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By the time we got to the party, I was

already having second thoughts. Bad

enough I had to wear a cocktail dress

that could pass for a slip (my wife

swore it wasn’t one). Worse was that

no one figured out I was a guy.

I was introduced as ‘Bree’ and, in the

spirit of the occasion, I played along.

Only later—way too late to fess up—

did I realize that people thought I was

a real woman in a lousy costume. But

with my arms and legs shaved, and

wearing a tight corset, I was pretty

convincing. My wife had bought an

expensive pair of breast forms, which

seemed rather excessive for a one-off

Halloween costume—and that should

have been my first clue that this deal

wasn’t a one-off at all.

It didn’t help that I had inherited my

mother’s cheekbones, and my barely-

visible Adam’s apple certainly wasn’t

going to spoil the illusion.

So I became my wife’s ‘bff’ for the night. And

when she let slip that her ‘long-haired loser’ of a

husband was away on business, I knew why she’d

encouraged me to grow it out in the first place.

*

“Hi there. I’m Stuart. Can I buy you a drink?”

“I’m Bree. As in Desperate Housewives.” I forgot

to speak softly, but even my regular voice wasn’t all

that deep. “Aren’t the drinks free?”

“You got me.” He grinned. “You work here?”

“Nope. I’m with Lynette over there.” I pointed.

“I see. Are you two…?” He arched an eyebrow.

I watched as ‘Lynette’ led a company veep onto the

dance floor. “No,” I sighed, “we’re just friends.”

“I too am all by my lonesome. Care to dance?”

“I don’t, really.” I glanced at my feet, but that only

reminded me that I possessed the kind of cleavage

that this guy had probably already checked out.

“Then we should sit.” He deftly snagged a couple of

wine glasses from a passing tray and led me over to

an unoccupied couch. We occupied it. I didn’t talk

much, but he seemed to think it meant I was a good

listener, which guys like in a girl. I tried to focus on

the details of his meteoric rise through the sales

department, but all I could think of was that Stuart

wasn’t wearing a costume—and neither was I.

“You’re easy to talk to.” He smiled. I smiled back.

Then he set my wine glass aside and maneuvered

his head into my lap. “Nice view,” he said, grinning.

Charming, in a sleazy sort of way.

He rubbed my arm. “We should get out

of here. I know a nice spot down by the

lake. My Jag’s in the lot.”

“Maybe later,” I murmured, eyeing the

tango my wife was performing. She

caught my eye and winked—so I put

my hand on Stuart’s crotch.

“Hold that thought,” he said. His hand

slid up my arm, touched my neck.

I should do it, I thought. Right here, in

front of all her friends. Show my cocky

little bff how to really please a man.

His fingers began toying with the long

red hair my wife had styled that very

afternoon. When I looked down, his

lips were parted and his eyes closed.

That’s when I knew I had to kiss him.

I felt a rush of fear but it was out of my

control. The hand on the back of my

neck pulled me down. My hair slid to

envelop his head, and there amidst the

rosy glow our lips met and got to work.

When I pulled back, I felt a flutter as he moistened

his lips and then our lips were right back at it.

My mouth opened. I had no choice. It was either go

with the flow or make a scene—so I accepted his

tongue, suckled it, caressed him with my left hand,

and stroked his hardness with my right.

When I came up for air, Lynette was there.

“Oh, Bree,” she said gleefully, “you are such a tart.”

She stifled a laugh. “No, really, I’m glad you met

someone. You see, I’m going home with that rich

stud over there. Those are limo keys. You, my dear,

are more than welcome to hang out with your new

boyfriend and finish what you started.”

Which, later that night, is exactly what I did.  �


