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your world needs a 

great defender 

your world's in the 

way of harm 

you want a romantic 

life a fairytale that's 

full of charm 

 

beware that the light 

is fading 

beware as the dark 

returns 

this world's 

unforgiving  

even brilliant lights 

will cease to burn 

 

legends scatter 

day and night will 

sever 

hope and peace are 

lost forever 

 

RWBY- THIS WILL BE THE DAY- 

Jeff Williams, Featuring Casey Williams 

Rooster Teeth Productions. 
 
The Doctor reeled from the sudden pain.  “Ahhhh!” he cried out. 
Star and Tori both helped to steady him. He leaned against the 
alleyway wall for a minute. 
“Don’t look at me like that Stariennakorindra, I’m on borrowed 
time, I know, but where there’s life, there’s hope.” 
She shrugged, her red mane of hair flowing behind her. 
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“So remind me again why we’re creeping round creepy 
alleyways?” She asked, knowing full-well the answer, but hoping 
the 14TH Incarnation of the NeoGallifreyan Doctor, or NeoDoctor 
for short, would clarify this trip to insanityville. 
Tori sighed. “Oh come on girl, he said ‘what could scare my lot’, 
even though they ain’t my lot anymore, since they turned me 
fully Human, oh cheers, dears! So woteva was in me head, I lost 
an’ I know just wot I’ve been doin’ since started this crazy little 
Interdimensional road trip, which ain’t much I know but there it 
is.” 
They both stared at her. “Did you even breathe during that epic 
speech?” The Doctor asked, smiling. He knew she was more than 
she appeared, which was as a typical blonde haired Human 
female in her early twenties, full of confidence and attitude, 
ready to take on the universe before the weekend, then party at 
the actual weekend. She had come a long way since her first 
appearance, a splinter of the Great Transguardian Intelligence 
Z’Torinanakothon, Guardian of the Gateways between 
Unispheres, a gigantic Purple Octopoid creature. 
 
The Guardians had to intervene in the matter of the Gallifreyan 
Inquisition, but Tori had paid a great price for ‘allowing’ The 
Doctor and Star the ability to move between Realities. The 
Guardians, or OmniLords as they styled themselves, warned of 
the Coming Omniwars, yet seemed averse to actually doing 
anything. So The Doctor was searching for allies and weapons, 
but mostly knowledge. What form this Great Enemy would take 
was still unknown. He had said as much to the ones who had 
come to take Tori away for ‘punishment’, even though they had 
allowed the TimeRider Sal to remain in one of their Domains. 
“Oh, so saving My Gallifrey wasn’t enough, not according to ‘the 
rules’ you lot made up. Well, just chew on this- The Daleks were 
bad enough, but the modified TimeDaleks and Obliterators are 
the deadliest strain of Dalek ever conceived. If Tori Hadn’t 
stepped in, My Reality would be ashes and dust. What have you 
got to say to that?” 
The Lead figure, resplendent in white, nodded in agreement. “A 
few of us agree, Tori will stay, as long as you complete the task 
we have set- to find The Pandoriatrix. Other forces seek it and 
must not succeed.” 
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That had all led to their current predicament. He sighed. “As I 
believe I told both of you, when I was mind-linked to the 
Valeyard, I had flashes of images, memories he had stolen, 
including an image of something that he had mentioned, a 
Doctor who had fought a TimeWar against The Sluggoids of 
Hith, defeating their infestation with something called The 
Pandoriatrix. Something I’d like to find for this war your lot 
keep going on about.” He stood and they carried on walking. 
“Sorry Doc, just Human now.” Tori reminded him. He grinned. 
“Yes, but I think The Doctor of this Reality hid it on this world, 
along with himself. It’s just a matter of tracking him down.” 
That itself was a challenge. Identifying the right Reality out of 
the two dozen possibilities had been an epic adventure in itself, 
involving a few scrapes and narrow escapes. Life aboard the 
STARDIS was never dull. Along the way they had discovered 
that when he had fought the Valeyard and had a vial smashed 
over his head, it had contained a mutagenic Metavirus aimed 
specially at Gallifreyan physiology. He had tried every 
treatment they could all think of, but it only slowed down the 
virus. He was dying, plain and simple. But he refused to let 
another Incarnation finish what he had begun. While he still had 
strength, while he still breathed, he would not give up until he 
had the Pandoriatrix, no matter what it took, no matter the 
cost. 
 
