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FIRST TIME

Ed is lucky to be alive after being struck by a car. He’s even luckier to find himself next to Taylor,  a  beautiful  blonde  young  woman  in  the  hospital,  where  he’ll  have  to  spend  the  next month or two while his battered body recovers. 

She’s the girl of his dreams: funny, smart, beautiful, and talented. But there’s one problem: she’s dying. And she’s got one regret: she never lost her V-card. Now, Ed is in a position to help

—though there’s a secret dangling between Taylor’s legs that might be too hard to overlook. 

CHAPTER I

It  was  a  slippery  February  morning  when  I  was  hit  by  a  car.  It  was  my  own  fault unfortunately.  I  saw  my  bus  coming  and  I  was  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  road.  So  I  just  ran, assuming the oncoming traffic would slow down for me like it usually did. 

But apparently I underestimated how slippery the cold roads were that morning. I ended up slipping and  falling  on my  ass,  and then  the  oncoming  cars started  to  fishtail, unable  to  stop.  I heard  the  clunking  of  a  purple  sedan’s  ABS,  and  then  everything  went  dark  and  that’s  all  I remember. 

I woke up briefly with four surgeons hovering over me, looking down at my body. I felt the worst pain of my entire life. I groaned and one of them looked up at me. “Oh shit, he’s awake,” 

said the man. And then I suddenly wasn’t awake. 

Apparently they kept me out for another twenty-four hours, after ten hours of surgery. When I finally woke up again, I was covered in beeping instruments and tubes and needles. I couldn’t move  without  sharp  pains  overwhelming  my  whole  body.  A  nurse  came  by  and  looked  at  me with a surprised look. “Go back to sleep,” she said. “You need the rest.” 

“What happened?” I asked. 

“You were hit by a car and you’re lucky to be alive. Now go back to sleep.” 

“Am I okay?” 

“You’re  lucky  to  be  alive,”  she  said,  and  then  she  tapped  on  one  of  my  IV  tubes  and  then increased  the  dose  of  something  that  made  me  very  loopy.  I  fell  back  asleep  after  apparently telling her that I wanted to see her tits. 

And  then  it  was  a  new  day.  The  brightest  sun  there  ever  was  shone  violently  through  the hospital  window,  waking  me  up.  Someone  was  whistling  some  annoying  song  in  the  nearby hallway,  and  a  nurse  was  going  around  dropping  off  foul-smelling  plates  of  breakfast.  She  put one down in front of me. My name was written on a piece of paper on the plate. I uncovered the lone dish and saw a pile of mush that was less appetizing than baby food that had been left on the counter overnight. 

“Can I get something else?” I asked, my stomach churning with hunger. 

The  nurse  looked  at  me  with  unimpressed  eyes,  as  if  she’d  spent  hours  making  the  food herself.  “If  you  want  something  else,  maybe  one  of  your  visitors  can  get  it  for  you  in  an  hour, when visitor hours start.” 

So I tried my best to eat the sloppy mush. I knew I wasn’t going to get any visitors. I knew my parents wouldn’t bother making the five hour drive to see me, and I knew that the people I called my friends weren’t friendly enough to bother leaving their flats, unless there was free beer involved.  But  I  was  surprised  an  hour  later  when  a  nurse  came  to  me  and  said,  “One  of  your friends is here to see you.” 

She  sat  up  my  bed  using  a  button  and  then  I  felt  a  warm  excitement  tingling  in  my  very

broken chest. I still didn’t know what kind of damage had been done to me, but judging by the straps that were preventing me from moving, I figured the damage was bad. 

A large man came into the room and he looked around. I didn’t know the man, so I assumed he was there for the person on the other side of the curtain. But then he looked at me and said, 

“You little piece of shit.” He came at me and wrapped his massive fingers around my throat. “I should kill you. I really should kill you, you massive, steaming pile of shit.” He had a tight grip. 

It took three nurses to get him off of me—though I don’t think it was the nurses that eventually pried his fingers off of my throat. I think it was his own desire not to end up in prison. He spat on me and then he left. I found out later that the large man was the one who hit me with his purple car. Apparently his insurance company decided that he was responsible for my medical bills and for the damage to his car. 

I  had  no  other  visitors,  and  maybe  that  was  a  good  thing.  Maybe  the  one  man  was  enough excitement for the day. I’m sure if my parents bothered to make the drive, they would have done the  same  thing:  taken  me  by  the  throat  and  called  me  a  piece  of  shit  for  wasting  their  whole Saturday and probably their Sunday too. A nurse told me that my mother had called the hospital to see if I was okay. “She didn’t want to talk to me?” I asked. 

“She said she would call back tomorrow or the next day,” said the nurse. “She said that she was later for her book club.” 

So I rolled my eyes and went back to remaining perfectly still, with nothing to do—not even a TV to watch or a phone to mindlessly peruse. I only had my own thoughts to entertain me, and the hallway conversations, which I had to strain to hear. I heard one couple fighting—the man didn’t want to spend more than five minutes visiting the sick friend, and the woman thought they should  stay  for  at  least  an  hour.  Their  fight  got  so  loud  that  whoever  they  were  talking  about almost definitely heard. 

Then I heard another couple fighting over what they were going to get for lunch after their visit was over. The man wanted chicken wings, the woman wanted Vietnamese food. “You get chicken  wings  every  day,  you  stupid  fuck!”  the  woman  yelled.  And  that  was  probably  the highlight of the day. 

The lowlight of the day was when the doctor finally showed up and told me the extent of my injuries. It was hard to keep track of the long list, but to sum him up: at least four of my organs were badly damaged, four of my ribs were broken, my collarbone was broken, my right arm was fractured, and my spine was cracked—one wrong move and my spine could snap and I could die, hence the straps holding me down. I was probably lucky that the large man with the purple car didn’t kill me when he grabbed me and strangled me. 

“So how long do I have to stay here?” I asked. 

“Until you’re better.” 

“And how long will that be?” 

“A  month  or  two,”  he  said  before  walking  away  casually,  as  if  he  didn’t  just  tell  me  that  I was going to be stuck in a hospital bed with nothing to do for a month or two. My heart stuttered and my gut turned. I would rather spend a year in prison than two months strapped to a bed with nothing  to  do.  Fighting  couples  could  only  keep  me  so  entertained.  Nurses  with  big  tits  could only distract me for so long. I wasn’t even sure I could spend a week strapped to that bed, never

mind eight weeks. 

“Time will fly,” said a nurse with a cute smile. 

“Easy for you to say,” I said. And then she upped the dose of whatever was running through that  tube,  and  I  drifted  off  to  sleep  after  apparently  telling  her  that  I  wanted  to  lick  her bellybutton and her armpits. I guess drugs make people say funny things. 

CHAPTER II

I was awake early the next morning, staring at the blank curtain, wishing I had something to do. I was already feeling antsy. I just wanted to move. I wanted to stretch my legs and do a few jumping jacks, but I also didn’t want my spine to snap, so I remained still, trying my best not to squirm while my body healed very, very slowly. 

It  was  around  4:30  AM  when  I  heard  a  cute  little  yawn  coming  from  the  other  side  of  the curtain. Then a moment later, I heard her sighing. She was awake—I wasn’t the only one awake in that godforsaken place. “Hey,” I said quietly. 

It was a few seconds before I heard a girl’s voice. “Hello?” she said cautiously. 

“What’s your name?” I asked. 

“Taylor.” 

“Ed,” I said. “Nice to meet you. What are you in here for?” 

“Armed robbery,” she said. 

“You were shot during a robbery?” 

She laughed. “No, it was just a stupid joke.” 

“Oh—I get it. Sorry. My sense of humour is questionable on these drugs. Good drugs though. 

What are they giving you?” 

“All sorts of stuff. It seemed to change every day,” she said. 

I  took  a  deep  breath  and  felt  a  strange  sense  of  relief.  It  was  the  closest  thing  to  a  real conversation that I’d had since being hit by a car—even though I couldn’t see her through that dangling curtain. “Hopefully you aren’t stuck here as long as me,” I said. 

“Hopefully you aren’t stuck here for as long as  me,” she replied with a little laugh. 

“How long are they keeping you in this dump?” 

“As long as they can.” 

“Yeah, I hear that,” I said. “But hey—they keep telling me that I’m lucky to be alive. So I guess we’ve got that going for us.” 

And  this  time  she  didn’t  reply,  as  if  she  didn’t  hear  me.  The  room  was  suddenly  silent.  A cold tingle crept down my cracked spine and then I couldn’t figure out what to say next. I had the strange feeling that I’d said something wrong—something very wrong. What if the girl next to me was dying? What if I just reminded her that her life was coming to an end? I bit down on my tongue and I tried to muster up an apology, but the air in the room was too awkward now, so I just  remained  silent.  It  was  a  few  minutes  later  when  the  drugs  finally  carried  me  back  off  to sleep. 

I didn’t wake up until visiting hours came again. The light was bright that the hospital was suddenly loud with Sunday visitors. I got to listen to couples fighting in the hallway again—I’m

pretty sure the couples were the same. And then I got to listen to mothers and fathers excited to see their injured children. I heard kissing and crying and lots of “I love you so much!” But my room remained empty, until a young woman came in. She looked around with a shy look on her face, and then she called out, “Taylor? Are you here?” 

“Over  here,”  Taylor  said  from  the  other  side  of  the  curtain.  So  the  shy  girl  slipped  into Taylor’s little curtain cubicle, and I got to listen to their very quiet conversation. 

“I talked to your brother,” the girl said. “Your parents aren’t coming. Your brother’s going to try to come tomorrow though.” 

“Thanks for trying,” Taylor said. 

“He said they need more time.” 

“Well they don’t have more time, but it’s fine. I probably don’t need that stress anyway.” 

“How are you feeling?” 

“I’ve  felt  better,”  said  Taylor.  “The  food  here  sucks  though—it’s  not  giving  me  much  of  a reason to hold on.” There was a silence, and then Taylor said, “It’s a joke. Apparently my jokes aren’t very funny.” 

“And what did the doctors say? Any updates?” 

