

 

At the house, the Doctor emerged, coughing and choking from the top 

of the cellar stairs, with Vera in close pursuit.  

 

‘Ooh Doctor, what is Cy doing to your poor Nick,’ she blustered.  

 

‘Don’t worry Vera,’ the Doctor replied. ‘There might just be something 

we can do before that lad of yours brings devastation down upon us. 

We just have to think quickly that’s all.’  

 

‘Well I’ll try my best Doctor,’ Vera said. ‘It’s just so hot in here. And 
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I’m so worried about Cy. Oh, I know he’s being wicked but he’s still 

family. Well sort of. And he isn’t all bad Doctor, believe me.’  

 

‘Well let’s go outside. You look like you need some fresh air.’  

 

‘Doctor I know I’m just a stupid old woman, but what was all that 

“born of anger, born of evil” stuff we could hear down there?’  

 

The Doctor opened the kitchen door and led her outside. ‘You know I 

was wondering that for a moment myself too. Obviously it must be the 

Protii collective reaching out from the very depths of time to the 

creature in the cellar. They’re using Nick as a conduit.’  

 

‘It doesn’t sound good Doc, does it?’  

 

‘Chin up! We’ve not lost all hope yet Vera. If we can get Nick out of the 

cellar and away from the creature, we can at least stop the Protii 

collective communicating with the one lone specimen loose on this 

world.’  

 

 

 

 

In the cellar, Cy stood in rapture before Nick. He could feel the power 

all around him, and he marvelled at how it seemed to almost be 

multiplying in intensity. He didn’t care where it was coming from, he 

believed in the unexplained science he had been spoon-fed. The Protii 

gradually grew in strength as Nick acted as a conduit drawn from 

places no human mind had ever dreamt of before.  
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The Doctor took out a large silk handkerchief and wiped his brow. 

‘Vera. Was it my imagination or did Nick say you worked in a hostel?’  

 

Vera looked at him oddly.  

 

‘Yeah that’s right Doctor. A hostel on the other side of town.’  

 

‘But I’ve been on Gidi for the past two days,’ the Doctor said calmly. 

‘And there isn’t a hostel here. You work in a casino.’  

 

‘No, no, no!’ Vera replied, shaking her mop of curls and sending at 

least one hair roller spinning forward to hit the Doctor in the face. 

‘You’re getting confused Doctor. It must be all this heat.’  

 

‘Perhaps.’  

 

The Doctor tapped his chin in thought. Just like with the doctor’s 

surgery. Somehow events were being changed on this world, and he 

really did not like the fact.  

 

‘There’s never been a casino on Gidi,’ Vera went on. ‘I mean there’s 

only four people live here. It’s hardly likely is it.’  

 

The Doctor looked grave. This really was getting out of control now. 

Four people? The planet had been full of people earlier. All right so it 

was not inhabited to the extent of others in this galaxy, but there had at 

least been several thousand people here. ‘Something’s very wrong,’ he 

muttered.  
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‘Are we just running scared or what?’ asked Alf, gasping for breath as 

Humba led her down behind a row of run-down old huts and into 

some bushes on the fringe of the forest.  

 

‘There’s an old mill, about a mile from here,’ he replied. ‘Used to 

belong to my Father, Waterguard Humba the Third. We can hide 

there.’  

 

‘Why don’t we try and get back to the house?’ Alf begged.  

 

‘It’s too risky. We’d have to cross the main road again, and I don’t 

fancy tangling with something with that could take on the whole of the 

waterguard contingent this side of the cosmos.’  

 

‘Well we can’t hide forever. I just hope the message we sent from your 

hut got through.’  

 

‘Hut?’ Humba echoed, as he pulled back some bracken to make a way 

through. ‘There’s a concealed path through here that takes us to the 

mill. It’s old and dark and I happen to have a few very useful things 

stashed away.’  

 

Alf looked at him oddly.  

 

‘Your hut,’ she was concerned by the blank look on Humba’s face. 

‘How long have you lived there?’  

 

‘I don’t live in a hut!’ Humba replied. ‘What are you talking about 
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miss? I live in the Waterguard Station we’ve just come from. Ah here 

we are.’  

 

He crawled out of the pathway and pointed proudly. An enormous 

structure stood before them, tall and made entirely of wood. The 

windows had been boarded up years ago, and there were no sails on 

the mill. The door hung open on one hinge, revealing darkness 

beyond.  

 

‘I should be able to knock up a portable homing beacon,’ Humba 

explained. ‘That’ll guide in Costa when he arrives.’ He strode 

forwards, but Alf grabbed his sleeve.  

 

‘Wait!’ she said, listening. ‘I can hear it again! That sound!’  

 

They waited, feeling the tension as if were hanging over them like a 

sonic shadow.  

 

‘Alf, look out!’ Humba yelled, and she spun round. Behind her was a 

Protii, chittering and buzzing to itself, its beautiful translucent blue 

form shining and rippling like a mirage. She turned back, only to gasp 

in horror - two more of the creatures were standing behind Humba. 

They were surrounded.  

 

Alf darted for the door of the mill. She tried to edge round the two 

Protii blocking the way, because it was all she could do. The moment 

she began her sprint, however, the Protii that had been hovering 

behind her extended its wings to sit, framed for one beautiful moment 

fully spread against the night sky, before vanishing to almost 

instantaneously re-appear in front of the mill doorway.  
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‘How…?’ Alf was aghast.  

 

‘Alf! They mind-read!’ Before she could react, he closed his eyes and 

forced a thought into his mind - the thought of running away from Alf 

and the mill. At the same time, he bolted for the mill door. It was a 

brilliant and resourceful idea. It didn’t work. All three Protii 

shimmered and materialised directly in front of him. Humba’s face 

contorted in terror.  

 

‘Alf! Run!’ he shrieked.  

 

Alf froze, torn by indecision. She knew she didn’t stand a hope of 

saving him from three of the things, but she could not leave him either. 

Humba screamed, as the Protii closed in. 

 

Chapter Three 

 

Humba screamed, as all three of the creatures closed around him, 

bathing him in a blue envelope of light. All three spread wings, 

chittered, and vanished. In a moment, Waterguard Humba’s entire life 

was seamlessly unstitched from the fabric of time. Every action, every 

influence, and every consequence he had ever influenced. A multitude 

of alternate timelines unfolded and a different history untangled itself 

and spread like a virus, changing, re-moulding, re-fashioning time 

with intricate precision. It was all over in a billionth of a nano-second. 

Waterguard Humba was quite literally gone.  

 

Alf was suddenly alone. Still clutching the old bone, she pushed open 

the mill door, and wrinkled up her nose at the dank smell of rotting 

wood that came from within. A quick exploration of the inside did not 

yield much, bar some old boxes and a dozen shelves full of jars of 
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various things. She came across a small box, with what looked like a 

portable radio connected to it, the whole ensemble no bigger than a 

telephone.  

 

‘The homing beacon!’ she gasped. ‘Looks simple enough to get 

working.’  

 

Alf scanned the primitive apparatus. Luckily, it was of almost identical 

construction to something similar she had rigged up with the Doctor 

on Bros. She searched her memory to remember what he had done. It 

was always the things you never paid attention to that you wound up 

needing to remember.  

 

 

 

 

The colour was returning slowly to Vera’s face as she took in great 

lung fulls of fresh air.  

 

‘Oh I still can’t believe my Cy could be so wicked, Doctor. He’s never 

been this naughty before!’  

 

‘Hmmm,’ pondered the Doctor, lost in thought. ‘The casino, the 

doctor’s surgery… what can it all mean? I’m certain they were all here 

when we arrived.’  

 

‘Ooh! That’s just like my Barry, Doctor. He lost his marbles slowly too. 

One minute I’d tell him something important like what was for dinner 

and then two minutes later he’d be up Galacto Sausage for take away. 

Get to a certain age and well it’s downhill all the way.’  
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‘It’s got nothing to do with my marbles; it’s all about time. Things are 

changing time. History is being unpicked at the seams.’  

 

‘Well how come you remember this casino, Doctor?’ Vera looked 

confused again.  

 

‘Ah well I have a somewhat special relationship with time. Think of me 

as a universal horologist. A perpetual outsider if you will.’  

 

‘I used to be a bingo caller back on Astra,’ Vera sighed, ‘it was never 

like this’  

 

 

 

 

Alf punched the air in satisfaction. The rig-up now appeared to be 

transmitting a basic homing signal, which any passing ship should be 

able to lock onto. Now all she had to do was rescue Nick and wait for 

help to arrive.  

 

‘Back to the house then,’ she said to herself as she exited the mill.  

 

‘That’s exactly where you’re going my dear,’ said a voice from behind 

her. She spun round, and Professor Endlemann emerged from the 

shadows. Alf gulped as she eyed the knife in his hand, which he 

clenched threateningly.  

 

‘I was going that way anyway, mate,’ Alf said casually, discretely 

slipping the bone she had still been holding up her sleeve.  
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The Doctor smacked his palms together.  

 

‘Of course, that’s it! The Protii! It’s devouring time! And every time 

they strike, your memories are restructured, without you even being 

aware!’  

 

‘I wish I could get rid of my Barry as easily!’ said Vera.  

 

‘I don’t think even Barry would be of any help to us now.’ The Doctor 

frowned. Something was happening. A low rumble was shaking the 

sky, and a whispering could be heard. Quiet, but growing louder.  

 

‘It’s happening again, but differently,’ the Doctor murmured. ‘The 

Protii are coming!’  

 

‘Oh my, Doctor! Look!’ Vera screamed, pointing at the sky. The night 

sky was shifting, as if an almighty storm were brewing. Streaks of 

violent lightning coalesced excitedly. Then, suddenly, as if a thousand 

tiny kaleidoscopes were twisting in unison, the sky was instantly 

infested with the same number of menacing, bat-like shapes. 

Shimmering blue, each one a grotesque image of the creature in the 

cellar.  

 

‘Quick Vera! Inside!’ bellowed the Doctor.  

 

‘Bloody hell!’ she yelled, floundering into the house on her gold 

stilettos.  
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In the cellar, Cy felt the walls shake. Nick was still slumped in front of 

the tank, a grotesque leathery talon around his neck.  

 

‘I’ll be back soon babe.’ Cy stroked Nick’s hair before rushing towards 

the cellar stairs. ‘You’re far too important for me to forget you.’ 

 

The Doctor and Vera rushed into the kitchen, closing the door 

behind them.  

 

‘Cup of tea, Doctor? That was a close one and no mistake!’  

 

‘The sky is full of Protii, and all you can go on about is tea!’  

 

‘But why are they here?’ Vera asked. Suddenly, the door that the 

Doctor had just closed was hammered upon.  

 

‘The Protii?’ whispered Vera.  

 

‘Hardly!’ the Doctor snapped, hauling the door open. Alf and Professor 

Endlemann tumbled into the kitchen. Alf flew into the Doctor’s arms.  

 

‘Oh, Doctor! It’s so good to see you!’  

 

‘You too,’ the Doctor replied calmly. ‘As for you Professor Endlemann, 

I’ll deal with you later! First there’s the small matter of a thousand 

Protii to deal with.’  

 

‘Doctor, I think the Protii are changing time!’ stammered Alf, in one 

breath.  
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‘Yes, I’m afraid you’re just about right. We’d come to the same 

conclusion. Now then Professor Endlemann, perhaps you’d like to tell 

us what your part in all of this is.’  

 

‘Doctor I have no part in all of this,’ he breathed nervously. ‘I’m afraid 

your finger of suspicion is pointing in rather the wrong direction. This 

woman and her devious grandson kidnapped me. Sort of.’  

 

The Doctor turned in surprise to Vera, who was searching in the 

cupboard for some fruitcake.  

 

‘Is this true?’ he asked. Vera looked sheepish.  

 

‘It was on the planet Vrij, Doctor.’ Vera began, sitting down at the 

table. ‘Cy said we had to save him. Professor Endlemann was about to 

kill himself.’  

 

‘It’s true,’ Endlemann said. ‘Doctor, I’m a wanted criminal on a 

hundred worlds. My experiments in DNA modification broke new 

ground in the field. Not everyone is sympathetic to what they call 

“tampering with nature”.’  

 

‘Genetics. Of course! So that’s how Cy reconstructed the Protii. He 

used your misguided genius in DNA manipulation to weave a new 

creature around the bones he rescued from the Ranx expedition.’  

 

‘I never wanted this Doctor,’ Endlemann said sadly. ‘Cy threatened to 

turn me in to the Waterguard Space Police on Darp. I had no choice. 

He’s made me murder to recreate this thing down there.’  
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Alf had a sudden realisation. ‘The body I found earlier, drained of 

blood.’  

 

‘Yes. We needed blood as the one final ingredient to create it. Cy forced 

me to kill Hansen so we’d finish the work.’ He looked up at Vera, with 

a tear in his eye. ‘I’m so sorry, Mrs Jundrey.’  

 

Vera began to sob again. ‘I never thought my Cy could be capable of so 

much evil. He seemed such a good natured boy too.’  

 

‘He’s not like that at all. He’s taken us for a ride,’ said Endlemann. ‘ I 

wanted to die Doctor. I wanted my body to go the same way as the rest 

of Vrij.’  

 

‘So you destroyed the planet Vrij! You misguided fool! Because of your 

attempts to evade capture, the whole universe could be in danger!’ the 

Doctor shouted.  

 

‘Never mind about the universe, Doctor! What about Nick?’ Alf said 

desperately. ‘Last time I saw him he was in a terrible state.’  

 

‘Yes, of course, Nick.’ The Doctor’s voice was grave. He was lost in 

thought for a moment. ‘Alf, have you actually seen one of these Protii?’  

 

‘Yeah,’ Alf muttered. ‘Nasty looking things they are too. Didn’t seem 

quite real though. More like a ghost.’  

 

‘Ah.’ The Doctor smiled. ‘I think what you’ve seen isn’t actually a full 

manifestation of the Protii at all. More a shadow, an echo of the Protii 

collective.’  
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‘So the Protii can’t fully materialise until the Protii in the cellar has 

been fully regenerated,’ Professor Endlemann said.  

 

‘Which can only be a matter of time!’ Vera added. ‘Doctor, I think we 

should get your friend Nick out of there!’  

 

‘I really think you could be right Vera!’ the Doctor replied. ‘Come on!’  

 

 

 

 

There was a sly smile on Cy’s face as he saw the arrival of a rather 

shabby-looking Waterguard ship landing behind the house. Some fool 

had obviously involved them, but here was a chance, he thought, to 

turn their arrival to his advantage. Knowing the Waterguards in this 

section of the galaxy, they were bound to be bumbling idiots and he 

could easily get them on his side, removing the meddling Doctor out of 

the way.  

 

The door slid open and two shabby figures approached him.  

 

‘Hi!’ Cy beamed at them. ‘It’s about time someone came and sorted out 

this mess. They’ve got my boyfriend.’  

 

‘Don’t worry, son, leave it to us, we’ll soon have this whole situation 

sorted out, won’t we Costa?’  

 

‘Oh yes, Admiral Fisk, there could be promotion in this for us!’  

 

Fisk smiled. ‘We’ll be the golden boys of the day.’ He said.  
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The Doctor, Vera, Alf and Endlemann crept down the cellar stairs.  

 

‘Can you imagine what would happen if the Protii collective were 

allowed to gain corporeal existence in our dimension?’ the Doctor 

whispered to the others.  

 

‘Bye bye universe’ murmured Alf.  

 

‘More than that,’ the Doctor replied. ‘All of time would be their feeding 

ground. History would be continuously re-shaped and distorted until 

the entire web of time collapsed under the weight of the Protii’s 

feasting.’  

 

They reached the bottom of the stairs, and Alf ran forward to find 

Nick.  

 

‘Alf, wait!’ the Doctor pulled her back. As their eyes became 

accustomed to the gloom, Nick became visible, still chained to the tank. 

But one horrifying fact suddenly became clear to them all. Endlemann 

turned in disbelief to the Doctor.  

 

‘The Protii is gone,’ he whispered urgently. ‘The tank is empty!’  

 

‘Stay calm everyone,’ the Doctor said. ‘All it means is that the Protii is 

on the loose somewhere in this house and could devour us all.’  

 

‘Ooh!’ wailed Vera.  
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Alf ran forward to Nick, who wearily opened his eyes. ‘Nick! Oh Nick 

I thought you were dead!’  

 

‘It’ll take more than some ancient evil to kill me,’ Nick said hoarsely, 

forcing a smile. He realised as her face swam into focus that he’d been 

a fool to think of Cy the way he did. Alf was the one. The one you 

searched a whole lifetime for and found right in front of your eyes the 

moment you stopped looking. He felt such relief as she held him in a 

tight hug, and he never wanted her to let him go again.  

 

‘What’s that scum done to you, Nick?’ Alf was angry.  

 

‘Nothing much,’ Nick smiled, ‘nothing that matters anyway now 

you’re here with me.’  

 

Alf looked deep into his eyes and a heartbeat later her lips had moved 

to kiss him. He smiled and kissed her back.  

 

‘Alf,’ he began but stopped as he noticed the Doctor’s eyes boring into 

him. He felt uncomfortable doing this in front of him.  

 

‘Oh we’re going to die Doctor, aren’t we? DIE!’ Vera sobbed. ‘There’s 

only this house. There’s nowhere else on this bloomin’ planet.’  

 

‘The Protii must have absorbed the whole village.’ The Doctor 

explained. ‘Your memories have all been erased. It’s as if there never 

was a village here. Only Alf, Nick and myself are immune.’  

 

‘It’s like that time my house disappeared!’ Vera said.  

 

‘The Protii will… what?’ the Doctor looked round confused.  



 

64 

 

‘Oh yes. It’s true. Lovely little cottage I had, on Zil. There I was, 

hangin’ out me smalls one day, and some bastard with a CET machine 

takes me ruddy house away!’  

 

‘I don’t think that’s what’s happening here, Vera. The village has been 

absorbed by the Protii collective, and removed from the time stream 

altogether.’  

 

‘Village?’ Professor Endlemann snapped. ‘What village? We came here 

because the planet was deserted. Stop wasting time Doctor!’  

 

‘Doctor wait a moment.’ Alf pulled away from Nick’s tender lips for a 

moment. ‘If the Protii has escaped, it has no connection with Nick. And 

that means its regeneration is still incomplete! All we have to do is to 

keep Nick and the Protii apart!’  

 

‘And since there is no way off this planet,’ Professor Endlemann said, 

‘there’s only really one way we can save us all. And that… is to kill 

Nick!’  

 

‘You dirty rotten scumbag!’ Alf shouted, launching herself at him. 

‘He’s prepared to sacrifice Nick to save his own skin!’  

 

‘It’s not a case of saving my skin,’ Professor Endlemann corrected her, 

stepping back. ‘You heard the Doctor! The whole structure of time will 

be destroyed if Nick is allowed to live. Which is it to be? Him? Or 

everything?’  

 

‘Stay still all of you!’ boomed a voice from behind them. At that very 

moment the two shabby Waterguards stormed down the cellar stairs 
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with a leering Cy not far behind.  

 

‘Look he’s got my boyfriend chained up there,’ Cy sounded as 

innocent as he could. ‘They must be trying to torture him!’  

 

‘Hands up you lot. The game’s up!’ cried Admiral Fisk triumphantly.  

 

‘And what game would that be Cy?’ the Doctor enquired. ‘Chess? 

Maybe you think you have all the pawns.’  

 

‘Oh I prefer Patience, Doctor.’ Cy smiled. ‘That way, I always win.’  

 

‘How about Connect Four?’ Vera piped up.  

 

‘Lock them up!’ commanded Admiral Fisk. 

 

Costa finished securing the Doctor’s hands with ropes from Cy’s 

bedroom. Alf and Vera were already bundled up against the now 

empty tank.  

 

‘Leave him,’ Cy pointed at the professor. ‘We need him as a witness.’  

 

‘What about that one?’ Fisk nodded towards Nick, who had now 

regained some of his strength.  

 

‘Well you could get me out of these chains.’ Nick gestured at the cold 

metal that constrained him. Fisk swaggered over to Nick and eyed him 

suspiciously.  

 

‘What were they doing to you sonny?’ he asked, prodding him with his 

swagger stick. Nick paused, glancing down at the Doctor.  
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‘You heard Cy,’ he said simply. ‘This Doctor and his fancy woman 

were torturing me. They’re trying to resurrect an ancient creature. 

Now let me out.’  

 

Alf looked between Nick and the Doctor in astonishment, but the 

Doctor winked at her, so she remained silent. Fisk hauled Nick away 

from the tank.  

 

‘You. Take him to get cleaned up.’ He motioned to Cy. ‘This lot will be 

just fine down here for the minute. Once our ship’s Hymetusite 

engines have recharged, we’ll be off back to Azure where they’ll spend 

the rest of their lives rotting in gaol!’  

