
Two Into One Doesn’t Go
Frank woke up with a hangover, but it wasn’t his. It was David’s. Frank sighed and made his way to
the kitchen, where it looked like a bomb had exploded. There were bottles everywhere, and fast 
food containers. One seemed to have been dropped or had fallen off the table, it’s contents spread 
across the floor. Fried rice, Frank guessed. He searched the cupboard for pills for his headache. 
Then he had to find a clean glass for some water.

A girl came in. She was wearing a long t-shirt, one of David’s
“David?”
“Frank,” he answered.
“Oh, you’ve changed!” She was embarrassed.
“Yeah. What the hell happened here?”
He could pretty much guess.
“David invited us up here. We were all in the bar, and we grabbed some drinks on the way. We 

ordered food, and it sort of became a party. Sorry.”
“Not your fault,” he said. No, it was David’s fault.
“Could you give me some money for an Uber, Frank? Sorry. I don’t seem to have any left.”
“Sure. Twenty?”
“Thanks, Frank. You’re nice. David is totally wrong about you!”
She kissed him on the check.
“Do you have any clothes?” he asked.
“What? Oh, yeah. Somewhere. Don’t worry. I’ll find them.”
She headed out of the kitchen door.
“Oh, there’s guy asleep in the bath. Did you know?”
“No, thanks. Did you want breakfast?”
“Nah. I’ll get the Uber to stop at McDonald’s. No probs.”
“Ok. If you are sure.”
“Yeah, thanks. David is a bit of a dick, isn’t he?”

***
Frank reported the party to his lawyer.

“Did you get her name?” asked the lawyer.
“Err, no,” said Frank and the lawyer sighed down the phone.
“It probably wouldn’t have been admissible,” his lawyer said.
“Still, it should help, shouldn’t it?”
“Maybe. You’re ready for the court case?”
“The eviction? Yes.”

***
Frank had sublet his body. He’d tried to only sublet a small part, about thirty per cent, but no one 
took up his offer. His agent was not surprised.

“Fifty per cent,” she said. “No one is interested in less than that.”
Frank had agreed. He’d felt sorry for those people who had been recovered from dying bodies 

and were now in the limbo of digital storage. He had read their stories and felt sorry for them, but 
he’d not imagined that any of them could be like David.



So Frank had signed. He felt that he was doing a good deed and the money would come in 
handy, but when David had started to cause problems, Frank had found a lawyer, who was annoyed 
but resigned.

“You didn’t think of consulting a lawyer before you signed? It’s one half of your life! Let’s see 
the contract.”

The lawyer read the contract. “Hmm. Yes. Hmm. Good, good. That’s not so good.”
He looked at Frank. “This is a fairly new contract, thank goodness. The law requires a few 

clauses to protect the owner of the body, that’s you, of course. Earlier contracts didn’t have them, 
and there was an uproar. You might remember, as it was in the news for months, on and off.”

“Yes, I remember that, That’s why I thought it was safe.”
His lawyer looked at him silently for a minute, and Frank shrank in his seat.
“Did you do a search on David? You know, to see if people had had problems with him before?”
“Um, no. I should have done, shouldn’t I?”
“Anyway,” said the lawyer, after giving him another look, “It shouldn’t be too hard to evict 

David, but we need to show that he has been irresponsible with your body. So, what has he been 
doing?”

“Well, he’s been taking more than fifty percent of my body. You know the way it works? At six 
am David gets control of my body. Then it is supposed to switch back at six am the next morning. 
David has somehow found a way to stop it switching back automatically. Sometimes it switches 
back at midday!”

“That’s illegal, but hard to prove. There is a black market device that can reset the timer, I 
understand, but currently there is no way to detect if it has been used.”

“He’s been calling my friends and pretending to be me. Borrowing money, that sort of thing. I 
had to pay them back. Oh, I warned them all but I lost some good friends before I realised what was
happening.”

The lawyer typed something into his computer. “Go on.”
“Erm, parties? I wake up with a hangover because he’s had a party. Sometimes I find his friends 

crashed on the sofa.”
“Anything else?”
“He’s untidy. He’s supposed to use his own toothpaste and shampoo and stuff, and he always 

uses mine, and leaves the tops off! I’ve got pictures. He uses my food. I got him his own fridge, but 
he doesn’t use it! He just pinches mine. He wears my clothes! He never cleans or vacuums the flat. 
Or does the laundry.”

“Never?”
“Never. I removed the tube from the vacuum, and he didn’t even notice.”
“Hmm, most of that is mere hearsay. Anything else? Complaints from neighbours? That sort of 

thing?”
“Yeah. Oh, I kept the notes that they left me. Is that good?”
“Yes, yes. Very good.”
“Oh and Noise Control were called a couple of times.”
“Good, good. The Council will have a record. Anything, well, criminal?”
“No… Well, does cannabis count? I’ve not found anything else.”
“Hmm, it might help. Police called?”
“No, sorry. Oh, he parked in a neighbour’s parking space. Got into an argument with him, police 

were called, he was given a warning. He also drove my car. He wasn’t supposed to.”
“Yes, it’s illegal. Unless you loaned it to him?”



“No way!”
The lawyer looked at him for a long time.
“Well, I’m still confident. But we’ve not got a lot of solid evidence. But he’s not really tried to 

hide his behaviour, has he? I’ll review your file and I’ll get back to you. I may ask you for more 
evidence.”

***
Frank checked out David’s record. He’d looked at his profile, of course, but that was written by 
David himself. David’s record chilled him to the core. He’d had several hosts. Frank counted five. 
Five! They all ended in eviction. Frank held his head in his hands, and swore at himself. How could 
he have been so stupid! And the reason that David needed a host was because he had been riding on 
the roof of a car driven by his friend and had been killed.

He started to get notes from David.
“I know what you are up to, you bastard! I’ll get you!”
Frank woke up one morning with a tattoo on his arm. It was a shield with a wreath and the word 

on the wreath was ‘hate’. He sighed. He could easily get it removed but it would cost him money.
His lawyer was unhelpful at first.
“Well, we could take out a restraining order, but he would probably ignore that. There’s not 

much that we can do.”
“Nothing? He can do anything with my body, and I can’t do anything?”
“Well, there’s a place…”
“Yeah?”
“It’s a clinic but it is like a prison. You go into it, and you are not allowed to leave. You will be 

monitored twenty-four hours a day until the eviction is approved. David should not be able to do 
anything, um, to disadvantage you.”

“Let’s do it!”
“OK. I promise you that it will not be pleasant.”
“I don’t care!”

***
Just before he was due to check in to the clinic he saw the girl again. She was in the same restaurant
as him with some friends and didn’t notice him at first. He scribbled a quick note and got the waiter 
to give it to her.

“Hi, I’m Frank,” said the note. “We met after David’s party. Please will you phone my lawyer, 
and be sure to show him this note? Don’t talk to me, please, and thank you.”

She read the note and looked over at him. Then she put the note into her bag and resumed her 
conversation with her friends. Frank mentally crossed his fingers.

***
Frank had never been in prison, but if it was like the clinic, he never wanted to go there. He was 
never allowed to be on his own, and there was always someone present when he was interacting 
with other clients of the clinic. The clinic staff told him not to ask anyone why they were there, and 
not to agree to carry messages for anyone.

So far as he could tell he was swapping with David at the scheduled time of six in the morning, 
One morning he woke up, and discovered that the word “Arsehole” had been scratched on his arm. 
So he showed the staff.

The next morning he was taken aside and ushered into an office. A man wearing a business suit 
and tie indicated that he should sit down.



“We’re sorry about the incident, Frank. We have discovered how he did it, and it will not happen 
again. According to the terms of your contract, you will receive a significant discount on your bill.”

“Can he do it again, sir?” He hadn’t been given the man’s name.
“No. But he may find another way to try to communicate with you. He’s very resourceful, and 

has been here before. Or rather his previous hosts have.”
“He’s been here before?”
“Sorry. I should not have said that. I can’t go into that.”

***
One day he was called into the office again. This time his lawyer was sitting on the other side of the
desk.

“How are you, Frank? How are you doing in here.”
“I’ll be glad to have this finished.”
“Yes, well, we are making progress, but the main reason that I have come here is to let you know

that Lisa called me.”
“Lisa?”
“Oh, I forgot. You didn’t get her name. The girl who attended David’s last party. Remember?”
“Yes. So she was called Lisa.”
“That was smart, by the way, not talking to her. That way her evidence can’t be called into 

question.”
“Well, I did meet her after the party. I gave her some cash to get home.”
“Yes, but that is OK. You didn’t get her name. You had to track her down. Theoretically you 

could have conspired with her at that time, but it’s the look of the thing. I think that it all hangs 
together nicely, but David’s lawyer will try to call her testimony into question. She’s a very open 
person, very believable. Nice girl. But we also have the other evidence. The police reports. The 
council Noise Control reports. Your neighbours’ notes. We have more than enough.”

“But surely his record will be enough?”
“Sorry, Frank, but that can’t be used. If the judge knew his record, it might cause bias. The judge 

cannot know that in advance.”
“Ah. I see.”

***
Frank and his escort walked into the court. The judge in his robes and wig was sitting behind the 
bench, chatting with a man in robes but without a wig. The judge took a sip of coffee from a cup 
and placed it back on the bench, and for some reason Frank noticed that the cup was hidden from 
the rest of the court.

