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Anger Management

PETER ANGHELIDES




The colour of captivity is grey.

This was evident to him after only his first week’s imprisonment. The concrete wall of the cell. The metal in the bedframe. The dead fireplace full of cold ashes beside an empty bookcase. Clouds scudding across a sunless sky were the only things visible from the single window high in the plain wall.

Even his prison uniform. Black was his personal preference for a collarless jacket, not the hooped greys of this itchy sackcloth.

The Master knew he’d have plenty of time here to contemplate the wisdom of his scheme to outwit the Hyrrokin dimension.

He stopped pacing around the space after the first three months. Beyond five months he gave up removing the stupid prison cap, because wherever he put it, the thing still somehow ended up back on his head.

By the first year, he had stopped trying to decipher what the murmur of distant voices might be saying behind the thick cell door. Its flyblown metal surface revealed the steel in his eyes and the grey in his beard.

One day, he felt a pressure at the back of his head, like a headache starting to build. And then the prison cell was gone.



* * *



His eyes adjusted slowly to the dappled light in the study. Across the heavy carpet from him the Hyrrokin biomechanoid stood by a wing-backed chair near the bookcase. Crackling coals spat and sparked in the adjacent fireplace.

‘Here we are again, Loge,’ said the Master.

Loge flexed its long, curling fingers around a silver-grey control device. ‘How long was that? It was two or three minutes for me, I wasn’t really counting, so for you that would be—’

‘Three years,’ snapped the Master.

‘The blink of an eye,’ it told him. Its own eyelids nictitated in a reptilian manner as though to emphasise the point.

The biomechanoid was an incongruous presence. In the dark, it might just pass for a man. Uncloaked in the soft light of the college rooms, it looked like a snub-nosed lizard, two metres tall, its pale flesh encased in a glittering skin of dull metallic scales.

‘Now that you’ve released me …’ began the Master.

Loge waggled a twisted finger at him. ‘I didn’t say you’d been released. We have things to discuss.’

The Master barked a laugh. ‘I have nothing to say. And I certainly don’t have to listen.’

‘You really do.’ Loge raised the device again. ‘Because I can do this.’



* * *



He was back in the grey cell. The shelves were still empty, the fire remained unlit, the inaccessible high window showed clouds again.

The muffled voices from beyond the door became no clearer over the following weeks. A bowl of gruel, with its pewter spoon, remained by the bed, untouched, for nearly a month. No point trying to eat it – he was never going to starve.

A Time Lord experiences Slow Captivity just like anyone else. This Time Lord could spend time planning for his eventual release. There was nothing else to learn from the experience. No rehabilitation. Just the anticipation of locating those who had caught, sentenced and imprisoned him. Plenty of time to think about revenge: to plan and literally execute – and he wouldn’t even have to travel back in time to see things through.

The headache returned at the start of the second month, until—



* * *



‘So …’ Loge cocked its head sideways in an unexpectedly human gesture of curiosity. ‘Are you ready to cooperate?’



* * *



Narvi stormed off the pitch towards the dressing rooms. The studs on his boots echoed on the concrete surface of the players’ tunnel.

His teammates trudged ahead of him, their hot breath misting in the cold evening air. He eased past them, as effortlessly as he had eased past the opposition defence to slot in the equaliser just before the break. The home crowd had howled their protests, appealing in vain for an offside decision. Denied that, they had resorted to abuse – particularly vocal abuse of Narvi.

Maybe the referee had blown for half-time a little early. Narvi didn’t care. He could still hear the home crowd’s disgusting terrace chants filtering through as he turned off into the away team’s dressing room. He perched on the bench, took some deep breaths, and looked around the room.

Defenders Olson and Brown were helping themselves to water and fruit, unable to meet his eye as usual when the crowd turned against him. A couple of bad haircuts further down the bench, the physio was talking to Bartolli, the goalkeeper. The team mascot, a preposterously tall raccoon figure with an enormous head, stood stock still by the far wall, like a huge stuffed toy.

