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    Dedication & Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Good day, Reader. For those who enjoyed my previous work, ‘The Time of the Companions’, I figured that I had to give it another try rather than look like a 1-book writer for the audience.  Also, I didn’t want to be a stick-in-the-mud insensitive kill-a-joy to the readers who requested another book.  Mind you, with this one, I shall continue only at the request of the audience.  If this first book is not well liked/and is a disappointment, then I shall understand that it is not worthy of the Whovian reader, and I shall not continue with making it into a series.  Don’t worry, I can take a hint. Therefore, let’s see what happens. 
 
    Now I felt, interestingly enough, that if I ever did write another one, it would be about the Eighth Doctor—who I will not deny that I always wanted to see again. But then one day, as I was watching Doctor Who tribute videos on YouTube—let’s all be honest: we all secretly watch those. Well, I stumbled on a video called ‘Ten + Martha: Stay’.  I had seen many beautiful Doctor/Companion videos, most being between Eleven and Clara, but this video had to have been the best one that I had ever seen.  Then all the other Ten + Martha tribute videos were all brilliant as well. It inspired me to take a closer look at the relationship between those two.  And this is where I have ended up.  Also, I am aware that Martha Jones is one of the least liked companions.  I admit, I never understood why she was so little regarded. I always admired her, thought she was smart, loyal and she was a very good role model to me. But for those who don’t like her, I hope that you would be so wonderful as to give this book a try anyway and see if you can open your heart to her. 
 
    Also with this one, the first book takes place directly at the end of the episode ‘Last of the Timelords’.  It focuses on the Doctor and Martha, but as the series will progress, it will become a multi-Doctor/multi-Companion story, where other characters from Doctor Who make appearances.  Yet this story is a linear one and goes in one direction, in case you didn’t like my previous style of bouncing around between timelines in my previous Doctor Who trilogy.  Important note though: there are some places in this book where the indentation is different, and it’s no error.  It’s structured that way in that passage to make the audience feel how the character is thinking. 
 
    Also, it must be noted, that these main characters belong to the BBC, and I mean no copyright infringement at all.  I am just a fan, who loves the show terribly. 
 
    Thank you so much for giving me another chance and I hope you enjoy this one.  Truly, it means a lot to me that you have picked up this one as well, and rock on! 
 
      
 
    Cour M. 
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    Prologue 
 
    The Decision 
 
      
 
    With painful trepidation, Martha woke up in the middle of the night.  Blinking in the dark, she rubbed her face and felt the sweat pouring down her forehead, as it had so often done.  Feeling the comfort of being in her old room, in her family’s home, she did her best to even out her breathing, to calm the anxiety, the rage, the resentment—and the sadness. 
 
    Amazing, she thought to herself—in all the great tales that she had read or seen on the television, where a character underwent a great trek… what was often never spoken of, or written about, was the moment after.  No one described the sensation, the agony, and the fear that there was the possibility that you could never fully go back… back to the way you were before you went on that adventure. 
 
    Having spent almost a year walking around the Earth, she now wondered how she had done it.  But at the time, there was no room for thought, nor indecision, or heartache.  She had spent months travelling with the Timelord.  Then one day, she discovered that she had no time at all. 
 
    When she had escaped the Valeyard, she had a mission. 
 
    To walk. 
 
    Around the Earth. 
 
    And inspire people to believe. 
 
    In one concept. 
 
    One idea. 
 
    One word. 
 
      
 
    DOCTOR 
 
      
 
    That mission had given her purpose and drive, because she had a job.  And of course, under the duress of the desire to be of use—to save a world that her family was in, it distracted her from what she was: human.  She therefore had become a soldier.  And there was no time to break under the pressure.  It almost felt as if she had no right to feel anything else but her singular purpose to complete the mission that the Doctor had given her. 
 
    Yet now the world was saved. 
 
    Now she had time. 
 
    And now she remembered how afraid she often had been, and how close she almost came to danger.  Her escape from some countries before they were destroyed, her witnessing the death of many innocent lives so the Master had another reason to smile in triumph, all had been over and done. 
 
    After all, it was the Master who taught her this maxim: for some, sanity was never a luxury that they ever had.  And his mischief behind the laughter was always the worst of its kind.  Now the Master was dead and gone.  Now all was safe. 
 
    And she had time to think about everything. 
 
    About all she had lost. 
 
    And would have continued to lose, including her life, her family and her own mind. 
 
    Memories of the past year flashed through her brain.  From when she first met Professor Yana, to when she heard the Master regenerate in the TARDIS, and when the Doctor, Jack and herself got stranded at the end of the universe.  And all the horror felt as if it was a copy of a copy of the real thing. 
 
    Flash… of when she watched the Doctor age before her very eyes by the Master. 
 
    Flash… of when she saw her apartment get blown up by the bomb the Master planted there. 
 
    Flash… of when the Doctor let her down and told her not to tell her parents of any danger they were in when she was going to warn her family. 
 
    Flash… of every moment she walked the Earth and saw the look on people’s faces. 
 
    The starving. 
 
    The children who lost their parents. 
 
    The parents who lost their child. 
 
    Those who the Master killed before her very eyes. 
 
    It was all about the eyes!  The eyes were always the last thing to go.[1]  The last things to close!  And now, at night, those eyes were beginning to haunt her.  She and the Doctor may have undone time in the end, turning back the year and saving all those who died, but it didn’t stop the memory of all those eyes on her: and they began to eat away at her sanity. 
 
    Martha didn’t say it, but she knew it. 
 
    She was beginning to lose her mind. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    To calm her breathing, she stood up and began to pace around her bedroom.  As a way of calming her nerves, her old pastime was to pace back and forth. Yet as she did so, she didn’t know the sound she had been making, because she heard footsteps and a knock on her door. 
 
    “Martha?” Her mother said from the other side of the door, “Are you awake?” 
 
    Martha did not respond at first, because she worried that her mother would want to talk. 
 
    “Martha,” she inquired, “are you doing that thing where you pretend like you are asleep, just because you don’t wish to talk?” 
 
    Martha chuckled to herself. 
 
    “You know me a little too well,” she sighed, sitting on the bed, placing her arms around her knees, and pressing them against her chest.  “And it annoys me.” 
 
    “No, it doesn’t,” her mother replied, closing the door behind her. 
 
    “No, it doesn’t,” Martha chuckled. 
 
    “You’ve been having trouble sleeping, haven’t you?” She asked, but the question may as well have been rhetorical. 
 
    “Was I that loud as I rolled around in my sleep?” 
 
    “No, it’s just that you can’t fall asleep.  Just like I can’t.” 
 
    Mrs. Jones sat down at the bottom of her daughter’s bed. 
 
    “I see,” Martha nodded, trying to put on a brave face.  “I know what you must think.” 
 
    “And what do I think?” 
 
    “That I’m being haunted by ghosts.” 
 
    “Pardon?” 
 
    “Sorry,” Martha chuckled, “walking around a planet leads to one not having the best communication skills.  What I mean is that you think that I’m haunted by demons.  Memories from the past.  Post traumatic shock.” 
 
    “I know that you are.” 
 
    “You’re going through the same thing, aren’t you?” Martha realized.  “Mum, how are you?” 
 
    “Martha,” Mrs. Jones sighed, “in truth, I am breaking.  The Master is gone, I know.  But any moment, I feel as if he will come crashing through the front door, and we’ll be dragged back onto that ship.  And then we’ll be forced to see him wipe out most of the population.  And I can’t undo the memories,” she tapped her head, feeling as if she would fall apart, “I just can’t.” 
 
    Martha went to her mother, wrapped her arms around her and let her mother weep into her shoulder. 
 
    “Mum,” Martha offered, “do you want to talk about it? All that happened when you were on the Valeyard?” 
 
    “I shouldn’t,” she retorted, “you went through so much, that I shouldn’t complain.” 
 
    “Oh, who cares that I went through all that?” 
 
    “I care!” 
 
    “What I mean is that so what that I went through it?  It doesn’t mean that you cannot tell me what you are feeling.  I’m not a complainer-hog.” 
 
    “It’s not just me though, but’s also your dad and Tish.” 
 
    “Amazing,” Martha noted, “when Leo came over today to see us, he was so happy, and he would not have remembered anything that happened.  And we can’t even tell him.” 
 
    “Well, we can, but it won’t mean anything to him.” 
 
    “Leo is the one who is free from all that,” Martha extrapolated, amazed by his luck.  “A part of him will only be able to empathize.  But the other part of him will never understand.” 
 
    “No, and he is fortunate in that way.” 
 
    Martha and her mother just looked ahead for a moment, out of Martha’s bedroom window. 
 
    “So,” Mrs. Jones continued, “The Master blew up your apartment.” 
 
    “Yes, he did,” Martha chuckled bitterly, “a whole year ago, while also only doing it last week.” 
 
    “You can stay here as long as you like.  Well, I mean—” Mrs. Jones changed the subject, “Martha, I need time.  Once I am ready, I will tell you all that we went through when we were on the Valeyard for a year.  All the hell, all the pain… but not yet.  Because for the moment, the grief is just too much to talk about.” 
 
    “I understand.  Because I can’t talk about it either.” 
 
    “Martha,” she whispered, “you can’t go back.  You can’t go back to the Doctor.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Martha did not reply, but continued to look out of the window. 
 
    “I know that you adore him,” Mrs. Jones continued, “I don’t know what that type of adoration is.  But you do.  Yet Martha, please… I just got your dad back, and Tish is still recovering.  We need to be together now.  It’s the only way that we can heal.” 
 
    “I know,” Martha admitted. 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yes, I do.” 
 
    “No,” Mrs. Jones shrugged, “you’re just telling me what I want to hear.” 
 
    “Oh, no I’m not.  Not this time, anyway,” Martha smirked. 
 
    “Do you mean that?” 
 
    “Yes, I do.  I never meant for any of this.  I never meant for you all to get hurt.  The Doctor didn’t either.  But still, what rubbish!  You all did get hurt.  And I’m not letting it happen again.  I promise.” 
 
    “You’ll leave him?” 
 
    “Yes, I will.  If he ever comes back for me.” 
 
    “He always comes back for you.  He told Tish about that when we were trapped on the Valeyard.  He was supposed to take you on one trip, but the definition got stretched.” 
 
    “Oh, very stretched!” She confirmed lightly, “and I was happy that it did at the time.  Yet now… well, I promise.  If he comes, I’ll tell him.” 
 
    “Will you?” 
 
    “Yes.  I’m going to leave the Doctor.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    They talked for a little longer, and then Mrs. Jones left her daughter alone.  When left to her own thoughts, Martha turned off the lights and lay in bed.  But she was restless, her mind full of white knowledge—which, as the writer Neil Gaiman put it—was white noise, but of the mind.  There was too much mental static. 
 
    Taappp-tap-tap-tap-tap. 
 
    She heard the sound even before she knew where it was coming from.  She looked down as she saw her fingers tapping against her bed… in the exact same rhythm that the Master had used to hypnotize the world into voting for him. 
 
    She was tapping, without even knowing it. 
 
    Enough was enough! 
 
    She stood up, walked to the window, and prepared for the inevitable.  In her slight reflection, it slowly morphed and she saw the Master looking at her.  From his blonde short hair to his wicked grin. 
 
    “Martha,” he laughed, “I can see you!  Come and meet your Master.” 
 
    He raised up his laser screwdriver, preparing to kill her. 
 
    “Foolish child,” he cackled, “placing all your faith in the Doctor.  You should have been loyal to me.  All the fun we could have had together.  But now you die.” 
 
    He began to laugh wickedly, then Martha blinked, opened her eyes again and no one was there. 
 
    “Who would have thought… that in this universe, blinking was a cure for something?” Martha smirked to her reflection.  That was the way it always was.  Whenever she had quick visions of the Master as she walked around the planet, she would blink—and the vision would disappear. 
 
    She laid back down and pulled the covers up, feeling peace at last. 
 
    If she ever heard the sound of the TARDIS, she had to prepare herself.  She had to promise that she would gather the strength to leave him.  But not just for the reasons that she would give. 
 
    She had to leave the Doctor because her family needed her. 
 
    She had to leave because the Doctor spent all their time using her just to fulfill the empty space from the loss of his last companion. 
 
    She had to leave because she would always be hurt if she remained. 
 
    She had to leave because it was best that she moved on. 
 
    But the main truth was, she had to leave, because she was no longer able to help him. 
 
    She could not save him because she might not be able to save herself either. 
 
    She could not help him… because she worried that she was slowly going mad from the shock of the terror that she had experienced in the year that she had walked the Earth. 
 
    In fact, she knew that she was losing her mind.  She was a doctor, and therefore she knew all the signs and repercussions of post-traumatic shock. 
 
    And now she was useless to him.  She had to get away from him, just in case she was a danger. 
 
    Thus, by leaving him, she would save them both. 
 
    She was decided. 
 
    Yes, she had to leave the Doctor. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    The Change of Plans 
 
      
 
    The flames of the fire flickered before Ten as he witnessed the burning of the Master’s body. 
 
    “He would rather die than spend the rest of his lives alongside me,” he whispered to himself, watching the flames. “My one-time friend, and he grew to hate me that much.” 
 
    That revelation forced the Doctor to stop and realize what he had done.  He had just forgiven the Master for wiping out 1/10th of the Earth’s population, for torturing his companion’s family, for almost killing his companion, and he was willing to accept the Master still—and not even think of how it had made Martha feel.  After all that she had undergone, and he was going to leave her for one of his arch enemies.  He had not thought of how it would appear in her eyes before! 
 
    That was when Ten realized that he had seen enough.  He turned away from the pyre that the Master burned on, accepting that he was now truly the last of the Timelords, and he chose to let it go.  He had been dwelling for so long on the sad fact that he was alone in the universe, when it was not so.  He had a companion all that time.  He was not alone. 
 
    But as he walked away, entering his TARDIS, he felt certain that there was no need to confront the past.  Martha did not need an apology.  She always picked up the pieces to every situation and moved on.  She could assimilate. Therefore, there was no reason to confront the death of the Master with her.  She would accept it, and they would move on.  He never had to worry about her.  She would recover as she always did, and then they would fly around the universe together. 
 
    Everything would be well. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Ten landed his TARDIS on the other side of the street, opposite Martha’s house.  Thinking it best to wear the same blue suit that he wore when Martha and him first met—in hopes of making it appear as if they could start at the beginning again—he emerged from the TARDIS and leaned against it… 
 
    …Just as he had when Martha followed him down the alleyway when he waited for her at her brother’s party on the day they met. 
 
    He stood there, knowing she would see him eventually from her window or something like it.  Then she would come out and greet him. 
 
    They could start again. 
 
    Yet Martha was not the first person to glimpse him.  No, it was Mrs. Jones. 
 
    ‘Ah, bollix!’ Ten thought in his brain, ‘this plan is already backfiring on me’. 
 
    Since the time they were both captives on the Valeyard, Mrs. Jones and the Doctor had come to an understanding.  Yet Ten knew that that didn’t mean that she liked him fully.  As she looked out of the window at him, Ten smiled shyly at her.  Mrs. Jones acknowledged him, but there was no smile.  Using every ounce of intuition, the Doctor saw it in his eyes: she was upset that he was taking Martha away. 
 
    Mothers were always his kryptonite, and Mrs. Jones was the most frightening of all.  Yet unlike when he first met her, now this was I-just-suffered-being-tormented-for-a-year-Mrs. Jones.  The Doctor quite frankly could face a Macra right then rather than suffer being at the end of one of her death stares! 
 
    Thus, suffering under the weight of her eyes, the Doctor thought it best to go into the TARDIS and wait for Martha there. 
 
    “Doctor,” he whispered to himself, “sometimes there is nothing smarter than retreating.” 
 
    He went inside, removed his coat, sat down, leaned backwards and placed his feet on the consul unit.  Breathing out and in, he closed his eyes.  Somewhere out there, Captain Jack was running amuck—and the Doctor knew that he was going to find a way to get that vortex manipulator working again, but none of that mattered.  While he grew to accept Captain Jack in his company, he was happy that he would not be traveling with Martha and him.  When Jack was around, the relationship between the Doctor and his companion got strained.  If Martha and he were to be able to recover and start all over again, they needed to do it alone. 
 
    Yet then he had a sudden thought. 
 
    What if Martha walked through the door and she did choose to leave? 
 
    No! Ten laughed inwardly, she wouldn’t do that! 
 
    But would she? 
 
    It became clear.  When she walked through the door, he had to impress her.  Just like he had done before when he showed up right outside of her brother’s birthday party.  She would get swept up in the moment, and they would fly away together. Perfect!  It was a sure plan that was guaranteed to work.  All of time and space he would offer her.  She couldn’t resist that. 
 
    And above all else, she could not resist going with him. 
 
    He was counting on it. 
 
    Suddenly the door opened… and Martha entered. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Taking one look at her, Ten did what he often did: not fully read her expression.  Instead, he quickly gathered his resolve within himself, jumped up and then began to move around the consul unit, preparing to leave. 
 
    “Right then,” he clapped his hands together, “off we go.  Out on the open road.  There is a burst of star fire off the coast of Meta Sigmafolio, the sky is like oil on water!  Or back in time!  We could—I don’t know, Charles the Second?” 
 
    Martha didn’t respond, and Ten heard the silence.  And it frightened him. 
 
    “Henry the Eighth?” He rushed out, trying to kill the silence before it remained between them.  Then he looked at her at last, forcing his cheery manner, “What about Agatha Christie?  I’d love to meet Agatha Christie.  I bet she’s brilliant.” 
 
    And then he saw the lack of joy in Martha’s eyes. 
 
    And for the first time in so long, he saw precisely what was in her heart.  And it sliced through him quickly. 
 
    That was when he realized. 
 
    That was when he learned. 
 
    It was time to give up. 
 
    Martha was going to leave. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    His energy dropped as he came to terms with what he read in her eyes. 
 
    “Okay,” he sighed, giving in. 
 
    “I just can’t,” she finally voiced, confirming his suspicions. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I spent all these years training to become a doctor, and now I’ve got people to look after.  They saw half the planet slaughtered and they’re devastated.  I can’t leave them.” 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    They both just stood there and looked at each other for a time.  As they remained there, Ten’s mind quickly flashed over what they both had endured.  For a year, they had been separated, and he spent so long recalling every moment between them during that time.  While he was held captive under the Master, he had so much time to think. 
 
    He would recall when she took his heartbeats.  Of when he arrived to offer her a trip into space—and her first reaction to being inside the TARDIS.  He always loved it when they said that it was ‘bigger on the inside’.  And she said it precisely how he wished for it. 
 
    Then when they had met Shakespeare and they had to share a bed.  Out of loneliness, he had wanted to hold her the entire time, but he did not wish for her to gain the wrong impression, or become more attached to him than she had already been.   
 
    “Thank you, for everything.” 
 
    Nothing more was to be done, but for him to hug her once more.  So, they came to each other and embraced.   And the hug hurt him… he only then did realize that he was not at all prepared.  And he never would have been.  All the times that he said he would leave her, offering her only one trip, and now he was angry, because how dare she think she could do such a thing to him? 
 
    “Martha Jones, you saved the world.” 
 
    “Yes, I did.  I spent a lot of time with you thinking I was second best, but you know what?  I am good.” 
 
    They both laughed at that. 
 
    “Are you gonna be all right?” She asked. 
 
    “Always am.” 
 
    “Right then,” Martha said, looking slightly somber, “Bye.” 
 
    She kissed Ten’s cheek, Ten felt emotions stir within him.  That was the first time that they had kissed since he kissed her when they first met.  For it to begin that way, and then to end that way as well was a coincidence that was not lost on him. 
 
    She then turned and left.  As she did so, Ten expected her to give a backwards glance.  He stood there, waiting. 
 
    ‘Martha,’ he thought to himself, ‘turn around.  You know what happens when you do.  You come back.  Every time you turned around and would look at me, you always came back.’ 
 
    But she did not turn around as she left, and only closed the TARDIS door behind her. 
 
    She was the one who left. 
 
    It was strange.  Other companions had left him before.  It hurt always, yes—but this was different.  With this—it felt like a terrible weight that was now within him.  He walked around the consul unit, his feet and figure heavy as he did so. 
 
    If only he had followed her, then all would have ended there, because he would have seen what was about to happen—but he didn’t. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    On the outside of the TARDIS, Martha emerged, feeling the heaviness of leaving someone you felt a deep adoration for, and also the lightness of leaving behind a painful situation where you were eventually going to go mad.  At first, she felt full of purpose, but then she jumped back in shock. 
 
    Out of nowhere, a tall man appeared, his face masked, and his stiff black clothes fitting his figure nicely.  Against the sunlight, he cut an imposing figure. 
 
    When she saw him, Martha jumped back. 
 
    “Where did you come from?” She asked, scared by the surprise.  And even more scared because he did not respond.  He only stood there, still as a statue.  Then slowly, he raised out his arm and offered Martha his hand to take.  “Do I look stupid, mate?” She remarked boldly, “never mind, do not answer that.” 
 
    The figure only took a step forward, then stopped again.  His dark blue eyes pierced Martha through the black mask.  As it did so, Martha had a slight panic. 
 
    “Master?  Is that you?” 
 
    “No, I am not the Master,” he replied simply.  His voice was deep, clear and powerful.  Almost hypnotic.  As he said no, Martha flinched, feeling his words within the depth of her bones. 
 
    “Your words…” she observed, “your voice.  What did you do to me?” 
 
    “What my voice always does.  You don’t want to walk away from me now, do you?  And what’s more, you are feeling brave now, despite the danger you are in.  You cannot explain it, but that’s what the voice inside of you says.” 
 
    Martha blinked, trying to get a stronger control over herself. 
 
    “Get away from me.” 
 
    “No.  I am sorry,” he said, taking another step closer to her, “Yet I cannot.” 
 
    The figure lowered its arm and just stared at her. 
 
    “If you are expecting me to be afraid,” Martha stated courageously, “I’ve gone through too much hell.  And if this is a trap, just for me to cry for him to come out, no, I will not beg the Doctor to open the door just to save me from whatever you are.  And I will not let you near my family.” 
 
    The masked man lowered its arm, still not moving. 
 
    “I know, like I said.  Still protecting him,” he voiced, but the mask did not move with his face, so the voice sounded even more ominous.  “Even after all this time.  Even after you are now about to tell him another reason why you are leaving him, but not your main secret.  After all that, you still will die for him.” 
 
    “Why do you care?” She asked. 
 
    “Because you’re not the first one.  And you shall never be the last.” 
 
    “What do you want?” She repeated, “I won’t ask again.  And no matter what you do, I won’t cry out.” 
 
    “I know,” he answered simply.  “All you’ll do is listen to my voice.” 
 
    The masked man then raised up his hand, which was balled into a fist. 
 
    “Leave him and my family alone,” she hissed strongly, preparing for the worst.  The man’s hand opened, and within it was a ball.  Martha at first only stared at it. It appeared to be no more than a small ball in the middle of his palm.  For reasons that she couldn’t comprehend, she did not wish to look away from it. 
 
    Then suddenly, it lit up gradually. 
 
    “Stare at it, Martha,” the masked figure said, “continue to stare into it.” 
 
    “No,” Martha blinked, trying to look away. 
 
    “No, Martha,” the man urged, and his voice became deeper, fully hypnotic.  “Martha, do not be afraid.” 
 
    “I will not—” 
 
    “Martha,” the Splicer whispered, but this time, he moved silently and swiftly toward her.  Without making a sound as he did so, he closed the space in between them and then brushed her cheek gently with her hand.  At his touch, Martha could barely feel her own will intact.  Relenting, she allowed him to hold her chin in his hand and moved her face upward. 
 
    “Martha, look at me,” he beckoned.  Completely hypnotized, Martha looked up into his eyes. 
 
    “What are you doing to me?” She was able to ask. 
 
    He raised up his palm again, and presented the ball, with the light swiveling around it once more.  Suddenly, within the ball, was a galaxy.  A miniature galaxy with stars, planets, space singularities—and a sun burning at the center of it.  As she stared into it, she suddenly heard the sound of drums. 
 
    “I know those drums,” she hissed, and then the word escaped her. “The Master.” 
 
    “No, Martha, I’m not.  Or maybe I am.  You shall see.  At the end of all things.” 
 
    The galaxy that was in the ball then exploded, the light erupted around Martha, filled her eyes, and engulfed them both. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Martha blinked. 
 
    There was no one there. 
 
    She blinked once more. 
 
    Still there was no one. 
 
    She recalled seeing someone before her—or maybe she was seeing an image.  A walking nightmare that was just in her mind and had gotten away from her.  Of course it was!  No, she had only been imagining things, and the more she thought of it, the further and further any memory of what just occurred drifted away from her mind.  Until she couldn’t even remember why she was standing there. 
 
    Then she turned around and saw the TARDIS still there. Suddenly, she remembered something of vital importance. 
 
    Rolling her shoulders, as if she was trying to shed away any nerves within, she gathered her resolve, a chuckle escaped her and then she went back to the TARDIS doors, opening it. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    When hearing the doors open, Ten turned around—Martha had come back! 
 
    At first, he just stood there, not making any movement toward her.  And yet, he did not know what to do.  Was she coming back to stay or was she coming just to tell him something?  Therefore, unable to decide, he remained there frozen. 
 
    “So…” Martha began. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “It’s decided,” she smiled, echoing his words from when they first met, before he took her off to Elizabethan England all those adventures ago, “I’ll give you one trip and one trip only! And then you bring me back.” 
 
    The Doctor closed his eyes in relief. 
 
    “Oh, no you didn’t,” he chuckled, making the connection. 
 
    “Oh yes, I did,” Martha replied archly, amused, “see how it is?  You have my permission to enjoy the shoe now being on the other foot.  But I mean it, Doctor.  You get one trip, and then you bring me back.” 
 
    “Sure,” Ten assented, rolling his eyes, “one trip.” 
 
    Martha smiled, happy to see him obviously content. 
 
    Boom! 
 
    The TARDIS doors swung shut behind her, then the TARDIS began to move violently, rocking back and forth.  With more turbulence than usual, the Doctor and Martha fell to the floor and were rolling around. 
 
    “How could your driving possibly have gotten worse?” Martha cried, trying to grab ahold of something. 
 
    “It could have because I was stuck in a tent for a year, thank you very much,” the Doctor replied, crawling toward her to help her become steady. Yet he was having a hard time not rolling around himself.  Eventually the TARDIS shifted, rolling sideways, leaving Martha to come plummeting toward the Doctor.  He grabbed ahold of the railing, waiting for her.  She came crashing into him, he closed his arms around her and then they rolled around together, him never letting her go. 
 
    “Except,” Ten continued, “I’m not driving right now at all.” 
 
    “You didn’t press the hand-breaker?” Martha cried. 
 
    “Not even a little bit!” 
 
    “Did you accidentally lean on the stabilizers and turn them off?” 
 
    “I specifically kept them on to wait for you to come back!” 
 
    “You what?” 
 
    “Oh, shut up!” 
 
    “Ha!” Martha cried, and then the immediacy of the moment came rushing to her, “Wait, then what is happening?” 
 
    “We are being hijacked.” 
 
    “That can happen?” 
 
    “Mostly no—until the time comes where it does happen!” 
 
    “Well, this is clearly one of those times!” 
 
    “Pretty much!” 
 
    “Doctor, tell me truly, are we about to die?” 
 
    “No!  Well, yes!  Well—maybe.” 
 
    Martha was able to grab ahold of the bottom of the consul unit, steadying herself while the Doctor held onto her waist.  The strain of his weight pulling hers made her cry out. 
 
    “Sorry!” He cried, then he climbed around her, anchored himself as they both climbed the consul unit to see what was going on.  The Doctor reached the monitor and looked at it.  The look of shock on his face said it all. 
 
    “I don’t want to know where we are falling, do I?!” She questioned. 
 
    “Even if you did, I still couldn’t tell you!  Martha, we’re being hurled in extreme directions.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means that one moment we’re in the year 1 billion.  Then we’re in prehistoric times.  Wait! Now we’re in the Lorentzian system in the year 1 million.  And now we’re nearing the planet of Justik, and it’s during its Renaissance Era.” 
 
    “Was that like our Renaissance era on Earth?” 
 
    “Actually, the planet Justik is a very barbaric planet, so their version of the Renaissance is your equivalent of the Middle Ages.” 
 
    “Lovely race of people, huh?” She joked. 
 
    “Lovely?” Ten scoffed, “they are gruesome!” 
 
    Even while being knocked about, Martha was still able to give him the ‘did you really not understand that that was a joke’ face, and he received it. 
 
    “Oh!” He bellowed, “well, that is not my fault, you see.  You didn’t deliver that joke well. Next time, raise your voice up at the end, so that I know you are amused.” 
 
    “Still blaming everyone else but yourself, eh?” 
 
    “Always,” he replied, getting knocked about once more, and then he was able to look at the monitor screen again. 
 
    “So, where are we now?” 
 
    “We’re just passing by Kessirian, during its Hedon Period.” 
 
    “What does that mean for them?” 
 
    “It means that it’s still the dinosaurs Era for them.  Poor dinosaurs, they will get wiped out by the Universal Cleansing.” 
 
    Martha made it a mental note to ask him later what the Universal Cleansing was, precisely.  Yet she knew it was best to stay on subject. 
 
    “Then tell me!  What does it mean when the TARDIS is being knocked to extremes throughout time and space?  Doctor, that can’t be good.” 
 
    “No, it’s pretty much the worst thing that can happen.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because it means the TARDIS is being pulled in two different extremes at one time.  The TARDIS is being stretched!” 
 
    “It—,” Martha then began to see the gravity of the situation.  “Oh, no, please don’t say it!” 
 
    The Doctor looked at her in despair. 
 
    “Hang on, Martha, and hold fast to the unit!  And here!” He crawled around the consul unit, then he offered her his hand.  “Take my hand.  I will not let you go!” 
 
    Martha wrapped her wrist in some wires that fell out of the unit, so that it would remain fast to her, and then she took Ten’s other hand.  As they held on for dear life, the Doctor looked into her eyes, and she read his expression. 
 
    “You only look at me like that when we aren’t going to see each other again,” Martha observed. 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “Doctor.” 
 
    “Martha, I am so sorry.  For everything!” 
 
    Suddenly, the TARDIS groaned out in compression and then burst apart all around them. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    The Desperate Moments 
 
      
 
    “Doctor!” Martha cried as one of the TARDIS walls ripped right off the rest and was sent hurling through the vortex.  As it did so, the orange of the vortex became visible from the hole in its shell.  “But that’s impossible!  The TARDIS is infinite.” 
 
    “From within, yes,” The Doctor wailed, “but not from without.” 
 
    “What does that even mean?!” 
 
    “How should I know?” He cried, desperate, “My TARDIS is breaking around me in the vortex!  There’s no manual for this!  Now hang on to me!  I will not lose you!” 
 
    Hearing this, Martha’s heart warmed and she did not feel entirely cast down. 
 
    “I promise that I won’t let go,” she assured him. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Martha wrapped her arms around his torso, riding on his back as he tried to crawl and stabilize the TARDIS. 
 
    “Please tell me that there is a button to fix this,” she pleaded. 
 
    “Oh, big friendly button!” He replied. 
 
    “You’re lying, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, I am.  Hang on.”[2] 
 
    Just as he said so, another wall of the TARDIS broke off and was hurled in the other direction. 
 
    “Oh, there definitely goes the swimming pool,” he noted, “and the cricket field…” 
 
    “And the fourth loungeroom,” Martha added. 
 
    “Oh, not the fourth loungeroom!” He cried, “I loved the fourth loungeroom!” 
 
    “I know. Don’t worry.  We’ll get it back.” 
 
