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* * * 

 

“Let's go everybody, we're leaving,” bellowed the father as he loaded up the wagon. Even though his family traveled lightly, he still had to manage some of their possessions necessary for the trip. Their cooking pot, the dining table, the kids' toys, and so on. The mother echoed his demand as their children reluctantly trod in their direction. “Where's Callie?” 

“She said she's stayin',” answered one of the kids. “What in the bloody hell?” said the father. “The Ark Ship's gonna be leavin' any minute! We don't need her shenanigans now! Where is she?” 

“I dunno,” answered the same kid. 

“Aw for the love of—Callie! Come here luv, we're leavin'! Callie! Cal-lie!” The father's yelling echoed around the countryside, but no answering yell was forthcoming. 

“Let me look for her, dear,” said the mother. “I think I know where to find her.” She left as the father grumbled while checking the hitches on the pack mule. 

The mother trod through fine rubble and sniffed the air, then turned in the direction of a pond she and Callie liked to visit. There were enough trees there to make an effective hiding place for little girls, so the mother made her way there. “Callie?” she cooed as she approached the pond. “Where are you, dumpling? It's time to go!” Hearing no answer, the mother looked around, then noticed a child's foot not quite concealed by a tree root. 

“I wonder where Callie is,” the mother wondered aloud. “I hope she didn't get taken by pirates! That would be terrible! I would miss her so much. Her da would miss her and her stinky brothers would miss her too, I bet.” The mother saw the foot shift slightly, as if the body owning the foot was trying to find a more comfortable position. “Oh well. I guess I'll have to give all her toys to her brothers.” 

“No!” Callie appeared from behind the tree, then slid behind it again, realizing her error and hoping she was quick enough. 

“Oh, there you are! I was so worried! Come on sweetie, it's time to go.” 

“I don't want to go,” replied Callie in a pouty voice. 

The mother walked over to the tree, sat down on a root, and crossed her hands over her belly. “Come on, sweetie. We've talked about this before. Your father has a new job. There's no more work here for him. We have to find a new place to live.” 

“I said I don't want to go!” The mother could understand Callie's anger. She was a child herself when her family moved, and she remembered her own reluctance. However, new places became new adventures, just like the old stories. There was always some new mishap or trouble her family had to overcome, but she always felt a great sense of accomplishment upon doing so. She always made new friends and explored new places, and eventually met her future husband at one of those new places. She also remembered how excited she became later to learn her family would be moving again., for every excursion was a new adventure. 

“Why is that, dear?” 

“I wanna play with my dollies! Everybody took my dollies away and I wanna play with my dollies! It's not fair!” 

The mother sighed. She knew that wasn't really the case, but to a child who doesn't want to be taken away from all she cherishes and holds dear, it made perfect sense. “This is such a lovely pond, isn't it? Remember when we used to sit here, and sing to the stars?” Callie grunted in response. 

“We'd sing, and you could hear more people singing, and then it sounded like the stars were singing too, and I told you they were echoes”? Callie sniffed, which the mother took as acknowledgment. 

“You know what else the stars are, darling? They're homes. Just like ours. They're homes, way way up in the sky. And we're going there! One of those stars will be our new home.” Callie looked at her mother, eyes glistening with moisture.  “And these stars, they have new friends, new ponds, and new dollies! Lots and lot of new dollies for you to play with!” 

“They do?” asked Callie quietly. 

“Oh yes! And they'll play house with you, they'll play games with you, you can run with them, and they'll make silly noises just like your old dollies! You said it yourself, dear. There's no dollies here any more.” 

Callie seemed saddened by this realization, but could reach no solution to it. Her mother extended her hand, which Callie eventually grasped. Her mother stood up, smoothed Callie's face with her other hand, and told her, “Come on. Let's go find the new dollies, way up there in the stars. Way, way, up there in the stars.” 

Hand in hand, the mother and daughter strolled back to the loading wagon, crumbling a few of the last standing buildings beneath their massive feet. Rubble and wreckage lay everywhere, and the place looked sad. There were no longer any signs of life. Callie noticed one of her dollies lying still in the rubble., bruised and dented, missing an arm It would never play again. Perhaps moving was a good idea. 



“Ar-Bor-Etica,” bellowed the Doctor. “Here we are, visiting the most beautiful planet in all the cosmos, and she wants to get her nails done!” 

“Don't be daft,” replied Donna, settling peacefully on her bed. “I'm getting a facial as well. It's been ages since my last one. I'm practically wearing a dirt suit.” A salon attendant was carefully caressing Donna's fingernails with a coarse cloth, while another attendant bound her hair back and gently tied it. Typical of Arboretans, the attendants had a greenish hue to their skin, and hair that resembled leaves on a vine. Donna had changed into a silky white robe that settled comfortably on her skin like a warm blanket. 

“Oh, but Donna! This is one of the greatest accomplishments of the human race! A colony of environmentalists settled here in the 44th century, and they've developed biogenetics into a new realm of technology! They've eliminated all forms of pollution and man-made environmental hazards! Isn't that amazing?” 

“Mmm-hmmm,” replied Donna. She didn't want to burden her mind with fancy blatherings about miracles of science and whatnot. Normally in these types of salon settings, she'd be with girlfriends, indulging in mindless gossip about some celebrity or another. She mostly ignored the Doctor's prattling as she let the salon attendants pamper her. 

“Instead of fossil fuels, they use tree sap! Instead of bridges and highways, they interlace tree limbs! Instead of air polluting motorcars and aeroplanes, they pilot gigantic trained insects! There is no trace of dystopic industrialism, blocking out the scenery and clogging the atmosphere with carcinogens! It's all bioengineering, fully replenishable using all natural resources and no artificial flavors, colors or preservatives!” 

“That's nice.” 

“Even the clothes they wear! They are all products of native flora and fauna, insects and arthropods hardwired by microscopic neural encoding to weave shirts, coats, knickers, even that robe you're wearing.” 

“Mmm-hmmm.” Donna would later resolve to herself that when the Doctor made such impassioned speeches, it was best to give him a heartfelt reaction or he might do something drastic. He fully expacted audiences to be wowed by his brilliance. 

“That very robe you're wearing is going to be your facial! It's actually a colony of tiny nanospiders that are weaving a web around your body as we speak!” 

“Wait, what?” Donna tried to rise, but the attendants had bound her to the bed without her even noticing. She soon felt millions of tiny legs crawling all over her body, and she began to scream. She couldn't open her mouth, however. The nanospiders had already bound her jaws together. She froze with fear and whimpered. Her words were unintelligible, but a reasonable guess would have been “I'll get you for this.” 

“These nanospiders feed on oil from your skin pores! Isn't that amazing? An entire species that feeds on oils! They collect it like bees collect pollen. They'll inject each of your skin pores with a tiny little stamen, suck out your oil, then transport it back to their colony, where they make it into a royal jelly for their queen. Of course, it will be your filthy detritus she's consuming, but there's literally no accounting for taste.” 

Donna gave a muffled scream, promising instant death, but the Doctor continued to pontificate. 

“The Arboretans are even now developing new species of the nanospiders, capable of cleaning up oil spills, tar deposits, and other natural disasters. Other industrialized worlds are lining up contracts and paying the Arboretans top money to clean up their messes. Isn't that simply wonderful?” 

Donna whimpered some more, but before long, she felt her jaws moving, and looked up to see the webs receding from her body like a fine mist. She then almost screamed again, realizing she'd be naked in front of the Doctor, but the attendants had already loosened her bonds and fitted her with a new robe by the time the webs disappeared. They were veteran salonists who had the entire procedure timed right, and knew how to anticipate customer reactions like a chess grandmaster anticipates his opponent's moves. 

“There, see? Fresh as a daisy!” The Doctor gestured towards a mirror. Donna saw how clean and pink her skin was, and held her hands to her face, touching it like it was precious china. “I feel so refreshed...so alive...Oy, you lot, I'd like to treat this gentlemen to your Super Deluxe skin treatment! All the bells and whistles! Starting now!” 

The Doctor reared back from Donna, holding his hands in a defensive gesture, but the attendants were already at work, removing his coat. He jerked around in reaction, trying to pull his sleeve back on, but the attendants foresaw his every move. Whenever he jerked away, they grabbed an article of clothing and used his momentum to pull it off his body. Donna also wrapped her arms around his head for good measure. 

“Please, no, I've already had a full body regeneration, which replaced all of my pores, I can assure you,” protested the Doctor. “Really, there's no need, I've already had Super Deluxe exfoliation treatments on a quantum scale!” His pleas fell on deaf ears as the attendants bound him to his bed. Within moments, the nanospider colony fully enveloped his body with a fine sturdy web as Donna laughed triumphantly. 



Donna stood on a treelimb-latticed balcony, enjoying the view of the tree city. In the evening light, street lights equipped with firefly abdomens began to illuminate the city in bright red and yellow colors. Strands of ivy connected each tree like power cables, and colored canopies covered their boughs like townhouse rooftops. It truly reminded Donna of Earth cities, but with no cement, metal or asphalt in sight. Eventually, the Doctor joined her, looking a slight bit grumpy. 

“There,” she said. “You look ten years younger.” 

“Yes, I'm a healthy, robust eight-ninety,” he replied. “Enjoying the view?” 

“Oh yes, I could stare at it for hours. I'm surprised this place hasn't been overrun with tourists and developers by now.” 

“Yes, from what I understand, they do have a strict immigrant policy. Anybody who wants to settle here has to fill out miles of paperwork, prove their worth to Arboretic society, and have a clean background, and I do mean actual cleaning.” 

The serenity of the evening suddenly gave way to rapid pitched bird tweeting, as if all the birds in the animal kingdom chirped at the same time. 

“What is that noise.” asked Donna. 

“Sirens! This city must be under attack! Just as well, I was starting to get bored anyway. Let's go see what the trouble is!” The Doctor bounded away to the nearest treelimb walkway. Donna reluctantly followed, realizing this kind of chaos was what the timelord lived for. 

As they ran along the treelimbs, the Arboretans were fleeing in their direction, making travel difficult. Giant wasps manned by Arboretan pilots buzzed by, much like the war planes Donna remembered from the RAF. They could hear rumbling off the distance and feel slight tremors shaking the sturdy trees. “Don't tell me we're being attacked by Godzilla,” said Donna. A monstrous howl sounded off in the distance, as if in answer to Donna's exasperation. 

The two time travelers found a balcony with magnifying goggles. The Doctor fitted one to his face, and saw only blackness. He said, “You mean these things are bloody coin operated?” He then pulled out his sonic screwdriver and pointed it at the stump on which the goggles were mounted. As he operated his favorite tool, the mechanism screeched, but nothing happened. Donna said “What do you expect? It's made out of wood, not mechanical parts.” She then removed the lens cap, and suddenly the Doctor could see out in the distance. 

Donna's guess wasn't far off the mark. A gigantic beast was attacking the city, saurian in appearance, but it seemed to be colored blue. Trees flew away at its approach,  uprooted by some unseen force and flung aside like litter. The wasp planes closed in on the behemoth, attacking it with missile-like barbs. The monster howled, swatting at the planes and turning around as if to flee. “Donna, get out your mobile and record this!” 

“What?” 

“Just do it! I think I recognize the language!” 

“What, the roaring? It's a language?” Donna complied with the Doctor's strange request, knowing it would lead to something useful, somehow. The Doctor saw the beast retreating, roaring a few more times. The wasp planes closed in. Suddenly, voluminous gas hissed and filled the area where the monster had stood, engulfing the wasp planes. A few managed to fly away, but the bulk of the air force  disappeared. The Doctor heard what sounded like a second beast roaring. 

“That's not good. There's more than one of them.” 

He put the goggles back on the stump, thinking aloud. “Hmmm, upper glottal choke followed by aspirant, then throat hum...grrrr urrrrgh glaaaahhhh...all this at a very slow speed of course, but it sounds familiar! Got all that recorded?” Donna showed him her phone, bearing the message “Movie Saved.” 

“Brilliant! To the TARDIS!” 



As usual, the Doctor simply did not enter the TARDIS and strap himself in as a trained and cautious astronaut would do. Instead, he attacked the console, winding a crank here and pushing several buttons there. “Let's bring up the Communications Matrix. Even though the TARDIS can translate any language via telepathy, its parameters have to be adjusted for proper height and weight if relativity exceeds the normally rational plane of existence. Plug the mobile right—there!” Donna saw a panel of tubings and bulbs, resembling the inside of an old television. She had no idea where to plug in the phone, so she just dropped it in an open spot. 

The Doctor flipped a few switches and  played back the monstrous roars Donna had recorded on the phone, then replayed them at higher pitches and speeds. “Just as I thought! Intergalactic trade cant, spoken slower and louder by 500 foot tall beings. Listen!” 

To Donna, the remastered roaring sounded like two men talking. One voice said “Chaz, get out the bug spray! I hit a nest or something and they're eating me alive!” The other voice replied, “Right, on it,” and then she heard the gaseous hiss from earlier. 

“Wait,” said Donna. “You seriously can't be telling me these are gigantic landscapers using weedeaters? On the trees? And did they just wipe out the Arborite Air Force with a can of Raid?” 



It took some doing, but the Doctor managed to convince the Arborite city leaders not to panic. With his usual flamboyance, he materialized in the middle of their Security Council Emergency Session and told them he would handle the situation. Just so, the Arboretans decided he could at least buy them time while they built up their defenses, so they complied. He even got several of their best soldiers to accompany him on his mission. He then paid a visit to the head of Bioengineering and volunteered to run a field test. 

The TARDIS materialized a short distance from the behemoths, behind colossal machines that looked as imposing as military forts. The Doctor directed the soldiers to pull out ducts, cables, satellite dishes, and other gadgets from the TARDIS and mount them around a central spot. Donna then gave each soldier a white silken sack, which they handled carefully. The soldiers then crept away quietly, staying under tree cover as much as possible. 

The Doctor walked among the dishes and cables, adjusting each component slightly and kicking them if he didn't like their readings. He then directed Donna to a console, explained the knobs and buttons to her, then stood in the middle, practicing roars and growls like an actor. He then gave a thumbs up to Donna. She twisted a knob, and the Doctor's body became white and transparent as a smaller form of him shrunk to the ground. The transparent body wildly gesticulated to Donna to turn the knob in the other direction, which she eventually did after shouting back at him. The tiny Doctor then grew back to the original Doctor proportions, then continued to grow until it towered over the trees. The transparent Doctor then marched in place as the gigantic Doctor walked toward the behemoths. 

As a colossal being, the Doctor's perspective changed. He became mindful of stepping on tiny innocent life forms, even though his image was only a weightless projection. The magnificent Arborite trees looked like scrubs and weeds from this viewpoint, and when he breathed, he could hear even his softest breaths rumbling over the landscape like gutteral growls. 

The Doctor switched his vision back over to his host body. Looking up at his giant version, he indeed looked as scary and imposing as the other behemoths. His brown coat resembled a feral wolf's fur, and his spiky hairstyle looked like the raised hair of an attack dog. He started to understand a monster's point of view, and why they tend to run amuck among the villagers. They just wanted to clear their personal space. He still didn't like it. 

As the giant Doctor approached,  he beheld a sight most strange, yet mundane. One of the behemoths did indeed resemble Godzilla, looking like a Tyrannosaurus Rex wearing a blue coverall. It even wore a blue cap with some sort of insignia braided into its bill. It was spreading some kind of lotion on its scaly skin. The other behemoth had black fur and a simian face, handling a tree in its fingers and using it to light a giant cigarette. The gorilla also wore a blue coverall, with the same insignia on its breast as the dinosaur's. 

“Who're you?” asked the gorilla. 

“I am the Doctor. This is a level 5 planet. You are in violation of Article 57 of the Shadow Proclamation. You cannot destroy or seed this world.” 

“The Shadow Wotsit?” replied the dinosaur. “What is he on about, Chaz?” The gorilla shrugged. 

“You are destroying the homes and civilizations of people! Actual, living, thriving people! Arboretica is their planet, and you have no right to despoil it!” 

Chaz replied, “People? What people? Look about, there's no people! You see any people Dave?” 

The Doctor's temper flared. He shouted “Not gigantic sized people! Tiny people, living in those trees you're tearing apart! They tried to protect their homes and you gassed them!” The Doctor then realized how loud his voice sounded, roaring and screaming like a rabid beast at this size, and possibly terrifying the Arboretans even further. He resolved from then on to use his inside voice. 

“What, those bugs and things that flew up and bit me? You're saying they're people? That's bullocks!” 

“Hey Dave, maybe he's one of those wossname, environmental activists is it?” 

“All the way out here? Them buggers will follow you anywhere,” said Dave. 

“Back off mate, we're just doing our jobs,” said Chaz. “Don't be throwin' no paint on my coat. It's all me own skin, I can assure you.” 

“Your jobs?” asked the Doctor. “You mean somebody hired you to do this?” 

“Of course, mate. We're K & G Landscaping, just like it says on our caps. Got some scrub you want clearin' out? Give us a ring.” 

The Doctor thought to himself for a moment.  They haven't heard of the Shadow Proclamation, and they're actually performing work like servicemen? Maybe they're from a level 5 world themselves, working for a higher level client. 

 I've never seen outsourcing done on this scale before. 

“Oh, right,” he chimed. “Why didn't you say so in the first place? With all these different contractors, it's easy to lose track. I'm afraid however, you might have been assigned to the wrong area. Can I take a look at your project papers? I need to call your clients and sort this thing out. This area's been zoned for a public park you see, and the planning commission is really quite strict about the height of the grass and that sort of thing.” 

Dave pulled a pack of folded papers out of one of his coverall pockets, and smoothed them out on a flat rock ridge. “We'll just extend our lunch break, then. Coffee?” 

The Doctor scanned each page of the contract, noting the name of the company that hired the landscapers: Korgoran Enterprises. 



While this was taking place, Donna and the Arborite soldiers made their way to the monster landscapers' generator. Its gears chugged and shout out iron particles, depositing on the earth around it and accumulating into an oily residue. It smelled of burning fossil fuels as it churned out toxic smoke and power for the landscapers' machines. 

The infiltrators could hear the roars of the Doctor and the behemoths overhead, but saw no violence. Even at such a massive size, the Doctor could stupefy others with his glib tongue, apparently. Still fearing for their lives, they lowered the white silk bags they had been carrying, and untied the binding cords, letting the colonies of nanospiders out to converge on the generator. The infiltrators then scurried over to one of the other machines, wary of giant feet. 



After the landscapers finished their lunch, they saw the Doctor had left and assumed they could go back to work. Dave picked up the weed whacker, pulled the strap over his shoulder, and pulled the starter cord. The machine screeched as steel balls rattled inside. 

“What the bloody hell,” muttered Dave. He gave the cord another jerk, and the machine screeched again. He then unstrapped the weed whacker and set it down. He twisted off a cap on the top of the engine and withdrew the dip stick attached to it. The stick was shiny and clean. “Well, this is buggered.” 

Chaz ran over to him. “The generator's down! We got no power! All the bloody oil's gone!” 



The Doctor returned the soldiers to the city leaders, and told them the giants should be preoccupied for a time. That would give him time to figure out who or what is behind their being here. As he left, he muttered “Let's just hope they don't stumble across any oil deposits.” 

As Donna returned to the TARDIS, she saw the Doctor hunched over the central console, wearing his horn-rimmed glasses. His lips were moving as if he were thinking aloud. She pulled off the army jacket she wore on her mission. 

“You're welcome,” she proclaimed. 

The Doctor didn't reply. He was mumbling something about flight manifests. Donna smoothed her hair back, looking at her reflection in one of the console's brass plates. “You know, one of those soldiers had a nice, tight bum. I ogled him all the way there and back, you know.” The Doctor only replied with “Uh huh.” 

“I'm going back into town to look him up. I'll just bring him back here, won't I? We shouldn't be in the way.” 

“Herakleophorbia,” the Doctor exclaimed. 

“Hera what?” 

“Those giant landscapers were from Herakleophorbia! Impossible!” 

“Why is it impossible?” 

“Herakleophorbia is not a level 5 planet. It's not even a level 1 planet! It's currently going through its Jurassik period, populated with creatures much like Earth's dinosaurs! Yet the creatures I talked to easily fit into level 5 

classification. Somehow, their hippocampal and parahippocampal systems got advanced one billion years, yet they've got brains the size of peas!” 

“Well, that didn't stop most members of Parliament,” said Donna. 

“Oh it gets even worse! The company that hired our landscaper friends was just a front, as I thought. Yet they've been footing the travel expenses for Herakleophorbians to planets all over the known universe. And Each! One! of these planets suffered mass disasters killing off much of their population. Entire cities lay wasted. Landmarks destroyed, power stations annihilated, dams, levees, airports, seaports, all pounded into oblivion, and yet no wars, no earthquakes, no volcanoes, no typhoons reported! It was all the Herakleophorbians let loose and running rampant! 

Those landscapers are part of some horrifying plan to lay waste to worlds across the universe. But why? Who would do this?” 



Somewhere on the world of Liasici, a gambling den had just been raided by local police and shut down. The individuals who ran the operation were arrested and interrogated, and eventually gave up the name of their patron, Lysezerzix of the West Lodge. Government Security could not find him however, as he had previously flown the coop, sensing that this place had gotten too hot for him. 

Lysezerzix realized he was a weak point. His enemies and even his top associates would realize that he had lost power and influence, and it was only a matter of time till he met his end, either by government claws or their own. He had to do something to consolidate his power, possibly relocate to an outside world where he and his gangs could rebuild their strength. Although the Foamasi were infamous for infiltrating alien societies in disguise, the West Lodge hadn't established any such networks capable of handling his entire base of operations. His brood would have to vacate Liasici, and do it soon. 

He called his lieutenants together to plan the move. They clicked and chirped in argument as if rains of pebbles were falling, and Lysezerzix had to shout them down several times. Many of their offworld operations were on resort planets, and operating expenses would increase because nothing was cheap on those worlds. Moreover, their presence would be a beacon to Liasici Government Security, who had considerable resources themselves and had been known to travel to distant worlds to capture fugitives. 

Lysezerzix decided they should find a new unsettled world, possibly a moon, to move to, and sent his lieutenants out to ask around. He settled back to feast on imported Icacian leaves and slice them to nutrients with his mandibles, when he got a call from his second in command. He found a realtor who knew of a planet made uninhabitable from radioactivity. The Foamasi could survive in radioactive environments just fine with their chitinous exoskeletons, and other species wouldn't dare infringe on their space for fear of massive cancer outbreak. Interested? 

The realtors' company was called Korgoran Enterprises. 



Callie opened her eyes. She felt cold, and shivered. She didn't like vegetables, so she didn't eat the leaves her mother and father told her to eat. She had spit them out when they weren't looking, like she had done before. 

She was in a dark place, but could hear snoring. The rest of her family were asleep, snuggled together with funny tubes leading to their mouths. The tubes had some weird fluid in them, and she didn't want to suck on them all the time. 

She gently wriggled out of her mother's embrace, careful not to wake her. She wanted to explore this ark that was taking her family to the stars. 

Callie didn't like this dark place. She saw some light on the floor. It was skinny light, so she put her snout to the floor and tried to look under the big thing the light was behind. She could see floor beyond the big thing, so she tried to crawl to it. The big thing wouldn't move, so she crawled harder. 

Just like any child can figure out how to get inside a locked cupboard, Callie was able to nudge the corner of the storage chamber's steel collapsible door until it gave way. She crawled out and wandered the hallways. 

She saw other collapsible doors like the one she just escaped, and assumed the other families she saw boarding the ark must be sleeping there too. A constant hum was starting to bother her, so she went where the hum was quieter. 

She found halls, doors and steps that led to more halls, doors and steps. She didn't see other people. She came to realize she didn't know how to get back. She started calling for her mother, but heard no answer. She sat down and started to cry. 



Dust stirred in the corner of one of the ark's cabins as a blue police box slowly materialized there. The Doctor stepped out, then recoiled slightly, as he didn't expect the space to be so open. Donna slowly stepped out behind him. “I thought you said we'd land in the bridge.” 

“Well, I did assume it'd be a bit smaller...” 

“It's like a warehouse. And there's hardly any lighting. We must be miles away from any bridge!” 

“No, we're fine! We just need to find a way to climb to the command console, that's all. And we can just bound up on the buttons and jump up and down.” 

“Are you bloody serious? We're going to jump up and down on buttons?” The two starting talking over each other, which shortly became screaming over each other. Then they heard howling off in the distance and stopped arguing. 

“What is that?” asked Donna. 

“I dunno. Let's find out.” The howling seemed to come from a distant hallway. The Doctor and Donna ran onto behemoth-sized corrugated carpet, which felt like traversing endless rows of newly-dug earth. They encountered solid ground again, then made their way to a corner looming ahead. When they turned the corner, they saw what appeared to be a young Tyrannosaurus sitting down, crying into its paws. 

“What in the multiverse...” said the Doctor. Donna gasped, unsure what to make of such an absurd scene. “Hello,” chimed the Doctor. “What's the matter, dearie? Why are you crying?” 

Callie uncovered her eyes, looked at the Doctor and Donna, and beamed with joy. “Dollies,” she exclaimed, as she picked them up, one in each paw, and held them to her lips.. 



Lysezerzix thought it was too good to be true. How could they have found a solution to their problem so easily? Moreover, this Korgoran fellow was an Argolin, who had no reason to be friendly with the Foamasi, since they nuked their planet centuries earlier. Lysezerzix arranged a meeting with the Argolin, and equipped himself with a voice synthesizer capable of humanoid speech. 

The meeting went well. Korgoran acted suitably deferential, and spoke in simple terms. A planet in the Omicron Persei system had been invaded years earlier by an alien species. The alien attack had triggered the planet's nuclear defense system, but those missiles were aimed at enemy countries and not outer space. The ensuing counterattacks wiped out most of the major population centers, and harmful radiation killed millions more. The alien attackers then occupied the planet for a time, and salvaged what they could. They were now in the process of leaving, as the harmful radioactivity still lingered, making longterm occupation infeasible. This wouldn't be a problem for the Foamosi, as their exoskeletons would shield them from the radiation. Most major cities had been leveled, but there were still plenty of other cities in which to base operations. 

Korgoran's associates located survivors who had fled underground and formed a shadow government. They would need money to rebuild, and leasing their planet while they were unable to live on the surface would benefit them during their dormancy. Korgoran Enterprises would retain some markup of course, but since there was little demand for a radioactive world, the asking price was quite reasonable.  Even with travel expenses, the West Lodge would enjoy greater profit from their various enterprises. 

His electronic voice buzzing, Lysezerzix asked, “What alien race invaded this planet?” 

“Does it matter?” replied Korgoran. 

“What if they come back?” 

“I can assure you they won't. We made deals with them too.” 

Lysezerzix said he needed some time to think about it, even though every instinct screamed at him to sign the contract right then and there. 



Callie reenacted her playland, using the Doctor and Donna as central figures. She held the Doctor with one paw, bouncing him up and down and drawing him toward Donna. “This is daddy. He's coming home from work. This is mummy. They kiss. MMMMMM WAH!” The Doctor and Donna found their faces pressed together, and each avoided meeting the other's lips as much as possible. 

“Dearie please, set us down! You're crushing our rib cages,” shouted the Doctor in futility. Callie continued her story. In a squeaky voice, she said “Mummy says, 'You're late!'” In a lower, husky voice, she said “Daddy says, 'I had to work late.' Mummy says, 'You went to the Wah Wee Hole.*' Daddy says, 'No I didn't!' Mummy says 'Yes you did!'  Daddy says, 'No I didn't!' Mummy says 'Yes you did!'” As Callie recreated her parents' conversation, she shook the Doctor and Donna like salt shakers, demonstrating how forcibly her parents would argue. 

“Oh my God, this is so humiliating,” said Donna. “Can't you do something?” 

“Do what? That's a bloody thirty ton dinosaur manhandling us. What do you expect me to do, pop her on the bum?” 

“We wouldn't even be here if you had landed in the right place to begin with! How could you forget to account for size?” 

As the Doctor and Donna argued some more, Callie giggled. She said “You're funny,” and then set the two down inside a box. “Mummy says I have to put my toys away.” She then stumbled off, out of their view. 



*  She means the Watering Hole. It's a popular place to go for a drink after a hard day of wrecking the planet. 

“Well, what do we do now?” asked Donna, seeing that the box was too tall to climb. “A gigantic toddler thinks we're her dollies and is probably going to pull us apart to see what's inside!” 

“We'll just have to get on her good side,” replied the Doctor. “You're good with children, aren't you? She does think we're funny. Oh no, no no no NO NO NO!!!” 

Donna looked up and saw that Carrie had returned. This time she had something in her mouth, blue and box-shaped. She sucked on it like a pacifier. 

The Doctor screamed “Not the TARDIS! Put it down dearie. Please put it down. It's not good for your teeth. Please put it down, dearie. Come on, there's a good girl...” 



Lysezerzix demanded to see the planet for himself before signing any agreements, and Korgoran   complied. Along with his top lieutenants, Lysezerzix and the realtor chartered a private ship to the eighth planet of the Omicron Persei solar system. 

The ship landed on a rocky, barren surface. The Foamosi donned gas filtration masks, and the realtor wore a hazmat suit. All their masks were equipped with communication devices, but Lysezerzix and his Number Two had a private communication channel. Even though the realtor hadn't spoken to them in the own language, there was no reason to assume he didn't know it. 

The Foamosi surveyed the area, observing that most structures had been reduced to rubble, moving conveyances had crashed or tossed around, and radiation levels were exceedingly high. There were no signs of life. 

Korgoran pointed out everyday features and landmarks, commenting on their utility, with the bland delivery most salespeople deliver by rote. “Over here, the planet's largest crater. Great for extra storage space, if you know what I mean. In addition, this planet has two moons. Double the romantic dinners by moonlight. With a little terraforming, this place could be your next resort world!” 

Lysezerzix clicked and popped a few words to his Number Two. “If this place was bombed, where's the scorched earth? Where's the fallout? Not even a burned shadow in sight.” 



“'You went to the Wah Wee Hole!' 

'No I didn't!' 

'Yes you did!' 

'You're crazy woman!' 

'I'm never going to speak to you again!'” Callie lifted Donna and held her above her head, while continuing to maintain her grasp on the Doctor. 

“Then Daddy got real sad. 'Boo Hoo Hoo! Boo Hoo Hoo!'” With each “Boo” and “Hoo,” she pumped the Doctor up and down, making him dizzy. 

“Yes, I'm sad. I want Mummy back,” said the Doctor. 

“'I don't want to come back,'” said Callie, shaking Donna. Donna shouted “Yes I do, I really do!” 

“Please come back, Mummy,” said the Doctor, cradling his hands as if he were begging. “I miss you so much! I love you Mummy!” Donna coughed in disgust. 

“'Well, I'm not coming back. Not until you apologize,'” said Callie. 

“I'm sorry my darling,” purred the Doctor. “I'll never be late again.” 

“'You promise?'” 

“I promise. Please come back to me darling. I love you so much.” 

“So Mummy came back and she and Daddy and Callie and her stinky brothers lived happily ever after. The End!” Callie made the Doctor and Donna kiss again, then put them back in her box. 

The Doctor held Donna's hands and said with mock sympathy, “Are you all right Mummy?” 

“Oh shut up! Listen, I saw something when she held me above her head. It looked like a panel of some sort on the back of her neck, with blinking red lights.” 

“A panel you say?” The Doctor looked up and saw Callie playing with the TARDIS again, this time moving the end of it on her lips as if she were applying lipstick. He took out his sonic screwdriver and directed it at her. The tool emitted a slight screech and displayed data on a small screen embedded in its handle. “That's interesting! It's a CPU, and it's transferring binary codes all over her nervous system. Of course! That's how the Herakleophorbians advanced so quickly! Some one implanted all these CPUs into their cerebral cortexes and gave them new personalities! Oh, that is so diabolical! Donna, hand me your mobile!” 

Donna handed over the phone. He asked, “Do you have an ear plug as well?” 

She replied, “How can you listen to ITunes at a time like this?” 

He took the ear plug, but instead of inserting it in his ear canal, he plugged it under his scalp just over his ear. “Cerebral implant. It was all the rage in the 22nd century.” His excitement level increasing, he punched the mobile's keys and prattled on: “I'll just make a few modifications to your mobile's CPU, then direct its browser to the ship's navigation satellite, then have it link to Baby Huey's CPU, then execute a file exchange, and voila!” He punched one final button, then started vibrating. His hair stood on end as the vibrations increased, With a shaky voice, he barely managed to say, “Oh, why did I use BitTorrent?” 

Donna shouted “Doctor? Doctor!” She then tried to hold down to keep him from flying apart, but he continued to vibrate while moaning in pain. She heard Callie howling, and looked up to see the young  Herakleophorbian shaking violently as well. Then, sparks exploded from the Doctor's head as her mobile's ear plug shot out. The Doctor collapsed. 

Donna grabbed him by the collar, shouting “Doctor? Are you all right?” He moaned a little. She shook him, again asking if he was all right. His moan became a drawn out whine, then a sob. He looked at Donna with puppy dog eyes and an almost comical frown, then said “I want my mummy.” 



Across the deck of the ark's navigation bridge, a young Tyrannosaurus tromped around. Donna rode on the back of its neck, holding on to one of its back fins for dear life. The dinosaur said “This is kind of fun, don't you think?” 

But with a larger mass and bigger mouth, the words came out slower and deeper in pitch, sounding more like “THISSSSS ISSSSS KIIIINNND OOOOOF FFFFUUUUUNNNN, DOOOOONNNNNNT YYYYYOOOOOOOUUU 

THTHTHTHTHIIIIIIINNNNNNK?” 

“Stop roaring,” she answered. 

“Oh, sorry,” said the dinosaur in a quieter tone. “It just feels so right to roar.” He tripped slightly, and Donna gave a yelp as she hung on to his back fin. The dinosaur righted his posture, shook his massive head from side to side, and said, “This takes some getting used to. But at least I'm the right size to handle the controls now. And you thought we'd have jump on the buttons!” 

Donna asked “Did you really just replace this dinosaur's electronic brain with your own?” 

“Not exactly,” he replied. “This lass has an implant that overrides her brain patterns with some kind of personality template. It can only hold so much information, so I only transferred my working knowledge of navigation systems and my own charming personality. I didn't have time to run diagnostics on it, but I'm sure we'll be fine. Oh, here we are!” A navigation console loomed overhead. The young dinosaur body was too short to reach it, so he jumped on top of one of the console's seats. 

Donna climbed off the dinosaur's back and onto the console as the creature clicked a few buttons and read some viewscreens. “Ah yes, it seems the automatic pilot is set for Gliese 581g. Aw, come on! They just recently developed space travel. Why would they want to muck that up? I want my mummy!” 

Donna said vexedly, “Will you stop that? That joke has grown old already!” 

“Stop what? You're being mean to me!” 

“You said 'I want my mummy,' like you were a little girl. It's not funny.” 

“I did nooooot,” he whined. The dinosaur shook his head, as if to jostle his brain back in place. “Oh dear. The transfer's breaking down. I'd best get busy!” 

He flipped more switches and furiously typed numbers into the console's keyboard. He then reared his arms back, and flopped them on the keyboard repeatedly like a child trying to play a piano. “Doctor,” shouted Donna. “Get yourself together! Concentrate!” 

The dinosaur shook his head again and went back to work, talking to himself. “Last port of call, Omicron Persei Eight. We'll just go back to where they came from. Oh, what do they use for negative signs on this system? Think!” 

Donna watched him as he worked. She heard him mumble the names of several numbers and systems, then open a panel and reach for one last button. He paused. He turned to look at her, giggled, said “Dollie,” then reached for her. 

Donna said “Aren't you too old to play with dolls?” and jumped on the button before Callie could grab her. The ark ship then turned around in deep space and proceeded to Omicron Persei Eight. 



Lysezerzix and his Number Two entered their ship's main deck after conferring with themselves for the past twenty minutes. The Foamosi leader switched to voice synthesizer mode and said to Korgoran,  “You say an alien fleet invaded this planet?” 

Korgoran shuffled in his chair slightly, but that could be attributed to the fact that his humanoid body wasn't physically suited for a chair built for insectoids. Nevertheless, he did his best to look meek and unprotesting. “Yes, they did.” 

“We've been analyzing atmospheric data, and so far, we've only detected one heat signature, meaning only one ship invaded this planet's space. Care to explain that?” 

“It was a really huge ship,” said Korgoran. 

Lysezerzix approached the realtor, flexing his claws and clicking his mandibles menacingly. His lieutenants converged on the realtor as well, also clicking and clawing. “You seem to be leaving out other crucial details, my little pupate. For instance, we seem to be having some difficulty finding actual evidence of missile ordinance. Oh sure, there's plenty of toppled buildings, but...why has it gotten so dark all the sudden?” 

The Foamosi and the realtor looked through the portals to the outside, where it did seem like the sun had become blocked by some massive object. They felt their ship rumbling, as if strong winds were pulling at it. Sonic booms rocked the ship more, causing loose debris in the rafters to fall. The crew then watched as a massive freighter passed slowly overhead, dwarfing their ship. The freighter then started to descend with the Foamosi still underneath. The freighter's landing gear then unfolded, and the hulk contacted the ground, sending a massive jolt which knocked all the Foamosi sprawling. Luckily, the freighter's belly had meters to go before crushing the Foamosi ship. 

Lysezerzix got up and said to Korgoran, “I thought you said they weren't coming back!” 



“Mummy's run away,” said Callie. “When's Mummy coming back?” 

The Doctor squirmed in Callie's grasp, trying to maneuver away from where her talon tip was pressing against one of his kidneys. “Oh, I'm sure she'll be back soon. She's probably gone out for some butter and cream.” 

“One time I saw this magic box, and I tried to pick it up, but it had strings on it.” Callie changed the subject quite frequently, as her childish mind got distracted by new shiny things. 

“Say, I've got a magic box myself. Want to see it disappear?” They were near where Callie had left the TARDIS, laying on its side like a discarded toy. If only she'd let him loose for one second... 

“I pulled and pulled and pulled and the magic box came out of the ground and made lots of booms and little dollies fell out.” 

“Another reason to stay away from high rises, I suppose.” It was useless to try to hold a conversation with her. She would never regard him as anything but one of her dollies. 

“They ran around and I chased them and they squealed WEEE WEEE WEEE!” 

“Isn't that nice.” 

“They were all squishy and squirmy and they went to sleep.” 

“Oh yes, crushing their bodies to pulp while making them snog tends to drain the life out of them.” 

Their conversation was suddenly interrupted by a loud booming sound which echoed throughout the ship, Then, bright light illuminated the area, as machines and computer monitors started to whir back into operation. Ventilation systems hummed and the temperature started to increase to more comfortable levels. Callie stood transfixed by all the activity going on around her, and loosened her grip on the Doctor's body. He gently climbed out of her grasp, and was about to drop to the ground, but Callie stood up, making the drop potentially fatal. “Mummy?” 

The Doctor ran along Callie's arm, then made a jump for her backside. He then spread out his arms and legs and slid on his belly down her tail. Callie flicked it as she started walking, flinging the Doctor towards a surprised Donna, who had been hiding behind a giant table leg the whole time and ran out when the lights came on. He landed on her and knocked them both sprawling. 

The Doctor stood up, brushed himself off, and extended a hand to Donna. “Nice soft landing there. Good thing you fell off your diet.” 

“I lost five pounds,” she said in fury. 

“Five billion pounds are about to wake up and wonder why this ark ship returned to their former stomping grounds,” he said. “Let's get to the TARDIS before they stomp us too!” 

Luckily, the TARDIS had not landed on the side of its door, so they were able to gain entry. The interior was still horizontal, as it occupied its own dimension, independent of spatial conditions outside. Some of Callie's saliva had still managed to seep in however, making the surface slippery. Donna felt as if she were going to vomit. 

The navigation console had a slimy coating as well. The Doctor said “Ewwwww,” as he hurriedly punched in new coordinates and launched the translocation process. The prevailing mosture however, had dampened the TARDIS's range capability, so instead of materializing in orbit as planned, the police box appeared a few meters below its original spot, underneath the belly of the ark ship. 

The Doctor and Donna emerged, eyes adjusting to the darkness, when they heard clicking and chirping noises around them. Then they saw six gunlike objects pointing at them, held by six aliens with green bipedal bodies and insectoid hands and faces. Another humanoid stood behind the aliens, trying to look unnoticeable. A buzzing synthesized voice then said, “More clients of yours, Korgoran?” 



Once again, the Doctor and Donna found themselves escaped from the frying pan into the fire. The Foamosi herded them into their ship at gunpoint, loaded the TARDIS into their cargo bay, then took off before the 

Herakleophorbians emerged from the ark ship. Despite their time spent together, the two time travelers had no regret leaving Callie behind. 

The Doctor, Donna, and the Argolin were led into a conference room and directed to sit. The chairs were more like saddles, made for Foamosi bodies to sink into and be held upright as they sat. The Doctor, Donna and the Argolin slowly sank below the table in front of them as they sat. They could barely see over the table's surface. 

The Foamosi clicked and chirped among themselves, and then the Doctor did his own clicking and chirping. He then gestured to Donna, as if introducing her, and clicked and chirped some more. The chief Foamosi flicked a switch on his mask and said, “Oh bugger it. Let's talk.” 

“Yes. Let's talk,” said the Doctor's forehead. “We are just two innocent travelers, bopping around and seeing the sights. Why have you kidnapped us?” 

“Oh, so you enjoy the beauty of radioactive rubble and flattened corpses? We saved your sorry chitins. So, did you somehow forget you were showing the area to other prospective clients, Korgoran?” 

“I'm sorry, I have no idea who these two are,” said the Argolin's forehead meekly. 

“Aedeagus!* You've been lying to us from the start! You found this nuclear dump and tried to sell it to us as a hideout. You gave these two the same buzz and mating ritual, didn't you? The truth, pupate!” 

The Doctor interjected. “Yes, absolutely. Let's hear the truth, Korgoran. For starters, drop that perception cloak. I must admit, that's an effective disguise, appearing as a race the Fomoasi nearly nuked out of existence. The remaining Argolin found themselves sterilized, and can only reproduce by cloning. Of course they'd assume you'd be meek and compliant!” Korgoran squirmed, protesting ignorance, as the Fomoasi clicked and chirped in bewilderment. 

“Do as he says.” said Lysezerzix, nearing his gun barrel to the Argolin's forehead. Korgoran's face shimmered, as if it were losing focus, then sharpened again to another form. 

To Donna, the new being looked like a man wearing an expensive Armani suit, with diamond cufflinks and rings. He had red skin and two small horns protruding from his forehead. He looked every bit the greedy corporate executive who bankrupted third world nations without breaking a sweat, and the skin and horns served to verify his intentions. 

To the Foamosi, he looked like one of their own, with bejeweled wings, golden mandibles, a diamond-encrusted thorax, and a deadly-looking stinger. To the Doctor, he looked regal, like one of the past emperors of Gallifrey, yet as conniving and malicious as his old nemesis, the Master. 

“A Nazal,” said the Doctor's forehead, “or more famously known as the Mephistocrats. While other species may have evolved their appearance to hide themselves from predators, this species can change to look nonthreatening to any who look at them. Only in their natural form can anyone see their true intentions, and even that is a lie. I bet you've forgotten what you used to look like. It's second nature for you to appear as something else.” 

“Guilty as charged,” said Korgoran, the Nazal. “And I repeat, I don't know these two individuals. The face I used was only an affectation. Salespeople do it all the time, do they not? My true intentions were not deceitful. The offer still stands, good Lysezerzix.” The Nazal's voice was almost musical and seductive. Even without their looks, they could use other means to convey sincerity. 

Lysezerzix fanned his wings, the human equivalent of clapping. His clicking and chirping did not translate, but resembled laughter. “You know, I can appreciate a good scam, and you certainly had us going. You knew just the right sucker who'd want to buy a planet left behind by invaders. It probably would have worked if they didn't decide to come back.” 

“Actually, that was my doing,” said the Doctor's forehead. “Our friend here had arranged for them to devastate another planet, but I came across their flight plans and decided to rearrange the corrdinates a bit.” 

Donna's forehead interjected with a loud throat clearing. “Sorry,” said the Doctor's forehead. “We came across their flight plans. 

“We also discovered miniature CPUs embedded in the Herakleophorbians' cerebral cortices,” continued the Doctor's forehead. “That's quite innovative, by the way, implanting their thinking centers with templates of more advanced species. Why did you choose 20th century Earth, however?” 

“We credit Earth as a mother figure for our race,” replied Korgoran. “We were drawn there when a rift opened on that planet. We came through, drawn to the light and the warmth, after drifting for years through cold, cold darkness. 

We walked among humans and came to learn their values and desires. We find such emotions nourishing. We came to discover that we could amass wealth by appealing to those values, even the self-destructive ones. We didn't have to resort to war or anything so diffusive. 

“Besides, humans have such a capricious nature for destruction. Out of a desire to make their marks, they allow themselves to be drawn to any mad cause, despite the cost to themselves. This makes them much easier to depend on for energetic disassembly situations, rather than relying on other warlike races like the Daleks or Santori. Those races have their own agendas, whereas the humans are naturally inclined to exploit, discard, and forget. That fits easily with our business strategy.” 

“Business strategy? Who would want to pay you to put psycho microchips in giant monster brains?” asked Donna's forehead. 

“Oh, various multiplanetary corporations who want to expand, but don't want to bother with negotiating for zoning rights or remodeling expenditures, losing sides of inner solar system wars, doomsday cults... interesting thing about those doomsday cultists; they're willing to spend their life savings to bring about the End of Days so they won't look like lunatics.” 

“And you chose the Herakleophorbians to be your goons,” sneered the Doctor's forehead. “Not only are they massive and graceless to the point of utter annihilation, but they're low enough tech so the Shadow Proclamation wouldn't be able to detect any invasion fleet signatures. You are all cold, cunning bastards, profiting from the destruction of worlds.” 

“We considered offering our services to Gallifrey,” replied Korgoran, smiling, “but someone beat us to it.” The Doctor almost lunged for the Nazal's throat, but Donna held him back. 

The Foamosi clicked and chirped among themselves for a moment, and then Lysezerzix approached the Nazal. “These implants, you got any more of them?” 



Two Foamosi threw Donna into the brig, where the Doctor already sat. As they closed the cell door, she tried to coldcock one of them. Her fist merely bounced on the exoskeleton, so she gripped the cell bars and cursed them a blue streak as they left. 

“Those bloody stink bugs took my mobile and all my jewelry! Come back here you... you... click poppers!” 



*  Foamosi version of “bollocks” 

“They emptied my pockets as well,” said the Doctor. “Even took my sonic screwdriver. I practically feel naked without it.” 

“Oh please, let's not go there,” replied Donna bitterly. “I can't believe that ponce managed to turn the situation around for his benefit like that. What's going to happen to us?” 

“More than likely, they'll sell our possessions on the black market, and possibly sell us as well, if they don't put us out the airlock. Oh, quit grousing, Donna. Come. Sit. We haven't had a moment's rest in ages.” He patted the area on the bench, as if to summon a pet to sit  next to him. 

She walked over and sat down in disgust. “Can't you do anything? You're the Doctor. Think of something. Ugh, this place is filthy!” She kicked aside some garbage, hoping it wasn't some alien corpse's remains. 

“The probably haven't had a chance to do a proper clean-up since their last kidnapping. I remember these fellows. They're of the West Lodge syndicate. As I recall, they operate gambling dens mostly, as well as deal in recreational drugs, prostitution, hallucinogenic body secretions...” 

Donna suddenly screeched. She jumped up on the bench and stamped on it, screaming “Cockroaches! I can't stand bloody cockroaches!” Several cockroaches scurried around from where she had kicked aside refuse. “Kill them! Get rid of them! Ugh!” 

The Doctor took no hostile action, however. Instead, he lowered his hand to the cell floor and made clicking and popping sounds with his mouth and tongue. Unlike the Foamosi speech, this was more rapid and virtually impossible to do with a human tongue. Two of the cockroaches crawled onto his hand and waved their antennae at him. 

“Are... are... you... actually... tah tah tah talking with... them?” stammered Donna. 

“Oh yes. They're actually quite charming once you get to know them. Cockroaches are truly a universal species. Every planet has them. We could learn quite a lot of survival tips from them.” The Doctor emitted another quick stream of clicks and pops as he arched his eyebrows in various combinations. 

“Fantastic,” said Donna. “I'm locked up with the Doctor Bloody Dolittle of insects.” 



Frizzervax leaned on the wall, bored. The Boss and Number Two had been conferring with the Nazal for hours, and the rest of the gang were either piloting the ship or classifying the spoils, leaving him with guard duty. The Nazal warned that the Doctor was a slippery one, so they needed to keep extra diligent with him. 

From behind the sealed hall door to the brig, Frizzervax heard shouting. The Doctor and the human female were yelling words like “go.” “you can do it,” and “how you like me now, bee-atch?” He took out his firearm, hit the door panel, and walked in. He saw the two humans shouting at something on the floor of their cell. As he approached, he saw two cockroaches on the floor, running around and stopping, while the two humans encouraged them to go the correct direction. 

The female apparently won their contest, as she was now laughing and  dancing and taunting the male. It looked as if they were going to have a rematch. Frizzervax clicked and popped while reholstering his firearm. 

“What's he saying?” asked Donna. “He wants to get in on the action,” replied the Doctor. He and Frizzervax exchanged more clicks and pops, then the Doctor said, “He wants to bet on your cockroach. If we win, we get double rations.” 

“And if we lose?” Donna asked, dubiously. 

“You give him an article of your clothing.” 

“What?  No! Forget it! There's no way I'm going along with that! You strip down for him!” 

The Doctor gripped Donna by the shoulders and said, “Donna, he just wants a trophy. At worst, you'll lose a shoe.” He then whispered, “The fix is in,” and put his finger on his lips. “Right then, let's get this race started. Place yer bets, ladies and gentlemen, place yer bets!” 

After several races, the results were dead even. Some racers would wander around and stop, flexing their antennae like they were unsure where to go next. Other racers bolted directly for the finish line. Eventually, other Foamosi overheard the yells and shouts and decided to get in on the action. They clicked and popped taunts, threats and other pejoratives with each other as they compiled their bets, not noticing some of the cockroaches crawling up their legs and back down again. 

Some time later, Lysezerzix came in and called a stop to the whole thing. He ordered the Foamosi back to work, and slid the hall door shut behind him as they left. Donna had managed to win her shoes back, along with various low-value chits of alien currencies. 

“And now the biggest prize of all,” said the Doctor. Two of the cockroaches brought a slender metal strip to him, which he picked up and showed to Donna. “The key to our cell!” 



Frizzervax was ordered to stay on guard duty, so once again he leaned against the hall next to the brig and twiddled his coxae. After some time, he heard rapping on the hall door. He drew out his firearm, then heard the rapping again. This time, it had a rhythmic pattern:  tap tap tatap tap.  He hit the panel, and the door slid up, showing the male human standing behind it, about to rap on the door again. 

The Doctor held his fist in midair, smiled a stupid grin, and waved with his other hand. “Hello,” he said cheerfully. 

Frizzervax pulled the trigger, but the firearm did nothing. He looked at it, and then the Doctor pulled it out of his grip and poked one of Frizzervax's eyes with it. Frizzervax recoiled in pain, bringing two of his legs up to his eye in some sort of attempt to handle the agony. As he did so, the Doctor and Donna moved behind him, pushed him down to inside the cell, and then slammed the cell door shut. 

The Doctor then cheerfully said “Goodbye” and exited the brig area, and he and Donna made their escape as the hall door slid shut behind them. “Nice of our six-legged friends to flick the safety locks on those guns for us,” said the Doctor. 

They encountered no one on the way to the cargo bay, and when they entered that area, they hid behind some crates. They saw several of the Foamosi sorting their booty on a table, clicking and popping in debate over their value. 

“Oh balls,” whispered the Doctor. “They've got the TARDIS all boarded up inside a crate.” 

“They're going through my jewelry,” said Donna in a considerably loud whisper. “They're getting their dirty bug parts all over my gouden broche!” The Doctor shushed her. “Do you see my sonic screwdriver with them?” 

“What? This is my gran's cameo we're talking about! She willed it to me when she died!” The Doctor shushed her again, then told her his plan. 

Donna stood up and yelled, “Oy! You lot! Get your grubby mandibles off my gran's broche or I'll, I'll, squirt Citridiol on you!” 

The Fomoasi brought their firearms forth and shot, but the cockroaches had gotten to their safety switches as well. During the confusion, the Doctor ran up to the table with a gunny sack and scooped all the treasures inside it. The Fomoasi chased after him, but Donna pushed over a stack of crates in front of them, then escaped the cargo bay with the Doctor as the Foamosi worked their way around the debris. 

“To the engine room,” shouted the Doctor, as the items in the gunny sack clanged together. “Careful,” admonished Donna. “Gramps gave up a year's salary for that broche!” 

They reached the engine area, and the Doctor emptied the sack of its contents, observing little caution. “Ah, at long last, we are reunited!” He picked up his sonic screwdriver and gave it a kiss. Donna's face soured. She did not want to think about where it had been. The Doctor pointed the screwdriver at the engine. It screeched, a few circuits on the engine housing popped, and the engine's humming slowed down to an abrupt stop, resulting in the ship buckling. 

Lysezerzix and his crew then burst into the engine room. 

“Ha haaaa!” screamed the Doctor triumphantly. “I've disabled the engine's containment field and flooded the capacitors with plasma! All I have to do is overload the resistors, and this ship will be dead! We'll be floating in deep space forever! Give me back my TARDIS, hand over the Nazal, and I'll restore the containment field and we'll be on our merry way. Have we got a deal?” 

Lysezerzix and his crew clicked and popped among themselves, directing a few epithets at the Doctor in their native language. He spoke a couple of clicks and a pop back. “Your mama,” he translated for Donna. Then they heard the sound of thruster rockets, and the ship buckled slightly. “What was that?” asked Donna. 

Lysezerzix flicked on his voice synthesizer. “That was the escape pod. Since we're all here, Korgoran must have taken it.” 

“Is he mad?” said the Doctor. “He'll drift in deep space till he suffocates, or freezes, or both!” 

“No he won't, you amber sucking aphid,” replied Lysezerzix in a buzzing tone of voice. “We're in orbit around Liasici, our home planet. Now he'll sell the implants to our rivals!” 



It took some haggling, but the Doctor and the Fomoasi came to an uneasy truce. They would return his and Donna's possessions, including the TARDIS, in exchange for him restoring their engines. On telling him where their escape pod landed however, they refused. He might get there first and compromise the deal they had been working out with Korgoran. He tried to convince them the implants were too dangerous and would endanger the lives of millions, but as far they were concerned, the only bad thing about the implants is that they didn't have them. 

And so, the Doctor determined that the best course of action would be to leave on the TARDIS as quickly as possible, contact the Liasician government, and tell them where a ship operated by the West Lodge was in orbit. Along the way, he mapped out the escape pod's energy signature and plotted a course based on its trajectory. They would later visit the area where the pod most likely landed and hunt for Korgoran. Problem was, the Nazal knew how to blend in with his surroundings, as he could assume the look of an ordinary everyday Foamosi nobody would notice. 

This would be a hunt for a needle in a haystack, further complicated by the West Lodge looking for the Nazal as well. At least Liasici was a popular travel destination, so the presence of non-Fomoasi was typical. They could investigate and have some small chance of not arousing suspicion. 



Apidraxiz resembles a mountain more than a city. It was originally a gigantic hive, built in the days before the Liasici developed land travel. Apidraxiz was named after the first queen to occupy the hive. Millions live there now, some of whom have never seen the light of day. Now that the structure has numerous roads, bridges, subways, heliports and a shuttle launch, it is more commonly referred to as Queen City, although less savory types suggest that with all the traffic going in and out, it should be called Whore City. 

Scanning news wires, the Doctor and Donna found that the escape pod from the West Lodge ship landed a few miles nearby, and that local law enforcement had recovered it and found no passengers. It was very likely that the Nazal had fled to Apidraxiz to regroup, so the Doctor and Donna decided to pay the Queen City a visit. 

The TARDIS materialized in an alleyway adjacent to the city's transportation hub, and the two time travelers  stepped out. The hub bristled with passengers of all types of species and races, reminding Donna of London, but with more aliens. Shops, kiosks, bars and fast food restaurants lined the hub, with signs and advertisements consisting of dozens of languages covering any spare space available. Many travelers either carried their belongings in slim suitcases or in bundles and boxes balanced on their shoulders and outstretched limbs. 

They found a phone station, and checked the city directory. Korgoran Enterprises did have an office in Apidraxiz. If the Nazal were there however, he would be unlikely to show his face to the Doctor and Donna, and the West Lodge would probably be lurking about as well. They needed to find some way of drawing him out. 

Although many peoples of different stripes crowded the area with little sense of violating personal spaces, they stayed away from one group in particular. This group wore black robes and black leather boots with cleated soles clacking on the walkways like snare drums with an army unit on parade. This group consisted of several alien types, all of whom had pallid skin. All wore some sort of black tar around their eyes, giving them a skeletal look. None of them looked friendly. 

“Who is that lot?” asked Donna. “Please tell me they aren't bloody goths.” 

“They're Cuvolites, if I'm not mistaken. Supposedly, they had their origins in another religion. A monk named Cuvo was a devout follower of that religion, a soldier for their cause. As I understand it, Cuvo led a band of holy warriors against what they thought were demons coming out of a rift in space, but they got sucked in themselves. Cuvo was the only one of his band to escape the rift, but he went through drastic changes. The experience nearly killed him, almost draining his blood and leaving him petrified, but his body became more stonelike and impervious to harm. He came back convinced that all life in this universe is a sham, and that only through death can anyone gain true strength. 

“His fellow religious orders scoffed at his new outlook, so he decided to let them experience his insight first hand and slew them all. He then became their new messiah of sorts, and attracted new followers who were all into death and that sort of thing. The name of his religion faded into obscurity, so now his followers are known as Cuvolites.” 

“So, they are essentially a doomsday cult,” said Donna. 

“Yes, in a manner of speaking, I suppose they are.” 

“Like the type of customers Korgoran Enterprises looks for.” 

The Doctor smiled like a maniac. “Oh Donna, I do like the way you're thinking!” 



“So ya see, I just want to have you lot along as effect, right? Just give this gob a few nasty looks while I talk to him, get him all shaken up like.” The Doctor had requested an audience, and the Cuvolites led him down a dark alley. 

He followed as if he had no reason to believe he'd be in danger. Donna admired his cheekiness, but it usually led them into more trouble  

The Cuvolite leader just looked back at the Doctor, eyes set in black. His marble skin reflected a distant street light with a sarcophagus glow. The rest of the Cuvolites looked on with equal quiet aggression. The air felt as still as the grave. 

“So, we're all set then? Let's get on with it, shall we?” His cheery tone did little to liven up the situation. The Cuvolight leader continued to stare, saying nothing. 

“Hello? Anybody home? The Doctor waved his fingers in front of the Cuvolite's unblinking eyes. 

“You think we're playing some sort of game?” said the Cuvolite leader in a low husky voice. “You think we're something to amuse yez? You think we'll just go along with some rib you wanna pull on one of yer rich fashy friends?” 

“Well, no harm in asking, I thought...” 

“We're the real thing,” rasped the Cuvolite leader. “We don't take part in no shams. All life is a sham. We walk with death, ya nancy. You wanna run with us, you gotta look death in the eye.” 

“Oy, you watch your mouth, you goose stepping wanker,” barked Donna. She stepped up in front of the Doctor. All her life, Donna never backed down from bullies. 

“You wanna play with us, little girl?” One of the Cuvolite women walked slowly up to Donna, hobnails clacking on the pavement. “You wanna try to make death back off? You're in for a lot of disappointment.” The women gritted her jagged teeth for effect. The teeth didn't look sharpened  however, just worn down from lack of care. 

Donna reacted the way she usually did by instinct with bullies. She'd hit them before they knew what happened. She threw her arm around the Cuvolite woman's neck and then dropped her full weight down, clocking the woman's head square on the pavement. The other Cuvolites shouted “Cor, didja see that? She kicked Melina's ass!” and raised their arms in surrender. 

