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SHE’S SO HARD!


Dave is a male nurse, working in a unit of patients recovering from bad accidents. Many of them don't have the use of their hands, so Dave finds himself often having to go beyond his job description to keep people happy. Beth, Dave's mentor, is often the one to perform the 'duties' on male patients, to help keep them sane. Men have needs, after all.

Dave is willing to do whatever he has to do to help his patients recover. But that gets quite complicated when Quinn shows up in his ward, unable to use her arms. Quinn is a male-to-female trans girl. Like most of the ward's male patients, she has needs of her own if she's going to stay sane during her recovery. 


CHAPTER 1
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The first time something like that happened was in 2013. There was a young man, about twenty-one years old, recovering from a motorcycle accident. I was sent in to give him a sponge bath after a few of the nurses complained about his ‘smell’. During the cleaning of his crotch area, he became erect.

I don’t think he even knew it happened; he was on a cocktail of pain meds, on his back, staring at the ceiling. Sure, it was a bit awkward, but I did my job, cleaning around the area before drying him up and moving onto the next patient. I was a professional, and I was new to the hospital. I wanted to make a good impression while I was working my way up the ladder. It’s hard, after all, being a male nurse; it’s a female dominated industry…

And by 2015, I’d come to realize that everyone assumed that I was gay. There were two other male nurses in the hospital. “Well, they aren’t gay,” I said to Helen, who was the one who told me all the girls thought that I was a homosexual.

“They’re married, Dave!” she said to me, “to each other!”

And that turned out to be true; they were a married homosexual couple—but they didn’t act like one.

And patients would constantly ask me awkward questions like, “Do you have a boyfriend?” and, “How old were you when you knew you were gay?”

“I’m not gay,” I would say to them. Sometimes they wouldn’t even believe me.

I don’t think I looked ‘gay’, whatever that could mean. I was shorter than the average dude—maybe by an inch or two. I was skinnier, but that was just because I was working fourteen hour shifts, hardly taking any time to rest, any time to eat. But even if I was smaller than the average guy—did that somehow make me appear… gay?

Anyway—I’ll tell you about the incident of 2017: once again with the sponge bath. I’d been bathing the man daily; both of his arms were broken, and his legs were totally messed up from a bad car wreck. He’d been stuck in that bed for a long, long time.

During his scrub down, he became erect. He pretended not to notice, and I did the same; it happened sometimes… but then, he suddenly said, “I don’t think it’s clean enough.”

I paused. “Excuse me?”

“It doesn’t feel clean,” he said.

“W—What doesn’t feel clean?”
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He motioned towards his erect penis. I suddenly felt sick. The penis was, in fact, clean: shining from a soapy scrub. I wasn’t wanting to touch it again… but I also didn’t want to start a fight. So I carefully lifted the shaft with my gloved fingers, rubbed the sponge up and down the length of his throbbing member, and then I went to do the rest of his body.

“You didn’t do the tip,” he said with a strained voice. “Under the foreskin. You have to pull it back.”

I froze, feeling awkward. My head felt hot. I enjoyed my job, being a nurse, but there were downsides: changing bed pans, sponge baths, and, of course, the occasional death that came along with crying family members.

Now, I didn’t want to put up a fight, so I carefully pulled back his foreskin and gently rubbed around his tip with the sponge. Then, the man suddenly let out a groan—and that’s when it happened: he came.

I gasped and let go of his shaft, jumping back as thick white goo streamed up into the air, landing with a splash on his abdomen. He squirmed and groaned, and I stood there, mortified, realizing that I’d inadvertently jerked a man off.

He suddenly looked away, filled with shame as his horniness vanished, replaced by humility. I cleared my throat, blinked a few times, and then I grabbed some rags to wipe him clean—including his oozing penis—and then I skirted out of there as quickly as I could, saying nothing.

The next day, he asked me bluntly: “Want to jerk me off again, beautiful?”

“I have a girlfriend,” I lied.

His eye became wide. “You’re straight?” he said.

I nodded my head, quickly sponged him down, and then left without saying another word. Then, I asked my boss to transfer me to another section until the man was transferred.

And you’re probably wondering: why is this guy telling me about all of the times he accidentally made other men erect? Well, it’s relevant to the story I’m about to tell you.

Over the years, it happened occasionally: men who were forced to go weeks—and sometimes months—without any physical stimulation. I could sympathize with them; sometimes my busy work schedule would leave me with no time to… you know—pleasure myself. After just a few days, the urges were almost unbearable; I think it’s something most men can relate to—maybe even many women too. So, imagine being trapped in a hospital bed for weeks—or months. Imagine having absolutely nothing to do: your mind running wild with fantasies… So yeah: I felt bad for the men.

A new nurse started working at the hospital in 2019: Beth. Beth was a cute little blonde: a bit on the older side (in her forties)—but with a youthful glow and tons of energy that didn’t seem to disappear throughout the long hours.
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Beth was sweet, harmless, innocent. She never swore. She was the type of girl to say ‘heck’ and instead of saying ‘fuck!’ when stubbing her toe, she would say ‘noodles!’.

Everyone liked Beth, even though she could never work Sundays because she would spend the whole day at church.

So I was extremely shocked one day when I walked into the wrong room and caught her giving a man a firm handjob. I walked in that the very moment of climax: lubricant squishing through Beth’s fingers as thick white cum fired up into the air—even hitting Beth on the cheek. She kept jerking, even though she saw me there. “Sorry, Dave, I’ll be right with you,” she said in a shocking casual tone.
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I skirted away, heart racing. Then, ten minutes later, she found me and asked to talk to me in the staff room. There, she told me, “I hope you don’t think I’m some sort of floozy. It’s just something you have to do for men sometimes, when they can’t do it themselves.”

“You—You do that a lot?”

“Most days,” she said with a blank expression. “It helps to keep the sane. It gives them something to look forward to. And when their spirits are higher, they tend to heal faster.”

I was stunned—speechless. I just stared at her. She stared back. “Oh, don’t be such a prude, Dave.” Then she walked out of the room, leaving me alone to try to process what she’d just told me.


CHAPTER 2
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Iwouldn’t do it, even though there were a few times when guys (usually gay, but sometimes just desperate) asked me to do the deed—usually trying to be subtle about it.

If Beth was around, I would quietly ask her to go in. If she wasn’t around, I would just tell the men, “I’m sorry, that’s against policy here.”

It’s not like it happened a ton; it’s not like I was working in some sort of porno hospital. It only happened once every four or five months—maybe three times a year (or every hundred and fifty shifts or so).

It’s not something I thought much about. It’s not something that affected my life at all.

And it wasn’t always men. In 2020, I had a woman who started to have a small orgasm when I was sponging her down.

Usually, if there was a female patient, we would get a female nurse to facilitate the sponging—but it was a late night and we were severely understaffed. I asked for permission before beginning the sponge bath, and she consented. When I rubbed down between her legs with a soft cloth, she began to moan. I gently parted her lips to clean in her slit, and she moaned louder. She began to squirm and contort. “Just like that…” she whispered.

I froze; I wasn’t quite sure what was happening. I decided to continue, rubbing the cloth gently in circles. Then, as she began to moan, I dropped the cloth and rubbed with my gloved fingers, pushing a bit of pressure down on her clit. She gushed and moaned.

“Don’t stop, nurse,” she whispered. “Fuck. Don’t stop. Finger me. Fucking finger me.”

I should point out that she’d been stuck in that hospital bed for six weeks: another car accident victim who was recovering from severe fractures that left her immobile.

I kept rubbing. She moaned louder. I looked back the door.
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“Fucking finger me—please!” she begged. So I gently pushed a finger into her damp hole. Fluid gushed out. She moaned. I pushed in and out, using my other hand to rub her clit. I made her orgasm hard—once, twice, three times. Then I pulled out and wiped her off. “I—I should be going to my next room,” I whispered, and I rushed off. The next day, her casts were removed, and three days later, she was allowed to go home, as long as she promised to stay in bed for another two weeks.

Okay—so now, why am I telling you about fingering some chick in a hospital bed? Well—it’s relevant, okay? Just stick with me. But before it all comes together, I want to tell you about my friend, Henrik.

“I’ve been seeing this girl,” he told me, his face turning dark red.

I didn’t think much of it. Henrik was always seeing at least one girl. He was one of those guys who had everything a girl wanted… to look at. He was terribly unsuccessful in terms of his career (he didn’t have one). He barely passed high-school but didn’t even have the grades to make it into a community college. He flunked out of trade school because he kept missing classes (he was trying to becoming a welder). His interests were frighteningly basic and uninteresting: gossip news, popular rap music, and drinking. But he looked like an action movie star, so he matched just about every girl in the city on Tinder.
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He wore shirts that were so tight, had they been flesh-toned, you would have been convinced he was topless.

You get the picture.

He always had a few girlfriends on the go—and he was often telling me, “This girl is the one, Dave—believe me this time!” And a week later, another girl was the one—and a month later, I would say something like, “Did you end up proposing to Emily?”

“Who?” he would reply.

In other words: he wasn’t one to be taken seriously when it came to the topic of love.

“I’m serious this time, Dave,” he groaned when I rolled my eyes.

“I’m sure you are,” I said.

“I am! Quit being so sarcastic about it!”

“What do you want me to say, Henrik? It’s the same thing every week with you.”

“But I’m telling you: this girl is different!”

“Okay,” I said, letting out a sigh. “What’s different about her? Why is this girl different than the last ten that you told me were going to be your wife.”

“She’s got so much… personality. She’s bubbly. She’s funny… And she’s really fun to talk to.”

And I did have to admit that he was speaking a different tone than usual. I was expecting him to say something like, “Great ass, perky tits, hot body.” But now, he wasn’t even describing her looks at all.

“What’s her name?”

“I don’t want you creeping her on Facebook,” he growled at me.

“I don’t really care that much,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“I’m sure you’ll meet her soon. But she’s different, Dave! I’m telling you.”

“Show me a picture,” I said.

“I don’t have one,” he said. And now I was really confused. Henrik always had pictures of his girlfriends—and yes, I mean those kinds of pictures. His phone was filled with nudes that he’d received voluntarily, and he had never been shy to show me; in fact, he loved showing his girlfriends off; he loved proving that he could land the hottest chicks on the market.

“How do you not have a picture?” I asked.

“She’s not on Insta, or Snap. She’s not like that. She’s super real. She’s grounded. She’s beyond all of that.”

He was perked up, blushing—and looking strangely vulnerable. I really had to admit that I’d never seen him so flustered.

“You won’t show me a picture, you won’t tell me her name. I’m starting to think that you’re making her up.”

He looked around, and then he leaned in close. “I’m going to tell you something, but you have to promise not to laugh. Keep an open mind, okay? If you even snicker, I’ll snap you in two.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m not making any promises.”

“Then I ain’t telling you shit,” he growled.

“Fine, fine!” I said, throwing up my hands. “Just say it. I’ll be… open-minded.”

He was silent for a moment. His face was turning red. He looked around. He took a deep breath. “She’s, uh…”

“She’s what?”

He pressed his lips thin. He turned even redder. He cleared his throat, looking around once more, and then said, “She’s trans.”

And then I was truly speechless. I let his admission resonate for a moment before I blinked a few times and said, “Wait—what?”

“She’s trans. Born a male.”

“She’s trans?”

“Trans.”

“As in…”

“Born a dude,” he said, smiling awkwardly. “I didn’t know until I went out with her the third time. I went in to kiss her, and she pulled back, and she said… you know…”

“That she’s trans.”

“Exactly.” He was nodding his head. He looked around, seemingly to make sure that nobody heard. “But look, Dave—you have to promise me something; don’t go around telling people about this. Okay?”

“Sure,” I said. “I mean—who would I tell?”

“It’s not something a lot of people get.”

“Okay, whatever,” I said. And then the table became silent. I stared at him for a moment, cleared my own throat, and then asked, “Does she still have her… you know?”

“Yeah,” he said. “It’s still there.”

I felt the heat rising fast to my face. “And you’re… into that?”

“Look,” he said. “I didn’t think that I would be, but I… tried it.”

“What do you mean, you tried it? That can mean a lot of things, Henrik. What did you try?”

“I tried it,” he said, eyes beaming with intensity. “And, uh, it’s not so bad.”

“You’re fucking with me right now,” I said, throwing up my hands. “Now I know that you’re fucking with me.”

“I’m not fucking with you!” he snapped. “I tried it because I like the girl and I wanted to show her that I’m open-minded. And it wasn’t so bad. I mean—I didn’t love it, but it, like, didn’t hurt.”

“I can’t believe I’m having this conversation right now,” I said, planting my face into the palms of my hands.

“I swear, Dave, if you tell anyone about this, I’ll break you into pieces.”

“I won’t tell anyone.”

“Nobody can know,” he said. “She’s totally convincing. You would never know unless she told you.”

“So why are you telling me?” I asked.

He blinked a few times. “I had to tell someone,” he said. “It’s been a month with her now—and… I’ve just been keeping it a secret, and it’s been eating me up. I just had to tell someone, and I know that I can trust you.” He smiled. “I know that you’re a good friend, Dave. I guess I just… had to get it all off of my shoulders.”

And I must admit that Henrik did look relieved. He leaned back into his seat and sunk down, letting out a small sigh. He smiled and sipped from his drink. Then, after blinking a few times, he looked into my eyes and said, “You really promise not to tell anyone, right? I can’t have this getting out.”

“Whatever,” I said. “If it means that much to you, I won’t say anything. Like I said—I don’t talk to anyone you even know.” Henrik was the only person I kept it touch with from high-school. Now, my only other friends were from the hospital: other nurses. None of them knew Henrik. “But, like… If this girl really is the one—shouldn’t you just not care about her… biological situation?”

“The world isn’t as accepting as me,” he said—and he said it with a tone of total seriousness—not a hint of joking. He really thought that highly of himself; and that much was not new about Henrik. “It’s just better if nobody else knows about this. But I’m glad that I told you.”

After that, he raised his glass for a cheers. I clinked and sipped and smiled and then he changed the topic.
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Back at my apartment, alone with my thoughts, Henrik's confession seemed to bounce off the walls of my mind, echoing and repeating in an endless loop. I didn't really have any issue with the fact that he was dating a trans girl; it was more the vulnerability he showed that got to me. It was just... different.

In the quiet solitude of my apartment, Henrik's words hung in the air like an unresolved melody.

Could I date a trans girl? I wondered. I'd met a few trans folks at work, but I never really gave the notion of dating one much thought. It was different when it was just a patient, someone you'd see for a few weeks and then never again. But now the question was personal.

I tried to picture it: being in a relationship with a woman who was biologically born a male. I thought about sharing meals, comforting her on a bad day, perhaps even traveling together. But when I tried to move my imagination to the bedroom, I hit a wall. It wasn't revulsion. It was more of a deep-seated unfamiliarity. There was a line, it seemed, that I couldn't cross.

Now, I’ve always considered myself an open-minded guy. But at the same time, I know what I like. I'm attracted to women, biologically-born women. That doesn't mean I don't respect people's right to identify as they see fit. It just means that physical attraction is a key part of a romantic relationship for me. It's a hard truth, but a truth nonetheless.

Night crept outside my apartment window, cloaking the city in an indigo blanket as I sat there with my thoughts. It felt heavy, like I was holding a conversation with myself, with my own preconceptions and biases.

I don’t know why this sudden topic was weighing so heavy on my mind. I don’t know why this was bothering me at all. It should have been easy enough to remove myself from it all—but I just couldn’t stop wondering: could I do the same thing? I mean—if she really did look perfectly convincing, smelled like a girl, felt like a girl… Was there a difference?

I hoped, for Henrik’s sake, that others would be more open than me, more capable of navigating these uncharted waters. But for me, I knew where I stood.

As the clock on my wall ticked towards the early hours of the morning, my mind began to tire of its circling thoughts. Shaking my head, I got up and headed for bed. Maybe sleep would help settle my thoughts, lend some clarity to the confusion. With a final glance at the night-veiled cityscape, I turned off the lights and climbed into bed, allowing the day's thoughts to slowly drift away into the gentle embrace of sleep.


CHAPTER 3
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The next two weeks of work were busy. Janine, one of the most experiences nurses on staff, had an unexpected death in her family and had to leave town. Her absence wasn’t so easily filled—especially after Susan, the next in line of seniority, suffered a workplace accident, breaking her ankle going down a flight of stairs.

