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THIRTY MINUTES LATER…

I saw Brett’s car coming half a block away, 

but I wasn’t supposed to know it was him so 

I avoided eye contact. I drew my coat tight, 

trying not to look like a hooker. As if.

He rolled down the passenger window. “Hi, 

are you Trish? I’m Kyle’s friend.”

I got in. “Thanks for coming.” My strategy 

was to speak softly and as little as possible.

“No problem… Forgive the stare, but Kyle 

never mentioned that his cousin was such a 

beautiful woman.” Flattery! Brett was way 

more experienced with the ladies than me.

Tread carefully. I forced a smile. “It’s been a 

few years.” I tugged on the hem of my coat, 

trying to cover my knees. “I’ve grown up a 

bit since then.”

“Testify! Uh, where should I take you? Kyle 

said you lost your purse, but I could spring 

for a motel. Pay me back whenever.”

Not part of the plan. “Kyle said I could crash 

on your couch. That’s all I need.”

“You sure? Most girls I know wouldn’t go 

home with a guy they never met before, 

even if it was just to sleep on his couch.”

I’m not most girls. Nervously, I swept my 

hair back. “He said I could trust you.”

“Sure. No worries.” He checked both ways 

and pulled a u-turn. “You look a little rough. 

Mind if I ask what happened?”

I stared at the road. “Too much beer and 

testosterone. You know how guys are.”

“They stole your purse. You should report 

that to the police. There’s a station—”

“Not tonight,” I said. “I’ll do it tomorrow, 

after I get some rest. I’m just… drained.”

*

It was strange, being in Brett’s apartment in 

full en femme. He offered to take my coat, 

but I told him it wasn’t an option.

“Sorry. I didn’t know. Listen, my girlfriends 

have left a few things here over the years. 

You’re welcome to anything that fits.” He 

lifted a box from the back of his closet and 

left me alone in his bedroom.

Mind officially blown. I found a little black 

dress I recalled Stacy wearing when she and 

Brett were together. It was totally adorable. 

Why would she leave it here?

Needless to say, I couldn’t resist.

“Nice choice,” Brett said, as I joined him on 

the couch. He handed me a glass of what 

appeared to be white wine. “That’ll steady 

your nerves, help you sleep.”

Sleep was the last thing on my mind, but I 

could use some serious steadying. I held the 

glass in both hands, so as not to tremble.

“I always liked that outfit,” he said. “Stacy 

really rocked it. She has a great figure.”

I took a sip. “I’m surprised it fit me.”

“I’m not. It suits you.” He grinned.

Was that a come-on? For fuck’s sake, dude, 

she’s my cousin! As far as he knew, anyway. 

I set the glass aside. “It’s kinda late.”

Brett hopped up. “Yeah, sure. I’ll find you a 

blanket.” He left me there, curled up in one 

corner of the couch, turned out the light and 

retired to his own room.

I waited for an hour, as measured by the LED 

clock on his sat box. Then I put on my coat, 

carried my shoes and pussy-footed into his 

kitchen. All according to plan—only the key 

wasn’t there. Others were, mine wasn’t.

“Looking for this?” The light snapped on. 

Brett stood in the doorway, key in hand.

I knew the jig was up. “How’d you know?”

He laughed. “Dude, I’ve known you pretty 

near my whole life. You start doing this to 

yourself, you think I’m not gonna notice?”

I sank into a chair. The trembling was back. 

“I didn’t think it was that obvious.”

“It wasn’t, at first. I guess you’ve been doing 

this for a long time.” He tossed my key in the 

air and caught it. “Once you started growing 

your hair and shaving your legs… well.”

I felt sick. “Does everyone know?”

“I doubt it. I haven’t asked around, but… 

Let’s face it, who else knows you so well?”

“Thanks. For keeping it to yourself, I mean.”

“No worries. Look, I know it’s none of my 

business, but you should give your friends 

and family more credit. Sure, there’s a lot of 

clowns out there who don’t get it, but do you 

even know any? Seriously. Take a chance.”

And break the habit of a lifetime? I told him 

I’d think about it. Maybe. In a few years.

He shrugged. “Doesn’t matter to me. You 

could be a gay cross-dresser saving up for a 

sex change—all I see is the friend I made in 

Grade One. Besides, you rock that dress.” He 

handed over my key. “I’ll drive you home.”

I could’ve kissed him. Another time.  �


