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LAST WISH

Trans Girl Feminizes Man

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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My heart sinks when the doctor walks into the room with a grim look on her face. She averts her eyes as she sits across from me at her desk. She tucks her silky black hair behind one ear as she shuffles a few papers around in front of her.

“What?” I ask. “Just say it.”

Dr. Miller sucks in a deep breath as she looks at the window to her right. The sunshine shimmers off her smooth, dark skin. She doesn’t have a pimple or a wrinkle in sight.

“I never like to deliver news like this, Mr. Greene.”

“It’s your job, so spit it out.”

Dr. Miller closes her eyes as she opens the folder in front of her. There are some pictures I don’t understand. She pushes one in front of me and puts her hand atop it. Her nails are painted light blue.

“Do you see this?” she asks and points at a discolored lump in the picture.

My heart sinks even further when I realize what it must be, and as I stare at the photo, I notice several patches of the same color.

“Is it cancer?” I ask.

“Yes, Mr. Greene. You have colon cancer, and it’s aggressive. It looks to have spread to several different areas.”

I cover my mouth, wishing I could erase those words from my mind. Before seeing the picture, I was in a state where my cancer could have been a reality or not, but now there’s no denying the truth.

I have cancer.

The past few months have made me suspicious. There were several symptoms, but I ignored them all. I wrote them off as this or that and pretended everything would be okay, but what now?

“Are there options?” I ask.

“We can start chemo and radiation and schedule a surgery to see if we can cut out some of the cancer, but I won’t lie to you, Mr. Greene. This cancer in your body seems aggressive, and there’s always the possibility it could return.”

“You mean after you cut out half my body?”

Dr. Miller frowns. I don’t want to take out my anger on her, but how does she expect me to act after finding out there’s something in my body that wants to kill me? How does she expect me to stay calm?

I can’t.

I stand from the chair and pace the room, wondering what will become of my life. My business. I’m not the most outgoing guy, but I’ve built an incredible business doing home renovations and making custom pieces of wooden furniture.

I don’t have kids. I don’t have anyone to leave my things to except my deadbeat brother Joe. I would rather give everything I’ve built to Roger, the guy who has been helping me out on jobs for years, but I don’t want to lose my things.

I don’t want to lose my life.

“There has to be another way, Dr. Miller. I won’t be able to work if I’m doing chemo and radiation. My mom was on that, and she could barely get out of bed some days.”

Dr. Miller nods. “It might be a challenge for you to work while you undergo treatment but think about all the years you could have on the other side. Isn’t it worth a bit of pain to live longer? Your case is difficult, but I’ve seen people come back from worse.”

“Yeah, and how long until they were back in your office scheduling a second surgery?” I ask in a harsh tone.

“Some are still living cancer free. Unfortunately, no two cases are exactly the same. All we can do is try our best with the tools we have, Mr. Greene. The rest is in the hands of a higher power.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, hating Dr. Miller for her peptalk. I don’t want someone to tell me that I might have a chance if I suffer through treatment. I want to know that I’ll make it to the other side, even though I know there are no guarantees in medicine.

“I know that’s not what you want to hear, Mr. Greene, but we can only take this one day at a time. Would you like to schedule your first rounds of chemo and radiation? I know your schedule is busy too, but you’ll have to make time for treatment. There will be a lot of trips to the doctor in your future.”

“No,” I say.

“Mr. Greene, please. Let’s talk about this.”

I shake my head. “Absolutely not. I’m not about to get hooked up to tubes or bags of chemicals. You’re not about to blast me with radiation. This is bullshit!”

“Please sit down, Mr. Greene, so we can talk. I know this must be a difficult moment—”

“No! You have no idea what this is like! Look at you! You’re flawless! You wouldn’t know the pain I’m going through if it slapped you in the face.”

“Mr. Greene, if you must know, I battled cancer as a child. It’s the reason I became an oncologist.”

I fall silent, but I still don’t want to be in the office. I don’t need Dr. Miller telling me about my options. I need a drink to drown out the dark thoughts clouding my mind, and sorry, chemo and radiation aren’t the answer.

“I’m sorry,” I say. “I have to go.”

Dr. Miller calls after me, but she doesn’t stand from her chair to stop me. She can lead me to treatment, but she can’t make me take it. I don’t want to get sick from the medicine, even if it means saving my life.

I want to live.

There are so many things I have yet to do.

What’s the point of having over a million dollars in my bank account if I can’t have a little fun?
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I sit in front of my computer as my hands hover over the keyboard. They’re shaking. I’ve never gotten this close to actually sending out the message, to confessing my truth, but a cancer diagnosis has a way of giving me the courage. I take a breath and hit send.

Forty-something man looking to make his secret dreams come true. I want a sexy woman to help turn me into a girl. I want to feel what it’s like to be a beautiful woman, even if it’s only for a second. Willing to pay big $$$$.

There’s nothing I want more than the chance to become a girl. It’s something I’ve dreamed about for ages. I even have a name picked.

Rebecca.

I’ve wondered more than once what it would have been like to be born with that name. There are times when the fantasies are consuming, even though there’s absolutely no way to turn back the clock to change how I was born. My illusions are dangerous.

I reopen the browser to delete the message I’ve put out into the world, but there’s already a response. My heart races as I click on the message icon to see what this stranger has said.

To my surprise, there’s a picture of a gorgeous black woman with wild curls. She has a pretty smile and sparkling white teeth. Her name is Miriam from what I can tell. She has one hand in her thick hair and is staring at the camera with attitude in her profile picture, and all I want to do is kiss her. Imitate her. Be her.

Miriam: Send me a few pictures so I know you’re real, and I’d be happy to make your dreams come true.

My heart races, and my hands are shaking even more violently than before as I scroll through the documents on my computer to find a few recent shots of my face. I attach them to the message and click send, feeling like I might melt into a puddle on the floor.

There are dots on the screen as Miriam types a reply. I hope more than anything that she’ll give me a chance. I’ve been sitting on this secret desire since I was a young man, and now my life is almost over if those images the doctor showed me mean anything.

Miriam: Damn, you look good, Eric. When do you want to meet? We can do whatever you want, but don’t forget I charge by the hour. Fifty for hanging out. Two hundred for any fooling around past kissing.

I’m not worried about the money, but I’m nervous about the idea of actually going through with the plan. What if I look like a fool? What if I hate it? What if Miriam doesn’t want to make love after she sees me wearing makeup and a dress?

Miriam: What do you say, handsome? Are we doing this or what?

I stare at the message. There are two voices dueling in my mind. One telling me to go through with it while the other is begging me to stay home and forget this Miriam woman even exists, but I can’t listen to the voice that wants me to die without experiencing my dreams.

Me: Yeah, let’s meet. When are you free?

Miriam: I’m free tonight.

My heartbeat gets a little faster as I consider my options. If I meet up with this Miriam woman, what will she do? Will she try to feminize me right away? I don’t know if I’m ready. My hands sweat profusely as I consider my options, but then I remember the cancer eating me alive.

What do I have to lose?

Me: All right. Let’s meet tonight. Any restaurant you’ve been wanting to try?

Miriam: I know the perfect place. Dress nice and be ready to pick me up at six.

Me: Done.
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Miriam is standing against the bar with a martini glass in her hand when I walk into the room. I point at her and step past the host. She waves and smiles, setting the martini glass on the bar.

“Eric! You’re even more handsome in person!”

“Thanks,” I say and grin as Miriam throws her arms around me. She pulls me close for a tight hug. Her perfume smells incredible as it hits my nose, and I notice more than a few men around the room checking her out.

How can I blame them when Miriam is wearing a dress that hugs her curves like a glove? Her hair isn’t wild like the picture either. It’s long, straight, and black. It hangs past her breasts.

“Your hair,” I say.

“You like it?” Miriam asks and runs her fingers through the hair. Her nails are long and red with little diamonds along the middle. It must have taken forever for someone to do those, but the extra touch makes Miriam look even more fabulous.

“I do. What happened with your curls?”

“They’re under here,” Miriam says with a laugh and pats her head. “My natural hair is all braided up, and then the girl sewed the weave into that.”

“How long does that take?”

“A few hours, at least. Depends on how much we’re playing around while they’re doing my hair.” Miriam laughs loudly and grabs her drink, dramatically whipping her long hair. She puts the martini glass to her lips, which are painted a dark plum. I’m so turned on by her, I don’t want to make a fool of myself by asking the wrong question, but I’ve never been with a black woman before.