We were short-staffed. The hospital managed to get two girls transferred from the next town over, hoping the extra hands would alleviate some of the workload, but the attempted solution turned into a bigger problem; the new girls were green as hell and needed to be mentored constantly. One of the girls was caught stealing pills, and fired on the spot. The other was just downright hopeless, and she would squirm at the sight of blood and gag at the smell of any bodily function; she refused to change bed pans, which was honestly the bulk of what we needed to do.

I had to cancel on Henrik the next week. We had plans to get drinks together, and he was going to introduce me to his new girlfriend. “I’m so sorry,” I wrote to him. “I got slotted in at work.”

“It’s fine,” he wrote back. “I think she wants to go out dancing, so I’ll take her.”

It was hard to picture Henrik dancing with a trans girl—even if she was convincing. He’d always just seemed so… proud. And then I thought about his nervousness: he was so terrified that people would find out that his girlfriend was born a man. A dancing club is a risky place to take a girl when you’re trying to keep a low profile…

But maybe Henrik had loosened up a little; maybe, after telling me the truth, he was feeling more brave. Maybe he didn’t care if a few people found out.

I didn’t spend much time thinking about it. A bus carrying a dozen senior citizens had lost control and drove into a ditch, and every senior on the bus was seriously injured—and rushed to our hospital. For the next forty-eight hours, the hospital was bogged down. It was hectic. I finished a sixteen-hour shift, slept for six hours in the break room, and then I started another sixteen-hour shift. Two of the seniors didn’t make it. Three ended up paraplegic. Most of the other suffered injuries that would affect them for life.

Okay, I’m not trying to depress you here; what I’m trying to say is: for the next two weeks, I was totally absorbed with my job. When you work at a hospital, your job sometimes comes before your personal life… and sometimes that means you don’t get to have a personal life.

When I was finally given a few days off of work, I didn’t go out to meet with buddies. I didn’t go out at all; I just went to my bedroom, slept, and stayed in my pyjamas. I was exhausted, now in recovery mode. I’m pretty sure I was sick with some cold.

I tuned out: turning off life. When I turned on my TV, I made a point of avoiding the news; I didn’t want anything bogging me down. Mostly, my apartment remained quiet, calm—the opposite of the hospital. I just wanted to decompress. I stayed off of social media. I didn’t even respond to the few messages that I had from friends.

I just disappeared for a few days.

And when I returned to work the following Monday, I felt like a different person.

For the first time in weeks, I didn't feel drained, or stressed. I felt refreshed. The scent of antiseptic and sterile hospital sheets, which had previously left me feeling suffocated, now smelled like… home. This was my world, the world I'd chosen, and it felt good to be back in it, really back, not just my body there while my mind was miles away.

"Dave," the head nurse said, pulling me out of my musings. "I need you to take over the new patient. Celine’s shift just ended and Marla called in sick. She's in Room 307."
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I smiled, expecting nothing unusual.

I gathered the patient's chart and medical history before heading to Room 307. I glanced at her name before entering the room: Quinn.

Upon entering, I was immediately struck by the patient herself. She was young, about 21, with a cascade of chocolate-brown hair spread out on her pillow. Her face was heart-shaped and delicate, as if an artist had gently chiseled it from porcelain. There was a sweetness about her, an openness that made her seem almost radiant, even lying there in the harsh fluorescent hospital lighting.

She smiled weakly at me as I approached. "You must be Dave," she said, her voice as soft as a summer breeze.

I felt a strange heat creep up my neck, and my cheeks flushed a bit. It wasn't like me to get flustered around patients, but something about her seemed to disarm me.

"Uh, yes, that's me. Dave," I managed, offering her a slightly shaky smile. I cleared my throat and forced myself to focus. "How are you feeling?"

We went through the usual routine: taking her vitals, assessing her injuries, making her comfortable. She gasped when I grazed her arm, which was in a cast. One of her legs was also in a cast, elevated with multiple straps to ensure it didn’t move. “Fractured in eight places,” I said. “That’s quite the injury.”

“The doctor isn’t sure I’ll walk the same ever again,” she said, but she didn’t say it in the depressing tone you’d expect; she just stated it like a fact. I looked at her and she smiled back at me.

Then, I cleared my throat, looking away from her striking eyes. “You’re keeping in good spirits then.”

“Trying,” she told me. “I’ve heard that it helps to recover if you’re positive. I know that’s probably pseudo-science to you, but I believe it.”