His lawyer gestured to him, and he and his escort joined him at one of the front benches.
“Sit down, Frank. The judge is just finishing up a previous case.”
A man in robes and wig walked down the aisle between the left and the right of the court, nodded

at Frank’s lawyer.
“Pete,” he said.
“Ewan. Good luck,” said Frank’s lawyer.
“You too,” said Ewan;
“David’s lawyer,” explained Frank’s lawyer.
The judge cleared his throat.
“Hmm,” he said. “Eviction. Who is for the ‘host’ and who is for the ‘tenant’?”
It was obvious, of course, but Frank guessed that it was protocol.
The two lawyers identified themselves.



“Hmm, the case for the defendant. Ewan? What do you have for me?”
Ewan started to paint a picture. Frank was a pedantic, obsessive freak. Ewan showed that no 

normal human being could abide by Frank’s stifling rules. Frank was petty, vindictive and allowed 
David absolutely no chance to be himself.

Frank was horrified and kept trying to dispute Ewan’s assertions through his lawyer, Pete. Pete 
kept shushing Frank.

“It’ll be OK, Frank! Don’t panic. Calm down.”
When David’s lawyer had finished, Frank’s lawyer had his turn. Pete confidently dismissed all 

Ewan’s assertions, and painted a picture of a generous person who had been taken advantage of by 
an unscrupulous person.

“Hmm,” said the judge. “I see. I see. Have either of you got anything to add.”
“Yes, sir,” said Frank’s judge. “I’d like to call one person. She will give evidence of the 

characters of Frank and David. She knows both of them.”
“Unusual,” said the judge. “Do you object, Ewan?”
“No, sir. I have no objections.”
Lisa was called and took a seat in the witness box. She was dressed conservatively in a suit with 

her hair pulled back into a bunch.
“Hmm,” said the judge. “So how do you know David and Frank?”
“I met David at a sushi bar. We were both buying our lunches. He invited me to a party at his 

place, and I met him and his friends at a bar.”
“You went to this party?”
“Yes.”
“What was it like?”
“Well, pretty bad actually. I wanted to talk to people, dance, stuff like that, but David kept trying 

to get me alone.”
“But you did stay the night at the flat?”
“Yeah. People started to leave. But he wouldn’t let me go. I should have insisted, but he got 

angry. I ran off into the spare room and locked the door.”
“Your Honour, here is a detailed account of what happened between Lisa and David. Ewan has a 

copy, sir. To protect my witness, I request that any questions about that aspect of the party are 
addressed in your chambers and not in open court.”

“Lisa, did you know David was a tenant in Frank’s body?”
“Sort of. He mentioned it.”
“How did that make you feel?”
“I don’t know. I didn’t know if Frank would be OK with it. The party. And stuff.”
“What happened in the morning?”
“David was gone. Frank was back. He gave me the money for a cab home and some breakfast. 

He was kind and helpful. David had said he was a …”
“Hmm?”
“A dick, your honour. Sorry.”
“Dismissed,” said the judge. “Anything else?”
Both lawyers indicated that they had no more arguments.
“Right. I have to get David’s last testimony, then I will give my judgement.”

***
Frank was struggling with the bailiffs, but he subsided when he realised.



“Hmm,” said the judge. “That pretty much confirms my opinions, But opinions don’t count for 
much in law. Hmm.”

“What happened?” Frank asked his lawyer.
“David ranted at the judge, the court system, everything. Do you have any injuries?”
“No,” Frank said, after a quick assessment.
“OK. Let me know if you do, It was pretty hectic there for a while.”
The judge looked at Frank.
“Hmm. I will retire to consider my verdict.”

***
“Hmm, My opinion is that David has caused Frank financial, emotional, and, hmm, physical harm 
as tenant of Frank’s body. Therefore, David’s tenancy is revoked. Bailiffs!”

“A few moments,” said Frank’s lawyer. “Just go with it.”
Frank passed out or whatever it was that he did when David took over.

***
Frank regained consciousness just as Ewan came over to Pete, Frank’s lawyer.

“Well done, Pete. I would have hated to have won that one.”
“Thanks, pal. See you in the pub later?”
Ewan indicated that he would be there.
Frank’s lawyer turned to Frank.
“Right, Frank. Don’t do this again. OK?”
“Sure. Thank you. It was a big mistake. I thought that I was doing a good deed!”
“Yeah,” said Pete, his lawyer. “Don’t do it again! Most of those who need a body to share have 

only themselves to blame.”
“But surely, for some, it isn’t their fault?”
“Fewer than you would think.”

***
Frank walked out of the courtroom and Lisa was waiting.

“Hi Frank. Sorry!”
“For what? For what? Your testimony got rid of David, for me! That’s all good!”
“Yeah? I’m so pleased. He was an arsehole, wasn’t he?”
He hugged her.
“Shall we start again?” he asked.
“Yeah.” she kissed him. “Let’s go!”
They walked out of the court building hand in hand.
“Do you know that you and David looked totally different? When I came out of the spare room I 

was afraid that David was still there, but I could tell immediately that you had switched.”
***
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