“Forgive me.”

“For what?” Miriam asks. “You ain’t do nothing but ask a question. Now, how about we get you something to drink?”

I consider my cancer and the fact I probably shouldn’t drink, but am I really going to go through with treatments? Why not drink like a fish until they put me six feet under?

“Sure, what do you suggest?”

“I’m a vodka girl,” Miriam says and shakes her hips as she holds the martini with dainty fingers. “You can get one too if you want. I won’t judge. When I make you a girl, we should definitely order the same drinks.”

I pale and glance around the room, worried someone might have heard her, which gets Miriam’s attention. She slaps my shoulder and tells me to look at her.

“Hey, if you’re going to become a girl, you’ll need confidence. You can’t be worried what every Jack and Jane thinks. You got to live for yourself. Understand?”

I hold the one-page menu with two hands. If it weren’t for the plastic covering, I would have ripped the menu in two. My nerves are out of control, but what will any of it matter if I’m nothing but ashes in the wind in a few months?

The thought brings me peace.

Miriam is right. I can’t be worried about what strangers think of me. If I want to become a woman for a day or two, what does it matter what they think? Why should I not make my dreams come true because it might make someone else uncomfortable?

Did they know the discomfort I lived with every day I didn’t realize my desires?

“You’re so cute, Eric. I can’t wait to make you my doll,” Miriam says as I’m processing my thoughts. It’s like she can read my mind, and she doesn’t have time for my doubts or insecurities, which is exactly what I need. I need that person who’ll give me a push.

“Yeah,” I say when I can’t think of anything else.

“Sit. Order a drink. We have to wait at least twenty more minutes for our table.”

Miriam slides onto a stool, and I take the spot next to her. The bartender approaches to take my order. I don’t know what to get, so I pick the first fruity drink I see on the menu. I’ve never been a fan of stiff drinks. I prefer something that goes down smooth and easy.

“So, Eric. Tell me a bit about yourself. What do you do?”

I tell Miriam how I’ve built a home-repair business and design custom furniture on the side. It keeps me busy, but I haven’t found the energy to work the past few days. My main employee, Roger, and some others who often help out are covering for me, but they’ll get suspicious if I stay gone for too long.

Miriam folds her lips and makes an approving sound. “There’s nothing I love more than a man who makes his own paper.”

“Yeah, it’s a lot of work, but I couldn’t imagine making a living any other way. What about you?”

Miriam chuckles. “You have a pretty good idea of what I do, don’t you?”

“Yeah, but what about in your free time? Don’t you have hobbies or other interests?”

“There’s nothing I love more than making some money, but yeah, I guess I like to paint. I set up an easel at my place sometimes and just go wild.”

“That’s incredible,” I say and feel my eyes light up. I’m paying for this date, but I can still feel myself falling in love with this woman. Falling in love too quickly has always been a problem of mine. I want to control myself, but Miriam is so easy-going, and she wants to help turn me into a girl!

“Do you have any pictures of your paintings?”

“Boy, what kind of question is that?”

Miriam pulls her phone out of a tiny plum purse. She’s all different shades of purple, and the color looks so fucking good on her my manhood is stiff and desperate for attention, but I want to go slowly, as slowly as my cancer-stricken body will allow.

I admire the photos of Miriam’s many paintings. They’re rather impressive considering she only spends a night or two on each one before she gets bored and moves on, according to her.

“Are you going to get bored of me?”

“Not as long as you keep those Benjamins coming,” she says with a laugh as she picks up her drink.

“I’ll keep them coming, girl. Do you always look this sexy?”

“When I’m with you, yes, I’ll always be this cute. I can’t come out on the streets looking a mess. Have you lost your mind?”

“It’s possible,” I say and stare at Miriam with googly eyes.

“You’re too much.”

The host comes up to tell us our table is ready. I pay at the bar while Miriam switches across the room, letting everyone take in how fabulous she is in that purple dress that goes all the way down to her toes with a revealing split up the leg.

Miriam sits at a table that faces the bar and winks at me after I’ve signed the receipt and start walking her way. She’s easily twenty years younger than my forty-six, but it doesn’t matter. Miriam is going to make my dreams come true before I wither away from Earth, and that’s priceless.
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Miriam and I are walking off our exquisite, two-hundred-dollar meal. We hold hands and talk about life. Our interests and dislikes. Miriam loves shopping, which is evident by all her little accessories, but I’ll need to join the club if I want to pass as a fabulous woman.

“Can we sit here?” Miriam asks and points at a park bench.

“Sure, it looks clean.”

Miriam grins and sits, crossing her legs. I sit next to her and feel warm all over. It’s summer, so the nighttime air is pleasant. Miriam scoots closer. She places her hand on my thigh before lifting her leg to drape it over mine.

“So, how long have you wanted to dress up as a girl?”

“I don’t know,” I say, even though I can pinpoint the exact moment the desire hit me. When it overtook my mind and became an obsession I never realized.

I was a sophomore in college. My buddies and I were hanging out. None of us wanted to study, so we got out a bottle of the brown stuff. We were passing the booze around when one of us proposed a game of truth or dare. I don’t remember who, but I remember what followed felt like a powerful earthquake.

Walter, one of the guys, was quite the ladies’ man. He always had a different girl visiting his room, so he had collected a few pairs of discarded panties, and he bet us all to wear them. One of the guys refused, but three of us agreed.

We stripped naked and pulled those panties up our legs, getting cheered on by our buddies, but all I remember is how much I loved the panties hugging my hips. They dared us to go outside in our panties, and I was the only one to do it.

I ran in a circle around the quad. My behavior actually killed the mood of the party, but I didn’t care then, and I don’t care now. That moment led me to a life of secret stashes of lingerie, but I never went further than panties.

I tell Miriam all of this.

Her eyes widen as she lets the story settle in her mind. She reaches up to place her hand on my shoulder as she stares at me, not saying a word. I want to know what she thinks of my past, but she says nothing.

“Don’t you have something to say?”

“You like panties, so what? I like them too.”

“Yeah, but you’re a girl.”

“How are you so sure?”

“What?” I ask as my body tenses.

Miriam laughs. “I’m a girl, obviously.”

“Obviously.”

“But… I’m not like all girls. There might be a little extra between my legs.”

I look Miriam up and down, trying to see if she’s playing a trick on me, but she looks completely serious. I narrow my eyes, still wondering if she’s just playing, but she purses her lips and cocks an eyebrow, like she can’t say the truth any other way.

“Really?”

“Yes, boy! Or should I say girl?”

Miriam’s laugh is infectious. I wish I could bottle it up and listen to its resonance when I feel sad and lonely. She pushes her fingers into my hair, not forcing me to answer her question. She’s everything I wish I could be, but I could never pull it off.

“Does that make you not want me?”

“No,” I say quickly. “I still want you.”

“Good,” she says. “I don’t want to lose out on my money.”

I shake my head as she laughs and pulls on my ear, causing my member to stir in my pants. I need her to touch it after she puts me in a pair of panties.

“So, where do you live?” she asks. “Do you have supplies, or do we need to go shopping? I know some stores that are open for like another hour or so.”

“I have some panties at home.”

“Panties? That’s it?”

I bite my lip and avert my eyes, telling Miriam all she needs to know about my current situation. Miriam moves her legs off mine and hops to her feet.

“Come on, Eric! We have got to get you some cute clothes!”

I’m nervous to shop for women’s clothing, but maybe it won’t be so bad with Miriam by my side. They’ll think everything is for her, and I can just be the rich older boyfriend with a credit card.

Miriam holds out her hand.

I take it.

“Don’t worry, Eric. We’re going to have a blast,” Miriam says as we walk with our arms hooked together.

We find my car and head to a strip mall not too far from the restaurant where we ate. I can’t wait to get home after we buy lots of beautiful dresses and skirts and everything else. I don’t even care how much it’s going to cost, and I’m usually a stickler with money.

It’s nice to be free, even for a moment.
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There are more people than I expect in the store. I thought it would be empty given the hour, but people are adding garments to their carts like the store might never open again.

“Last day of a sale. We’re in luck.”

“That explains the crowd.”

“Heck yeah! Twenty percent off everything! Have they lost their minds?”

Miriam tosses her hair and throws her hands into the air. She switches her hips as she walks over to a rack of dresses. She waves for me to hurry, so I run over to her, catching the attention of some women, looking at me with judgmental eyes.

I drop my head.

Miriam snaps her fingers, her chest swaying as she does. “No! What did I tell you about not caring what others think?”

My cheeks redden. “Shh.” Miriam isn’t doing anything to be quiet, and it’s embarrassing, but she truly doesn’t care what others think. She walks over to me and grabs me by my shirt collar, pulling me over to the rack of dresses.

“Which one do you want to wear?”

My eyes widen, and I feel like I could die. Right now. Drop to the floor and never recover. I laugh and brush my hand over my head, acting like I have no idea what Miriam is talking about asking what dress I want to wear.

“Miriam, please.”

“No, you, please! Are we doing this or what? Don’t think you’re leaving here without trying on these dresses. Twenty percent off means no returns.”

“I don’t care about that. I’ll donate them if they’re too small.”

Miriam crosses her arms and narrows her eyes at me like I shouldn’t challenge her if I know what’s good for me, but when I glance over at the changing rooms, I know I can’t do it. I can’t walk in there with dresses. It’s too much.

“Fine,” I say and throw up my arms. “Let’s go.”

Miriam smirks as I turn on my heel to walk toward the door, which infuriates me. How can she just give up so easily? What’s so wrong with buying the dresses for me and trying them on at home? Why do I have to go through the humiliation of using the fitting room at the store?

Miriam’s heels click as she follows behind me. I push open the door and step outside. It’s not much longer until the store closes, and I know I’ll regret leaving, but I don’t see myself staying.

“Why can’t we just buy some dresses and take them back to my place?” I ask. “I said I would donate them!”

“You have to be brave, Eric. How will you ever pass as a girl if you can’t try on a dress in a store? Do you think I gave two fucks about trying on dresses when I was first transitioning? None of these people are going to remember you, but you know what you will remember?”

I shake my head as I stare at the ground.

Miriam reaches to grab my chin and lifts my face to meet her eyes. “You’ll remember the power that surges within you once you have the courage to slip on that dress in a public place. You’ll remember this feeling forever, and that will give you the strength you need to feel like a woman. To truly feel like you’ve earned it.”

I consider Miriam’s point, but it still seems impossible. I can’t walk into that store and try on a dress, no matter how badly I want to do it, I can’t. My feet won’t move, but luckily, I have Miriam there with me.

“Why don’t we go inside?” Miriam asks as she laces her fingers with mine. “Don’t you want to see what they have?”

I nod, unable to deny my desires.

“The clothes won’t bite, will they?”

I shake my head.

“We won’t give two fucks what those bitches in there think, will we?”

I shrug.

Miriam stops her heel into the ground and hollers my name. She drops my hand to put it on her hip.

“I want to hear some energy, Eric!”

“I won’t give a fuck what those bitches think!” I yell.

“That’s better,” Miriam says in a satisfied voice. “Now let’s go inside and see what fits before we buy it like good girls, okay?”

I’m more nervous than I’ve ever been, but I nod. Miriam beams and grabs my hand to pull me toward the door. We slip inside and head back to the rack of dresses. I ignore everyone as Miriam piles dresses into my outstretched arms before she’s pushing me toward the fitting rooms.

“You got this, Eric! I want to see each and every dress! Got it?”

My face must be crimson red, but I nod in agreement and walk to the dressing room. Most of the dresses are a terrible fit, but there are several that will work. Miriam holds onto those, and we leave the rest in the dressing room, and I’ll be damned, but she was right.

I feel the strongest and most alive I ever have as I throw the dresses on the counter at the register and whip out my credit card, purchasing women’s clothing with pride. Why the fuck should I care what anyone thinks?

That store is only the first stop of an incredible shopping spree that forever changes my life.
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“Please tell me you have a razor to shave those hairy legs!” Miriam hollers as we step into my house.

I don’t know how many hours we’ve been together at this point, but I’m racking up quite the bill. My usual self would be in a panic over the money, but I couldn’t care less now. There’s a chance I might be gone in a few months, so I’m going to make the most of Miriam’s company.

If anyone can help me become a girl, it’ll be someone who has done it herself. There’s no trace of boy when I look at Miriam, but I accidently brushed up against her cock when we were hugging in the parking lot outside of the clothing store.

I was so overjoyed after buying women’s clothing, I could hardly contain my energy. I was jumping up and down and telling Miriam how excited I was to have made the purchase, so she hugged me to calm me down.

“Are my legs really that bad?” I ask as I drop the bags of clothes from our shopping trip onto the living room floor.

“They’re that bad, girl. Well, not if you want to be a man, I guess, but even they’re shaving their legs now. Isn’t it just so much nicer to have smooth skin?” Miriam asks as she reaches down to brush the back of her hand up her leg while staring at me with sensual eyes.

“Do you want something to drink?” I ask in a broken voice.

“Yeah, that sounds good.”

“Wine? Beer? Water?”

“I’ll have some wine, as long as it’s sweet and white.”

“How sweet?”

“Just give me some. I’ll probably drink it.”

I warm at the sound of Miriam’s gorgeous giggle. We’ve only spent a night together, but I’m already smitten. She’s pushed me further than I ever could have gone on my own, and there’s no lesson I’ve wanted more in life than a lesson on womanhood.

I pour us two glasses of wine and head back to the living room, where Miriam is going through the dresses and accessories and everything else that we purchased. I spent hundreds of dollars, but I don’t even care.

“Here,” I say.

Miriam grabs the wine and takes a sip. “Not bad.”

“Good. So, which dress should I wear first?”

“Don’t even think about a dress until you shave those hairy legs,” Miriam says when she catches me eyeing the womanly treasures. All I want is to feel the hem of a dress brush against my thighs, but it’ll probably feel better once my legs are smooth. “Haven’t you ever shaved your legs before?”

“Not in a long time,” I admit.

“It’s time for that to change. To the bathroom! Before you have any wine,” Miriam says and snaps her fingers.

I turn and scatter out of the room, hopping on my toes as I go. Miriam stands to follow me. I glance over my shoulder, nervous when I see the sinister gaze on her face.

“What?” I ask.

“Keep going, Eric!” Miriam waves her hand at me to keep moving, and I must listen. I can’t disobey her command, even though I’m the one paying her, but she’s become somewhat of a sexy tutor I want to kiss and fuck.

I push open the bathroom door. Miriam slips into the room before I can close the door, which she shuts behind her. I stand and stare at her like she’s lost her mind, but she’s in no mood to play. She snaps her fingers.

“Strip! What are you waiting for?”

I swallow. Clearly, I was waiting for her to leave the bathroom, but it doesn’t look like that’ll be an option, so I timidly pull off my shirt before pushing my pants to the floor. Miriam has found a razor and shaving cream by the time I finish, holding them in her hands.

“Damn, not bad.”

I glance down at my dick, which is plump and gaining thickness. I take a deep breath, trying to stop my dick from becoming fully erect. Getting hard in front of Miriam will just add to the mountain of embarrassment I’ve already amassed, so it’s not a big deal, but I don’t want her to think I get excited as easily as I do.

I want to create some mystery.

Give her something to desire.

“What about you? Aren’t you going to show me what you’re working with under that dress?” I ask.

“It’s getting late, and we don’t have all night. I thought your dream was to become a girl?”

“It is.”

“Would you rather become a girl or get a taste of my girly dick? I don’t think we have time for both.”

Miriam has already removed the lid from the bottle of shaving cream, but she’s holding it to her chest, waiting for my answer. It’s a tough question because seeing Miriam naked and getting her dick has been top of mind tonight, but on the other hand, I’ve wanted to become a woman since I was in college.

“Can I play with your cock another night?” I ask.

Miriam steps forward and touches my side. She presses her forehead against mine. “I can’t wait to give you my girly dick, baby.”

Her words ignite a fire within me. All I want is to feel her touch. Feel her hands around my stiffening cock.

“Can I kiss you?”

“Yes,” she says.

I close my eyes and press my lips against hers. They’re plump and juicy and wonderfully soft. I lose myself in the kiss as Miriam reaches down to stroke my manhood, and I can’t help but moan into her mouth.

“Yeah,” she whispers.

I moan more loudly and deepen the kiss, energized by her touch. Hungry for more, but I can’t push her. She’s in control of what we do and when, which is exactly how I like it. I love having her tell me that I can’t taste her dick, even though I would stay up until the crack of dawn to get her dick and dress like a woman, but she’s made me choose.

Miriam releases my dick and steps away from me. She grabs the razor and shaving cream she set on the counter and passes them to me.

