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  Charles
 
   
 
  Charles pushed his leather chair back away from his desk and stood to stretch his neck and back. He’d been working non-stop since dawn and needed a break. Maybe it was time for lunch, anyway. He looked down at the Omega adorning his wrist, surprised to see it was already past two in the afternoon. No wonder his stomach was growling. Where did the time go?
 
  He turned around and leaned his forearm against the glass, staring out the window of the 45th floor. He’d worked hard his whole life for a corner office and a view like that, but sometimes he wondered if it had all been worth it. Sometimes it felt more like a prison cell high in the sky than a Park Avenue office exemplifying the pinnacle of success.
 
  Looking up at the clear blue sky, then down at the people below, he was jealous of those little ants milling about down on the street, and not for the first time in his life. He wondered what they were doing, where they were going, and how much time they put in at work. Twelve-hour days were the norm on the 45th floor, and that was just for the admins and assistants. He could easily clock fourteen, fifteen, even twenty when he was a bit younger. But since celebrating his fiftieth the previous year, he found it hard to put in such hours. Not to mention, his doctor told him if he kept it up he wouldn’t make it to retirement. Charles laughed at the thought. Retire? He would never make it to retirement, because men like him didn’t retire.
 
  Heeding the doctor’s warning only because he was finding it harder and harder to wake up after putting in his notorious marathon workdays, he made a pact with himself to never work past ten p.m. He didn’t think he had much to worry about, for he kept in good physical condition, hitting the executive gym a few floors up. At fifty-one, he was in better shape than most men he saw at half his age, and he hadn’t lost his hair like most of his peers. He knew he caught the attention of women, of all ages. Even the young secretaries in his office flirted with him on a regular basis. Much more brazenly, in fact, than when he was their age. And even though he knew some of the invitations were no doubt serious, he always laughed them off as flatteries. Truth be told, he’d said the phrase “I’m old enough to be your father” more times than he would have liked.
 
  “One of these days I should take one of them up on their offer,” Charles had once said to his brother Mike. “You know, just to see how far they’re willing to go. Like the games of chicken we used to play with girls in junior high.”
 
   “Come on, Chuck. From the way you tell it, we both know how far they’ll go,” Mike replied. “The only one playing a game of chicken will be you. With your marriage. Unless having your fortune cut in half again by divorce isn’t something that concerns you.
 
  “Easy little brother, I’m just kidding around. Let a man dream a little, will you?”
 
  But his brother was right, as usual when it came to take the moral high ground. He was a minister after all. It had been over fifteen years since his last affairs cost Charles his marriage and half of all his assets, and Mike had warned him then, not only against the inherent sin of adultery, but its monetary risks as well. Mike could be just as pragmatic as the next guy, often more so. But of course, Charles didn’t listen. He was handsome, thirty-five, and ascending the corporate pyramid at accelerated speed. He was on top of the world, untouchable, and arrogant as hell.
 
  It was only a matter of time until his personal life came crashing down, as his extramarital indiscretions could no longer be ignored by his first wife, Elaine. She hired a private investigator to follow him for a month, collecting enough evidence for twenty divorces. His attorney did his best, but they were playing against a stacked deck—a deck stacked with photo after photo after photo of Charles exiting and entering bars, cars and hotels with an endless procession of beautiful, young women. Even if the judge hadn’t been a woman, his attorney told him they likely wouldn’t have fared any better. The evidence was just too damning. And intemperate. With so many women on the go, it was hard to imagine how Charles had any time left for work, let alone his wife and young daughter. Elaine not only got half of everything he had, she was also entitled to a hefty chunk of everything he would have.
 
  Needless to say, he regretted his actions and ruminated his philandering for a long time afterward. He wasn’t necessarily upset about the womanizing itself, but rather the imprudent and reckless way he went about it. His flagrant disregard for discretion is what really rankled him. He swore to himself that if for some ungodly reason he ever got married again, a mistake he vowed to avoid, that he would be much more discreet in his affairs. The idea of fidelity in a monogamous relationship had just simply never occurred to him. That is, until Elaine died.
 
  It was only a year after the divorce when his ex-wife left passed away, instantly making him a single father. His life changed overnight. He stopped running around with a new woman every other week, and instead had only one girl in his life—his daughter Jenny. And things he went alright for a while, especially with Uncle Mike and Aunt Beth around to lend a hand. But Charles knew he couldn’t raise Jenny on his own, even with his brother and his wife helping as much as they did. He signed up with an exclusive dating website and began to look at his options. And boy did he look.
 
  The dating service was exclusive in two ways—male clients must meet specific minimum income requirements, while the female clientele must meet certain aesthetic standards. And while the service garnered a lot of criticism from outsiders and non-members, they really did want people to find their soul mate. They were also proud of their success rate. That’s why, after two years of Charles “searching” their impressive and seemingly inexhaustible database of potential partners, his newly assigned Companion Consultant, Amanda, was beginning to worry. She phoned and asked him to visit their office for their annual face-to-face meeting, to which he readily agreed. Amanda was in her early-thirties and would easily rank among the top ten if she ever joined the database.
 
  “Charles,” Amanda said, as Companion Consultants were always on a first-name basis with the clientele. “It’s been two years now, and we’d just like to see how you’re doing and how you’re finding our service. Perhaps we’re not meeting your expectations.”
 
  “Quite the contrary,” Charles said, a little confused. “I’m loving it. I thought that would be obvious, considering how often I use it.”
 
  “Yes, well you see, that’s precisely my point,” Amanda replied.
 
  “I’m sure I follow you,” Charles said. “You’re a dating service. I go on dates.”
 
  “Yes, you certainly do. Quite a lot. And don’t get me wrong, we are very happy for you,” Amanda said, clearly trying to be as delicate as possible. “But perhaps there is a little confusion as to the service we aim to provide our clientele. As clearly outlined in our Mission Statement, and all our marketing material, our goal is to match like-minded people, to assist people in finding their ideal life partner.”
 
  “I see,” Charles said, rubbing his chin. “So, what you’re saying is that I’m taking too long?”
 
  “No, of course not,” Amanda stammered. “Not at all. We would never say such a thing.”
 
  “But you would think it,” Charles laughed, wanting to lighten the mood. He knew Amanda was feeling uncomfortable.
 
  “Well, you said it yourself,” Amanda said, smiling as she relaxed. “You do use our service quite a lot.” 
 
   
 
  Charles stared out his office window, reminiscing about that first day he met his second wife, Amanda. They went on their first date that night, and within a year they were married. They were a perfect match. She had a young son Jenny’s age who needed a father figure, and his daughter Jenny needed motherly guidance. They were a picture-perfect family of four, and things went smoothly for the first couple years. But as time ticked along, Charles started spending more and more time at the office. Apparently, he didn’t need a string of dalliances to derail his marriage, for he was perfectly capable of doing that on his own. Work was his new mistress, and he recently got the sense Amanda was thinking about finally packing her bags. Now that her son Brendan had finally turned eighteen, it relieved her of a fair amount of parental obligations, and possibly some marital ones as well. 
 
  Parenting Brendan hadn’t exactly been a walk in the park. Kicked out of two schools before his sixteenth birthday, Charles was amazed his stepson had managed to graduate high school at all, let alone time. However, he’d about reached his limit with Brendan. To his credit, the kid got his diploma, barely, but he had absolutely no prospects, no plan and evidently no concerns. He didn’t have a job and hadn’t been accepted to a single college. Charles had no idea what Brendan planned to do at the end of the summer, but he better not be under the impression he could just freeload off his parents until the end of time.
 
  “That kid,” Charles said to the people on the street, forty-five stories below, shaking his head. “He thinks everything should just be handed to him. It time for a reality check, he needs a dose of the real world. Hell, I wish he had my life for a day.”

 
      
   
 
  Brendan
 
   
 
  Brendan took a swig of beer and put the empty bottle down on the table beside his phone. He slowly flipped the phone over and turned on the screen to check the time. It was just after two o’clock. The photo of him and his ex on his phone’s lock screen served as a painful reminder. She was sitting on his lap after he’d just won skateboarding competition. Both young, attractive, slim blonds, he’d always thought they made a great couple, even though their friends joked they looked more like brother and sister than boyfriend and girlfriend. 
 
  “I should probably slow down,” he mumbled to himself, fondling the empty beer bottle, his third since arriving not even an hour earlier. Not that anyone would be able to hear him even if he spoke clearly, but he didn’t want to draw any attention to himself. He didn’t need the bouncer taking a closer look at his fake ID.
 
  The music was pumping and, although it was bright and sunny outside, it might as well have been the middle of the night as far as inside the strip club was concerned. He was sitting alone on Perverts Row, as the seats around the stage were commonly known, and feeling sorry himself. His girlfriend had just dumped him, he had no job lined up for summer, no college to attend in the fall, and he was pretty sure his step-dad wanted to kick him out of the house. He’d kind of felt that for a while, but the problem now was that it seemed like his mom might be on board with the plan. Brendan always knew he was safe while he was in school, which is why he probably never tried too hard, but they’d entered unknown territory now that high school was finished.
 
  If Charles was his real father, maybe he’d feel a little more secure about his place in the family homestead, but Brendan didn’t even know who his real father was. As far back as he could remember, he and his mom had been on their own. She was a single working mother doing her best to provide for them, but it wasn’t easy. In addition to her full-time day job, she worked nights a few times a week as well. As such, Brendan spent a lot of time with daycares and babysitters. He was just a little kid at the time, so he never really understood why his mom was away so much.
 
  Then suddenly one day, everything changed, and life got a whole lot better. His mom met a man and fell in love, and that man was Charles. They got married, and Brendan finally got the father he’d yet to have, as well as a sister, who just happened to be the same age as he was. It was a match made in heaven. His mom promptly quit both her jobs to give her full attention to the kids, relishing her new life as a stay-at-home mom. They vacationed as though they’d been a family forever, camping in the summer, ski trips in the winter, Disney World twice, and more. Everything was perfect.
 
  But nothing lasts forever, and the family vacations became fewer and farther apart, until one day they stopped altogether. Or rather, they stopped involving all four family members. Mom still took Brendan and Jenny on trips here and there, visiting family and friends, and day trips to museums, galleries and other cultural landmarks. They saw a lot, learned a lot, and lived a lot. The only thing missing was Dad.
 
  “He’s got work this weekend,” Mom would always tell them, when Jenny and Brendan inevitably inquired as to whether Dad would be joining them on whatever excursion they were embarking.
 
  “He worked last weekend,” either he or Jenny would always reply.
 
  “Well this weekend’s different. He’s got an important meeting Monday morning.”
 
  “He’s got an important meeting every Monday,” would be their retort. 
 
  It got to the point that Brendan began to think that it was all his fault, that Dad no longer joined them on their family outings was because he didn’t like Brendan. Blaming himself lasted until he reached his teens, then he started blaming Dad. It wasn’t Brendan’s fault if the guy wanted to work all the time, and he swore he’d never let some job or career dictate his life. 
 
