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Indonesia 

1871 



“Anisha, time to get up,” whispered her mother harshly. “Go find breakfast for your father before school.” As Anisha stirred from her bed, her mother opened the curtains in her room to let in the morning sunlight. 

“He’s not my father.” groused Anisha. “Shhhh,” hissed her mother. “You’ll wake him. Do you want him to hit you again?” 

Anisha had turned fifteen the week before, the same age as her mother when she gave birth to her. Anisha’s father had died in an accident several years ago, and her mother married his cousin last year, claiming Anisha needed a father again. Anisha hated the man, as he frequently drank and beat both her and her mother. Her mother found no fault in the man, and usually told Anisha they deserved the beatings. Now, her mother was 

carrying his child, but still worked like his slave. 

Anisha slipped on her clothes and gathered a basket as she left the hut. She’d get the old man his breakfast all right. She’d make sure all the fruit was bruised on one side, and she’d get his bread from the trash heap, where bakers disposed of moldy bread. 

She took her time, but then realized she’d be late for school if she tarried too long. The morning bell started to chime, and she hurried back to the hut. When she arrived, she saw a large wagon parked in front, being drawn by a team of horses. A canvas had been stretched over the wagon, concealing whatever it was carrying. She thought she heard the sounds of weeping from the wagon. 

Her stepfather stood at the front door of their hut, talking to several men she had never seen before. Her mother held the door partly open, crying and pleading with her stepfather. He ordered her back inside, then turned to Anisha and muttered, “You go with these men.” 

Anisha threw down the basket and started to run, but one of the men caught up with her and grabbed her by the waist. She struggled and tried to claw his eyes, but the other men caught up and held her arms. They 

dragged her to the back of the wagon, lifted the canvas flap, and shoved her inside. In the darkness, she saw several girls her age sitting on benches. One of the men forced her down to a vacant spot on a bench and held her there while another one put manacles around her ankles. She struggled and cried, but they were relentless. Within moments, the flap was tied back down, and the wagon started to move. 

They rode in the dark and heat for some time. The other girls had stories similar to hers. The men had met with their parents and took the girls away. None of the men spoke to the girls except to grunt at them whenever the wagon stopped to file out and relieve themselves. 

Late that night, the wagon came to a full stop. The men pulled the girls out of the wagon and led them inside what looked to be a large barn. Inside, the barn smelled of feces and metal. Anisha saw where cages had been built of chains, each containing a girl her age. The men shoved her into one of the cages without saying a word. After they completed their task, the men dimmed the lights for the night as the girls wept and prayed to whatever gods that would listen. 

The next day, Anisha woke to the sounds of chains rattling. One of them men had just opened her door, shoved in a covered plate and a mug, and left. Anisha could smell the food; unlike the jail she was in, the food smelled wonderful and her stomach started growling. She had not eaten since breakfast the previous day, and she was starving. 

She suspected they might have poisoned the food, but she didn’t care. She gobbled it down like it was her last meal, then sat back to await her fate. 

She looked at the chains of her cell. They seemed to sway slightly and move, like tree limbs swaying in the breeze. She started imagining the chains were alive and dancing. Despite her bleak and depraved living 

conditions, Anisha started to laugh. She felt as if all this were a dream, and none of it was actually real. She swayed back and forth with the chains, smiling and laughing. 

Soon, another man came to her cell and unlocked the the door. “Hello, silent man,” she said in a singsong voice. “Would you like to dance? The chains, they make lovely music.” The man unlocked her ankle manacles and grasped her hands to pull her up. She started to swoop and sway as if he were leading her in a dance, but he forced her arms behind her back and pushed her out of the cage. Even if she weren’t so giddy, Anisha wouldn’t have had the strength to resist. She felt completely relaxed, as if she could be poured out of a bottle. She giggled as he pushed her down the metal frame walkway all the other cages were attached to. The girls in the other cells looked at her sadly. 

The man took her down into an underground level to another room. This time, there were actual walls instead of chains, and a straw mattress on the floor. Her shoved her onto the mattress, then left the room. She giggled again. “Aw, come on back, silent man,” she drawled. “Don’t you want to dance some more?” 

She sang to herself as she gazed at the concrete walls. She stared at the masonry filled in between each block of concrete. She imagined the masonry lines to be part of a giant spider web, and she sat with her back to the wall, pretending she was the black widow spider in the middle. She snatched at phantom creatures that ventured close to the web. The door opened and another man entered. 
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This one seemed a little strange. He stumbled rather than stepped, as if he were learning how to walk. His face seemed frozen and unmoving. She didn’t even notice if he blinked his eyes. He lurched toward her and flopped next to her on the mattress. “Oh, another silent man,” she hummed. “There is no music here, but we can dance.” She held up her arms, expecting him to take her by the hands, but he pushed her over instead and pinned her arms to the mattress with his hands. 

His hands... they looked different, like they actually had snakes for fingers. She felt her skirt being pulled down her legs, but how was that possible? His hands were gripping her arms. She then realized the man’s intentions and screamed. The sudden noise took the stranger off guard, and he momentarily relaxed his grip. She pulled one of her arms free and clawed at the man’s eyes. Her fingers caught on to something that didn’t quite feel like flesh. She pulled her hand back, and part of the man’s face came with it. Underneath the false skin, his flesh seemed green and sickly, and started to slowly ooze out of his face. 

Anisha screamed again, then remembered nothing. 
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Chapter 1 

Sometimes, time travelers aren’t all about viewing the wonders of the universe, disrupting alien invasion plans, or restitching torn patterns of the space-time continuum back into place. Sometimes they just want to recharge themselves before facing the next universal catastrophe and find a place to sit and watch galaxies go by. 

Even then, life aboard the TARDIS is hardly ideal. Cabin Fever sets in, resulting in fights over the last of the milk, or leaving dirty socks in the hallway. At one point, the Doctor started twiddling his thumbs, then reversed the twiddling, then resorted to thumb bouncing. “Isn’t it remarkable,” he mused, “how the twiddling of thumbs is actually a harmonic of nature. Or the nature of harmonics. In either case, the process is similar to electrons orbiting an atom’s nucleus, which in turn determines what elements may form from our idle gesticulations...” 

Amy slipped away before the Doctor could get too deep in his ramblings. Rory simply stared blankly at the Doctor, wondering how this simple act of twiddling one’s thumbs would lead to something disastrous. 

She found one of the TARDIS’s many storage rooms, full of discarded mementos the Doctor had accumulated throughout the years. In the midst of priceless alien artifacts and not-so-priceless alien gewgaws, she found a book called  Barlowe’s Guide to Extraterrestrials. After skimming through it, she decided this could make for an interesting pastime if nothing else. 

“So Doctor, how about we play a little game,” she asked. “I’ll read descriptions of aliens from this guidebook, and you see if you can identify them.” 

“But I was about to stumble onto the Grand Unifying Theory,” he protested. “Oh very well, universal peace can wait. Give me a hard one.” 

“This species has two slim arms and legs,” said Amy. “It has a cylindrical body covered with a ragged, shroud-like growth, and a narrow head bearing a halo-like crest of bone or cartilage. The multi-jointed legs may either be extended or retracted. While the body and head seem to be entirely organic in nature, the limbs have the appearance of sophisticated prosthetic devices.” 

“That sound like the Cygnostik,” said the Doctor. “Did you know they take turns worshiping themselves? Oh yes, they form into congregations of seven, designate one as their god, then tear off strips of their own flesh and feed them to their object of worship until it collapses into a catatonic trance, not reviving until the following day. Then they pick another god and do it all over again. Kind of shortens the Messianic Cycle, don’t you think?” 

“That’s bollocks,” said Rory, as if awakening suddenly. 

“No, it’s true,” said Amy. “It’s best if you just believe everything he says, Rory. It’s less pressure on the brain. Here’s another one: this species is covered with a cool, flexible skin resembling polished bone, which ranges in color from white to pale mauve. Antennae extend from the sides of the head and are incandescent, glowing brighter when the ah, alien person is in the grip of strong emotion.” 

“I believe that would be the Dirdir,” replied the Doctor. “Did you know the male of the species has twelve sexual organs and the female fourteen? And they manage to cover all their sex organs ever so discreetly. We only have one to worry about. Well, you lot do...” 

“Let me try one,” said Rory, grabbing the book from Amy. “All right, this species has fifteen heads, reversed arms and legs, and plays hula-hoops with their internal organs.” 

“That would be the Chimeropterix of Gamma Hydra Six,” said the Doctor. “They’re rather small in size, actually. They live on subatomic particles that have half lives of millionths of a second. Blink your eyes and you’ll literally miss them.” 

“You just made that up,” said Rory. 

“So did you,” replied the Doctor. “They only have fourteen heads.” 

“I’ve been wondering, Doctor,” said Amy. “Why do so many aliens want to invade Earth? They seem to have such issues with us.” 

“Very good question, actually,” replied the Doctor. “Typically, aliens have much longer lifespans than humans, Either that, or they can perpetuate themselves while traveling through space and inherit their original personalities and so forth. They’re not used to the rapid evolution and development of humans. 

“Earth is like a tropical island in the midst of a vast, unkind ocean. Many would-be alien invaders send probes beforehand, sampling atmospheric and mineral content, and send back images of cavemen throwing spears at mammoths. The dignitaries at home see these images, think ‘by golly, this should be a proper vacation spot,’ and send exploration teams. By the time they get to Earth, you lot have built bloody pyramids and great walls that can be seen from orbit, and that leaves visitors from Orbitville stunned and fascinated. Before you know it, they’ve integrated themselves into human societies to see what makes them tick and think their little band of explorers can create their own dynasties and quickly become powerful enough to tell their overlords to piss off. Much like the early settlers of the Americas. They could even get holidays named after them.” 

“With so many aliens salivating after Earth,” said Rory, “it seems inevitable that two sets of alien invasion forces would try to conquer at the same time. Has that ever happened?” 
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“Yes, the Cybermen and the Daleks once clashed with each other, and would have torn Earth apart in their scuffle had I not sent them all to the Void. There was one other time, when the Santorans and the Rutans bumped into each other sometime in the 19th century. You know, I never did find out how that situation resolved. Let’s go see what happened!” With that, the Doctor sprung over to the TARDIS control center and started shifting gears and spinning dials. The console glowed and warped, and Amy and Rory braced themselves for what would surely be another wild ride. 

“Here we go, Djakarta Indonesia, May 1883,” proclaimed the Doctor. He flipped a lever to park, pulled a clutch to release temporal steam buildup, and scampered to the door leading outside. Amy and Rory followed at a slight distance. He flung the door open, and was about to step outside when he noticed he was about to totter into space, in orbit around Earth. Luckily, Amy and Rory managed to grab him and pull him back inside. 

“This isn’t Djakarta! At least we’re not IN Djakarta... we seem to be several thousand miles above it at the moment.” The Doctor brushed off his lapels when Amy pointed outside and said, “Look! What’s that?” 

The three saw another ship in orbit around Earth. This particular vessel resembled a giant iron ball with four claws embracing each pole. “That’s a Sontaran flagship,” said the Doctor. “But what’s it doing here, and why did the TARDIS take us next to it?” They then saw the four claws on the top side of the sphere start to expand as a cannon rose from their midst. “Are they going to shoot us?” asked Rory. 

“Why should they?” replied the Doctor. “To them, we’re just a small blip on their radar, the equivalent of a goose flying through No Man’s Land... unless they think we’re a Rutan Probe!” He pushed Amy and Rory aside as he rushed back to the console. “Force Field Prisms are active. They’ll never be able to penetrate them. Unless they...” 

“Unless what?” screamed Amy and Rory simultaneously. 

“Unless they have a missile that operates in the same frequency as the Gravimetric Transponders which is what it seems to be doing now! EVASIVE MANEUVERS!” The Doctor slammed his fingers into a Victrola 

typewriter keyboard and typed in coordinates that caused the TARDIS to shift and buckle like a bumblebee with one less wing. Amy and Rory almost fell upwards into the ceiling when the TARDIS somersaulted enough for the Sontaran missile to barely miss. “It’s coming back,” screamed the Doctor. “It’s like a heat-seeker, but it’s linked to some other signature outside the temporal force spectrum!” He hurriedly wound a few more gears and cables, and the TARDIS whipped to a downward lunge as the interior controls sparked and exploded. Amy and Rory both squealed as they hung on to the railings while experiencing free fall. 

They entered Earth’s atmosphere, sizzling down through clouds as the Sontaran missile followed. The fall seemed to last forever, as Amy and Rory felt like their hearts were slowly creeping up their throats and out their mouths. The Doctor hugged the gyroscopic stabilizer for dear life as his feet dangled above him. More circuits and wires exploded as the TARDIS was being stretched with ever increasing momentum. 

Suddenly the three found themselves in a cart full of straw, among chickens clucking and flapping their wings in frustration. The Doctor grabbed a chicken from the top of his head and held it gingerly. Amy and Rory shook off the straw, and were trying to get their bearings, when a man screamed and cursed at them in a mix of three different languages. He was driving the horse-drawn cart when these three interlopers landed, and he thought they were trying to steal his chickens. 

The Doctor mumbled “Sorry,” and held the chicken that had roosted on top of his head before him, as a peace offering to the cart driver. The man angrily snatched the chicken away and resumed his verbal assault. As the three exited the cart and brushed straw from their hair and clothes, the Doctor looked around him. They were in the midst of a busy city street, with pedestrians, horse riders and rickshaws jostling about. These people comprised many different fashions, skin colors and dialects, running from the native Indonesians to Arabic and European, Australian and American sailors and business travellers, as well as other Asians travelling from China and Japan. Shops lined the sides of the street, as proprietors hawked their latest bargains and goods. The air smelled of the salty sea and ash. 

“Now THIS is Djakarta,” proclaimed the Doctor as he straightened his coat. 



Captain Johan Piet Hein stumbled a bit as he exited the ship  De Vreede, realizing it had been a while since he used his land legs. He chuckled as he regained his footing. He was in too good a mood to let rubbery legs ruin his day. 

Johan had been a sailor working for the Dutch India company for years. His son Joris followed in his footsteps and they worked several supply runs together until Joris met a sweet Indonesian girl in Djakarta named Anisha. 

Eventually, Joris married her and stayed there ever since. He transferred to the shipping office in Djakarta, and Anisha gave birth to their daughter Marshanda. 

Johan deeply treasured his granddaughter. The package he carried was for her. He knew she loved music boxes, so he always picked one up whenever he visited Djakarta. He usually accompanied the gift with a tall tale of the adventure he had in procuring it. She was probably old enough by now to realize his tales were pure fiction, but she still smiled just as brightly. Johan would scour heaven and earth to find ways to make her smile. 

Marshanda was deformed. While the left side of her body looked normal, the right side had somehow become twisted and mangled, as if she had lost the ability to hold form. Nowadays, she wore clothing that covered her right arm and leg, as well as a cowl that concealed the right half of her face. Anisha thought she had displeased the gods by marrying Joris, and Marshanda’s deformity was punishment. The two had become distant to each other ever since their daughter’s birth. 

As Johan walked down one of Djakarta’s busy streets, he heard a slight commotion. He turned to see a farmer driving a cart full of straw and chickens, then felt something land in his hands. He caught something? But he was already carrying the package he would be giving to Marshanda. How could he have caught something? He heard shouting, and turned to look back. He saw the farmer yelling at three tourists who had been trying to 5 

sneak a ride. English, from the looks of them. The tallest one was dressed like a professor. The other two must be students. They seemed hopelessly lost. He thought of offering them assistance, but didn’t want to delay the visit he was about to pay his family. 

Johan walked down a cobblestone alleyway, grateful to be released from the city crowd, then knocked on a door. His son’s housekeeper Lastri answered the door and let him in. Once inside, Johan found his son and 

daughter-in-law in their salon, and the three embraced and exchanged pleasantries. Johan remembered to remove his cap, and handed it over to Lastri along with his peacoat. “So where’s my  schatje1? Where is my little jewel hiding?” 

He heard the quiet thud of a crutch hitting the floor. A ten-year old girl wearing a a dress that completely covered her legs and a blouse completely concealing her right arm entered with the crutch braced under her right forearm. She carefully maintained her balance. Her cowled face produced a half smile as she squealed “Papa!” Johan bounded over to her and picked her up, holding her before him. Her crutch clattered to the floor, and her mother voiced concern. “Papa, please! You’ll hurt her!” 

“I’m not hurt, moeder! Papa would never hurt me,” protested Marshanda. Johan set his granddaughter back down on the floor gently. “My, but you’ve grown! Last I saw ye, ye could barely lick a kipper sideways! Now look at ye!” Anisha looked at Johan with consternation. She had rarely smiled since Marshanda was born, and hardly found humor in any situation. 

Joris broke the ice, mentioning “Papa, aren’t you forgetting something?” He enjoyed his father’s tall tales as a child himself, and loved seeing Marshanda beam when he spun a yarn. “Forgetting something? No, I don’t think so...” Johan made a show of examining his pockets and patting down his vest. “Oh, yes! That’s right! I found some treasure for my treasure!” He brought out a package from his sack and held it reverently in his right hand. 

He gazed at it like a soothsayer peering into a crystal ball. 

“There we were...fighting a sudden gale off the Ivory Coast. Completely took us by surprise, but we had fought Poseidon before! He can shake his thunderstick and thrash his fish tail all he wants, but he’ll never bring down the good ship  De Vreede!” Marshanda giggled. 

“But it weren’t Poseidon who had us in his sights this time. Oh noooo, some other dark evil presence was after us. As we reefed in the zeils, two big black serpents slipped in our ports unbeknownst to us, and before we knew it, we were heading directly to the shores of Madagascar, home to the sinister snake queen Ranavalona herself!” As he said this, Johan subconsciously pinched some salt in one of his vest pockets and tossed it over his shoulder. 

“We found ourselves surrounded by her elite guard, pointing needle sharp spears at our throats, as the dread queen herself came aboard our ship like she owned it. She had garter snakes for garters, and each of the hairs of her head were a little viper, hissing and dripping with poison! She said, ‘Who is the captain of this ship?’ I said ‘That would be me, Captain Johan Piet Hein, Royal Netherlands Navy!’ She hissed and said ‘You will be my personal slave,’ and her goons dragged me and my crew to her dungeons!” 

Johan went on to describe how he and his shipmates broke free of their chains and rallied all the prisoners to rebellion. He described many sword fights and beheadings, and threw in a part where he swung on the queen’s chandelier like a jungle vine. Marshanda sat spellbound, asking for more details when Johan made reference to something gruesome. Finally, Johan railed about how he fought to Ranavalona’s bedroom, where the queen herself attacked him with her snakes. He simply covered her head with a burlap bag, spun her around, and kicked her out the window. 

“Before I left that wicked castle, I found this little plaything, so I picked it up and it started playing a sweet little melody, and all my fears subsided. I thought my little  schatje  could add it to her collection!” He handed the package to his granddaughter. Despite only using one hand, she managed to tear the wrapping off in good time. She reached in and pulled out a little rectangular blue box. “Why, that’s not what I...” Johan was about to say 

“bought,” but held his tongue just in time. 

Marshanda reached inside her collar and brought out her little chain necklace which had some beads and other jewels strung along it, as well as a music box key. She inserted the key into the little blue box, but instead of producing chiming music, it groaned and whirred like some kind of machine. 

Johan recoiled. He did not remember the music box sounding like that at all. “Here, Marshanda. I’ll take it back and get it fixed. Maybe a gear got knocked loose, or...” 