“Get in the shower, mister.”

“Can you call me Rebecca?” I ask.

“Yes, I will call you by that name once you look more like Rebecca. You don’t want all that nasty body hair, do you?”

“No,” I say with a shake of the head.

Miriam snaps her fingers again, and I race over to the shower. She sits on the toilet lid and coaches me through the shave. She points out any spots I miss and even grabs the razor at one point to help me with the more delicate areas. We have everything except my forearms shaved after fifteen or twenty minutes.

I feel naked, like a completely different person.

“Wash off, and then we’ll lather you with some lotion.”

“Then I can put on a dress?”

“Yes, Rebecca.”

My heart melts when Miriam uses the name that I’ve always dreamed of having. She’s the first person to ever call me Rebecca to my face, and the moment gives me as much energy as trying on those dresses at the store did.

I use body wash with moisturizer and a washcloth to clean everything from my toes to my neck and face and between. I want to update my bathroom products. Buy shampoos and conditioners that are more feminine. I can already picture myself in the store at the cash register not giving a fuck.

It's so freeing.

I love it.

Without Miriam, there’s no way I would have taken a risk. The fact that I have cancer might have helped, but I’m not sure even that would have gotten me to try on women’s clothing in a public place. With Miriam’s support, I’ve done that and so much more.

She was even comparing my skin to the makeup at the store, which was utterly embarrassing, but I love the memory now that the moment is over. I’m so happy that I listened to Miriam instead of driving away from the store.

Miriam and I head to my room. She goes to the living room to grab some supplies while I cover my body with lotion. I wish the lotion were a little nicer or a touch more feminine, but I never buy anything fancy out of fear that someone will judge me.

I never live.

I’m a shell of the person I want to be.

“We got so many good choices,” Miriam declares as she steps into the room with the bags of goodies. She holds up two dresses. One is white, and the other one is green. The green one is long and has a lot of cleavage. It was the one I was the least sure of at the store, so I want to see what Miriam can do with it. I want to test her.

“The green one,” I say as I rub my legs with lotion.

“Ooh, really? I’m so glad you chose that one! You’re going to have to wear this bra, though.”

“All right.”

“Hurry! I want to dress you up now!”

“I’m going as fast as I can,” I say as I work more lotion into my sensitive skin. It’s been a long time since I’ve shaved myself with a razor, so it’s literally burning as I rub in the lotion, and then I have to let it dry.

Miriam lies on the bed and bends her legs as she holds her phone above her with outstretched arms. Her long black hair flows out across the cover, creating something like a halo around her head. She drops her arms and catches me staring at her, but she doesn’t look upset.

Miriam turns her body and sets her phone upside-down as she meets my gaze. She props her chin onto her hand and bats her eyelids. I’m still naked, but it doesn’t matter. I feel incredibly comfortable around this woman. She understands me in ways nobody else ever has.

“Do you ever miss being a boy?”

“Wow, someone’s digging deep.”

“Sorry,” I say quickly. “You don’t have to answer if you don’t want.”

“No, it’s okay. I don’t miss being a boy, no, but I wish people didn’t judge me because I once was. I wish more people would try to understand my struggles and learn who I am as a person before they throw labels on me.”

“Yeah, I get that. Does it happen often?”

“Guess it depends on the day and what I’m doing,” Miriam says with a laugh. “Most people can’t tell now that I’ve transitioned, so it’s almost never a problem. Why? Are you worried someone might do something if you dress up as a girl?”

“Yes,” I admit. “It’s why I’ve never done it.”

“Let’s get you dressed, and we’ll just be hanging around the house. That’s not too much pressure, is it?”

I shake my head.

“Are you dry?”

“Just about.”

“Perfect. I’m going to grab another glass of wine, and then we’ll do your makeup. How does that sound?”

“Amazing,” I say.

Miriam leaves her phone on the bed and switches her hips out of the room. I stand from the towel wrapped around my bottom and grab a pair of black panties. They’re more of a G-string with a tiny patch of mesh fabric over the crotch.

I pull them up my legs just as Miriam is walking back into the room. She hoots and hollers. I blush as the black thong hugs my hips. The panties are tight against my dick, and the string in the back is deep between my ass cheeks, but I’m fresh out the shower and shaved smooth like a waxed apple.

“Like what you see?” I ask.

“You’ll look even better with a dress and some makeup.”

“I can’t wait,” I say. “Can you help me with the bra?”

“Of course!”

Miriam grabs the bra and comes over to me. It’s black to match the G-string that’s tight around my waist. She has me put my arms into the bra. Then she hooks it shut against my back. It’s tight but not uncomfortable.

“We’ll have to get you some breast forms, but tissue will do for now.”

“Are your boobs breast forms?”

Miriam chuckles and shakes her chest. “These are top-of-the-line implants, baby. Don’t get it twisted!”

“I thought they were,” I say.

Miriam smiles at me and goes to the bathroom for a roll of toilet paper. She balls up a bunch of tissue and stuffs it into my bra until I have something of a chest, and it looks surprisingly convincing in the green dress with a deep cut to expose cleavage.

“Let’s go to the dining room, so I can do your makeup.”

“How do I look so far?” I ask.

“Fabulous,” Miriam says.

I follow her out of the room. She pulls out a chair from the dining-room table and tells me to sit. I wait as she arranges a bunch of the makeup that we just bought to match my skin tone along the table. She also had me get nail polish, which I really want to put on. It’s light pink, and I think it would look superb with the green dress.

“Have you ever had your makeup done before?”

“No,” I say.

“You’re in for a treat.”

I smile at Miriam, and she tells me to close my eyes. I’m in heaven as she brushes makeup on my face. It’s a weird sensation, feeling something other than moisturizer on my skin, but I quickly adjust, especially when I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror.

“What?” I ask, tears quickly rushing to my eyes. “How is this possible?”

“Welcome to the world, Rebecca.”

“This isn’t real,” I say with tears in my voice.

“Don’t cry, girl! You’ll ruin all my hard work!”

“I’m sorry. I just can’t believe this! How did you do it?”

“Years of practice. You’re lucky I saw your ad.”

Miriam has no idea how right she is. She’s pushed me in all the right ways, and all I want to do now is go out. I don’t care that it’s getting late and that I can feel a tiredness settling in the background of my mind. The world needs to see Rebecca.

I want to show off my feminine half!

“Can we paint my nails?”

“Definitely! Do you mind if I call you Becca? I feel like it has more attitude, and a good girl always has a bit of attitude.”

Becca?

I consider the name, but then Miriam melts my will power with puppy dog eyes. Plus, the name is pretty sexy, so why not go for it?

“Sure, you can call me Becca.”

“Are you sure? I really don’t have to. It was only—”

“I’m sure,” I say and touch Miriam’s arm. “I love the name.”

“Becca, girl. You’re going to drive the boys wild. I want you to practice your girly voice before we hit the town, though.”

“How do you do it?”

“It’s all about control. Record yourself. Try to speak lightly. Not too high that it’s out of your range, but soft enough that you don’t come off as a man.”

“Like this?” I ask in a soft voice.

“Yeah! Something like that. Practice a lot before our next date, okay?”

“Please don’t tell me you’re leaving already.”

“Not until we paint your nails.”

“Okay,” I say with a smile and pass Miriam the bottle of polish. She pulls out a chair and sits in front of me at the dining-room table. She grabs my hand and paints all of my nails, and I’ve never felt more incredible in my life.
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A few days go by, and I do my best not to think about my impending death. I sit in front of the mirror and practice my feminine voice, which is getting much better. It would probably be flawless if I had started practicing years ago, but now isn’t time for regrets.

Now is time for making memories that I can cherish when the cancer ultimately advances. Some mornings I feel like utter shit, but others aren’t so bad. I go back and forth about calling Dr. Miller to start treatment, but do I really want her to cut bits and pieces out of my body?

The thought of her slicing me open makes me shiver.

My phone is on the counter, and it buzzes. I’ve been at work most of the day, doing my best to avoid hard labor, but I help out where I can. If I’m not physical at all, the guys will get jealous, and I don’t want them worrying about their jobs.

I’ve already emailed my lawyer to tell him that I want Roger to take over the company if I pass. He’s been my employee the longest, and he deserves the business. He’ll probably have to kill off the custom furniture part of the business, but he’ll be able to do the rest. I trust him more than I’ll ever trust my deadbeat brother Joe.