 

Vera began to sob uncontrollably on the floor.  

 

‘Admiral,’ Costa began. ‘If this Cy wasn’t expecting us, who set up the 

homing signal? It must have been one of this lot, right? So why would 

they do that if they didn’t want to get caught?’  

 

Fisk looked uncomfortable for a moment.  

 

‘They’re criminals aren’t they?’ he snapped back. ‘That’s what 

criminals do! Is there any good fruitcake here lad? I’m starving’  

 

Cy smiled, and led them, Nick and Endlemann up the cellar stairs, 

before bolting the door behind them.  

 

Vera sniffled away to herself quietly while the Doctor took the 

opportunity to talk to Alf.  
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‘Alf,’ he began looking very uncomfortable, ‘is there something you 

ought to be telling me?’  

 

‘I don’t know Doctor. To be honest this isn’t a conversation I ever 

thought I’d be having with you.’  

 

‘Is it serious?’ he asked simply.  

 

‘It’s all kind of snuck up on us, Doctor. We’ve been through so much 

together recently and while I knew there was something brewing 

between us for a while, neither of us have really admitted it to each 

other. There was never the right moment you know. Then I see him off 

with someone else and I just had to tell him finally.’  

 

The Doctor looked understandingly at her. ‘You must follow your 

feelings you know. The human heart has so much love in it,’ he said 

wistfully, ‘and there’s no way even a Time Lord could fight a power of 

that magnitude. Follow your heart and you’ll know what is right. 

There are no second chances Alf, so take the chance while you can.’ His 

gaze was far away, lost somewhere in the past.  

 

‘Thanks, Doctor,’ was all Alf could think to say.  

 

‘Don’t worry, I won’t let them hurt him, not if I have anything to do 

with it!’ He smiled at her. ‘Can you reach in my jacket pocket, I think 

there’s a little something that might help in this situation…’  

 

‘A hanky?’ sniffed Vera.  

 

‘The sonic screwdriver! That should help us get out of this room!’  
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‘Look Doctor! I’ve broken free of my ropes!’ she smiled.  

 

‘Well done Vera!’ the Doctor beamed. ‘You’d make an excellent 

companion… if we didn’t already have a full ship that is!’ he added 

quickly just on the off chance she might have the idea of joining him.  

 

 

 

 

Admiral Fisk was not a happy man as he paced round the kitchen 

table. ‘What do you mean there’s not enough mugs Costa? What kind 

of kitchen is this?’  

 

‘Not a well stocked one sir,’ he replied.  

 

‘Well there’s only one thing to do. You’ll have to find some.’  

 

Costa frowned.  

 

‘That’s an order Waterguard!’ he commanded.  

 

‘Relax boys,’ said Cy nonchalantly. ‘There’s a set of special tenth 

anniversary commemorative “Clear Waters” mugs in my bedroom.’  

 

‘Oh, I loved that,’ Costa replied. ‘I used to watch it with my Mum. Did 

you see the one where Myrtle ran the hotel single-handedly because 

her Brian was having an affair with…’  

 

‘Enough of the chitchat Costa! I’m dying of thirst here!’ hollered 

Admiral Fisk. ‘Go and fetch the mugs! Now! Or you’ll be Junior 

Waterguard Costa before the night is up!’  
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Costa stalked through the interior door into the hallway. While 

Admiral Fisk filled up the kettle, Cy leaned over to Endlemann.  

 

‘Keep your calm Invigh.’ Cy hissed. ‘We’ve almost done it.’  

 

‘We’re almost finished more like!’ whispered back Endlemann. ‘Didn’t 

you see the empty tank in the cellar? The Protii is on the loose!’  

 

‘But don’t you see? Nick is able to connect with the Protii. He can 

control them. And I can control Nick. Together, we can be rich. The 

Protii can see through time. I can use their powers to see what’s going 

to happen. I could get the lotto numbers on any number of planets! I’ll 

be able to see when stock markets are about to fall! There will be 

nothing to stop me making money and with all that money I’ll be the 

most powerful guy in this galaxy! You could join me Invigh, be my 

deputy.’  

 

‘You’re mad Cy,’ Endlemann murmured, his brow furrowed with 

worry. ‘I want no part of this. I’m going to tell them everything.’  

 

‘You do, and I’ll tell them just who you are. You’re record is longer 

than my left leg Endlemann. You think they’d bother about locking up 

the Doctor and his friends if they knew that had the infamous “DNA 

Buggerer” in their grasp? You’d be on trial before you could blink.’  

 

 

 

 

Costa fumbled around in the dark, edging his way up the stairs 

towards Cy’s room. It was at times like this he really wished he had 
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paid more attention in the Waterguard Academy and been more 

prepared for these kinds of situations, instead of spending his time 

ogling Junior Waterguard Thelma Lvan. Even taking a torch with him 

might have been a good idea, or maybe turning the lights on at the 

bottom of the stairs. He grinned as he remembered Fisk’s words of 

wisdom, ‘Hindsight is a wonderful thing,’ he had said and by Ambril 

he was right.  

 

Still, he had made it to the top of the stairs unscathed so what could 

possibly happen now? Mere seconds later he cursed that thought as the 

window at the top of the stairs shattered into a thousand shards. He 

backed away as fast as he could from the blue tendril that snaked 

through the broken glass.  

 

He ran through Cy’s bedroom door and slammed it shut and let out a 

sigh of relief. But as he turned round, he knew that it had all been in 

vain. He was not alone. He screamed as the Protii materialised in front 

of him. Desperately he threw a commemorative mug at it, but to no 

avail, it merely bounced off its protective armour.  

 

‘No, no!’ he screamed, ‘keep away from me you brute!’ Those were his 

last words as the hungry mandibles moved menacingly towards him…  

 

 

 

 

Admiral Fisk wandered round the kitchen.  

 

‘Do you know, I’ve a funny feeling there was something we were 

waiting for.’ He looked at Cy, who was sat next to Nick, holding his 

hand.  
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Nick shuddered. He couldn’t bear to even touch him now, but he knew 

he had to keep up the pretence to save Alf and the Doctor. As long as 

he played along, they had a chance. ‘Didn’t you just send your mate up 

to get some mugs?’ he said.  

 

‘Yes! No! Mugs? What “mate”? Are you delirious?’  

 

‘Babe, are you okay?’ Cy asked softly. ‘He didn’t come with any mate. 

And we’ve got enough mugs here.’  

 

‘You’re all mad.’ Nick said flatly.  

 

‘Why don’t I take you upstairs honey?’ Cy said to Nick. He nodded to 

Endlemann.  

 

‘I’m okay really.’ Nick looked pleadingly at Fisk. He knew if the Protii 

connected with him again, it would be complete and Cy would control 

him, the Universe and maybe even time itself…  

 

‘Maybe even time itself…’ he whispered. ‘Of course! That’s it. That’s 

what he’s after.’  

 

‘I do think it would be better if you went upstairs and had a lie down 

sonny,’ Fisk said brusquely. ‘My ship will be ready to leave in about an 

hour. I’ll have Endlemann bring you up a mug of tea.’  

 

At that moment, the Doctor, Vera and Alf burst into the kitchen.  

 

‘Doctor!’ Nick yelled. ‘Doctor, I know what he’s after! I’ve worked it all 

out!’  
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‘Not so fast, we’ve both got a date with the Protii!’ Cy yelled, grabbing 

Nick and hauling him through the interior door before anyone could 

stop him. The Doctor moved to follow them, but Admiral Fisk barred 

his way.  

 

‘Too late Doctor! You needn’t think you’re getting out of room. If you 

try, I’ll shoot you. Kidnap is a serious offence this side of Azure!’  

 

‘Don’t worry about him Doctor!’ Vera yelled, running forward and 

jumping onto his back. ‘I’ve handled worse than you, sonny!’  

 

‘Unhand me madam!’ commanded Fisk.  

 

The diversion allowed the Doctor, swiftly followed by Alf, to make it 

through to the hallway in hot pursuit of Nick and Cy. 

 

Cy dragged Nick up the stairs.  

 

‘Where is it? Where’s that son of a bitch?’ Cy muttered, scanning the 

dimly lit corners of the landing, looking for the creature.  

 

‘Let me go!’ Nick was kicking and struggling attempting to get free of 

Cy’s powerful grip on his arm. He clutched at the walls, anything to 

slow him down. The Doctor charged up the stairs behind them.  

 

‘Stay back!’ yelled Cy, pulling a blade from the pocket of his leather 

trousers. He held the cold steel against Nick’s throat.  

 

‘Come any nearer, and I’ll cut ’im! Not enough to kill ’im mind, just to 

stain the carpet a bit.’  
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‘You bastard! And I thought… I thought we were…’ Nick sounded 

angry.  

 

‘Sorry sweetheart,’ Cy whispered. ‘I make out with people I hate. I 

make love with people I like. Sometimes I just need to have some fun.’  

 

Alf ran in behind the Doctor.  

 

‘Nick!’ she screamed. ‘Nick!’  

 

‘Stay back!’ warned Cy, his hand trembling around the blade as it 

touched Nick’s skin. ‘I only need him alive! Not unharmed!’  

 

‘Nick I love you!’ Alf yelled.  

 

The door of Cy’s room swung open and the mandibles of the Protii 

snapped together hungrily.  

 

‘At last! Oh Protii, I bring you the means of your salvation.’ Cy 

stretched his arms out in a Christ-like gesture, worshipping the 

creature before him.  

 

‘Nick! Don’t let it touch you!’ roared the Doctor. He was too late. Even 

as the words had left his mouth a tendril snaked out and attached itself 

to Nick’s temples. The Protii galloped towards the helpless Nick, and 

suddenly the air was filled with a mindless chanting.  

 

“Born of anger… born of evil…”  

 

The words repeated themselves, over and over. Suddenly, a second 
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creature flew in through the broken upstairs window and landed 

neatly next to the first. Alf watched in horror as Nick was wracked 

with pain, his mouth moving helplessly in time with the words they all 

heard. His torso writhed in agony as he felt the power of the Protii 

surge through him.  

 

‘The regeneration is complete!’ Cy’s voice was full of triumph as he 

turned to face the Doctor. ‘You’ve lost!’  

 

Alf rushed forward, but the Doctor hauled her back. Meanwhile, Cy 

was in rapture.  

 

‘I can see! I can see it all!’ he yelled. ‘I know what’s going to happen! 

We have all lived. We have no future. And the future is mine! I’m 

going to be so damn rich.’  

 

‘What’s he on about?’ Alf whispered.  

 

‘Of course,’ the Doctor said. ‘The secret of the Protii! That’s what Cy 

was after! The power to see the future! The Protii are from outside our 

dimension. Therefore they can see our future as clearly as looking 

through a pane of glass! Cy wants to use that power to see the future 

and get rich. Avarice. All this just for money.’  

 

‘But what are we going to do Doctor?’  

 

The Doctor looked at the Protii, ‘I think we might have one hope yet. 

Look, it doesn’t seem fully regenerated to me.’  

 

Alf followed his gaze. The Protii was shimmering; its blue aura now 

almost solidified, and she could see its fine wiry fur, and the rough, 
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grey scales of its armour. They were still flickering in and out of 

existence. The second Protii had begun to trill in panic. Then, Nick 

spoke.  

 

‘Alf… Alf I need you. Come here. Come here… please.’  

 

He spoke softly, and pleadingly, like a child. Alf moved towards him, 

but the Doctor once again pulled her back.  

 

‘No wait! Something’s not right. That’s not Nick.’  

 

‘Please…. Pleeeeeease!’ pleaded Nick, his eyes wide and inviting. 

‘Don’t listen to him Alf! He’s not even the real Doctor!’  

 

Alf gritted her teeth and didn’t move. How could he say such a thing? 

The Protii were beginning to flicker more rapidly, merging in and out 

of existence like a fading electrical signal.  

 

‘They’re not stable!’ the Doctor deduced. ‘They can’t exist for much 

longer in our dimension.’  

 

Nick’s eyes suddenly turned black, and he screamed in rage. His eyes 

were no longer human, but hollow pools of nothing.  

 

‘COME HERE!’ he roared, his voice now nothing of how it was, but 

deep and alien. ‘COME HERE OR I WILL DESTROY YOU!’  

 

‘You’re not Nick!’ Alf yelled. ‘You’re the Protii!’  

 

At that moment, Professor Endlemann appeared behind them, having 

slipped past the raging creatures in all the confusion.  
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‘This was always wrong!’ he yelled, tears running down his face. ‘Now 

I’m going to put it right!’  

 

‘No Endlemann!’ the Doctor screamed. Endlemann threw himself at 

the creatures, which had now begun to rupture and decay, the energy 

surrounding them almost feeding off their weak corporeal forms, and 

bleeding rank, rotten flesh. Endlemann’s frail body fell onto the mass 

of the creatures, and was enveloped in a blue circle of light. Alf leapt 

forward and yanked Nick away, the two of them falling roughly back 

down the stairs and into a heap at the bottom. The landing was bathed 

in a white light, and the chanting changed to a scream. Alf closed her 

eyes, and thought she heard the crying voice, maybe with her ears, 

maybe with her mind.  

 

‘We return to our home, but we cannot die…’  

 

 

 

 

The Doctor brought a large tray of drinks to the table, and set it down.  

 

‘A vodka and orange for you Vera… a pint of lager for you Nick, and a 

cup of tea for me.’ The Doctor beamed. They had reconvened in the 

“Bird of Pride” club in the village.  

 

‘I can’t get my ’ead round all this.’ Vera complained, knocking back her 

drink in one swig. ‘You say this village disappeared and I forgot?’  

 

‘It’s all quite simple my dear Vera.’ The Doctor began.  
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‘Oh-oh,’ said Nick. ‘ It looks like he’s about to launch into one of his 

explanations. Well frankly I’d rather not know.’  

 

‘It’s not difficult Nick. When Professor Endlemann threw himself on 

the Protii, they couldn’t remove him from time because it would have 

created a paradox that meant they themselves would never have been 

brought into being. The power required to resolve such a conflict was 

just too great for them to expend in their unstable state. The result? The 

Protii withdrew back to their own dimension, and all the time 

distortions they caused were ironed back out.’  

 

‘So Costa and the others that were taken out of time, are all back?’ Nick 

asked, taking a long thankful gulp of his beer.  

 

‘All except Professor Endlemann,’ replied the Doctor. ‘I’m afraid he 

was caught up with the Protii and taken back to their dimension.’  

 

‘But the Protii almost won, didn’t they Doctor?’  

 

‘Yes, that’s still puzzling me Nick. Something was stopping the Protii 

Cy created in the cellar from completely regenerating. Had it done so 

Cy could have gained the power of being able to see into the future the 

same way the Protii can.’  

 

‘Was it this?’ Vera pulled a long, white bone from her handbag and 

held it aloft. ‘It’s the final bone in the skeleton of the Protii we rescued 

from the Ranx Expedition. Your friend Alf was carrying it.’  

 

Nick grinned.  

 

‘Well I needed something to unblock the toilets at the casino!’ she 
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explained. ‘You’ve no idea how difficult it is to traverse those U-Bends 

unaided.’  

 

‘My dear woman!’ the Doctor chuckled. ‘Your stupidity could well 

have saved the universe!’  

 

‘And Cy?’ Nick’s voice was empty of emotion.  

 

‘Ah, I think Admiral Fisk is dealing with him,’ the Doctor replied. ‘He 

hates to come away from things empty handed. I think he mentioned 

something about an institution for the psychiatrically disadvantaged. 

Does that bother you Nick?’  

 

‘He’s not all bad you know,’ Vera sighed. ‘It’s just that he won’t let 

anyone get close to him, except his old Nan. He lives for the moment, 

and never looks at the bigger picture. If you don’t trust, you can never 

love. And what kind of life is that for a young boy?’  

 

‘I don’t care,’ Nick said simply, knocking back the last of his beer. ‘In 

future, I’m keeping my love for someone who really wants it.’  

 

‘I think she’s outside, dear.’ Vera smiled warmly, as Nick slammed 

down his empty glass and marched off. The Doctor was left staring 

into his cup of tea, pondering this state of affairs, and it what it would 

mean from them all in the future.  

 

‘Aw! Ain’t love grand?’ Vera breathed. ‘Fancy a dance Doctor?’  

 

‘Do you know, I really don’t!’ the Doctor replied. ‘But stoke up that old 

Karaoke machine and I might just change my mind!’ 
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Outside, Alf sat under a battered parasol with Waterguard Humba.  

 

‘What’s it like, coming back from non-existence?’ Alf asked idly, 

playing with the straw in her glass. He shrugged.  

 

‘I’m just glad you’re all right miss.’ Humba said. ‘Will you be sticking 

around on Gidi? I think Vera has her eye on the Doctor for the role of 

her next husband.’  

 

Alf smiled faintly. ‘Nah. The Doctor’s not the marrying type,’ she said 

quietly. ‘We’ll be off… again. Somewhere new. There’s no time for 

making ties. Not when there’s a whole universe to hide in.’  

 

‘Maybe your ties are closer to home.’ Humba said soothingly. She 

looked at him quizzically.  

 

‘Nick? Do you think…’  

 

He was about to tell her it was up to her to decide, but he could see she 

had already reached this conclusion herself.  

 

‘Take care Miss.’ Humba said, kissing her hand nobly. ‘Don’t forget to 

think of old Humba when you’re gallivanting off on your travels. And 

take a tip from me… don’t waste a moment. You can’t afford to. You 

don’t get second chances in this life.’  

 

‘I think the Doctor would say the same.’ Alf smiled, pulling her beret 

from her pocket and putting it on. ‘Goodbye, Humba. You take care 

won’t you?’  

 

With that, she slipped off into the night in the direction of home.  
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Admiral Fisk smiled happily. This had all worked out fantastically for 

him and his old chum Costa. The rank of Grand Marshal surely 

awaited him back at Waterguard HQ on Azure. He’d saved the day as 

always, caught a sinister young criminal before he’d destroyed the 

whole universe and even blagged a slice of fantastic fruitcake from the 

rather handsome Vera. Now there was a woman he could see sharing 

his luxurious Waterguard penthouse apartment on Station 9. Even the 

crash landing on Gidi would net him a nice profit from Galactic 

Salvage! Yes a job well done!  

 

Costa came up to greet him with a smile. ‘What do you think sir, did 

we do good?’  

 

‘Bloody right we did Costa, my boy! There’s promotion in this for both 

of us. You might even make it to High Waterguard Costa this time my 

boy!’  

 

Costa beamed happily at him, ‘It’s like you always told me sir, 

criminals always get what they deserve in the end!’  

 

‘Oh yes and let’s see that this young fellow gets all he deserves back in 

Azure Psychiatric shall we? Come on, we’ve got a promotion to catch.’  

 

They headed off towards the landing port to greet their transporter.  
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Alf was waiting for Nick outside the TARDIS, its weather-beaten form 

casting a shadow over her pretty face. Not just in his dirty clothes and 

shoes. He felt used through and through by Cy. It was like he had not 

mattered. Like he was not worth any more. Somehow, on some 

instinctive level, he knew that it was because he was not entirely 

human that the Protii had connected with him so easily. It seemed like 

he would never be free of the Millennium People curse. He sniffed, 

feigning a smile.  

 

‘He used me didn’t he?’  

 

Alf’s expression wept with pity. ‘Come here,’ she beckoned to him, 

with her arms open wide ready to hold him.  

 

He staggered towards her and collapsed into her arms. They felt so 

warm and familiar. It was good to know what a friend was. They 

decided to go for a walk, and headed away from the TARDIS.  

 

‘I thought it was something good.’ Nick struggled to say, finding tears 

in his eyes. She ran her hands through his hair. ‘I thought I’d at last 

found someone that cared about me.’  

 

‘Well maybe you have,’ she dared herself to say. He looked up in 

confusion, and then realised that no one in the universe was as magical 

or as wondrous as the girl who was pleading with him to understand. 

The girl with the deep brown eyes he could lose himself in. He 

fingered her wispy hair.  

 

‘What… what are you telling me Alf?’  
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‘I dunno.’ She laughed sniffing back tears herself. ‘But after all we’ve 

been through… Nick, I want you to know that I still love you.’  

 

The sun was dipping back in the sky, clouds hiding a multitude of 

secrets. The light slowly faded on the two as they held each other. Both 

fragile, both hurt, but both of them together. They knew that this 

moment belonged to only them.  

 

Forever’s gonna start tonight, Nick thought. 
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Outro 

Andy Frankham-Allen 
 

The TARDIS rested on the tarmac beside a street lamp. The door 

was open and the Doctor stood there waiting. In the distance he could 

see his two companions walking towards him. They both walked at a 

sedate pace. This provoked a mild feeling of annoyance in the Doctor 

who wanted to get off the planet Gidi as quickly as possible - he had 

had more than enough of this planet to last him several lifetimes.  

