
		Doctor Who: The New Adventures: Episode 1: The Man Who Fell At Sunset

		Written by Solar Force

		
					Original Character

					Sunset Shimmer

					My Little Pony: Equestria Girls

					Main 7 (EqG)

					Adventure

					Comedy

					Crossover

					Human

					Science Fiction

					Alternate Universe

					Doctor Who

					Violence

					Death

					Profanity

		

		Description

Early one night, Sunset Shimmer meets a man called The Doctor when he literally crashes into her life. While she is wary of him at first, she soon comes to trust him, as he convinces her that he is not a threat, and that they may need each others help, especially when an ancient and terrifying enemy from The Doctor's past is discovered to be terrorising the students of Canterlot High School. 
Can this odd duo combine forces in order to defeat this threat before it's too late?

A/N: This is the beginning of my own take on season 11 of Doctor Who, which I'm hoping will grow into a long saga.
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		Prologue: Crash Down


			Author's Notes: 
Hi Solar Force here
First new story in a while, and this is one I've been wanting to do for a while. I'm writing this because, 1, I'm a huge Doctor Who fan, and 2, Season 11 and 12 were so awful! I know that sounds biased and petty, but I can't help I how I feel, and I'm sure any true fans who read this know how I feel. I do hope that anyone who reads this is able to enjoy it, and if not, then that's fine. I'm hoping this story will become the first of an epic series, spanning a few different arcs, and me Mad Page have already thought up some amazing ideas for future instalments. 
The Doctor in this story will be my own 13th incarnation of him.  Again, I hope you all enjoy. 
Bye for now.



In a dark, round room, with a narrow walkway around the edge, several bookshelves on the upper level, roundels on the walls, a high, curved ceiling, a white double door in one corner with a backwards sign above the door that read POLICE PUBLIC CALL BOX, a six sided control console with a tall glass column in the middle that disappeared up into the ceiling, and two other control consoles on either side of it, a tall, grey haired man, in a slightly scruffy looking suit, stepped up to the console, a sad, tired look in his deep, ancient eyes, which were so much older than his slightly wrinkled, 60 something looking face. He pulled a lever on the console, and the whole room sprang into life. Lights flashed, three circles above the console, patterned with strange round glyph designs, began to spin, and a strange, whooshing, whirring sound filled the room.
Vrrorp!
Vrrorp!
Vrrorp!
He turned to look at one of the screens on the console, which displayed an image of deep space. A bright, distant galaxy, stretching across space like a shimmering, green aura. “Oh, there it is,” the man said in a deep, contemplative voice, with a distinct Scottish accent. “The silly old universe. The more I save it, the more It needs saving.” He paused, raising an eyebrow. “It’s a treadmill.” As he slowly edged his way around the console, a series of beeps and odd warping sounds were heard, and he let out a heavy sigh. “Yes, yes, I know,” He said, as if answering a voice that only he could hear. “They’ll get it all wrong without me.” The glass column in the middle of the console flashed and whirred, as if in answer. “Well, I suppose,” the man said in a quiet, resolute tone, as he went to lean on the console. “One more life, wouldn't kill anyone.” As he leaned against the console, he looked down at his right hand, which began to give off a bright, golden glow. “Except me,” He said sadly.
Suddenly, another sound was heard, a deep, booming bell, from somewhere deep within the bowels of the ancient, incredible machine that had been the man's home for so, so long. He knew this sound well, and he knew what it meant. He spun around on the spot a few times, before dashing over to a small staircase that led up to the upper walkway. “You wait a moment, Doctor,” He said as he reached the top of the stairs. “Let’s get it right.” He began making his way along the walkway, as his speech to the unseen ‘Doctor’ continued. “I’ve got a few things to say to you. Basic stuff first.” He stopped to briefly look out over the room, the deep bell continuing to ring. “Never be cruel! Never be cowardly!” He continued a bit further, before gesturing with his hand. “And never, ever eat pears!” He called out with a jovial smile. He walked even further. “Remember,” He stopped at the top of the staircase on the opposite side of the room. “Hate is always foolish,” He paused, before continuing in a low voice. “And love is always wise.” He descended the stairs, before circling the console once more. “Always try to be nice, but never fail to be kind,” He continued in an emotional voice. He stopped in front of the double doors. “Oh, and you mustn't tell anyone your name.” He gave a wistful smile. “No one would understand it anyway.” He walked past the console again. “Except-” He suddenly collapsed to the floor, groaning in pain, as he clasped a hand to his side. He kept himself steady with his other arm, before carrying on with his speech. “Except children. Children can hear it. Sometimes, if their hearts are in the right place, and the stars are too, children can hear your name.” He reached out a hand to grab the console, letting out a heavy groan, huffing with exertion. “But nobody else.” He finally dragged himself back to his feet. “Nobody else, ever.” He stood and pointed at the console, as his end drew near. “Laugh hard, run fast, be kind.” He remained silent for a few more moments, before, with a look of solemn resignation, he uttered what he knew would be his final words. “Doctor… I let you go.” 
He leaned back, his arms spread wide, as his whole body was suddenly engulfed in an explosion of golden light. Ribbons of energy flared from his head and hands, as the room was suddenly filled with sparks and smoke. The energy picked up in intensity, as the console room continued to flare and spark, until, suddenly, everything seemed to warp and blur, and time seemed to slow to a crawl. For a moment, everything was suspended, as if someone watching the events had hit the pause button. Then, there was a blinding flash, before time resumed. The man's face began to change in an extraordinary way, becoming rounder, and younger. His eyes seemed to become bigger and wider. His nose became smaller and almost pointed. His skin colour seemed to change to an almost unnatural hue. His hair became longer, stretching down  slightly past his shoulders, also changing colour. He also became slightly shorter too. 
At last, the transformation ended, as the ribbons of golden energy dissipated.
There stood the new man, as he gazed wide eyed at his surroundings. The console was burnt and smoking, and everything else was a bit of a mess, but besides that, he couldn’t help feeling something was off. The room basically looked the same, but something was different about it, something… odd. But that wasn’t his priority right now. He stumbled to the console and pulled one of the monitors toward him, which was buzzing slightly with static, to take his first look at his new face. What he saw almost made him recoil in shock. Staring back at him was a young man. Very young, almost a boy. In human years, he probably looked somewhere between 20 and 25 years old. But he had looked young before, so that wasn’t the most shocking thing. The most shocking thing was everything else about his face. He slowly raised his hand to his cheek, eyes wide in disbelief. His skin colour was… a deep, sunburnt orange! His eyes looked almost comically big, and were a shimmering emerald green. His nose was tiny! Even his ears looked smaller and more round. His hair was now longer, a little bit scruffy looking, and a slightly lighter shade of… His face split in a wild, delirious smile, as he began to snicker, then chuckle, before he threw back his head and laughed, loud and long. 
“AHH, HA, HA, HA, HA, HA, HA!! GINGER!!” He yelled in absolute joy. “I’M FINALLY GINGER!!” He ran his new hands through his new hair, admiring his shiny new auburn locks. “Oh, I’ve been waiting so long for this!” He then paused to examine himself more closely. “Well, still though, this is pretty weird. I look like a child coloured me in with a really large orange crayon! What’s that about? As for the rest of me, why do I look like so… almost… cutesy? And come on, why do I look so young? I’m practically baby faced. How will anyone take me seriously like this?” His musing about his appearance was cut short, when he heard the deep, booming bell still sounding all around him. “Oh, right, yes!” He pressed a button on the console… and everything lurched violently as the whole room was bathed in red emergency lights, and warning alarms rang all around him. He was thrown back from the console against the railing behind him, as the whole room shook and tilted in all directions. Books flew off their shelves. Assorted objects placed around the upper level fell to the floor, smashing to pieces. The console sparked and smoked even worse than before, as long cracks appeared in the central glass column. It was chaos!
And amidst it all, the newly regenerated Time Lord, known simply as The Doctor, held on for dear life, grinning like a madman. 
“Well! Here we go again!” 
Outside, in the vacuum of space, a small blue box tumbled end over end, as it plummeted down toward a small, mostly blue planet.