There’s a message from Miriam when I turn over the phone. I haven’t seen her since she left the other night with a wad of bills, leaving me in a green dress with pink nails. I miss her more than I would like to admit.

Miriam is fierce and vivacious and bubbly and sweet. She’s everything I’ve ever wanted in a woman, and the piece of meat between her thighs is just an added bonus. I hope she’ll finally let me see it tonight, but we’ll have to see how the date goes first.

Miriam wants us to hit a movie and then dinner. I can feel my nerves bubbling beneath the surface and know they’ll explode once we go out in public. I worry I won’t be able to get out of the car when we get to the movies if I’m dressed in women’s clothing, and there’s no telling what Miriam might have me do after how she acted during our shopping spree.

Miriam: Are you picking me up, baby? I’m ready whenever.

I love how Miriam acts like my girlfriend, even though I pay her wads of cash. She’s so sweet to me, I have to remind myself not to fall in love, but then I remind myself that there’s no harm in falling in love when I’m about to die.

Me: Yeah, but I still have to get ready. Can’t you come over to help me?

Miriam: Video call me if you need help. There’s only an hour and a half until the movie starts, so you need to hurry!

I glance down at myself. I’m freshly shaved. I touched up during my morning shower, knowing I would go out as Becca. The name Becca has really been growing on me. It’s shorter and easier to say than Rebecca, and it has way more attitude.

I’ve been saying the name over and over in front of the mirror, using as feminine a voice as I can muster. Most of the time it comes out okay, but there’s the occasional crack of the voice.

I hope there are no mishaps when Miriam and I go out tonight. I would feel a million times better if she were over to doll me up herself, but this is how she pushes me. She expects me to learn for myself, so I’ll do my best.

I get out all the makeup supplies we bought at the store. Miriam explained a bit to me when she was dolling up my face, but I’ve also learned a lot from videos online. My face is clean and smooth and already primed for foundation.

I use a liquid foundation to give my skin a smooth, youthful look. There’s a bump on my face, so I add a touch of concealer to that before contouring my nose and cheekbones to give myself a more feminine look. I brush on a touch of bronzer to match my summer glow.

I’ve been spending a lot of time outside for projects recently, and it’s really showing on my skin, and it looks even better with makeup. There are still some signs of aging, but I still look younger when the makeup is on my face.

To finish the look, I create a smoky eye and apply dark pink lipstick.

There’s a black dress on my bed I’m planning to wear tonight, which I carefully pull over my head after putting on a bra and stuffing it with tissue. The little black dress doesn’t expose cleavage, so I don’t have to worry about anyone noticing that my boobs are fake.

My face is all dolled up, and my nails are painted. There’s a brown wig on my head, which honestly looks like my real hair. Miriam recommended a place for me to buy one, and the woman who worked there was beyond helpful in making sure I got the best wig.

I grab my phone to snap a picture of my feminine self. I’ll want to remember this moment forever. For as long as I live, which is feeling like it might not be long if I don’t start treatment soon.

I’ll spare the gory details, but I haven’t been feeling well, and it’s only getting worse, but I’ll put on a brave face for the night. I’ve taken some medicine to hide the ugly stuff and hope it will last until the end of my date.

Me: I’m all dolled up and ready. Should I swing by to get you?

Miriam: Yeah, baby. Come get me! I’m bored!
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“Wow, Becca! Look at you, girl!” Miriam snaps her fingers and moves her hand, telling me to twirl in a circle, so I do just that. “That dress is fierce! Curtsy! Curtsy!”

I grab the hem of my dress and bend my knees, which arouses another cheer from Miriam. She claps and chants sexy bitch until I’m begging her to stop.

“What, girl? You look good. Don’t you want to celebrate?”

“Yeah, let’s get inside to watch the movie. It’s about to start!”

Miriam’s hair is wavy today and bounces on her shoulders as she runs toward the entrance. I’m nervous as I chase after her, wearing black flats with my little black dress. I have on some gold jewelry and plenty of makeup. Nobody seems to be paying me any attention, much to my relief.

I feel like the world is my playground, which is all I really need right now. An escape from the truth that I might not have much longer to live. I might not have many more evenings to dress up as Becca and run across a parking lot, so I make the most of it.

Miriam and I step inside, and we get more than a few looks from curious men. I pray they don’t see me as a man and that they only see me for the woman I’ve become. Miriam pushes on the small of my back when the movie theater worker approaches.

“You’re up,” she says in a whisper.

“Uh,” I say in my practiced voice. “Can we have two tickets for Utopia?”

“Sure thing, ma’am.”

I explode inside, amazed that this young man on the other side of the glass sees me as a woman. I reach over to grab Miriam’s hand and squeeze it. She offers me a knowing look, and I wonder how long ago she felt like this.

When was the first time someone saw her as a woman?

Miriam and I enter the movie theater now that we have our tickets in hand. We’re just two women in a blur of people. We head over to the food counter and order a big bucket of popcorn and an ICEE to share. I let Miriam choose the flavor and swipe my credit card, using my girly voice more than once during the transaction.

“Doesn’t it feel so good?”

“Yeah,” I say. “I never thought it would be possible for the world to see me as a woman.”

“You’re not overstated. They probably think you’re just a housewife out with her girlfriend to see a movie.”

“It’s the best,” I say and clutch my purse’s strap.

“The more you practice, the better it’ll get.”

Miriam’s words hit me as we stand off to the side of the sea of people with our drink and popcorn. We’re waiting a couple minutes to enter the movie, but now all I can think about is the ticking clock that has been placed on my body.

This is the first time I’ve really wanted to keep living since Dr. Miller gave me the diagnosis. I have a strong urge to see how far I can take Becca, which won’t be very far at all if I don’t get treatment, but then I think of how sick I’ll be. How much I’ll miss. How there’s a chance it could all be for nothing.

“What’s wrong?” Miriam asks when I fall silent.

I want to tell Miriam about my cancer and how I’ve only been given a few months to live unless I act quickly, but how would she react? Isn’t it better to keep her ignorant? I don’t want her treating me like some sick man who will break at every turn.

“Nothing’s wrong,” I say.

“I don’t know if I believe you,” she says.

“Believe me. Let’s find our seats before the movie starts.”

Miriam stares at me for a long moment, like she wants to push the subject, but then she stops herself. I see the interest fly from her eyes. After all, I’m her client. Better to do what I want than risk losing her hourly rate.

We head into the movie and find seats that are at the perfect level with the screen. Utopia is on its way out of theaters, so there isn’t much competition for seats.

We share popcorn and the drink and laugh along as the romantic comedy plays. It’s about a couple who meet in a simulated paradise. A place where there aren’t nasty diseases like cancer to kill off the innocent. It’s too bad a place like the one in Utopia doesn’t exist.

“You know what I want to do?” Miriam asks in a whisper about halfway through the movie.

“What?” I ask.

I jump in my seat when Miriam’s hand lands on my thigh. I hold my breath when her fingers squeeze into my flesh. My body tenses as she moves her hand farther and farther north toward my crotch. My girly dick stirs when Miriam’s fingers get dangerously close.

I don’t know what to say nor what to do. I’m paralyzed and trying not to cause a scene. I already turned a couple heads when I jumped in the chair.

“When we get back to your place, I’m going to do nasty things to you. What color are your panties?” Miriam asks as she places her hand over my package.

“White,” I say in a breath.

“Ooh, I bet those will look so sexy when I take off this dress.”

I bite my lip as my cock stiffens to a full erection. I must be breathing because I’m not keeled over on the floor, but I feel like I can’t take a breath. My body is stiff. Numb. There are many people around, and I’m not trying to make a scene, and I’m especially not trying to cum in my panties.

“Please,” I beg.

Miriam wraps her arm around the side of my face and kisses my cheek while her other hand is up my dress, fondling my cock through the thin layer of white fabric. I would do the same to her, but I’m stuck.

Miriam knows she’s the one with control.

She’s the one with power.

I’m nothing but her little plaything.

“When we get home, I’m going to suck on this girly cock until you’re cumming down my throat.”

I gasp as Miriam releases my dick. I’m rock hard and on the edge of an orgasm, which she must know, judging by the wicked smirk on her face. Miriam kisses me on the cheek and turns her attention to the movie, ignoring me completely.

I can’t believe how horny and frustrated I am.

