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Zack shook his head. “It ain’t normal, dude. 

It’s hard to believe you even think—”

“Ah, you’re full of it.” Matthew thrust out his 

chest. “Check it out. I got her bust size from 

when I was a kid and had these mastectomy 

forms custom made. Pretty convincing, huh? 

Same deal with the hair; extensions custom-

styled based on a pic from that time. I go to 

the same salon every year. They know me.”

“I thought I did too… Man, I can’t imagine 

what your parents think about this.”

“Are you nuts? This is not the sort of dope 

you share with your parents. I’ve never gone 

home like this. Not their home, I mean; not 

to where my folks live now. I do go back to 

the old neighborhood, though. I like to hang 

out with people they used to know, have 

coffee with the ladies, that sort of thing. As 

Felicity van Tasse, ‘natch. They all think 

Mom looks great for her age. You wouldn’t 

believe how that feels—it’s such a rush.”

“I bet… But, uhm, don’t you think it’s kinda 

weird to go around dressed up as your own 

mother? Even if it is only once a year. It is, 

isn’t it? Just once a year?”

“Sure. Hitting the old ‘hood is an annual 

thing. I tell the ladies that Matt only comes 

to take his kid to a costume party. That way 

they don’t expect me to drop by more often. 

They always say I should bring the grandkid 

around to say hi and, just to be polite, I tell 

them I will. Like, one of these days.”

Zack swallowed hard. “Just as well you 

aren’t really a dad. This sorta thing… well, 

it could really mess a kid up.”

Matt rose to his feet, still clutching his chest. 

“I know what you’re thinking. It’s Friday and 

Halloween’s not ‘til next week. Well—” He 

did a little dance on the rug. “I got something 

special planned this year. Mom and Dad are 

off on a cruise and while they’re away I get 

to stay in their condo. I booked off work, so 

for the next ten days you’re looking at the 

real Felicity van Tasse. I’ll even have ID.”

“Jesus, Matt, you can’t—”

“Not so fast, my friend. It gets better. Much 

better. The ladies in the old neighborhood are 

throwing a party tomorrow eve and I’ve been 

told I simply must attend. They think I’m a 

widow, and they’ve got a nice man picked 

out for me. Quite a bit younger, but since I 

look so good for my age… rrrr.” He winked.

His friend gasped. “You can’t be—”

“Even better is that it’s a costume party and 

you’re lookin’ the Wicked Witch of the West. 

How cool is that? The outfit’s all ready to go, 

and the makeup oughta be a cinch. Just like 

old times for me and Mom.”

Zack began backing away. “I, uh…”

“Don’t you get it? This is perfect! Mom 

dressed me up and turned me into a cross-

dresser, and now she’s the one who has to 

be the witch! It’ll serve her right.”

“Yeah, whatever you say…” Zack fumbled 

behind his back for the knob to the front 

door. A moment later he was gone.

Matt laughed. With a final squeeze, he let go 

and watched his bosom bounce in the grip of 

an underwire Wonderbra. “Maybe I’ll let the 

dude get to second base,” he muttered. “See 

how you deal with busy hands… mother.”  �


