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CHAPTER 1:
Nice Guy or Bad Boy?
'Oh my God, he's here!' 

 Frankie Martinez turned her head to see where her friend Roque was pointing. Sure enough, the hottest guy in school, Seth Nash had entered the cafeteria. 
'Oh God, he is so dreamy,' Deedee said. 'I can't believe he came over and said "Hi" to you, yesterday, Frankie.'

'I hope he comes over again,' Roque said.

Frankie gazed over at him. Everything about him was indeed dreamy. He was tall, muscular and very athletic. He had gorgeous blue eyes and a dazzling smile. She could gaze at his face all day long. If only she had the chance.

Seth's eyes met hers and he smiled. Frankie's heart leapt and she smiled back.

'Ohhhh my God!' Roque gasped. 'He smiled at you. He's coming over!'

The tall hunk strolled over towards their table, two guys and a couple of girls along with him. The other four were all part of the in-crowd. The two girls were cheerleaders, while the two guys were part of the football team.

'Hi, girls,' Seth said. He turned his eyes to Frankie in particular. 'Hi, Frankie.'

She gazed up at him with a lovesick smile. 'Hi!'

Seth grabbed a chair and shuffled it over to her. He sat down on it with his arms resting over the back. Frankie broke her gaze only  momentarily to see the unimpressed expressions on the face of the two cheerleaders. 
'I'm glad I caught you,' he said. 'I wanted to know if you wanted to be my date for the dance on Wednesday night.'
The two cheerleaders gasped and appeared horrified. Frankie simply stared in disbelief and thought that she was hearing things. Her friends eyes were wide with amazement and then smiles broke out on their faces.

'Me?' Frankie said. 'You want to go to the dance with me?' It was as if a pop or movie star had just asked her out and it seemed more like a fantasy than anything. 

'Of course,' Seth said. 'I mean, who wouldn't? You are one of the hottest girls in the entire school.'

Frankie reeled. No one had ever said that to her before, especially not a guy as cool as Seth. 'You... you think I'm hot?'

'Hell yeah!' Seth said. 

'But... but you can have any girl in this school. A cheerleader.' She glanced at Seth's two female groupies who stared coldly in her direction.

Seth grinned. 'I love cheerleaders. But that doesn't mean that I don't go for intellectuals or any other types as well. I hope I haven't given the impression that I'm shallow or anything like that. Anyway, you could easily make the cheerleading squad if you auditioned.'

'Me? But I can't even dance.'

Seth laughed. 

One of his cheerleading followers spoke up. 'I've seen her dance, Seth. She is complete and utter crap.'

Seth glanced at the beautiful blonde and turned his head back. 'I don't care if you can't dance. And when it comes to the school dance this Wednesday night, you only need to be able to jiggle around a bit on the dance floor. So how about it? Will you be my date?'

'I'd... I'd love to.'

'Excellent. Then I'll pick you up at say 7?'

'Sounds great!' she gushed.

Seth grinned, then did something that totally blew Frankie away. He leant forward and planted a soft warm kiss on her lips. Then he climbed from his seat, winked and headed away with his four friends.

'Ohhhhhh myyyy God!' gasped Roque. 'He kissed you! He actually kissed you!'

Frankie's head still spun from the amazing kiss she'd received. 
'And you get to be his date at the dance!' Deedee added. 'Wow, that's like some kind of amazing fantasy! Is your name Cinderella by any chance? Maybe that was your name before you became Frankie!'

'No...' Frankie gazed after the tall hunk. 'But I'm beginning to wonder whether this maybe is some kind of fairy tale.'

One of her friends, Tiffini, who had remained quiet spoke up. 'Maybe it is.'
'Huh?'

'Maybe it's not for real? Have you ever thought that maybe he's just leading you on?'

'No!' Roque replied. 'Seth's not like that. He's one of the good guys.'

'How can you be so sure? It's not like any of us have much to do with him and he does hang out with snobby cheerleaders.'

'It's not like Frankie isn't in his league,' Deedee said. 'I mean come on, Frankie's gorgeous. It doesn't matter whether she's a straight A student and plays some dorky flute in the school orchestra, she's still hot, right?'

'Absolutely!' Roque said.

'I'm not that hot,' Frankie said.

'Oh, don't be silly. You are. Heaps of guys have their eyes on you. Even Seth reckons you're one of the hottest chicks in school.'

'That's why I can't believe he's serious,' Tiffini said. 'I mean he's a jock. He's always surrounded by the sexiest chicks in school. I'm not knocking Frankie, she is gorgeous and she has a killer bod, but Seth never goes for girls like her.'

'How do you know?' Roque asked. 'He's only been at the school for about six months. He has cheerleaders drooling over him all the time. Where does he find the time to go after anyone else? He doesn't. He's had his hands full. Look at the expressions on those girls faces. They were green with envy over Frankie. They definitely didn't look like they were part of some plot to humiliate her. On the contrary, it's more likely they're gonna be insanely jealous over this.'

'That's something to be worried about too,' Tiffini said. 'Carla and Randy don't like competition. They think Seth belongs to them and nobody else has the rights to even talk to him. Even if there is no plot, you can be sure they're not gonna just stand by and let you move in on their territory, Frankie. No way!'

'Bugger them!' Roque said. 'They don't own him. He can talk to whoever he likes. He can ask anyone to the dance he likes. And this time it's going to be Frankie.'

'Yeah!' Deedee said. 

'Well...' Tiffini said. 'I'd be very careful if I were you Frankie. Either Seth is setting you up for humiliation or you're going to make some very powerful enemies in Carla and  Randy.
It was after lunch when Frankie got to see Seth again. He was in her English class. He was sitting at the teacher's desk with both Carla and Randy on his lap and they were both making out with him at the same time. Frankie gazed across at them. One part of her wished she could be Carla or Randy right now, but the other part also worried about how it was he could quite happily make out with two girls at once. Even if he did take her to the dance as a date, would that make her anything special or just another one of his fan club?
The teacher, Mr Putt was quite new to the school and had only taught the class a few times. When he saw Seth with the two cheerleaders he strode up and stood before their desk. 'Alright, Nash, I had enough of your behaviour yesterday. I've heard how you can wrap your little finger around every teacher in this school, but you're not going to manipulate me.'

Frankie had seen Seth in action and he just loved to tease the teachers. He'd run rings around them with witty comebacks and comments that would bamboozle most teachers.

'Sorry...' Seth said, a sparkle in his magnetic blue eyes. 'Have I done something wrong?'

Mr Putt glared at him. 'Funny ha ha. Now get the hell away from my desk.'

Seth paused and glanced around the room. He looked back up at Mr Putt. 'Nahhhhh, I think I'll have this desk today, thanks, Mr Putz.'

The other students laughed at the name he'd given him. Frankie marvelled. She could never get over how cheeky Seth could be with the teachers and how he was always able to get away with it. It seemed he had some kind of hold over the staff, something that kept him safe from any real serious punishment. 

'Look!' Putt glared. 'I will not put up with that kind of cheek, now get to your own desks.'

Seth smirked. 'You may not like that kind of cheek, but try these cheeks. They're nice and soft.' He delivered both Randy and Carla a kiss to each of their smiley faces. 'And their lips are even better.' He did the same to their lips getting groans of pleasure from both. 

Frankie thought back to the kiss he gave her in the cafeteria and it made her want to close her eyes and experience it again in her mind, but she didn't. 
'I said, get away from my desk now!' boomed Putt. 'You girls too. Come on!'

The girls didn't budge as Seth continued to kiss them. Frankie didn't blame them, if he was offering up that kind of attention, she wouldn't be listening to the teacher either. 

Seth finally paused from his activity and glanced up at Mr Putt. 'So what are we learning today, Mr Putz?'

One of the boys called out from the back of the class, 'Sex Education!' It was Brutain, one of the class bullies. He was one gigantic guy, about as big as Seth. Both Seth and Brutain hated each other and there had been many times when Seth had beaten up Brutain for bullying other students. It was one of the things Frankie liked so much about him. He always stood up for the underdog. It was one of the reasons she, like Roque and Deedee, could just not fathom Seth deliberately trying to humiliate someone like herself. It was only bullies and arrogant people he liked to humiliate.

Seth lifted the two cheerleaders off his lap and rose to his feet. Brutain, or Brute as everyone referred to him as sat up straight and his eyes widened as Seth advanced towards him. 'Did I hear you talk, Brutain?'
'Sorry, Seth!' Brutain quickly said. 

'Did you actually say Sex Education, Brutain?' Seth reached him, grabbed him and hauled him out of his chair. Mr Putt just stood there and stared in horror. 'We learn sex education in all the other classes!'

Everyone laughed. Brutain came in with a nervous chuckle of his own.

'Don't laugh, Buckwheat! This isn't a laughing matter. Nor was it a laughing matter when I heard that you'd been bullying a freshman this morning.'

Brute's eyes widened even more. 'I... I wasn't!'

'Don't lie to me, douche bag! I heard it from a reliable source...'

'Please!' Mr Putt intervened. 'Enough of that! Let him go, this is not the time and the place. If there is any bullying going on, leave it for us teachers to deal with. I'm serious, Seth!'

Seth shoved Brute back down into his seat. 'What would you know about sex anyway?'
One of Seth's friends, a big burly football player named Mitch replied, 'Well he knows condoms are used as party balloons.'

'Yeah,' Seth said. 'And I don't think he even knows what sex is, do you Brutain?'

'Yes, I do!'

'What?' Seth grabbed him by the shirt, a homicidal look in his eyes. 

'Ah... no, Seth, I don't!' whimpered Brute.

Seth released him. 'Now shuttup dick head!'

Mr Putt humphed. 'Have you quite finished, Seth?'

'Sure. So what are we learning today, Putty?'

'Today... If Mr Nash will allow us, we shall be studying poetry.'

The class groaned. 

'Poetry?' scoffed Seth who still stood beside Brute's desk. 'Are you for real?'

'It's part of the English curriculum.'

'It's crap is what it is.' His eyes scanned the room and came across Frankie. 

'It can help us expand our vocabulary,' Putt insisted.

'I can just imagine it.' He stepped over to her desk and she gazed up at him in wonder. He took her hand in his. Her chest tightened and excitement welled inside her. His touch sent a shiver up her arm. ''My precious rose petal... wilt thou relievest the pressure on thy delicate behind and riseth gracefully from thy rest place?'

Shakily, Frankie rose, hardly daring to breathe. She could feel all eyes on her, including some jealous ones too. She couldn't believe he'd chosen her to target. 
'Let me placist a warm kiss upon they full tender moist lips, which are like silk red ribbons over thy mouth. Let me tasteth they tonsils with my large crimson tongue.' His mouth closed over hers. All she could do was stand there like a fool, her mouth agape. He took hold of her and French kissed her this time. Oohs and aahs came from many of their classmates.

'Go for it, Seth!' Mitch called out.

He finally released her, much to her disappointment. All she could do was stand there in a daze, her eyes wide.

He stood back and outstretched his hands as if he'd just performed on stage. Immediately he received a round of applause, as well as some hoots and whistles. 

Mr Putt actually smiled. 'That was very good, Seth. See what poetry can do for your vocabulary. It was very... poetic.'
'But it's still crap as far as I'm concerned.' Seth smirked. He turned and smiled at Frankie. 'I mean, who goes around talking in poetry? Nobody does.'
Mitch spoke up. 'The only poetry worth learning is Dr Seuss!'

Seth chuckled. 'Yeah, but even that's a bit complicated for guys like Brutain, anyway.'

'Well anyway, we were honoured to hear some very creative poetry from Seth, but right now we're going to read some classic poetry from the archives.'

'Right. And I think I'll take a nap.' He walked to a vacant desk and sat down.

CHAPTER 2:
Overworked
Lewis Nash was a 42 year old, divorced, overworked executive for an electronics import/export company called Rutherford & Co. He considered himself more of an intellectual than an athlete. In fact he only exercised enough just to make sure he didn't get fat. As far as looks were concerned, he considered himself handsome, but didn't think that he was anything all that special, despite the fact that a lot of women showed an interest in him. He was very particular though and wouldn't get involved with just anyone. In fact it had been two years since he had last been with a woman.

Right now he sat in his office opposite of one of his associates, Mick Drexler.

'Look, Nash!' Drexler growled. 'I need these shipping charts completed by Monday. I don't want to argue about it.'

'I don't see why I have to do your work,' said Lewis. 'Those shipping charts were assigned to you to draw up.'

Drexler delivered Lewis and extremely evil glare, which sent a chill down his spine. He reached forward, grabbed Lewis by the shirt and pulled him forward over the desk. 'I'm not arguing with you, Nash! You'll have those charts ready if you don't want me to deal with you like I did last time you refused me!'

Lewis felt butterflies in his stomach and his body went weak. He just wasn't good with confrontations and had no idea how to stand up to bullies like his work colleague.

'If this work isn't done, Nash, I get fired! And if I get fired, you're a dead man, got it asshole?'

'Y... yes!' Lewis yelped. 'They'll be ready, Mick, I promise!'

'They'd better be!' Drexler released him. He rose to his feet and smirked. 'You know, Nash, having you here at Rutherford & Co has been great. I can always count on you to get my work done for me.' He chuckled and then scowled. 'Just remember that I don't mess around. You don't want to cross me!'

'I won't,' whimpered Lewis, just glad he was leaving. 