 

‘Nick! Alf! Will you get a move on?’ he called out.  

 

His companions glanced over at him momentarily, and then returned 

to their conversation. The Doctor let out a loud dramatic sigh and 

walked into the TARDIS.  

 

 

 

 

Alf laughed. She had no idea why the Doctor was so annoyed, and she 

said so. Nick laughed too.  

 

‘Simple really,’ he said. ‘It was that Vera. Lovely woman, no doubt, but 

she was a bit barmy.’  

 

Alf nodded. ‘You got that right.’ She sniggered. ‘He really ain’t the 

marrying type, is he?’  

 

‘Nah, not the Doctor. As long as he has his companions and his 

TARDIS he’ll be quite happy.’  

 



 

84 

Alf nodded. ‘Yep. He needs someone to show off to. You ever thought 

of leaving him?’  

 

Nick was thrown off by the abrupt question. ‘Eh?’  

 

‘The Doctor. You’ve been with him for a while now. Do you ever see a 

time when you’ll pack up and leave him?’  

 

Nick considered this. ‘Dunno. Maybe. Not in the immediate future, 

though. He has so much to show me, and we need each other.’  

 

Alf looked to the ground and nodded sadly. ‘Yeah, thought as much.’  

 

Nick stopped and turned Alf to face him. ‘Why so sad?’ She did not 

respond, merely looked away. ‘Alf? You’ve been kind of sad since you 

told me you still love me. Shouldn’t that be a good thing?’  

 

She looked at him straight in the eyes. ‘Yeah. But you never said the 

same to me.’  

 

Nick brought Alf closer to him. ‘Of course I love you, Alf. I fell in love 

with you before the war, but it was only when I saw you again on Mars 

that I truly realised.’ He gave a lopsided grin. ‘I should have told you 

sooner.’  

 

‘Yeah, you should.’ Alf grinned too. ‘That’s why I wonder if you’ll ever 

leave the Doctor. At the moment I’m happy to travel with him, but one 

day I want to settle down with you.’  

 

Nick wrapped his arms around her. ‘I do love you, you know.’  
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‘Then marry me.’  

 

Nick blinked. ‘Huh?’  

 

‘I want you to be my husband, Nick.’  

 

Nick was not too sure how to react. The Doctor had always told him 

that there was such a thing as perfect happiness, but it was a rare thing 

to find. At that moment, looking into Alf’s eyes, Nick knew he was a 

closer to it then ever. 
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Unhappy Ending 

Greg Miller & Andy Frankham-Allen 
 

 

Just like the old days, thought Nick.  

When he and the Doctor had first arrived here, in Senate Square, on 

Alpha Centauri, they had moved into this building and set up shop – 

Honest Doc’s Second Hand Curios. Back then they had spent a lot of 

time talking, getting to know each other.  

This kitchen had seen some happy times.  

Of course, they had had Falex with them then, before the little guy 

had gone home to Taureas II. He had grown up fast and had not 

turned out quite the way Nick had expected. Then again, in many 

ways, Nick had grown up fast as well. He had not turned out quite the 

way he had expected either.  

Back in the old days, the imposing blue shape of the TARDIS would 

not have been parked in the corner. That was certainly a great 

improvement.  

Then there was Alf. Another great improvement, and certainly a big 

part of Nick’s own growing up. Of course, now she wanted to grow up 

even more, to get married. To him. Man, that was a big step. He had 

been surprised and sorely tempted to say yes on Gidi and Alf had 

graciously allowed him time to think about it. Now Nick was not so 

sure he was ready for it.  

But if not now, then when? Nick wondered. Back to that later. Alf was 

out to lunch, catching up with a friend. This time was for him and the 

Doctor, no one else.  

He looked up to where the big man was busying himself on the 

other side of the kitchen. The Doctor had taken to wearing back slacks 

and a blazer over a frilly shirt; around his neck he also wore a black 
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loosely tied bow. Nick flashed the Doctor a smile as the Time Lord 

clone continued to slice up exotic vegetables for a salad.  

‘Almost ready, Nick,’ he grinned through his big, bushy beard. ‘I 

hope you don’t mind a multicultural mélange – we’ve got Draconian 

vreskraasha, Centaurian lubloodal, some of the first kravxzan from 

Mars – I can’t believe how quickly they’ve got their hydroponics 

gardens back in production, but I’m glad Izlyr has got his priorities 

right because the flavour is just to die for – and, my pièce de résistance, 

some lovely fresh tomatoes from Earth.’  

‘Sounds great! Anything I can do? I’m feeling about as useful as tits 

on a bull at the moment,’ the younger man replied.  

The Doctor turned back to his work, shaking his head and smiling, 

just as Nick knew he would. It probably would not surprise anyone 

seeing the Doctor’s physique to realise that the man loved to eat and 

knew how to prepare food to match his appetite.  

Casting around for something to amuse him while the Doctor 

finalised his culinary masterpiece, Nick’s eye lighted on a dull bronze 

gleam on a shelf. He stood up and retrieved the time amulets from 

where they had been left. They had been an interesting way to travel, 

but certainly could not hold a candle to the TARDIS.  

Despite having been untouched for weeks, they still felt oddly 

warm. Nick turned them over in his hands and – yes, that one. It’s 

mine, he thought. That connection was still there.  

Laying the other two aside, Nick brought his amulet near to his face 

to examine it closely. It certainly did not look like something that could 

breach the barriers of time and space. It was oddly beautiful; somehow 

just exactly the right size and with corners of precisely aesthetically-

pleasing angles. He should have thought to show it to Oscar, he would 

have really appreciated the way it looked.  

Something happened. Something odd.  
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The amulet began to soften in his fingers, as though his body heat 

was melting it. Before he could call out to the Doctor, it had suddenly 

liquefied and ran between his fingers, falling onto the amulets on the 

table below.  

‘Doctor…’ Nick called, uncertain exactly what this transformation 

meant.  

‘Just a moment, almost ready,’ replied his friend.  

Nick looked down at the other amulets on the table and saw that 

they, too, were melting. ‘Doctor, quickly!’  

Hearing the tone in Nick’s voice, the big man placed the large salad 

bowl down and quickly crossed to the table. ‘What’s happened?’ asked 

the Doctor. ‘Hello, where’s this puddle come form?’  

‘The amulets, Doctor – they’ve melted!’ Nick suppressed a nervous 

giggle, Daliesque images of melting clocks flashing through his mind.  

‘What? The time amulets?’ He looked down at the puddle. It was an 

odd, silvery-grey colour but at the edges the bronze gleam from the 

amulet form was visible. The Doctor leaned in closer, looking at the 

puddle. He suddenly stepped back, as the puddle began to coruscate 

with bright colours below the surface, glowing with such intensity that 

light in the colours in the fluid were projected on to the walls and 

ceiling, and on the Doctor and Nick.  

‘Bleedin’ hell,’ said Nick. ‘That’s a better light show than you get in 

most night clubs!’  

‘Nick, a little bit of seriousness here – I’m not sure what’s 

happened.’  

‘Sorry.’  

‘Look there, what’s happening… it’s an image of some kind.’  

Near the middle of the puddle, they saw an exact replica of the very 

room they were standing in; they, too, were both replicated in that 

copy of the room. Nick had entered the room looking serious, and 

distracted the Doctor from a tray of bric-a-brac he was sorting through. 



 

   89 

As Nick spoke, the Doctor looked troubled. He answered, and it was 

Nick’s turn to look disturbed. As the real Doctor and Nick watched, 

the discussion grew more heated and before too long the replica 

Doctor and Nick were having a blazing argument.  

Then the image faded away, with the light show taking its place.  

The two friends looked at each other sheepishly. They had not 

expected to see the lowest point of their friendship on display in a 

strange puddle.  

‘Any idea what this is about, Doctor?’  

‘Well, since the amulets were able to pass through time, maybe 

whatever they’ve transformed into have retained some of that 

property. And of course they are genetically linked to us…’ He 

frowned. ‘Ah.’  

‘What?’  

‘Genetically linked. Maybe this collapse is because of my DNA. The 

cloning process.’  

‘The amulets weren’t stable because your DNA wasn’t?’ asked Nick. 

‘Wait a sec. They could have fallen apart at any time – even when we 

were travelling though the vortex?’  

‘Surely not. Well, hopefully not. Doesn’t matter now. Of course, it 

could just as easily be because of you.’  

‘Meaning?’  

‘Well, you look human but that isn’t your real form is it? Maybe 

your DNA isn’t that stable. Look what Seth did to you on Yahanis. 

And then there’s Alf.’  

‘Alf?’  

‘She’s not really from this time line. Maybe she’s the unstable 

element in all this.’  

‘Or all three of us. Or whatever. But why now? Hang on!’ A serious 

expression crossed Nick’s face. ‘What if something has happened to 

Alf? Could that make them melt?’  
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‘No, of course not!’ The big man smiled indulgently.  

‘How do you know? You didn’t even know they’d melt! I’m calling 

her.’ He reached into his holdall and pulled out the datacom. 

As Nick made his call and the Doctor looked on, neither of them 

watching the puddle.  

If they had been, they would have seen something else. Two 

somethings else, actually. Coming into view from one edge of the 

puddle was first one and then another patch of whiteness. In the centre 

of each patch of white was a red circle, like a drop of fresh blood. They 

drifted amongst the rainbow flashes in the puddle, remaining the same 

distance apart. If the observer was prone to anthropomorphise things, 

they may have said that the shape and spacing of the two white 

patches were like eyes. The same observer would probably interpret 

the changes in size and shape of the two white patches as the “eyes” 

widening in surprise at what they saw, and then narrowing in thought. 

Then they shrank in size like they were sinking into the depths.  

 

‘… So between Endlemann colliding with the creatures and me 

dragging Nick away, the Protii were forced back to their home 

dimension.’ As she finished speaking, Alf took a degree of pleasure in 

the look of wonder in Vishkalaar’s eyes. It was a great thing, being able 

to take her feelings from the past and turn them upside down. When 

she had first started working in Federation Internment Centre 5486, 

she had only just arrived on Alpha Centauri and had no memory of 

her past at all. While most of her co-workers had been quite distant, 

Vishkalaar had taken the time to make sure she was settling in. Having 

met a large number of Draconians since then, Alf was amazed at her 

friend’s openness. Possibly that was why he had got a posting away 

from Draconia.  

If they had been here back in those days, Alf would have had no 

stories to tell, her life before then a blank slate. Vishkalaar had been an 
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important part of learning about the Federation, life in and around 

Senate Square, and what this time was like. Now, well, her recent past 

was simply jam-packed with the most amazing stories, and it seemed 

only fair to share them with her old friend. This restaurant, where her 

mysterious benefactor had brought her after she had found herself on 

Alpha Centauri, seemed the most appropriate place for it. Besides, the 

Doctor said it served the best food on the surface of the planet.  

Her friend broke Alf’s reverie. ‘So, you haven’t met God Empress 

Jaahkathna since the ceremony of honour after the end of the war?’ 

asked Vishkalaar. His eyes were on the medal Alf had received from 

the Empress, which was lying on the table where Alf had left it. 

Despite his obvious interest in the medal, Vishkalaar had declared 

himself unworthy of even touching it.  

‘Ah, no,’ she replied. ‘Truth to tell, I’ve had more contact with you 

and Vorkuuthh than any other Draconians.’ She gave the other a 

searching look. ‘You know, you never struck me as particularly 

interested in the goings-on on Draconia when we were working 

together.’  

‘There wasn’t much to be interested in before the war. Draconians 

are a warrior race; we need conflict for both personal and societal 

growth. Under the reign of God Emperor Karhaazaar, who resides 

now with his ancestors, we had become far to inward looking. Those 

who could not or did not get a posting off-planet tended to get 

involved in fruitless political struggles. Conflict for the sake of conflict 

is never healthy. Now, after the war, there has been real work for 

Draconians, and the true strengths of my race can come to the fore.’  

‘What about the Peace Timers, then?’  

‘Ironically, taking a position in favour of peace simply allowed some 

Draconians to fight their political battles from unfavourable positions. 

Any victory achieved by a Peace Timer was therefore a greater victory 

than a similar one for a soldier because it was from a position of 
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weakness. But, in the end, they were all games. I wanted real work, but 

my family lacked the status required for a true military posting, so I 

ended up in the security forces instead.’  

Alf nodded, remembering the attitude of Rukaar to her lack of 

official status, and the arguments between Vorkuuthh and his son 

Voraan. It sounded like Vishkalaar had taken the sane and sensible 

way out. She opened her mouth to say something when suddenly her 

datacom’s alert signal sounded. She looked at Vishkalaar and 

shrugged apologetically. ‘Sorry, better make sure that isn’t important.’  

As Vishkalaar busied himself with the remains of the meal in front 

of him, he could not help but note that after Alf had indicated that she 

was fine she spent most of the remainder of the call listening and 

sometimes trying to get a word in without much luck. After the call 

was over, she returned her attention to him.  

‘Sorry. That was Nick. Something’s come up back at the shop. He 

doesn’t know if it’s important or not, but the way things go when 

you’re travelling with the Doctor, I’d better get back before those two 

get themselves in too deep.’ She got to her feet and held out her hand, 

human style, to say farewell. Vishkalaar was used to this by now, and 

he grasped her hand firmly. ‘I’ll call you soon,’ Alf said. ‘Don’t worry 

about the bill, I’ll get that on the way out.’  

‘Make sure you call me when Nick answers your question,’ the other 

responded.  

Alf nodded, smiling, and turned towards the exit. Before she walked 

away, she turned back and grinned sheepishly, scooped up her medal 

from the table, and then headed off.  

 

When she walked through the shop and into the living quarters, Alf 

saw Nick and the Doctor both engaged in their normal pass-times. 

Nick was eating, something the Doctor had prepared by the look of it, 

and had his journal open on the table next to him. On the other side of 
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the table, the Doctor had constructed an unfeasibly complex looking 

device that crouched, spider-like, over some odd light source that she 

could not see properly. He, too, had a book open before him – some 

kind of notebook into which he was transcribing readings from his 

gadget. Neither of them looked up as she entered the room.  

Men! Bloody typical. Call her home and then ignore her. She did not 

feel like being ignored, so she struck a pose and said, loudly, ‘Hi 

honey, I’m home!’  

The Doctor’s raised eyebrows and short glance at her were soon 

replaced by a look of concentration as he returned to his work. But 

more gratifying was Nick coming around the table and giving her a 

quick hug and a kiss.  

‘So, what’s all this about the amulets going all weird?’ she asked 

Nick, while still enjoying his touch and proximity.  

‘They sort of… like, melted,’ replied Nick. He grabbed her hand and 

drew her around to where the Doctor sat. ‘That’s them, that puddle 

thing.’  

Looking through the gaps in the framework of technological 

nonsense, Alf could see glows and shapes moving in the pool of silvery 

liquid that lay on the table.  

The Doctor glanced up at her again. ‘Interesting, isn’t it?’ he said. ‘If 

you watch long enough, it will display a scene from this planet’s past. 

Despite the change in state, this substance appears to still be time-

active.’  

‘Hadn’t you better check her out?’ asked Nick.  

‘Ah yes. Alf, I’ve scanned Nick and myself for any readings that 

would indicate that we are somehow connected to or affected by this 

substance. If you’ll just allow me…’ He unplugged a couple of sensors 

from his array, and then reconnected them with some leads.  



 

94 

‘This all looks a bit low-tech, Doctor,’ commented Alf as the older 

man attached one sensor to her forehead, and waved the other like 

some kind of diviner’s wand around her body.  

‘Appearances can be deceptive,’ replied the Doctor as he checked 

the readings on his equipment with some he had noted down earlier. 

He looked up at Alf and Nick. ‘Very similar readings to our earlier 

ones, which is to say just some residual traces of you in this substance 

and of the substance in you, Alf. It shows some connection, but I 

believe simply because you had your amulet for a while.’  

‘So we’re all safe then?’ commented Nick. ‘Good stuff.’  

‘Well, we are dealing with something I’ve no experience of, and 

something that doesn’t match any phenomenon recorded in the 

TARDIS databanks. “Safe” remains to be seen, my boy. However, there 

seems to be no immediate danger.’  

‘Why did you say, “appearances can be deceptive”, Doctor?’ Alf 

interrupted, suspecting the two were about to go into the “wise 

master/willing pupil” routine that seemed to be the blueprint of their 

friendship.  

‘Well, look at this stuff,’ replied the Doctor. ‘Looks like a liquid, 

doesn’t it? But it can’t be – the nearest reading in the TARDIS database 

is the background chronon radiation of the space/time vortex. So if 

this is some kind of chronal substance, it is only our minds making it 

look like a liquid, that being the closest analogous form we can 

perceive. It probably looks a little different to each of us.’ He reached 

up and stroked his beard thoughtfully. ‘In any case, I won’t work it out 

unless I keep at it.’  

The Doctor reattached the sensors he had used to scan Alf, and 

began to lower a probe into the liquid on the table. Nick leaned in 

closer to see what he was doing and bumped into the Doctor, whose 

hands knocked the probe and caused it to fall. He turned to his friend 

in annoyance.  
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‘Nick, I know you’re trying to help, but you really must get out from 

under my feet! True genius needs room to express itself.’  

Nick looked over at Alf, who was rolling her eyes. ‘Okay, Doctor,’ 

he said, turning back to his mentor. ‘Look, Alf and I will head out 

somewhere.’ He looked down at the flickering brilliance of the little 

pool again. ‘I know! How about that Alpha Centauri nightclub I told 

you about, Alf?’  

‘Suits me – I should work off lunch somehow. And that’ll give our 

favourite mad scientist the chance to spend some quality time with that 

liquid time or whatever it is – eh, Doctor?’  

‘“Liquid time”? A very good guess, Alf, for that is exactly what it is. 

And yes, I think I can work on this better by myself. Go out, relax, have 

fun… and keep your datacom handy, just in case I need you.’ The 

Doctor smiled genially and waved them away. 

Alone at last, the Doctor turned back to his equipment. What struck 

him the most was the probe that Nick had caused him to drop. 

Peculiarly, the majority of the probe was immersed in the odd 

substance on the table, apparently prevented from being submerged 

only by the wire that connected it to the Doctor’s construction. As for 

the angle… The angle was completely impossible. If it were at that 

angle the little puddle would have to be far deeper than the few 

millimetres it appeared to be…  

 

‘If only I had…’  

These are the words that have started innumerable pointless 

sentences throughout time and space.  

A seasoned time traveller knows exactly how useless they are.  

The Doctor was loading coffee grounds into the filter of the espresso 

machine. Whatever that puddle of liquid time was made of on the 

table, it was proving remarkably resistant to all the analytic techniques 

he was employing.  
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It was almost as if it was something that the TARDIS sensors were 

not properly calibrated to detect.  

After the incident of the probe’s impossible immersion, he had 

withdrawn the probe from the puddle and checked it over. It was 

working properly, but when he had tried to reinsert the probe into the 

puddle, instead of replicating the previous situation, he had touched 

the tabletop beneath the liquid.  

So the frustrating hours passed.  

Frankly, he had had enough of it for the moment, and a nice, strong 

cup of coffee would take his mind off its inscrutable presence.  

While his back was turned, he did not notice a ripple cross the 

surface of the puddle. The coruscating lights within the puddle 

continued to be reflected by patterns on the walls and ceiling, but the 

passage of the ripple distorted them, twisting them into odd shapes.  

Another ripple criss-crossed the first, and a third and fourth, each 

successive disturbance intersecting and making the surface of the 

puddle more chaotic.  

As the water in the espresso machine reached boiling point, the 

sound of stream being forced through the coffee grounds filled the 

kitchen and blocked out all other noise.  

A serpentine shape rose from the middle of the puddle, pointed 

claw-like mandibles probing at the table surface and finding the edge. 

It gripped the side of the table and, impossibly, a huge mass dragged 

itself dripping from the shallow puddle on the table.  

When the Doctor turned back and saw the creature advancing on 

him, he could not help himself. He thought, if only I had wanted a cup of 

tea instead…  

 

It was much later than Nick had planned to return home. He looked 

out of the window of the gyrocab as it came to ground outside the 

shop. He smiled across at Alf. It had been a good night out, better than 
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his first visit to the submerged nightclub, and he credited the 

improvement to the company.  

Having paid the fare, he turned to Alf. ‘It looks like the Doctor’s still 

awake,’ he said, nodding toward the brightly lit shop windows. ‘I 

wonder if he’s sussed out the puzzle puddle yet.’ 

‘You be careful – he obviously didn’t like you following him like a 

shadow earlier. Anyway, dealing with that sort of thing, do you really 

think you’d spot something that the Doctor hadn’t?’  

‘It has been known,’ replied Nick, ‘but point taken. We could always 

head off to bed after we chat politely for a bit.’ He was pleased to see 

his smile returned.  