Narvi had expected the usual combative speech from the manager to the whole team from the moment they came in. Juan Martino had been missing from the touchline for the final five minutes of the first half; the players assumed he had stalked off to prepare for the traditional torrent of curses, reproach and derision that their burly manager considered to be motivational.

But Juan Martino appeared unusually calm. The fat boss was sucking on an even fatter cigar as he talked to the referee, who had followed the team into the room. Above the hubbub, Narvi could just hear their conversation.

‘If there is further violence or racist chanting on the terraces,’ the ref was saying, ‘I am minded to abandon the match.’

Martino guffawed a cloud of smoke. ‘In a semi-final? That’s hardly likely to happen, is it?’ He looked around him as though soliciting a similarly incredulous response from everyone else. His gaze settled on the giant raccoon, which stood there as impassive as ever.

Uncowed by the glowing cigar, the referee leaned forward to get Martino’s attention and emphasise his point. ‘With respect, it’s me who decides what will happen.’

Martino leaned in too. ‘Calling off the game? That’s not going to happen.’

It seemed as though the referee was unwilling to back away from Martino’s intense stare. Or couldn’t.

‘That’s not. Going. To happen.’ Martino’s tone was calm but emphatic. ‘Do you understand?’

The referee frowned. Blinked. ‘That’s … not … going to happen.’

Martino nodded, apparently satisfied. ‘Good. That will be all.’

The referee turned away from Martino, expressionless, and left the room without another word.

‘The smartest people can be the easiest to influence,’ said Martino to himself as he looked at the mascot.

Narvi unlaced his muddy boots and stripped off his sweaty kit. He could grab a quick shower. Wash away some of the grime from the first half, and his frustration along with it.

The shower hissed deafeningly as he plunged his head under it. He switched the water from hot to stingingly cold for the last thirty seconds.

The place was unexpectedly quiet when he stepped from the shower. He towelled vigorously before he walked back into an empty dressing room.

Olson, Brown, Bartolli, Walton … gone. No physio, no kit boy, no coaching staff. There was only Martino on the far side of the room, in his heavy coat and distinctive trilby hat. Beside him, incongruously, was the preposterous and immobile raccoon.

Narvi looked wildly around, momentarily panicked that somehow, impossibly, he had lost track of time while showering and that the manager was about to give him a rollicking. Or worse, substitute him for the second half.

‘Sorry, Boss, I …’

The manager quashed his protest with a gesture of one gloved hand. ‘I like Boss,’ he said. ‘Though I prefer Master.’

Narvi laughed insolently. ‘Nice one, Boss.’ He reached for his fresh kit, but Martino stepped between him and the clothes rack.

The manager removed his trilby and pushed his face close to Narvi’s, uncomfortably intimate. Narvi rolled his eyes. He was familiar with this ‘hairdryer technique’ when the boss would bellow a demeaning stream of furious invective and inventively profane abuse directly into a player’s face. He used to just let it wash over him, harsh words and flecks of spittle alike.

But this time, Martino spoke softly, seductively. ‘Listen to me. I am the Master.’ His eyes were much darker than Narvi remembered. ‘I am the Master, and you will obey me. You will do exactly as I say.’

The nervous discomfort that Narvi had felt seemed to melt away, like the dirt and disgust had in the shower.

‘Now is the time for you to return from hiding, Narvi.’ The dark eyes burned. ‘Time for the Hyrrokin in you to arise. Do you understand?’

The room swam around Narvi, until there was only the sound of this velvet voice in his ears and the deep, deep pools of his Master’s eyes.

For the first time in thirty years, Narvi understood.

The Master beckoned to the raccoon mascot. ‘Hurry up. He’s surfacing, and we need to get out of here immediately.’

Narvi was looking around himself, as though seeing his surroundings for the first time. He stretched his limbs as his Hyrrokin personality reasserted itself after so many hidden years. It was, the Master thought, like seeing a butterfly stretch its wings experimentally. Narvi was finally breaking free from his invisible chrysalis. He looked the same, but his true self was emerging.