  It wasn’t until recently that Brendan started to suspect his step-dad might be having an affair. He had to spend a few days at his step-dad’s office during his last semester of high school as part of his social studies class. He was supposed to be learning about how the business worked, but all he did was staple some papers together, re-organize a few filing cabinets, and surf the net. But he kept his eyes and ears open, and he noticed how the women in the office talked to his step-dad. And how he talked to them. His secretary Bonnie flirted with him at least three times a day, and although his step-dad didn’t blatantly flirt back, he sure as hell didn’t reject her outright. Brendan could understand, to some degree, why his step-dad didn’t say anything. Bonnie was a knockout blond with long legs and huge tits. But Dad never mentioned Mom, not even once, that Brendan heard. Did Bonnie even know that he’s married? 
 
  Brendan waved over his waitress. She was a perky little thing, maybe Mexican or Puerto Rican, with her dark hair tied up in two coquettish pigtails. Sporting a skimpy tank-top over her ample breasts, she wore silver short-shorts so tight the satin looked painted on. She had a body better than most, if not all, of the dancers in the joint. He resisted the urge to grab her ass as she sidled up beside him. He held up his empty bottle, swinging it back and forth between his fingers.
 
  “Get you another one of the same, papi?” the waitress asked, kneeling beside him.
 
   “Yeah,” Brendan said, staring at her luscious lips, wishing she would lean forward into his lap. He’d heard rumors about this place, that some of the girls would do a lot more than dance. “And by the way, what time do you go on stage?”
 
  The girl laughed as she stood up and put her hand on Brendan’s shoulder. “Sorry papi, I’m just here to serve drinks.”
 
  She winked, took his empty bottle, and blew him a kiss. He stared, mouth half open, as she sashayed her way across the room to the bar at the back of the club. He felt more aroused watching her than he did the first three dancers combined. When she returned moments later and placed the fresh, cold beer down in front of him, he gave her a hundred percent tip.
 
  The announcer’s voice boomed through the club as he began to announce the next dancer, and Brendan turned back around to face the stage. He started on beer number four, trying to numb whatever it was he was feeling. He wasn’t sure whether he was more worried about his own predicament, or his mom’s. It tore him up inside, knowing that she wasn’t happy, and it was pretty obvious that she hadn’t been for quite some time. Furthermore, if Brendan forced his parents to boot him out of the house, it would probably be tougher on her than it would be on him.
 
  “Fuck him,” Brendan muttered, cursing his step-dad. “He’s got another thing coming if he thinks he can kick me out of the house. He’s barely home anyway, so what does it matter if I’m there or not. He thinks I’ve got it so easy, he’s got no idea what’s it’s like growing up nowadays. Fuck, I wish he had my life for a day.”

 
      
   
 
  Charles
 
   
 
  Charles felt a sudden wave of nausea course throughout his body. His forehead got hot as he began to sweat profusely and, looking down at the city below, he got a sudden case of vertigo. Blindly reaching behind him for something to hold onto, he grabbed the back of his chair. It spun around and rolled backward, sending Charles stumbling into his desk. His hands splayed in front of him to break his fall, sending papers flying in all directions, and shoving his laptop into the banker’s lamp on the corner of his desk. Sailing through the air, the lamp landed with a crash as its glass shade shattered and the bulbs exploded. 
 
  Disoriented, he tried to stand up straight, but it only made him woozy. Grabbing the edge of the desk, he slowly made his way around to its opposite, using his hands to guide him, as though he was feeling his way through the dark. His vision was so blurry, he couldn’t see an inch in front of his eyes. Then, to add to his confusion, the door to his office suddenly swung open.
 
  “What was that?” A familiar voice came from the doorway. It was his secretary Bonnie. “Oh my god, Charles! Are you alright?”
 
  “Bonnie? Is that you?” Holding onto the edge of the desk with one hand, he reached toward the door with the other. “I can’t see.” 
 
  “Yes, it’s me,” Bonnie said as she ran to his side. “What’s going on? What happened?”
 
  “I don’t know,” Charles said. “I was just standing over there by the window, looking down at the street, and then… boom. I’m dizzy and blind and nauseous.”
 
  “Maybe you’re having a have heart attack. I’ll phone 911 and have them send an ambulance.”
 
  “No, no. Put down the phone. I’m not having a heart attack.”
 
  “Then what should we do?” Bonnie asked, her voice cracking with concern.
 
  Charles leaned back and sat on the edge of the desk, taking deep breaths. “Let’s just wait a minute. I’m sure it will pass.”
 
  But it didn’t pass. Charles didn’t start to feel better. In fact, it was quite the opposite. His nausea, dizziness and impaired vision were soon accompanied by hallucinations.
 
  “What’s that sound?” Charles whispered, craning his neck, straining to listen.
 
  “What sound?” Bonnie said, looking around while she rubbed his back. “I don’t hear anything.”
 
  “That thumping. It sounds like…” Charles concentrated a moment. “Music. Yes, it sounds like music. Where is that music coming from?”
 
  “Music?” Bonnie said, her voice full of concern. “There’s no music, Charles. At least not that I can hear.”
 
  “How can you not hear that?” Charles snapped. He was getting annoyed, even though he knew Bonnie was just trying to help. “Sorry.”
 
  “That’s okay, Charles. Just tell me what you need. Anything at all.”
 
  “Thanks Bonnie. I think I just need some rest,” Charles said. He frowned. “By the way, what are you doing here? It’s Saturday. You don’t work weekends.”
 
  “Well, I know you’ve got a big meeting on Monday morning with the Peterson Group, and I knew that you’d be in here preparing for it. I just came in to see if I could help in anyway. Don’t worry, I don’t expect to be on the clock.”
 
  As she continued to rub his back, she put her other hand on his knee. The move caught him off guard, but he didn’t want to get caught up in some misunderstanding, so he tried to ignore it, allowing her to leave it there. But even though he couldn’t see, he knew well enough what Bonnie looked like, and he could certainly feel. And it was impossible to ignore the fact there was a bit of movement between his legs.
 
  “Thanks Bonnie, that’s really, um, sweet of you,” Charles stammered, trying to think of what to say. “But I’m not really sure how you can help. I mean, you don’t really know anything about—oh shit, sorry. I’m such an asshole. I didn’t mean it to come out like that.”
 
  “There’s no need to apologize,” Bonnie said, her tone serious and sympathetic. “You’re right, I don’t know anything about the business. I didn’t mean I could help you in that way. I thought if you needed someone to get you coffee or lunch, or to make photocopies, or to rub your feet or neck…”
 
  Charles had to smile. Even when he was as helpless as a wounded duck, she still found a way to flirt with him. He was pretty sure she did it just to boost his confidence, even though she did it rather frequently. She was a twenty-six-year-old blond bombshell who could have any man she wanted, men far wealthier, more powerful or better looking than Charles. It was all just part of her job, keeping the boss happy and focused. It was also no secret that he was having troubles at home. 
 
  He rubbed his eyes then stuck a finger in his ear, wiggling it around as though trying to shake free water trapped there after a swim. But he couldn’t shake the music. It was not only still there, it was getting louder. What the hell was going on? Why couldn’t Bonnie hear the music? And why could he suddenly smell booze? In fact, he couldn’t just smell it, he could taste it! 
 
  He stood, he wobbled, and he tried to walk forward. Where he was going, he had no idea, but anywhere was better than the confusing hell he was in. Bonnie darted back around his desk to fetch his chair, wheeling it behind him just as he lost balance. Charles fell back and sunk into his chair. Leaning forward, he put his head between his knees.
 
  “That’s it, just breathe,” Bonnie said, as she once again rubbed his back. 
 
  Although it wasn’t like before. It was more that she was patting him, like you pat the back of a friend who’s had too much to drink. Did someone spike his coffee?
 
  “I don’t, I can’t—" Charles mumbled incoherently, finding it difficult to compose a thought. 
 
  “You need to sit up,” Bonnie whispered in his ear. “Now.” 
 
  The music had grown incredibly loud, and she must have finally heard it, for she spoke so close to him, her lips almost grazed his skin. And oddly, she sounded different. Her demeanor had not only changed, her voice had as well. Did she have an accent?
 
  “I don’t wanna—"
 
  “Listen to me, if you don’t sit up and start acting straight, like right now, Big Tony over there is going to notice and come kick your ass out.”
 
  “Big Tony? What?” Charles, said forcing himself to sit up.
 
  Blood rushed from his head and the room spun. Everything was dark. He clenched his jaw, steadying himself, then finally looked Bonnie in the face. Except it wasn’t Bonnie.

 
      
   
 
  Brendan
 
   
 
  Brendan took a long pull from the cold, fresh brew. A few more of those and he wouldn’t be feeling any pain at all. He would be worry free as all his problems washed away. But for the moment, he was still stuck on what to do. If he had a job, he wouldn’t be so worried about getting kicked out of the house. He knew it was coming, he just hoped it was later than sooner. Much later. 
 
  To help his cause, he’d been trying to sabotage his parents’ marriage. Just a little bit mind you. He figured is his mom was on his side, he had nothing to worry about. And seeing as he run out of valid excuses long ago, about why he didn’t have a job, about why didn’t do well in school, about why he wasn’t going to college, it was going to be an uphill battle getting Mom too see things from his point of view. Therefore, he figured it was a lot easier to get her mad at Dad. If Brendan couldn’t coax Mom over to his corner, he’d yank her away from Dad’s. 
 
  It started out innocently enough, making a point to ask, “Where’s Dad?” as often as possible, when he knew full well he was at the office. But that plan didn’t get much traction. Apparently, Mom had already gotten used to his long working hours and given up on trying to convince him to work less and spend more time with the family.
 
  That left him with few options. He had to turn it up a notch. He decided to start dropping hints that he suspected Dad was having an affair. After all, nobody works that much. And they all knew about his past affairs during his first marriage. Not to mention, he was quite the playboy when he met Mom. She’d initially had reservations about dating him at all, knowing how many women he’d been with.
 
  When Brendan first mentioned it, just in passing, they both laughed it off. The second time he brought it up, she didn’t find it quite so funny. In fact, she took it to heart, much more than Brendan expected, or even wanted, her to. Only three days ago, while Brandon was going through the family computer’s browser history to delete his porn activity, he noticed web searches for divorce lawyers in the area. There were also searches about infidelity and how much money a wife could expect to get from a cheating husband.
 
  “Oh well, fuck it,” Brendan mumbled to himself, taking another long swig of beer. “If he’s stupid enough to be cheating on my mom, then he deserves everything he’s gonna get. And if he didn’t do anything wrong, he’s got nothing to worry about.”
 
  He raised his hand and flagged down the little Latina hardbody, and she skipped her way toward him.
 
  “Hey there beautiful, una mas cerveza, por favor,” Brendan said, annunciating as clearly as possible one of the few Spanish phrases in his limited repertoire.
 
  “Si senor,” the waitress replied, “But I think you’d better spend a little more time with the next one. You don’t want to hurt its feelings after all, do you, papi?”
 
  “Are you trying to cut me off without me noticing?” Brendan slurred, rocking forward then back. He was suddenly much drunker than he was a moment ago. 
 
  “Not at all, papi, I just want to make sure you enjoy yourself,” the waitress put a flirtatious hand on his shoulder. 
 
  Brendan looked up at her and smiled. “I figured you’d want me to spend as much as possible.”
 
  “No need to rush, it’s still early after all.”
 
  He put his arm around her waist. “Hey, what’s your name by the way? I can’t keep calling you Beautiful all-night long.”
 
  “Oh, I don’t know, I kind of like it,” she said, wiggling her way free from his grasp. “But you can call me Elena… if you must.”
 
