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INFINITE WHONIVERSES- 
 

TRIUMPH OF THE 
DALEKS 

 

EPISODE 3- FIRESTORM 
 
 
  The STARDIS sped through the all-encompassing vortex of 
Time and Space, Star getting used to her new abilities as she 
tracked a course to the First Segment of Time. 
“Doctor,” she called out. He lifted his head from a book he was 
reading. “Yes Star?” 
“I have been exploring my powers and abilities. I can access any 
information system, including other Time Machines, and the 
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Panotropic Matrix, no matter the distance from Gallifrey and 
its Timezone. I have made a disturbing discovery. Although 
Goth erased the Masters Biog-data extract, the Arkhives hold 
permanent records that cannot be erased. It seems that he was 
involved with a group of supporters of Morbius, before he was 
ousted from the High Council.” 
The Doctor nodded. “So that explains why I’ve bumped into a 
few others.” Star concurred. “Yes, The Rani, The Master, 
Mortimus, The Deathlords, Zodin, Coriken the Eldar, the War 
Chief, Rungar and Sabjatric, Omicron Psi, The Shadow, Kobold 
and Raith.” 
“Raith, as in CIA Operative Raith? Brilliant, no wonder he 
surrendered, probably would’ve rolled out the red carpet if the 
Master had asked him to!” He sighed. “So what has this to do 
with our current predicament?” 
“It seems that The Master must have found a way to bypass the 
Transduction Barriers and is pursuing us in another TARDIS, 
accompanied by a squad of TimeDaleks.” 
He groaned. “So you mean we have to try and stay ahead while 
collecting the segments? Didn’t I go through that in my First 
Incarnation? Talk about Déjà vu!” 
“Temper, temper, Doctor. I can interface and affect his systems 
somewhat, as they’ve just left the Titanic, so may be able to slow 
them down a bit?” 
He grinned mischievously. “Actually if you can communicate 
with other Gallifreyans, there’s a little group that can get 
together, if you could send a message telepathically?” 
“Of course I can.” 
“Great!” He smiled as he grasped the Telepathic circuit. 
“CONTACT!” He exclaimed as they worked together to send 
messages to different people across the whole of Gallifrey. Then 
he let go and she made subtle contact with the Master’s TARDIS, 
an old Type 97 and was delighted when she triggered the 
emergency Materialisation procedure and it vanished. 
 
The Master was vexed and frustrated as his machine landed on 
a deserted asteroid. He worked furiously to reverse the 
instructions the Doctor’s upgraded machine had programmed. 
Several TimeDaleks, including the fearsome Exterminator-
General looking on. 
Larger than most, it was the leader of the Obliterator-Class, a 
very dangerous Faction that even others feared. No two were 
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the same, but they all had the ability to become weapons of mass 
devastation and destruction. 
“REPORT” It grated as he banged the Console with a fist. 
“The Doctor is being devious. It seems that the advanced 
prototype has the ability to influence other models, fortunately 
my genius in Temporal mechanics has partly foiled it, though we 
have landed.” He faced the Exterminator General. “I need your 
Pilots and Scientists to interface with this machine to stop him 
trying anything, because he will.” He hated to admit it, but the 
Doctor’s resourcefulness was the one thing that had always 
upset even the most audacious plan. He wanted to bring this 
insufferable meddling to a close once and for all.  As The Daleks 
would be the most efficient way to achieve this, it was a small 
price to pay. 
Davros had cleverly managed to unite several Factions into one 
Empire. The Command Dalek was the most traditional, with an 
eyestalk and all the capabilities of classic Dalek design, though it 
could transform into arachnid mode, as could the Scientists and 
Warriors, which had no stalks. The Obliterator faction, which 
could not metamorphose, were the most dangerous.  The Special 
Temporal Assault Squad comprised two dozen Warriors, half a 
dozen Pilots and Scientists, several Obliterators and the 
Commander. The presence of The Exterminator General meant 
that failure was not an option, The Doctor had to die. 
A Pilot and two Scientists moved to the console, their 
manipulator arms engaging with the controls systems. No 
matter what he tried, they would counter the move, slowly 
catching up, then The Master would use a special device to trap 
him, it was an excellent plan. 
 