“It’s all right, Papa,” said Marshanda. “I like it. It’s different. Like me.” 



“Gone? What do you mean it’s gone?” Commander Kraal, in charge of the Sontaran flagship orbiting Earth,jumped out of his command module and stomped over to Ensign Vraax’s position at the weapons console. “That 

missile cost the Sontaran High Command 3 billion kraskis to develop! How could it be gone?” 



1  treasure 
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“Many apologies, sir,” barked the bedeviled ensign. “It was tracking the temporal wavelength of the bogie, but then the bogie entered the planet’s atmosphere and shot directly to landfall. The missile followed, but then it lost track of the bogie’s signature and then nothing.” Even though the ensign and the commander were equal in height and weight, Vraax still felt small in comparison. He hoped the shade of his face wasn’t turning a darker brown. 

“Are we even sure it was a Rutan probe?” asked Commander Kraal. He did not tolerate incompetence, and as soon as it looked like somebody else besides him made a mistake, he would make sure the whole ship felt his wrath. 

“Still analyzing, sir. Gravimetric signatures currently do not match what we have on file. The Rutans could have developed a new model. They’re a crafty lot, sir!” Vraax hoped mentioning the enemy would direct Kraal’s venom to somewhere besides himself. 

“Bah! I should throw the whole weapons division back into the primordial soup from which you were whelped,” growled the Commander. “What were the last known coordinates?” 

“Er, 6 kaltrons 12 centrax south, 106 kaltrons 48 centrax east, sir.” 

“You shall lead an away team and find that missile, Ensign! We cannot let the indigents get their simian paws on it! Pick out appropriate assimilation apparel for that region. I seem to recall a warrior tribe known as ‘Mongols’ 

that should be sufficient!” 



“All right. I’ll ask it. How did we get here?” said Rory. Even though he was a fellow time traveller, he still expected them to offer some explanation when things went horribly wrong. He hated being unprepared for emergencies when he worked as a nurse, and he certainly wanted some kind of idea of how he should brace himself when the TARDIS went haywire. 

“What do we know of the TARDIS defense system?” asked the Doctor to no one in particular. He was in a crowd, and felt a need to orate. “I dunno,” said Rory. “I left the manual behind.” 

“One, the Banshee circuit will activate the Automatic Defense Systems. These consist of the Cloister Bell, Safety Precaution Selector, Temporal Grace Field, Chameleon Circuit, HADS, and the Warp Ellipse Cut-out Circuit. 

Two, or rather I should say, One-A: The Main Logic System would activate the Cloister Bell if we or the TARDIS were in immediate danger. This did not happen!” The Doctor ventured out into the crowd, unaware of their existence while thinking aloud. Amy and Rory followed, avoiding crowd members that were avoiding the Doctor. 

“One-B: Anti-Theft protocols would have prevented anyone else besides me from operating the TARDIS. Thus, the TARDIS went on autopilot as the missile penetrated the Force Field Prisms.” As he remonstrated, the 

Doctor held up his right thumb to designate the number one, while his left fingers pointed upward whenever he mentioned a letter. 

“One-C:” up came the third finger. “The State of Temporal Grace Circuits should have shifted us out of the same time phase as the missile, thus ensuring it would have exploded at a different time than it was meant to. 

Therefore, the missile itself homes in on time fluctuations.” The Doctor continued to walk through the crowd, somehow preventing himself from colliding with any unlucky pedestrians. Amy and Rory weren’t so lucky. 

“One-D:” up come the fourth finger. “The Chameleon Circuit. This would have reconfigured the TARDIS’s various signatures, AND resized itself if...THAT’S IT!” He stopped suddenly, and Amy and Rory ran into him. “There you are! Amy, take out your key.” 

“My key?” she asked. 

“Your key to the TARDIS. Quickly, quickly!” 

Amy fumbled in her pants pocket and pulled out a chain. Instead of bearing a key however, it held a stiff wire, as if a paper clip had been straightened out. “That’s not the TARDIS key,” she said. “I don’t understand. How...” 

“When the Chameleon Circuit activated, the TARDIS took a new shape! That’s how it evaded the Sontaran missile. When it reconfigured, so did its key. All we have to do now is find its new configuration! Should be lying around here somewhere.” He looked to the ground and saw all the feet in Djakarta trodding upon it. 

“This looks like a music box key,” said Amy. “Can the TARDIS turn into a music box?” 

“Not only can it turn itself into a music box, it will THINK it’s a music box as well,” answered the Doctor. “When it reconfigures, it doesn’t become some knock-off.” The Doctor took out his sonic screwdriver, activated it, and slowly spun in a circle. “Hmmm, no one seems to be playing it at this current moment, so I’ll have to scan on irrational wavelengths. Maybe if I had a higher elevation to minimize interference...” 

“Doctor,” said Amy, “Surely you’re not going to go around pointing that thing in every nook and cranny you find? That could take years!” 

“This ‘thing’ as you so call it can read every telegraphic signal sent around this planet and receive any radio transmission regardless of distance. It can store every library’s contents in one swipe, including the Libraries of Congress, Alexandria, and Virtual Manipulatives. It’s our best option!” 
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“There’s one other option. We,” she said as she pulled the strap of her purse over her shoulder and tossed her hair back, “can go shopping.” She started walking towards one of the shops, as the Doctor continued to point his sonic screwdriver in random directions. Rory didn’t move. Should he stay with the Doctor and see if he can offer any assistance, or go with Amy on her shopping expedition? He  hated  shopping. 

He could just imagine how it was going to go. Amy would hold some article of clothing against her body and ask him his opinion. 



“How do you think this looks?” 



“Fine.” 



“Just fine? What’s wrong with it?” 



“Nothing! It’s just... fine.” 



“You don’t like it.” 



“I didn’t say that! I don’t really bloody care! It’s just a scarf! It is a scarf, isn’t it?” 

Rory then heard rumbling from a distance, and the ground thumped a few times. What was happening? The passersby gasped and mumbled, but didn’t seem to be too upset, as if this were a common occurrence. He 

turned and saw Amy glaring back at him. He took this for a sign. 

Accompanying the Doctor in searching for a needle in a haystack sounded even more tremendously dull than shopping anyway, so he scampered off after Amy. 



Marshanda was in her room, examining her new treasure, while the adults conversed with each other in the salon. She had always wanted to travel the world, to find her own exotic treasures, rather than rely on her grandfather to find them for her. But no, her moeder would never allow her to go out in public, much less aboard a ship. She wished her moeder could stop being so sad. It wasn’t her fault Marshanda was different. 

This little blue box fascinated her. It didn’t play nice songs like her other music boxes. What was this noise it produced? It had a door, but she couldn’t open it. Maybe if she used a key? She retrieved one of her other music box keys and managed to fit it inside the tiny keyhole. 

The door didn’t snap open. Instead, it swung open slowly, as if it were a normal sized door opening to some arcane and secret chamber. Marshanda tried to look inside. She could see some moving parts, slowly pumping up and down, but nothing like the finely crafted machine parts that operated her other music boxes. She squinted, wishing she could see more. 

She continued to study the interior, then twisted the key. The grinding noise returned, and with it, a slight revelation. She thought she heard the whirring sound echo, but realized there was no delay. The sound came from both nearby and far away, simultaneously. She drifted into a half wake, half dreaming state, imagining she was the captain of a ship that made that sound. The ship could fly over the sea and through the clouds. It could even reach the moon if she wanted. 

The air suddenly became warm. Marshanda looked away from the music box. She was no longer in her room. She was in some kind of tunnel, and saw ducts and conduits intertwining on the ceiling above her. She didn’t 

have her crutch, so she let her right leg and arm slump and leaned over to her left to compensate. She could actually walk without the crutch, but it upset her moeder when she saw her do it. 

She almost lost her balance however, when a rumbling caused the tunnel to vibrate a bit. She saw yellow lights flash in the tunnel and heard warning sirens for a few seconds. 

Somehow, the music box had taken her to this strange place. She couldn’t fathom how or why, but she felt compelled to explore her surroundings and see if she could find adventure. It’s what her Papa would do. 



“Djakarta, Magna Carta, Diagrams and Chartas...” mumbled the Doctor. He felt off, not because of the sudden change of circumstances that led him here, but because he was used to having some sort of audience around to admire his brilliance. Here in this public place, there were other loud voices competing for attention, advertising their wares and announcing upcoming events such as ship arrivals and departures. He had felt the earth rumbling earlier, and realized there was a volcano nearby. Could the TARDIS be there? 

He configured another setting on his sonic screwdriver, then did a slow sweep around himself. The screwdriver whined and screeched as usual, then raced to a higher pitch when he pointed northeast. “Ah HA! I found you old girl! Traveling in the Morpheic wavelength are we? Stay right there! Daddy’s coming!” 

“You,” proclaimed the Doctor, pointing at a young boy wearing threadbare clothing. “Where can I find the nearest travel agent?” 

The lad took off his hat, a faded beanie, and clutched it before him as if in prayer. “I would like to help you sahib, but I must find food for my starving family.” The boy’s eyes shined like dewdrops in the morning sun. 
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“Oh yes, good act, never get tired of it,” said the Doctor. Just then, he felt something poking him from behind. It was inside his trousers! He reached back, slid his hand into his pants seat, and grabbed something feathery. 

He then pulled out an entire chicken. It flapped and clucked and squawked and cast a few feathers adrift. He flung the chicken to the boy, who expertly snatched it by the neck and paralyzed it. “This way, sahib!” He ran down the street, with the chicken flopping like a bag of meat, and the Doctor followed. 



“Clone brothers, your attention!” Vraax bellowed. Four identical leathery-skinned armored soldiers snapped their forearms to their chests in salute. “We have been given a special assignment in service to the Glorious Sontaran Empire!” 

He dropped the large box he was carrying to the floor. “We will be descending to the planet below to search for the missing temporal guidance missile. We will be passing as indigents to the region, more specifically as a band of warriors on our way to battle.” He pulled out a halter with a false head, false shoulder pads, and a breathing tube attached. The head approximated the look of a Mongol raider, with a round face, handlebar mustache, heavily lidded eyes, and a fur cap attached to the top. 

“First, intubate the breathing apparatus, like so.” He inserted the breathing tube into his mouth and pushed it in until it breached his throat cavity. The false face mounted on the halter opened its mouth and said “The tube integrates into your bronchial cavity and respiratory system, so you may expectorate effluvia safely. As you see, you can also talk through it. Next, grasp the elastic bands inside the shoulder pads and pull your arms through them, fitting the head aperture on top of your own head.” He did so, and the false Mongol head now covered his own, adding nearly a foot to his height. 

“These warriors prefer to wear the skins of their conquests, and apparently they are frequently at war with four-legged antlered creatures.” Vraax brought out a suit of moose skins and slipped it on, covering body down to the tops of his armored boots. “Finally, walking aids.” He drew out an eight-foot long pole with a sharp spear tip. “These instruments are also symbolic of reproductive ability, so present them with authority.” 

Vraax and his team loaded their gear and equipment into a shuttle, snapped their arms simultaneously in salute to their commander, and boarded. The craft launched from the flagship bay, circled Earth, and landed in a jungle near Djakarta. 



Normally, Aziz could expect a little pomp and hubris from his clients, who were typically well-to-do and were used to giving orders. This man with the gray suit and bow tie however, came in asking questions and launching into oratories before Aziz could reply. He also fawned over the fez Aziz wore, uttering that it “looked so cool.” 

“Very well sahib, let us see what we can do, yes?” Aziz produced a form sheet and pen, and wrote down the day’s date at the top. “Name, please?” 

“The Doctor,” replied this curious individual. 

“Doctor of medicine? I must have name without honorific for report, yes?” Aziz had brought out his monocle and placed it over his left eye. He found he could write and look at the clients at the same time better with it. 

“Just ‘The Doctor’ will do. Not a Doctor of Medicine, at least not the type of medicine you’re accustomed to, I imagine. More like a universal practitioner.” 

“Yes, very good,” replied Aziz. His clients certainly had their share of eccentricities, but usually gave full names along with enough titles to fill up half a page. Still, patience was a virtue, especially when clients were financially grateful for his services. “Now, what is your preferred destination, Mister Doctor?” 

“I wish to visit Mount Krakatoa. I hear the plumes are lovely this time of year.” The Doctor had found an ottoman and sat on top of it with his feet drawn up to where the heels of his shoes hooked on to the edge. He then stood up, spread out his arms, and slowly tipped himself and the ottoman over, then almost gracefully landed on the floor, as he forgot the coat rack just inside the reach of his arm. The coat rack fell over with a clatter, and the Doctor fumbled around to get it back up, muttering apologies. 

Aziz jerked his head. The tassel on top of his fez spun around like a propeller. He looked back down at the document and said, “That’s quite all right. I must confess Mister Doctor, it will be difficult to find a boat pilot willing to sail to that destination.” 

“And why is that?” said the Doctor, as he tossed a grape in the air and caught it with his mouth. This man seemed incapable of standing still even for a moment. 

“Mount Krakatoa is an active volcano. You have heard the rumbles and felt the quakes, yes? It is too dangerous a journey.” Aziz suspected this man might be playing a prank on him, but he decided to see where this would go. 

“That’s exactly why I wish to go,” said the Doctor, letting the grape he tossed in the air bounce off his head before gulping it down in his mouth. “Oh, and I’ll be taking along two other passengers. They have no special needs, so don’t worry about them wanting pheasant for dinner or anything like that.” 

“Mister Doctor, you know about insurance, no? The underwriters will charge you extra, and this trip will be very expensive, because of the risk involved, yes?” 
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The Doctor suddenly crouched over Aziz’s desk, putting his head on his open right hand like a Thinker’s pose. A grape that had still been in the air landed in his left hand, and he closed his fingers over it. “Then I think I can make a proper trade for your services. Man like you, you’re tight with other merchants, I suppose? Especially the ones who deal in precious stones?” The doctor moved his left hand to the front of Aziz’s face and slowly lifted his fingers one by one. Instead of a grape, a similarly sized diamond with a slight indigo color shone in the palm of his hand. 

“What in the name of...” stammered Aziz. “Where did you get this?” 

“Long story, involves the Queen, some Arcturian Absinthe, and a game of Texas Hold ‘Em. So, does my offer interest you?” 

“Yes, M-mister Doctor, I believe we can come to terms,” said Aziz. He would have to get this stone examined, but he was reasonably sure it was genuine. 

“Throw in the fez too,” said the Doctor. 



Marshanda slowly crept down the passageway. Although the lights and warning sounds of this strange place had ended long ago, she felt pulses of heat coming her way, which grew stronger the further she went. The duct and pipe network above her was mesmerizing. The conduits almost looked alive, like an octopus’s arms. Some of the conduits went off on their own. She decided to go where they seemed more plentiful. 

The tunnel led to an intersection, and the conduits divided equally along the new paths. Unsure of which direction to go, she chose the right passage. Didn’t Theseus keep one hand to the wall when he navigated the Maze of the Minotaur? She would always choose the path to her right then. 

It turned out she didn’t need to choose. Both passageways led to a spacy dome, and the conduits overhead spread like spider webs, lining the underside of the dome ceiling. Each conduit led to a strange machine, but most of them led to a giant mechanical wonder that pulsed like the beating of an enormous heart. She came to a railing, and looked over it, for the foundation of the giant machine was on a floor below hers. The next thing she saw made her freeze and afraid to move. There was some sort of green blob on the floor adjusting controls and gauges with mossy white tentacles. She then heard a pounding, like three knocks. What was causing that sound? It got louder and louder until... 

“Marshanda, answer me,” cried her mother. “It’s time for dinner. Answer me young lady, or I’m coming in!” 

Marshanda found herself back in her room, still clutching the little blue box. She said “Coming, moeder,” and closed the blue box’s door. Had she been dreaming? It certainly felt real. She didn’t recall ever feeling heat or cold in her dreams. She would have to investigate this later, after every one had gone to bed. She found her crutch, braced it on her arm, and left her room to join her family. 



Amy settled on a shop, mainly because the name was similar to her own: Amir’s. With Rory behind her, she entered and parted a curtain of beads. Inside, the place looked a lot like the neighborhood swap shops she used to visit. All sorts of goods such as pottery, discarded designer clothing, paintings, and other knick-knacks occupied every available inch of display space. A snake charmer playing his pipes could be heard from outside, and incense smoke wafting about, combined with the pipes’ music, almost hypnotized her as well. 

The proprietor, a man with greased down black hair and mustache that reflected in the light, greeted her. “Many blessings of the sun fall upon you today, lovely mistress. Can I interest you in the most exotic perfumes? This scent will drive your master mad with passion.” He produced a bottle with spritzer and gently took her wrist to spray a sample. 

“Oh, no thank you, my ‘master’ is mad enough.” She turned to wink at Rory, who maintained his air of ignorance. “Actually, I’d like to see your music boxes, if you have any.” 

“Of course my white lily, a creature as lovely as yourself must have the finest musicians surrounding her to sing of her great beauty. Step this way, please.” Amir led her to a display case. She saw ballerinas, miniature clock towers, and toy pianos, but no blue boxes. “Would you by chance have any little blue boxes? About twice as tall as it is wide?” 

“Ah, mistress prefers the simple things,” purred Amir. “I have a lovely set of khol tins, so that mistress may shade her eyes with ever so seductive colors. Also, I have very sheer night clothing, so that master may be aroused and salivate like a hungry tiger for passionate episodes of romance.” 

“Um, NO!” bellowed Amy in a tremolo. “No sex stuff, okay? Not that it’s any of your business, but...” 

Amir however, had already slid over to Rory’s side and put his hand on his shoulder. “Sahib, the lady has a tart tongue, no?” he whispered. “I can show you something that will enable you to take control. I can see this is a tigress who likes to fight, and this will certainly tame her.” He hooked his arm around Rory’s and pulled him to another display case. This one had shutters closing it up, and Amir flung them open and showed Amy and Rory the contents. 

Both Amy and Rory gasped, but for different reasons. 
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The Doctor and Aziz rode a rickshaw, pulled by a local. Along the way, Aziz had the cab stop at several reputable drinking establishments, treating the Doctor to various rare and expensive wines, all of which he pretended to sample and quickly spat into whatever potted plant was nearby. The Doctor did really like his new fez, however. 

The Doctor finally got him to direct the rickshaw back to where he and his companions had parted. As they approached, there appeared to be a commotion going on at one of the shops. The Doctor saw Rory dragging Amy away from a man who looked to have a flower growing out of his head. From what the Doctor could understand, the man was calling her an impudent whore in seven different languages. Amy cursed equally as vehemently, however. “My fellow travellers,” said the Doctor with a grin. 

The Doctor and Aziz both bounded from the rickshaw. The Doctor went to help Rory with Amy while Aziz intercepted the cursing man. “Whoa, whoa, whoa, Amy Pond, can’t leave you alone for five minutes...” 

Amy turned to give Rory a shove. “Fine way you defended my honor back there, Sir Galahad!” 

“I... I was too shocked! I couldn’t think of anything to say,” sputtered Rory. 

“What, couldn’t wait to use that thing on me, Marquis Bloody De Sade?” 

“My stars! What happened here?” asked the Doctor. 

“That shop manager was being a real tit, that’s all,” said Rory. 

“Bullocks! He tried to sell Rory a whip to use on me! And bloody Buffalo Bill just stood there, drooling over the inventory,” barked Amy. 

“I told you! I was too shocked to say anything,” pleaded Rory. 