“No  updates.  Still  dying.  They  asked  if  I  wanted  to  try  this  experimental  drug  that’s  never been  tried  before.  I  would  literally  be  the  first  one.  They  don’t  even  know  what  it  might  do  to me. A single dose of it could kill me.” 

“Are you going to take it?” 

“Maybe. What else am I going to do?” 

The silence returned. Taylor really was dying. But she sounded so young. Assuming she was the same age as her friend, she couldn’t have been any older than twenty. My stupid car accident suddenly seemed so trivial. I had the urge to squirm but I fought I back for the sake of my own health. 

Taylor didn’t get any more visitors that day. Once her friend was gone, she returned to being bored and silent. And wouldn’t that be horrible? Spending the last portion of your life in a bland curtain cubicle with nothing but that looming dread churning in your stomach. 

“So what do you do like to do?” I asked. 

And she didn’t reply. 

“Hello?” I said. 

“Are you talking to me?” she asked. 

“Yeah—I’m talking to you. What do you like to do? What are your hobbies?” 

“Well,”  she  said.  “I  like  to  draw.  I  mean,  there  were  things  I  wanted  to  try  but  I  never  got around to trying them. So I guess the only thing that I know I like to do is draw.” 

“Can you show me one of your drawings?” I asked. 

“I don’t have any here,” she said. 

“Then can you draw me something to look at?” 

She laughed nervously. “With what?” 

“I think most people use paper. Some people like pens and some like pencils.” 

And she laughed again. “I don’t have any of that.” 

So I buzzed the nurse. She didn’t come right away so I kept buzzing her, over and over, as if it  was  an  emergency.  Finally,  two  nurses  came  running  into  the  room.  “What’s  wrong?  Is everything okay?” 

“I need a pencil and a piece of paper, stat!” I said. And the nurses looked at me with white faces, as they were being forced to treat Satan himself. They didn’t exactly rush to get the paper and pencil, though they did bring it over thirty minutes later. “It’s for the girl next door,” I said, pointing over towards Taylor. So the nurse delivered the paper and pencil and then they left me alone. And after that, if I would have had a problem that required immediate attention, I’m sure they would have left me to die. 

“I don’t know what to draw,” Taylor said. 

“Anything. Just give me your best.” 

“I need some direction.” 

“Do you like dogs?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Draw me a dog,” I said. I could hear the sound of the pencil scribbling around on the paper, slowly  at  first,  but  then  she  started  to  get  into  a  rhythm.  I  heard  her  let  a  little  giggle  slip,  and then she said, “I guess it’s done. It’s probably not my best work, but it’s the best I can do under the circumstances.” 

We had to wait for a nurse to come by, to deliver the drawing from her to me. And the dog was good—super cute and amazingly realistic. She gave it a big, long tongue and bright shining eyes. “It’s amazing,” I said. 

“Thanks,” she replied, and I could almost hear her blushing. 

“Now you’ll have to draw me a self-portrait, seeing as I can’t see you.” 

She spent the better part of the next hour drawing the self-portrait, sketching quickly at times, and  drawing  slowly  and  meticulously  near  the  end.  And  then  we  waited  again  for  a  nurse  to come by to deliver the drawing. “If this is really you, then you’re a babe,” I said. The girl in the picture was stunning, with long curly hair and big, bright eyes. Her cheekbones were perfect, and her eyelashes were to die for. She even looked a bit shy in the drawing—just like she sounded in real life. 

“Now we need to get a nurse to pull back this curtain, so I can see how accurate this is.” 

“I didn’t make my hair nearly as greasy as it is now. And I’m not wearing any makeup,” she said. 

“Nurse!” I called out. I couldn’t wait an hour for one to come by. Amazingly, a nurse came quickly. “I need you to pull back this curtain, so I can judge this drawing.” I held the drawing up as the nurse pulled back the curtain. And then I found myself in a state of shocked amazement. 

She looked just like the picture, right down to the fine details in her hair. Taylor was looking at me with red cheeks, biting the corner of her bottom lip gently. 

“Well?” she said. “Was I close?” 

“Right  on  the  money,”  I  said.  I  put  the  drawing  down  and  stared  at  the  artist.  She  was beautiful—so  soft  and  youthful  and  precious.  This  girl  was  dying?  When  I  heard  that  she  was dying, I expected to see a bald girl with sunken eyes and translucent skin. I wasn’t expecting a vixen. 

I looked away quickly, suddenly worried that I would creep her out. If we were going to be stuck next to each other for a while, I didn’t want her to be uncomfortable, especially seeing as these were the last days of her life. I awkwardly moved my tongue from one cheek to the other. 

“So were you in school for art?” I asked. 

“Yeah,”  she  said.  “Though  I  wasn’t  learning  much  in  school.  The  teachers  were  all  just pushing politics on us, and there wasn’t really much ‘art’ at all. I actually dropped out before I found out that I was sick.” 

“Well  judging  by  this  picture,  you  didn’t  need  the  school,”  I  said  with  a  smile.  And  her cheeks turned red again. 

The  nurse  came  by  and  asked  if  we  wanted  the  curtain  closed.  “No,  leave  it  open,”  said Taylor, and then she looked at me with a smile that made my cheeks suddenly warm. And then we ended up talking all night. She told me all about her art school and her friends at art school, and then I told her about my pointless job and my family that still hadn’t even bothered to call, even though I was one wrong move away from being dead. 

And  then  the  conversation  started  to  become  more  esoteric.  We  talked  about  God  and  the meaning of life and then it was late and the nurses turned all of the lights out. The nurse didn’t even ask before closing the curtain, but we kept talking even though we couldn’t see each other. 

I  still  had  that  picture  of  her  next  to  my  bed—and  I  had  a  perfect  mental  image  of  her  on  my mind. And my God, she was beautiful. Her voice was so soothing. I kept asking vague questions, just so I could hear that voice go on and on. 

“So can I ask: what’s your biggest regret? If you could have just one more week out of this hospital to do anything, what would you do? And be honest,” I said. 

She was silent, as if I’d touched on a sore subject. And maybe bringing death back up wasn’t such  a  great  idea.  I  was  just  about  to  apologize  when  she  said,  “I  never  had  sex.”  The  answer took me by surprise. She really took my ‘be honest’ bit seriously. I felt my face turn dark red. 

I cleared my throat. “Did you say sex?” I asked quietly. 

She  laughed.  “It  just  never  happened.  I  kept  telling  myself  that  I  wanted  to  wait  for  the perfect guy and the perfect moment. I guess I waited too long.” 

I  laughed  awkwardly,  because  I  wasn’t  sure  how  else  to  respond.  And  then  my  lips  let  a series of words slip that I immediately wished I could take back. “Well, if you can make it over here, you’re welcome to hop on. I’m pretty sure I’m all functioning down there.” 

She was dead silent. Now I could feel the colour draining from face. I felt sick. Did I just ruin everything with a stupid joke? “I’m sorry—I was just kidding,” I said. 

She laughed. “It’s okay. I would take you up on the offer, but sadly I can’t really move with

all of these tubes.” 

My  heart  stuttered.  I  was  suddenly  picturing  her  naked,  and  my  cock  was  suddenly  hard, proving that everything was indeed still in working order down there. We were silent for a while, and then Taylor finally said, “Well, I should get some sleep. Good night.” 

“Good night,” I managed to say, despite the thick lump in my throat. And I couldn’t fall right asleep, even with all of the drugs doing their best to take me down. I couldn’t stop thinking of her  and  her  beautiful  face  and  her  delicate  voice—and  the  fact  she  said  she  would  have  come over to fuck me if it wasn’t for a bunch of tubes. Damn those tubes. Damn them to hell. 

CHAPTER III

It was early when she called out my name. “Are you awake?” she asked. 

“I am now,” I said. 

“I’m sorry—did I wake you up?” she asked. 

“I don’t mind. I have the next two months to sleep.” 

Then she was silent, as if she didn’t actually have anything to say, as if she was just curious to know if I was awake. “What’s up?” I asked. 

“I don’t know. I’m bored. Do you want me to draw you something?” 

“Sure.” 

“What should I draw?” she asked. 

“How’s about… a picture of a horse?” 

“Hm,  no.  I  don’t  like  horses.  I  mean—I  can  draw  that  if  that’s  what  you  want.  But  is  that really what you want?” 

“Not really—it was just the first thing that came to mind.” 

“So what do you really want me to draw?” 

“How’s about another picture of you?” I asked as my heart skipped a beat. 

“Another one? Do you not like the first one?” 

“I like the first one. You just asked me what I really wanted you to draw, and that’s all I can think of.” 

“Okay, fine,” she said with a little giggle. “What should I be doing?” 

I looked over at the clock, suddenly curious to know what time it was. It was only 3:30 AM. I laughed and shook my head. “What should you be doing? I don’t know. What do you want to be doing?” 

She was quiet. “Just pick something,” she said. 

“I don’t know. Posing. Give me your sexiest pose,” I said with a laugh. I made sure to put lots  of  emphasis  on  that  laugh,  so  that  she  would  know  that  I  was  kidding  and  that  I  wasn’t coming onto her—even though I kind of was. 

I was shocked when she nervously said, “Okay.” And then I heard her pencil scribbling on a fresh  sheet  of  paper.  She  spent  lots  of  time  on  this  one.  It  was  4:30  AM  when  she  said,  “I’m almost done. Maybe it’s no good. Maybe I should restart. Give me something different to draw. 

Maybe I’ll draw that horse.” 

“No—I want to see the picture you spent the last hour working on.” 

“It’s embarrassing. I don’t know why I drew it. Oh God, you’re going to make so much fun of me. Why did I draw this?” 

“Let me see it.” 

She was silent. I could hear her squirming awkwardly. “It’s silly.” 

“I still want to see it. You woke me up at 3:30 AM—the least you could do is show me that picture.” 

“I have no way of getting it to you.” 

“I’ll call a nurse—they already hate me.” 

I was about to press the button when she said, “No—don’t do that. I don’t want the nurse to see the picture. I’ll crumple it into a ball and throw it over. And then when you’re done with it, crumple it into a ball and throw it in the garbage where it belongs. Oh God, why did I even draw this?” I could hear her crumpling the art into a ball of waste. 