Star was aware of many things; the data she had absorbed was 
overwhelming. Her training had taught of the need to focus and 
prioritise. Tracking locations of Key Segments and homing in 
was top priority. Monitoring TimeDalek communications and 
Gallifrey were another dozen tasks. In a few moments they 
would reach their first target. 
“Doctor, the First Segment of The Key To Time is located in an 
area of Great Britain annexed by the Roman Empire in the 
First Century. I am detecting strange readings though, 
Temporal flux and odd chronodynmatic signals.” 
The Doctor frowned. “Chronodynmatic? Why?” 
“The Segment seems to be shifting location, let me sort this out.” 
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He rechecked the readings for himself.  The only thing that he 
could think of that could mess with a locator reading was some 
kind of Temporal interference. Star had reached the same 
conclusion. 
“It seems that an Interstitial Tunnel has been established, 
however it is fluctuating between 63AD and 117 AD.” 
She was careful to stay out of its path, but shocked when the 
Segment was caught up, so now they had no choice but to follow. 
There was a brief shudder as the STARDIS entered and followed 
the tunnel. She recalculated their trajectory and displayed it on 
the scanner screen. 
“It seems that the tunnel originates in the Brittonium Galaxy in 
the Leo 1 group in the 73rd Century. Limited data suggests that 
the NeoRoman Imperium is expanding its influence through the 
Leo and Canes 2 Groups.” 
The Doctor smiled. “So The Master might not have detected the 
tunnel, so won’t follow us? Brilliant, let’s make the most of it 
shall we?” 
She agreed and homed in on the First Segment as it arrived on 
the planet Iscar Britton. 
 
After reaching their destination and finding no trace of The 
Doctor, the Exterminator General atomised the Pilot. Another 
one replaced it. The Master wondered if every time a mistake 
was made, would another one be next until there were none left? 
It was not a question he would dare ask anyway. His elevated 
status rested on the outcome of this mission, but he had no 
intention of getting in the firing line. Together he and Davros 
had managed to revise Dalek history, to create a new vision. 
The appearance of the Obliterator Faction had been unexpected. 
The Exterminator-General had promised to obey Davros, leading 
to the surrender of the other factions. Davros had designed 
Spider Daleks, Marine Daleks and other types, but where the 
Obliterators came from was a total mystery. 
He focused on the task at hand. The First Incarnation of The 
Doctor had secreted away the Hand of Omega to use in a trap. 
He had convinced Davros and the first Daleks on Skaro to work 
together, advancing the Daleks by ten thousand years in a few 
days. He had an idea of how they could change the destiny of 
The Doctor too. 
“I have a plan.” He told his companions and was surprised when 
they agreed after he had outlined it. 
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It was a bold, audacious move. One that would solve the problem 
of The Doctor once and for all. 
 
It had been a very long time since he had heard THAT sound. 
It felt like Home calling him back. It was a trumpet blast, a 
fanfare. An announcement to the universe that The Lords 
Temporal were coming. He grinned despite everything. They 
had noticed his little trick after all. The only question was, which 
side had found him? Did it matter anymore? History was 
revised by the winners. Even vaporisation would be welcome, 
especially as he was on his last life. 
He signalled for an aide, who brought him a Robo-Horse. 
Together they rode out to the Arrival and Indoctrination point. 
As their mounts hovered on a hill overlooking the vast 
encampment, his eyes were drawn to a blue box on the far side 
toward the edge of the woods. He contacted a Centurion to 
escort the occupants and bring the box to his Command Tent 
and then withdrew. This would be interesting. 
 
Star insisted on accompanying The Doctor, using her solidified 
holo-program to precede him and check outside conditions. It felt 
strange that she did not need food or to breathe. She reasoned 
that the stasis chamber took care of all of her needs, freeing her 
to scan and access the NeoRoman Imperial Datanet. She relayed 
to The Doctor all the relevant information from the NID as he 
slipped on a burgundy jacket. 
“So they’ll perceive me to be a Patrician then?” 
“Not exactly, but since the Imperium is creating a coalition, 
allies are useful, especially in the region they call the Barbarian 
Sector, the Leo 1 Group of galaxies. I shall go out and see how I 
am received.” 
She activated a long range emitter, materialising just outside 
the door of the Timeship. She was on a hill, surrounded by 
NeoRoman soldiers. A Centurion held his arm across his chest in 
salute. She noted the differences in the style of armour from 
classical Rome. The duranium/herculaneum hybrid armour and 
cyber helmets made them look very advanced indeed. 
“The General has requested the Honor of your company in the 
Command tent.” He informed her. She nodded as she relayed the 
request to The Doctor, who joined her moments later. They were 
led to a Hover Chariot, which lifted them away from the 
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frenetic activity of the encampment to the main Fort while the 
STARDIS was taken on a bigger chariot. 
 