Any such thoughts were quickly forgotten when they entered the 

building. Whatever had been happening while they were gone, it sure 

was not good.  

It was like a small hurricane had run rampant through the shop, 

with display cabinets smashed open and their contents strewn around 

the room. The furniture had been overturned and battered as well.  

Alf held her hand out towards Nick, gesturing for silence. Following 

her directions, Nick positioned himself by the doorway to the 

residential part of the building, while Alf placed herself on the 

opposite side. Nick noticed she’d picked up a chair leg from the 

wreckage and looked around for something for himself. He snagged 

the… well, whatever it was, the thing that you hit a gong with. The 

donger, he supposed, of a ceremonial Draconian gong that the Doctor 

had acquired months ago.  

So armed, they stepped into the kitchen, Alf in the lead. 

If anything, the kitchen was in a worse state than the shop had been. 

The Doctor’s entire prize cooking gear was busted, bent and thrown all 

over the floor. The large kitchen table was still in place, with the little 

pool of liquid time continuing the bathe the room with its ongoing 



 

98 

lightshow, but the framework of equipment was gone, probably mixed 

in with the debris on the floor.  

Then they saw him. The Doctor.  

He was not anywhere they would have thought to look initially. He 

was a metre off the ground, and partially encased in some unpleasant-

looking green substance. His head was free, but lolled at an angle.  

Nick immediately stepped over to him. ‘He’s still breathing,’ he 

called back. Grabbing at the green stuff that was holding the Doctor to 

the wall, Nick gave it a tentative tug. The gunk did not give, so he laid 

his donger down on the floor, grabbed the stuff with both hands, and 

put all his strength into yanking the Doctor down. It did not work.  

‘Ow.’ Nick looked down at his hands, which were now stinging 

slightly. ‘I think this stuff is acidic. We have to get the Doctor out of it, 

now!’  

Alf joined Nick. ‘I think you’re right – look at the Doctor’s face. 

Something’s been irritating his skin.’ Where she was indicating, above 

the Doctor’s beard, his skin was red from inflammation and slightly 

blistered. Reaching down, Alf drew her knife from its boot-sheath. ‘I’ll 

try to cut the Doctor free. Have a look and see if you can find a kitchen 

knife to help with.’  

Leaving her to it, Nick turned back around. ‘Uh, Alf…’  

What he saw was an enormous eye, surrounded by tentacles, 

protruding out from underneath the kitchen table. With Nick’s gaze 

upon it, the eye blinked once and the creature launched itself at Nick 

from under the table, a high-pitched howl echoing around the room.  

Then the screaming mass of tentacles hit him.  

 

Memory is a funny thing. If you ask a group of people who have 

experienced the same event to tell you what happened individually, 

they will give you different answers.  
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For Alf, memories of that incident largely relate to the fight itself. In 

combat, you could not allow things to distract you; otherwise you 

would end up dead. Firstly, you size up your opponent. The creature 

that was attacking Nick appeared to be a species similar to the Alpha 

Centaurians or, less likely, the Ossobans. However, neither of those 

races is known to exhibit such aggression. Six limbs would represent 

the main form of attack and the principle problem in defending against 

it. It was about human-size, so it could not just be knocked out of the 

way easily.  

Alf allowed herself a moment of self-reproach for not checking the 

room thoroughly before going to the Doctor’s aid. She bent down, 

briefly, and saw that the underside of the table saw scored where the 

creature had held on to it, and that there were not any more of them 

there. Then she picked up her chair leg and joined combat.  

 

For Nick, the main memory is of Alf. After the writhing ball of 

tentacles had hit him in the chest, knocking him to the floor, the next 

thing he had seen was Alf laying into the creature’s single eye with a 

lump of wood. One thing you could never say about Alf was that she 

wasn’t shy when it came to a bit of biffo. She had made a good choice, 

too – the creature immediately fell back, bringing tentacles up to 

protect its eye. This left its body exposed, which allowed Alf to step in 

closer and knife it. The thing then started flailing about with its 

tentacles.  

She’s doing this for me, thought Nick, risking her life with hardly a 

second thought. He grabbed his donger and went to help.  

 

For the Doctor, the first thing he remembered was that he needed to 

get a new alarm clock – that ululating wail had woken him, but it was 

far from the most pleasant noise to awake to. Then he realised that he 

was not in bed, and that he was not hearing an alarm. He opened his 
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eyes and saw Nick and Alf and what looked to be some primitive 

ancestor of the Alpha Centaurians fighting each other.  

That creature was the thing he had seen just before being knocked 

out. If it was some kind of early Alpha Centaurian then… ‘Nick! Alf! 

That creature has come out of the pool of liquid time!’  

‘I’m not sure that helps, Doctor,’ called Nick back to him.  

‘What comes out can go back in… Besides, we don’t know what role 

it may have played in the history of the planet. If it gets killed, it may 

cause a paradox!’  

‘Gotcha, Doctor,’ called Alf as she beat at a tentacle that was 

crushing her against the body of the creature. She must have found a 

weak spot, because it unwound itself and withdrew sharply. ‘Nick, 

aim for the eye! It’s most vulnerable there, I think.’  

Following Alf’s lead, Nick proceeded to beat the creature around the 

eye with his donger. Its endeavours to hold down its opponents were 

hindered by impaired vision, as the enormous eyelid flicked shut 

repeatedly to prevent the blunt objects striking the surface of the eye 

directly. The previous fierce cry of the creature was replaced by a 

distressed keening, and it began to draw itself back under the table.  

This path of retreat was soon foiled by Alf who, chair leg in one 

hand and a dented wok in the other, alternately struck the creature and 

issued metallic clanging sounds, attacking the creature’s hearing while 

its sight was impaired by the rain of blows upon its solitary eye.  

The creature scrambled back on top of the table, which Nick 

mentally reassessed the sturdiness of, and its tormentors drove it back 

towards the pool of liquid time. Initially one tentacle sank into the pool 

an impossible depth, and the creature seemed to recognise a possible 

escape route. Nick and Alf were delighted when the whole body of the 

creature inexplicably sank into the puddle.  

They looked into the pool and could see a scene from Alpha 

Centauri’s past, with the creature scuttling down a pebbly beach and 
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disappearing into the ocean. ‘Did you see?’ asked Alf. ‘It was the thing 

that was here, it had the knife wound I gave it in its side!’  

‘If you’ve finished using that puddle as a magic window,’ called a 

voice from the other side of the room, ‘I’d appreciate a little assistance 

in extricating myself from a sticky situation.’  

‘Oops, sorry Doctor,’ said Nick and ran across the room.  

Alf sauntered casually after him, unsheathing her Draconian dagger 

once more. ‘So, what was that thing and how did you get stuck to the 

wall?’ she asked as she commenced cutting through the sticky 

substance.  

‘That? Unless I’m much mistaken, that was an earlier form of the 

current dominant life form of this planet. A mostly harmless creature, 

although its culinary habits leave a lot to be desired. This substance, for 

instance, is part of its normal feeding routine. It causes some 

breakdown of the flesh, which allows it to cultivate a primitive form of 

lubloodal for later consumption. They were the largest of the creatures 

on this planet, and aren’t used to their prey fighting back.’  

‘And it came out of the pool?’ asked Nick.  

‘So I surmised. It appears that the liquid time isn’t simply a window 

on the past – or, rather, it is more like a window than I imagined, 

allowing things to pass through it. It isn’t safe to be left out like that in 

case something else comes through.’  

By this time the Doctor had had the majority of the creature’s 

secretion cut through and was free again. ‘I’ll just be one moment,’ he 

said and popped up the stairs to the sleeping quarters. Shortly after, he 

came back down stairs again holding the lava lamp from his bedside 

table. He advanced on the sink, unscrewed the top of it, and poured 

the contents down the drain. Smiling triumphantly, he crossed the 

room to the table.  
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‘You’re going to put the liquid time in that? What do you think, the 

spirit of the ’60s will keep it under control?’ asked Alf, sarcasm almost 

dripping from her words.  

‘This is no ordinary lava lamp, Alf,’ countered the Doctor. ‘It was 

originally from the TARDIS, in the room of my old companion Polly. It 

survived the destruction of the TARDIS on Ossobos, and Nick and I 

brought it here with us.’ He picked up a spatula from the floor of the 

kitchen, and started to scrape the liquid time into the empty lamp 

bottle. ‘Because it was formed in the TARDIS, it is made of time-

resistant material. If this stuff is time-active, which it appears to be, it 

shouldn’t have any effect.’ He screwed the lid back on.  

 

That night, Nick lay awake while Alf slept beside him. He was 

thinking about the Doctor stuck to the wall and the Centauri primitive 

pouncing on him. They would both have been dead if it was not for 

Alf.  

Alf.  

His thoughts always came back to her. Every part of his life seemed 

better with her in it. When he thought about how he nearly threw it all 

away on Gidi… He shuddered.  

She had asked him to marry her and, like the fool he was, he had 

put off giving her an answer. So she waited for him to make up his 

mind. He knew that some day she would stop waiting, and if he let 

that day come then he was an even bigger fool than he had ever 

thought…  

He thought about Oscar living a diminished life in Paris after his 

luck had run out, and about himself in a similar position.  

Then he kissed Alf awake to give her his answer. 

 

It was the happiest day of her life.  

Inwardly Alf groaned, although the smile never left her lips.  
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That sounded like something her mother would have said. Worse: it 

was something her mother had said. ‘The day I was married, Dotty, 

was the happiest day of my life!’ At the time she had heard her mother 

say that, Alf had thought, what a cliché. What a crock!  

Not even her mother could be wrong all the time. Alf could not 

think of a time that she had been happier.  

Maybe she would have to re-evaluate other things her mother had 

said. There might more hidden truths. She glanced around her briefly. 

Nah! The universe had not ended, so it was pretty certain that no other 

pearls of wisdom had passed Audrey McShane’s lips.  

She looked straight ahead and slightly up, straight into Vlaash’s 

face. Despite the fact she knew that the Martian face was inscrutable to 

pretty much every other race, she would have sworn the abbot was 

smiling.  

When Nick had accepted her proposal, neither of them could think 

of anyone they would rather have perform the marriage ceremony 

than Vlaash. The only problem they could see was if someone in 

authority on Mars objected. So, having obtained Vlaash’s agreement, 

they went straight to the top, Emperor Izlyr himself, for permission.  

They had anticipated that they might have to convince him, but 

when Izlyr had agreed immediately the only thing more surprising 

was his reason. Not for services rendered to Mars. Not because Vlaash 

was their friend. He said that, as they were from Earth and as no one 

else from that planet was alive to perform the ceremony, it was only 

neighbourly for Mars to assist.  

Neighbourly Martians! Who’d have thought it?  

She stole a glance over at Nick. She had been avoiding meeting his 

gaze all day, for fear of what she might do. She was so happy, she was 

not sure if she would laugh or cry. Or both, simultaneously.  

Nick was looking down at his hands, but he too was smiling.  
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Off to Nick’s side were his Guards of Honour – fellow nobles of 

Draconia, the Doctor, Supreme Admiral Vorkuuthh and Senator 

Akrulan. Ritually, they were responsible for defeating any foes that 

might arise to prevent the wedding going ahead.  

Beyond them, attending in holo-form, was the God Empress 

Jaahkathna herself. Alf glanced around and saw Vishkalaar looking 

gob-smacked. She must introduce him to Akrulan at the reception; 

maybe he could get a better job than guarding malcontents. He 

deserved one!  

She noticed that the gentle susurration of Vlaash’s voice had ceased, 

and realised that he was waiting for her response. This was part of the 

Earth ceremony she had asked to be included. She swallowed, shut her 

eyes for a moment, and then replied; ‘I do.’  

Vlaash turned to her bridegroom. ‘And do you, Nick, take this 

woman as your lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold, in the good 

times and the bad, in sickness and in health, until death you do part?’  

Nick did not falter. ‘I do,’ he announced firmly.  

Vlaash raised his hands. ‘I know pronounce you man and wife. 

Citizens of the Federation and of Mars, I give you Alf and Nick 

McShane.’ Vlaash’s right hand struck his chest in the traditional 

Martian salute.  

 

It seemed like the cheering would never stop.  

Eventually it did. The formalities over, Nick and Alf were 

circulating amongst the various guests, catching up on old times and 

accepting the very best wishes.  

It looked like it was developing into a party that no one would ever 

forget.  

Over to one side of the room was the lava lamp. Nick had insisted 

that it be at the wedding because it, or rather the liquid time it 

contained, was instrumental in him finally making up his mind in 
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accepting Alf’s proposal. Aside from which, it put on such a good light 

show that it would come in handy when it was time for dancing.  

The Doctor had told them that it was perfectly safe.  

Perfectly safe? Well, nothing’s perfect.  

The lamp suddenly began to vibrate, and to rock slightly on the 

table. At first nobody noticed, the party being far too full of interesting 

people to pay attention to an inanimate object, no matter how prettily 

it glowed.  

Then the rocking got more violent, and the base of the lamp began 

to strike the table audibly. The coruscating lights kicked into overdrive, 

the lamp pouring out so much glare that the guests could not ignore it.  

Nick hurried over, and grabbed the lamp to steady it. As he held it 

still, the eyes were looking out at him from within the liquid time. 

Then a second pair of eyes came into view, widening with eagerness 

when they saw who was holding the lamp.  

The lamp began to buck and kick in Nick’s grasp. Inside the lamp, 

the first pair of eyes receded into the depths that any rational 

assessment would declare to be not there.  

Alf called over to Nick, ‘Careful! Let the Doctor handle that, he 

understands what it’s about better than you.’ She was trying to push 

her way over to her husband, but the traditional Earth wedding gown 

she had insisted on wearing made it hard to push through a crowd.  

As Nick held the lava lamp firmly on top of the table, the top 

suddenly flew from it with a resounding “pop”. In a grotesque parody 

of champagne at an Earth wedding, the liquid time began to fountain 

out of the lava lamp in quantities far in excess of the capacity of the 

lamp bottle to hold.  

That was when it happened, the real moment that no one would 

ever forget.  

Forcing his way through the bottle was a man. Even the mysterious 

capacity of the lamp bottle was unable to cope with this – the bottle 
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shattered and the man arose from its remains. He tossed the nuclear 

red tips of his black hair back from his face, opened his mouth and 

smiled, the light glittering on his unnaturally long canine teeth. Nick 

gasped in horror and recognition both.  

‘There you are at last,’ Bradley said to Nick. ‘I do hate it when a 

meal is interrupted.’  

The Kuang-Shi reached out and grabbed Nick’s hair, which was tied 

back in a neat ponytail for the ceremony. He thrust Nick into the liquid 

time, and followed on immediately. Impossibly, the two moved into 

the depths, Bradley dragging Nick. Suddenly, the silvery fluid began 

to flow backwards, like a film running backwards, and settled itself 

into the shattered shell of the lava lamp.  

The wedding party stood in shocked silence. Something beyond 

their understanding had just happened, and it seemed no one knew 

what to say.  

No one, that is, except Alf. She had seemed to be holding her breath, 

and now it all rushed out in a single word.  

‘Nick!’ 
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Chapter Two 

  

Alf span round, encumbered as she was by her wedding dress. Her 

eyes were wide with a rage that the Doctor had not seen in a long 

while. ‘That was Bradley, wasn’t it?’ She blasted the words at the 

Doctor accusingly.  

The Doctor rushed over to the smashed lava lamp and pulled a 

small device out of his coat pocket. He ran the device across the 

remaining liquid time sitting at the bottom of the lamp. The device let 

out a loud buzz like an annoyed wasp and the remnants of liquid time 

vanished. The Doctor held the device up and beamed at it. He turned 

back to Alf and the wedding party who had come to see what was 

going on.  

‘Sorry to have to leave you all in the lurch like this, but Alf and I 

need to go!’ The Doctor grabbed Alf by the arm to lead her away.  

She snapped her arm from the Doctor’s grip and remained where 

she was. ‘Go? Go where? We need to find Nick. What happened to 

him?’  

The Doctor nodded his head. ‘Exactly, Alf, we need to find Nick.’ 

He held the device aloft once more. ‘Inside here I have the remains of 

the liquid time from the lava lamp. We should be able to use it to track 

Nick wherever he has been taken.’  

‘I don’t get it, Doctor. What the hell has happened?’  

‘It’s simple. Somehow Bradley has used the liquid time to travel 

here, to kidnap Nick. Probably finish off what he started on Earth in 

1986.’ The Doctor pointed towards his shop. ‘We have the best time 

travel device in the universe in there. Tracking Nick should not prove a 

problem. Shall we?’  

Alf did not offer an answer; instead she set off towards the shop 

seemingly oblivious to the dress she was still wearing. The Doctor 

glanced at Vorkuuthh. The Draconian bowed his scaled head and 
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offered the Doctor the salute of a nobleman. The Doctor returned it and 

followed Alf to the shop. As he came to the door he stopped and 

glanced back at Senate Square. He frowned, unable to escape the 

feeling that he was seeing Alpha Centauri for the last time. He shook 

away his sombre mood and entered the shop.  

 

Vorkuuthh was talking to Vlaash, trying to explain what was going on, 

when he, like all the others, was distracted by a strange sound coming 

from inside the shop. It was a sound quite unlike any he had heard 

before. An odd…  

 

… Wheezing and groaning sound filled the large room, causing the 

table and chairs to vibrate on the floor. Cutlery rattled on top of the 

table, and plates crashed together. A short plump woman with black 

hair looked up from the table she was busy setting. She was dressed in 

a black skirt and top, over which she wore a white apron. On top of her 

shoulder length hair she was a white chef’s hat. Her eyebrows knotted 

together as the sound grew louder, but her face soon softened as a blue 

police box materialised in the corner of the mess hall.  

‘Hello, Doctor,’ she said happily. ‘Took you long enough.’  

 

The little mirror stopped its spin and the Doctor flicked a switch on the 

wooden console. He turned to look at the scanner as the shutters 

opened to reveal the canteen outside.  

‘What’s she staring at?’ Alf asked, pointing at the plump woman on 

the screen.  

‘Us, most probably.’ The Doctor narrowed his eyes and stepped 

closer to the scanner. A smile slowly spread across his lips. ‘Aha!’ he 

exclaimed.  

Alf blinked. ‘Aha what?’  
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The Doctor pointed a chubby finger at the screen. ‘Do you recognise 

that emblem, Alf?’  

Alf looked. The circular emblem did indeed look familiar. She had 

seen it before, but where she could not say. Then it came to her. On the 

London Underground in 1986. ‘UNIT? What is UNIT, Doctor? Some 

sort of military organisation?’  

‘Top of the class, Alf. UNIT is exactly that. The United Nations 

Intelligence Taskforce. I’ve met them twice before. Now then when 

was it?’ The Doctor placed a finger to his lips and pondered the 

question.  

Alf looked down at her dress and felt a deep aching in her heart. She 

wanted Nick by her side now. ‘Can we just get a move on? Nick is out 

there somewhere with that vicious little bastard and we need to find 

him.’  

The Doctor clicked his fingers. ‘1970! Yes, I helped UNIT deal with 

an attempted Cybermen invasion. UNIT was led by Brigadier 

Lethbridge-Stewart.’ He drummed his fingers on his hairy chin. ‘I 

wonder if he is still in charge? He was still in charge when I was last 

there. Mind you, I didn’t stay around long enough to find out why I 

was there, was far more interested in just resuming my travels. It was 

to be a new beginning for me.’  

‘Yeah, well when you’re good and ready, Doctor. After all I’m sure 

Bradley will wait for us to find him.’  

The Doctor scowled at Alf’s sarcasm, but his face softened when he 

noticed the pain in her eyes. He placed a large hand on her shoulder. 

‘You’re right. Let’s go and find Nick.’  

 

The door of the police box opened and the Doctor stepped out, placing 

a black fedora on top of his full brown hair. He glanced around the 

mess hall. It was empty. He looked back at Alf who stood on the 

threshold between the dimensions of the TARDIS and those of Earth, 
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and beckoned her out. No sooner had Alf stepped out behind the 

Doctor, than the plump woman they had seen on the scanner walked 

into the mess hall carrying a black cat. The woman was smiling 

broadly, barely hidden excitement in her eyes.  

‘Welcome, welcome! It’s so good to have you here, isn’t it, Missy?’ 

she said and stroked the cat on its head. The cat began purring.  

The Doctor smiled. ‘Yes, and I expect it is really nice to be here 

again, only right now me and my friend really can’t stop to…’  

The woman shook her head. ‘Not the bit of it. All of us at UNIT have 

awaited your return.’ She chuckled. ‘Never thought it would be in my 

canteen, though. That ought to put a few cats amongst the pigeons 

with Bobby’s boys.’ She freed one hand and held it out to the Doctor. 