  “Alright, Elena,” Brendan nodded. Now they were getting somewhere. “A beautiful name for a beautiful girl.”
 
  “You’re too sweet, papi,” Elena said, patting his bicep. She gave it a little squeeze. “Oh my, and strong.”
 
  Brendan burned a hole into her backside as she walked back to the bar. He turned back toward the stage before she turned around at the bar. He had to play it cool, after all. But as he faced the stage, lights began to flash and dry ice fog spewed from smoke machines at the corners of the stage. The emcee’s booming voice came blaring over the sound system, announcing the next dancer. 
 
  He wasn’t sure if it was the billowing fake smoke or the speed with which he downed the last beer, but the room began to spin, and Brendan felt suddenly sick. His throat expanded, and he reflexively clenched his jaw, suppressing the urge to vomit. Compressing his abs and chest, he held it in. And he thought he’d won the battle, under the darkness took over. The music faded, and bright lights blinded him. But it wasn’t stage lights. It was more like… sunlight. Did somebody open the door? All the doors? Even then, they wouldn’t let that much light in. It was as though someone had removed the roof. 
 
  He felt a hand on his shoulder.
 
  “Papi, papi, are you okay?” It was Elena. She’d come to his rescue.
 
  “I don’t know. Everything is dark, I’m dizzy. I feel I’m gonna—"
 
  “Do not fucking puke in here. Not in my section!”
 
  “No, I won’t. I’m fine. I just—" He just what? Brendan had no idea what he needed. He had no idea what was going on. Elena’s voice twisted into a garbled mess, the music fizzled away into silence. The smell of dry ice evaporated. Even the taste of his beer… began to taste like coffee.
 
  “What the fuck is happening?”
 
  “Just relax, take a deep breath,” a voice said. Thank god, he could hear Elena again. She was rubbing his back, but she sounded different. Her sexy accent was gone.
 
  He was still dizzy, but the spinning room began to slow. He lifted his head, trying to sit up without puking. The room was so bright he had to squint. Elena’s face was close to his. He opened his eyes a crack more to look at her. It wasn’t his sexy waitress, but he recognized her. He knew who she was. What was Dad’s secretary doing there? 

 
      
   
 
  Charles
 
   
 
  Charles rubbed his eyes and blinked, waiting impatiently as his vision returned. What happened to the sunny day outside? Why was it so dark? Did he pass out?
 
  He looked at Bonnie, or rather, the woman standing where Bonnie used to be. She was smaller than Bonnie, shorter but bustier, and not blond. She wasn’t even white. She had dark hair, pulled up in pigtails, and looked and sounded Hispanic. She wasn’t wearing much, a revealing tank top and almost non-existent shorts. She was also more a girl than a woman. Charles figured she couldn’t be more than eighteen or nineteen.
 
  “Hey, come on. Sit up,” she said as she pushed on his chest, encouraging him to sit up straight. “Before Big Tony sees you.”
 
  “Big Tony?” Charles asked. His tongue was thick, his speech slurred. He felt panic in chest, fearing that he maybe just had a stroke. 
 
  “Wow, you’ve got a bad memory,” the girl said. “Big Tony is the doorman.”
 
  “Doorman?” Charles was thoroughly confused. His office building had security guards, not doormen, and none of the guys working the door at his condo tower were named Tony, let alone Big Tony. 
 
   “Yeah. The giant over there who was kind enough to let you in with that fake ID of yours.”
 
  Charles looked across the room. There was indeed a huge man looming over a dim area, glowing red in the light of an EXIT sign. 
 
  “My fake ID?” Charles said, looking down at the small round table he was sitting at. 
 
  On top of the table were a wallet and a full bottle of beer. Picking up the wallet, he flipped it open and looked at the driver’s license inside. He didn’t recognize the name, but he sure as hell knew the face in the photo. It was his stepson, Brendan.
 
  “Why that little—"
 
  “What is it papi?” The girl said, leaning in to examine the wallet with him. Who is she? And who the hell is Pappy?
 
   “I don’t—" Charles stopped mid-sentence, trying to figure out what was happening before saying anything else.
 
  “If you don’t have any cash left, don’t worry,” the girl said. “There’s an ATM in the back hall. Just before the door to the toilet.”
 
  “ATM? The toilet?”
 
  “Si, papi” the girl said, standing up straight and pointing to a dimly lit hallway across the room. “Right over there. It’s only five dollars on a hundred.”
 
  “Gracias,” Charles said, unsure why he was replying to her in Spanish. 
 
  Pushing his chair back, Charles stood and looked around the room, taking it fully in for the first time. Now he knew why it was so dark. It wasn’t nighttime, he was inside bar. A strip bar by the looks of it. He put the mysterious wallet in his pocket then started to walk toward the dimly lit back hall the pigtailed young girl pointed toward. As he walked, he looked down at his legs. He was wearing somebody else’s shoes. A pair of beat up old sneakers. And he wasn’t wearing his khakis, his usual garb for Saturdays at the office, he was wearing shorts. The long, sloppy style his stepson usually wore. Raising his arms in front of him, he saw they were bare. He touched his head and removed a baseball cap. He looked down at his chest to discover he was wearing a t-shirt under a short-sleeved collared shirt. He was dressed exactly like Brendan. 
 
  Walking past the ATM machine, he noticed a sign above it in big, bold letter informing customers that it dispensed “Hundreds Only”. Pushing open the door beside the money machine, he ducked inside the men’s room. He glanced at the urinals, then peeked quickly under the two stalls and saw no feet. Thankfully, the room was empty. The door closed pulled itself closed, offering a slight reprieve as it dampened the thumping music. Charles moved to the sink, turned on the taps and bent down to splash water on his face. The cool liquid was refreshing so he kept his face down in the porcelain bowl, slurping water from his hands. When he finally felt normal enough, he stood up straight and looked in the mirror. 
 
  His brain stopped working for a moment as Charles tried to rationalize what he was seeing. There in the mirror, looking back at him, was his stepson Brendan. They were Brendan’s clothes, Brendan’s hands, which he waved left and right and up and down, and Brendan’s face. He winked, blinked and stretched his mouth open as wide as he could. He leaned close enough to touch his nose to the glass and leaned back far enough that he almost fell over. There was absolutely no denying it, he was Brendan. Or at least in his body. He was still thinking and acting like himself. What kind of nightmare was he having?
 
  He fetched the wallet from his pocket and pulled out the driver’s license. It was a Hawaiian license with the name John Holmes, age twenty-four, but it was a photo of Brendan. At any rate, anyone could with half a brain could instantly see it was a fake. The word license was spelled wrong and Hawaii had three i's. He put the wallet back in his pocket. His initial thought was to find Brendan and get to the bottom of things, but quickly laughed it off. He was dreaming. He had to be. Brendan might not even be in it.
 
  “Hell,” Charles said to himself. “I bet I step back through that door and I’m in a completely different place, even a totally different world. Maybe I’ll even wake up.”
 
  Charles pulled the handle and stepped through the door. He was back into the same room. The same dark, moist air with pounding bass and flashing lights. He took a deep breath and assessed his situation. To his left, he once again noted the ATM. At a five percent transaction fee, the little machine was no doubt doing alright for itself.
 
  “Well, if I’m dreaming, it’s not going to cost me anything,” he said, reaching for the wallet in his pocket. He smiled and chuckled as it flipped open to the fake ID. “And even if I’m not dreaming, it still won’t cost me anything.”
 
  He stuck Brendan’s card in the slot, hoping he still used the same PIN number he’d been using for everything since he was twelve years-old. He punched in 8008, and the welcome screen appeared, asking him how many hundreds he’d like to withdraw.
 
  “Why not?” Charles said, pressing the option indicating $500.
 
  With his wallet full of five crisp Benjamins, Charles sauntered casually back to his table. There was a spring in his step, he was feeling lighter, stronger. Younger. Why not enjoy the moment?

 
      
   
 
  Brendan
 
   
 
  Brendan shook his head and looked around the room. Rather than a stage and stripper pole, he saw his step-father’s big mahogany desk and the lamp that usually sat on its corner, smashed on the floor. Instead of the cute little hardbody called Elena he’d been working on, he was with his step-dad’s secretary, even though, Brendan had to admit, she was no slouch herself. He wouldn’t mind seeing her up on stage or in the champagne room. But most disturbing of all, the large windows along the wall behind him let in the full, blinding glare of the beautiful day he’d been intentionally missing inside The Skin Shack. There was no denying it, he was in Dad’s office. He just had to figure out how he got there.
 
  “What… happened?” Brendan stammered.
 
  Bonnie rubbed her hand in slow, comforting circles on his back. “I wish you would tell me. I’d just arrived when I heard the crash. That’s when I came running in to find you here, keeled over, gasping for air. I don’t even want to think about what could have happened had I not been here for you.”
 
  Her tone of voice caught Brendan a little off guard. It wasn’t detached and purely professional, it was closer, more personal. The way you’d talk to family, or a friend… or a lover. Maybe his suspicions were truer than he realized. Maybe she’s the one, Brendan thought. Jesus Dad, you’re such a cliché. Boning your secretary. 
 
  Brendan put his hands in lap, immediately noticing he wasn’t wearing his shorts. He was wearing a pair of boring khakis, the kind his step-dad wore. Jumping to his feet, Brendan raised his arms and surveyed his body. Nothing he wore was his own. His Vans were replaced by ugly leather dress shoes, his board shorts were the pants, and he was wearing what looked like one of Dad’s golf shirts. Then the real shocker hit him. His body not only felt different, it looked different. His four-beer buzz was gone, and he felt a little tired. Not sleepy, just less… vibrant. He felt heavier, even bigger, and his arms seemed hairier. 
 
  “What the fuck is going on?”
 
  “Oh my, it must be more serious than I thought,” Bonnie said, but she didn’t seem concerned. There was teasing a hint of humor in her voice.
 
  “More serious?”
 
  “Yes,” Bonnie said, patting his shoulder, in a don’t worry kind of way. “I think that’s the first time I’ve ever heard you swear., Charles.”
 
  Brendan felt the blood drain from his face. He looked Bonnie straight in the eyes, then looked around the room. Then he looked down at himself once again. Bolting for the door, he swung it open and sprinted down the hallway. Slamming both palms against the men’s room door, he dashed into the restroom and ran up to the counter. Head down, catching his breath, with his hands planted firmly on either side of the sink he slowly raised his head. His step-dad’s khakis, his step-dad’s golf shirt, and then… his step-dad’s face.
 
  “What the actual fuck?” Brendan said, staring at the mirror. He looked into the reflection’s eyes. They looked like his step-dad’s, but Brendan knew they were his own. He could sense them looking back at him. It was his own reflection, but somehow, he happened to look like Dad. 
 
  Was he that drunk? Or did somebody spike his drink? If he’d been drugged, it was some pretty heavy shit they’d slipped him. Whoever they were. As far as he knew, the only people who’d been near his drinks were the bartender, his waitress and himself. And he was pretty sure he didn’t slip himself a mickey. Maybe his waitress, Elena, did. And if he was hallucinating that he was his step-dad, maybe he was hallucinating that Elena was Bonnie.
 
  After splashing some water on his face, Brendan walked cautiously back to his step-dad’s office. Even though he looked like Dad, he still felt like he didn’t belong there. It felt as though he was trespassing.
 
  He opened the door to find Bonnie daintily crouched down, carefully picking pieces of broken glass up off the floor. She was wearing a tight beige miniskirt, cream-colored high heels, and white satin dress shirt. If she dressed like that every day in the office, Brendan couldn’t blame his step-dad for being tempted. But even still, he was cheating on his mom. That’s something he couldn’t forgive. 
 
  “Careful you don’t cut yourself,” was the only thing Brendan could think to say as he re-entered the room. 
 
  “Thanks,” Bonnie said, looking up, obviously annoyed by the comment. “I’ll keep that in mind.”
 
  She quickly forced a smile. She dropped a final piece of glass into the cloth she’d laid down and gingerly wrapped it up, before placing it in the waste basket beside the desk. She brushed her hands down her thighs to smooth her skirt, then straightened her shirt.
 
  “Sorry,” Brendan said. “That was a stupid thing to say. I mean, people always say that, don’t they? Even though, like of course you’re going to be careful. Who isn’t going to be careful picking up broken glass. Just like when you tell someone not to lose something—"
 
  Bonnie gave him a weird look and he realized he was rambling. He stopped talking and the silence hung in the air like week-old party balloon. She stood and looked straight at him.
 
  “Are you feeling alright, Charles? Did you hit your head?”
 
  It took a moment to register that she believed he was his step-dad. Furthermore, the notion that he was hallucinating, and she might actually be Elena, the waitress from The Skin Shack, went out the window when she called him Charles. Elena wouldn’t know his step-dad’s name. He had to accept, for the moment anyhow, that he was actually in his step-dad’s body. Whether it was a dream or some unexplained phenomenon, he had control of his step-dad’s body. And that gave him an idea.
 
  “Yes, I mean no,” Brendan said. “Yes, I’m feeling alright and no, I didn’t hit my head.”
 
  “Okay, well can I get you anything? Water, coffee, maybe a bite to eat?”
 
  “Actually, water would be great. Can you go grab me a glass?”
 
  “Sure thing,” Bonnie said with a smile and quickly ducked out the door.
 
  Brendan looked around his step-dad’s office and quickly devised his plan. Bonnie was back less than two minutes later, a glass of cold water in her hand. 
 
  “Here you are,” she said, holding out the glass to Brendan. “Is there anything else I can get you?”
 
  Brendan took a sip of water then put it down on the desk, taking a step closer toward her. “Actually, there is something I wouldn’t mind having.”
 
  “Oh? And what might that be, exactly?” Bonnie said, taking a step back. Although she had no place to go, as she backed up against the desk.
 
  “I think you know,” Brendan is, trying to talk like he thought his step-dad might. 
 
  “Charles,” Bonnie said, her bum firmly pressed against the edge of the desk. “What are you doing? What’s come over you?”
 
  Brendan considered stopping and backing away, but he chose to move forward with his plan. He had to. It was the best way to find out if his Dad was cheating on Mom. Brendan reached out and put his hand on either side of Bonnie’s leg, sliding them up and down her thighs. She had the legs of a of a woman, not the still-maturing limbs of girls Brendan was used to. The only time he got to cop the feel of an older woman was at The Skin Shack, but that was different. 
 
  Leaning into her, Brendan brought his face beside hers and kissed her neck. She tensed up, but she didn’t resist or push him away. It was almost all the proof he needed, but feeling the rising erection between his legs, he knew he needed more. Massaging her thighs, he looped his fingers beneath the hem of Bonnie’s skirt and slowly tugged it upward.
 
  “Oh, oh my,” Bonnie said, putting her hands on his and pushing them down. Weakly. “Charles, I don’t think—"
 
  “Shh,” Brendan breathed into her ear. “Feel this.”
 
  Brendan grabbed her hand and placed between his legs. After a moment of hesitation, she gripped his erection, squeezing him though his pants.
 
  “Oh my,” Bonnie said, a little caught off guard. She sounded surprised but interested. “So hard. And so big.”
 
  Brendan pulled her skirt up until it was almost nothing more than a belt around her waist. His hands explored the smooth skin of her thighs and ass, searching for her panties. He finally found them when his hand encountered the thin band of white lace around her hips. She was wearing the sexiest thong Brendan had ever laid hands on. Sliding a hand around to her front, he pressed his palm against her mound and curled his fingers between her legs. She felt hot and wet, and Brendan could hardly control himself, but he tried to play it cool. He tried not to rush it.
 
  Bonnie groaned and rolled her head back as Brendan applied pressure to the wet spot of her panties. Leaning back, she tiptoed her backside further up the desk, and opened her legs a little bit more. Continuing to squeeze and stroke him through his pants, her free hand slid around waist and grabbed his ass, and she gently pulled him toward her. Pushing his crotch against hers, he began grinding into her. Letting go of his ass and cock, she leaned further back and pulled herself further up on the desk. Spreading her legs apart, Bonnie placed her hands on his shoulders and pushed him down. It was obvious what she wanted.
 
  Brendan had never really gone down on a girl before. His ex-girlfriend was apparently too shy to let him, and she was the first (and so far, only) girl he’d been with. Brendan got down on his knees as Bonnie closed her legs, raised her hips, and slipped off her panties. Tossing them over her head, she spread her legs again, and moved her hands between. Rubbing her clit with one hand, she slipped the index finger of the inside. Brendan stared in awe at the beautiful, pink pussy before him. She was completely shaved, except for a small patch of hair just above her lips. She couldn’t be more flawless if she’d been airbrushed.
 
  Unsure how to start, he was relieved when Bonnie reached up to the back of his head and pulled his face down between her legs. His lips touched hers and he slowly stuck his tongue out, entering her wet, pink hole. The thrill that he was going down on his step-dad’s hot secretary finally hit him, and a torrent of sexual hunger coursed through every nerve in his body. He opened his mouth and shoved his tongue as deep as possible inside her. Swirling it around, poking, prodding, licking. Overcome with lust, he devoured her as though he’d been starving.
 
  She let out a scream as he grabbed the backs of her thighs and pushed legs further apart, forcing them down on the desk. She grabbed the far edge of the desk to hold herself in place, while her other hand stayed between her legs, furiously rubbing her clit with her fingers. Brendan moved one hand down her thigh and pushed a finger inside her. She groaned, thrusting her hips up to meet his finger, pulling her legs wider apart. With his chin soaking wet with her juices, he continued to work his tongue around inside her, as he slipped a second, then a third, finger into her hole. Pushing all three fingers to their bottom knuckle, he started pumping her, spreading her hole apart, as he tried to get deeper and deeper. Bonnie grabbed hold of his wrist and, just when he thought she was going to tell him to stop, she started pulling him in and out of her hole. Her thumb slid along his pinkie finger and nudged it until it slipped inside her hole with the others. With four fingers inside her, Bonnie took hold of his wrist in both her hands and began to pump up and down.
 
  Brendan’s mouth stopped all activity and hung agape, staring at Bonnie as she fucked herself with his hand. The sound of juices and flesh slapping quickened with her grinding into his hand as she thrust her legs into the air. He’d never seen anything like it, and certainly not with Mimi, the girlfriend he’d been with from tenth grade up until a week ago when she dumped him out of the blue. Feeling Bonnie clench around his fingers, he felt like he was locked in the grip of a strongman’s handshake. Her hips shot upward off the desk and back down again, as her body writhed and shook. She was having an orgasm. And even though he wasn’t doing much, he was making a woman come. It was another first for Brendan, and it stirred something inside him, making him even harder.
 
  His hands fumbling as he struggled to unbuckle his belt, Bonnie’s hands shot between them to deftly offer assistance. With his pants undone, he dropped them to the floor with his boxers and kicked them to the side. Grabbing his cock in his hand, he was taken aback by its girth, as his step-dad had a lot more to offer in that regard. He guided the tip between Bonnie’s legs, readying to ease it into her. But there was no need to wait, he was not struggling to fit into Mimi’s tight, and sometimes reluctant, little hole. Bonnie was an experienced woman. She was wet, willing and wide open, and in one thrust Brendan was deep inside.
 
  Bonnie grunted and groaned and sunk her fingers into Brendan’s ass cheeks, pulling him into her. Matching his thrusts, she said “Fuck me, Charles. Fuck me.”
 
  Hearing her call him by his step-dad’s name gave him a jolt, but he quickly brushed it off. She could call him Shithead for all he cared. But then it turned him on. He felt anonymous, empowered. Unstoppable. He could do whatever he wanted. After all, it’s not like he would face the consequences once he was back inside his old self.
 
  “Do you like that?” Brendan said, sliding out as far as the tip then slamming back in as hard as he could. “You like my thick cock?”
 
  “Nnnhnnn,” Bonnie grunted in the affirmative.
 
  “Tell me,” Brendan demanded, feeling emboldened. “Tell me you like me fucking you. Tell me you like my thick cock.”
 
  “Nnnn,” Bonnie screamed, grinding harder, clearly turned on by his words.
 
  “Say it!” Brendan yelled.
 
  Bonnie squealed. “Oh, fuck yes. I love it. Fuck me with your big, fat cock. Fuck my pussy!”
 
  Her words almost drove Brendan over the edge, but he clenched and flexed and refused to come. He’d never heard a woman talk like that, other than in videos. He thought women only spoke like that in porn. They didn’t talk like that in real life.
 
  “Say more,” Brendan said. “Keep talking.”
 
  “Yeah?” Bonnie said. “Do you like that? Does it make your cock hard? Hearing me beg you to fuck my cunt?”
 
  “Oh fuck, yes,” Brendan gasped, then risked turning it up a notch. “Take my cock, you are fucking slut. Take it as I pound your fucking cunt.”
 
  “Yes, fuck,” Bonnie screamed. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck my cunt!” 
 
  Her body thrashed, her hips shot up and down like a jackhammer, and Brendan knew she was coming again. He went as fast as he could, slamming in and out of her as their flesh slapped together, until his entire body pulsed with such intensity, like nothing he’d ever felt before, and he exploded inside her. 
 
  Pumping once, twice, then three times, he relaxed, pumped once more for good measure, then collapsed on top of her. He’d never experienced anything like it. He couldn’t believe he talked to her like that, and that she didn’t get mad. Quite the opposite. She not only liked it, she talked like that herself. He felt a tap on his shoulder.
 
  “Okay, Charles,” Bonnie said. “Can you let me up?”
 
  “Oh right, sorry,” Brendan said, standing up. He pulled out of her and stepped back. He went over to the wall, pulled on his pants, and picked up the cellphone he put on the shelf.
 
  “Wooh,” Bonnie laughed as she stood up and pulled her skirt down. She made a perfunctory display of fixing her hair and straightening her clothes, then smiled at Brendan. “Well, that’s certainly not what I had in mind when I came into work today.”
 
  “It’s not?” Brendan replied in all seriousness.
 
  “Don’t get me wrong, Charles, I enjoyed it. I’m glad I came in today,” Bonnie said. “And come I did! But, you know, I’ve been flirting with you for years. All of us girls know you never cheat on your wife.”
 
  “You have? You do? I don’t?”
 
  “Are you sure you’re feeling alright?” Bonnie laughed, giving him a strange look. “To be honest, I didn’t think you had it in you. I always took you for a man above temptation.”
 
  “What are you talking about?”
 
  “I mean, you can be a flirt, but I never thought you could be unfaithful to your wife. Is everything alright between the two of you?”
 
  Panic and regret bloomed in Brendan’s chest, then dropped down into the pit of his stomach. Shit! What have I done?
 
  “I’m sorry,” Bonnie said. “Did I say something wrong? Never mind, I should just shut up now. Maybe this wasn’t a good idea after all.”
 
  “No, no,” Brendan said, reaching out and putting a hand on her arm. “It’s not you. You’re amazing. This was incredible. It’s just… I gotta go.”
 
  Brendan grabbed his step-dad’s briefcase, checked it for his wallet and car keys, and bolted out the door. If Brendan hurried, he might be able to fix his mistake.

 
      
   
 
  Charles
 
   
 
  Charles took his seat at the edge of the stage, put the cap back on his head, and picked up the bottle of beer his waitress left there. The few lights pointing at the stage dimmed, then disappeared altogether. A booming deejay voice erupted form the sound system and echoed throughout the dark room. 
 
  “Aaaaaaaaalright gentlemen,” the deejay bellowed, hoping to get the crowd’s attention. The place was barely half-full, if that, and Charles figured the guy deserved all the attention he could muster. “All of our girls are available for private dances in the champagne room. If you see them walking around, you can have them. All you need to do is ask. Hell, you don’t even need to do that much, just point.”
 
  Two guys sitting a few tables away exchanged shoulder punches, no doubt laughing at something related to the deejay’s commentary. Charles had never really been one for strip joints or pay-for-play, so the whole thing made him a bit uncomfortable. But he tried to roll with it and enjoy the dream, or whatever it was that he was experiencing.
 
  “And now, we’ve got a very special treat for you. Coming to you straight from the night shift at Mercy General, to the main stage of The Skin Shack, we’ve got Nuuuuurse Tiffany. She’s so hot, you’ll get a fever just looking at her. But don’t worry, she knows all the right moves to make you feel gooood. Put your hands together for Tifanyyyyyy!”
 
  Charles joined in the applause, his polite clapping no doubt overshadowed by the cheering and whistling a few tables over. The room went pitch black as an electric guitar mimicked the revving of an engine. He’d heard the song before, at hockey games, and felt a bit more at ease, finally recognizing a familiar sound. Excessive amounts of fog shot out from smoke machines on either side of the stage, and he was sitting so close it was all he could taste for the next few minutes. The sound of fireworks cracked through the smoke and wailing guitars as blinding spotlights lit up the stage, and a sexy blond girl in a white latex nurse’s uniform burst onto the stage.
 
  Feeling a little embarrassed to be sitting so close, Charles avoided looking her in the eyes, hiding beneath the brim of his cap, and keeping his attention focused on her legs and ass. She wore six-inch spike heels and he wondered how she even walked in them, let alone danced. But dance she could. Charles was in awe as he watched her defy gravity, spinning around the pole and flying around the stage. In addition to the heels, she wore white fishnets and garter under a skintight, micro miniskirt one-piece. Ogling her legs, her ass, and her pert breasts restrained only by a half-open red zipper, Charles was getting in the mood.
 
  The two guys nearby hollered and flagged her over, waving bills that Charles couldn’t tell if they were ones, or fives or tens. He had the five hundreds on him, but suddenly wished he’d made some change, as he watched Nurse Tiffany dance her way over to the Punchy Twins and crouch down at the edge of the stage to spread her legs in front of their table. Charles wanted to see what they were seeing, and he felt a twitch in his shorts. He looked back over his shoulder, spotted his waitress, and waved her over.
 
  “Can I get some change for this?” Charles asked shyly, holding up one of the hundreds.
 
  “You can order something, and I can bring you the change,” the fiery Latina replied.
 
  Charles looked at the full beer on his table. “Alright, what have you got in terms of single malts?”
 
  His waitress crossed her arms and cocked her hip to the side. “Does it look like he’s got a top shelf over there?” she said, nodding back to the bartender.
 
  “Not really,” Charles admitted. “Anything that isn’t sold by the gallon?”
 
  “Tequila.”
 
  “Sold,” Charles said, even though it was the one liquor he typically avoided. 
 
  She snatched the bill out of his hand, spun around on her heels, and strutted back to the bar. Charles glanced over to Nurse Tiffany. She had moved on from the Punchy Twins and was on her knees, bent over in front of and old man who nearly had his nose right up inside her. As she made her way around the stage, giving each customer with money a closer look between her legs, the song came to an end and she disappeared backstage.
 
  “Shit,” Charles said to himself. There must have been thirty dancers in the club, and over half of them were blond. Hopefully she wore the nurse’s uniform offstage, because he didn’t even get to see her face. And he wanted to get a closer look. 
 
  “Shit what?” his waitress, popping up out of nowhere with his shot of tequila.
 
  “How did you even hear that?” Charles said.
 
  “It’s my job to listen to mumbling men in a sea of noise,” she replied with a smile. Charles realized there was a lot more going on upstairs than the scantily clad waitress let on. She was probably a grad student. He suddenly felt less comfortable asking her when the stripper would be going back on stage.
 
  “Nothing, really,” Charles said, trying to be nonchalant. “I was just wondering if she was done for the night.”
 
  The waitress laughed. “Seeing as it’s not even three p.m. yet, I think you’ll get another peek at her. Besides, dancers do a three-song set. She’s got two more right now.”
 
  She winked at Charles, patted him on the shoulder, and walked away. He knocked back the shot of tequila, winced, and took a swig of beer. A warm glow went through his body as he leaned back in his chair and looked at his change. Four twenties, a ten and a five. He went to work on the beer, waiting for the sexy nurse to return.
 
  The lights re-dimmed, and the deejay offered a quick monologue, asking for a round of applause as another rock song filled the club and Nurse Tiffany returned to the stage.
 
  Charles felt like he’d put back more than half a beer and a shot of tequila, but he was also feeling something he hadn’t felt in quite some time. Fun. Charles was having fun. He wasn’t worried about work, his wife or his wayward stepson. His mind was unfettered, he was relaxed and happy. And horny.
 
  Nurse Tiffany had evidently left her latex dress backstage and was strutting around in just her heels, garter and bra. Charles leaned forward onto his table, picked up the five, and held it up near the stage. He watched the stage floor, hiding under his baseball cap, feeling like everyone in the place was staring at him, but the only attention he sought was that of the sexy young thing on the stage. 
 
  The spike heels finally appeared on the stage in front of him. She snatched the five-dollar bill from his hands and started wiggling her way down until she was squatting down right in front of him, her legs spread apart. He raised his eyes to her knees, then followed her hands as they slid down her inner thighs, until they stopped between her legs and blocked the prize. Charles slid a ten-dollar bill onto the stage. Her hand moved in and swept the bill away, then moved back between her legs. Gyrating her hips to the music she slowly removed one hand, then the other, then gently pulled her lips apart. Charles stared at the completely shaved, pink pussy two feet from his face, and was instantly hard.
 
  With his eyes glued between her legs, Charles was almost drooling. He’d never wanted to devour anything so much in his life. It was the first time he’d ever had the urge to be unfaithful to his wife, Amanda, even though things hadn’t been that great between them recently. In the past few years, in fact. And they hadn’t had sex since… Charles couldn’t even remember.
 
  One of Nurse Tiffany’s hands slid back down her thigh and she reached out to Charles, placing a finger under his chin to lift his face. He reluctantly tore his eyes from between her legs and allowed his focus to be guided up her incredible body. Her skin was smooth, taut and young. He admired her navel and the bellybutton ring that adorned it, her flat stomach, her perky, nubile breasts beneath her white lace bra. Continuing his journey up her body, he wanted to sink his teeth into the nape of her neck, nibble her ear and kiss her jaw, moving onto her wet little mouth. He watched as her smile vanished and her mouth fell open. Pulling his vision back, he brought her whole face into focus and immediately shared her look of horror.
 
  “Jenny?!” Charles gasped.
 
  “Brendan!” Jenny whispered angrily, closing her legs. “What the fuck are you doing here?”
 
  Charles sat frozen, horrified that he’d just been watching his daughter strip, and doubly horrified at the erection he had between his legs. But his overwhelming shame was quickly replaced by confusion. She didn’t scream out “Dad!”, she said her step-brother’s name. And then Charles remembered that’s exactly who he looked like. He wasn’t imagining things, he wasn’t hallucinating. He was actually inside Brendan’s body. 
 
  But if he was in Brendan’s body, where was Brendan? His train of thought went directly to the most likely, and most terrifying, conclusion. If Brendan was somehow in his body, where was he, and what was he doing?
 
  “Hey!” Jenny snapped her fingers in front of Charles’s face. She glanced side to side, looking around the club. “Don’t leave. We need to talk. I’ve got one more song after this. I’ll come by your table after my set.”
 
  “Um, yeah, okay. Sure,” Charles was almost speechless. What the hell was happening? His daughter was dancing on stage, stripping in front a bar full of men, and she was asking him to sit through one more song, so they could have a chat.
 
  Jenny snaked her way up out of her squat and danced across the stage to a group of Asian businessmen eagerly waving fistfuls of American bills. It felt like an eternity for the song to come to an end, but when it finally did, Jenny snatched her bra off the stage, scooped up the loose bills around her feet, then dashed backstage. Charles wondered if his daughter was as embarrassed as he was.
 
  “I must be losing my mind,” Charles said to nobody in particular.
 
  “Hey there, kiddo!” Charles felt a pair of hands slap down on his shoulders and give him a little shake. He looked up behind him to see one of the Punchy Twins lean down to his ear. “Don’t fooled. She’s only after what’s in your wallet, not what’s in your pants. But don’t let that stop you. She’s one of the best in this joint.”
 
  “Excuse me?” Charles said, his reaction eliciting a snicker from his new friend.
 
  “Tiffany. She gives one of the best lap dances here. And if you can afford the champagne room, her private dances are second to none. It’s like a fucking Vegas brothel. If you can make it out of there without blowing your load, you’re a stronger man than me. And him!” He laughed, nodding back over to his drinking partner.
 
  Charles was still trying to piece everything together, trying to fully comprehend what this drunk guy hanging on his shoulders was saying to him. Was he equating Charles’s daughter to a prostitute? His blood began to boil, realizing that’s exactly what he was implying. He was about to stand up and confront him when the guy straightened, slapped Charles on the back, and staggered happily off toward the restroom, humming the song his daughter Jenny had just finished stripping to.
 
  Charles looked around the room and finally spotted his waitress at back of the bar. She had her elbows on the wood and was pulling herself up to have a conversation with the bartender. Her silver shorts shone under a beam of light, as they disappeared into her tiny, perfectly round ass. She wasn’t wearing much, but at least she was wearing something.
 
  Why couldn’t she be the one on stage, and Jenny be the one serving drinks?
 
  The bartender said something to her and nodded in Charles’s direction. She turned her head, looked over her shoulder, then gave Charles a little wave, before jumping down from the bar and bouncing toward him.
 
  “Hey papi, how are we doing here? Another shot?”
 
  “Yes. Actually, make it two,” Charles said, then tilted his beer bottle. “And another one of these.”
 
   If he couldn’t snap himself out of this nightmare, maybe he could drink himself out of it. He mulled over whether he should just run out or not, but he knew there was no way he could leave. He needed to talk to his daughter.
 
  The waitress returned, put his drinks on the table and said, “I thought we agreed you were going to slow down.”
 
