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Episode one- Out of the Matrix 
 
The Doctor witnessed the end of everything.  He saw the 
triumph of the Daleks over all. 
 
Gallifrey was a dead world, as he was.  After being 
exterminated by a Spider-like Special Weapons Dalek in the 
Deathzone, his soul seemed to float upwards, away from the 
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desolate; smoking remains of Gallifrey and into the chaotic 
night. 
They were everywhere.  Like a swarm of voracious metallic 
locusts the Daleks used their new power over time travel to 
wreak havoc throughout the timeline. 
Everything was unravelling, but the worst was about to begin. 
They came from nowhere, a darkness that spread with a 
cancerous finality.  Faced with two evils, the peoples of the 
Timesphere could not stand and so were crushed.  The universe 
screamed and cried out in pain as it was savagely torn asunder.  
With a terrifying almighty rip, its death throes echoed through 
the darkness and then were silenced. 
 
The Night was all that remained. He watched it devour other 
universes, then it turned and saw him.  With a terrible cry it 
lunged and consumed his terrified soul. 
 
The frightening darkness of chaos gave way to an ordered 
warmth of light. He was floating in a sea of glorious whiteness.  
Was this some kind of afterlife?  A limbo state between being 
and annihilation?  Could this be Heaven? 
 
Visions of his past passed before his eyes, meeting each of his 
previous selves, trying to understand where he came from, who 
he was and where he was going. 
Then the figure of a man clothed in white, as radiant as 
lightning, appeared before him. 
“Doctor.” He boomed.  “The time has come to fulfil your destiny.  
Your mind exists in the Matrix, but you must now return to 
your body and defeat the Daleks.  Gallifrey must prepare for 
another swarming of monsters from the dark dimensions. 
I am Custodian One, leader of the Custodians who have waited 
this day of darkness for millennia.  This is your time of destiny. 
Have courage Doctor.  Hope is eternal and it will take you 
across the Timesphere, backwards and forwards in time and 
beyond, into realities and places you have never dreamed of.  
Become President of Gallifrey Doctor and your journey will 
begin.” 
In that eternal moment, as he regained consciousness, his life 
was forever redefined. 
He mumbled incoherently as he came round, his head was still 
swimming like a swimmer in the Olympics, desperate to get the 
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gold medal, as his vision cleared to see co-ordinator Engin and 
Castellan Spandrell staring, stunned and surprised.  Wisps of 
smoke circled upwards, slightly obscuring his view of them. 
“Excuse me, but the sign does say No smoking thank you very 
much.” He added, swishing his hand in front of his face to clear 
the fog. 
“Well, Doctor, was that worth nine of your lives?” Spandrell 
asked. 
“NINE lives?” He exclaimed. 
“Oh yes.” Engin piped up, full of steam as ever.  “You see, a 
thousand years may have passed for you inside the panotropic 
Matrix as you lived the experiences of thousands of dead 
Timelords, but out here we have seen you regenerate nine times 
in just less than ten minutes.  It’s a wonder you’ve survived it 
Doctor.” 
‘What?  I’ve aged a thousand years in ten minutes? And I’m on 
my Final, Thirteenth life?  I definitely need a change of clothes!” 
“What did you learn?” Spandrell inquired. 
“Hmm?  Oh yes, the Matrix fight with Goth, it’s coming back to 
me now.” 
Spandrell was aghast.  “Goth?” 
“Yes Castellan, Goth.  He found the Master on Tersurus and 
secretly brought him back here.” 
“So that’s why he wanted you executed quickly, so he could 
become President and use you as a scapegoat.” 
The Doctor grimaced.  “It’s worse than that, much worse.  You 
remember I told you that the four murders were fleabitings?  
The Master has set into motion a terrible chain of events that 
could end in the destruction of Gallifrey.  We’ve got to stop him.  
Come on, we need to get to the Panopticon.” 
 