So they had arrived on the planet New Liverpool in the 
Andromeda galaxy, a perfect mirror of its old Earth 
Counterpart in the 21st Century, although this was something like 
the 61st. 
“Anything New Star?” He asked. While she could now walk 
around outside of the STARDIS, her mind was still linked to its 
computational matrix and allowed her to scan the area. 
“Oh he’s very clever this Doctor, tried using a dampening field, 
mask his Temporal aura, but even that gives off trace amounts 
of Artronion energy. This way.” 
She led them down another side street, a clatter amongst the 
bins made them all turn as a figure shot out and ran off. They 
pursued, cornering the figure as he ran into a dead end and fell, 
cowering and whimpering before them. 
“Easy Doctor,” The NeoDoctor said, trying to reassure his 
counterpart. 
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“Nooo! I won’t go back, kill me now, I won’t!!” The 
HithwarDoctor screeched. Star knelt down. 
“Easy Doctor, we’re here to help you, just like we did when you 
were saved by the Omnilords.” 
He stopped whimpering, actually looking up at them. 
“You’re on the side of the Angels?” He whispered, awestruck. 
Tori sniffed. “Well, I wouldn’t really call ‘em that, but yeah, 
we’re the Good Guys mate.” 
 Star held out a hand, which the HithwarDoctor took and she 
helped him to his feet. 
“Yes, I think I remember. But I’m done fighting. My Universe 
had fought the Swarm and won, so peace settled for the first 
time in an Age. Then those damn Inquisitors came. So no, I’m 
done.” He turned to leave, but The NeoDoctor grabbed his arm 
and pulled him back. 
“I never ever thought there would be a version of me who was a 
coward. Are you sure you’re the Man who won the Hith 
Timewar? What’s wrong with you?” His words had the effect he 
had hoped for. The HithWar Doctor pulled his arm free, staring 
back, a blaze in his eyes. 
“Fine, be it on your head, Doctor.” He pulled a mobile phone out 
and tapped a message. It beeped a reply. 
“She’s on her way, I suggested a café by the beach zone.” 
Tori sighed. “Yes, I’m desperate for the loo! Drawback to being 
Human, I suppose.” 
They made their way to the café in The Beach/Dock zone. It was 
a glorious day, duneskimmers, seaskaters and even Hover 
boards moved across the Wirralian-sector bay, life in all its 
varied forms walked, slithered, cantered, flew and swam all 
around them. 
Tori breathed in the salt-sea air. “I like this. So peaceful.” The 
NeoDoctor nodded. “Hmm, high bombardment of Positive Ions, 
must be close to a Nebula perhaps.” 
Star gasped, breaking the mood. “Doctor, I’m picking up long-
range Transtemporal distortions- Something is trying to enter 
this Reality.” 
He sighed. “So much for Plan A.” He turned to his Counterpart. 
“Okay, Doctor- New plan. Find your Pandoriatrix and hide her, 
I’ll give the all clear when it’s, er, all clear.” 
The HithWarDoctor took off, just in time as a shimmering haze 
disturbed the air nearby and a figure swaggered out of it. 
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Dressed as a mashup of a futuristic Space-Pirate, he waved as he 
approached the trio. 
“Doc Ahoy!” He called, holding out a hand that the NeoDoctor 
clasped. “Borusa said you’d had a facelift, never would have 
wagered you’d look like a pretty little cabin boy eh?” 
The NeoDoctor laughed. “You can talk, since you had the 
countenance of a Mermaid last time I saw you.” 
Star nodded. “Yes, I’m sure you’re familiar.” 
He shook he bearded head. “Sorry Love, nothing to do with the 
High Council, savvy?” 
She clicked her fingers. “Got it, CIA Freelancer, Delta Chi, 
codename- The Privateer!” 
“What’s a Privateer?” Tori asked. Star could not believe it was 
him.  “He’s a freelancer, with a very rare Bio-regenerative gene 
that lets him become anything he wants, not limited to one sex 
or species, something the other Timelords are extremely jealous 
of.” 
He took a bow. “Must be a Snoop analyst gone rogue to know all 
that. So you’ve teamed up with the Doc, great. Hmm, I got a few 
jobs off your lot, though.” He gazed around. “Look Doc, before I 
got here, found some Info on a group called The Prophets of The 
Omni-Messiah an’ tracked a massive fleet to this Universe.” 
Something beeped and he took out a compass which lit up a 
hologram. 
The Planetary system was surrounded by thousands of red dots, 
all heading for New Liverpool. 
“Blithering Barnacles Doc, 50 Million ships, hope you’ve got a 
plan up your sleeve, ‘cos here they come!” 
The ground shook and the air was filled with sonic booms as 
spaceships entered the Atmosphere. 
Tori squinted at the sight. “Those aren’t just Dalek ships.” Star 
concurred. “There are too many different types, it’s like a 
coalition, an alliance.” 
The Privateer agreed, consulting his compass. “Not wrong there 
matey, Centuroids, Cyber lords, NovaMartians, Thondarions, 
Omega centaurians, Rill, Rutainians and so many more, 
blimey!” 
 