“How did he come to wear that flower on his noggin?” asked the Doctor. 

“I was so knackered, I beaned him on the head with a flowerpot!” said Amy. 

By this time, Aziz caught up with them. “Many apologies, Mister Doctor. I have discussed the situation with Sahib Amir, and he chooses to forget this regretful incident. Everything is fine, now. It was culture shock, yes? All simple misunderstanding! I had to, how you say, ‘grease his palms,’ yes? And you are Mister Doctor’s traveling companions?” 

Aziz summoned a hansom cab, made sure Amy was comfortable, and took Rory aside. He whispered “Sahib Amir, he insists the young gentleman take the item in question, yes? Please sahib, it is gift.” He handed Rory a velvet lined bag with the whip inside. 

Aziz then took the group to one of Djakarta’s finest inns. Rory asked he Doctor “Why is this bloke giving us such a royal treatment, eh?” 

“Because fezzes are cool,” replied the Doctor as he swept his forefinger across the fez’s brim, pretended he touched glass, and added a hiss. 
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Chapter 2 

A hissing sound indicated a portal was about to open. The airtight door slid upward, and air pressure equalized between the corridor and the laboratory. Supreme Geneticist Itenseni turned his eyestalks toward his visitor, a transfer from the homeworld. 

“Supreme Geneticist Itenseni? I am High Geneticist Ghinkwa. It is an honor to meet you.” Ghinkwa made a wheezing sound. Her green corpulent body seized up momentarily, then expanded again. 

Itenseni slid across to a medicine pod, extracting a small amount of fluid into a vial. “Greetings to you as well, High Geneticist Ghinkwa. You seem to have suffered a slight impairment.” 

Ghinkwa wheezed and buckled again. “Yes, the nitrogen in this atmosphere makes my radula itch.” She spread out her tentacles to brace herself for a more forceful cough. 

“Yes, the indigents call it ‘the bends.’ This should help.” He extended one his of his tentacles to Ghinkwa with the vial. Ghinkwa took the vial and inserted it into her mouth cavity. Within minutes, her throat cleared, and now she only occasionally sniffled. 

“Shall we get started?” asked Itenseni. Ghinkwa bowed one of her eyestalks in agreement. “Good,” said Itenseni. “As you know, Rutan physiology is the most adaptable and malleable of all known life forms. Our genetic schematics can assimilate the appearance and biology of some life forms, those that are relatively young on the scale of evolutionary advancement. Others that have progressed on the evolutionary scale cannot be 

accurately assimilated, as their cellular structures have added characteristics which mutate, protect, and provide safeguards to the host system. Therefore, we must either assimilate these life forms in vitro, or hybridize with developing individuals to mesh compatibilities.” 

“Is this a military operation? I heard rumors of a Sontaran flagship orbiting this planet,” said Ghinkwa. 

“No, the military wing tells us they have already infiltrated the Sontaran presence and will be bringing them down from within,” replied Itenseni. “Count yourself fortunate that your transport made it past their surveillance network. Word is they have developed temporal technology and used it to neutralize our gravimetric fields.” Itenseni slid over to the portal and pushed the pressurization control. The door slid upward, and Itenseni gestured to Ghinkwa to follow him. 

“We are currently conducting hybridization procedures with sleect groups of indigents. This has been a more complicated task than we realized,” said Itenseni as they glided down a tunnel amid heat pulses. “No other planet we know of is as diverse as this one. We have counted billions of different species of Earth inhabitants, and the major species, called ‘human,’ also has widely diverse characteristics.” Itenseni pushed another pressurization control, and a door slid open to a natural cavern. Ghinkwa could see numerous nutrient pods and chambers lining the navigable parts of the cavern, and the silhouettes of the subjects contained within each. 

“We have had to take into account many factors in determining the location of this operation,” said Itenseni. He gestured to the network of conduits, ducts, and piping that lined the cavern’s ceiling. “Key of course is to choose a location with access to a plentiful energy source. The planet’s crust is weakest in this areat, allowing the core to expel molten rock into the atmosphere occasionally. We’ve been able to channel the extreme heat to generate fission. 

“Also important is accessibility to test subjects,” he continued. “We are close to this planet’s equator, where most of its population thrive. We could have chosen a more remote location, like say, the north, but the indigents in those regions aren’t as compliant. We call them ‘Alpha Shades,’ as their skin colors are lighter due to less proximity to this solar system’s sun. They have also become the first to pioneer sea travel, partly out of desperation for raw materials and resources. The Alpha Shades frequently used their watercraft to invade and pillage other regions, and thus became the dominant power of this planet’s seas. They feel entitled to invade and conquer the shores of the other shades, and thus have extended their presence worldwide even though they are the least numerous of the shades.” Itenseni operated a control panel which displayed a global map, then presented layered colors over high population areas. The lightest colors represented the Alpha Shades, and Ghinkwa could see their sparse presence outlined on all the planet’s continents. 

Itenseni manipulated another control, and a layer of slightly darker coloring appeared to virtually all of the eastern half of the planet’s largest continent. “These we call the ‘Beta Shades,’” he said. “They are considerably more numerous than the Alpha Shades, but tend to be a more centralized species. Their only interest in sea travel is gathering ocean life for food. Otherwise, plentiful land in temperate and tropical zones makes conditions suitable for high amounts of reproduction. They also seem to adopt a subservient outlook towards stronger members of their species, and thus endure a more localized version of pillage and invasion from their own 

masters.” 

Itenseni slid towards a bank of internment pods, and gestured Ghinkwa to follow. “Beta Shades are far less likely to rebel and riot when some of their number go missing,” said Itenseni. “Apparently, they’ve grown accustomed to it. Therefore, we have a vast pool of test subjects. Allow me to show you our most promising project so far. We call these ‘Formorans.’” 

Itenseni gestured toward a cylindrical glass chamber containing amniotic fluid. Ghinka could see a life form floating inside, hooked up to hoses and circuits monitoring and maintaining its life system. It looked bipedal, but the subject’s head had tentacles similar to the Rutans’ sprouting from one side of its head. Its right arm and leg were also tentacles, but the left side of its body remained primarily human. 
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“This is our first batch,” Itenseni said. “We practically found them on our front doorstep when we constructed this facility. They occupied a small dwelling on the island, and by providence, we now have a healthy sampling of test subjects. These will act as our guard animals, should trespassers prove to get too curious. We have trained them to subdue and retrieve.” 

Why do you call them ‘Formorans,” asked Ghinkwa. “Is it a human term?” 

“Yes, and quite appropriate for our intentions. Humans have numerous legends of monsters composed of the parts of other creatures. We’ve used those terms for our prototypes. We also have the Chimera model, the 

Cerebus, and the Echidna. We’ve also had a line called ‘Changeling,’ which involves hybridization in utero, but we’ve had to discontinue it for logistical reasons.” 



Marshanda lay in her bed, listening to the grandfather clock ticking in the living room. Her parents and grandfather had retired over and hour ago, but she wanted to make sure they were sound asleep before she did anything. 

She counted the clock ticks 3600 times. Another hour had officially passed, so she silently crept out of her bed. She switched from her pajamas to her regular clothes, and was about to put on her cowl when she looked at herself in the mirror. The right side of her face seemed to sag, and instead of hair, she had more flesh appendages that could move like fingers. Why wear the cowl now? She would be alone and no one would recognize her where she was going, despite her unusual appearance. 

She thought about Papa’s tale of the evil queen with snakes for hair. The Medusa of Greek myth also had snakes for hair, and Marshanda’s appendages could pass for snakes to those who didn’t know better. Maybe she was one of these Medusas herself, but she doubted she could look at anybody and transform them into stone. Maybe the Medusas couldn’t either. People just told tales about them, like Papa, and every telling added 

another mysterious power to the creature. 

She picked up her little blue box, and inserted the key into its door. The door swung open slowly, and she gazed at the strange machinery inside, glowing and pulsating as if alive. Nothing happened yet, but she was patient. 

Perhaps she had a purpose. If so, what was it? 

As she deliberated this issue in her thoughts, the whirring noise tickled her subconscious. Her room barely had any illumination in the dead of night, but she could see the slight outline of her dresser. But did her dresser have have tiny knobs of light and more drawers? What were all these strings and pipes coming from behind? 

She gasped and realized she was now in the other place. She was in small room like hers, but there was now this strange machine in front of her. Pipings and conduits spread from it like Medusa’s hair. She followed one of the limbs of the network, and it led to another machine with a giant glass globe mounted inside. It seemed to contain a thick green fluid and... was that an arm she saw? 

She moved closer to the pod. She could see a darker shape inside. Could it be a person? She remembered seeing a cow fetus in a jar before, but not like this. She pressed her face to the glass and looked as close as she could. She saw a girl’s face, but her head seemed to be growing into two branches, like a tree. She recoiled from the sight with a gasp. 

She saw that virtually all the glass pods in this cavern were people-sized. Could she have been one of these people? She wandered around, examining the pods for any more signs of life, but could tell very little in the darkness. Then, as if acceding to her thoughts, lights started illuminating the cavern. She crawled under a platform and looked over to the entrance. She expected to see feet, but saw the bottoms of translucent green mounds instead, sliding along the floor. What could they be? 

She could see the mounds move down over to one spot, stay for a minute, then move on. Were they monsters? Were they looking for her? She dared not move. She decided she would stay here until the lights were out, 

and the monsters gone for a good hour before she emerged. Just like she did at home. 

It was cold down here, and she could smell wafts of putrescence, similar to fruit rotting. Could she be dreaming? She could usually fly and go anywhere in dreams, but not this time. She listened for any indication the monsters were leaving, trying not to block their sounds with her own frightened breathing. 

Suddenly, intense green light started to flash, and she heard a low pitched buzzing. The light became brighter by degrees, and she saw the mounds slowly shift by her. She covered her mouth to keep from screaming. 

Lights were coming on inside the pods, she thought. The green mounds slowly moved away from her, so she started to feel relief. 

Just then, she felt something grab her by the foot and pull. It felt like a snake wrapped around her ankle. She froze, too frightened to act. She felt herself being pulled from under the platform, then she was hanging upside-down. She saw the two large green mounds in their entirety. Each had white gangly strings of flesh as tentacles. The one holding her formed a human face from the top of its blob-like body. The face looked at her and smiled. 

“My, what do we have here? It appears one of our young subjects has wandered someplace they shouldn’t be,” said the semiliquid green face. She screamed, squeezing her eyes shut and hoping the darkness would take 

away everything... 
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She suddenly saw her mother standing over her. Marshanda appeared to have fallen out of her bed, and her foot had gotten caught on one of the bed posts, resulting in her hanging upside-down. Her mother gathered her in her arms and said comforting words in Malay. Her father was also there, asking if she were all right, and did she have a bad dream? Then she saw her Papa in his nightshirt, barely awake, his white hair and beard all rumpled like some kind of a scraggly bush. She laughed, but it sounded like crying. 



After getting Marshanda calmed down and back to bed, Johan felt too restless to go back to sleep. He had wanted to get up early anyway and check up on his ship. No doubt the crew would be sleeping off their drunken escapades from the night before in an alleyway or place of ill repute, so the ship would be unoccupied and vulnerable if somebody decided to break in. He washed up in the lavatory, changed back into his naval clothes, left a note for his family that he would be back by breakfast, and walked out into the early morning. 

As he approached the docks, Johan could see dim lanterns out in the sea, indicating trawlers fishing in the morning mists. He could hear gulls squealing in the distance, along with an occasional clanging deck bell. After checking with the dockmaster, he proceeded to where the  De Vreede was moored. Something looked wrong, however. He could see lights flickering underneath the deck. Had prowlers broken in to his ship? What did they think they’d find? All the goods the ship had carried had been offloaded yesterday. 

He crept silently to the deck, then down a set of stairs. He heard noises in the cargo hold, as if objects were being tossed and overturned. He got out his pistol and cocked it, then tiptoed over to the cargo hold. From outside, he slowly moved his eye past the jamb to see what was happening inside. 

He saw five burly men opening trunks and cases on the floor and shelves and pushing them aside. He crept up behind the nearest one, put his left arm around the thief’s neck, and cocked his pistol next to the thief’s temple. “All right, ye [1]klootzaks, stop your shenanigans or your friend’s brains go splat splat,” said Johan. The other four turned to look, their expressions unchanging. They all looked exactly alike: five caricatures of Mongol tribesmen. Were they wearing costumes? Why would they do that? Masks would be much more practical if they wanted to conceal their identities. 

One them spoke and said “Orders, commander?” A military operation? Whose? “Enough of that,” said Johan. “You lot will be coming with me, understand?” He pressed the gun tip harder against his captive’s temple, but the gun seemed to be pushing in the side of the man’s head. Shocked, Johan stepped back and realized he just took the man’s head with him, along with the elkskin outfit he wearing. Now a short bald man with leather skin stood in front him with a pistol of his own. 

Johan saw nothing else but blackness from that point on. 



The door to the genetics lab hissed and lifted. Ghinkwa entered and spoke to Itenseni, “I checked with all the wards,” she said. “All their subjects are present and accounted for. None are missing.” 

“As unlikely as it sounds, our interloper must have been a Changeling,” replied Itenseni. 

“Didn’t you say that project had been discontinued?” asked Ghankwi, as she slid over to a dispensary. She extracted a vial and sucked down the contents. Although her breathing had gotten better since she arrived, she still was prone to sudden coughs and the medicine soothed her bronchia. 

“Yes, we discovered that human wombs lack the sufficient fissionable uterine to unite the DNA patterns of human and Rutan,” said Itenseni. “The mothers frequently miscarried, so we moved birthing operations to inside these premises. The subjects had become increasingly difficult to track, at any rate. Their bodies often rejected the anal probes we installed. 

“One of our lost experiments could have had a successful gestation, and the progeny found her way here somehow.” Itenseni interlocked his tentacles, the human equivalent of scratching one’s head. “It could be these Changelings mutate new abilities as they mature, such as the power to translocate. What could she have been drawn to, I wonder?” 

“Perhaps we should acquire more mothers,” said Ghankwi, “along with their chosen mates. Have them reproduce here in a controlled environment, then monitor the biodata of their offspring.” 

“We have attempted such in the past, but the humans become sullen in captivity,” replied Itenseni. “It is difficult to maintain a conducive environment for their reproductive urges.” 

“Then perhaps we can stimulate their desires artificially,” said Ghankwi. “I have done extensive research on alien pleasure centers.” She pulled out a syringe, and light reflected off a menacing-looking dollop forming on the needle tip. 



Johan felt sudden coldness on his face, along with dripping. He tried to get up, but found he couldn’t move his arms. They had tied him to a chair. He blinked his eyes, trying to dispel the grogginess. The brightness of the light overhead made his eyes hurt, but he forced himself to overcome the pain and keep his eyes fully open. “He stirs, clone-brother Vraax,” said a gruff voice next to him. 
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Johan blinked until his eyes gained focus. Before him he saw one of the fake Mongols, face unchanging except for the mouth, which seemed to work like a puppet’s. “A temporal flux tracer missile landed at these 

coordinates,” said the fake Mongol. “Precisely where your watercraft is located. You will tell us where the missile is.” 

Johan crossed his eyes, straining to look for holes in this ridiculous costume, to see if this miscreant was one of his crew members playing a prank. “What are ye, leather-skinned svirfneblin? Come ye to steal our grain?” 

The fake Mongol slapped him. “We are warriors. We steal nothing that is not ours by conquest. Now tell me where the temporal flux tracer missile is or suffer dire consequences.” 

“I’ll never tell, ye cornflower trolls!” barked Johan, although he had no idea what they were talking about. “We offloaded your precious cargo to a secret location. Even now, my boys are alerting the local police and they’ll find ye ugly gnomes.” 

The fake Mongol prepared to slap Johan again, but Johan continued. “I’ve faced down Blackbeard, Jeremy Blood, Admiral Nelson, and even the snake queen Ranavalona herself, you hairless goblins. Give it yer best shot. 

I’ll tell ye nothing!” 

Traak, the crew member assigned as Xeno Cultural Studies during this mission, clicked on a recorder. “Entry fifteen: the snakes on this planet have a feudal system,” he muttered. 



The fake Mongols had untied Johan’s feet and led him out through the harbor to the other side of a warehouse. They looked from the alleyway back to where the  De Vreede was docked. “One last chance,” said Vraax. “Tell us where you hid the missile or we’ll destroy your watercraft.” 

“Give it yer best shot,” crowed Johan. “The  De Vreede has survived cannons, typhoons, tsunami, and kraken, and still it sails.” 

“Very well then,” said Vraax. He pulled back the elkskin on his wrist and lifted a lid open to reveal several rows of square buttons. He pressed several of them, then Johan heard a wheeze and ticking sounds. Suddenly, the De Vreede exploded. Masts and sails caught on fire, and embers and smoking chunks of the ship fell into the water below. Several dockhands came running and started a bucket brigade, but the damage was irrepairable. 

Johan stared in disbelief. “You hairless devils,” he groaned. “I’ll see ye all hang for this.” 



A little earlier that morning, the Doctor and his companions met with Aziz in the hotel lobby. After cordially inquiring about their stay, he led them outside to hansom cabs and porters who quickly packed gear for their journey. Aziz clapped sharply and commanded the workers to hurry, and implored to them that these were important guests. 

As the procession made their way to the harbor, a loud boom suddenly erupted, leading to momentary panic among the citizenry. The Doctor jumped out of his hansom to get a better look. Aziz tried to pull him back, warning him that it was too dangerous and that they must return to the inn. 

Amy and Rory caught up as the Doctor did a scan with his sonic screwdriver. “That explosion was triggered by a remote command,” he told them. “And the source of it is...THIS WAY!” The Doctor ran through the crowd to a warehouse. Amy and Rory followed, as did Aziz, who continued to harangue them into returning to safety with him. 

As they turned a corner of the building, they saw an old sailor being led by five burly types. The Doctor didn’t skip a beat. “Oh, hello there,” he bellowed. “Can you help us? We seem to be lost. We’re looking for the Taoist temple, which we understand to be on Flowers and 49th. Only the streets go up to 38. Or is that the avenues?” 

“Step aside,” said the lead burly man, as he gestured menacingly with a spear. 

“Oh but you see, it’s vitally important that we get there on time for the Wrist Mala session,” said the Doctor. “You see, I keep forgetting which number of beads to use. Is it 18 or 27? Then you have to grab the lead mala with one hand like this...” He grabbed the lead Mongol’s wrist and started punching buttons. The wrist controls exploded into a shower of sparks. The Mongol dropped his spear and attempted to cover the fire with his free hand while yelping. 

“They got fake heads,” hollered the old sailor. He threw his bounds wrists around the head of the nearest Mongol to him and pulled back. The Mongol’s head and shoulders came off, revealing a short tan-skinned bald man underneath. Another Mongol dropped his spear and pulled out some kind of gun-like weapon from beneath his elkskin. Suddenly, a whip cord wrapped around the weapon and jerked it away. 

Rory pulled the whip back a certain degree of macho pride. “There, just like Indiana Jones,” he said, just before the shaft of a spear clocked him on side of the head, knocking him down. Amy jumped on the back of the Mongol who attacked Rory and pulled back on the fake head, blinding the Sontaran soldier underneath. Aziz ran back out the alleyway, hollering for help. 