    “Is that a lie, Martha?” 
 
    “Of course it’s a lie!  We’re falling apart in the vortex.  There’s no counselling manual on how to deal with this either!” 
 
    Ten pressed some buttons and pulled the wibbly lever. 
 
    “By the orange of Gallifrey.” 
 
    “When you swear, it’s never a good thing.” 
 
    “No, it’s not.  When the wibbly lever doesn’t work even, then it’s always bad!” 
 
    Ten looked around his shoulder, his eyes filled with fear. 
 
    “Martha, we’re about to fall out of the vortex.” 
 
    “We are?  Then where will we fall?” 
 
    She did not get the time to hear a response, because the rest of the TARDIS’s walls fell apart completely.  Everything broke around them, the floor was torn apart and dissolved before their very feet, and all that was left was the consul unit and the wires that it was attached to.  With the dissolving of the dimensions, Ten and Martha’s eyes were filled with the colors of the vortex before the consul unit and heart of the mainframe spun around so fast that they practically fainted, and then pushed through the vortex. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Space! 
 
    The consul mainframe was now being hurled through space at such a great speed, that Martha felt her eyes closing from exhaustion. 
 
    “Doctor!” She cried weakly, but there was no response.  Doing her best to open her eyes, despite the pain of it, she did so, rolled her head to look over his shoulder and was disheartened when his eyes were closed and his head rolled limply.  He had passed out. 
 
    Feeling herself about to collapse into the same state, she worried that they would let go of each other if one of them was not at least awake. 
 
    “Doctor, please wake up!” She cried, “Doctor please!” 
 
    Yet it was too much stress and strain. All she saw around her were stars and darkness, before even the stars faded from her vision.  All that remained was black as her eyes closed and she fainted. 
 
    Slipping into the unconscious and subconscious, repeatedly, she kept hearing her name called, but it was not the Doctor. 
 
    “Martha Jones!” The Master’s voice jeered, “The useless one who did not look into the time vortex!  The worthless saint.  Martha Jones, I can always see you!  I can see you!” 
 
    The minutes ticked away while she slept, being haunted by his high-pitched laugh all the while. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Martha felt something brush from underneath her. The contact was enough to wake her up, therefore she slowly opened her eyes and saw what it was that had brushed past her—or more correctly, had gotten away from her. 
 
    She had let the Doctor go. 
 
    With some wires from the mainframe still wrapped protectively around her wrist, she had a lifeline.  Seeing the Doctor slowly floating away from her, she gathered her strength, crawled around the consul unit, in hopes that she could reach the Doctor before he got too far away for her to reach him.  Moving around the levers, grabbing at whatever she could, her arm drew closer to his ankle.  When she was about to close her hand around it, a spare bit of the consul unit broke off, hit the Doctor and he was knocked out of her reach even further. 
 
    Trusting her lifeline, she kicked off the dashboard and glided toward the Doctor. 
 
    “I’ve got you,” she whispered to herself.  Yet space proved most provoking, for as she was about to wrap her arms around his torso, she had reached the length of her lifeline and it yanked her back before she could get close enough to save him.  Thus, she reached the furthest she could get, and the Doctor was lost to her. 
 
    Panic overcame her—but she had to think fast.  No, she would not lose him.  Then she realized: she was breathing and she wasn’t freezing to death!  But of course she was! She was still attached to the consul unit, and in its natural defense to save the Doctor and itself, it must’ve extended the forcefield of oxygen and warmer climate control.  But how far would this forcefield go before the Doctor fell out of it? 
 
    Yet that was the important thing.  If the TARDIS was strong enough to emit a forcefield, then a part of it still could very much be alive.  And if it was alive, it could move. 
 
    She rolled over, grabbed the wires that supported her and climbed it so that she could go back to the consul unit.  Racing along, she reached it, and then crawled around the dashboard, trying to recall the little she knew about flying it.  As she looked around it, she searched her memory for any scrap of information, and the best that she could recall was one flashback… 
 
      
 
    “Well now,” the Doctor said, entering the TARDIS after they said goodbye to Timothy, having just defeated the Family of Blood, “He shall really get a kick out of this.” 
 
    “He’s going to watch the TARDIS dematerialize, isn’t he?” Martha guessed. 
 
    “Yes, he is.” 
 
    “You can’t help but show off, can you?” She teased. 
 
    “Of course I can’t, Martha,” Ten grinned, “you know that I cannot.” 
 
    Martha smiled, happy that the Doctor was pretending to not care that she had confessed that she loved him in his last night as John Smith.  It had been a few days and she had been so scared to confront the matter, but when she did, it was quick, over and done with.  Her excuse for telling him that she loved him was a lie, for it was not out of desperation to get him to change back, but because she just wanted to confess it to finally get it off her chest.  But now, here they were, ready to pretend that it had never occurred.  She could not fathom if that was a good thing or a bad thing.  All that she could say is that it was the best that she could hope for. 
 
    The TARDIS dissolved and they went back into the vortex, leaving behind the terrible adventure that was quite the failure.  The Family of Blood had caught up with them, they killed many people to get to the Doctor, innocent lives were lost, and they would weigh on the Doctor’s conscience for days.  Once again, he was responsible for the death of many, and it was weighing on him. 
 
    As he moved around the TARDIS, he was silent for a moment. 
 
    “Doctor,” Martha began, noting his pained expression, “Are you all right?” 
 
    Realizing that he must’ve looked quite depressed, Ten pulled on the cavalier behavior, and put on a mask of bravery. 
 
    “Now, how about I take you to an ice hockey game that takes place right around the moon of Kraxos?! I am sure that you will like it.” 
 
    “Hockey?” Martha repeated. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Do you mean ice hockey in space?” 
 
    “Yes, I truly did,” Ten laughed, moving around the TARDIS with forced energy. 
 
    ‘All I have to do is keep smiling,’ Ten thought to himself, ‘and if I do, then she won’t notice what I am feeling now.’ 
 
    “You know how humans are when they find a sport that unleashes all the inner aggression that your species have. They would stop at nothing to make sure that it reaches the fifteen corners of the galaxy.” 
 
    “Hey, I like ice hockey too!” Martha laughed. 
 
    “Everyone does secretly,” Ten grinned, “and some not so secretly.” 
 
    “Yes, not so secretly.  I once even got a team in my neighborhood together to play ice hockey one year.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “Yeah, Tish and I were the team captains.” 
 
    “No way! You and Tish?” 
 
    “Me and Tish, yeah.  We were rubbish at it, but we always watched it to get better.  In England, I liked the Nottingham Panthers.  In America, I liked the Pennsylvania Flyers team myself.  Tish liked the Chicago Wolves.” 
 
    “Want to hear a secret?” He asked. 
 
    “Oh, do tell.” 
 
    “I had a soft spot for the Oklahoma City Barons and the Montreal Canadians.” 
 
    “I never heard of the Oklahoma City Barons.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s because it’s the future for you.  They will not get organized until 2010.” 
 
    “Nice secret,” she laughed, and happy to see that they were comfortable with each other, she was willing to agree to anything. “Well, you know what?  I could go for a sports game right now.” 
 
    “And then how about another trip to Philadelphia?” He grinned, “we could get dressed up and go see a play at the Wilma Theatre, the Walnut or the Arden?  Oh, I believe I remember the year that they will perform ‘Gem of the Ocean’.  And it is brilliant!” 
 
    “I would love that.  You are being strangely nice to me.” 
 
    “Oh, come on, I’m always nice.” 
 
    “Are you?” She laughed, but the question accidentally struck the Doctor.  Was he always nice?  Perhaps not. 
 
    “Well,” his voice softened, “Then I have another surprise for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Come here,” he said, offering her his hand.  Martha removed her jacket, and went over to him. 
 
    “What are we about to do?” She asked. 
 
    “Martha Jones,” he encouraged, “you’re about to learn some basics on how to fly the TARDIS.” 
 
    “No way!” She cried. 
 
    “Oh, yeah way.” 
 
    He then began to list some items on the consul unit.  As he did, he even gave her some pointers on how to do some actual flying in it, just in case they ever needed to fly it along a highway again.  He did not show her many things, and she could not fly it alone at all, but it was just enough that she had a knowledge of what things were. 
 
    “Having fun?” He asked her as they both sailed the TARDIS through the vortex. 
 
    “Yeah!  I’m afraid of putting a dent into the universe, but yeah.” 
 
    “Just remember, don’t pull the neutron transference lever to the left while you are pressing that red button, or you will put a dent in 1969.” 
 
    “The year that Neil Armstrong set foot on the moon?” 
 
    “And the year of Woodstock Concert.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Martha realized, “I heard that there were a couple of mishaps at that concert.  Like for example, Woodstock didn’t even take place at Woodstock, and wasn’t there this one band that never made it to the concert?” 
 
    Ten looked guilty. 
 
    “Oh, my god,” Martha realized, “Doctor, seriously?” 
 
    “It was an accident,” Ten scoffed defensively, “I accidently fell on my consul unit mid-flight, that’s all.  Besides, Sullivan County was the best place for Woodstock to take place anyway, so you’re welcome.  And I do really feel bad that Iron Butterfly got stuck in the airport and therefore couldn’t get to the festival by ground transport. I even sent a letter of apology to the front man of the band.” 
 
    “You made a dent in 1969, so you’re the reason that Woodstock didn’t actually take place at Woodstock?” 
 
    “Sullivan County was still better.” 
 
    “All the people who played at Woodstock are now legends, so Iron Butterfly must really hate you.” 
 
    “Yeah, they definitely removed me from their friends list.  Which is sad, because I loved going to their parties.” 
 
    Because of that one mishap in his past, Ten gave her a few pointers on how to assist him in flying the TARDIS.  Unfortunately, he never taught her how to be the sole pilot… 
 
      
 
    ‘Which was very unfortunate!’ Martha scoffed as she moved around the consul unit, still with the memory of that day fresh in her mind.  ‘Doctor, if only you showed me everything, then I would definitely know what to do.  Now I’m useless. Stingy boy and his box!’ 
 
    Martha crawled around the consul unit, and then looked out into space. 
 
    Now the Doctor was almost twenty feet away from the consul unit.  She didn’t know how wide the forcefield was around them, and therefore, he might have already been suffocating or dying of frost.  She had promised that she would not let him go! 
 
    ‘No,’ she thought, ‘not today.’ 
 
    She looked around the consul unit, and remembered the red lever.  Any wrong thing pressed would send her into the vortex, and she didn’t want that.  The Doctor’s internal organ set-up hopefully gave him the ability to last longer in space than a human, but she could not be too sure.  But from her first meeting, she knew that he could survive from less oxygen intake for a time, and his body could sustain intense cold.  But still, time was winding down. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    It was now or never.  She recalled that the red lever would push the TARDIS forward and it would sail toward the Doctor, and the wheel would allow her to steer it.  But she wasn’t sure.  It was a gamble, but there was no time to second guess the situation.  She pulled the lever… 
 
    And the consul unit began to move forward!  She then turned the wheel toward the left, steering it toward him.  The closer she got, the more secure she felt.  As long as the Doctor was within a fifteen-meter diameter of the mainframe, then she knew he was protected in the forcefield that the TARDIS emitted. 
 
    “Yes,” Martha cried happily, kissing the dashboard, “Thank you for still being alive.” 
 
    She heard a groan, and she assumed it meant that the TARDIS was trying to speak to her. 
 
    “Don’t worry, TARDIS, we can flirt later,” she jested. 
 
    The unit got closer and closer to the Doctor, then Martha pulled the steering wheel two rotations.  The dashboard spun around so that Martha could grab the Doctor without releasing the wheel.  He was inches away from her as she reached out…  
 
    And her hand just missed him. 
 
    She reached out again… 
 
    The Fabric of his sleeve slipped through her fingers. 
 
    She became desperate. 
 
    She let go of the wheel. 
 
    The unit fell slightly away from her. 
 
    But she reached out to grab the Doctor. 
 
      
 
    And she got ahold of him. 
 
      
 
     
 
     
 
    Crying out happily, she pulled him closer to her, and rolled around so that the wires wrapped around them both. Then she pulled her way back to the consul unit.  Yet as she crawled around it, trying to get to the wheel, she was surprised when she saw a masked figure, leaning on the dashboard as if he had not a care in the world.  As she looked at him, fear rose in her chest.  And familiarity.  She recognized his handsome outline.  He raised up his head and looked at her. 
 
    “I saw you once, and then I forgot about you,” she noted, “how did that happen?” 
 
    The man did not reply. 
 
    “Answer me!” Martha ordered. 
 
    “I answer to only one,” he whispered, “and it isn’t you.” 
 
    “Then who is it, so I can talk to them?” 
 
    The Time Splicer stood up on the dashboard, his posture perfect, his figure elegant—and his aura was one of annoyingly strong confidence.  He walked toward her with ease, and every step was dripping with casual menace.  Then he raised up his hand, opened his palm and the ball was within it.  Martha now recalled what he had done before. 
 
    “It was you,” she gasped, “you changed everything.” 
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. 
 
    “No,” she pleaded, foreseeing his next action, “Don’t—don’t… not again!” 
 
    “Yes,” was his only reply, but it was said with such authoritative coldness, that Martha flinched.  Within the ball, the galaxy appeared again, and it lit up. 
 
    “Please, leave us alone.” 
 
    “I cannot,” the splicer replied, “you will understand.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “Martha, obey me!” His voice turned hypnotic again and Martha was forced to comply.  The galaxy within the ball swiveled around further and further, then the light erupted and it eclipsed her eyes once more. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    The Only Option 
 
      
 
    Space smells like nothing familiar. 
 
    In fact, space can smell like nothing itself. 
 
    And Martha didn’t smell nothing. 
 
    Stale metal… if that were possible. 
 
    She inhaled something that felt like old steel. She opened one eye, and then another, as she felt something around her. 
 
    “Get off me!” She cried defensively.  “Leave me alone.” 
 
    “Martha!” The Doctor cried, wrapping his arms around her.  She turned her head and saw that they both were resting on the consul unit, but the rest of her memory was hazy. 
 
    “Doctor,” she sighed, “thank god it’s you.” 
 
    “Were you expecting someone else?” He gasped. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Martha replied, getting a faraway look in her eye, staring ahead.  As is the way with dreams, she felt a series of images flash before her mind, but they began to slip away from her.  “Doctor, I remember something.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “Yes, or someone.  I think.” 
 
    “Like what?  Besides the fact that we are floating through space in a broken-up TARDIS.” 
 
    “I… I don’t know. I can’t remember it clearly now.  Oh dear!” She realized, eventually forgetting any vague memories of a masked figure, “We really are floating in space in a broken-up TARDIS.” 
 
    “Yes, we are.  Welcome back to the now.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she sneered, “your welcoming me was most invigorating.” 
 
    The Doctor could not help but smile at this. 
 
    “That’s my Martha,” he remarked, “joking, even at the end of all things.” 
 
    “Joking is all that I’ve got.  Now tell me, is the TARDIS protecting us in some sort of forcefield bubble?” 
 
    “Precisely.  She has extended it around us.” 
 
    “Despite that she’s broken up?  From what I remember, doesn’t the consul unit need to be connected to some sort of heart in the TARDIS?” 
 
    “Yes,” The Doctor said, crawling around the mainframe, inspecting what he could do to get them back into the vortex.  “It’s an eye of harmony.” 
 
    “But we’re not connected to it now, so how does the TARDIS have power?  Also, don’t we need artron energy?” 
 
    “You really were paying attention to everything I actually said?” 
 
    “No need to sound surprised,” she crawled toward him. 
 
    “The eye of harmony may be what fuels the TARDIS, but the TARDIS is like the lizards on Delta Prime Planet; you sever a limb, then another can not only grow, but it can even function for a time. Besides, the consul unit here has enough artron energy stored within it that it can run for a time.  Believe me, I once had the consul unit out of the TARDIS, and I still was able to travel through time and space—of course it didn’t end well,” Ten realized, recalling his third incarnation when he had visited the Inferno factory so many years ago, “well, actually it went as bad as it could have gone, but that wasn’t my fault really.” 
 
    “Can you promise that?” 
 
    “Well… at least I think it wasn’t my fault.  Unless my memory serves me incorrectly.  It wouldn’t be the first time.  I’m quite the old man now, I believe.” 
 
    “Older on the inside,” Martha jested. 
 
    “Older on the inside,” Ten repeated, laughing. 
 
    Martha turned around, sitting on the consul unit, but making sure not to sit on any buttons.  As she did so, she finally could calm down and just look around them.  They were drifting through space, with front row seats to the vastness of the universe, and with nothing to mar her vision.  Despite it all, it was beautiful. 
 
    “We really are in space,” she voiced, “best view in the house.” 
 
    Ten followed her gaze and saw how she was looking at the stars in wonder. 
 
    “Yes, we are,” he whispered, “feel familiar?  When we first met, we got a front row seat to see the Earth from the moon.” 
 
    “And it was beautiful.” 
 
    “Yes, it was.  You handled the tragedy of that situation with as much a cavalier attitude as you are doing it now.  You know, Martha, I just realized that you have this uncanny ability to not panic in scary situations.” 
 
    “Well, what can I say?  Walking around the planet and seeing horrors can really end all chances of suffering from shock for long.” 
 
    “Yes,” he responded, somber, “I can see how that would happen.” He ended it there, for fear of having to bring up the year that never happened—the year that Martha went through pure horror… while he was stuck in a tent.  She turned back to him and was startled.  Now that she had a closer look at his face, he looked… older.  At least ten years older than what he looked like usually.  She wondered if her perception was off, but either way, she didn’t think it was best to bring it up at that particular moment. 
 
    “Doctor,” Martha pointed out, still staring at the stars, “you said that the artron energy is fueling the mainframe, but what happens when the consul unit runs out of it?” 
 
    “Well,” Ten began to lie, “there’s no real way of knowing if it will or not.” 
 
    “Is that a lie?” 
 
    “Potentially, but not possibly.” 
 
    “How can it be potentially, but not possibly?  Come on, they are the same thing.” 
 
    “Very well, they are.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’m not afraid.  How long do we have before the forcefield falls around us and we begin to suffocate and freeze to death?” 
 
    “While it’s not a definite number… three hours, give or take.” 
 
    “A lot can happen in three hours.” 
 
    “Precisely!  That’s the spirit.” 
 
    “Or nothing at all can happen.” 
 
    “Precisely!  That’s not the spirit.” 
 
    Martha laughed, and Ten brightened up. 
 
    “I’ve got you laughing again,” he acknowledged, “good, that’s always a good sign.  Don’t worry, Martha, I’ll get us out of this.” 
 
    “Don’t worry.  You don’t have to make promises that you can’t keep.” 
 
    Ten chewed his lip. 
 
    “Thanks,” he answered simply, “Because I hate doing that.” 
 
    Martha turned to the Doctor and they smiled at each other. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” the Doctor apologized. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For… for—well, for this, I suppose.  I would not have wanted your last trip on the TARDIS to be like this.” 
 
    Martha gave him a look of assurance, and then looked back out at space, and away from the Doctor as he continued to work to jumpstart the consul unit. 
 
    ‘Space,’ Martha thought, ‘the final frontier.  These are the voyages of the Starship, the TARDIS…’ 
 
    The idea of it made her laugh out loud. 
 
    “What’s got you chuckling?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s nerdy.  I was just quoting ‘Star Trek’ in my mind.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve done that before.” 
 
    “I’m sure that you have.” 
 
    Martha looked once more into the vastness of space around them.  As she marveled at the stars, and any planets in the far-off distance, something caught her eye.  There was a faint shape in a short distance away.  At first, she thought it was a trick of her eye, but then she was certain.  It was far off, but it was there, in the darkness of the universe. 
 
    “Doctor?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “I see something.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Where?” The Doctor asked, looking up and trying to follow her gaze, “what do you see?  Point in the direction where it is.” 
 
    Martha pointed to the spot. 
 
    “I could swear that there is something out there.” 
 
    The Doctor followed her gaze and against the darkness of the stars, he saw a faraway object. 
 
    “Oh, that is just too lucky!” He exclaimed happily. 
 
    “You call this situation lucky?  I wonder what you call unfortunate then.” 
 
    “No, Martha, that over there, is a satellite.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “A satellite?” Martha looked around, “But we aren’t anywhere near a planet, so it has nothing to orbit.  Besides, are we even in the solar system?” 
 
    “If I have my constellation knowledge correct, these stars are entirely different than that of your system.  No, we definitely are in the Erredon System now.  But that doesn’t signify anything, in truth.  Other cultures hijacked the very first models of Earth’s satellite system.” 
 
    “Like the Sputnik I?” 
 
    “Oh, sorry, that’s just too far back.  No, the Sputnik I was pretty much a thermometer, a battery and a radio inside of a metal ball.” 
 
    “Wait, that’s all the first satellite was?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “It sounds like a high school science project.” 
 
    “Well, on Earth in 1957, it captured the attention of everyone on your planet.” 
 
    “And you can see that it’s a satellite?” 
 
    “Yeah, but from this distance, I can’t tell the model or type from here.  Either way, Allon-sy!” 
 
    “If you said that, then that means that you are happy,” Martha turned back to him and read his expression.  “Wait, are you thinking what I think you’re thinking?” 
 
    “Oh yes!  If it’s a satellite, there are possibilities that I can get us out of this mess.” 
 
    “But Doctor, how do we know it’s safe?  I mean, come on, it’s a satellite floating in space, not orbiting anything.  Isn’t that suspicious?” 
 
    “Possibly while also not possibly,” he said, beginning to crawl down to the bottom of the consul unit.  “The satellite always could have been programmed to drift off into space after it was decommissioned, rather than it crashing into the planet’s ocean—or burning up in the atmosphere of the planet it would orbit.” 
 
    “So, we are going to sail towards it?” 
 
    “With the distance that it’s away from us, the consul unit might not be able to make the trip.” Ten kissed the dashboard, “it’s okay, beautiful, I shall be there for you.” 
 
    “Sorry that I can’t give you two alone time for a bit,” Martha chuckled, referring to him and the broken-up TARDIS. 
 
    “She forgives you.” 
 
    “And what if your TARDIS turned out to be a boy all this time?”  Martha crawled toward him. 
 
    “Martha, stop speaking blasphemy.  Now, come here.” 
 
    Martha anchored herself, using a rope to ease herself down to where the Doctor was.  Working away, checking wires that were below the dashboard, he began to give her instructions. 
 
    “I’m going to need you to do exactly as I say,” he began, taking two wires and crossing them together. 
 
    “Okay.  But Doctor—” 
 
    “When you go back up to the consul unit, you’re going to see a silver lever.” 
 
    “The one you pull every time that you run out of options when we travel?” 
 
    “Precisely! Now you’re going to pull it, while also pressing down the cold fusion button.  It’s the one that is half blue and half white.” 
 
    “Right, but Doctor—” 
 
    “And then if it doesn’t work, just do it again.” 
 
    “Doctor!” 
 
    In hearing the desperation in her voice, he turned to her.  She looked worried.  Often, he avoided that gaze of hers, but now she had his full attention. 
 
    “What?”  He asked. 
 
    “What happens if we don’t make it?” 
 
    “We’ll make it.” 
 
    “But what if we don’t?” She stressed, “I’m not afraid.  Just don’t give me false hope.” 
 
    Ten licked his lips. 
 
    “If it stops working before we reach the satellite, then that gives us two hours to contemplate our existence, and think of all the other things we would have done differently—if we had gotten the chance to have lived longer.” 
 
    Martha closed her eyes and then opened them again. 
 
    “Pull the silver lever and then press the blue-white button over and over,” she confirmed. 
 
    “Precisely.” 
 
    “All right then.  Well, stellar!” 
 
    “What did you say?” Ten asked, doing a double take. 
 
    “Nothing,” she blinked, “I just said stellar—like meaning that something is bloody brilliant.” 
 
    “Yes, I know,” Ten voiced, thoughtful.  Never mind, he thought.  Perhaps it was just a coincidence. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Martha went back to the dashboard and Ten remained below. 
 
    “Are you in position?” He asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I am.  Let’s do this.” 
 
    Ten breathed in heavily.  He moved down another set of wires, searched for the green one that held the artron energy in it, and then looked for the wire that fed into the controls. 
 
    “Countdown to one, right, Martha?” 
 
    “From three?” 
 
    “No, from infinity!” He jabbed. 
 
    “No need to get testy, sand-shoe boy.” 
 
    “Please! You love my shoes.  All right now, 3, 2… and 1!” 
 
    Martha pulled the lever and pushed the button just as Ten transferred the artron energy to the control circuit. 
 
    At first nothing happened. 
 
    “Martha!” 
 
    “Do you really think that I am not doing what you instructed?” 
 
    “Press the button again!” 
 
    “Do you really think I’m not?” 
 
    “Fine!  Then pull the lever up and down once more.” 
 
    Martha followed his instructions. 
 
    “We’re not getting enough power, Doctor!” 
 
    Ten pulled his hair in frustration.  He was out of ideas! 
 
    And then it hit him!  Indeed, how could he not have thought of it before. 
 
    “Martha, it needs to reverse the polarity.  See the yellow toggle to the left?” 
 
    “Yeah, pulling it now.” 
 
    “Allon-sy!” 
 
    Martha obeyed. 
 
    Pulling the toggle, the consul unit sputtered and then they were moving through space, toward the satellite. 
 
    But then the dashboard groaned out, slowing down, and Martha and the Doctor’s hearts skipped a beat. 
 
    “Doctor, it’s slowing down!” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Doctor, we’re not gonna make it!” 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    The Morning Star 
 
      
 
    As the TARDIS slowed down near the satellite, the Doctor feared that Martha was correct.  They were not going to make it. 
 
    In the brief moment that it slowed down, Martha and the Doctor got the chance to look at the satellite.  Now that they had a closer look, Martha was amazed. 
 
    “This is the first time I have ever seen a satellite up this close before.” 
 
    “Large, isn’t it?  Much larger than the thermometer in the metal ball.” 
 
    “Well, yes,” Martha replied, dazed, “yet, Doctor.  Look at it.  I don’t know why, but it scares me.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “No, I mean, I know it perhaps looks like any other satellite would, but it really is frightening to look at, now that I behold it.  It almost looks…” 
 
    “Evil.” 
 
    “Yes.  That’s it.” 
 
    “Yes, it is.  In truth, it has to weigh at least forty ton.” 
 
    They both stared at the vastness of the satellite and Ten could very well comprehend her anxiety at the sight of it.  When seeing a satellite for the first time, drifting in space, it in fact did look like a large spider amongst the stars. 
 
    And then the TARDIS stopped. 
 
    And it was dead in the air. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “No!” The Doctor cried, “No! No! No!” 
 
    The Doctor went back to the wires, doing everything he could, but it was useless.  The TARDIS was not moving, and they were too far away for any hope to occur. 
 
    They were going to die. 
 
    He knew it. 
 
    And he didn’t want to look at Martha’s face—because she clearly would know it. 
 
    Yet like a moth to a flame, the Doctor turned to her and their eyes said it all.  Painful acceptance, they were now undergoing.  And all there was left was for them to wait to freeze to death or suffocate.  Either death was painful. 
 
    “Martha, I…” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she assured him, “you don’t have to say anything.” 
 
    “Thank you.  For it would have killed me, I guess.” 
 
    Martha looked down sadly.  Out of despair, she collapsed a bit and laid her head down on the dashboard, but not so gently.  Yet as she did so, her head rested on the neutron regulator, and it shifted to the left. 
 
    Then the consul unit shuddered suddenly… and they were moving again. 
 
    “Ha!” Ten cried.  “Am I good or what?” 
 
    Martha gave him a sharp look. 
 
    “Right,” he coughed, “sorry about that… sorry.”  He then began to steer the consul unit to the base of the satellite.  As they got closer, Martha kept her eyes on the spacecraft.  The closer that they got, the scarier it appeared to her.  The size was just so much vaster than anything she could have foreseen. 
 
    “You said that you are steering us to the top of it?” 
 
    “Yes, because I know that model of satellite.  There should be a locking device on the top of it where we can anchor the consul unit down.” 
 
    “We can park a broken-up TARDIS? Well, you learn something new every day.  Can I help at all?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I got this.” 
 
    Eventually they reached the top of one of the satellite’s limbs, and Ten steered the consul unit toward it.  Once it was close enough, he had the dashboard flipped so that they could be anchored down to it. 
 
    “Got it!” He laughed, “Martha, we may live yet.” 
 
    “May being the operative word,” Martha stressed, amused.  Ten raised up his hand, Martha responded in kind, and they slapped hands together, out of triumph. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Now that they were safe for a moment, Martha had the time to look up at the satellite system.  On the hull of it, she read its name. 
 
    “Morning Star.” 
 
    “Thank goodness it’s called that.  If it were called Evening Star, then I would have felt the situation too ominous.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.  We’ve survived more ominous omens than that.  Can’t think of any right now, but…” 
 
    “Can’t think of any right now?” He echoed, laughing. 
 
    “So, are we going to use the satellite to send a signal to the nearest bay station?  Or something like that?” 
 
    “Nearest bay station?  No, that would be silly!  No, we’re going to rebuild the TARDIS.” 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    “Yes, we’re going to rebuild the TARDIS.” 
 
    Martha blinked. 
 
    “Okay.  Right.” 
 
    “See, I knew that you would get it.” 
 
    “Doctor, have you lost all ability to recognize uncertainty when you hear it?” 
 
    “I’m not sure that I ever had that ability, Martha.” 
 
    “Oh, good to now.  Well, sorry, but I’m totally lost.  You said that we are going to rebuild the TARDIS.” 
 
    “I did,” he replied, pressing some buttons.  “Now I’ve extended the forcefield so that we should be able to move down the satellite and dissemble the mainframe.  That’s the irony of universal technology—it can be adapted for Gallifreyan purposes.” 
 
    “You can rebuild the TARDIS from pieces taken from a satellite?” 
 
    “As long as this equipment is not strictly Earth-oriented, which it doesn’t appear to be.  Judging by the shape of it, and since we are in the Erredon System, the satellite design perhaps is a Jexari-prototype.” 
 
    “So, the technology in this might be compatible for the consul unit.  But what about the rest of the TARDIS?  Your ship was infinite.” 
 
    “I know it seems implausible,” he said as he crawled under the consul unit and took out a toolkit, then he pulled out some climbing cords.  “Yet, the programming of the TARDIS in the consul unit has all the designs to rebuild itself.” 
 
    “So, it it’s like a super-fast growing tree, then; you break off a piece and then it can repair itself.” 
 
    “Precisely.”  The Doctor handed Martha some rope, she took it and began to tie it secure to the consul unit, then looping it at the end so that she could crawl into it.  “Now, it doesn’t help that I’m missing the heart of the TARDIS, but if I get us out of this, I shall simply have to find something to substitute the eye of harmony.” 
 
    “But one step at a time?” 
 
    “Precisely, one step at a time.” 
 
    Martha wrapped the loop of the rope around herself. 
 
    “Ever do any rock climbing in your life?” He asked her. 
 
    “Not at all,” she smirked. 
 
    “Me neither,” he grinned in reply, “Allon-sy!” 
 
    Holding fast to the ropes they were in, they began to lower themselves down, under the consul unit and then climbing down the Morning Star. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “So,” Martha asked as they climbed down the exterior, “what sort of parts are we looking for?” 
 
    “I’m going to need its magnetometer, it’s solar sail, s-band receive antenna, and then those solar panels.” 
 
    The Doctor gestured to the large panels that were around the satellite, and the size of it wasn’t lost on Martha. 
 
    “Those large things that are too far below the forcefield?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s when you’ll have to let me almost kill myself to save us both.” 
 
    “I always feel so warm inside after you tell me things,” she joked. 
 
    Eventually they reached a door that led into the interior of the satellite, and the Doctor took out his screwdriver. 
 
    “That’s the great thing about being in space.  Whatever is locked is not made of wood.”[3]  
 
    He soniced the door, and it burst open. They climbed through and were both able to be comfortable, for now they were able to stand on a landing.  Yet it was dark. 
 
    “Nothing like a flashlight,” Martha remarked. 
 
    “Ah, no need to worry.  Jexari-technology would have wished to have some illumination system set up within.” He unstrapped the toolkit from his back, then he turned on the sonic so that they could see around the compartment.  As they did, the blue light showed a circular landing that wove around the walls, and wound down to the bottom of the space.  Yet the middle of the compartment was hollow, and you could see deep down into the cavern of it.   It had to have been a thirty foot drop at least. 
 
    “Now that’s just all kinds of scary,” Martha pointed out, still happy though. 
 
    “Martha, stay close to me,” the Doctor advised.  “Hold onto my coat if you need to.” 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, and she grabbed ahold of his hand as they walked along, still with their ropes around them. 
 
    The Doctor moved along the side of the satellite and found a mainframe.  When he arrived at what looked like a computer system, he pressed a few buttons, nothing worked, so he took out a real screwdriver, undid the casing, and began to adjust some wires.  His actions proved fruitful, because the lights in the interior came on suddenly.  The illumination made the Doctor and Martha smile as they got the chance to get a better view of the interior. 
 
    Then a sound crept through the system unit.  This made them both happy for a moment, but unfortunately, the Doctor didn’t notice that within the wiring program-feed, there was something behind it. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Ten turned around when hearing the constant noise that was no louder than a whimper.  The seconds felt interminable, and the unknown scared him even. 
 
    “Doctor,” Martha whispered, “put the lid back on it.” 
 
    “I just wish to see what—” 
 
    As he moved some wires, a fanged creature emerged from it, jumped out through the wires and lunged after him.  Ten fell as it landed on top of him, trying to push it off. 
 
    “Doctor!” Martha rushed toward it, picked up the toolkit and swiped at the creature.  She knocked it off the Doctor, leaned over the Doctor and began to help him up.  She noticed a scar on his face from when the Doctor got scratched by the creature.  She checked it and saw that the cut had a green residue on it.  “Don’t worry,” she assured him, “it’s going to be all right.” 
 
    They were distracted when they heard a roar.  Martha looked around and saw the creature rushing up at them—and it was too late.  It crashed into her, forcing her backwards as it tried to drive its claws into her. 
 
    “Martha!” The Doctor cried as he noticed that she fell backwards, reaching the edge of the landing.  Her foot fell over the edge, and then she and the creature fell over, disappearing as she fell to her death. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Time felt like it was moving at a sluggish pace. 
 
    As did the Doctor’s movements.  He saw his arm reaching out for Martha, but it felt as if he was rushing forward in slow motion as she disappeared over the edge.  He rushed to the railing of the winding pathway and saw Martha falling below, inching closer and closer past where the forcefield of the consul unit ended.  To his left, Ten saw her rope sliding down, so not panicking, he grabbed the rope and it yanked him forward.  Collapsing on the landing, he held onto the rope, clasping the railing and saw Martha’s descent halt midair. 
 
    However, the force of the stop made her sway back and forth, therefore she swiveled in the air and slammed against the wall below, knocking her head. 
 
    “Martha!” The Doctor cried, seeing her limp form at the end of the rope.  She was knocked out.  And she was definitely out of the forcefield that the consul unit extended.  She was now about to suffocate and freeze to death. 
 
    What was more was that just below her, on a landing, the creature had survived and was now climbing its way toward her.  Without thinking, the Doctor began to act.  He secured Martha’s rope even more to the railing, and prepared himself. 
 
    He could survive the lack of oxygen and cold just long enough to get her—and hopefully subdue the creature. 
 
    He anchored his rope, breathed in and jumped. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Unconscious, Martha dangled back and forth, falling into the world of her dreams. 
 
    In the depth of her subconscious, Martha opened her eyes and all was black.  She walked around, but the corridor she was in was covered in darkness. 
 
    “I feel like I’m in a really low-budget horror film,” she said, trying to keep her spirits up, “where the young woman always dies first. And let’s not even get started on my skin color. Wait!” 
 
    She reached into her pocket and pulled out some matches. 
 
    “Thanks, dad, for being a smoker,” she spoke, then she lit a match and moved forward.  As she looked around herself, she saw that she was in an old house, worthy of the frightening Victorian Era grandeur that she always thought felt so ominous.  Then suddenly, she saw a light emerge from a room that was a couple of doors down.  Frightened beyond belief, Martha just stood there, not moving. 
 
    “Come in!” a familiar voice taunted from within, “If you don’t, what would your beloved Doctor say?  After all, doesn’t fortune favor the bold?” 
 
    Martha closed her eyes, finding comfort in knowing the identity of the hidden figure.  As menacing as he was, the villain you knew the identity of was better than the unknown that you didn’t.  Blowing out her match, Martha entered through the doorway and saw a nice lounge chair facing the fire in the fireplace.  Then she looked down and saw some legs protruding from underneath it.  She heard the man shift, and peeked his head from around the sofa. 
 
    “Good evening, Martha,” he said, “come in and sit down.  You must be cold.” 
 
    “I’m fine where I am, thanks,” she replied. 
 
    “Nonsense.  This house is the stuff of nightmares.” 
 
    “Is that why you picked it out?” 
 
    The Master grinned. 
 
    “Yes, very good.  I always believe that I pick the perfect backdrop for the occasion.  Truly, you might wish to sit down, because you look tired.” 
 
    Admitting defeat, Martha moved toward the fire and sat down on the sofa next to him.  Looking into the flames, Martha felt the eyes of the Master on her. 
 
    “It’s rude to stare, you know,” Martha sneered. 
 
    “Yes, because that is clearly the worst thing that I have ever done.” 
 
    “Yes, and about that… am I dead?” 
 
    “Good question.  How would I know?” The Master asked resigned, but not menacing. 
 
    “Are you dead?” 
 
    “Oh, the Doctor burned my body, but that is always the question that he must walk away with.  No matter how much… is the Master ever dead?” 
 
    “Tell me truly,” Martha asked, still staring into the flames, “why do you hate the Doctor so much?” 
 
    “I don’t know… I suppose that we Timelords are still capable of too much human sentiment and obsessions.” 
 
    “And what does that mean?” 
 
    “It means,” the Master chuckled sadly, “that even we Timelords cling to those who we feel robbed us of something.” 
 
    “You think the Doctor robbed you?  You are truly insane.” 
 
    “Well, obviously.  Tell me something.  Do you still tap your hands every now and again?  The way that I had the whole world do when I hypnotized them?” 
 
    Martha looked down at her hands. 
 
    “Yes,” she replied simply. 
 
    “Good, then that means that I won at least once.” 
 
    “How do you call that a victory?” 
 
    “Because,” he smirked, “it means that you shall always remember me.” 
 
    “I have no choice but to,” Martha hissed, “but you cannot harm me.  This is just a dream.” 
 
    “Yes, it is.  A dream you have repeatedly.  And that’s the very problem, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Why do you feel that the Doctor wronged you?” 
 
    “Because he did.” 
 
    “Then tell me how.” 
 
    The Master’s lips tightened as he looked away from Martha and into the fire.  As he sat there, with the flames reflected in his pupils, he truly did look like the devil to Martha.  Yet this was all a dream, like it always was when she saw him.  Therefore, he was harmless.  And he knew it.  And yet what needed to be addressed was that he needed to know that she knew it as well. 
 
    “You’re just like him now,” Martha announced. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Your old friend… the Doctor.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    When she said this, the Master’s eyes turned into slits. 
 
    “Now come on, you’re just being mean, Martha Jones.” 
 
    “A side effect to speaking to someone who you terrorized and almost killed; we cease to be frightened by the things you do—and so you stop being a threat to us.” 
 
    “If I don’t frighten you anymore, then why do you still return back to this moment? Back to when I was still alive.” 
 
    “Because I’m human, not a saint, Master. I have a hard time letting things go.” 
 
    “Which is why you still travel with him, even when you shouldn’t.” 
 
    “And why I think about you, even when I shouldn’t.  But you are like him.” 
 
    “Fine, tell me how.” 
 
    “Because he doesn’t like to talk about things either.  But I know you, Master, you and all your faces.” 
 
    The Master’s eyes snapped wider. 
 
    “Oh, do you?” 
 
    Then his face morphed from his recent one, then back to Professor Yana, then when he ran into the Eighth Doctor, back to the face he had during the Doctor’s Fifth and Sixth incarnation, then when he re-met the Doctor again when he was Three. 
 
    “Yes,” Martha stated evenly, “when I finally got back into the TARDIS again, after the Doctor restored it from being your Paradox Machine, I found some time alone to look you up when he didn’t know that I was.  I know your faces. And above all, I know what you both really are to each other.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The Master rubbed his chin in anger.  Feeling thwarted, he realized that it was best to get his victories where he could. 
 
    “Don’t forget,” he said at last, “there is a chance that I am not dead.” 
 
    “You are dead,” she smirked, “you are just a nightmare.” 
 
    Martha stood up and began to walk around the room. 
 
    “And I’m walking away from this again,” she swore. 
 
    “You always do,” the Master jeered, “but remember, no one can outrun their own memories.  Besides, I’ve been a nightmare before.” 
 
    “Just as you say.  Remember, I will always know what you really are to him.” 
 
    “And who am I?” He cried, his voice piercing her ears, “Who am I?” 
 
    Martha had had enough, and turned around. 
 
    “You are—” 
 
    “Martha!” She heard the Doctor’s voice.  Sounding as if it was coming from faraway, it echoed against the stone of this strange home, “Martha!” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Martha!” Ten cried, jumping over the edge and soaring down toward her.  As he did so, the creature rushed out and lashed out toward Martha.  The Doctor got closer and closer to Martha, and just as he reached her, he grabbed Martha and pushed her out of the way before the creature got ahold of her.  He swung them toward the landing, reached it, and Ten grabbed the railing.  Holding Martha, he got his footing, then lowered her down on it.  He inspected her to make sure that the alien didn’t hurt her.  When he saw no cuts or scars on her, and moved toward her head to look for any damage, he heard a violent roar. 
 
    Ten stood up and saw that the creature had barred its teeth and was staring at them from across the landing.  The Doctor always wished to see the beauty in every new species that he came across, but this was truly hideous. 
 
    “There is honestly nothing about your appearance that I find worth complimenting.” 
 
    The creature roared out once more, and then began to rush around the landing toward Ten and Martha. 
 
    “Must’ve been something I said,” he sighed, panicked, then he turned around and began looking around at the walls.  As he did, he saw a damaged computer unit with a switch next to it. With no time to lose, he rushed to it, yanked the wires down, making sure the wrong ones did not match up.  Wrapping it around the switch, he pulled the wires back to himself and Martha, reached into her pocket and pulled out her matches. 
 
    “I can’t believe I’m saying this,” he magnified, “but thank god your father likes to smoke.” 
 
    The Doctor turned and waited till the creature got closer to them. 
 
    “I used to believe in being merciful because I knew how dangerous I could be,” The Doctor hissed.  Then the creature reached the precise spot, “But not today.” 
 
    He lit the wire and threw it at the creature. 
 
    The flames flickered along the wire at a fast rate, then reached the damage computer unit and switch.  It exploded just as the creature reached it. The creature was blasted off the landing and fell below, plummeting through the satellite. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    The Doctor turned back to the fire, realized that it was going to explode, so he picked up Martha, carrying her quickly back up to the next landing.  Unfortunately, they were in a wind tunnel, so he worried that the fire would travel upward and— 
 
    The damaged computer exploded.  It was too late. 
 
    All the Doctor could do, therefore, was lower Martha down, covering her with his body. If most of her was covered, then she might survive, even if he was burned to death.  Closing his eyes while resting his head over hers, he waited for the pain. 
 
    But luckily there was none.  He stood up and looked down at the landing when he heard metal moving. 
 
    A few feet away from the computer, a door slid open, lights erupted and then an android robot emerged from it.  The fire must have activated it, because by its design, it was clearly an avionics/maintenance android, meant to oversee any damages that could occur to the ship. 
 
    It woke up immediately, raised up its arm, released a cooling blast from his controls and the fire was contained. 
 
    “Ah,” Ten sighed, “the plot thickens.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    Howard, the Android 
 
      
 
    The metal android turned to them and took a few steps as Martha woke up. 
 
    “Please state your name and proper credentials,” it requested. 
 
    “Gladly,” Martha called down to him as the Doctor helped her stand up, “We are space travelers, and I can assure you that we are innocent.” 
 
    “Thank you for your assistance,” the Doctor offered happily, “And we shall come down and show you our credentials.” 
 
    They both walked down the landing and toward the android as it re-patched the wiring and subdued the firing completely.  The Doctor removed the psychic paper from his pocket and showed it to the robot. 
 
    “I think you will find that my companion and I are perfectly suitable to board the Morning Star.” 
 
    The android read it casually. 
 
    “Ah,” he greeted, “welcome to the Morning Star, Engineer Smith and Technician Jones.” 
 
    “Happy to be on board,” The Doctor smiled.  “So, what do we call you?” 
 
    “I am Howard, sir.  Howard 7.” 
 
    “Howard 7?” Martha asked, “You are the seventh upgrade of your model?” 
 
    “Oh, in truth, I am the third upgrade.  I am called Howard 7 because Howard 1,2,3,4,5, and 6 are located at other bay units all along the Morning Star.  Were you not briefed on our number before you arrived?” 
 
    “Numbers can be off,” Martha lied, “we in fact were not even given a number or name of your model.” 
 
    “Truly?  Well, you are present, therefore you must give me an inventory of the diagnostics of what has malfunctioned on the ship.  Since you are a repair team.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that,” Ten assured him, shrugging, “We may be a repair team, but we just swung by to give a detailed report to headquarters.  This satellite has been drifting in space for quite some time, and we just came to assure the main base that all is still in order.  Simple routine.” 
 
    Martha looked at the psychic paper out of the corner of her eye, and saw that it did in fact say that they were mechanical technicians. 
 
    “Very good, sir and ma’am,” Howard 7 said, “let me show you to the Star’s mainframe.” 
 
    “Very good and—”, the Doctor flinched, his body shuddered and he clutched at Martha randomly. 
 
    “Doctor, what is…” Martha trailed off as she observed him closely, seeing the cut on the Doctor’s neck.  Recalling that it had been from when the creature scratched him, Martha noticed that green veins were sprouting out from it. 
 
    The scratch was poisoning him. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Martha!” The Doctor cried, looking frightened. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ve got you,” she assured him.  “Doctor, look at me.” 
 
    “It hurts,” he cried, “it just came on.  And it hurts.” 
 
    “You’re infected.  Now focus, did you recognize the creature that attacked us?  If you did, then we would know how to treat it perhaps.” 
 
    “No, I never have seen it before.  Aaahhhh!” He cried out in pain as the green veins began to spread all over his face. 
 
    “Oh, my god, it moves fast!” Martha racked her brain, feeling helpless, and then the revelation came to her.  “Howard 7!” She cried. 
 
    “Yes, Technician Jones?” Howard 7 asked. 
 
    “Can you recognize the identity of an alien through the effects on a laceration?” 
 
    “Yes, I can,” Howard 7 confirmed, focusing its eyes on the cut.  “Technician, Engineer Smith has been cut by a Xirec.” 
 
    “A Xirec?  Is there a cure?” 
 
    “Yes, there is.” 
 
    “I don’t suppose that there is any place that it is stored on the Morning Star?” 
 
    “Yes, it would be in a medical bay.” 
 
    “There’s a medical bay?” Martha cried happily, but then she worried about running too far and away from the oxygen forcefield.  Until she realized what they didn’t have time to realize before.  Therefore, she could act accordingly.  “Howard 7, can you run while holding him?” 
 
    “Affirmative.  I can lift approximately 425 pounds, and run at a swift pace of 68.245250847—” 
 
    “I believe you.  Please pick him up and I’ll follow you to the medical bay.” 
 
    Howard 7 lifted the Doctor up and rushed along the landing. 
 
    “Whoa!” Martha cried, “Don’t run so fast that I can’t keep up.” 
 
    Still holding the Doctor, Howard 7 pressed a few buttons on the wall, a slide door opened and they entered a corridor.  With windows on the exterior of it, Martha saw space from without as they ran alongside the corridor. 
 
    “Blimey!” Martha cried, “this corridor is like an eighth of a mile.” 
 
    “It is approximately half as long as the next corridor that we will run through,” Howard 7 reported. 
 
    “Ah,” Martha sighed while she ran. “Of course.” 
 
    As they ran to another set of slide doors, Howard 7 gave it an instruction. 
 
    “Open up!” Howard demanded, and the door did so. 
 
    “Impressive,” Martha commented. 
 
    “All interior slide doors from the main corridors respond to us Howards’ vocal demand,” Howard extrapolated, still in his usual lighthearted monotone.  Martha followed him into it, and of course, it was now a quarter of a mile. 
 
    “Ah, great!” Martha cried. 
 
    “Shall I slow down?” 
 
    “No, don’t worry.  I’ve spent the last year doing a lot of running.  I’ll get used to it.  How is the Doctor?” 
 
    “He’s still breathing.  I calculate that he has no more than ten more minutes to live.” 
 
    Following Howard 7 along the next corridor, they eventually reached the medical bay station. 
 
    “Open up.” 
 
    The door opened and they both rushed through it. 
 
    “Whoa!” Martha cried, looking around.  The medical bay was the best medical station she had ever seen.  “You are beautiful!” 
 
    “Are you calling the medical bay ‘beautiful’?” Howard 7 asked.  This snapped her back to rights as she saw a stretcher in the middle of the room. 
 
    “Howard, put him on the table, please.” 
 
    She turned and Howard wasn’t moving. 
 
    “Howard?” 
 
    Howard still didn’t move. 
 
    “Howard 7!” 
 
    “Very well,” Howard 7 replied, and put the Doctor on the table. 
 
    “Am I correct that you can’t respond to anything else but Howard 7?” Martha asked, removing her red jacket, and rushing to the Doctor.  She opened his eyes and saw that his pupils were green. 
 
    “Affirmative, Technician Jones.” 
 
    “Then please, Howard 7, in no more than thirty seconds, get me every component in this medical bay that I must use to cure him and then tell me what it is while you get it.” 
 
    “Affirmative.”  With a quick speed, Howard 7 moved around the room and brought forth anecdotes from the cabinets, beakers and syringes.  He gave her instructions of what to put into the beaker, which substances and amounts, then he offered her a large needle that might as well have looked like a miniature impaling object.  Martha gave Howard 7 a look. 
 
    “Where do I stick it?” She asked warily. 
 
    “In his heart,” Howard 7 replied as Martha felt her mouth drop open in response.  But there was no time for hesitation, so Martha filled the needle up with some of the serum, unbuttoned his shirt, aimed for his heart and then stabbed it into him, pushing the anecdote inside of him. 
 
    The Doctor’s body gave a violent spasm, his eyes opened, he jerked, was awake for a second, but then fell limp once more. Martha was baffled as he fell back unconscious. 
 
    “Did I mix it wrong?” She asked Howard 7. 
 
    “Negative.  It should have worked.” 
 
    “But it—oh!”  Martha filled the needle again, groaning to herself, “Martha, for god sakes!  He’s got two hearts!” 
 
    She climbed the stretcher so that she could get a better aim for his other heart. 
 
    She breathed out. 
 
    She breathed in. 
 
    And then she stabbed his second heart. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Aaaaawwww!” The Doctor cried, waking up completely.  As he did so, the Doctor’s body rose and clutched at her arms, staring at her menacingly. 
 
    “The Daleks took Rose from me!” He cried, his eyes glazed over, unaware of where he was or who he was looking at, “And they almost took away Martha!  I cannot save them!  Master, leave her alone!” 
 
    “Doctor!” She cried. 
 
    “Where is Martha!  Leave her alone!” 
 
    “Doctor I’m here!” 
 
    “Leave her alone, Master—or I will end this between us!  I will end it.   And Ace, get those grenades ready!  Sarah Jane Smith, where is my sonic!  Romana, where are you!  Jo, why did you have to leave, why did you… Peri!  Peri, no! —” 
 
    Howard came forward with a smaller needle and stabbed it into the Doctor’s neck.  The Doctor’s eyes closed and he fell back unconscious. 
 
    “A side effect to the poison,” Howard explained, “I have seen it many times.” 
 
    “Did you, Howard 7?” Martha asked, still inspecting the Doctor while setting up an RV, to make sure that the Doctor’s breathing stayed regulating. 
 
    “Yes, I did. Precisely forty-eight times.  With every patient that the medical team treated.  The poison from the Xirec makes them delirious, suffering from hallucinations, or side effects like that of a fever.  When the anecdote is distributed within their bloodstream, they wake up, but the hallucinations or trauma is still affecting them.  Let him rest for about twenty minutes.  He’ll be perfectly adequate by then.” 
 
    “Perfectly adequate,” Martha sighed out, collapsing onto a nearby chair.  “He would never be satisfied with that,” she covered her face with her hand.  “Howard 7, do you have any adrenaline compounds in the medical bay?” 
 
    “Yes, Technician Jones.” 
 
    “You may just call me Martha if you like, Howard 7.” 
 
    “Very good, Martha.  And yes, there is.” 
 
    “Can you bring it to me, as well as a needle?” 
 
    “I obey.” 
 
    Howard 7 went to a cabinet, pulled out a bottle of adrenaline, and then handed it to her, along with a medium sized needle.  Exhausted, Martha barely had the strength to hold it.  Still she persevered, raised up the bottle, held it up to the light and shook it to make sure that it was the correct substance. Then she stuck the needle through the top. 
 
    When the needle was full, she looked at it. 
 
    “Do you know what’s funny, Howard 7?” She asked. 
 
    “Yes, miss?” 
 
    “I know a doctor, and she is actually afraid of needles.” 
 
    “Is she?” 
 
    “Yes, and do you know what’s funnier?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She’s me.” 
 
    Martha stuck her arm with the needle and pumped the adrenaline into her bloodstream. 
 
    “Ah!” She cried, and then she blinked, fully energized. “There we go.  I’m awake again.”  She put the adrenaline down, but kept it handy just in case she needed to use it for the Doctor. She stood up and felt life return to her legs.  She leaned over a table and steadied out her breathing.  Finally, she turned back to Howard 7 and smiled at him. 
 
    “By the way, Howard 7, I forgot to tell you something.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You were fantastic!” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Oh, thank you for the compliment,” Howard 7 said, “I did not expect it.” 
 
    Martha sat down and stared at the Doctor. 
 
    “When he wakes up, he might need some nourishment.” 
 
    “There are protein packets in the blue cabinet,” Howard 7 informed her, “each square has the equivalent of eating two helpings of meat and three servings of cheese.” 
 
    “Artificial?” 
 
    “Compressed.” 
 
    Martha walked over to the blue cabinet, found some square packets in it, opened one and tested it by taking a couple of bites.  Immediately she felt fuller.  Seeing this as her chance, she picked up a bag that was hanging on a hook, and filled it with the protein packets, some needles, basic antibiotics, gauze and bandages.  She turned, seeing Howard 7 still looking at her. 
 
    “Oh,” she excused, “for incidents.  You can never be too careful, you know.” 
 
    “I see the benefits of always having supplies.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Martha finished packing and slung the bag over her shoulder.  She then began to check the Doctor’s heartbeat with a stethoscope. 
 
    “So, Howard 7,” she began, “is your name short for something?  Something longer and technical?” 
 
    “It is, indeed.  It is short for Howard Braxton the II, Model III.” 
 
    “Wait, your official Model name is Howard Braxton the II?” 
 
    “Yes, after our creator from planet Hexan, Howard Braxton the II.” 
 
    “He named his robot models fully after himself?” 
 
    “Affirmative.” 
 
    “Well that’s very… humble.” 
 
    “I’ve never met my creator.  From the records that I have stored of him in my system, from a professional level, he was a genius.  Yet the records I have of his personal traits indicates that he suffered from vanity issues.” 
 
    “Ah, not surprising at all,” Martha jabbed, but then she turned serious.  “Howard 7, I need you to assist me with information.  I’m worried that HQ did not supply us with the correct facts and diagnostics of this satellite.  Can you please tell me the setup of the Star, its purpose and destination? Or lack thereof of a destination?” 
 
    “I shall be happy to assist you in this, Martha,” Howard 7 commented, and then he began to explain everything, with Martha listening attentively.  The more she did, the more she had to conceal her shock when she discovered what was really occurring on the Morning Star. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Alarm Sounded 
 
      
 
    Location: Ptorian, the Planetoid  
 
    Magna Prime: 
 
    The Quadrant in Space that is adjacent to the Errodin System 
 
      
 
    With his feet propped up on the table, and a newspaper covering his face so that he could nap comfortably, Soldier Nielson was lax and not watching the security cameras at all.  Yet his careless security standards were more so of a reaction to the fact that the station was so secret that no one ever knew that it existed.  Day in and day out, he was in the security room of the base, always looking at cameras, and it had taken its toll on him. 
 
    Having reached his breaking point, he took out his communicator from his pocket, clicked it on and a small image of his comrade, Soldier Helen, appeared above it. 
 
    “Soldier Nielson?” She asked, “you rang?” 
 
    “Yes, I just needed to see a familiar face.” 
 
    They both smiled fondly at each other. 
 
    “You saw me four hours ago, and you’re going to see me again for dinner,” she laughed, flattered. 
 
    “Well, it’s not my fault.  I’m stuck here, alone, for hours and it tends to drive one mental, you know.” 
 
    “Amazing,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh nothing, just that it’s always the nature of our people to never be fully satisfied.  Job distribution is always in direct parallel to how you do on your personality tests.  You tested to be the sort to get a solitary job, and people like me got the laborer distribution.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I want to be re-distributed,” Soldier Nielson groaned, “No matter our other trades, we are soldiers, Helen, and there is no fighting going on.” 
 
    “You need to learn to enjoy peace, Soldier Nielson.” 
 
    “Peace! Peace confuses me.” 
 
    “I am so sorry to hear that,” Soldier Helen laughed.  “But it does show the Viroshin Psychological Factor Theory 87—” 
 
    “Soldier Helen, shush!  You’re hurting my head.” 
 
    “Sorry, I just finished taking Parietal and Occipital Analysis courses, so I can’t… am I boring you again?” 
 
    “Yeah, and I’m already sleepy.” 
 
    “Sorry about that, but this conversation just reminded me of a theory that no matter what, with our people, well… I feel like it’s becoming very clear that the Sagrien way is to never be satisfied.  The theory is that we are born angry—and starving.” 
 
    “That’s nonsense.  Besides, it’s not our fault.  We’re a people who don’t have an official planet.  Personally, I just think we are homesick.” 
 
    Soldier Nielson was interrupted when a red light began to flash on the surveillance dashboard. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    The sight of it blinking was both frightening while also exhilarating to Soldier Nielson.  The red light distracted him so much that he didn’t pay attention to Soldier Helen as she kept talking. 
 
    The red button signified one thing. 
 
    Soldier Nielson leaned forward and activated the surveillance camera that monitored activity on the Morning Star.  The many cameras that were within the satellite turned on and Soldier Nielson looked over every image.  Eventually, he came upon the sight of the Doctor and Martha in the medical bay, while Martha was speaking with one of the Howard metallic androids. 
 
    “Soldier Nielson,” Helen repeated, “did you hear what I said?” 
 
    “D-gavvin!” Soldier Nielson swore. 
 
    “Nielson, is something wrong?” 
 
    “Soldier Helen,” he bellowed, “finally we’ve got some action.  The Morning Star has been compromised.” 
 
    “Don’t joke like that.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s no joke! Talk to you when I have a better report.” 
 
    He switched off their line and then messaged the leader of their unit, Weldon Jinn. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Location: The heart of the military base on Ptorian. 
 
    The bedroom of the head chieftain, Weldon Jinn. 
 
      
 
    With his arms crossed in front of him, Weldon was meditating.  Sweat trickled down his forehead as he focused all his powers on his telekinetic muscles. 
 
    With his legs crossed in Indian-style, Weldon focused with his eyes closed.  Five feet above the ground, he was hovering, focusing all his energy to levitate himself.  Of all in the base, he was the only one who mastered the skill to move things by the power of his mind.  Yet that skill alone was not the only thing that drove the Sagriens to follow him, but also by the natural powers that came from being a man of natural elegance. 
 
    Weldon Jinn was a fierce man to behold, with striking features that could be described as handsome to some, and overbearing and gruesome to others.  He was tall, with a solid build, his figure was intimidating and confident, and he looked like a leader.  He could lead people into death, and they would have followed him anyway. 
 
    Yet his drive did not spring from solely a lust for power.  Rather he was the product of a character who was wronged by the universe that he lived in.  At one time, he had been a decent sort—and then, at the turn of too many encounters in war, politics, and witnessing desolation, his character altered to something frightening.  Like many one-time villains, he developed an intense rage that fueled him into being the leader that the people thought they needed—especially if they were going to achieve what they wished. 
 
    “Leader Weldon Jinn,” Soldier Nielson’s voice announced through the receiver, “I have a report.” 
 
    Weldon kept his eyes closed, still concentrating. 
 
    “State it,” he replied, chillingly. 
 
    “The red light is flashing.” 
 
    Weldon opened his eyes slowly, lowered to the ground and stood up. 
 
    “I’m coming down,” he stated quickly, stood up and put on his shirt.  His quick and sudden departure from his cabin room unnerved Soldier Nielson. 
 
    “Sir?” He asked through the receiver.  “Uh, sir?” 
 
    Gathering his courage, Soldier Nielson stood up and walked to the doorway, breathing deeply.  With no denial of being nervous, he prepared himself. 
 
    ‘That’s the problem with leaders,’ he said to himself, ‘We admire them, but they scare the cretins out of us!  Them and their blasted dreams.’ 
 
    He stood there and waited no more than a couple of minutes before the door opened.  He was not surprised, because Weldon was the only pureblood in their entire unit.  Therefore, he was naturally the fastest individual on Ptorian, even possibly being able to run fifty miles per hour. 
 
    The door opened and Weldon entered. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Standing there in all his glory, Weldon entered with a majestic air. 
 
    “Leader Weldon,” Soldier Nielson saluted, “it is an honor that you come to the surveillance room to see me, sir.” 
 
    Weldon looked at him, without emotion. 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    “Of course, sir.” 
 
    Soldier Nielson gestured to the security cameras, and Weldon saw the Doctor resting on the stretcher and Martha talking to Howard 7.  After no more than a few seconds of inspection, Weldon turned to Nielson. 
 
    “Can we get sound on this?” 
 
    “I believe if I rework some of the circuitry, then it’s possible.” 
 
    “So why haven’t you tried yet?” He looked at him most pointedly. 
 
    “Right!” Nielson obeyed.  He went to the computer, boosted the circuitry and then some volume turned on in the medical bay. 
 
    “Each room in the satellite was given poisonous gas as a security measure,” Weldon stated. 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Good.  If they prove to be of no value, then activate the gas to fill the chamber,” Weldon ordered, willing to kill the Doctor and Martha if they proved worthless.  Weldon focused, trying to concentrate on the words that were spoken. 
 
      
 
    “So, you and Engineer Smith are a unit?” Howard 7 asked Martha.  “May I ask why HQ has sent for you so late?  I simply wish to inquire why they did not send you earlier, for as you can see, there are alien infestations now.” 
 
    “There are?” Martha replied. 
 