The feeling lasts through the movie and well past dessert at dinner. Miriam has me tethered to her strings. She knows exactly which way to move them and when, and as much as I hate how much control Miriam has over me, I also love it.
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“You did so well tonight, Becca. I’m so proud of you,” Miriam says as she drapes her arms on my shoulders. She’s looking at me with those sultry eyes, causing my cock to stir all over again, and it’d just calmed down after dinner. “You’ve come a long way in a short amount of time.”

“I wouldn’t have been able to do any of it without you,” I say and touch my hand to Miriam’s side.

“Maybe you could have, but I’m always happy to help.”

I lift my hand to brush the back of my fingers along Miriam’s velvety face. She has taken hormones for years, so there’s not a trace of stubble on her chin. I have to shave twice a day to stay on top of mine. Could I start hormones if I had more time? Could I live a second chapter as Becca?

“There’s something on your mind, Becca. What aren’t you telling me?”

A confession is at the tip of my tongue, but I don’t want to burden Miriam with my diagnosis. I want to enjoy our time together without the truth hanging over us like a streamer of rotten fruit. A line of birds flying and shitting at the same time, raining on the parade.

Splat, splat, splat

“I’m thinking what it will be like to have your dick in my mouth.”

“Do you want to see it?” Miriam asks with a smile.

I nod, desperate to change the subject before I ruin our evening. There’s no telling how much longer the medicine I secretly took with dinner will keep my symptoms at bay, but I want to fool around with Miriam before they emerge.

“Okay,” Miriam says.

She’s wearing a cream dress that looks incredible against her dark skin. She pushes the straps of the dress over her shoulders as she stares at me with an intense gaze. I reach down to touch my cock, which is coming to life, begging me to do something with it.

“It’s okay, baby. Go ahead and play with your girly cock.”

I press my hand against my bulge through the dress as Miriam slowly strips down to her bra and underwear. My cock is stiff, but the thong I’m wearing has it pressed against my pelvic region, so there’s no tent in my dress, even though there should be.

Miriam is wearing purple lingerie with lots of lacey trim. She reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra, pulling it slowly down her arms to reveal her large, perky breasts. There’s no tissue paper in sight, and damn, I’m wildly jealous.

“You like what you see?”

“Yes,” I say in a breath.

“Come kiss me.”

I walk over to Miriam and press my body up against hers. She reaches around and touches my ass, squeezing it lightly. I don’t mind the touch or the feeling of her stiff cock pressing against my leg through her panties. I have a strong desire to drop to my knees to slip her womanhood into my mouth, so I ask.

“Do you mind if I suck it?”

“Why would I ever say no to that?” Miriam asks with a laugh.

I’m still wearing my black dress and white lingerie as I drop to my knees in front of Miriam. She’s down to her heels and purple panties. Her heels are off-white to match the dress she was wearing. Both colors look incredible on her, and her passionate gaze has me salivating.

“Take out my cock.”

The outline of her thick womanhood jumps as she says the words. I lift my trembling hands. I’ve never handled another cock before, but the only emotion I feel is eager.

Miriam makes a high-pitch sound as I slip my fingers into the waistline of her panties. Her dick grows even harder as I pull down to reveal her plump thickness.

“Fuck,” Miriam says in a breath.

Fuck, indeed. Miriam's cock is seven or eight inches long and so fat I can hardly wrap my hand around her base.

“How do you hide this thing?” I ask as I hold Miriam’s impressive womanhood in my hand, nervous I won’t even be able to stretch my lips around it.

“Practice makes perfect,” Miriam says with a laugh. “Why don’t you go ahead and put it in your mouth, baby?”

Miriam’s cock is huge, but it’s also perfectly feminine. Her bush of hair is tiny and trimmed, and her balls aren’t hairy, and they smell of flowers, like Miriam sprayed her package with perfume before our date.

“I’ll try,” I say.

“You can do it! Then I’ll return the favor.”

I suck in a sharp breath before opening my mouth and moving it closer to the monster. Her womanhood tastes as flowery as it smells once I close my lips around her tip. Miriam moans and puts her fingers into my brunette wig and pushes gently to encourage me to take more of her cock.

I fit as much of Miriam into my mouth as I can without choking, and then I bob my head vigorously, coating Miriam’s cock in a thick layer of my spit.

Miriam takes control after a moment and thrusts her cock deep into my mouth. Her tip pushes into my throat. She tells me to breathe through my nose and take it.

I moan on Miriam’s cock that’s stuffing my mouth, loving how aggressive she is with me. I would never ask for this dominant treatment on my own, but I won’t tell Miriam to stop. I want her fucking my face like she owns it.

“Damn!” Miriam hollers just as she rips her dick from my mouth. “Fucking shit!”

Miriam curses and steps forward, rubbing her dick. She’s not even looking at me, so it’s a complete surprise when she grunts and starts cumming all over my face!

“Open your mouth, slut!”

I rush to part my lips and close my eyes, savoring Miriam’s girl milk as she sprays it into my mouth. The salty cream slides down my throat, and then Miriam shoves her slick cock back into my mouth and shoots at least two more loads down my throat.

She pulls out a second later, and I gasp. I’m still rock hard in my white panties, and when I glance down at my dress, there are several blobs of cum on the black fabric.

“Oops,” Miriam says with a laugh.

“I’m not mad,” I assure her.

“Take off your dress and lie on your back, girl. I’m not done with you yet.”

I wipe a bit of cum from my face before pulling off the dress and using it to dry off my hands. I’m left in nothing but the white lingerie. Miriam stands above me with her hands on her hips as she waits for me to get to my back as she commanded.

“There you go, beautiful Becca. Now push that big cock out the side of your thong, so I can give you the ride of your life.”

My eyes widen, but I don’t question Miriam. I grab the thong and slide the patch of fabric covering my dick to the side. It hugs my balls, and my dick stands at attention.

“Would you look at this gorgeous girly cock?” Miriam asks as she gets to her knees by my side. “I’ll have to get it wet before sliding it into my bussy, won’t I?”

“Uh huh,” I say and nod my head like wild.

Miriam smiles softly and slowly closes her eyes as she drops her head to my dick. I see stars when she wraps her lips around my member, swallowing my entire length down her throat like the pro she is.

I curl my toes and ball my hands into fists as I do everything I can to steady myself and not cum.

Miriam doesn’t let up as I gasp and moan and thrash. She pulls on my balls and sucks my dick more quickly, like she wants me to cum in her mouth, which is just what I’m about to do until she pulls her lips off my shaft.

“Not so quick,” she says and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. Miriam moves closer to me and then straddles my legs wearing nothing but her heels.

Miriam presses my dick head against her tight, puckered hole, pulling a moan from my lips. She runs her tongue along her hand and then she swipes it against her hole, tickling my dick as she does.

My dick is still wet from Miriam’s blow job, so it slides right into her accepting hole when she pushes down on it.

I gasp as Miriam’s warm cave swallows my dick. My balls are already tight from how much Miriam has been edging me throughout the night, so I have no idea how I’ll last more than a second.

“You like that, baby?” Miriam asks as she rides my dick and squeezes my fake breasts.

“Yes, but I’m! About! To!”

“Cum in my bussy, Becca! Fill me with that girly seed!” Miriam says as she bounces more quickly on my dick. She pushes her hands into her hair and stares down at me with the sexiest look I’ve seen in my life.

I stare back at her and grab her hips as my cum rushes to the tip of my dick. Miriam pushes down on my hole and forces me to cum inside of her, and damn, I feel every shot of my girly cream fill her hole.

Miriam bends over with my dick still rock hard inside of her to kiss me gently on the lips. I wrap my hands around her back and hold her as I kiss her more firmly.

My dick slides out of her when she rolls to the side a moment later, and I gasp in a loud voice, shaking from head to toe from the pleasure.

“That was good, Becca.”

I stare at Miriam, perplexed by her beauty and charm, and all I want to do is spoil her.

“Let’s go to Europe,” I say. “Next week.”

“Okay! I have a passport I never get to use!”

“We’re going to use it well,” I say and start kissing Miriam all over, but then I pause as a nausea descends over me.

I excuse myself and rush to the bathroom, pretending like I just want to take a shower.
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Despite my illness and impending death, Miriam and I are having the time of our lives. We hopped on a plane last week and flew across the Atlantic Ocean.

Our first stop was in Portugal, and then we took the train from there and went all the way through Spain. We stopped in Madrid and Barcelona and danced in the street with locals. After nearly a week in Spain, we crossed the border into France.

I’ve never eaten bread and cheese as delicious as what we had there, but nothing compares to the food we’ve been eating in Italy. Every dish is simple yet elegant in its own way, like a classy woman.