People and Beings scattered in fear, just as a Lone TimeDalek 
teleported down. 
“It’s the blinkin’ Paradigm Prophet!” Gasped The Privateer. 
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The Paradigm Prophet activated a Loudspeaker system. 
“ATTENTION CITIZENS OF NEW LIVERPOOL. WE MEAN 
YOU NO HARM, BUT IF ATTACKED WILL DEFEND 
OURSELVES. WE ARE SEARCHING FOR THE DOCTOR AND 
THE PANDORIATRIX. ANYONE WITH INFORMATION 
SHOULD COME FORWARD. 
WE WILL LEAVE YOU IN PEACE ONCE OUR MISSION IS 
COMPLETED. DO NOT PROVOKE US OR YOU WILL BE 
EXTERMINATED!” 
 
“Now there’s something you don’t hear every day, a Dalek 
saying they mean you no harm.”  The NeoDoctor had to grin 
despite the grimness of the situation. The Prophet swivelled it’s 
eyestalk at them, a glowing, orange eye centred on The 
NeoDoctor. 
“YOU WILL SURRENDER THE PANDORIATRIX AND HER 
DOCTOR-CONTROLLER” 
Over the Bay, war began as the Citizens of New Liverpool fought 
back against the Invaders. The NeoDoctor paused, he had not 
anticipated this, what could he do? 
 
Tori waved her hands- “Hey Dome head, what am I Scotch mist? 
I may not be a Guardian anymore, but they left me one last 
ability- to Call for Help!!” 
She put her fingers to her temples, closing her eyes as a purple 
haze began to emanate from her. 
The Paradigm Prophet turned its eyestalk to The Privateer, who 
drew his sword, lunged and stabbed Tori through her heart. 
“NOOOOO!” The NeoDoctor screamed as she fell to the sand, 
tearing off his leather jacket and trying to staunch the wound, 
though it was too late, she was dead. He tried to seal the wound 
with the Sonic Screwdriver, tears flowing as The Privateer 
grabbed Star. 
“Sorry Doc, but the Omni-Messiah ain’t just for Daleks, savvy? 
Now where’s the Weapon?” Star twisted and struggled out of his 
grip, smashing her elbow into his face. He grunted and shoved 
her forward, stabbing her as well. As she fell, she began to 
Regenerate. 
“Two hearts, yeah, well never mind.” He pointed his sword at 
The NeoDoctor, who felt weak, alone, the Valeyard’s Metavirus 
starting to surge through his system. So, was this the end? 
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No. He stood, his hair blowing in the wind, furious and crazy. 
Grief-stricken and angrier than he had ever been before. 
 
“Hellllooo New Liverpool!” He shouted to the sky, his voice 
strained and cracking.  “Whoever takes the Pandoriatrix takes 
the multiverse! Well, bad news everyone, ‘cause guess Who! HA!” 
He loved that little pun. 
“Eh, you lot all whizzing about, it’s really terribly distracting. 
Could you all just stay still for one minute, 
‘Cause I AM TALKING!” He shouted. 
“Now question of the hour is, who’s got the Pandoriatrix? 
Answer- I do! Next question- Who’s coming to take it from me?” 
For some strange reason, after losing Tori and Star, he felt being 
honest would be the best course of action, even if it was totally 
insane. 
“I mean, look at me! No plan, no backup, no weapons worth a 
damn and something else I don’t have- anything to lose! 
 
So if you’re sitting up there in your silly little spaceship with all 
your silly little guns and you’ve got any plans on taking the 
Pandoriatrix tonight, then just remember who’s standing in 
your way. 
Remember every black day I ever stopped you and then. AND 
THEN- DO THE SMART THING!  
Let somebody else try first!” He faltered, spreading his arms as 
he felt his strength leaving him. 
 
The Privateer clapped his hands. “Nice speech, now what?” The 
NeoDoctor glared back. 
The Privateer grimaced. “Oh come on Doc, you always come up 
with something. You forgot to mention your other self has ran 
off with the blonde Superweapon, so really, you haven’t got 
anything have you?” 
 
He felt something in his pocket. And smiled. 
 