“All right, we're not really Cuvolites, okay?” squealed the leader. “We just like to dress like 'em. We're sorry, aright? We din't mean anythin' by it!” “Wanna be my new best friend?” croaked Melina., cradling Donna's legs weakly Recovering from momentary shock, the Doctor clapped his hands on the leader's shoulders and smiled brightly. “See? That wasn't so hard, was it? I must say, you lot really had us convinced! We sincerely thought you were the real thing! We could feel the whole death vibe, really grim stuff, like. Chilling! Donna was fighting for her life like a cornered rat, weren't ya luv?” Donna gasped in exasperation, but before she could say anything, the Doctor continued. 

“But seriously mate, we really could use your backup. You got mad skillz.. This is exactly what we had in mind! Say, do you have any more of those robes?” 



Flelixxa took pride in her work. She considered her organizational skills her biggest asset, and cherished being able to make an honest occupation out of it. She had only been working for Korgoran Enterprises a few months, but felt confident she could properly file any strange new client accounts. She thought she handled that crime gang with solid professionalism the other day. 

She had no idea what type of business Korgoran Enterprises actually was, but she knew how to answer questions dealing with appointment times and the boss's whereabouts. She complied with the boss's strange request to dress in a human suit, saying he wanted to promote diversity. She was able to fold her body into the suit and fit the voice synthesizer into her maxilla with ease. She also managed to finish the quarterly reports, so she had more time to make small talk with the clients. None were present yet, so she started to paint her fingernails. This was regarded as a human means to “eat up time,” as it were. 

After she painted her first set and held her hand out to dry, the door opened. Nine people wearing black robes walked in, clattering the floor with hobnailed boots. Each had pale skin and eyes set in black. One of them stepped up to her, and said almost in a whisper, “We wish to bring about the End of Days. Where's Korgoran?” 

Without skipping a beat, Flelixxa said, “I'm sorry, he's not available. Would you like to make an appointment? How does this Thursday at 11:30 sound? Lovely weather we're having today, innit?” 

The speaker slapped the desk surface. The other robe wearers surrounded Flelixxa's desk and glared at her. “Listen to me very carefully,” the speaker said deliberately, his unblinking eyes directing the whole of his attention to her personal space. “We are the Cuvolites. We represent the Oncoming Storm. We are that part of you that you try to forget. We are that tiny sliver of fear in the depths of your soul. We are that grain of truth, that realization that somehow, all your carefully made defenses will crumble and fall away, leaving you weak and vulnerable and ripe for plucking. All that you've done, all that you've learned, all that you've convinced yourself will keep your life and mind from falling victim to the throes of ultimate chaos and destruction will be swept away by the Oncoming Storm. Bring Korgoran to us now, or the wrath of the Oncoming Storm will begin with you.” 

 Must remain professional, Flelixxa assured to herself.  Must not crack, must not lose control.  She carefully removed her headset, scooted her seat back delicately, and babbled, “Very well, I'll just check on him. I won't be a minute. 

Would anyone like coffee?” Then she quickly walked back to the office farm, legs wobbling but footsteps steady. 

The man behind the speaker slapped him on the shoulder. “Mate, that was  awesome!  I had the chills, I did!” The others echoed similar sentiments, doing their own backslapping and hand shaking. The Doctor replied, “Aw, it was nothing. When you can face down Davros and the Dalek High Command, you can certainly handle a recalcitrant receptionist.” Donna rolled her eyes. 

A few minutes later, Flelixxa returned, having reassumed her professional gait. “Mr. Korgoran will see you now. Right this way, please.” She gestured for the Cuvolites to follow her in a manner that she hoped looked graceful and poised. 

She led them down a hallway to a conference room. She entered first, then said “Oh dear, I see that these are chairs designed for Liasician physiology. Let me get the humanoid chairs. I'm so sorry, this won't take but a minute.” She rolled two chairs out of the conference and shoved them forcefully down the hall, making them collide with the end of the hallway. She franticly did the same with the other chairs, then quick-stepped over to a closet and retrieved a stack of humanoid chairs. She then carefully placed each chair around the conference table in perfect symmetry. She then cheerfully assured the Cuvolutes that Mr. Korgoran will see them shortly, and quickly exited the conference room. 

The Cuvolites sat down, slapping the table to test its solidity, while saying “That's more like it! We got 'em by the bollocks, don't we? Cuvo rules!” The Doctor took a seat at the head of the table, facing the doorway. He adjusted the hood on his face so that it would conceal his eyes, making him look more sinister and ominous. Donna sat beside him. “What are you trying to do, pretend you're the bloody Godfather? You're no Brando. Or Pacino,” said she. 

The door opened. Korgoran entered the room, took out a remote, and pressed a button. All the chairs emitted fields of energy, trapping each occupant in a live electrical field, locking their limbs. Each tried to scream, but could only softly mumble their pain, as their vocal chords had become paralyzed. Korgoran walked slowly over to the Doctor, looked at him with an expression of near pity, and lowered his head next to the Doctor's. 

“In case you forgot,” said Korgoran, “we Nazal instinctively know how to exploit your arrogance and hubris. You never suspected our receptionist was setting you up for a trap right before your very eyes, did you Doctor?” 

Korgoran stood up straight. brushed his suit as if he were flicking debris on the Doctor, and slowly walked back to the entrance as the Cuvolites, the Doctor and Donna jerked and spasmed in their chairs. “Perhaps you are right in criticizing our use of 20th century human mental templates. We should move with the times. Explore new resources. Use more advanced minds. The template of a Time Lord can be our breakout product. Why, I might even test the first prototype myself!” Korgoran grinned triumphantly as the conference door opened and a gang of Fomoasi goons entered. 

“Take them to Research and Development,” Korgoran ordered. “And incinerate those loathsome robes.” 



Dr. Thakrar looked upon what could be the greatest accomplishment of his career.  One of Earth's most prominent neurosurgeons, he grew up in New Delhi, India, and attended American and European universities to get his doctorate. His steadfast research and practice opened new avenues in the field of neuroscience, and one day the State Department contacted him and arranged for him to work on a top secret project. He got to study alien brains. 

Before Earth's official First Contact, aliens had hidden themselves, operating from the shadows and pilfering parts of humanity like thieves in the night. This particular group of aliens had been recovered from a crash site in which none survived. Dr. Thakrar was allowed to examine their brains, but the process had been too difficult. There was no life to power the brains, so he had to settle for constant electrical impulse testing. He managed to identify the areas of the alien brains that were similar to human, but he wanted more. He needed live aliens for his research, which the State Department finally furnished. 

Dr. Thakrar carefully examined his new subjects with reverence. All his knowledge and learning had guided him to this point, and now his own genius guided him to this new realm of study. He first discovered different systems for transmitting neural information, and found he could protect and fortify human brains with this new knowledge. The aliens died from all his rigorous testing, but he developed a depraved indifference to their plight. To him, aliens were no more than animals, fodder for his research. 

That indifference grew to his feelings for his fellow man as well, and he started ordering the State Department personnel around like they were supposed to answer to him. This got him in numerous confrontations with the Department heads, and he came to believe they were too stupid, arrogant and short-sighted to work with. He resigned from his position, but without the State Department's resources, he could not continue his new field of study. 

Moreover, he was forbidden from publishing articles on his research or sharing the knowledge with anybody, for national security reasons. Dr. Thakrar seethed that other unworthy scientists would attempt to pick up where he left off, but could do nothing about it. 

But then, a new opportunity presented itself. A man who represented Korgoran Enterprises introduced himself to him. At first, the rep appeared like a nobody, a nondescript individual nowhere near Dr. Thakrar's level of importance. 

But the things this man said, that Korgoran Enterprises could furnish him with all he needed to continue his research, intrigued him. The rep mentioned terms for equipment settings, surgical tools, and other implements only those truly dedicated to neuroscience would know. 

Dr. Thakrar finally agreed to visit their base of operations, only to find himself traveling through space and time to distant worlds. Earth had been such a primitive backwater in comparison. He readily agreed to work for Korgoran Enterprises, leaving his home world forever. 

He was a little disillusioned to find that his new employers wanted him to map brains, identify thought centers, and develop templates for doing this on a mass scale. He still considered this his field of expertise, and didn't much like the idea that he was designing schematics for neural assembly lines. Still, Korgoran's resources were practically limitless, and he enjoyed this greater realm of powers. 

One day, he got to see for himself the implementation of his work. Untrained and unskilled test subjects were given the implants of experienced arc welders. Some subjects were found to be incompatible with this flood of information, and went into comas when the neural overload. Others managed to endure the implants, but their bodies weren't physically conditioned for arc welder work. Dr. Thakrar was instructed to isolate only certain neural centers from now on, and new test subjects in stronger bodies would be collected. He was never consulted again on field testing, however. Korgoran kept giving him new parameters of study to abide by, and Dr. Thakrar found himself frustrated that his specialty was being constantly compromised. 

This time however, a whole new world opened up for him. Korgoran had given him a new alien to examine and neuralmap, the brain of which had never been studied by any other race in existence. After sending the unconscious Gallifreyan's body through the MRI, Dr. Thakrar found new areas in this being's brain that defied classification. There were some areas that could be identified and neuromapped, but these new areas opened many new doors in his field. This find vindicated any doubts he had about his profession. He could hardly wait to remove this alien's cranium and begin work. But first, he had to develop the neural template for Korgoran, and that involved the boring process of connecting microsensors to the recognizable parts of this alien's brain and transferring the data to KE's main server. Then he could begin the real work. 

Dr. Thakrar had his assistants gingerly lay the alien's body on the operating table, carefully arranging his head on a brace that would serve as his operating booth. With numerous monitors, controls, and surgical lasers at his command, he went to work. This alien looked human, but he was so much more. For the first time in years, Dr. Thakrar felt the pangs of love. 



Donna felt enclosed, hanging in space. The shocks she endured had mercifully ended, but she still felt jittery. A dull light shone through her lids, so she opened them, only to recoil at the sudden brightness of the light. She felt around her. She felt thin steel bars beneath her. She tried standing up, but then started to fall. Someone's arms grabbed her and held her upright. 

“Are you all right?” asked a young man's voice. It was Dekken, the Cuvolite leader. “Here, try sitting down till you get your bearings.” He lowered her gently back down. 

She opened her eyes slightly, adjusting to the light. She Dekken and the others, but no sign of the Doctor. No one was wearing black robes or hobnail boots. She still wore her normal clothes, which had a few tears. but the clothing the Cuvolites wore underneath their robes was threadbare and falling apart. The greasepaint makeup and eye shadow they all wore had been smearing and flaking off, making them look like casualties of war. “Where are we?” she mumbled. 

“They put us in this bloody cage,” answered Melina, the woman who was Donna's new best friend. “They got these water bottles hanging about, like we're bloody hamsters.” 

“Where's the Doctor?” 

“We don't know,” said Dekken. “He wasn't here when we woke up. Those Fomoasi goons told us we'd be joining him soon enough.” 

Donna closed her eyes, wishing the jitters would go away. She hoped the Doctor was okay, so she could paste him one across that smirky face for getting them in this mess. Then she just wanted to hug him and never let go, to keep him from running around and just let things settle down. 



Elsewhere, Korgoran was called by his techs. They told him the first prototype had been developed. Would he like to see it tested now? 

Korgoran entered the lab. They showed him the newly created implant, shining like a valuable gem in a monarch's scepter. He had to experience it for himself, he decided. He put his hand to the back of his neck, pushed aside his scalp, and told the technician, “I'll test it myself. Put it in.” 

The technician protested, saying the neural overload could be hazardous to Korgoran's brain. There were disposable test subjects at their beck and call, some of which arrived today. Wouldn't he rather see how they reacted to the implant first? 

“Put it in,” answered Korgoran. “I can see my destiny calling for me, and I will not hesitate to answer.” 

Within moments, Korgoran lay peacefully on a lab table, monitors and sensors hooked up to his body. The technician installed the implant, then went to the control console. With one last look at Korgoran, he started up the operating system and hoped for the best. 

Within moments, images, sensations and extreme emotions flooded Korgoran's senses. He experienced space travel, time travel, worlds colliding like superheated atoms, and a thread of survival and adventure connecting it all. He felt he was not one man, but many, saving worlds, fighting gigantic monsters, and facing down gods. He recollected friends, enemies, loved ones, lost ones, all vivid, complex and alive. He braced himself as if he were riding a really fast ship, pulling against him yet springing him back at the speed of light. 

His mind began to clear, and he came to realize he was sitting upright on the lab table. His entire body felt pain, but it was a new sensation of pain, the type that excited rather than impaired. The technician was holding him, asking him if he was all right. Korgoran replied, “I am more than all right. Much more than all right. I am God!” 



The Doctor felt darkness and cold recede from him. He felt life slowly returning to his senses, but came to realize it wasn't physical life. He felt no coursing of blood, no need to breathe, no feelings of clamminess or occupying space at all for that matter. Yet he felt like he definitely existed, and could move at the speed of thought. Maybe he was thought. All thought. 

Then he felt his wakieness increase. There was no other description for it. He arose to his accustomed level of wakefulness, but then his body felt like more of his being was awakening, like his body was being slowly constructed, making him feel more aware of himself. He also felt other forces pulling on him, moving him from place to place, making copies of him, like he was a computer file. The wakieness would eventually stop, and then come back in additional spurts, like he was still being constructed. It felt euphoric, and he wanted to float in this sensation forever. 

But then he remembered his feeling like a computer file, a mass of binary code stored somewhere in a machine. This eroded his euphoria, replacing it with rage. He felt like he should destroy whatever this place was and make sure nobody could exploit his identity. He reached out to the limits of his horizons, searching for vulnerable threads to snip and nullify. 

But as he reached out further, he amassed new knowledge that subsided his rage. He came to realize he did not truly belong here. His world was elsewhere, outside this perfect machinery, with lovely flaws and enticing dangers and ever-changing non-machines of flesh and blood. He wanted to return to that world, but came to realize there were certain things he needed to do first. 

The Doctor needed vision, so he looked for electrical and magnetic impulses that embodied imagery. He found a portal in space, a floating eye among many, and wished for light. He saw a non-machine being, working intently on some delicate process, possibly saving the life of another being. He hitchhiked onto the being's activities, studying his moves and establishing the being's intentions. This being was essentially studying a body, one which felt familiar to him. He studied how this body worked, and came to realize it was his own! This other being was exploiting it somehow, intruding into its natural processes. 

Then he felt other needs besides his own. Somewhere else, he had friends who were in trouble. They were being held against their will, and this other being he saw was going to exploit them as well. He couldn't stand for that. 

The Doctor explored the machine environment around his friends. They were being held in cages, like lab animals awaiting more grisly tests. He found the machine mind that held them hostage and deconstructed it. The cage doors flew open, and his friends started to move out. Then an alarm sounded, and warning lights came on. He found the machine minds for those components and disabled them. He felt security doors closing and locking, and decided they should be opened. He found their machine minds and shut them down. 

Now that his friends were escaping, he returned to the operation room. The surgeon was getting out his implements of destruction and would shortly be scooping out the Doctor's brain. He again felt rage at being so openly violated, but then remembered he wasn't always about anger. He vastly enjoyed life, and saw no reason why he couldn't enjoy it further as he rescued himself. 



The technician felt a little worried. After Mr. Korgoran took the implant, he became hyperactive and talked to himself quite loudly, mentioning space battles, planet alignments, quantum time stream metaphysics, and so on. He went over to various workstations and opened their operating code and programmed in new features. He picked up a couple of portable communicators, punched some keys, and announced that they could now connect with each other, regardless of distance or time. He looked at some of the lab's ongoing projects and changed some parameters, deleting old results and putting in new ones. 

Then, he seemed to come back down from his high. His posture seemed to stoop slightly, as if he had aged a few decades. He muttered something about his granddaughter and left the lab. 



Dr. Thakrar returned from a period of rest to the operating room. Now that he had done what was required of him, he could examine this alien's brain further until he was called away for another one of Kangoran's odious errands. 

“How are we today, my friend?” he said to the Doctor's body. “I would really like to get to know you further.” He turned on the operating network, seeing all the monitors refresh with new data and visual graphs. He picked up the microlaser control, looked at the Doctor's exposed brain in the sheetlined brace, and said, “Shall we begin?” 

“Oh no, let's not,” said a cheery voice from midair. Dr. Thakrar jumped. “Who's there?” he demanded. “How dare you interrupt this important operation. You could ruin everything!” 

“Oh I certainly hope not,” said the voice from a different part of the room. “I've grown rather attached to my brain, and I'd hate to see it improperly molested.” 

“What is this, some sort of horrid joke?” grumbled Dr. Thakrar. “I've no time for games. I'm going to report you.” 

The monitor showing the patient's vital readings suddenly showed something else. It was the patient's face! “Oh no, no joke. But this is fun!” Suddenly, Dr. Thakrar's instruments and tools came to life, whirring and dancing to the sound of waltz music. A microlaser and a bonecutter bobbed and pranced at the ends of their robot arms in three-four time. The overhead lights flicked on off as well, some moving to spotlight other machine parts that were dancing. 

“Stop this! Stop this now!” shouted Dr. Thakrar. “You're ruining years of valuable research! Please stop, I beg of you!” He tried shielding the Doctor's exposed brain from possible danger with his gloved hands. 

“Aw, you're no fun,” chided the voice. “You need to loosen up a little. Life's not always about raping defenseless brains!” The music stopped, and the tools stopped dancing. Dr. Thakrar felt as if he were about to lose consciousness. 

“Allow me to introduce myself,” said the face on the monitor. “I'm the Doctor, and that's my brain you're slicing up. I now control your whole operating system, and there's no way I'm allowing you to continue picking my brain apart. I will however, let you do what you need to properly restore it. Otherwise, I'm afraid all this data you've accumulated is going to the rubbish bin.” The monitor showed a simple GUI with desktop icons, and a hand grabbing a folder and dragging it menacingly towards a trash can. 

“No, please,” muttered Dr. Thakrar. “I'll do as you ask. This...this is incredible. I knew from the moment I first examined you that you were capable of so much more, that you were exceptional. But I never dreamed you could accomplish this. Please, won't you share knowledge of your abilities? It could expand our poor knowledge to new heights, never before conceived! All I ask is more time to examine you. I promise no harm will come to you.” 

“There are things you weren't meant to know, Dr. Thakrar. Now kindly get to work. I feel like singing! Do you like singing?” 



Flelixxa had taken a few tranquilizers, eventually recovering from the stress incurred from that morning, when all those horrid cultists had demanded to see Mr. Korgoran. They must still be in conference. She took a quick glance around the office, didn't see any trace of them, and got to work getting her daily duties finished. 

As she transcribed minutes from a past meeting, she heard a friendly voice behind her. “How are you this afternoon, Miss Flelixxa?” She turned and saw a human male she didn't recognize. He wore a black frock coat and shoestring bowtie. His long white hair was swept behind his head, and his eyes twinkled as he smiled fondly. “Er, just fine, sir.” She struggled to remember his name, feeling rather awkward and a little embarrassed. 

“How is your brood sister Treliliexx? I heard she took sick. Is she recovering?” Flelixxa was momentarily stunned. Nobody here had ever asked her about her family, much less about herself. She remembered telling Mr. Korgoran one day she had to leave early to attend to her sister, but he merely grunted. “Yes, she's doing much better, sir. Thank you for asking.” Who was he? He acted like he knew her very well. She couldn't let on that she didn't recognize him. That would be unprofessional. 

“Please send her my regards. I'll be leaving early today. I have a flight to catch. Goodbye, Miss Flelixxa.” The gentleman took a walking stick with a curved handle from the coat rack, examined it briefly, and left. 

Flelixxa quickly brought up the personnel file, scanning through the employee images. She'd be sure to get his name so she could address him properly next time. 



Donna and the Cuvolites were jolted out of inactivity by the sound of alarms going on and then shutting off. Their cage door swung open, and the door to the underground lab they were in slid open as well. 

They carefully crept out, looking around for any signs of danger. They wandered outside the lab to a concrete walled hallway, lined with water pipes. “Hello everybody,” said the Doctor's voice from an intercom speaker overhead. 

“Would you be so kind as to find my body? Just follow my voice.” 

“Oh Doctor,” said Donna. “I knew you'd find us. But how did you lose your body?” 

“It's a long story,” said the Doctor's voice from another intercom speaker down the hall. “This way, please.” Donna and the Cuvolites followed the Doctor's voice, which then started singing: 

 Bring me some whiskey, mother 

 I'm feeling frisky, mother 

 Bring me a sheep for I am lonely tonight 

 I need a lover, mother 

 No, not my brother, mother 

 I need a sheep to keep me warm through the night 

The bawdy lyrics changed location several times, leading the escapees to an elevator. The Doctor's voice continued to warble over the elevator's intercom speaker. 

 Sheep never talk about it 

 They never ever doubt it 

 Always so placid, affectionate and nice 

 Bring me that lanolin 

 Better than flannel-in 

 I need a sheep to keep me warm through the night 

The elevator opened to the main floor, and the voice traveled down another hallway. 

 Owls, bats and other critters 

 Just seem to give me jitters 

 I need a sheep to keep me warm through the night 

 Gerbils don't make it, mother 

 They just can't take it, mother 

 I need a sheep to keep me warm through the night 

There was another hallway joining theirs, and Foamosi goons were running down in their direction. The Cuvolites weren't much for fighting, but they braced themselves a brawl anyway. They had been pushed around far enough. 

Just as the Foamosi were about to close in however, a security door slid down in front of them, cutting them off, in time with the music. The goons clicked and popped in anger as the Doctor's voice kept singing and moving down the hallway. 

 Bring me a beast, dear mother 

 Nay, not the priest, dear mother 

 I need a sheep to keep me warm through the night 

 Bring me a sheep, dear mother 

 Slip it beneath the covers 

 England may rule the seas, but Scotland's depraved  

Donna and the Cuvolites ran into an operating room, where thankfully the Doctor's song ended. They saw a man wearing a surgical suit and white mask through a safety glass pane. He was hunched over a body, operating on the head. The Doctor's voice chimed, “Ah, there you are. Everyone, this is Dr. Thakrar. He's currently putting my brain back in place, so please don't disturb him. Say, how about another round?  Some think a swine is fine... ” 



The Doctor looked at a mirror. His head was completely shaved, and suture marks lined his skull. “Remarkable,” said Dr. Thakrar. You have a phenomenal rate of healing. Most brain surgery patients can't stir for days, but here you are, ready for action. I would still advise rest, however.” 

Donna slid her hand over the Doctor's bald head. “Smooth as a baby's bum,” she remarked coyly. The Cuvolites were all smiles, a strange sight for them. 

“Sorry, I must be off. I'm afraid I wasn't totally forthcoming with you, Dr. Thakrar. I deleted my files. Somebody's already accessed it, and we can't have some loon running around with a copy of my brain, can we? I did however, leave you some Easter Eggs. Search through your logs, and you'll find a few gems.” He held out his arms, and Donna slid his jacket back on. “Let's stop at the lab first. Korgoran seems to have dome some monkeying about.” 

The Doctor, Donna, and the Cuvolites stormed the lab, surprising the technician. He was currently looking at Korgoran's modifications and marveling at them. “Where's Korgoran?” shouted the Doctor. 

“He ran off a while back,” said the technician. “You implanted him with the prototype template, didn't you?” said the Doctor. “You've let loose a madman, a danger to your world.” This bald man with sutures. hyperthyroidism, and an overactive sense of drama was calling somebody else mad. 

“Dangerous? How so?” said the technician. “In the few minutes he was here, he made modifications to our cybernetics project, completely reconfiguring our alpha model. It's absolute genius! This implant is going to make us billions!” 

“Right,” said the Doctor. “Cuvolites, take everything here that isn't nailed down, wreck the rest!” The cultists started wrecking the lab, throwing equipment through the safety glass and toppling over the hated machines that were going to be used on them. The Doctor punched through the data banks, undoing all of Korgoran's work. The technician tried in vain to call security, but kept getting a recording of somebody singing about sheep. 



Flelixxa's search proved fruitless, and she debated whether she should tell Mr. Korgoran, or call the police. This man's files had to be somewhere. Perhaps they got misplaced before she started her employment here? She looked through long unused directories in the company's servers, hoping to find something, when she heard a man's voice behind her. “Here luv, have you seen Korgoran? We've got to find him.” 

She turned to see a bald human male. Something about him looked familiar, but she couldn't place the face. “No, I haven't seen him since this morning...say, aren't you the Cuvolite gentleman? I thought you were in conference together.” She had almost yelped, but remembered to maintain her professionalism. 

“We were, but he absconded during tea. Did he leave a message? Anything? It's very important that we find him,” said the Doctor. 

“No, he left no word, sorry.” 

“Listen to me, this Korgoran is very dangerous. He's able to assume the guise of someone you wouldn't find remarkable, that you would barely even notice. Did anyone leave here recently that you didn't recognize? He may have looked familiar, but you couldn't place his face?” 

Flelixxa didn't want to admit her oversight, but this sounded important. She certainly didn't need this crazy human around, possibly dismantling her steady office environment. “There was a human male earlier, whom I didn't recognize from the employee roster. He acted like he worked here, but I can't seem to locate his personnel file.” 

“What did he look like? Please, it's very important!” 

“He wore a black frock cloak, had long white hair which he swept behind his head, was very polite, quite charming actually.” 

“Oh no... did he also carry a walking stick with a curved handle?” 

“Yes, he did, He said he was leaving early to catch a flight.” 

The Doctor gripped his face and pulled at it, like he had another one underneath. “This is so not good. This is so SO not good!” 

“What's the matter?” asked Donna. “Who was he?” 

“He's me, or he thinks he's me,” said the Doctor. “Korgoran has my brain template. He's accessed my years of knowledge and experience. But because he naturally changes his outward appearance, he assumed the form of my first incarnation, probably without even realizing it.  And he knows how to operate the TARDIS! ” The Doctor suddenly ran out of the office. Donna ran after him, and so did the Cuvolites. 

Flelixxa stayed at her desk, looking on as the cultists disappeared from view. She then straightened her posture, assumed her air of professionalism, and closed the personnel directories, grateful that there were no repercussions. 



Problem is, when you're in a hurry and you're trying to run through a crowd, that can slow you down more than you'd like. If you're with your own crowd, and they decide the best way to get through a crowd is to grab people and push them aside, you get slowed even more from a multidirectional domino effect. That's precisely what happened to the Doctor when he tried to make haste through the everyday knot of commuting life present at the Queen City travel hub. 

Korgoran on the other hand, made fine time through the crowds when they acknowledged his cane. He walked down public stairs to the train level, pausing for a few seconds to listen to some streetside musicians. Down at the bottom level, he turned to a now unused entrance station, and approached a blue police callbox within. 

He recalled a lovely couple in London who headed up a movement called “The Process,” and decided to pay them a visit. Perhaps his new business endeavor could benefit them. He brought out his key ring and fitted one of its keys into the police box's lock. He then entered the TARDIS, feeling like he had been gone a long time. He saw some jiggery pokery in there he didn't remember, but he knew he could still get this old time machine cranked up. 

The Doctor, Donna and the Cuvolites ran at mob speed down the public steps, They managed to break out from the herd and make their way toward the callbox just as it was starting to fade. “Oh no you don't,” growled the Doctor as he clicked on his sonic screwdriver. The screech of the screwdriver seemed to draw the TARDIS back to solidity. 

Inside, Korgoran recalled that the TARDIS was an obsolete model, and that sometimes it required a little elbow grease whenever it stalled. So, he reversed the polarity on the neuron flow, causing the TARDIS to move through both time and space instead of just time, much like having to grind a gear to advance the clutch in a pickup truck. 

“What in the...” muttered the Doctor upon seeing the TARDIS float in midair, cocking to a 45 degree angle, and moving up the underpass in their direction. “He froze me! He bloody froze me!” The Doctor jerked like a kite on a string as the TARDIS moved past him. It was as if he went fishing and accidentally snagged a whale. 

Donna saw the Doctor get pulled off his feet, being towed by the TARDIS. She grabbed his legs, holding on for dear life. The TARDIS seemed to move slower, so Donna called for the Cuvolites to lend a hand. The gang grabbed at Donna and the Doctor, who maintained an iron grip on his sonic screwdriver with both hands. The TARDIS slowed more, but it did not stop. The usual grinding noises it made when departing sounded considerably louder and earsplitting. The Doctor shouted “Operating stasis protection field,” and the hangers-on were suddenly enveloped in a blue shimmering field of energy. The TARDIS and the hangers-on flew at a snail's pace into the hub crowd, but they made no contact, as their masses were now insubstantial. Regardless, the crowd still parted like the Red Sea,. 

The TARDIS parade then faded from actuality. 



The TARDIS materialized on a street corner. Whatever was causing it to buckle had finally relented, allowing for a smooth landing. Korgoran stepped out, seeing terrace houses made of orange brick, capped with pyramidal roofs. 

He recognized this area as Balfour Place in Mayfair, where the Process Mansion would be located. 

Korgoran enjoyed a simple walk around the neighborhood, and saw a young woman who reminded him of Susan, his granddaughter. He recalled enrolling her in school here, and then traveling with her aboard the TARDIS, and then leaving her. Why did he leave her? 

 Wait, I'm losing control, thought Korgoran.  I must not forget my purpose. He then saw an archway with a symbol embedded on its face, a kind of mandalic wheel: four letter Ps joined together at the base.  Ah, here were are,  Process Church of the Final Judgment. It was always good to renew old acquaintances. 



Donna broke the surface, then sprayed water out of her mouth. She was in a shallow pond. She pulled a water lily off the top of her head. The Cuvolites were also water logged. They formed a rough line, thrashing about in the pond. “Doctor?” she bellowed. 

“Up here,” he said from above. He was hanging from a tree limb, his jacket snagged in the branches. “I'll be down as soon as I recover something.” 

“What?” 

“My dignity.” 

Donna waded out of the pond, wringing water out of her clothes. She recognized that they were in Hyde Park, but it seemed a little different than she remembered. London seemed... less. She recognized the skyline, but some buildings were missing. Others seemed shorter, and the cars looked different. They were rounder, and composed of fewer colors. The people seemed different, too. Their style of clothing consisted of bright day glow colors and geometric shapes, from brand new and off-the-rack to second-hand rags that used to belong to traveling minstrels. It was all retro, but a pure retro and not the poser variety. 

“Where... when are we? This could be the mid-sixties, from the looks of it.” 

“1965, to be precise. My first incarnation has been in London for two years running.” He clawed his way down the tree limb as Donna and the Cuvolites gathered below. 