The Doctor picked up one of the dropped spears and used it to trip another Mongol. The Sontaran soldier who lost his headpiece to Johan pulled out his own weapon and shot at him, but the old sailor was much more 

nimbler than he looked and ducked the beam, which destroyed a stack of crates behind him. The Doctor then pulled out his sonic screwdriver and clicked a button. Suddenly, all the Sontarans’ weapons shorted out and exploded. During the ensuing confusion, the Doctor pulled Johan along by the wrists and hollered, “RUN!” 
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The Doctor, Amy, Rory and Johan all ran out into the crowd, some of which were already fleeing themselves. Rory was still reeling from the attack, but Amy pulled him along. “Where are we going?” she shouted as they made their way back into the city. “I know a safe place,” said Johan. “Follow me!” 

After several minutes of running, the four came to a stop on a cobblestone street. They stopped to catch their breath. “Captain Johan Piet Hein, Royal Netherlands Navy,” panted Johan. “Thank ye all for saving my life. You lot seem to have fought those flapdrollen2 before. What were they?” 

“I am the Doctor, this is Amy, and this is Rory,” said the Doctor. “We’re Special Ops. Those beings who assaulted you are known as Sontarans. What did they want with you?” 

Amy looked at Rory’s head. “Oh my god Rory, you’re bleeding!” Rory held up his hands as if to push Amy back. “It’s nothing. Just a wee booboo, that’s all.” He then collapsed. “Let’s get him down to my son’s house,” said Johan. “They live just down this street. As for what those rat-faced devils wanted Doctor, they kept asking me about some kind of missile. I told them they could stuff it up their collective...” 

“Oh yes, the missile that almost sank us. I suspect it’s currently ambling around in a time pocket, ready to re-emerge at the first sign of its quarry. Did they mention anything about a blue box?” asked the Doctor as he put one of Rory’s arms around his own head to give him stability. 

“A blue box? Are you seriously asking me about a blue box?” said Johan. “This has been a strange day indeed, and I’ve holidayed in Tasmania, so I know from strange.” 

“You’ve seen it?” 

“Yes, I gave it to my granddaughter. Only I could have sworn I bought her a music box with a little elephant on it...” 

“The TARDIS!” exclaimed the Doctor. “So it DID reconfigure as a music box. This is WONDERFUL news! You say your granddaughter has it?” 



“Where is your father? Shouldn’t he be back by now?” Anisha parted the curtains and looked out too see if Johan would be coming into view at precisely that moment. “Please darling, don’t fret,” said Josir as he spread jam on his toast. “He probably got tied up with the dockmaster over inventory or something. I’m sure he’s fine.” 

Marshanda toyed with her food, still thinking about the strange events that occurred hours earlier. She hadn’t said much at breakfast, leading her moeder to think she was still upset about the nightmare. She thought about telling her grandfather about what really happened when he got back. 

Minutes later as she was helping her moeder with the dishes, she heard a frantic knocking at the front door. She could hear her grandfather shouting her vater’s name. As Josir went to answer, Anisha shooed Marshanda to her room. Marshanda hated having to hide every time they had a visitor, but her moeder wouldn’t have it any other way. 

As she was about to close the door to her room, she heard her grandfather and several other voices. One in particular introduced himself as “The Doctor.” It sounded like somebody was hurt and they needed bandages. 

Moeder sounded like she didn’t want those people here, but wouldn’t turn out those in need of help. 

Then she heard the Doctor and her grandfather talk about the blue box. Did they mean hers? They were coming to her room to get it! She couldn’t allow that. She locked the door to her room, then grabbed the blue box off her dresser. She inserted her key into the lock, and saw the little door open slowly, revealing the mysterious machinery inside. She tried not to panic as she let herself drift. Her grandfather was now knocking on her door and trying to turn the knob. He called her name a few times, but each time it sounded like his voice was farther away. 

By the time they got the door open, Marshanda was no longer there. They could hear the faint sounds of the TARDIS’s grinding noise echoing and fading. Johan called her name again, and the Doctor got out his sonic screwdriver and scanned the energy readings. 

“Definitely the Morpheic wavelength,” he said. “Heading directly to Mount Krakatoa.” 



2  jerks 
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Chapter 3 

“We captured a human who claimed to have hidden the temporal flux seeker commander, but he had operatives waiting in the wings. They ambushed our party, disabled our gear and weapons, and escaped with the 

human. They employed devices far beyond their level of technology. They must be pawns of the Rutan Host.” 

Ensign Vraax did his best to save face. He had to use Traak’s wrist communicator to contact Commander Kraal, since the Doctor had shorted out his own. “Imbeciles,” shouted Commander Kraal over the transspacial 

frequency. “Five highly trained Sontaran elite forces should be enough to annihilate the whole city, and you could not defeat four humans, one of which was female?” 

“She pulled the indigent assimilation harness over my eyes, Commander. I respectfully suggest it should go into redesign...” 

“Silence!” barked Kraal. “I should have you report to Genetic Reallocation to become a milk wife, but at the moment you are needed. If the Rutans are mixed up in this, we must act quickly. Our enemies do not value honor on the battlefield, so we will resort to Guerrilla Stratagem Five A. Find these humans immediately! Use Neural Phase Nets to capture them, then contact Command Centre to send a stealth transport shuttle to bring them back to the flagship. We will extract the missile’s location from their primate minds.” 

“At once, Commander!” Vraax snapped his forearm to his chest in salute. “Glory to the Sontaran Empire!” 



“Where is my daughter? What did you do to my daughter?” Anisha was in a panic. She had no idea who these strange people were that Johan brought here. The one with the bow tie kept trying to control everyone else with his fancy speeches and eccentric mannerisms, but she was in no mood for games. Her husband Josir attempted to calm her, but she recoiled from his touch. 

“Please Anisha,” implored the Doctor. “Your daughter is exceptionally bright. She somehow operated my TARDIS and simply translocated to another place. We’ll go right now and find her.” 

“She can’t be outside,” sobbed Anisha. “She’s deformed. They’ll think she’s a monster! They’ll hurt her, my precious little angel! What have you done with her?” 

“Anisha, this man saved my life,” said Johan. “Those gnomes trussed me up like a goose and blew up my ship and this Doctor and his friends came to my rescue!” 

“Stop with your tall tales, old man,” said Anisha. “Gnomes, snake-haired queens, do you ever tell the truth? You’ve always put these wild and fanciful notions in Marshanda’s head whenever you visit, and she always talks about how she wants to see the world after you leave. My darling’s run away, I just know it!” Anisha ran crying to her room. Josir followed her. 

Johan frowned and put on his sailor cap. “Maybe she’s right. Even without this magic blue box of yours Doctor, Marshanda would have found a way out of this house. This city even. I knew in my heart she resented being kept here like a prisoner. I tried to give her joy and merriment, but I poisoned her mind against her family instead.” 

“No you didn’t, Captain,” said Amy. “I know what it’s like to be a recluse myself, imagining ways to escape my own tiny reality. No one coerced me. In fact, they tried to dissuade me from doing it.” Rory snorted, remembering the times Amy made him dress up as the Raggedy Doctor like he was her own personal Ken doll. 

“This man,” she continued, “opened my eyes to the wonders and mysteries of the universe outside my door. It’s been exciting, dangerous, and certainly mind blowing, but I don’t regret one moment of it.” 

The Doctor straightened his bow tie and smiled. He put his hand on Johan’s shoulder. “You sir, gave her the greatest gift of all: Awareness. For better or for worse, she now knows what it’s like to be completely on her own. 

She may suffer, but she will also learn from it, and she will certainly be better from the experience. Now let’s go find her.” 

“How? My ship is gone, and we shan’t find anyone willing to transport us to Krakatoa,” said Johan. 

“Let’s go visit my good friend Aziz,” said the Doctor. “I think I might have enough credit to get you a replacement ship.” 



“No, ye breeked chamber-maid,” shouted Johan to Rory. “Ye don’t loosen the halyard rigging! It’s supposed to be stationary! Use the runner, ye daft knob! Ye want to dance the hempen jig, or get us asea?” Johan stomped off to the foredeck, muttering something about landlubbers. 

“I have no idea what he just said,” said Rory to Amy. “Pull this rope till he says ‘Mark Twain,” she replied, gesturing to the main mast rigging. “Then loop it around that little post there.” 

“Why didn’t he just bloody say so,” Rory whined. 
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Thanks to the deal the Doctor had made with Aziz previously, he was able to purchase his own ship, a schooner which he promptly turned over to Johan. Johan vowed his life to the Doctor in return, and named the ship 

“Marshanda.” He had never been this driven in all his years, to both rescue his granddaughter and repay the Doctor’s kindness. Unfortunately for Rory, he found himself to be the target of the captain’s intensity, being the only male to whom Johan wasn’t beholden. 

The Doctor slid down the mast from the crow’s nest, landing awkwardly between Amy and Rory. “Now that he’s gone,” he whispered, “I need to let you in on a little secret. I did a sweep of Anisha’s cellular makeup while we were in their house, and I found traces of alien DNA in her system. I don’t want to upset our good Captain, but I think Anisha might have been some kind of breeding experiment. The Rutan Host are known for their ability to alter their shape and masquerade as other species, and they impregnated the poor woman. Marshanda could be part Rutan herself. I doubt her mother is even aware of it. She just assumes Marshanda’s deformity is 

punishment from God.” 

“You mean this girl is some kind of half alien sleeper agent?” said Amy. “Could these Rutans have commanded her to steal the TARDIS, perhaps?” 

“Can’t really know till we find her,” the Doctor replied. “But I highly doubt it. The TARDIS has been known to display bouts of empathy, and might have reached out to Marshanda in search of companionship. It lets you two fool around in the Probability Room, after all.” 

Amy balled up her fists and braced them on her hips. “Have you been spying on us?” she asked, crossly. 



Marshanda slowly unballed her fists. She had tensed her body in an effort to close herself out from her surroundings, but now realized the danger had passed and she had successfully left home again. But now she was alone. 

She found herself in the same place those monsters had captured her earlier. Why did the magic box take her here? The lights were dim, and she could make out the shapes of the pods and canisters that held all those other... children? She stood, slowly. She approached one of the pods, not wanting to make any noise to attract attention, but her breathing seemed to echo from the depths of these caverns. 

She put her left hand on the glass of the pod and felt warmth. The warmth felt like contact with another human being, such as when she sat on her Papa’s lap or when her parents hugged her. She brought her other hand out to touch the glass, only this was not so much a hand. Her arm ended in a taper, but she could flex the tip of it and pick up small objects if she wished. She felt warmth there as well. Whoever was inside this pod was alive and just as scared as she was. 

Marshanda started humming a song, like the lullabies her moeder used to sing to her. She knew her moeder would be extremely worried about her, and she felt guilty for leaving. But if she went back, they’d take her magic box away. Besides, she felt a need to stay. As she sang, she felt closer to the person inside. She looked down, and saw that a hand had touched the inside of the glass next to hers. She felt less scared, and knew that the person inside felt less scared as well. 

These people were trapped, much like she had been at home. Was this a place where unwanted children went? Did their parents wish somebody would take them away, and the monsters took them here? No matter how 

bad things were for them, no child deserved to be imprisoned like this. Perhaps that was why the magic box took her to this horrible place. It wanted her to rescue them. 



Ghinkwa was busy testing electrical impulses on a human nervous system when Itenseni entered the lab. “High Geneticist Ghinkwa, we have something you might be interested in seeing. The slavemasters are releasing 

the Formorans on a subdue and retrieval run, and this time it is not a simulation. Actual indigents have appeared on the island for the taking. This is your chance to see our work in operation.” 

Ghinkwa hurriedly shed her protective covering and tools. “My thanks, Supreme Geneticist Itenseni! This is quite exciting!” She slithered out after him. 

They arrived to a conference area where other staff members had congregated. All eyestalks were riveted to a projection of the old island village from outside. They could see four humans examining the remains with some degree of caution. 

“Alpha Shades,” said Itenseni to Ghinkwa. “These can be particularly difficult and often dangerous to capture. A fine test for our Formorans.” 

“A female and one of the males seem to stay together often,” said Ghinkwa. “Do you think they could be mates? They would be perfect for Project Changeling.” 

“I think that can be arranged,” replied Itenseni. 



After several days at sea, the crew of the  Marshanda  finally found the shores of Krakatoa island. Their journey was not at an end, however. Johan had them sail around the island until he could find a safe place to anchor, where no undercurrents would assault the ship. Rory’s shoulders and arms ached from the constant rope pulling and knot tying, but he knew who would probably be given the task of rowing them to shore. 
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Aboard the rowboat, the Doctor did a quick scan with his sonic screwdriver. “Morpheic field still present,” he said at high volume, as the sounds of the waves and rumblings from the mountain were too loud for normal conversation. “Once we find her, I’m going to have a talk with that granddaughter of yours. No one should fiddle with technology beyond their understanding and get away with it.” 

“Isn’t that what we do all the time with you?” said Amy. “Come to think of it, that’s how you got the TARDIS in the first...” 

“That was different,” interrupted the Doctor. “I had been trained in its use. Well, another model, not that one specifically. All right, it didn’t have a manual, but this one was considered backwards compatible, so...” 

“Enough,” huffed Johan. “We’re nearly at shore. Boatswain, raise your oars and drop anchor.” 

“Aye aye, Captain Bligh,” said Rory. No one commented on his literary reference. “Mutiny on the Bounty? Seriously, don’t any of you read?” 

Once they had the rowboat secured, they looked for a trail. They found one and followed it to where several crude huts had been erected. Some had been damaged, and tools and cooking implements made from island 

trees lay scattered about. 

“Looks like natives lived here, but got waylaid,” said Johan. “Could this be the work of those Sontarans, Doctor?” 

“If it were, this village would have been obliterated,” said the Doctor. “No, I suspect this was a mass kidnapping.” He scanned with the Sonic Screwdriver. “No recent energy traces,” he pondered. “Slavers perhaps, or possibly a new player in this sinister game.” 

Amy pointed at a new trail leading from the village. “How about that path, there?” It disappeared into jungle growth. “Are we sure?”said Rory. “We could meet whatever shanghaied these villagers.” 

“‘Adventurer’ -- he that goes out to meet whatever may come. Well, that is what we all do in the world one way or another,’” said Amy. Rory just stared back at her with a blank expression. “Allan Quatermain? Seriously, read much?” she replied with a tart smile. 

“It goes in the direction of the Morpheic field, deep in the heart of Krakatoa,” said the Doctor. Turning to Amy, he said “and that book won’t written for another four years.” Always one to set up a flashy exit, the Doctor gave Amy a slight pat on the rump and bounded on to the jungle path. Johan followed, and Amy and Rory did as well. 

They eventually reached a spot in the trail where the earth had buckled long ago. A large gulley crossed this area, and it looked like they would have to climb down and then back out the other side. Johan found a vine tied to a tree and pulled it up. He caught some snags, indicating there had been growth since the last time the vine was used. 

“Who would like to go first?” he asked. 

The Doctor held out his hand, and Johan put the vine on his palm. Amy and Rory stood before a kapok tree and watched as the Doctor started to slide down the vine, while Johan kept a grip on it. They didn’t notice another vine had lowered itself behind them. 

Suddenly, Amy found herself upside down. The vine had wrapped around her ankle and pulled her upwards. She whooped when this happened, and swung her arms around in panic. She found herself looking into the face 

of what appeared to be part man, part squid, braced on a tree limb. The vine was actually its right arm. It used its human hand to grab her by the hair and place her across the tree limb on her belly. She then felt her arms being tied behind her back. 

“Amy!” shouted Rory. He tried to find some way to climb the tree to her, but felt a vine wrap itself around his leg and pull. He slid on his back into the underbrush. Johan dropped the vine he was holding and tried to rescue Rory, but he too became ensnared when a vine wrapped itself around his neck. 

The Doctor felt the climbing vine go slack, and plummeted to the gulley below and landed on a patch of palm fronds. He started to stand up, but froze. He was surrounded by manlike creatures that appeared to have 

tentacles for right arms and smaller tentacles growing and retracting out of the right sides of their heads. Their faces were half human and their left arms appeared to be normal, but the rest of their flesh had the texture of emerald snake scales. He held up his hands in surrender. 

“Take me to your leader,” he said as fleshy ropes snaked towards him. 

Minutes later, the foursome were being carried on the shoulders of their captors. their arms and legs tied together. The tentacle men made good speed through the jungle trees, despite their misshapen bodies. The Doctor, Johan, Amy and Rory had been gagged, unable to voice their fears. 





Chapter 4 

19 


The Doctor was not the only one capable of tracing energy signatures. The Sontaran squad could trace the Doctor’s sonic screwdriver use from their shuttlecraft. They traced those emissions to an island northeast of Djakarta, but they also detected heavy traces of thermal energy from the island itself. What were these humans up to? 

The Sontaran shuttle landed in an open area of the Krakatoan jungle. The Sontarans investigated an old village and followed a path to a gulley. There, they saw signs of a struggle, but none of the humans. 

“If these humans are indeed agents of the Rutan Host, they undergo brutal training even when they report for duty,” mused Kraal. As the Sontarans continued searching the area, they felt the ground shake. It pulsed, like a constant drum thump that got stronger and stronger. The trees swayed and bended, and some cracked under the strain. Tropical birds flew from the canopies and out to the ocean. 

“It’s the volcano, clone-brother Kraal,” said Traak. “It grows stronger with each passing day. It may erupt soon.” 

“This complicates things,” said Kraal. “Return to the shuttle, clone brothers. This operation will require more firepower than we currently possess.” The Sontarans retreated back to their shuttlecraft and departed for the flagship. 



The Formorans tossed the Doctor unceremoniously onto a bare spot of mud and shale. He swallowed some filth by accident and spat several times to clear his mouth. He could hear Amy, Rory and Johan spitting and 

cursing as well. The Formorans then sliced off their bindings and stood behind the foursome, glowering menacingly. 

The Doctor asked “Is everyone all...” but a whipping sound next to his cheek interrupted him. “You quiet,” the Formoran behind him slurred. The Doctor brushed his hair with his fingers and straightened his bow tie. Amy and Johan also received warning lashes, while Rory meekly gave no cause for provocation. 

Lights slowly glowed to full illumination, revealing a large cavern. A gathering of green blobs with white gangly tentacles and darting eyestalks stood before them. “Don’t you know telepathy is rude?” said the Doctor, before another whip sound snapped behind his rump. He covered his rear end with his hands. 

One of the Rutan formed a semiliquid face and spoke. “That one is the first of this species to use that term. A male Alpha Shade such as he will make an exceptional test subject.” 

“Do not address me as livestock,” said the Doctor forcefully. “And kindly ask this goon to stop tentacle-whipping me!” 

The Rutan made a gesture with his foretentacle, and the Formoran relaxed his stance. “This one is impressive and amusing. Let him speak.” 

“Thank you,” said the Doctor as he adjusted his jacket. “It is my duty to inform the Rutan Host that seeding alien species on this planet is a violation of the Shadow Proclamation, as Earth is a level 2 planet.” 

“I thought we were level 5,” said Amy. “That’s next century,” replied the Doctor. 

The Rutans said nothing for a minute, but the Doctor knew they were communicating to each other via telepathy. The Rutan who spoke before said to the Doctor, “You are more advanced than we so thought. How do you 

know such things? Humans are incapable of interstellar travel, much less any mode of flight. Perhaps the Sontarans taught you a thing or two? We shall extract your history from you later.” 

“I am not human,” said the Doctor. “I am the Doctor. I am their protector. And you will be...” 

“As regards the Shadow Proclamation of which you speak,” interrupted the Rutan, “we are not seeding this planet. We do not seek to populate this planet with our own species, but rather to enhance the indigents with superior genetics.” 