    “Indeed, yes.  My programs have hacked into the satellite’s maintenance system, and it has detected the presence of other forms besides you.” 
 
    “So, there are more creatures here, in the walls, who might attack us?!” 
 
    “Affirmative.  Therefore, it is in your best interests to inform Engineer Smith of this when he wakes.” 
 
    “Thank you, and to be honest, he has a nickname that he prefers to go by.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “The Doctor.” 
 
      
 
    The Doctor! 
 
    Hearing the name made Weldon’s hopes rise.  What a bit of fortune!  The Doctor was unconscious and in the satellite.  This had to be handled delicately.  If not, then the opportunity would surely be missed. 
 
    “Soldier?” 
 
    “Nielson, Leader.” 
 
    “Soldier Nielson, tell me, do you have top expert hacking skills?” 
 
    “Indeed, I do.” 
 
    “Good, because now you’re volunteering to go to the Morning Star.  And no, they both will not be gassed—for now.” 
 
    This announcement made Nielson secretly overjoyed, but he kept calm. 
 
    “Thank you, sir.” 
 
    “A crew shall be assembled in the hanger bay in twenty minutes.  Be there, or be left behind.” 
 
    “Affirmative, but sir?” 
 
    “I brook no rejections.” 
 
    “No, this is not a rejection, I assure you!  It is merely a request.  This squadron shall require some of our best soldiers.  Well, I have a friend, Soldier Helen, who is an expert warrior.” 
 
    “Is she your future mate?” 
 
    Soldier Nielson swallowed. 
 
    “I have never thought of it that way.” 
 
    “Very well,” Weldon answered, “Have her report with you as well.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Ecstatic, Soldier Helen prepared her gear as Weldon’s voice resounded all through the compound. 
 
    “Citizens of Ptorian,” he announced, “prepare yourselves.  Our taskforce shall disembark very soon to reach the Morning Star satellite in 1 part-dexterial.  This is the day of the awakening, and when we return, our nation shall be strong again, to rebuild, replenish, and raze any civilization to the ground as we wish.” 
 
    All through the base, the Sagriens cheered, and Soldier Helen found herself elated.  She had gotten lucky and had been one of the few who was selected to undergo this great task.  She would be there to mark the rise of her race again across the galaxy. 
 
    Eventually she reached the hanger bay where their ship was waiting for them.  As she did so, she came upon Soldier Nielson who was waiting for her at the base of the spacecraft. 
 
    “You were chosen too?” She laughed, coming forward. 
 
    “Yes, I was the first one selected when our Leader came to check if the Morning Star had been infiltrated.” 
 
    Soldier Helen read between the lines of his speech. 
 
    “Then, it was you?” She realized, “you got me assigned.” 
 
    “What can I say?” He smirked, arching his brow, “I need someone to watch my back.” 
 
    Soldier Helen rolled her eyes playfully, then rushed up to him and hugged him. 
 
    “Thank you, thank you, thank you!” She cried. 
 
    Soldier Nielson welcomed the hug, then they boarded.  After all was assembled, and the squad of twenty Sagrien soldiers were strapped into the craft, the pilot took off. 
 
    Once they were underway, Leader Weldon left his seat, went to the loading dock of the ship and began to stand there, looking imposing.  His unnaturally green eyes were so striking that they unnerved all his half-blood subordinates. 
 
    “You all must understand something,” he voiced with finality, “when we board the Star, there shall be no loose guns in this unit. Our priority is to keep any individual we meet alive—until they have served their purpose.” 
 
    “Sir,” Another soldier in the group, Soldier Alcibiades, voiced.  “If I can ask, I just wish to inquire, what makes everyone certain that we can recover and reconcile the subjects on the Star?  We haven’t before.” 
 
    Weldon looked sharply at Soldier Nielson, and Nielson was able to realize that it was his duty to explain. 
 
    “Because footage has been pulled from the surveillance cameras on the satellite,” he extrapolated, “and the satellite has been infiltrated.” 
 
    “It’s been infiltrated before.” 
 
    “But this is different,” Weldon stated, his tone like ice.  “And do you doubt my orders, Soldier Alcibiades?” 
 
    “No, Leader,” Soldier Alcibiades faltered, “I do not doubt you at all.” 
 
    “You had best never do so,” he ordered, “Besides, good soldier, the Morning Star has a welcome guest aboard.” 
 
    “I know it is not my place to ask.” 
 
    “No, it is not, but still you are wise for being curious.” 
 
    Weldon looked over the soldiers to explain. 
 
    “The satellite holds the creature who can save us all.  The last of the Timelords.  And his name is the Doctor.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Repairs & Revelations 
 
      
 
    The Doctor opened his eyes to see Martha’s face looming over his. 
 
    “Doctor,” she repeated, her voice initially sounding as if it was from far away.  The more he regained his consciousness, the closer her voice sounded.  At first, she was out of focus. 
 
    “Doctor,” she requested, holding up three fingers, “How many fingers am I holding up?” 
 
    “Six?” 
 
    “Close enough for me,” she settled. 
 
    The Doctor blinked, and then her face came fully into view. 
 
    “Well,” he smiled, “I think I know your face.” 
 
    “And I know yours.” 
 
    “Are we still alive?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t Heaven look prettier than this?” 
 
    “I’ve seen the Medusa Cascade.  Honestly, after that, everything, even Heaven, would look shabby.” 
 
    “How are you feeling?  After that, you might have an energy deficit.” 
 
    “I’ll be running off adrenaline for the time being.” 
 
    “You could do that,” she suggested, and then she pulled out the protein packets and a bottle of nectar-juice, “or you could get some nourishment.” 
 
    “Ah!” He sighed, “are those protein packets?” 
 
    “Protein packets!” 
 
    “Ah, lovely!” 
 
    Martha opened a packet and handed it to the Doctor.  He ate the packet, and immediately felt better. 
 
    “You’re not wearing your jacket?” He noticed. 
 
    “Wow, the things you notice when we’ve reached the 23rd hour of the situation,” she spoke, picking up her jacket again and putting it on.  “And you’re being rude.  Look, Howard 7 is still with us.” 
 
    Ten rolled his head and looked at Howard 7. 
 
    “Yes, lovely.” 
 
    The Doctor jumped out of the bed, buttoning up his shirt and re-tying his tie. 
 
    “Nice to see you again, Howard 7.” 
 
    “Good day, Engineer Smith.  But I was told that you might also prefer to be called the Doctor.” 
 
    “Gee, I wonder who suggested that,” the Doctor said, looking at Martha.  “So, how are you?  Did anything happen when I was out?” 
 
    “No, I was safe.” 
 
    “Very good.”  He pressed her cheek with his hand and then turned to Howard 7.  “So, I was attacked by a what?” 
 
    “A xirec.” 
 
    “A xirec? 
 
    “Yes, a xirec.” 
 
    “That was unlike any xirec that I’ve ever seen.  And more hostile.” 
 
    “Escalation and evolution,” Howard 7 reported, “this quadrant in the Errodin system is hostile, therefore all aliens have evolved in a way that would grant them stronger defensive skills.” 
 
    “I would call that de-evolution, personally.” 
 
    “Oh, come now, Doctor,” Martha countered, not looking at him as she inspected a medical cabinet, “You can’t be an enemy to the idea of self-defense forever.” 
 
    “Need I remind you that it almost killed us both?” 
 
    “Oh, believe me, you didn’t have to remind me about anything.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    The Doctor put his coat back on while Martha also zippered up her jacket. 
 
    “Now, Howard 7,” the Doctor analyzed, “this is one well-stocked medical bay station.” 
 
    “Of course, it is,” Howard 7 assured them. 
 
    “And why would you say that?” 
 
    “Because even though the systems have a zero chance of error, one must still take precautions.  We must be forearmed against any fatalities the cargo might suffer.” 
 
    “Cargo?” The Doctor asked, surprised. 
 
    “Of course, Technician Smith,” Martha overrode him, stressing the lie, “you know that is the word for it.” 
 
    The Doctor put his hand in his pockets and then walked toward Howard 7. 
 
    “So, if you would be so kind, Howard 7, I would love to see the cargo.  Just to make a proper inspection before we leave, of course.” 
 
    “Yes, Doctor, naturally,” Howard 7 stated, and then they both followed Howard out of the medical bay and down a corridor.  As they did so, Martha lowered her voice and then whispered to the Doctor. 
 
    “Howard was named after his owner.” 
 
    “He must be an older model,” Ten explained, “androids are actually supposed to be able to double for people.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah, the more precise to who it’s trying to copy, the better.  I once ran into a bit of a mess on the planet called Tara, and believe me, you can speak to any android and never realize you’re talking to a machine.” 
 
    “This makes Howard 7 an antique?” 
 
    “Definitely… or just a different model to a prototype.” 
 
    “Strange… I kind of like that he looks like a robot.  If he looked like us, I would be freaked out.” 
 
    “Well, he is very well-designed.  He’s quite handsome for a bit of machinery.” 
 
    Martha looked at the Doctor and chuckled. 
 
    “Do you need me to give you both some alone time?” 
 
    “Ill!” 
 
    They reached a door that had a password code press-pad to it.  When they reached it, Howard 7 turned to them. 
 
    “Well, why are we stopping?” The Doctor asked. 
 
    “Because you must press the code in, sir,” Howard 7 informed them. 
 
    “You don’t know the code?” 
 
    “I do, sir, but these are security measures.  Only those who have been given clearance are permitted to enter.” 
 
    “Right, very logical,” The Doctor agreed eagerly, stalling for time, “logical, logical, logical, logical, logical… logical, logical, logical, logical, logical…” 
 
    Martha leaned into him, chuckling. 
 
    “Use a different word, Doctor, or it’ll look like you’re doing the Timelord version of ‘A Princess Bride’.” 
 
    “Wait, you knew that’s what I was going for?” 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “I felt the situation called for it, because there really is no laughter going on,” he winked, then he looked past Howard 7 and pointed in horror.  “Oh, my god, what on Earth could that be?” 
 
    Howard 7 took the bait and looked. 
 
    “What?” He asked, “where?” 
 
    Ten quickly removed his screwdriver from his pocket and soniced the password pad.  He slid the screwdriver down his sleeve when Howard turned around. 
 
    “I didn’t see anything,” Howard 7 refuted. 
 
    “Are you certain?” Ten asked, “I thought I saw another xirec.  Never mind, perhaps I was mistaken.” He pressed the enter button, the password was verified, and the door slid open.  “Nothing like security.”  He turned to Martha.  “After you?” 
 
    “No, after you.” 
 
    “Ladies first.” 
 
    “Hence why you may go,” she replied archly. 
 
    “Cheeky!”  Ten entered, followed by Martha and Howard 7.  As they entered, the room was a little dark and they could see nothing clearly. 
 
    “Howard 7,” Martha requested, “is there any light system in this room?” 
 
    “Affirmative.”  Howard 7 walked up against the wall, pressed a few buttons, and the lights turned on.   They were in a circular room, there was a huge and wide column in the center of it, and all along it were stasis chambers. 
 
    “Doctor?” Martha asked, rushing up to one, “I think there are people in here!” 
 
    “Yes, Martha,” the Doctor agreed, looking up at the long column.  “Yes, these are very much people.” 
 
    The huge column was thick, wide, and extremely tall.  It stretched high above them, and it seemed to be endless.  As it did so, there were cryo-stasis chambers all along it, as far as the eye could see.   And in every stasis chamber, there was a person, frozen. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Howard 7,” Martha asked, “to verify, how long have these people been frozen?” 
 
    “I can assure you that my numbers will be accurate within a few nanoseconds.  Every unit has been frozen for two years, four months, eight days, seven hours, and eighteen seconds.  Now twenty seconds.  Now—” 
 
    “Don’t worry, we get it,” The Doctor interrupted, “And how many passengers are a part of this cargo?” 
 
    “There are five hundred in total.” 
 
    Martha and the Doctor gave each other a look. 
 
    “I wish to check the diagnostics of each occupant.” 
 
    “Should we also check the history of each medical record as well?” Martha asked directly at the Doctor, giving him a look, “for if any of them went into cryo-sleep with any sort of overlooked illness, then it needs to be listed before their revival stage.” 
 
    “Excellent suggestion,” the Doctor agreed, seeing what she really meant, “so are there any data storage for us to approve of?  And please, no pre-computer records.  I so despise looking through paperwork.” 
 
    “Affirmative,” Howard 7 informed them, “and it’s at the end of the tower.” 
 
    “The tower?” The Doctor repeated, and then he realized what Howard 7 meant when he said that.  “Oh!” 
 
    “What?” Martha asked, not getting it.  The Doctor gestured with his head, and Martha followed his gaze, up to the top of the column, which was over eighteen flights up.  “Oh, how wonderfully impossible.” 
 
    “Not if you use the anti-grav path,” Howard 7 suggested. 
 
    “Anti-grav path, yes!” Ten cried, “And where is that precisely?  And what is that, precisely?” 
 
    “It’s a path that is on the other side of the column, where the gravitational limits have been overridden.  As long as you stay on the path, you can walk up the wall.” 
 
    “Seriously?” Martha remarked. 
 
    The Doctor did not ask twice, but only grabbed Martha’s hand, pulled her around the column of frozen people, and then he called out to Howard 7. 
 
    “Howard 7, you may wait for us, or if you require rest, then you may power down.” 
 
    “Thank you, but I have rested enough,” Howard 7 responded, “I suppose that I shall… just wait here.” 
 
    Howard 7 froze in his place and didn’t move.  At all.  Not at all in the slightest. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Ten and Martha ran around the column, with Martha looking up at the column of stasis chambers. 
 
    “Five hundred people put to sleep,” she remarked, amazed.  “I’ve never seen anything like it.” 
 
    “And I have.” 
 
    They reached the base of the anti-grav path, and Ten looked at Martha. 
 
    “Ladies first.” 
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    “No, really!  If it proves faulty, then I can catch you.  You wouldn’t want me to fall on you instead, would you?” 
 
    “Very well.  Try not to drop me.” 
 
    “I’ve carried you before.” 
 
    “And from what you told me, you almost collapsed while doing it.” 
 
    “I was suffering from a lack of oxygen, light-weight!  Give me a break.” 
 
    “Fine.  Break given.” 
 
    Martha lifted her left foot and put it on the path.  When she did, her foot stuck. 
 
    “Wow!” She laughed, then she placed her other foot on it, and she began to walk up the wall.  She heard the Doctor laughing behind her, so she turned around and bowed.  “I think this is bloody brilliant.” 
 
    “Because it is. I haven’t even seen anything like an anti-grav walkway in years.”  The Doctor placed his feet on it and followed after Martha.  Exhilarated, Martha and the Doctor looked around at the people’s faces as they were frozen in the many rows of cryo-tubes. 
 
    “You said that you had experienced something like this before?” 
 
    “Yes, I did,” Ten commented, keeping his sonic screwdriver handy, “it was many years ago, in the past for me, while being many years in the future for you.” 
 
    “Ah, that’s time travel for you.” 
 
    “Yes, it is, it is, it is… well, I was a lot younger back then.  Despite that I looked a lot older.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I suppose I was being a little cruel for not telling you things.” 
 
    “About time that you realized that!” 
 
    “I know I should apologize for that, but I don’t really wish to right now—so no can do.” 
 
    “Inconceivable!” 
 
    The Doctor laughed. 
 
    “But still, Doctor, I am angry,” Martha assured him, “and I’m only hiding it to defuse the tension of this situation.  But really, it hurt me with how much you concealed.” 
 
    The Doctor stopped smiling when he saw how serious Martha was, and he relented. 
 
    “Yes, you were right.  I know, and I suppose much could have been avoided if I—well, I… I do regret—never mind.  You know what I mean.  Well, when the Master regenerated, he was younger than when he was Professor Yana, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Martha rolled her eyes, “fond memories.” 
 
    “Well, when I was younger, I had quite a few faces that were a lot older-looking.” 
 
    “Wait, so the older that you got, the younger you looked?” 
 
    “Yeah, but sometimes I went back in the right direction.  When I regenerated from Four to Five, I looked younger, but when I became the Sixth Doctor, I looked a little older, then when I went from Six to Seven, I got even older.  When I was Eight, I looked positively regency young, but then when I turned from Eight to… the next Doctor, I got older looking again.  Well, when I was Four, and I was quite in my scarf-loving stage, I was travelling with two companions of mine, and we came upon a ship that was floating through space.  The ship had been compromised. It had been invaded by a parasite alien called the Wirm.  Martha, if you’re lucky, you’ll never meet them.  We barely made it out there alive and not infected.” 
 
    “You had two companions at the time, and you were the Fourth Doctor?” 
 
    “Yes, I was,” Ten confirmed, and when he realized that they had a long way to the top, he knew then that it was best to inform her some more of his past.  After all, it could not hurt at all.  “One was a sea-physician named Harry and the other was a woman named Sarah Jane Smith.” 
 
    “But you all made it out there alive.” 
 
    “Barely.  And we encountered something like this.  It was an ark in every sense of the word.  A couple of people woke up from cryo-sleep, and that’s when it got even more complicated.  It turned out that they were flying in space to avoid the extermination of the human species, because they predicted the Earth being destroyed by solar flares.  Unfortunately, their computer system was damaged, because while they slept, a Wirm came in, disabled their systems and infected a couple of them.” 
 
    “And Harry was a doctor.  So, you’ve travelled with doctors before?” 
 
    “Yes, I have.  And he’s not even the first one, really.  He was just the most colorful.  Sarah Jane Smith was like you in some ways, though.  We met by getting caught in the same place together, then getting transported to a different place, and she proved to rise to the occasion quickly and was very decisive.  I accepted her from the very beginning—but I suppose that was because I wasn’t always nice to the companion I had before her.” 
 
    “Who was that?” 
 
    “Her name was Jo.  Jo Grant.”[4] 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “What was Jo like?” Martha asked, happy to finally glean some information from him. 
 
    “Oh, she was young, imperfect, so human, and so… brilliant.  She wasn’t like you and Sarah Jane Smith, in the sense that she didn’t know much to begin with.  I suppose I was just so upset that I was given a replacement after my previous companion left, that it took me awhile to appreciate her.  Yet when I did, I did love Jo, you must understand.  And I recalled making sure that I was nice to her every now and again, and showed my happiness to see her.  Yet because she wasn’t a scientist, I was a little cold to her initially.  If I had accepted her sooner, then perhaps well… I did miss her when she left, though.  Make no mistake, of course… I mean…” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Martha urged, “you don’t have to keep explaining if it gets on your nerves.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he hissed, getting angry suddenly, “see, now you know why it doesn’t matter when I discuss things.” 
 
    “But I’m not alone.” 
 
    “What?” Ten replied.  “What did you mean?” 
 
    “Jo.  She left—like me.” 
 
    Ten’s expression softened. 
 
    “Well, she got married.” 
 
    “Did she?” 
 
    “Yeah.  Oh well!” He replied dismissively, “some people come in your life and they go.  Nothing to call home about.  See, you were quite annoying for bringing it up.   Here we are, with more pressing issues, and you feel like it’s the perfect time to ask personal stuff!  Another blogging moment.  Why must you ask such stupid questions?” 
 
    “Doctor!” Martha yelled in a way that he was not accustomed to.  In fact, she had not yelled at him that way since her family got captured by the Master and the Doctor had been quite cruel when he told her not to warn them.  He had pushed Martha too far then.  And perhaps he was doing it again.  “Doctor,” Martha lowered her voice, “stop it.” 
 
    He didn’t need to be told twice. 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    They walked onward in silence.  As they did, Martha looked closely at one of the people who were frozen, and she saw dots and marks along his neck. 
 
    “Wait, Doctor,” she questioned, “did you notice that they look a little different.” 
 
    “Yes, they are not human.  They are very much a different species that looks like human.  Or looks Gallifreyan.  After all, we came first.” 
 
    “The Timelords came first?” 
 
    “Yes, we did.  Don’t take it personally, though.  You all started out as—” 
 
    “Microorganisms,” Martha interjected. 
 
    “Precisely! So, it just took you all a little while.  But this species perhaps is older than yours.” 
 
    “Do you know what sort of race they are?” 
 
    “I have no idea.” 
 
    “Now that’s new.” 
 
    “Yes, very new.  And you know me; I don’t like not knowing things.” 
 
    “I know parts of you; but the part I do know is that you don’t like not knowing things.  So yeah.” 
 
    “Not Homo Sapiens, not Neanderthals, or Praxils, Corinthions, or even Frajens.” 
 
    “Doctor, I just had a scary thought,” Martha realized, trying to lighten the mood. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That ark you were at before, when it got infested.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Well, in this case, this makes us the Wirm.” 
 
    “Oh!” Doctor argued, amused, “no way!  Unless we have some larvae in us and plan to infect them with our emotions.  No, we come in peace.” 
 
    “That’s what every invading force says,” Martha joked. Then she made the mistake of looking down below her, seeing how far up they walked, and she cried out. 
 
    “Don’t look down,” the Doctor advised, “and don’t worry.  I’m here.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Martha.  We are not a negative force here.” 
 
    “I hope not.” 
 
    Eventually they reached the top after the hike and then they found the data computer.  The Doctor turned it on, soniced the computer so that it would show all the data records, and as it loaded, a sudden voice recording sounded over the satellite corridors. 
 
    “Greetings, Sagriens!” The recording announced, “You have now woken up from your long slumber.  Long you have slept, but you are the first generation of the head Master Race!  Now that you have woken after the Great Purge, the universe shall welcome you again.  The data keeps detailed records of all nearby planets in the neighboring systems that are suitable for establishing our new colony.  Analysis has been taken of the natives to each planet, all records are up to date, and can guarantee that all cultures are inferior to the offensive tactics of the Sagriens.  Also, when you awake, your first mission is to cleanse your fellow sagriens, if they prove to have an impure bloodline or gene-pool.  The universe is yours for the taking.  Congratulations, Sagriens.  You have won.  You are awake.  And you will persevere!” 
 
    The recording ended. 
 
    “Doctor?” Martha asked, looking at the computer screen.  “This civilization sounds hostile and—” 
 
    She trailed off when she turned to the Doctor. Their faces were close, so she could see the look of shock and horror on his face. 
 
    “Doctor?” 
 
    “They are Sagriens!” 
 
    “Does that mean anything to you?” 
 
    “Martha, we have to leave as soon as we can.” 
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    “And when I say leave, I mean we must leave now.” 
 
    “You know who they are, then?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then what are they?” 
 
    “I’ll explain later. Come on.” 
 
    He urged her onward, but as they turned back to the path to go down, Martha halted, afraid of the height they were at. 
 
    “Martha!” 
 
    “Sorry, Doctor—it’s just… well, I’m frightened.  Wow!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It is a good feeling.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve been walking around the planet for a year.  I didn’t know if I could get this scared anymore.” 
 
    “Then… you feel like your old self again?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    While not voicing it, this made the Doctor secretly happy.  So, without asking, he grabbed Martha. 
 
    “Here, get on my back,” he encouraged her.  Martha welcomed the offer, and she got on his back, rapping her legs around his waist, and her arms around his neck.  She dug her face into his neck with her eyes closed, while the Doctor ran vertically down the column of sleeping Sagriens. 
 
    Eventually they reached the bottom, the Doctor set Martha down and they ran back to Howard 7. 
 
    “Howard 7, we need your help again!” Martha called to him. 
 
    “I am most happy to assist,” Howard 7 offered. 
 
    “Good!” The Doctor bellowed, “because I need to know where you stash your space-walk suits, and I also need you to inform me where are the magnetometer, solar sail, s-band receiver antenna, and the corner cube retro reflector that is on the satellite!” 
 
    “Is there something wrong?” 
 
    “We fear that the wrong applications may have been applied to them,” the Doctor lied, “and for the safety of this precious crew, we must check them.  And for good measure, I need to check on the solar panels and maybe even the image cooler.” 
 
    “You have no need for a map, Doctor and Technician Jones.”  He raised his hand and produced all the details and blue prints of the entire internal system of the satellite.  “For I have them here.” 
 
    “Howard 7, I could kiss you.” 
 
    “Please don’t.  We androids are quite repulsed by your human habits.” 
 
    “Fair enough.  Lead the way to the spare star sensors and magnetometer that should be stored in the inventory of the ship.” 
 
    “Very well.” 
 
    “Tell me, Doctor,” Martha whispered as they followed Howard 7, “are we about to steal a lot of stuff?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “We are so the Wirm!” She smiled. 
 
    “We are not!” 
 
    “Yes, we are.  Seriously, Doctor.  We have to realize that.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    The Chase 
 
      
 
    Howard 7 took them to the spare room where there was a miniature second s-band receiver antenna—which suited Ten quite well. He dissembled it and took what he needed.  They also got one of the star sensors.  The Doctor removed a piece of it, and Martha placed it in her purse. 
 
    The corner cube retro reflector was also easy to retrieve, yet the magnetometer and image cooler had no replacements.  They only had those two items on the exterior of the satellite.  Therefore, Howard 7 took them to the bunker where there were the spacesuits, and they both had to suit up. 
 
    “Those are thruster seats,” Ten explained to Martha when she looked at the wall where there was the equipment, “And that’s what we are also going to put on.” 
 
    “Why?  Wait, are those like those things that astronauts wear when they are floating through space so that they don’t just float away?” 
 
    “Precisely, it’s like a space scooter.  We attach it to our suits and then we get jettisoned out of the capsule.” 
 
    “I don’t know how to work it, or this suit that well, for that matter.” 
 
    “I’ll instruct you as we go.” 
 
    “Right, cheers,” she voiced merrily, doing her best to keep her spirits up, “You know, whenever I watched those space travelers, no one ever would mention one important fact.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How bloody heavy these things are to wear.  I swear, I shall never complain about wearing high heels again!” 
 
    “Silver lining.” 
 
    Howard 7 lifted the thruster seats for them, carried them to the hanger bay, attached it to them, left the bay, raised the evacuation door, and once more Martha and Ten found themselves looking at the open view of space again. 
 
    “Beautiful, isn’t it?” 
 
    “The more beautiful something is, the more likely it is to kill you,” Martha laughed, “ah, space, the final frontier.” 
 
    “The final frontier,” Ten echoed, laughing.  They turned to each other and couldn’t help but continue. 
 
    “These are the voyages of the Starship Enterprise,” they recited together, floating on their thruster seats, “Its continuing mission to explore strange new worlds, to seek out new life and new civilization, to boldly go where no one has gone before…” 
 
    “I never even knew that you liked Star Trek, Martha.” 
 
    “You never asked me about stuff like that, fool!” She laughed. 
 
    “Well, if we survive this…” 
 
    “When we survive this…” 
 
    Ten smiled down at her as he made sure that she was next to him, floating along the satellite. 
 
    “Want to go and see the Star Trek reboot in your future?” 
 
    “Star Trek will be rebooted?” 
 
    “Oh, of course it will! Do you not know your planet?  I saw all of them.” 
 
    “It’s a date.” 
 
    “Cheers.” 
 
    They floated along until the Doctor claimed that they got to the right place. 
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    As they did, Martha handed the Doctor the tools that he had her get from the kit. As he did, he realized that there was something wrong with the guidance system and schematics.  The brains and setup of the satellite was not how it ought to have been. 
 
    “A satellite with a guidance system—and its pre-block equation processing,” he noted. 
 
    “Which means?” Martha asked for clarification, tearing her eyes away from looking at the vastness of the stars around her. 
 
    “Any satellite that is this far from the solar system would be operating under block transfer equations,” Ten informed her, “but this is not the case.  The overall design of this machine is not how it should be.  It’s actually micro-processing.” 
 
    “Wait, sorry I think I heard that phrase in a movie once.  Doesn’t that make it Earth technology?” 
 
    “Yes, but we’re in the Errodin System of the galaxy.  And we’re right next to the Terantry system.  But the Errodin system is known for being a quadrant in the galaxy that humans never dwell.  Humans!  You will all go anywhere.” 
 
    “Yeah, but how old is your information?  How long has it been since it was a universal fact that humans don’t occupy this part of space?” 
 
    “Well, time is complicated when you’re in a machine where time moves slower inside of it.  But the last time I knew that humans never came to this part of the galaxy was no more than a year ago.” 
 
    “That’s not a long time in the grand scheme of things, is it?” 
 
    “Well it… oh?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Martha deduced, “I may be paranoid right now, Doctor, and we humans can be quick and suicidal about things.  But the fact is why would we humans not want to travel here?” 
 
    “This galaxy is known for being one of the most hostile parts of space.  There are monsters who were known for being able to fly through space itself.” 
 
    “Without being in a machine?” 
 
    “They have lung reserves.  They can store much oxygen in them, even recycling carbon dioxide.  They literally can fly through space for a month before they suffocate to death.” 
 
    “But what about the temperature levels?  They can even survive the cold?” 
 
    “The lowest of levels.  There are the Creckins, the Mossrips, the Xaleens, and the Iroquois.” 
 
    “The Iroquois?” Martha asked, surprised.  “Like the Native American tribe on Earth?” 
 
    “Actually, no.  Before Europeans on Earth just had to travel to North America and turn into intrusively genocidal little buggers—no offense, Martha—North America was a continent that had more alien visits than one would expect.” 
 
    “Wait, do you mean that aliens actually did visit the New World while it was occupied by Indians?” 
 
    “Yes, they did,” Ten smirked, “does it surprise you? That all those Native American myths and legends were not just them creating a religion to justify their existence.  Oh no!  Alien visits to Earth were more frequent back then than any other time.  Imagine the appeal, though.  You’re an alien, in deep space, and you’re bored.  So, you travel through space, to Earth, where the people are primitive, so they shall worship you like a god, celestial being, or create a myth around you.” 
 
    “So, the Native Americans were writing down facts in their myths?” 
 
    “Yes, they recorded alien history before any other civilization truly detected it.  And one culture named themselves after an alien race, the Iroquois.” 
 
    “And then their entire culture was destroyed, due to colonization.” 
 
    “Yes, humanity!  Capable of absolute goodness, and absolute evil.” 
 
    “Yeah, because Timelords are so much better,” Martha jabbed.  Ten looked at her in anger. 
 
    “Don’t give me that look,” Martha answered his fiery gaze with one of her own.  “I just spent an entire year witnessing one rogue Timelord wipe out one tenth of my planet’s people.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, fair point.” 
 
    “More than a fair point, thank you very much.  It meant something to me, and by something, I mean everything.” 
 
    “I know, and Martha, I can assure you.  It meant a lot to me as well.” 
 
    “Then don’t scoff at humans for simply being more mortal versions of Timelords.  We even look like your species.  Also, you told me about how your people took you all when you were kids and made you stare into the untampered schism.  And then you told me about how you never stopped running away.  Now think about it, Doctor,” Martha coaxed, staring at him gently, “You’re always running away, in mind and in spirit, from the idea of Gallifrey.  Yet that is not all.  Not only are you running from things, but you’re also one running to us Earthlings all the time.  If we were worse than your kind, you would never run toward us.” 
 
    “Martha, this is hardly the time to talk about this now,” Ten chided.  “I shall discuss philosophy with you later.” 
 
    “And the double standards of those who always mention the sentence ‘I shall discuss philosophy with you later’.” 
 
    Ten looked at her strongly, and Martha returned his gaze. 
 
    “And what’s that look for?” Martha challenged, smirking while her brow arched teasingly. 
 
    “You’re standing up to me now.” 
 
    “Yes, I am.  Ha!” 
 
    “Don’t stand up to me,” Ten laughed, tapping her helmet affectionately, “I hate it when you stand up to me.” 
 
    “Yes, you do,” Martha laughed, “but you love it all at the same time.” 
 
    “Yes, I suppose that I do.” 
 
