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INFINITE WHONIVERSES- 
 

TRIUMPH OF THE 
DALEKS 

 
EPISODE 5- A KEY TO TIME 

 

 
Star kept a close eye on the new arrival as the STARDIS sped 
through the Vortex. General Maxian was admiring the modified 
vessel as it homed in on the location of the Second Segment of the 
Key To Time in the 63rd Century.  
“It is a period of Civil unrest within The Federation, as well as 
being besieged by Sontarans, Rutans and Cybermen. The Daleks 
are waged in conflict with The Andromeda Galaxy and the 
Outer Galaxies.” 
The Doctor smiled. “Thankyou for the info dump, but I am 
familiar with the political situation already.” He turned to 
Maxian. “The Daleks were split into four or five factions in this 
Timezone.” 
Maxian stroked his chin. “So what might this segment look like?” 
He asked. 
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The Doctor shrugged. “The Tracking Device and converter is the 
only way to determine that. They’re generally shaped to reflect 
their function within the key, but could be anything, like the 
Roman Standard, but there could be...Arghhh!” 
He doubled over, wincing as pain wracked his body. Star 
activated her hologram, solidifying it to help him while Maxian 
looked on. 
“Ahh, that didn’t feel good at all, like a great chunk of my past 
has been ripped away.” He could not explain the pain he had 
felt. Star interrupted his reverie. 
“I’m picking up a broad Temporal Transmission. It’s from The 
Master.” 
An image appeared on the viewscreen, The Master’s TARDIS in 
the shape of a Police Box hovering above London. A single 
Obliterator descended down to Big Ben and vanished in a gulf of 
fire. The Master cackled as he narrated over scenes of a massive 
firestorm raging over the city, burning everything in its path, 
even the River Thames evaporated instantly in the scorching  
heatwave. 
“As you can see, the Firestorm unleashed upon London on the 
23rd November 1963 has raged across the country, petering out 
somewhere near Cornwall in the south, just past Cardiff in the 
west and the middle of Birmingham in the North. You’ve 
probably felt your First Self die, other Obliterators have been 
dispatched to your other incarnations. You must surrender if 
you want to get to a Paradox Treatment Centre. That is all.” 
The transmission ceased, leaving him feeling sick, so he leant 
against the console.  Star decided to intervene, making 
telepathic contact with his first four Incarnations, even warning 
the First Doctor as he left Gallifrey with Susan. The Doctor 
steadied himself. “Star!” He exclaimed, feeling better but not 
happy that the Laws of Time had been bent just for his benefit. 
Maxian coughed. “As entertaining as this diversion is, couldn’t 
we get back to the matter at hand?” 
The Doctor agreed. “Yes, Star, try and get as close to the Second 
Segment as possible.” 
“Of course Doctor,” she replied. They all prepared themselves for 
what lay ahead. 
 
Commander Skurn of the Sontaran Special Space Service did not 
think it prudent to voice his concerns to the Strategic Council. 
For a lowly Commander to question the battle tactics of his 
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superiors was to invite a blow to the Probic vent for sheer 
stupidity. Marshall Stet had given him three other specialists for 
the mission. Taurg was a security analyst, Smard, a demolitions 
specialist and Tarn, a communications officer. 
Even with an uneasy truce between the factions threatening to 
tear the Galactic Federation apart, security on the moon of Io 
was lax. Kaldorian Android-piloted cargo freighters, called 
Robo-Cruisers were given clearance with minimal scans, which 
were easy enough to fool, with the help of a few reprogrammed 
Voc Robots, which led them through a storage warehouse behind 
the main Headquarters. Taurg transmitted security clearances 
obtained from criminal Maximillian Arrestis, the rogue 
Geneticist was selling defence secrets. Humans were distasteful, 
never to be trusted. But the information contained in the 
Datacore on Rutan and Sontaran fleet movements had to be 
copied, then the original destroyed. Now all they had to do was 
to get there.  
That was the tricky part. 
 
The Master knew that The Doctor would not reply to the 
broadcast, but a hidden signal would relay its position to the 
nearest Timeship. 
Sure enough, Squad Delta 100 reported contact with a TT 
Capsule and had been ordered to intercept it. 
 