“Superior genetics?” replied the Doctor. “Such as your sensitivity to intense light? I once took out one of your mother ships with but a single lighthouse beam.” The Rutan’s human face shifted its features into a grimace. “Are you aware there is a Sontaran flagship in orbit, looking for you lot? Looks like you both got the idea to use Earth as an outpost for your million year war. This will not be permitted. Earth will not furnish you cannon fodder troops to protect your precious tentacles!” 

“Take that one to the Star Chamber!” commanded the Rutan. “The young alpha shades will go to the reopened Changeling Wing. Dispose of the old one. He serves no useful purpose.” The Rutan’s human face melted back 

into his body, and all the Rutans began to depart. 

“Dispose? What do you mean dispose?” shouted Johan. The Formorans proceeded to bind him as he struggled. He kicked and fought as best he could, but the Formorans whipped him into submission. Amy and Rory 

looked to the Doctor, who did a curt shake of his head. They offered no resistance as the Formorans converged on them. 



Elsewhere, a Silent saw a Weeping Angel and blinked, but she forgot to follow him. 
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Marshanda had stayed hidden among the numerous pods and amniotic tubes in this dark cavern. She didn’t want to be caught like before, so she chose a spot that wouldn’t leave her vulnerable to discovery. At some point, she became that all the monsters were leaving. Now, she could finally act. 

After some time, she heard cursing and bellowing from the service halls outside the cavern. The voice sounded familiar. She moved closer to the tunnel leading out of the cavern, and then took a quick peek. She saw two of the half monsters holding her Papa by the arms, dragging him somewhere. She wanted to scream, but knew she should not. She followed the half monsters and her Papa from a safe distance. Papa wasn’t giving up. He 

called his captors some very bad names. Some she didn’t quite understand, but guessed it had something to do with their private parts. 

Where were they taking him? The hallways started feeling warmer, and she felt sweat droplets running down her face. The area rumbled for a time, stronger than she ever felt before. Her Papa obviously was in danger. It was up to her to rescue him, just like Iolaus rescued Hercules from the Hydra. 



Rory opened his eyes. He didn’t remember where he was, and he didn’t recognize his surroundings. It was dim, and smelled of freshly cut wood. He first thought he might be dreaming, as he felt like he was moving slow when reality seemed to speed around him. He pushed himself up, allowed his brain and vision time to reset, then started narrating himself aloud to get his thinking back on track. 

“Let’s see, I’m on a floor. Good thing, floors. They keep you from falling. This floor does indeed have wood shavings. Right, like packing materials, so I could be in a warehouse. It looks like I’m on a platform. Not a very high platform. I suppose I could step off.” 

He stood up, momentarily experiencing a dizzy spell. “I can stand. That’s all right. Standing is good. What is this over here?” He walked over to what appeared to be a mound of furs and skins. Next to it, he saw something that looked similar to a lamp post, but instead of a lampshade, the post sported a glass cylinder that appeared to be holding water. Underneath the cylinder, a short pipe was extended and bent outward. He felt the end of the pipe, and his hand came away wet. “What, are they feeding me like a bloody hamster?” He saw a receptacle next to the water dispenser, and it contained round chunks of processed meat. His pulse started to race as he grew angry. 

He started to step off the platform, then felt intense pain in his neck, as if he were being shocked. He jumped back, and the pain went away. He felt the back of his neck, and discovered a lump that hadn’t been there before. 

The bastards had put some kind of implant in him. “Hello?” he shouted. “Amy? Are you there? Amy? Doctor?” He could only hear his voice echoing as if he were in a vast cavern. 

Rory paced around the perimeter of the platform, taking experimental steps and retreating from any sensation of pain. “Whoever put me here, don’t I get an exercise wheel?” he shouted. “So I can run in place instead of walking around and pushing invisible walls like a gerbil mime?” No answer. He kicked over the food receptacle in frustration. He tried to push over the water dispenser, but it had been bolted to the platform. He kicked the furs and skins off instead. 

After a few minutes of spinning his wheels, he sat back down. He hated this feeling of helplessness, and wished he hadn’t kicked off the furs since his butt was starting to numb. He put his head between his knees and slowly rocked back and forth. 



Amy felt as if she were floating. Not in air, but in some kind of liquid she could breathe. She felt warm and comfortable, and completely relaxed. She then noticed her arms. Some sort of tubing sprouted from them, similar to hospital IVs, but these looked more organic. They resembled blood vessels, and they were both pumping something in and pulling something out of her body. She didn’t panic, however. She felt so calm and relaxed, she wouldn’t react to a dangerous situation as she normally would have. 

She felt like she could just drift off to sleep forever and forget about her problems, but knew she couldn’t. She and her friends were trapped like rats in some alien laboratory. These Rutans would try to deform her body like they did the half monsters that captured them. What did that one Rutan mean by “Changeling Wing?” Was that actually what he said? Recalling the events after their capture felt like trying to remember a fading dream. 

With some effort, she managed to move her arms and legs and coordinate them to swim backwards. She felt her head bump against some solid surface, and guessed she must be in some kind of tank. Where was Rory? 

What happened to the Doctor and Jonah? She assumed they must be all right, if they were bathing in this glorious warm liquid like she was. 

No! She must not forget the horrible situation they were in! She had to get out of this tank, somehow. She moved her right hand over to her left arm and attempted to grasp one of the tubes attached to it. She couldn’t close her fingers around it. She was so relaxed, she couldn’t tense her body for anything. 

She concentrated on her her fingers.  Close, she thought to herself.  Close, my fingers. Make a grip. Must grip. Grip. Must grip.  Her fingers felt far away. The more she concentrated, the further away they got. The fingers slipped off and disappeared in the distance, and she felt as if she were no longer in her body. All she had to was stay where she was and float forever, because there was absolutely nothing to worry about, nothing to worry about at all... 
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Ghinkwa watched the two test subject on two plasmosis monitors. Both monitors had records of the humans’ life indicators. The male seemed restless, and rejected the comforts provided for him. The female seemed 

completely content with her environment, and would thus be receptive to treatment. Although she had to remain impassive, Ghinkwa couldn’t help but feel some attachment to these humans. She hoped they would produce numerous offspring and not feel compelled to eat them. 

After recording her observations, she slid over to where Supreme Geneticist Itenensi was studying the other male Alpha Shade. Like the female, his body lay suspended in amniotic fluid, but his life indicator readings were vastly different from hers. “What have you found?” she asked her superior. 

“It is as he said. He is not human. He has an extra heart, and his cellular matrix contains bio-electrical activity, the likes of which I have never seen. He could potentially power a mother ship through 100 light years of space solely by himself. What is this species?” 

“Gallifreyan,” said the Doctor’s voice from midair. “Oh, don’t be alarmed. We time lords know the complete physiological makeup of ours and our mothers’ bodies before we’re even born! It’s not exactly telepathy. I’m just echoing my thoughts off the corpuscular platelets in this amniotic bath you plunged me in.” The Doctor’s body hadn’t moved at all. 

After the shock of hearing this chattering monkey using their life station as a telephone, Itenseni formed a semiliquid human face on his cortex and spoke. “Gallifreyan? Can that be possible? They are said to have completely vanished from existence.” 

“Correct, and I’m the one who vanished them,” said the Doctor’s thoughts. “So, before you get any ideas about slicing my body lengthwise and uniting me with one of your squidlings, I should inform you that you lack the technology to contain my bio-electric field. Should you release any of that energy, it would spell doom for your little mad scientist laboratory and this whole complex. Oh yes, aren’t we right at the heart of an active volcano? 

That should add to the fireworks!” 

“A time traveler,” said Itenseni. “That explains how your extensive vocabulary when you spoke before our assemblage. And yet you claim to be the last Gallifreyan? If this is true, you are truly a unique entity. You must be preserved and kept from harm.” 

“Thank you for the kind sentiments, but I would rather talk about why you’re here,” said the Doctor’s thoughts. “From what I can tell, you lot are bent on crossbreeding humans with Rutans and creating a new race of slaves. 

Then your friends the Sontarans started sniffing about, suspected you were hiding on this planet somewhere, and developed technology to take you down whenever you emerged from your rat holes. So, planning on using your stooges to counteract them?” 

“We do what we can to survive, Gallifreyan,” said Itenseni. “But you should not attribute our actions to any hostile intent. Throughout our explorations of Mutter’s Spiral, we discovered many inferior life forms upon which we could hybridize our cellular structures and significantly improve. We’ve managed to rescue entire species from extinction by hybridization. We could even rescue yours.” 

The Doctor thought nothing, and thus said nothing. Ghinkwa formed a semiliquid human head that resembled Amy’s. “You would no longer have to fear the ultimate end of you and your species, Gallifreyan,” said Ghinkwa. 

“Not only would your species survive, but you would advance in evolutionary progress. That is our goal: to advance the entire universe!” 

Still, the Doctor said and thought nothing. Then, the Rutans heard his voice making some kind of huffing sound. He was laughing. “For such an advanced species, you Rutans are amazingly thick,” said the Doctor’s 

thoughts. 

“For the past million or so years, you’ve been in a constant state of war and espionage,” he remarked. “You consider yourselves as infinitely adaptable, but the truth is, you have not progressed one iota on the evolutionary scale. Your enemies, the Sontarans, come from clone vats. Kill them, and they make more. You come from a hive mind, born from cellular mitosis, all very clinical and antiseptic. Kill you, and all you have to do is split a few drones and make more. You have no concept of living or evolution. You just continually make copies of yourselves. You, your progenitors, and the Sontarans will never resolve your differences, because you will always be frozen in your stratagems and schemes and never think beyond your righteous indignations. 

“But the humans here that you treat like lab animals are different. You’re amazed at how different they are from each other, how they have all these different varieties of cultures, creeds, and societies, and yet SOMEHOW 

they manage to cooperate and produce miracles in such a short amount of time. To you, they’re like mayflies, living and dying in the spans of seconds, and yet you’re wanting to fit in with them and make yourselves look like them. You’re even using names now. Since when has a hive collective ever done that? 

“You probably consider them nice little pets. Oh no, they’ve progressed to far more than that. It took them a few millenia to go from clubs to swords to firesticks, but within sixty years they’ll discover how to split the atom and make entire cities vanish. Doesn’t that concern you? Those genetic abominations you cook up and make to do your dirty work will become your masters before you know it!” 

“Enough,” said Itenseni. “If you will not cooperate, then you will have no control over your destiny, Gallifreyan. Your race will end here, and we shall give birth to a new superior race of Gallifreyan and Rutan hybridization.” 

Itenseni melted his human head back into his amorphous body as a gesture of contempt. 

“Call me Doctor,” said the Doctor’s thoughts. “On Earth, it means healer. To the Daleks, it means ‘Bringer of Darkness.’ To the people of the Gamma Forests, it means ‘Mighty Warrior.’ And to the Rutans, it will mean one word and one word only: ‘Armageddon!’” 
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Rory had fallen asleep, and later woke to the sound of moaning. He lifted his head. He was still on the platform, but now he lay on a soft mattress. Amy was next to him! 

Her whole body was wet. She was wearing some sheer fabric that clung to her body like skin. Rory felt stiff. He saw where the crotch area of his pants pointed upward like a tent. He felt himself wanting to take Amy right then and there, but through great effort, he stopped himself. 

“Amy?” he said quietly. “Amy, wake up.” He put his hand on her shoulder and shook her, but she felt so warm and inviting. “Rory?” she moaned. She tried to pull him to her, but she lacked the strength. She was still completely relaxed, yet extremely horny. 

“Amy, listen to me.” Amy’s hand reached down to his pants. He pulled her hand away. He slapped her on her cheeks lightly to try to stimulate blood flow to her face. “Amy, they’ve drugged us. I’ve seen this when I worked as a nurse. We should mmmmmph!” Amy had pulled her lips to his and shoved her tongue in his mouth. That sweet, sweet tongue...she tasted so good... 

“No!” Rory pushed her away, but she still moaned and reached for any body part of his she could cling to. “Amy, they’ve given me some kind of psychotropic viagra. God knows what they’ve given you. We’ve got to flush it out of our system.” He stood up on his knees and put his arms under her to lift. When he did, she started unbuttoning his shirt and kissed him deeply. 

He awkwardly stood up, trying to keep Amy held in his arms. She didn’t resist, but she didn’t make it easier for him either. She continued to unbutton him with one hand while grabbing his head and forcing his mouth to keep in contact with hers. He tried to carry her to the water dispenser, but she grabbed hold of his trousers at the crotch. They both fell to the floor with a loud bump. 

“Amy, are you all right? I’m so sorry...” Amy just giggled and started tickling him. “No! Stop that! Amy!” He tried to grab her by the legs and lift her in a fireman’s carry, but she wrapped her legs around his pelvis and sucked on his neck. He slumped down to his hands and knees and started crawling with her as she clung to his torso and made humping motions. He tried not to think how close he was to penetration. “Amy, they’re trying to get us to breed. They want to enslave our children!” 

“I’ll be your slave forever,” she mumbled. He finally managed to crawl over to the water dispenser and maneuver her head below the drinking tube. She still kept trying to kiss him, but then started licking the tube. The waterskin broke enough to drain on her face, and she coughed. “That’s it, luv. Drink. Just keep drinking.” 

Suddenly, Rory felt a sharp pain in his neck. He collapsed with Amy underneath him. He rolled off, clutching the back of his neck “Rory?” she mumbled. “What’s the matter?” They then heard the sound of some kind of machine whirring. A giant set of talons lowered from the ceiling and closed around Amy. It lifted her up from the floor to a height of ten feet, then moved out into the open, away from Rory. “Amy? Amy! What’s happening? 

Arrggghhhhh!” He then blacked out. 

Ghinkwa had been watching this by remote viewer. The humans seemed to be about ready to rut, but then she received a telepathic message from Itenseni. “Missing?” she exclaimed. “How can they be missing?” With 

reluctance, she halted the mating test, shut down her station, and slid out of the laboratory. 



Johan had been dragged through several sets of pressurized doors before he felt intense heat. He immediately broke out in a sweat and saw glowing redness before him. He skin felt like it was burning. His captors had taken him to a platform, overlooking a glowing red mass that bubbled and flowed like lava. “No!” he screamed. 

Just then, he heard a young girl’s voice. Marshanda? “Help me. I’m lost.” He and his captors turned to see Marshanda walking towards them, looking frightened. She was not wearing her cowl or the cape that concealed the right side of her body. The growths on her head stood out like little limbs, and her right arm extended all the way to the floor, with no human hand, but rather a taper of flesh. 

One of the Formorans slurred, “Why you here? Go back to pen.” “I’m lost,” she mewed. “Please help me.” She then ran over to Johan and embraced him by the legs. Then he heard a whirring grind and his vision started to fade. 

When his vision returned, the heat was gone. He no longer saw the glowing red mass. This time he saw crates stacked up against a concrete wall and felt a cool floor beneath his feet. “Marshanda? What happened?” 

“We’re in the cellar,” she replied. “I used to hide down here, but Moeder locked the door and said I couldn’t come down here anymore. I still do.” 

Johan felt disoriented, but slowly came to recognize they were indeed in a cellar. It was all so disconcerting. First they were on an island, then in a volcano, and now this place. “How did we get here, darling?” said he. 

“The magic box, Papa.” She showed him the miniature blue box in her hand. “It takes me places. It helped me rescue you. It helped me rescue my friends, too.” 

“Friends?” he asked. “What friends?” 

She took him by the hand and led him over to another room in the cellar. She had cleared out all the tools, boxes of preserves, and boxes kept in there. Inside now were glass canisters, each about six feet in height, containing some sort of pinkish liquid. Fleshlike tubes ran from each canister to some kind of pump, which looked to have skin like a frog’s. It pulsed and bulged as if it were breathing. 
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Marshanda was pointing at one of the canisters. Johan took a close look and saw a human child’s face inside, but it had growths on the head similar to his granddaughter’s. “I had to save them, Papa,” said Marshanda. Was this infernal machine somehow keeping them alive? 

“Marshanda, listen to me,” said Johan. He bent down to his knees and held her left hand and right taper in his own hands. He looked her directly in the eyes without flinching. He had never flinched. To him, she was the most beautiful creature in the world, and he had never been more proud of anything than he was this very moment. 

“You are a very brave girl, and very smart. I don’t know how your magic box works, but we’ve got to go back. We’ve got to rescue the Doctor and Amy and Rory. They saved my life, and we were looking for you when those monsters caught us.” 

“I don’t want to go back,” she whined. “I hate that place and I never want to go there again! And that Doctor wants to take my magic box. I heard him say so!” 

“Listen Marshanda, I know you’re scared. I am too. I’ve never been this scared in my life. Not even when I stared down the snake queen!” Johan immediately regretted saying that last part, as he blamed his tall tales for Marshanda disappearing. “But sometimes we’re called upon to do something heroic. We don’t think we’re capable, but there’s people who need us!” 

Marshanda started to cry, and he embraced her. “Shhhhh, there there, my  schatje. It’s all right. I know, this is too much for a little girl like you, but you know you’re different from all the other girls. You’re more than that. You have a special purpose, that no other person has. You made that magic box work. You rescued all those helpless people. But I owe my life to the Doctor, and he has shown me wonders I never knew existed. Sure they 

were scary, but that’s because they were unknown. Once the unknown becomes known, it’s less scary. Once I realized the snake queen wasn’t as bad as she tried to make herself out to be, I tricked her and kicked her ophidian arse out the window. You can trick those monsters too. They don’t know how clever you are. Not like I do. You do take after me, after all.” 

Marshanda sniffled, and Johan wiped her face. “You should have been there, my  schatje. They had captured us, threw us down in front of their overlords, and talked to use like we were animals, but the Doctor spoke up. 

They didn’t scare him. He told them things that surely baffled them. They had no idea he knew so much about them. They thought they were his masters, but he turned out to be theirs.” 

Johan gestured to the canisters. “I bet the Doctor knows how to get your friends out of those glass tubes without hurting them. I bet he knows why you don’t look like the rest of us. You’d like Amy and Rory. Well, Rory’s a bit thick, but he’s a decent lad.” 

Marshanda sniffed again, but stopped crying. “There’s a brave girl,” said Johan. The two hugged. “Now, why don’t you show me how that magic box works?” 



Although the Doctor’s body was floating peacefully in the amniotic tank, his mind was in anything but a peaceful state. He constantly made calculations, plotted courses, followed the nutrient flow to its source and jumped his consciousness from one cell nucleus to the next, attempting to communicate with nuclei, studying ways to stimulate them... 

“Doctor,” said the voice of Itenseni. “I know you can hear me. Our readings show that your brain is in constant activity. Twelve growth pods are missing from the Formoran Wing. Would you know anything about that?” 

“All right, you got me,” said the Doctor’s thoughts. “I took them and stashed them in my watch pocket. Let me out and I’ll give them back to you.” 

Suddenly, the Doctor felt wracked with pain. His body buckled and jerked in the amniotic tank. “We’ve introduced a new intravenous infusion. This controls your pain and pleasure centers. We can make your experience with us quite painful, or quite pleasant and comfortable if you cooperate.” The Doctor’s body stopped twitching. 

“Again, do you know anything about the missing growth pods?” asked Itenseni. 

“I know you’re also missing a transfusion pump. Other than that, I don’t know who took them,” said the Doctor’s voice. 

“How do you know that?” said Itenseni, with a tentacle poised over the intravenous control. 