The Master shrugged off his heavy coat and fat suit, then began to peel away the mask he wore to disguise himself as Juan Martino. In due course, the club staff would find the shrunken corpse of the real Martino stuffed in the bottom of a dirty kitbag.

‘Hurry up!’ he snapped at the raccoon.

The mascot pulled off its furry head to reveal the pale reptilian features of Loge. The biomechanoid pushed itself off the wall on the far side of the dressing room and lurched across to where the Master was examining the dazed Narvi. It pried into the abdomen of its furry costume and removed a Hyrrokin scanning device.

‘The psychic power is insufficient,’ Loge declared.

‘What?’ The Master snatched the device from the biomechanoid and glared at the readings until he had to admit he couldn’t work out what they meant. He thrust it back into Loge’s gnarled hands. ‘That crowd should be at fever pitch – certainly enough to power our escape.’

‘That is not the case,’ said Loge. ‘The psychic energy is insufficient to project Narvi into collection orbit. There is barely enough to transmit him beyond the confines of this construction.’

‘This construction? Oh, the football stadium.’ The Master shook his head and glowered at Narvi. He considered the lengths he had gone to in order to bring this about: identifying hooligan ringleaders among the home supporters, hypnotising them to fuel their paranoia about the players in the visiting side, providing their crews with crude weaponry, enabling them to smuggle it past security and into the stadium.

The febrile atmosphere of the semi-final should have tipped the crowd into a full-scale riot. With tens of thousands of football fans in a state of heightened emotion in this confined space, the biomechanoid’s device would channel the swirling psychic energy to transmit the liberated Narvi to safety far away.

Instead, in the players’ absence during the interval, the crowd seemed to be simmering down.

From the distance, the Master could hear that crowd starting to cheer anew as the two teams began to run out onto the pitch for the continuation of the game. Now, there was an idea.

‘Very well.’ The Master reattached the mask, and retrieved his overcoat and gloves. He nodded decisively at the biomechanoid. ‘Loge, put on that ludicrous disguise again.’

He snatched Narvi’s football jersey from its hook, reflecting not for the first time how the hoops reminded him of his prison uniform. He threw it at his star striker.

Narvi pulled it on, gradually coming to recognise who and where he really was.

‘Now you, young man …’ The Master tried snapping his fingers imperiously, but it was tricky in these gloves. He settled for narrowing his dark eyes at Narvi.

‘Lace up those boots. You’re going on for the second half.’

Whilst enduring a period of comfortable confinement on Earth, the Master had recently seen a whole season of Match of the Day. It had made a change from watching repeats of Hector’s House or The Clangers, at any rate, and Jimmy Hill’s earnestness amused him.

The rules of the game seemed simple enough. The Master had mostly been fascinated by the simple, often blatant dishonesties perpetrated by even the most talented players.

Just as well, as it now turned out.

From the moment Narvi ran back onto the pitch and fell over his own untied bootlaces, it was evident that the slow reasserting of his Hyrrokin personality was catastrophically overwriting his previous skills as an international footballer.

As Narvi dithered on the ball, Bartolli bellowed at him from the 18-yard box. Olson and Brown quickly chose to punt the ball to Walton rather than their star striker.

The coaching staff in the dugout with the Master clasped their heads in silent disbelief. Ramón the raccoon remained, of course, unusually subdued.

The away crowd, the Master was pleased to see, were getting restless as this semi-final slipped away. The home fans sensed an opportunity, and the atmosphere in the stadium began to energise.

Two flares went off on the opposite side of the stadium, not quite reaching the pitch. The Master smiled approvingly; he recognised them as incendiary devices that he had furnished for the hooligan crew. A plume of greasy smoke drifted over the stand. Riot police ran to position themselves along the opposite touchline.

This was it.

The Master called Narvi across to the dugout, cupped his hand over one ear, and gave him instructions. Narvi nodded and stumbled gracelessly back across the pitch.

The opposition keeper was teeing up a goal kick. Narvi took a lumbering run half the length of the field. The other players looked on in astonishment as he threw himself into a sliding tackle through the mud that took the goalie’s legs from under him. Narvi scrambled to his feet, hurled the ball into the net with both hands, and bowed sarcastically to the incredulous spectators.

The referee’s whistle shrieked, but was lost in the roar of the erupting crowd.

The keeper angrily remonstrated with Narvi, who promptly punched him smack on the jaw. The ref was brandishing a red card in Narvi’s face even as the goalie hit the turf.

By now six more flares had gone off, and a pall of dirty brown gas rolled over the increasingly frightened supporters in the three stands. Linesmen were rushing the outraged players off the pitch as riot police raised their shields. Narvi turned and stumbled towards the Master.

Futile and increasingly desperate calls for calm on the stadium tannoy changed into instructions for safe evacuation of the stadium, and the panicked crowds began to pour over the barriers and scatter onto the pitch, many of them making for Narvi.

The Master seized Narvi’s arm and steered him towards the raccoon mascot. ‘Now, Loge!’ he hissed.

Loge had the Hyrrokin device in its malformed hands. The equipment glowed with a fierce, unearthly brilliance. Loge stabbed at one of the controls.

A swirling torrent of psychic energy spun like woollen threads from every part of the stadium, coalescing, plaiting together to channel into Loge’s device.

Right next to the biomechanoid, Narvi was enveloped in a vortex of energy. When it abruptly dissipated, he had vanished completely.

Seconds later, Juan Martino’s bulky overcoat lay where it had been tossed into the dugout, a crumpled face mask on top of it. The scattered remains of the mascot costume were kicked aside as the first of the fleeing spectators ran by.

The Master and Loge had already traversed the players’ tunnel on their way out of the stadium.



* * *



‘So …” Loge cocked its head sideways in an unexpectedly human gesture of curiosity. ‘Are you ready to cooperate?’

The Master took three steps forward across the study’s plush carpet, ready to confront the biomechanoid where it stood beside the bookcase. Loge raised its thin arm and waggled the silver-grey sentencing device.

The Master folded his arms and glared at Loge. ‘Where is my TARDIS?’

‘Concealed from you.’

‘I’ve served my sentence,’ growled the Master. ‘You should let me go. Return my TARDIS. You can return to your psychic dimension, and I promise you will never see me there again.’

Loge’s cold reptilian eyes stared at him. ‘Where’s the fairness in that?’

‘I’ve had a sufficient taste of your justice.’

‘Did you enjoy the setting?’ Loge skirted the fireplace and settled clumsily into the wing-backed armchair. It pressed its body back against the antimacassar and studied the Master thoughtfully. ‘I used the characteristics of a twentieth-century Earth prison to define your confinement. You’re fond of this world, aren’t you?’

‘Fond?’ The Master snorted a short laugh. ‘I hold the primitives on this planet in the contempt they so richly deserve.’

‘Familiar, then,’ suggested Loge. ‘You have spent a great deal of time here, and in this century. You know how humans behave and how to control them. That’s why you are so useful to me now.’

The Master could feel his temper building once more. He couldn’t afford to let it show. ‘I’ve served my sentence,’ he repeated coldly.

‘You haven’t given penance.’ Loge’s tone was admonishing. ‘Think of it as restorative justice. I need your help. Sit down.’

The Master bristled.

Loge considered the sentencing device. ‘Sit.’

The Master pulled a chair from the oak table beside them.

The biomechanoid gestured with its free hand, and the surface of the table shimmered and faded until the grain was replaced with a shivering picture.

Three furious reptilian faces scowled at the Master from within the image. ‘Friends of yours?’

‘Hardly. They are criminal fugitives, and I am a justice biomechanoid.’ Loge stabilised the image and tapped each of the faces in turn. ‘Narvi. Siarnaq. Karta. Three brutal warlords from Hyrrokin.’

The Master allowed himself a thin smile. ‘My type of people.’

‘If by that you mean they were caught,’ said Loge, ‘then yes. They were overthrown by their people. Unlike you, however, they escaped. Smuggled to safety from the Hyrrokin dimension by their supporters.’