It was  a  few seconds  later  when that  paper  ball  came flying  over  the curtain.  I  reached  out and grabbed it narrowly. A pain went shooting up my back and I gasped, worried I’d just killed myself so that I could see Taylor’s latest drawing. But the pain went away and I was still alive. 

“Are you okay?” she asked. 

“I’m fine,” I said as I started to open up the drawing. And that drawing made me speechless. 

She  drew  herself  in  a  piece  of  tight  lingerie.  Her  tits  were  perfectly  round  and  supple,  and  her pussy was hardly being covered by a strip of thin fabric. If that’s how she looked in lingerie, then she should have been posing for magazine covers. 

“Please  don’t  laugh.  I  really  don’t  know  why  I  drew  it.  I  mean—you  asked  me  to,  but  I should have drawn something else. Just throw it out. I know it’s crap,” she said. 

“You look stunning in this,” I said. “Please tell me you actually own that outfit in real life.” 

She was silent and I could almost hear her grinning. “Oh man—you really do! That’s amazing.” 

“Oh shut up. Make sure that picture ends up the trash. If anyone else sees it, I’ll kill you—

and I mean it.” 

I slipped the picture underneath my pillow and then said, “Fine. It’s in the trash.” 

“Is it really?” 

“Yeah.  And  it’s  out  of  my  reach,  so  I  hope  you’re  happy.”  But  there  was  no  way  I  could throw that drawing out. It wasn’t just a beautiful drawing, it was a drawing of a beautiful woman, and it was made just for me, just for my eyes to see. I couldn’t think of anything that had ever been made just for me. I was flattered. And I was starting to think that I was falling in love. 

But  I  couldn’t  fall  in  love  with  Taylor.  She  was  dying.  There  was  a  possibility  that  she wouldn’t even be alive by the time I was able to stand up and walk over to her. It wasn’t fair to me and it wasn’t fair to her. So I convinced myself that it was just a crush and nothing else—just a silly little crush, something to pass the time. 

As soon as Taylor was asleep again, I slipped that drawing out from under my pillow and I found  myself  staring  at  it,  wishing  the  circumstances  were  different.  Why  did  she  have  to  be dying,  and  why  did  we  both  have  to  be  stuck  in  these  damned  beds?  I  closed  my  eyes  and imagined a world where things were different. I imagined her in my bed back home, cuddled up against me. I imagined her soft skin against mine. And then I imagined myself fucking her and taking her precious virginity. Before drifting off back to sleep, I reminded myself that she was

just a crush—just an unfortunate little crush. 

CHAPTER IV

I woke up the next morning to the sound of the doctor’s voice. His voice was so clear that I thought  he  was  talking  to  me,  so  I  opened  my  eyes  and  cleared  my  throat,  ready  to  reply.  But there was no one in my curtain cubicle. The doctor was on the other side of the curtain, talking to Taylor. “So you understand the risks and you’d like to go ahead with the treatment anyway—is that correct? You’ll have to sign this form before I can give you the drug.” 

I heard the sound of a pen scribbling on paper. 

“And once you take the pill, we have to unhook your support systems. We don’t yet know what  kind  of  treatments  interfere  with  this  trial,  so  it’s  safer  to  lose  them  completely.  If  your condition  worsens,  we  can  try  reintroducing  the  support  systems  under  the  supervision  of  the pharmaceutical rep. Do you understand?” 

“I understand,” Taylor’s voice replied. She was quiet and shaken. She was taking a big risk, unplugging herself from her support systems—a bigger risk than I’d ever taken in my life, unless you count the moment I ran in front of that purple car, but that was more of a blunder than a risk. 

“Okay, here’s the pill. Nurse Jackson here will unhook your support. I’ll be coming by every few hours to check on you. It will probably be a day or two before you start to feel different, one way or the other. But before I go, I’d let to perform a full body check, so I can have a point of reference. I’m going to start by pulling off your gown, is that okay?” 

“Yes,” Taylor said, her voice sounded more broken than ever. There was a loud beeping, and then  the  room  became  silent.  I  could  see  all  of  the  feet  around  Taylor’s  bed,  through  the  gap between the curtain and the floor. 

“How long have you had the implants?” the doctor asked. 

“Two  years,”  Taylor  said,  trying  to  make  her  voice  as  quiet  as  possible.  Maybe  she  didn’t want me to hear that little titbit of information. 

“And the hormones—you’ve been off of them for how long now? And how long were you taking them before?” 

“I stopped three months ago. I was taking them for five years,” she said, making her voice even  quieter—almost  a  whisper.  But  I  could  still  hear  her  clearly.  And  why  was  she  taking hormones? Did she have some sort of hormone deficiency disorder? 

“And you haven’t been secretly taking anything while you’ve been here? And this is serious now—if  you’ve  been  taking  anything,  the  reaction  with  this  trial  drug  could  be  disastrous.  It’s important that you’re honest with me.” 

“I’ve been taking nothing.” 

“Okay,  I’m  going  to  do  a  full  inspection.  Open  your  mouth…  Okay,  good.  Now  turn  your head.  Good.  Now  tilt  back  your  head.  Good.  I’m  going  to  feel  your  stomach.  You’ll  feel  a pressure.  Let  me  know  if  it  hurts.  Does  that  hurt?  No?  Good.  And  now  I’m  going  to  feel  your testicles. Okay, they feel normal. Is there any pain? No? Good. Now let’s flip you over quickly.” 

My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. Did the doctor just say ‘testicles?’ What was he talking about? Taylor didn’t have testicles. She couldn’t possibly have testicles. She was a woman—women don’t have balls. 

And all of that stuff about the hormones, and the implants. Was Taylor actually a boy? Was she one of those transgenders that you hear so much about online but never actually see in real life? Was she really just a boy with a girly haircut and a bit of mascara? 

I  still  had  that  clear  image  in  my  mind  of  her  beautiful  face.  Maybe  I  hadn’t  been  looking closely  enough,  but  it  looked  perfectly  feminine.  I  hadn’t  seen  an  Adam’s  apple,  or  a  rugged jawline. But the doctor couldn’t have been lying. 

“Okay,” the doctor said. “My only big concern in the hormones. I know you’ve said that you haven’t  been  taking  them  since  being  diagnosed,  but  it’s  possible  the  hormones  have  altered parts  of  your  body  in  unpredictable  ways.  You  see,  HRT  is  unnatural  for  a  body.  It  can  have profound effects in changing your appearance, but it can also do a lot of damage, and we’re still learning about the extent of that potential damage. So, for you especially, it’s important that you report  everything  to  the  nurse—every  little  headache  and  body  pain,  no  matter  how  trivial  you think it is.” 

Taylor didn’t respond, at least not with her voice. The doctor told her to put her gown back on and then he left. And then I looked over and saw a nurse standing next to me. Her lips were parted and she was about to speak, but I didn’t want her to. I didn’t want Taylor to know that I’d heard everything the doctor said. I didn’t want to be thrust into the middle of the awkwardness. 

But I couldn’t stop the nurse from saying, “How did you sleep?” 

I nodded my head and forced a smile. 

“Are you hungry? Have you been up for long? Your face is pale. Is everything okay?” 

I shook my head quickly, with my lips pressed thin. 

“Are you sure you’re okay?” 

I  nodded  my  head  quickly.  But  I  knew  it  was  too  late.  I  knew  that  Taylor  knew  I  heard everything. The nurse left me alone to bask in the awkward silence. I wanted to say something—

along  the  lines  of,  ‘Sorry  I  heard  all  of  that’  or  ‘It’s  no  big  deal’.  But  I  felt  so  awkward  and uncomfortable. I’d spent the past twelve hours fawning over a biological boy—and a biological dying boy, for that matter. 

And  that  comment  about  having  sex—oh  God.  When  she  said  that  she  would  have  let  me fuck her had it not been for all of the tubes, was she also referring to the tube between her legs? 

Or would she have just held up her ball sack while I stuck it in her asshole? A cold nausea filled the pit of my stomach. 

It  was  a  silent  morning.  Hours  passed  without  a  word  spoken  between  us.  I  was  even  too afraid  to  speak  to  the  nurse.  I  just  kept  nodding  and  shaking  my  head.  And  she  just  kept  on asking, “Are you really sure that you’re okay?” I didn’t want to break that silence. I just wanted the awkwardness to end. I was praying that a nurse would come by and say, “We’re transferring you to another ward.” I couldn’t bear another day of this, never mind another two months. Why couldn’t my damned spine just heal already? Why couldn’t I lay in my bed at home? Why did I have to lie in that stupid hospital? 

It  was  almost  dinnertime  when  Taylor  finally  spoke.  “Hey,”  she  said  simply.  And  I  didn’t reply at first, thinking that she was just answering a phone call. “You there?” she said. And I still didn’t answer, still thinking she was on the phone. “Ed—earth to Ed.” 

“Hey,” I said. My voice cracked slightly, speaking for the first time in over twelve hours. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Building a house. What are you doing?” I said. 

“I’m out sailing,” she said. I laughed—but I had to force it. I couldn’t seem to muster up a real sense of humour. I couldn’t stop thinking about what I’d heard. I didn’t know if it was true, but I was too afraid to ask. I was even starting to consider the possibility that it was all a dream, induced  by  the  concoction  of  drugs  running  through  my  system.  “Mind  if  I  come  over?”  she asked. 

“Sure, come on over,” I said, thinking we were still joking around. I’d forgotten that she was unattached from all the tubes and now free to move around freely. She walked around the curtain and took a slow seat in the chair next to my bed. She smiled, showing me that pretty face which very likely  belonged  to a  biological  male. I  forced  a  smile back.  I  may have  forgotten  that  she was no longer hooked up to the machines, but I hadn’t forgotten what she’d said the day before: that she would let me fuck her if it wasn’t for the tubes, which were no longer there. 

“You look worse today,” she said. 

“Thanks—that means a lot. Really,” I said. 

“It  wouldn’t  kill  you  to  eat,”  she  said,  looking  over  at  my  lunch  tray,  which  was  still untouched. The slop on the plate was too disgusting to consider eating as far as I was concerned. 

“I’m on a hunger strike, until they bring me food for humans,” I said. 