“Your whole system, biological, climate control, thermal fission power, acts as one body, one machine,” said the Doctor’s voice, “and I am a lone antibody, going through one vein at a time. Arrrrgggh!” The Doctor’s body spasmed again, this time longer than the previous attack. 

Itenseni stopped and attempted to calm himself. This creature had been goading him, and was obviously counting on Itenseni to get angry and make mistakes. Itenseni was determined not to let that happen. 

After the agitation left his ganglia, Itenseni resumed his questioning. “The elderly one from your party is missing. He escaped with the aid of a young female. What do you know about that?” 

“Jolly good,” said the Doctor’s voice. “That’s why we came here, to find her. Mission accomplished. Now you can let us go. Tut tut tut! Don’t hit the pain button for that jape. It was a rather lame jape. I’m certainly not proud of it.” 
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Itenesi exhaled audibly. “Doctor, we are both scientists. It is therefore our calling to repair the defects of the universe. Your cells contain extreme amounts of bio-energy which threaten to destroy my lab equipment whenever I attempt to metastasize them with Rutan cells. How does your body contain so much energy without you exploding?” 

“There’s a temporal component to Gallifreyan cellular structure,” said the Doctor’s voice, slightly grunting with strain. “It keeps the subatomic activity in stasis and releases it when the body suffers any impairment. I know firsthand you have access to gravimetric technology. A great space saver. Cross-engineer that and you’ll be in business.”’ 

“Thank you, Doctor.” Itenseni shifted the pleasure center control slide, and the Doctor’s body started to relax. “You see how we reward you when you cooperate?” 

Itenseni paused to think: his hive had chosen this location because of access to great amounts of thermal energy, which didn’t require building a new facility which would have taken up more space than this island. Even when the magma output built up to near expulsion, they were able to contain the raw power through gravimetrics and draw from it whenever they needed fission. That could be enough to counter the bio-electric field when it was breached. They would not need Gallifreyan temporal plasma. Just as well. It would be in very small supply with this Doctor being the only source anyway. 

Such a fusion would produce a being of raw energy that could operate independently of their metanetwork. A mere test subject could find himself as powerful as the Earth’s core should that kind of operation be successful. 

However, no test subject could be trusted with that much raw power. One of the Rutan themselves would have to be the subject. Even then, a Rutan with that much power might decide to become Host Mother and rule the entire empire singlehandedly. 

Itenseni formed a human face just so he could smile. 



One of Amy’s fondest memories was the time she and Rory went to Lake Windemere with their inner tubes. Rory rigged a harness that connected their tubes and a cooler for drinks. The two could take this opportunity to float their troubles away. She remembered how they held hands and watched the clouds above. She remembered the peace, the warmth, and the water evaporating from her skin. 

“Aaaaaaaaamy. Amy Poooooooond...” She heard a voice in the distance, calling her name. But she didn’t want to respond. This moment was too perfect. She didn’t want to interrupt it for some tosser looking for attention. 

“Aaaaaaaamy, where aaaaaaaaare you? Coo chee coo chee coooooooo!” Amy flinched, as if a fly landed on her nose. She wanted the voice to go away, but she refused to devote one ounce of effort to pay it any attention. 

“Aaaaaaaaameeeeeee, I can see you naaaaaaaaaaked!” 

Amy meant to scream “WHAT DO YOU WANT,” but instead exhaled a huge bubble out of her mouth. She heard the bubbles dully pop and liquid shift back into place. She felt embarrassed for a split second, realizing it 

does no good to scream in one’s sleep. Then she realized she was underwater, but still breathing. Despite the warmth, she felt stressed and uncomfortable. 

“Aaaaaaamy, wakey wakey,” said the distant voice. She finally recognized the Doctor’s voice, and gurgled when she tried to answer him. “Hello to you too,” he replied. 

“Don’t try to speak, Amy. I’m not actually using my voice. I’m sending brain impulses to bump the amniotic fluid network molecules around so they replicate my speaking voice. So all right, it IS my voice, but from a subatomic bio-electric perspective.” Amy gurgled imploringly. 

“Oh, right! Amy, this is really quite amazing. The juice in which you’re currently floating is actually part of a fluid conduit in a complex network of aquatic passages which is actually an entire circulatory system. In other words, this entire complex is a single organism!” Amy gurgled in amazement. 

“No, more like a colony of coral,” said the Doctor’s voice. “The type of organism that isn’t ambulatory. We are actually bacteria coursing through the veins of a massive intricate hive. No wonder the Rutan Host is so gung-ho about genetics. BUT THE POINT IS... through my ingenious method of first-person ultrasound, I have mapped out the entire complex, down to the last mouse hole. I know where you are. I know where I am. I know where Rory and Oh, did I mention Johan and his granddaughter are.” Amy gurgled incredulously. 

“Oh yes, she’s quite a clever lass,” said the Doctor’s voice. “She’s the young rapscallion who’s been borrowing the TARDIS, and they’re about to pay you a visit. Now listen; it’s very important that you remember everything I say from this point forward. I am about to give you a list of instructions, and you must follow them exactly to the letter. Can you do that for me?” 

Amy gurgled a yes. 



“Doctor,” said Itenseni, “we are reading spikes in your brain activity. Would you care to explain?” 

Itenseni had suspected the Gallifreyan would lead him on a wild goose chase with his vague recommendations, but so far, the procedures worked after some trial and error. Still, he should have had low brain activity, as he was suspended in an amniotic bath that would have calmed his nerves to near stasis. The Doctor did not respond. 
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“Doctor?” Itenseni shifted the pain center slide, and the Doctor’s body jerked and spasmed. Air came out of his lungs and bubbled out of his mouth. Itenseni shifted the slide back to neutral, and the Doctor’s body stopped trembling. “It is best you respond when we call you, Doctor. I ask again; why are you undergoing so much brain activity?” 

Itenseni heard gasping and huffing from the Doctor’s echoed thoughts. “I-I was in a muh-meditative state,” he said. “”It cuh-causes muh-muh-muh-my neural puh-pathways to re-reset, and yuh-you brough muh-me out puh-puh-pree muh chur lee.” 

“All right, Doctor,” said Itenensi. “Remember, you are under constant observation. Now, regarding the gravimetric procedure you alluded to, what...” 

“Cuh-cuh-can you guh-give me the the the puh-puh-pleasure juice?” stammered the Doctor. “I-I-I’m ruh-really fuh-feeling out of suh suh suh sorts right now.” 

“Ah, you find it comforting?” said Itenensi with the concern a drug dealer displays to habitual felons. “You may have more, after you answer my questions. Do you understand?” 

The Doctor agreed. Itenensi asked him more technical questions, then let the pleasure stimulator flow. He gave less than the previous amount, however. It would increase the drug’s addiction factor. 



Johan had his share of first mates, rugged salts that could practically read his mind during stormy journeys at sea. Their previous experience coupled with his skill and ability to encourage their best efforts got him out of many a tight spot. He felt that way with Marshanda now. 

He had warned her not transport them back to the growth pods. No doubt the monsters would be looking for them at that place. She concentrated on the tunnel she came to the first time. Johan thought the magic of 

Marshanda’s box made it look like they were standing in place one moment, standing in mist the next moment, and standing in a new place the moment after that. He was truly experiencing a tall tale so incredible, he could never have contrived to tell it on his own. 

Johan and Marshanda crept cautiously down the tunnels, peering around every corner and staying in the shadows as much as possible. When they reached one junction in particular, they noticed a single portal door with a signal light by it. They peered down the other tunnels, then Johan wihspered, “Marshanda...that light. See how it’s blinking? It’s blinking three times short, three times long, three times short again, and then it repeats. That’s SOS–Save Our Ship. Is the Doctor doing this?” 

As if in response to his question, the light blinked rapidly. Johan looked at it, puzzled. The SOS repeated again, then Johan saw the lights blink in a different sequence. “Ar, it is indeed blinking in Morse Code. Yes... it’s... 

me... you... old... pratt... Doctor! It IS you! How are you controlling these lights?” 

The light stayed dim for a few seconds, the same amount of time it takes someone to slap their own forehead. Johan continued mumbling the Doctor’s message; “I’m... tweaking... a... nerve... in... the... complex... oh... 

balderdash... it’s... a... long... story... suffice... it... to... say... follow... all... the... doors... with... blinking... Oh, follow all the doors with the blinking lights! Roger that, Doctor, we’re on our way!” 

The Doctor guided Johan and Marshanda away from where the Rutans were searching for them, and led them in a roundabout route to their final destination: the lab in the Changeling wing where Amy was being held. At the time they arrived, Ghinkwa was not at her station, and thus did not see them with her remote viewer. 

Johan and Marshanda arrived to find a glass tank circulating pink liquid. John pressed his eyes close to the surface and looked inside. He saw Amy’s body floating, held in position with suspension wires that looked alive. 

Johan thought one of those wires had an eyeball looking back at him, but decided it was a figment of his imagination for the sake of his sanity. “It’s Amy,” he said. “How do we get her out?” 

“Look Papa, that light is blinking like the ones outside,” said Marshanda. Johan turned to look at a machine that resembled a ship’s helm. A small bulb attached to it blinked out more letter patterns. Johan chuckled. “He’s giving me instructions. Even in Morse Code, he’s a cheeky lad.” 



Ghinkwa was not at her workstation because Itenensi had called her to the conduction chamber. The Supreme Geneticist had his head nodule pressed into an organic console with bark skin. The bottom of the console 

glowed intermittently with shielded intense light. Ghinkwa heard the rush of energy coursing through the ductile network, and the entire room trembled. Itenseni was directing some type of energy surge to his operation. 

“High Geneticist Ghinkwa, observe what happens when I apply cytokinesis to adjoining strands of Gallifreyan and Rutan DNA.” She pressed her head nodule to another port on the console. A microiris lens had its 

magnification focused on two strands of genetic compositions being superheated. She saw the divided cells of both strands attract and bond each other, even though the patterns had no visible alleles in common. The cells enlarged, then split into seven divisions each instead of two. The cells then compacted as if under strain, leading to cycles of creation and destruction. 

“The fission process reverses itself and still replicates,”said Ghinkwa. “It’s releasing energy yet retaining the same amount of mass. How is this possible?” 
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“It’s the temporal field the Gallifreyan spoke of,” said Iteneseni. “I’m bombarding both strands with incredible amounts of radiation, and instead of withering, they combine and thrive. The process requires a vast amount of power to stimulate, but once it gets started, it generates twice as much power in return. This was but a single molecular chain of Rutan DNA that became two chains, then became one chain again, storing the energy of the second chain. Imagine a whole body undergoing this reaction. Then again. And again.” 

“What are you getting at, Supreme Geneticist Itenseni?” she asked. 

“The two of us can become king and queen of the entire Rutan Host. I just need your help to channel and direct the volcano’s heat to the cytokinesion of the Gallifreyan DNA with a Rutan body.  My  body.” The volcano rumbled, as if in answer. 



After her one-sided conversation with the Doctor, Amy drifted back to Lake Windemere. She saw fluffy clouds drifting overhead, with the sun peeking through whenever there was a opening. The lake, as before, remained perfectly still. Then she heard a thudding sound off in the distance, and the water started to buckle. “What was that,” she said, but Rory didn’t answer. In fact, they were no longer holding hands. 

“Rory?” She she to her right. He was no longer there, and neither was his inner tube or the floating cooler. “Rory!” she shouted, looking all around her. She saw more turbulence in the water. She started to paddle with her hands, but realized she was thousands of feet from shore. She had been so relaxed before, but now her life was in danger and her limbs felt like lead. Waves rocked her and her inner tube. She clung to the sides of the tube for dear life, and the waves got bigger. A sheet of water suddenly splashed in her face, when her mouth was opened. She nearly swallowed, but spat it out instead. Then a bigger wave overcame her and she felt herself being tossed like a rag doll. She lost her grip on the inner tube, and felt herself plunging below the water’s surface. 

In a panic, she tried to swim back to the top, but she couldn’t tell which way was up. Her lungs felt strained, and her arms and legs simply would not move, no matter how hard she tried. Then something press against her chest, and water come back up through her throat. 

She expelled the water, and started to breathe air again. “There you are, lass! Thought we lost ye for a spell,” said Johan. He tilted her head up slightly, and put a bundle of cloth underneath. Someone else was drying her with a towel. A young girl, about ten or eleven years of age, sat with her left side facing Amy while rubbing the towel against her leg. 

“Amy, I’d like you to meet my granddaughter, Marshanda,” said Johan. Marshanda turned to look at Amy and said “Hi” with a slightly timid voice. She waved with her right hand, which was actually a taper of flesh similar to the tentacle of an octopus. Amy saw the right side of Marshand’s head had long fleshy snake-like appendages growing from it instead of hair. Amy simply smiled and said “pleased to meet you.” 

“We found yer clothes,” said Johan. Amy squealed a slight yelp and started to cover her private parts with her hands, but Johan gently said, “There there, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before, lass. Here, lift yer legs. We’ll begin with yer knickers.” Johan and Marshanda helped Amy dress as she regained her strength. 

“I felt such peace. I didn’t want to leave,” said Amy. “Yeh, I understand,” said Johan. “Many’s a siren that tried to lure me to Davy Jones’s locker with their sweet songs. I recall this one vexing sea lass...” “Papa!” interrupted Marshanda. “Oh, yes, yes,” said Johan. “Storytellin’s for later. The Doctor says we’ve got to get you to the main laboratory, wherever that is.” 

“Where’s Rory?” said Amy. “Where’s my husband?” 



Rory opened his eyes. He had been laying on his side, amidst a spread of wood shavings. They seemed to pulse and throb, then Rory realized it was high blood pressure making his eyes swim. 

He pushed himself upright. Blood rushed to his head, and he felt a momentary dizzy spell. The psychotropics were starting to wear off, but things still seemed to move at the edge of vision. His erection had likewise lowered, but still retained some stiffness. Rory was not a violent man, but he sincerely wanted to put his hands around the Rutan’s neck who did this to him and crush the life out of them, provided Rutans had necks. 

He sat back down, thinking how this place reminded him of a clinic where he once worked. The place was underfunded, and much of its equipment needed replacing. So many veterans, immigrants, and poverty-level 

people came through the clinic doors, with their diseases, shattered limbs and faulty bodies crowding the waiting rooms. Rory was fine with that. What he couldn’t abide was the indifference most of the staff showed to their patients. 

Rory remembered the fear and uncertainty in so many sick eyes, and all they really needed was somebody to show they cared and were there to help them. The doctors and orderlies surely had their hands full and couldn’t devote all their working time to their patients, but he resented the cavalier attitude they cultivated towards them. Orderlies would play cards while cancer patients moaned in agony. Doctors rifled off quick instructions to the nurses and seldom stayed around to talk with the patients. He wished some of his former coworkers could be here to see what it was like to be regarded as nothing more than bacteria cultures on a petri dish. 

In a controlled rage, Rory went over to the water dispenser. It had some kind of rigid structure, like an amphibian spinal column. If it had structure, then it must have bones. He opened his mouth as wide as it would open, then sank his teeth on the bottom edge of the cylinder. He clawed his fingertips into the tough bark-like skin encasing the dispenser like a tiger clawing apart a gazelle. He pulled and strained until his teeth felt like they would fragment and break, letting his anger fuel the strength of his jaws. 
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He finally pulled away a hunk of flesh and growled as water spilled out of the dispenser, mixed with rivulets of his own blood. He attacked and bit the dispenser again, pulling and clawing with his teeth and fingers. The dispenser flesh started to peel away, as if he were boning a fish. He would tear a bone from this alien body and use it to scrape out the implant in the back of his neck. 

“Rory?” asked a soft voice. He lifted his head. He held a torn chunk of alien flesh in his teeth, as green and red rivulets of blood streamed down his chin. He turned to see Amy standing before him, looking a bit apprehensive. He saw Johan and a young girl behind Amy. The girl had her arms locked around Johan’s waist and looked frightened. Johan looked wary as well. 

Rory was breathing heavily, but he controlled his rage and slowly regained calmness. He turned and spat the alien flesh out of his mouth, turned back to Amy, and said “Oh.” He wiped his mouth with his sleeve and 

smoothed his hair with his hands. “There you are. You are there, correct? I’m not seeing things?” 

Amy jumped on him and embraced him with a tight hug. She smelled like she had come from a slaughterhouse, but she still smelled like Amy. He hugged her back, unsure of what to say. He had never reached such a 

stage of hate before, and did his best to appear as a normal level-headed person. 

He became aware that she was pressing against his waning erection, and muttered “Ah, watch the uh, you know, down there.” “Shut up,” she replied. 



Ever since Ghinkwa had arrived on this planet, she rarely had a moment’s rest. Just when she grasped the extent of what this outpost was doing and had done, new wonders and discoveries cascaded onto her. Now, she and Supreme Geneticist Itenseni had reached a new milestone, perhaps more important than any innovation birthed by the Rutan Host. Unifying Rutan DNA with Gallifreyan was both an exciting and terrifying experience, unlike any other procedure she had worked on, which usually required repeated trials until some insignificant change occurred. 

She couldn’t believe her eyestalks, seeing the constant activity under extreme magnification. Itenseni had started to make sounds as if he were fighting pain. This was highly unusual, as Rutans could adapt to virtually any environment, even deep space. The constant buildup and release of energy was starting to get to him. 

Moreover, the lab seemed to have a mind of its own. It sensed when thermal heat was needed to stimulate the fission process, and the ducts and conduits would roar with power without her administration. She knew the entire complex had its cellular structure coded to respond to various environmental conditions, but surely not anything this specific. Volcanic activity would even coincide with energy surges, shaking the complex like a leaf. 

She decreased magnification, but the intricate fission activity did not abate. In addition to individual cells splitting apart, entire biological units split and grew as well. She looked up from the microiris to Itenseni, and saw him starting to divide as well. 

“Supreme One” she shouted. His groans of pain had now become a single loud roar. Each roar would then double, as Itenseni split into two identical bodies, which grew to his original size then started to split again. Energy monitors climbed to their highest peaks and stayed there, unable to climb any further. Ghinkwa felt intense waves of heat bombarding her, but she did not move. Is this what it’s like to watch a star being born? She would not deny herself the opportunity to see a new creation enter the universe. 

Itenseni’s roars combined together to make one continual barrage of sound. His body continued to double in size, and its increasing bulk crushed nearby lab equipment. His ongoing energy release melted the remaining pieces to slag. Itenseni started to fling his massive tentacles around, crashing them into the cavern walls and causing the structure to collapse. Still, Ghinkwa would not move. She kept her eyestalks riveted to the growing monstrosity. 

As the massive creature reached nearly to the cavern ceiling, it expended one last blast of energy. A conflagration flashed for a microsecond, and the contents of the cavern instantly turned into black ash, including Ghinkwa. 



Josir had sent word to his office that he would not be at work today. He and Anisha kept vigil in their salon. Anisha hardly said a word. She had wrapped a shawl around her shoulders and muttered prayers under her breath all day. 

Josir had tried to comfort her, assure her everything would be all right, but she recoiled from his touch. He could have called the police, but he didn’t trust them. He recalled several clients who told him how easy they were to bribe. 

“Anisha, please don’t punish yourself,” he pleaded. He remembered the sweet shy girl he fell in love with when he first made port here, and how often she rejected him when he first tried to court her. Each time she said no, he could see her start to melt. At first, she told him her family wouldn’t permit them to be together, then she said she knew he would leave. He quit work as a sailor and got a job with the port authority to show her he would stay for her. 

Then she finally told him her reason for avoiding his courtship; she was with child. He convinced her he would stay with her and be father to her child. He finally convinced her by bringing her in front of a magistrate and asking her to marry him. Once the ceremony was complete and he brought her to their new home, she was jubilant. She smiled and laughed and danced and loved him wholeheartedly. 
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That ended when she saw Marshanda for the first time after her birth. Anisha was convinced Marshanda’s deformity was punishment for marrying Josir. She tried to run away several times, but Josir always found her. It wasn’t till several years later that Anisha’s motherhood instinct took over, and she doted on Marshanda. 

From then on, Anisha overcompensated for her earlier distance towards Marshanda. She insisted their daughter cover her deformities and not be allowed in public. Josir rarely objected to Anisha’s desires, since the last thing he wanted was Anisha to wallow in despair. 

Despite Anisha’s smothering, and especially despite Marshanda’s deformity, the girl still blossomed. Even without her Papa’s tall tales, she had a wandering eye and desire to learn. Josir suspected Anisha’s worst fear would be that Marshanda would no longer need her. He wished his wife weren’t such a difficult woman to love. 

He sat back in his chair and brought out his pipe. He reached for his tobacco pouch on the table next to him. The table however, moved away from him. The entire room shook, and Anisha gasped. Josir dropped his pipe, and got out of his chair. Plates in the china cabinet rattled and silverware fell off the dining table. 

Josir grabbed Anisha and pulled her to his side. He led her to the cellar and attempted to unlock the door. He dropped his key because of the constant shaking, but managed to recover it and get the door unlocked. He led Anisha down the stairs and ducked her into one of the storage rooms. 

They held on to each other until the quaking subsided. “Josir, what’s happening,” she asked in a hushed whisper. This was the longest they touched each other in years. 

“It’s the volcano,” said Josir as he reached for a lantern. “It’s best that we stay here in case there’s more tremors.” He felt for the matchbox and pulled out a match. The match sparked to life and inflamed the mantle. He adjusted the fire to shine brighter, and turned to look behind them. 

The last thing they expected to see was twelve human-sized canisters of glass containing pinkish liquid and twins of their daughter. 
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Chapter 5 

“Ensign Vraax, your requisition to the armory includes requests for excavation equipment, a hydraulic battering ram, thermal protection suits, a gross of shock braces, and...” Commander Kraal paused for dramatic effect. “a plum line. A  plum line!” 

“Yes Commander,” said Vraax with as much conviction as he could pour into his words. “The enemy fled into the confines of an active volcano. The entrance is blocked off and guarded with disruptor beams. We need the items listed to neutralize the dangers of the volatile environment as we search for the missile.” 

“You realize you are asking me to reassign appropriate numbers of personnel to dig a hole for you,” growled the Commander, “while we’re in a state of war.” 

“Yes, Commander.” said Vraax. He stared directly into the Commander’s eyes, unblinking. The Enisgn knew he wouldn’t get everything he asked for. His best hope was that the Commander would approve a shovel. 

“I will approve authorization for consignment and commandeering,” said the Commander, gesturing to a nearby lackey to provide the necessary forms. “We cannot spare the personnel, so you will have to pick from the crops of indigents scattered nearby. Dismissed.” 

Vraax snapped his forearm to his chest in salute. Did the Commander actually approve all the equipment he requested? He must be getting soft in his old age. Perhaps Vraax could move up the ranks in the near future. 



Amy, Rory, Johan and Marshanda carefully proceeded to a junction that had a turn to where the Doctor was being held prisoner. Before they could make it to the junction, they felt a sudden surge of heat blow through them. 

They then heard a loud roar, which sounded like an entire jungle of predatory cats in pain. “What in Heaven’s name was that?” asked Johan. 

A giant wave of green ichor spattered in front of them. The acidic smell stung their noses and made their eyes water. The green deluge then looked like to be retreating, while becoming more solid. “Whatever that is, we can’t possibly move through it,” shouted Johan. 

“But the Doctor’s in there!” shouted Amy. “We have to get to him!” The tunnel area where the green flood had previously splashed was now fragmented into charred shale. Then the entire complex vibrated with the 

volcano’s surge. The combined forces of the tremors and the massive creature ahead of them caused the tunnel to start collapsing. Rory shouted “Run! We’ll find another way!” Johan and Marshanda ran back the way they came, but Amy stayed in the same spot and screamed the Doctor’s name. Rocks from overhead tumbled down and would have struck her had Rory not pulled her out of the way in time. 

The four ran back to the cavern that housed Rory’s cage. After they all rushed inside, Rory hit the door controls and sealed them off. They heard the monster’s booming roar getting closer to them. “The tracks,” said Rory, pointing overhead. “They lead back to where Amy was kept!” 

There were other prisoners, however. Forgotten, homeless, runaways, and kidnapped people staring blankly from inside their invisible cages. Perhaps the Doctor could disable their implants like the Doctor did for Rory, but they were unable to communicate with him, much less know if he were still alive. Reluctantly, the four ran to the tunnel leading to the other wing where Amy had been suspended in an amniotic tank. However, the tunnel had been sealed off with a vaultlike door, and they had no means of operating it. 

The roar sounded again, louder this time. The voice didn’t sound in pain so much, either. It sounded more triumphant, as if a beast had herded its prey into an inescapable corner. They heard a massive pounding. 

Something large was striking the door Rory had sealed off. It was only a matter of time until it punched its way through. 

Johan turned to Marshanda and held her by the shoulders. “Marshanda,” he shouted. “Use the magic box! Get us out of here!” Amy shouted, “No! Wait! We have to find the Doctor! We have to get to the controls in his room!” 

Johan shouted to Amy, “She has no idea where he is, lass. We’ll have to go without him or we’ll be crushed by that thing out there!” Amy shouted back, “The Doctor knows how to destroy it! He told me what to do! If we don’t, it will keep growing and burst this volcano apart! We have to get to those controls!” 

As Amy and Johan argued, Marshanda began to cry. Rory, unsure what to do, tried to comfort her. The nurse in him recognized a scared child needing security adults provided. He was sure he, Amy and Johan wanted to break down and cry themselves, but they were adults. They were supposed to know what to do. The pounding on the chitinous door got louder, and they could hear hat sounded like ron stretching. 

Amy calmed herself, and squat down in front of Marshanda. “We’re sorry, love. We didn’t mean to upset you.” She placed her hand on the side of Marshanda’s face—the disfigured side. “You remember when you used the magic box the first time? Do you remember how you did it?” 

“I just opened it up with my key,” Marshanda sobbed. “I looked inside it and then I was here.” 
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“Listen Marshanda,” said Amy. “The magic box is called the TARDIS. The Doctor operates it like your grandfather does a ship. He travels in it. He told me once the TARDIS takes him where he needs to be. That’s what it did for you. It took you where you needed to be because we all need your help.” 

Suddenly, the chitin door broke open. A giant massive tentacle slid through, acid and intense heat coursing off its surface. Marshanda screamed. The four ran as far from the mass as they could and braced themselves against the far cavern wall. The tentacle swung and hit several cages and sent burning pieces flying. It wasn’t long until the four could smell charred flesh and acid in the wake of the tentacle’s attack. 

A voice boomed throughout the entire complex.  YES, RUN FROM ME LITTLE ANTS! WHERE IS YOUR GOD NOW? HAHAHAHAHAHA!  The tentacle smashed another cage. The four could hear screaming, as loud and 

frightened as a damned soul entering hell the first time. 

“Try it now, Marshanda,” pleaded Amy. “Open the TARDIS and try to relax. The TARDIS will take you where you need to go. It will take all of us.” Marshanda was still too frightened to do anything. Johan sat down and cradled her, and put her in his lap. “So there we were, me, the Captain, our friends Amy and Rory, and the Captain of the TARDIS, Marshanda. Our friend the Doctor was in great danger. A mighty ogre had taken him. This ogre was so large, the clouds tickled his upper lip. He’d sometime pluck the moon out of the sky and give it a good polish so it would shine brighter. But the ogre was always hungry. It ate everything in sight.” 

The tentacle cleared away more cages with a massive swipe, and got close to the foursome. Drops of acid splashed and hissed all around them. They huddled together as close as possible, in the hopes they could 

somehow shield the carnage from Marshanda’s eyes. 

“Captain Johan surely could not sail his ship up the ogre’s legs. He surely could not sail on the air. And yet there the ogre was. He had the Doctor hanging from his fingertips, like a sprig of cherries, ready to eat him in one gulp. Captain Marshanda said ‘I’ll get us there! Never fear, Doctor, we’re coming for...’” 

Johan’s story was cut off as the gargantuan tentacle smashed directly on top of them. 



“Containment area is clear. Prepare to lower the excavator,” said Vraax into a voice amplifier. His men shot warning beams over the indigents’ heads to scare them off the work area. These humans were docile enough, but tended towards indolence when given orders. Wasn’t it their patriarchs’ duties to teach them discipline after they were whelped? The humans ran, but not past the guard posts this time. They learned where the invisible wall was when their neckbraces shocked them the first few times. 

“Lower the excavator,” Vraax commanded. A Sontaran antigrav platform slowly sank into place inside the clearing. One of his men drove the excavator, a machine resembling a giant robot scorpion, off the platform, 

belching exhaust into the sky. The humans gathered a safe distance away and trembled, some making protective signs in appeal to their simian gods. 

This had proved to be a challenge, cutting away the plantlife that had grown out of control near the base of the mountain. They could have simply nuked the area, but radiation would have been a hindrance to finding the missile they were still seeking. Once the humans had enough of the vegetation cleared away, they could bring in the heavy machinery and finish the project faster. 

The excavator drilled and scooped copious amounts of earth and expelled it behind the work area. The Sontarans then discovered a service path leading to bunker doors. Scans revealed them to be at least a foot thick, composed of organic chitin and strong as steel. Vraax spoke into the voice amplifier and instructed the work crew to prepare the battering ram. The excavator backed onto the antigrav platform, and the entire load rose above the jungle, making way for another antigrav platform holding the battering ram. 

This device resembled a large cannon, but could retract and expand its barrel using hydraulics. The battering end could also act as a drill when its cap was removed. The operator drove it off the antigrav platform to the bunker doors and began pounding. The volcano rumbled as if a sleeping giant had been disturbed awake by some annoying insect. 

“Sir, sensors are registering pulses of extreme heat behind the doors,” said Traak over the communicator. “The pulse occurs at double the time of the previous pulse and at twice strength.” 

“What are those Rutan up to?” wondered Vraax. “Bring out the thermal suits. Somehow they directed the volcano’s heat as a defense, but it will do them no good. These suits can withstand sunfire.” The humans were 

herded towards the Sontaran shuttle and given the thermal suits to bring to the ram operators. 

After the battering ram crew donned the suits, they resumed operations. The doors eventually gave signs of weakening, and Vraax’s crew readied their firearms. Finally, the ram broke through, and the Sontarans felt a surge of heat bursting out, but not at any potential level of danger. 

Just as the battering ram was about to roll back however, a massive tendril snaked out of the newly breached tunnel. Its diameter was several times thicker than the battering ram. It slowly coiled around the ram, then lifted it off the ground. The Sontarans and humans could hear the sound of metal screeching and breaking as the colossal tentacle crushed the ram into twisted wreckage. This time, no amount of shock generated by their 

neckbraces could keep the humans there as they fled for their lives. Vraax issued the order to retreat over the voice amplifier. As the Sontarans withdrew, the tentacle slowly slipped back into the tunnel, dragging the remnants of the battering ram with it, and leaving scorched earth in its wake. 

For the first time in his life, Vraax felt fear and awe, as he had not been conditioned to handle this type of situation. 
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Amidst the volcanic activity, Itenensi’s massive growth, and spots of wreckage and collapse, the Doctor still remained floating in his amniotic tank, still as death. The intravenous network attached to his body had stopped flowing. He lay as if wires and hooks attached to his body kept him suspended in water. His flesh had become bloated and pale, but his face still retained a mask of serenity. 

Eventually, a whirring box engine sound joined the cacaphony of roars, rumblings and screechings inside the complex. The whirring sound became louder, as if it were closing in from a distance. Three human shapes and one half-human shape materialized into existence beside the Doctor’s tank. 

“You did it Marshanda, you did it,” exclaimed Johan, hugging his granddaughter tightly. Rory cheered, astonished he could be alive, but Amy jumped directly to a control panel nearby. She concentrated on the display, replaying instructions in her head, and placed her hands on the console. The console shifted its structure and flowed around her hands, creeping up her fingers and wrists before stopping at the middle of her forearms. 

“Amy, what are you doing?” said Rory. “Exactly what the Doctor said to do,” said Amy. A lump grew out of the console and shaped itself into a plasmoid monitor. Charts and graphs with labeled with alien sygils appeared on the screen. 

The ducts and conduits overhead started to hum and channel thermal energy. The fluid inside the tank began to bubble, as if an aquarium had been turned back on. The intravenous network resumed its flow, and the 

Doctor’s body stirred slightly. The four heard the Doctor’s voice from the tank. 

“Ah, there we go,” said the Doctor’s thoughts. “I’m bouncing sonic wavelengths off the platelets again. The complex and I are getting along beautifully!” Rory and Johan rushed to the side of the tank, while Marshanda remained where she was, amazed at all the wonderful and terrifying sights around her. 

“Doctor, this is my granddaughter, Marshanda,” said Johan. “She brought us here with your magic box, and just in the nick of time! A massive tentacle, the size of a kraken’s own, was about to land on top of us, and...” 

“Pleased to meet you, Marshanda,” said the Doctor’s thoughts. “I’d wave to you, but I’m rather tied up at the moment.” 

“Hi,” Marshanda replied, a bit sheepishly. 

“Very resourceful of you dear, to use the Morpheic drive of the TARDIS,” said the Doctor’s thoughts. “Last time I tried that, I created a couple of alternate dream universes, Amy got pregnant, Rory had this ridiculous ponytail, and senior citizens had eyes coming out of their throats. Long story.” 

Exasperated, Rory asked, “Doctor, what’s this Morpheic Drive? And what’s wrong with my having a ponytail?” 

“Let’s just say she piloted the TARDIS while dreaming,” said the Doctor’s thoughts. “And your ponytail makes you look like a pony’s bum. Amy Pond, are you there?” 

“Yes Doctor,” replied Amy. “How do we get you out?” Just as she asked, the five of them heard a familiar pounding coming their way, along with a triumphant roar. “Oh no, not this again,” lamented Rory. 

“Not just yet,” said the Doctor. “I need you to reverse the intravenous flow network in which I’m currently meshed. I’ve been feeding off the complex all this time. Now I’m going to let it feed off me!” 

“What? Why?” said Amy. “That thing keeps growing and coming after us. It’s going to blow through that door any second!” As if on cue, shards from the ceiling crumbled and fell from the constant pounding that was growing nearer to their area. 

“Their so-called Supreme Geneticist got greedy and interlaced his cellular structure with mine,” said the Doctor’s thoughts. “He couldn’t contain the temporal activity, and now his body’s reproducing and rejoining at an exponential rate. If he’s not dealt with, he’ll bring about an Ice Age that will collapse this planet worse than the one that annihilated all the dinosaurs on Earth!” 

Amy manipulated her fingers in the organic console, feeling channels of power being rerouted and the complex’s circulatory system shifting. “It’s like I’m a giant’s brain,” she said, feeling a bit exhilarated. “I’m telling it to wake up!” 

“Precisely,” said the Doctor’s thoughts. “You’re fusing the DNA of the complex with my own DNA. It’s going to come to life and feel an unpleasant situation in its tummy. Now all of you hang on, or you’ll get vomited out of the system!” 

The amniotic tank and the intravenous network surged into activity. The Doctor’s body shook and trembled, and the duct and conduit system overhead reversed flow. The door to their cavern started to screech and groan. 

This time, a massive weight was pushing it open, instead of the usual pounding. Amy felt organic matter growing around her feet, securing her in place. She commanded Rory, Johan and Marshanda to be secured as well. 

Tendrils grew from the walls and floor and wrapped around their limbs. 

“Now Marshanda, are you there?” asked the Doctor’s thoughts. 

“Yes, Doctor,” she replied. 
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“A tremendous upheaval is about to take place, and I need you to dream us out of here as soon as I give the word. Otherwise, we’re going to be vomited out like, oh, something really disgusting. Can you do that?” 

“Yes, Doctor.” This time, she felt no fear. She inserted her hey into the little blue box’s keyhole. Its door slowly opened, and she felt herself being drawn in. This time, she got to see the inside of the TARDIS as it really appeared. She marveled at all the fantastic machinery and moving parts operating in both space and time. She felt as if she were truly in a dream, and nothing in the waking world mattered. No one in a world like this would recoil at her appearance or demand that she hide from them. In dreams, there is no normal. 

Up until now, The Doctor and his friends had been jostled around by the volcano’s rumblings and the constant poundings of the ever growing Rutan beast. This time, they felt themselves being lifted while being held in place, and then jerked and whipped like the barbs of a bullwhip. If not for the organic matter that had formed around their limbs, their bones would have snapped like twigs. “Now, Marshanda!” shouted the Doctor’s thoughts. 

“Get us out of here now!” 

Marshanda had wandered over to the control panel of the TARDIS. She gazed at the up and down motions of the gyroscopic stabilizer. She cherished the magic blue box more than before. She could get lost in here 

forever. 

The complex moved and shifted, as a newborn escaping the womb. Tunnels were its arms and legs. The volcano pit was its heart, and it pulsed and coarsed thermal heat like newly discovered breath. It felt pain in its stomach. The complex buckled in agony. It had no choice but to expel whatever was bothering it. 

Amy, Rory and Johan felt their brains bash around in their skulls as the complex whipped them with its massive convulsions. Itenensi felt his gargantuan bulk being gripped by the complex walls and shoved upward. The tremendous pressure tore some of his tentacles out of his body, and he felt more pain than the fission that grew him dealt. The roars that had sounded triumphant earlier now expressed fear. “Now, Marshanda,” screamed the Doctor’s voice. Amy, Rory, and Johan screamed her name as well. 

Marshanda imagined herself floating among the stars. She wanted to go to the Big Dipper, to see if it really looked like a big dipper. She imagined meteors streaming by, making whizzing squeals as they passed. She thought she heard her name among the squeals. How could the meteors be saying her name? 

Then she remembered. Those were her friends screaming her name. She was supposed to be doing something. With a lurch, she snapped herself back to reality and concentrated as never before. She only had one 

thought on her mind: home. 



Within an island in the south Pacific, an underground research complex came to life. It was not strictly alive before; even though it exhibited signs of life and stimuli, it had no way to truly experience life. Now it became aware of itself. It also became aware of an acute discomfort that it had to expel. 

The complex thrived on thermal heat. It drew on more of it. The magma just below the Earth’s surface began to rise. It had pierced the planet’s crust a few times before, but this time it would crack Earth open with the worst amount of destruction since the Mesozoic Era. The flow of lava rushed out to the sky above with the speed of falling. 

Itenseni had become such an immense being, humans and Rutan alike became insects to him, pests that must be swatted. But this time Itenseni was the pest. This time he would not just be swatted. He would be torn 

apart, scorched to the consistency of coal, and expelled to the Earth’s atmosphere, to eventually become part of the ash cloud that would block Earth’s surface from sunlight for the next several decades. 