“I mean, it might be pseudo-science, but I’ve been working here for a decade—and I’ve seen some things that I can’t explain. And I’ve definitely noticed that positivity seems to make a difference.” I smiled at her.

“I’m doing my best,” she replied.

She'd taken quite a fall and was in for a long haul here at the hospital. It was clear she was in pain, but she faced it with such courage and grace that I couldn't help but admire her.

As I worked, I found myself stealing glances at her when she wasn't looking. I took in her small, high-arched brows, the sprinkle of freckles across her nose, the serene blue of her eyes. I found myself wondering about her life outside of these hospital walls, what kind of a person she was.

Yes, it happened from time to time. I was a straight man—single—and sometimes pretty girls came through the hospital. I didn’t have time to date; I hardly had time to keep up with my friends, like Henrik. I’d tried Tinder, but every ‘match’ quickly turned into silence when I told girls about my working schedule.

So when pretty girls came into the hospital—well, my potential dating prospects were split between patients, and nurses—and all of the nurses assumed I was gay, so that pretty much left the patients.

Each small interaction, from her polite 'thank you' when I fluffed her pillows to the appreciative nod she gave when I explained her medications, stirred something in me. It wasn't just attraction, although I couldn't deny she was beautiful. It was a… tingling.

Okay, so maybe I had a crush on her. I’m sure most of the single men who crossed her path ended up with a crush on her.

When I finally left her room, I was in a bit of a daze. I tried to push away the feelings welling up inside me; I knew those feelings were unprofessional, inappropriate. I was her nurse, and she was my patient. But as I walked down the sterile hospital corridor, I couldn't help but smile, the image of her radiant face etched into my mind. For the first time in a long while, I was looking forward to the coming days at work.

We exchanged smiles every time I passed her room.

I will admit that I went above and beyond for her—something we really weren’t supposed to do, but I just couldn’t help myself. I brought her an extra pillow, extra blankets. When I went home between shifts, I grabbed my ‘Fire Stick’ from my TV, and I brought it into the hospital, plugging it into her little TV, so that she could watch whatever she wanted, and not just the twenty cable channels that were broadcast into those hospital rooms.

I made sure she got the best food from the lunch and dinner carts. I constantly offered to get her drinks.

Okay, okay—so maybe I was being a bit of a head-over-heels schoolboy for her; I couldn’t help myself.

I thought she was cute.

When she started chatting with me, I would stay and chat back—even though I had other things I needed to get to. Look—it’s not like I left anybody dying.

On her third day in the hospital, her larger body cast came off, and she was left with just her arm and leg in a suspended cast. Some of her bandages came off too, showing off some very gnarly bruises and healing cuts on her body. That staircase really messed her up.

But even with the scars, she was beautiful. She was lucky enough that there were no scars on her face.

I began to notice that she wasn’t getting visitors like most patients. I was working through full visiting hours, and not one person came in to see her.

So, being clever, I decided to ask her, “When is your boyfriend coming to pay you a visit?”

She giggled. “I don’t have a boyfriend.”

“Oh—I thought you mentioned one,” I said.

She shook her head—and then she looked a bit cold suddenly. Her smile faded, and I wondered if I’d touched on a sensitive topic. I decided to leave it. I told her that I needed to see another patient, and I skirted out of the room. I felt weird suddenly, worried that I’d said something offensive or inappropriate. Maybe she thought that I was coming onto her, and now she was worried that she was stuck in that bed with some creep fawning over her.

So when I went back to her room two hours later, I made sure to say, “I’m sorry if I said something inappropriate earlier; that wasn’t my intention.”

She just giggled. “You didn’t say anything inappropriate. Why would you think that?” She giggled again, and my heart was put at ease.

I decided to give her some space, to stop coming on so strong. She was trapped there, after all; I didn’t want her to be trapped feeling awkward or uncomfortable in any way.

But awkward and uncomfortable were just around the corner.

“Dave,” the lead nurse said to me, waving me over. “I need you to bathe Quinn. Janet was just called into the OR and Valerie had to leave early to get her kids from school.”

“Quinn?” I said. My heart skipped a beat.

“That’s right. Room 307. She missed her bath yesterday.”