In a small, but cosy apartment, a young, teenage girl, with amber coloured skin, fiery red hair with yellow streaks, and turquoise coloured eyes, was getting ready for bed. She was dressed in light purple/pink pyjamas with orange and yellow stripes on each leg, a red collar, and a red and yellow sun emblem on her top. It had been a long day for her, and she was looking forward to a good night's sleep. She climbed the steps up to the small loft which acted as her bedroom, and slumped down on her bed. 
“Oh, man, that test today was a killer,” she muttered. “And Pinkie setting off those party poppers in class wasn’t exactly helpful.” She rolled her eyes. “You’d think she could tone it down every once in a while.” But then she gave a small smile and chuckled. “He, he, nah, if she did that, she wouldn’t be Pinkie Pie anymore. And really, I wouldn’t have her any other way.” Her smile became soft and warm. “Not her, or any of my friends. Besides, it’s the weekend. Tomorrow, I can just relax and hang out with the girls.” She then let out a long yawn. “But, before that, time for sleep.” She sat up, pulled back the covers, and slipped underneath them. She laid her head on her pillow, let out a weary sigh, and closed her eyes. 
They didn’t stay closed for long. They opened slowly, as a strange noise reached her ears, a whooshing, rushing noise, as if something was moving very, very fast. She tried to ignore it and fall asleep, but the noise just got louder and louder, until it came to an abrupt halt, ending with an almighty CRASH!!, followed by the loud, high pitched squeal of a car alarm. She sat up with a jolt, her eyes wide with shock. “What in Celestia’s name was that?!” She shouted. “It sounded like a plane crash or something!” She jumped out of bed, put on her slippers, and headed down to the lower living area of her apartment. She looked all around, inspecting for any damage. A couple of her belongings had been a bit dislodged, but otherwise, everything seemed fine. She then groaned as the car alarm continued to whine. “Oh, shut up, I’ll be right there,” She muttered as she went to grab her car keys, and headed outside.
Once she stepped out of her front door, she stepped down to the sidewalk, brandishing her keys, and pressing the button on the fob, the alarm fizzling out. She was about to head back into her apartment, when she stopped in her tracks and turned back toward the road, her eyes going wide in shock. “What the hell?! What happened to my car?!” Indeed, the small 2 seat car that was parked beside the sidewalk was a wreck. The windscreen and windows were smashed, and the roof had caved in slightly. But the most shocking thing of all was what was perched on top of the wreck. A tall, blue, wooden box? “What the hell?” She whispered. Could this have been from that crash she heard? But how could that be?  She looked up at the sign above the double doors. “What’s a Police Public Call Box?” She slowly reached up for the handle on the double doors, when suddenly, the left hand door swung open with an audible creak, and a plume of smoke came billowing out into the cool night air. The girl coughed and sputtered, trying to blow the smoke away with her hands. As the smoke cleared, she got another shock, as someone stumbled out of the door. It was a young man, with deep orange skin, bright green eyes, and long, slightly shaggy, deep ginger, almost red hair. He was dressed in a dark, slightly scruffy suit, which she couldn’t help noticing, looked at least one, maybe two sizes too big for him. All she could do was stare as the man's eyes met hers, as he looked down at her, and he gave her a slightly manic grin. 
“Oh, hello,” He said in an odd accent. “You're a curious thing, aren’t you? What pretty colours you are. Is that natural of your species?” Before Sunset could answer, he thrust his hand out for her to shake. “Nice to meet you. I’m the… I’m the…” His eyes suddenly rolled back into his head, as he fell out of the door, collapsing to the ground in a heap. As soon as he hit the ground, the box door swung shut by itself, and a click was heard, indicating it was now locked.
The girl quickly got to her knees, examining the man's face with worry, and checking his pulse with her fingers. “Hey? Hey! Are you alright?” The man didn’t respond. He was definitely alive, but he was out cold. She had found his pulse, but it was strange, his heart seemed to be beating particularly fast. Almost too fast, the rhythm seemed wrong. She looked up and down the street wondering what she should do. There was no one else about. Should she call for an ambulance? Under normal circumstances, she would do just that, but these were not normal circumstances. This whole situation was just raising too many questions. Who was this man? What was he doing in that blue box? Where had both he and the box come from? From all the visible evidence, it was like they had just… fallen out of the sky. She suddenly felt a burst of anger. If they fall from the sky, why did they have to fall on her car? She’d only just gotten it! She shook herself to clear her head. She’d deal with that problem later. But right now, there was definitely something very strange going on here, and if there was one thing she and her friends knew about, it was strange things happening. There was only one thing to do. Grabbing his arm, and placing it over her shoulders, lifting him up from the ground, groaning. “Geez, I wish Applejack was here right now,” She grumbled as she dragged him into her apartment.   