“I can go get you something from the café. I can technically move around now, though I’m not really supposed to be on my feet for more than a few minutes at a time.” 

“That  would  be  great,  but  I’m  really  okay.  It’s  not  like  I  need  the  energy  for  anything.  All I’m doing is laying here.” 

She was staring into my eyes now, smiling with a pained smile. “You heard all that stuff the doctor said, didn’t you?” She suddenly looked away, down at the ground. 

“I heard some stuff, yeah,” I said, also looking away. 

“Yeah,”  she  said.  “I  didn’t  want  to  tell  you  because…  well,  because  I  didn’t  want  to  die embarrassed.” 

I just shook my head, unsure of how I was supposed to respond. I couldn’t help my reaction. 

I couldn’t help that I felt awkward after feeling so much attraction for her. 

“But I guess I should apologize for not telling you. Sometimes I don’t think that it matters, and then life bites me in the ass.” 

“No worries,” I said, forcing another smile. 

There  was  a  long  silence,  and  then  she  said,  “Did  you  hear  that  couple  fighting  in  the  hall today?” 

“About the pet parrot?” I asked. 

She laughed. “Yeah. What was that all about?” 

I  tried  to  shrug  my  shoulders,  but  they  were  too  broken  and  painful.  “I  don’t  know.  They were really going at it though.” 

“At one point, I thought I heard her say ‘Maybe if you weren’t so in love with that damned parrot then we wouldn’t be in this mess!’ What does that even mean?” She laughed again. I liked that  laugh,  even  though  it  technically  belonged  to  a  boy.  It  was  cute  and  soothing  in  a  strange way, though it left a swelling of dread in my gut. 

“Every couple has parrot problems from time to time,” I said, smirking. 

She laughed—that same cute little laugh. “And then there was that guy who came in looking for his friend,” she said. 

“The one who said his friend was bit by an alligator?” 

“Yeah—what was that all about?” 

“I  have  no  idea.  Where  did  he  even  find  an  alligator?  What’s  the  closest  zoo?  Fifty  miles away? Do they even have an alligator there?” 

“Not  that  I  know  of,”  she  said.  “Though  I  haven’t  been  to  that  zoo  since  I  was  a  kid.  And even when I went, I always just wanted to watch the monkeys. My parents would try to pull me away from the monkey exhibit and I would throw a fit.” 

“I  always  liked  the  monkeys,  too.  Maybe  that’s  why  I  find  this  hospital  so  entertaining,”  I said. And again I got to hear that cute laugh. But it wasn’t cute—it was wrong. A man shouldn’t laugh like that. It was just confusing, making my mind hurt. It wasn’t fair. Why couldn’t she be an actual woman? For the first time in my life, a girl wanted to sit and talk to me, and she wasn’t even a real girl (and not to mention, she was dying). It was like God was playing some big prank on me. 

I tried to push the fact that she wasn’t a biological woman out from my mind—and it worked for a while. We ended up talking for a few hours, and it wasn’t until she started talking about her parents  again  that  I  remembered  I  was  actually  talking  to  a  transitioning  male-to-female.  “My parents used to be real nice,” she said. “But ever since I… you know—they haven’t really talked to me. I kind of thought they would show up here to see me. But hey—can’t win everyone over.” 

She  made  a  pained  smile.  “Sorry—I  got  off  topic.  What  were  we  talking  about?  Right—

Christmas. I used to love Christmas, but once you move out from your parents’ house, Christmas just isn’t the same—am I right?” 

I smiled and nodded my head and felt terrible for her. I couldn’t even imagine having parents that wouldn’t come to see me while I was dying in a hospital. Even if they didn’t agree with what their son was doing with his life, they still should have popped by to say hello. Taylor had no one

—just the one friend who came by quickly from time to time, only ever to say a few awkward words. And even she didn’t seem like she wanted to be there. 

She was really going to die alone, with no family or friends by her side. And maybe it made no difference—once she was dead she wouldn’t care. But that didn’t make things any better. It was still sad. 

We  started  to  talk  about  different  things,  but  that  fear  was  still  on  her  face.  It  was  obvious that she couldn’t stop thinking about the fact she could die at any moment, now that she wasn’t

hooked  up  to  her  support  systems.  There  were  only  failing  organs  and  an  experimental  drug keeping her alive. 

CHAPTER V

Taylor had a rough night that night. I’d only been asleep for a few hours when I was woken up  by  the  sound  of  screaming.  I  opened  my  eyes  just  as  nurses  flooded  into  the  room.  “The doctor is on his way,” one of them said, trying to calm Taylor down. Another round of medical staff  rushed  into  the  room.  The  lights  were  suddenly  shining  bright.  I  could  hear  her  heart monitor  beeping  fast—faster  than  any  heart  monitor  should.  At  one  point  I  heard  a  nurse  say, 

“We’re  losing  him.”  My  heart  skipped  a  beat  and  my  body  suddenly  felt  cold.  I  felt  strangely guilty, but I had no idea why. “Where’s the doctor? We’re going to lose him.” 

“He’s on his way.” 

“We  don’t  have  time.  He’s  slipping.”  And  now  that  heart  monitor  was  suddenly  beeping very, very slowly, only once even five seconds or so. I could hear the sound of hands thumping against Taylor’s chest as they tried to revive her. She wasn’t screaming anymore. Now, she was possibly dead. 

More people rushed into the room, including a man holding a very long needle. I wanted to help, but I still couldn’t move. I was completely useless and I’d never felt more vulnerable in my life. 

“We’ve lost him,” one of the nurses said. I didn’t like how they kept saying ‘him’, reminding me that Taylor was really a male. She identified as a woman and she looked like a woman and sounded  like  a  woman—but  I  guess  that  doesn’t  matter  to  doctors.  I  guess  doctors  only  care about  biology,  and  maybe  that’s  for  the  best.  I’m  sure  it  makes  a  difference  when  it  comes  to choosing drug dosages and probably lots of other stuff as well. But I didn’t need to be reminded that I spent a whole day daydreaming about a boy. 

“Keep going. Don’t stop. I think there’s still a pulse. The machine is showing some activity.” 

So they kept going. The doctor finally showed up and slipped up next to her bed. Now there was too  much  commotion  to  follow.  People  were  talking  over  one  another.  One  of  the  nurses  kept insisting that she was lost while another nurse kept insisting there was still hope—and I didn’t know what to believe, only able to see an occasionally rustling curtain. 

I  wanted  to  shout  out  to  her,  to  tell  her  to  hold  on,  but  I  couldn’t  help  but  feel  like  it  was maybe for the best. She was dying, and maybe prolonging that process wasn’t the best thing for anyone. If the doctors told me that I would die at the end of my two-month stay in the hospital, I would  probably  spend  most  days  hoping  that  death  would  come  sooner.  I  mean—what  exactly did Taylor have to look forward to in her life, at the moment? Conversations with me? Her new ability to walk around the hospital for a couple of minutes at a time? 

Suddenly, I heard a loud gasp and the beeping of Taylor’s heart monitor. “We’ve got him,” 

said  a  nurse  with  excitement.  The  doctor  ordered  a  heavy  dose  of  some  drug,  and  then  the medical staff finally started to disperse. It was another hour before that room was empty again, with  the  light  off,  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  I  wondered  if  Taylor  would  wake  up  and remember how she nearly died. Or maybe she did die—maybe she was resuscitated. 

I  heard  her  moving  around  the  next  morning,  around  10:00  AM.  She  sounded  groggy  and

sore. “You okay?” I asked. 

“Never  been  better,”  she  said.  Her  voice  was  hoarse  as  if  she  hadn’t  had  a  sip  of  water  in days. 

“That was quite the commotion last night,” I said. 

“Sorry you had to hear that.” 

“Don’t be sorry. Sorry you had to go through it.” 

“It is what it is.” 

A nurse overheard us talking and came by. “Do you want me to open the curtain?” she asked. 

I was hesitant to answer, still with that confusing image of her face in my mind: that beautiful female  face,  which  belonged  to  a  male.  But  I  couldn’t  deny  Taylor  the  only  decent  human contact she might get before dying. It may have been her last day. Hell, it may have been her last few hours. Apparently her condition was much worse than I realized, with her organs teetering on failure at every moment. 

“Open them up,” I said, trying to force a smile into my voice. 

The curtain opened and then I saw her, with her big shining eyes and her cute smile. God, I hated how beautiful she was. I hated that she was a man. I hated that there was a cock between her legs. But I tried to bite my tongue and pretend like I didn’t care. It’s not what she wanted to think about in her final hours: that people were still looking at her like a freak. I couldn’t help the way I thought, but I could help the way that I acted. “Looking good,” I said with a smile. 

“You  and  I  both  know  that’s  not  true,”  she  said.  “I’m  a  haggard  mess.  You  should  see  me when  I’m  not  on  my  deathbed.  When  I  do  my  makeup  and  when  I’ve  had  a  shower—you wouldn’t even recognize me.” 

I laughed. “I can’t even imagine,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue, trying to play along. 

“I’m serious,” she said. She reached over for her phone and started searching for a picture. 

“Here,” she said, straining to sit up. 

“Don’t hurt yourself. Have the nurse walk it over,” I said. But it was too late; she was already up on her feet, on her way towards me. She showed me the screen of her phone, and I couldn’t believe  what  I  was  seeing.  I  really  didn’t  recognize  her.  She  looked  like  a  super  model.  She looked like she belonged in leading roles on Hollywood movies. I was speechless. I opened my mouth to say something, but words wouldn’t come out. 

“You don’t even believe that that’s me, do you?” she said. And I wasn’t sure if I believed it. 

Taylor  made  her  way  back  to  her  bed.  Then  she  looked  around.  “Maybe  tomorrow,  if  I’m still alive, I’ll prove it. I’ll ask my friend to bring a few things over.” 

“I believe you,” I was finally able to say. And I did believe her—why would she lie? Why would she show me a picture of someone else and claim it was her? But at the same time, how was it possible that she was so stunning? I mean—she was stunning now, but in that picture, she was something else. She was a perfect-ten vixen. She was the holy grail of beauties. And she was a man…

Her  friend  came  by  later  that  evening  to  drop  off  a  bag  of  supplies.  Taylor  introduced  the friend to me. “This is Kate,” she said. “She’s pretty much my only friend anymore.” 