‘You’re suggesting I should have tried harder?’

‘I’m suggesting you assist me in recapturing them.’

The Master leaned forward to stare at the angry faces on the table between them. ‘Where did they go?’

‘Where do you think?’ asked Loge. ‘Here, to Earth. One of their supporters transferred their minds to three children in an Earth orphanage, hidden from reach of the Hyrrokin psyche. Far from home, awaiting a time when their supporters would take power again and rescue them. Now that I have discovered this, I am tasked with recapturing them so that they can face justice in the Hyrrokin dimension.’

The Master chuckled to himself and settled back in his chair. ‘Tell me, Loge. Have you ever felt you were burning down a house to boil an egg?’

Loge’s reptilian eyes flashed with indignation. ‘A separate dimension. A different physical form. They did what they could in the little time they had.’

The Master felt himself relaxing now in the face of Loge’s apparent discomfort. ‘Just collect them, then. How difficult can it be to find three children?’

‘They are no longer children. The rescue was long delayed.’

‘Ah, well. Punctuality is the virtue of the bored.’ The Master leaned forward and stared closely at Loge. ‘You know me, Loge. And you will listen to me. Listen. To me.’ His eyes locked with Loge’s eyes, unintimidated, fierce and demanding. ‘I am the Master, and you—’

‘I’m a biomechanoid.’ Loge’s eyes blinked once in their side-to-side fashion. ‘You’re wasting your time.’

The Master snarled and slumped back into his chair.

‘But hold that thought.’ Loge tapped the screen, and the images morphed into human faces. ‘Three decades have passed since the warlords arrived on this planet.’

‘Come on,’ said the Master in a weary tone. ‘You have wasted plenty of time already. You’ve certainly wasted enough of mine. Return my TARDIS, and we can return your captives to Hyrrokin today.’

‘The warlords’ minds were hidden in the children, buried within their minds as they grew to adulthood. They no longer know who they are, if they ever did.’ Loge’s reptilian face lifted to study the Master’s, lit by the shimmering picture on the table. ‘Your TARDIS cannot return them to Hyrrokin.’

‘Why not?’

With an abrupt gesture, Loge scattered the image on the table top. It resettled to show a schematic of the solar system. The point of view swooped and refocused to reveal a space craft, an oblate spheroid in close orbit above the North Pole of the Sun.

‘I can get them to this staging post with a suitable sustained burst of psychic energy. And then from the staging post I can transfer them to face justice back in the Hyrrokin dimension. But only once we have forced their true selves to resurface.’

The Master looked up from the image. ‘We?’

‘You may be unable to hypnotise a biomechanoid,’ said Loge, ‘but you have a unique ability with humans. Release the warlords from their fugue state, and I can transfer them to the staging post.’

‘I’m no policeman.’ The Master pushed his chair back and stood. His fists clenched, crinkling the palms of his black leather gloves and stretching the material taut across the backs of his hands. ‘Why should I help you?’

Loge swivelled slightly in the chair and raised the sentencing device. ‘Well, for one thing, perhaps you will no longer have to experience—’



* * *



The indistinct murmur of distant voices. Rainclouds visible through a high window. The Master was in the concrete cell again.



* * *



The farewell tour for Alienated Youth was not going well. Just three gigs in, thought Tania Siarnaq, and already the trio’s long-nurtured mutual hostility was unbearable.

If it wasn’t Chanelle whining about the venue amenities it was Bronwen demanding add-ons to the green-room riders. Earlier, Chanelle had berated their manager, Sam Quill, about the absence of specific tour merch. ‘Where’s my figurine?’ she had demanded. ‘You promised we could have five-inch versions before the tour started. Where are they, Sam?’

‘I’ll see what I can arrange,’ Sam replied wearily, before excusing himself to make a phone call.

Just a few minutes later, Bronwen was quibbling about being allowed to take lead vocal on their biggest hit. ‘Just once, babe … just once, y’know … is that too much to ask? Hmm? Babe?’