‘Pleased to meet you, by the way. I’m Ruby.’  

The Doctor shook Ruby’s hand. ‘A pleasure I’m sure.’ He doffed his 

hat. ‘I’m the Doctor, and this is my young friend Alf.’ He indicated Alf, 

who stood by the TARDIS glaring at him. He screwed his face up and 

shrugged, silently asking her, “What can I do?” while placing the hat 

back on his head.  

‘Lovely to meet you both.’ Ruby glanced at the TARDIS. ‘I’ve heard 

about your time machine, too. Looks a lot smaller than I expected.’  

‘Appearances can be deceptive, you know.’  

‘Oh, I know,’ Ruby said, with a twinkle in her eye. ‘Now, can I offer 

you a sandwich while I go and get the Brigadier?’  

The Doctor beamed. He had not eaten since just after the wedding. 

‘Yes, a sandwich would be very welcome.’  

‘Goody.’ Ruby indicated the display cabinet on the counter beside 

the TARDIS. ‘Well, you just help yourself and I’ll be in the back putting 

a call through to the Brigadier.’  

‘Brigadier Lethbridge-Stewart?’ the Doctor enquired hopefully.  
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‘Oh no, dear, Brigadier Robert Harrington. Now, then, I need to 

make that call.’ With that, cat still in arm, Ruby walked past the 

counter and into the kitchens beyond.  

Once Ruby was gone the Doctor rubbed his hands together gleefully 

and made for the food counter. Alf stepped from her place by the 

TARDIS and stood between the Doctor and the food. ‘Sod the food, 

Doctor,’ she said. ‘Nick.’  

‘Hmm.’ The Doctor nodded. ‘Yes, you’re quite right.’ He stepped 

around her before Alf could attempt to block his way again. He picked 

up a couple of sandwiches and held one out to Alf. ‘This could take a 

while so food would be a capital idea.’  

Alf shook her head. ‘I’m not hungry, Doctor.’  

The Doctor took a bite in to the bread. ‘Very well. Come on, let’s 

sneak out while she’s busy shall we?’ 

 

The room was dark but for one shaft of light that came from an unseen 

source. Inside that light shaft hung in an upright position was a lone, 

naked figure, dangling a few feet above the wooden floorboards 

beneath, arms tied and stretched upwards, legs stretching downwards 

pulling the body taut.  

Red eyes glowed momentarily in the dark. ‘Ah, Nick. I’ve waited a 

long time for this.’  

Footsteps echoed on the highly polished floor as another figure 

stepped closer to the shaft. This one was clothed in black leather, his 

dark hair highlighted red. Bradley reached out a thin hand and pushed 

through the light until he was touching Nick’s naked skin. He smiled 

at the warm flesh beneath his own cold flesh.  

In many ways he had waited a long time to have Nick stretched out 

before him in such a submissive way, and yet this time he found he 

was unwilling to act in the way he had always dreamed.  
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‘Come, Nick, wake up.’ Running his hand up and down Nick’s 

body, Bradley let out a long and deliberate breath of air, watching the 

hair on Nick’s chest move ever so slightly. His hand stopped an inch 

above Nick’s bellybutton when Nick began to stir. Bradley smiled 

lustfully. ‘That’s right. Come and say hello.’  

Nick opened his eyes and looked around. There was little 

comprehension in those eyes. Eventually they alighted on Bradley. 

Once again the eyes closed and Nick let out a moan. ‘Arse.’  

‘Don’t be like that, Nick. I have gone to great effort to bring you 

here. The least you can do is show some gratitude.’  

Wearily Nick reopened his eyes. ‘You’re shitting me, right?’  

‘Quite the contrary. It was most difficult tracking you down.’  

Nick glanced around, squinting through the harsh light, trying to 

make out his surroundings. Bradley knew that Nick was wasting his 

time; there was no way that the human’s eyes could penetrate such 

darkness. The Kuang-Shi, however, were another story.  

‘Where am I?’  

‘A little place in London. Not too far from where you left me, in 

fact.’ Bradley smiled the smile of a predator. He reached his hand out 

again, placing it under Nick’s chin. ‘At first I wanted revenge.’ He 

traced Nick’s jaw line with his fingers. ‘You really hurt me back then, 

and that I could not allow.’ His hand continued, slowly moving down 

Nick’s neck and onto his chest. As he did so Bradley found that he 

enjoyed the look of alarm on Nick’s face more than he enjoyed 

touching Nick’s skin.  

Nick looked down at Bradley’s hand, and his eyes widened in 

horror. ‘Where are my clothes?’ he breathed.  

‘You don’t need them, Nick. You look much better without them.’  

Nick scrunched his eyes shut and then reopened them slowly. 

‘You’re like something out of an Anne Rice erotica. Maybe my 

counterpart was gay, but I’m not. Let’s leave it at that, eh?’  
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Bradley smiled. ‘Nicholas wasn’t gay.’ He laughed. ‘Well, so he 

liked to think. Maybe you’re in denial too?’  

Nick shook his head, thinking back to Gidi and his night with Cy. 

He though of the seduction by that young man, how he had 

experienced the physical union of two men, and how from that he had 

come to realise that the only person for him was Alf. A woman; not a 

man. ‘No, I don’t think so. You’re not the first bloke to try and get hold 

of my body, you know.’  

Bradley sneered and stepped out of the light. ‘Perhaps not, but I will 

be the first to succeed.’ He circled Nick, revelling in the pure joy of 

causing such confusion in Nick. He had no idea where Bradley was; all 

he could hear were footsteps on the floor.  

‘You won’t be the first to do that, either,’ Nick said softly, but it was 

not soft enough for Bradley to miss it.  

The Kuang-Shi stopped, and cast an appreciative look at Nick’s 

naked back. ‘A pity,’ Bradley said. Nick tried to twist his head to face 

Bradley, but with little success. ‘As I said, Nick, after you left me in 

that coffee bar I wanted revenge on you. To make you pay for what 

you did to me. But then I started wondering what was it that you 

actually did to me.’ He reached out and placed his palm on Nick’s back. 

Nick attempted to pull away. ‘You’re not human, are you? No human 

has the power you demonstrated that day.’  

‘I am human now. I wasn’t for a long time. I was once a god.’ Nick 

let out a sigh. ‘That part of my life is a closed book. Period.’  

‘No, I don’t think so somehow, Nick. In 1986 you showed your true 

colours. For me that was five years ago, but for you it was… how long? 

A year?’  

‘Yeah, about that I s’pose.’  

‘A year.’ Bradley nodded. ‘Yes, and in that time I doubt your powers 

have gone far. As I said, I thought about revenge, but I have come to 
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realise that having revenge would be useless. But to have you as an 

ally… Oh yes, that would be good.’  

‘No! I would never join you. Never, do you get me? There is nothing 

in this universe that would make me.’  

‘Don’t be so sure. I have not been idle these past five years. I have 

got myself followers; the ranks are constantly getting bigger. More 

importantly I have got in touch with a higher power. A power from 

which my kind first sprung.’  

Nick struggled but he could barely move his body. ‘You bastard! All 

those people you have killed to make them your followers. Can’t you 

do anything but take life?’  

‘Yes. I can give life! Life eternal.’ Bradley walked back to the front of 

Nick. ‘Not all of my followers are like me, some are still human. They 

will either join me and my kin or they will become food.’ He placed a 

hand over Nick’s heart. ‘I can replace that frail human heart, take away 

that bit of humanity that has plagued you for so long.’  

‘No!’ Nick’s response was more forceful than he had intended. ‘I am 

human, and that is how I intend to stay. I don’t want to be anything 

else again.’  

‘My dear Nick, you really are quite stupid. I am offering you the 

greatest gift of all. I shall make you immortal.’  

‘You’ll make me a killer!’ Nick yelled at the top of his lungs.  

Bradley smiled, showing his row of sharp teeth. ‘Yes. I will. You 

have very little say in the matter.’  

Nick swallowed, and set his jaw firm. ‘Well, you’d better be quick. 

’Cause the Doctor will find me and he’ll destroy you just like Alf 

destroyed Nicholas!’  

Nick felt a glow of satisfaction as the words rushed out of his 

mouth. At that moment Nick realised just how much he believed what 

he said. As much as he had come to terms with the Doctor’s new 

nature since Yahanis, little doubts had continued to play around in the 
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back of his mind. Now, for the first time in months, he was certain that 

the Doctor would come.  

Bradley stepped away from Nick and the overbearing smug look on 

the human’s face. Inside, his stolen blood slowed its flow as his heart 

began to stop. Bradley knew that Nick spoke the truth, a truth that he 

had not wanted to believe in the five years since Nicholas had 

disappeared.  

In the pitch-blackness Bradley fell to his knees in mourning for his 

lost brother. 

 

Lights glaring ahead, a mini-cab made its way through the streets of 

Camden Town in the early autumn evening. The roads were busier 

than normal, causing great agitation for at least one of the passengers. 

Simon, the cab driver, glanced up into his rear-view mirror at the 

young woman in the back seat. She looked both angry and anxious. 

Late for a wedding, judging by the dress she was wearing. Her 

companion, a great bear of man, was quite calm in comparison. Simon 

reckoned the man was the father of the bride, focused on getting his 

daughter to the church on time. Or maybe it was a fancy dress that 

they were heading to? What with his frilly shirt and fedora hat the big 

man certainly looked like he was in fancy dress.  

‘Odd time for a wedding, innit?’ Simon asked in a futile attempt to 

start a conversation. For his troubles he received an angry glare from 

the young woman. He shrugged.  

The large man mumbled something to the woman, but Simon could 

not make out what it was. The woman gave a weak smile in response. 

The man leaned forward, and as his head brushed against the roof of 

the car the hat fell off. ‘You have to excuse my friend; she’s a bit 

distraught. She’s only been married for a few hours and her husband 

has been kidnapped.’  
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This was a new one on Simon. ‘Oh. So why are we going to 

Highgate? Is that where he’s been taken to?’ He thought it best to 

humour his passengers; after all they were the ones paying for this 

ride.  

‘I’m not sure,’ the man replied seriously, turning to retrieve his hat. 

‘But it is the only lead we have at this point.’ For a moment he was 

quiet, then he smiled broadly. ‘I’m the Doctor, by the way, and this is 

Alf.’  

‘Simon. Simon Hart,’ he replied automatically, feeling a little bit like 

“The Saint”. Now that the introductions were out of the way Simon felt 

that he could get some sort of conversation going. It was a while to 

Highgate and Simon so hated sitting in silence. ‘Kidnapped, eh? Can’t 

say I am too surprised, really. Lot of odd things going on in London at 

the moment.’  

The Doctor sat back, placing the hat on his lap, and shared a quick 

smile at Alf before returning his attention to Simon. ‘What do you 

mean?’  

‘Not been following the news?’  

‘Been out of town a lot recently.’  

‘Oh. Well all these homeless kids going missing. Found much later – 

dead. Some in rubbish bins, others in the Thames. Nasty. Queer thing 

is the way they died. According to the papers the bodies have been 

found completely drained of blood. Not sure if I believe them, mind, I 

reckon it is just some epidemic that’s being kept all quiet. Either way, it 

has got UNIT interested.’  

‘You know of UNIT?’  

Simon laughed. ‘Of course. Who doesn’t? Not like they have been 

able to keep themselves a secret over the last twenty years. Actually I 

was going to enlist with them back in the ’80s, but unfortunately me 

knee was giving me a bit of jip.’  
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‘Doctor?’ It was the first time Simon had heard the woman talk. The 

Doctor turned to her. ‘Drained of blood? Sounds like something 

Bradley would be behind.’  

‘Yes, quite so.’ The Doctor leaned forward. ‘These homeless kids; 

from where are they missing?’  

‘All over London, mate. Mind you, I reckon a lot of them are coming 

from the Highgate area, come to think of it. The streets in Highgate are 

a lot cleaner than they used to be. Course, could just be because of that 

new cult there.’  

The Doctor sat back, his brow creased in thought. Simon shrugged 

and returned his attention to his driving. The conversation was over 

for now.  

 

Still somewhat disturbed by the recent news of his loss, Bradley 

entered his own private study. His mood was not helped along by the 

fact that a young man was sitting in his chair. The young man looked 

up is surprise. He had short ginger hair, freckles visible on his youthful 

face. Bradley closed the door slowly and just glared at the youth.  

‘What do you think you are doing in here?’  

‘Sorry, Prince Bradley.’  

Bradley stepped towards him and smiled as his subject flinched.  

‘Well, Daniel, just what are you doing in here?’  

‘It is time.’ Daniel spoke with a quiet reverence.  

Bradley looked at his catamite blankly for a moment, and then 

realisation dawned. He smiled. ‘Of course, time for the Second Coming 

of the Lord.’ He walked past Daniel to a wardrobe that stood behind 

his desk, and opened the wooden door. Hanging inside the wardrobe 

were some of the most elaborate ceremonial robes even seen. Bradley 

turned back to Daniel, removing his black shirt as he did so. ‘Come, 

Daniel, let us get ready to receive the Lord.’  

Following Bradley’s lead, Daniel too began to get undressed. 
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‘’Ere, Doctor, you’re dead.’  

The Doctor looked up from the new scuff on his shoe, his face still 

wearing the look of annoyance. He just did not understand why people 

felt the need to litter such a beautiful cemetery as Highgate. Alf was 

standing a little further up the lane looking at a monument. ‘Sorry?’  

‘You’re dead. Look’s like your tomb.’  

The Doctor rushed to Alf’s side and he too looked the monument 

over. It was quite a big affair; although not as ornate as some of the 

other tombs this was as impressive in its own way. It was a large 

marble plinth upon which sat the bust of a man with a large beard.  

The idea that he was buried on Earth in 1991 did not sit too well 

with the Doctor, especially since the bust showed him to still be in his 

present incarnation. Even with the universe in the crazy state it was he 

had always hoped that he would live through another few 

regenerations, but now it seemed not. He looked closer and a smile 

came to his face. He turned back to Alf.  

‘Why so happy? You’re a marked man,’ she said and joined him in 

front of the tomb. The Doctor pointed at the name engraved on the 

plinth and Alf read it. She looked at the Doctor and laughed. ‘Oopps, 

sorry. My bad.’  

The name on the tomb was Karl Heinrich Marx.  

‘Understandable mistake, Alf, after all, from a distance his bust does 

look alarmingly like mine.’ The Doctor turned away from the tomb. 

‘Anyway, we need to go into the West Cemetery, for there we shall 

find the Lebanon Circle and the place Bradley first appeared in 1986.’ 

He set off.  

Alf remained behind for a moment, reading an inscription on the 

tomb. ‘“The philosophers have only interpreted the world in various 

ways – the point however is to change it.” Yeah, you’re telling me.’ She 
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looked up and noticed the Doctor’s body fading into the distance. 

‘Hey!’ she called. ‘Wait up!’ Hitching up the bottom of her long white 

dress she rushed off to catch him.  

 

Resplendent in his ceremonial robes Bradley stepped out of his study 

and into the worship hall beyond. Like a loyal pet Daniel followed 

him, head bowed in cowed respect. Two small red dots were just 

visible on Daniel’s neck. Bradley glanced back at Daniel and licked his 

sharp teeth, enjoying the coppery taste of the blood on his tongue. 

Daniel offered a weak smile of his own in response.  

The worship hall, like Bradley’s study and the room in which Nick 

hung, was part of an old run down church. Bradley had come across it 

several years earlier. From the moment he had seen the dilapidated old 

building he just knew it would serve him well. There was something 

decadent about it that reminded him of home.  

Bradley walked up to the altar and looked out at the congregation 

gathered in the pews facing the front of the hall.  

Many of them were his willing subjects: humans who had wanted to 

take hold of the immortality that Bradley had offered them. Others 

were guests of his subjects; some in attendance because of the wonders 

they had heard, others simply curious about the joy that the Cult of 

Ashgotoroth could bring them. All of them here by choice. Bradley was 

not interested in unwilling converts. To his mind all those who were 

unwilling would serve as food, to nourish his subjects.  

Tonight was not about converting more humans, at least not in the 

usual way. Tonight was about the unveiling of Bradley’s God – the 

power that he had found since being stranded on Earth in 1986.  

Bradley spread open his arms. ‘Welcome, one and all,’ he said, 

projecting his voice throughout the hall. ‘Tonight you shall see 

something wondrous. You will be the first to witness the return to 

Earth of the Almighty God! The One who grants us true immortality!’  
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He turned to Daniel and nodded. Trying his best to ignore the fear 

within, Daniel stepped forward and removed his blood red robe. All 

eyes turned to look at him standing next to the altar as naked as the 

day he was born.  

Bradley smiled at the young man. It was not the first time that he 

had seen Daniel in such a vulnerable state, but it was the first time that 

Bradley could not take advantage of it. Instead he looked out at the 

congregation and said:  

‘Our God needs a vessel to inhabit. A shell to contain His 

magnificence. Without such a thing His radiant power would kill all 

who look on Him.’  

Daniel took a deep breath and climbed on top of the altar. There he 

lay as Bradley removed a sword from under his robes. He raised the 

sword aloft.  

‘Blessed be the name of the Lord!’  

The sword came down onto Daniel’s chest, drawing blood, to the 

gasped reactions of the congregation in the worship hall.  

 

Alf closed the big gates behind her just as the first drops of rain fell, 

and turned her back on Highgate Cemetery. The Doctor stood on the 

pavement, under the soft glow of the street lamp, consulting the 

readings on the little device he had used on Alpha Centauri. The result 

were obviously close to what the Doctor had hoped for, Alf reasoned, 

judging the look of satisfaction on his face when he had taken the 

reading by the cedar tree in the Lebanon Circle. Following his initial 

look at the readings the Doctor had rushed out of the cemetery, leaving 

Alf to race after him. She had found the clone standing outside the 

cemetery, once again looking at the readings on the device in his 

hands.  

‘Well?’ she asked, when it was evident that the Doctor was not 

going to offer up any information.  
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He looked up from the device, his face cast in shadow by his hat. 

‘Sorry, Alf. Got a little carried away there. Yes, I was right. There is a 

slight liquid time residue left over from the portal that opened in 1986.’  

‘That’s good. What does it mean, though?’  

‘It means that the portal has been in use since 1986.’ The Doctor 

showed Alf the readings on the device, but she could make neither 

head nor tail of them. She told him so. ‘These readings indicate the 

residue of liquid time is from a very recent source; as in during the past 

six hours.’  

Alf lifted the sleeve of her wedding dress and consulted her watch. 

‘About the same time that Nick was kidnapped by Bradley.’  

‘Exactly.’ The Doctor tapped a few buttons on the device and a small 

bleeping started to emit from it. ‘Now, if my theory is correct, and my 

theories often are, then Bradley will have the most residue of liquid 

time on him. This device is now calibrated to home in on those traces.’  

‘Let’s go then.’  

Before they could set off a woman wrapped up in a shabby but 

warm coat accosted them. She shoved a pamphlet at them. Alf tried to 

ignore her, but the Doctor accepted the pamphlet with a gracious 

smile.  

‘Thank you,’ he said.  

‘Come and witness the Coming of the Lord!’ With that the woman 

carried on her way to accost more unsuspecting passers-by.  

‘Can’t stand people who shove their crappy leaflets at me,’ Alf 

moaned as they started following the direction the beeps were taking 

them.  

‘Now now, Alf, remember the pamphlet in Paris. If it wasn’t for that 

we would never have foiled the plans of the Eternal,’ the Doctor said, 

and handed the pamphlet to Alf. ‘Well?’ he asked when Alf looked at 

it.  



 

122 

Alf just stared. The pamphlet talked about the Coming of the Lord, 

and how to witness it all they needed to do was join the Cult of 

Ashgotoroth. The words were not the thing that interested Alf, though. 

It was the image within the circle of words.  

‘Bradley!’  

‘Looks like he’s been a busy boy since we last saw him.’ The Doctor 

pocketed the device and took the pamphlet off Alf. ‘Shall we pay 

Bradley a visit then? He’s even been kind enough to give us an 

address!’ 

 

Nick continued to struggle against his unseen bonds, but still he was 

getting nowhere. He had tried being patient for long enough. He was 

quite certain that the Doctor and Alf would be coming to his rescue 

soon, but he was surprised to discover that for once he could not be 

bothered to wait. Nick had come up with two reasons why: one, 

because he was sick to death of being tortured and abused by 

perverted men, and two, because he was sick to death of hanging 

around naked.  

He screwed his eyes shut and pulled his arms.  

‘Damn it!’ he yelled at the top of his lungs. He knew no one would 

be listening, but it still felt good.  

‘Nick,’ a voice said.  

Nick opened his eyes. No one was there. He strained to see, but 

through the dark he could see nothing. ‘Hello?’  

‘Nick.’  

He did not recognise the voice, no matter how close it sounded. 