As they made their way through the Capitol, Spandrell ordered 
the Chancellery Guard and the Time Rangers to meet them 
there. 
“What about Goth?” Spandrell asked. 
“He’s dead.  His mind couldn’t take the strain, so the Master 
killed him and linked his to the Matrix.” 
“So it looks like you will be President of the Timelords after all.” 
“If there’s anything left.” Was The Doctor’s doom-laden reply. 
The ground began to rumble beneath them as they reached the 
entrance to the cathedral- like centre of the Citadel.  General 
Lorrion of the Time Rangers was present along with a dozen 
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Rangers.  These were SAS-type commandos who were used for 
special operations outside of Gallifrey.  He saluted Them as they 
arrived. 
“Castellan, Co-ordinator, and you are?”  He asked The Doctor. 
“General, this is the new President-elect.  Now what is the 
situation here?” 
Lorrion raised his eyebrows before carrying on his report. 
“We’ve been pinned down by a sect calling themselves The 
Disciples of Omega.  I have sent some men around the other side 
of the Panopticon to…” 
“There’s no time General.” The Doctor interrupted.  ‘The Master 
is using them to keep us at bay while he’s releasing the power of 
the Eye of Harmony. Storm the Panopticon, fight hand to hand 
if you have to, but I must stop the Master.” 
The orders of the President-Elect galvanised the guards and 
Rangers into action.  The intensity of the quake increased as 
they charged in and fought the cultists.  The Doctor raced in 
after them to see that the Master was halfway to opening the 
monolith that contained the Eye of Harmony, the power source 
of the Timelords. 
The ground shook as its awesome power was beginning to be 
released.  The Doctor jumped on the Master and knocked him 
down, then he grabbed one of the red couplings that had been 
freed and locked it back into place.  He repeated that with the 
other two that held the Eye captive and slowly the rumblings 
subsided. 
He turned and saw the Master leave the Panopticon, dodging 
the Cultists and Rangers, so chased him.  He ran into a small 
chamber and heard The Masters farewell gloat as he ran into his 
TARDIS. 
“Goodbye Doctor. My destiny and your doom await on Skaro.” 
“Nooo!” He cried, smashing his fists against the TARDIS, which 
then vanished. 
 
In that moment, The Doctor realised what his old enemy was 
planning to do.  He rushed to the temporal control centre as fast 
as he could and ordered the Master’s TARDIS to be captured. 
“It’s no use, your Excellency.” The nervous technician replied as 
he strove to get a lock on the capsule.  “The damage has been so 
severe that we haven’t got anything to lock onto it.” He 
monitored Chronometric seismic readings, not believing what 



 5 

was happening.  “Hold on.  Doctor, I’m registering massive 
temporal interference, centering on the planet Skaro.” 
“Oh no.” The Doctor moaned, slumping forward.  “He’s done it.  
He’s changed Dalek history.” He straightened up again.  
“Castellan, General.  Evacuate the High Council.  Order 
everybody off the streets and get every trooper, Chancellery 
guard, CIA Agent you can muster and arm them with Proton 
laser blasters and prepare for the biggest battle you have ever 
faced.  The Daleks are coming to Gallifrey and it’s not for tea.” 
They rushed off as the technician made his next apocalyptic 
statement. 
“I’m showing an incoming capsule Sir.” The Doctor leaned over 
his console. 
“Stop it, lower the Transduction barriers.” He instructed. 
The technician pressed a few switches.  “I can’t, they’ve been 
sabotaged.” 
“Tell General Lorrion and Commander Hilred to get their men to 
the Panopticon.” He told Engin, who dutifully trotted off. 
“Switch on the monitor in the Panopticon.” He ordered, 
dreading what he would see.  The technician complied and they 
both watched the terrible scene unfold. 
 
The Masters TARDIS, now in the shape of a huge black block 
materialised in the centre of the vast Panopticon, exactly on the 
raised dais where Goth had assassinated the President only a 
few hours earlier.  The same spot that housed the Eye of 
Harmony.  A Dalek unlike any other ever seen before rolled 
forth.  At first it seemed like an ordinary black Dalek, but with 
red globes on its torso instead of gold. 
 
Then it shifted and began to transform into a grotesque, 
horrifying parody of a Spider.  Its casing slid down and opened 
out and separated into eight metallic legs.  Terrible pincers and 
weaponry pushed themselves forward and he saw the 
biomechanical mutated blob encased in a hardened transparent 
shell at the centre of this Frankensteinian monster.  Its single 
cyber-enhanced eye stared right at The Doctor through the 
viewscreen. 
“TIMELORDS, SURRENDER-OR-YOU-WILL-BE-
EXTERMINATED!” It hissed in harsh, grating tones as it 
scuttled forward.  This allowed dozens of Daleks to follow it out, 
all changing into metallic arachnids. 
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The Doctor shivered. His vision, his darkest nightmare within 
the Matrix had, at last, become reality. 
 
The Dalek Invasion of Gallifrey had begun. 
 
 
 
TO BE CONTINUED. 
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Next Episode- The Dalek Invasion of Gallifrey. 


