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INFINITE WHONIVERSES- 

MASTER OF ALL! 
 

A SEQUEL TO Unity is Strength (INFERNO 3RD DOCTOR) 

 
 

“Once you start down the Dark Path, forever will it dominate 
your Destiny.”-  
Yoda-  Star Wars- The Empire Strikes Back. 
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Prologue- 
 
The Panopticon on Gallifrey- 
 
There was uproar in the Panopticon as High Councillors 
vehemently argued with each other, the Lord High President left 
stunned and speechless as the news sank in. 
The Planet Earth in the 20th Century Timezone was gone, a burnt 
husk of a world, survivors few and scattered. There was 
incalculable damage to the Timeline. Two Timelords had been sent 
to investigate, to find out how it could have happened. Until then 
speculation and rumour brought disagreement and discontent to 
Gallifrey.  Only a Timelord could cause such damage. While there 
were a few suspects, the two most likely candidates were Koschei of 
House Oakdown and The Doctor of House Lungbarrow, who had 
been exiled to Earth to prevent a number of invasions in that 
period. Had he failed? 
Whoever was responsible would be found and punished for the 
damage to the Web of Time.  
 

--- 
Koschei-Mordox-Skaara-Tre-Kordor   of House Oakdown was 
no more, now he was THE MASTER OF AL L! 
He breathed deep, relishing his new body.  
The utter foolishness of the High Council would be their undoing. 
He grinned at the thought. The two emissaries, Borusa and 
Vancell had arrived to find him weak. The Alternate version of 
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himself had bungled the job of trying to kill him. He chuckled at 
the absurdity of the concept. A doppelganger, a double from a 
parallel universe, supposedly stronger and smarter, yet so inept. 
Still, it had turned out for the better, especially as Vancell had used 
a Metamorphic Symbiosis Regenerator to revive him. 
He had pretended that it was not working, so Borusa had hooked 
himself into it. That was the opportunity he had been looking for, 
draining both of them of Regenerations, and gaining fourteen 
lives, a New Cycle. Not that he held any sympathy for either his 
former classmate or former Tutor, they were a means to an end. 
It was The Doctor he was looking forward to putting in the 
machine. 
He studied his new countenance. Not too bad, not a regal as his last 
life, but better than earlier Incarnations anyway. He strode 
around the console of his new machine, feeling it hum with power. 
There was no limit to what he could do now, the things he could 
achieve. First the impotent quorum of bumbling idiots had to be 
dealt with.  The information gleaned from his prisoners had been 
invaluable. It was surmised that The Doctor had altered Human 
history to prepare for the invasion of machine creatures called 
Daleks.  
If everyone was so afraid of these tin boxes, then he should use them 
to distract the council. It should be fun to see the chaos unleashed 
on Gallifrey. 
He set course for Skaro, and the Daleks! 
----- 
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Commentator Runcible felt claustrophobic as he was jostled about 
in the overcrowded Panopticon Hall. Not only was the Council in 
full session, but Armed Guards were all around. A cordon of Red 
and Cream-robed Chancellery Guard ringed the central dais and 
around the perimeter, some with Staser Rifles slung over their 
shoulders. That and the Rangers in the tiers above armed with 
Proton blasters and phase pistols unnerved him, it was a bit too 
overkill for one Renegade surely? But The President had deemed 
extraordinary security measures necessary, even recalling the 
Special Executive and Temporal Ranger Division, something 
unheard of in an Eon or several.  
 
Borusa’s capsule had been detected in the Outer Kastorboran 
Sector, yet there had been no communication, which was why 
there was extra security. Runcible sighed, it was a lot of 
scaremongering mixed with pomp over nothing. 
So what if a primitive planet had its history altered slightly? 
Surely the TimeLords could send someone back before the 
alteration to alter that? It was a question he would put to the 
President, if he managed to get an interview this time. He knew he 
would just be stuck with a junior Ordinal parroting some statement 
made up by a Cardinal on the spot. 
Still, a bit of excitement broke the monotony every couple of 
centuries, he supposed. 
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The Hall grew quiet as the materialisation noise of a Travel 
Machine grinded its way into being. He hated that noise, it just 
made him cringe, set his teeth on edge, horrible! 
He noted the Guards tense, prepared for trouble. Really, what 
could trouble the Timelords, especially here, in the heart of The 
Capitol? He scoffed at the notion as a black box- the Capsule 
appeared atop the raised dais, guards raising stasers and rifles. 
“Lord Borusa’s Capsule has finally returned.” He spoke into his 
throat microphone, aware that the majority of the populace had 
only his words to gain an insight into the workings of the elite of 
Gallifrey. 
Then the doors of the capsule were opened wide and a figure in 
black strode out, holding his arms up in a gesture of surrender. 
“I am Unarmed.” He announced, a slight grin on his bearded 
face. 
“Koschei!” Someone called out. The Dark Man grimaced, 
shaking his head. “No more.” He said. “Now I am The Master of 
All Things. Kneel and Obey me!” 
A ripple of nervous laughter rang out, as if it was a lame joke. 
Runcible noticed movement though, in the dark recesses of the 
Capsule. Then a squat, grey metal can rolled out, two appendages 
on its front and an eye at the end of a stalk. It turned to one side as 
another rolled out, then another, all three facing the elite of 
Gallifrey. 
“OBEY THE DALEKS!” They grated in unison. The 
President raised a finger.  
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”Destroy the Invaders!” He ordered. Stasers fired, but had no 
effect. A proton blast blew off the head off the first Dalek, but 
others rolled forth, some levitating. Their gunsticks spat death rays 
as pandemonium gripped the throng and chaos erupted. 
--- 
 
Sarah  Jane Sullivan could tell that The Doctor was worried 
about something. In his role as The Leader of the Republic of 
Great Britain and the United States of Europe, he had refused 
permission for Project Inferno, though some junior bureaucrat 
had gone behind his back to authorise it, with catastrophic 
consequences for Earth and the Human Race. Explosions had 
rippled across the surface, devastating everything, killing off 
millions of species, turning the Earth into a desolate wasteland. 
And there seemed to be less than a thousand people left. 
 
The Doctor had negotiated with other Races, in particular the 
Androzanian Tree People to establish communities across the 
system, though she did not understand why he would not go back 
to find survivors on Earth, if there were any. He had made too 
many changes to Earth History, something his people would not 
forgive. 
She sat beside him on the bench, overlooking the frozen lake and 
blue snowscape of Saurovia. 
“Look, Doctor, if you’re so worried, why not send a message 
through Wotan?” She asked bluntly. The Sentient 
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supercomputer would be able to do anything he asked it too, if he 
was willing. 
He shrugged. “I could, but you see Sarah Jane, Gallifrey is boring 
like a whole bunch of galactic ticket inspectors sharing a hotel.” 
Sarah pulled a puppy-dog frown at him. 
“Ahhh, poor Doctor. How about asking for help, they might do it 
you know.” 
She was saved from a retort as his wrist communicator pinged. 
“Yes Vo?” He asked. 
“DOCTOR, YOU HAVE BEEN SENT A RECALL 
SUMMONS BY ORDER OF THE PRESIDENT 
AND HIGH COUNCIL.” 
He huffed. “Well, that settles it. Get ready to take us there Vo.” 
He stood up. 
“Fancy a trip to Gallifrey? I may need someone to back up what 
happened.” He held out his hand, which Sarah took, getting to her 
feet. 
“Well, I guess I should follow my Leader then!” She quipped as 
they strolled back to the TARDIS. 
 
--- 

The black-globe shape of the Dalek Prime rolled out, his Elite 
guard floating above while other Daleks used their suction devices 
to levitate bodies over to the far side of the Great Hall. The Master 
now wore the Sash of Rassilon and held the ebonite Rod, both 
taken from the body of the former President. 
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“Don’t we all look dashing?” He remarked, knowing it was a 
wasted comment. He sighed. “So, do I have permission to go 
ahead with the next phase?” He asked. 
“PROCEED.” The Dalek Prime grated as it led the way out to 
take over the Presidential Wing, another of his Masterful 
suggestions. Then the TARDIS dematerialised to Arcalia City, 
but he would not miss it. Vancell’s knowledge had been invaluable, 
especially as The Master stood over the spot he needed to. A dozen 
Daleks remained, all he had to do was wait. 
“Now we see if The Doctor makes House calls.” He commented, 
though it was lost on the Daleks as they all turned to face the 
doorway. 
--- 