Drexler departed. No sooner had he left when his sexy secretary Wendy entered with a pile of reports. She certainly was very easy on the eye. She was in her mid 20s, with a voluptuous figure, gorgeous dark here and big brown eyes. She made him uncomfortable though. She was a little too flirtatious for his liking. 

Today she wore a tight short dress and a top revealing plenty of cleavage. She sauntered up to his desk and placed the reports down on the desk. 'Here are those reports you wanted, sugar,' she said in a soft mellow voice.  She stepped around the side of his desk and leaned forward over the desk so that he got a face full of her bust line. 'Mmmmm, you know, you look so cute in that tie.' She reached forward and ran her hand down his chest. He flinched. 'Lewis, why don't we forget about work for a bit.' She moved around a bit more. 'I want you Lewis... I want you now.' She slipped her arms around his shoulder and sat down on his lap. 

She went to kiss him, but he suddenly came to his senses. 'No! Wendy, this is not the time or the place.' He pushed her from him. 

She rose to her feet, pain in her eyes. 'Well then, when and where?'

'Look, I've told you enough time! I don't get involved with my secretaries.' He rose to his feet.

'I need you Lewis,' she said. She tried to touch him again.

'Miss Reynolds, stop it!' He pulled away. 'I have some dictation I need you to take, could you sit down please?'

'Dictation?' She grinned. 'I like the sounds of that.'

'Miss Reynolds! Let's stick to business please.'

Wendy sighed and moved back around to the chair at the front of his desk. She sat down and picked up a notepad from his desk. She gazed across at him as he sat back down. 'I won't give up you know.'

Lewis didn't reply. He began to dictate his letter.

That evening he arrived home. His son, Seth was already home and with him were three very attractive teenage girls.  They were all in swimsuits, two of them swam in the pool, while the other was cuddling and kissing Seth on the side of the pool. 
'Damn it, Seth! What the hell is going on here?'

'Hi, Dad, what does it look like?'

'You know I don't like this sort of thing! Girl, get off him now!'

The girl, a blonde, peered at him with concern.

'No, Carla, stay right there,' Seth said. 'Dad, do you mind? We're not doing anything wrong. It's not like we're skinny dipping and having sex or anything like that.'

'Oh, but this sort of thing leads to that and you know it. In fact, you, girl, weren't you here a couple of weeks ago? Didn't I kick you out for being in my son's bedroom? I guess at least this time you have something on!’
Carla blushed, but said nothing. 

'Dad, quit it!' Seth growled. 'What's your problem? They're my friends. Surely they can hang out here with me.'

'Not if that sort of behaviour is going to happen! Now get off him now. I'm not having that sort of... of... thing  in my house!'

Carla reluctantly detached herself from his son. 

'My God!' Lewis said. 'Why do you girls have to wear such revealing swimsuits. Don't you have any dignity?'

'Dad, will you just shut up?'

'Don't talk to me like that, Seth, I'm not gonna have it! Next time these girls come here, I want them more suitably attired. If not, then they don't get to swim in the pool!'

Seth rolled his eyes. 

Lewis spoke again. 'Are you gonna be around tomorrow night?'

'No, I've got the school dance.'

'Oh, yes, of course.' Lewis snorted. 'Another chance for more promiscuous behaviour, no doubt. I don't know why you can't go to more suitable events and mix with a more moral crowd.'

'Geeze, Dad, give me a break! I'll hang out with who I want to hang out with. I'm not interested in hanging with the nerds and the geeks like you used to!'

Lewis fumed, but said no more. He went back inside.

He hadn't had time to work on Drexler's shipping chart at work as he'd been too busy with his own work so had to work on it now. He'd only been working for thirty minutes when a good work friend of his, Matt Hallet turned up on the doorstep. He offered him a rum and coke while he had an orange juice and they chatted while he worked.

'Why do you let that creep push you around, Lew? You should report him to the boss.'

'No, if I do that, Drexler will just make my life even more of a misery.'

'He'll be fired. What can he do?'

'You don't know Drexler. He's a vindictive son of a bitch. He's not the type who'll just walk away and leave it at that. If I don't want to suffer his wrath, I have to do what he says.'

'Well you can't just keep doing his work for him. That's not fair.'
'So what do I do then?'

'How about I report him?'

'No! Are you crazy? He'll know that I've talked to you. Man, that guy broke my nose a month ago just because I told him to rack off.'

'Yeah, and it's crazy, you claimed you were mugged on the street. He got away with it!'

'What else can I do?'

'I don't know, but if you don't do something soon, it'll just continue on forever.'

'Anyway... complaining doesn't do any good there. They never listen to a thing I say anyway.'

'Well you see there's another problem. You have a lot of good ideas, you just aren't assertive enough. You are a huge asset to the company and they know that. But they keep you down because you won't stand up for yourself. You could be a  chief executive by now. You let that asshole boss Bob Side take all your ideas and claim them as his own. You shouldn't do that!'

'What else can I do? He's my boss.'

'You need to kick up more of a fuss. Stir up a few hornets nests.'

'That's not the sort of guy I am.'

'Well maybe you need to change.'

'I wish it was that easy.' He sighed, but said no more.

Matt finished the last of his drink. 'Another one? I'll get it.'

'Yeah, another juice please.'

Matt wandered over to the bar and began to pour some drinks. 'I don't get you, Lew. Why do you have a bar when you don't even drink any alcohol?'

'It was the ex that wanted the bar. Besides, it's good when it comes to guests like yourself. And there's plenty of non-alcoholic drinks available. I just wish I could keep my ratbag of a son away from it when I'm not around. He's always helping himself to alcohol. No matter what I do, he still helps himself. He's out of control that boy.'

'Where is he?'

'Out the back with three girls.' He sighed. 'I'm so tired of the company he keeps. His male friends are a bunch of stupid jocks and the girls are all a bunch of sluts. I caught him with two in his room once and they were all in his bed.'

Matt chuckled. 'He's the man!'

'No, Matt, this is no laughing matter! I try to teach him good morals, but then he gets mixed up with morally bankrupt... whores, that's what they are, nothing but whores.'

'Hey, I've seen the girls he hangs out with and they're pretty darn hot.'

'They're only after one thing… no two… His body and his money!'

Matt chuckled again. 'I'm sure your son is smart enough not to get conned into anything. He is a straight-A student after all.'

' I don't know, those girls... he spends so much money on them, it's not funny. Buying them jewellery, taking them out places. I just can't understand why he doesn't go for nicer girls.'

'Maybe his type are the ones like you're secretary, Wendy?'

'Don't mention that woman?'

'Why not? She's hot. Sweltering hot. If I had her coming on to me like she does you, I'd be going for it, man.'

'Well I'm not like you and I don't go for women like her. She's too loose. Now someone like Michelle Hayes on the other hand...'
'Ah, from the Finance Department.'

'She is my type. Beautiful, modest, intelligent.'

'She is quite the woman, no doubt about that. Has a killer body too.'

'Ah, but I just don't have the guts to talk to her.'

'Why not? You're a good looking guy.'

'She's out of my league.'

'Oh nonsense. You just need to have a little more self-confidence. I'm sure you two would hit it off fine if you just gave her a chance.'

Lewis sighed. 'If only.' He tapped his pencil on the paper. 'If only I had some of my son's charisma...'

'I think we all wish that.'

Lewis turned his eyes back to Matt. 'You know, I just wish he'd behave himself at school. The teachers are always complaining about him. He's always getting into fights and always upsetting his teachers. They don't know how to handle him. Hell, I don't know how to handle him!'

'Calm down, pal. Your son's a good kid. With a father like you, he's gonna turn out just fine.'

'I just wish I had your confidence...'

CHAPTER 3:
Wishing Upon a Star
It was the following evening, Wednesday night and Seth Nash pulled up outside Frankie Martinez's house in his Ferrari. He couldn't wait to see her. He just never had enough time at school to spend with her and hoped that this dance would give him the opportunity to get to know her better.  There was just something so alluring about her, something she had that the other girls didn't and he really wanted to hang with her. He just hoped that he wouldn't be bothered by the other girls too much. No doubt many of them would be flocking around him wanting dances. He had determined that tonight, they would all be disappointed. All except for Frankie. 
Frankie looked stunning when she came out, wearing a silk, knee high dress, which accentuated her voluptuous curves. He couldn't help but gaze at her smooth dark skin and her big brown eyes. She was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen, he was sure of it. He wondered why he hadn't noticed her earlier. 

He reached her as she walked towards his car, looking anxious and coy. He glanced over her head to see her mother standing at the door, so he figured he'd better be careful about how he greeted her.

'Wow, Frankie, you look fantastic.' He kissed her on the cheek.

She blushed and smiled a beautiful smile at him. Oh how she had the most enchanting smile. 'Thanks! You look great too.'

'Come on. We've got partying to do.' He opened the door for her, which he noticed brought a glint to her mother's eye. Frankie climbed in and he closed the door after him.
Minutes later they were roaring off down the street. 

'Wow!' Frankie stared out the window. 'I can't believe this. It just seems too good to be true.'

'It's true.'

She turned and gazed at him as he drove. 'Why did you pick me? You have all those beautiful cheerleaders wanting you and you pick me, a member of the school orchestra? I'm not glamorous and sexy like them.'

Seth glanced at her. 'Are you for real? You are as sexy and beautiful as any of them. Why would it matter that you're in the orchestra?'

'It's just that... you're this ultra cool guy, the most popular guy in school, the star player of the football team...'

'So jocks should only date cheerleaders?'
'No... it's just that... you just don't seem like the type who'd give someone like me the time of day.'

Seth glanced at her again. 'You know me, right? You know I'm not one who plays within the boundaries. I buck the trends, that's what I like to do. And if I meet someone who attracts my interest, then I don't care what they are. Frankie, you are lovely. You're refreshing, you're not like the other girls I hang out with. They're great... they really are, but when I finally settle down with just one chick, I want her to be something really special. And I get the feeling that you may be someone really special.'

Frankie just stared at him now as if in a daze. Minutes later they arrived at the dance. Out in the carpark though, there was some drama. One of the partiers was pushing around another. When Seth saw who it was he groaned. It was Brute and he was pushing around one of the nerdier guys from their year.

'He just never learns, does that moron.' Seth stepped up behind Brute and tapped him on the shoulder.

'Yeah, what the hell do you...' Brute span around, but as soon as he saw Seth, his face paled. 'Oh...h...hi, Seth.'

'What have I told you about bullying other students, asswipe? I've repeatedly warned you, haven't I?'

'I... I...' 

Seth sent a powerful blow to Brute's gut. The big bully doubled over in pain. Seth twisted him around to face the nerd and pushed him down onto his knees. 'Lick his shoes!'
Brute flinched and leaned over and slid his tongue along the top of the nerd's shoes. Others had arrived and chuckled with glee as they saw him perform his humiliating act. 

'That's enough. Now rack off, Brutain, before I make you start licking the carpark clean as well!' 

Brutain scrambled to his feet and hurried away. 

The nerd looked at him gratefully. 'Thanks, Seth.'

'No worries. If he starts hassling you again, you come and see me ok?'

'Ok.'

Seth turned back to Frankie who gazed at him with admiration. 'Let's go do some dancing.'
As expected, Seth was swamped by lots of girls wanting to talk and dance with him.

'Sorry girls,' he said. 'But all my dances tonight are reserved for the lovely Frankie.'

And he kept his word to her. She was so much fun to. Witty and interesting to talk to. And she felt so good in his arms when they did the slow dance. The more time he spent with her as the evening progressed, the more he was convinced she was something special and someone he definitely wanted to keep hold of.

'Frankie...' he said to her later on. 'There's only about an hour before the dance ends and I'd like to get some time with you alone before then...'

Frankie stared at him in awe. 'I'd like that.'

'Would you like to come back to my place for a bit?'

'Yes...'

'Ok. Let's go.'
They wasted no time. All Seth had to worry about was his father being home, but he doubted he would be. If he was, he could always introduce Frankie to him. Surely a girl like Frankie would be one that his father would approve of.

Fortunately his father wasn't at home. Frankie was extremely nervous as he took her to his room. He turned when they reached the door. 'You don't have to do this, Frankie. I can take you home if you'd rather.'
'No way!' she gasped. 'I want to.'

Seth opened the door. 'Then let's not waste a moment...'

Forty minutes later they lay in Seth's bed, cuddled up. Seth gazed into Frankie's eyes and just wanted to keep staring into them. She was so amazing and he knew now that she was the one he wanted. 
'You are really something, Frankie.'

'Really? Am I? But... but that was only my first time.'

Seth chuckled. 'Baby, it's not that, it's just you. You blow my mind. There is just something so different about you than anyone else and I love it. I could see myself with someone like you.'
'You could?'

'Hell yes.' He touched her face. 'I...'

Just then the door to his room opened and his father stepped inside. 'I knew it! I damn well knew it! As soon as I saw your car down there and you weren't downstairs, I knew where you'd be and I knew you'd have someone with you!'
Frankie recoiled under the covers and stared at Seth's father in horror. 

'Dad, don't start this now!' Seth said. 'I don't want a fuss in front of Frankie.'

'Fuss?' his father shouted. 'Here you are screwing some floozie and you don't expect me to make a fuss?'

His father’s words suddenly lit off a fuse in his mind. There was no way he was going to have anyone talk about Frankie that way. He leapt out of bed and pointed at his dad with an accusing finger. 'You may be my father, but I'm not allowing anybody to talk about Frankie in that way. Not even you, Dad!'

He hauled on his trousers, the entire time, keeping an angry glare directed at his father. 

His father's face paled for a few seconds, but then indignation appeared once again on his face. 'I'm not having this type of behaviour in my house!' He turned his eyes to Frankie. 'I want you dressed and out of my house in five minutes! And don't you ever go near my son again! If I ever see you with him again, there'll be trouble!' He turned and barged out of the room.

Seth seethed and glared at the door his father had just disappeared from. He turned to see Frankie in tears. 'Hey...hey... it's ok.' He walked over and sat on the bed beside her. 'Don't you dare listen to a word he said.  I can handle my dad. He's not going to stop us from seeing each other. Everything's gonna be ok, alright?'

'Ok...' she whimpered. 

'Ok. Now you better get dressed. I better take you back home. Then I'll come back and deal with my father!'

Thirty minutes later he arrived back home and barged in to where his father sat watching the TV. He switched off the TV and turned to face his father.

'Hey!' his father growled. 'I was watching that!'

'Tough! You had no right to say the things you did to Frankie. She's not like the others. She's a nice girl.'

'Nice girl?' scoffed his dad. 'Nice girls don't do that sort of thing.' He rose to his feet. 

'What, have sex?'

His father scowled. 'Not at her age! And not sneaking around behind her parents back. Did her parents know she was here?'

'No, but...'

'See? She's not a nice girl, she's...'

'She's a girl!' Seth retorted. 'A girl with needs and desires, just like anyone else. But you don't know her! You don't know what she's like.'

'I could see what she was like. She was in bed with you, just like all those other girls you mess around with. What makes her so special?'
'She is special Dad! She's something really amazing. She just does something to me that none of the others can.'

'Oh sure... so she has a few tricks up her sleeve! That tells me she's not such a nice girl as you claim.'

'I'm not talking about anything sexual! She has something about her, Dad, she's amazing.'

'Yeah, yeah!' His father strode across to the ranch slider and stepped outside onto the deck that overlooked the pool. 'The thing is you have no clue. You're a teenaged boy! You only think with your privates.'

'Bull shit. She's different, Dad, I'm telling you and I'm gonna be seeing a lot more of her whether you like it or not!'

His dad fell silent. Just then a shooting star whizzed across the sky. He snickered. 'A shooting star. Sometimes I wish I could trade places with you, Seth, for a shot time anyway. Life's so easy for you, isn't it? You just cruise along and nothing's ever too much trouble.'

'Yeah, but I have an asshole father!'

His father laughed. 'At least you don't have a work colleague who makes your life a misery. And at least you can have any woman you want.  You have all this confidence. Me, I can't even muster up the courage to talk to ... ...'

'Oh, you mean that hot woman in Finance at your work? Hell, why don't you just bite the bullet and go chat her up. If I was you, I would!'

'Huh! I'm sure your type would more likely be my secretary Wendy.'

Seth felt some pain at his father's words that time. 'Is that what you think of me Dad? That my type is the flirty, extroverted type of woman? Well it's not. Sure, I love them, sure I'll hang out with them and have fun with them. Hell I'd be all over your secretary, but when it comes to something serious, she wouldn't be my type.'

'Well if I were you, I tell you, I'd be trying to clean up your lifestyle a little bit. Get a bit of discipline into your life.'

'Well it's a good thing you're not me. Because if you were, you'd just make even more of a mess!'

CHAPTER 4:
Switched
The next morning both Seth and his father were up for breakfast. His dad sat opposite him and they didn't say a word to each other. Then everything for a moment went blank. When things became clearer, Seth found himself sitting at the opposite side of the table staring at a mirror image of himself. 

He blinked and looked again. It was as if he was staring at a reflection. But how had he got to the opposite side of the table? That was just bizarre.

His reflection stared back at him and its jaw dropped. Seth peered down at himself and dropped the spoon he was holding in his hands in shock. His body had changed. Instead of being the young, muscular teenager that he was he found that his hands were older. He was no longer wearing jeans and T shirt, but a suit and tie. 

He glanced up to see his double checking out his own body. His double stared across at him. 'What the hell?'

Seth gasped. 'Holy shit! Dad is that you?'
'Seth?' his double asked. 'Oh my God... you're me... and I'm you!'

'Holy shit!' Seth said. 'I don't know how, but it seems we've traded bodies!'

'But... but that's impossible! How could this have happened?'

Seth thought back to the night before and how his dad had wished he could trade places with him. No, that was ridiculous, wishing upon falling stars didn't work, it was just a fantasy, but what else could it have been?

'The star!' both of them chimed in at the same time. 

'No, it has to be a dream,' his dad said.

'No, I don't think it is. Shit, I don't want to be 40 years old yet! I've got a whole life ahead of me!'

'What about me? I don't wanna be a kid again!'

'Well at least you're young and healthy! And you've got beautiful girls after you left right and centre. You've got it made!'

His father didn't reply. 

'Maybe if we wait until tonight, we may see another shooting star and wish ourselves back. That's if the shooting star was what caused this'

'But I need to get to work! There's an important meeting today!'

'Well you can't go as me!'

'Well there's only one alternative. You'll have to go in my place. You know all about my business, you're smart, you have to go.'

'In this suit? I have got a little dignity.'

'Well you won't fit into any of your own suits.  You'd better get going, you're late as it is!'

'What about you?'

'I'll stay here... no even better, I'll come to work with you.'

'Dad, I've got a test today. I need to be at school.'

'Damn it!' his father groaned. 'Ok, I'm gonna have to go in your place.'

Seth flinched. He knew that it was the only possible solution, but the thought of his father screwing up his social life was something he couldn't bear. 'Look... There's some things we need to talk about first...'
'There's no time! You know how I hate being late for work and my boss doesn't like it either. Now make sure you give these plans to Drexler, he's expecting them this morning.' He handed them to Seth.

'What about cars? I don't want to drive your Mercedes. That's just not my style.'

'You'll have to make it your style! At least for now. You have to convince them that your me.'

'And you have to convince people you're me!' 

'Well I don't see the cars are really a big deal. You take your car, I'll take mine.'

Seth cringed. He didn't like the idea of his body turning up at school in an old guy's car, but there was no further time to argue and it was him that had brought up the issue. 'Ok, just come up with some excuse why you aren't driving the Ferrari. My friends would think there was something wrong with me if I turned up in your Merc. They know I only like sport cars.'

'Just get moving.'

'Ok.' 

Seth took his father's briefcase and the shipping chart and got ready to leave. He climbed into his Ferrari and headed for the office.

He thought hard as he drove, about how he was going to deal with the situation. What if it was permanent? If it was permanent he certainly wasn't going to pretend to be his dad all the time. He'd have to start doing things his own way and behaving as he himself would. But how long did he pretend to be his dad before he made that change? 
Further thoughts came to mind. What if this was temporary? Hopefully it was. If it was temporary then he had the golden opportunity to assist his father with his problems. There was also the thought of having a bit of fun while in his father's body. As distasteful as it was being in it, he could certainly stir up a few hornets nests. There was the possibility he could cause his father even more headaches, but the more he thought about it, the more he was convinced his father would be better off if he did make a few changes.
No sooner had stepped into the building when his dad's boss, Bob Side accosted him. 'Nash! You're late! Why the hell are you late? There's an important meeting today! You better have a good reason!'

Seth's initial reaction was to act as his father would and apologise profusely for arriving late, but then he thought otherwise. He knew the asset his father was to the company and how hard he worked. There was no reason for his boss to be so pedantic about him starting on time. His father was pretty much indispensible, and even his father knew that. 

'Come on Nash, out with it, what's your excuse?'

Seth smirked. 'I slept in. You see most of the night was spent in hot steamy sex with a girl I met... who by the way just happens to be your daughter.'

Side's jaw dropped. 'What? What the hell are you talking about? My daughter is only nineteen years old!'

'And a real hotty too!'

'She was home last night!'

'Oh... must have been someone else then. Could have sworn it was her.'

His brow furrowed. 'Oh a joke huh? Well I don't buy your excuse on this one. Since when do you sleep in?'

'Since this morning.'

'Are you for real?'

'No. I just stand around making up stupid stories. Of course I'm for real, you moron!'

Side reeled. 'How dare you talk to me like that?'

'You encourage it dweeb features. Now why don't you just crawl back into your office and get on with whatever it is you do... munching on shit or something. I have important work to do and I don't have time to mess around with a back stabbing weasel like you! Oh and by the way, from now on I take credit for any of the work I do. You don't! Got it?

Side stammered. 'But... but...'

Seth walked away leaving his boss standing there bamboozled and lots of people staring his way in amazement. 

He reached his father's office. His secretary sat at her desk and on seeing him enter delivered him a huge smile. 'Hello, Lewis. Did you have a good night?'

'Well...' Seth stepped up and sat on the edge of her desk. 'It was ok... But it would have been a lot better if I had you sharing my bed.'

Wendy's eyes widened in surprise. 

'I'd invite you over tonight, but my dad wouldn't like it.'

'Your dad?'

'Did I say Dad? I meant my son.'

'Surely he wouldn't mind? From what you tell me, sugar, he's a bit of a ladies man.'

'Well we don't want to be bad examples do we?' He leaned over and kissed her on the lips. Wendy suddenly grabbed him and began to return his kisses passionately. 'Oh Lewis!' she gasped as Seth welcomed her attention and ran his hands over her body. 'What's brought this on?'
'I'm a changed man.'

'I want you! Right now... here on this desk!'

Seth spoke between kisses. 'I think... my office... would be... more... appropriate.'

CHAPTER 5:
Model Student?
Lewis arrived at Dromore High in his Mercedes. He was nervous about what to expect and about having to pretend he was Seth, but he was excited about it for the same reason. One thing he wasn't looking forward to was having to mingle with certain friends of his son's. Most of them he didn't approve of. The only one he liked was Troy, but only because he was the son of his cousin. 
As soon as he climbed out of his car, a group of Seth's friends wandered over. One was Troy. 'What the hell? What are you doing driving that?'

'I just decided it was time for a change.'
Two of the girls he'd seen in his pool the other afternoon came up to him and immediately draped themselves over him and kissed him several times. She shoved them away. 'Hey, hey, enough of that!'

One of them - Carla stepped back up a little surprised. 'Hey, baby, what's up? I thought you might like to get funky in the back of your new car.'

'Really! What would your mother say if she heard you saying things like that to a boy?'

Carla and the other girl, Randy both stared at him for a few seconds then burst into a fit of giggles.

'What's so funny?' Lewis demanded to know. 

Carla replied amongst giggles, 'She'd say, well it would be much more room to make out in that than in the back of the Ferrari!'

Randy laughed even harder.

Lewis glared at her. 'Do you girls not have any dignity? Throwing yourselves at boys.'

'Hey, we don't throw ourselves at boys,' Randy said. 'Only you.'

'Because you're so darn hot,' Carla said. 'And great in bed.'

Lewis reeled. 'Oh no. There'll be no more of those shenanigans. Not anymore!'

'Huh?' This time Carla frowned. 

Randy however continued to laugh. 'Oh, Seth, you have a warped sense of humour sometimes. As if you can resist us.' She looped her arm through his, while Carla did the same to his other arm. 
'Come on. The bell's about to ring,' said Carla.

She shook them both off him. 'Excuse me, but I can walk without having to be propped up.' He marched forward, not really sure what direction he was supposed to go in. He came to a halt and stared back at the two girls who gazed at him with blank looks. Perhaps he needed them now, at least to guide him into the right direction. He smiled. 'I was only kidding.'
Their two pretty faces lit up and they converged on him and once again looped their arms through his. Ok, thought Lewis. There was no problems just letting them guide him around for a bit. And they were very pretty. But as soon as he knew where he was going he fully intended to give them both the flick. Even if this body switch was temporary, he knew that Seth would be far better off without these two hanging off him all the time. In fact, he was sure there was many changes he could make to improve Seth's lifestyle.

They guided him to the locker blocks, but he had no clue which was his locker. Seth's friend Mitch stepped up. 'Any fan mail today?'

'What?'

'In your locker. You always have fan mail in the mornings. Let's see what you got today.'

Lewis did not like Mitch at all and thought he was an uncouth, boofhead who preferred to use his fist rather than diplomacy in a difficult situation. However Lewis saw an opportunity to avoid the humiliation of trying to find his own locker in front of his son's friends. 'Why don't you check them out for me, Mitch?'

'Really? You don't want to check them first. Just to make sure there's nothing too personal and private.'

'Knock yourself out. But only this time.'

Mitch grinned and made a beeline for one locker in particular. He opened it up and inside pulled out three envelopes. He opened one up and his eyes gleamed. 'Oh man, this is too much...' He spoke in a melodramatic voice. 'Oh Seth, I think you are the biggest stud in the entire school and you are so magnificent. I so much want to peel off your clothes and take your huge...'
'Ok, ok, that's enough!' Lewis said, not wanting to hear any more. 'I don't think we need to hear any more of that.' He stepped forward and took the letters from Mitch. 'If that's the sort of fan male I get, I think I can do without it.' He took them and stuffed them into his back pocket to inspect later. If anything was too offensive, he fully intended taking the letters to the office and reporting whoever wrote them.

He went to his locker and rifled around inside, hoping to find a timetable for his classes as he had none on his clothes. 'Where they heck is my time table?'

'Since when did you keep a timetable?' Mitch asked. 'I thought you had it all memorised.'

Lewis groaned. 'Ok, ok, so what do I have first?'
'You don't remember?'

'I've had a hard morning. I can't recall.'

'You have double computing.'

Lewis slapped his head in mock disgust. 'Of course I do. Good thing you're on the ball Mitch. I'll be testing out your own memory later to see if you remember what my other classes are.'

'Oh...sure, no problems.'

'Next test. Lead the way to the computer lab.'

'Ah... ok... I think I can remember that.' Mitch smirked.

Just then another female spoke his name. 'Hi, Seth.'

He turned and screwed up his face when he saw Frankie standing there. 'What do you want?' he said coldly.

Frankie's expression turned to a mixture of surprise and concern. 'I... I wanted to say hi... and to tell you that I really appreciated last night. It... it was really special to...'

'Look you! I told you not to go near... I mean my dad told you not to go near me again!'

'But...' Horror appeared on her face. 'You said not to take him seriously...'

'What? Are you for real? Not take my dad seriously? My dad is a very wise man and he knows what's best for me.'

Heartbreak appeared in Frankie's eyes, but he ignored it. He knew that he could not afford to be soft hearted on any of these girls because none of them were good for his son. He had to stand firm.

'But... but what about last night...?'

'It's over! Now get going. If you come near me again I'll tell my father and he'll report you to your parents. Although I think he'd be doing you a favour if he did! Now scram.'
Frankie suddenly burst into tears and hurried away.

For a moment Lewis felt bad but then told himself it was for her own good as well as  his sons. 

'Whoa...' said Troy. 'I can't believe you just said that to her. What happened, did she piss you off or something?'

'Never you mind! I just don't want anything to do with girls like her. They're nothing but trouble!'

Carla and Randy were all smiles. Randy stepped up and ran her hand down his arm. 'She's such a loser anyway. You need to stick with winners.'

Lewis peered at her with contempt. 'Now don't try to make out you're any better than her! The way you flaunt your bodies in front of... in front of me... It's not right! If you want to hang around with me you better start bucking up your ideas and start behaving like ladies. Act with a bit of decorum rather than a couple of two-bit floozies!'
The two stared at him in shock, but said no more. 

In Computer classes, Lewis sat down at his computer, with his ring binder in front of him. He was appalled at how empty it was. It seemed his son didn't bother to take notes at all. He turned to Mitch and Troy who sat in desks next to him. 'So have you two been studying for today's test?'

'Nup,' Mitch said. 'Couldn't be bothered.'

'Me neither,' Troy said.

'Well that's pretty slack. How do you hope to graduate if you don't prepare for exams?'

The two stared at him with blank expressions.

'Are you feeling ok, Seth?' Troy asked. Then he smiled. 'Ah, I get it, this is all a big joke isn't it? You've got something up your sleeve, what is it?'

'There's nothing wrong. I just think you guys need to put in a bit more effort with your school work, that's all.'

Troy winked. 'Alright, ok, you're up to something. It's ok, we won't tell anybody, will we Mitch?'

'Yeah, you can count on us, dude.'

Just then Mr Braden the computer teacher arrived. 'Ok, everybody, time to get started. Seth, will you be joining us in today's lesson or will you be playing computer games as usual?'

'Why, join you in our lesson of course, Sir.'
Mr Braden studied him carefully, a wry smile on his face. 'Okaaaaaay. Well that will be first... What's your game, Seth?'

'Game? No game, sir, I'm here to learn, we all are.'

Those around him snickered. 

'Oh certainly, Mr Nash. You're here to learn. That would be a radical change from your usual objectives.' 

'Well that will be my only objective from here on in, I can assure you of that.'

Mr Braden continued to stare at him with a smirk. 'Well excuse me if I find that rather hard to believe. Anyway... on with our lesson!' He paused to peer at Troy's computer screen. 'Troy, there is no time for playing Solitaire! Shut it down.'

'Just a minute, almost done.'

'I said shut it down right now.'

Lewis clipped Troy across the arm. 'Do as he says!'

Troy reeled, stared shocked at Lewis's, then quickly shut the program down.

'Thank you, Seth,' said Mr Braden, an eyebrow raised. 

'No problems, sir. I'll be sure to make sure they get on with their work this period.'

'Well that would make a nice change.'

Frankie was in tears, her heart feeling  well and truly crushed. Her three best friends, Deedee, Tiffini and Roque comforted her.
'It's ok, Frankie, it's ok,' Roque said.

'No! It's not,' she sobbed. 'I can't believe it. He just told me to get lost. It's as if last night meant nothing to him!'

Deedee sighed. 'I must say, I am a little surprised, I know that Seth likes to have lots of different girlfriends, but I've never heard of him treating anyone like this.'

'It's like he's a different person! He looked so coldly at me. It's like he hates me now!'

'Surely that's not the case?' Roque said.

'He went on about how his father told me I can't see him and that we have to do what his father wants.'

'He always struck me as a rebel,' Tiffini said. 'Sounds like an excuse just to get rid of you.'

Frankie flinched. He had her totally convinced he really liked her. Surely he wouldn't be so heartless?

Roque sighed. 'It sounds like it might be.'

''I guess maybe he isn't as nice as he makes out,' Tiffini added. 'Sleeps with you and then dumps you. He got what he wanted.'

'But... but I thought he was different,' wailed Frankie.

'So did I!' Deedee said. 'I saw the way he danced with you last night. And the slow dances. He was right into you. The way he gazed into your eyes. I thought it was so romantic.'

'That's true,' Roque said. 'I saw it too. It's like he was totally besotted with you.'

'Unless it was all an act,' Tiffini said. 'A trick to humiliate you like I said it might be.'

'Last night...' Frankie sniffed, beginning to think it had all been too good to be true, just as she'd felt at the time. 'It was so amazing. We made love and he said such beautiful things to me. And he was so sweet and gentle... he didn't hurt me like I thought he might, it being my first time and all. It was like Heaven. I just can't believe he'd do this to me.'

'We can't let him get away with this,' Deedee said. 'We should have it out with him. He can't treat our friend like this.'

'You're right,' Tiffini said. 'If no one stands up to him, then he'll do it to someone else too.'

Frankie peered through teary eyes at her friends. 'It was all so wonderful... Like a dream. Now it seems like I'm in some kind of horrible nightmare...'
CHAPTER 6:
Model Employee?
Seth sat in his father's office, furiously drawing up a new shipping chart. The ones his father had drawn up he'd torn up and dumped into the waste paper basket. He'd been at his task for ten minutes when the door to his office opened and in barged Mick Drexler. 'Ok, Nash, where's that shipping chart?'
'I'm just finishing it now.' He did one last written entry onto it and handed it to him.

Drexler studied it for a few seconds then turned his eyes back to Seth, fury blazing in them. 'What the hell is this? Disney Land? $15.36 per pound? This better not be the shipping chart, Nash.'

'The one you asked for. It's got all the important places on it. Timbucktoo, Willy Wonka's Chocolate Factory, Narnia, Wonderland, The Death Star and Helm's Deep.  I hope it's sufficient.'

'Why you!' Drexler tore up the sheet in fury. 'You better hand over the right sheet now or your dead meat, Nash!'

Seth smirked. 'You just tore it up and I didn't make a copy.'

Drexler glared at him with daggers in his eyes. 'You must think you're pretty brave, huh? Well I'm gonna tear you apart, Nash!' He  stepped around Seth's desk in a menacing manner. 

Seth rose to meet him, delivering a scowl. 'Enough, asshole! I've had it with you pushing me around. This is the end!'
Drexler grabbed Seth by the shirt. Seth knew he didn't have the youthful athletic body he was used to, but he still knew some devastating martial arts moves that didn't have to involve him tearing a muscle or putting out his back. They also didn't require a lot of strength. He sent a fast jab to the bully's solar plexus, which caused him to scream out in pain and double over.  He sent several quick jabs to other strategic nerve centres, which had the ability to paralyse and cripple a guy temporarily. He did them hard enough just to take the guy to the ground in tremendous pain. 

'You son of a...' Drexler started.
'Now listen up arse wipe!' Seth snarled. 'I'm not taking any more of your shit. From now on you do your own damn work, because I'm not doing anything more for you! And if you ever hassle me again I'll kill you and believe me I can do it!'
'Ok, ok!' Drexler stared up at him still in intense pain.

'And from now on you call me sir!'

'Yes sir!'

'Just remember that! You can only push a guy so far. Just because I may be Mr Nice Guy doesn't mean I'm ever gonna put up with your shit ever again. Believe me, try that crap on again and I will kill you!'
'Yes! Sir!'

'Now get the hell out of my office, toe rag!'

Drexler struggled to his feet and made a hasty departure, struggling along as if he was about to throw up.

That afternoon he attended an executive's meeting. There was a long table and also a bar. Seth decided to take advantage of his situation and got himself a beer from the fridge.

'Since when did you drink?' asked Matt Hallet.

Seth grinned. 'I just figured I needed one.'

'Hey, what the hell did you do to Drexler? He's been hobbling around all morning. Wendy said he came out of your office pale and scared.

'Let's just say I sorted that bastard out once and for all. He won't be bothering me again.'

'Wow! I'm impressed. How did you pull that off?'

'Let's just say my son taught me a few lethal nerve punches to use on the creep.'

'Ahhhhhh!'

Seth knew that at the table all the executives had their own seats. Of course he didn't know which one his father normally sat at, so he opted for a seat next to the most beautiful woman in the office, the one his father had his eye on, Michelle Hayes. She was about 32 years old and had long golden hair. She looked fantastic in her executive knee-high dress and Seth probably would have chatted her up even if he was in his 16 year old body. 

He greeted her in a friendly tone. 'Hi, Michelle.' 

'Hello, Lewis. How are you?'

'Excellent now that I've seen you.'

She blushed. 

He continued, 'I was thinking, maybe you'd like to join me for dinner some night this week?' 

'Dinner?' Her eyes widened. 'Well... ok, sure, why not?' She smiled.

'Excellent. I'll look forward to it.'

'Yes,' she replied. 'So will I.'

A fellow executive, a toffee nosed guy by the name of Ted Thompson stepped up and frowned at Seth. 'Errrr, excuse me... that's where I normally sit.'

'Oh,' Seth said. 'Sorry, didn't realise that. Good luck on finding another one.' He turned back to Michelle. 'You know I've been mustering up the courage to ask you out for days, but I didn't have the guts. Sometimes I just go through these stages where I get really bold.'

'Well... I must say I'm surprised you asked me. I didn't think you were interested. You always seemed to get so tongue-tied when we talked.'

'Yeah, well I get like that too, quite a lot. I mean, look, I had to have this beer to muster up the courage to ask you now. So please, don't be put off, if I seem aloof or nervous, because I really like you. You are such a honey.'

'Thank you!' She flashed a gorgeous smile.

Seth turned his eyes to see Ted Thompson sitting down at another part of the table. Ted delivered him a dirty look. Seth winked.

Two of the company directors sat at opposite ends of the table. The first, Greg Davies got the meeting started. They drivelled on about a whole lot of rubbish that Seth just couldn't be bothered listening too. Most of his attention remained on the lovely Michelle and they regularly met each other's eyes and smiled. 

Bob Side began burbling on about employees and Seth remembered his dad complaining how the company was planning on laying off staff and how he thought it was a terrible idea. However he didn't have the courage to speak up about it. 
'We've made a decision,' Side said. 'We're going to have to lay off some of the general office staff. Business is slacking and we can't afford to keep them on.'

Seth let out a deep sigh. 'What kind of an eejit are you, Back Side?'

There were several muffled laughs, one of which came from the lovely Michelle.

'What did you call me?' Side stared.

'Look, Blob, you're just going to lead the company into a vicious cycle. Think about it.' He remembered back to what his father had said. 'What got you into the situation in the first place? Losing business I mean. Because you were understaffed. Most of the workers are too busy to work efficiently so they make more mistakes and customers get worse service, so they go and do their business elsewhere. That's why we're losing business. Getting rid of staff is just going to lose us more business. We need to hire more staff!'

'Nonsense!' Side growled. 'We can't afford to dish out more in salaries.'

'Well start looking for a receiver then! Because you'll need one when the company goes bust.'
For a few moments there was silence. Side just continued to frown at Seth with a curled up lip. Seth knew he wasn't making himself very popular with his boss, but that was just tough.

'You know I'm right.' Seth took another drink from his beer.

There were murmurs of agreement from others at the table.

'Oh really!' scoffed Side and snorted. 'Come now, can we really take Mr Nash seriously? He's obviously drunk.'

'And you're obviously a stupid moron,' Seth said. His comments drew gasps from others at the table. 'I'm not drunk, this is my first beer. I've just had enough of ignorant jerks like you not listening to anyone else's point of view.'
'Please, Mr Nash,' said Greg Davies, 'Please try to be a little more diplomatic.'
Another woman at the table spoke, 'I think Lewis is right. I mean... not about Bob being a stupid moron... well actually he is, but we need to provide a service to our customers that they're happy with. Cutting staff isn't going to do that.'

Others agreed. 

'Yep,' said another man. 'Drunk or not, Lewis raises good points on all accounts. We need more staff.'

Michelle spoke up. 'In my department my staff are rushed off their feet.  There is low morale and a very high turnover because people just aren't happy. We have to replace experienced staff with inexperienced staff.'

'Oh come on!' Side growled. 'A little bit of hard work never hurt anybody. People here just don't want to work.'

'That's not true! It's just that too much is being expected of them.'

'We're having the same problem in our area,' said another.

'Nonsense!' Side grumbled.

'What the hell do you know, Side?' Seth said. 'It's your bad management decisions that have put the company in this mess.'

'How dare you!'

'Ah, shut it, assclown.'

Side glared at him with eyes blazing. 

'Mr Nash,' said Greg Davies. 'Are you ok? I've never seen you this aggressive before. Are you sure you've only had one beer?'

'Yes, Mr Davies, I'm sure. And I wouldn't need a beer if these damn meetings were so dead boring!'

Many of the people at the table laughed. Side continued to scowl.
Davies gazed at Seth for a few moments then replied. 'I think Mr Nash raises valid points indeed. I agree we can't cut staff and acknowledge that perhaps we in fact need to hire more. Let's discuss some of our options...'

Michelle leaned over and whispered in his ear. 'I'm impressed. You really stood up to the big wigs.'

CHAPTER 7:
King Kong
It was lunch time at Dromore High. Lewis tolerated his son's friends at the cafeteria, but it was becoming increasingly difficult with their silly teenaged banter. He found some of their comments quite offensive. He also had girls buzzing around all the time wanting his attention and thought they were a little too overfriendly and flirtatious for his liking. At least Carla and Randy were behaving themselves.

After eating, he decided to go off somewhere on his own to perhaps read a book in peace and quiet. He sat down under a tree with a book he'd picked up out of Seth's locker.

'It's for our English assignment,' Troy had said to him. 'Typical! You're just lucky you're good at getting things done at the last moment and are still able to hand in work that passes.'

No sooner had he started reading when all his son's friends turned up to join him under the tree. He groaned, but said nothing.
'What's that you're reading?' one girl he'd never seen before slipped up beside him very closely. She pressed against his side.

'Please, do you mind?' Lewis asked. 'Give me some space.'

'Oh...' Her face dropped. 'Sorry.' She shuffled aside a little, looking very dejected. 

'I'm trying to read. I can't read when people are talking to me and invading my space.'

'Sorry,' she whimpered. 

'Since when did you read, Seth?' asked another guy.

'For an English assignment.'

'Yeah, but I've never seen you reading at school.'

'If you lot spent more time reading and less time flirting and talking about sex you might be a lot better off!'

Just then a big burly youth who Lewis didn't know stepped up along with a group of other mean looking guys. He didn't look like someone to mess with as he looked fierce and angry. He, however was nothing compared to the even bigger, burlier, nastier looking guy standing beside him and when he saw the pale looks on his friend's faces he could see that these two were trouble.

'What do you want, Brute?' scowled Mitch, rising to his feet. Everybody else did too, so Lewis decided to do the same.
The smaller of the two behemoths snarled, 'Nash!'

Lewis nearly jumped at his name being spoken in such a harsh manner. 

'I'd like you to meet a friend of mine. He's new to Dromore High and his name's Kong and he and I are gonna make a few changes around here!'
Lewis stepped forward and extended his hand. 'Nice to meet you.'

Kong stood there with an intimidating stare. Lewis glanced around at his friends who all looked on with pale faces.

Brute continued. 'I've had enough of you pushing me around, Nash! Now it's gonna end. Kong is going to be the new king of Dromore High. King Kong!'

Brute's friends all cackled evilly. For the first time, Lewis began to fear for his safety.

'Kong!' Brute said. 'Teach this bastard a lesson!'

Kong didn't hesitate. He sent a powerful hook to Lewis's face which sent him flying back towards his friends. He crashed to the ground, his head exploding with pain. 

'Get him, Seth!' Mitch yelled. His friends urged him on with similar words of encouragement. 

Lewis climbed painfully to his feet. Kong grabbed him and pounded his face several times with his huge fists. He added in several body blows, causing Lewis to stagger back. He'd never been hit so hard and pain screamed through his body. He didn't know how to respond as he'd never been in a fight before. His friends yelled at him frantically to retaliate, but fear overwhelmed him so much it simply paralysed him. 

Spectators gathered and stared horrified as Kong continued to beat on Lewis. Lewis hit the ground after another bevy of pulverising blows and Kong hauled him back up. Blood ran from Lewis's nose and mouth and another punch to the head sent him back down.

'I thought you said this guy was tough!' Kong snarled.

Brute's eyes were wide and then a smile broke out on his face. He strode over to Lewis and hauled him to his feet. 'Nash, you useless piece of shit! You see? Things have changed now. Now we rule this school and if you ever hassle me again, you're dead, you hear me?' He sent two vicious blows to Lewis's gut then a final uppercut to the jaw. Lewis went down once more.
Laughing, Brute, Kong and their friends strolled away.

For a moment, everyone just stared down at Lewis with flabbergasted expressions on their faces. Finally Carla and Randy bent down to examine him.

'My God, Seth,' Carla said. 'Why didn't you fight back?'

Lewis flinched. 'He... he was too big... to strong.'

Troy bent down too and stared at Lewis. 'I don't get it... what's wrong with you, Seth?'

'Nothing! Nothing's wrong with me! Just leave me alone!'

Half an hour later Lewis emerged from sick bay after having had his wounds treated. He had a sticking plaster over the side of his mouth, a thick lip and a black eye.  He was surprised to see Frankie there.

'Seth... are you ok?' There was deep concern in her eyes, but Lewis had no time for her. 

'What do you want?'

'I just want to see if you're ok.'

'I'm ok! Just leave me alone!' He walked past her and continued along the path. 

Frustration welled up when she hurried on after him. 'Seth, I need to talk to you.' She ran around him and blocked his path. 'Why are you doing this to me, Seth? I care about you. I really do. I thought we had something really special.'

'No we didn't! Don't you get it, I'm not interested in you? I have no time for cheap floozies like you anymore!'

'What?' Pain appeared in her eyes. 'You think I'm a cheap floozy?'

'Of course I do! Jumping into bed with a guy just for sex!'

'But... but that wasn't it at all! I wanted to be with you. I think you're wonderful.'

'Well I don't think you're wonderful. Now get lost!' He walked around her and kept walking, not looking back.

Lewis arrived back home, relieved to have finally got through such a hellacious day. His concern now was to speak to Seth. He just hoped that Seth hadn't caused him a lot of trouble at work. He had to wait until Seth got home, but as soon as he did, he accosted him. 'Seth! Finally you're home.'

Seth stared at him in horror. 'Oh my God! What the hell happened to you?'

'First you tell me about work!'

Set stared at him for a few seconds more, then replied,' Everything went fine. I went to that meeting...'

'Did you give Drexler the shipping charts?'

'No.'

'What?' Lewis stared at him in horror.

''I didn't. He didn't deserve them. I gave him bogus ones instead.'

'Are you crazy? Drexler will kill...us!'

'Relax, Dad. I took care of Drexler. He won't be bothering us again.'

'What did you do?'

'I beat the crap out of him.'

'In the office?'
'Where else? Don't worry, nobody saw it.'

'Freaking hell!' Lewis slapped his forehead in anguish. 'What have I done?'

'I said, don't worry! Just be thankful. Drexler won't be bothering you again, that's a promise.'

'I hope you haven't been flirting with Wendy.'

'Relax, Dad, now tell me what the hell happened to you?'

'The meeting. Did it go alright?'

Seth sighed. 'Fine! I put across your point of view about taking on more staff.'
'You did? What did they say?'

'They're considering it. Now you've been in a fight, who with Dad?'

'Some creep named Kong.'

'Who?'

'Some really big guy. Nasty piece of work, I tell you.'

Seth flinched. 'Please don't tell me he beat you!'

'Yes.'

'Oh my God! How am I going to live this down?' Seth turned and paced across the room. 'Who... was he a new guy or something? I've never heard of him.'

'Yes... he was with some guy who doesn't like you. A big guy with a big mouth.'

'Brute?'

'Yeah, that's his name.'

Seth groaned. 'Great! Just great!'

'I don't see what the big fuss is about.'

'Do you realise the state the school will be in if Brute gets control?'

'No.'

'You've heard of Hitler, right?'

'Of course!'

'Think about it! Brute's a tyrant. The only thing that prevents from taking over the entire school is me! Now he's got some asshole that can apparently beat me, he'll rampage through that school. It will end up like the Bronx Zoo, even worse. You've got to get a rematch against this Kong guy and beat him.'
'You must be joking! There's no way I'm going to try to stand up to that behemoth!'

Seth groaned and ran his fingers through his hair. 'My God, this is a disaster! Why of all days did this creep have to turn up today? Why not last week? Sheesh! Ok, so what else happened today?'
'Nothing worth mentioning. It was just a normal day.'

'A normal day to you is not a normal day for me. I can imagine what happened.'

'I behaved myself and got on with my work.'

'That's just it, Dad! I wouldn't! My friends must think you're ill or something. You need to behave more like me otherwise people are gonna know something's up...'

'Oh, you're a fine one to talk. Were you acting like me when you beat up Drexler?'

'Frankie. What about Frankie. Did you see her?'

'Ah... yes... I did see her a couple of times.' Lewis really hoped that Seth would not ask anymore question about her. He wasn't in the mood for a  confrontation. He was already so tired and sore after his run in with Kong and Brute.

'Only saw her? Would you like to elaborate on that one please, Dad?'

'Alright, I spoke to her a couple of times.'
'What did you say?' Seth peered at him with piercing eyes.

'Nothing much.'

'Don't give me that! I know you and I know you disapprove of my girlfriends. And don't forget the crappy way you spoke to her last night! What did you say to her?'

Lewis sighed. 'Alright, alright, I may have said a few things.'

Seth continued to peer at him, so he knew he had to continue. 'I repeated what I said to her last night.'

Seth flinched. 'So in other words you told her to get lost?'

'Not in those wor...'

'You bastard! I told you how much I liked her!'

'Don't you dare speak to me like that!'

'If you've ruined my chances with Frankie, I'll never forgive you!' Flames appeared in his eyes. 'She's really special to me, Dad!'

Lewis remained defiant. 'She's a cheap tart!'

'She is not!' Seth grabbed his shirt and for a moment it really looked as though he was going to punch Lewis one. Lewis reeled. He'd never seen his son look so furious, although granted, he was in a different body to normal. Seth glared at him for a few seconds, then released him. 

Lewis straightened his shirt. 'I'm going out to look at the stars. Relieve me in three hours.' Lewis walked out.

CHAPTER 8:
Damage Control
Seth fumed. He wanted to go out there and shake his father furiously, tell him what an idiot he was being, but what good would it do? What if they were permanently stuck in each other's bodies? It meant that there was no way Seth was going to be able to sort things out at school and nothing he could do about Frankie.
'No... I'm not gonna accept that. This has to be temporary. It has to be.' He decided to assume it was going to be temporary and so now had to do some damage control. He picked up a phone and rang Frankie's house.

Seconds later he had Frankie on the line. 

'Hello, Frankie? This is Mr Nash here, Seth's father.'

'Oh... Hi, Mr Nash.'

'Ah... look, I'm a bit worried about my son. Has he ah... has he been acting strangely today?'

'Yes...' whimpered Frankie. 'He... he's been so cruel to me.'

Seth flinched. 'In what way?'

'He's said horrible things to me. Called me names and told me to leave him alone. I thought he really liked me, Mr Nash and I really liked him. I'm not the sort of girl you think I am... I'm... I'm...'

'I know. You're a nice girl. I realise that now.'

'You told me to stay away from him, but I...'

'It's ok. I was upset last night and I wasn't thinking straight. I was having a bad day and I didn't mean to take it out on you and Seth. I apologise most sincerely for that. Seth and I had a good chat last night and he told me all about you.'

'He.. he... he said I had to do what you said. That I had to stay away from him.' She began to sob. 'He says he doesn't care about me and doesn't want me.'

'Hey, hey, don't be upset, sweetie. I know what the problem is now.'

She sniffed. 'You do?'

'Yes. He's in love with you.'

'What? In love with me?'

'Yes... let me explain.' Now came the BS, but it was BS he felt he had no choice but to make. 'Quite a few years ago, he fell in love with a girl named Patsy. It was pretty serious. Then one day she died in a car accident.'
'Oh my God...'

'I guess you can solve the rest for yourself. That's right, he's afraid of falling in love again. That's why he plays the field, so as not to get attached to one person. The thing is whenever he finds he's falling in love, his sub conscious sets off an alarm. It's all psychological. He turns off to the girl he loves and acts as though he doesn't want her anymore. And not only that, but he becomes very apathetic and won't stick up for himself. Won't stand up against bullying and just wants to read and be on his own all the time.'

'Really? Oh wow! That explains everything!'

'It's happened twice since Patsy. Both those times he girls he loved left him. They thought that he hated them, but it wasn't true. But by the time he'd come right, the damage had been done and it was too late to fix things. He obviously loves you, Frankie. If you really love him you'll have to be patient. Stay away from him for a while. Let him sort out his feelings. He'll come around. He'll be back to you begging for forgiveness.'

There was hope in her voice now. 'Are you sure?'
'I'm sure.' But he wasn't sure. For all he knew this situation could be permanent and in that case Frankie would have to wait too... indefinitely. Nevertheless, he had to buy himself some time and this lie was the only way he could see to do it. 'So don't be upset. Just know that he really does truly care about you. Very much so.'

'How long will he be like this?'

'It's hard to know. Maybe a few days... maybe a few weeks. You just have to be patient.'

'I will. I love him so much.'

Seth felt a warm feeling run through him. 'That's good to know, honey. Really good to know. '

'Thanks for ringing me, Mr Nash. This means so much.'
'No problems. See you later.'
Seth leaned back in his chair and sighed. He hoped that his ploy would work and that Frankie would stay away from his dad for now. 