Once she got back inside, she dragged the man over to her couch, and carefully dropped him on it, huffing in exhaustion. “Huh, who would think someone so slim would be so heavy,” She muttered, looking down at the oddly dressed stranger now sprawled out on her couch. “What am I supposed to do now? I guess there’s nothing to do until you wake up.” She then let out a heavy yawn. “Speaking of waking up.” She looked down at her unexpected house guest and frowned. “You owe me for this, and for my car.” She then headed over to the stairs, heading back up to the loft and flopped down on her bed. “I’ll call the girls in the morning. This could be something I’ll need their help with.” She pulled the covers back over herself, and quickly fell asleep.
Down on her couch, the new Doctor appeared to be sleeping, as wisps of golden mist seeped from his lips.
Outside the apartment, on a rooftop on the opposite side of the street, stood a tall statue, in the shape of a woman, wearing a long flowing dress, and with large wings, like an angel. She had her hands over her eyes, like she was weeping. 
One moment, the statue was there. 
The next, It had vanished.
To Be Continued...
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Finally! I got this done! To all my readers who have been waiting for this chapter, apologies for the VERY long wait. But the new is her. Tell what you think in the comment about the chapter, and also what you think so far of my version of The Thirteenth Doctor. 
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The early morning sun rose above the skyline of Canterlot City, as its rays shone through the window of a certain red and yellow haired teen, as she slowly came back to the land of the waking world, her eyes fluttering slowly open. With a drawn out yawn and a tired groan, she sat up in bed, and stretched her arms above her head, arching her back to get rid of any kinks, before rubbing her eyes with her fists. She climbed out of bed, and slowly made her way down the stairs of her loft bedroom, heading into her tiny kitchen area to grab a bite to eat, before heading into her bathroom to wash up and brush her teeth. 
When she came out again, she walked past her couch… before stopping in her tracks, and looking down at the couch, or rather, who was lying on it. For a moment, she felt like she was about to panic at the sight of the strange, red haired man lying there, who looked like he was in a very deep, peaceful sleep, before her sleep-addled mind finally switched into a higher gear, and she remembered the bizarre events of the previous night. 
“Oh, yeah,” She muttered under breath, sagging her shoulders slightly, “Weird blue box landed on top of my car, then this weirdo popped out, before he collapsed, leaving me to literally drag him in here just so he can crash on my coach.” She rolled her eyes as she then said, “I know this world has magic now, but I could just have one day off without something weird happening?” 
She walked closer to the couch, and looked down upon her unexpected guest with a deep frown. “Hey. You. Wake up. You owe me an explanation, among other things,” she said with a no-nonsense tone.
The man didn't respond at all, as he continued his seemingly peaceful sleep. “Hey, come on,” Sunset tried again more forcefully, “I’m not having you lounging on my couch all day.” Still, the man didn’t respond, his eyelids didn’t even twitch. Sunset huffed with annoyance. “Ok, come on.” She then leaned in closer to his face. “Would you wake up already?” 
She waited a moment, before leaning in even closer to his face… before she jolted backwards, as the man’s eyes snapped open, wide and wild, and he sat up right like a shot, and let out a loud, wild scream, making Sunset scream in shock as well. She shook herself to regain her senses, with a hand over her heart, as the strange man stared at her with his wide eyes, and his mouth hanging open. 
“Hey, what’s wrong with you?!” she shouted in annoyance. The man didn’t answer. He just continued to stare blankly at her. “Hello, I’m talking to you?” Sunset spoke again. The man then muttered something so quietly, that she almost couldn't hear it. “What?” The man muttered again, before Sunset moved closer to hear him. “Say that again?”
“I need.. I need…” The man whispered quietly. 
“You need what?” Sunset asked, actually starting to feel a little concerned for him. “Are you alright?”
“I need..” He paused before a desperate, hungry look crossed his face, and he shouted at the top of his lungs, “FOOD!!” He then jumped up off the sofa, and began dashing this way and that, from one end of the apartment to the other, as Sunset could only stare, utterly gobsmacked at the weird man's sudden manic antics. Had she brought a complete madman into her home? The man continued to run rings around the apartment, stopping here and there to examine Sunset’s belongings, all while constantly muttering to himself about who knew what. He then finally stopped as he came to her small kitchen area, lunged for her mini fridge, yanked it open, and began rooting through it frantically.  
Sunset, needless to say, was far from pleased. “Hey!” She shouted angrily, and ran towards him. “Stay out of there!” She knelt down behind him and grabbed him by the shoulders. “You wrecked my car, you're not having any of my food!” She tried to hall him away from the fridge, but he was either very stubborn or stronger than he looked, because she simply couldn't get him away from the fridge. All the while, the man kept on rummaging, ripping open wrappers and containers, before seemingly chowing down on whatever he got his hands on. 
This went on and on, until finally, with an extra hard tug, Sunset fell flat on her back, taking the man with her. They lay there in a heap for a moment, the man breathing deeply like he had just run a marathon, before he sat up, and then got back to his feet. He then turned and looked down at Sunset with a wide grin. “Well, that was a slap up meal,” He said in an almost overly happy tone. “I must say, I must thank you for your show of hospitality.”
“Hospi-...hospitality?!” Sunset spluttered incredulously, as she pulled herself back to her feet, and stared at the strange red headed man with disbelief and annoyance. “That's what you call me letting you scare me half to death, and then running around my apartment like a chicken with it’s head cut off, before you raid my fridge and eat-” She paused and starred in wide eyed shock, as she looked past to see what had become of…”All of my food?!” Indeed, the strange man had eaten everything in her fridge. All that was left was, well, a mess. Sunset turned back to the man and glared at him in anger and astonishment. “Wha… but… no one can eat that fast!  What are… who are you?!” she stuttered in frustration.
The man, who seemed completely nonplussed about the girl's current fowl mood toward him, simply smiled. “Thought you would never ask,” he said jovially, “well, after that slap up meal, I seem to have regained quite a few of my memories, including who I am.” He then held out his for Sunset to shake. “Lovely to meet you my pastel coloured friend. I’m The Doctor.” 
Sunset just stared at him with utter confusion and bewilderment. “The...Doctor?” She asked slowly. “Doctor Who?”
“Exactly,” The Doctor said with a cheeky smile and a mysterious gleam in his eyes, which he hoped came across as disarming, but it only made the fiery haired girl even more annoyed.
“OK, I’ve had just about enough of this,” Sunset said with a firm voice and crossing her arms. “I want some real answers out of you.”
“Well, before we get to all that,” The Doctor went on, “I’ve got a few itty bitty questions for you. For starters, what planet am I on?”  
“Uhh...What?” Sunset asked in utter confusion, staring at The Doctor like he had sprouted two heads. “You're on… Earth?”  
“Ohh, lovely,” The Doctor smiled happily, “I love Earth! It’s like a second home to me. Well, it basically is a second home. So where on Earth am I? Judging from your accent I’m going to guess… Canada? Oh I hope it’s Canada. Can’t remember the last time I went to Canada.”
“Er… actually it’s America,” Sunset said, wondering when this became 20 questions. She thought that maybe he had come from Equestria, but now she was wondering if that was the case.
“Oh, really?” The Doctor asked with a disappointed frown. “Haven’t I been to America enough times in the last few centuries? Well, I suppose it could be worse.” He then gave a slight shudder as his fast twisted into a distasteful scowl. “I could have ended up somewhere really boring like… Ugh… Sheffield! How dull would that have been? Nothing ever happens in Sheffield!”    
Sunset was now at a total loss. The whole situation was just too weird, even in her experience. At first, she suspected that this was going to be something like all the strange incidents that she and her friends had faced, but it was starting to seem like it may not be the case. He knew things that most creatures from Equestria would not know, like names of places on earth. She opened her mouth to speak, but she was interrupted as the strange man kept talking.
“Well, anyway, next question,” He said, shaking his head dismissively, before asking quite bluntly, “Why are you so brightly coloured?”
“Uhh, what?” Sunset said in utter bewilderment. 
“On that point,” The Doctor said contemplatively, running his hands up and down his sides, before bringing them close to his face and examining them intently. “Why am I so brightly coloured? I’ve always known you can get some very strange results with regeneration, but seriously. Also, something about this…” He paused, gazing around the small living space with curious eyes. “Something about this room is...off? Like there is something not quite right about it…” He then turned his eyes back toward Sunset, leaning in closely to her face, causing her to blanch. “Or you, for that matter,” He finished, before his face split into a wide, excited smile. “How fascinating. Now, where is my…” He said, patting himself with his hands and plunging them into his pockets. “Oh, come on, I know it’s here somewhere. Where is it?” He then paused again, before letting out a groan. “Oh right, I must have left my Sonic Screwdriver in the TARDIS. Just when I had a nice juicy mystery to solve.” His smile then returned. “Well, anyway, let’s carry on with this nice little chat shall we? For starters…” He then began asking question after question at a quick pace.  
By now, Sunset was dumbfounded and fast becoming more and more annoyed with the quirky man. She shook herself, before taking a deep breath, and shouted loudly, “Alright, alright, that’s enough! Will you just be quiet for a minute so I can think?!” 