Even though I might die soon, I can say goodbye to the world more easily after this trip. I’ve dressed as a woman in four foreign countries already, and we still have one more to go. We’re staying at a villa on the Adriatic shore and have already booked a ferry to take us across the sea to Croatia.

“I can’t believe we’ve been in Europe for two weeks,” Miriam says as she adjusts in her chair.

We’re sitting on a terrace overlooking the water. Miriam stares out to the waves as I do my best not to vomit. There’s a watery taste in my mouth, and my stomach doesn’t feel quite right. I’ve been hopped up on medicine since we hit Europe, and I’m starting to think the over-the-counter medicine won’t be enough.

Maybe the cancer has spread further. Perhaps it’s becoming more aggressive. I try not to think about what’s happening inside of my body as I glance over at Miriam, who looks so relaxed and happy. She has no idea about my condition, and I know deep down it was the right decision not to tell her. She never would have treated me like she has.

I’m lost in my admiration for the woman sitting next to me when the nausea grows intense. I grip my stomach through the red dress I’m wearing. It’s long and loose and looks utterly fabulous when it blows in the wind.

I wish looking fabulous were the only thing I had to worry about, but the cancer within me has other plans. I clutch my stomach and hop to my feet before running over to the balcony. Miriam asks what’s wrong just as the vomit runs up my throat and spews out of my mouth.

More bile flies through the air as my stomach empties its contents. Everything I’ve had for lunch and breakfast is in chunks of disgusting fluid on the ground below. Miriam runs up behind me to rub my back.

“Becca! Are you okay?”

“No,” I say.

My hands are on the edge of the terrace as my dolled-up face hovers over the edge. I’ve already taken my usual medicine for the day, but it looks like that has probably left my system along with everything else. My body tries to vomit again, but there’s nothing left to give.

“Come sit down. Let me grab you some water.”

I wave my hand in protest. There’s no way I’ll be able to keep down water after vomiting like that.

“Can you get me a warm towel? I just need something to wipe my mouth.”

Miriam nods and runs into the house. She comes back a few minutes later with a warm towel, which I press against my lips. Its dampness feels delightful on my mouth.

“There’s something you need to know,” I say. “There’s a reason I’ve been going all out on this vacation. Trust me, I wouldn’t normally spend money like this.”

Miriam stares at me for a long moment before I see everything click in her eyes. She covers her mouth and shakes her head.

“No! You’re playing! You just ate something bad.”

“I wish it were that simple,” I say.

“Stop it, Becca! No!”

Miriam hops to her feet. She’s shaking her head vigorously as she walks over to the terrace’s edge. She curses as she paces back and forth. I hate to see her so broken up about this, but I’m beyond happy we had the time we did.

“Please, sit with me. You’re not the one dying.”

“Don’t say that! Don’t you dare say that!”

“Miriam, really, it’s not that big of a deal. Everyone has to die eventually.”

Miriam screams and pulls on her hair as she walks back over to me, clearly frustrated. This is exactly why I didn’t tell her, though. I hate seeing her look at me like I might die at any second, like my life is already spoken for because of my diagnosis.

“I’m only telling you now because I worry the medicine that I’ve been taking to offset the symptoms isn’t working anymore. It’s becoming more difficult to hide the fact that I’m sick.”

Miriam finally returns to the chair she was previously occupying. She cups her mouth and rocks back and forth, tears clear in her eyes. I could have sworn she only cared about me for the money, but perhaps I was wrong. Maybe she likes me. Lord knows I love her.

“How long have you known?”

“I found out the day I posted that ad.”

“You’ve just been sitting on this bomb the entire time? Why haven’t you said anything?”

“I’ve been trying to enjoy myself, You’ve done a marvelous job of allowing me to do that, Miriam. I’ve had a better time than I ever could have imagined. You made my dreams of becoming Rebecca a reality, and that’s priceless.”

Miriam stands as tears fall from her eyes. Her reaction is jarring. I hate seeing her sad. I hate how the air has shifted. It would be easier if she only cared about me for the money.

Miriam leaves the terrace and marches inside. I sigh before standing to follow her. She pushes me away when I try to touch her shoulder, and it breaks my heart.

“I hate you for not telling me! I hate you for letting me fall in love with you!”

Fall in love?

I’m shaken into silence by Miriam’s confession. I pull my red dress up from my feet to walk over to the sofa, and I plop down with a sigh. I pull my hair over my shoulder. I’m wearing my favorite brunette wig with long waves. It frames my face perfectly.

“I’m so angry at you, Becca! Fuck!” Miriam stomps her heel into the floor. “Why didn’t you say something?”

“You would have acted differently. We both know it.”

“Yeah, but I could have prepared myself for this shit. I could have put a cage around my heart.”

“Sit down,” I say and pat the spot next to me. I don’t bother to use my girly voice. I’m too tired and sick. My mouth tastes disgusting from the vomit, but I’m too afraid to drink anything. I don’t want to throw up from a few sips of water.

“No!”

“Miriam, please. You’re stressing me out, and you don’t want to do that, do you?”

“Fuck you! Now you’re playing the cancer card?”

Miriam grunts and throws her hands into the air before sitting next to me on the couch. She grabs me and gently shakes me.

“I hate you for not telling me.”

“Do you really love me?”

“That’s besides the point,” she says.

“I want to know.”

“Yes, girl! I love you. I love you when you’re Becca. When you’re Eric. It doesn’t matter to me as long as we’re together, but you’re throwing up because of your cancer. How long did they give you to live?”

“Not long,” I admit.

“Weeks? Months? A year?”

“If I don’t get any treatment, I’ll probably be gone by the end of the year, but that’s why I want to make the most of this trip. I don’t want to think about the what ifs.”

“Why haven’t you gotten any treatment?”

“Meeting you has been better than any chemo or radiation could ever be. I guarantee it.”

“Don’t you want to be healthy?” Miriam asks.

“I’ve been healthy all my life until I wasn’t.”

“Can’t they treat you? I mean, I can’t lose you! For real! You’re the girlfriend I always wanted.”

My heart cracks as Miriam fights off tears again. Her eyes are watery, but seeing this emotion from her makes me feel like the most special man in the world, like there’s someone who really cares about me. It doesn’t matter that I pay for Miriam’s company. Our bond is deeper than any financial transaction could ever be.

“It’ll be okay, Miriam. Can’t we just enjoy the time that we have?”

“Won’t you keep getting sicker?”

“Probably.”

“Then no!”

I can’t help but chuckle, which Miriam doesn’t like. She scowls at me, like she wants to slap the laughter right out of my mouth. Her stare drills into me, like her girly dick did the other night.

I’m usually the top, but Miriam was feeling extra horny for my bussy. She ate it out before slathering it with lube and sliding into me with her bare cock. We both got tested together before the trip, so we’ve been having bare fun every day until today.

There’s no way I can have sex.

I’m weak.

Frail.

My body is slowly becoming nothing but skin and bones, and Miriam won’t want to have sex with me then. I hope she’ll kiss me. Maybe give me a sponge bath or help me to the bathroom.

“Will you be my nurse?”

“What?” she asks roughly.

“You know… when I’m really sick. Will you help me get around the house and cook me food and stuff?”

“Shut the fuck up, Becca! You’re not dying.”

“We can’t change the inevitable,” I say.

Miriam shakes her head and pulls out her phone. She turns it to me a few seconds later. There’s a clock on the screen, and I have no idea what Miriam is trying to communicate.

“Why are you showing me the time? It’s not even correct.”

“It’s the time for back home. Offices are open, so why don’t you pick up your phone and call your doctor?”

“It’s not worth it. The surgery and treatment sound too intense. I don’t want to do all that to my body.”

Miriam sits silently for a moment with her arms crossed over her chest. She’s not meeting my eyes or anything, and I stare at her for over a minute. Maybe two or three, at least to the point where it becomes so uncomfortable that I can no longer sit on the couch.

“Fine, ignore me. We can ignore each other until we get back home. You really think I care?”

“No, I don’t. You don’t care about anyone but yourself. You’re too selfish to get treatment, even though I just told you I love you. I don’t care about the money anymore! I care about having you!” Miriam hollers and marches past me toward the bedroom.