Again it called his name. He almost jumped. The voice was coming 

from right in front of him.  

‘Who are you?’  

A figure formed before him. First it appeared to be a mist, and then 

it took on the solid form of a bizarre man-like shape. There was 
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something alarmingly familiar about the grotesque figure. The arms 

and legs were off kilter, as if the body had been put together by 

Picasso. On top of its shoulders the head was lop-sided, like it was too 

heavy for the neck. The face looked like it had been painted on.  

‘Tick,’ the Dommervoy said. One of the disjointed arms flopped up, 

pushing through the beam of light with ease, and landed on Nick’s 

chest. There was a flash of light. When the light cleared Nick was 

found to be lying on the floor all folded up. The Dommervoy leaned 

over the unconscious body and flopped its arm onto the top of Nick’s 

head. ‘Tock. It is time.’  

 

Bradley placed his hand on Daniel’s forehead. The younger man 

looked directly at Bradley, the fear in his eyes minimal. For the first 

time since Bradley had promised to make Daniel immortal he felt 

proud of the young man. A shame it was too late.  

Bradley looked out at the congregation. All eyes were watching him 

expectantly, and he basked in the attention. It was only fitting that so 

many humans were willing to acknowledge him as their prince. It was 

a pity that things had not worked on Styria, but the Earth was proving 

to be much more fun. Bradley wished he could share it with Nicholas. 

He allowed himself a slight smile, knowing full well that he had a way 

in which Nicholas could once again join in his fun.  

‘And now is the time for Daniel’s communion with our Lord to be 

completed!’  

Bradley turned away to pick up a small ceramic bowl. As his back 

was turned he failed to notice two figures slip into the hall. One was a 

woman dressed in white and the other was a large man dressed in a 

black suit, frilly shirt and fedora hat. The man spied Bradley 

immediately and began to push his way through the congregation.  

Bradley returned his attention to his subjects. He lifted up the bowl 

and moved over to the altar. ‘Now we…’ His voice tailed off and his 
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eyes widened in surprise at the sight of the two people trying to force 

their way towards him. He pointed at them. ‘Stop them! They must not 

be allowed to interfere!’  

Several Kuang-Shi jumped up and over the crowd and landed 

between the altar and the intruders. The Doctor and Alf came to a stop.  

‘Where’s Nick?’ Alf shouted.  

‘That doesn’t matter right now,’ Bradley said and carefully tilted the 

bowl over Daniel’s open wound. A substance similar to mercury 

poured out of the bowl into the blood below. Smoke hissed up from 

inside Daniel and the young man let out a howl of pain.  

The Doctor span around and addressed the congregation. ‘This has 

to end now!’ His booming voice echoed throughout the hall. ‘Don’t 

you understand? This is no coming of God. This man,’ he pointed at 

Bradley who was smiling in pleasure, ‘is a monster! There is no 

salvation to be had here!’  

‘You’re too late, Doctor!’ Bradley reached out and helped Daniel to 

his feet. The Prince of the Kuang-Shi looked down at Alf, anger in his 

red eyes. ‘You killed Nicholas. Now you shall die!’ Bradley addressed 

the Kuang-Shi baring the Doctor’s way. ‘Kill them both! And turn the 

rest. The redemption of the Earth is at hand!’  

As if he were the lightest thing ever, Bradley scooped Daniel up and 

carried him out of the hall.  

 

The Kuang-Shi advanced on the Doctor and Alf. The two companions 

turned to push their way back out of the hall only to find their way 

barred by many other Kuang-Shi. The Doctor took a deep breath, and 

yelled out to the humans gathered around.  

‘Run! All of you!’  

The sound of locks turning echoed throughout the hall, and heads 

turned to see more Kuang-Shi barring the only doors leading outside.  

Alf turned to the Doctor. ‘What now?’  
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‘This looks like it could be the end,’ the Doctor replied glumly.  

 

Bradley entered the dark room and placed Daniel gently onto the floor. 

He looked at the wound on the young man’s chest and nodded with 

satisfaction. The wound was closing up, which meant that the human 

body had accepted the liquid time.  

Bradley straightened up, sensing a good boasting session coming 

on. He looked over at the beam of light and his smile dropped. Instead 

of seeing Nick still strung up in the beam of light he found Nick curled 

up on the floor. Bradley raised an eyebrow.  

‘Still full of surprises, then, Nick.’ He began to walk across the room. 

‘Not to worry, I have a surprise or two up my sleeve.’  

Once he reached Nick, Bradley crouched down and rolled Nick 

over. As the light caught his face Nick began to stir. He opened his 

eyes, squinting at the light. He raised a hand, trying to block the light 

out.  

‘Wha…’  

Bradley gently brushed the hair off Nick’s face. ‘Nick, I was going to 

wait to bring you back to me, but after my little encounter with the 

Doctor I have decided why put off such a happy occasion?’ Roughly he 

grabbed Nick’s neck and lifted it towards his mouth. ‘As I said at your 

wedding, I do so hate being interrupted when I am eating!’  

Bradley opened his mouth and covered Nick’s neck. He bit down 

and the sharp teeth pierced the soft flesh beneath. Nick convulsed in 

pain. For many minutes neither of them moved as Bradley continued 

to drain the blood out of Nick’s body. Once done, Bradley gently 

lowered Nick’s head back onto the ground.  

‘Now, it’s your turn,’ he said softly and slit open an artery in his 

wrist. He lowered his arm towards Nick’s open mouth. Without 

warning Nick lifted his own arm and clamped a hand around 
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Bradley’s wrist. He opened his eyes, which glowed with a previously 

unseen radiance.  

‘Dream on!’ Nick grabbed Bradley by the neck with his other hand 

and rose to a standing position. Bradley was held out before Nick like a 

rag doll. ‘You should have turned me before, when you had the 

chance.’ Without further ado Nick flung Bradley across the length of 

the room. He looked around. ‘My, it is dark in here, isn’t it? How about 

some light!’ He threw his hands into the air and the whole room was 

illuminated.  

Nick was no longer naked. Instead he was clothed in soft black 

materials, with a long leather coat over the top. Bradley struggled to a 

sitting position and looked at Nick in surprise.  

Nick, too, was surprised, but he quickly realised what had 

happened. The multiple voices in his head told all he needed to know. 

‘Well, I’ll be buggered. I’m a God again. And I have a very important 

mission.’ He smiled at Bradley as realisation dawned on him. ‘First I 

think it is about time I tidied up this one loose end for my old friend 

and mentor.’  

‘You’re a God again?’ Bradley spat. ‘This is the second time you’ve 

done this to me.’  

Nick winked. ‘What can I say? You and I were not meant to be. 

Sorry. No bringing Nicholas back for you.’  

Bradley glanced down at Daniel’s body. ‘Fine. Then let a God 

destroy you!’ He ripped open his wrist further and splattered the 

blood over Daniel’s sealed wound.  

Daniel’s skin started bubbling. Nick looked on, doing his best to 

look interested. Slowly the bubbling subsided and Daniel lifted himself 

off the floor. He lifted his head and opened his eyes. The eyes were 

pure liquid time. Daniel’s lips curled into a smile.  

‘You’re one of the Millennium People,’ he stated. ‘Allow me to 

introduce myself. I am Ashgotoroth. I am Liquid Time!’ The body that 
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was once Daniel indicated Bradley. ‘I created the Kuang-Shi. What a 

challenge it will be to create of new breed from your People.’  

Nick laughed. ‘You have no idea, do you?’  

As if in response Ashgotoroth launched himself at Nick. Nick was 

powerless to respond. Within seconds he was trapped beneath Daniel’s 

body, and no matter how hard he tried he could not move. 

Ashgotoroth opened his mouth to reveal teeth that squirmed like the 

mercurial liquid time. With great force, Ashgotoroth clamped his jaw 

over Nick’s neck. 
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Chapter Three 

 

The humans were encircled by the Kuang-Shi. Herded together like 

sheep. The Doctor pushed his way to the outer edge and turned back 

to the humans. ‘Are you going to die like cowards, or fight?’  

He did not particularly like violence, but when it came to creatures 

like the Kuang-Shi he knew there were very few other alternatives. 

Especially now. The old church was about to be turned into a 

slaughterhouse. Either the humans would be added to the ranks of the 

vampires, or more likely, be used as food. The Doctor was reminded of 

a song lyric he had once heard on another Earth in 2002. We walk 

amongst you: feeding, raping. In short, a perfect phrase to describe the 

Kuang-Shi.  

The humans looked around. Some with growing anger, others still 

cowed by the whole experience. The Doctor could just about make out 

the shape of Alf, who was pushing her way through the small huddle 

of humans towards the stage. He called out to her. She looked back.  

‘I need to find Nick, Doctor. You help this lot!’ she called back, and 

continued on her way.  

The Doctor smiled, quite taken by Alf’s loyalty. He took a deep 

breath, and was about to try and rouse the humans further when 

another voice interrupted him.  

‘Come on, people! He’s right! Let’s get the hell out of this hole!’  

The Doctor looked into the crowd to find the owner of the voice, and 

his eyes came to light on a tall, dark haired man. He recognised the 

man, but he was not sure from where. Then it came to him. It was 

Simon, the cab driver who had brought Alf and him to Highgate. The 

Doctor grinned; glad he had found another pillar of strength.  

At last the humans responded. Like animals fighting for their 

survival (which, the Doctor reflected, in a way they were) the humans 

turned violently on the Kuang-Shi and forced their way forward. At 
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first the Kuang-Shi were surprised and were easily driven back under 

the continued onslaught of the humans, but they soon overcame their 

shock and turned their unnatural strength against the weaker humans. 

The Doctor and Simon led the way, the Doctor’s own superior strength 

being a match for the Kuang-Shi he encountered. He pushed them 

aside, sometimes by simply making them fall over the side of the pews, 

at other times it was not so easy. One particular Kuang-Shi launched 

herself on Simon’s back. Simon struggled to remove the vampire, who 

had all ready pierced his neck with her teeth, but it took the Doctor’s 

sheer brute force to pull the creature away.  

‘Thanks, Doc,’ Simon said, rubbing the wound on his neck.  

‘No problem.’  

The Doctor pushed at the doors, but they would not budge. They 

were locked from the other side. He cursed and looked at Simon 

hopelessly. Simon turned around.  

‘This way! We need to force these doors open!’ he shouted. The 

Doctor smiled.  

Like a tidal wave, the remaining humans rushed over to the doors 

and joined the Doctor and Simon in pushing. The Kuang-Shi continued 

to come. The humans at the rear fought back with a rage that was 

almost primal. Driven by the disgust they felt at witnessing the 

vampires feed on others of their kin.  

The Doctor glanced back and blinked in surprise. Everybody in the 

worship hall was moving at a fraction of their normal speed, even the 

Kuang-Shi, with their superior speed, were moving like a flies caught 

in treacle. The Doctor could feel the pressure on his own body. Time 

was slowing down around him.  

Every single Kuang-Shi in the hall let out a loud cry of pain, and 

time resumed at its normal pace. The vampires all fell to the ground, 

knocked over by some unseen force, and the doors gave way, knocking 

the Kuang-Shi on the other side on to the floor. Without stopping the 
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humans pushed on, trampling the Kuang-Shi underfoot. They carried 

on through the vestibule and outside into Highgate. The rain had 

picked up since the Doctor had first entered the church. Once outside 

he stopped and looked around, watching the remaining humans 

scatter. He looked back at the door of the church. The door was still 

open and he could see the Kuang-Shi groping about on the floor. 

Slowly they began to rise again.  

For a few moments the Doctor and the Kuang-Shi glared at each 

other. Then the vampires turned and retreated into the church, closing 

the door behind them. Simon looked at the Doctor blankly.  

‘Going back to feed on the poor unfortunates not able to escape,’ the 

Doctor explained, pained by the fact as much as Simon was. Simon 

wanted to go back inside and help, but the Doctor pulled him back. 

‘We can’t. They seriously out number us. I don’t like it, but that’s the 

way it is.’  

‘What about your daughter?’  

‘Alf? She left by the back door, deeper into the church. She needs to 

find Nick, and believe me; she’s driven by a passion stronger than any 

Kuang-Shi. They wouldn’t want to interfere.’ The Doctor’s brow 

furrowed. ‘Still, I feel I should be in there.’  

‘What can you do?’  

The Doctor sighed. ‘Not a lot, right now. Alf will find Nick, don’t 

doubt that. But something else is going on. I’m not sure what Bradley 

was doing with that boy on the altar, but I have a nasty feeling. For 

now I think we need some reinforcements. I hate to call in the military, 

but what else can we do? The Kuang-Shi won’t be talked down.’  

‘To UNIT then?’  

‘Yes. You know the way?’ Simon nodded. The Doctor glanced up at 

the rain, and flicked the dripping brim of his fedora. ‘Good. Let’s get 

out of this weather and get in touch with this Brigadier Harrington, 

shall we?’ As Simon led the way to his cab the Doctor glanced back at 
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the old church. ‘The Cult of Ashgotoroth has seen its last day,’ he said 

grimly. 

 

Traipsing through the back of the church had been more uneventful 

than Alf had expected. There were no Kuang-Shi to be found, all of 

them, no doubt taking care of things in the main hall. Part of Alf felt 

guilty for leaving the Doctor against such odds, but a bigger part of her 

accepted that Nick was much more important to her.  

Only one thing of any interest had occurred during her search of the 

rear of the building. It was something that she had never experienced 

before. It felt like time was slowing down around her. She had no idea 

why she had felt it, but she was without a doubt that she had. It had 

only lasted mere moments, but it was long enough to register as solid 

fact to her.  

Now she came to an ornately carved door, hanging off its hinges. As 

far as Alf was concerned it was a sign to look further.  

She entered the brightly-lit room and came to a stop. Next to the 

door was a crumpled figure that Alf knew quite well. She crouched 

down and shook Bradley, attempting to rouse him, but he was firmly 

unconscious. Blood trickled from a wound on his head. Alf felt no pity 

for him; she never would.  

Further into the room was another figure lying on the floor. Alf 

walked over to it, and noticed it was the naked boy that had been on 

the altar. The same boy that Bradley had taken away with him. Alf 

leaned down and turned the boy over, and almost fell back in shock. 

The boy’s face was melted away, leaving only a gaping hole full of 

blood and gore. Alf gagged and lifted her hand to her mouth. It was 

then that she noticed a substance like mercury squirming on her palm. 

She shook it off and looked at the naked body again. All over the skin 

the mercury like substance rippled. It was liquid time, just like the 

thing that had been in the lava lamp.  
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As she watched the liquid time evaporated. Alf shook her head, 

wondering what had been going on. She glanced beyond the dead 

body and noticed something else. Several something else’s, in fact. 

Little metallic components lay on the floor, caked in blood. Although 

she did not know exactly what they were, Alf did know that they were 

the implants that had once been in Nick’s legs.  

‘Nick?’ she called out.  

‘He’s gone,’ a weak voice answered.  

Alf turned around in time to see Bradley painfully drag himself into 

a sitting position. Alf got to her own feet and began walking towards 

him. ‘What have you done with Nick, you bastard?’  

Bradley coughed and spat out blood. ‘Nothing. This is what he did 

to me.’  

Alf almost smiled, glad that Bradley had started receiving some of 

his own medicine, but she stopped as concern clouded her mind. How 

could Nick do such a thing?  

As if reading her mind, Bradley said; ‘He went all god on me. Did 

you know your husband could be so powerful?’  

Alf felt her heart sink. She knew about the Millennium People, and 

how Nick was not really human. Deep inside she had always feared 

that one day Nick would grow beyond such mortal needs once more. 

She looked away from Bradley and carried on walking, out of the 

room, doing her best to hold back the tears.  

He’s gone and left me.  

 

A door at the rear of the old church building opened and Nick 

staggered out. His eyes were bloodshot, and he staggered like a drunk. 

He held onto the gaping wound in his neck, trying to squeeze the hole 

closed. He was having little joy. Liquid time and blood mingling 

together seeped through the gaps in his fingers and dribbled down his 

hand.  
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Inside his mind a new voice was trying to speak to him. It was not 

the voice of the gestalt entity known as the Millennium People (and 

that had been a joy to hear once again after so long of hearing only his 

own voice), but a darker voice. Something insidious. Nick could not 

make out any words, but the meaning behind the voice was plain.  

It was a coup!  

Liquid time, direct from Ashgotoroth himself, was spreading 

through Nick’s veins. He tried to draw on all the powers of the 

Millennium People in an attempt to remove the liquid time, but it was 

running rampant, rewriting the human body’s genetic structure. 

Infusing the mortal form with a vestige of Ashgotoroth.  

‘No!’ Nick cried out. ‘Not like this!’  

It had been so long since he had had the powers of the Millennium 

People to call on, so long since the Dommervoy Loci had first made 

him human, and he was so out of touch. He tried to focus his energies, 

just like he had done so easily when he had re-clothed himself, but 

nothing was happening. He could still feel the liquid time surging 

through him.  

There was only one thing he could do. Give up the body before it 

was too late. Before he was engulfed by the new personality that came 

with the liquid time. The entity that wanted to possess both his body 

and mind.  

He dropped to his knees and lifted his head to the sky. ‘Alf! I’m so 

sorry!’ he screamed as the darkness surrounded him.  

His body collapsed onto the wet ground and for several moments he 

lay there unmoving. Eventually a hand moved, fingers clenching. The 

palms lay flat on the ground and with a fluid ease he rose to his feet. 

He stood there, looking around, his eyebrows knitted together tightly, 

his jaw set firm. He eyes glowed red, a small flame burning within.  

‘Better,’ he said, his voice cold and hard.  



 

134 

 

The Doctor was frowning. Simon glanced from the road ahead to the 

Doctor. ‘I’m sure Alf will be fine,’ he said, although in truth he had no 

idea.  

The Doctor nodded. ‘Oh yes. Alf is a survivor. But it’s not her I was 

worrying about. It’s why Bradley was poring liquid time into the body 

of that boy. What was he up to?’  

‘Liquid time?’  

‘It doesn’t matter.’ The Doctor waved it aside, and his face 

lightened. ‘What were you doing in the church anyway?’  

‘Oh. Someone handed me some leaflet about the cult. Got a little 

curious, so along I went. I have heard lots about the cult, but never 

bothered looking in before. Not really my scene, you see.’ Simon 

flicked the indicator and turned the car around a corner. ‘But, hey, for 

once I decided to check it out. I had a few hours free, so I thought why 

not, eh?’  

‘Mmm.’  

‘I still can’t believe I sat through that ceremony. Maybe I thought it 

was some trick, that geezer cutting into that kid.’ Simon shook his 

head, doing his best to rationalise his actions.  

‘It was no trick. As for why you stayed to watch. The mental power 

of the Kuang-Shi was holding you there. I managed to break the 

influence, fortunately.’  

‘But vampires? Who would have thought that?’  

‘I would,’ the Doctor said simply. He turned to look in the wing 

mirror on his door, and frowned.  

‘Yeah. How did you know?’  

The Doctor ignored the question, and pointed at the wing mirror. 

‘Someone is signalling us to pull over.’  

Simon looked into the rear view mirror. ‘Oh. Hang on, that looks 

like a UNIT car.’ Without another word Simon pulled his car over and 
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turned off the engine. Once the car had come to a stop the Doctor 

immediately got out and walked over to the UNIT car. Simon did not 

want to miss anything, so he got out as well.  

‘Just the people,’ the Doctor enthused, raising his sodden hat, as a 

door in the UNIT car opened. A young man dressed in UNIT uniform 

stepped out of the car. ‘I want to see Brigadier Harrington, I have some 

serious things to discuss with him.’  

The UNIT soldier opened the back door of the car and indicated. 

‘Inside, sir. Brigadier Harrington will want to have a word with you, 

too.’ The Doctor shrugged and got into the car. The soldier turned to 

Simon. ‘You, too.’  

‘Mind if I lock my car first?’ Simon was not too sure about all of this.  

‘No need. I’ll drive your car. Inside now.’  

Simon looked back at his car, weighing up his options, and came to 

realise he did not really have any. Silently he handed his car keys over 

and got into the UNIT car. He sat beside the Doctor, who was smiling 

broadly. Simon just hoped the Doctor knew what he was doing. 

 

Wedding dress soaked, Alf made her way through the streets of 

Highgate. She had no direction in mind, simply wandering aimlessly. 

Thunder roared in the skies above and Alf glanced around. She was 

cold, tired, and hungry. Most of all she was wet, and judging by the 

weather it looked like she would not be getting dry any time soon.  

She knew that she had to find the Doctor, eventually, but at that 

moment she wanted to be alone. Alf looked up as a crowd walked 

towards her. She turned left and walked into a dark back alley, 

situated in between a row of houses. She carried on, deep in thought, 

totally unaware of the person following her in the darkness.  