The Doctor halted from his rambling, and just looked down at her incredulously. “Alright, no need to shout,” he said placatingly, giving his hands a short wave. “No one likes a rude host.”
“What?!” Sunset snapped, fast losing patience with her ‘houseguest.’ “You have the nerve to say that to me after how rude you’ve been toward me and all the damages you cost me?!” 
“Oh, come on, that’s a bit harsh don’t you think?” The Doctor said with a shrug.
“You dropped a blue box on my car last night!” Sunset ranted on, stepping forward and prodding him hard in the chest with her finger. “Totally ruining it! And then, when you wake up this morning, you scare me half to death, right before running around my apartment like a chicken with its head cut off, and, on top of all that, you raid my fridge and stuff yourself with all of my food! All of it! And, like all that wasn’t enough, you bombard me with ridiculous questions and rambling nonsense!” She then leaned in closer, fixing the Doctor with a fiery glare. “And you have the nerve to say that I’ve been a bad host, while you have been such a terrible houseguest?” She finished, in a low, firm voice.
The Doctor just met her with a shocked expression, before it changed to a humbled, deflated one. “Well...when you put it like that,” He said slowly and hesitantly. “Look, I’m very sorry for any… inconvenience I caused you.” He paused for a moment, before continuing in a more subdued tone. “It’s just that...well, let's say I’ve recently gone through some...rather big changes, and, I’m just trying to figure myself out, in a sense.” 
Sunset let out a heavy sigh. His apology seemed sincere enough. “Ugh, OK,” she said with a groan. “I can see you’re sorry.” She then fixed him with a stern look. “But that doesn't mean you’re off the hook. You still owe me for my car and all my food.”
The Doctor nodded uncomfortably. “Uh, yes, I understand,” he said, before his smile returned. “Now, putting that unpleasant business behind us, can I get to my questions?”
“Whoa, hold it right there,” Sunset said with a wave of her hand. “Before you get into all that again, I want some questions of my own answered.”
“Oh, yes, of course,” The Doctor said with a big smile. “Please, ask away.”
“Well, for starters,” Sunset began, gesturing to her apartment door. “Why did you drop a blue box on my car? I don’t think my insurance is gonna cover having a crazy lunatic dropping a blue box on it.” 
“Oh!” The Doctor exclaimed. “I nearly forgot!” He then turned and quickly rushed to the door, only to halt as Sunset lept in front of him and held out her arms.
“Whoa! Whoa! Hold it! Where do you think you're going?” She asked as she stared him down
“To check on my blue box,” The Doctor said, like it was obvious, before trying to push past her. “I just hope your car hasn't banged her up too much.”
“Wh-wh-what?!” Stuttered Sunset incredulously, before The Doctor darted around her, and dashed out the door before she could stop him. “Hey!” She called after him, before giving chase. “Get back here!” She turned and dashed after him out of the door. 
Running out into the street, Sunset dashed past The Doctor and stood in front of him once more. “There’s no way I’m letting you get away now,” She stated firmly. 
“Alright, alright,” The Doctor said disarmingly, “I’m not going anywhere, at least not yet.” He then looked past her toward the road, where the wreck of the irate girl’s car still sat, with the large blue box still perched innocently on top. “Well, that’s irresponsible, who parked their car under my TARDIS?” 
“Your what?” Sunset asked in utter confusion. 
“The blue box,” The Doctor said, stepping forward, and looking over the box very closely. 
“Wait, what?!” Sunset shouted with a scowl. “Did you forget the part where it was you who dropped this thing on top of my car?!”
“Hmm, well, she looks alright,” The Doctor observed thoughtfully, completely ignoring her. “But that’s just the exterior shell. Let’s see how she’s doing on the inside.” He reached for the handle on the door, having to stand on tip toe to reach it properly. He pushed on the door, but it didn’t budge. He tried again. It still didn’t budge. He grunted in annoyance. “Oh, come on, Old Girl, it’s me. Open up,” he said to the box in a pleading tone. He then slapped his forehead. “Oh, of course, how I could forget!” He then started rummaging through his pockets. “Ah ha!” He said triumphantly, as he pulled out a small, silver key, on a long chain. He reached up, pushed the key into the door’s lock, and tried to turn it… only for nothing to happen, the key remaining firmly in place. He looked up at the box in disapproval, before sighing heavily in disappointment. “Ohh, wonderful. I should have known this would happen, what with the state she was in.” He pulled the key out of the lock and slipped back into his pocket. He then gave the box door an oddly affectionate pat. “It’s alright Old Girl,” He said in an understanding tone, like he was talking to an old friend. “You take your time, and get the rest you need.”
During all this, a weirded out Sunset had just stood and watched, as this frustratingly strange man spoke to his box like it was a person. “OK, this guy is clearly completely bonkers,” she muttered, running her fingers down her face. “What am I going to do with this nut case?”