Kate  gave  me  her  hand  and  I  gently  shook  it.  “Ed,”  I  said.  And  that’s  when  I  noticed  the slight bulge of Kate’s Adam’s apple. She was also a man. She was kind of cute, but much less convincing  than  Taylor.  Kate  was  more  of  what  I  imagined  when  I  thought  about  traps—

convincing from afar, but not fooling too many people up close. 

It didn’t help that she was terribly shy, constantly covering herself with her arms, and always speaking with a very quiet voice. She wore a long skirt to cover her legs and a baggy sweater to cover her figure, even though it seemed like she had a decent figure that she should have been flaunting  for  the  sake  of  her  own  authenticity.  She  left  with  the  world’s  quietest  goodbye—I almost didn’t catch it. 

Taylor put the box of makeup supplies next to her bed. “Just you wait,” she said to me with that adorable smile, just before the nurse came by and closed that curtain. We kept talking late into the night, even though I couldn’t see her anymore. 

When I woke up in the morning, the hospital was buzzing with activity. I’d slept all the way through  to  visiting  hours,  and  every  hospital  room  was  crowded  with  visitors  except  for  ours. 

And I was surprised that Taylor hadn’t woken me up to chat, and none of the nurses had woken me up to make sure I was eating my breakfast mush. 

I  reached  down  and  pressed  the  button  that  made  my  hospital  bed  tilt  up.  I  thought  about calling  out  to  Taylor,  to  make  sure  that  she  was  still  alive.  I’d  slept  so  heavily  that  I  probably would have slept through almost any amount of commotion. 

But I remained silent for my first hour awake. And then a nurse came to me and asked me how I was doing. “I’m fine. Just bored,” I said. “Can’t we get a little TV in here or something?” 

She just smiled and me and then left me alone to wish that I had a television or anything—even a deck  of  playing  cards.  I  thought  it  was  strange  that  the  hospital  didn’t  have  things  like  TVs  or iPads or playing cards. Surely keeping patients sane should have been somewhat of a priority…

“My whole first month here, I thought I was going to go crazy without a TV,” said Taylor from the other side of the curtain. I was relieved to hear her voice, to hear that she was still alive. 

“But you get used to it. TV kind of sucks anyway. Being bored really isn’t so bad.” 

“Speak for yourself,” I said. “I haven’t even been here for an eighth of my sentence and I’m already going crazy.” I tried to squirm and then I felt that pain itching up my spine—though the pain  wasn’t  as  bad  as  the  day  before.  It  was  getting  a  little  bit  better  every  day,  which  made sense. 

The  doctor  came  by  around  noon  to  tell  me  that  I  was  no  longer  at  risk  of  dying  from  the slightest movement. “But you still can’t walk—that would kill you. Try to keep pressure off your spine if possible. Right now it’s looking like there will be no permanent damage, as long as you keep pressure off of that spine.” The doctor told me he would check on me after the weekend, and  then  he  left  me  alone  to  be  bored  again.  I  tried  asking  the  nurse  if  I  could  go  home  and recover  there,  and  she  said,  “Absolutely  not,”  with  a  big  smile,  and  then  she  left  me  alone  as well. 

“We should celebrate,” said Taylor. 

“Celebrate what?” 

“Your healing spine,” she said. “That’s exciting, no?” 

“I guess so.” 

“Well, I say we celebrate,” she said. 

“How to you propose we do that?” I asked. 

“I don’t know—I thought you might have some ideas.” 

“Maybe you could draw me a picture of a healthy spine with a bow tied around it.” 

She  laughed.  Then  the  nurse  came  by  and  asked  if  we  wanted  the  curtain  pulled  back.  I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Sure.” Then she pulled back the curtain and revealed the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my life. Taylor looked like a different girl. Her hair was curled and full and running down to her tits. Her face was all dolled up, making her eyes look huge and shining and pretty, and her lips looked plump and juicy. Her cheeks were red, but I don’t think from blush. She was smiling and biting the corner of her plump bottom lip. 

“Wow,” I said. “You really weren’t kidding.” 

“I clean up nicely,” she said with a suddenly coy voice. 

“I’d say,” I said. I was having a hard time looking away from her, but I forced myself to look towards  the  door.  I  didn’t  want  to  make  her  uncomfortable—though  maybe  she  wanted  me  to stare at her. Maybe that’s why she went through the trouble of getting all pretty. Who else was she  getting  pretty  for?  So  I  looked  back  at  her,  my  cheeks  now  burning  hot.  She  looked  so natural, but it was such an unnatural sight. She was already convincing before the makeup, but now she was unquestionably female. It just didn’t make any sense in my brain. It just seemed so wrong, even though she looked so right. 

“Are you okay?” she asked. 

“I’m fine,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything else to say. I felt like a thirteen-year-old boy talking  to  a  post-pubescent  girl  for  the  first  time.  A  chill  crept  down  my  spine  and  I  stuttered before changing the subject. “So I never asked—do you like sports? I’m a huge Maple Leafs fan. 

I wonder how they’re doing? They were on a streak before I got hit by that car. It’s too bad we don’t get any games here. Do you like hockey?” My mouth was running off without me, trying desperately to hide my suddenly awkwardness. She just giggled and played along, and it wasn’t long before we were having one of our long conversations. 

And then the doctor came back with the results from Taylor’s latest blood test. He shut the curtain  without  asking  and  then  he  said,  “I’ve  got  some  bad  news,  I’m  afraid.  It’s  not  looking good. The cancer has spread to all of your major organs. Your liver is in the process of shutting down as we speak.” 

“H—How  long  do  I  have?”  Taylor  asked.  I  could  almost  hear  the  tears  welling  up  in  her eyes. 

“A couple of nights, if you’re lucky. We’ll keep you on the trial and hopefully we can at least use  it  as  a  learning  experience.  So  please,  if  you  can,  keep  track  of  all  the  side  effects—every little headache and pain. It’s very important for the sake of research.” 

“Okay,”  she  replied  with  a  broken  voice.  And  then  the  doctor  left.  He  didn’t  reopen  that curtain. It remained shut. I could hear Taylor trying not to cry, holding back her tears with big, deep breaths. I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing. I couldn’t console her from my bed. I was useless, stuck listening to a dying girl’s last tears. And still, for some reason, I felt terribly

guilty. 

CHAPTER VI

That guilt remained with me until late that night, hours after the lights had gone out and the hospital had become quiet. For so long, I couldn’t figure out why I was guilty—and then it hit me.  Technically,  I  was  in  a  position  to  help.  I  couldn’t  save  Taylor,  or  even  help  her  live  any longer, but I could help to alleviate her one, biggest regret: she wanted to have sex. 

And the thought of having sex with her was terrifying. She had a cock, and her asshole was technically the asshole of a biological male—but I had the overwhelming feeling that I had to do it. I had to do it for her, or that guilt was only going to get worse. And I didn’t have much time to get the job done. 

It was 1:00 AM when I called out to her. “Are you still awake?” I asked. 

I heard her sniffle and then she said, “Yeah. What’s up?” 

I took a deep breath. My hands were trembling. But I just had to do it—I no longer saw any other choice. “Want to come over here for a bit?” 

I heard another sniffle and then I heard the creaking of bedsprings as she brought herself up to  her  feet.  She  came  around  the  corner.  She  was  still  dolled  up,  though  her  mascara  had  run down  her  cheeks.  She  still  looked  beautiful.  She  still  looked  like  an  amazingly  convincing woman—and I knew that would help. She went to sit down in the chair next to the curtain, and then I said, “Maybe you can come sit here, on the edge of the bed.” 

She looked at me for a moment and then she let a little laugh slip. “One wrong move and I could break your spine,” she said. 

“I’ll take my chances. C’mon.” I strained to nudge myself over, giving her a little bit of room to get comfortable. As she took the seat, I was struck by her perfume. “You smell nice,” I said. 

“Thanks. I figured if I’m going to die, I should at least die smelling pretty. Though I hear that you poop yourself when you die—so I’m sure the perfume was really a waste.” 

“Well for what it’s worth, I like it,” I said, looking up into her eyes. “Sorry I can’t sit up with you.” I nudged myself further back, to the edge of the small bed. “You’re welcome to lay down here,  if  you  want.”  My  heart  was  pounding.  I  had  no  idea  how  I  was  going  to  do  it.  I  thought about simply asking: ‘Do you want to fuck?’ but what if she said no? Then she would die with regret and humiliation. I didn’t want her to think that I pitied her, even though I technically was. 

I was surprised when she lay down next to me, facing me, looking into my eyes with that pained smile that made my heart hurt so badly. “Sorry about the bad news,” I said. 

“It is what it is,” she said. 

“I would try to say something to make you feel better, but I don’t know what to say.” 

“You don’t have to say anything,” she said. 

And I continued to stare into her eyes. I still couldn’t believe those eyes belonged to a man—

I still technically didn’t have proof that it was true. Sure, I’d heard the doctor saying it was true, and she basically admitted that it was true, but I still hadn’t seen her cock or balls. I’d only seen

her  face  and  her  figure—both  of  which  were  dramatically  feminine.  So  maybe  it  was  just  a misunderstanding. Maybe I wasn’t really grasping the reality of the situation. 

“Should you be laying like that?” she asked. 

“It only hurts a little bit. I don’t think my spine is as bad as they say it is. I think they’re just trying to scare me into staying here, so I rack up a big hospital bill. They need to get paid at the end of the day.” 

She laughed. Her laugh was even cuter up close. “That’s probably it,” she said. And then I strained with all of the mobility I had, and I kissed her on the lips. She was frozen at first, but then  she  kissed  back.  My  heart  was  pounding,  desperately  trying  to  remind  me  that  she  was male. But I already knew that—I couldn’t make myself forget it, no matter how hard I tried. But I  knew  I  had  to  kiss  her.  I  knew  that  it  was  the  right  thing  to  do.  I  knew  that  it  would  feel awkward and uncomfortable, but I just had to do it…

But  it  didn’t  feel  awkward  or  uncomfortable.  As  soon  as  she  started  kissing  back,  it  felt natural. It was like kissing a girl (and I’d kissed half a dozen girls in my life). Her lips were soft and full. She gently bit my bottom lip, pulling it back playfully before coming back in for a kiss. 

I quickly forgot why I’d been so hesitant to kiss her. 

She put her hands gently on my body. She ran her fingers up and down, pausing over each bandage. She finally found spots on my body that weren’t bandaged or scarred, so that’s where her hands settled while we continued kissing. Her tongue gently penetrated my lips, and it locked with my tongue. 

And now, I was starting to feel confident that there had been some sort of misunderstanding. 

Maybe  I’d  dreamed  all  that  stuff  about  her  being  a  man,  taking  hormones,  getting  implants—

though as I squeezed her tits now, her breasts did feel like implants. I could feel the curves of the slightly stiff sacs in her chest. They were still nice to squeeze, but they also served as reminders that I maybe wasn’t dreaming all of that transgender stuff up. 

I wasn’t sure I wanted to know if I’d been dreaming when I overheard the stuff about Taylor being transgender. I knew that I hadn’t been, but I liked holding onto a morsel of hope that she was really a female. And maybe I could keep it that way. “Flip over,” I whispered. 

She stared into my eyes. “Why?” she asked. 

“Just flip over,” I said. 

There was a bit of hesitation, and then she flipped herself over. Then, I gently pulled up her gown, revealing her panties. I took them and nudged them down to the bottom of her ass, so that her asshole was exposed. I didn’t pull them down any further, worried something would fall out that I didn’t want to see. Then I got my own cock out from my gown and boxer shorts. I heard Taylor  taking  a  deep  breath  in.  I  ran  my  hand  down  the  smooth  skin  of  her  side.  “Ready?”  I asked as I teased the tip of my throbbing erection between her butt cheeks. 

She nodded her head, probably too nervous to reply with words. I wiggled my cock in deep, until  it  was  pressed  against  her  tight  hole.  Then,  with  a  bit  of  saliva  as  lubricant,  I  started pushing.  And  she  wasn’t  stopping  me—she  was  letting  me  put  it  in  her  ass.  If  she  was  a  real woman, surely she would have stopped me and told me to put it in her pussy. I tried not to think about it. With my eyes, I could see a woman. I could see long, soft hair and delicate skin. I could see  the  narrow  waist  and  wide  hips  of  a  woman.  I  could  see  the  curves  of  her  breasts  and  her

plump tush. She was a woman in my mind, at least in that moment. So I pushed my cock into her, penetrating her tight asshole. She let a sharp gasp slip, so I reached around and covered her mouth. If the nurses found us like this, they would have a fit. I was risking my life just by lying on my side, and she could drop dead at any moment. And it wouldn’t look good if she died with my erect cock in her ass, would it? 

I sunk my cock deeper and deeper, feeling her throbbing anal walls. She was tight. I’d never been in an asshole before, but I never suspected it to be this tight of a squeeze. She was holding tightly  onto  the  metal  bars  of  the  hospital  bed,  breathing  deeply,  groaning  slightly  whenever  I pushed a little bit too quickly. “Are you okay?” I asked, brushing a strand of hair off of her face. 

She nodded her head. “Yeah—I’m fine,” she said. So I sunk my cock even deeper. “Oh God, you’re so big. Tell me it’s almost all the way in.” 

“Almost,” I said. I gave it another little push, pressing my pelvis against her soft, warm ass. 

“Now  it’s  it,”  I  said.  And  she  was  straining,  clenching  hard,  probably  in  a  bit  of  pain  as  her asshole  stretched  wide.  I  took  a  deep  breath,  waited  a  moment  for  her  to  relax  a  little  bit,  and then I started to thrust. It felt good—oh God, did it feel good. She was still squirming and trying to  fight  back  the  pain,  so  I  held  off  on  going  too  hard.  I  eased  her  into  it,  and  it  wasn’t  long before I noticed her body beginning to relax. Her shoulders sunk down and she let a long sigh of relief slip out from her lips. 

So  I  started  pushing  in  a  bit  harder  and  a  bit  faster.  I  held  her  hips  tightly  with  my  hands. 

Then  I  gave  one  hard  shove,  deep  into  her  asshole,  and  a  pain  shot  up  my  spine.  I  gasped  and froze as that pain consumed my whole body. I thought at first that I’d paralyzed myself, and then I wiggled my toes and fingers and realized I was still okay. But that pain was still there. “I need to lay on my back I think,” I said, my heart suddenly pounding. That was too close—satisfying Taylor’s last wish wasn’t worth risking my life. 

So  I  pulled  out  and  rolled  onto  my  back.  She  turned  around  and  looked  at  me  with  a  pale, worried face. “Are you okay?” she asked. 

“I think so,” I said. “I think I just need a minute.” 

She stared at me for a minute with her shining eyes, and then she said, “I have an idea. I’ll be careful—I promise.” 

She threw one knee over me and then she straddled me, pressing her warm bum down on my thighs. She carefully walked herself up, until that bum was over my erect cock, which was still slick with saliva. She held the metal bars of the hospital bed firmly as she lowered herself down, making sure to put absolutely no weight on my body. “Is this okay?” she asked. 

And  the  pain  had  started  to  subside.  Everything  felt  fine,  so  I  said,  “It’s  good.  Just  be careful.” So she lowered herself down super slowly, getting my cock back deep into her asshole. 

Her  body  shuddered  and  she  let  a  little  moan  slip.  Now  I  could  see  her  beautiful  face  and  her perfect tits. But I could also see a bulge in her hospital gown, poking out and holding her gown out. She was erect. That bulge could have only belonged to a cock. So I tried not to look. I tried to keep my gaze up at her beautiful face so that I could stay hard and in the moment. The sooner I came, the sooner the act was done, and the sooner that guilt would be gone. 

She started to rise and fall, using the hospital bed to pull herself up and down. It felt nice, as long  as  my  gaze  was  up,  looking  into  her  eyes.  She  was  still  clenching  with  her  butt,  but  the

clenching only made it feel better. A warm buzzing started moving through my body. I could feel a  tingle  developing  in  the  tip  of  my  cock,  and  suddenly,  I  became  worried  that  I  was  about  to unload. I couldn’t come this quickly and ruin Taylor’s first time in a matter of seconds. I needed to last, to make her first time memorable, to make it something she could smile while thinking about as she faced her final moments. 

So I forced myself to look down at that bulge. I knew it would take me out of the moment and make the arousal subside. I could use that cock to control myself, so I could decide when I would come. But that bulge alone wasn’t stopping that tingling. I needed more. So I lifted up her gown and let it sit on top of her erection. Now I could see her cock—her undeniably male cock, erect and bouncing. I stared at it for a moment, waiting for it to do its magic, to kill my arousal, but it didn’t work. I was still horny, still on the verge of coming. And now I couldn’t look away from it, mesmerized by how it was bouncing up and down and slapping from side to side. She had a big cock—especially for a girl. 

Maybe if I touched it—then the arousal would go away—then I could last longer. My heart skipped a beat and then stuttered into a fierce pounding. I reached forward and gently slipped my fingers around it. It was warm and throbbing. I could feel her veins—and it felt so good. I don’t know why, but it was just so satisfying to hold in my hand. 

Taylor  moaned.  She  was  cupping  her  breasts  with  her  hands,  squeezing  them,  making  her nipples pop out erect. Her body trembled and her knuckles started to turn white as she squeezed the  bed’s  bars  even  tighter.  “Oh  God,”  she  moaned.  Her  face  was  dark  red  and  her  eyes  were closed  tight.  My  fist  was  still  clenched  around  her  cock,  still  pumping  her  hard.  And  then, without  warning,  she  burst.  Streamers  of  cum  sprayed  up  into  the  air,  landing  on  my  chest, spoiling  my  hospital  gown.  She  made  quite  the  mess,  but  I  wasn’t  upset.  I  was  turned  on.  I’d never been so turned on in my life. 

I  couldn’t  hold  back  any  longer.  I  groaned  and  then  my  cock  started  uploading  upwards, filling her tight hole with my warm goo. She moaned and squirmed and the biggest smile crossed her face, making my heart feel warm and fuzzy. At least for a few minutes, I’d made her forget about the fact that she was dying. I’d taken away her one biggest regret. I’m sure she had many more, seeing as she was hardly twenty years old, but at least I’d done something—and I learned something about myself in the process: that I actually liked fucking a chick with a cock. 

And as soon as she was standing up next to my bed, with her erect cock dripping on the floor, I realized how bad my new revelation was. I didn’t want to be attracted to cocks. I liked pussies. 

I was straight. Or was I? 

CHAPTER VII

Taylor survived the night. The doctor came bright and early to check on her, and the nurses came  even  earlier  to  take  blood  samples.  The  doctor  said,  “You’re  very  lucky  to  be  alive.  But you really should make plans to see your loved ones today. I don’t suspect you’ll be making it through the night again.” 

Taylor didn’t cry this time. Maybe she’d gotten all of the crying out of her system. Maybe she was ready to die—and maybe I’d helped in a small way. 

No one came to visit our room during visiting hours, not even Taylor’s friend. So Taylor and I just spent the day chatting. The conversation never came to death or the afterlife, but it did take me by surprise when she said, “You know, there’s something else that I’ve always wanted to try, but I never had the chance.” 

“What’s that?” I asked. 

“Don’t make fun of me. I know that it’s stupid,” she said. 

“I’m sure it’s not that stupid.” 

She looked around to make sure no one was listening, and her face turned red. “I’ve never sucked a cock before,” she whispered. She grinned and bit her lip and her face became an even darker shade of red. “Oh God, you probably think that I’m such a whore. I’m really not.” 

I  smiled,  feeling  my  own  face  turn  red.  “I  don’t  think  you’re  a  whore,”  I  said.  “You’ll probably think that I’m a pervert when I say that you’re welcome to suck mine.” 

She laughed and looked around again. “I don’t think you’re a pervert,” she said. 

“Then maybe tonight, you can come by and we’ll make it happen.” 

She looked into my eyes, her grin disappearing. “I might not make it until tonight,” she said. 