Miriam stands in the doorway. I hate how she stares at me, like I’ve shattered her trust. Our vacation is ruined, and it’s all my stupid cancer’s fault.
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Miriam has her arm hooked in mine as we step into Dr. Miller’s office. We’ve been back home for over a week. I had one good day where I wasn’t vomiting up everything I ate, and Miriam withheld the sex I desperately wanted until I promised I would make the trip to see Dr. Miller.

She’s also refused a payment since we landed, even though she’s asked to borrow my credit card a few times, but I honestly don’t mind. Miriam always brings home the receipts and usually a dress or an accessory for me to add to my growing collection.

As much as I hate to admit it, I want more time on Earth. I want to experience more nights out on the town with Miriam by my side. Two girls, ready to take names and call numbers. We have such a blast when we go out, and I’m not ready to give that up, but I’m also not ready for any form of treatment.

“It’ll be okay,” Miriam says and hugs my arm to pull me closer. “I’ll be right by your side no matter what happens.”

“Thank you,” I say.

Miriam nods as she opens the door to Dr. Miller’s office. We step inside. There are a couple of other people in the waiting room, but Dr. Miller has never been late for an appointment, and I don’t suspect today will be any different.

Miriam laces her fingers with mine and squeezes as we wait. My heart is beating like crazy as I have flashbacks to the images Dr. Miller showed me the last time I was in her office. The cancer was in so many places. It looked impossible to contain, and it has probably only gotten worse, especially since my symptoms have become as present as the sun at noon on a cloudless day.

“Mr. Greene. I’m so happy to see you back in my office,” Dr. Miller says when she steps into the lobby. “Come on back.”

“I’ll stay here,” Miriam says softly.

“No, I want you to come with me.”

Miriam looks unsure, but she nods and rises to her feet after a moment. Dr. Miller smiles at her with that innocent face of hers, and then we head to her office. Dr. Miller shows me the pictures of my cancer a second time, and her demeanor definitely changes when I tell her that my symptoms are getting worse, but she never loses hope.

“We will have to start treatment as soon as possible, but I think we still have a shot to beat this cancer. Technology has come a long way in the past few years, and I promise to do everything I can to rid you of this burden.”

“See,” Miriam says as she pats at her dolled-up eyes. “There’s hope, Eric! We can do this. Together.”

My heart and body warm when Miriam reaches over to touch my hand. Dr. Miller offers us an affectionate smile. She doesn’t comment on our relationship, but I can tell that she’s genuinely pleased to see me back in her office with someone who can support me down what will be a difficult road.

Dr. Miller presents a treatment plan but stresses a lot of things will have to be played by ear, depending on how my body reacts to the medication and surgery. I’m nervous about all of it, but my heart beats a little easier each time I glance over at Miriam.

“Do you have any questions for now, Mr. Greene?”

“None right now, but I’ll be sure to send a message if anything comes up.”

Dr. Miller nods and reminds me to read through the literature she’s given me about what to expect and what each treatment does. There’s a lot of information, but Miriam promises to read through it all with me.

“Can we get dinner before we get depressed with all that stuff she gave us?” Miriam asks as we're walking through the parking lot to my car.

“Name the place, and we’ll go. I’m starving.”

Miriam smiles and stops to kiss me on the cheek, lovingly staring into my eyes for a moment.
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“Ooh, yeah! Right there! Give it to me, Becca!”

Miriam moans as my girly dick slides in and out of her lubed bussy. I’m wearing a white padded bra and white crotchless panties, pounding Miriam’s accepting hole. I use my entire length as I push in and out of her, and damn, it feels so fucking good.

Her girly dick is flopping around as I fuck her hard. She occasionally grabs it and strokes it, but she’s mostly just giving me her thick ass.

I love when she holds her cheeks apart to let me push deep. I grab one of her hands and pull it behind her back to encourage her to do just that. She drops her head to the bed beneath her and spreads her ass.

“Yeah, baby! Your ass feels so good!”

Miriam moans and reaches back further to grab the back of my thigh. She pulls me closer to her body, but I can’t sink deeper no matter how hard I try. Her cave is wrapping me with its warmth completely, which has me on the edge of an orgasm, but I’m getting pretty good at lasting as long as Miriam likes.

Sometimes I’ll pull out to lick her puckered hole or grab her dick and pull it between her thighs to suck on her tip. I love when her precum leaks out and spreads across my tongue, and I’m usually ready to fuck her again by the time she’s begging me to stop before she busts her load.

Miriam moans and moves her body to throw my dick out of her ass, but she quickly turns to her back and gives me the view I prefer.

I see her gorgeous, dolled-up face. Her perky tits and that sexy dick. I reach down and grab her dick to stroke it as she slides a pillow under her behind.

Her girly cock throbs in my grip. She bites her lip and stares at me with glossed-over eyes. I barely notice as she reaches down to grab my feminized dick and slips it into her ass.

I gasp as the pleasure overtakes my body.

“Yeah?” she asks.

“Yes,” I say as my cock sinks deep inside of her.

Miriam is my love.

She’s my life.

I’m crazy about her and can’t imagine a day without her by my side. We live together now, so we get to fuck like this whenever we want, which has been a lot more often since my cancer is in remission.

Each time we go out on the town or have sex is like a mini celebration of life. We cherish every day we get to have together because we truly don’t know which one will be the last. I was so close to death at one point, even Dr. Miller admitted she had her doubts when I began treatment, but I fought hard.

Miriam has given me a million reasons to live.

“I’m getting close, baby.” Miriam speaks in a breath as her back arches. Her cock is still in my hand, and now she’s moving her hips to use both my hand and my dick. “Fuck, that feels good.”

She’s not kidding.

My mouth parts as the pleasure robs me of my thoughts. I don’t mind the distraction. Miriam is pumping her hips, and there’s nothing else that matters except our lovemaking.

“Cum in me, Becca!”

“I’m close,” I say.

Miriam does something with her ass to make her walls hug my cock in all the right ways, and the sensation sends me over the edge. I gasp as my balls tighten and release before I shoot buckets of cum into Miriam’s hole.

She hooks her legs around my back and doesn’t let me slide out of her, so I ride the wave of intensity and beat her cock in my hand until she’s spraying all over like a fountain.

“Fuck!” I scream as Miriam’s ass plays with my dick while she cums all over my hand and her naked belly. A little even lands on her nipple, so I bend down to lick it clean, my cock slipping out of her as I do.

“Damn,” Miriam says and exhales. “That was good, baby. I swear your cock gets stiffer every time we fuck.”

“Must be all the exercise I’ve been doing.”

“It’s something,” Miriam says with a smile.

She looks like a goddess as she lies on the bed, bent at all the right angles. She’s propping herself up with one hand and staring at me, and I can’t take my eyes off her tits or her dick or her gorgeous smile.

“Stop staring at me and come cuddle. I’m cold.”

“All right,” I say and climb into bed.

We slip under the covers to snuggle. I hold Miriam tightly, so happy that I didn’t throw in the towel. Miriam has given me the strength I need to get through the dark days, and I’ll forever love her for that.

“You’re the best,” I say and kiss the back of her shoulder.

“I know it,” she says.

I squeeze her more tightly and chuckle, loving Miriam more than ever.
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Two Years Later

“I’m so happy we’re back in Italy,” Miriam says as we sit on the beach under a large sun umbrella. We’re on the Adriatic coast again, but we plan on making it to Croatia this time. A ferry will take us in the morning, so we’re enjoying one last evening in Italy.

“Me too,” I say. “Have you decided where you want to eat dinner?”

“What about that place where we had lunch the other day? The one with a view and delicious pasta.”

“Yeah, that sounds like a wonderful plan.”

I adjust the brim hat on my head. It’s been over a week since I’ve dressed in men’s clothing, and I couldn’t be happier. I’ve given half of my business to my long-time employee, Roger, so he mostly runs the show. I go in a few times a week when I’m in town, but Miriam and I have been traveling a lot this past year.

I take every chance I get to become Becca. Rebecca. Whatever you want to call me. I like them both, and I love coming to Europe where I can really feel free. Where there’s next to no chance of me running into someone I know. Not that I would really care if I did.

Not anymore.

Not after everything I’ve been through.

“So, should we head to the restaurant, Becca? I’m getting hungry.”

“Yeah, let’s go.”

Miriam and I gather our things from the beach, and we make our way to the restaurant, where we eat a dinner that is even better than the lunch we had there.

Maybe it’s love I’m tasting, or maybe it’s really the food. I don’t know, but I do know that my heart warms every time Miriam glances in my direction and flashes me her beautiful smile.
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