‘Well, since you ask, babe, it is too much to ask,’ Tania had told her in a rare but rash statement of the bald facts: (a) Bronwen hadn’t sung lead when Alienated Youth were still actually youths, because (b) Bronwen was tone deaf.

Perhaps Bronwen would stop crying and emerge from the toilet in time for the opening number. She could mime in the background as usual, if necessary.

This latest row in the green room couldn’t have had worse timing. Chanelle had arrived late on her return flight in from her overseas weekend with Waldo – or was it Warren? – so they were going to be late on stage tonight. A capacity crowd of fans, their loyalty etched in fading band tattoos, bayed impatiently for them to go on. And because Sam (the cheapskate) had refused to book a support act, it wasn’t as though they could stall for much longer.

The thing about a sell-out tour, thought Tania, is that you can’t sell out on the public.

Sam sidled back into the green room and stood in the doorway that led to the stage. He’d told Tania he would be calling his wife, concocting another excuse why he wouldn’t make it home this evening. He’d given up trying to do that from Tania’s hotel room since that time she had burst in from the shower half-naked and been unable to stop laughing at his furious shushing and the scared look in his gorgeous blue eyes.

In the doorway now, Sam looked a lot more calm and collected than Tania had expected. His traditional look was shabby casual mixed with nervous energy, but tonight there was none of the characteristic twitch in his facial expressions. His dress sense was … what was the word she was struggling for … sombre? Perhaps things were more serious than she thought.

Tania waggled her eyebrows encouragingly at him, and winked extravagantly. But Sam was apparently engrossed in a fresh argument that had erupted across the green room.

Bronwen had stumbled out of the toilet, even more panda-eyed than her usual stage makeup. Chanelle was giving Bronwen’s latest plaintive whining the complete brush-off and affecting to show more interest in a tray of vol-au-vents (vegan and gluten-free, natch). She was banging on yet again about her stupid figurines, in a declamatory tone that implied she was making a public announcement and with a rising note that suggested she was summoning hounds.

Tania clapped her hands over her ears and looked at Sam, her eyes appealing with him to do something, anything.

Sam stalked into the centre of the green room, his face impassive. He studied the squabbling women on the other side of the room. ‘Oh, shut up, the pair of you,’ he snapped.

Then he took a weapon out of his jacket pocket and fired it at them. The shocked women barely had time to scream before they simply vanished, as if vaporised.

Tania blinked with disbelief. Blinked again. She shrieked.

Sam turned on his heel. His finger was on his lips as he walked swiftly towards her.

‘No,’ babbled Tania. ‘Please.’ She backed away from him until she bumped against the wall. ‘Sam, don’t … please … I thought I knew you.’

He stood right in front of her now and smiled. ‘You knew me in that hotel room.’

When she looked into his eyes, they weren’t blue any more. They were dark and cold and dangerous.

He stood close. How could this be the man who had touched her so tenderly earlier in the day? He wasn’t holding her now, but it still felt like she was choking. She managed to croak: ‘Who are you?’

‘You may call me the Master.’

The thumping reverberation of thousands of stamping feet made it feel like the whole building was in danger of shaking to pieces. Howls and jeers from an audience of thousands filled the arena, a raw cacophony from exasperated fans already overheating in their studded leather jackets.

The Alienated Youth crowd was taking no prisoners tonight, thought the Master. He peered through the stage wings, judging the moment. He certainly wasn’t going out there in front of them himself – especially not in the guise of the band’s famous manager. He’d stoked passions earlier by ensuring the performance was delayed almost beyond endurance by misleading Chanelle about the time of her return flight from a visit to her latest paramour Warren – or had he told her he was called Waldo when he’d disguised himself?

To exacerbate things, he’d ensured that the touts outside the venue had many tickets for the event at extortionate prices. Only when audience members entered the main auditorium would they discover they had paid way over the odds for duplicate seats. Already he had spotted scuffles in the stalls and the upper balcony.