The Prophet turned its attention to The Privateer. 
“TRACK DOWN THIS UNIVERSES DOCTOR AND RETRIEVE 
THE WEAPON!” It ordered. 
The Privateer bowed. 
“I Obey my Lord.” 
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He sauntered off as The NeoDoctor looked at Star, who seemed 
to be recovering.  He would not survive this, but hoped she 
would. 
“Actually, bit of a confession here, yes, I do have a weapon. 
Sorry to lie about it, but it’s probably something that’s feared in 
a ton of Alternate Realities.” 
He pulled his Sonic Screwdriver out of his pocket, glancing at 
Star, who nodded understanding, using her connection to the 
STARDIS to amplify the signal. The Prophet twitched nervously 
as he began to adjust the controls. 
“Now, with a little bit of jiggery-pokery here….” He did not get 
the chance to put his plan into action as the Paradigm Prophet 
aimed its Gunstick at him. 
“MAXIMUM EXTERMINATION!” It screeched as it fired. 
The Death Ray slammed The NeoDoctor off his feet and onto the 
sand. Star screamed, crawling over to him. This was it, the end 
had come. He gazed into her eyes. 
“My Star, shining so bright.” He whispered, closing his eyes, 
weary, tired and ready for the inevitable. 
 
He felt a tingling sensation in his hand, this was so unfair, he 
did not want to go. 
The stress though was too much for his hearts to bear. Holding 
the Valeyard’s Metavirus at bay had weakened him so much 
that he could not absorb the lethal energy from the Prophet 
Paradigm’s Death Ray. 
 
Death was approaching, his footfalls loud and deafening, 
walking closer, slowly and as surely as the setting Sun upon the 
horizon. 
 
NO! 
 
He would not accept the end, not this early into his secondary 
Regeneration cycle. The strain almost made his hearts give out, 
but Star held him closely, so close that he could feel her hearts 
beating beside him. 
 
Then IT happened! 
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The Limbos hormone was released from the Lindal gland. It was 
the gene that controlled and activated Regeneration, but this 
felt different.  
It was a sub-microscopical shift, a hormonal imbalance, an 
exchange of midichloriananites that sparked an inverse 
resetting of his entire Triple-helical Deoxyribonucleic acid 
matrix into a new combination, a new pattern. It was a micro-
chromosomal shift from XY to XX. 
 
He had heard of it, an extremely rare Regenerational mutation 
that affected one in a trillion rejuvenations. This was the first 
time that had ever experienced it directly. His Diploid Cells split 
into Haploid cells, Nucleolingua Symbiotica rewriting 
Hormones into a new Exterior Template, stabilising as HE 
became a SHE!! 
 
The 15th NeoDoctor gasped her first breath. She had survived her 
first-ever Sex-change Regeneration, a phenomenon that few 
survived intact or sane. 
 
In a nanosecond she had re-prioritised her wardrobe, especially 
her shoes. Shoes were VERY important! 
 
Next she had worked out an improved recipe for Andromedan 
Soufflé. 
 
And finally, just for the fun of it, she figured out a way to rid 
this world of every stinking TimeDalek forever. 
 
The Prophet swivelled its eyestalk at her. “IMPOSSIBLE!” It 
droned. “NOTHING CAN SURVIVE MAXIMUM 
EXTERMINATION!” 
 
 SHE rose to her feet, modifying and connecting her Sonic 
Screwdriver to the STARDIS, Star grinned as she realised what 
The Doctor was about to do. 
“Well, the Fourteenth NeoDoctor may have been a Clever Boy, 
but the Fifteenth is an even Cleverer Girl, so bring it on baby!” 
She pointed the Sonic Screwdriver straight at the so-called 
Prophet. 
“In the immortal words of Harry Potter- EXPELLIARMUS!” 
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A whine rose as the air whooshed past like a hurricane. 
“NO! EMERGENCY DIMENSIONAL SHIFT ACTIVATED- 
NOOOOO!...” 
Every Ship, every Dalek vanished out of Reality, sucked into the 
Void in a heartbeat. 
 
The 15th NeoDoctor grinned. “That was nifty,” she whispered, 
dropping her Sonic Screwdriver as she fainted. 
 
 
EPILOGUE- THE DOOMED ZONE 
 
Eyes watched from every corner as the Prophet entered the Majestic 
presence of his Lord, his Emperor and his God. 
The Omni-Messiah towered over all, its single, burnt orange eye bored 
into his casing, a flicker of red in the centre blinked. 
“THE NEODOCTOR REFUSED AND REGENERATED EVEN 
AFTER MAXIMUM EXTERMINATION.” 
There was a collective gasp throughout the cavernous Under Tower. 
Impossible! 

“Silence!” His Master intoned, quelling the hum immediately. “The 

Doctors will join us, or be Obliterated!” 

 
The Great Rassinator had spoken and none would dare question the Law 
of the Omni-Messiah of the TimeDalek Obliterators and his Almighty 
Inter-Dimensional Host. 
 
 
TO BE CONTINUED!! 
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