With a wheezing, groaning sound, Fitz hauled himself out of the bath. He was just towelling himself down when the Doctor ran in. “We’ve landed!” he said, and ran out again.


“Oh. Good,” said Fitz, and began pulling on a battered pair of jeans and a T-shirt. “Er, where have we landed?” he called after the Doctor, but no answer came.


When he got to the console room, the Doctor was frowning up at the scanner, deep in thought. “What do you make of that?” he asked.

Fitz looked at the image. It showed the TARDIS… or at least, it seemed to. But the TARDIS looked twice as tall; with twice the number of panels and windows. How odd. “What have you done to it?”


The Doctor looked hurt. “Nothing. Let’s investigate, shall we?” He opened the door and strode out. Fitz heard him yell and a moment later thump on the floor. Fitz carefully peered out of the doorway, and saw that the usual position of the door was in the upper half of the new elongated TARDIS design. The Doctor as usual had walked out without a second thought and fallen six feet onto the mud. Fitz gingerly jumped down as the Doctor picked himself up and started trying to brush mud off his garb.


“Well,” grumbled the Doctor, “I can’t wait to hear the explanation for this.”


“Strewth!” came a voice from nearby. A young woman with short hair and terrible dress-sense was staring at the TARDIS. “What’s happened to it?”


“Tegan?” said the Doctor.


“Yes? Who are you?”


“Ah,” said the Doctor, “now I get it. The bottom half is yours.”


Fitz stared at the woman’s bottom half for a moment, but it didn’t help him understand what the Doctor meant.


“What are you gawping at?” the woman demanded.


The Doctor interrupted. “So he’s here, is he? Well, we’ll soon have this sorted out. You’ll have to give me and Fitz a leg up into our TARDIS. Then if we dematerialise first…”


Fitz looked up at the TARDIS. The Doctor was right. It wasn’t elongated – there was one on top of another.


Another fellow came around the corner, took one look at the TARDISes, another at the Doctor, and tutted. “Not so fast. We’ll have to swap insurance details.”


“I’m sure that won’t be necessary,” said the Doctor.


“You’ve crushed my bulb!” said the other man, who Fitz took to be a different incarnation of the Time Lord. The Doctor had explained about regeneration, and that it seemed to alternate – the even numbered ones, he maintained, were the best. Which incarnation could this little chap be? He had longish fair hair, and was wearing cricket whites, and a stick of celery. Fitz guessed he must be an odd-numbered one.


“You can replace that at Asda, fifth-me,” said the Doctor. Aha!


Tegan interjected. “Should you two really be allowed to meet like this?”


The fifth Doctor answered her. “It only happens in the direst emergencies.”


“Yeah,” muttered Fitz, “the ratings must have been really down last week…”


“What?”


“Let me explain,” said the Doctor – Fitz’s Doctor. “The peoples of the planet Beabizee were so happy that I saved them from the evil Aytevea invasion fleet that they have fictionalised my life, and broadcast it weekly at 7PM. They have to tone down the rampant gay sex for a family audience, but apart from that it’s rather accurate.”


“Look, never mind that,” said the fifth Doctor. “I don’t know which incarnation you are, but I demand that you move your TARDIS immediately so that I can inspect the damage.”


“Don’t you recognise me? We met at fourth Doc’s retirement party – I went as Casanova, you were Frank N Furter? There was that incident with Adric and that nice man with the Hawaiian shirt in the gents? No?”


“This is getting silly,” said Fitz to Tegan. “What’s say you and I hit the bars until they’ve got this sorted out.”


“Fair dinkum!” said Tegan.

“… And I still say that if I dematerialise first,” said the fifth Doctor, “your TARDIS will be undamaged. It will just fall a couple of metres, and the defences will kick in and give you a soft landing. Assuming you haven’t shot the suspension to buggery with your reckless lifestyle.”


“Reckless? I’m not the one who let Turlough on board.” The eighth began dancing round like a lunatic. “Look at me, I’m the fifth Doctor! I fancy a bit of rough, even if he’s out to kill me.”


“I didn’t think anything of the sort.”


“I know what you thought, I remember it. Why won’t you just give me a leg up. I’ll move my TARDIS onto the ground-“


“Oh, no. You’ll vanish off into space and time, pretending that you can’t fly it properly, and stiff me on the bill. You even-numbered Doctors are all the same.”


Sighing, the eighth sat on the ground. “Well, we’re getting nowhere like this,” he said, pulling a spliff out of his pocket and lighting it. “Let’s wait and see if seven turns up. He’s usually got a good plan. I have to hand it to you oddos. You’re a devious bunch.” He handed the spliff to the fifth Doctor who sat down next to him and took a drag.


“This is some good shit, man.”


“It’s from Davros’s secret stash.”


“No!”


“Yep.”


“No wonder that guy’s out of his skull.”


“He was only a skull last time I saw him. Or was that not the real him? I get confused with my own continuity sometimes. Ah well. No matter.”


