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INFINITE 
WHONIVERSES- 

 

TALES OF THE OMNIWARS- 
 

TAINTED LOVE 
 
 

Every  universe, every alternate reality has 
featured them in one form or another- The 
eternal wars/ the alternity war/ the last 
great timewar/the neverending battle/ the 
vampire wars- all variations of the same 

theme- the endless see-saw between good and 
evil played out in epic struggles conceivable 

and inconceivable. 
 

These are the tales of the omniwars… 
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“There are Vampire legends on almost every inhabited 
planet. Creatures that stalk the night and feast on 
the blood of the living”- The 4TH Doctor- The State 

of Decay. 
 
 

Ramonus watched the battlefleet fly by. 
Ninety-Two Bowships, crewed by the warriors 

of Arcadus prime and its vassal worlds. An 
awesome sight and the last line of defence 

against the Dark Ones, the Tainted, the 
Yssgaroth and the Vampires. 

 
He regretted not going with them, though few 

would return. 
The WatchGuardians had the task of 

maintaining the walls, and he was one of 
those. 

 
He returned to his quarters, Talora was sat, 

waiting for him. His eyes lit up at the sight of 
her, radiant and fiery, of the Noble lineage and 

House of Mordofrax. She was a Pureborn-
Gallifreyan, stuck on a colony world a long 
way away from the Jewel and Heart of the 

Gallifreyan Imperium. 
 

They had both recently acknowledged their 
feelings for each other. Ramonus had felt her 
doubts and hesitation. Talora in turn had been 
overwhelmed and deeply touched by his passion 

and commitment. 
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There were no more walls between them, no 
fears and no secrets. 

 
He sat with her. Talora leaned in, her heart 

racing as Ramonus tenderly stroked her cheek 
and hair, closing his eyes as their foreheads 

touched, goosebumps tingling her skin as their 
noses rubbed together. 

And then the moment they both wanted arrived 
as their lips met, tentative and cautious, then 

pressing firmly before Ramonus broke off, 
dizzy and elated. Talora pressed in again, 
enjoying the feeling as Ramonus began 

grinning, so she had to break off, smiling back. 
She hugged him, resting her head on his 

shoulder.  Ramonus placed an arm around her. 
“I could so get used to this” She whispered. He 

smiled. “Me too, my Love.” 
This moment with her was all that mattered to 

him. But then, inevitably, the peace and 
tranquillity was shattered by blaring alarms- 

The Yssgaroth were approaching! 
 

He signed as they broke apart, rising, readying 
himself to do his duty. She lingered though. 
“I could stay if you like?” He shook his head; 
nothing would please him more, for her to be 
by his side. He smiled, taking her hand in his. “I 

wish you could, but Protocols are clear. 
Civilians should be in Shelters and Bunkers, no 

unauthorised Personnel out, I’m sorry my 
Love.” 
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Talora nodded her understanding, her burnt 
orange, Sun-like mane of hair spilling behind 
her shoulders. She hugged him tightly as a 

Guard appeared to escort her out. 
Ramonus smiled, sad and wistful as they left. 

Once all this was over, he would approach her 
Matriarch with a Betrothal proposal, bring her 
into his home and under his protection, join 
their Houses as law and Tradition decreed. 
He smartened his uniform and went to the 

command centre. 
“Status?” He barked. 

“All sections ready.” His subordinate replied. 
The Advance Guard had bought them enough 

time to ready system defences. 
“Swarm entering region.” A Monitor informed 

them. Biosensors picked out the varied 
creatures that made up the cancerous, 

malignant mass that consumed whatever it 
could. The Gigantic, monstrous forms of the 

Yssgaroth, the Great Vampires had swarmed out 
of a Dark Dimension, a horrid pit of a Universe 

and ravaged entire worlds, consuming or 
converting whole populations into the Mal’akh, 

lesser hordes of Vampires and other 
nightmares. Once unleashed upon the Universe, 

how could anything stop them? 
 

A Way had been found. In the Darkest hours of 
the Eternal Wars The Bowship appeared, said to 

be designed by the Engineer and Architect 
Rassilion, it fired a Sentient Bolt of Steel that 
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homed in and pierced the Heart of a Great 
Vampire, destroying it utterly. 

The Holy Arsenal of Sanctification also 
contained weapons of Purity and 

Exorobliteration to kill, burn, expunge and rid 
Reality of these Demons and exomonsters from 

 Beyond. 
 

Ramonus took a deep breath. It was time. 
“All Bolt batteries, target front wave 
Yssgaroth. Right Flank defenders, lock 

Sunshields, Moonbase Tethia, ignite Plasmafield. 
Borusca Fortress, stay powered-down until 

last second, then seal the Trap.” 
He stood back, checking readings. Only a dozen 

Bowships had made it back, the others would 
have self-destructed, taking out any hostiles 

in range. He did not want to think of the lives 
lost. The remaining ships re-armed, taking up 
defensive positions around the planet, along 

with two squadrons of Fireships. So few, 
against so many. 

 
Once it began, the Battle for Arcadus Prime 
was savage and fierce. He co-ordinated what 
he could, but the actions of the crews and 

Personnel on the Frontlines were what would 
determine the outcome. 

Word reached them that the Gallifreyan 
Twelfth Fleet was enroute, but would it 

arrive in time to be of help?  
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“Ramonus.” The sound of her sweet voice made 
him turn. He was startled, yet relieved to see 
her safe. He went over to her, ignoring the 

looks the crew gave him. 
“You should be in a Shelter.” He admonished 
her, loud enough for the guards to hear. He 
held her arms as he thought that she should 
stay with him, but no, that would be selfish, 

she would be safer elsewhere. 
“Please, get to the nearest shelter, we will 

talk soon.” 
She nodded. “I just thought I’d let you know 
My Father’s on the Pryde of Kopyion.” He 

grinned, of course the old Spielsnape would 
want to check on her. So be it. 

“I think I can defend myself against him, you 
know.” 

He kissed her cheek lightly as two Guards 
escorted her out to find shelter. 

 
The battle deteriorated rapidly from that 

point. 
They lost Moonbase Tethia, the plasmafields 

failing. There seemed to be a pattern forming. 
Of course! Why had he not realised it? 

“Strike down the Yssgaroth at the centre of 
the Swarm!” He ordered. It was co-ordinating 

their attack. “Deploy Fireships to Vector Theta 
Sigma and hold the Line no matter the cost!” 

 
The cost became quite clear as the defenders 
were being whittled away, piece by bloody 
piece. Two Bowships fell to the Central 
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Yssgaroth before a third fired its Bowspike, 
impaling its shoulder, but not killing it. 

Then Fort Borusca detonated in a 
thermonuclear ball of fire, radiant and terrible 

that took a third of The Enemy with it, but 
still the swarm moved forward. 

 
“WARNING- MAL’AKH HAVE PENETRATED 

OUTER CORDON- PLANETFALL IMMANENT!” 
 

The alert unnerved them all, yet the lesser 
Vampire Servants of the Yssgaroth were not 

as bad as the Great Vampires themselves- those 
Giant monsters had incredibly efficient 

cardiovascular systems and could transmute 
almost any energy directed at them.  The 

Yssgaroth fed on blood and souls making them 
an anathema to all forms of life.  Just 

standing within a few meters of a Yssgaroth 
would drain even a Gallifreyan's life force.  A 
single one could drain all life from a planet. 
None could be allowed near Arcadus Prime. 
He massaged his temple. A headache was not 

what he needed right now.  The next progress 
report gave him slight hope though. 

“The 12th Fleet has entered the system, led by 
the Starbreaker Pryde of Kopyion!” The 

Monitor announced, to cheers and raised fists. 
He grinned, well, Talora’s father could grab 

all the glory as much as he wanted. 
It did turn the tide. A hail of Bowspikes from 
fifty Bowships impaled the dozen Yssgaroth 

remaining, including the Controller. The swarm 
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lost all cohesion, scattering in every 
direction. 

He sat down. They had done it, they had saved 
Arcadus Prime! 

 
The next announcement was not as 

encouraging. 
“Mal’akh encountered on six levels.” 

He clapped his subordinate on the back. 
“I’ll take care of this Severus, get teams on 
sealing breaches.” He ran out before anyone 
could object, sprinting down the corridor, 

hearing signs of a fight up ahead. He prepared 
himself, but the horror of the scene stopped 

him in his tracks like a Scything blade. 
A dozen bodies, strewn like broken toys 
covered the floor, a single, blood-soaked 

Vampire feeding on another victim. 
Ramonus growled a challenge and it spun 

round, the lifeless body of a woman falling. 
Ramonus eyes widened as he recognised the 
face of his beloved Talora. How? She was 

supposed to be safe in a Shelter! 
Grief and rage surged through him as the 

parasitic demon lunged for his throat. He had 
been well-trained for this though. 

He drew his scything blade, the sharp metal 
extending with a snap. The Purified metal sang 
through the air, lopping off the monsters arms. 

Ramonus neatly side-stepped the creature, 
flicking his wrist in a horizontal arc, 

decapitating the monster, which instantly 
crumbled to dust and ash. 



 9 

He dropped the blade, picked up Talora and 
carried her to his quarters, wishing he had kept 

her with him as she had wanted. 
 

He laid her gently upon his bed, her lifeless 
hands flopping down. No! This was so unfair, 
to have won the battle but to have lost her! 
He wept bitter tears, his world torn down in 
an instant. How could he carry on without 

her? 
A Guard entered, interrupting his grief. 