Star had materialised inside the ornate Hall of Dynastic 
Treasures. The three of them were looking for a metaphorical 
needle in a haystack. ‘Hall’ was an understatement, as it was 
more like a stadium of artefacts, as well as being next to the 
Datacore. So it was inevitable that they stumbled into Skurn, his 
comrades and two Voc Robots, setting off every alarm, bringing 
the Draconian Guard and questioned by the Chens, Democratic 
council and Andromedan representatives. The Doctor identified 
himself, bowing to Prince Saladaar. 
“My life at the Emperor’s command.” He said, then looked 
round. “Well, isn’t this an auspicious occasion, all the Galactic 
empires in one room.” 
H would have explained that remark in greater detail, had a 
black cube not materialised. He warned everyone back to the 
STARDIS, a shield enveloping them as the first TimeDaleks 
rolled forth, transforming into Arachnid form. 
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The battle was fierce as more Daleks emerged, than from the 
opposite end of the Hall, glowing Tarantuloid creatures scuttled 
forth, jumping on the Daleks. Then Star informed him she had 
hacked into the HADS system and the Dalek ship disappeared, 
the rest of the Daleks were destroyed, though the Hall was 
mostly ruined. 
The Doctor pointed out that the Sontarans, the undercover 
Rutan spy Tarn, the undercover Cybermen disguised as Voc 
Robots, the Factions of the Federation and the Outer Galaxies 
had an opportunity to join together to fight the Daleks, as they 
had done so today. 
They all agreed as Star found the Second segment in the form of 
a jewel, which joined the first segment. Then they left, setting 
course for the far future in the 60th Segment of Time. 
 
“Slimy Slug monsters” was the way The Doctor described The 
Tractators. It seemed one of them had swallowed the 3rd Segment, 
which mutated it into a Super-Gravisoid. Once it had separated 
it became just another Tractator and the malevolent psychic 
influence it had dissipated and they were all just harmless 
burrowing herbivores again. 
 
The same could not be said about the Jagaroth. The search for 
the 4TH Segment took them back in time to about 3 million BCE 
(or BC/Prior to New Time/Before the 1st Segment of Time/After 
Rassilon’s Era or whatever floats your Temporal Dating boat) 
The Jagaroth were like an amoeba, splitting off into a dozen cells 
or so each spawning season, about eight times in an Earth-like 
year. They spread like a virus, conquering and overrunning 
worlds at a terrifying pace, until finally checked by The 
Shaylaarn who allied themselves with other Races and 
Resistance forces, targeting Spawn worlds to decimate the 
Jagaroth. Until the Jagara-ayoth appeared. 
 
It was a formidable and undefeatable weapon, a vast super-
starship. But the overconfidence of the Jagaroth in their 
ultimate weapon was their downfall. With the bulk of the 
Alliance fleet massing against their Home Spawnworld, the  
Jagara-ayoth was only supported by a hundred cruisers, while 
the Alliance fleet numbered in the thousands. 
Upon landing on the Jagaroth Flagship, Star could not figure 
out where exactly the Segment was. Being surrounded by 
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Jagaroth Swarmtroopers did not help. The Doctor stepped out 
under the protection of the Forcefield, fired at constantly by the 
Troops. Then he realised that the ship itself was the Segment. 
He stepped back in, horrified by the decision he had to make. 
To get the Segment, the ship had to be transfigured into crystal 
form, but to do that would condemn the crew to asphyxiation in 
the cold, hard vacuum of space. 
Maxian and Star disagreed with him. The Jagaroth were brutal 
and callous. Records show they were wiped out. The Daleks had 
to be stopped, THAT was what really mattered. 
He hated to agree, but the situation left him with no choice. He 
did try and communicate, to warn them he had activated a self-
destruct and they had to evacuate, but none of them believed 
him. 
Two more TimeDalek Ships appeared, but were destroyed by the 
powerful Quantum Cannons of the Jagara-ayoth. 
Once again he opened the STARDIS door, the troops still trying 
to fire through the shield. He warned them one last time, but 
they ignored him. So he bent down, holding onto the edge of the 
door with one hand and touched the floor of the starship with 
the Tracker. It instantly changed into the 4th Segment, but 
sending a few thousand Jagaroth spinning into the void. 
“All things must die.” Maxian said as he joined the third part to 
the first two. 
The Doctor and Star said nothing. They just wanted to get it all 
over with. 
 