She  looked  around  again.  “The  nurse  was  just  in  here  ten  minutes  ago.  We’ve  probably  got twenty minutes before she’s back.” 

My  heart  stuttered.  That  door  was  wide  open  and  anyone  could  have  walked  in—but  I couldn’t deny Taylor’s dying wish, even if it was her second dying wish. So I took a deep breath and said, “Go ahead.” 

“Are you sure?” she asked. 

“Just make it quick,” I said. 

So  she  pulled  up  my  hospital  gown,  exposing  my  flaccid  cock,  and  then  she  gently  took  it and  started  to  massage  it.  “Just  tell  me  how  you  like  it,”  she  said.  It  wasn’t  long  before  I  was hard.  She  bent  over  and  opened  her  lips.  Her  mouth  was  warm  and  wet,  and  she  got  right  to sucking.  I  kept  looking  from  her  to  the  door.  I  knew  it  would  look  bad:  me  getting  my  cock sucked by a girl who only had hours left to live. I knew they wouldn’t believe me if she kneeled over next to me right now, with my erect cock out on my stomach. 

She let a little gasp slip. “Was that pre-cum?” she asked. “I didn’t expect to be able to feel

it.” She giggled and then she got back to sucking. I was losing track of time. It had been a few minutes,  but  we  only  had  a  few  minutes  to  be  safe.  We  were  already  teetering  on  dangerous territory, but I still didn’t feel any closer to coming. I was too nervous to come. I was terrified someone would walk in right at that moment, as my cock unloaded. And I wouldn’t be able to stop.  Oh  God,  it  would  be  so  humiliating.  The  whole  hospital  would  know  that  I  was  fooling around with a biological male—and that’s how they saw her in that hospital: not as a woman or even a transgender—just as a male. 

And it was going to be humiliating if I couldn’t bring myself to orgasm. 

“Take out your cock,” I said. 

She looked up at me. “What?” she said. 

“Take out your cock and stand over this way.” So she followed my command, after looking to the door to make sure we were still safe. She pulled her big cock out, which was already hard, and then she bent back over to keep sucking my cock. And now her cock was within reach, so I grabbed it and started to stroke it. Now I was feeling aroused. Now my heart was pounding with horny excitement. I stared at her cock and then I looked down at her face. 

It was hard to believe that she’d never sucked a cock before. She was good at it. She was able to  get  the  whole  length  of  my  shaft  down  into  her  throat,  and  she  was  a  pro  with  her  tongue, tickling  my  tip  and  making  me  squirm.  But  then  again,  she  had  a  cock  of  her  own,  so  she probably knew exactly what would feel good. Maybe biological males are just better at pleasing cocks. I’m sure biological females are probably better at pleasing pussies. 

“Oh shit, just like that,” I said when she started to fondle my balls while sucking my cock. I couldn’t  look  away  from  her.  She  was  too  beautiful.  No  woman  should  be  so  beautiful,  never mind a man. It wasn’t fair. It just felt so fucking good. 

I came, without warning her. I shot a blast into her mouth and then she pulled back, wincing her face away. I blasted the side of her pretty face, and then I sprayed her chest. At least she held onto my cock and continued stroking it, so I wouldn’t lose that amazing euphoric feeling. 

She ran over to the counter to grab a tissue. She wiped her face and then she discarded her gown, grabbing a new one from one of the cabinets. “That was fun,” she said with a big smile. 

“Yeah,” I said. And it was fun. I’d never had so much fun with a woman before, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. My heart was pounding and my gut wouldn’t stop churning. I had terrible thoughts enter into my mind—thoughts that filled me with guilt and self-hatred. A small part of me, which I couldn’t control, was hoping that Taylor would pass away sooner rather than later, so that I wouldn’t be tempted to go any further down this dark rabbit hole. But another part of  me—maybe  a  more  terrifying  part—was  hoping  that  she  would  make  a  miraculous  and impossible recovery, so that we could continue having our little romps day after day and night after night. 

I found myself fantasizing about having sex with her—and those fantasies were technically fantasies about having gay sex with a man (that’s certainly the way that the doctors would see it). 

But I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t push those thoughts away, no matter how hard I tried. 

That  night,  I  was  once  again  awoken  by  the  frenzy  of  nurses  and  doctors  rushing  into  our room. They went straight to Taylor and it was like an exact repeat of the other night. They lost her and then they managed to bring her back again. This time I could hear pained moaning and

groaning from my sweet tranny fling. They filled her up with painkillers and I kept overhearing one of the nurses saying, “I don’t think she’ll make it through the night. I don’t even think she’ll make it until the end of my shift.” 

So I was surprised the next morning when I woke up and she was sitting in the chair next to my bed with a smile on her face. Her eyes were heavy, as if she hadn’t slept. And her body was slouched slightly, as if she didn’t quite have the energy to sit upright. “Good morning,” she said with that big grin. “You sure do like to sleep in.” 

“I’m just trying to sleep away this never-ending two months,” I said. “How many days has it been now? A week yet?” 

“I think you’re a day away from one week,” she said. 

I  squirmed.  “Oh  God,  I  don’t  think  I  can  do  it.  I  don’t  think  I  can  last  another  seven  days, never mind seven weeks.” And then a guilt swirled in my gut as I remembered her situation. She maybe didn’t even have seven hours. She probably would have killed to be in my position. 

She smiled. “It will go by quickly—don’t even worry about it.” She stood up and stretched her arms into the air. “I’m going to get you some half decent breakfast,” she said. “Any allergies I should be aware of?” 

“No, but should you really—” 

She was on her way out before I could finish my sentence. “Just wait right there!” 

And now I felt even guiltier. She was out, ignoring doctor’s orders, trying to make me a little bit happier. It was hard to understand how she could be so positive, under the circumstances. But after I thought about it for a while, it made sense. How could she not be positive? That positivity was probably the only thing keeping her alive. 

CHAPTER VIII

It was around lunchtime when I heard Taylor coughing. The curtain between our rooms was closed. It sounded like she was fighting for air between each cough, and each cough sounded like it was filled with moisture from deep inside of her lungs. “Are you okay?” I asked after a minute of helplessness. 

She didn’t reply. A cold sweat suddenly bathed the back of my neck. I pressed the button to call in the nurses, and they came quickly. They went straight for her and then they started trying to help her. “That’s a lot of blood,” I heard one nurse say. And then another few nurses came into the room. They injected her with something, and then a few seconds later I heard a loud gasp for air. 

The  frenzy  quieted  down,  and  then  one  of  the  nurses  said,  “The  priest  is  in,  downstairs.  If you’d like to see him, we can bring you down.” 

“That’s okay,” Taylor said, and then the nurses left her alone, to live out her final few hours. 

And surely it must have been her final few hours. They wouldn’t have offered to rush her down to see the priest if she wasn’t living her final few hours. 

“You okay?” I asked after a few minutes of silence. 

“I’m fine,” she said with a hoarse voice. 

It was another few minutes before I asked, “Are you scared?” 

And it was a good fifteen silent seconds before she answered, “Not as scared as I was before. 

Though  I  thought  I  only  had  that  one  regret.  Now  I’m  realizing  I  have  lots  of  regrets.  But  I’m sure everyone dies with regrets.” 

“I’m sure that’s true,” I said, not sure what else to say. “Anything I can help with?” 

“No, not really. It just is what it is.” And then the silence returned. 

She would cough every fifteen minutes or so—some worse than others. Each time, my heart would  stop  momentarily  before  plunging  down  into  the  pit  of  my  stomach.  And  then,  around 7:00 PM, the coughing stopped. The room became completely silent, and I was too afraid to ask to see if she was okay. I had a terrible feeling that she’d passed, that death had finally come and taken her away, and put her out of her misery. And maybe it was for the best—for her and for me.  Maybe  now  I  could  start  the  process  of  forgetting  about  her,  so  that  I  could  move  on  and pretend like she never happened—pretend like I’d never had sex with a biological male. 

I let the drug concoction in my IV put me to sleep. Unfortunately, the drug concoction didn’t stop the terrible nightmares. I couldn’t get Taylor out from my head. In one of my many terrible dreams,  I  watched  as  they  cut  Taylor’s  lifeless  body  open  right  in  front  of  me.  In  another nightmare, I was the only one at Taylor’s funeral. 

And then a tapping on the middle of my forehead woke me up. I opened my eyes slowly and saw her beautiful smile beaming down on me. “Wakey, wakey,” she said. 

“What time is it? Am I dreaming?” 

“It’s almost midnight, and you’re not dreaming. The nurses just left. We’ve got a whole hour until  they  come  back  again.”  Her  smile  grew  bigger.  There  was  colour  in  her  face  that  hadn’t been there in days. How was she still alive? How did she have so much energy? 

“You look good,” I said. 

“I feel good,” she said. My heart skipped a beat. I’d heard that people usually have a period where they feel better before they get much, much worse. 

I  looked  down  and  saw  that  she  was  on  top  of  me,  her  knees  carefully  next  to  me  and  her hands planted just next to my shoulders. I had no idea how she’d climbed up without waking me up. 

I stared into her eyes, trying not to squeal with happiness. She was still alive, still smiling, and her eyes were still glowing. I felt relieved and overjoyed. And even though I could feel her bare, warm cock dangling on my abdomen, I didn’t care. I was just happy she was still alive and as well as she could be under the circumstances. 

She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. I gently slipped my tongue into her mouth as she  gently  lowered  herself  down  until  her  firm  tits  were  pressed  against  my  chest.  She  was teetering  carefully,  knowing  that  I  was  in  a  fragile  state.  And  I  knew  that  she  was  in  a  fragile state  as  well.  I  loved  the  feeling  of  her  perky  nipples  dragging  up  and  down  my  chest  as  she gently heaved. I put my hands on her soft sides and ran them up and down, feeling her soft skin and cupping her perky tits. And then, after my heart stuttered in my chest, I reached down and cupped her cock and balls in the palm of my hand. I clenched and began to massage, feeling her warm member throbbing. 

I couldn’t pry my fingers off of her growing cock. I loved the way it felt in my hand. I didn’t want to let it go. 

Her dire condition hadn’t affected her blood circulation at all—at least not between her legs. 