  “Is that what we agreed upon?” Charles said, lifting a shot glass and knocking back his second tequila. “Well, good thing for me I have no recollection of that conversation whatsoever.”
 
  She leaned back, giving him an odd look, and said, “You sound different.”
 
  Charles peeled a twenty out of his stack and placed it on her tray. “That’s because I am different. I’ve changed a whole lot, I promise you that—hey, what’s your name by the way?”
 
  “You break my heart, papi, you forget me already,” her motherly concern vanished as she gave him a playful nudge, then stuffed the twenty into her bra.
 
  Charles threw back the remaining tequila shot, and said, “I could never forget someone as beautiful as you. I’m just really bad with names.”
 
  “Didn’t you hear, flattery will get you everywhere,” she smiled and leaned a hip into his shoulder. “My name is still Elena.”
 
  “Well, Still Elena, could you tell me how long Tiffany has been working here?”
 
  “Oh papi, and here I thought you only had eyes for me,” she said, pulling her hip away in jest. “She’s been here about six months, maybe a bit longer. She’s very popular, so if you’re looking for a private show, you’d better get to her quick.” 
 
  “Thanks for the info,” Charles said. “And the tip.”
 
  “Same to you, papi,” Elena said, patting her bra. “Good luck!”
 
  The club went through its routine of darkness, smoke, and lights, and the deejay’s witty banter, and Charles watched as his only daughter jumped back onto the stage. The song was even harder than the first two, and this time she was topless as well, save for a stethoscope she’d added to her ensemble. She ignored Charles and made a beeline for the Asian businessmen. Charles counted six of them, all looking quite inebriated, and all with fistfuls of cash. He watched as she got down on her hands and knees and bent over in front of them, her face against the stage and her ass up in the air. Charles was at least thankful for the No Touching signs plastered on walls and columns throughout the club. She spanked herself again and again, each slap garnering an excited round of applause from the horny half-dozen faces gawking between her legs. 
 
  He was thankful she didn’t come by his part of the stage during the third song, although he was still feeling a confusing cocktail of horror and horniness. For some reason, his erection had not subsided. In fact, he was fairly sure he was even harder than before. He tried to find some solace in the fact that it wasn’t his body, but he could control every other part of it—his eyes, limbs, mouth and thoughts—why should down there be any different? 
 
  “Hey,” Charles felt a poke on his shoulder and snapped out of his daze. He recognized his daughter’s voice immediately. Jenny was standing behind him, hands on her hips. Charles was relieved to see that she’d taken time to put some clothes back on. If panties, a bra, and stocking could be considered clothes.
 
  “Hey. Where’s your rubber miniskirt?” Charles said, blurting out the first thing that came to mind.
 
  “Seriously, big brother?” Jenny laughed. “You’re so fucked-up. But if you must know, I only wear it on stage. It gets in the way of lap dances.”
 
  “I’m sorry I asked,” Charles said.
 
  “Anyways, get up,” Jenny said, poking him again.
 
  “What?”
 
  “Well, we’re sure as shit not going to have this conversation out here in the open. Get up. The champagne room’s empty right now. We can talk in there.”
 
  His jaw dropped as he felt a burning knot swell in the pit of his stomach, as the Punchy Twin’s comment echoed inside his head. It’s like a fucking Vegas brothel.

 
      
   
 
  Brendan
 
   
 
  Brendan watched impatiently as numbers illuminated on the elevator’s panel, ticking off floor by floor.
 
  “Who the fuck works forty-five stories up?” Brendan said to the empty box. “You’d think the best offices would be on the ground floor.”
 
  Being forced to work at his step-dad’s office on holidays was finally good for something. He knew where to find his reserved parking spot. He got off the elevator on P1 and quickly located the British racing green Jaguar. Brendan sunk into the luxuriant leather seat as he got behind the wheel, put it into gear, then drove up one level and onto the street. He’d always hated the Jag. To Brendan, it screamed middle-aged white guy who spent all his time at the office. But as he cruised down the city streets, the car grew on him. 
 
  Stopping at a red light, he pulled up alongside a car full of cute girls around his age. Rolling down his window, he rested his arm on the door and gave the girl in the passenger seat a nod and a smile. She smiled back. Maybe the Jag wasn’t so bad after all.
 
  “Where you ladies heading?” he said out the window.
 
  The girl smiled, then turned to her friends and burst into laughter. The car filled with giggles and screams as the light turned green and the girls sped off through the intersection. Brendan sat there, confused, until the horn behind him snapped him out of it. He checked the rear-view mirror, ready to flip the bird to whoever was honking, and he saw what the girls were laughing at. They weren’t laughing at him. They were laughing at his step-dad. How the hell can I forget I’m in Dad’s body?
 
  Brendan put the car into drive and peeled away, choosing to throw up a middle finger to the driver behind him anyway. He didn’t need to be wasting time hitting on girls anyway. He had to hurry if he was going to catch Mom before she checked her email. 
 
  Fortunately, the traffic getting home wasn’t too bad, for a Saturday, and twenty minutes later he pulled into their condo, parked the Jag, and ran to the express elevator. Quietly opening the door to the penthouse, he turned his ear to listen to the spacious top-floor apartment. No television, no music, no chatting. Maybe his mom went out for the day. After all, the weather was the best it had been in week and she’d been rather down lately. Brendan hadn’t seen her smile in a long time, and that’s what he wanted more than anything. He hoped she was out having fun. She deserved it. 
 
  He closed the door gently behind him, just in case she or Jenny was home, and tiptoed through the foyer toward the huge sunken living room. With twenty feet of floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, Brendan had to admit, it was a sight to see. He scanned the room from the hall and spotted his mom’s laptop on the coffee table.
 
  “Thank god!” Brendan said, exhaling a breath of relief. 
 
  Just as he took a step toward the laptop, he stopped abruptly, frozen in fear by the head that popped up from the sofa.
 
  “What? Who’s that?” His mom rubbed her eyes and looked straight him. “Oh. It’s you.”
 
  “Sorry, Mo—" Thankfully his mom cut him off before the word escaped his lips.
 
   “I thought you’d be at office all day. What happened, did they evacuate the building? Or does your little blond assistant have the weekend off? Oh well, I guess you’re stuck with me.”
 
  She turned around and sunk into the sofa, arms crossed, scowling as she stared out the giant windows. She was mad, but just normal mad. If she’d checked her email she would be a lot angrier right now, probably screaming for a divorce and maybe even throwing things across the room. Brendan had to somehow either get her out of the room or sneak her laptop away and the delete the email he’d sent her earlier. 
 
  It was barely over an hour ago that Brendan asked his step-dad’s secretary to get him a glass of water. And for some stupid reason, he thought it would be a good idea to hide his phone on the shelf and take a video. He didn’t know if they were really having an affair, but if they were, he wanted proof. And proof he got, which he quickly emailed to his mom before he chickened out. And then Bonnie had to ruin everything. Her words echoed through his head. All of us girls know you never cheat on your wife.
 
  There was only one course of action he could take. Delete the email before Mom saw it.
 
  Brendan looked at the back of his mom’s head, then looked at her laptop. It was just sitting there with its cover closed on the coffee table, within arm’s length of his mom. All she had to do was reach out, flip it open, tap the screen a few times, and everything would be over. He’d be responsible for the end of her marriage. He walked around and stood at the end of the sofa. She was wearing loose-fitting track pants and white cotton t-shirt, one of his, and Brendan felt a bit uncomfortable when he noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra. Well into her forties, she’d kept in good shape, and always been attractive, for his friends had been calling her MILF for as long as he could remember. He sat down beside her, and she immediately shuffled over, to the far edge of the sofa. 
 
  It’s not me she’s mad at. She thinks I’m Dad.
 
  “Um, hey,” Brendan stalled as he tried to think of something to say. But he was terrible at talking, something his ex-girlfriend often complained about, and nothing came to mind.
 
  “That’s great Charles. Did you come up with that all by yourself? Well, nice talk.” She leaned forward and reached for the computer.
 
  Brendan’s arm reflexively shot out and grabbed his mom by the wrist before she could even touch her laptop.
 
  “What the fuck, Charles?” She turned to him and tried to pull her arm away. But for some reason, Brendan refused to let go.
 
  “I just want to say,” Brendan paused, tightening his grip as she struggled to pull away. “I just want to say I’m sorry.”
 
  “Sorry? Sorry for what?” His apology clearly caught her off guard, and she softened a moment. But then her anger returned. “What the fuck did you do?”
 
  “Nothing. Nothing at all,” Brendan said. “And that’s the problem. That’s what I’m apologizing for.”
 
  “What are you talking about?”
 
  “I should have done more. I should have paid attention more, to you, to our family. I should have thought more about what others wanted.” As Brendan spoke, he wondered how much of what he was saying was true, not only for his step-dad, but for himself as well. “I should have thought about the future. I’ve been so selfish and immature.”
 
  “And what about,” his mom said, shaking her head, looking as though she were about to cry. “What about—?”
 
  Brendan knew what she was going to ask. “Bonnie?”
 
  His mom nodded, biting her lip and holding back tears.
 
  “Never. Not once,” Brendan said confidently, shaking his head. “The thought never even crossed my mind.”
 
  “Oh Charles!” She reached up and threw her arms around him, hugging him tightly. 
 
  A wave of relief washed over him. Not only had he avoided a catastrophe, for the time being anyway, he was responsible for the biggest smile he’d seen on his mom’s face in a very long time. And then things got weird.
 
  His mom put her hands on his shoulders and pushed him down on the sofa. Before he knew it, she was grabbing his hair, his face, and pushing her tongue inside his mouth. He reflexively returned the kiss until he realized what was going on. 
 
  Pushing her back, he said, “Woah, what’s this? Let’s slow down.”
 
  “Slow down? Are you kidding me?” his mom ravaged him with her tongue, kissing his lips, his cheeks, his jaw, his neck. “We haven’t had sex in a year, Charles. A fucking year. Do you realize that?”
 
  “Um, no.”
 
  “No, why would you? You’re at that fucking office twenty-four hours a day,” Her anger returned for only a split second, then quickly dispersed as she went back to kissing and tonguing him, pausing only to quickly gasp, “Sorry.”
 
  “Woah, Mo—mama.”
 
  “Woah mama?” his mom laughed. “Are you a cowboy all of a sudden?”
 
  “Umm.”
 
  “That’s okay, if you are. I can be your horse. You can ride me all day long.”
 
  She straddled him properly, sat up straight, and pulled off her t-shirt. Brendan stared up at his mother, her face possessed by an expression he’d never seen on her before. It was one of pure lust. Watching as she flung one of his old t-shirts across the room, his eyes immediately returned to her two firm, tear-drop shaped breasts. He had to admit, she had an incredible body. And he also had to admit one other thing, because there was no denying the swelling between his legs. His mom was on top of him and he was hard as a rock.
 
  “Ooh, what’s this,” his mom said, grinding her hips down into his lap. “I know that feeling.”
 
  “Uh…”
 
  She leaned forward, up over his head, rubbing her breasts in his face, then dragged herself back down along his body. She stopped when her head got level with his waist. Grabbing his erection through his pants, she squeezed and said, “Wow. I haven’t felt you this hard since we first met.”
 
  She grabbed his belt and started to unbuckle it, so Brendan quickly grabbed her hands. “Woah, what are you doing?”
 