Star was impressed by the size and scope of the Starfort. It was 
the size of a small city, shaped like a castle, though several 
pyramid-like structures made it look like a confused mish-mash 
of Classical Roman, Greek and Egyptian styles. They stopped by 
a cluster of Tents arranged before the city, a large Command 
tent standing out, which they were shown into. 
The General had changed into a short-sleeved anti-blaster tunic, 
red with gold trim and studied his guests as his aide introduced 
them. 
“General Sinus Lucian Maximus of the 100th Legion, this is The 
Doctor and his assistant Star.” Both the aide and Centurion 
stepped out, leaving  the three alone. The General poured two 
cups of wine, offering one to The Doctor and then sitting on a 
cushioned chair behind an ornate desk. The Doctor too sat. 
“I cannot decide what to make of you. I mean, the infamous 
Theta Sigma of Prydon Academy, who absconded with a Type 
40 Capsule in the waning years of President Thardain’s Term, 
along with an Operative of the Celestial Intervention Agency, 
composed of solid-state Holography. An interesting projection, 
something I proposed in my final year thesis at Academia 
Quartinia.” 
The Doctor stared, realising what had bothered him.  
“You’re a Timelord?” He asked, already knowing the answer. 
“Once.” He took a sip of his drink. “I once sat on the High 
Council, until an ambitious and very devious Prydonian named 
Morbius ascended to power. Promising reforms, yet had a thirst 
for conquest. I was outvoted, the only dissenter and exiled. Then 
the fools realised their mistake and ousted him, but I was never 
pardoned.” 
Star realised something. “You’re Omicron Psi.” That brought a 
wistful smile to face briefly. 
“I once had that nickname.” 
She turned to The Doctor. 
“He was on the list of Renegades along with The Master.” 
“NO!” The General shouted, causing a guard to look in, but The 
General shook his head, waving him away. Then he relaxed. “I 
see things back home have gone back to their traditional ways.” 
He sat back down. 
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“A history lesson then. I became Cardinal of Quartinia in the 
second Term of Pandak the Third. Pelios of Patrexia was 
Chancellor. After the surprising succession of Thardain, the first 
Quartinian President in three thousand years, Pelios stayed on, 
until a mysterious illness killed him. A Junior Ordinal, Morbius 
of Prydon was chosen to be Chancellor. I looked into the matter. 
Morbius had been a protégé of Pandak, interring with the CIA 
and placed on the Presidential Staff. Very influential for an 
obscure Cousin of House Mordofrax. As I said, I spoke out after 
his ascension to Presidency. It seems his Successors, Pandak the 
Fourth, Rassitacius the Second and Elleryn never Pardoned me, 
obviously to cover up the whole affair of Morbius.” 
The Doctor looked around. “You’re doing very well for yourself 
anyway.” He observed. 
The General shrugged. “Imperial House Maximus was a 
Senatorial seat with waning influence. My 11th Incarnation took 
the seat, cubing the more expansionist tendencies. When my 
final Regeneration approached,  I left Caretakers in charge, my 
‘son’ sent to the Barbarian Sectors.” He stood and spread his 
hands. “So here we are!” He proclaimed. 
“So, you still haven’t told me why you managed to get caught up 
in the Tunnel.” 
The Doctor told him everything- of the Assassination, the 
Matrix visions, TimeDaleks and quest for the Key. 
“A Key to Time? So Pandak was right. He theorised they were 
Pan-Dimensional artefacts, that there are doorways to different 
universes, scattered across the Multiverse, keys to Alternate 
Realities perhaps.” 
He led them out. “Come, let us find it.” 
The Tracker led them to a Roman Standard Bearer, newly 
conditioned and the Eagle of the Ninth Legion was revealed as 
the First Segment. 
The General fashioned a replica and replaced it without the 
Romans noticing, then left orders that he was going on a secret 
mission and left with Star and The Doctor. 
 
He was impressed with the Console room, then knelt before the 
Doctor, offering the hilt of his short sword. 
“I am Maxianquartiniusvorapsikindar of House Vortamage. 
Former Cardinal, former TimeRanger General. I beg Forgiveness 
and clemency my President. I swear to do my duty as a 
Timelord, to uphold the Laws of Time and Defend Gallifrey.” 
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The Doctor forgave him, returned his sword. Together they stood 
as the STARDIS left the NeoRoman Imperium behind and began 
to follow the signal to the Second Segment of the Key To Time. 
 
 
The Exterminator General ordered Obliterator Omega-379 to 
prepare itself as The TARDIS took position fifty thousand feet 
above London. The Master released an AV drone to document 
the event, fascinated by how afraid the other Daleks were as it 
left the Timeship without complaint, denial or refusal. It was 
going to its doom, carrying out the order with absolute 
conviction. 
He activated the drone, which tracked the Obliterator as it 
dropped like a stone, slowing down to stop beside the clock tower 
known as Big Ben. 
The Exterminator General gave one final order. 
“ACTIVATE FIRESTORM”. 
The Obliterator acknowledged, then erupted into a massive 
fireball that swept forth like a tidal wave of heat, incinerating 
Big Ben and everything in its path. 
The Master grinned; somewhere in that Inferno as it raged 
across London was The First Doctor. 
 
His end had come at last! 
 
 
 
To Be Continued… 
 
 
 
Next Episode- Davros must die! 
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