Tania Siarnaq stood beside him in the wings. She was still assimilating her renascent Hyrrokin memories, and simultaneously overawed by the sheer noise and heat emanating from the huge audience in the arena.

The Master pushed the singer in the small of her back, his hand pressing into the bare patch of skin that formed an oval at the rear of her absurdly short stage dress. He pressed his mouth close to her ear: ‘Go on,’ he urged. ‘The biomechanoid is waiting for you stage centre.’

Glittering in the pre-show half-light, Loge was hidden in plain sight, for all the world like one of the set props in the performance backdrop.

As she hesitated just off-stage, it was clear that the rock star was gone and only the warlord remained – coming to terms with her unexpected new surroundings.

‘I can’t sing now,’ protested Siarnaq.

The Master clucked his tongue irritably. ‘When did that ever stop you before?’

He shoved her a little less gently. Siarnaq teetered forward in her thick boots, stumbling a little as she breached the curtain.

A distant, blinding spotlight picked her out at the edge of the stage. At once a guttural roar of delight rose from the audience as they recognised that one of the band had appeared at last.

She wobbled awkwardly as she approached the central microphone stand, just in front of Loge.

The crowd settled down as Siarnaq took her position, just a few shouts and whistles as the tension mounted. The house lights went down, the stage lights bloomed, and the backing track for the opening song swelled through the speakers.

Siarnaq seized the microphone and began to sing.

The Master winced as she missed the first four notes. But she ploughed on, hunting desperately for the right key.

Sections of the crowd began to boo. The whistles got louder.

Siarnaq’s song screeched to an abrupt halt.

The Master saw the audience surge from their seats, a tsunami ready to dash against the beach of the stage.

‘I’m sorry,’ Siarnaq said, just as he’d instructed her. ‘Bronwen and Chanelle can’t be bothered to come out. The concert’s off …’

‘Go on, go on,’ urged the Master under his breath.

Siarnaq stared out into the auditorium. ‘No refunds,’ she muttered and dropped the mike.

The crowd exploded with rage and disbelief, surging from their seats. Fights broke out across the arena, creating a wave of angry leather that crested forward. Glasses and bottles rained down on the stage.

They barely noticed when one of the stage props animated and stepped forward next to Siarnaq. Spirals of psychic energy lifted and coalesced in the air around the arena, snaking their way forward above the furious fans and zooming down into the device that Loge held in front of itself.

Interesting, thought the Master. It was the darker emotions that generated the most power – outrage, resentment, acrimony, hatred … anger.

A hurricane whipped up in a frenzy around Tania Siarnaq. When it dissipated after a few seconds, she had gone.

Back in the green room, the Master could still hear the furious reaction in the main arena. It grew louder as the biomechanoid opened the door to come in from the stage.

‘Siarnaq has transported to the solar platform,’ said Loge. It watched the Master remove his disguise. ‘You do a very good impersonation of Sam Quill.’

‘Well, when it comes to disguises, I’m something of a connoisseur.’ He peeled off his mask. ‘You should see my Hughie Green.’

Loge cocked its head on one side curiously.

‘Never mind,’ said Master. ‘Still, just one more warlord to find and transport, eh?’

‘Then I can return them to Hyrrokin to face justice,’ acknowledged Loge, ‘and you will be free.’

The Master cast Quill’s jacket aside. It dislodged a pair of doll-sized effigies balanced on an adjacent table. They were the two band members whom he had killed earlier with his tissue compression eliminator, and he considered them with a smile. ‘Well, I did promise the girls I’d sort out those five-inch action figures.’

Loge stared at him impassively. ’Don’t even think of using that weapon on me, or you will never see your TARDIS again.’

‘You can trust me.’ The Master threw his face mask into the waste bin. ‘I have nothing to hide.’



* * *



Loge swivelled slightly in the chair and raised the sentencing device. ‘Well, for one thing, you will never have to experience—’



* * *



The indistinct murmur of distant voices. Rainclouds visible through a high window. The Master was back in the concrete cell again.

