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The story of the CyberDoctor 
 

The CyberDoctor, Last of the Cyber-Timelords, was in a bit of a 

tizzy. 

“Geronimo!” He muttered, his enhanced vocal transmitters 

making it sound bigger than he wanted. Not that it mattered, as he 

was in an Infinity Chamber by himself, trying to discern a pattern 

in the sightings of the Cult of Davros, the final group of 

TimeDaleks left in this Reality. The Dal-Chronn-Skaa, like him 

were not native to this Universe, this NeoGallifrey as he called it. 



 

There were so many possibilities. He needed to stay focussed, even 

with his emotions distracting him, making him giddy. How had 

that happened? oh yes, the Cyber Invasion of his Gallifrey. 

There was a sobering thought, and a tad depressing too. 

The slow invasion, a creeping invasion. You could say it began 

when several squads of CyberNeomorphs had been placed in the 

Death Zone by Borusa. You could even say the Infiltrator units 

placed in deep freeze in a comet that had ‘crashed’ into Gallifrey’s 

Moon was The Moment. Either way, their foothold had been 

established. 

 

If he could have sighed in frustration, he would have. Not having 

to breathe was a drawback, totally eliminated from this 

cyberdesign. He recalled earlier cybermodels could be ‘suffocated’, 

especially by gold-based weapons. 

He twisted his head and upper body around. The huge silver 

cyber-collar was too cumbersome, a design flaw to mimic the high 

council, not that the Cyber-Timelords had lasted long when the 

Centuroid Armada invaded. 

 

It was said that the Centuroids were from a planet called Skaro in 

the Seventh Galaxy, which was impossible as he had negotiated a 

peace treaty between two warring states in his Fourth body. There 

were other monstrosities called Dalekoids, but they were just tin 

pots with an attitude. 

It had served him right for returning to Gallifrey, hoping to talk 

sense into the CyberEmpress. When that failed he had tried 

destabilising the Eye of Harmonium, but was caught and begun 

conversion. 

He had begged the Empress to deactivate emotional dampeners, as 

Logic would not prevail. It was a bitter mistake. 

 

Rage, despair, bitterness and terror swept through the populace, 

leading to an easy victory as The Centuroids subverted command 

codes, retooled Conversion centres into Processing Factories and 

shut down all defences. 



 

It was all he could do to escape, even as General Romanus rallied a 

resistance force. Yet the entire Armada had pursued him through a 

gap in Reality and into this Universe. 

Once the Trans-Guardian Tori had swept both Centuroids and 

TimeDaleks away, the Cult of Davros, or COD as he called them, 

were the final remnant. But this was not helping, he had to get out 

into this Universe, do something. 

He called for a TARDIS, leaving the chamber and determined to 

find the Cult, whatever it took. 

--- 

 

 

Admiral Lorrion met with Vice-Chancellor Borusa and Director 

Maxian, watching the CyberDoctor leave NeoGallifrey. 

“Should we really be letting that thing loose without supervision?” 

He asked. 

Maxian shook his head. “I was with both of them. If The Doctor 

could trust this Cyber version of himself, then that is good enough 

for me.” 

Borusa agreed. “Sage advice Director. Now to the matter of the 

third Fleet? I am meeting the President in five Bells.” 

The others nodded their assent, leaving the Last of the 

CyberTimeLords to track down the Cult of Davros in his own way. 

 

A wise move indeed. 
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In another time, another universe, where 
Infinite possibilities crystallise into solid 

reality, there is a Realm where the 
Cybermen have Invaded and Converted 

Gallifrey. 
 

Then a New Threat emerges, one that 
Logic cannot conquer, so emotional 

inhibitors are deactivated. 
 

 Only The Doctor isn’t driven insane. 
Alone can he prevent the universal 
domination of The Black Armada? 
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