Having finished talking to his box, The Doctor then turned back to face the mentally exhausted girl. “Well, it looks like I’m stuck here for a while anyway,” he said casually. “So, what were we talking about again?” 
“Seriously?” Sunset said in disbelief. “Did you seriously forget what we talked about before you rushed out to check on your stupid box?”   
“Oi,” The Doctor said with a frown. “Don’t say anything like that in front of her. The Old Girl’s sensitive.” 
“It’s just a wooden box!” Sunset yelled, losing patience once more. “Stop referring to it like it’s a person!” She marched forwards, and jabbed The Doctor in the chest with her finger once again. “Now, no more delays! I want answers out of you, and I want them now!”
“Hey, hey, take it easy,” The Doctor said, trying to calm her down. “Look, all of this is just one big…” he suddenly trailed off, as he gazed off to the side. “Has someone gone missing?” He suddenly asked.  
Sunset was about to berate him one more time, only to pause as she saw the suddenly curious, yet serious look on his face. “Uhh...what?” She asked, following his line of sight. He was looking at a nearby lamppost. Or, rather, what was on it. Tapped to the side of it, was a poster, with a picture of a young, geeky looking teenage boy, wearing quite thick glasses, and smiling at the camera. She realised that she knew this boy, as he went to her school. She remembered that she had confronted him once about her not being mean, a memory she was not proud of. Come to think of it, she hadn’t seen the boy at the school for at least a few days, now. She and The Doctor walked over to the poster to look closer. “Actually, yeah, I know him. He goes to my school. Didn’t know he was missing until now,” she explained.
“Hmm...interesting,” The Doctor hummed thoughtfully as peered closely at the poster. “Have there been any other disappearances?” 
“Uhhh, I don't know,” Sunset said, rubbing her chin in recollection, trying to remember if there were any other faces she knew who were suddenly absent. There may have been one or two she knew who were not present at the school yesterday, but there could be any number of perfectly innocent reasons why they were not there, or rather she was simply too busy herself to notice whether they were there or not. She then gave herself a shake to bring her mind back to the matter at hand, before turning to look at The Doctor with a frown. “Hey, listen mister, is this really the time to be caught in something that’s none of our business?” she asked rhetorically. “You and I have other things to talk about.”
“Do we?” The Doctor said innocently.
“Yes, obviously,” Sunset said in an annoyed tone. This weirdo was really trying her patience. “Now, getting back to more important business, can please answer my questions now?”
“What?” The Doctor said as he looked at her. “Oh right, yes, my apologies. I just had to cheek on the Old Girl. She’s not at her best right now. So, what did you want to ask me?”
“Alright, finally,” Sunset said in an exhausted voice, “Now, I’ll ask you one more time. Why did you drop your box on top of my car?”
“That’s a really hard one to explain and I really don’t think you’ll believe me,” The Doctor said, scratching the back of his head. 
“Well, here’s a better question then,” Sunset went on, “where did you and the box even come from?”
“Again, that’s hard to explain, too,” The Doctor said hesitantly. 
“Well, try me,” Sunset said firmly. 
“Alright,” The Doctor said with a sigh, “Well…”  Before he could say anymore, they both turned with alarm as they heard the sound of someone screaming. “Tell you, later,” he said hurriedly, before dashing away down the street in the direction of the scream. 
“Hey!” Sunset shouted after him. “Get back here!” She was about to run after him, but then she paused, and looked down at herself, seeing she was still in her pyjamas. She groaned in frustration. “Just great!” She turned and rushed back into her apartment to get dressed. 
Back with The Doctor, he came running into a nearby ally, where he juddered to a halt, and stared, as he saw a very strange sight. Standing in the middle of the alley was a stature. A stature of a person. He very cautiously approached the statue. Looking very closely at the face, he noted how incredibly detailed it was, like an actual human being had been completely covered in a layer of stone which had perfectly moulded to the person's body. He also noted how the face was frozen in a look of absolute terror, and looked like it was in the middle of screaming. The Doctor began to have a foreboding feeling that this may just be the case. 
As he was examining the eerily lifelike statue, Sunset, now fully dressed, came running down the street, pausing to look down the alley, spotting The Doctor, and then marching down the alley toward him with an irritated look on her face. “Alright, there you are,” She said. “Now, I believe we were in the middle of something, and… what is that?” She stopped next to him, and stared in bewilderment at the statue. “Like things were not weird enough already, now someone has just dumped a statue in this place?” She looked closely at the stone figure. “A very well detailed stature,” She said, before her eyes widened in recognition. “Hey, wait a minute, this looks just like Trixie.”   
“Hmm?” The Doctor hummed, looking up from the statue, and turning his attention to Sunset. “You know this person?” 