The loss of the Super-starship and Homeworld shattered the will 
of the Jagaroth, the remnants fleeing to nearby galaxies, yet 
hunted down until they were extinct. 
 
The 5th Segment turned up in the 18th Millennium, in the Last 
Cyberwar. 
The Cyber-Superius Ultima were the ultimate Cyberspecies, 
driven by a manifest destiny and the Divine will of the Supreme 
Cyber-Co-Ordinator, they had reasserted Logic and betrayed 
their Alliance with other Races. 
They had captured the fabled Silvereye of theWhirlpool Galaxy, 
a coveted cyberform, part Crystalline/part Positronic Matrice, 
‘she’ was Oracular, able to discern possible futures out of the 
infinite number of choices.  
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Foreseeing her own demise, she told those Cyberforms that 
followed her to become Golden Angels, to embrace emotion, join  
forces with Organics once again and fight the Logicians to the 
end. She teleported aboard the STARDIS after sending her final 
Prophecy to an Order of Monks, to be unsealed in a hundred 
trillion years. 
She herself set the Co-ordinates for the sixth and final Segment 
before the Tracker touched her and she took her place in the 
near-complete cuboid shape of the Key To Time. 
 
Star was astounded as the Silvereye’s program took them 
through the Vortex toward the end of the Universe. Further in 
the Future than any Timelord had ever dared venture. The 71st 
Segment of Time, 101 Trillion years, beyond the 20,249,799,525th 
Galaxy, right at the edge of the Cygnian Sector of Morestran 
space, on the border with the 17th Unisphere, upon an artificial 
planetoid in a Monastery at the end of Time. 
 
They looked round, it looked, sounded and smelled exactly like a 
Medieval Abbey from the 12th and 13th Century on Earth. There 
were even a group of black-cowled Monks going to Prayer time 
as a bell chimed. The Doctor called out, but as they turned and 
threw back their cowls, showing fierce lupine features, snarls 
and growls forming as they advanced up on the trio. Then Star 
asked The Doctor what could they do?  
At this, the monks stopped, several exchanging glances. The 
Leader asked if he was truly The Doctor? 
“Yes.” He replied.  
They all fell to their knees, crying out in wonder and relief- 
“The Doctor, The Saviour has come at last!” 
 
It turned out that the Last Prophecy of the Silvereye had been 
sent to the Order and safeguarded through the eons. They were 
the Final Guardians, the Sixth House of Thorskaar of the ancient 
Gnostianiteen Order. They explained that they were under siege 
by the forces of The Shadow. Both The Doctor and Maxian knew 
that Light was his weakness. The Monks gave him The 
Earthlight, prophesied by the Silvereye to bring light to the 
Blacksun beyond Hindmost, so he released it and the star burned 
again, bringing life and warmth to a dozen planets and 
destroying The Shadow forever. 
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Then it transformed into the 6th Segment, which The Doctor 
fixed into place in the cube, making the Key To Time complete 
at last. 
 
The Master had tracked the STARDIS and brought the other 
two Timeships forward.  Now he advised caution, to watch and 
wait as something began to happen right at The Edge, a purplish 
haze,  a mist, with something moving within, slithering inside 
the growing cloud as it billowed forth. 
Tentacles stretched out as a gigantic Octopoid-like creature 
swam out, purple and glowing bright, its eyes fixed upon the 
STARDIS. 
“I am Z’Torinanakothon, Guardian of the Gateways between 
Unispheres. Why have you summoned me, Child of Time?” it 
boomed. 
 
The Master tuned in the transceiver to listen to The Doctors 
reply, dread growing as his enemy listed the reasons why the 
Daleks had to be stopped. Then the Guardian answered. 
“There is a possible solution, an Anti-Dalek force if you like. I 
will open The Way.” 
 
It shimmered, fading away, but there was something else 
forming, a pinprick of light that swelled, a hole in the fabric of 
Reality. A Door to another Universe. 
 
A Door that was slowly opening to let Something in… 
 
 
TO BE CONTINUED. 
 

Next Episode- The Nemesis of the TimeDaleks invade 
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