‘Alf,’ a voice said.  
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She stopped and slowly turned around. Someone was standing 

before her, half buried in the shadows from the houses on either side. 

Alf looked closely. There was something familiar about that figure.  

‘Nick?’ she asked, hopefully.  

He stepped out of the shadows and smiled. His long blond hair was 

no longer in a ponytail, and he wore black clothes, but it was definitely 

Nick.  

‘Nick!’ Alf cried out, and rushed over to him. She hugged him 

tightly. ‘Oh Nick! I thought I had lost you.’  

‘You have,’ he answered coldly.  

Alf looked up into his red eyes and removed her arms. Nick’s face 

looked harder than before, and Alf was not too sure if it was simply 

because of the shadows. She shook her head, not able to comprehend 

what was going on. ‘But you’ve come back. Bradley said you had 

returned to the Millennium People.’  

He tilted his head to one said and regarded Alf. ‘Nick did indeed try 

to return to the Millennium People, but my God, Ashgotoroth, was far 

too strong for him.’ He lifted his arms and smiled a thin, cold smile. ‘I 

am the Emissary of Ashgotoroth.’  

‘What?’  

He bared his sharp teeth, and Alf staggered backwards in horror. 

‘That’s right, Nick is gone. I am Nicholaus, the greatest of the Kuang-

Shi on this planet.’ Nicholaus laughed. ‘Nick never loved you. He was 

just biding his time until his People called him home. He was almost 

there, too. Now, he is just dead.’  

‘No,’ Alf said in a whisper. ‘You’re lying.’  

‘Am I?’ Nicholaus tapped the side of his head. ‘I have all of Nick’s 

memories.’ He smiled, taking a perverse delight from witnessing the 

growing despair in Alf’s eyes. ‘We shall meet again, I’m sure. A time 

anomaly like you will be a great feast for Ashgotoroth.’ He bowed and 
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moved away slowly. ‘Until then.’ He drifted back into the shadows 

and was gone.  

Alf dropped to her knees, her body shaking as the real horror took 

hold of her. She was totally oblivious to the rain and the cold; her mind 

drifting back to another trip to London, and to her torment at the 

hands of another vampire version of her beloved Nick.  

No!  

The scream echoed in her mind, where no one else could hear.  

 

The Doctor sat behind a table in a blank room. It was empty except for 

the table (upon which his wet hat lay) and chairs. He knew exactly 

what the room was, for he had been in similar rooms many times over 

his lives. It was an interrogation room. It was in this room that he had 

been told to wait. There was no other person with him, no UNIT 

soldier to keep an eye on him, although the Doctor would wager on 

there being some sort of guard outside the room.  

He wondered where Simon had been taken. Another room like this 

one, he suspected. To see what the young man knew.  

The door opened and two men walked in. A third man remained 

outside the door, which caused the Doctor to smile smugly. The third 

man was a guard, as he had thought. The first man to enter the room 

the Doctor did not know. He was tall, although not as tall as the Doctor 

or the second man. His fair hair was cut short, and he had piercing 

eyes, hiding behind them a sly sense of self. The Doctor recognised the 

rank insignia on the man’s shoulders. The Doctor stood up and held 

out a hand.  

‘Brigadier Harrington, I presume?’  

Harrington shook the Doctor’s hand. ‘Good call. And I’m sure you 

know the Lieutenant General?’ He indicated the man behind him.  

The Doctor smiled at the man in question, for he did indeed know 

the man. They had met on three occasions in the past, although neither 
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time had the man looked so old and so bemused. The Lieutenant-

General had a full figure, although not quite matching the Doctor’s, 

and his hair was grey. He wore a grey beard too, again seemingly a 

slightly less impressive copy of the Doctor’s.  

‘Alistair Lethbridge-Stewart! Gone up in the world, I see?’  

Lethbridge-Stewart nodded, although he did not smile. ‘So it would 

seem. A lot has happened since you left us back in 1972, Doctor. So 

nice of you to come back.’  

The Doctor looked to the floor, like a schoolboy having been told off 

by his favourite teacher. He cleared his throat, and looked back up at 

Lethbridge-Stewart hopefully. ‘Well, I was a little befuddled by my 

regeneration back then. Here I am now, all ready to help and be 

helped.’  

‘Just what makes you think we need your help, Doctor? We’ve 

managed quite well since you vanished on us. We could have done 

with your help during the Nestene Incursion. Your expertise would 

have come in very handy.’  

The Doctor almost flinched at the bitterness in his old friend’s voice. 

‘Sorry. But, erm, I can make amends now. There is a problem in 

London that I can help you with, and it is something that I have equal 

expertise about.’  

Lethbridge-Stewart shook his head and sat down. ‘You know I was 

called back from Geneva when UNIT learned you were back. And 

what do I find? You telling me about something that UNIT has been 

aware of for months.’  

The Doctor blinked in surprise. ‘You have?’  

‘Yes.’  

‘Then why haven’t you done anything about it? Do you realise the 

danger Bradley’s little coven of vampires could cause the human race?’  
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‘Enough, Doctor!’ Lethbridge-Stewart’s tone was forceful. ‘Just sit 

down and listen.’ The Doctor did as he was told and the Brigadier-

General turned to Harrington. ‘Brigadier, if you would be so kind?’  

Brigadier Harrington cleared his throat and began. ‘We have been 

watching the so-called Cult of Ashgotoroth for three months now, but 

little has been happening. However we have strong reason to believe 

that the death of the homeless people of London are linked directly to 

that cult. A vampire, calling himself Prince Bradley, who first appeared 

in London in 1989, runs the cult. The dead bodies have all been drained 

of blood, and almost all of them have been seen to have contact with 

one or more members of the Cult of Ashgotoroth.’  

The Doctor could not contain himself. ‘If you know all this then why 

haven’t you stopped him?’  

Harrington held up a hand to silence the Doctor. ‘Because he is 

contained. At the moment the victims of his cult are only the homeless. 

The sad fact is that the homeless people of London are also faceless to 

the general public, and therefore the concern is not high. However, if 

we move in on the cult too soon then things could get a lot worse.’  

‘As they will now, no doubt, get,’ Lethbridge-Stewart added. 

‘Thanks to you, Doctor.’  

‘What?’  

‘Well, now that the little coven has been exposed to many others the 

vampires will not be secretive about their killing.’ Lethbridge-Stewart 

stood up, but his eyes never left the Doctor. ‘As usual you wander 

around with no thought of the consequences. Looks like UNIT will 

have to take care of things again, cleaning up your mess like we always 

have.’ He turned to leave, but spoke to Harrington before he did so. 

‘I’m going to get in touch with Geneva to advise them on our next 

course of action.’  
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Once Lethbridge-Stewart had gone, Harrington turned to the glum 

looking Doctor. ‘Please remain at UNIT HQ, Doctor. Until we decide 

what to do with you.’  

The Doctor gave no indication of having heard. 

 

Left to his own devices (and thoughts) the Doctor roamed the halls of 

UNIT HQ at something of a loss, until his dietary needs led him to the 

canteen. He entered and came to an abrupt stop, a look of surprise 

etched across his face.  

Ruby was kneeling before the TARDIS, a bowl of milk between her 

and the blue box. The Doctor noticed the door was slightly ajar, and 

realised what had happened. Ruby was making odd noises with her 

mouth, clicking her fingers all the while.  

‘Missy! Missy!’ she called.  

‘Lost something?’ the Doctor asked.  

Ruby jumped and turned around sharply. For a moment she looked 

unsure where to put herself, then she climbed to her feet and dusted 

her apron down. She smiled widely. ‘Hello again, Doctor. I’m afraid 

Missy has decided to go into your TARDIS. I didn’t want to be rude 

and stroll on in, so I’m trying to get her out.’ She bit her bottom lip. 

‘Hmm. You must have something nice in there for Missy not to come 

out to the smell of her favourite milk.’  

‘Oh, I have lots of nice somethings inside the TARDIS.’ The Doctor 

walked over to the TARDIS and went to enter, but then he stopped and 

turned to face Ruby. ‘You know, I think it is safe to say that Missy will 

fine in the TARDIS for a while, and I know I need some food.’  

Ruby considered this. ‘Fair enough. Just don’t go whizzing off with 

her. She isn’t going anywhere without me, got it?’ The Doctor nodded. 

Ruby eyed him suspiciously, and saw the way his face fell. ‘Oh, okay 

then, I believe you. Go and grab yourself a seat and I’ll get you some 

food.’  
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The Doctor did as he was told with a big sigh. He was still sighing 

when Ruby returned with a plate of tortellini. She placed it before him 

and he just looked at it. ‘Lost your appetite?’  

The Doctor shook his head. ‘No no. It’s not that.’  

‘No, I wouldn’t have believed you if you had said yes.’  

The Doctor smiled at this, and went on to tell her about his meeting 

with Lethbridge-Stewart. He had no idea why he was telling her, but 

for some reason it seemed the right thing to do. Ruby listened intently, 

nodding at the right times, asking probing questions when needed. 

Finally the Doctor slumped back in his chair.  

‘So, you see, it’s a mess. Lethbridge-Stewart and I were meant for 

great things. Not this.’  

‘Well, dear, you’ve got to look at it from his point of view, too, you 

know. Nineteen years ago you just upped and left when the Earth 

really needed you – when Lethbridge-Stewart needed you! UNIT had to 

struggle for two longs year before the Nestene were defeated. Since 

then Earth has been invaded many times, and each and every time 

UNIT was the first line of defence.’  

The Doctor ran his hand through his hair. ‘I know exactly what you 

are saying. I was told once that I was meant to stay and help defeat the 

Nestene, and from there serve as UNIT’s scientific advisor for several 

years. I was supposed to help the Earth against many an invasion. But I 

changed that by leaving Earth in 1972.’  

‘Then why did you do it?’  

‘At the time? I don’t know. Hard to say. In my own mind I had 

convinced myself that I needed to track down the source of the time 

anomalies. Find out why things had changed. If I had stayed I suppose 

things would not be half as bad as they turned out. Regeneration does 

things to the mind. But one thing I do know for sure; without me here 

UNIT has become a lot stronger. The Earth has become a lot stronger. 

Surely that cannot be a bad thing?’  
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Ruby smiled and patted the Doctor’s hand. ‘No, pet, it’s not a bad 

thing. Still, now you are here. Guess you can work with the Lieutenant 

General once again.’  

The Doctor heaped a generous amount of Parmesan cheese on to his 

tortellini, ground the pepper grinder over it, and lifted his fork. ‘I 

certainly hope so, Ruby, I certainly hope so. ’Cause I really need his 

help on this one.’ He dug his fork into the tortellini and took a 

mouthful.  
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Chapter Four 

 

Nicholaus entered the old church, his wet clothes hanging on him like 

lead, and was surprised by the disarray of the Kuang-Shi within. He 

walked through the worship hall and up onto the stage, all the while 

clenching and unclenching his fingers, enjoying the feel of the body he 

wore. Getting a body for his mind had been a long time in coming, and 

he intended to enjoy it to the full. On the stage, beside the altar, lay the 

sword that Bradley had used to cut open Daniel’s body. Nicholaus 

picked the sword up, and with great force he slammed it onto the top 

of the altar. The noise echoed throughout the hall and all heads turned 

to look at him. 

‘Behold! I am the Emissary of Ashgotoroth – your God!’ he 

exclaimed, holding the sword aloft. ‘From this time forth until our God 

returns you shall obey me as you would obey him.’ Nicholaus lowered 

the sword and pointed it towards the windows, revelling in the 

theatrics of his gestures. ‘Now go! Make new followers – prepare the 

way for Ashgotoroth!’  

As one, the Kuang-Shi dutifully obeyed and left the church for the 

city outside. Once he was satisfied that he was alone, Nicholaus 

lowered the sword and placed it in its sheath. He turned and walked 

across the stage and opened the door that would take him into 

Bradley’s sanctum.  

Nicholaus smiled when he saw that Bradley was sitting behind the 

table inside the room. He walked in and closed the door quietly behind 

him. ‘Hello, Bradley.’  

Bradley looked up. His face still bore the wounds given to him by 

Nick, although they were healing. At first he looked shocked at the 

sight of the man before him, thinking it was Nick coming back for 

round two, before he sensed the presence within Nick’s body. Bradley 
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smiled and clasped his hands together. ‘Nicholas! You have returned. 

What joy!’  

Nicholaus approached the table. ‘No, you are mistaken. I am not the 

Nicholas you once knew.’ He laughed softly. ‘You know so little of 

what it is to be Kuang-Shi, to be a child of Ashgotoroth. But what 

should I expect from the offspring of a fourth generation Kuang-Shi?’  

Bradley gave Nicholaus a blank look.  

‘Once a Kuang-Shi is dead he cannot come back. The Kuang-Shi are 

born of the liquid time that is Ashgotoroth, the liquid time that runs 

through the veins of the Kuang-Shi can be spread to turn lesser beings 

into our kin. But each new Kuang-Shi that is born contains a new 

aspect of Ashgotoroth, as individual a personality as the humans of 

this world. And yet, unlike these humans, we are all connected to the 

same group mind.’ Nicholaus perched himself on the edge of the table. 

‘I know of Nicholas, how he was killed by Alf in 1986. And I know that 

he and you were brothers in mind and deed. But I am not he.’  

‘But you wear the same body.’  

‘Yes, I do. An unusual occurrence for a Kuang-Shi to have the same 

body as another, to be sure, but we are dealing with unique 

circumstances. You and Nicholas came from another dimension, a 

parallel reality.’  

Bradley nodded slowly, and Nicholaus knew that he understood at 

last. ‘Then what should I call you?’  

‘Nicholaus is my name.’ He reached out and placed a hand on 

Bradley’s chest. ‘Can you feel that? That is liquid time that has come 

direct from Ashgotoroth himself. The only thing that could turn a 

Millennium People into a Kuang-Shi. I am Generation One, the 

strongest of our kind on this world. And I have been chosen to bring 

Ashgotoroth forth in a way that you could never do.’  

Bradley slapped Nicholaus’ hand away. ‘No! That is my mission. 

Ashgotoroth promised me.’  
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‘Tut tut, Bradley. That was before He had a Generation One Kuang-

Shi on hand. Fear not, though, I will let you help me.’ With a smile, 

Nicholaus turned and strode out through another door, heading 

deeper into the church.  

Bradley stared daggers at Nicholaus’ departing form.  

 

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 Impaler!’  

Alf opened her eyes, but she soon wished she had not. The rage in Nicholas’ 

eyes was beyond any anger that she had seen expressed by Nick.  

The rain continued to pour, soaking through Alf’s wedding dress as 

she lay on the ground in the alleyway, shaking and crying. It was not 

the rain or the cold wind that was causing her to shiver, but the fear 

she felt as she relived her darkest fears.  

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. Nicholas stood before her, brandishing the metal pole in his hand. 

Blood dripped from his sharp teeth.  

His face blurred, the teeth shrank, and the evil look mellowed into one of 

love.  

‘And do you, Nick, take this woman as your lawfully wedded wife, to have 

and to hold, in the good times and the bad, in sickness and in health, until 

death you do part?’  

Nick didn’t falter. ‘I do,’ he announced firmly.  

‘Nick,’ Alf sobbed.  

Alf opened her eyes and looked around. People continued to walk passed, 

ignoring her. She looked around, but there was no one near enough to have 

whispered to her.  

I’m coming for you.  
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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. Moving at quite a speed. Alf did not need to be a genius to work out 

who it was.  

Still shivering, Alf’s hand reached up and touched the scar on her 

cheek. Her eyelids flickered open for a moment, then closed.  

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. ‘Not content with taking away my manhood, now you 

want my life too.’  

‘It wasn’t me who did that!’ Alf yelled, tears brimming in her eyes. ‘Why 

can’t you understand that? It wasn’t me.’ She turned to her knapsack and 

pulled out a box of matches. Alf looked from the little box to Nicholas. She had 

seen enough vampire films when she was younger. With a sniff, Alf said, ‘It 

wasn’t me.’ One by one she lit the matches and dropped them onto Nicholas’ 

body.  

Alf’s eyes snapped open. Slowly, but with great determination, she 

got to her feet and looked around the alley. There was no sign of 

Nicholaus. Which was a pity. Once before she had killed a sadistic 

copy of her husband, she could do it again.  

Barely able to contain her anger, Alf stalked off, one direction in her 

mind.  

 

The Doctor glanced up as more UNIT soldiers rushed through the 

canteen. Ruby was busy behind the hotplate serving food. The Doctor 

got up and made his way over to the person she was serving, swerving 

to miss the UNIT soldiers rushing around. He tapped Lethbridge-

Stewart on the shoulder.  
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‘What’s going on?’  

Lethbridge-Stewart turned to face the Doctor, a plate of sandwiches 

in one hand. ‘Geneva has given me full authority, Doctor. London is 

now under martial law, for the protection of the civilians.’ He set off. 

The Doctor followed.  

‘What can I do?’  

‘Nothing, Doctor. I think you have done enough, don’t you?’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart carried on out of the canteen, leaving the Doctor 

standing in the doorway.  

The Time Lord clone remained where he was, not moving for the 

UNIT soldiers, who had to squeeze passed him. He continued to watch 

Lethbridge-Stewart’s retreating form, feeling the loss deeply. Nothing 

had seemed to go right for the Doctor since his last regeneration… 

since he had last left UNIT HQ. The Doctor knew that the universe had 

been altered around him, but he had made it a goal to make the best of 

a bad situation. Yet all he had managed to do was make things worse.  

As Lethbridge-Stewart walked away the Doctor was left pondering 

past mistakes and lost friendships.  

 

Night fell over London, and the storm increased. News reports on both 

the TV and the radio told Londoners to remain indoors, that the city 

was under martial law. A curfew was in place. UNIT and the regular 

army troops teamed up with police officers to scour the streets of 

London, ordering any civilian found outside to remain in their homes.  

Elsewhere, in Highgate, the door of the old church was opened once 

again, and the Kuang-Shi spread out. 

 

‘Martial law is one thing, Brigadier, and facing off against the Kuang-

Shi is another. But you need to go to the heart of the problem. The 

power seat of the Kuang-Shi is that old church in Highgate.’  
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Brigadier Harrington sat opposite the Doctor, while Simon and 

Ruby stood by the hotplate watching the two men debate.  

‘I understand that, Doctor, but I have my orders too. The Lieutenant 

General is in charge of this operation and he wants the streets of 

London cleared. Already we have had a report that the church is 

emptying.’  

‘Yes, because the Kuang-Shi are on a mission to make new 

followers. There is a bigger power at play here, much bigger than 

simple vampires, Brigadier.’ The Doctor looked down at his coffee. 

‘And we need to rescue Nick and Alf,’ he muttered. He had hoped that 

Alf would have returned with Nick by now, but there was no sign of 

either of them. The Doctor could not help but fear the worst.  

Harrington sighed. ‘Look, Doctor, I’ll have a word with the 

Brigadier-General. That’s the best I can do.’  

The Doctor reached out a hand and placed it on Harrington’s. 

‘Thank you. I hope it is enough.’  

Brigadier Harrington nodded, got up, and left the canteen. The 

Doctor looked over at Simon and Ruby. ‘Right then, either Lethbridge-

Stewart helps or he doesn’t.’ He stood and fixed them with a 

determined look. ‘Whatever happens I am going back to Highgate to 

find Nick and Alf.’  

‘I don’t think Bobby will be allowed to let you leave HQ, Doctor,’ 

Ruby said.  

‘He won’t have a choice. I am not bound by the laws of this world.’  

Simon smiled. ‘I’m coming with you, then, Doctor.’  

The Doctor smiled. ‘Thank you, Simon, but I cannot ask you to risk 

your life. I left them there, they’re my responsibility. Time for me to 

take care of the consequences on my own.’  

‘Ah, but you need transport. I have a car.’  

The Doctor was about to acknowledge the logic of Simon’s response 

when someone entered the canteen. All three of them turned to look. 
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Standing in the doorway was Alf. Her wedding dress was ruined; dirty 

and wet. Her hair was a mess. She looked from Ruby to Simon, until 

her eyes finally came to rest on the Doctor.  

‘Alf!’ the Doctor exclaimed, delighted. He stepped towards her, and 

then noticed someone was missing. ‘Where’s Nick?’ he asked, his 

hearts beating faster than usual.  

Whatever he had expected, the Doctor was surprised by Alf’s 

response. She walked straight over to him and slapped him across the 

face. The Doctor staggered back, stung.  

‘It’s your fault!’ Alf screamed, and promptly collapsed on to the 

floor.  

 

Alf opened her eyes slowly and looked around, confused to be waking 

up in an unknown environment. She was sitting in a chair, and two 

people were nearby. One, a tall man with short black hair, she 

recognised, although she was not too sure from where. The other she 

knew only too well. The Doctor was kneeling beside her, a look of 

concern on his face.  