“This is ancient Earth, then?” said Mekken. “It all looks so primitive. They were writing on stone tablets back then, weren't they?” 

“Didn't they all wear wigs or something?” asked Melina. 

“Only in special places where we don't want to go,” answered Donna. “So mind your manners, or they'll bean you with stone tablets.” 



“We are OT level 8,” said Mary Anne. “and our engrams are fully stimulated. We became practicing auditors for the Church of Scientology, and aligned many thetans until we decided the Scientologists weren't enough for us. They keep their eyes on the stars, when the thetan is still a vast area of mystery that demands study.” Mary Anne MacLean wore her black hair long and straight, and her eyes were steady and hypnotic. She wore a black vestment with the Process symbol inlaid, as well as a black cape. She had changed much since Korgoran met her last, and so had her husband. They recognized him as the Doctor, and he felt increasingly at home with that. 

Robert de Grimston now had a beard and hair down to his shoulders, markedly different from his upper crust days. He wore a black turtleneck and cape, and four silver badges, each representing a different god force. “We started our own outreach and called it Compulsions Analysis, and then we began to incorporate elements of Judeo-Christian theology, since so many thetans had been aligned in such a belief system since birth,” he said. “We now call ourselves 'The Process,' as we are uniting the four god sources: God, Christ, Lucifer, and Satan.” 

“Yes, as I recall, you regard Satan as chaos and destruction, do you not?” Korgoran sipped his tea in the de Grimstone's parlor, judging from the collection of exotic statues and paintings present that they were doing well with their new religious movement. 

“He represents change as well,” said Robert. “Those who aspire to Satan become violent and lustful, but it is a necessary part of The Process. Jehovan aspirants follow Mary Anne's example of purity and discipline. Luciferans are self-indulgent and sensationalist, an idea which is catching on in the mainstream. Christ seeks to unify all three and will advance mankind to the next evolutionary step after the Oncoming Destruction.” 

“Robert of course aspires to Christ,” added Mary Anne, stroking his beard. “He lovingly compares me to God because I keep the books in order.” 

“It is the Oncoming Destruction that I wish to speak to you about,” said Korgoran. “How would you like to implement The Process, in let's say, three months? I can arrange it.” 



The Doctor, Donna, and the Cuvolites were wandering down to Totter's Lane, where the first Doctor lived, in a scrap yard. Along the way, some of the Cuvolites growled “What're you lookin' at, ya tosser?” to passers by. Although without their robes, hobnailed boots and makeup, they still retained their shaved heads, blackened gums, pack mentality and rebellious streak. Even though the Doctor's hair was growing back, it was stubble at this point, and with his usual overzealous manner, looked like he belonged with them, if leading them. 

Donna shouted “Keep it down, will you? The Sex Pistils won't be around for another ten years!” 

“We're having sex?” asked Dekken. The others laughed. Donna hoped they could ditch these losers soon. 

They finally found the scrapyard, but no TARDIS. The Doctor screamed in frustration, and kicked a rusted bucket into the air. He sat down and gripped his head with his hands. “Where could he BE?” 

Donna sat next to him. “Perhaps taking a jaunt through time,” she said. “Maybe he regards this as his home base, for when he comes back from the Crusades or some such. We just have to wait a while.” 

“I don't recall him coming back to this place, not after leaving his granddaughter 300 years from now,” said the Doctor mournfully. 

“Wouldn't she be your granddaughter? I mean technically, he is you. Was you. Will be you?” 

“Perhaps, but I don't feel so connected to my past incarnations,” replied the Doctor. “I've met myself quite a few times, and I'm not always so pleasant. One of my incarnations called me a skinny idiot, ranting in his face about the bloody obvious.” 

“At least he was honest,” said Donna. They settled into quiet desperation. 

The silence was broken by a song. Donna recognized it as the Beatles. Dekken was holding some kind of gadget that was playing the music. “The music here is shite,” he snarled. 

“Where did you get that radio,” asked the Doctor, springing to his feet. 

“From Korgoran's lab,” Dekken replied. “You did say we could take anything that wasn't nailed down.” 

“Let me see that!” The Doctor took the gadget and looked it over. “It looks to be one of his office telecoms. How did you get it in radio mode?” 

“I dunno, I just clicked buttons till something happened,” said Dekken. 

“Radio channels, short wave, television audio, even satellite phone, all from a simple telecom,” said the Doctor. “I'm bloody brilliant, if I say so myself!” 

“You made that?” said Donna. “How? When?” 

“Sorry, I mean Korgoran, but he used my brain, so I'm taking credit. If he made one, then surely he made another? Let's see if I can give him a ring! Hmmm, what number would I use? I'll just go with...one!” The Doctor pushed the number 1 key, and then heard a familiar double tone. The others gathered around him, directing their ears closer to the telecom, and waiting for an answer. 



The DeGrimstons heard a phone ringing. “Is that ours?” asked Robert. Mary Anne went over to their phone and picked it up, but the ringing still went on. “It sounds like it's coming from you, Doctor,” said Robert. 

“Oh? How peculiar,” said Korgoran. He patted himself on his vest and coat and felt a lump. He pulled an object out of one of his coat pockets, and the ringing got louder. He remembered he used this device before, but didn't recollect the ringing. He pushed a button and said “Hello?” 

A cheerful voice said “Well, hello there Mr. Korgoran. We've been searching all over for you. Where are you hiding yourself these days?” 

“Who is this?” asked Korgoran. 

“Why, it's the Doctor. Don't you remember me? When last we met, you tried to suck out my brain!” 

“Doctor? What is going on?” asked Mary Anne. The Doctor was a true enigma to her. She wondered what his Operational Theta would be if she audited him. Surely higher than hers and Robert's. 

“I'm afraid you have the wrong number,” replied Korgoran, and he clicked off the telecom. “A prankster, no doubt. This thing's a nuisance, anyway.” He dropped the telecom on the floor and crushed it with the heel of his shoe. 

“Now let's talk about possible safe havens. Might I suggest a lovely spot on the Yucutan coast?” 



“Hello?” The Doctor clicked the telecom button several times. “Well, that was rude. Earth has satellites by now, right? Let's see if the GPS he installed will bounce off Sputnik.” He pushed more keys, boosted the signal with a charge from his sonic screwdriver, then leaned over sideways. The telecom started beeping. “Ta! Got you!,” he chimed. The telecom stopped beeping. “Argh, I really hate me sometimes. But I've got your coordinates, you handsome devil!” He turned to Donna, shrugged, and said, “What?” 

Donna rolled her eyes, and said. “London is 200 miles across. Let's take the coach instead of running. My feet are absolutely blistered.” 

The Doctor tossed the telecom back to Dekken. “Look for Elvis this time.” 

The motley group found a double-decker and boarded. The Doctor rifled through his pockets, looking for the right coin to put in the slot. “Let's see, Arrakian Solari, no. Gold-pressed latinum, no. Hmmm, a Queen Anne five guinea, lovely girl, will this do?” 

They all moved to the top so they could keep an eye out for their quarry. As they rode down a busy street, Melina moved next to Donna and said, “I'm OK with sharing him, if you like.” 

“What?” said Donna. “Share who?” 

“Dekken. He likes you. We don't have to get in any cat fights over him.” 

“Are you bloody serious? He's just a child!” 

“You and the Doctor then?” 

“Oh, no! Absolutely not! I'd break that prattling twit in half.” 

“But you follow him everywhere and you fight for him. Not even a quickie?” 

“No! Look, it's complicated. I'm like Wendy, and he's like Peter Pan, all right?” 

“Who are they?” 

“Blargh. All right then, how about this Cuvo chap? You follow him, right? You ever met him?” 

“No,” said Melina. “He's a legend. I dunno, he's just something different, I guess. All that 'life is a sham' bollocks, I mean it's fun, sometimes. It's just the way Dekken gets so excited about it, you never know what's going to happen.” 

“Then you see why I follow the Doctor,” said Donna. She often questioned her own sanity, blindly chasing the Doctor to universal disaster when her own mum could rarely convince her to do anything. She, like Melina, wanted to see what awful thing they were warned to avoid for themselves. 

While this was going on, Dekken slid to the Doctor and asked, “So are you and Donna tight?” 

“Tight? Whatever do you mean?” asked the Doctor with false ignorance. 

“You know, knocking boots, bonking?” Dekken did a few air humps to further explain. 

“Oh no, of course not! We just hang together, like.” 

“So you won't mind if I have a go at her?” asked Dekken, smiling in anticipation. 

“What about Melina?” 

“She's cool. She brought it up.” 

“Oh, well, all right then.” The Doctor grabbed Dekken's tee shirt by the neck and pulled his face closer to his own. “Keep it in your pants, Romeo” he said in a huskier voice while grimacing. “She's not for you. She's way out of your league.” He released Dekken. 

“Can you teach me to do that?” said Dekken. 

“Do what?” 

“Make your voice all hard and evil sounding. It's totally boss! Every time I try it, I get laughed at.” 

“Aw, piss off! I don't do that!” 

“But you do, mate! You cowed those people at that office with that voice. I wanna do it!” 

“Oh, well, it takes a little practice, of course. Scream into a pillow every night to get that raspy quality. Project from the diaphragm, not the throat. You should also practice focusing your eyes in a mirror, helps to stare them down when you're ranting at them. Raise your eyelids all the way up and your eyebrows all the way down at the same time. Like this, see?” The Doctor adeptly demonstrated his eye acrobatics, and Dekken attempted the same. 



Thirty members of the Process Church had gathered together in the chapel. They had been summoned by their leaders Mary Anne and Robert. The DeGrimstons were accompanied by their six Alsatian dogs, which the divine 

powers had inspired them to acquire, along with an elderly man they introduced as The Doctor. 

Mary Anne spoke before the throng, clad in her black priestess robes with inlaid mandala. “My friends, we have summoned you here to speak to you of a haven revealed to us in our meditations, the temple of Xtul. It is a Mayan paradise, and its name combines the concepts of 'beginning' and 'end.' We have communed with the god forces, and they have revealed to us that Xtul shall be spared the oncoming destruction. Then we, the Process, shall emerge from the ashes as the next evolutionary step of mankind.” 

Robert, dressed in his black robe and cape, adorned with silver symbols of the four god forces, spoke next. “You have served us well, sacrificing of yourself and your wealth to build our church. We will soon take you to your greatest reward, the chance to emerge as the first of a new age of gods. The End Times are upon us, as the world's superpowers ready to eradicate themselves and the rest of Earth, because of their so-called Mutually Assured Destruction. Even now, the young rebel against the establishment for their pointless wars and soulless society values. Clergy and holy men the world over have seen the signs and are warning their congregates. World leaders are falling to assassins' bullets, and shadow governments are dispatching more murderers to silence their critics. 

“But this is destined to happen, and the god forces will spare the enlightened. Go now, gather your ceremonial trappings, and return here. The Doctor will lead us to our haven and our final destiny!” The Processors left the chapel abuzz, as several of the Alsatian dogs scratched their ears. 



Later that day in Mayfair, the Processors formed a Procession. Korgoran, the DeGrimstons, and thirty people in black robes strode down Balfour. Mayfair residents gave them wide berth, even though they had grown somewhat accustomed to seeing people in strange clothing milling about. Perhaps they were on their way to protest something. 

As the Procession passed by an alleyway, nine pairs of hands reached out and pulled in the nine rearmost Processors. Some scuffling took place, and a raspy voice said, “Hand over your robes and shut yer gobs if ya know what's good for ya!” 

“Diaphragm, not throat, remember? Go deep,” said the Doctor. 

“Oh, right,” said Dekken. 

“A few moments later, nine black robed individuals emerged from the alley and caught up with the rest of the Procession. They turned another corner and entered a side parking lot. At the corner stood a police call box. Korgoran pulled out a key and unlocked the door. “Mind your step,” he said. “It's bigger inside than it appears.” 

The Procession entered the TARDIS one by one, wondering whether this call box was somehow attached to a concealed building. They beheld what looked to be a navigation console constructed from pieces of junk, similar to an abstract art exhibit. 

”Ladies and gentlemen,” said Korgoran, “I present to you the TARDIS. Within moments we shall be on our way to Xtul. I can assure you this is no amusement park attraction. It is an actual spacecraft, capable of navigating through the depths of time and space. We shall be experiencing a slight bit of turbulence...”” 

“Stop right there, Korgoran,” shouted the Doctor as he pulled the hood from his head. 

“What is the meaning of this,” shouted Mary Anne, as she stepped in front of the Doctor. “This is a private function! Remove yourself at once!” This woman was certainly a bold one. 

“This man is scamming you, madame,” shouted the Doctor. “He is a confidence trickster and a thief! He stole this craft from me and is attempting to rope you into one of his nefarious schemes!” 

“I say, this must be the scalawag who interrupted our conversation earlier, milady” said Korgoran. “I have encountered such creatures in my travels. They seek to beguile the unwary with their mischief.” 

“Scalawag? Mischief? Did I really used to talk like that?” said the Doctor. “Listen to me, madame. This man is capable of changing his appearance, and he stole a cerebral implant containing my brain as data! He's exploiting its knowledge and using the TARDIS to undo the foundations of this planet!” 

“What? Are you mad?” exclaimed Mary Anne. “Leave now, or we'll have you incarcerated!” 

The Cuvolites answered by taunting “Oooh, we're pissing our pants,” “Shut yer gob, you old hag,” and “Stuff yer broom up yer...” “Shut it,” ordered Donna. 

The Processors, realizing that some of their own had been rudely replaced, started shouting and ranting. Soon, everyone joined in on the ruckus. The Doctor attempted to shout them down, but while he was doing crowd control, Korgoran hastily entered coordinates on a manual typewriter keyboard, then pulled the launch lever. The TARDIS buckled, sending everyone sprawling. Bodies crawled over other bodies, trying to find which way was up. Then the time craft left Mayfair, screeching its old machine crank in its wake. 



The drought had not ended, so the gods required more. Another sacrifice had been chosen from captured slaves, an Uxmalan named Tizoc. Currently, he was held by five men across a stone altar beneath the burning sun. The climb he made up the stepped pyramid to his imminent doom had been the longest journey of his life. 

The sacrifice struggled, but Tizoc's efforts were fruitless. The altar smelled of copper and feces. He heard the crowd at the base of the pyramid mumble, then cheer. The priest who would be carving out his heart had ascended to the top and held his hands up to the sky. 

Tizoc heard the priest chanting, beseeching the gods to accept this gift, but could not see him, as someone gripped his head by the jaw and pulled it back. Not until he saw a curved dagger held above him did he realize how close he was to death. Still he struggled, so he could at least see the face of whoever would be killing him. He managed to wrench his head up slightly, but instead of seeing the priest's face, saw a spinning square fall from the sky and get larger. 

The priest would implore the rain god Chac to receive this sacrifice, and looked to the sky overhead. Like Tizoc, he saw a spinning square. Unlike Tizoc, it was the last thing he would ever see. The TARDIS landed squarely on top of him with a resounding THUNK. 

The crowd was stunned upon seeing a blue box land on top of the priest, right beside Tizoc and his holders. They let him go in shock, and he made his escape down the steps of the pyramid. 

The TARDIS door opened, and a dazed Korgoran stumbled out. The crowd expected a god to step out, so Korgoran's perception filter kicked in and showed them a half serpent half man, plumed along his arms and back with brilliantly colored feathers, and a crown of gold. The priests who held Tizoc before fell to their knees and genuflected, chanting “Ku-kul-kan, Ku-kul-kan.” Soon the crowd picked up the chant, echoing “Ku-kul-kan, Ku-kul-kan” in such high rumbling volume, it sounded like an oncoming thunderstorm. 



When it finally felt like nothing was moving,The Doctor pushed somebody off him. It was one of the cultists, but he couldn't tell if it was a Cuvolite or a Processor at the moment. 

“Is everyone all right?” he asked. People were mumbling and groaning, picking themselves up from the TARDIS floor and checking themselves for any breaks and bruises. “Donna?” She waved her hand. “What about Korgoran?” 

“Why do you keep calling him that,” mumbled Mary Anne, as she was being helped up by her husband Robert. “And why did you sabotage us? If you have some sort of disagreement with the Doctor, don't resort to endangering innocent victims.” 

“Now I remember you,” chimed the Doctor. “We met at that education conference, the one my... Susan Foreman was invited to in Exeter. We had a lovely discussion on Compulsions Analysis, as I recall.” 

“Dearest, the Doctor did say he would try to beguile us,” said Robert. 

“Fine, fine, I'm not the Doctor, if that will stop your gobsmacking. He's not here right now, is he? Would a true friend shanghai you to parts unknown, risk injuring you with a crash landing, then bugger off?” 

“Please, curb your rancor,” said Mary Anne. “This is a lot to take in.” 

“This man is truly the Doctor,” said Donna. “The other man is from the far future, and he used the  advanced technology to steal the Doctor's identity. He's gone on a wild rampage with stolen knowledge and he must be stopped.” 

“But he's been all right by us. Why would he wish to cause us harm?” 

“He lives to exploit,” said the Doctor. “Let me guess; he swallowed all your rubbish about thetan auditing, told you he was from the stars and that you showed such advanced thinking for mere Earthlings. He's a grandfatherly archetype who doesn't scoff at your fanciful ideas, and thus gives you the approval you secretly sought from your authority figures. He reads your dreams and desires and dangles them before you like bait before carp. He accessed my memories of you and stalked you like quarry. He delights in destroying innocent lives with the very things they cherish.” 

“He talks a bit poofy and I don't understand a lot of what he says,” said Dekken, “but he's totally boss when he says it. He's not leading you on.” 

“Thanks so for the ringing endorsement, Dekken,” said the Doctor dryly. “So, he's not in this pile of humanity, then? Let's bop out and look for him, shall we?” He bounded for the exit. Donna followed, as well as the Cuvolites. 

“Wait, we're coming too,” said Mary Anne. 

“Dearest, no,” said Robert. 

“See how this lot follows him around, Robert. We could learn how to be a proper guru from him.” 

The rest of the Processors decided to stay aboard, and it turned out to be a wise decision. 

As the Doctor and his companions went outside, they were temporarily blinded by the bright sun. When their eyes cleared, they found themselves surrounded by a troop of Mayan warriors pointing spears at them. The Doctor raised his hands in surrender, and his companions followed suit. 

“These are the demons who stole the rain from the sky,” said Korgoran, clad in multicolored feathers, surrounded by a newly-acquired throng of adoring worshipers. “Take them prisoner. We shall make of them an offering to the gods. 

“Oh, and prepare those two for my bedchamber,”: he said, pointing to Donna and Mary Anne. 

Donna struggled against her captors upon hearing the news. One of them struck her down with a fist to the side of her head. As she was being jerked back up, she saw the Doctor looking back at her, concern on his face. He mouthed some words to her, but they didn't make any sense, if they were truly what he  said...  Remember Princess Leia? 



The Doctor and his companions had been stripped down to their smallclothes and fitted with slave yokes. The Mayans tied their hands together and led them to the pens, then tossed them in. 

Robert said, “So how is it, I can know you for years, have absolutely nothing out of the ordinary happen to me, then I meet the other you, and five minutes later I'm about to be sacrificed on an altar of blood?” 

“I was a boring old coot back in my younger days,” replied the Doctor. “I'm quite sure he wants to decapitate me first, so we don't have much time.” 

“To do what?” asked Dekken. 

“Escape this pit.” 

“That's very zen,” said Robert. “Blatantly obvious answer to a quandary that observes no details.” 

“I'm not trying to be a guru, you blockhead. I'm more determined to stop that madman than to waste time telling you details. Now let's review the situation. Number one: we're in a pen made of bamboo poles, monitored by guards capable of launching their spears as projectiles, and we have only flesh and bone as tools and protection. Number two... “ 

While the Doctor paced around and thought aloud, Melina lightly gripped the bars and mumbled, “Why didn't he take me?” 

“Who?” asked Dekken. 

“That bird snake geezer. He took Donna and that hag with him. Why didn't he take me?” 

“He probably thought you were a bloke,” said Dekken. “Think about it, you got a shaved head, no knockers, you're still wearing your 'Black Rag' tee...” 

She slapped him on the back of his head. “He shoulda taken you, ya nancy. You got those girly hips and you sound like my five-year old sister when you're trying to act tough.” 

The two threw a few punches and jabs at each other, though not forcefully. The other Cuvolites started to chant “Fight! Fight Fight!” until the Doctor cut them off with “Shut it!” 

The Doctor continued to ruminate. “Now think, think, why would Korgoran choose Xtul of all places? Robert, what did he tell you about Xtul?” 

“He said it was a convergence of ley lines, much like Stonehenge. He said the Druids already claimed Stonehenge as a haven, but Xtul was more picturesque anyway.” 

“Ah yes, ley lines are another name for them, if you go the mystical route. They are actually part of a   magnetic mesh, much like the attraction patterns bar magnets have on iron filings. Think of places like Xtul and Stonehenge as bar magnets themselves, their negative poles embraced by massive stabilizing stonework. Magnetic fluctuations influence weather patterns to some degree, and with warmer temperatures, these patterns are heated and expanded, straining the mesh and causing hurricanes and typhoons and the like.” 

As the Doctor paced around, Robert followed, attempting to match his stepping pattern. Perhaps this is how gurus walked in circles. 

“That's why human sacrifice caught on. If performed right, the bio-energy released upon sudden death can fluctuate the weather patterns enough to produce rain. The pyramids serve to focus that bio-energy, but practitioners started to neglect charting the ley line positions in favor of pomp and ceremony. Thus,  human sacrifices seldom worked after their initial heyday, as the energy release was usually directed towards nothing. 

“Aha! That's it!” The Doctor suddenly stopped his pacing, and Robert collided into him from behind. “That's why he wants to sacrifice me! He knows from accessing my brain that I release massive amounts of bio-energy when I regenerate, and he's selected this exact date and time because he calculated that this particular node would have centuries of buildup, just waiting to explode if poked in juuuust the right place.” 

“Wait,” said Robert, “haven't you been chasing him about for the past few days?” 

“So?” 

“How has he been able to plan your entrapment? He's either been with Mary Anne and I, or he's been running from you. If he's trying to lure you, why would he stop at our place for a visit first? Wouldn't he just travel directly to ancient Maya?” 

“Surely, you're not suggesting...” 

“It's me! He's been planning to sacrifice me! He's known for years that I'm OT level 8, which must mean my theta has enough bio-energy to break this mesh. You just happened along by accident.” 



Korgoran was on a roll. Now that he was about to finish this sacrifice he had been planning for years, he felt like creating more long-range plans. Even though they could take thousands of years to take fruit, time traveling would make each step much more preferable than the “hurry up and wait” method. He gathered the entirety of his priesthood, astronomers, and masons before him. 

“First of all, very good work on the choice for the site. Makes marking the passage of time much easier with the sun shadows passing through radial coordinates that match the major constellations. Makes things much easier to remember after 2000 years. 

“Now, I want you to make a new calendar. This one should be circular to properly denote a cycle. None of that listing one day after another and flipping the pages rubbish. It should also be reusable for years. We've got better ways to make money than forcing everyone to fork over a few quid every January. Oh, and it should project a kind of 'End of Days' paradigm. Set the final year for sometime after 2000, say by 12 years, when hubbub over the Y2K bug will have died down. We don't want to introduce a new Apocalypse scenario too soon, mind you. People will still be jaded about the old one, Bad for business. 

“One more feature to include: I need a way to remember where to find all that gold you'll be burying. I want to keep it underground until gold prices meet their most optimal. Use the coordinates that correspond with my birthday. 

Don't look at me like that! It's not like I use 'GUEST' as my password!” 

As the priests and wise men were busy transcribing these orders, a manservant humbly informed Korgoran his bedchambers were ready. 

Korgoran had some slaves preen his feathers as other slaves licked his scales enough to give them a proper sheen. He then pushed aside the veils to his bedchamber and purred “Good evening, ladies” to Donna and Mary Anne. 

Both women had their hair tied back and their faces painted in shades of passionate colors. Both wore scant bikini-like tops and thongs, covered at the hips with thin veils, cut for seductive swooping. They also wore bracelets with veils around their wrists, suitable for bedpost tying later. 

“This is so utterly degrading,” muttered Donna. 

“It's just play acting, darling,” whispered Mary Anne. “Pretend you're somebody else, like Cleopatra seducing emperors. Helps to remove yourself from the situation.” 

“You've done this before?” asked Donna. 

“I convince the well-educated upper crust to hand over their life savings in exchange for robes and trinkets,” said Mary Anne. “This is just different apparel, but not by much.” 

“Come forth, my children,” purred Korgoran. “Don't be afraid.” 

“We live to serve you, my lord,” said Mary Anne, slowly licking her lips. Donna looked at her crossly, but tried not to be too obvious about it. Mary Anne nudged her in the ribs with her elbow. “Yes, yes my lord, we live to serve,” 

she said through gritted teeth. 

Mary Anne glided to Korgoran, veils streaming behind her. She went down to her knees, looking up to Korgoran with wide eyes and pouty lips. “Do you desire us, my lord?” she asked demurely. Donna stiffly went down to her knees as well, but had little success hiding angry looks. Fortunately for her, Korgoran was more infatuated with Mary Anne. 

With moments, Mary Anne was in his arms, kissing and stroking him passionately. Donna settled for drawing her fingers slightly against his legs. She tried to think of other boyfriends and put them in place, but they had never dressed for the occasion like this. They also didn't have armed guards within earshot, possibly getting in a looky-loo now and then. She thought of male celebrities that would fit the bill, but would not think of  him. Then the last thing he told her made sense:  Remember Princess Leia. In the Star Wars movies, she went along with being Jabba's sex slave until she strangled him with a chain. 

Donna could certainly do that. 



The next morning, crowds gathered around Xtul's highest stepped pyramid. Word had it that Kukulkan would be performing today's sacrifice personally. Visitors from faraway villages rolled in, including a few who had personal experiences here before. In another part of town, Mayan Spearmen grabbed the Doctor, Robert, and the Cuvolites by their slave yokes and dragged them out of their pens. They were then forced to walk to the pyramids in single file. 

Robert happened to be ahead in line just before the Doctor. 

As the prisoners were bring whipped from behind by slavemasters, Robert said to the Doctor, “See how they pulled me out first? It's going to be me, I tell you.” 

“Oh bloody hell, no!” replied the Doctor. “This operational thetan level rubbish is nothing like bio-energy!” Before he could get into specifics, a whip cracked next to his ear, so he decided not to explain any further. He couldn't believe he was having an argument with somebody as to who would have their heart carved out first. 

“Life is a sham. True strength in death. Life is a sham. True strength in death.” Dekken repeated these words as he stumbled on the way to the ceremony. “Oh bloody shut it, would you?” said Melina. She knew it was his way of coping with the constant fright, but this Cuvo thing had gone too far. What had that bastard done for them, anyway? 

The crowd shifted away from the slave column, then closed back in. The slaves were whipped from behind as they climbed Xtul's highest pyramid, the sun cooking their exposed backs. It was a hotter day than usual, partly because of the amassed body heat of the crowd, but also because the air felt charged. It was as if a storm were coming, even though there were no clouds in the sky. 

Upon reaching the top, the Doctor beheld Korgoran wearing a cape and headdress adorned with enough tropical bird feathers to populate another jungle. He was sitting on a high chair on a raised dais, draping one leg over the side as if in total relaxation. Donna and Mary Anne were at his side, along with a bevy of priests and guards. The dais held Korgoran's trophies, mainly gifts from admirers, as well the TARDIS and the Doctor's jacket. As the last of the slaves made their way to the top, the crowd started chanting  Ku-Kul-Kan  in anticipation for some exciting bloodshed. 

Korgoran looked upon the slaves with little concern, as Donna and Mary Anne stroked and kissed his body. Mary Anne stayed at his legs this time, as Donna nibbled at his shoulder.  Think of England, she thought. Donna could see the Doctor staring back at her, as if trying to remind her of a plan neither of them had formulated. She decided it would be fun to jerk his chain a little bit, so she licked Korgoran's shoulder more passionately, and then sucked at his neck as if it were the most delicious thing she ever tasted. The Doctor's eyes bulged with disbelief. 


Korgoran stood up. The crowd erupted, keeping a steady roar of cheers until he raised his hands. The crowd went quiet. 

“My children,” he intoned, “we are gathered here today to serve the justice of the gods! These thieves you see before me have stolen the rain, causing the land to shrivel and the people to suffer and die of thirst. They have offended the gods, and for this they shall pay!” He raised a curved knife in the air, and the people cheered. He then pointed his finger at Robert. 

The priests started pulling Robert to the altar. “See? I told you it was me,” he shouted in the Doctor's direction. Donna heard Mary Anne take in her breath sharply and say her husband's name. Donna whispered, “Quiet! I got it this time!” 

Korgoran stared at Robert like an eagle eying a field mouse. Donna embraced him from behind, stroking his chest and moving her hand up to his neck. “Not now my dear,” he whispered. “My lord, I cannot help myself,” she whispered back. “You are so powerful right now, I must make love to you.” She nibbled his ear, then stroked the back of his neck. She moved her fingers up and gently massaged his scalp. She then felt a slight bump behind his ear, looped her fingers around the clump of hair at that spot, then gave it a mighty jerk. 

Korgoran's implant came out, streaming blood. Korgoran screamed in pain, and threw himself backwards, instinctively trying to knock Donna off. Donna moved away just in time however, and the high chair tilted back from the sudden shift in weight. It then toppled over head first, taking Korgoran, Donna and Mary Anne along. It landed on the steps behind the dais, then slid down the pyramid's slope like a bobsled. The trophies and the gifts on the dais tumbled and rolled down as well, including the TARDIS. 

It was at that moment a squad of spearmen broke out of the crowd and ran up the other side of the pyramid. They were led by Tizoc, the would-be sacrifice from the day before. He had fled back to Uxmal, then gathered enough of his tribe to come back for revenge. The guards at the top met them in battle, leaving no one to mind the slaves. 

Overhead, the sun seemed to grow larger. The heat intensified as unseen ley lines rolled over and crossed with each other. They formed intersections, which then migrated to other intersections and combined. Aetheric energy crackled in the air, smelling of oncoming rain. 