The time came for Seth to relieve his father outside.  He stepped outside and overlooked the pool with his father. 'So what happens tomorrow if we don't see a shooting star tonight?'

''I don't want to go back to school.'

'I'd rather you didn't either. But I've got a Maths exam. And...' His words trailed off. There was a party tonight, one that all his friends were expecting him to turn up to. The thought of his father turning up as him was too horrible to contemplate, but how could he not be there? A party wasn't a party unless Seth Nash was there.
'I'll need you to go to work,' his father said. 'The Maltese Project has some urgent work that needs doing on it. I'll work on some tonight, but I'll need you to do a few things tomorrow.'

'Well at least the weekend is only a day away. But please, Dad, try to act a little more like me. Mess around a bit, don't let anyone push you around and try to accept my friends. They're good people whether you think so or not.'
This dad didn't reply.

'Oh, by the way, I asked Michelle Hayes out to dinner this Saturday night.'

His father reeled. 'You what?'
'She really likes you, Dad.'

He stared at him. 'She does?'

'Hell yeah. You just need to show a little more confidence.'

'You cannot go out with Michelle!'

'Well hopefully it will be you going out with her.'

His father stared at him in horror and then sighed. 'This is just ridiculous. Why did you have to interfere? Couldn't you have just left her alone?'

Seth's mind went back to the party. 'Well I'm just trying to improve your social life, which is more than what you can say for me. And there's a party tomorrow night. I'm expected to be there. I have to be the life and soul of everyone's party.' The thought of his dad ruining his reputation was something he couldn't stand the thought of though. 'I guess you should stay home sick or something. The last thing I need is to have you make me look bad.' He also thought of Frankie. She was supposed to be at that party too.

'It's been a long time since I went to a party,' Lewis said. 'Although I could imagine the sort of party that one will be. Especially considering the type of people you're friends with. I'm not sure I'd want to turn up.'

'You'll be sick. That's it. You'll be in bed throwing up and not be able to go.'

His father peered at him. 'You have a lot of faith in your old man, don't you?'

'Well after what happened today, can you blame me?'

'Well what about you at the office?'

'I'm doing you favours. You'll be thanking me for what I've done.'

'I just hope I won't be having to thank you too much!' He paused for a moment then groaned. 'How much longer do we have to play these games? What if we never see another shooting star? Or what if it had nothing to do with a shooting star. And even if it did, shooting stars never normally grant wishes, so who's to say the next one will? We may be stuck. It would be pointless trying to pretend we're someone we're not. We might as well just be ourselves, mightened we? Too bad what we do to the other's lives, after all it won't be the other's lives any longer.'

Seth had to admit he had a point. 'True. Then again, if it's the shooting star that changed us you made a specific wish. You wished to trade places with me for a short time.'

'But what's a short time? It's all about perspective. The Christians would have us believe that 2000 years is a short time. And God knows what a shooting star considers a short time. For all we know we'll be stuck like this for the rest of our lives...'

The next day Seth arrived at work. He wore a brand new suit, something a lot more hip than his father wore. His dad had given him a list of tasks to perform and he set about doing them, even though he would much rather flirt with his secretary. A lunch time he arrived at the cafeteria in time to see a disturbance coming from a nearby table. At the table sat Michelle and Drexler stood over her.

'Look, Mick, will you just get lost?' Michelle snapped. 'I've told you time and time again, I don't go for creeps like you.'

'Ah, don't be such a snob!' Drexler growled. 'What's wrong with...'

Seth stepped up and grabbed Drexler by the shoulder. 'Got a problem, ass wipe?'

Drexler froze when he saw Seth. 'Ah... Lewis, hi! Hey, this doesn't need to concern you, we were just having a minor disagreement.'

Seth delivered him an evil glare. 'You obviously have blocked ears, Drexler! Miss Hayes told you to get lost! Now I'd get lost before something very unpleasant happens to you, Butcus! Now get the fuck out of here, ass wipe!'
Drexler hurriedly left the cafeteria under the amazed eyes of just about everyone in the room. 

Michelle's eyes were wide with amazement. 'Thank you Lewis. You really told him.'

'Glad to be of service. Mind if I join you?'

'Please, do.' She smiled.

Seth sat down. 

'I'm amazed,' she said. 'Nobody's ever stood up to Mitch like that.'

'Guys like Drexler are yellow bellies. They talk tough, but when you stand up to them, they back right down.'

'I must say, you certainly have changed and I like it,' she said. 'That suit you're wearing is very nice. It suits you... no pun intended.'

'Thanks!' They continued to chat. Seth really liked Michelle too, she was lovely and if he was stuck in his father's body, he was certainly going to take this friendship where ever it led. 

When he returned to his office, he met up with Wendy his father's secretary. 

'So...' She sauntered over to him and ran her hand down the front of his shirt. 'When are we going to get together, hun? Doing anything tonight?'

'Well...' Seth thought about the party, but there was no way he could turn up to that, no matter what his father did. 'Maybe tonight?'

'Only a maybe?'

'Well, I'll have to go home first to check up on my son, but then I'll give you a ring.'

'Ok.' She smiled. 'I'll be dreaming about it.'

'Same here.' Seth kissed her and then went into his office. Even if he couldn't go to his party tonight, there was no reason why he couldn't start up his own little party.
CHAPTER 9:
Further Complications
Lewis arrived at school that morning to be met by some of his son's friends.

'Hey, Seth.' Troy greeted him. 'How are you feeling this morning?'

'Good, why?'

'Just checking. You were acting a little strange yesterday. What happened to the Ferrari, anyway?'

'I got sick of it. I prefer more civilised vehicles now.'

'Whoa, Rex,' Mitch said. 'What's happening to you, man? You told me you couldn't stand mercs.'

'A guy can change his opinion, can't he?'

His son's friends walked along with him as he made his way to his locker. 

'Looking forward to the party tonight?' Troy asked.

'I don't feel like going to any party.'

'What?' Mitch gasped. 'Since when did a Nash not feel like going to a party?'

'His dad wouldn't,' Troy said.

'Yeah, but he's a real square. Doesn't drink, hates parties. Don't tell me you're becoming like him, Seth?'

'What if I am?' Lewis asked. 'There's worse people I could be like.'

'Lewis Nash?' Mitch laughed. 'I know he's your  dad, but let's face it, he's a dork!'

'Hey!' Lewis snapped and glared at him. 'Don't you talk about me... my dad like that!'

'Hey... sorry! I was only kidding.'

'My dad is a great man. You just don't understand him, that's all. You should learn to accept people for what they are!' He continued walking, refusing to look at any of Seth's friends, least of all Mitch.
Carla and Randy arrived and immediately swamped him with kisses to the mouth and cheeks. 

'Are you ok, Seth?' Carla asked. 

'Hope you're feeling better,' Randy added.

'Cut it out! Geeze, can't a guy have a bit of personal space around here?'

The girls pulled back alarmed looks on their faces. He continued to walk and they followed along with him like love-sick puppy dogs. How Seth put up with this, he had no idea. 

'I can't wait for the party tonight,' Carla said. 'Now that you've dumped that loser, Frankie, I take it we'll get lots of dances?'

He frowned as he walked. What did they have against Frankie? Wasn't she just another one of the them? A girl with no morals and dignity? Of course she was, so why did they look down their noses at her?

'Lots of close, raunchy dancing,' Randy said. 'And so much more close and raunchy activities too.'

Lewis ground to a halt. 'What are you talking about?'

'You know...' Randy said sensuously and winked at him.

'Oh no! Don't even think about it! There'll be nothing like that happening, because I won't be going.'

'What?' The two girls chimed in.

'You have to be there!' Randy said. 'You're the main attraction.'

'Yeah,' Carla said. 'It will be deadly dull if you're not there.'

'Come on, Seth, surely you're not ashamed because of what happened with Brute and Kong yesterday?' Troy asked. 'You've got to meet your match sooner or later, even the great Seth Nash.'

'Come on...' Carla moved up close again and eyed him sexily. 'It will be so much fun. We'll have such a good time.'

'That's what I'm afraid of!' Lewis said. Then a thought came to mind. If there was going to be a wild high school party, maybe an adult being there would be a good thing? He could ensure that such activities as these girls were suggesting, wouldn't happen. 'Oh alright, alright. I'll be there!'

'Yes!' Carla said.

Randy beamed.

'That's what I like to hear.' Mitch patted him on the back. 

Just then a face Lewis had hoped not to see stepped up. It was Brute.

'What do you want, Brutain?' Mitch growled. 'You piece of shit. Need someone else to fight your battles for you!'

Brute ignored Mitch and stepped up to Seth. 'Ha ha ha! I like your eye shadow mate!'

Lewis still had the shiner and felt self conscious about it. He stepped back with fear. 

'You'll have to watch yourself now, Nash, won't you? Mess with me and you mess with King Kong! You don't want to have a meeting with him again, do you?'

'Smash the bastard one, Seth!' Mitch growled.

'Oh no, he won't will he?' Brute smirked. 'Because he knows what will happen and he's afraid of Kong, right?'

Lewis didn't reply and just stared at him.

Brute grabbed him roughly by the shirt. 'Aren't you?'

Lewis flinched. 'Yes... yes! I am. Hey you won't have any trouble out of me, I promise!'

Lewis noticed the shocked expressions on his friend's face. No doubt they expected him to at least put but up some kind of offence, even if it was some smug or sarcastic comment. But that was not Lewis's style.

Brute laughed and released him. 'You're not so tough any more, are you, Nash?' He turned to Lewis's companions. 'And you all better start showing me some respect. Because if you don't... well then you can suffer a few humiliating beatings too.' He burst out laughing and walked away.

Seth's day was pretty much uneventful. In fact he'd been bored through most of it, mainly just sitting in his dad's office playing computer games. When he got home he was shocked to see his dad getting ready to go out. 
'Dad, where are you going?'

'I'm getting ready for the party.'

'What?' Seth stared at him horrified. 'You can't go!'

'I have to. Your friends are expecting me there and frankly, I think they need a mature person there to ensure they behave themselves.'

'Oh no!' groaned Seth. 'You are going to make me look like a complete moron!'
'Please, give me some credit, I'm just going to be the responsible adult, that's all.'

'You're going to ruin the entire thing!'

'I will not! Look, Seth, I'm going whether you like it or not. As for you, I want you outside watching the stars.'

Seth glared at him for a few moments, then relented. There was nothing he could do. He'd just have to hope that his father didn't make him look too stupid and that he wouldn't do anything that Seth couldn't put right later. 

Once his father left, he decided there was no reason why he couldn't have some fun, so he called Wendy and invited her over. She was very keen to come.

They spent some time inside the house, but then Seth remembered his responsibility and suggested they take a dip in the spa outside. They climbed into the spa and after some serious making out, they sipped on a glass of bubbly each and gazed out at the stars. 

'I have some bad news,' Wendy said.

'You do?'

'Yes. I'm going to be leaving Rutherford & Co. I have another job for better money with more responsibility. A PA for a company CEO in Cincinnati. It means I will no longer be your secretary  and we won't be able to see each other because of the distance.'

'Really?' It was kind of disappointing news, but then again, if anything was going to happen with Michelle, having Wendy there would only cause complications. 
'I'm sorry if that disappoints you. And I hope you're not hurt by my decision.'

'Of course not! I wish you all the best. Ah, it's probably best anyway.'

'Why do you say that?'

'Well...' Seth grinned. 'I don't think my son would approve of us.'

'Really?'

'Let's just say he's pretty picky when it comes to possible stepmothers. I mean, I think you're great, but I know what he's like and he wouldn't be your greatest fan.'

'Oh... why not?'

Seth laughed. 'He's... he's very conservative with his views on sex and stuff.'

'I thought he was a bit of a rebel. That's what you always told me.'

'He is! But... well it's a different story when it comes to potential step mothers.'

'Oh, I see.' She smiled. 'It's funny, I...'

Just then a loud voice interrupted. 'SETH! I...I mean, DAD!' Lewis appeared from the main entrance to the house

Seth groaned. 'What the hell are you doing here? Why aren't you at the party?'
'There was problems.'

'Oh God, what happened?'

'I think it's best that we discuss this in private.'

'Ok.' Seth sighed. 'Just go inside, I'll be right there.'

Wendy looked very bewildered.

'I'm sorry, Wendy,' Seth said. 'As much as I hate to do this, I'll have to ask you to leave. We've got some problems here.'

'Can I help?'

'No...there's nothing you can do, I'm afraid. I'll see you on Monday?'

'Yes.' She kissed him. 'It's just a pity it couldn't last a little longer.'

'I know.' Seth climbed out of the pool and got dressed. He saw her out to her car and then returned to meet his dad in the lounge.

'I can't believe that you're screwing around with my secretary!' his father snapped. 'How dare you? And in the spa pool too!'

'We were only having a drink.'

'Oh and I suppose you didn't have sex with her?'

'Not in the pool.'

'And drinking alcohol? You're not supposed to be drinking my alcohol.'

'Hey, I'm in an adult body, so why the hell not?'

His father glared at him for a few seconds, then spoke again. 'Damn it, Seth, it's my secretary! I definitely don't want to be involved with that sort of woman and now she's going to think we're an item!'

'Don't worry, she's not gonna be around for much longer. She's leaving the company. Got another job with a company in Cincinnati. You won't have to put up with her anymore, all though she's so darn hot, I don't know why that would make you happy. Damn, she's gorgeous!'