“Watchmaster, all the Mal’akh have been slain, 
though many are dead. Those they infected 

have been tagged and incinerated.” 
He caught sight of the corpse on the bed and 

gasped. 
“Sir, we must dispose of this Vampire before it 
Rises!” He insisted, stepping forward, his scythe 

raised, ready to strike. 
Talora’s cold eyes snapped open, a malicious 

grin exposing sharp fangs as she swiftly rose, 
grabbing the Guards arm, twisting and snapping 
it. He yowled in pain as she seized his neck and 

sank her fangs deep into his throat. 
Ramonus was rooted to the spot, caught in 

indecision, confusion, grief, terror and 
bewilderment. A kaleidoscopic whirl of states 
as the Guard’s life was drained away by the 

thing that wore the sweet face of his beloved. 
She signed, contented as the lifeless corpse 

dropped to the floor. 
She picked up the Guards Incinerator pistol and 
fired, engulfing the body in fire as it burned to 
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ash. She tossed the gun aside, wiping her mouth 
as she turned to Ramonus. 

“There, my Love, our secret is safe.” 
“Safe?” He blurted, not understanding. She 
smiled that sweet smile of hers that always 
entranced him, her fangs receding. Yet, apart 
from her paleness, she seemed almost normal. 
Her eyes seemed to bore into his very soul. 

“Yes, my Darling, I am still me. But now more 
powerful, more vigorated, more alive than 
before! We have been lied to, misled by 

Gallifrey. The Yssgaroth fled from their own 
Universe when attacked by ours. I have been 
blessed by life Eternal, which I shall share 

with you, but not yet.” He felt the coldness of 
her finger as it touched his lips. “You must hide 

me, protect me, make me the Consort of the 
Lord of House Kinhaven.” She smiled a cold 

smile at the surprise on his face. 
“Yes, love, your thoughts are an open book to 
me, but we must tread carefully. The Imperium 
is on the path to Ruination, This war will be a 
lost cause. Gallifrey is falling into Civil War. 
The Great Ones shall return. There is another 
Realm, a Greater Darksphere beyond the realms 
of light and grey. The Yssgaroth are only the 
first, there will be a Day of Reckoning, and we 

shall be there to greet it.” 
She leaned in closer. It was no use, he could 

not resist her. Ramonus loved her still. He was 
under her thrall, 

 captivated by her alone. 
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“Yes my Love.” He replied, his voice cracked 
and strained. He would protect her, keep her 

secret, no matter the cost. 
 

... 
 

Over the years he kept his promise, keeping her 
safe. There were certain makeups that had to 

be applied to make her appear more Gallifreyan, 
chemical applications made her skin seem softer, 
life-like. They retired to the Winterhall, made 

her seem pregnant, then miscarry to avoid 
public appearances. It became very difficult 

for him to procure criminals, transients, even 
refugees of the war to keep her nourished, but 

he managed it. 
Until, inevitably, a Servant realised the truth 

and informed the Sector Governor. 
 
They were captured aboard a skimmer in the ice 
wilderness and transmatted to separate cells. 

 
The Trial was swift and merciless. The 
Presiding Inquisitor and Valeyard both 

agreeing on swift judgement. The Valeyard 
herself was full of loathing as she stared at 

them both, in chains and under constant guard. 
“You have let your feelings blind you. This 

creature is no longer the woman you loved. It 
has used you, manipulated you, letting your 

devotion to her memory cloud your judgement. 
It may have her countenance, but let not 
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outward appearances fool you, it is a monster, 
a demon from the dark dimensions.  

The lives it has taken, the ones you let it 
devour may have been only criminals and 

lowlifes to you, but were still living people, 
whose crimes would have been atoned for. You 

had no right to take their lives. 
Frankly, you abused your position as 

Watchmaster.  This is unforgiveable. This 
tainted monster will be incinerated. 

Your punishment will be banishment. Stripped 
of rank, title and privilege, you will serve as 
Bowman aboard the Bowship Titanslayer, for 

the rest of your days. 
Guards, remove him and destroy the creature.” 
He tried to fight his restraints as the guards 

began to lead him out. He could only watch in 
agony as Taloras’ guards turned their flame 

pistols upon her and fired. 
She screamed, his one true Love lost as the 
fire consumed her, melting her fair features, 

turning her to ash in seconds. 
A wisp of smoke curled upwards, the only 
evidence of her presence, lost forever. 

He hung his head in shame as he was led away. 
His hearts numb and empty as his exile began. 

 
Over the next Century the only passion that 
consumed him was to slay the monsters that 
had killed their future. Anger and fury kept 

him alive. 
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“I WILL KILL THEM ALL!!” He vowed as the 
tide turned against the Yssgaroth and the cold 

began to fall. 
 
 
IAN CAI MERCER 2016 
 

I've become so numb, I can't feel you there 
Become so tired, so much more aware 

By becoming this all I want to do 
Is be more like me and be less like you 

 

Numb 
Linkin Park 

 
Once I ran to you, now I run from you. 

This TainTed love you’ve given. 
I gave all a boy could give you 

Take my tears and that’s not nearly all. 
 

SOFT CELL- TAINTED LOVE 
 
 

THE MAL’AKH SHALL RETURN!! 

 