“Yeah, she’s a friend of mine from school,” Sunset said as she continued to examine the statue. “I gotta say, whoever made this sure did a good job. The amount of detail is uncanny. But why is she screaming? And why would they make it so up to date? They got everything right, right down to the bandage she got...yesterday...from the baseball accident…” She trailed off as a look of apprehension and disbelief crossed her face. 
“Baseball accident?” The Doctor asked, giving Sunset a wary look, like he suspected he wouldn't like the answer.  
“Uhh...yeah,” Sunset went on slowly. “The school baseball team was having a game yesterday, and one of the batters hit a home run, but the ball flew into the stands and…” she grimaced slightly, before saying, “hit Trixie in the face and broke her nose.” 
“Ouch,” The Doctor said sympathetically and wincing. “You say this happened yesterday?”
“Uhh, yeah,” Sunset said uncomfortably, as she continued to look at the fully detailed effigy of her friend. “Who would go to the trouble of making a statue of her that is accurate to the day. Something like this would take weeks, if not months to complete.” She then looked at The Doctor with an obviously forced smile. “I mean, it’s not like this is actually Trixie turned into stone. Right?” 
The Doctor just looked at her with a solemn expression, and saddened eyes. “I’m sorry,” he said simply with the slightest shake of his head. 
“Sorry for what?” Sunset asked, shaking her head in denial, before taking another look at the statue, realisation sinking in that all evidence pointed to one, terrible fact. “No,” She whispered, her facing going from disbelief, to shock, to wide eyed horror. “No! Trixie! Can you hear me?! Trixie?!” She began to hit and slap the statue, desperately trying to get some kind of response, but of course, her petrified friend didn’t respond at all. Tears began to fill the corner of her eyes, before she turned to look at The Doctor, who continued to look at her with the same sorrowful, apologetic expression, as if to say that he was sorry for not being able to save her friend. Her horror then quickly turned to anger as she suddenly grabbed him by the shoulders, and began shaking him vigorously. “What happened?! Did you do this?!” She demanded in anger and accusation. “Bring her back?!”
The Doctor just continued to look at her with that same sorrowful look in his eyes, and calmly just shook her head. “I’m sorry,” he said with the same saddened tone. He let her take a moment to let out her frustration, as she continued to shake him, and occasionally hit him half-heartedly in the chest. 
Slowly, she calmed down, before looking up at him a slightly embarrassed frown. Here she was, letting out her frustration on this stranger, after her sadness and anger made her jump to conclusions. Of course he didn’t do this to Trixie. He had been just as surprised by the scream they heard, which she now knew must have been Trixie’s, as she was, and the look of sorrow, and, for some reason, guilt in his eyes, was far too genuine to be faked. She stepped back, and looked up at him awkwardly. “Umm…” She said slowly, “sorry about that.”
“No, no, It’s alright,” The Doctor said with a suddenly heavy, and tired sounding voice, like it carried the weight of many years of wisdom and loss, despite how young he looked. “Believe me. I understand what it’s like to lose someone,” he let a sigh as he then said wistfully, “Oh yes, I understand all too well.” 
Sunset could only stare at the scruffy, young longing, yet somehow old sounding man before her, now with a sense of empathy for him. “Oh,” She said quietly, “right. Uh, well, anyway…” she paused as she looked back at the petrified form of Trixie. “If you didn’t do this...then what did? Is...is Trixie still alive like this? Can this be reversed?”
“I don’t know,” The Doctor said, walking up to the statue and examining it closely again. “But whatever did this must have had some real power behind them. It’s perfect petrification. Any number of species from all across the universe have abilities that could have an effect like this.”
“Uhh,” Sunset said, looking at him strangely. “Did you just say...all across the universe?”
“Why yes,” The Doctor said with a sudden grin. “Glad you're paying attention.” He then took on a very serious look as he said, “Now, you listen to me. I don’t know what’s done with this, but I promise you, I can help you get your friend back.”
“What?!” Sunset said in shock and sudden anger again, her voice still laced with suspicion. “How can you help me get her back? Why should I even trust you? I don’t even know you!” She then turned on her heel and headed out of the alley at a run. “But I know who can help me!” She shouted over her shoulder as she dashed round the corner and out of site.
“Oh come on,” The Doctor muttered as he rolled his eyes. “Why do they always have to do things the hard way? Oi!” He shouted as he gave chase after the fiery haired girl. “Come back here! Whatever did this to your friend could still be out there and do this to you too!” 
After he left the alley, what he didn’t notice was another statue that was not there before, standing beside the one of Trixie. A statue of an Angel. It had its hands outstretched like claws, and it’s face was twisted into a ferocious scream, it’s mouth full of bared, pointed fangs.
To Be Continued...

	