The ensuing eruption would go on to destroy two-thirds of the island. The Sontarans had escaped by only a scant few hours. The explosion propelled flaming rock, ash and pumice fifty miles into the air and went on to destroy 165 nearby villages and towns. It was so loud, it could be heard from several thousand miles away. Barographs would record waves of pressure for the next five days. Shockwaves would reverberate around the globe at least seven times. At least 21,000 people died, and many thousands were injured by the eruption, mostly from the tsunamis that followed the explosion. 

The official death toll recorded by Dutch authorities was 36,417, although some sources have put the estimate at more than 120,000. Groups of human skeletons would float across the Indian Ocean on rafts of volcanic pumice and wash up on the east coast of Africa up to a year after the eruption. Average global temperatures would fall by as much as 2 degrees Fahrenheit, and weather patterns would continue to be chaotic for years. 

Temperatures did not return to normal until 1888. 

Throughout Djakarta, the ground shook and the sky darkened. The Djakartans felt waves of heat descend on them from their hiding places, then choked on smoke and pollution. Many fled, certain the gods of death were coming for them. Ships in the harbor rocked and buckled as ocean waves pelted into them. Glass windows in numerous homes and stores shattered from falling debris. 

In the cellars of one of these homes, five human forms faded into existence, as a machine ground its gears and abraded its brakes to get them there. Amy, Rory, and Johan fell to the cellar floor. So did the Doctor, but in a splash of water. Marshanda came through unscathed, all things considered. 

They yelped and whooped, happy to be alive. They weren’t out of dire straits yet, however. The cellar shook and trembled from the volcano’s aftershocks. Such a tremor was nothing compared to what they had just 

experienced, however. They hugged each other and laughed despite the tremblings. 
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The tremors eventually subsided, and the five of them started asking each other questions about what just happened. The Doctor shouted for quiet. Then they heard a woman’s voice say “Marshanda?” They turned to look. 

It was Anisha, Marshanda’s mother, and her husband Josir, standing with a dozen children, all of whom had abnormally long tendrils of flesh growing out the right sides of their heads. 
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Chapter 6 

Typically, Josir and Anisha’s house was the quietest in the neighborhood. Today however, it was anything but quiet, as hammers, saws, brooms and laughter drove all the silence away. The house endured some minor 

damage, but but six pairs of hands and thirteen pairs of hands and tendrils repaired it in short order. 

Anisha rewarded all the hard work of her guests with cabbage stew. While cabbage stew is not regarded as the tastiest of dishes, many who ate it felt it was the best meal they ever had. The diners also cleaned up the kitchen in no time flat. All were in a mood to rebuild. 

That evening, the Doctor, Amy, and Rory joined Anisha, Josir, Johan, Marshanda, and Marshanda’s twelve new friends in the living room. Now they could ask and answer questions and solve mysteries. Anisha began with her story. 

“When I was young, my father died,” she said. “My mother was young when she gave birth to me, and found another man to be my father. He was a drunk who beat both my mother and I. I wanted to run away but I didn’t want to leave mother. 

“One day, men came to our village. They talked with my stepfather, then came and took me away. They said I now belonged to them. They put me in a wagon with other girls and put chains on our legs. They went to other villages and brought in more girls. They wouldn’t tell us anything and whipped us if we talked out of turn.” Anisha sniffed and took a sip of tea. Josir put his hand behind her back and held her other hand. 

“One day, they take us to strange place. It was dark, and they put us in cells, like jail. It stank of feces and fear. We didn’t know if we were being punished, or what they would do us. One day, the men came for me. They chained my hands and took me to another room, then gave me food and water. I was hungry, so I ate what they gave me. 

“They put drug in my food. Soon I felt loose and relaxed. Everything seemed to bend and flicker. I was no longer scared. I giggled and felt joy.” Amy nodded. She had a similar experience. 

“Then a new man came in my room. I was glad I had a new friend, and I wanted to laugh and play. He took me by the arms and put me in a bed. I thought I was a child again, and that we were playing. He got on top of me and pulled down my skirt. He then started to enter me, but I was not concerned. I thought it was a game. 

“Then he started to hurt me, and I told him to stop. I tried to push him off, but I was too weak from the drug. He hurt me again, and I put my fingers in his eyes and I scratched as hard as I could. Then I saw his face. He didn’t have real skin. I had torn his face, and there was green sickly flesh underneath. I must have blacked out. I don’t remember anything else.” 

“Oh Anisha,” said Josir. “I am so sorry. I never knew what happened to you. You never told me.” He squeezed Anisha’s hand and stroked her hair. Johan looked upon them with a grim, stony expression. Marshanda moved closer to her mother and hugged her. The other Formoran children said nothing. 

“One day the men who took me and the other girls took us out of our cells and moved us outside. They were going to take us to another place. I could smell strong drink on them. They stumbled sometimes. I knew they were drunk, and I could escape. I ran away and hid from them. They looked for me, but they were too drunk to find me. I finally found a farmer on a horse and wagon going to the city, and I asked him to take me. That was how I came to Djakarta.” 

“That explains the Rutan biology I found when I scanned you,” said the Doctor. “They not only cross bred with humans; they’d also modify the egg outside the womb and reimplant it. They also hybridized human and Rutan DNA like wheat, and...I’m sorry, go on.” 

Anisha smiled and resumed her tale. “A nice family let me in their house. They were fishermen, so they let me stay if I work for them. I scaled and gutted their fish and helped them sell at the market. It was there I met Josir.” 

She turned and put her fingers lovingly on her husband’s cheek. “He was so nice to me, but I didn’t trust him. I didn’t trust any man. I tell him to go away, but he would come back, bring me flowers, nice clothes, and jewels. 

“A few weeks later, I had stomach pains. The smell of fish made me vomit. The fisherman’s wife said she was the same way when she was with child. I was cared. I didn’t know what to do. Josir asked me what was wrong. I told him I was going to have a baby. He didn’t judge me. He told me he would help me raise the child. One day he took me by the hand to his father’s ship. He said his father could marry us. I said yes.” 

Johan beamed proudly. “Captains can do that, you know. Oh, it was such a sight. My crew acted as the wedding party. My first mate was best man. We made her a bridal gown out of an old sail and tossed rice at them which the gulls ate afterward. We sang  Haul on the Bowline  to them for the wedding march.” 

“I was so happy and excited,” continued Anisha. “I couldn’t wait to have the baby and live in this wonderful house. But when the day came and Marshanda was born, I saw her and felt great shock. I thought I had given birth to a demon, and God was punishing me. I wouldn’t touch Marshand for weeks. But one day I heard her cry, and realized she was not a monster. She was my child. My beautiful, precious child and she needed me. At that moment I promised God I would love her and protect her and not let her come to any harm. 

“I was always so afraid for her. I thought if people saw her, they would hurt her, so I made clothes to cover her face and arm. I smothered her and wouldn’t let her out of the house. Josir would plead with me to let her blossom, but I refused. I would not let anything harm my angel. 
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“But Marshanda did not want to be treated like a prisoner. She would escape, like I did, and I would punish her and lock her in her room. But she would not hold back. She loved to read, hear and tell stories, see pictures of things and places she wanted to visit. Her Papa would tell her more stories when he visited, and she would always want to see these wondrous people and things he described. She wanted to travel the world, just like him.” 

“I knew she took after me,” said Johan with a smile. 

“But this morning, the volcano rumbled, and the house shook. The chandelier rattled, and things fell off the tables and shelves. Josir and I went down to the cellar, and we found these children.” Anisha swept her hand slowly across the room, indicating the young Formorans. “They were just like Marshanda. We helped them out of those glass tubes, dried them off, and gave them clothes. They told us about monsters that kept them in pens and said scary things without talking. They told us the monsters put them in those tubes and left them, then an angel came and took them away.  My  angel.” She turned to smile at Marshanda and stroked her face. 

“Oh yes, quite an angel indeed,” said the Doctor with a trace of peevishness. “Thanks to that overactive imagination of hers, she sussed out the Morpheic drive of the TARDIS and used it to transport her through her own dream world. And true to form, it took her to where she needed to go. Annoying habit, that. It took her deep inside the Rutan Host complex where they were channeling the power of Mount Krakatoa to conduct the fission part of their ghastly experiments.” 

“She’s not an ‘it,’ Doctor,” protested Marshanda. “The TARDIS is a girl! Papa told me all ships are girls.” 

Johan chuckled. “She’s got you there, old chum.” 

The Doctor humphed. “All right, fine. She’s a girl. A very stubborn, pigheaded girl.” He looked at Marshanda and sneered. She stuck her tongue at him and giggled. 

“Of course she is,” said Amy. “We have to be that way to keep you men in line, old chum.” She patted this Doctor on the shoulder with one arm and elbowed Rory in the stomach with the other. He feigned pain, giving her a 

“what did I do” facial expression. 

“I can’t pretend to grasp your knowledge of the sciences,” said Johan. “Your talk of genes and cells and all sails over my head. Yet somehow you hexed that Rutan to grow and keep growing, then you made the mountain itself come to life and shoot him to the skies like cannon fodder. How did ye do that?” 

“Simply put, I capitalized on their greed,” said the Doctor. “The Rutan Host consider it their mission to corrupt every being in the universe with their seed. Ever since they discovered their genetic makeup can germinate with any life form no matter how alien, they’ve become a universal virus. Collecting my genes is ambrosia to them. We Time Lords are quite an appealing folk, after all.” He flamboyantly straightened his bowtie and smoothed back his hair with a smug smile. 

“This particular Rutan colony seemed to have developed quite the superiority complex,” he continued. “They thought they could rig me with their ‘pleasure’ and ‘pain’ cables and have me confess all the so-called genetic secrets we Time Lords possess. I knew they couldn’t have the level of biotechnology required to handle the temporal component of Galifreyan DNA. I hinted they could if they fudged a few things here and there. My 

personal physician thought he could stimulate his own cellular growth with my cytoplasm. He did, but not the way he expected. He regenerated all right, but once he started, he couldn’t stop. Every stage of regeneration doubled his mass, then the cycle repeated itself.” 

“Nou breekt mijn klomp3, you probably dazzled him with so much of your babble, his brain exploded,” said Johan, gripping the sides of his head as if he were in pain. “He’s actually done that,” said Rory. 

The Doctor blissfully ignored them. “As for the mountain coming to life, my good captain, it already was alive, in a sense. Think of it as a massive colony of coral. The Rutans engineered its layout in a seed, then planted it in the base of Mount Krakatoa. The thermal heat of the lava coursing underneath helped to grow the seed into their complex. It was all one single organism, with laboratories and breeding pits for body parts. 

“While the Rutan scientists had me trussed up like a turkey, I was able to get acquainted with their complex. I was the zooxanthellae to its polyps, swimming along inside its circulatory system and feeling it out. We got along quite famously. After extensive experimentation, I realized my nuclei could make its digestive system expectorate any foreign bodies contaminating it, so I had Amy key in the process to turn it into a giant stomach. It got an upset tummy and horked Mr. Big Bad Rutan to the stratosphere. Ta Daaaaaa!” He fanned out his hands and fingers as if he just performed a difficult dance maneuver. 

“What about those two-fingered dwarves, what did you call them, Sontarans?” asked Johan. “What were they after? They blew up my ship, and I’d like to get a little payback on ‘em.” 

“They are ancient enemies of the Rutan,” answered the Doctor. “And don’t worry, I’ll sort them out. They shot a missile at me, after all. They thought you and I were Rutan spies. I will not permit them to involve Earth in their war. But first, I need to make arrangements to take you back to your new ship... the one named after a certain privateer in this room...” He looked directly at Marshanda, who then raised her eyebrows and gasped. “You named your ship after me Papa?” 

“Not only that,” said Johan. He took off his cap and laid it on Marshanda’s head. “I’d like you to be my first mate. Your friends here can be my crew! I’ll teach them the ropes, but I doubt they’ll need to use them.” He grasped one of the Formaran children’s tendrils and wiggled it. The Formoran children jumped and shouted with great merriment. 



3 

"That breaks my wooden shoe," or "Well I'll be darned." 
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“But Marshanda,” said Anisha. “You’ve just returned! I can’t have my angel back only to lose her forever.” 

“Then come with us, Anisha,” said Johan. “You and Joris both. You haven’t lost yer sea legs yet have ye, lad? You and Marshanda have been prisoners in this house for too long. Don’t ye think it’s time to see what the rest of the world looks like?” 

“Oh, could we moeder?” pleaded Marshanda. “Could we? Please? We could go to all those strange places Papa talks about, Madagascar, Borneo, Tasmania, San Francisco...” 

“Let’s do it, Anisha,” said Josir. “I chose you over the sea, and now you can see what I gave up. Yes, there’s danger, but most of the time it can be terribly boring, especially when there’s no wind and we’re stuck in the middle of the Pacific. I would rather have you with me, to make every moment special.” 

“Well... all right,” said Anisha. Marshanda and the Formoran children cheered as Josir hugged her. “But how do we explain our new friends?” 

“Bah, we’ll give them headdresses and wild costumes and tell everybody they’re from Outer Congolia,” said Johan. “Most landlubbers have never seen anything outside their own borders, so just tellin’ them they’re 

foreigners should be enough explanation for ‘em. Besides, I hear there’s a fellah in America named P.T. Barnum who’ll charge admission to see them and give us a cut.” He winked. 

“Don’t you dare,” warned Amy and Anisha simultaneously. Johan just chuckled. 

The Doctor stepped in front of Marshanda, held out his hand, and cleared his throat. She shrugged her shoulders and tried her best to look innocent. He wiggled his fingers. She reluctantly took out the magic blue box and put it in his hand. “She’s a  girl,” she whispered. The Doctor nodded his head and smiled. 



This had been a hard day for Commander Kraal. He entrusted Ensign Vraax with earthmoving equipment to chase down a lead of a Rutan occupation. He decided to act on the Ensign’s instincts, and allowed him to run the operation, partly to see if the Ensign could be suitable for command some day. 

Although Vraax succeeded in his goal, the operation still resulted in disaster. The Rutans unleashed some unknown power that destroyed a 30-ton battering ram. After his men retreated, the volcano exploded and made further exploration impossible. He made his report via time-lapse relay to be delivered to Central Command on Sontar. He would receive their orders sometime the next day. 

He performed a final check of the troops, accompanied by data-recording lieutenants. He gave his usual speech of pride of battle and strength of clone brotherhood, then went to retire for the night. His lieutenants snapped their forearms to their chests as he entered his sleep chamber. 

After he entered, the motion-sensitive lights came on and illuminated his cabin. Kraal then saw a human on his shelf bed. “What is the meaning of this,” he bellowed as he took out his sidearm. “Identify yourself or be evaporated.” 

The Doctor had been looking through a periodical with glossy pages. “Oh, hello,” he chimed. “Hope you don’t mind. While waiting for you, I stumbled across your collection of Doovari pornography.” He lifted the magazine by one side and let a page unfold several times. “Good heavens, that is  long!” 

“Put that down,” shouted Commander Kraal. “Hands behind your head!” Kraal meant to activate his communicator, but a force struck him from behind on the base of his neck, causing him to collapse. 

As Kraal recovered, he found himself bound with his arms behind his back. His legs were bound as well. The Doctor was standing with another human who appeared to be older. “What is the meaning of this?” growled the Commander. “Release me at once!” 

“My apologies for the intrusion,” said the Doctor. “I wanted to meet with you, but I didn’t care for going through the proper channels, and so forth. I’m in a bit of a hurry, you see. 

“I am the Doctor, and the man standing next to me is Captain Johan Piet Hein,“ he continued. “You fellows took a shot at me with your gravimetric-seeking missile while I was doing a bit of sightseeing. When it came up missing, you seemed to think my friend the Captain was responsible. We’re just here to clear up any misunderstanding.” 

“You have the missile?” said Kraal. “Tell your Rutan masters to return it or we will take their base apart until we find it!” He struggled against his bonds, but Johan was a master at tying knots. 

“Oh now, what made you think we work for the Rutan Host?” said the Doctor. “I doubt you’ll find the missile at their base. As a matter of fact, you’ll be hard pressed to find their base at all. It seems to have rather loudly dissolved into thin air!” The Doctor made a whooshing sound as he spread his fingers. Johan merely remained stone faced, glaring at the Commander. 

“Now, before you get any ideas about Earth being open for conquest now that your enemies are gone, let me assure you of something; Earth is under protection.  My  protection. If you have any doubts, any doubts whatsoever about my abilities, just remember who took out the thing that crushed your battering ram and sent your so-called ‘death before dishonor’ troops running for their lives.” The Doctor pointed both his thumbs at himself and grinned. “This guy! ” 
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Commander Kraal sputtered. “What? That’s impossible! A mere flight of fancy! The Rutan obviously destroyed themselves rather than face our wrath!” 

“I knew you’d be skeptical,” said the Doctor. “I’m not here to pull down my trousers and start measuring, although that seems to be what you’re into.” The Doctor showed Kraal the pornographic fold-out and grinned lasciviously. 

“I’m actually here to help you,” he continued. “You see, while the Rutans were examining me, I was examining them too. I came across their data banks and found quite an interesting list. It seems as though those blokes had a super secret operation underway, in which they’ve seeded members of the mighty Sontaran military with exact duplicates. From your very own flagship all the way to the Central Command Cluster. Sleeper agents, spies. and infiltrators. Oh my!” 

The Doctor held a data bulb in his fingers with a flourish. “All their names, ranks and serial numbers are in this little disc. Jump drive. Bulb. Thingie. I get confused. I’m sure you have geneticly designed clones that can hack this... whatever it is. I will be glad to hand this over to you,” he said as he held the data bulb in front of Kraal’s darting eyes. “Under  one  condition.” He snatched the bulb back and inserted it into his inner jacket pocket. “You take this flagship and leave this solar system, then meet me at the Drahvin quadrant, where I will happily hand this list over to your hot and waiting hands.” 

“The Drahvin quadrant?” sputtered Kraal. “It will take us 167 years to get there at top speed!” 

“Then you better get started,” gloated the Doctor. He waved his fingers at Kraal, said “Ta,” then stepped away. Johan had not moved. He drew back his fist and clocked Kraal square in the face. “That’s for blowing up my ship, ye  klootzak.” The Commander then heard the sounds of the TARDIS whirring away to silence. 

“It wasn’t actually him who blew up your ship, you know,” said the Doctor. 

“Oh trust me, it will get a lot worse for the actual culprits once things go down the chain of command,” chuckled Johan. 



It’s not certain what the word Krakatoa actually means. It may originate from the Sanskrit word for “lobster” or “crab,” in accordance with the type of fishing done in that area. It could also have derived from a conversation a visiting captain had with a local inhabitant; when he asked for the name of the island, the native replied "  Kaga tau"—a Jakartan/Betawinese slang phrase meaning "I don't know". 

Krakatoa took on a different meaning after the explosion of 1883 of course, but unknown to all except for perhaps the Doctor, the volcano developed identity. One day it awoke to great pain inside, and then the pain went away. It happens every million years or so. 

For now, Krakatoa knew warmth, and knew of its mother Earth, and her everlasting nourishment. It also knew of life. Life surrounded it, and it continually changed. The volcano would watch all the things life did. Life would grow on its shores and inlands. Life would come explore other life. Life would fly, swim, and float around Krakatoa. Life would consume other life, whether it be fishermen capturing tuna, parrots eating insects, or microbes dissolving away carcasses. Some life would last mere seconds, while other life would endure indefinitely. 

Some day, Krakaota would leave its source of nurture and thrive on its own. But not this day. It would jostle and release heat occasionally, but for now it was content to sit and watch the rest of the world go by. 
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