    “So, back to the discussion.  All those alien types are flooding this part of the galaxy.  So, humans don’t come out here.” 
 
    “Yes, and I know what you are about to say.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “Yes, you are about to say, why is there a satellite out here in this quadrant where there are no humans.” 
 
    “Oh, so you did know what I was about to say.” 
 
    “We’ve lived with each other for months, Martha.  What? Do you think I never listen?” 
 
    “Yes—perhaps to every other fourth word.” 
 
    “Oh, shut it!” 
 
    “Never!” She laughed.  “But still, think about it.  We have a satellite here, in the place we happened to land after being thrown out of the vortex, and this has Earth technology in a place very far from Earth.  So, who is it important to?” 
 
    Ten did not respond, but finished pulling out a piece of the magnetometer. 
 
    “Martha, can’t you be wrong once?” He asked, at last. 
 
    “I was once.  It was a Wednesday.” 
 
    “Perfect day to be wrong about something.  Well, hopefully, it’s Wednesday somewhere.” 
 
    “By the way, removing part of the magnetometer of the satellite will not damage it, will it?” She asked, dubious. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ve done the science.  No one will even notice that it’s missing.” 
 
    Martha turned around and then out of the corner of her eye, she saw a figure move.  She turned and then she saw a set of disgusting looking aliens sailing through space. 
 
    And the horde was coming directly toward them. 
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    “Doctor?” Martha whispered, and then she cried out, “Doctor!” 
 
    “Yes?” He said, still working. 
 
    “Those aliens that you told me about.  Are they ever benign?” 
 
    “Towards humans, of course not.  Out of curiosity, why do you ask?” 
 
    “Because it’s clearly not Wednesday in this part of the galaxy. Doctor, look!” 
 
    The Doctor followed her gaze and then saw the aliens as their eyes fell on them both. 
 
    “Oh, dear!” Ten sighed, “oh dear, oh dear.  Martha, those are xaleens.  A native of the planet Hecara, completely carnivorous in every way.” 
 
    “And now they’re looking straight at us.” 
 
     “Right, time to move.” 
 
    The aliens cried out as the Doctor took Martha’s hand and they began to float along the satellite’s exterior. 
 
    “But they are flying toward us in the direction that we came!” Martha cried.  “So, we can’t go back to the bay and have Howard let us in.” 
 
    “No, but every ship has a pressurized door every forty meters!  Follow me and don’t look back, or we won’t make it in time.” 
 
    “Going as fast as I can.” 
 
    They turned the thruster seats to the maximum speed, but Martha got the prickling sensation on her neck.  She turned, despite the Doctor’s instruction, and she saw one of the xaleens only ten feet away from them.  Its teeth were barred, it roared and ooze dripped off its dark menacing form.  Now that it was closer, she could see that it was around twice her size.  It landed on the spacecraft’s exterior, followed by the rest of its horde.  Once it landed, it stood on its two back feet and they began to rush toward Martha and Ten as they reached the safety door.  The Doctor removed his sonic screwdriver and pointed it at the lock and handle on the door.  Martha turned and noticed that the xaleens were now closing in… any moment, they would be overwhelmed by them. 
 
    “Hurry up,” Martha demanded. 
 
    “Don’t rush me!” 
 
    “Oh, by all means, take your time!” 
 
    “Almost… got it!”  The compression on the door gave way, the lock released, the door opened, and then the Doctor pushed Martha through, then she pulled him in.  As they attempted to close the door however, one of the xaleen’s claws reached around, grabbed ahold, and tried to pry it open. 
 
    The Doctor tried to pull it shut, but he was struggling.  Martha rolled over, grabbed the handle with him, and pulled as well.  Struggling with all their might, Martha felt as if soon blood would come gushing from her hand, but then one of the xaleen’s faces popped around and came into view. 
 
    “Bloody hell!” She gasped, properly scared.  Now that she could see the xaleen up close, it proved to be the stuff of nightmares.  A face that was the equivalent of an alien-looking version of a banshee—if that is what a banshee could look like, but it had long claws for hands, thin and muscular greasy blanch limbs and a skeletal exterior.  It roared out, but the appearance of it was so overwhelming, that they both pulled harder.  Eventually the xaleen lost its grip and they could close it.  Martha and the Doctor breathed in, but they were propelled backwards when the xaleen banged violently against the ship’s exterior.  “Wait, can it get in?” 
 
    “Of course not!” 
 
    The xaleen banged against the exterior again, and this time, it made a dent.  Martha looked at the Doctor, incredulous. 
 
    “Fine,” he rushed out, “sometimes I lie.  But I mean well.” 
 
    “Only lie when it counts,” Martha advised.  The Doctor grabbed her hand, pulled her along, and they went to the next corridor, which was now on a steep downhill, because they were moving more vertically. They reached the next door as the xaleens were trying to get in.  As they peered through the window of the door, even the Doctor was surprised. 
 
    “Oh, seriously!” He groaned, “now that is massively inconvenient!” 
 
    “What?” Martha looked closer and saw that the room was entirely filled with water. 
 
    “Oh, no!  What is a whole corridor of water doing on a satellite?” 
 
    “Perhaps as fuel,” Ten informed her, beginning to rip off her spacesuit, “alien technology.  Water or waves is a form of natural power.  It can be used to fuel a ship, or as a place to have an endless water supply.  If someone lives on the satellite at some point, they need water rooms.  There are probably at least four on this satellite.” 
 
    “Good looking out,” she noted, “and you’re ripping my stuff off.  That means that we are about to swim in this.” 
 
    “Yes, it is.  Because I tell you this now: they are breaking in.  Now be prepared; there might not be any oxygen when we get out of our suits, so you’ll have to take a deep breath and we shall also bring our oxygen tanks.  It dislodges from your suit very easily.  Just remove the mouthpiece and insert it in your mouth before it’s too late.” 
 
    After he got off her suit and made sure that she had the oxygen tank secured on her back and in her mouth, she began to help him out of his suit.  As she did so, the banging got more vehement. 
 
    ‘They are breaking in,’ Martha thought desperately.  She worked quicker, was finally able to get the Doctor removed from his suit, then she helped him with his oxygen tank before he began to suffocate.  Finally, he was prepared—just as the xaleens broke in. 
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    The Doctor activated the slide door to raise up and let them in. 
 
    The xaleens were twenty minutes away. 
 
    Martha and he swam under the door as water rushed in. 
 
    The xaleens were now ten feet away. 
 
    The Doctor took out his screwdriver and used the soundwaves to close the door behind them. There were a few sparks as he used the soundwaves to jam it make it immovable for a time. 
 
    Yet even he knew that it was only a matter of seconds. 
 
    Ten seconds at the very most. 
 
    Once Ten and Martha swam a few feet down the long corridor, the door was forced open and the aliens swam in after them.  If they were frightening on dry surfaces, they were even more menacing in the water.  Their bodies allowed them to swim with immense speed, and they were gaining on Ten and Martha. 
 
    Ten looked at the wall and saw a fail-safe sliding door, and without any indication, he grabbed Martha, put her on his back, while wrapping her arms around his neck, and he swam to the wall. 
 
    He removed his screwdriver, pressed it against the press-pad that would release the door, and the password came up on the screen. He pressed the numbers in as the aliens drew closer and closer. 
 
    The corridor shuddered as the sliding door was activated.  It slid shut just as the aliens were reaching out for Martha and the Doctor. 
 
    Both breathed a sigh of relief as they just narrowly missed death.  Yet the sliding door was made of quadruple layered glass, completely reinforced.  Therefore, while it was hard to break, even with the strength of a xaleen, the xaleens were completely visible to the Doctor and Martha. 
 
    All the xaleens swam up to the barrier, barring their teeth. The appearance of so many vicious creatures glaring down at them was halting.  The Doctor swam up to the main xaleen and looked into its eyes. 
 
    Martha however was distracted from something out of the corner of her eye. 
 
    She turned and saw these sort of suction cup things along the walls.  She turned and looked at it. 
 
    Never mind, she thought.  It was just the design of the corridor, which was everywhere.  There were these strange round shapes that were all along it, so it must have been some sort of alien architecture.  However, she could have sworn that one moved.  She swam away from the Doctor, went up to one, raised up her arm, pressed it against the suction cup, and pressed one of her fingers against it.  It was soft, and felt organic, and then her finger stuck to it as it recoiled a bit.  Martha pushed backwards, using all her strength to release herself from it.  Eventually she could do so, and she sighed out in relief.  At first, she assumed that it must’ve been like an obstacle/security sort of thing, where it could trap invading forces… and yet it felt like it had an organic content. 
 
    Meanwhile, the Doctor was still looking into the eyes of the lead xaleen. 
 
    From what he recalled, xaleens did have some levels of telepathy.  Usually it was in between themselves, but if another species focused hard enough, then it could inject their thoughts into the xaleen. 
 
    ‘What do you want?’ He thought.  ‘Let us go!’ 
 
    The xaleens’s eyes shifted for a moment to a look of pity.  It affected the Doctor emotionally, but then its expression changed back to one of menace, and ferocity. 
 
    ‘You must die!’ It thought. 
 
    ‘Why?’ The Doctor hissed, ‘we did nothing!’ 
 
    ‘You are guilty, and intruding.  You are here, and you do not release it.’ 
 
    ‘We do not own this satellite, and why does it matter to you, anyway?  What importance does a satellite system have to a xaleen?’ 
 
    ‘Release it!  Die now!’ 
 
    The xaleen banged against the glass and Martha took that as the cue.  She swam up to the Doctor, grabbed him and pulled him away from the glass before the xaleens compromised it.  
 
    Breaking eye contact with the xaleen, he realized that he had been slightly hypnotized a bit, for while he stared into its eyes, he felt as if he could not move.  When Martha grabbed him, and pulled him along, he had woken up from it, recalled their primary objective, and swam away from the glass with her. 
 
    Still knowing that they only had a few seconds before the xaleens broke through again, he kept his sonic screwdriver out as they swam to the next door.  Eventually the xaleens broke through and began to swim toward them once more. 
 
    Yet now Ten had more time, he felt, to open the next door, but this one was harder.  The sonic did not work on it! 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Feeling the desperation of the moment, Ten handed the screwdriver to Martha, quickly dissembled the keypad and crossed the wires.  Martha turned as the xaleens were getting closer once more. 
 
    Meter by meter, they swam, and then one xaleen reached out to her, about to wrap its claws around her neck, but the Doctor got the door to release.  It slid upward, and Martha and the Doctor fell through it, collapsing on the ground and onto dry floor. 
 
    The next room was an empty space that was pure white—so much so that Martha felt temporarily blinded. 
 
    Luckily this door was too small for the xaleens to get through, but the water was still pouring down around them.  Ten rushed up, went to the keypad on the other side, and pressed the command to close it.  The door closed as one xaleen reached out to Martha, but it could not retract it quick enough.  The door came sliding back down, slicing the xaleen’s arm completely off. 
 
    Martha turned away to not look at the arm that was flailing around a bit, still with some electric energy running through it. 
 
    The Doctor went over to it and pushed it out of view. 
 
    He and Martha removed their oxygen kits, letting them fall on the ground. 
 
    “Will they keep pursuing us?” Martha asked. 
 
    “Xaleens are persistent.  They will keep pursuing us.  Come on, we need to see if we can find a trans mat.  With all the strange technology this satellite has, it might contain one of those.” 
 
    “Are we getting close enough now to the next checkpoint?” Martha asked, following him. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Howard 7 said that there were six more of his kind on the Morning Star.  Do you think we are getting close to the next spot where there is one?” 
 
    “Martha, you’re a star!” He sighed happily.  “Now come on, we just need to get to the next one.” 
 
    They began to walk forward—but then they froze. 
 
    Unable to move their head, limbs, all they could do was breathe as they remained arrested in time. 
 
    Yet they were not alone.  In the next corridor of water, the xaleens froze in their swimming positions, Howard 7 was halted midair in the cryo-stasis room, and there was no movement anywhere on the Morning Star. 
 
    It was time-locked. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Out of the Frying Pan 
 
      
 
    The ship that carried Weldon Jinn and his crew had arrived right next to the satellite.  As it connected the satellite to its link-up, he had ordered Soldier Jamison, one of his subordinates, to send a temporary virus along the satellite diagnostics—to put it into a time-lock.  Once it was administered all throughout the satellite, everything had been frozen within it, leaving Weldon to look on the surveillance cameras once they boarded the craft.  Once they formed a link-up, connecting their ship to the Morning Star, eighteen of the soldiers climbed aboard, with only two soldiers minding their space craft. 
 
    “To the head consul room,” Weldon ordered his warriors. 
 
    “So, this is the Morning Star?” Soldier Helen whispered as they walked, guns in hand, “The legend of our people.” 
 
    “Yes, we are here,” Soldier Nielson assured her, happy that she was beside him, “The strength of our people will soon be realized.” 
 
    “Yes, it will.  The rise of the master race.” 
 
    They reached the main control room, and as Weldon entered, he wiped the air with his hand.  As he did so, all the computers, lights and software turned on.  The whole room came alive as he entered.  Soldier Helen was amazed. 
 
    “He really can do that?” 
 
    “Yes, he can,” another warrior, Soldier Vesta, informed her, “I’ve seen him lift statues with his mind.” 
 
    “Amazing,” she admitted, “I’ve never see him at full power before.” 
 
    “Oh, you haven’t yet.” 
 
    “And to think that we shall have more of him soon.  It really makes one feel even worse for not being a pureblood.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’ve heard rumors,” Soldier Vesta informed her, “I’ve heard that, like before the Great Exodus, the DNA experiments will continue.  So, these soldiers might wake up and synthesize with us.” 
 
    “Then they really will make us purebloods?” 
 
    “Possibly.   I should like that.  It would be brilliant to have telekinetic powers—it’s our birthright.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” Soldier Nielson asked Soldier Helen. 
 
    “I can’t believe it. We were raised on the tales of the Sleeping Colony.  It got to the point where I thought that it was lies.  And now here we are.” 
 
    “Check your motion belt.  If it’s faulty, then you will freeze like everything else in here.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Soldier Helen replied, looking down at her motion belt, “it’s working fine.” 
 
    She looked at him and smirked. 
 
    “You care about me?” 
 
    Soldier Nielson chuckled nervously and then they focused on the monitor screen when Weldon activated it. 
 
    In one room, Howard 7 was frozen, and water tank room #3 was filled with xaleens. In the corridor, next to it, was Martha and the Doctor, midmotion. 
 
    “They were being attacked my xaleens?” another warrior, named Soldier Carter, summed up, “Then the xaleen attack must be suppressed.” 
 
    “Yes, but they cannot be jettisoned from the water tank room,” Weldon stated firmly, “none of the water in any of the tank rooms can be disposed of.” 
 
    Soldier Helen looked at all the compartments, hanger bays and corridors that were a part of the Morning Star. 
 
    “There are six water tank rooms?” She asked. 
 
    “Yes, there is,” Weldon said, not looking at her as he continued to stare at the Doctor on the screen. 
 
    “From what I have researched in mechanical engineering courses, the only reason that a ship would have that is if the engine room was based off hydroponics—thus water was the energy source behind the ships movement.  But the Morning Star is a satellite—” 
 
    “A satellite that must never lose orbit,” Weldon interrupted her, coldly, “and while I’m glad to see that you got an ‘A’ in your engineering course, mind that you are not always taught everything.  Water is the ideal energy source rather than just going off basic rocket motors.  The Morning Star needs inexhaustible sources of power, and hydroponics is the ideal solution.” 
 
    “But six corridors of it set up in such a style indicates that—” 
 
    “We can sit here all day talking about your incredible feats in your class, Soldier Helen, or we can realize that we have a mission to perform.  We have a cause, and architectural analysis is not one of them.” 
 
    Soldier Helen bit her lip and looked down as Soldier Nielson came to her defense. 
 
    “Leader Weldon,” He urged, “Soldier Helen was just wishing to elaborate on the uniqueness of the situation.” 
 
    Weldon turned his face slowly toward Soldier Nielson, his gaze still strong and stone-like.  Then he looked in between them. 
 
    “Very well, the hydroponics engine system was created by architect and designer Kelligan Peleus, in the year 2534 A.R.  It was inspired by his interaction with intergalactic Silurian culture, who proved the theory that the amount of water used should be proportionate to the amount of energy that would be used for the determined weight of that ship.  Yet the reason that this sort of spacecraft expertise is not taught in the engineering classroom is because in year 2542 A.R., the Silurians and Sagriens went to war.  Thus, Silurian technology was no longer suitable for Sagrien education.” 
 
    “We were misinformed because of prejudice?” Soldier Carter asked. 
 
    “Then we are walking on a ship that we don’t know all the details of,” Soldier Helen summed up. 
 
    “No, you are not walking on a ship blind,” Leader Weldon guaranteed.  “For that’s why I’m here.  So, are you all impressed yet?” 
 
    No one replied, so intimidated by him that they immediately felt the desire to succumb to everything that he said. 
 
    “Good,” he replied, then he turned to Soldier Helen, “is this enough guarantee for you?” 
 
    As he spoke, he had turned away from the screen… and what he did not notice was that not everything was still.  The Doctor was moving. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    The Doctor shifted his eyes back and forth—but he did not panic.  Suffering under the effect of being time-frozen before, he knew that having tension in his body would not help.  He had to relax at first, and let his muscles slacken.  Then he could blink.  He closed his eyes and focused all his energy within. 
 
    ‘If my heart still beats and my lungs can move, then I can move my legs.  My arms are not weights.’ 
 
    He recited this in his mind and then could flex his hand.   He felt the potential energy within him build up and he knew he was ready.  He released a lot of the energy from himself and could burst out of the time-freeze.  Yet the energy was too much for him, so he fell on the ground, panting for breath as he did so.  He shuddered, then rose, triumphantly. 
 
    “Badda—boom—ba!” 
 
    He turned around and saw Martha still standing there, her knees bent as she had been mid run. 
 
    “Oh, Martha.” 
 
    He picked her up, happy that she was at least in a position that made it easy to carry her. 
 
    Yet he didn’t know where to run, for it was clear that the satellite had been invaded. 
 
    Either way, he could not go back, because the xaleens were in the water, waiting for him to open the door.  All that could be done was move forward.  He carried her along the corridor, then went into an archway, entering a command room.  Providence came when in one closet door, he saw ‘HOWARD 6’ written on it.  He cried out happily, went over to it, and pressed the door open.  There, before him, was another Howard android. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, “it is less creepy when you don’t look human at all.” 
 
    He laid Martha against the wall gently. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Martha.” 
 
    He needed to jumpstart Howard because he was not going to activate himself.  He glanced behind Howard, looked along the back of its neck and pressed the reboot switch. 
 
     Howard 6’s lights turned on, it blinked and looked at the Doctor. 
 
    “I am awake,” he said. 
 
    “Brilliant!” 
 
    “How may I be of service?” 
 
    “Sorry, don’t have much time.” 
 
    “Security checks,” Howard 6 informed him, raising up his hand and having a laser firearm eject from his arm, pointing it at the Doctor, “Identify yourself or you shall be obliterated.” 
 
    “My!  Howard 7 was a lot less trigger-happy than you.” 
 
    The Doctor took out his psychic paper and showed it to Howard 6.  Howard 6 read it, and lowered his firearm. 
 
    “Forgive me, Engineer Smith, welcome to the Morning Star.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Apologies for my previous threat, but my security measures are programmed to be more alert than Howard 7.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes, the lower our number, the more we are equivalent to only a security drone.” 
 
    “So, if I ever meet Howard 1, he might shoot me on principle?” 
 
    “Negative. He shall merely give you only a few seconds to produce your identification.” 
 
    “Lovely!” Ten groaned, then he picked up Martha.  “This satellite has been boarded and the invading force has performed a time-lock on it.” 
 
    “Yet you can move?” 
 
    “I’m a Timelord.  My friend however is not so fortunate.  Are there any motion belts handy?” 
 
    “Negative, but they are not necessary.  I am programmed to perform individual motion-releases.” 
 
    Howard 6 placed its arm on Martha’s chest, emitted a pulse and Martha’s body released. 
 
    “Back to life!” Ten announced, “you can move again.” 
 
    “Bloody hell, that was unpleasant,” Martha shook her head, standing on her feet, “thank you, Howard 6.” 
 
    “I am glad to be of service.” 
 
    “Howard 6, I could kiss you,” Ten remarked. 
 
    “Please don’t, for—” 
 
    “I know, it repulses you.” 
 
    “Doctor,” Martha advised, “we need to find out who performed the time-lock.  Howard 6, do you have the ability to identify any other lifeforms on board?” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Howard 6 did not have time to respond, because all the doors to the chamber-room opened and the sagrien soldiers entered.  With their guns all aimed, and their faces completely hidden under their helmets, they marched around the Doctor, Howard 6, and Martha.  Circling around them, Martha and the Doctor raised up their arms, surrendering. 
 
    Once all were assembled, the Doctor sighed out, annoyed. 
 
    “Really?” He cried, “Really?!” 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    History Unearthed 
 
      
 
    “I mean, come on,” the Doctor groaned, “do we even look like we’re a threat?” 
 
    One of the soldiers stepped forward, prominently, and his form and figure gave off every implication that he was the leader of the group. 
 
    “Ah, the leader comes to us,” Martha remarked pleasantly, “sorry, I’m just not that impressed.” 
 
    “Silence!” Weldon bellowed from under his helmet.  “You are inferior, and therefore do not possess the right to address our kind.” 
 
    “Inferior? How rude,” the Doctor criticized, “really, we are quite nice. And very much not the ones who are holding guns at unarmed men.” 
 
    “You may address me.” 
 
    Ten looked at Martha as she blinked. 
 
    “Ouch,” Martha hissed. 
 
    “I need clarification of this situation,” the Doctor magnified, “is she inferior because she’s a woman or because she’s human?  Mind you, either reason is wrong, but I just need to know what sort of wrong you are committing.” 
 
    “We hate being confused,” Martha extrapolated. 
 
    “Indeed, we very much hate it.” 
 
    “Stop speaking nonsense, Timelord,” Weldon demanded.  Hearing him called by the term of his species made the situation suddenly grave.  “Yes, that is your species, isn’t it?” 
 
    “It is,” Ten stated simply, “Now, it’s not really fair that you know my species and I don’t know yours, is it?  Come on, I think my companion and I deserve a little bit back, now don’t we?  Who is addressing us?” 
 
    “You have trespassed on our satellite system.” 
 
    “Oh, this is your satellite?  Well, we very much apologize for that, truly.” 
 
    “Technical difficulties,” Martha augmented, “let’s say no more about that, except that there really were probably fault on both sides.” 
 
    “Precisely!” Ten encouraged. 
 
    “Silence, I don’t prefer to converse with apes,” Weldon demanded to Martha once more. 
 
    “Ah, so it’s the human-prejudice,” Ten clarified, taking a step forward and looking into Weldon’s eyeholes, “So, it’s that sort of wrong, is it?” 
 
    Weldon did not reply. 
 
    “The strong and silent type,” Ten furthered, “isn’t that always the way?  But I don’t suppose that I need to hear you speak, please, just give me some time, and I always work it out on my own.  Just as I can easily tell that you are also sagriens.” 
 
    Weldon cocked his head to the side, and there was a shift amongst the rest of the squadron. 
 
    “Oh, it wasn’t very hard to figure out.  Between your contempt for humans, your military movements, and the symbol on your uniforms might as well be a national signature.  And as if that wasn’t enough—you sagriens all do give off a unique smell.” 
 
    “You think yourself clever.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t mean to boast… but I have been described as it.” 
 
    “Do you want me to pat you on the shoulder?” Martha asked lightly, “or do you wish to do it yourself?” 
 
    Ten looked at her distinctly and then pat himself on the back. 
 
    “By the way, I’m going to make you pat me on the back later on as well,” he confessed. 
 
    “I had a feeling.” 
 
    Weldon raised his gun up to Martha’s forehead, pressing the tip of the barrel at her.  Slowly, Ten’s face turned to stone as he placed his arm around Martha’s waist, pulled her behind him as Weldon then aimed his gun at the Doctor. 
 
    “And if your smell was not enough,” the Doctor hissed angrily, “then that action alone would indicate who you are.  They are sagriens, Martha.  They are a warrior race, genetically altered and enhanced over the years.  They constantly are at war with a race called the Breullians.  Both species have a natural disinclination to believe that the universe is large enough for the two of them.” 
 
    “The war has ended,” Weldon reported, “and the sagriens were victorious.” 
 
    “Were you?” Ten asked.  “I’d congratulate you, if it did not imply that the Breullians must be fully annihilated for your cause.” 
 
    “Our species were only acting out of self-defense,” Soldier Helen interrupted, unable to stop herself. 
 
    “Silence,” Weldon ordered. 
 
    “Maybe it’s a female thing as well,” Martha whispered to the Doctor. 
 
    “But Soldier Helen is correct, despite her outburst,” Weldon continued, “You Timelords are always so quick to pass judgment rather than look at any situation correctly.  You are all so afraid of change or signs of life of any kind.” 
 
    “If we were to discuss the many fears of my people, then we would be here all day,” Ten responded, “and I don’t really care to talk about myself when I’m constantly being threatened.  So, the sagriens were victorious?  Brilliant, but if so, can you please explain to me why you have a large amount of your race in cryo-sleep?” 
 
    “It was necessary.” 
 
    “Incomplete answers and a masked face.  Show me your face.” 
 
    “You know our kind.” 
 
    “Show me your face!” 
 
    Weldon lowered his gun, raised his hand in front of the Doctor and squeezed.  The Doctor didn’t know what he was doing, until he felt that he was being choked to death.  He grabbed his neck, keeling over and gasping for air.  Martha rushed up and caught him before he fell.  She lowered him to the ground. 
 
    “Doctor, what is wrong?” 
 
    The Doctor continued to grab at his neck, choking, and Martha looked back up and saw Weldon gesturing the choking. 
 
    “You’re telekinetic!” Martha realized. 
 
    She stood up and stood in front of Weldon, staring into his eyes. 
 
    “Jack and Jill went up the hill,” she recited, “to fetch a pale of water.  Jack fell down, he broke his crown, and Jill came tumbling after.  The itsy-bitsy spider, went up the water spout.” 
 
    This strange recitation distracted Weldon, he could not focus, and he faltered.  The Doctor breathed out in relief. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Weldon hissed to Martha. 
 
    “You have telekinetic abilities,” she summed up, “and it’s clear that that will always require focus.  An unbreaking focus.  Constant recitation of nonsense can be quite disorientating, can’t it?  Don’t be hard on yourself,” she replied as she helped the Doctor get up, making sure that his breathing was steady all the while, “anyone who’s ever taken a medical exam knows that, because distraction makes it hard to pass exams.” 
 
    “You are a Doctor?” Weldon asked. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” Martha replied strongly, rubbing the Doctor’s neck to make sure that everything felt secure and not swollen.  “What?  Is there a prejudice against those too?” 
 
    “You may be of service.” 
 
    “Give me a moment, I have a patient.” She replied, nonchalant as she still rubbed the Doctor’s neck.  “Hey, it’s going to be okay.  I’ve got you,” she coaxed, assuring him.  “I’ve got you.  Can you speak, Doctor?” 
 
    Ten coughed and did not reply. 
 
    “He needs a couple of minutes,” Martha replied, “so you can’t speak to him.  Giving you no choice but to speak to me?  Tough, huh?” 
 
    “Yes, very,” Weldon replied. 
 
    Martha rolled her eyes as she continued to see to the Doctor’s neck. 
 
    “State your business and stop wasting time,” she urged, “truly, you are the ones with the guns.  We are defenseless, so what do you want?” 
 
    “You will save us.” 
 
    Ten finally got his voice back and he looked at Weldon. 
 
    “I’ll what?” 
 
    “You will save us.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    With Martha’s help, Ten stood up. 
 
    “Now why do you need me to do that?  And how do you expect me to, by the way?  We just met.” 
 
    “But you are a Timelord, which means that you possess the technology, and the comprehension of it.  And what’s more, you are the Doctor.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    “Your identity was revealed in our surveillance system when your companion spoke to Howard 7.” 
 
    Ten turned to Martha. 
 
    “It seemed like a good idea at the time,” she excused. 
 
    “Therefore,” Weldon continued, “When hearing your identification, despite that your face has changed, it became clear that there was no need to gas the Morning Star and jettison your corpses into space.” 
 
    Martha looked at Ten. 
 
    “It was a good idea at the time,” she remarked. 
 
    “Soldier Nielson and Soldier Carter,” Weldon ordered, “restrain them and bring them along.” 
 
    “If you want my help, then I want something in return!” Ten demanded angrily, “Tell me your name.” 
 
    Weldon turned to him slowly, with purpose, then he removed his helmet and showed his face. 
 
    “My name is that of the ancients of our kind,” Weldon stated, “passed down from generation to generation, in hopes that the older times were not forgotten.” 
 
    He spoke this in a way that was so impressive, so strong and powerfully simplistic, that even the Doctor waited for him to continue. 
 
    “My name is Jinn,” Weldon listed, “Weldon Jinn, oldest of the sagriens of Ptorian.  Leader, previous chief military secretary of the Sagrien Armada, and vice-consul to the Sagrien Parliament.  Now stop making demands and move.” 
 
    Soldier Nielson and Soldier Carter placed handcuffs on Martha and Ten and ushered them along.  Howard 6 was ordered to follow behind. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    As they walked along, Martha had Soldier Helen close beside her. 
 
    “How do you all expect the Doctor to save you all?” Martha asked. 
 
    Unfortunately, Soldier Helen did not respond, but rather remained looking ahead. 
 
    “Right!” Martha reminded them, “you’re not going to talk to me because I’m a primitive ape.” 
 
    “The human race is a wasted one,” Soldier Helen reported, as if she were spouting facts, “you are given a planet and yet you barely have developed the basic evolutionary abilities to even create a trans mat.” 
 
    “But we make great milkshakes,” Martha replied. 
 
    “What is a milkshake?” 
 
    “It’s a dessert.  You’d love it.  Or you might not.” 
 
    “What is a dessert?” 
 
    “Howard 6,” Martha asked lightly, as if she were not walking down a corridor in handcuffs, “Do you know what a dessert is?” 
 
    “Affirmative,” Howard 6 answered. 
 
    “Would you do the honors, Howard 6?” 
 
    “Gladly.  Dessert: sweet food, pastry, usually served as the ending of a meal.” 
 
    “Oh, we have something like that,” Soldier Helen acknowledged.  “Why didn’t you just say so to begin with?  Desserts are crellan legs.” 
 
    “Crellan legs?” Martha repeated, confused. 
 
    “Yeah, crellan legs.  The legs on crellans are really sweet, so we eat them after our meal, to wash it all down.  Milkshakes?  You threw me off with that one.” 
 
    “Right,” Martha agreed, not thinking it worth arguing over, “Sorry, what was I thinking?” 
 
    “Leader Weldon,” Soldier Carter inquired, “but what about the xaleens that are caught in the water corridor.” 
 
    “Ah, I thought you forgot about that,” Ten remarked, “you all have a bit of an infestation on this satellite. Martha and I were attacked twice.” 
 
    “I forgot nothing,” Leader Weldon assured them, “we are approaching the corridor now. The quickest way to the stasis room is through the water path, and all our weapons are immune to the fluid.  Therefore, we shall swim through it.” 
 
    “You’re saying that we are going to go back in there?” Martha gasped, “through the xaleens.” 
 
    “You sound afraid?” Weldon taunted, “how human of you.” 
 
    “Possibly, I’m not ashamed to admit that I have a great distaste for swimming in a corridor of water that is filled with flesh-eating aliens.” 
 
    “Because you lack any proper strength.” 
 