  His mom looked up at him, and said, “I thought that was fairly obvious. I’m going to suck your cock.”
 
  “What?”
 
  “I’m going to take this big cock of yours in my mouth and down my throat and give you the greatest blow job of your life.”
 
  “You are?”
 
  “I sure am,” his mom said, grinning mischievously. “And then you’re to fuck the shit out of me.”
 
  “I am?”
 
  “You sure as shit are. I’ve been fucking a dildo for a year and it’s high time you put your cock inside me. Now shut the fuck up.”
 
  His mom pushed him back, deftly unbuckled his pants, and yanked them down his legs. Just as she was about to pull down his boxers, a thought jumped into his mind. He was inside Bonnie an hour ago. What if his mom could taste her or smell her? He grabbed his mom’s hands and pulled them away from his crotch. There was only one thing he could do. He had to disguise the scent of pussy on his dick.
 
  “Well if it’s been so long,” Brendan said, lifting his mom and throwing her backwards onto the sofa. “Let’s not keep you waiting any longer. Forget about the blow job.”
 
  “Oh!” Brendan’s mom squealed as he lifted her feet, holding her legs open. She responded by pulling her track pants halfway down her legs. 
 
  Brandon grabbed her sweats, yanked them the rest of the way off, and tossed them behind the sofa. He looked down between her legs. Even though she’d been depressed, she still wore sexy lingerie. The sight of her high-cut lacy white panties made his cock throb even harder.
 
  “Touch me,” his mom begged, arching her hips toward him.
 
  Hesitantly, he moved a hand between her legs and pressed a finger down on the patch of white fabric between her legs. Brendan felt the heat emanating from within her. She was already soaking wet. Was he really going to do this? Was he really going to fuck his own mother?
 
  It’s not my body. It’s not my cock. I’m her husband, not her son. 
 
  He tried his best to rationalize it, to tell himself that it wasn’t actually he who was doing it. But it was he who had complete control of the body he was in. Every thought, every feeling, every sensation, was apparently his.
 
  “What are you waiting for?” his mom whined, rubbing her hands up and down her inner thighs, grinding into the air. He’d never seen her want anything more in her life.
 
  Snapping out of his moral dilemma, he pulled off his boxers, ripped off her panties, and grabbed his throbbing erection. It felt strange to have a different cock in his hand, but it was longer and thicker, giving him an added dose of confidence.
 
  He moved his hips forward, touching the head of his cock to his mom’s pussy lips. Her bush was trimmed short, shaved around the sides and her lips, but she had more hair than the women he’d seen in pornos. More than his ex-girlfriend. He almost came as her little hairs tickled the tip of his cock. 
 
  Squeezing its base, he pushed forward and watched as his cock slipped inside his mom’s vagina. She was warm and wet and felt like nothing he’d ever known. He clenched hard, refusing the urge to explode right then and there.
 
  “Don’t you fucking come yet,” his mom said, reading the expression on his face. “You’re going to fuck me until I come. Then it’s your turn. Okay?”
 
  Brendan shifted forward, locking his elbows and planking above his mom, plunging himself as deep inside her as possible. She let out a prolonged groaned then bit her lip. He smiled at her reaction and said, “Yes ma’am.”
 
  “Oh fuck, Charles,” she whispered. “You’re so deep. You’re hitting my wall. Fuck me. Fuck me deep.”
 
  Brendan felt his balls swell and his cock grow even harder. His ex-girlfriend had never spoken to him like this, and he couldn’t believe how much his mom was turning him on. 
 
  He slowly pulled his hips back, sliding all the way out of her pussy, then plunged back in. She squealed, and Brendan smiled. He did it again. And then again. His mom screamed, and Brendan’s smiled broke into laughter.
 
  “Oh my god,” he said, quickening his pace while keeping his strokes as long and deep as possible. “I love fucking you!”
 
  “And I love you fucking me,” his mom replied, sinking her fingers into his ass cheeks, matching his thrusts as she pulled him into her.
 
  “I want to come inside you,” Brendan said, unsure of the protocol.
 
  “Not yet,” his mom panted. “But soon—"
 
  His mom thrust her hips upward, ramming her pelvis into him. She squealed and screamed and groaned, and Brendan knew he couldn’t hold on much longer. He thrust harder and harder, trying to pound the orgasm out of her. She grunted, thrashed left and right, and wrapped her arms around his back, pulling herself tight against him. 
 
  “Oh fuck!” she screamed. “Now! Come now! Come inside me!”
 
  Brendan thrust his hips forward as hard as he could and released the most powerful orgasm he’d ever known. It was so intense, it bordered on burning pain, but he loved every mind-blowing second it. His mom continued grinding into him, as shot after body-shaking shot erupted inside her.
 
  When he was finally done, and her pussy muscles had squeezed every last drop out of him, he collapsed on top of her. His mom continued to shake, and at first, he thought she was still coming, like aftershocks after a giant earthquake. But a whimper escaped her lips and he realized that she was crying.
 
  “Mom—mama. Hey there, little mama,” Brendan tried to recover as he stumbled over his words. “What’s the matter? Wasn’t that good? Wasn’t that what you wanted?”
 
  “No,” she said, wiping tears from her eye. She started laughing. “That’s exactly what I wanted. I’m not crying because I’m sad, I’m crying because I’m happy.”
 
  “You’re crying because you’re happy?” Brendan asked, relieved she didn’t notice his little slip-up.
 
  “Yes, silly,” she laughed. “You ever hear of tears of joy?”
 
  “Oh sure, right. Of course.”
 
  “But I feel like such an idiot,” she said.
 
  “Why? You were amazing.”
 
  “Not about this,” his mom said, slapping his shoulder. “About you. I thought you were having an affair. I thought you were sleeping with your secretary.”
 
  “Never,” Brandon said, wiping a hair from his mom’s face as he stared deep into her eyes.
 
  “I love you,” she said.
 
  “I love you too.”
 
  “Why don’t we get cleaned up?” his mom said, patting his ass. “And if you’re up for it, I’ll suck your cock in the shower.”
 
  Brendan smiled, knowing full well he’d be up for it. He sat up and said, “That sounds like a great idea. Why don’t you go get started and I’ll join you in a second?”
 
  “Okay!” Brendan’s mom jumped up off the sofa, happier than he’d seen her in a long time. “But don’t be too long. I don’t want to have to be reaching for my dildo.”
 
  He couldn’t believe how horny his mom was, but he wasn’t complaining. He finally saw the hot woman his friends had been talking about for all those years. He waited until he heard the water running, then reached toward the coffee table and opened the laptop. It was time to delete that email.
 
  Before deleting the email, a thought occurred to him. 
 
  “Hey, Mo—,” he started to yell, then corrected himself. “Hey, Honey!”
 
  “Yes dear?” his mom replied from down the hall.
 
  “Forget whatever I said about Brendan. I think we should let him stay here as long as he wants, job or no job, school or no school.”
 
  There was a pause, probably his mom wondering whether she’d heard him correctly. “Um, okay. That’s great! Now get down here and join me!”
 
  He heard the squeak of the shower faucet and the water start running. He clicked on OK, cleared the deleted email, and closed the laptop. It was going to be a great summer after all.

 
      
   
 
  Charles
 
   
 
  “Sit,” Jenny commanded, pointing to a Victorian leather loveseat against the wall. 
 
  Charles was surprised at how much nicer the champagne room was compared to the rest of the club. He did as his daughter ordered and sat down on the small sofa, partially hidden from the rest of the room by a folding privacy screen. It looked like a replica antique from ancient Asia and, upon closer inspection, Charles noticed the ink drawings covering it were scenes of people in countless sexual positions.
 
  “It’s the Kama Sutra,” his daughter said matter-of-factly. “You know, the ancient Hindu book about fucking?”
 
  “Oh right,” Charles nodded. “Sure, it is. Good book.”
 
  “Okay,” Jenny laughed, giving him a strange look. “You’re acting really weird today.”
 
  Charles tore himself away from the drawings and looked at his daughter. She was standing there, wearing nothing but spike heels and white lingerie. 
 
  “Of course, I’m acting weird,” he said, leaning forward. He lowered his voice to a whisper and said, “I just you on stage, stripping. Taking off everything. Showing… everything.”
 
  Jenny put her hands on her hips. “What? You don’t like what you see? You don’t think I’m hot?”
 
  “No,” Charles said. “Of course, I think you’re beautiful, but—"
 
  She rocked back and forth swaying her hips. Tossing her head back, she ran her fingers through her long blond hair. “Mmm, I love this song.”
 
  She stepped forward, between Charles’s legs, and knocked his knees apart with her own.
 
  “Um,” Charles gulped. “What are you doing?”
 
  “It’s the champagne room. It’s for private dances,” his daughter said in a tone he’d never heard before. She sounded… sultry. “So, I’m dancing.”
 
  “Uh, okay,” Charles said nervously.
 
  “Relax,” Jenny said, her body snaking seductively through the air. “You’ve already seen all there is to see of me.”
 
  “True.”
 
  “Did you like it?”
 
  “What?”
 
  “Did you like what you saw?” Jenny said. “My tits, my ass… my pussy.”
 
  Charles gulped even harder than before. He could feel his collar getting warm and beads of sweat form on his head. His daughter reached down, picked his hands up off his lap, and placed them on her hips. When Charles felt the lacy waistband of her thong under his fingers, he couldn’t ignore the growing bulge in his pants.
 
  “Don’t worry. You can touch me,” she said. “The rules are different in here.”
 
  “The rules?”
 
  Jenny laughed. “Yeah, didn’t you see the million No Touching signs out there? Well, that rule doesn’t apply in the champagne room. Only one rule applies in here.”
 
  “Oh?” Charles said, feeling his chest tighten. “And what rule is that?”
 
  “To make sure everyone has a happy ending,” Jenny said, then reached down and grabbed his crotch. 
 
  Charles jumped back in the loveseat. “Woah!”
 
  “Relax, Brendan. A little jumpy, aren’t you? I mean, c’mon, why are you here today?”
 
  “Why did I come here? I have no idea!”
 
  “Don’t tell me that you didn’t know I work here,” his daughter said, putting a foot up on the small sofa and crawling on top of him. She grabbed one of his hands and pressed his palm against her ass.
 
  “I had no idea. No idea at all,” Charles said, making a half-hearted effort to turn his head away. But truth be told, he wanted to look. Her body was incredible. And he couldn’t ignore the growing erection between his legs. 
 
  Jenny looked genuinely surprised. “Really?”
 
  “Yes, really. You’re supposed to be the good one!”
 
  “The good one?”
 
  “Yes,” Charles stressed. “Brendan’s the bad one—I mean, that’s what Dad always says.”
 
  “Well, Dad doesn’t know what the fuck he’s talking about, does he? You don’t do drugs, you don’t smoke, and you’ve been with how many girls—just Melissa, right?”
 
  Charles sat in silence. Just what was his daughter implying?
 
  As though reading his mind, she continued. “Meanwhile, I’ve been sucking dick since junior high, smoking weed on the roof, and give twenty-dollar hand jobs in the champagne room!”
 
  “You what?!”
 
  “I’m just kidding,” his daughter laughed. “Twenty only gets you a lap grind. I won’t jerk it off for under a hundred.”
 
  “I can’t believe what I’m hearing,” Charles said, shaking his head.
 