The Doctor bounded over to the dais. He used his slave yoke as a weapon, swinging it on his shoulders to knock nearby priests out of the way. Dekken, Melina, and the rest of the Cuvolites kicked other priests and guards in the groin. The Doctor found his jacket, nudged his face adjacent to one of the pockets, and drew the sonic screwdriver out with his teeth. He then pressed one of its studs with his tongue. The tool screeched, and his yoke fell apart. He then gathered the sonic screwdriver in his hands and discombobulated the other slave yokes as well, freeing his friends. Then he looked down the side of the pyramid where the high chair had fallen, and shouted “Donna!” 

The crowd panicked, seeing their god fall on his pratt and fearing the consequences. They scattered, fleeing for their lives, trampling over many unfortunate individuals who had fallen and didn't move out of the way in time. The sky rumbled as if storm clouds were approaching, but none were visible. 

The Doctor and Robert ran down the pyramid steps. They passed by somebody running up, but paid no attention. They reached the high chair wreckage, and found Donna and Mary Anne scattered on the ground. 

“Donna!” The Doctor cradled her face, tears and sweat dripping on her. “Donna, you brilliant, incredible girl you!” She groaned in pain. “Donna! Are you hurt? Don't move! It could be your spine!” 

“It's not my spine, you twit,” she mumbled. “You're standing on my hand.” 

Robert had reached Mary Anne, saw she was all right, and held her hands. “It was me, dearest,” he said. “I was going to be the sacrifice. My OT must be off the charts!” 

“That's nice, dear,” said Mary Anne.  This would at least be proper fodder for his guru mystique, she thought. 

The Doctor helped Donna up, then laughed and hugged her tight. She showed him the implant she ripped from Korgoran, and he laughed and hugged her again. Then he suddenly stiffened. “Where's Korgoran?” 

He looked back to the top of the pyramid. The priests and guards were still fighting with the Cuvolites and Tizoc's men, but he saw someone climbing on the altar. He screamed “No!” The stranger on the altar was brandishing a knife. He pointed it to the sun, then plunged the knife into his chest. The Doctor could think of nothing else to do except scream “Run!” 

Suddenly, a massive crack of sound exploded, and the clear skies disappeared. Roiling stormclouds blocked out the sky, covering the land in darkness. Explosions continued to rock the earth as more stormclouds grew out of thin air and sparked the darkness with lightening. For a time, the lightening bolts flashed in random directions, sparing no safe place from their wrath. Then, the bolts started converging towards the pyramid, and the clouds drifted into a spiral pattern, slowly spinning around the pyramid's apex. 

The lightening bolts now struck the pyramid, but it seemed as it the structure absorbed them. The clouds above now started to flow downwards to the apex, as if smoke were returning to fire. The Doctor, Donna, Mary Anne, and Robert cowered behind a livestock wagon, their eyes almost blinded by the constant flashing. The clouds seeped into the pyramid though the apex, like water draining through a hole in a basin. Lightening continued to strike the pyramid, but the strikes were smaller and quicker than usual, like time was speeding up. 

The rumbles overlapped into a steady stream of noise, and the winds howled in doom, as they too sped towards the pyramid. Loose tree limbs and structural debris floated with them. The lightening eventually ceased, and the sky started to brighten on the horizon. The rumbling had faded away into stray echoes, and the wind's constant howling took over. The clouds continued to drain into the apex, taking the inky blackness with them. 

Finally, the last cloud drained out of view, and the winds stopped as if a portal had closed. A gentle rain now fell steadily, nourishing the parched earth beneath. The darkness was gone, leaving the color of precious rain. 

The Doctor, Donna, and the DeGrimstons traveled back up the pyramid. The TARDIS was fine, having fallen away from danger. When they reached the top however, they found no trace of Korgoran or the Cuvolites. 



The Doctor and Donna were back aboard the TARDIS, along with Mary Anne, Robert, and the Processors. They were tired and wet, so they silently retired to some of the TARDIS's numerous side rooms to towel themselves off, change back into their regular clothes, and shed tears for the Cuvolites. 

They gathered back together, and discussed what had happened. 

“Korgoran must have reverted back to his non-noticeable aura when you ripped the implant out him,” said the Doctor. “That's why we didn't notice him running back up. Without anybody else available, he sacrificed himself and released his bio-energy. That triggered the event.” 

“It could have been me,” said Robert, before Mary Anne cut him off with a look. She said, “So, what actually happened when the storms came? I thought they would obliterate the entire country, but it looked like they drained into the pyramid.” 

“The stepped pyramids are actually batteries,” said the Doctor. “Their magnetic pull actually drew in the energy of the storms, as if he intended to use that power later.” 

“But he won't be able to,” said Donna. “He's dead. Isn't he?” 

“Perhaps. But he did tell us before there were others like him, planning their own doomsdays across the cosmos. No doubt one of them will take over his project and release the energy themselves some day.” 

“Why don't you release it then,” said Robert. “If these are batteries, then surely you can drain the energy out somehow. Blow up this pyramid if you have to.” 

“The pyramids themselves aren't the batteries,” replied the Doctor. “They're more like faucets. The entire Earth is actually the battery, and the faucets won't open until there's another ley line convergence. Destroying them would only make things worse, as there wouldn't be any means of channeling and controlling the energy flow. If they aren't here when the next convergence takes place, it will be as if a nuclear explosion took place. Aren't you glad the Egyptians restore their pyramids?” 

“What of our friends, Dekken, Melina...” said Donna. 

“Unknown. I couldn't find a trace of them on my scanners, not even any loose hairs. That goes for the others up top as well, including Korgoran himself.” 

“Perhaps they got pulled inside the pyramid along with all those dreadful storms,” said Robert. “They could be entombed anywhere beneath the earth. Those poor kids.” 

“We'll look for them, Robert,” said Mary Anne. “When we return to our own time, we'll take the Process Church back to Xtul. Perhaps we can stimulate the ley lines with our thetans instead of  resorting to bloodshed, and release them from their imprisonment. Do you think we can, Doctor?” 

“You are a rather studious lot,” said the Doctor. “You could try to reconstruct Korgoran's calculations, find out when the next convergence is due, then channel your OTs or something. Yes, I know Robert, you have the highest rating. Here,” he said as he drew a business card out of his pocket. “these people can possibly help you. Be careful of the one named Jack, however. Don't bend over while in his vicinity.” 

Mary Anne looked at the card. “Torchwood?” 

“In the meantime, Donna and I have to find these other Nazals and put a stop to them.” 

The Doctor returned the DeGrimstons and the other Processors back to Mayfair, where they said their goodbyes. The following year, the Processor Church returned to Xtul, but their success in rescuing the Cuvolites is another story.*  



*  The Process Church of Final Judgment really existed in the 60s, and they actually did go to Xtul, seeking retreat from a world they regarded with disgust. From  http://www.forteantimes.com/features/articles/508/the_process.html: After three months they left Nassau, still in search of their sanctuary. In Mexico City a group mind session suggested they hire a rickety bus and follow the Yucatan coast. Near Sisal they came upon a spot they had envisioned in their meditations. Xtul, a place of ruins, was near the beach, hugged by coconut palms; pronounced ‘Shtul’ the word meant ‘terminus’ or ‘end’ in Mayan. For the Process, however, it was only the beginning. 

It was like paradise. Living on fruit and fish, swimming, making love, having group encounters – like many people in the Sixties, the Process had ‘gone back to nature’; they had escaped the rat race and were finding themselves. They wrote songs, chants, and poems about Xtul; everyone there would remember the time for the rest of their life, as if they had gone back to Eden. It had a profound effect on Robert, who began to identify with Jesus Christ. 

But then disaster hit. A hurricane pummeled the group for three days. 200 mph (322 kph) winds in absolute darkness. Their shelters were flattened. It was as if demonic forces had been unleashed; yet miraculously the group survived. Local villages were devastated, but the Process emerged from the upheaval unharmed but not unchanged, Degrimston knew. It had been their rite of passage. The true nature of the universe had been revealed to him. 

They had met the twin Gods of love and violence. At Xtul, he had begun to receive inspired teachings, what he called The Xtul Dialogues, communications from the god forces that ruled existence. He called them Jehovah, Satan and Lucifer. And now they had a mission: to return to London and preach the word of their imminent apocalyptic unification. For Christ and Satan, it was time to come together. 

The meeting room was composed of nine concentric circles, an homage to the author who first made the devil archetype famous. The iconic depiction changed little throughout the millenia, as the roguish face with the Van Dyke beard and horns conveyed universal appeal. Maybe this individual would betray you and gloat about it, but prior to that, you would have enjoyed enough decadence to make the ride to hell bearable. 

The Nazal would never make deals with each other. Neither would they ever be in the same room with each other. This particular meeting room worked for their purposes as it didn't actually exist in a physical sense; it consisted of data transmitted from networks of satellite-mounted comets orbiting a few dozen universes. It was essentially a lie, a description of a truth. Since a Nazal's personal appearance depended on the perception of the viewer, they would appear as truly hideous monsters in a face-to-face meeting among their own kind, as they utterly loathed each other. 

In a conceptual environment however, they could customize their appearances and not see each other as the scum they really were. The camera did more than add ten pounds; it provided customizable truth as well. A camera in and of itself is a soulless machine, incapable of judgment, which can be easily manipulated. As a species, the Nazal are seldom comfortable with using actual truth. 

Death was regarded as a positive for the Nazal, for they could feed on the  corpses of their own kind without looking so reprehensible about it. Style counted. Nazal could be excused of any despicable act as long as they looked good doing it. Such was the purpose of this meeting, to divide Korgoran's empire of dirt among themselves. 

The Avatar of Arafraziel currently stood in the inner circle, clad in a black pin-striped business suit, browsing a holosphere with one hand while holding a lit cigar with the other. In contrast to his black horns and Van Dyke beard, Arafrazial's hair was a shock of neon blue that stood up from his head, making his avatar look like it hung upside down. He supposedly got the idea from a fight promoter on Earth, with the philosophy that he'd look too stupid to figure out how to pocket 75% of his clients' earnings and make them feel happy about it. 

Arafraziel carried himself with a constant easygoing manner, always with an affable smile and twinkling eye to wink. The Nazal had voted him as chairman not because he was the least despised, but because the position was a perk for being the most despised. He dragged a new icon to the center of the holosphere, and spread his fingers apart, revealing all the graphs and progress reports within. 

“Item the 22nd,” he told his audience, “Here we go ladies and gentlemen, a good old fashioned rock fight! A stray asteroid has been floating in the Neutral Zone between the Lunarom Empire and the Unified Consanguinity of Worlds for millions of years. The UCW asks for permission to send a team of geologists to the asteroid, Lunarom says sure, it's just a rock. The geologists find a vein of corbomite on it, and radio news of the find back to the UCW. 

“But guess what? A Lunarom patrol ship just happens to be passing by, intercepts the transmission, and captures the geologist team. UCW cries foul, Lunaroms say the geologists were trespassing because the rock drifted into their territory. UCW demands the team back, Lunaroms keep blowing them off. You don't think they were trying to get those geologists to teach them how to process all that corbomite, do you?” Arafraziel shrugged his shoulders and did a “what, me worry?” smile. 

“Finally, a UCW Omicron destroyer shows up and destroys the asteroid. Lunarom goes ballistic, UCW says Hey, we didn't do it. We decommissioned all our Omicrons. But while we're at it, you really have to return the geologists. 

Since the asteroid no longer exists, our guys weren't trespassing. 

“This is where Korgoran worked his magic. He got that Omicron ship from a cosmic scrapyard and sold it to the Lanthors, a slave race devoted to freeing themselves from the Lunaroms. Guess where they decided to test the weapons system?” 

“I do so love arming the insurgents,” said Blathoxi from the third circle. Also known as the Lord of Flatulence, Blathoxi had a fat fleshy neck like a toad's. It served as a handy pillow whenever he needed to take an executive nap. 

“Place your bids, everybody,” said Arafraziel. “This sealed auction will close in 60 seconds.” The holosphere showed data bubbles flashing and sinking down to a writing desk icon. After one minute, a bell chimed, complete with a hunchback pulling the chains. 

A minute later, Arafraziel announced “And the winner is, with a bid of 12.1 million soul ducats... Lord Blathoxi!” The attendees clapped politely as Blathoxi giggled and released a kazoolike squeal of gas. 

Arafraziel continued. “Item the 23rd: ooh, this one's a real hot potato. Prince Silurisk, heir apparent to the Emperor Skilurid of Pyrroidia, defects to the Tor-Albedo world-state, Pyrroidia's biggest enemy. Boom! He instantly becomes a big-time  cause celebre, as he shows how the warmongering imperialist royal Pyrroidic broodline secretly desires to be free-willed rabble capitalists. 

“He falls head over heels with a fetching young dilletante, only to find out she's already been pledged to one of her father's old trading partners. Our boy kills the other suitor, kidnaps the shikza, and brings her back to Pyrroidia, where he begs for forgiveness as a good prodigal son should. In the meantime, the Tor-Albedo conglomerate arranges for a total trade blockout of Pyrroidia, effectively sieging a world that already wants to blow them to smithereens. Talk about a powderkeg, folks. This one has got plenty of self-perpetuating propaganda machines powering it.” 

“Mmmmm, massive war breaks out over two lovelorn pups with no regard for anyone else's concerns or well-being,” said an attendee from the second circle named Lucrezia. She wore a power suit, the angles of which were cut and armed with throwing star blades. Instead of blouse and tie, she wore a necklace made of ring fingers with the rings still on them. She also had slash marks cut in her chest and face not for self-mutilation, but to commemorate her conquests. “Sounds like my type of operation.” 

“Just think Lucrezia,” said Arafraziel. “This could be the second poor schlub you reverse impregnate and force to have an abortion. Place your bids, everyone. This sealed auction will close in 60 seconds.” 

A minute later, Arafraziel announced “And the winner is, with a winning bid of 76 million soul ducats...Pope Deucarios!” Lucrezia hissed aloud while the others applauded with fake sincerity. From the eighth circle, a Nazal wearing white robes with golden lining and sporting a conical white hat stood up and waved as if acknowledging an adoring crowd of hundreds of thousands. He brandished a scepter made of tortured souls clinging to each other and permanently cast in gold. “So you see a religious crusade coming out of this, do ya padre? Interesting speculation. Maybe our boy violated some meshuggah brood dogma when he went offplanet for some strange, ya?” 

Arafraziel twisted the end of his mustache salaciously as he made the observation. 

Arafraziel swiped the project icon off screen, then opened up another. “Item the 24th, an Ark Ship of Herakleophorbians gets rerouted back to Omicron Persei Eight, which they already flattened back to level zero...” 

“Already done, they've been redirected,” said an attendee from the eighth circle named Merk. His skin and hair were drawn back as if he existed in a constant state of running. He'd worn an optineuro visor for so long, it had permanently grafted onto his head. He had managed to survive solely on caffeine for the past half century. 

“Oh Merk, you sly devil,” said Arafraziel. “Been hacking the networks again, have we? Care to let us in on what other items you've already hijacked so we don't have to waste any more of this committee's precious time?” 

“You'll know when we get there,” said both Merk and Arafraziel simultaneously.' 

“Item the 25th,” continued Arafraziel. “Korgoran Enterprises CEO seat vacant, up for grabs. Need I say more? Place your bids, everybody. This sealed auction will close in 60 seconds.” 



Flelixxa had been run ragged. Ever since her new boss arrived, she barely had time to execrate. The moment Ms. Cultaire walked in, she started giving orders, telling Flelixxa to call in office remodelers, painters, air quality experts, feng shui masters, and even suis chef who specialized in gamma quadrant mollusk filleting. She wanted the water tested for proper chakra alignment, whatever that was, and even had the restrooms decontaminated because the hand sanitizers used emollients that made her skin feel slimier. 

Still, Flelixxa was determined to keep up her professionalism, and bore Ms. Cultaire's demands with as much patience as possible, depending on how long her tranquilizers would last. She had do without her human suit, because Ms. Cultaire told her she looked too frumpy, and they weren't running a hospice center. Not yet, anyway. She needed her extra arms to handle all the extra forms she had to sign anyway. 

Delivery people and contractors milled in and out, and some of them carried parcels that leaked noxious green plumes of vapor and bore dangerous-looking symbols. Flelixxa had to scan all the parcels with some kind of wand made of some kind of gnarled tree root connected to a horned cat skull. Ms. Cultaire also instituted some new language on all the computers, and instructed her to never read the runes aloud. Not that she could, as she had no idea how. 

When she thought she finally had enough time to take lunch, two more delivery people came in with cartons on an antigrav cart. So many had come in and out, their faces were a blur. These two however, looked familiar but she couldn't place them. The male showed her the delivery ticket, so she got out the wand to scan the packages. 

Usually, the cat skull orbs would flash red during the scan, but not this time. “That's odd,” she said through her translator synthesizer mask. “Let me check the purchase order.” The numbers matched, but the wand still wouldn't scan the packages. “Allow me,” said the deliveryman. He held the wand before his face, staring at it intently. He then said some words in a deep monotone that sounded ancient and possibly evil. “Try it now,” he said cheerfully. She passed the wand over the packages and the eyes flashed. 

The two delivery people guided the antigrav cart down the hall. The female whispered harshly to the male, “Tell me you didn't just pull a bloody Harry Potter.” The male responded, “I recognized the model. It's a voice-activated code compiler. I just told it to flash its eyes a few times. Good thing the psychic paper can mimic purchase orders.” 

They floated the cart into one of the side offices, then jumped on the office's computer. They both removed their service caps, and the Doctor started accessing the operations records. “Now, let's see what the Nazal have been up to.” 

The moment the Doctor hit a keystroke, a DNA sensor recognized his pattern and unlocked a series of commands. First, a dummy log of the corporate accounts transmitted itself to whichever work station the DNA came from. 

Then, a firewall clamped down on all files and directories except for the dummy log. Finally, an attack virus targeted any bit of data with that DNA pattern, even living data. While a worm virus searched in cyberspace, tendrils sprung from the work station the Doctor currently occupied and wrapped around his arms like cobras. 

The Doctor flailed around in the chair, trying to pull his arms free, but the tendrils grew larger and slid around his torso and legs “Donna!” he screamed. “Get my sonic screwdriver and set the plasmodic neutralization field to four googleplex anions!” 

“I have no idea what you just said!” she screamed back. She tried to find a pocket on him that might contain the sonic screwdriver, but the tendrils kept shocking her with static electricity charges. “Where is it???” 

“Back right pocket! Hurry, I'm being strangled!” 

“Why'd you put it there? Are you trying to get me to fondle you??” 

From out of the computer screen, a giant snake's head took form from the data streams. It opened its unhinged mouth wide and hissed a static charge as its tongue flickered. “Donna!” screamed the Doctor, but she left his side. The snake head reared back for a lunge, then something struck it. Donna had grabbed the antigrav cart handle and swung the cart around like a whip. The snake head hissed again, its maw stretching even wider. 

Donna had grabbed the handle by the controls, on which she still maintained a grip, this caused the antigrav cart to whip her around instead. It sped out of control, as she was still pressing the speed button, and swept around to hit both the workstation and the chair in which the Doctor was bound, sending the whole mess sprawling. The data snake had fully extricated itself from the workstation by now, and stood perched on two bodies with one head, ready to strike. The antigrav cart swung around again, with Donna hanging on for dear life. The snake's head lunged and anchored itself to the cart, and then its two massive tentacles whipped around both the cart and Donna. 

By this time, the Doctor had recovered. He pulled out his sonic screwdriver, set it to the field configuration he tried to tell Donna about earlier, and activated the field. The data snake jerked around and flailed its tendrils while screeching a hiss tremolo like an operatic soprano. 

Flelixxa heard some sort of commotion down the hall from her desk, and ran down to see what the problem was. She flung open the door she heard the noise coming from, and saw the two delivery people. The female was busy smoothing her hair back and replacing her cap, while the male was buttoning his shirt. The parcels had fallen off the cart, which was now laying on its side. Flelixxa cleared her throat and gave the two a disapproving stare. 

“Oh, sorry,” said the male. “We had a little accident. She still hasn't quite mastered the cart controls yet.” He hastily stacked the parcels they brought against a wall, adding “We'll just get this sorted out quickly, shall we?” Flelixxa crossed two pairs of arms and tapped her foot reprovingly. Donna got out her compact and quickly reapplied her lip gloss before leaving the room. 

“That is some serous black ops they installed since last time,” whispered the Doctor as he and Donna left the office suite. A security camera recorded their movements while Ms. Cultaire watched from her desk monitor. She stroked her necklace of fingers almost lovingly, thinking there was room for another commemorative scar on her neck. 



When they got outside in the streets of Apidraxiz, Donna asked, “Well, what now? You can't hack from outside, you can't hack from inside, we're lucky you didn't wind up on the operating table again with ice cream tumblers scooping out your brains...” 

“They were expecting me, which means they'll be content to sit and wait while I jump at their bait,” said the Doctor. “We'll have to draw them out somehow. I have to foil a scheme. I have to stumble across a scheme by accident as usual, as I can't get in and find out what their scheme is.” 

Donna shrugged. “Maybe the baby dinosaur knows.” 

“No, I don't think I can't take another tea party. But maybe if we asked her mum and dad...” 

They returned to Omicron Persei Eight on the TARDIS, but found that the Herakleophorbian ark ship had already departed. The Doctor located its heat signature, and calculated that it was now heading for Arboretica! 



A block of condominiums flew through the air, scattering like weeds, which they were in comparison to the giant circular saw blades that sliced through them. This lot had carefully been grown and cultivated by biocity planners for decades. Intertwining limbs, canopy roofs, and ivy cables flew apart as their terrified residents fled for their lives. The monster landscapers had returned! 

Elsewhere, gargantuan triceratops and diplidoci closed their massive jaws around acres of earth, dug away mountains and hills, and spat the excavated earth behind them. Trees crackled like hard candy in the beasts' mouths, and their tails smoothed the displaced dirt to flatness. 

A team of colossal apes went about with ginormous weedeaters and lawn mowers, cutting down what they considered to be scrub patches, but were actually entire city blocks to the Arboretans. Years of horticultural craft and labor were cut down in minutes. Many Arboretans died, unable to escape the cyclopean hurricane forces tearing apart their land. Their military and air forces tried to battle back, but massive clouds of pesticide gases choked and withered them. 

The Herakleophorbians then heard a voice echoing from the sky. The speaker forced out syllables of an alien tongue, as if it were grunting commands. “Hoh doh rah jeeh bah deeh doh rah! Hoh doh rah jeeh bah deeh doh rah!” 

Then, towering cylindrical ships descended from the sky, hovering above ground at more or less Herakleophorbian height. 

“Hoh doh rah jeeh bah deeh doh rah,” the echoing voice repeated, and the Herakleophorbian landscapers looked at each other and shrugged. The cylinder ships then turned to horizontal positions, so that they were all parallel to the ground. Their circular noses now unfolded and extended massive pulse cannons from within. All the ships then opened fire on the Herakleophorbians. 

The energy pulses struck with enough force to blow apart starships. The Herakleophorbians howled in pain, dropped their machines, and fled for their lives. The giant apes screamed as their fur caught fire, and the dinosaurs groaned when their flesh seared and split open. Some of the gargantuan creatures fell to the ground, sending seismic waves to buckle the earth beneath. Others stood paralyzed in shock, never dreaming they could be hit with so much force, and simply crouched down and covered themselves, quivering in fear. 

The Doctor had gone to the Shadow Proclamation and told them of the imminent attack on Arboretica. They called for a Judoon battle fleet to assemble, and equipped their artillery with megaforce pulse energy. The Judoon fleet then flew to Arboretica and located the giant invaders. The Judoon admiral tried to get them to lay down their arms and surrender, but they obviously refused, so he commanded the fleet to send them to hell. The Juddon seldom equivocated on anything. 

The Doctor did not want to use deadly force on the Herakleophorbians, for they were unwitting pawns of the Nazal. If he hadn't however, Arboretica would have been annihilated. He asked the Judoon admiral to locate one that still lived. 



The Doctor used the same trick as before, when he had projected his image to Herakleophorbian size. He approached a giant ape wearing a service uniform that had fallen against a mountainside and was groaning in pain. 

“I'm the Doctor,” he told the giant ape. “I need to know who sent you here. Please, I need you to tell me who sent you here now.” 

The ape's mouth quivered. His blood seeped into the ground below, saturating it with crimson. He opened his eyes, looked at the Doctor, and mumbled “W-w-we were just...” He coughed, expelling  phlegm and blood from his lungs. He swallowed, and finished with “doing our jobs.” 

“Yes, I understand that,” said the Doctor. “But your employers deceived you. They paid you to do bad things. Very bad things, and you didn't realize. We have to make sure they don't do any more bad things. Please, tell me, who sent you here?” 

The giant ape snorted and sobbed. “I-I-I don't know. W-we got sent to l-l-lots of places. B-b-boss g-give us assi, assi, <cough cough> assign ments. We do jobs and leave, take fa-fa families. My family. I-I-I got to guh guh get back to fuh fuh family.” 

“Where is your boss now? Please tell me, it's very important.” 

“Ah-ah-ah Ark Ship. Ark Ship. Fuh-fuh-family...” The Doctor then heard the pop of sparks, and the back of the giant ape's neck spewed out a small explosion. The Doctor heard the same noise popping nearby from other Herakleophorbians. The giant ape moaned, then closed its eyes and arched its back upward in a final lurch of pain. The Doctor screamed in frustration and gripped his head, trying to will away the senseless catastrophe. 



Ms. Cultaire heard the opening chords from Ozzie Osbourne's “No More Tears” chiming from her mobile. She excused herself from her board meeting and flipped it open. The face on her display screen was the avatar of Merk, wearing his optioneuro visor. “Operation Stomping Grounds has been terminated,” he said quickly, then hung up. 

Ms. Cultaire called her manufacturing wing. “Terminate project six six six dash seven and proceed with project six six six dash twenty-three,” she said. “We're going for the sleeper agent market.” 

Flelixxa had just happened to walk nearby on her way to the breakroom when she heard Ms. Cultaire say those words. She didn't know what they meant, but she didn't like the sound of them. 



It wasn't hard to find a ship the size of a small moon. The Doctor flew the TARDIS over in hover mode. He and Donna saw Herakleophorbians grazing, eating plant life. They displayed nothing beyond animal intelligence. Any who had worn service uniforms had torn their way out of them and thrashed them like carcass skins. 

The Arboreticans did not want the ship and the surviving Herakleophorbians destroyed. Rather, they decided the best way to heal was to establish the Ark as a monument, and allow the beasts refuge in that area. The Arboreticans always embraced opportunities for growth, even from their own ashes. 

The TARDIS flew into the gaping maw of the Ark Ship's entrance ramp and coasted down the cavernous hallways. More of the giant beasts were inside wandering about, and few paid the TARDIS much attention. The Doctor and Donna explored more of the Ark Ship's interior until they found the boss's office, which was the size of a city block. Inside, they saw a massive brontosaurus with a necktie eating papers the size of parking lots like leaves off a bush. 

“Well, that's convenient,” said the Doctor bitterly. “The Nazal destroy the implants, and the beasts take care of the paper trail by eating it.” 

Donna said, “I wouldn't worry too much. Those look like TPS reports he's eating. Nobody cares about those.” 

Using tractor beams, the Doctor pulled loose leaves of paper that had scattered about and stacked them in separate piles. Donna helped organize the effort, drawing from her temp agency background. After hours of tedious clerical work, they managed to organize stacks of project reports and proposals. Apparently, the Nazal had found the most bureaucratic office drone on Earth to conduct their field operations. 

They found where the Herakleophorbians had been sent before, and that all those missions had been signed off by Korgoran Enterprises. Now, a different corporate entity by the name of Lilitu Limited was signing them. “Lilitu, that's the Akkadian version of Lilith,” said the Doctor. “Jewish mysticism ascribed her as the first wife of Adam before Eve. She left Eden to give birth to demons. Quite an appropriate homage, I'd say.” 

The tractor beam flipped over one last parking-lot document. “And here's the latest designation for the Ark Ship after they finish here: Daisapor. That's part of the Tor-Albedo system. A mining colony, if I recall. I wonder why they'd go there? Perhaps somebody there knows. Off we go then!” 



Thousands of years ago, Pyrroidia was originally a single country on a single planet. They worshiped one single religion known as The Pythonidae, which had edged out other religions, as its tenets promoted military discipline, power, and conquest. With The Pythonidea's help, Pyrroidia emerged as the planet's lone superpower throughout the years, and once world domination was established, named the planet after themselves. 

The Pythonidae believed in a rigid family structure, and categorized every individual as part of that planetary family. They did so by loosely defining a family unit as anyone who shared a habitat with others, even for temporary situations like rent and vacation. From then on, families were incorporated into the military structure, and clan patriarchs were considered the equivalents of high-ranking generals. 

Anyone who defied that line of reasoning were exiled, rather than executed. The Pythonidae came to realize that executing disbelievers turned them into martyrs, and families would blame the government for the death of their loved ones. By portraying the disbelievers as traitors, it would seem as though they were deserting their families when they were sentenced to exile, thus moving the blame from the government to the individual. 

When the Pyrroidians discovered space travel, they soon found a rock planet composed of vital minerals needed for industrial and military manufacturing. They called the rock world Daisapor and sent their exiles there to mine it. 

Daisapor had no atmosphere, no water, and hence no life. The Pythonidae constructed a massive space station to orbit the rock world, and the exiles lived aboard in what were effectively prison cells. They were flown down to the planet's mines and back, condemned to a tedious work life of swinging picks at rocks. However, they had managed to develop a culture all their own throughout the years, despite the oppressive guardianship of The Pythonidae. 

Eventually, Pyrroidia could no longer invest as much in space travel. The Empire was starting to weaken, as numerous rebellions and insurgencies chopped away at the foundations. Visits from the home world to Daisapor became fewer and fewer, and the Pythonidae stationed there faced years of wait before they could transfer home. It was only a matter of time until they formed bonds with the exiles and became part of their culture. 

Eventually, the Daisaporan exiles made a first contact with aliens. These aliens were not of one race, as they were actually part of a conglomerate of pirates, smugglers and privateers known as the Tor-Albedo. The Daisaporan exiles identified with these new species, as they came from similar origins as rejects of their home worlds. Soon, the Tor-Albedans made their own base of operations there, and unofficially annexed Daisapor as part of their conglomerate. 