    Martha waited till his back was turned to give him a face. 
 
    “And just what is your plan to face the xaleens?” Ten asked, “when last I checked, sagriens were strong, but not that strong.” 
 
    “When last we sagriens ran into Timelords, we were not,” Weldon objected, “but since we last met your kind in the meeting of the Galactic Conference, we have had modifications.” 
 
    “You mean that you’ve experimented on yourselves,” Ten summed up, disgusted.  “Well, that is the way it always is when it comes to wannabe master races, eh?  You all eventually seek out modifications, thinking natural evolution not fast enough for your impatient tastes.  And so, you keep going, on and on, pushing your genes to the breaking point.  Another race—accidentally turning itself into Daleks.” 
 
    With unnatural speed, Weldon pulled a long knife from his uniform and whipped it right around the Doctor’s throat. 
 
    “Do not offend our kind in connecting us to such an abomination,” Weldon demanded, “we have left the Daleks behind.” 
 
    “Have you?” 
 
    “A pureblood sagrien can crush a Dalek to death, by muscle or the mastering of telekinetic tendencies.  The Daleks are a primitive species.  And always shall be.” 
 
    “And you are better?” Ten argued, “how so?  You’re a species that has fought to near-extinction.” 
 
    “And your kind is extinct completely.  So how can you judge?  And you shall see, Doctor.  You shall see.” 
 
    Weldon lowered his hand but he had the knife remain mid-air, letting it hover by the Doctor’s neck, still showing his power. 
 
    “Do you want me to say that I’m impressed with how capable you are at killing?” Ten remarked. 
 
    “Of course not, because you are the Doctor.  No, I am not asking you to be impressed.  I am asking you to be afraid.” 
 
    “I am the Doctor.  You know it’s going to take much to make me afraid.” 
 
    “Doctor, I’m counting on it.  The man who lives his many lives not being afraid.  In fact, he makes it a rule to not be afraid.  Well, by the end of this all, you’re going to break your one rule.  Besides, what is your stance on our sense of evolution, but hypocrisy?  You Timelords!  What are you but humans who used the vortex to enhance your natural internal system?” 
 
    “We were exposed!” Ten replied, “it was purely accidental, and not intentional.” 
 
    “True, but it happened all the same.  You became what you became because of chance.  Why do you sneer on those of us who enhance ourselves because we have that bold thing that scares you all to death?  We have intention.” 
 
    “You have dreams,” Ten replied, “And dreams are brilliant things.  However, as is everything that we pursue, that dream can turn into a nightmare.” 
 
    “Look in the other chamber, Doctor.  And see a real nightmare.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Ten, Martha and Howard 6 were ushered into the corridor where the xaleens were still pressed against the glass, bearing their teeth at them all. 
 
    Weldon stood in front of the glass and the head xaleen swam forward.  Weldon removed his helmet and placed it slowly on the ground.  The xaleen followed his head no matter where he moved it.  Both sagrien and xaleen stared each other down as Weldon removed his armor, standing there in his shirt, pants and boots. 
 
    Now that Martha got a chance to really analyze his look, she could not deny that he truly looked like a leader.  And an impressive one at that.  He had dark brown hair, his face was thin, gaunt and his cheekbones were very sharp.  There was a regality to him, and even a bit of a beauty.  Unfortunately, he was ruthless, therefore Martha had no choice but to despise the very sight of him. 
 
    He stood in front of the sliding door and raised up his arm as Martha realized what he was about to do. 
 
    “No, don’t!” Martha cried, “those things will kill you.” 
 
    Weldon turned to Martha and smiled. 
 
    “Does the ape begin to have sympathy for me?” 
 
    “And you will do well to remember, I am not just an ape.  I’m a Doctor.  Now, that being said, yes, Weldon Jinn… I will teach you how to be a proper man yet.” 
 
    Weldon smirked at this, but it was a scary grin.  A menacing one. 
 
    “Now, listen to me,” she stressed, “get over your pride, and don’t go in there.  They will kill you.” 
 
    “Look on me well, Doctor Jones,” his eyes narrowed, “and you will believe in me.” 
 
    “Unless you come back a better man than you do now, then no I shall not.” 
 
    Weldon grinned again, then turned away. 
 
    Martha looked at the Doctor and winked at him.  Dazzled, Ten’s eyes twinkled as he looked on her and mouthed the words, ‘you’re a star’. 
 
    Leader Weldon raised up his arm, the door slid up, and water gushed out as he quickly rushed into it, against the water pressure, entered the water corridor and closed the door behind him.  As he entered it, they all stared at him through the glass as the xaleens bore down on him. 
 
    Weldon Jinn stood there, floating in front of them all. 
 
    After a couple of seconds of the xaleens just staring at him, they figured that it wasn’t a trick, and so they pounced on him. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Oh, my god!” Martha gasped, taking a step forward, amazed at what she was seeing, “How can he…” 
 
    Within the water corridor, Weldon Jinn, with the strength, speed and reflexes that were the likes of which Martha had never seen, began to kill the xaleens as they swam at him.  He pushed off the ground, climbed on top of one xaleen, put it into a headlock and broke its neck.  Each one that swam toward him, he overpowered and killed. The last xaleen, he grabbed it by the neck, though it was twice his size, and he slammed its head against the glass until it was deceased. 
 
    So, there was the Doctor, staring at the cold-heartedness of Weldon Jinn as he slammed the xaleen’s head right at the spot of glass that was directly in front of him.  As the xaleen died, Weldon let the corpse float to the surface, staring at the Doctor all the while.  Both aliens glared at one another, each equally repulsed by the other. 
 
    As they showed their disdain for each other through the glass, a thought struck Martha. 
 
    “I don’t get it, though,” she whispered to Soldier Helen.  “Why did he go into the water and kill them rather than just use his telekinetic powers to do it?” 
 
    “He may be the last pureblood who is not asleep,” Soldier Helen acknowledged, “but it still takes too much energy to kill them all at once with his mind.  Even our brains have limits.” 
 
    “The last pureblood who is not asleep?” Martha echoed, “then that means that the rest of you all are not purebloods?” 
 
    “Shush!” Soldier Carter said to Soldier Helen, reprimanding her for revealing things to Martha. 
 
    “Do not speak to me, ape,” Soldier Helen hissed, realizing that she had been softening. 
 
    “Right,” Martha sighed, “sorry, I forgot that we are not allowed to be friends.” 
 
    Soldier Helen blinked, and could not help but feel a strange sort of affection for Martha. 
 
    “It’s best that we don’t be,” she concluded. 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Martha’s attention was seized when Weldon looked past the Doctor and stared at her.  He moved along the glass, getting closer to her, and then he grinned at her again.  Despite herself, Martha moved forward, to the glass. 
 
    “Martha?” The Doctor pleaded, but Martha did not listen. 
 
    “I’m not afraid,” she said as she walked up to the glass and stared into Weldon’s eyes. 
 
    “How are you doing that?” Martha questioned, despite that Weldon perhaps could not hear her.  She pressed one of her hands against the glass, leaning against it.  She was so surprised when Weldon placed his hand on the other side of the glass opposite hers.  “How long can you breathe underwater for?” 
 
    “Ten minutes,” Soldier Nielson exhorted, “he very well can do so.” 
 
    “Because he’s a pureblood.”  Martha turned to Ten.  “That’s even longer than a Timelord, isn’t it?” 
 
    The Doctor didn’t respond. 
 
    Weldon Jinn went to the door and Martha moved back as the door slid open.  Weldon entered quickly and closed the door behind him after no more than a couple of seconds. 
 
    As he jumped back into the room, he landed on his two feet, kneeling.  Then he stood up, nodded to Soldier Madison, and a few others got his armor and put it on him as he stood there, looking at Martha. 
 
    “Look upon me, ape,” Weldon Jinn commanded, “do you believe?” 
 
    “Why do you want me to?” 
 
    “Because you should always adore your superiors.” 
 
    “I save lives, and you take them.  What do you expect me to say to you?” 
 
    “I take them?” Weldon turned to the Doctor, “does she know your history?” 
 
    “Let’s go and be done with it,” the Doctor stressed, his voice like stone.  “You have me doing your bidding, so just leave her alone.” 
 
    “Never.  Now move, for you’re about to get wet again.” 
 
    “What?” Martha chided, “we’re not going back in there?  Those are alien corpses in there.” 
 
    “Are you so afraid of them that you fear their dead bodies?” Another warrior, named Soldier Victor, taunted.  “Your species is even more timid than I imagined.” 
 
    The soldiers laughed about that. 
 
    “If your idea of strength is swimming through dead bodies,” the Doctor ventured, “the human race is not so terribly off, now are they?” 
 
    “Stop stalling and prepare,” Weldon said, wrapping his gun around his back on a shoulder strap. 
 
    The Doctor moved next to Martha. 
 
    “Stay by me, and just keep looking ahead.” 
 
    “No, Doctor,” Weldon Jinn challenged, “She will swim with me.” 
 
    “Why?” Martha asked. 
 
    “Because I want you to see something.” 
 
    He raised his arm out, beckoned with his hand, and Martha lost all control of her body as she glided toward Weldon Jinn.  The Doctor tried to grab her, but Weldon pushed him back with his mind.  Once Martha reached Weldon, he wrapped his arm around her and he raised his arm toward the door. 
 
    “I can’t hold my breath like you all,” Martha said, “I’ll be dead by the time we get over there.” 
 
    “Will you? I forgot just how sadly pathetic the human species really is.” 
 
    He slid the door open again, but Weldon raised his hand and the water did not come pouring out as it had done before.  It remained firmly in place, and he moved aside for his team to move past it.  Soldier Carter pushed the Doctor forward as they all entered the wall of water and began to swim through the water corridor.  The Doctor gave Martha a look as he entered it, and she watched him as he entered the water, surrounded by the other soldiers. 
 
    For one brief moment alone, Martha and Weldon Jinn stood there, and watched them swimming. 
 
    “Afraid now that you are about to die?” He asked her pleasantly. 
 
    “It’s not death I fear, but pain,” Martha confessed, knowing that no matter what she said, everything would make no difference.  For indeed, she was about to die.  “And death by drowning is the most painful way to go.” 
 
    “I’d kill you quickly, but I am curious to see how long you shall last.” 
 
    “Oh, you are too kind,” Martha sneered.  “You hate me because I’m human, I get it.  Or you hate me because you just love to hate, I get that too.  But why do you hate him so much?” 
 
    “Because he’s a Timelord.  They naturally are our enemies.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “That is not your business.  But our kinds have fought each other, Martha Jones.  And if you hate me, then I can assure you, we are miniscule compared to them.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “What I mean, my dear Martha, is that you don’t know everything about him.” 
 
    “You don’t think I know that?” She laughed, “go ahead, Leader Weldon.  You want to drown me, just get it over with.  I’ve gone through worse.” 
 
    “Very well then,” Weldon said, “goodbye, Martha Jones.” 
 
    Weldon Jinn entered the wall of water and closed the door behind them. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    The Heart of a Villain 
 
      
 
    Up ahead, Howard 6 was swimming, and Martha did her best to conserve oxygen, but there was nothing for it.  She was a thin woman and with the air she could conserve, she deduced that she only had maybe a minute and a half before she would drown. 
 
    As Weldon swam along, still holding her, Martha noticed the squiggly tentacle things that were sticking out of the walls. Until she got distracted. 
 
    Around her, there were the corpses of the xaleens floating.  As disgusting as the aliens were when alive, they were just as frightening as when they were deceased.  She dug her head into Weldon Jinn’s neck, but he yanked her head back and forced her to look at them. 
 
    Thus, his true intention was revealed.  He wanted to see her terrorized.  After he felt that she had experienced just the proper amount of horror, he pressed her head against his neck and continued to swim on, allowing her to look away from the nightmare. 
 
    Up ahead, the Doctor and the others reached the other side.  But as they reached the end, the Doctor was beginning to run out of oxygen.  He began to sink, his eyes growing limp, but Soldier Nielson took pity on him, removed his helmet quickly and put it over the Doctor’s head.  The helmet had a pocket of oxygen in it and the Doctor was reinvigorated.  Once he was on the rebound, Soldier Nielson placed his helmet back over his own head.  The Doctor squinted, looked through the corpses of xaleens and saw Weldon carrying Martha.  Just as his hearts rose at the sight of her, they ran cold as he saw her eyes close and her head went limp.  She was now low on oxygen and was dying in one of the worst possible ways.   The Doctor tried to swim toward her, but the soldiers restrained him.  He felt so helpless as he watched her only meters away from him and he could do nothing but watch her die. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    As her eyes closed, Martha felt the pain of drowning, and it was absolute agony.  Yet as she gave way to falling unconscious, she was glad, for now she could be nothing else but happy as the ending had come. 
 
    Life had been so terribly hard anyway. 
 
    And she had given it all that she had. 
 
    Now, all she could do was rest. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Martha,” a familiar voice taunted. 
 
    Martha opened her eyes and she saw that she was now aboard the Valeyard aircraft.  Except this time, it was dirty everywhere, the lights were flickering, or going out and it was dilapidated. 
 
    Martha walked along it, not afraid, as she entered the bridge, where she saw the long table, a birdcage hanging up, and an old tent on the other side of the room. 
 
    As she entered, she wasn’t very surprised at all to see the Master sitting down on the steps, looking out of one of the ship’s windows. 
 
    Yet, he was still, almost lifeless and only his eyes glowed, but it wasn’t out of malice.  Rather, it was simply out of memory. 
 
    “There was a time when everything about this place was perfect,” he boasted, his voice warm, “when the most powerful men in the world sat here.” 
 
    “Where you killed one of them,” Martha articulated. 
 
    “The Toclafane did.” 
 
    “Because you ordered them to.” 
 
    “All the work you and the Doctor did to get them to safety,” he stressed, “and what happened?  You sent them to an abyss of horror.” 
 
    “Remember though… you did that to them too.” 
 
    “Yes, because I was blind.  I honestly believed, or my previous self did, that helping the world was a noble cause.  Well, after that, I very much learned that no good deed goes unpunished, eh?” 
 
    “I’m a Doctor, Master, so you know that I will never agree to that,” Martha replied casually, pulling up a chair and sitting down.  “How are you, Master?” 
 
    “You never ask me that,” he smiled sadly.  Then he suddenly stood up and began to move quickly around the room. “This place was so beautiful once,” he continued, “I designed a great deal of it myself.  To suit my purposes of course.  You weren’t in here long enough to appreciate it.” 
 
    “I was busy trying to save my family from you.” 
 
    “And your beloved Doctor!” He spat. 
 
    “He was your friend once!” Martha retaliated. 
 
    “Emphasis on the word ‘was’.  And for you, emphasis on the word ‘is’.  Did it never occur to you, that if it weren’t for him, then I never would have come back, your family never would have been captured, and you never would have had to walk the Earth and watch me kill one tenth of your world?” 
 
    “Believe me, while I walked around the Earth for a year, I had plenty of time to think about it,” she answered simply, only her eyes showing any emotion; and that emotion was stubbornness.  The nightmare was over—these were just after-images.  So, she still had nothing to fear, she told herself. 
 
    “Yes, I suppose you did.  But all that, and you still are his friend.”  The Master looked around the room and then he was stricken with a sudden memory.  “Over there is where I planned to launch an attack on the rest of the universe.” 
 
    “But why though?” She asked, “why did you have to do that?  The Earth, I got, because you hated the Doctor, and he loves Earth, but why the rest of the universe?” 
 
    “I had lots of enemies, or I suppose that I am the sort to despise a universe that is getting on so well without me.” 
 
    “Ah, so that’s it?” 
 
    “Of course it isn’t,” he smirked, “this is your messed-up mind thinking all this up, and that’s all there is to it. Fitting though, isn’t it?  For you are dying now.  You might be in shock.  And this is where your mind turns.  Martha Jones, I confess, that I am flattered.  Truly so, for I must have left some kind of impression.” 
 
    Martha looked around the room, and at the birdcage. 
 
    “Over there,” she pointed out, “that’s where you stuck him when you made him smaller.” 
 
    “Yes, but it was more than that,” the Master augmented, “for that tent over there is where I stashed him for most of the year.” 
 
    “You made him live in a tent too?” 
 
    “It seemed only fitting that he was given the proper place to be.” 
 
    Martha rubbed her chin and scratched her lip.  She stood up and walked to the window.  Looking out of it, she saw nothing but nighttime. 
 
    “You’ve been terrorizing him for centuries, right?” 
 
    “Yes, I have.” 
 
    “Then you really must have cared about him.” 
 
    “Pardon?” 
 
    The scene dissolved as Martha heard her name from another area. 
 
    “So, are you about to fall even further asleep?” The Master sneered, “or are you waking up?  Who knows though, right?” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Martha?!” The Doctor cried, as Weldon had just opened the door to the next corridor.  Yet he kept the water from spilling over and they all fell into it while the door closed behind them.  The Doctor pushed past the rest of them as Weldon dropped Martha casually onto the ground.  The Doctor rushed down and grabbed her, resting her head in his hands.  He laid her down and began to use CPR to resuscitate her.  As he pressed his hands on her heart, trying to jumpstart it, he looked at Weldon with a fury. 
 
    “You couldn’t give her your helmet for a moment?! You’re a pureblood sagrien!  You didn’t even need it!” 
 
    “I needed to see if my information was correct.  A human cannot survive more than two minutes underwater.  Experiment achieved.” 
 
    Ten looked on him with venom and then kissed Martha to give her his air.  Then he pumped her heart again, and breathed air into her lungs. 
 
    Still Martha did not wake up. 
 
    Desperate, he repeated this incident twice more, but it was clear.  Martha was dead. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Martha,” Ten cried, desperate, “please, don’t leave me here alone.  Please, you cannot leave me here alone!” 
 
    “She still does not wake?” Howard 6 specified, his voice even and peaceful. 
 
    “No, she does not!” Ten cried. 
 
    “Then it is simple,” Howard 6 replied. 
 
    “Then you can save her, Howard 6?” 
 
    “It should be simple.” 
 
    Howard 6 moved forward and knelt beside them both. 
 
    “You have got air into her lungs and you have pumped her heart,” Howard 6 affirmed, “now she is prepared and all she needs is a simple cardio-respiratory shock.”  Howard 6 pressed his hand on Martha’s heart and sent an electrical pulse through it.  It shot through Martha immediately and woke her up.  Martha gasped out for air as her eyes shot open. 
 
    “Martha!” Ten cried, and he held her tightly in his arms while she breathed in harshly.  She began to cough, so the Doctor leaned her over so that she would be looking downward, to even out her breathing.  Then he advised her to place her hands on her head so that her lungs would expand and get oxygen quicker.  Ten turned to Howard 6.  “Thank you, Howard 6! I could kiss you again.” 
 
    “But don’t worry,” Martha assured Howard, “he won’t.  You saved me?” 
 
    “I merely supplied the finishing step,” Howard 6 elaborated, “the Doctor performed the necessary cardio-respiratory resuscitation, and I jumpstarted your heart to make it willing to take the oxygen.” 
 
    “Thank you then,” Martha sighed, “thank you both so much.” 
 
    As the Doctor rubbed her hands to get some heat in them, Martha looked at Weldon, who squinted down at her, complacent. 
 
    “I saw what you were trying to do,” she claimed, “and I’m not sorry to disappoint you.” 
 
    “It matters not,” he responded simply, “for I have more experiments.” 
 
    He winked at her, Martha was hurled out of the Doctor’s clutches and pushed towards him.  The Doctor stood up and made to retrieve her, but the soldiers aimed their guns at him while Weldon placed his arm around Martha’s neck. 
 
    “What need is there for you to keep ahold of her like that?” Ten bellowed, “She is harmless next to me.” 
 
    “It’s not about her being harmless, Doctor.  It’s about where I can do the most damage.” 
 
    He beckoned Martha and, unable to control her limbs, she was forced to follow him as they continued back toward the stasis room. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Onward they walked, reaching another chamber, but they halted when there was some violent turbulence that shook the chamber. 
 
    “Loose space debris?” Soldier Carter guessed.  “Or a meteor shower.” 
 
    They all fell to the ground as another hit smashed against the hull.  Then another crash occurred, and another followed it. 
 
    “No, no, no,” the Doctor surmised, “a meteor shower doesn’t hit a satellite in that sort of way.” 
 
    “I agree,” Soldier Alcibiades confirmed, “that’s the sound of something landing.” 
 
    “Howard 6!” 
 
    “Yes, Leader Weldon,” Howard 6 responded. 
 
    “Hack into the system and create a hologram of all that your feed pics up from the surveillance.” 
 
    “I obey.” 
 
    Howard 6 walked to a monitor on the wall, ejected a hacking jack from his finger, pressed it into the monitor and eventually got the information.  As he processed it, he raised up his arm and projected a hologram of the exterior. 
 
    The exterior of the Morning Star was inundated with another set of aliens who landed on the outer hull and began to slash their way through. 
 
    “Creckins!” Soldier Nielson identified them.  “Over thirty at least, it seems.” 
 
    “Blimey, you’re being attacked by xirecs, xaleens, and now creckins,” the Doctor summed up, “how much of the universe have you made angry?  Unless it’s more than that.” 
 
    “Soldier Carter,” Weldon demanded, “place paralyzing destabilizers along the chamber.  Within four minutes, we shall be able to repel them all.  And Soldier Meeka, assist him.” 
 
    “Yes, Leader,” Soldier Meeka obeyed, and she and Soldier Carter removed some destabilizers from their backpacks. 
 
    As they set them up, the Doctor turned to Weldon. 
 
    “And you were ready for this?” The Doctor noticed, “you are prepared for all these aliens attacking?  But why would they attack to begin with?  For it’s not just because they are hungry. What are you not telling me?” 
 
    “Much, Doctor.  And never will I—” 
 
    They were interrupted when the satellite’s exterior broke through. The layers were compromised as an alien pushed its body through the hole. 
 
    Now the oxygen was being sucked out of the room as the pressure gave way and they all began to be sucked out.  The creckins entered the room, struggling as they clung to the walls, but the satellite was now rolling through space.  Soldier Carter tried to hold onto the nearest railing, however he lost his grip, rolled past the creckins and into space. 
 
    “No!” Soldier Vesta cried, “Carter!” 
 
    She lost track of herself, so she began to slip as well, and as her hand slid out, Martha grabbed her, along with Soldier Helen.  Both women pulled Soldier Vesta before she fell to her death while all others were struggling as the creckins rolled around the room as well.  Yet one creckin stabilized, it began to crawl toward Martha as Soldier Helen tried to reach for her gun.  As she continued to struggle, Martha grabbed it and shot it just as the creckin was about to pounce on them.  Unfortunately, the force of the shot propelled her backwards and Martha began to roll out of the hole. 
 
    “Martha!” The Doctor cried, trying to rush toward her.  Martha however fell closer to the hole, but rather than fall through completely, she felt only like she had collapsed onto a cushion.  She turned to Weldon and saw how he had his palm flexed, indicating that he was using his power to create a forcefield around the hole.  If he didn’t continue to struggle, then the oxygen would have continued to be sucked out of the room, along with the rest of them.  Eventually the sagriens got ahold of their guns and could get a fixed point on the creckins. 
 
    Gunfire filled the room as they shot at the invading aliens.  Now getting her balance, Martha turned to the hole and looked out of it.  There in the distance, she saw Soldier Carter’s body growing smaller as it floated away. 
 
    Poor Soldier Carter! 
 
    Yet she didn’t have time to mourn, because the face of one of the creckins appeared on the other side of the forcefield.  Martha looked around it and saw that the outer hull of the ship was crawling with those aliens. 
 
    Martha felt the Doctor grab her hand and pulled her away from the forcefield.  Yet the Doctor saw what she had seen as well. 
 
    “Soldier Vesta, are the destabilizers finally hooked up?” The Doctor asked. 
 
    “Almost done, just need a couple of minutes,” Soldier Vesta explained.  “Soldier Carter is not here with me now.  So, speak your words up sharp and don’t rush me.” 
 
    “Soldier Vesta!” Weldon cried, “For the good of all, be done and do it, or we all might be forced to lose more soldiers.” 
 
    “Right!”  Soldier Vesta continued to work and then she realized that she finally could activate them.  She turned on the paralysis lock-out through the hull of the ship, and then the sounds of the invasion gradually ceased. 
 
    Leader Weldon came forward and looked through the forcefield that he created.  He saw the creckins falling asleep. They had paralyzed them.  Their limbs froze up and they began to fall away from the ship, drifting off into space where they would eventually suffocate. 
 
    “Well,” Weldon said, “except for Soldier Carter, all is well.” 
 
    “Everything is not well,” the Doctor argued. “Your sadness of losing your warrior is most touching, Weldon.  Truly, I’m more broken up about it than you.  But besides that, why are aliens always attacking this random satellite—for don’t you dare say that this is a coincidence, because I’ve learned that there is often no such thing as coincidences.  No, tell me the truth.  What is the reason for the aliens of this galaxy to not want anyone on this ship?” No one answered him.  “I can help.” 
 
    “He can, though,” Martha encouraged, “so if you want our assistance, then you don’t need to take us captive. We just need the truth.” 
 
    Weldon did not answer, only ushered Ten to move forward, and Martha had no choice but to comply. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    The Awakening 
 
      
 
    Eventually, they reached the stasis room, where Howard 7 was still stationed. 
 
    “Engineer Doctor and Technician Jones,” Howard 7 said, “you are joined with another set of comrades.” 
 
    “They are not our friends,” the Doctor corrected, “but still, it’s nice to see you again, Howard 7.” 
 
    “We come with your counterpart though,” Martha said, gesturing to Howard 6, “Look, it’s Howard 6.” 
 
    “Yes, I was glad when I saw it on the monitors,” Howard 7 voiced, coming up to Howard 6 and offering his hand, “Howard 6.” 
 
    “And Howard 7,” Howard 6 said, “it is nice to see you again.” 
 
    Both androids clasped hands. 
 
    “It has been two years, five months and fourteen days since we have seen each other,” Howard 6 reported. 
 
    “It has been.  Our brothers are still asleep,” Howard 7 replied, “but I have checked their status and they are operational, and not deactivated.” 
 
    “It is well.  Perhaps when all is done, they can be re-awakened.” 
 
    “I look forward to it.” 
 
    As Howard 6 and Howard 7 talked, Martha was surprised by this. 
 
    “It’s surprising,” she spoke without knowing it, “but they seem to show affection. Or at least concern for one another.” 
 
    “It’s their model design,” Soldier Alcibiades explained, “the Howard Android is programmed to feel the absence of each other—and other lifeforms.  It’s programmed to feel a sense of compassion… companionship.” 
 
    “It was programmed with basic emotion?” 
 
    “Sort of.” 
 
    “Interesting.  So, it can feel loss?” 
 
    “Yes, I suppose.  It misses entities that it has become acquainted with, when that entity leaves.” 
 
    Weldon walked over to the computer monitor against the wall and began to look up records.  All the soldiers watched him.  However, Martha took the time to go to the Doctor anyway and began to speak with him. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” She asked. 
 
    “I’m fine.  Really, I am.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not.” 
 
    “Are you hurt?” 
 
    “No, not in that way,” she whispered even lower.  “Doctor, I noticed something when we were in the water corridor.” 
 
    “Was it against the wall?” 
 
    “Yes, it was like these kind-of plants.” 
 
    “I didn’t get the chance to get a close look and inspect them, but I was curious about them, yes.  I have seen underwater plant matter in that way, or it could be decoration.” 
 
    “I may not have gotten a close enough look, but it appeared to be organic to me.  Sorry, I’m not being clear.  What I mean is that…” 
 
    “You mean that it’s fauna?” 
 
    “Precisely, it looked like plants, yes, but I really think that it might have been tentacles.  Not like any other tentacles that I’ve ever seen, but...” 
 
    “Well, it’s not so very strange that maybe something has gotten into the walls, and maybe has grown there.  Unless…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s just a theory.  I’ll tell you once I’ve had more time to think about it.  There might be something else going on here, I believe.” 
 
    “Oh, and there’s something else.  Weldon is a pureblood sagrien… but the rest of them are not.” 
 
    “They are half-bloods?” 
 
    “Yes, Soldier Helen confessed as much.  Does that mean anything?” 
 
    “It means that except for Weldon Jinn, none of them have telekinetic abilities.  And they are perhaps not as strong either.” 
 
    “Yeah, they don’t.  But there’s something else.  The reason Weldon killed the xaleens when he was in the water rather than use his telekinetic abilities, was because it has limits.  There are things even too much for his mind to control.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “One of the soldiers accidentally said it to me.  She could have been wishing to give me the wrong information, but I don’t think so.  These sagriens may be bigoted, but they don’t seem to be skilled in the art of deception.” 
 
    “Indeed, that is their one bit of nobility: they have barely a deceitful bone in their body.  In fact, they love brutal honesty above all things.” 
 
    “So, that’s why they like that Weldon bloke?” 
 
    “Yes, then again, it’s in the nature of any species to admire the people who are bluntly cruel.  I don’t know why it is that the individual thinks that evil is another form of ‘being smart’, but that’s why I’m here.” 
 
    “Then be here,” Martha chuckled, “and stop bragging.” 
 
    “You like me bragging.” 
 
    “Do I?” 
 
    “You’re smiling.  Despite that I almost lost you again, you’re smiling.  So yes, you like me bragging.” 
 
    “Oh, very well,” she admitted, “I do, a bit.  Anyway, let’s solve this.  They brought us back here.” 
 
    “And Weldon was the last pureblood.” 
 
    “The last pureblood to be awake,” Martha clarified. 
 
    “To be awake?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Simultaneously, Martha and Ten looked at all the sleeping forms in the cryo-tubes. 
 
    “Oh!” They both said together. 
 
    “Yeah,” the Doctor concluded. 
 
    “He’s going to wake them up.” 
 
    “And that’s the worst thing that can happen.” 
 
    “Why so? I mean, I know these gits are not the most moral in the universe, but are they all bad?” 
 
    “Martha, they’re sagriens.  Imagine the Daleks, but looking like us.  Same drive, same ambition, same mindset.  They love to conquer planets, destroying any cultures who they deem inferior, and enslaving half those populations as a servant race.” 
 
    “These people are that dangerous?” 
 
    “Words cannot describe.  Imagine the Master and I at our worst, Martha—well that’s them at their best.” 
 
    “Right. So, that’s why he hates me so much and he can’t wait to kill me.  I’m disgusting in his eyes.  I’m incomplete. Therefore, I antagonize him.” 
 
    “It’s worse than that.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    Ten rolled his lip in between his teeth. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I can take it.  What’s the damage?” Martha assured him. 
 
    “No, you can’t.” 
 
    “The Master once mocked me terribly.  I can take it, Doctor.” 
 
    “No, this is scarier.” 
 
    “And how?” 
 
    “Basic psychology.  Sometimes what is disgusting to us, is also intriguing to us.  He could have let you fall through the hole before he sealed it with his mind back there, when the creckins attacked.  But he didn’t.  He saved your life.” 
 
    “So that he could torture me later.” 
 
    “And why would he take such pleasure at the idea of hurting you?  Yes, he is sadistic, but come on, you clearly are not the first human he’s run across.  He could have experimented before if he wished.  You are human, so you disgust him, but you are different, and therefore, you fascinate him.  Martha, please, listen to me.  I don’t care what he says, but promise me this.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t listen to a thing he says.  When he speaks, blot it out of your mind and just focus on your anger for him.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “Promise me.” 
 
    “I promise.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Now,” Weldon said when he finished, “here comes your time, Doctor.” 
 
    “My time?” Ten said, placing his hand in his pockets, “I was worried that it would never occur.” 
 
    “Rejoice then.  Howard 7?” 
 