  “Don’t worry, big brother,” Jenny teased suggestively, turning her back to him and sitting down in his lap. “I’ll give you the family discount. Just this once.”
 
  He sat frozen in fear, grabbing the arms of the loveseat, his mind a torrent of confusion and indecision. Staring at her back, he watched as his daughter reached behind her, unclasped her bra, and slipped it off her shoulders, cupping one of her breasts in a well-rehearsed, coquettish show of false modesty. She lowered herself down and shoved her ass into his lap, gyrating slowly. With a drawn-out groan full of yearning and curiosity, she was no doubt responding to the raging hard-on straining to burst through his shorts. 
 
  Jenny grabbed both his hands and leaned back into him, bringing her head close to his cheek, and lifting his hands up to her breasts. With his hands in hers, she coaxed him into massaging her breasts, as she continued to grind into him, harder and deeper. It felt so wrong, but it felt so good. 
 
  “Jenny,” his whispered into her ear, then involuntarily groaned himself. “We shouldn’t be doing this.”
 
  “Why? Because some piece of paper says we’re related?”
 
  “Uh, yeah,” Charles said, suddenly remembering that he was not himself—at all. As he tried to think of something to say, he sunk his fingers into her young, firm breasts, rubbing her little pink nipples between two fingers. “It’s just wrong.”
 
  “The best things usually are,” she groaned, sliding her hand beneath her ass. She took hold of his cock through his shorts, squeezed tightly, and began slow, shorts pumps. “Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it.”
 
  “Thought about what?” Charles grunted, resisting the overwhelming urge to succumb to his daughter’s strokes and release into his shorts.
 
  “Thought about fucking me,” Jenny whispered, as her tongue shot out and flicked against his ear. She slid down the front of his body, turning around in one fluid motion. 
 
  He suddenly found himself looking down into his daughter’s eyes as she knelt between his legs. Jenny tugged at the waistband of his shorts and he reflexively raised his hips, so she could pull them off. As she pushed his shorts and underwear down around his ankles, he considered the cock between his legs. His stepson was uncut and didn’t have his length but beat him in girth. It was an odd looking down at something that wasn’t his, but it was something he controlled, and he felt every sensation coursing through it as though it was.
 
  “No, I haven’t,” Charles told his daughter, wondering whether he was lying to himself as well. “I’ve never thought about… fucking you.”
 
  “Oh, come on, Brendan. I’ve seen you looking at me all these years,” Jenny said. 
 
  As she spoke, she wrapped her fist wrapped around his erection, pumping slowly up and down, keeping her eyes locked on his. Moving her free hand up to massage his balls, she spit into the palm of the other. Jenny started working on his cock as though on a mission to make him come, with the skill of something she’d done a thousand times before.
 
  “I haven’t looked,” Charles said, no longer believing himself. “Well, maybe I’ve noticed. But it wasn’t like that.”
 
  “Then what was it like?” Jenny nonchalantly asked as she moved her lips over his cock and took him in her mouth.
 
  Charles bit his finger to stifle a scream. “Oh god. Oh fuck.”
 
  “Mmhmm,” was all his daughter said as she slackened her jaw to accommodate the thick cock. Moving her head deeper into his lap, he felt her open her throat as she pressed her face against him.
 
  Charles sat frozen, gripping the leather, unsure what to do. Should he be horrified that his daughter was deep-throating him, or that she was so good at it? Or that he was enjoying it so much? He couldn’t ignore how good it felt, how good she was, and a primordial hunger seized him. It was futile to fight the animal instincts coursing through every vein and hair, and he succumbed to irresistible lust. 
 
  What harm can it do? It’s not real anyways, is it?
 
  “Oh fuck, Charles groaned. “God, Jenny, that feels so good.”
 
  His daughter groaned a happy reply, never lifting her head off his cock. She began moving her head up and down, licking and sucking, fully enraptured in giving him head. The slurping got louder and louder, until Charles finally got nervous about the noise.
 
  “Shh,” he said, putting a hand on her head. “It’s so loud.”
 
  For the first time since she began, she lifted her mouth off his cock. She looked up at him, her cheeks flush, lips wet and eyes watery, and smiled as she pressed his hard cock against her face. “Relax, we do it all the time in here. Besides, the music’s so loud, you could fuck me in the ass and they would be able to hear it out there.”
 
  Charles just stared at her in awe, utterly speechless. Was this who he had raised? What happened to his sweet, innocent little girl?
 
  It was a light went off in her head. Her eyes widened, and she flashed a devilish grin.
 
  “What?” Charles said, suddenly nervous. “What is it?”
 
  “Do you want to?”
 
  “Do I want to what?”
 
  “Do you want to fuck me in the ass?”
 
  “What? No. No, I didn’t say that.” Charles felt on the verge of a panic attack. Getting a blow job was one thing, but that, that was a totally different story. 
 
  “Too bad,” Jenny said, returning her mouth to his cock. 
 
  She slurped and stroked for another minute, as though she could somehow make him even harder than he already was, then climbed up onto his lap and straddled him. He felt her hand on his cock as she hovered above him and guided him into her hole. She lowered herself down an inch and stopped.
 
  “Don’t worry, big brother,” Jenny whispered. “This is just my pussy.”
 
  “Your—" Charles stammered. What the hell was he doing? She lowered herself a bit more. “Your pussy.”
 
  Jenny groaned. “Yeah, I want to make sure you’re nice and wet. You don’t mind fucking me a little bit, do you?”
 
  She lowered herself even more and Charles reached up, putting his hands on either side of her waist. He looked down between them, staring at the cock shoved half inside his daughter’s smooth pussy. So tight, so wet, without a single wisp of hair. Charles felt both conflicted with guilt and insatiably aroused. But it wasn’t even close, and the latter feeling won by a landslide. Tightening his grip on Jenny’s waist, he lifted her and then pulled her down, lifting his hips to meet her.
 
  “Mmm, that’s more like it,” Jenny groaned. “Nice of you to finally join us.”
 
  Charles grunted, smiled and bit his lip. Thrusting his hips upward, he pushed his cock inside Jenny as deep as possible. 
 
  She squealed and giggled in response, pushing herself down as hard as she could, grinding into him. Her body tensed then shuddered. She threw herself forward, wrapping her arms around him and biting into his shoulder. Her hips locked around him like a vice, writhing and screaming, she came with an intensity Charles had never seen before. And he’d seen many.
 
  Charles tightened his body, resisting an orgasm of his own. Why didn’t he just come and be done with it? Was he afraid to come inside his daughter? No, he knew there was another reason.
 
  “Hold it in!” Jenny said, getting a second wind out of nowhere and jumping off him. She reached down and grabbed his cock. “Oh fuck, that’ll do nicely. Soaking wet.”
 
  She climbed back on top of him and re-straddled his cock, this time guiding it into a different, much tighter hole. Lowering herself down, she squealed and winced as spongy head of his thick cock pushed inside her asshole. She paused for a moment, taking deep breaths, then tried to lower herself again. Climbing up off her knees, she planted her feet on the loveseat, squatted above him, and tried to lower herself down. 
 
  “This isn’t working,” she said, turning around into the position she had started with. But she didn’t stay there. She kept moving forward, down onto the floor. “Try this.”
 
  Charles stared in shock as his daughter got down on her hands and knees and bent over on the floor in front of him.
 
  “Well, come on,” she said, waving her ass in the air. “Before someone else comes in.”
 
  Charles did as he was told and got down on his knees, on the floor right behind his daughter. 
 
  “What are you waiting for?” Jenny said, impatiently. Then she groaned and begged, “Please fuck me. Please fuck my ass.”
 
  Overcome with indescribable lust, Charles grabbed her by the hips and yanked her towards him. She let out a little scream then giggled. Leaning down, he spread her cheeks then spit onto her pulsating hole. Positioning the tip of his cock against her flesh, he pressed down on the meaty head and slowly pushed inside her quavering hole. She gasped for breath. He kept pushing forward, slowly. Her hand shot up to hip bone, trying to stop his advance.
 
  “No,” he said. “I’m not stopping. You asked for it, now you’re going to get it.”
 
  His words seemed to invigorate her, even though she continued to press against his hip. It was a weak effort. And he knew she didn’t want him to stop. He continued to push deeper, refusing to pull back, even an inch. He paused every couple of seconds, allowing her to catch her breath, but he never backed up. He kept going forward until his pelvis pressed against her ass cheeks, with his cock buried as deep as it could go.
 
  “Nnnn,” Jenny groaned, speechless. 
 
  She was trying to relax her muscles to match his girth, slowly accommodating the thick cock filling her ass. As soon as Charles felt she was relaxed enough, he pulled back, almost all the way out, then plunged back in. 
 
  His daughter screamed in mix of pleasure and pain. 
 
  Grinding into her, he pulled out then plunged in again. He repeated the motion, again and again, pausing to grind into her between each thrust. Finally convinced she could handle it, he grabbed hold of her hips and started to really fuck her. He started slowly but rhythmically, with deep long thrusts, until she started to match his strokes. As they fell in sync with each other, he quickened his pace. The sensation of his balls smacking against her smooth, wet pussy lips, and the sound of his hips slapping against her ass, drove him over the edge.
 
  “I’m going to come,” he seethed, with each thrust trying to fuck her harder than the last.
 
  “Fuck yes! Come in my ass!” Jenny screamed as she met his every thrust. With one arm trapped between her forehead and the floor, she lifted the other between her legs. Furiously rubbing her clit with her palm, her fingers stretched out, pulling at his balls.
 
  Every muscle in his body seized and contorted as time seemed to stand still, like the peak of a roller coaster. And then he erupted, coming deep inside his daughter’s ass. His body shuddered and thrashed, experiencing the most turbulent orgasm of his life. For a moment, he was afraid he would never stop coming. When he finally did, he leaned forward and fell to the floor beside Jenny.
 
  “Holy shit,” he said, wiping sweat from his forehead. “That was incredible.”
 
  “Yeah,” Jenny said, sitting up and reaching around to collect her clothes. “But don’t get too comfortable down there. We’re lucky nobody’s come in already.”
 
  “I wouldn’t have noticed anyway,” Charles said.
 
  “Shit, you’re right,” Jenny laughed. “Who knows if somebody came in or not. But get up anyway. I need to get cleaned up and get back to work.”
 
  “You’re going back out there after this?” Charles said, unable to hide his surprise.
 
  “I always do,” Jenny said, matter-of-factly. Then she smiled. “But don’t worry, big brother. We’ll see each other at home. And now things will be a lot more fun.”
 
  She clasped her bra behind her back, leaned down to give Charles a kiss on the cheek, then bounced away to the champagne room’s door. She looked back, gave him a curtsy and a wink, and disappeared.
 
  Charles sat on the loveseat, his shorts and underwear down around his ankles, and tried to make sense of what just happened. And what would happen next. Would he return to his own body? Would wake up from this dream, or whatever it was? Was Jenny planning to start having sex with Brendan? At home?
 
  Still in a daze, he mindlessly reached down to pull up his shorts. As he tucked himself away inside, he realized he was still incredibly hard. The joys of a teenage body, he thought to himself. He mused that it shouldn’t go to waste and thought about putting it to good use. It had been so long since he and his wife had had sex, he had an overwhelming urge to rush home and let her enjoy the virile, young body he currently possessed. There was just one problem. Charles was trapped in the body of her son. 
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