It  wasn’t  even  a  minute  before  her  cock  was  rock  hard.  Her  tip  was  dark  red  and  bulbous  and pulsating. I loved how smooth it was as I rubbed my fingertips over it. 

Finally, she broke away from our kiss. She stared down into my eyes with dark red cheeks. 

“Do you want to suck it?” she asked. 

My heart stuttered and skipped a beat. I was worried that I was about to make the machines I was hooked up to beep and call for the nurses. “Suck it?” I asked. 

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. I just thought that maybe you wanted to try it.” 

I looked down and saw that massive erection throbbing and begging to be sucked. And how bad  could  it  be?  It  wouldn’t  hurt  me—it  was  just  another  part  of  her  body.  It  would  be  no different than sucking her finger or her nipple… Right? 

So I nodded my head. I wanted to reply with words, but I couldn’t bring any words to the tip of my tongue. So she smiled and then she gently crawled up the hospital bed, until her mighty erection  was  dangling  before  my  lips.  I  took  a  deep  breath  and  then  I  opened  my  mouth.  She carefully  thrust  her  cock  forward,  through  my  lips.  I  pressed  my  lips  firmly  down  around  her girth and felt relieved when there was no taste. I don’t know why, but I’d been expecting an off-putting taste. So it was easy to wrap my tongue around her as I began to bob my head. 

I heard a cute moan slip out from her lips. Her fingers nestled into my hair and she began to

massage my scalp. “That feels good,” she said. I suddenly had a warm, tingling feeling buzzing in my chest. I liked pleasuring her. I liked that she was enjoying what I could give her. And I was probably striking another item off of her long bucket list. 

Finally, a taste entered my mouth. It was sweet and salty: her pre-cum. But it tasted nice, and it filled me with joy knowing that it meant she was truly enjoying herself. She could fake a moan if she wanted to, but she couldn’t fake pre-ejaculate. 

She  giggled.  “That  feels  good,”  she  said.  “But  if  you  aren’t  careful,  I’m  going  to  come  in your  mouth.”  Instead  of  putting  me  off,  this  warning  made  me  suck  harder  and  bob  my  head faster.  I  could  feel  her  veins  pulsing  against  my  lips  and  tongue.  I  could  feel  her  thick  tip swelling.  I  couldn’t  wait  to  feel  her  warm  goo  blasting  the  inside  of  my  mouth.  Her  fingers grasped  my  hair  firmly—it  hurt  a  little  bit,  but  not  enough  to  slow  my  down.  She  pushed  her cock into my throat and let a long, elated groan slip out from her lips. 

And then she began to blast globs of warm jizz into my mouth. It all pooled onto my tongue and then I swallowed it in a single gulp. It left a salty flavour in my mouth, but I didn’t mind. It was a nice reminder of how happy I was able to make her. 

She  gave  me  a  very  sexy  handjob  to  return  the  favour,  using  plenty  of  medical-grade lubricant  she  found  in  one  of  the  cabinets.  I  came  very  fast—unloading  after  just  a  few  dozen pumps. She knew how to work a cock—and it was no doubt, seeing as she had one of her own to practise one. 

Then,  after  she  had  me  cleaned  up,  she  surprised  me  by  cuddling  up  next  to  me  on  my hospital bed. It was nice, feeling her warm body against mine. Though that moment of niceness ended when I remembered she was dying, and she could pass at any moment. I didn’t want her passing away while cuddled up next to me. I didn’t want the nurses to find a dead body squashed up against me on my hospital bed. 

She needed to be hooked up to her monitoring machines. She needed every chance she could get. So I said, “You should go back to your bed.” 

She looked at me with a sad look, but she knew I wasn’t rejecting her. She knew that what I was saying was really for the best. So she brought herself to her feet and went back to her side of the curtain wall. 

CHAPTER IX

I woke up with the nurse looking down at me. She was smiling, which was a first. “You’ve been asleep for a long time,” she said. 

“What time is it?” I asked. 

“It’s almost lunch.” 

I looked over at the curtain wall, separating me from Taylor. “Can you open that curtain?” I asked. 

She looked at the curtain for a moment and then she looked back at me. “I don’t see why not, though  I’m  not  sure  it  will  improve  your  view  much.”  She  walked  over  and  pulled  back  the curtain, revealing an empty hospital bed. The whole space had been cleaned up. Taylor’s things weren’t on the little side table and her bag wasn’t on the floor. Even the small stack of paper had been taken away. “Is she okay?” I asked. 

And  then  the  nurse’s  smile  quickly  disappeared.  “Just  worry  about  getting  your  rest.  The more  you  get,  the  better.  You’re  already  healing  much  faster  than  we  thought.”  She  started towards the door and then paused. “Oh, and I think the doctor wants to get you X-rayed today.” 

I was too shocked to reply. My heart was stammering and there was a lump the size of a fist in  my  throat.  Were  they  telling  me  that  she  was  dead?  Had  she  passed  while  I  was  sleeping, unconscious from the strong concoction of drugs in my system? 

That day  went  by slowly.  I  tried asking  every  nurse  that came  into  my room  if  Taylor  was still alive, but they either didn’t know, or they didn’t want to talk about it—maybe they didn’t want to worry me. If that was the case, they were doing a terrible job. 

I  asked  the  doctor  and  he  pretended  like  he  knew  nothing.  “I  can’t  possibly  keep  track  of every patient in this hospital,” he said with a dry, uncaring tone. My stomach churned again, for the hundredth time that day. 

Then night came and her area was still empty. When I woke up, a young man had taken up her curtain cell. He’d been in a car accident, though he was now in stable condition. 

I kept asking the nurses about Taylor, and they kept refusing to tell me anything. I felt like I was  going  crazy.  I  asked  to  borrow  my  new  neighbour’s  phone,  to  check  the  Internet  for  new obituaries, but I couldn’t find nothing. It didn’t help that I didn’t even know Taylor’s last name. 

I searched through hundreds of pages of local girls named Taylor on Facebook and Twitter, but the search was hopeless. The name was to common, and I didn’t even know if she was on social media. Given her circumstances, it probably wasn’t unrealistic to assume she stayed away from Facebook and the like altogether. 

Three  more  days  went  by,  and  it  became  obvious  that  she  had  died.  On  the  night  that  I accepted her fate, I cried—and I cried a lot. And then I made myself feel a little bit better when I remembered that I’d helped to satisfy a few of her lingering disappointments. Thanks to me, she died with fewer regrets. But because of her, now I was stuck with a regret of my own that could

never be satisfied. I found myself wondering what life would be like with her as my girlfriend—

maybe  even  my  wife.  I  imagined  a  future  with  her—even  with  her  cock  and  her  biologically male  DNA.  Life  could  have  been  so  simple  and  so  happy,  but  now  she  was  gone  and  I  would probably  forever  find  myself  comparing  girls  to  Taylor.  And  I  had  a  feeling  that  any  girl  I decided to marry would simply be a compromise. 

Another  few  days  passed  and  that  sadness  continued  to  linger.  The  young  man  next  to  me was released and a new girl moved in. She was cute, with long blonde hair and a big rack. She chatted  with  me  a  bit,  but  I  found  it  hard  to  muster  up  any  excitement  with  her.  I  just  kept wishing that Taylor was there instead of her. 

On my third week in the hospital, they let me stand up for the first time. It felt good to bear weight  on  my  legs—though  it  wasn’t  long  before  the  atrophied  muscles  in  my  legs  started  to ache. I was only able to make it up and down the hallway twice before I had to lay back down. 

But  at  least  my  blood  got  to  circulate  around  my  body  a  little  bit—and  it  was  nice  being  less sore. 

But  despite  the  aching  in  my  legs,  I  decided  I  would  walk  around  the  hospital.  I  couldn’t stand my room. I couldn’t look to my right without thinking about Taylor, remembering our long conversations  and  fun  romps.  I  hated  thinking  about  her  because  the  mental  image  of  her beautiful face would make my heart burn and ache. 

I even tried to walk up and down the stairs. My back started to burn after just a few steps, but I powered through to the top floor regardless. I figured the more I moved, the sooner my body would strengthen so I could be released. 

The  top  floor  was  much  nicer  than  my  floor.  There  were  windows  everywhere  and  the hallways  were  much  wider.  Even  the  nurses  seemed  happier,  even  though  the  ward  was  for patients  with  terrible  diseases.  Thanks  to  my  limping  and  grunting  and  groaning,  no  one  knew that I didn’t belong on that floor. 

I went down the hall casually, trying to find a pop machine so that I could drink something different  than  water  and  orange  juice  for  the  first  time  in  three  weeks.  There  were  no  pop  or snack machines on my floor, but I’d seen people walking around with sodas and bags of chips, so I knew they existed. 

I came around a corner and that’s when I saw her, being wheeled by in a wheelchair: Taylor. 

She was alive. She looked over at me before she disappeared into another room, and I watched as her eyes lit up. She really was alive—either that or my brain was now playing tricks on me in my state of delirium. 

I followed her into that room. All of the doctors and nurses looked back at me. One of them said, “You can’t be in here.” 

“Is that Taylor?” I asked. 

“I said, you can’t be in here,” he said again. 

“Ed! It’s me!” Taylor called out. “The trial is working, but they have to keep me quarantined while they study me!” And that’s all she was able to say before the nurses came and rushed me out  of  the  room.  They  locked  the  door  once  I  was  in  the  hallway,  so  that  I  wouldn’t  bug  them anymore. 

And suddenly, I felt better than ever. I felt like my body was strong and healed, like I could go  run  a  marathon  or  two.  Taylor  wasn’t  just  alive—she  was  recovering.  The  drug  trial  was working, clearing the disease from her system. Soon she would be released. Soon, we would be free to leave the hospital together. 

I  didn’t  get  any  sleep  that  night,  even  with  a  strong  flowing  of  drugs  through  my  system. 

How could I sleep? I couldn’t stop thinking of all of the things we were going to do together. I couldn’t stop thinking of introducing her to my family. I couldn’t stop thinking of showing her off to my friends. And of course, I couldn’t stop thinking of getting her into my bed and ravaging her with my now-fully-functioning body. 

THE END
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