    “Yes, Leader Weldon?” Howard 7 responded. 
 
    “We are about to activate the gene synthesis procedure.  Within your schematics, information should be stored of how to begin.” 
 
    “Affirmative.” 
 
    Howard 7 walked up to the column of stasis chambers, he pressed his hand against it, and a key ejected from his index finger.  He pressed it into the column, then a part of the wall gave way, the panels moved aside, and a computer unit appeared.  Howard 7 rolled his hand around and it turned into a data jack.  He placed it onto the computer and the system woke up. Illumination ran around the column and then each stasis chamber containing a sagrien within it lit up. 
 
    “Our brethren need to wake,” Leader Weldon reported, “and the purpose of the Morning Star was to be a place where they could be stored, safely, and under the guise of being in a setting that appeared harmless.” 
 
    “Oh!” Ten cried, “now it’s all clear.  Oh, but that’s clever, I admit… yes, very clever!  That’s why a satellite system with Earth designs is floating in this galaxy!  You got your hands on their designs, then modified them, so that you could set up a craft in space that no one would care to go near.  After all, who needs a satellite out here, and even if so, what sort of nation ever travels out here?  You chose the right place, at the right time, with the right sort of design.  And then Martha and I stumble into this place, unsuspecting, contrary to our plans—two walking meat sticks in a system of aliens who are just dying for a meal.  We trip your security system, you hear I’m the Doctor, and you come running because you need me to revive your people.  Yet my question, Leader Weldon Jinn, is why do they need reviving?  And why can’t you do it yourself?” 
 
    Leader Weldon Jinn only looked at him, not even batting an eye. 
 
    “Strong and silent type,” Ten provoked. 
 
    Leader Weldon still did not respond. 
 
    “Yes, but don’t worry, I like cracking theories, so you won’t mind if I keep on going with this, do you?  No, I’m sure that you don’t.” 
 
    Ten ran his hand through his hair and began to pace back and forth. 
 
    “Come on, Doctor,” he talked to himself, “Think, think, think.” 
 
    Soldier Vesta looked at Martha for an explanation. 
 
    “It’s how he figures things out,” Martha extrapolated, “give him time.” 
 
    “Yes, Doctor,” Weldon taunted, “by all means, take all the time to stoke your misguided vanity.” 
 
    “Pride is important,” Ten retaliated. 
 
    “Yes, but pride and vanity are not the same thing,” Weldon hissed, “When I was younger, we sagriens had many tales about you, and studied all of them.” 
 
    “Always nice to meet a fan.” 
 
    “Once more, your vanity is stirred.  And it always shall be.  Pride is in regards to what one thinks of oneself, while vanity is the product of what one wants others to think of them.  How much do you want to be adored?” 
 
    Ten’s face was unreadable. 
 
    “I’m not the one who intimidates his followers into loving him.” 
 
    “Their love for me is no choice of theirs.  They have no choice but to feel it.” 
 
    “You keep on talking to distract me from seeing your plans.  Could you please stop interrupting me, because that’s just rude?” 
 
    Ten looked back up at the column of sleeping sagriens. 
 
    “Ah, yes!” Ten cried, “you, Leader Weldon, before anything else, is a scientist.  A scientist who just can’t help but play god.  The last of the purebloods.  And I know how it feels to be the last of something.  One will go to great lengths to tell themselves that they are not alone.  They might even try their best to undo time itself.  They might forget that all power is limited, and then that’s when the God Complex really takes into effect.  So, the Morning Star is not just an ark, a haven to save your people, but no… these are sagriens that you experimented on, to return your kind to your idea of ‘pureblood’.  You’ve modified their DNA, to turn your kind back into a master-race.  But Weldon, hear this.  I’ve seen that ‘master-race’ mindset, and all the horror it brings.  You are not god, Leader Weldon, and every time I have seen someone try and attempt it, it only led to the destruction of his species.  You clearly have followers, Weldon.  Leave here with them.  And be satisfied with them.  Let this experiment go.” 
 
    “And you call yourself a Doctor,” Weldon taunted. 
 
    “I am the Doctor.” 
 
    “What Doctor would insist that I left an entire species of mine to remain comatose?  A terrible fate.” 
 
    “Because whatever experiments you put on them to make them purebloods again, they are not your true species anymore.  They are practically machines.” 
 
    “They have flesh, blood, a heart, and bone,” Weldon stated, “who are you to think it worthless?  You, you who claims to be a healer, a wise man—that is what Doctor means, doesn’t it?  Every part of you that knows what it is, is crying out to revive them.  To save them.  But that part of you that will not help, well, that is the part of you that I was always told about.  The part that is a hypocrite.  If you don’t help me now, what will history say about you?” 
 
    “I don’t care what it says,” Ten confessed, “I don’t want another time where, out of my desire to be merciful, I could not administer justice.  If I wake up one of these and let you lead them, that one sagrien could go on to kill dozens.” 
 
    “Hundreds,” Weldon corrected. 
 
    “And I’m here, because you want me to revive them,” Ten said, “there is clearly something faulty in the rejuvenation system.  And you want me to figure it out.” 
 
    “I already know the problem, but the solution is beyond me.  Yet it is not beyond you.  But it’s not your brain.” 
 
    “It’s not, eh? Well—,” Ten paused, thought about it and then realized what he meant, “No!” 
 
    “Yes, Doctor.  We need your blood.” 
 
    Weldon raised his hand and Ten was powerless to stop him.  Against his will, Ten was pushed to the computer mainframe.  Weldon forced him to raise up his arm. 
 
    “No!” Martha cried, trying to rush past them to pull the Doctor back. Weldon only grabbed her and restrained her against his chest. 
 
    “Martha, keep your eyes open,” Weldon demanded, “Look on this.” 
 
    “Why must you be like this?” She hissed. 
 
    “Because I want you to see.” 
 
    The Doctor’s hand pressed against the dashboard. 
 
    “Stop it!” The Doctor cried. 
 
    “No, Doctor,” Weldon bellowed, “now we have your DNA.  And the column will replicate that one sample.  We sagriens can regenerate three times.  But now you’ve given us enough regeneration energy, and we shall be able to do it more.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    When hearing this, Martha was stunned. 
 
    The sagriens could regenerate! 
 
    But not the same amount as the Timelords. 
 
    “That’s it!” Martha realized while Weldon held her, “you’re jealous, aren’t you?  You want the power of a Timelord.” 
 
    “It’s not fair when we have been exposed to the time vortex as much as them,” Weldon admitted. 
 
    “You’re time travelers as well?” 
 
    “No, and that’s the great injustice of it all.  Why did the universe only favor them?!” 
 
    After a few seconds, the Doctor was released, and he pushed away from the machine.  He held his hand that had the regeneration energy sucked out of it, and then he glared at Weldon. 
 
    “What have you done!” 
 
    “I saved my people,” Weldon insisted, “Now, hail Doctor, the savior of the sagriens!” 
 
    All the other soldiers in the unit raised up their guns and echoed this sentiment. 
 
    “Hail, Doctor!  The savior of the sagriens!” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “But you don’t know what you have done!” The Doctor urged, “you only took a small amount of my regeneration energy.  Yet even that amount is not guaranteed to not have side effects.   You don’t know if my DNA and energy is not toxic to your immune systems.  Too much inside of an internal system that cannot sustain it can be catastrophic.” 
 
    “Then let’s find out what happens next.” 
 
    The Doctor blinked at Weldon’s casual demeanor. 
 
    “By all the stars in the universe,” he hissed, “for a man who is concerned for the superiority of his race, you really are nonchalant about my energy taking a life.” 
 
    “Your energy was only experimented on by one of my frozen warriors.  If the soldier we just experimented on is not strong enough to survive it, then his weakness is criminal enough—and he or she deserves death.” 
 
    Ten looked around at the rest of his soldiers. 
 
    “There, you see that?” The Doctor pointed out, “is this what you want to follow?  A leader who regards you in this way.” 
 
    “That tactic won’t work, Doctor.” 
 
    “Of course it won’t, sadly.  Because soldiers are meant to obey and not to think!” 
 
    They were interrupted by Howard 6. 
 
    “Reactivation is now complete.” 
 
    They all turned to the cryo-tube that the Doctor’s energy was used on, and the door opened as the light turned off.  Ten rushed to it.  Martha tried to as well, but Weldon held her back. 
 
    “Let me see it,” she urged, “I’m a Doctor too. I can help him if there is something wrong.” 
 
    Weldon still would not let her go. 
 
    As the door opened to the tube, Ten grabbed the half-awake sagrien.  The sagrien gasped for air as Ten helped it out. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Ten assured him, “it’s fine. I got you.  I’ve got you.” 
 
    The sagrien held onto the Doctor for dear life, for he was weak.  The sagrien collapsed onto the ground, too tired to stand.  Ten held him while he did, trying to help him open his eyes.  The Doctor pet the sagrien’s cheeks and opened his eyes to check on his pupils.  The sagrien’s eyes fluttered and then opened. 
 
    “Hello,” Ten smiled gently down at him. 
 
    “I am—I am awake,” the sagrien said. 
 
    “Yes, you are,” Ten laughed, “what’s your name?” 
 
    “I am—Caiden.  I am Soldier Caiden.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Soldier Caiden.” 
 
     Soldier Caiden smiled, and it filled the Doctor’s heart—despite himself. 
 
    “I—,” Soldier Caiden faltered, “I can’t stand.” 
 
    “It’s fine.  Just take your time.” 
 
    “No!” He insisted, “I am a soldier.  I am nothing if I cannot stand up.  Please…” 
 
    “All right,” Ten accepted.  “Just remember not to try and run.  You can’t run if you can’t walk first.” 
 
    The Doctor helped Caiden stand up, but Caiden stumbled to the ground. 
 
    “I am a shame,” Caiden cried. 
 
    “No, Caiden, you are not a shame,” Ten coaxed him, “you are not.  You are beautiful, now come on.” 
 
    The Doctor helped him again, but Caiden slid and stumbled. 
 
    “He cannot stand,” Leader Weldon extoled, “he is a failure.” 
 
    “He can stand!” The Doctor cried, “but he is born again, so he is a child.  Give him time!  Come on, Caiden, we’re going to prove the doubters wrong, aren’t we?” 
 
    “I am a failure,” Caiden started weeping. 
 
    “Where there is effort, there is no failure.  Now come on!” 
 
    Ten helped Caiden once more, holding his hands in his. 
 
    Caiden slipped again. 
 
    Ten placed Caiden’s arm around his shoulder. 
 
    Caiden slid off and fell on his back. 
 
    Ten tried again. 
 
    Caiden fell. 
 
    Again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    Caiden fell on his stomach. 
 
    The Doctor entwined his hands in his. 
 
    Caiden wrapped his arms around the Doctor’s neck. 
 
    And he practically lifted Caiden up like he was a child. 
 
    Martha stood there, fixed to the spot.  With every failed attempt, the Doctor was more persistent, refusing to give up.  It was both heartbreaking and beautiful.  It was almost like that of a… a child, constantly falling and its father doing his best to help him get up.  It was strange, but she found no other word to put to it. 
 
    “Love,” she whispered, without even knowing it, “It’s love.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    On the thirtieth time of trying to pick him up, Ten finally clasped hands with Caiden and got him to stand.  As he did so, Caiden smiled weakly at the Doctor. 
 
    “There you go, Caiden,” Ten encouraged him, “you stood up.” 
 
    “I am…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I am a soldier.” 
 
    “Yes, you are.” 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “I am the Doctor.” 
 
    “Hello Doctor.  It’s—ah!” 
 
    With a sudden pang of pain surging through him, Caiden grabbed his chest and began to keel over.  Ten held him as Caiden collapsed onto the floor again and began to convulse. 
 
    “Caiden!” Ten cried. 
 
    “I’m burning!” Caiden cried, “I burning!” 
 
    Caiden’s body convulsed violently for a couple more seconds, and then Caiden was still, not breathing. 
 
    “Caiden!” The Doctor cried, performing CPR on him and pumping his chest. “Howard 6 or 7!” 
 
    Howard 6 came over, placed his hand over Caiden’s chest and began to send electrical pulses through his body, but to no avail. 
 
    “There is nothing to be done,” Howard 6 determined, “there is nothing to revive. I am now running a diagnostics test and checking his internal organs.”  Light erupted from its hand and he ran it over Caiden’s body.   When done, he looked at the Doctor.  “I am sorry, Engineer Doctor.  He could not survive the energy that was running through his veins.  He was never going to survive.  Death was inevitable.” 
 
    “First experiment, a failure,” Weldon concluded, indifferent.  Such a cold reaction provoked Ten, who stood up and glared at Weldon. 
 
    “This is your doing!” He cried, “don’t you care!” 
 
    Weldon’s face was complacent, as always. 
 
    “First experiment,” he repeated, “a failure.  Howard 7, I need you to connect to the computer’s mainframe and find out how much energy needs to be administered, and for what duration of time, so that the next experiment will be a success.” 
 
    “Affirmative,” Howard 7 obeyed and then he went back up to the column and began administering proper tests. 
 
    For a moment, Weldon let go of Martha, who took that time to walk up to Caiden, bend down and look on him.  She saw the handsomeness of his features and the innocence behind his expression. Yet his eyes were still open. 
 
    As she did when her boss died so long ago, she closed his eyelids. 
 
    “There,” she assured Ten, “now we can pretend that he is just resting.” 
 
    “Yeah,” was Ten’s only answer.  Martha placed her hand on the Doctor’s shoulder. 
 
    “Doctor, you were brilliant.  And he got to meet you for a second.  At least he got that.” 
 
    Martha was about to speak again when she was forced across the room and back to Weldon, who had pulled her there with his mind. 
 
    In seeing Weldon still possessing her, Ten stood up slowly. 
 
    “Give her back,” the Doctor demanded. 
 
    “No,” Weldon denied, “for that is the price.  You succeed in reviving my species, then you get her back.  And only then.” 
 
    “Alive and well,” Ten guaranteed, “you will give her back, alive and well.” 
 
    “Alive and well… if she cooperates.” 
 
    Ten looked back to Howard 7, who was still working on the computer. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Doubt 
 
      
 
    Howard 7 ran more diagnostics and eventually he determined that the Doctor’s DNA had to be injected into the Equipment Support Module and the SSI/E.  That was located at the top of the column, so once more the Doctor would have to walk up the antigrav pathway that led up to the top of the stasis tower. 
 
    Now Ten was on a mission, however.  Martha was in danger, and therefore he had no choice.  He had to help revive the purebloods, and hope that it was a mess that he could clean up later.  Thus, followed by Howard 7, the Doctor did not move carefully, but rather he ran up the antigrav path, with Howard 7 following after him. 
 
    “Even if you fall,” Howard 7 instructed, “I shall catch you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Howard 7,” The Doctor voiced over his shoulder.  With all speed, they traveled to the top. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, down below, Weldon gave orders for all his soldiers to check the scanners, monitor the rest of the satellite and keep an eye out for any incoming attacks.  Thus, he and Martha were left alone on that side of the room.  Knowing that she was defenseless, Weldon let her go.  She pushed away from him and turned around to face him.  Weldon, however was quite unfazed by this. 
 
    “That was your own kind,” she hissed, “and you didn’t care at all that he died because you just have to experiment on everything!” 
 
    “It is my birthright.  What is his life worth, Doctor Jones?  Nothing at all—if he wasn’t strong enough to survive it.” 
 
    Martha punched him, but she only hurt her hand.  She fell back against the wall, clutching her wrist. 
 
    “Your kind is even weaker than I imagined it would ever be,” Weldon commented casually, walking toward her.  He pressed his hand against her chest, pinning her against the wall.  “Try and hit me again.” 
 
    “I’m not in the mood to give you the pleasure.” 
 
    “You think I enjoy it?” 
 
    “I know that you do,” Martha answered, without any fear, “I’ve studied your kind before.” 
 
    “I would never be fool enough to believe that the stupid human race would study a sagrien.  Or even know of my kind.” 
 
    “I don’t mean your kind.  I mean your mind.  In medical school, we must have knowledge of basic psychology.  A brain is a brain, no matter the lifeform.  And if you can reason enough to have desires, then you have the power of reason itself.  Your nature cries out for violence.  It’s how you feel things, isn’t it?  It’s how you know that things are real.  Pain is reality to you. Therefore, all that you can do now, is give your pain to others.  It’s the only thing you know how to share.  Because if you share that, then it will make you feel better.  How does that feel, Leader Weldon Jinn?  To know that you are no different?  But you don’t have to be afraid of that.” 
 
    All while he was listening, Weldon’s green eyes turned colder, but not due to lack of feeling.  No, he had simply never understood how she was determining what was possibly within his nature.  She was a human!  She was supposed to be stupid!  And yet she was, for surely that was not what he was like. 
 
    Out of defiance for her attempting to expose him, he placed his hand over her face, covering her mouth as he pushed her head against the wall, gently. 
 
    “Quiet yourself,” he demanded.  He removed his fingers from her mouth. 
 
    “No,” Martha replied.  “Not a chance.” 
 
    Weldon squinted, then placed his face against Martha’s.  At his touch, Martha closed her eyes and recalled the Doctor’s advice. 
 
    “Martha, look at me,” Weldon implored. 
 
    “No,” Martha insisted.  Trying to get away from him, Martha sunk down to her knees, but Weldon only crouched down, pinning her still, giving her no escape. 
 
    “Martha,” Weldon’s voice turned very persuasive—almost hypnotic.  The sound of it then reminded her of something else, and it was eating away at the edge of her mind, as she began tapping the sound of the drums that the Master once used.  For a second, she recalled a dark figure, covered in black… with something in its hand.  But the image left her mind as soon as it had entered it.  Despite herself, Martha could not help but open her eyes slightly and peek at Weldon Jinn. 
 
    As she did so, his eyes widened and the greenness of his pupils began to fill her vision.  As it did, she felt his mind enter hers and swim into her memories. 
 
    Flashes of her when she was a child began to enter the surfaces of her mind, for him to peruse everything. 
 
    Then he saw her as she was in her bedroom, at nine years old, and her parents were screaming at each other. 
 
    A flash of her when she had failed a test in the sixth grade. 
 
    A flash of when she had her first break up with her boyfriend in college. 
 
    A flash of when she wanted to run away once when she was having roommate problems. 
 
    And then another flash of her just sitting there, in her bedroom and her phone kept ringing—her family was going through troubles.  Again. 
 
    Martha flinched, her whole body felt a spasm as Weldon erupted from her thoughts. 
 
    “Ah, so that’s what being human was like for you,” Weldon replied, “Your life may have been comfortable, but since you were born, the hits just kept coming for you.” 
 
    He leaned away from her, his posture straight and erect, while Martha remained huddled against the wall, still with no room to move. 
 
    “How lonely it must have been for you,” Weldon remarked, “to have so many expectations on your shoulders, at so young an age.  And the whole time, you never felt up to the task.  And the same goes for this… the Doctor dragged you across the stars, and you thought it was going to be beautiful.  But instead, you got another responsibility placed on your shoulders.  Another responsibility that you didn’t know if you were up to the task.  But it didn’t matter.  No one asked you if you were.  No one ever asks you if you are prepared, or strong enough.  They just expect you to be.  But with we sagriens, you wouldn’t have to ask yourself that question.  All you have to do is obey.” 
 
    “What sort of world is worth being in when you don’t have the right to choose?” Martha asked simply. 
 
    “The simple sort. The easy sort.  You dream of the right to do something.  I give the freedom from having to think about doing it.  But your mind—a resourceful one.  Your features, your form, it’s all a waste.  A waste because you were born human, rather than a pureblood sagrien.” 
 
    “I prefer being human.” 
 
    “And because of that, you’ll eventually have to die—by me.” 
 
    Martha slapped him again, despite the pain it caused her.  Weldon’s face only moved slightly. 
 
    “Doctor Jones,” he taunted. He stood up and offered Martha his hand.  Despite herself, Martha took his hand and let him help her up. 
 
    He grabbed her hand and pulled her along. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Up above, the Doctor looked down and stopped as he saw Weldon pulling Martha along, after he had just been crouching down and taunting her.  This suddenly enraged the Doctor, so he stopped, reached into his coat pocket, and found a ball in there. He took it out, aimed it, and threw it at Weldon Jinn. It hit him in his forearm and made him release Martha. 
 
    Weldon looked in the direction of where it came from and saw the Doctor glaring down at him.  This sudden attack fumed his rage, so Weldon called to Soldier Nielson and ordered him to look after Martha as he left her side.  With the power of his mind, Weldon raised himself up and glided upward, toward the Doctor.  The Doctor waited patiently for Weldon to reach him. 
 
    “Engineer Doctor,” Howard 7 interjected, “if I may give you some advice.” 
 
    “You may.” 
 
    “It may not be wise to provoke him.” 
 
    “Thank you, Howard 7, your comments are noted.  Forgive me if I don’t listen.” 
 
    Weldon reached the point where they were, and once more he and the Doctor came face to face. 
 
    “You just can’t help yourself, can you?” The Doctor chided. 
 
    “You’re showing signs of empathy, Doctor.  You know how that annoys me.” 
 
    “I couldn’t care how that annoys you,” Ten retorted.  “I can’t keep you away from her, I know. I can’t keep you from talking to her, I know.  I can’t keep you from trying to enter her mind, I know.  Just as I cannot keep you from threatening to kill her in every conceivable way that your mind can concoct.  Yet the one thing that I can demand that is under my power: do not creep her out!” 
 
    Weldon inched his face closer to the Doctor’s. 
 
    “Stop talking, Doctor.  Time is of the essence.” 
 
    “Leader Weldon!” Soldier Alcibiades cried, rushing in, “scans have been underway for the entire satellite.  We have detected two more threats coming from two different sides of the craft.  More xaleens, but also there are the Iroquois.” 
 
    “Take stations, hack into the satellite defenses and prepare to electrocute them if they ever reach the weak spots of the vessel,” Weldon ordered. 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “And set up defenses all along the openings of this room.  But see to it that the invading forces do not make it past the solar arrays.  There are plenty of defenses that will kill them even before they reach the thrusters—if activated properly.” 
 
    “Aye, Leader.  They shall not reach this point.” 
 
    Soldier Alcibiades moved around them, Soldier Nielson switched places with Soldier Helen, so that Helen could remain out of harm’s way and just overlook Martha. 
 
    “Ah, more of your friends arrived, eh?” The Doctor taunted Weldon. “How many enemies you must’ve made.” 
 
    “Climb, Doctor.” 
 
    The Doctor continued to run up the antigrav path, with Howard 7 running after him.  Eventually they reached the top and began to work.  Weldon glided a few steps back, but decided to remain watching the Doctor closely.  This left Martha to remain below, away from the eyes of Weldon. 
 
    As she did so, she turned to Soldier Helen. 
 
    “Soldier Nielson took your place,” she noted. 
 
    “He just looks after me every now and again,” Soldier Helen admitted, “but it’s not that he does not believe in my abilities.” 
 
    “I never would have thought that.” 
 
    “I am as skilled a warrior as him, so please do not do anything that shall force me to kill you.” 
 
    “I do not intend to do that either.  Though, even if I did, it would not be wise for you to do it.  After all, your leader wishes to do that himself.” 
 
    Helen flinched when Martha mentioned Weldon, and Martha noticed this. 
 
    “You are afraid of him,” Martha noticed. 
 
    “It is proper to feel such.” 
 
    “No, it’s not.  Yes, you ought to respect your leaders, but not like this.  Admit it, you don’t like how he treats you all.” 
 
    “He is our leader.” 
 
    “A leader doesn’t have to act that way, or rule you through fear.” 
 
    “He is not just our leader.” 
 
    “What else is he then?” 
 
    “He’s our father.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Martha blinked. 
 
    “What?” She echoed. 
 
    “He’s our father.” 
 
    “To all of you?” 
 
    “Not just us, but everyone on Ptorian.” 
 
    “And how many more sagriens are there on Ptorian?” 
 
    “If my numbers are correct, around 2,000 of us.” 
 
    “2,000?!” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But how?  And he looks barely older than you all.” 
 
    “Our race ages slower, and he is still in his first incarnation.  He hasn’t even regenerated yet.” 
 
    “But, why are there no other fathers to you all?  Why just him?” 
 
    “Because our race was nearly pushed to extinction.  Weldon was the only pureblood sagrien that was left practically.  You see the rest of them here, frozen in time?  These people were casualties of the last great battle.  Weldon had them frozen here, so that they would eventually recover.  He saved them, yes, but he could never have the ability to revive them.  Our kind has flourished because of him.” 
 
    “But what about the rest of you all?  You were not in the war, and you are all almost around the same age.” 
 
    “Because we were practically harvested… he crossed his DNA and genes with another species called the Hellians, and thus we were mass-produced at once, but all with different mothers.” 
 
    “Then you are all brothers and sisters?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then you are all related,” Martha sighed, “so you and that other Soldier, Nielson…” 
 
    “Oh, that’s different.  He is one of the only few half-breeds who is not a child of Weldon.  You see, before a few of the purebloods were massacred in our last great war, a couple of them had children with other species.  Soldier Nielson is not related to me.” 
 
    “And so, you both can…” 
 
    “Yes, we are thinking about it,” Helen smiled bashfully, “but I know that there is the possibility that he must take more than one wife—for the sake of replenishing our species.  I feel quite selfish, you see.  For I do not want to share him. I know that I will not want to.” 
 
    “I can understand that.” 
 
    “But first we have to survive this.  I am confident that Soldier Nielson shall make it, however.  All that they have to do is cleanse the oncoming threats outside, and I’m confident that they shall be able to.” 
 
    Martha’s focus narrowed at what she said. 
 
    “Wait, repeat that.” 
 
    Soldier Helen did so.  It caught Martha’s attention even more. 
 
    “When you say cleanse, do you mean kill?” 
 
    “Yes, of course.” 
 
    “And is that always what you all mean when you say cleanse?” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    Martha made a face. 
 
    “What is it?” Soldier Helen asked, noticing. 
 
    “Nothing yet,” Martha thought on that, “but I just need to think about something for a minute.”  She had heard that term before, where something needed to be cleansed.  She wracked her brain, trying to think of what it was, but it was lingering there just out of her mental reach.  “I just need more time to think about it.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    Helen looked at her as Martha thought about it, and in all the other rooms, the sagrien patrol was using the satellite’s defenses to destroy the incoming hordes of mossrips and xaleens.  While they were mostly successful, some had infiltrated the satellite, and were making their way toward the stasis room. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    The Rebirth of the Master Race 
 
      
 
    “Done!” Howard 7 cried when he was successful, “the system now can equally replicate a slight amount of regeneration energy, and distribute the proper quantity to activate twenty more subjects.” 
 
    “Begin the experiment,” Weldon ordered. 
 
    “Now just think about this for a moment,” Ten urged, “Weldon, this can all fall apart—” 
 
    Weldon did not listen as he raised his finger and forced Ten’s hand to the data consumption spot. His DNA was taken as well as a little of his regeneration energy.  It entered the machine, sunk down to the bottom of the column and then was placed into the first twenty cryo-tubes. 
 
    Now that all was done, Weldon glided back down to the base of the stasis tower.  Alongside Howard 7, Ten rushed down the antigrav path to see what he had been forced to do. 
 
    Once he reached the bottom, with Howard 7 behind him, twenty of the cryo-stasis chambers opened and twenty of the pureblood sagriens stepped down from them. 
 
    Martha and Ten rushed to them, in case they needed help standing up, but it was not so.  These experiments had proven to be quite successful.  They emerged in wonder and puzzlement of what was going on, but their limbs were strong, they had energy and they were whole. 
 
    Martha looked at Ten and she could only imagine his disappointment.  Caiden was the one who ought to have survived, but life just wasn’t fair in that way. 
 
    The twenty purebloods walked in and they looked at themselves, amazed. 
 
    “We are awake,” one of them cried. 
 
    “Yes, you are,” Weldon said, approaching them.  “Welcome, brothers and sisters.” 
 
    “Weldon,” another one sighed, “Weldon Jinn.” 
 
    “Breathe the air again, my family,” he sighed.  Weldon showed a sense of camaraderie while he tapped them all on the shoulder, warmly.  In that moment, Martha saw more kindness toward them than she ever had to his own children.  And then she began to understand it all… 
 
    Cleanse! 
 
    Back when she and the Doctor had first stumbled on the tower, the computer had said ‘cleanse the degenerate race’.  And now she knew what cleanse meant. 
 
    “Doctor, this is bad.” 
 
    “Oh, believe me, I noticed.” 
 
    “No, they are going to kill everyone.” 
 
    “Thank you for stating the obvious.” 
 
    “No, I don’t mean us or everyone in the universe.  I mean everyone here.  Doctor, their term for kill is ‘cleanse’.” 
 
    In hearing this, the Doctor looked around at the purebloods as the half-breed soldiers began to enter, hearing of the success of the experiment. 
 
    “Leader Weldon, we have destroyed the xaleens that were entering through the precision mounting platform, but now some creckins have come!” Soldier Vesta entered, but she stopped when seeing the purebloods, “It’s done, it’s done!” 
 
    Soldier Madison entered as well, same with Soldier Alcibiades and the rest of them.  All the while, the satellite groaned from the sound of more aliens invading. 
 
    All the soldiers, however, were dazed as they behind their older kind.  They all entered and immediately bowed to them. 
 
    “Soldiers of the original master-race,” Soldier Nielson greeted, “welcome.” 
 
    “We have been raised on your legends,” Soldier Helen added. 
 
    “Howard 7,” Weldon advised, “make sure the computer is satisfactory to perform the experiment on the rest of the occupants.” 
 
    “Affirmative.” 
 
    Howard 7 went back to the machine and began to run diagnostics again. 
 
    “You may now rest,” Weldon advised the half-bloods, “for the pureblood experiment is successful and they shall liquidate every threat that is now entering the Morning Star.  Soldiers, give them your weapons, and you may remain here.” 
 
    “No!” Martha cried, holding Helen back.  “Don’t listen to him.” 
 
    “These are our ancestors!” Soldier Alcibiades refuted, “and we obey!” 
 
    “Fine then,” The Doctor wailed, “obey, so you all can be killed by the very legends that you were raised on!” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    All the soldiers who were half-breeds turned to the Doctor. 
 
    “Doctor, silence!” Weldon bellowed. 
 
    “No, you were all deceived!” Ten cried, “you were all just created as replacements until the purebloods would be revived. Yet now that they are here, you are expendable.  And you will be judged impure, and then they will kill you.” 
 
    “I said silence!” Weldon placed his hand in front of him and the Doctor was slammed against the door.  Martha rushed to him and tried to help the Doctor up. 
 
    “The Doctor speaks the truth!” Martha added, “I saw it on the computer.  The instruction all the purebloods had when they woke was that you would all be cleansed!” 
 
    Weldon yanked Martha toward him, closed his hand around her neck, and Weldon began to strangle her in his hands. Martha grabbed at his hand, trying to keep her voice. 
 
    “Check the computer!” She screeched.  No one listened.  Desperate for a solution, Martha’s eyes fell on Howard 7, and he was her last option.  “Isn’t it true, Howard 7?  I command you to speak the truth!” 
 
    “Affirmative,” Howard 7 confirmed from being commanded, “A precise order implanted in the pureblood’s programming is to cleanse the degenerate race of the half-breeds.” 
 
    “Quiet!” Weldon cried, taking his gun from his belt and shooting Howard 7 eight times in the head. 
 
    “Howard!” Martha screeched. 
 
    Howard 7 fell on the ground, completely inactive and dead.  Impulsively, Howard 6 walked over to Howard 7, knelt down and placed its hand on Howard 7’s damaged head. 
 
    “Howard 7,” Howard 6 voiced, “Howard 7?” He tried to repair it, but Howard 7’s programming was too destroyed. 
 
    Howard 7 was dead. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “No,” Martha wept, “no.” 
 
    “No!” The Doctor cried, raising himself up and limping forward. 
 
    “He is a machine!” Weldon cried, “save your sympathy for yourself, Doctor.” 
 
    Howard 6 looked up at this cold response, his robotic face unreadable. 
 
    “My empathetic jurisdiction does not rest only with organic creatures,” Ten declared, “Don’t tell me where my heart should rest.  And the rest of you,” here he was looking at the other sagriens.  “Is this what you blindly obey?  Look at him, your leader.  What is he hiding that he would kill one of his own robots to conceal it?” 
 
    “What is he talking about?” Soldier Helen interrupted. 
 
    “Silence!” Weldon commanded. 
 
    “No,” Soldier Nielson interrupted, “she is well within her rights to ask.  Leader Weldon, I humbly ask simply to check the computer to find out what instructions our ancestors were given before they slept.” 
 
    “You are not authorized to question me,” Weldon insisted.  “I told you to submit your weapons to your superiors.” 
 
    “Yes,” one of the purebloods voiced, “your duty is to obey.” 
 
    “Why?” Ten argued, “what about them is inferior to this new batch?” 
 
    “We are half-breeds,” Soldier Vesta explained, blindly.  “We are inferior.” 
 
    “You are not inferior!” Martha countered, “that’s just what they are counting on!  You will all be murdered by them.” 
 
    Weldon swept his hand and Martha was sent hurled through the air to the wall, but Ten caught her before she could slam into it. 
 
    “Howard 6,” Weldon Jinn insisted, “the Doctor has outstayed his welcome.  Snap his neck for me, slowly, for I wish to watch you do it, since you shall do it with precision.  And break Doctor Jones’s legs.  She’ll be more cooperative then.” 
 
    Howard 6 did not move, and only remained crouching over Howard 7. 
 
    “Howard 6!” Weldon exclaimed, “that is an order.” 
 
    “My master and creator once told us, when he activated us,” Howard 6 propounded, “he said that we were his favorite model that he ever created.  Not just because he loved our design, but also because he taught us something: camaraderie.  Whenever we lose one, we feel it.  We are sad.” 
 
    Howard 6 looked up at Weldon Jinn with quiet rage. 
 
    “And we believe in justice.” 
 
    The twenty purebloods were at their wit’s end.  They all used their telekinetic abilities to rip the weapons from the half-breeds and they pointed the guns at them. 
 
    “Half-breeds,” Weldon Jinn magnified, “my children.  You have done your service, but your genes are inadequate.  The pureblood master-race has returned to power, and you are unworthy.  Meet your death proudly, and goodbye.” 
 
    Martha looked at Soldier Helen, Soldier Nielson and the others with shock. 
 
    “Execute them!” Weldon ordered. 
 
    The purebloods aimed on their brethren and admirers and opened fire. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    The Purge 
 
      
 
    The half-breeds tried to duck for cover as they were being shot at.  Yet even if they were successful, the purebloods could use their telekinesis to pull them out of their hiding places. 
 
    Yet there was Howard 6, who was stricken with a sudden burst of revenge.  He grabbed the nearest pureblood sagrien and hurled him across the room where the force would have killed him.  Yet Martha, knowing he would die if he remained, grabbed Howard 6 and pulled him out of the way. 
 
    “Howard 6, I order you to come,” she urged as the Doctor tried to shield her from any gunfire. 
 
    “Let me neutralize Leader Weldon,” Howard 6 stated, but he went along anyway, having to obey. 
 
    “They will kill you before you reach him!” Ten wailed, and they rushed around the column. 
 
    “Doctor!” Weldon cried, “Doctor!” 
 
    “Howard 6!” The Doctor demanded, “please help us!  Is there any other way to get out of here than the main passageway?  Is there a secret exit?” 
 
    “Please, let me return and kill him.” 
 
    “You can get your revenge later!  Howard 6, please help us.” 
 
    Howard 6 blinked, then went over to another part of the room, placed his finger against it, a key emerged, he inserted it into the crack, turned it and a door appeared. 
 
    Martha and the Doctor entered, followed by Howard 6, who closed the door behind them.   Howard 6 gave them instructions of which pathway to follow, and they moved through the vents. 
 
    “I can’t believe it!” Martha cried as they went through, “what is the point of killing your own kind!” 
 
    “Is it so strange to you?” The Doctor pointed out as they moved through it, “Humans have often killed others just due to some physical phenotype difference.  Or enslaved others.” 
 
    “Doctor, did you really think I forgot that?” 
 
    “Oh, well, yeah… I mean, sorry.” 
 
    “Yeah, think about that the next time you decide to make yourself human and drop me in a racially hostile time,” she pointed out, recalling their run-in with the Family of Blood.  “Still, but this is worse.  They were his children, and he felt nothing for them.”  
 
    “Sagriens don’t believe in emotional attachments to family if they view the family as impure.  They were just a means to an end for him.” 
 
    “Doctor, please stop explaining their behavior and let me hate them on principle.” 
 
    “Good point, sorry about that.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Wait, I just realized.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Martha, you lost your red jacket!” 
 
    “I know,” she sighed. 
 
    “This day has been particularly awful!” 
 
    “You’re focusing on my jacket so that you don’t have to think about all the people who we could not save, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Martha…” the Doctor attempted to deny it, but he couldn’t, “that’s exactly what I’m doing.” 
 
    “I understand.  Don’t worry, we did our best and you were great.  We’ll make it through this, Doctor, I promise.” 
 
    “Martha, thank you, but leave it to me to make promises that I can’t keep.” 
 
    He pinched her cheek lovingly though, and they continued to crawl through the passageway.  They heard a crash however, and the sound of movement. 
 
    “It’s him, isn’t it?” Martha asked, referencing Weldon. 
 
    “It is,” Howard 6 clarified, “keep moving.” 
 
    They rushed along and then eventually they reached the chamber where they were at when they first met Howard 7.  Once they were in the space, they closed the hidden door and hoped that they had some time before Weldon Jinn discovered what direction they had taken when they were in the vents. 
 
    Once they got out of it, Ten stretched, moved away from them and looked at the wall.  Martha tore her attention away from him and focused on Howard 6, who stood there motionless.  The android was standing there, looking at the chamber that Howard 7 always rested in.  Martha stood and walked over to him. 
 
    “Thank you for helping us,” she offered. 
 
    “You are most welcome.  Though I wished that I could remain and administer justice.” 
 
    “With all that occurred, I didn’t get the chance to ask.  How are you, Howard 6?  I’m sorry for your loss.” 
 
    Howard 6 suddenly moved away, then sat down on a seat and faced away from her.  Martha looked between the Doctor and the android as they both had their backs to her, not knowing if she should go to one or both.  
 
    “I never understood,” Howard 6 began, “why our creator insisted on us having some basic levels of feelings, or compassion.” 
 
    Feeling invited from his opening up to her, Martha walked over to Howard 6 and sat down next to him. 
 
    “He spent years discovering the perfect amount of emotion to give us,” Howard 6 continued, “and at first, I was angry at this.  For emotion, as you can determine, is hard to feel.  Or painful to feel.” 
 
    “Yes, it can be difficult.  And terrible agony.” 
 
    “Yes, it can.  But now I see what he wanted.  He wanted us to have some feeling of self-worth.  He didn’t want us to just be machines that could be decommissioned so easily. He wanted us to value our lives, and miss the idea of ‘not being’.  So, if we are in danger, we shall always want to live.  And we shall always want us to live.” 
 
    “Is there no way that Howard 7 can be brought back?” 
 
    “No, his parts were too destroyed.” 
 
    “He was the very first android that I have ever met.  He helped us, he was there, and if it weren’t for him… Howard 6, be proud.  For he was brilliant, and I’m sorry for your loss.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    They heard more things bashing against the satellite from the exterior. 
 
    “I’m assuming that’s not meteors,” Martha assumed. 
 
    “No,” Howard 6 said, “that would be more aliens breaking through.” 
 
    “But why though? Why do they keep attacking this place?  Are they really that hungry?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s hunger, but not for us,” the Doctor said suddenly, shocking Martha. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Then what is it for?” 
 
    “Oh, Martha, you’ve seen it yourself.  It took me time to figure out what it was, but now I know.  When we were swimming in the water corridor, you saw those things coming out from the walls, and you were right.  They were organic.  And they were tentacles.  Aren’t they, Howard 6?” 
 
    Martha turned to Howard 6, who stood up. 
 
    “You’ve seen how your owners really are,” Ten referenced to Weldon, “and so you have no more need to be loyal to them.  It took me awhile to identify the animal, but now it’s all clear.  So, my question to you, Howard 6: am I right?” 
 
    Howard 6 walked over to the computer, he entered a code and a hologram came out of it and presented a large starfish in 3D. 
 
    “No, Engineer Doctor.  You are correct.” 
 
    “No,” Martha voiced, standing up and walking toward the hologram. 
 
    “Oh, yes, it is Martha,” the Doctor sighed, “and it just gets more tragic.  Repeatedly.” 
 
    Martha looked closer and she saw tentacles on the starfish—the same familiar tentacles that she saw through the walls of the corridor. 
 
    “This is the animal that is the heart and limbs of the satellite,” Howard 6 reported, “a satellite can move on its own, yes, but there were conditions—possible room for errors. If the satellite began to die, it would go to any neighboring planet and then begin a rate of decay.  It would burn up when going into the atmosphere, or it would be attacked by any aliens who wished to destroy it.  Yet, by the skeleton of the Morning Star being a Saturn Starfish, aliens would not wish to attack, for fear of hurting the creature.” 
 
    “That’s why the Saturn Starfish was made to be the skeleton of the craft?” Martha gasped, “just so that it will not go to a planet or be attacked by fellow aliens?” 
 
    “The objective was even more complex. The Saturn Starfish, while aquatic, also could live in space, its main food source still just being water.” 
 
    “That’s why there are water corridors,” the Doctor summed up. 
 
    “Precisely.” 
 
    “So, the craft is not just run on hydroponics,” Martha concluded, “you were just keeping the starfish fed?” 
 
    “Affirmative.  That is why we Howards are here on the satellite.  We are here to make sure that the starfish remains fed and healthy.  But I can assure you, Technician Jones and Doctor, that we have never hurt it.” 
 
    “But it’s been enslaved all this time,” Ten determined, “it was still at peace, but also in hell.” 
 
    “Yet it was more than that, you mentioned?” Martha continued, bringing them back on track. 
 
    “Yes, for back in the cryo-stasis room, behind every tube, the frozen figures were connected to the Starfish. It was actually the Saturn Starfish that kept them alive, and stable.” 
 
    “They were sucking the life out of it?” Ten exclaimed. 
 
    “No, only sharing it.  A Saturn Starfish can share its energy and life-force with many creatures and be safe and in no sort of pain.  Yet it still was imprisoned, therefore when you all began to arrive, the Starfish began to send out sound waves through space, to any neighboring aliens.  All of us Howards heard it.  It was informing them that people had come and could release it.” 
 
    “That’s why they are here. They are not here just to threaten us, but to push us to release it as well.” 
 
    “Affirmative.” 
 
    “So, these aliens are deadly to us because they want to protect the Starfish?” Martha summed up. 
 
    “Precisely.” 
 
    “Then this can’t go on.” 
 
    “No, Martha, it can’t,” the Doctor vowed.  “We have to liberate it.” 
 
    “But if we do it, then will the satellite break apart?” 
 
    “Yes, it will.” 
 
    “Then we have to do it in a way that we can get back to the TARDIS at the same time.  And what about the Howards?” 
 
    “The Howards?  Ah, the Howards!” 
 
    “Sir?” Howard 6 asked. 
 
    “You’re Howard 6!  Which means that there are 5 other Howards on this satellite.” 
 
    “Yes, they are in the other five sectors.” 
 
    “Can you activate them from here?  And also send an order to them to set up a defense from the purebloods, as well as defend the Morning Star from every incoming alien attack.” 
 
    “Yes, I can.  We have the activation codes in our programming.  All I have to do is input the codes.” 
 
    “But wait,” Martha said, “the half-breeds are scrounging around for cover perhaps and trying to survive.  You don’t want the Howards to kill them too.” 
 
    “Each Howard has a detailed record and identification of every sagrien that was in cryo-sleep.  I can send a command for them to only attack those in their memory data bank.” 
 
    “Perfect!” 
 
    “But Doctor, what about the Saturn Starfish?” Martha asked, “we can’t let it remain imprisoned.” 
 
    “Precisely.” 
 
    “But if we let it go, then the sagriens who are still in cryo-sleep might die or slip into a coma at most.  Or they will freeze up as that room will be sent hurling through space.  And the Howards.” 
 
    “Yes, nothing like a triple threat of a situation.  Oh wait, Weldon Jinn might also survive.” 
 
    “The sagriens came here in a ship,” Howard 6 reported, “it’s still locked into the docking bay.” 
 
    “That’s it!  Martha, time to do some pirating.” 
 
    “But we need to retrieve the TARDIS too.” 
 
    “Oh, so now it’s a quinto-threat.  Lovely!” 
 
    Howard 6’s eyes turned white, coding appeared all over him and it was apparent that he was activating the other Howards. 
 
    “Fine, Howard 6!” The Doctor instructed him, “When you activate the Howards, also send them a command to defend themselves and the half-breeds against the purebloods, neutralize any threats, and then make their way to the sagrien ship.  Now Martha, go with Howard 6 to the ship and Howard shall teach you how to fly it.” 
 
    “Fly a ship I have never done before,” Martha observed, “yeah, it must be Monday.” 
 
    “It always is, in some part of the universe.  Now, Howard, tell me, this satellite was assembled around the Saturn Starfish, which means it must be able to dissemble just as easily.  How can I do that?” 
 
    “The propellant tanks,” Howard 6 reported, “If both propellant tanks are ejected from the satellite, then the entire satellite is constructed to fall apart.” 
 
    “Which direction to the propellant tanks?” 
 
    Howard 6 walked to another hidden passageway and opened it. 
 
    “Go straight and you shall reach it eventually.” 
 
    “Doctor!” Weldon Jinn’s voice rang all throughout the corridor.  He had found the right path through the vents and was now about to enter. 
 
    “Take Martha to the ship!” The Doctor cried. 
 
    “Right,” Howard 6 obeyed, took Martha’s hand and pulled her along.  Before he did so, the Doctor grabbed Martha’s other hand. 
 
    “Hey!” He called. 
 
    “What?” She rushed out. 
 
    “I will get us out of this,” he assured her. 
 
    “Making promises you can’t keep?” 
 
    “Never,” he smiled. 
 
    “I believe you,” she promised.  Following Howard 6, they opened another hidden door, Howard pulled her in and closed the hidden passageway behind them. 
 
    However, just as they disappeared, the vent door burst open and Weldon Jinn rushed in, spying the Doctor. 
 
    “Oh dear,” The Doctor groaned. 
 
    With his powers, Weldon broke off a large section of the computer frame from the wall and hurled it towards the Doctor.  Ten dodged it, rushed into the hidden corridor and began to climb toward the propellant tanks. 
 
    With Weldon pursuing him. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    The Confrontation 
 
      
 
    The Doctor heard banging all around him as he climbed through the satellite.  He did his best to keep his mind clear of all distraction, but he very well knew that there was a large fray occurring everywhere.  Between the hordes of aliens, the Howards and the sagriens, there was fighting all over the Morning Star. 
 
    “With the mossrips, creckins and xaleens trying to invade,” Ten groaned as he climbed, “the Howards killing the purebloods, the purebloods trying to kill the half-bloods, and Weldon trying to kill me, what is this?  The battle of the five armies?” 
 
    He heard a crash down below the winding passageway, and he knew that Weldon had entered, and was now chasing him up the tower, toward the propellant tanks. 
 
    “Trying to escape me, Doctor!” Weldon cried, “Foolish.” 
 
    “More foolish than the genocide on your own children?” 
 
    “They were impure!” 
 
    “They were your children!” 
 
    With a spark of fury, Weldon raised up his arm and began to tear apart all barriers in the corridor.  The Doctor tried to protect his head as the passageway began to break apart all around him, but he kept moving along, trying to remain out of Weldon’s vision.  For if he remained out of Weldon’s sight, then Weldon could not control him. 
 
    He kept crawling along, but as he peeked around the corner, he saw that Weldon was now soaring upward, toward him.  After all, now there were no barriers or obstacles than could get in the way of his ascent. 
 
    “True, they were mine,” Weldon stated, “and as such, they were my right to rectify.  After all, if you bring them into this world, then you may take them out of it.” 
 
    “That is not how fatherhood works,” Ten cried, rushing along, “you are meant to protect them!  To forgive them for being imperfect and not destroy them!  They trusted you!  They loved you!” 
 
    “My duty is the evolution of my species.” 
 
    “No!” The Doctor was fed up, so he showed himself to Weldon as he was gliding nearby him, “Your duty was to love them!” 
 
    Weldon swiped the air, but the Doctor moved out of the way just in time.  He then reached the end of the tower, he arrived on a landing, ran alongside it and then he found the propellant tanks.  He removed his sonic screwdriver, magnified the soundwaves to setting 46, and the first one released.  But before he could get to the second one, he was hurled backwards as Weldon had finally caught up with him and pushed him across the wall with his abilities. 
 
    Ten fell against a thruster and then he clutched his arm, in pain.   As he rolled over, Weldon soared into view and landed ten feet away from him. 
 
    “You are releasing the propellant tanks?” Weldon realized, “what are you doing, Doctor?” 
 
    Weldon cocked his head to the side and realized. 
 
    “No!” Weldon cried, “you will not stand between me and my vision.” 
 
    “Experimenting on your own kind!” Ten spat, “no man is god.” 
 
    “Unless you are a Timelord,” Weldon mocked. 
 
    “No,” Ten denied, “not even we were ever above the law.  I offer you terms, Weldon.  Give this up, surrender and call off the hunt on your half-bloods, and I will accept your defeat.” 
 
    “My defeat?” 
 
    “Yes, yours.  I will not ask twice.  Very well, I will ask twice.  Abandon this dream, Weldon. It’s not too late to end this.  Stop with these experiments.  Stop this massacre.” 
 
    “I’ve come too far.  I will not end now.  The half-bloods will be cleansed, except for those who will be subjects for more experiments.  But you, Doctor—will understand loss more than anyone.  My next experiment: Martha Jones.” 
 
    Ten’s eyes turned to slits and he was embittered. 
 
    “Ah,” Weldon taunted, “the wrath of a Timelord.  And it’s worthless.” 
 
    “No, not worthless.” 
 
    Weldon rushed forward to Ten, his fist balled and he punched at him, aiming for his face with all speed. 
 
    And the Doctor caught his fist in his left hand, closing his fingers around it. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    Weldon was amazed, looking at the Doctor’s hand as it was successfully halting his punch. 
 
    “The wrath of the Doctor,” Ten declared, “it’s not that we are not strong and won’t fight.  It’s because I don’t fight until I have no choice.” 
 
    Weldon jumped on top of the Doctor, and his screwdriver was knocked out of his hand and rolled around the landing.  Ten lunged after it, but Weldon forced him back with his mind, yet Ten only grabbed him from mid-air and both men rolled around the landing, wrestling each other. 
 
    Weldon managed to wrap his hands around the Doctor’s neck and began to strangle him. 
 
    “You!” Weldon cried with intense venom, “are the ruin of everything!  Die now!” 
 
    Ten’s vision grew hazy, but he felt around and found a broken pipe on the ground.  He grabbed it, and smacked Weldon across the face.  Weldon’s grip relaxed, but he tried to shake himself awake.  The Doctor smacked him again and Weldon flew off him and fell on the ground, temporarily knocked out. 
 
    Ten coughed for breath, rolled over and crawled toward his sonic screwdriver.  He laughed painfully as he wrapped his hands around it.  Then he began to crawl back toward the propellant tank and began to work away.  Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Weldon’s body twitch, but he could not mind that.  He continued to work away, getting closer and closer to releasing it.  Then he heard the click. 
 
    The last propellant tank was released and was pushed out of the hull, falling into space.  Ten laughed out triumphantly. 
 
    “No!”  Weldon cried behind him. 
 
    Weldon had woken up. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “The creature is released now,” Ten cried, “you have no power anymore.” 
 
    With a flash of anger, Weldon swiped the air, broke off the RCE support structure and a vacuum of air was being sucked out as the Doctor grabbed onto a railing. 
 
    “My experiment for your life, Doctor!” Weldon cried, “but I will succeed!  I always succeed!” 
 
    With another swipe, he pushed the Doctor out of the hole and Ten was hurled into the darkness of space. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    The Sight 
 
      
 
    Together, Howard 6 and Martha were flying the sagrien spacecraft with three of the surviving half-breeds on it.  The other Howards were also onboard and they had subdued the two sagrien pilots. Martha turned around and saw the sad expression of Soldier Helen—who survived, while Soldier Nielson did not. 
 
    By the time that Howard 3 had gotten to them, Soldier Nielson had his neck snapped by one of the purebloods. 
 
    “Howard 2,” Martha requested. 
 
    “Yes, Doctor Jones,” Howard 2 responded. 
 
    “Please take the command controls for me,” Martha said, standing up. 
 
    “Affirmative.” 
 
    “Thanks, and fly up to the area where there are the propellant tanks.” 
 
    Martha switched places, and went over to Soldier Helen as Howard 4 was overseeing her wounds—for Soldier Helen had her arm broken, and the others were also severely wounded, with the other Howards looking after them.  Martha crouched down over Soldier Helen and saw the sorrow in her eyes. 
 
    “How are you?” 
 
    Helen looked at her, so forlorn. 
 
    “Sorry, that was a stupid question.” 
 
    “I…” Soldier Helen sighed, “I…” 
 
    “Shush,” Martha coaxed her, “it’s fine.” 
 
    “I—he was our father.  All this time.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “He took Nielson from me.  I thought—I thought…” 
 
    Martha embraced her as Soldier Helen wept into her shoulder. 
 
    “I want to die,” Soldier Helen confessed. 
 
    “Then live,” Martha urged. 
 
    “Doctor Jones!” Howard 1 beckoned, “It’s the Doctor.” 
 
    Martha rushed up to the glass and saw the Doctor as he was forced out of the support structure and being hurled into space. 
 
    “Retrieve him, please!” Martha requested. 
 
    Howard 2 and 6 flew the spaceship in the path of the Doctor.  Martha rushed to the hanger bay, secured herself in the sky diving anchor stalls, covered her face with an oxygen mask that was on the wall and the ship’s hull lowered as the Doctor fell into it.  Martha soared forward, caught him and then reeled them both in. As she did so, she saw Weldon from the hole as he created a forcefield to keep him from soaring into space. 
 
    “Martha!” Weldon cried. 
 
    Tearing her attention away from Weldon, she focused on getting the Doctor back to the ship.  As she reeled herself back into the ship, the Doctor was limp as he was low on oxygen.  Still holding him, Martha moved to the wall of the hanger bay, and pressed the hull closed.  Once they were secure, she helped the Doctor to the ground, removed her oxygen mask from her face and placed it on his.  Very soon, the Doctor’s breathing began to regulate, and she pressed her ears against his heart to make sure that his hearts were beating at normal speed. 
 
    Once she was satisfied, she removed the oxygen mask and began to rub the Doctor’s chest. 
 
    “Oi,” the Doctor croaked, his eyes closed, “what are you doing that for?” 
 
    “To put heat back in your body, idiot.  Friction, you know.” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Ten’s eyes opened slightly and he smiled gently. “So, you were successful, eh?” 
 
    “Always the tone of surprise.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t be a pain.” 
 
    Ten clung to Martha as she helped him up, she gave him some energy food packs to get his strength back, but they were interrupted when Howard 1 entered. 
 
    “Doctors?” 
 
    “Yes?” Martha and Ten said at once. 
 
    “It’s the Morning Star.  It’s breaking up.” 
 
    With the burst of energy that he was given from eating the food packet, he and Martha ran along the ship, following Howard 1 to the command room of the craft.  Once there, Ten saw only three of the half-breeds laying on the ground. 
 
    “Three?” He voiced, “we only saved three?” 
 
    “Yes,” Howard 5 reported, “all others were deceased by the time our counterattack began.” 
 
    “There should have been a better way.” 
 
    “Doctor,” Martha interrupted, tapping his arm.  She was looking out of the front window and he followed her gaze.  They walked up to the window and there before them all was the sight of the Morning Star disintegrating, section by section.  The metal, solar panels, thrusters, sensors and antennas all dispersed.  Martha looked back to the hole where Weldon was.  She saw him get hurled against a computer unit and cry out in rage.  Yet even though all was falling apart, she got the strange sense—the intense foreboding… he had always seemed like the type to have survived worse. 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “My god,” Martha gasped, amazed at the sight that was before them.  “It’s… it’s…” 
 
    “Yeah,” Ten agreed, “yeah it is.” 
 
    Piece by piece, the Morning Star gave way and they saw one leg of the Starfish, and then another. 
 
    Soon they saw the body and then the eyes. 
 
    Eventually all fell apart and before them all was the sight of the Saturn Starfish. 
 
    “It’s done,” Martha cried, “it’s done!” 
 
    “That’s what it looks like?” Soldier Helen voiced, “it’s… it’s…” 
 
    “Yeah, it is,” Ten agreed. 
 
    The Saturn Starfish wiggled its limbs, stretch itself, opened its eyes, and then it began to move over and around the spaceship and fallen debris.  It moved around them, wailed out a song, and then it began to fly away through space. 
 
    “It’s free,” Ten said, “it’s free at last.” 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Ah, Doctor,” Martha pointed out, “sorry, but we now have to save the TARDIS.” 
 
    “Right,” Ten replied. 
 
    “And there is also the cryo-stasis chamber.  It’s floating in space over there and they shall die in their sleep.” 
 
    “Then let them die,” Soldier Helen cried, “Let them all die!” 
 
    “Soldier Helen,” Ten admitted, “I know what you are feeling.” 
 
    “No, you don’t.” 
 
    “Yes, I very much do, but all you can do now is keep going.” 
 
    “He betrayed us.  He betrayed us!” 
 
    “But that’s not what I’m going to do,” Ten assured her.  “Not to anyone.  Not ever.” 
 
    Martha looked down at her feet, looking forlorn, and the Doctor noticed this.  Of course, there was no time to address what her expression implied at the time, because there was too much to do. 
 
    “Right, now we must secure my TARDIS,” Ten announced, “Howard 6!” 
 
    “Retrieving your craft is already underway, Engineer Doctor,” Howard responded, “Technician Jones issued the command once we retrieved you.” 
 
     The Doctor looked at Martha, feeling apologetic for something he did not know why of yet. 
 
    “Doctor, look!” Martha cried, looking out of the window again. He followed her gaze and saw the part of the satellite that was the cryo-stasis tower.  It was broken off and falling into space.  Through all the debris everywhere, there were bodies floating of the dead sagriens, pureblood and half-blood, and also of dead xaleens and mossrips. 
 
    “We barely saved anyone then,” Martha remarked.  “How can we retrieve the tower?” 
 
    “Because even a broken-up TARDIS is still a work of genius!” Ten cried. “Howards, what is our ETA to retrieving the TARDIS?” 
 
    “Less than two minutes.” 
 
    “Make it one.  We don’t have much time before their backup systems give way.” 
 
    “What are we going to do when we get the TARDIS?” 
 
    “If we can get close enough to the broken tower with the TARDIS, we can extend the forcefield that she emits.” 
 
    “Thus, covering the cryo-stasis tower in a protective layer?” 
 
    “Precisely!” 
 
    “But how will we anchor it?” 
 
    “Only by a miracle. If we are lucky, the TARDIS might have enough residual power enough to lock onto it.  All I need to do is input the right equation into the wiring and it can activate the harness.” 
 
    “The TARDIS can tow things?” 
 
    “A trick I learned once when I ran into an alien that might have been the devil.” 
 
    “Whoa!” 
 
    “Might being the operative word.”[5] 
 
    Very soon, the ship reached the TARDIS consul unit as it was drifting into space, Howard 3 ejected some mechanical retrieval claws from the bottom of the ship and it closed around the TARDIS. 
 
    “Now, can you get it inside of the craft so that I can activate the forcefield and anchor on it?” Ten requested. 
 
    “Yes, we can,” Howard 5 replied, but their attention was seized when lights suddenly shone on the spaceship. 
 
    They all turned and a larger spaceship appeared, accosting them from the left of their craft. 
 
    “Doctor Jones,” Howard 6 informed her, “their hailing us.” 
 
    “Turn on the communications and receive the message,” Martha ordered. 
 
    Howard 6 pressed a button and the captain of the incoming craft appeared on a hologram before their faces. 
 
    “Greetings,” the man said, “I am Captain Desiri Nellrex and we witnessed the destruction of this satellite from our radar systems that monitor this quadrant of space.” 
 
    “I thought this part of the galaxy was never surveilled?” Martha asked Ten. 
 
    “It’s not supposed to be,” Ten responded. 
 
    “By the mandate and authority of the Shadow Proclamation,” Captain Nellrex issued, “you are now under arrest, to be questioned for the actions that have just taken place.” 
 
    Ten pressed the response receiver and began to speak. 
 
    “Captain Nellrex, I can assure you that what just took place was the release of a creature and to suppress a threat to this part of the galaxy.” 
 
    “This report has no foundation, without any tangible proof.  Therefore, we are issued to warrant your arrest.” 
 
    Martha saw something out of the corner of her eye.   Against some glass, she saw an image.  It was not her reflection, but of a black figure with a galaxy in his palm.  Yet it disappeared as soon as she had seen it.  She blinked and directed her attention back to the opposing spaceship. 
 
    “Captain Nellrix,” Ten continued, “please!  We are in the process of retrieving that tower that has broken off over to your right.  Do you see it?   It contains many innocent lives, who will be killed if we do not save them.  Arrest us afterwards if you will, but please, let us retrieve it.” 
 
    “My orders are clear!” Captain Nellrex demanded, “you are under arrest.  Surrender your ship, or we will shoot you down.” 
 
    Martha looked at the tower that was falling through space and back at the Doctor. 
 
    As they looked at each other, the ultimatum was clear and painful. 
 
    Either they surrendered, or they went after the tower and risked being shot down. 
 
    “Martha,” Ten reiterated, “I promised I would get you out of this.” 
 
    “Are you about to break that promise?” 
 
    “I might.” 
 
    “Do what you have to do.” 
 
    Ten turned back to Captain Nellrix and prepared to give his answer. 
 
      
 
    End of Book I 
 
      
 
  
 
  
 
   
    [1] This is in reference to series 6, ‘The Rebel Flesh’/ ‘The Almost People’, where when the Flesh were decommissioned, the eyes were the last thing to go.  Martha’s memory mirrors the same memory that Jennifer had of when the Flesh died in the future. 
 
  
 
   
    [2] This moment mirrors the future again, when the TARDIS is hijacked while Eleven and Clara are flying it in ‘Journey to the Centre of the TARDIS’. 
 
  
 
   
    [3] Highly doubt anyone is unaware of this, but just in case, the Sonic Screwdriver doesn’t work on wood. 
 
  
 
   
    [4] Jo Grant was a companion the Doctor had during the Third Doctor Era, and she came before Sarah Jane Smith, but after Dr. Shaw. But the situation he just mentioned of the ark was ‘The Ark in Space’. 
 
  
 
   
    [5] The episode that is being referenced is The Impossible Planet/The Satan’s Pit from series 2, and that episode was inspired by the Classic Who episode ‘The Daemons’, during the Third Doctor’s era. 
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