“You’re telling me. I still don’t know what year all that stuff with the Mawdryn was in. Something else I’ve often wondered about,” said the fifth, “but whenever I meet a future me we’re always too busy with some contrived plot to ask… you know how when we regenerate…”


“Yes…”


“And sometimes our clothes regenerate a bit…”


“Yes…”


“And, also, sometimes… there are other unusual aspects to regeneration…”


“Yes…”


“You know, down there…”


“Tell me about it.”


“Is… ahem, is there a pattern?”


“Not that I’ve been able to discern,” said Eight, taking the spliff back. “Sometimes the number goes up, sometimes down. Actually, you’re in for a bit of a shock.”


“Really?”


“Number six?” Eight mouthed the phrase “none at all.”


“Really… no wonder he’s such a grumpy old sod.”


“I know. Well, it’s the supreme irony, isn’t it? You finally meet Peri, norgs and all, and two months later you’ve got no cock.”


“I always wondered why he swapped her for Bonnie Langford. Now I think I understand.”


“Cheer up though.” Eight nodded down towards his groin. “It gets better.”


“Oh yes?”


“A bumper crop this time.”


“Well. And a sexy face, too.”


“Why thank you.”


“Mind if I, er… you know, for research purposes and everything?”


“Certainly.” Eight leaned back as Five undid his belt and pulled down his trousers. Five’s surprise at seeing that Eight was wearing pink lacy French knickers was as nothing to the abundance of bulges that they concealed. He felt both his hearts begin to race as he took hold of the waistband of Eight’s underwear and pulled.


“Gosh.”


“Isn’t that something?”


Five brushed a bead of sweat away from his forehead. “Now these three I’m familiar with, he said, poking gingerly at them. “This one not so much, but I think from it’s position I can work out what it does. But these two?”


“Ah, now there’s a puzzle. I haven’t worked out what those two do at all.”


“Well, from this angle, it looks like maybe one slots into the other. May I?”


“Be my guest,” said Eight. Five took two good handfuls and began to twist them around to better accommodate each other.


“Ah, I think I’ve got it.” With a satisfying gloop, the organs connected. “How’s that?”


“Well. That’s incredible. I can honestly say in all my ten centuries of being a Time Lord, I’ve never experienced anything quite like this. You’re a marvel.”


“Oh, it was simple, really,” said Five. “Sometimes a fresh pair of eyes-“


He was interrupted by a terrific moan from Eight, followed by a splodge of greenish gunk flying out of his left ear. “Crumbs,” he said. “Are you alright?”


“Never better,” murmured Eight, a lazy smile on his face.


“Well, while we’re on the subject,” said Five, pulling down his own trousers, “I’ve been getting a light downy hair on my, uh…” he gestured. “Is that normal? I’ve written a poem about it-“


“Perfectly normal,” interrupted Eight. “Now here’s a handy feature,” he said, looking at Five’s array of appendages. “What do you usually do with that one?”


“Uh, just tug at it a bit.”


“No,” said Eight, shaking his head with a smile. “Twist it.”


“Really?”


“Like this.” Eight demonstrated the manoeuvre. Five swallowed. “Yes, I see what you mean. That’s, er, a good little tip. Thank you.”


“My pleasure,” said Eight, waggling his eyebrows.

When Fitz and Tegan returned, the two Doctors were lying naked in the mud, wrapped around each other, bits of one in the mouth of the other.


“Ew!” said Tegan. “That’s disgusting!”


Five leapt up and grabbed his clothes, starting to struggle into them. “It was, er, a Gallifreyan mind-meld thingy. Perfectly natural.”


“Last time, you just touched each other’s temples.”


“Yes, well, well you’re frigid. There, I’ve said it.”


Fitz spoke up. “I’m not sure about Doctor-on-Doctor action. Isn’t that just masturbation?”


“Don’t knock masturbation,” said the Eight Doctor. “Masturbation is the thinking man’s Star Trek.”


“Well, we’d better be getting along now,” said the fifth Doctor, straightening his pullover and pulling his TARDIS key from his trouser pocket. “It was nice to er meet you. Don’t worry about the damage and so on. Come on, Tegan.” And before Fitz could say anything, they had disappeared into the lower TARDIS.


“Quick,” said the remaining Doctor, “give me a leg up.” Fitz did so, and the Doctor helped him up into their TARDIS.


At least, he thought it was their TARDIS, but as soon as the door closed behind them, Fitz noticed that it was just wrong, somehow. “Are you sure this is ours?”


The Doctor dematerialised in record time. “Nope, I swapped them over while he was asleep.”


“What?”


Patiently, the Doctor explained. “I dematerialised my TARDIS and landed on the ground. Then I swapped keys and moved his TARDIS on top of mine. He never stirred.”


“But… why?”


The Eight Doctor grinned broadly. “Because I remembered something. Of all my incarnations, my fifth self was the one who had the best stash of gay porn. Now, shall we investigate?” And with that, he headed off, deeper into the TARDIS.