'Well she's not my type.' But at least she's leaving I guess.'

'Now what about the party? Tell me everything. Don't miss out a thing!'

CHAPTER 10:
Gate Crashers
When Lewis arrived at the party, it was already in full swing, with loud music, teenagers everywhere and alcohol to boot.

'Hey, Seth, my man!' Mitch greeted him. 'About time you arrived. Here you are, dude, you're favourite, a Harvey Wallbanger.'

Lewis hesitated, not sure what sort of drink it was. It appeared to be full of orange juice, so maybe it wouldn't be so bad. He took it and sniffed it. He could smell something unusual, possibly Vodka and handed it back. 'I think I'll stick to just orange juice tonight, Mitch.'

Mitch stared at him for a few seconds. 'Am I hearing right? The guy who considers non-alcoholic drinks at parties to be poison, wants just orange juice?'

'Yep. I prefer to be sober.'

'Since when did you get drunk?'

Just then a girl raced up to her, one he didn't know. 'Sethy! Let's dance!' She grabbed his hand. Lewis figured it would be best to at last pretend to want to be there so followed the girl to the dance floor. 

Once out there it felt good. His body was so fit and healthy he found he had huge amounts of energy. Many girls wanted him to dance and he took turns and was actually starting to enjoy himself.

'Let's do that Lamdossa!' one girl said to him.

'The what?'

'Lamdossa! Oh, it's so sexy.'

'I... I don't know that dance.'

The girl stared at him. 'But I see you do it all the time. Don't you like me?'

'Ah... yes, of course I do, you're beautiful, but I can't recall...'

'Here, I'll jog your memory.' She suddenly moved in really close and pushed her body against his and moved up and down on him. 'It's only the most erotic sexy dance in the entire world!'
Lewis felt himself become aroused so immediately broke free. 'No! I can't do a dance like that! I think I'll sit down for a bit.'

The girl's face dropped. 'Ok...'

He walked over to the drinks table. The girl followed. He poured himself a coke and sat down. So far all he was seeing was dancing, even if some of it was pretty raunchy. After a while he decided he needed some fresh air because the music was just too loud.

He walked out on his own but wasn't on his own for long, because another girl stepped up to him. It was Frankie.

'Hi, Seth.'
Lewis groaned. 'What do you want? Can't you see I came out here to be alone!'

'Seth...' She stepped right up to him. 'I know what's going on.'

'Huh?'

'I know why you're acting this way.'

'What the hell are you talking about?'

'Your Dad rang me... he told me about Patsy.'

'Patsy? Who's Patsy?'

She reeled. 'You remember... you're old lover. The one who died in the car crash.'

Lewis stared at her as if she was nuts. 'I don't know anyone called Patsy. I don't know anyone who died in a car crash.'

'Maybe... maybe you've blocked it out... Seth, I know you're trying to hide your feelings, you're afraid of getting hurt again.'

'I don't know what the hell you're talking about. Will you leave me alone please?'

'Seth... I love you. It's hurting me the way you're treating me.' She gazed at him with pain in her eyes. 'I understand why, but it doesn't have to be this way. If only you'd open up to me. Don't be afraid of falling in love again.'

Lewis began to feel the frustration build up inside him. 'Look, Frankie, I've about had enough of you. There's nothing wrong with me. Can't you get it through your thick skull that I'm not interested in you? Just rack off and leave me alone!' 
Frankie burst out crying and for a moment Lewis nearly left her there. But then he felt bad. She'd never expected her to start crying like that. Just then a cry came out from the main doorstep.
'Seth! Come quick! We've got trouble!'

Seth groaned. He took one last glance at the teary eyed Frankie and hurried on to the main doorstep. Once inside he was in for a nasty shock. There were a gang of hoodlem there, walking about pushing over furniture and smashing bottles. Leading them were none other than Brute and Kong.

Seth remained at the doorway and ducked behind it out of site of the gate crashers. 

Brute stepped over to the stereo and knocked it from its shelf, causing it to topple off. All the partiers cowered in the corners of the rooms, nobody daring to challenge Brute and his gang.

'I have an announcement to make!' Brute boomed. He peered around the room as if looking for someone. 'I see that yellow belly, Seth Nash has taken off already. What a coward! Anyway... the announcement. Me and my boys are taking over this party!'

Brute's gang cheered. One of them planted a portable stereo in place of the other one and turned up the music on it. Heavy metal bleared from it. 

'Let's party boys!'

Seth could only stare at his father as he told him the story. 'And you just left? Right there and then, without staying to help?'

'They... they were just drinking and being rowdy that's all.'

'But they smashed up the place?'

'Only a bit... at the beginning. Most people left right away. It's just them there now.'

'And they didn't find you?'

'No, I made sure I remained hidden. I got out of there as quickly as I could.'

Seth ran his fingers through his hair. 'What about Frankie? What happened to her?'
'I don't know, I didn't see where she went.'

'Damn it, Dad! You don't get it do you? I'm crazy about this girl and if anything has happened to her, I'm never going to forgive you!' All he could think about was her and he was scared at the thought that even now she might still be at the party with Brute and his hoodlums forcing her to do goodness knows what. 

'She's no good!' his father said. 'You can do better! You don't want a cheap slut like that!'

'She is not a slut!' Seth turned to face his dad, fury building up inside him. He had to hold himself back from letting him have it. 'If you got to know her better, you'd realise she's really nice. Yeah, yeah, I know some of my other girlfriends aren't the type you approve of. They're flirtatious and will do anything to get into bed with me, but Frankie's not like that. Hell, she was a virgin until she met me. She comes from a good family and she's just your average girl. Drokk, she's even in the school orchestra! Damn it, Dad, all teenagers have sex these days, even the nice ones! I went after her, Dad, me! She didn't come after me. Look, I'm not expecting you to get with her or anything, in fact hell, there's no way I want that, she's mine, not yours! You just have to be nice to her, that's all. Tell her you need some time to yourself or something, anything, but  I don't want her hurt. Hell, she must be so distraught. You've got to realise, she's special to me, Dad. She'd be the type I'd spend the rest of my life with.' He stared at his father.

Lewis closed his eyes for a few seconds. 'Maybe you're right. I have to admit, she behaves differently to the others and they even see her as different to them. Maybe I was wrong about her.'

'You were, Dad. But right now I'm so scared that she might be in trouble. I'm gonna ring her, find out where she is.' He went to the phone and rang her cell phone. 

He was so relieved when her sweet voice came over the phone. 'Hello?'

'Frankie, are you ok?'

'Yes... who's this?'

Seth breathed a sigh of relief. 'Thank God. It's Lewis Nash here.'

'Oh, Mr Nash, is Seth there? Is he ok?'

'He's fine. He's a little freaked out, that's all. But he's concerned about you. Where are you?'

'I'm at home. As soon as those guys turned up, I left.'

'Thank God you're ok.'

'Was... was Seth worried about me? Really?'

'Yes, darling. He was. And he feels really bad about the things he said to you. But you still need to give him some more space. Stay away from him for now.'

'Ok,' came the reluctant reply.
'Just for now, Frankie, ok?'

'Yes...' she whimpered.

'Are you sure you're ok?'

'Yes... just miserable, that's all.'

Seth felt a stab of pain. 'It'll be ok, Frankie. Just give him some more time.' With that he hung up. He turned his head to his dad. 'She's ok. But she's heartbroken Dad. You're making her suffer and I don't like that.'

Lewis stared at him for a few seconds then lowered his head. 'What do I do?'

'Just leave her for now. But if she comes to you, don't be heartless. Just tell her you need more time or something. You're having trouble dealing with your feelings for her because...'

'Because of Patsy?' His eyes turned up towards him.

Seth smiled wryly. 'Yeah.'

He nodded. 'Ok. I'll be nice to her. I'll consider her feelings. I'll trust your word that she's something special and not like those other girls.'
'She is Dad, and she means the world to me. I'll do anything for her.'

'Ok, I'll even talk to her, ok?'

'Ok. And meanwhile I'll set things up for you and Michelle Hayes.'

'Hey, I don't want you hauling her into bed or anything. Actually I'd rather you left her alone.'

'Don't you want her?'

'I'd rather do things my way.'

'Great! You'll never get anywhere then. I know you, Dad, you sit around and wait, too scared to even approach her. She likes guys with confidence. If you don't have a bit of that and don't stand up to issues a little more, she won't be interested in you.'
'I can't just change the way I am.'

'Hey, you're smart. You know what you want to say, you've just got to learn to say those things. Just give it a try. I know you can be forceful when you want to be.'

His father sighed. 'Maybe.'

'Remember, you're indispensible at work. You have the right to speak up and they can't fire you. They wouldn't.'

'Maybe you are right. Yes... you are. It's time I started sticking up for myself a bit more.'

'Way to go, Dad!'

CHAPTER 11:
Lewis Reconsiders
The following afternoon Lewis sat with Seth. 'I don't like it,' he said. 'I think you should call Michelle and call off tonight's date.'

'No, dad. That would be stupid. This is your big chance.'

'My big chance? What happens after you've had dinner, huh? I know you, Seth, you're not just gonna leave it at dinner, you'll want more.'

'Dad, this is your girl we're talking about. Trust me, I'm not gonna try and lure her into bed. The most I'll do is make out, I promise.'

'Do you even have to do that?'

'I have to make her know that I'm keen... that you're keen.'

'How would you like it if I went and made out with one of your girlfriends?'

Seth shrugged. 'They're free women, they can see whoever they like. And it would be good, because then at least you'd be acting like me and they wouldn't think you're lost your mind.'

'What if it was Frankie?'

Seth paused. He didn't reply.

Lewis nodded knowingly. 'It would be a different story when it came to her, wouldn't it?'

'Maybe... But I want her to be happy. So she'd think you were me... and that would be all that matters.'

'Don't worry, I'm not going to do that. She's sixteen years old, for God sake. Sure she's gorgeous, but I'm a middle aged man. I can't make out with a teenager, it would be wrong.'

Just then a knock came at the door. On investigation, Lewis found it was Troy.

'Seth! What the hell happened to you last night? Brute and his gang turned up. They made a mess of the place and took over the whole party. Where did you disappear to?'

'I'm sorry,' Lewis said. 'I couldn't handle the situation. I'm sorry I let you guys down. I wouldn't have done you guys much good anyway. What happened in the end?'

'John, the guy whose place it was called the cops and they did a runner. Fortunately they didn't do too much damage and nobody was hurt.'

'Thank God.'

'So what do we do? We can't just let Brute get away with all this shit.'

'What can we do? I can't deal with Kong.'

Troy's face turned serious. 'Can we talk?'

Lewis sighed in frustration. 'Alright then.'

They went and sat down. Seth, who had been standing nearby, went into the kitchen. 

'Seth, I've got to know what's going on. I want a straight answer from you. I saw what happened between you and Frankie at the party and she was in tears afterwards. You've been acting weird all week. Damn it, I'm your friend, Seth, what's up?'

Lewis sat quietly for a few moments and then let out a deep sigh. 'You wouldn't believe me if I told you.'

'Try me.'

Lewis peered into Troy's face. 'I'm not Set. I'm Lewis.'

Troy's jaw dropped. 'What? Lewis? Are you crazy?'

'It's true.'

Troy stared at him in astonishment for a few moments but then a look of amazement came over his face. 'Of course... But... but how? And what about Seth?'

'He's in my body.' He called out, 'Seth, can you come in here please?'

Seth came from the kitchen, a surprised look on his face. 

'Seth, come over here. I've just told Troy the truth. That I'm you and you're me.'

Seth laughed. 'Like he's really gonna believe that!'

'Don't be so sure about that!' Troy said. 'It would make perfect sense if it wasn't an impossibility. Now you're not trying to pull a fast one on me, are you?'

Seth sat down with them. 'It's true, Troy. I'm Seth. It's crazy, we're not quite sure how it happened, but it did. We switched bodies. It was as a result of a wish. Dad wished he could be me.'

'And you wished you could be him?'

'Get outta here!' Seth laughed. 'As if!'

'So what will you do? How do you switch back?'

'That's something we're still trying to figure out,' Lewis said. 'It may not even be possible, in which case I'm stuck in my son's body, ruining his life.'

'And I'm stuck in my Dad's body, making his life a charm.'

'I wouldn't go that far!' Lewis said.

'It's true, I scored with his secretary and now I've got a date tonight with the office hottie.'

'Sounds like you're making the best of a bad situation,' Troy said. He laughed. 'I could just imagine it. It has to be true.'

'It is,' Lewis said. 'Strange, but true.'

'Well it sure explains a hell of a lot.'

'You can't tell anyone about this,' Lewis said. 

'I won't. I'm just glad to know the reason.' He shook his head. 'It's incredible, but everything will work itself out, right?'

'I damn well hope so.'

That evening, Lewis allowed Seth to leave to go on his dinner date with Michelle Hayes and he arrived back at a reasonable hour.
'What happened?' Lewis said. 'I hope you didn't do anything inappropriate with her! If you have, I'll kill you!'

Seth laughed. 'Relax dad, we had a pleasant meal together and I dropped her off home afterwards. I was the perfect gentleman and I didn't make the moves on her... but I have to tell you, she wanted me to.'

'How do you know?'

'I could see it in her eyes, her body language. Everything.'

'How can you tell that stuff?'

'Experience. I say that if we ever get our bodies switched back, you should go for it. She wants you.'