 
Runcible ran, as would anyone faced with extermination. 
Then he ducked into an alcove, hiding as far back as he could as 
Rangers ran past, engaging the Daleks and then fleeing. 
Once the Daleks sped past in pursuit it became quiet. He risked a 
glance, the corridors seemed clear, though bodies and destroyed 
Daleks made the danger ever-present. 
He wasn’t brave, but his curiosity got the better of him and he 
began to wander back to the Panopticon, finding others huddled 
and hiding, encouraging them to find a safe place to hide. 
Then he heard it, a wheezing groaning noise- a Mighty Roar of a 
TARDIS, which spelled hope for this doomed world. 
Feeling brave for the first time in his life, he went in search of it. 
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The Doctor and Sarah Jane stepped out into a warzone. 
If Sarah was shocked, that was nothing compared to the look of 
horror on the Doctor’s face. 
“In Here Doctor!” A shout came from the Panopticon. He strode 
in and stopped, faced with a dozen Daleks and someone he had not 
seen in a while. 
“Kosh, what the hell is the meaning of this?” 
The figure in black knelt down and uncovered a hole in the floor, 
then screwed in the ebonite Rod. 
“This is where I transform into a GOD above all!” He said as 
tremors rocked the room, toppling several Daleks. The others 
turned. “ALERT!” One screeched as a Monolith rose up, the 
Master working to unclasp the red couplings, the shaking growing 
with intensity. A sudden bright light shone forth from the 
monolith. 
The Doctor’s watch chirped, WOTAN gave yet another grim 
prediction. 
“SUGGEST EVACUATION.” It warbled. Sarah had to 
agree as they left the Panopticon, the Daleks firing on the Master. 
“You stupid tin boxes! I am The Master!” A sudden crack on the 
sash turned his glee to horror, it was damaged. 
He looked into the Eye of Harmony, the fabled Black Hole 
captured by Rassilon so long ago, without the protection of the 
sash, he was doomed. 
The Master shook as every cell, every molecule, and every atom 
began to dissolve. 
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No! This could not be! He was The Master of All things; his 
destiny was to rule the universe! 
He screamed in terror and frustration as his entire body 
disintegrated, became dust in the wind, the roof of the Panopticon 
crashing down on the few remaining Daleks. 
Gallifrey’s end had begun. 
--- 

 
The Doctor and Sarah ran straight into Runcible and a crowd of 
refugees. 
“Runcible! Runcible the Fatuous! We must get to the 
TARDIS.” 
Runcible wasn’t sure about this person, though he seemed vaguely 
familiar. 
“Have you had a facelift?” He said, then remembered his throat 
mike. “Uh, attention, if you can get to a Time Capsule, it might be 
a great idea.” 
They rushed into the TARDIS, The Doctor and Sarah 
shepherding men, women and children into the machine, Sarah 
getting a definite sense of Déjà vu as she looked for others, then 
froze as she spotted a huge black-globed Dalek appear. 
“DOK-TOR!” It grated, firing and hitting the Doctor, then 
getting crushed as the ceiling fell onto it. 
“Doctor!!” Sarah screamed, picking his prone form up, helped by 
Runcible and a Ranger into the TARDIS, which dematerialised 
as the entire planet imploded, consumed by the Black Hole. 
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Is this The End for the Inferno Doctor? 
 

 
 
 
Ian Cai Mercer 2015 
 

 
 

“Doctor, where were you. Where did the TARDIS Console take you?” 
“Same time, same place, only a different Dimension. It was a parallel 
world Liz. Terrible things are happening there, terrible things. It wasn’t 
THIS Earth, and yet it was. I didn’t go backwards into the past or 
forwards into the future, I slipped sideways.” 
 
The Third Doctor and Liz Shaw- Inferno by Don Houghton. 
 
 
With thanks to David A. McIntee and Lance Parkin, whose A 
History of the Universe was an immense help in planning what 
The Leader/Inferno Doctor  and Inferno Master would do to get 
back at the Timelords in that reality. 
 
The Inferno-Universe Doctor photo is of Jack Kine, the Head of 
BBC Visual Effects who posed for the photo. The Inferno- Master 
cover is yours truly, in his First Doctor Who Cosplay role! 
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WILL THE INFERNO DOCTOR SURVIVE? 
 