Upon hearing news of this development, Pyrroidia assembled a battle fleet to attack the Tor-Albedans and take back Daisapor. However, the Tor-Albedans had perfected ways of escaping from these types of war declarations, and had a network of energy-draining mine fields set up by the time the Pyrroidian attack fleet arrived. The Pyrrodian ships found themselves without power, drifting paralyzed in space before they could reach their destination, and could only watch when tow ships dragged their hulks to Daisapor. The exiles then took over the battleships themselves, and thanks to stolen military technology kept the Pyrrodians at bay ever since. 

Daisapor has remained a thorn in the side of the Pyrroidian empire ever since, and their leaders would have liked nothing more than to see the place utterly annihilated. 

Years later, Prince Silurisk, heir to the emperor's throne, had seemingly defected to Tor-Albedo, and it struck a mighty blow to their world pride. He returned however, along with a Tor-Albedan bride, and Pyrroidia welcomed him back with mostly open arms. The Pythonidae however, started making noise that Tor-Albedo was now part of the Pyrrodian family structure, and would have to be properly ingratiated into their fold. That meant conquest again, which more and more Pyrroidians supported, to make up for that bloody nose when Silurisk defected in the first place. 

This conquest would be difficult, given the enemy's energy-draining mine fields. If only there was some other way to take Daisapor out of contention. An ark ship full of world-destroying creatures would have done the job nicely after it got towed back from the mine field, but that was no longer an option. 

Lucretia wanted so badly to get back at Pope Deucarios for stealing the project she wanted, so she instituted another plan to steal his thunder. 



Another explorer ship came into orbit around Daisapor, this time from the Liasici system. Zotic ran the ship's registry, performed the background checks to see if any aboard had criminal records, or if the ship itself showed up in any “Most Wanted” lists. Unlike most civilizations, Daisapor wasn't looking to capture or detain the ship or its passengers. If their criminal records showed promise, these would be the types of individuals Daisapor would be interested in recruiting. 

Zotic was an exile of Pyrroidia, but now considered Daisapor his home. His refusal to serve in The Pythonidae had gotten him ostracized from his family, and then exiled here. That was over 40 years ago, and since then, Daisapor became part of the Toe-Albedo conglomeration. He was one of the last exiles, and now that all the others had passed, he was the last surviving one. 

He had actually grown to prefer life on this space station orbiting the world of rock and metal below. He had escaped the rigid society of his home world, and could literally float free of his past. He managed to fit in better with alien blockade runners and other displaced rogues then he did with his own people. 

When Zotic first arrived, he essentially did handyman work around the station, doing repair work for pennies. Now, he ran his own security business, which took part in monitoring space travel to and from the station. His enterprise also included a department for handling Daisapor's defenses. Many of his employees were descended from Pythonidae, who like him, made Daisapor their home after Pyrroidia abandoned them. 

He knew the Liasician ship probably contained Foamosi, members of that world's chief criminal syndicate. He had heard that one of their lodges was looking to relocate, so that's probably why they're here. He'd be among the greeting party at the docks, letting the bugs sweat the grilling process every other visitor had to endure. He was also curious to see if any of them would be wearing human suits. He never could get over how they managed to fold their bodies inside them. 



Zotic's crew was currently giving the Liasician ship an inspection, so he invited their captain to have a drink with him. They went to a place called Abruzzo's, which Zotic knew had chairs that could accommodate Liasici bodies. It also had a spectacular view of Daisapor, if one considers the view of a strip-mined rock world spectacular. Zotic chose a table that would put the Liasici's eyes in the sunlight. 

“So, Lysezerzix,” said Zotic, “Welcome to Daisapor. Just thought I'd introduce myself to you, get to know you, tell you a little bit about this place, and make sure you don't commit any unintentional errors.” 

“That's acceptable,” said Lysezerzix via his voice synthesizer mask. He reached around with one of his arms and seemingly scratched his back. Zotic wondered how somebody with an exoskeleton for skin could itch. 

“First, let me tell you what we don't have. We don't have police. We have protection and cleanup. We don't look to prevent any illegal activity you may have planned. We don't look to prevent any illegal activity somebody may have planned against you, either.” Zotic's craggy face showed fairness, but no sympathy. You could expect the truth from him, but no favoritism. If anybody offered him bribes, he'd take the money but feel no obligation to do them any favors. 

“I can assure you, my crew and I are all honest businessmen,” said Lysezerzix. Another arm scratched behind his head. Zotic thought he looked nervous, but Liasici body language was probably different from humans. 

“So is everyone aboard this station,” said Zotic smiling. “So I take it you're here for business? Looking to set up a few casinos, maybe?” He didn't notice a tiny spider-like robot crawling from Lysezerzix's carapace under the table to his own leg. 

“Let's just say this is a pleasure cruise for us,” said Lysezerzix. 

“Good, because we've already got a lot of the type of business you've been known to operate. Gambling, prostitution, drug running, fencing... impressive record, by the way.” Zotic stood up, bent down, gripped the sides of the table, and looked Lysezerzix in the eyes. He didn't notice the tiny spider-like robot crawling up his back to the nape of his neck. “The West Lodge must be proud. They also probably know you're going to have to pay some hefty protection rackets before you even think about setting up your little ring toss booth. You really think it's worth it?” 

“Sometimes you gotta take that first step, see where it leads.” Lysezerzix wasn't scratching himself any more. Zotic felt a slight itch on the back of his head, but would not scratch it while having this conversation. 



Abruzzo's had a few stockrooms in the back, where they kept glasses, mugs, bar snacks, and other  supplies. One of these rooms now had a police calling box stored inside as well. The Doctor and Donna stepped out, and Donna sneezed. 

“All this dust in here, it's clogging me up,” said Donna. She took out a handkerchief and blew her nose. 

“You'll have to get used to it,” said the Doctor. “Miners bring their work home with them, so to speak.” 

They opened the door to a hallway. They saw more cartons, stacks of chairs, a desk topped with work-related clutter, a wall calendar, and a time clock with slot for time cards. A waitress was sitting at the desk, finishing a cigarette. 

Although attractive, she looked as tough and gritty as any miner. She had black hair that hung about her face like pointed dredlocks and coal black eyes. She asked, “What's this? Who are you?” with a steely voice. 

The Doctor held up his psychic paper wallet. “Dive inspectors,” he said. “Very good, you pass all the dive requirements for this year. Keep up the good work.” 

“I didn't see you come in,” she said. With one hand, she ground out her cigarette on a jar lid she used as an ashtray, then with the other hand, reached beside the desk for a heavy stick. 

“We didn't want to disturb you,” said Donna cheerfully. “Best to make the most of your break time and all.” 

“We'll just post your grade and be on our way, then,” said the Doctor. “Toodles.” He waved his fingers at the waitress and proceeded down the hallway. He then stopped in his tracks and Donna almost collided with him. “Oh silly me, how could I forget the cocktail nuts? Can't have a proper dive without good stale cocktail nuts, can we?” He hurried into another store room, pulling Donna with him. 

“What's the matter,” whispered Donna after they closed the door. “Our old friend Lysezerzix is out there, talking to some rough-looking character,” replied the Doctor. “I don't think he'd be too happy to see us. We'll lay low a bit till he leaves. In the meantime, look busy.” He started lifting box flaps, taking a quick peek inside, and ran his finger along a shelf to test for dust. His finger came back soot black. 

A few seconds later, the door opened. The craggy-looking man the Doctor saw with Lysezerzix earlier came in with the waitress and one of the bouncers behind him. “Dive inspectors, eh? Just so happens to be my job too, and I don't recall expanding my department. Why don't you two come to my office and refresh my memory?” 



Lysezerzix had the easy assignment, as it turned out. Zotic was the chief target. The rest of his goons were going to have to crawl all over this tub to find the other targets. Each bug had the target's ID code embedded in their tracking applications, but letting them loose too far from their destinations could endanger the mission. Somebody could always step on one. 

Still, it would be gratifying to see that cocky Pyrroidian get what's coming to him. 

Lysezerzix got a call from his number 2. The exchange of clicks and pops could be loosely translated as, “Hey boss, that Doctor guy and his moll are here.”  Well, how about that, thought Lysezerzix.  Maybe we could have some fun here before we have to leave. 

Ms. Cultaire's mobile chimed, indicating a text message.  Phase one done it read, from Bug00001. She erased the message and then retreated to her office, where she accessed an encrypted line to a secure address in the Pythonidae Division of Military Services. She finally had some good news for them. 



Zotic had met a lot of travelers during his time here, but few were as colorful and eccentric as this Doctor character. All the way out of Abruzzo's, and all the way down the Main Corridor, he kept prattling on about how a race of demons called the Nazal were planning on wiping this base out by shipping in giant creatures who thought they were landscapers. Not that there's much land here to scape mind you, but they can wreck this space station out of orbit nonetheless. During his paranoid ranting, the Doctor would occasionally get in arguments with his girlfriend, or notice some gadget or piece of junk and make asides about its history and how it once powered such-and-such empire. 

He would say hello to passersby, do some kind of magic trick, and prance around like a kid in a playground. 

The Doctor and Donna reminded Zotic of some of his fellow exiles from Pyrroidia. They had been displaced from their beloved homes and families, and cast out to this dark corner of the universe, where they had to rebuild their lives. Many were free thinkers, not beholden to The Pythoidae's strict rules and regimens, but lacking structure nonetheless. Some went mad, prattling about conspiracies and plots and imaginary enemies stalking their every step. 

Zotic didn't want to see these two share that fate, but there was little he could do. 

They reached a junction, and Zotic told the bouncers he would take it from here. “Tell you what I'll do for ya, Doc. You got talent. You can really spin a tale, and there's plenty of opportunity for  entertainment types like you. We're gonna head down to the Strand where you can cash in on your talent.” 

“But, we're not buskers, or anything like that,” said the woman. “We really do need to speak to someone in charge.” 

“In that case,” said Zotic, “Lemme take you to our leader.” 

The three made their way into a wide corridor lined with shops, bars, strip joints, and eating places. Dust was less prevalent here, and the area resembled a busy city block. Hawkers shouted their wares, and electric hover bikes sped through throngs of pedestrians. The corridor came to an intersection, and a fountain stood at the center, flanked by platforms. A few street musicians were performing on one of the platforms, collecting tips in their instrument cases. 

Another platform sported a makeshift throne, assembled from old bar furniture. A short man, wearing a tattered ceremonial guard coat with epaulets and a stove pipe hat (made from actual stove pipes) stood in front of the throne. 

He was currently tapping a bowing tourist on the shoulders with his cane. When he finished, he smiled and posed with the tourist as another took their picture. 

Zotic approached the man, then bowed before him. “Your majesty, I beg an audience,” he said. 

“Ah, good Zotic. Please rise, old friend. What brings you to my throne?” The short man was bald and pudgy, but had bright captivating eyes and a flashy smile. Despite being dressed in rags, he carried himself with confidence and dignity. He adjusted his stovepipe hat and performed a quick brush-up on his sleeves. 

“You have visitors, your majesty. They have come to seek your vision and guidance.” 

The short man grabbed the Doctor's hand and shook it with gusto. “Pleased to meet you,” he said proudly. “I am Justin bin Waran, by the Grace of God, Emperor of Daisapor and Tor-Albeto, Defender of the Faith, Lord of Pyrroidia and of the Church of Pythonidae Supreme Head. Who do I have the honor of meeting?” 

The Doctor beamed. He bowed before Emperor Justin and said, “I am the Doctor, your majesty. It is such a great honor to meet you.” He nudged Donna. She looked at him crossly, then performed an awkward curtsy. 

Emperor Justin then took Donna's hand gently. “And who are you, my lovely young lady? You are certainly a fetching lass, surely a princess from an exotic land.” He bent over and kissed her hand. 

Donna hesitated. The Doctor stood behind Emperor Justin, wildly pointing at him and smiling. “Uh, Noble, sir,” she said. “Donna Noble.” She jerked her hand back before Justin could swallow it. 

“The Doc and the Lady Noble have news, your majesty,” said Zotic. “I'll just leave you to discuss it amongst yourselves.” He quickly departed. 

“You have news, good sir?” asked Emperor Justin. “I always strive to keep myself abreast of affairs, both foreign and domestic.” 

“He just fobbed us off on some whack job,” whispered Donna. “Let's ditch him.” 

“Oh no, certainly not,” whispered the Doctor. “He may be delusional, but sometimes madmen such as he see things others cannot. Besides, when's the last time you actually had a chat with an emperor? 

“Indeed, the news is most dire, your majesty,” said the Doctor. “A sinister alien race known as the Nazal walk among us, secretly plotting to bring about major disaster, political upheaval, then the End of Days, and other nastiness in general. We managed to foil one of their dastardly plots, but we have reason to believe they contrived another to bring about doom to your majesty's empire!” 

“Oh yes,” replied the emperor. “I've heard of these Nazal, but they go by many names, and target a diverse array of individuals and causes. I've heard many a fanciful tale of their exploits, some of which I've spread myself.” 

“You've spread stories of them yourself?” asked Donna. 

“Of course, my dear. I am sworn to protect the good citizens of my empire, and they must constantly be made aware of hidden enemies lurking in the shadows. It breaks my heart to see the wreckage and needless slaughter that could have been prevented. Now you say you stopped these villains before? Please tell me the details over dinner. I have a standing invitation to sample from a good citizen's squorb stand down the planetside corridor.” 

“More like he's raiding their rubbish bin,” whispered Donna to the Doctor. “Squorb sounds disgusting enough. Squorb leftovers must be positively vile.” 

One of the West Lodge goons wearing a human suit saw the three milling about and called his boss. After receiving instructions, he followed them at a discreet distance. 



Zotic made his way back to the command center. He shared his experience with the Doctor character with some colleagues and had a few laughs. He then went on his rounds, inspecting readouts and checking for discrepancies. 

Everything checked OK until he got to the defense grid. At first, readings were normal, then he felt a momentary headache, rubbed his eyes and checked the figures again. It showed that some of the depth charges they had prepped for laying the energy draining mine fields were leaking radiation. How could that be? Their levels had never been this high before, and the latest equipment inspections revealed nothing out of the ordinary. 

He got on the comm and started calling up other security administrators. This was either a glitch or somebody's horrible idea of a joke. 



In a side alley, Emperor Justin had made a small fire in a sterno can, and currently held a tentacle pierced with a stick over the flames. “The trick to properly cooking squorb is to have it embrace the cook fire, not recoil from it. 

They are partners, not enemies. When properly interacted, both entities are better for the experience. The squorb reaches a state of comfort and contentment, and releases chemistry that suits its mood. The diner samples the exquisite semiliquid ecstasy, and the flames smell better from the drippings.” 

He took a bite from the tentacle. “Aaaah, perfection. Please, try a bite.” He passed the stick over to the Doctor. 

“No thank you, your majesty,” said the Doctor. “As I was saying, they were overriding the brains of the Herakleophorbians with these implants, giving them the identities of ordinary human workers, who thought they were performing some menial task by rote. In actuality, they were destroying the habitats of smaller species they thought were mere insects.” 

“How did they install these infernal devices?” 

“Through brain surgery. I saw first hand how they did it, and it wasn't pleasant. They integrate the cognitive nerve endings of the brain with microfilaments. It can be a total immersion to override the original personality with a new one, or it can be a one-time use module that forces the victim to perform one task. The complexity of the implant depends on the level of the task.” 

“Then, it would stand to reason that these operations can be performed remotely, if the unwilling victims are given but one instruction. Perhaps the implant itself is programmed to be self-injecting, even capable of movement. 

Throughout the centuries, my predecessors often employed food tasters to check not only for poisons, but for such dark hexeria as these implants as well.” Emperor Julian finished his squorb, then squeegeed the greasy dribble off his chin with his finger and sucked that down as well. Donna tried to ignore it. 

Other transients were entering the alleyway while the Doctor and Emperor Justin conversed. They looked mostly human, but Donna thought she heard soft clicks and pops in their direction. 



An elite division of Pythonidae warrior priests known as the Wrath had been summoned together for a battle fleet. They were Strike Fighter specialists, designated to deliver guided missile fire quickly and with deadly accuracy. The Pythonidae has lost a few to the Daisapor energy-sapping fields, but this time they had reason to believe this would no longer be a factor. They lurked outside of Daisapor sensor range, ready to strike when the command was given. 



Zotic assembled his staff into the command center. Most them felt tense, as if some nagging problem were putting them on edge. Zotic showed them the readings, that the radiation levels of the mines ready for deployment were reaching critical levels. The defense grid would have to be disabled, and all the launchers would have to be decontaminated, which could take weeks. 

One of his team members, Selina Keritov, said “What are you talking about? The readings look fine to me.” Zotic and the others screamed “Are you blind? Everything's in the red zone and the warning lights are blinking like it's Saturnalia!” She still insisted nothing was wrong. They thought her delusional, possibly given in to space madness, and locked her up. 



“There are certainly subjects of my realm that are overzealous and listen not to my commands,” said Emperor Justin. “The Pythonidae of Pyrroidia, for example. Their hearts belong to warfare, and they consider measures of peaceful intent as disingenuous. I have ordered their disbanding, but they carry on with their intentions illegally. They have long held Daisapor in their sights and lust for its demise, for it seduced Prince Silurisk with its charms and exposed an embarrassing crack in their armor.” 

Before the Doctor could say anything, they heard a buzzing voice from the head of the alleyway. “Well, well, well, what do we have here,” gloated Lysezerzix. “It's the aphids who left us adrift in deep space to die. We'd like to have a word with youse.” 

Emperor Justin stood up, straightened his stovepipe hat, and brandished his cane like a fencing foil. “Stand back, sir,” he proclaimed. “These good people are under my protection and I shall see no harm become them. Leave now and spare yourselves my wrath!” 

Donna started to pull the Doctor down the alleyway to let Justin fend for himself, then saw the transients behind them peeling away their skin. Mandibles, multi-faceted eyeballs and chitinous wings slipped out of what she had previously thought were human bodies. She screamed. 

Before the Doctor could do anything, Emperor Justin did a handspring between he and Donna, and landed square on his feet, extending his cane towards the Foamosi behind them. “Ah hah,” he shouted triumphantly. “Trying to sneak on us from behind, eh? Have at you, ruffians!” He jumped forward and knocked a gun out of one of the Foamosi's hands with his cane, then swung around and hit another Foamosi in the knee joint, causing him to collapse. 

The Doctor noticed Lysezerzix pointing a gun towards Justin, so he jumped and grabbed the mob boss's hand as the gun fired. The blast missed Justin and exploded a part of the alleyway wall. Lysezerzix belted the Doctor across the jaw with a haymaker, knocking him down. He started to train the gun on the Doctor, when Donna shouted his name and threw him a lead pipe. 

The Doctor caught it, and spun it like a majorette's baton, deflecting Lysezerzix's shot. He then spun the lead pipe again and caught Lysezerzix in the aedeagus*. He leaped over to where Justin was fighting and held off the Foamosi who were trying to flank him. 

Donna recovered the weapon Justin knocked out of the first Foamosi's hands, and tried shooting it. The firearm however, was made for Liasician physiology, so she had no idea which part of it was the trigger. She settled for using it as a club, and tried to bash one of the Foamosi with it. The blow bounced off his exoskeleton however, and he turned towards Donna, ready to shoot. 

The Doctor and Emperor Justin were now fighting back-to-back, fending off attackers from all around them. “It appears we are outnumbered, my friend,” said Justin. “In these types of situations, I recommend the Tarantella. 

Agreed?” The Doctor replied, “Agreed,” even though he had no idea what it meant. Justin said, “On the count of three, one, two three!” 

Both combatants hooked arms, and the Doctor bent down. Justin did a flip over his back and kicked a Foamosi goon square in the thorax, knocking him down. Justin then landed in a crouching position, pulling the Doctor over his back and giving him the momentum for his own kick. He knocked down another Foamosi, sending him sprawling. They repeated this pattern until one Foamosi was left standing, the one about to shoot Donna. The Doctor kicked him square in the back, sending him straight at Donna. She dodged with a squeal, and the Foamosi crashed into the wall behind her. 

As he landed on the ground, little spiders crawled out of his carapace and started to scurry away. The Doctor got out his sonic screwdriver and pointed it at one of them. The spider's mobility fuse exploded as the screwdriver 



*  Remember, it's Foamosi for bollocks. 

screeched, then it flopped on its back. The Doctor scooped up the spider, then saw Justin motioning. “This way,” the Emperor implored, and the Doctor and Donna followed as the Foamosi were starting to get back up. 

Justin led them to a steam grate, pulled the screen aside, and they crept in. The Foamosi caught up with them and started firing their guns, filling the alleyway with bullets, but it was all sound and fury, signifying nothing. 



Zotic and his crew had changed into HAZMAT suits and loaded a vat of Abstergent Gel onto a tractor. They marched from the depot into the space station's main corridor. They marched in perfect precision, all holding spray guns across their torsos at the exact same diagonal. The masks on their orange protection suits sported black visors, further adding to their robotic appearance. The tractor followed behind at the exact same interval the whole time. They paid no heed to anybody in their way, and the tractor indifferently rolled over whatever didn't yield to them. 

Zotic's unit marched to a launch bay, and Zotic keyed in an override code on the door panel. They entered the bay, attracting the attention of the pilots, mechanics, and service personnel currently at work. The orange-clad procession marched in perfect unison to the master control console. Zotic stepped forward, and punched buttons and threw switches until the entire hangar powered down and went dark. 

The pilots and service personnel erupted in shouting, demanding to know what was going on. Zotic and his crew then started spraying the entire hanger with Abstergent Gel, knocking several people over with the force of the spray. 

Some of the mechanics tried to fight back, but got pummeled with jet streams of gel and found themselves unable to move as the gel started to solidify. 



The Doctor, Donna, and Emperor Justin had found an unused basin to recuperate. Donna and Justin talked as the Doctor examined the spider he scooped up earlier with his sonic screwdriver. 

“Your majesty, your sword, er, canefighting was simply amazing,” said Donna. She had warmed up to Justin considerably after the fracas with the Foamosi. “You looked so dashing, doing all those ripostes, parries, and all. Where did you learn how to fight like that?” 

“My dear Lady Noble, I simply have a strong, overwhelming zeal to protect my beloved subjects from oppression and harm,” said Emperor Justin. “It manifests itself when needed. Otherwise, this cane is merely a means to sturdy my walk. I believe the Doctor shares a similar characteristic. Oh, you did good by latching on to him, my dear. I've a feeling it will take some time for him to settle down, however.” He patted her knee reassuringly. 

“Oh, we're not... It's not like that,” she stammered, but was spared further awkwardness when the Doctor finished his work and announced his findings. 

“It's an implant, all right.” He held the spider in the palm of his hand. “And as you predicted, your majesty, it's capable of locating its quarry and burrowing though the back of the head to integrate itself into the cerebral cortex. It targets only one specific individual , and only has one set of commands to convey to its host.” 

“Sounds rather ghastly. Who was its intended target?” asked Justin. 

“A Selina Keritov,” replied the Doctor. 

“Ah, a splendid young lass. Works for Zotic, as I recall.” 

“What does Zotic do,” asked Donna. “Not a dive inspector, I suspect.” 

“Why, Zotic built the defense grid that keeps our space station safe,” said Justin. “He is quite the innovative chap. His mines drain fuel pods from enemy ships that seek our demise. Our lads then recover these ships without firing a shot, and we get a bigger armada in return.” He laughed a naughty chuckle. 

“That's it!” shouted the Doctor. “The Nazal must be targeting Zotic and his employees, and the implants will command them to shut down the defensive grid from within!” 

“Then we must stop these rapacious scoundrels,” said Emperor Justin, standing up. 

“Wait, your majesty,” said the Doctor, placing his hands on Justin's shoulders. He had a sad look on his face. “There's more.” 

Emperor Justin sat back down. “What is it my friend?” 

“You have an implant as well. My scanner detected it.” 

Donna gasped. Justin said nothing. 

“Your majesty, do you remember your life before you became Emperor?” 

Justin still said nothing. 

“Did you live somewhere else before coming to Daisapor? Did you have a career? A family? Do you remember anything?” 

Justin remained silent. Donna felt her throat beginning to ache, and her eyes started to moisten. 

“I suspect you had another life before you came here. At some point, you may have fallen on hard times. You may have been approached by someone, who said they could pay you for participating in a medical study. You complied, thinking you were earning easy money. They knocked you out and operated on your brain, ridding you of your memories. They may have experimented on you, implanting you with different occupations and skill sets, such as your fighting ability. Perhaps they combined these personality templates, flooding your mind with more feelings, impulses and knowledge your brain was not equipped to handle. You may have lost touch with reality. 

“Worst of all, they may have intended you for some hidden, dire purpose which will override you and force you to perform some deadly task.” 

Justin swallowed. “And if you take me with you, I could betray you,” he said quietly. 

“I could attempt to neutralize the implant,” said the Doctor, “but this one is integrated so deep in your neural system, you would probably die without it. If you don't die, there's also the strong possibility that your body would lose the use of your brain and retreat to a vegetative state.” 

Justin and the others said nothing for several minutes. “Doctor, milady,” said Justin, “whatever you have told me may be true. But this I know to be the truth: I am Justin bin Waran, by the Grace of God, Emperor of Daisapor and Tor-Albeto, Defender of the Faith, Lord of Pyrroidia and of the Church of Pythonidae Supreme Head. I will serve my people to the last of my dying breath. If at any point, you see that I act in opposition to this goal, you must take whatever steps you deem necessary to stop me. Make sure that I go out in service to the Empire, and not as a traitor to it.” 



Zotic and his crew entered another launch bay with the gel vat tractor following at the same exact interval previously used. Again, they proceeded to the main controls and shut off power. Again, the pilots and service personnel could make no sense of their actions, and those that tried to stop them found themselves immobilized in hardening gel. 

By this time, the station's warning lights and sirens were going off, and residents and visitors alike crowded the ports, trying to get back to their ships to escape. One ship already had, piloted by  Lysezerzix and his crew. The Foamosi boss sent another message out on his dedicated line. 

Ms. Cultaire received the message from Bug00001:  Phase two done. She relayed notifications to the Pythonidae Strike Force, then went back to her other project. A sleeper agent on Daisapor had built-in corneal and aural receptors, enabling her to watch the action from her office monitor. She saw that the agent could also relay voice as well. She smiled, waiting for an appropriate time to deliver a good villainous gloat. 

The Pythonidae Wrath command got the notification it was waiting for. The battle fleet took off for Daisapor, ready to bomb the place to hell. 

When  Lysezerzix'a ship left orbit, he told the pilot, “Let;s hang around a bit. I want to see this.” 



Emperor Justin led the Doctor and Donna to Zotic's command suite. Even though panicked crowds made pedestrian traffic difficult, Justin navigated them though catwalks and service tunnels to avoid the frantic mess. 

They entered the suite, but found no one inside. The warning lights and sirens were still active. The Doctor examined data and readouts on the monitors and commented, “This is odd. Everything looks normal. Why is the station on Red Alert?” 

They heard pounding and yelling from down the hall. They ran to one of the adjoining suite rooms and found the door locked. The Doctor's sonic screwdriver screeched as it undid the lock. A woman in a one-piece service uniform came out. “Selina,” said Emperor Justin, taking her gently by the hand. “Are you all right, my dear? What has happened here” 

“Zotic and the others... they've gone mad! They thought the energy sappers were leaking radiation, and Zotic said we needed to power them down and decontaminate the area. I told them I saw no evidence of leakage, but they refused to believe me! They acted like robots or something. They grabbed me and threw me in here. They acted so strangely...” 

“The implants have gained control of their minds,” said the Doctor. “Are these energy sappers part of that defense grid you were talking about, your majesty?” 

“Oh gods, no!” said Selina. She rushed into the security command quarters and pointed at a radar screen. “We've got bogies coming! Without the energy sappers, we'll be fragged to oblivion!” 

“Can they be reactivated?” said the Doctor. 

Selina furiously tried to type commands into a keyboard. “The controls have been locked! If Zotic's decontaminating the launch bays, they'll be encased in Abstergent Gel by now. Even if I could unlock the controls, the mine layers will be covered with Gel, and by the time we clean them up and deploy them, the bogies will be here!” 

“What can we possibly do?” said Donna. 

“I can deploy them. With the TARDIS! Your majesty, what's the quickest way to Abruzzo's?” 

The Doctor, Donna and Emperor Justin ran down several more catwalks and fire escapes before reaching Abruzzo's. They made their way to the back storage room and entered. The Doctor tried to run over to the TARDIS, but felt something grab hold of his ankle. He lost footing and fell. Justin had tripped him with his cane handle. 

Justin simply said “Oops,” and swung the cane around to smack Donna on the side of her head. She collapsed into a pallet of cocktail nuts. Justin then swung the cane back and bashed the Doctor on his forehead as he tried to stand back up. The Doctor fell on his back, and Justin then pressed the tip of his cane on the Doctor's throat. 

“So this is the famous TARDIS,” said Justin, his voice lacking the compassion it formerly had. “Pity. I would liked to have seen it in operation, but I'm afraid it's about to be atomized.” 

“Lilitu Limited, I presume?” gasped the Doctor. 

“Oh, very good, Doctor. I suppose I have you to thank for my takeover of Korgoran Enterprises. My, it looks like my predecessor left quite an extensive sleeper network to play with. This particular model was one of the first, but proved to be largely unstable and fell out of use. It still has some features worth juggling around. I came up with the idea of mobile one-use implants myself, by the way. Cheaper to produce, and much easier to install. I'd say the field test went rather well, wouldn't you?” Justin purred like a cat playing with a mouse, waiting for any excuse to strike again. 

“Your majesty, fight this!” implored the Doctor. “I know you're in there somewhere! Fight this!” 

Justin leaned on the cane, pushing the tip into the Doctor's throat. The Doctor choked, and tried to remove the cane, but still felt dazed from the attack. The cane would not budge. “'Your majesty?'” said Justin. “Isn't that novel? 

Korgoran must have had plans to subvert some backwater monarch. That would have been amusing. Imagine, one day, king so-and-so appears before his court, ready to issue his proclamations, prepared to spout whatever whims and petty notions that strike his fancy, but instead says, 'I am Justin bin Waran, by the Grace of God, Emperor of Daisapor and Tor-Albeto, Defender of the Faith, Lord of Pyrroidia and of the Church of Pythonidae Supreme Head. I am Justin bin Waran, by the Grace of God, Emperor of Daisapor and Tor-Albeto, Defender of the Faith, Lord of Pyrroidia and of the Church of Pythonidae Supreme Head.'” Justin stiffened. He still had his cane pressed against the Doctor's throat, but he relinquished enough pressure so the Doctor could slip out. 