‘Alf? What’s happened?’ he asked softly.  

‘What?’  

‘Erm… when you came in you slapped me and said it was my fault. 

What is my fault, Alf? Where’s Nick?’  

The Doctor’s gentle prodding brought it all back. Finding Bradley in 

that room, the body of the dead boy, the bloody implants. The monster 

in Nick’s body. Alf’s lower lip began to tremble. The Doctor reached 

out a hand and took hold of Alf’s.  

‘What is it?’  

‘He’s dead. Doctor, Nick’s dead.’ She sniffed, trying to hold back the 

tears.  

The Doctor’s face went ashen, and his grip slackened. ‘What?’ he 

said in a whisper.  
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Alf wiped her eyes. ‘He’s been killed by the Kuang-Shi. He is a 

Kuang-Shi.’  

The Doctor said nothing further. He simply rose to his feet, turned 

away and walked over to the TARDIS. Alf and Simon watched him as 

he pushed open the door and entered the police box. Alf’s brows 

knitted together and she looked at Simon like a helpless child.  

Simon swallowed hard, not knowing what to do. He had never 

known had to deal with bad news properly.  

‘This is what you need, darling,’ said Ruby as she came out of the 

kitchen. She bobbled over to Alf and handed the younger woman a 

steaming cup of black coffee. Alf looked at it and gave Ruby a weak 

smile. ‘Good to calm the nerves.’ She looked around. ‘Now then, 

where’s the Doctor rushed off to?’  

Simon pointed at the blue box sitting in the corner of the canteen. ‘In 

there.’ He scratched the top of his head. ‘Not sure why he want to go 

into a phone box, though.’  

Ruby clapped her hands. ‘Oh, great! I’ve always wanted to go inside 

the TARDIS.’  

 

Bradley looked out of the window of his study. Through the glass he 

could see the last of the Kuang-Shi leave the church. His Kuang-Shi! 

Created through his actions.  

The door opened and Bradley slowly turned around. Standing in the 

doorway was Nicholaus.  

‘Sent them out then?’  

Nicholaus bowed his head, and Bradley felt himself squirm inside at 

the melodrama that Nicholaus used with every movement. ‘Yes, I 

have. And soon Ashgotoroth will rise again. Once I have found a new 

temporary vessel. Can you suggest anyone?’  

Bradley eyed Nicholaus. ‘What do you think you are doing?’  
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Nicholaus moved across the room and placed himself on the table. 

‘What do you mean?’  

‘I created you.’  

‘Quite the contrary, Bradley. I was not created by some fourth 

generation Kuang-Shi,’ Nicholaus said and spread his arms out wide, ‘I 

was created by Ashgotoroth himself! The Creator. Our God!’ He 

lowered his arms and smiled. ‘Not by you.’  

‘If it was not for me then you would not be here!’  

‘Calm now, Bradley. Ashgotoroth always wanted me to be his 

Emissary. That is why he allowed you to find Nick. He needed the 

body of a Millennium People for his Emissary. Why are you getting 

yourself so worked up?’  

‘Why?’ Bradley shouted. He flew across the room, and grabbed 

Nicholaus by the throat. ‘I am the Prince of the Kuang-Shi on this 

planet. I rule them, not you! How dare you come along and take over! I 

am the Prince!’  

Nicholaus stood up, unfazed by the amount of strength Bradley was 

putting into his grip. ‘Not any more. I am the one true Emissary. 

Created by the one true God! You are nothing!’ Nicholaus pushed 

Bradley with barely a hint of strength and Bradley flew across the 

room, smashing though the door into the corridor beyond. Nicholaus 

walked over to where Bradley lay and stood astride him. ‘Remember 

that, Bradley, I am the power here. You would do well to obey me.’  

Bradley lay there for a while after Nicholaus had left. Inside the rage 

continued to boil.  

 

Ruby stepped through the dark portal and found herself inside a small 

chamber that reminded her somewhat of a small cathedral. She smiled 

as she noticed her cat sitting on the top of the central console, lying 

next to what appeared to be a shaving mirror. Tenderly, so as not to 
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disturb Missy who was sleeping happily, Ruby stepped further into 

the chamber and looked around for the Doctor.  

‘Doctor? You there?’ she called out softly.  

A wooden door opened and the Doctor entered the room. He was 

no longer dressed in his black suit and frilly shirt, instead he wore his 

more usual blue overcoat and scarf. In his hand he carried a large 

wooden stake. He nodded at Ruby. ‘Hello, Ruby.’  

‘What are you up to, Doctor?’  

‘I’ve got to end this. Time to deal with the consequences, as 

Lethbridge-Stewart has so kindly pointed out to me.’ He walked over 

to the steps that led out of the TARDIS. He looked back at Ruby. 

‘Almost two years ago a friend of mine, Bradley DeMars, died, killed 

by my enemies.  And now Nick, too, is dead, no doubt killed by that 

monster that wears Bradley’s face.’  He let out a sigh.  ‘I will not allow 

that creature to carry on in Nick’s body.  And then, it’s that Bradley’s 

turn.  No more turning my friends into my enemies.  Enough is 

enough!’  

Ruby followed the Doctor out. Once she emerged from the TARDIS 

she found Alf standing in the canteen doorway, blocking the Doctor’s 

path.  

‘Alf, out of my way.’  

‘No. You can’t do it! You can’t kill Nick!’  

‘Nick is dead, Alf!’ the Doctor shouted back. The pained look on 

Alf’s face was too much for the Doctor to bear. ‘I’m sorry. But it’s true. 

He is dead, and we can’t bring him back. But we can kill that creature 

that looks like him, before anyone else dies.’  

Alf nodded. ‘You’re right. Then it’s up to me.’  

‘No, Alf. This is my fight.’  

‘No! It’s mine. Nick was my husband, and they took him from me 

before we had the chance to enjoy our marriage. I have to end this.’  
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‘But it was my fault that he ever met Bradley. If I had not brought 

him to 1986 in the first place none of this would have happened!’  

Alf looked away, and for a moment the Doctor thought she was 

going to step aside. Instead Alf turned back and swung her fist, 

catching the Doctor clean on the chin. The Doctor staggered backwards 

and landed on the floor, dazed. Alf reached down and picked up the 

stake that had clattered on to the floor.  

‘Sorry, Doctor. But this is my fight.’  

With that Alf walked out of the canteen.  

 

Nicholaus stood behind the altar and looked down at the unconscious 

human body lying on it. Finding a suitable host had been difficult. The 

human had put up a good fight, but the weapons he used were useless.  

Nicholaus raised the sword and slammed it into the body of the 

human. The sword cut cleanly through the skin until it hit the stone 

beneath the body. Nicholaus raised his arms aloft.  

‘Behold Ashgotoroth! Return to your Emissary!’  

He tore open his wrist with his teeth and let the liquid time poor 

onto the blade of the sword. The liquid time was channelled into the 

human body. As the liquid time dripped out his arm Nicholaus felt his 

body weakening, but it was worth it.  

Once enough had been given up, Nicholaus removed the sword 

from the body and returned it to the sheath that was attached to a 

wooden table behind the altar, and looked down at the vessel that now 

contained the essence of his creator. The liquid time that was his blood 

continued to drip from the tear in his arm but Nicholaus felt no pain. 

All he felt was jubilation, knowing that he was responsible for 

Ashgotoroth’s return in a way that Bradley could only dream about.  

The opening of the far door interrupted his jubilation. Nicholaus 

looked up and across the worship hall. Someone stood in the dark 

shadows, just outside of the hall, safely in the vestibule. Nicholaus 
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strained his eyes to make out whom it was, but his body was 

weakened by the loss of his lifeblood and he could not focus so far 

ahead.  

‘Who’s there?’ he asked in an unconcerned manner. No interruption 

would make a difference now. Ashgotoroth was going to reign 

supreme.  

‘Oh don’t pretend you don’t recognise me now,’ a female voice 

answered. ‘That would be such a disappointment.’  

Nicholaus smiled. His jubilation was complete for he did indeed 

recognise the voice. It was the woman Alf – the wife of Nick. He 

remained where he was, behind the altar, and watched as Alf stepped 

across the threshold and into the worship hall. Thunder crashed in the 

skies outside and rain hammered on the old stained glass windows. In 

her hand Alf carried a wooden stake. Nicholaus spied it and felt a little 

twinge of concern. Normally such a weapon would not be enough to 

seriously wound him, despite Earth myths about vampires, but in his 

weakened state he was not so sure.  

Lightning flashed, illuminating the hall, just as Alf started walking 

towards the stage. For the first time she noticed the unconscious form 

on the altar. ‘You bastard! Another one!’ She upped her pace. ‘Wasn’t 

that kid enough for you before?’  

‘That was Bradley’s choice, not mine.’  

‘And yet somehow that does not justify another life.’  

Nicholaus looked away. ‘I don’t need justification.’ He pointed to 

the body on the altar. ‘Ashgotoroth is going to reign! What more do I 

need?’  

‘This!’  

Nicholaus stumbled backwards taken by the surprising turn of 

speed from Alf. Before he knew it she was on the stage and around the 

side of the altar. Before he could react she had thrust the stake into 

him. He clutched at the wood weapon poking out of his chest and hit 
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the floor of the stage with a hard thud. He looked up at Alf. A shudder 

went down his back. In all the race memory of the Kuang-Shi he could 

not recall such rage in the eyes of a human.  

‘You stole his body! I barely got the chance to know him…’ Alf bit 

her lower lip and took a deep breath. ‘You won’t make a mockery of 

him now he’s gone!’  

It was as Alf moved towards him, still dressed in the dirty white 

wedding dress, that Nicholaus realised that his lifetime was going to 

be very short indeed. 

 

The UNIT jeep screeched to a halt outside the old church. The Doctor 

sat in the passenger seat while Brigadier Harrington sat in the back. 

Before it had come to a complete halt, the Doctor leapt out of the jeep 

and bounded his way towards the church. Harrington stood up and 

yelled out to the Doctor. The large man did not respond, instead he 

kicked at the old doors and stormed into the building. Harrington 

shook his head, not only at the Doctor’s retreating form, but also to 

stop the rain from falling from his hair into his eyes.  

Lance Corporal Ashton, who had been driving the jeep, looked up 

from his walky-talky. ‘Sir, Greyhound Five have engaged the vampires 

in the Coal Hill area.’  

Harrington nodded his head grimly. ‘Good. Now, let’s get after the 

Doctor, shall we?’  

 

Nicholaus smiled in satisfaction. ‘First Bradley, and now you. When 

Ashgotoroth rises my triumph will indeed be complete,’ he said 

mockingly.  

The stage area was a mess. Walls were dented from the impact of 

bodies. The ceremonial table had broken in half, and the unconscious 

body containing Ashgotoroth lay on the floor before the stage; having 

been knocked off the altar when Nicholaus had collided with it.  
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He was both surprised and impressed by Alf’s physical strength and 

her passionate anger. Both had served her well. She had fought like a 

woman possessed, with no intention of giving up until one of them 

was dead. This suited Nicholaus fine. At first it seemed like the woman 

was going to win, until he had been knocked against the altar. Seeing 

the host body fall to the floor below had rallied Nicholaus’ energies. 

He had torn the stake out of his chest and attacked Alf with the ferocity 

of a rabid animal.  

Now Alf lay on the floor before him; battered, bloody and bruised. 

Her wedding dress was torn, a pitiful reminder of what she had lost to 

the Kuang-Shi. She was barely conscious, but this did not bother 

Nicholaus. He did not need her to watch him make the killing move. 

She knew who had won, that was enough.  

‘Say your prayers, little woman,’ Nicholaus said.  

‘You know, I don’t think Alf is the religious type.’  

Nicholaus turned around in surprise. When he saw the person 

behind him he was not sure if he should laugh or cry. Standing there, 

in his wet clothes, hair dripping, beard soaked, was the Doctor. Large 

than life and twice as deadly. At least, Nicholaus assumed, that was 

how the Doctor wanted to come across, standing there with the stake 

now in his hand.  

‘It’s a nice thought, though,’ the Doctor added with a smile and 

made his move. He swung his arm, but Nicholaus was quicker. Before 

the Doctor realised what was happening his arm was twisted around 

and the stake was forced into his own chest. The Doctor balked in 

shock.  

Nicholaus released him. ‘Wooden stakes work best on mortals, 

Doctor, or didn’t you realise that?’  

The Doctor lifted his hand and looked at his blood curiously. With 

that he staggered backwards and fell through one of the broken 

barriers that surrounded the stage. He landed on the floor awkwardly 
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and let out a gasp of pain. Nicholaus stepped across the stage and 

looked down at the mortally wounded clone.  

‘Goodbye, Doctor,’ he said.  

‘Goodbye yourself!’ Alf shouted from behind.  

Nicholaus span around in time to witness the sword arcing towards 

him. The blade cut clean through his neck and his head flew through 

the air to land on a pew behind where the Doctor lay. The headless 

body dropped unceremoniously onto the stage floor.  

Alf looked at the body and then across at the head of Nick. Her eyes 

welled up and she fell to her knees, as if all her strength had failed her 

in one go.  

Gathering his own strength together, and doing his best to ignore 

the numbness around his wound, the Doctor struggled on to the stage 

and crawled over to Alf. He reached out for her, not daring to look at 

the dead body of his one-time protégé. ‘Alf…’  

She did not look up. ‘I killed him,’ she said through deep gasps of 

breath. ‘I killed Nick.’  

‘No, Alf, no you didn’t. The Kuang-Shi killed him. You just freed his 

body.’  

This time Alf did look up. For a moment she just looked into the 

Doctor’s eyes, her tears continuing to flow. The Doctor sniffed, trying 

to not to give into the emotional pain he felt himself. He had to be 

strong for Alf’s sake.  

Something altered in Alf’s eyes. The tears stopped and her look 

became harder. ‘It was you,’ she said. ‘You did it. You came back from 

the dead. You took Nick with you.’ Slowly Alf rose to her feet. The 

Doctor attempted to follow suit but he did not have the strength. ‘You 

did it. You killed Nick.’  

Alf turned and calmly walked away, leaving the Doctor to slump 

onto the stage floor again. On her way out of the church she passed 

Brigadier Harrington and Lance Corporal Ashton. They remained 
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where they were, in the doorway of the hall, uncertain of what they 

had witnessed. They watched Alf step through the wooden doors into 

the storm beyond.  

‘Blimey,’ Ashton said.  

Harrington nodded, turned, and made his way over to the stage.  

 

The Doctor closed his eyes but he did not stop seeing. Images swirled 

around him. Planets he had visited and people he had met since his 

last regeneration.  

Every moment of this incarnation flashing before his eyes.  

He could feel the stake still embedded in one of his hearts, and he 

could feel the second heart trying to work twice as hard, but it was no 

good. Even a Time Lord body augmented by superior cloning 

technology could not withstand such disruption.  

Another regeneration was coming on. The Doctor knew it. It was 

time to start again, to be reborn.  

An image came to the fore. It was a man’s face, angular and thin. 

The image had black hair with red-died tips. Bradley Nathanial 

DeMars. This was not the image of the Kuang-Shi, but the image of the 

Brad that had travelled with the Doctor. The image of the Brad who 

had died on Nova Mondas, the one who was later revealed to be a 

Dommervoy Loci; the Static.  

One companion lost.  

Another image appeared. This time of a young boy with a livid 

tattoo on one side of his face. Rahlena Falex. The Doctor’s young ward; 

lost to the Doctor because of the potential for corruption that lied 

within him.  

Another companion lost.  

A third image. Blond hair in a ponytail, a light goatee beard. Nick 

McShane.  

A decision was made. 
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The Doctor opened his eyes and looked up into the concerned face of 

Brigadier Harrington.  

‘You’re alive?’  

The Doctor coughed. He wiped the dribbles of blood from his 

mouth. ‘Just barely.’  

‘We need to get your back to the infirmary.’  

The Doctor shook his head. ‘No. I have to find Alf.’ With great effort 

the Doctor lifted himself to his feet. He looked over at Nick’s head. It 

seemed so peaceful, and for a moment the Doctor almost believed Nick 

had died naturally. Until his foot brushed against the decapitated 

body. ‘Brad, Falex, Nick.’ He sighed. ‘No more.’  

Without a glance back the Doctor stumbled his way through the 

worship hall and out of the old church to find Alf.  

Harrington shook his head, amazed at the Doctor’s strength of will. 

He looked down to the unconscious body before the stage. ‘Right, let’s 

get this kid to the infirmary then,’ he ordered Lance Corporal Ashton, 

completely unaware of what the body contained.  

 

The bell tower rocked around her, as Alf looked out from a hole in the 

wall. The wind continued to rage, buffeting the tower from side to 

side. If she were thinking straight Alf may have likened it to being on a 

fairground ride, if she were thinking straight - but she was not.  

The wind hit her face, causing tiny pinpricks of pain, but she did not 

notice. Her eyes were shut, her wet hair being blown about her head. 

While the storm continued to rage outside, within Alf was undergoing 

her own storm.  

Emotions vied for control. She could see herself swinging the sword 

and slicing the head clean off, decapitating the body of her husband.  

The creaking of wood alerted her to danger. Alf’s eyes sprang open 

and she spun around. The tower rocked again and beams of wood 
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became loose. She ducked as a plank detached itself from the wall and 

flew past her into the air outside.  

Shit, she thought, what the hell am I doing? I’m gonna get myself killed.  

A stab of pain hit her heart. It hurt much more than anything 

physical could. The pain came from the knowledge that she would 

have to live on without Nick! After all they had been through, after the 

rough ride they had taken to become one in marriage. To have it all 

taken away just like that!  

‘Alf!’ a voice called out.  

She glanced down at the hatch. Someone was climbing the ladder to 

reach her. She knew just who it was.  

‘Go away!’ she yelled back.  

The hatch flipped open and the large form of the Doctor squeezed 

through the gap. Alf could not help but notice the large blood stain on 

his white shirt. Once he was on his feet he looked around the interior 

of the tower as, bit by bit, it was being torn apart by the storm. His eyes 

alighted on Alf. Alf was not sure if his face was wet from the rain or 

from tears.  

‘Alf, you have to come with me!’ the Doctor shouted, trying to make 

himself heard above the howling wind.  

‘No way! I ain’t going with you again! If Nick and I had never gone 

with you he’d still be alive! Why did you have to come back? We 

would have been happy on Alpha Centauri. We would have coped 

after your death. But you came back!’ Alf stepped forward. ‘Why?’ she 

yelled at the top of her lungs.  

The Doctor shook his head but no words came. The tower shook, 

throwing them both together. The Doctor wrapped his arms around 

Alf.  

‘Alf, come with me now. We can talk about this later!’  

Alf pushed herself away. ‘No bloody way! Never again!’ She swung 

her fist and caught the Doctor clean in the face. ‘It’s your fault!’  
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The Doctor rubbed his bloody nose, but he did not back away. 

Instead he shook his head sadly. ‘I’m so sorry, Alf. I loved Nick, you 

must believe me!’  

‘Shut up!’ she yelled and pushed him back. ‘Just shut up and leave 

me alone!’  

‘No, Alf, I can’t do that.’  

The Doctor suddenly let out a gasp of pain and gripped his chest. 

Blood seeped through his fingers. He looked back up at Alf as the 

colour drained from his face. His mouth opened and blood dribbled 

out. ‘Not now,’ he said and turned away and began to move towards 

the open hatch. His steps were shaky.  

Alf just stood and watched as he staggered forward.  

The tower lurched sideways as one of the support struts gave way, 

flinging the Doctor into the far wall. The wooden planks collapsed 

beneath his dead weight and his body toppled out of the tower. The 

sound of the wind was so loud that it blotted out any indication of 

when the Doctor’s body hit the ground thirty feet below.  

Bracing herself against what was left of the wooden wall, Alf edged 

her way around the inside of the tower until she was able to peer 

through the gaping hole to the ground below. It was dark outside, but 

she could just about make out the unmoving shape at the bottom of the 

tower.  

‘Oh god, what have I done?’ she whispered.  

 

The Doctor’s eyes fluttered open and closed again. With much effort he 

forced them open and looked up at the shaking tower. He wanted to 

move, to rush back up the tower and to drag Alf from out of there, but 

he could not. Not only had the drop opened up the wound even more, 

but the angle at which he had landed had broken almost every bone in 

his body. All he could do was look up at the hole.  



 

162 

Lightning flashed, silhouetting the small figure that began to move 

away from the hole.  

The Doctor’s eyes widened in alarm as a bolt of lightning hit another 

of the support struts, inches from his head. The wood erupted into 

flame and was quickly put out by the heavy rain. It was too late. The 

struts could no longer take the weight of the tower.  

As the tower cascaded down on top of him the Doctor’s last 

thoughts were not of himself, but of his friend stuck in the tower.  

‘Alf…’  
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