Lewis fell silent for a few minutes, liking what he was hearing very much. She was certainly an amazing woman and to think that someone of her calibre would  be interested in him? It amazed him. 

On Monday, Lewis chose to return to school, but this time with a new goal to try to be a little more accommodating of Seth's friends, especially when it came to Frankie. 

'Hi, Seth!' Carla came up to him, with a huge smile on her face. 'It's so good to see you. What a bummer about that party on Saturday. I'm glad you disappeared when you did, otherwise you could have been in real trouble.'

Lewis peered at her, finding it hard to believe that she cared about him that much, especially when he figured she and Randy were only after Seth for money and sex. Perhaps he had misjudged even them. 

More of his friends met up with him.

'Seth, you better watch out,' Mitch said. 'That scum bag Brute and is gorilla are on the warpath. Pissed at you leaving the party early on Saturday night. What was with that, anyway?'

Troy replied for Lewis. 'He wasn't feeling too hot. It was a good thing he did go.'

'Yeah, true. Hey, I heard you were chatting with Frankie. You two sorted things out?'

'Ah... no... not exactly. I was pretty harsh with her. Told her to go away.'

'Ah, man, why? She's a sweetie. I thought you really liked her.'

Randy jumped in. 'I don't know why she bothers. She knows you're not into her anymore. Stupid cow.'

'She's a nice girl.'

'Yeah, and a loser! I don't know what you  ever saw in her.'

Lewis was about to say something else, but then decided against it. For now it was better just to leave well-enough alone. 
'Oh, shit, not again!' Troy said.

All heads turned to see Brute stride their way with Kong alongside of him. 

'Nash!' Brute growled. 'There you are, you cowardly piece of shit! We came to party with you on Friday night and you weren't there. What's the matter, scared to play with us?'

'What do you want?' Lewis asked, anxiously. 

'We were gonna have so much fun, making your life a misery, but you ruined our fun! Well now you're going to pay for that.' He stepped forward menacingly.

'I'm not gonna fight you, Brute.'

'Oh yeah!' Brute scoffed. 'Chicken, huh, Nash? Now that you've met your match you're showing your true colours. You're nothing but a coward and I'm gonna teach you a lesson once and for all.' Brute slapped his fist into his palm. 'You're a dead man, Nash.' He drew his fist back and sent a powerful blow towards Lewis's head..!

CHAPTER 12:
Seth Strikes Back
Seth sat at his desk twiddling his thumbs. 'This is stupid,' he said to himself. 'I should be taking time off work, not coming in. A couple of weeks vacation time is what I should be doing.'

Bob Side suddenly swung open the door and marched in. 'Nash, I have a bone to pick with you!'

Seth groaned. 'What the hell do you want, Blob?'

'Don't call me that! I'm your boss and I demand respect.'

'Yeah, whatever, Back. What's the matter?'

'The company are extending our budget so that we can hire more staff!' He glared.

'Then that's a good thing!'

'No, it's not, because it makes me look stupid!'

'No, you do a good enough job of doing that yourself.'

Side glared at him. 'I'm warning you, Nash! Don't push your luck.'

'Oh, shut the fuck up, Back Side! You're an idiot. Your pathetic management has done more harm than good to this company. If they had any sense, they'd sack you.'

Side fumed. 'I could fire your ass right now if I wanted to!'

'No, you can't, because you need me. You'd never be able to find anyone with my skills and knowledge. It would just put you under even more pressure to replace me. Besides, you can't fire someone just because they exposed you for being a moron.'

'Damn it, Nash, why are you talking to me like this for? You've never done this before!'

'That's because I'm sick of having to deal with your incompetence. Get over it!'

'I'll get you for this.'

'If I were you, Back, I wouldn't be going around making threats. I don't take kindly to threats and it'll be you that comes out worse off, believe me!' Seth delivered him an evil glare.

Side hesitated. Then he snorted, turned and left the office in a huff.

Seth grinned. Oh how he loved seeing his father's boss in a state like this.

A knock came at the door nearly a minute later.

'Come in!'

This time it was someone he was pleased to see, Michelle. She smiled at him gloriously. 'Hello, Lewis. Thanks again for the other night. I had a lovely time with you.'

'My pleasure. Please...' He rose to his feet. 'Come and sit down with me.' He led her over to a comfortable office couch and they sat down.

'I really did enjoy myself,' she said. 'And I hope we can do things like that again.'

'You bet we will.'

She gazed into his eyes. 'In fact... I hope that next time we can go beyond just having dinner. In fact...' She lowered her gaze. 'I was kind of hoping you might invite me over to your place. But you didn't.'

'Yeah, I know, I did consider it, but I figured it might be pushing my luck.'

Her eyes met his again. 'You did?'

'Yeah. I guess I'm a little over cautious at times.'

'You don't have to be. I really like you and I would have loved to have come to your place.'

'Well then... maybe next time...' 

She moved her face forward and planted a big long kiss on his mouth. Suddenly everything went black. Then there was a flash of light and he found himself sailing through the air and hit the ground hard. His face throbbed and the sun dazzled his eyes. He was no longer sitting in the office with Michelle but now lay on the grass near the school car park staring up at the angry face of Brute. 
He gasped. He was back! He nearly let out a smile, despite the pain the side of his face was suffering right now. Crowds of people had assembled around. Some of them were friends, other just school mates. Frankie was there and looked most alarmed.

'Get up, Nash!' Brute snarled. 'I'm not finished with you yet!'

Brute moved towards him, but Seth hauled himself to his feet and he smiled.  He just couldn't help it. It felt so good to be back in his own body again.

'What the fuck are you smiling at?' Brute snarled. 

Seth peered around at all the faces again. He paused at Frankie and grinned. She smiled, at the same time showing fear in her eyes. Seth turned back to Brute and noticed the mammoth figure of someone he'd never seen before. Judging by the fierce look in his eyes, it had to be the infamous Kong.

'Well?' Brute snarled. 'You think something's funny, Nash?'

'Oh yeah,' Seth said. 'I think it's hilarious. And everyone else is gonna think it's hilarious too, ass wipe.'

Brute let out a cry of rage and swung his fist wildly at Seth. Seith ducked under it and sent a powerful left hook to Brute's head, sending him hurtling back across the grass. Immediately nearly all the on-lookers cheered.

'Get him, Seth!' Mitch pumped his fist into the air.

Immediately a mob of Brute's friends charged in. Seth went into a flurry of martial arts moves, sending punches and kicks in all directions. He dispatched one after the other until they all lay on the ground battered and bruised, groaning in pain. Only Kong still remained there, his arms folded, having made no move to attack.

Brute climbed painfully to his feet and stared in horror at his fallen comrades. He turned to Kong and pointed to Seth.

Kong stepped forward, an evil grimace on his face. 
A hush spread across the crowds. 

Seth calmly faced him and smirked. 'Your turn now, Magilla Gorilla.'

'I'll smash you like I did last week!' roared Kong.
'You were lucky last week. I had things on my mind. now the only one who's gonna get smashed is you, you fetid bucket of putrefying dog puke!'

Seth leapt out with a karate kick, sending Kong staggering back a few steps.  He fired out more punches, much to the crowds delight.

'Go, Seth!' Troy shouted.

'You can do it!' Carla added.

Seth battered away at King's head, but the big brute began to fight back. He sent blows of his own to Seth's head, which staggered him, but didn't take him down. They traded jabs, but Kong's hits were earth shuddering and Seth knew he wouldn't be able to take to many of them.
Seth span around and nailed Kong in the head with his foot. This dazed him and he followed up, this time with even harder punches. He delivered chops and kicks and sent particularly damaging jabs to Kong's nerves. Kong screamed out in painful rage as Seth continued his onslaught. 

The on-lookers cheered Seth on as he sent damaging blow after damaging blow to the huge behemoth. Brute watched on in horror, but finally came to his senses. He charged in to help his friends, but Seth was ready and sent him hurtling back across the grass with a windmill kick. Kong attempted to tackle Seth, but he avoided the big gorilla just in time, and sent a horrendous back elbow to Kong's kidneys. Kong screamed out again and crumpled to the ground in intense agony. Seth pulled him to his feet, released him and span around with yet another windmill kick. His foot connected with Kong's nose. There was a crack and Kong hurtled backwards to the ground where he hit it with a full force. There he remained still.

The crowds erupted into huge cheers and whistles. Brute stared horrified and groggy at his goon who now lay unconscious on the ground.  He tried to run, but Mitch blocked his past. 'Not so fast, asshole!'

The noise from the crowds died and Seth stepped up to Brute. 'Ok, scum bag, listen up! You've taken a lot of liberties, you and your mates over the last week. Well our reign is over! I'm in charge again. Brutain, you're gonna go back to the snivelling little runt you've always been. And as for your buddy, Kong...' He turned. The big gorilla was now awake and groaned. He tried to sit up, but Seth wandered over and planted his foot on his chest and shoved him back to the ground. 'As for you, Kong... or whatever your name is. I'll call you Ass Clown for short, you were lucky once, but never again. If I ever hear that you or your bum boy, Brutain are causing anyone any hassles, no matter how minor, I'm not gonna be so gentle next time around. Do you hear me douche bag?'

'Y...yes!' Kong stared up at him in horror.

Seth turned to the crowds. 'Seth Nash is back people!'
Immediately the crowds roared yet again. Troy stared over at him hopefully and Seth delivered him a wink. It drew a huge smile back at him. 

Girls swamped Seth with kisses and hugs and it felt so good. However there was only one girl he wanted right now and that was Frankie. He saw her standing there amongst those that had still remained, gazing at him longingly. Seth pushed his way through to her. He reached her  and touched her shoulder. 'Frankie... I'm sorry. I'm really sorry about the way I treated you. I wasn't myself... and I mean that literally. I love you, Frankie and there's no way I ever want to hurt you.'

She gasped and stared up at him, her eyes wide. She then burst into happy tears and through her arms around him. 'I knew you'd come around. I knew you would!'

'Forgive me, Frankie.'

'I forgive you! I'm so glad you're back to normal. I love you, Seth!'

Seth kissed her passionately, then pulled back momentarily. 'I know now that you're the one for me, Frankie, I want you and only you. You're the only girl I want to kiss, the only girl I want to make love to... I promise... if you'll accept me as your guy that is.'
'Oh yes, Seth!' Her face was so full of joy, more than Seth had ever seen before. 'Of course I will!'

'You're terrific, Frankie, you really are.'

'So are you!'

Seth put his arm around her and turned to his friends. 'This calls for a celebration! Let's go to class and hassle a teacher!'

His friends let out a cheer. They all moved off together in high spirits, all accept for Carla and Randy who followed on at the back looking totally miserable. 

Troy stepped up beside the two and grinned. 'Good to have the old Seth back, Seth.'

'Great to be back, Troy!'

At first Lewis thought he was unconscious. He thought that Brute had hit him so hard, he'd blacked out, but then suddenly he felt warm and he felt something moist and wet against his mouth. He was no longer standing, but sitting on a comfortable couch and a vision of beauty was pressed up against him, sucking at his lips.
He almost pulled back in fright.
Michelle stopped and peered into his eyes. 'Something wrong, darling?'

Lewis tried to shake the cobwebs from his head. He was back, back in his body with the gorgeous Michelle Hayes in his office, making out with him. This was too good to be true! 

'Oh... n...no...' He was about to stammer some more, but then remembered what his son had told him. Be confident. 'No. Nothing's wrong. Every thing's just great. Lay some more of those on me, honey.'

She grinned. 'You've got it!'

She began to kiss him some more, when a knock came at the door.

Lewis flinched. 'What terrible timing,' he thought to himself. The two of them pulled free from each other and he turned to the door. 'Come in!'

He was shocked when one of the CEO's, Greg Davies stepped in.
'Oh,oh,' he thought to himself. 'Obviously I'm in trouble. Seth has done something to upset upper management.'

'Oh... sorry, ah... didn't mean to interrupt. I just wanted to tell you the news, Lewis, but Michelle, seeing as you're here, I might as well tell you both at the same time. We have had to let Bob Side go. He just wasn't working out.'

Lewis's eyes widened. 'You've fired him?'

'Yes. You were right, Lewis, Bob Side is an ignorant jerk. It took your words to make us see that and ever since we decided to go with your plan of hiring extra staff, he's kicked up a big fuss and shown us his true colours. We had no choice but to sack him on the spot.'

'Wow!' Michelle said. 

'Well I can't say I'm sorry to hear the news,' Lewis said.

'So Lewis, we'd like to know if you'd like to take over from Bob. It would mean more responsibility and a higher pay grade. What do you say?'

Lewis reeled. 'Really? You want me to take over from Bob?'

'You're the obvious candidate. And with your experience and your new assertive approach, we're sure you'll do a great job. What do you say?'

Lewis turned his eyes to Michelle who delivered him a huge smile. 'Wow.' He turned back to Mr Davies. 'Absolutely. I'd be thrilled to take over the role.'

'Excellent,' Mr Davies said. 'I'm glad to hear that. I'll schedule a meeting for tomorrow, so we can talk some more. Anyway, I'll leave the two of you to it.' He grinned and departed.

'That's great,' Michelle said. 'You'll definitely be great in that role. I'm so pleased for you.'

'So am I. I can still hardly believe it.'

'Thank God we've finally got rid of that idiot, Bob Side!'

Lewis grinned. 'No, thank my son. It was all his doing.'

'What?'

Lewis chuckled. 'Don't worry about it. You  wouldn't believe me if I told you!'
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