“That's it, your majesty! Keep at it!” The Doctor stood back up, but Justin took another swing at him, muttering “Oh no you don't, you old sot!” This time, the Doctor easily dodged the attack. 

“Who are you, your majesty? Tell us who you are!” 

Justin attacked again, but his lunge was clumsy and easily avoided. “I am Justin bin Waran/Stop that!/, by the Grace of /I said stop it!/God, Emperor of Dais/This is impossible!/apor and Tor-Alb/you have no/eto, Defender of /neural paths/the Faith, Lord of Pyr/left/roidia and of the /initiating/Church /self/of Pythonidae Supreme Head/destruct/.” 

“No!” shouted the Doctor. 

The back of Justin's head exploded. Gore and cranial debris splattered on the wall behind him. He then collapsed face first on the floor. 

The Doctor flipped his body over, and saw streamlets of blood flowing down Justin's nostrils and mouth. His eyes were glassy, staring into the void. 

“Emperor! Your majesty!” The Doctor tried to administer what aid he could, but saw that his efforts would be in vain. 

Justin coughed slightly, then croaked out his final words with the last of his strength. “I fought... till my last breath... for the Empire... tell my people...” He then lay perfectly still. 



Zotic's crew had entered the last launch bay. They powered down the facility, then started spraying the Absergent Gel in a uniform path around the hangar. By the time they got to the mine layer, a blue police call box materialized on top of it. The Doctor emerged, carrying a large hook and cable. “Oh, hope you don't mind,” he said cheerfully. “I need to borrow this.” 

He then did a sweep with his sonic screwdriver and disrupted the crew's implants. Having studied the implant's logistics earlier, he targeted only the neural inducers, rendering each implant inoperable. Zotic and his crew dropped the spray guns and removed their HAZMAT helmets stumbling about and muttering “What the hell?” and similar ponderings. 

The Doctor clamped the hook on the mine layer, said “I'd go to the medic's if I were you. Tell them you need those karbunkles on the back of your heads removed. Cheerio.” He then closed the TARDIS door, and both the TARDIS 

and the mine layer dematerialized. 



The Pythonidae Wrath ships saw the Daisapor space station grow from a black speck by a white spot to an actual structure orbiting a planet. The commander gave the order to close. Helmsmen reported ships departing, but one blip stood against their fleet, too small to be a spacecraft. The blip however, was emitting pulses, shooting out faint energy traces in all directions. The pulses became threads. The threads became streams. The streams became energy-sucking web strands. The Strike Force's fuel pods became empty. The Pythonidae battle fleet became still. 

Lysezerzix and his goons watched this from their ship, saw the Pythonidae battle fleet slow down to a crawl, and decided they saw enough and needed to leave. They saw energy strands sticking to their ship, and their fuel pod meters descend to E. 

“Aedeagus*! He drained us again,” groaned Lysezerzix. 



Abruzzo's was packed that evening. Not only were the participants celebrating their victory over the Pythonidae, and the capture of their Wrath ships thereof, but they were also paying tribute to one of Daisapor's most beloved citizens. 

Emperor Justin's face, complete with stovepipe hat, floated in midair from holographic projectors. Citizens were taking turns telling stories of the man who held court in the space station's main district. Some vendors showed currency they allowed him to pay for their goods, made by his own hand and bearing a flowery promise that this note was good for all debts, both public and private. Some told of his amazing cane-wielding prowess, rescuing them 



*  You should know this by now. 

from would-be muggers and other ne'er-do-wells. Others joked about his outrageous decrees as Emperor, such as commanding the arrest of Pyrroidian Emperor Skilurid, on the grounds that he stole his architecture. 

The Doctor orated his account of Justin defending he and Donna against Foamosi goons. He went into scintillating detail about Justin's Tarantella dance, He didn't mention his or Donna's participation, nor did he say anything about Justin attacking him later. At the end of the wake, everybody made a grand toast to Justin bin Waran, by the Grace of God, Emperor of Daisapor and Tor-Albeto, Defender of the Faith, Lord of Pyrroidia and of the Church of Pythonidae Supreme Head. 

After the wake, the Doctor and Donna met up with Zotic in the storage room where they had parked the TARDIS. The Doctor took out the dead spider implant he examined earlier and showed it to Zotic. 

“These were self-mobile one-use implants. Each one had your name coded, as well as the members of your crew. I suspect the Foamosi had been instructed to release these spiders in your vicinity. Once they burrowed themselves into your heads, they lay dormant until a command was issued. From then on, the only thing on your minds was reacting to the illusion that your energy sappers were leaking radiation.” 

“Who is responsible for this,” asked Zotic. “Have they done this to any more of my people?” 

“A corporation on Liasici known as Korgoran Enterprises,” said the Doctor. “But I suspect they have terminated their operations by now, and their offices are empty. As for who else received implants, the man we just honored had one as well, of a more permanent nature.” 

“Oh, gods,” said Zotic. “Emperor Justin? This Korgoran Enterprises dug into his brain as well? No wonder he went mad.” 

“I think he was sane the whole time, actually. He somehow managed to control the implants to some degree, even though they had replaced his nervous system with the implant filaments. He learned from the experiments forced upon him, and developed a new personality from all his ordeals. Someone controlled his mind at the end, but Justin wrested it back from them by repeating his title like a mantra. He triumphed with the strength of his spirit.” 

“Doctor, there are others like Justin,” said Zotic. “I had thought them invalid, having abandoned their reason and sanity when all hope was lost. How can I tell if they have been implanted? I don't want them to suffer any more pain and misfortune from this hideous cabal.” 

“What is that on your right side, attached to your belt?” asked the Doctor. 

“This?” said Zotic, removing a pouch. “Night-vision goggles. Why?” 

“Let me see them.” He put his sonic screwdriver tip on the back side of the goggles, screeched some new programming into its CPU chip, then handed them back to Zotic. “There. Now the goggles are configured to suss out organic technology. You can also replicate the chip for X-Ray scanners, that sort of thing. Oh, you'll also be able to detect endo- and ectoplasmic traces as well. Never know when some nasty ghost will be messing about, haunting some poor sot's antique endtable. Do we?” 

The Doctor and Donna said their goodbyes, then stepped into the TARDIS. It cranked its old machine squeal and faded away. 

Implants. Time travelers. Ghosts. It seems like this remote little rock world is attracting the attention of the rest of the universe, with all its wonders and mysteries. Zotic couldn't rely on beneficial souls like the Doctor and Donna Noble to come to Daisapor's rescue in times of trouble. He would have to look for new ways to protect the place he called home. 

No problem, he'd done it before. 



Doctor Thakrar felt like he was on shaky ground with his new boss from the first time they met. She had asked him about every log and every data entry he had in his records with accusation and scorn. She had him spend every waking moment to develop the spiders. Then, she found past implant projects that were abandoned when new technology was developed, and wanted them reactivated. 

He was testing various alloy filaments when Ms. Cultaire entered his lab. He turned to look, and dropped his tools on the floor with a clatter. Her hands, normally sporting impeccably manicured fingernails, were curled into hook-like talons. Dagger-like feathers sprouted from her suit jacket. Her neck and chest were covered with symmetrical wounds, as if she had been ritually scarred. Instead of being tied back in a bun, her hair stood on end like ruffled feathers. The necklace she wore resembled a string of ring fingers, some of which still had rings. Her eyes stared at him like she was an owl ready to scoop a field mouse into her jaws. 

“Terminate project six six six dash twenty-three,” she said with a gutteral growl. “Activate project six six six dash eight eight eight.” 



On board the TARDIS, the Doctor applied liniment to the welt on the side of Donna's head where Justin had hit her earlier. “Ow! Don't press so hard,” she grumbled. “You call yourself a doctor?” 

“Oh, don't be such a grouse,” he cajoled. “We're on our way back to the Lion's den, so a knock on the noggin will seem like nothing in comparison.” 

“How do you propose we get in?” said Donna. “Masquerading as a death cult didn't work, neither did dressing up like couriers.” 

“The direct approach, this time,” he replied. “I tend to meet the evil overlord much sooner that way. And this time, I plan to do a little pest control.” He brought out his sonic screwdriver, made it screech like a predator bird closing in on its prey, and smiled like a maniac. 



“Good morning, Lilitu Limited. One moment please. Good morning, Lilitu Limited. One moment please.” 

Flelixxa sat at her station, taking calls with a monotonous tone of voice and transferring them. She hardly moved, flinched, coughed, or even blinked.  She had swallowed enough tranquilizers to dull the stress that stretched her nerves to their limits. He once diaphanous wings no longer had any luster, and her multifaceted eyeballs reflected only dullness. Her hairs were no longer bristly. They lay flat against her body like stale noodles. Still, she maintained her professionalism. She was determined not to let volatile working conditions affect her composure. 

Someone entered the receptionist area. A mechanical screech disturbed the laconic silence, and all the electrical devices in the lobby shorted out and exploded. Flelixxa didn't react. She merely said, “Good morning, welcome to Lilitu Limited. Do you have an appointment?” 

“I would love to have a sitdown with your CEO,” said a cheery voice. “Where might I find him or her?” 

“Ms. Cultaire is on the 6th floor, room six hundred three score and six. Who shall I say is calling?” 

“The Doctor, and Donna Noble.” 

“I can't seem to reach her sir,” said Flelixxa dispassionately as she encountered dead air. “Would you care to wait here while I track her down?” 

“Oh no, sit, sit, we'll look for her. Oh by the way, your sprinkler system is currently inoperable. Careful not to start any fires, eh?” The Doctor and Donna proceeded to the elevators. 

“Yes,” said Flelixxa without emotion. “Fire would be bad.” 

The Doctor and Donna rode the elevator to the sixth floor without incident. As he stepped out, the Doctor did a sweep with his sonic screwdriver, and several sensors and triggers exploded. He activated the sliding doors connected to the halls, closing some rooms off to prevent pursuit. He and Donna then walked down the hall to Ms. Cultaire's office, operated the sonic screwdriver, and destroyed any locks and booby traps on the door. 

They entered a large room, acoutered like a rock garden, with fountains and water streams flowing peacefully over slat, round stones. Multicolored blooms topped alien plants sprouting from the garden. In the midst of it all stood a marble desk. The desk's occupant sat in a black leather office chair, but faced the back of the room. The Doctor did another sonic sweep, and sparks erupted from spots in the ceiling and floor. 

“Ms. Cultaire, I presume?” said the Doctor. 

The chair swiveled around. Donna gasped. Sitting it in was not a woman, but instead a short man in a tattered ceremonial military uniform, frayed epaulets, and a stove pipe hat made from real stove pipes. He held a cane in his hands. “What can I do for you, Doctor?” said the Emperor Justin double. 

“Oh, that's just downright rude,” said the Doctor. “Don't be modest. Let's see your real self.” 

“But this one's an emperor,” said the Justin double, adjusting his hat with his cane. “Who wouldn't want to be an emperor?” 

“Very well,” said the Doctor. “I'll make this simple. I intend to bring down your entire operation and stop your malicious plans to destroy worlds. You, however, can spare yourself the onslaught. You can tell me everything you and your fellow Nazal are plotting, all your schemes, all your infernal machinations, and I will see that you get a fair trial and proper imprisonment. Otherwise, I will drag you screaming back into the rift that spawned you and cast you into the void, where you will float as a dead husk, devoid of all thought and activity for all eternity.” 

“I'm afraid such a confession would take years,” said the Justin double. “We've greenlighted so many developments, it's hard to keep track.” 

“Why do you do this?” said Donna. “Why do you intentionally create so much havoc?” 

“Why do you paint, sing, recite poetry, dance,” said the Justin double. “It's a form of self-expression, a living tapestry. Why simply paint a tempest, or a storm, when using living components is so much more exciting? Oh, we don't target specific individuals. That's so petty. We prefer performance art. It's a challenge to sculpt a truly organic piece, one that changes and evolves, stretching across worlds.” The Justin double removed his stovepipe hat and extended his arm upwards. He then let the hat roll down his arm, across his shoulders, and down his other arm, then flicked it in the air and caught it with the tip of his cane. 

“All right, enough of this,” said the Doctor strongly. “I've a stasis field just waiting for you.” 

“Oh very well then,” said the Justin double, sitting back down. “For starters, we've developed a new spider project. I'm sure you're acquainted with the Arboretican  Alcanivorax spiders that subsist on oil? Your faces look positively radiant from the treatment, by the way.” 

Donna touched her cheek, momentarily taken aback that this hideous creature knew about it. 

“We also have a genetics division developing new species of the  Alcanivorax. Their excretia now produce strands of unbreakable fiber, much like the ones forming around your bodies as we speak.” 

The Doctor and Donna both looked down. Their bodies were slowly being covered with tiny spiders spinning webs around them. They hadn't felt a thing. They tried to run, but they couldn't move their legs. The Doctor tried his sonic screwdriver, but to no avail. 

“These models have no mechanical parts for you to disrupt, by the way,” said the Justin double with a purr. “Now, how about we change the subject. Instead of me telling you about my playthings, why don't you tell me about yours?” 

By that time however, the webs had reached his mouth, and he was unable to speak. 



Back in Dr. Thakrar's lab, the Doctor lay on the same operating table as he did earlier. This time, his body was completely encased in a cocoon prison. He could see and hear everything around him, but he was effectively paralyzed, unable to move or talk. 

Ms. Cultaire assembled Dr. Thakrar and his team in an adjoining conference room. She was back in her corporate VIP guise, but Dr. Thakrar would never forget what she truly looked like. 

“We have a valuable resource at our disposal,” said Ms. Cultaire. “But also a highly dangerous one. We will not be subjecting any part of his body to probes, scanners, analyzers, or anything of an electronic or transmitting nature. 

We shall instead, get the information we need straight from the horse's mouth. 

“We shall be administering the subject with psychotropic microrgs*,” she continued. “We shall construct scenarios that will make him more conducive to talking, and from there we shall direct his thinking to how his machines operate. This TARDIS would be a highly effective contribution to our knowledge base.” 

“What of the other subject,” said Dr. Thakrar. 

“We shall keep her alive, for now,” said Ms. Cultaire. She had instructed Dr. Thakrar and his team never to refer to the Doctor and Donna by their names, or even by their species or gender. They were only to be referred to as the 

“subjects.” “She may be of some use should the subject prove resistant to the psychotropics. 

“Now, remember, the subject is not to be attached to any medical, electronic, or computer device for any reason. We don't want him pulling his 'ghost in the machine' act on us again. He erased much of our work, including his own brain scans, if you recall. After you administer the psychotropics, you will destroy any syringes or subcutaneous devices you used immediately. Failure to do so will result in your termination.” She bent forward, placed her hands flat on the conference table, and gave them all a basilisk stare. “And I don't mean just your jobs.” 



The Doctor, Donna and Emperor Justin ran down several more catwalks and fire escapes before reaching Abruzzo's. They made their way to the back storage room and entered. The Doctor tried to run over to the TARDIS, but felt something grab hold of his ankle. He lost footing and fell. Justin had tripped him with his cane handle. 

Justin simply said “Oops,” and swung the cane around to smack Donna on the side of her head. She collapsed into a pallet of cocktail nuts. Justin then swung the cane back and bashed the Doctor on his forehead as he tried to stand back up. The Doctor fell on his back, and Justin then pressed the tip of his cane on the Doctor's throat. 

“So this is the famous TARDIS,” said Justin, his voice lacking the compassion it formerly had. “Pity. I would liked to have seen it in operation, but I'm afraid it's about to be atomized.” 

“Lilitu Limited, I presume?” gasped the Doctor. 

Justin spun his cane and smashed the handle on the Doctor's left ankle. He then smashed the Doctor's left kneecap, right kneecap, and right ankle. The Doctor screamed in pain, reeling from the sudden torment his legs were suffering. 

“This implant model seems to have extensive knowledge of humanoid body structure,” said Justin. “It knows of bones vital to ambulation, such as the radiocarpal joint.” He smashed the Doctor's right wrist, making a sickening cracking sound. “The olecranon.” He cracked the Doctor's right elbow. “And the glenohumeral joint.” He smashed the Doctor's shoulder between the upper arm and the shoulder blade. The Doctor could barely make a sound, as even screaming was causing him too much pain. 

“I've never been in the heart of annihilation before,” said Justin. “I imagine it must be a supreme thrill, watching all the shellings and explosions go on all around you, as you lay helpless, hoping you'll be dead before this floating bucket of bolts hits that big rock down there.” 

Just then, Donna threw an entire carton of rock salt into Justin's eyes. He howled, covering his eyes with his hands as they burned. She then took a large knife and stabbed him in the chest. Justin gurgled, blood flowing out of his mouth, and collapsed. Donna leaped over to the Doctor and cradled his head in her bloody hands. 

“Doctor, how bad are you hurt?” she asked. “Can you move?” 

He gasped, pain lancing through his body at the slightest movement. “No,” he managed. 

“Doctor, what do we do? Why were we going to the TARDIS?” 

“To-to-to get a sap-sap...” 

“Energy sapper mine?” 

“Se-se-set it off...” 



*  Short for Micro Organisms 

“How? I'll do it! Just tell me how?” 

“Dah-dah Donna...” he gurgled. 

“Yes Doctor?” 

“Huh-huh-who wa-wa-was that pratt you were go-go-going to muh-muh-marry again?” 

“What?” Donna said angrily. “What bloody difference does that make? Tell me how to use the TARDIS! Tell me, or this whole space station will get blown up! Tell me!” 

“Huh-huh-who was he?” 

“Arrrgh,” screeched Donna. “End simulation.” They were now in the operating room, the Doctor's body still encased in webbing. Donna's features melted, and she now looked like Ms. Cultaire. “I got too impatient,” she moaned. 

“Let me know when the psychotropics wear off, and we'll try again.” 

Dr. Thakrar said “Yes, Ms. Cultaire.” He thought the Doctor's accelerated healing might have countered the effects of the microrgs, so he proceeded to concoct a more potent dosage. He was so intent in his work, he didn't notice something crawling up his leg. 



“This implant model seems to have extensive knowledge of humanoid body structure,” said Justin. “It knows of bones vital to ambulation, such as the radiocarpal joint.” He smashed the Doctor's right wrist, making a sickening cracking sound. “The olecranon.” He cracked the Doctor's right elbow. “And the glenohumeral joint.” He smashed the Doctor's shoulder between the upper arm and the shoulder blade. The Doctor could barely make a sound, as even screaming was causing him too much pain. 

“I've never been in the heart of annihilation before,” said Justin. “I imagine it must be a supreme thrill, watching all the shellings and explosions go on all around you, as you lay helpless, hoping you'll be dead before this floating bucket of bolts hits that big rock down there.” 

Just then, Donna threw an entire carton of rock salt into Justin's eyes. He howled, covering his eyes with his hands as they burned. She then took a large knife and stabbed him in the chest. Justin gurgled, blood flowing out of his mouth, and collapsed. Donna leaped over to the Doctor and cradled his head in her bloody hands. 

“Doctor, how badly are you hurt, my poor darling?” Donna asked. “Can you move?” 

He gasped, pain lancing through his body at the slightest movement. “No,” he managed. 

“Doctor, my love, what do we do? How can I help you, dearest? Please, stay with me. I’m nothing without you.” 

“Ah-ah-ah…” 

“What? Just say the word, and I will do it. I will do anything for you, my love.” 

“Ah-ah-are you serious?” 

“What? Of course I’m serious!” 

The Doctor then started coughing and choking, but his gurgles of pain turned into giggles of laughter. “Damn!” said Donna, as she shed her guise and turned back into Ms. Cultaire. “End simulation! They weren’t lovers! I had him figured for a poof from the very beginning!” 



“This implant model seems to have extensive knowledge of humanoid body structure,” said Justin. “It knows of bones vital to ambulation, such as the radiocarpal joint.” He smashed the Doctor's right wrist, making a sickening cracking sound. “The olecranon.” He cracked the Doctor's right elbow. “And the glenohumeral joint.” He smashed the Doctor's shoulder between the upper arm and the shoulder blade. The Doctor could barely make a sound, as even screaming was causing him too much pain. 

“I've never been in the heart of annihilation before,” said Justin. “I imagine it must be a supreme thrill, watching all the shellings and explosions go on all around you, as you lay helpless, hoping you'll be dead before this floating bucket of bolts hits that big rock down there.” 

Just then, Donna threw an entire carton of rock salt into Justin's eyes. He howled, covering his eyes with his hands as they burned. She then took a large knife and stabbed him in the chest. Justin gurgled, blood flowing out of his mouth, and collapsed. Donna leaped over to the Doctor and cradled his head in her bloody hands. 

“Doctor, how badly are you hurt?” Donna asked. “Can you move?” 

He gasped, pain lancing through his body at the slightest movement. “No,” he managed. 

“Doctor, what do we do? Why were we going to the TARDIS?” 

“To-to-to get a sap-sap...” 

“Energy sapper mine?” 

“Se-se-set it off...” 

“How? You can barely move.” 

“You-you-you'll have to do it.” 

“Me? How?” 

“I-I-I ha-have to tuh-tuh-transfer nah-nah-knowledge to you.” 

“How?” 

“”Puh-puh-put y-your fuh-forehead on muh-muh-mine.” 

“Forehead? I can't! There's this hardshelled cocoon in the...oh bollocks, end simulation.” 

The storage area became an operation room again. Donna changed back into Ms. Cultaire. “Remove the webbing from his forehead. Destroy any instruments you use immediately after you do so.” 



“This implant model seems to have extensive knowledge of humanoid body structure,” said Justin. “It knows of bones vital to ambulation, such as the radiocarpal joint.” He smashed the Doctor's right wrist, making a sickening cracking sound. “The olecranon.” He cracked the Doctor's right elbow. “And the glenohumeral joint.” He smashed the Doctor's shoulder between the upper arm and the shoulder blade. The Doctor could barely make a sound, as even screaming was causing him too much pain. 

“I've never been in the heart of annihilation before,” said Justin. “I imagine it must be a supreme thrill, watching all the shellings and explosions go on all around you, as you lay helpless, hoping you'll be dead before this floating bucket of bolts hits that big rock down there.” 

Just then, Donna threw an entire carton of rock salt into Justin's eyes. He howled, covering his eyes with his hands as they burned. She then took a large knife and stabbed him in the chest. Justin gurgled, blood flowing out of his mouth, and collapsed. Donna leaped over to the Doctor and cradled his head in her bloody hands. 

“Doctor, how badly are you hurt?” Donna asked. “Can you move?” 

He gasped, pain lancing through his body at the slightest movement. “No,” he managed. 

“Doctor, what do we do? Why were we going to the TARDIS?” 

“To-to-to get a sap-sap...” 

“Energy sapper mine?” 

“Se-se-set it off...” 

“How? You can barely move.” 

“You-you-you'll have to do it.” 

“Me? How?” 

“Luh-luh listen cuh-cuh carefully. Yuh-yuh-you'll have to re-re-re-lease the trah-trah-transmodic stuh-stuh...” 

“Wait, don't you want to connect foreheads or something?” She cringed. She might have pushed too soon. 

“Oh. Yes. Wuh-wuh-we cuh-cuh-could do it that way. Uh-uh-of course.” 

She pressed her forehead to his. Nothing happened. “Doctor?” 

Her mind instantly became flooded with images. She saw the interior of the TARDIS and the junk pile navigation console, and multiple hands slapping and shifting controls and knobs. She saw antique telephones connecting across galaxies. She saw old television sets capable of viewing the cores of planets. She saw a primitive XY coordinate system capable of locating atoms. The rush of knowledge excited her and she wanted more. 

The sensation suddenly stopped. She reeled and panted. “End. Just end.” The simulation dissolved and she was back as Ms. Cultaire. She felt like her legs were rubber and she nearly tumbled to the floor, but then she regained her footing. She ran out of the operating room. The halls of the Korgoran Enterprises office building seemed to curve like lines of relativity, converging to points in time parsecs away. 

She ran down the hall and out the lobby, past mystified office workers who faded to insignificance. She knew how to wield spiral arms of the galaxy like whips. She could go back to the infancy of the universe and be God, sinking her talons into the first race to wake into sentience. 

She found herself in the midst of Apidraxiz commuters, crowding the travel hub. Ants. All ants. They twiddled the legs and arms around as if they were hunting royal jelly for their queen. They had no real wills; no real motivations to improve their empty lives. They deserved to be swept away like dirt. 

She pushed through the crowd and screeched, feeling them crawling on her. She flapped her arms like wings, desiring to fly away from the vermin. Some cursed her, and some shouted in confusion. How could they be so possessive of such little space when the galaxy stood alone, ready to be taken? 

She broke through the crowds and reached an alleyway where she knew the TARDIS would be. She took out the key her goons had found on Donna earlier and fit it into the lock. She then entered the TARDIS, beholding its extradimensional space existing beyond the bounds of a mere closet. She ran over to the navigation console, feeling a sense of wonder that what she saw in the Doctor’s knowledge transfer was actually there, solid and useable. She felt compelled to pull a certain lever, wind a crank, and type some characters into an old manual typewriter that would somehow guide her to the depths of infinity. She pulled another lever, felt the TARDIS lurch and heard an old machine noise that sounded as if an engine would break down, when actually it was the barriers of time that would disassemble… 



She felt herself emerging from darkness. She could not move. Her arms and legs felt bound together. She panicked and started to scream, then heard a cheery voice say “Wakey wakey.” 

The Doctor stood over her. She saw the light from an overhead light shine down on her as she lay flat. She was on the operating table! How did she wind up there? 

“Congratulations on your maiden voyage,” said the Doctor. “I knew you were a clever girl. You performed the perfect calculations to trade places with me.” 

“What have you done to me?” screamed Ms. Cultaire. She saw that she was now within the cocoon instead of the Doctor. “Release me at once!” 

“Oh no, musn’t get so excited,” said the Doctor. “You’re going to be in there a long time. May as well get used to it.” 

“How did you escape? What have you done to me?” 

“Before I came, I took the liberty of redesigning the spider implant I recovered from one of your Fomoasi goons,” said the Doctor. “You were very careful to conceal your identity from me, so I couldn’t very well program it to find you and scramble your brain. So, I decided to code it for my old friend Dr. Thakrar. He played with my brain, so I played with his.” 

The Doctor retreated a step and gestured to the back of the room. Ms. Cultaire saw Dr. Thakrar tied up, his dull eyes staring forward, nonblinking. Donna stood next to him, finishing her work with a neat little bow behind his neck. 

“It seems he confused the two of us when he injected that final dose of psychotropics. You got the full dose instead of me. The simulation stayed the same, and I did transfer knowledge to you, but you weren’t in a good position to properly know what to do with it. I transferred enough information about the TARDIS to enable you to replace me on this cozy little operating table, when you no doubt thought you were taking a journey to the epicenter of all time and space. Oooooh!” He waved his fingers as if he were mocking a campy horror show host. 

Ms. Cultaire changed her tone. “Very good, Doctor. You have bested me. I am now yours to command. Release me, and I will share with you all my powers and riches, and we can combine our resources and reach new heights never before dreamed. We can rule the universe as king and queen, and you shall have no cause to fear anyone or suffer their schemes.” 

“I already have the universe,” replied the Doctor. “But I’ll settle for your contact list instead. Oh please, don’t get up, I’ll find it myself.” 



The Nine Circles meeting room was once more in session. Arafraziel held court in the inner circle as usual, wearing his pinstripe suit, sporting shocking blue hair sprouting upwards, and donning his usual Van Dyke beard and mustache. He flicked ashes off his cigar, the leaves of which came off the backs of those who harvested the crop instead of the crop itself. He thought the grisly symbolism tasted better. 

The other circles were populated with Nazal eager to report the progress of their schemes, as this was a follow-up session after dividing Korgoran’s spoils. 

From the eighth circle, Pope Deucarios stood in his white gold-lined robed and white conical hat, brandishing his scepter of the twisted bodies of tortured souls. He addressed the assembly with news of his latest exploits. 

“After the failed attack on Daisapor, the Pythonidae lost face. Their once mighty and fearsome influence over Pyrroidia exposed a chink in their once sturdy armor, and faith in their power began to wane from the inner ranks. This led to a schism, pitting the military arm of the Pythonidae against the clergy. However, the clerical arm had the backing of both the common people and Prince Silurisk, who again rebelled against his father the emperor, and slew the old bastard in his bedchamber as he sat upon a throne not of the royal court, but of the royal loo.” The assembly chortled, amused at such a high loss of dignity. 

“And so, with a little guidance from myself,” continued Deucarios, “the clergy called for the citizens of Pyrroidia to take arms against the heretic military arm of the Pythonidae, and named Prince Silurisk ‘messiah’ and true emperor. This led to civil war, with some of the military defecting, and mass bloodshed continues to this day. 

“I would be remiss if I did not extend my appreciation to the lovely Lucretia for getting the ball rolling, even if she intended cross purposes.” Deucarios gestured toward Lucretia, seated in the second circle. “She opened the door to this massive chaos as if she herself won the bid.” The rest of the assembly laughed and applauded, lustful for Lucretia’s humiliation. 

Arafraziel flicked his cigar and said, “I think it’s appropriate to yield the floor to Lucretia at this time. What say you folks?” The assembly applauded more raucously, some pumping their fists in the air and yelling “Speech! Speech! 

Speech!” 

Lucretia stood up and gave a graceful curtsey. “Well, I’d just like to say…hello? Is this thing on? What the deuce?” Everyone in the assembly had frozen to stillness. Lucretia’s image flickered and fizzled, and now the Doctor stood in her place. 

“Oh dear,” he said. “It looks as if you all are stuck in a lag spike. This happens occasionally you know, no system is perfect. Data packets get jammed on the information superhighway, satellite transmissions get interrupted because of bad weather, that sort of thing. But I’m still operating fine. Wonder why that is? Oh right, I’m a Time Lord!” 

He walked around the auditorium, feeling a Nazal’s devil horns for sharpness, then brushing off virtual dust from another Nazal’s apparel. “The Nine Circles of Hell, eh? Quite appropriate for you lot. You’ve even got Limbo! That works, because that’s where you are, right now, see? 