The metal door was firmly closed. The bed looked as hard as he remembered it, the bowl of gruel as unappetising.

The coarse material of the drab uniform irritated his skin, the edge scraping on his neck. He reached up to scratch below his beard, and found his hand was compressed so firmly into a fist that he could not unclench it. He tried to open it with the finger of his other hand, only to discover that had also spasmed into a tight ball.

He slammed his fists in vain against the unyielding door, on the empty bookshelf, and finally shook them impotently at the distant skylight window.

The days dragged on. By the end of the first week, the fingers of each hand had still not opened. He felt a knot of pressure in his shoulders, a hard tension in his jaw, and the fury building in him.

The Master knew he could not control the biomechanoid. Nor was he able to destroy it – certainly not while he was in Slow Captivity, and not when this latest sentence ended either, since only Loge knew the location of his hidden TARDIS.

What he could do, however, was help Loge find and recover the warlords. But once they were released from their own decades-long captivity on Earth, the Master had no intention of allowing Loge to repatriate them. He would ally with the warlords to overcome their captor, then exact his price from them for doing so.

He honed his plan as the days continued to pass. And after a week, he no longer noticed how tightly clenched his fists still were.

Shortly into the second week of his captivity, a headache started to build—



* * *



‘— this again,’ said Loge.

The Master rode the sensory overload of the panelled study as it washed over him. He stared at the biomechanoid. Its tall, thin frame was still positioned incongruously in the wing-backed chair beside the bookcase, just as he remembered it.

Loge tapped the middle face in the image on the illuminated table. ‘Narvi is a sportsman. Shall we start with him?’



* * *



‘OK, last question,’ said O’Mahoney. He settled his camelhair coat more firmly on his shoulders, ready to leave.

Phoebe Karta glared at her campaign manager. ‘I’m sure we can fit in a few more questions. We’re on a roll here.’ She surveyed the assembled hacks with a look of withering contempt.

The journalists all began to shout their questions at her together. Did her party really support her repatriation policy? How could she dismiss her opposition’s campaign funding when she wouldn’t reveal her own tax arrangements? Was it true she’d not read her own manifesto? Why was she charging an entrance fee to attend her political rallies?

She picked out a woman in the second row. Phoebe could ridicule her hairstyle, her dress sense, her lisp – that always went down well with the base, and no one could accuse Phoebe of sexism, because she was a woman herself, wasn’t she? Self-made. No, she didn’t think she was pulling the ladder up after herself, actually.

O’Mahoney seemed about to interrupt her when he got a call. Phoebe paid him no notice as he spoke quietly into his phone and slipped from the room,

More time to get her message across to the peasants in the press. No matter what the question, she would launch into her regular stump speech: God gave us hands to offer folk a friendly wave, not a cash handout. All social spending is communism. There is one true religion, and all others are atheist. For a strong defence you must banish undesirable aliens.

Phoebe did her ‘wealth means health’ mantra, then reprised her famously cruel impersonation of a blind activist. That had gone down well last week, causing snowflake outrage across the country: ‘He literally cannot see what the truth is!’ Halfway through the impression her unfocused, rolling eyes spotted someone entering the room.

It wasn’t O’Mahoney again, but she recognised him anyway. So did the press. Their cameras and faces refocused on him. Microphones and notepads pointed in his direction.

‘Father Wallingford! Are you endorsing Phoebe Karta …?’

‘Can you confirm your church is funding …?’

‘What’s your response to accusations by parents about …?

Wallingford turned on his familiar evasive southern charm. His grin threatened to split his fat, ruddy face in half. He chewed a nonchalant wad of gum as he spoke. ‘There’ll be plenty of time for that later, friends! But right now, my candidate has to get ready for her rally.’ He waved off any further eager questions. ‘Bless your hearts, all of you! You can finish your interviews after the speech. Off you go now … the press pit is ready for you.’

Phoebe glowered at him, the old fraud. All the energy in the room had switched from her to him in an instant. The moment was lost. She grudgingly allowed the fake Father to usher her away from the press room.

The lounge
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