“Once I accessed Lucretia’s—I knew her as Ms. Cultaire, by the way—contact list, I found where the rest of you were actually located, affixed to your little plug-ins, completely sealing yourselves off from the outside world. Your physical bodies are just as frozen in this lag spike as your virtual selves. You Nazal, you’re the biggest troublemakers throughout the known universe. Manipulating millions of innocent victims to despair and disaster, as if this were all a game, or some sort of gruesome pastime. Well, I’m calling this game off! 

“I took the liberty of constructing a virtual rift, much like the one from which you emerged all those years ago, when you crept from the void and saw all those living souls out there, waiting for you to pluck and corrupt.” A crack started to form near the auditorium’s center. It spread itself to the walls and beyond while widening and revealing colorless, featureless void inside. The Doctor jumped out of its way as it expanded. 

“Look familiar? This is what you used to call home, or would have called home if you were capable of calling. I believe back then you were just random concepts, were you not? Ideas that germinated but then grew nowhere, having no soil, sun or nourishment upon which you could thrive. Ideas that best stayed there, forever out of reach from the unwitting.” The crack opened into a virtual canyon, and Nazal frozen in place now found themselves toppling as the ground gave way beneath them, beginning descent into an eternal fall. Some tried to scream, but not even that release was permitted to them. 

One by one, the Nazal fell into the rift, until the virtual auditorium itself crumbled away to distant nothingness. One remained standing, however: Arafraziel. “Did you not think I would safeguard my own house?” he said. His features were being pulled from him, like skin from a grape. His blue shock of hair grew as the rest of his body receded. 

The strands of Arafraziel's hair grew and wrapped like tentacles around the Doctor's arms and legs. Arafraziel continued to speak, but his voice began to melt away like his skin did earlier. “You think you know what horrors await in the void? You have no idea. You will experience it as we do.” The mass of blue strands pulled the Doctor into the yawning emptiness. Both bodies then warped and twisted, until no difference could be made between them. 



A single stray thought existed in the endless abyss, that of control. It realized that without control, it would continue unabated. It yearned for resolution. Only through resolution could it change, and it knew change was vital to existence. And so, it sought the idea of resolution. 

It searched all throughout the vastness of the cosmos for this idea of resolution, and finally found it. The two thoughts joined, but realized their union was not complete. They both needed a quandary. They could not change unless they found an unanswered question, one that was not answered because no question was asked. 

When they came to this realization, they found their quandary. They realized they asked the question that needed answering. Thus, they had a union, but then saw that a single union of control, quandary and resolution did not satisfy their need for change. They could only grow if they found more unions of thoughts like themselves. 

They found other chains of thought floating about the abyss, such as hunger, location, and consumption. They combined, then discovered that hunger was not always satisfied by consumption. It needed nourishment, and the thought of location eventually found the concept of nourishment. 

From there, the combination of ideas and thoughts sought completeness, so they gathered more single concepts and chains of thinking and thus formed into a mind. The mind then craved identity, and that could only be achieved by discovering form. Thus, form came to being, and mind and form together sought continual change, and so they called the concept life. 

With life came learning, knowledge, and experience, which then attracted memory. Memory completed identity, and the concept of memory attracted actual memories, scattered all across the infinite void. And yet, memories were finite, so one by one they were recovered, until the collection of thoughts, concepts and ideas came to a common recognition of self. 

The Doctor opened his eyes. Before him, he saw nothing, but it receded in the distance to something. He looked to his side and saw his coat in the way. He came to realize blood was rushing to head, and looked down. His feet were hooked to a tree limb, connected to a tree that sprouted from a lone island in otherwise featureless space. 

“Cogito ergo sum,” he said. “I think, therefore I am. It really works. Brilliant!” 

He unhooked his feet, cradled his knees, and performed a half somersault. He then landed on ground beside the tree. Then he felt rain. He looked up to see a giant watering jug pouring rain drops through its spout. It even had a bas-relief of a 12-petaled flower imprinted on its side. 

“Where do I go from here?” he wondered. He then saw other floating islands, roughly the size of his own. Some were floating high above him, while some meandered below. He took a running jump and vaulted to another island, which held an oasis. It had sand and cactus around its edges. A tumbleweed rolled by, then dropped off the island's edge. 

He saw another island nearby, and jumped for it. Then another, another, and another. 

“This is fun, but I feel like I should be getting somewhere.” He then saw another island, and this one had a man sitting on it. So he jumped there. 

This looked to be a tall man wearing a long multicolored scarf. He had a mop of curly hair, and he sat in a lotus position, with his legs crossed and his hands pointing slightly above him. 

“Well, if it isn't my fourth incarnation,” said the Doctor cheerfully. “Fancy meeting you here!” 

The Fourth Doctor opened his eyes, darted them around for a bit, then focused on the Tenth Doctor. “Hello,” he said. “You must be my...” he held up four fingers of his right hand, then his right thumb. He then lifted the fingers of his left hand one by one until all the fingers pointed upward. “Tenth incarnation!” 

The Fourth Doctor stood up, grabbed the Tenth Doctor's hand, and shook it with excitement. “How very nice to meet you! Small universe, is it not?” 

“So you know me?” said the Tenth Doctor. “How do you suppose that is, when you haven't become me yet?” 

“Chee Gung meditation,” said the Fourth Doctor. “I find it's good for collecting one's thoughts. But in this case, not only did I collect past and present thoughts, but future ones as well.” 

“Oh,” said the Tenth Doctor. “I just quoted Descartes, and poof! Here I am.” 

“Jolly good,” said the Fourth Doctor. “Say, it looks like a meteorite is heading this way. Shall we hitch a ride on it?” 

The Fourth Doctor unraveled his scarf, handing one end to the Tenth Doctor. They stretched it between them and backed themselves to opposite sides of the island. The meteorite slowly came into view and sped towards the scarf. It then snagged the scarf as it flew past, and the Fourth and Tenth Doctors held on and proceeded to ski in midair behind the meteorite. 

“Where are we going?” shouted the Tenth Doctor. 

“I dunno,” said the Fourth. “But I suspect it doesn't matter. Just so we get there.” 

After flying for an indeterminate amount of time, they saw two cars facing each other. One was a black Bentley S2 Continental whose driver was a man who wore a brown coat and bow tie, with a mop of straight gray hair. The other car was a silver Delorean DMC-12 with gull wings, being driven by a man wearing a multicolored patchwork coat with a powder blue ascot. They were both shouting at the other to get out of their way. 

The Fourth and Tenth Doctors relinquished their holds on the meteorite and landed next to the cars and drivers. “Here now,” said the Fourth and Tenth Doctors simultaneously. “What seems to be the problem?” 

“This young miscreant is holding up traffic,” said the man in the Bentley. “He needs to respect the laws of the road even if there are no roads!” 

“You doddering old fool,” said the man in the Delorean. “Were you not so addled, you would see this is a one-way street! I'm going that way, so it's only one way!” 

“Give it a rest, please,” said the Fourth and Tenth Doctors simultaneously. “This is a parking lot at any rate, see?” They pointed to man hammering in a sign that read “1 hr parking.” He wore a khaki overcoat, along with a red plaid scarf and derby. After he finished hammering, he juggled his tools and said “Doctors Two, Four, Six and Ten I presume? Let's find the others.” 

Eventually, all the Doctor's incarnations gathered and stood together, observing that they stood in ever changing space. Flatness gave way to sudden, dynamic movement, bucking planets from their orbits, which now became cubes of three dimensions which separated into planes of two dimensions which separated into points of one dimension, which then grew and became planets again. 

“Well, that's a sight,” said the Doctor ten times, simultaneously. “So, are we moving ourselves, or is the rest of the universe moving as we stand still?” 

 Another unity? 

“Who said that?” said the Doctor ten times, simultaneously. The words they heard sounded like they came from everywhere around them, at distances both near and far, but all perfectly simultaneous in speaking. 

 These speak to those. 

The Doctors came to realize a massive stone face had formed out of the chaos that surrounded them, but could not recollect whether it had just formed or had always been there. Millions of other faces were gathered around the large face. The Doctors recognized many alien species associated with those faces, but not all of them. Some were attached, some flew from beyond to nearby to beyond again, and others flew in and stayed while others that had stayed departed. 

“Oh, hello,”  said the Doctor ten times, simultaneously. “Are you these? Are we those?” 

 Those are correct. 

 Some of these recognize those, and recall many names. 

 Doctor 

 Storm   

 Monkey 

 Coyote 

 Annoying 

 Time Lord 

 Demon 

 Man of Mystery 

 Angel   

 Chaos   

 Protector 

 Comet   

 Cupid 

“Not Donner and Blitzen, I hope,” said the Doctor ten times, simultaneously. “Doctor will do. What should I call you?” 

 These no longer have need of self reference. 

 These see from the perspective of the universe. 

 These call those Doctor, for those are of the Space Universe, and require self reference. 

 These attain enlightenment, and no longer have physical barriers to constrain their thoughts. 

 Thus, these no longer think of themselves as foci to the rest of the universes. 

 Doctor may refer to these with a term for collective enlightenment. 

 Does Nirvana suffice? 

“Yes, I'm fine with Nirvana. All right if I call you Nirv for short?” said the Doctor nine times, simultaneously. “Say, I'm missing one of my incarnations. Where'd he go?” 

 Doctor becomes one again. 

 Doctor reaches what Doctor calls the Rift, and enters the Space Universe when Doctor achieves oneness. 

“The Space Universe? Why do you call it that?” said the Doctor eight times, simultaneously. “Oh dear, another one of my incarnations flew the coop!” 

 In the Space Universe, everything exists in space and changes with time. 

 In the Time Universe, everything exists in time and changes with space. 

 What Doctor calls the Rift is where Space Universe and Time Universe intersect. 

“So I'm currently in the Time Universe?” said the Doctor seven times, simultaneously. “This is becoming a might disconcerting. How did I get here?” 

 The Doctor creates a rift. 

 But all rifts are one. 

 The Doctor wishes to banish Nazal to what Doctor calls the void, but is actually Time Universe. 

 Doctor oversteps boundaries. 

 Doctor gets taken to Time Universe, loses shape. 

 Doctor becomes pure thought, but disjointed. 

 So are Nazal, who originate from Time Universe. 

“That explains why I found myself twisted beyond recognition,” said the Doctor six times, simultaneously. “And in recreating myself, I exist as all my incarnations at once. Is that why you're always using present tense?” 

 Yes. 

 Some of these originate from Time Universe. 

 To these, time never changes. 

 Those of Space Universe see validity in such a perspective. 

 Space changes in Time Universe, and those of Time Universe see validity in referring to a single point in space when merged with those of Space Universe. 

“But space changes in the Space Universe, does it not?” said the Doctor five times, simultaneously. “Matter converts to energy, and vice versa.” 

 Space exists as several properties, but always remains the same amount of space. 

 Time has many properties in Time Universe as well, but Space Universe has no means to define them. 

The Doctors could now see that the great stone face was actually a mass combination of the other smaller faces, much like pixels of a computer image. The great stone face currently dissolved and reformed at the edges, as some new faces joined and other faces departed. 

“You said the Nazal originated from the Time Universe.” said the Doctor four times, simultaneously. “How did they manage to enter the Space Universe?” 

 What Doctor calls stray thoughts actually seek control. 

 Such thoughts wish to escape chaos and take stable form. 

 They are drawn to the Rift and find eternally unchanging Space Universe. 

 Once there, dreams attract them. 

 In dreams, subconscious mind is in state of chaos. 

 Time Universe beings wish to take form from chaos and manifest as solid, physical form. 

 They begin as misshapen beasts and have names like Chimera, Leviathan, Dragon. 

 As time passes, they refine their forms and learn to live among the dreamers. 

 Not all become Nazal. 

 Some have other names, like Muse, Inspiration, Guardian Angel. 

 Some benefit the dreamers, while the Nazal exploit them. 

“So if I can recreate myself, so can they,” said the Doctor three times, simultaneously. “Have they already done so, or did I, we, beat them to it?” 

 By Space Universe reckoning, recreation can take one second, or billions of years. 

 By Time Universe reckoning, all recreations occur simultaneously. 

 No time has elapsed, for it is unchanging. 

 Doctor and Nazal return to Space Universe at the same time they depart to Time Universe. 

“So how is it you can hold your own at the Rift, Nirv?,” asked the Doctor two times, simultaneously. “Why would you want to be here in the first place?” 

 These achieve enlightenment, and become pure thought. 

 Pure thought exists in both universes. 

 Here, these can contemplate the mysteries of both universes. 

 Doctor manipulates time. 

 Doctor reverses time, makes net effect zero. 

 Thus Doctor can sit at Rift as well. 

 Doctor does so without enlightenment, but these are not jealous. 

 Doctor can join these. 

 These can learn more of the universes, and so can Doctor. 

“Thanks, but I think I'll pass. Unfinished business and all that,” said the Doctor. “Say, I'm down to one incarnation! That must mean I'm ready to go back to my universe. I must say, it was awfully nice chatting with you, Nirv. We'll have to do this again some other time.” 

 And some other place. 

The great stone face opened its mouth, revealing a tear in the universe. The face then began to discorporate, spreading its component faces to the extremes of both universes. The Doctor felt himself being draw to the Rift, and began to plan his strategy upon completion of his journey. 



“Speech! Speech! Speech!” The Nazal were continuing to pump their fists in the air, encouraging Lucretia to speak before them. The nine-ringed chamber echoed with their unholy cries. 

“Oh, well, what can I say, you got me,” said Lucretia, giggling. The audience laughed heartily. “Really pulled a fast one on me, Deuce.” Pope Deucarios stood, acknowledging the cheers of the crowd. Lucretia applauded as well, snorting more self-deprecating giggles. 

“As long as we're being candid,” she continued, “I managed to poke around and find some other undocumented plans.” She held up a small data storage device and the crowd went silent. “Don't worry, copies of the contents are being mailed to your accounts as we speak.” 

The crowd murmured, wondering what Lucretia was up to. “First of all, Blathoxi.” She looked directly at the bloated Nazal wearing a suit that stretched at the button holes. “Your contribution to the Lanthor Liberation Front was made moot when somebody tipped off the UCW,” she explained. “They captured the rebels and presented them to the Lomurans, who gladly exchanged the UCW geologists they were holding for them. Good going there, Merk.” 

Merk stood perfectly still as the rest of the Nazals gasped. “You're way too fast in bed. A girl likes to savor the experience, wot? 

“And Lithuna,” she said, pointing to woman dressed in a flowing gown of black and silver. “Stims? Naughty naughty. You're undercutting Kriziak's speed market, popular among the Mercurians. How are they going to overextend themselves to death on cheap knockoffs? Oh, right, they're cheap! Bigger market, wider client base.” Kriziak, a bipedal tiger with horns, howled in Lithuna's direction. 

“And Arafraziel! Quite a Ponzi scheme, eh? Offering discounts on soul ducats and paying back your investors with what future buyers pay you? Honestly, how long do you think you can keep that up? You might have to cut back on your hair styling budget!” 

The normally affable Arafraziel's eyes burned furiously. “Why you churlish little bitch...” he growled. By this time, the other Nazal were busy accosting each other with accusations and threats. They  launched viral attacks on each other, disabling each other's communication systems and rendering them inoperable. Their own operation centers went into electronic hysteria battling nonstop viral incursions. 

Arafraziel launched himself at Lucretia, putting his hands around her throat. Her image dropped, revealing the Doctor underneath. He brought up his foot and grabbed Arafraziel's arms while he was momentarily stunned from Lucretia's change, and flipped the Nazal chairman over with a resounding crash. 

As the other Nazal were fighting among themselves, Arafraziel stood up and glared at the Doctor. “So you're the one who polished off Korgoran, were you? You're that Doctor I've heard so much about. Well this is my house and my rules, and you're making a permanent house call!” The auditorium mutated into a flat surface surrounded by high unscaleable walls. The Nazal had disappeared, replaced by skulls and bones, littering the floor of a gladiator pit. 

The Doctor tried to execute the exit command, but it wasn't working. “Lag spike, pity,” said a voice gargling phlegm. “I'm sure you know about those.” 

A large beast appeared before the Doctor. It resembled a lion, but sported Arafraziel's head instead. Its mane spread hairs of blue strands like tentacles, and its tail curled menacingly over its back. Instead of a lion's tail, it was that of a scorpion's, segmented into crushing iron wrecking balls and a large iron spike of a stinger at the end. Although the beast had two front legs like a lion's, its back legs numbered seven or so, most being vestigal limbs flopping above the surface of the blood-soaked ground. 

“My first form, named the Manticore,” gargled Arafraziel as phlegm and pus streamed out of his mouth. “Rather atrocious attempt I admit, but I still like it.” Suddenly, a stream of fetid liquid coursed out of the beast's mouth, nearly engulfing the Doctor, who managed to dodge. “Excuse me, a bit of ague,” said Arafraziel, clearing his throat. “Do you think you could take a look at it, Doctor?” He pounced at the Doctor, but he jumped out of the way. The beast crashed into the wall, shaking the entire pit. Even though the Doctor had avoided the caustic spew, a few drops had landed on his skin and coat, making small hissing burns. 

The Doctor ran away, huffing and puffing, trying to find a weapon of some sort. At the last second, he noticed Arafraziel's tail dropping toward him, and he jumped again. The tail struck the floor, knocking some debris from the ceiling, and the Doctor felt the pieces hit his head. He reeled in pain. 

“Doctor?” said Donna. She was in Ms. Cultaire's office with him. He had linked himself into Ms. Cultaire's network, and until now seemed fine. He now shook and jerked, wrenching his face as if he were greatly hurt. “Doctor!” 

she shouted. She flustered, trying to figure out how to help him. 

The Doctor ran to the other side of the gladiator pit, holding his arms over his head to deflect any more falling debris. He stumbled behind a lone column, attempting to use it as a shield against the manticore's next attack. 

“Some pesky demigod slew this form, but I learned from the experience,” said Arafraziel with a throaty growl. “I next became a half man half goat. It was a bit crude, but I played the pipes and got laid. Instead of breaking bodies, I broke hearts. Actually more satisfying.” He slapped the column with a giant paw. The force of the attack knocked the column into pieces, and the Doctor ran, gasping. 

The manticore swept its scorpion tail and flung the column blocks in the Doctor's direction. He narrowly avoided them, but they exploded on the wall before him, nicking him with flying debris. 

“We learned to break minds and spirits as well,” said the manticore. “Most delicious. Besides, why kill the dreamers when they were so good at killing themselves? We became games masters, herding the dreamers around like cattle for slaughter, greatly extending our amusement.” Arafraziel was now toying with the Doctor, as a cat does with prey. He gently approached the Doctor, watching as the hapless Time Lord huffed and limped. 

Back in Ms. Cultaire's office, Donna screamed, “Doctor, what do I do? What do I do?” She saw the console plug that the Doctor had inserted into the back of his head. Not knowing what else to do, she gripped it and tried to pull it out. 

The manticore had cornered the Doctor, who crouched and put his hands inside his coat. He got out his sonic screwdriver and activated it. He knew he could never hope to attack with it without being mangled by Arafraziel first, so he hoped he'd be able to stab the inside of his mouth in the event the manticore swallowed him. 

Arafraziel opened his mouth and unhinged his jaw like a snake about to swallow an egg. His maw displayed numerous jagged teeth, and he hummed an earth-shaking growl. He then lunged forward and snapped his jaws around the Doctor, but the Doctor's image had blinked out. Arafraziel flicked his head back up and looked around flicking his scorpion tail about in curiosity. Where did the Doctor go? 

Donna continued to pull on the plug, but she couldn't maintain a proper grip on it. The Doctor flailed about, and the plug slipped out of her grasp. 

Back in the pit, the Doctor reappeared under the belly of the beast. The sonic screwdriver screeched as he plunged it upward. It penetrated the manticore's leprous hide and pierced into its heart, causing the avatar to both freeze and burst into flames of exploding data streams at the same time. Cracks began to form in the gladiator pit floor and walls, and the entire pit proceeded to disassemble and crumble away into the virtual nether as Arafraziel's avatar tried to scream. His shock of blue hair crackled with sparks and pops, and his skin withered like overripe fruit. The manticore's body then withdrew into nothingness as the blue mane exploded in all directions. 

The Doctor jerked out his plug and felt himself acclimate to actual reality in Ms. Cultaire's office. “Doctor, you're back! Are you all right?” said Donna. She held her hands on his shoulders, steadying him as he reeled. “Phew, that was gory,” he said, gasping. 

“What happened?” she asked. “You were as still as a statue for a few minutes, then you started flailing about, like you were having a seizure. I tried to pull out that plug, but it was stuck.” 

“Oh so, that's why I had that lag jump,” he said. “Donna, you are a peach! You saved me from becoming cat chow! Oh I could kiss you!” He tried to pull her face to his, but she pushed him back. “Oh please,” she said. “You've been sitting in that chair for hours and you're covered with flop sweat!” 

“Anyway, that should keep them busy for a few centuries,” he said, breathing a sigh of relief. “No help desk exists that can sort that mess out.” 



Dr. Thakrar stirred, feeling as if he had been asleep for some time. He found himself in his office chair, instantly thankful that Ms. Cultaire had not caught him dozing. 

He felt like he was forgetting something, but couldn't place what it was. He checked his comm for messages. There was one from the new CEO of Lilitu Limited, top priority. New CEO? He opened the memo. It instructed him to terminate all projects, present and ongoing. It informed him of a new subject, capable of changing its appearance. Could he isolate what process it used to do so, then forward that information to the Cosmetics Division? The subject was currently waiting for him in the operating room. 

He stood from his desk and smiled. For the first time in months, he was going to enjoy his work day. 



Flelixxa looked at the clock. In five minutes, the work day would be done, but that never deterred Ms. Cultaire from dropping a last-minute filing job in her lap. Pity. Things had been so quiet and sane since that couple had come in and asked to see her boss. But, she had stuck with her indomitable air of professionalism so far, and if Ms. Cultaire dropped another last-minute bomb on her, she would show as much poise and character as possible as she stepped off the highest point on top of the Apidraxiz hive and plummeted to her death. 

“Congratulations, Ms. Flelixxa,” said a cheery voice from behind. “You’ve just been promoted! You are now the Chief Executive of Operations of Lilitu Limited. Here’s the necessary paperwork, already signed, sealed, stamped, notarized, and approved by the acting board of directors. And I do mean acting. They did a prime job of portraying totally unnecessary middlemen.” A bundle of papers landed on the desk in front of her. 

The Doctor and Donna then walked by, proceeding to the exit. The Doctor waved goodbye, then piped in with “Oh, by the way, your new office has a bit of a spider infestation. You might want to have the area 'debugged.'” Donna hit him on the shoulder for the awful pun, and he feigned pain. 



The child wandered away from her mother, curious to what lay beyond. She remembered finding a nice little hiding place before, concealed from the rest of the world by green leaves that tasted good. She nudged aside some rocks to see what hid below them. Sometimes she saw tiny creatures scurry away, and watched them with interest. She wondered if they could talk to each other, and made up her own conversations as she imagined them living their own lives. 

She wandered up a hill and looked around. It was a beautiful day. The sky was a clear blue, and she wondered if she could swim in it. She imagined herself doing so, looking down to the green ground and seeing herself. She saw a big thing in the distance, and decided to take a closer look. 

Others were wandering about, ambling around the big thing and chewing at plants around its legs. If she got close enough to it, it would block out the sky. She imagined herself standing on it, looking down at whatever was on the other side. She ran nearer to it, but hardly seemed to reach it. It was so big, she couldn't tell what it was. Was it a big tree? Was it a big stone? Was it alive? Maybe it was sleeping, like her father would sometimes do. She liked climbing on top of her father while he slept. He felt so warm and safe. She saw no way to climb on this big thing, though. 

As she got closer, she could make out little holes in the big thing. Only they weren't really holes. They were like holes, in that they could have things inside them, but they were flat. Holes went somewhere. These things that weren't holes went nowhere. 

Still, she thought she saw something in one of the not-holes. It was tiny, like the tiny creatures she sometimes found under rocks. As she got closer, she realized there two things inside the not-holes. She imagined herself inside the not-hole with them. Was this their house? Did they talk? Would they come out? 

She stared at the tiny creatures in the not-hole of the big thing. She thought she saw one of them move. She kept staring. They seemed to wobble a bit, but she couldn't be sure. Then, she heard her mother calling. She ran back in her mother's direction, forgetting about the tiny creatures. 

“Do you think that was her?” said Donna. “Maybe she recognized us.” 

She and the Doctor were the ones inside the Ark Ship, looking through one of the portals to the land outside. The Arboretans had sectioned this area off and declared it home to the Herakleophorbians who had arrived on their planet months earlier. It became Arboretica's largest park, built from the remnants of the city that had formerly stood there before the Herakleophorbians destroyed it. The Ark Ship remained there as a monument, standing for death and rebirth. 

“Perhaps, but waving to her is as close as I want to to get,” said the Doctor. 

“I wonder sometimes,” said Donna, “if we truly are innocent. Those giant creatures did bad things, but through no fault of their own. Even when there's no evil mindset behind their actions and they do bad things, they're still just animals, doing what animals do. It may wreck the lives of others, but that's how nature works. 

“But we're supposed to be better than animals: more intelligent, more aware of the harm we could do. When we do bad things, are we actually being manipulated by unseen forces? Does the devil really make us do it?” 

“How about when we do good things,” replied the Doctor. “Does God make us do it?” 

“I dunno, God seems to stand by and let a lot of bad things happen,” said Donna. “Maybe the devil does too. Oh, this is rubbish. We're not in bloody Sunday school anymore.” 

“No, but it shows that even at such a young age, we ask about our importance in the universe. When our parents and church leaders ascribe our actions to God or the Devil, we become less inclined to find the truth for ourselves, which may be the better for us.” The Doctor thought of the Master, his childhood friend, who long ago gazed into the Untempered Schism and suffered for it. 

“I recall the tale of a man named Vol de Galle, a devil hunter,” said the Doctor. “He lived after the time of the Great Plague. He possessed the ability to see the true forms of devils, masquerading as ordinary people. He attributed this gift to the Saints, and he prayed to them and asked them for their guidance daily. He received no answers from them however, and thought their silence was due to his sinful nature. So he became a devil hunter, thinking it would redeem himself in their eyes. 

“During Vol's time, the church conducted numerous inquisitions, looking for devils and witches under every rock and wood pile. Only Vol could truly see the devils, and slew them with weapons powered by his faith and belief. The church priests did not share in his ability however. They cast about for anything that looked suspicious, and captured many innocent people who were otherwise just going about minding their own business.' 

“The priests asked them if they had congress with the devil, and the prisoners said 'No, of course not.' The priests thought, 'By golly, they could be possessed by devils, and devils always lie, so we'd better drive them out, just in case.' So, they racked and tortured the prisoners, put their thumbs to the screws, and got them closely acquainted with Iron Maidens until they screamed, 'Yes, we'll say anything. We're possessed by devils. Please stop torturing us.' 

The priests thought their hard work was paying off, see? 

“When they saw the corpses of the victims Vol slew, they thought the devil truly was at work, preying on God's children, and redoubled their efforts to capture devils. Ergo more prisoners, more torture, more confessions.” 

“Talk about the road to hell being paved with good intentions,” said Donna. “Did this Vol really see devils, or was he mad as those priests?” 

“That's where it gets complicated,” replied the Doctor. “He once hunted a devil back to hell itself, and found himself engulfed in its stygian depths. I love that word, 'stygian'. 

“Anyway, there he was, down in the bowels of hell, slaying devils right and left, when who but the Big Guy himself came before him and told him he was the one who granted Vol the ability to see devils. Vol didn't believe him of course, and thought The Devil was lying. The Devil said 'Oh it's true. It's really true. It's because some of the damned escaped from hell, and I needed somebody to return them. Otherwise, I'd have to release that nasty plague again and kill everybody on Earth to get those renegades back into hell. So I gave you the sight. What, you think the Saints did that for you? What have they ever done for you?' 

“Understandably, Vol was a bit knackered by this. Here The Devil was, standing right there, plain as day, talking to him, and the saints he prayed to never as once gave him a howdy-doo. He still wasn't going to give The Devil his due however, and said, 'Wait a minute. You're always trying to get us to sin so you can bring us down to hell, aren't you? Admit it, this is another of your lies, isn't it?' 

“The Devil said, 'Why would I do that? It's too much work, and besides, the living sin enough on their own and come to me of their own free will, eventually. It's all I can do to handle the traffic I've got now. I haven't got time to go to the surface and recruit.' 

“So Vol replied, 'Why me, then? Surely you have some loyal rough types down here who would be glad to hunt these escaped souls down for you.' 

“The Devil said, 'Because the church trained you well, and they're a lot better at it than I could ever be. Besides, how can I trust the damned to do this work for me? There's a reason they're down here in hell in the first place. They can't very well be relied upon if they're damned for being liars and cheaters, can they?' 

“Vol thinks Very Well then, The Devil's got a point, but this is The Devil we're talking about. THUH DEV-ULL! He doesn't want to work for Prince of Darkness and Lord of Evil. Besides, he's committed himself to the saints, and working for both sides would be in bad form. 

“The Devil says, 'All right fine. Be that way. Don't hunt escaped devils any more. The boundaries of hell will weaken, more of the damned will escape, blah blah blah, hell will no longer exist, and I'll be out of a job. In the meantime, your world is overrun by the damned and collapses into chaos. There. Satisfied?' 

“So what did Vol do?” asked Donna. 

“He went back to Earth, prayed to the saints for guidance, but still received no answers. He says 'Bugger you all then,' and goes back to hunting devils. It all came out for the best in the end though, as he sent all the escapees back to hell*, so maybe no answer from the saints was the best answer.” 

“How can no answer be the best answer?” 

“They allowed him to make up his own mind, and didn't twist his arm. He turned out to do the right thing, despite his disliking it, or risking disapproval from his so-called superiors. But enough about that, what say we blow this place? I hear the planet Midnight is a lovely place to go sight-seeing. Come on!” 

With his typical boyish enthusiasm, the Doctor bounced over to the TARDIS and unlocked the door. He swept his way in, leaving the door of the TARDIS open for Donna. She took one last look out the Ark Ship window, waved goodbye to whoever was watching, and made her way inside, closing the door behind her. The TARDIS slowly faded away, grinding and revving its way to a new adventure. 



*  This is a summary of “The Marquis/Inferno,” a graphic novel collection by artist/writer Guy Davis. You must get this. Now. 
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