“Isn’t there a girl who can do it?” I said. “I mean—it’s kind of invasive for me to do it.”

“There’s nobody right now, and I want to get it done before dinner break. Just ask for her consent first, obviously.”

“Can’t you do it?” I asked. And then she glared at me with a dark look, as if I was toeing the line of insubordination.

Slightly flustered, I knocked on Quinn's door before entering. She was sitting up in her bed, watching some show on the TV-stick I'd brought her. As I cleared my throat, she looked over at me, her eyes brightening a bit as she saw it was me.

"Hey, Dave. What's up?" she asked, her tone easy and calm.

I swallowed, my palms sweaty as I clutched the fresh towels and washcloths I'd brought with me. I forced a weak smile, trying to appear as normal as possible.

"Uh, Quinn, so there's been a mix-up with the nursing schedules today and... and...," I stuttered, unsure of how to continue. Finally, I just blurted out, "I'm supposed to give you a sponge bath."

The room filled with a thick, awkward silence. I could hear the show's laugh track echoing in the background, almost mocking the uncomfortable situation.

"Oh," she finally said, her eyes widening a bit. There was an awkward pause, then she added, "Well, I guess that's okay."

"Are you sure?" I asked quickly. "Because if you're not comfortable with it, I can try to figure something else out."

She looked at me for a moment, her brow furrowing slightly as she seemed to consider my words. Finally, she gave a small shrug, a tiny, embarrassed smile tugging at her lips. "You're a professional, right?"

"Yes," I said immediately, "Absolutely. Professional." Somehow, saying the word made me feel even less so.

As we began the process, the atmosphere in the room was so thick with awkwardness it was almost tangible. We were both acutely aware of the situation. The only sounds were the quiet murmuring of the television and our shallow breathing.

"Sorry about the water," I apologized for probably the third time as I gently wiped her arm. She chuckled softly, though her cheeks were a bright pink.

"It's okay. It's not your fault the water's cold," she assured me, her voice hardly above a whisper. I think she was trying to lighten the mood, but the tension between us was palpable.

As I helped her out of her gown, my eyes inadvertently landed on the scars tracing their way down her body, ones that didn't align with her fall. Before I could censor myself, I blurted out, "What happened here?"

She stiffened, then looked at me, her eyes filled with a soft determination. "Those...are from… something else.”

“Okay,” I said, not pressing her. The scars were around her breasts—and there was one across her collarbone that was faded, but still visible.

I opened up her gown some more and then I saw her flaccid penis.

No—that wasn’t a mistake; I didn’t mean to say vagina. She had a penis, resting between her thighs, slouched slightly left.

Now, her face was dark red.

“I’m trans,” she said to me softly.

For a moment, all I could do was blink at her. Then, slowly, understanding dawned on me. "Oh," was all I managed to say.

"Yeah, oh," she echoed, a wry smile gracing her face.

"I… I didn't know," I murmured, not knowing what else to say. She just nodded, her smile not leaving her face. “I guess I missed that on your chart.”

"Doesn't change much, does it?"

I swallowed, looking into her eyes. "No, it doesn't change a thing." I faked a laugh. “What could it change?”

My heart pounded in my chest as I dipped the sponge into the lukewarm water again, my mind racing to figure out how to navigate this situation as professionally as possible. "Uh, okay. Uh...are you, um, okay with me continuing?" I asked, my voice sounding a bit too high-pitched in my own ears.

Quinn chuckled slightly, the sound easing the tension a tiny bit. "Honestly, it's not the most comfortable thing in the world, but I understand it needs to be done."

I nodded, trying to hide the relief washing over me. I had no idea what I would have done if she'd said no. Still, my hands were shaking slightly as I approached her. "Alright," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "I'll... I'll try to make this as quick as possible."

Quinn nodded, giving me a small smile that seemed to say 'I appreciate it.' My hand faltered a bit as I brought the sponge to her, but I managed to steady it before I touched her skin.

The room was filled with an awkward silence, the only sounds being the soft splashes of the sponge in the water and the quiet murmuring of the television in the background. I did my best to keep my eyes on what I was doing, avoiding any unnecessary glances at her body.

Despite the awkwardness, Quinn remained a good sport, cracking jokes and laughing at my flustered responses. "You're doing great, Dave," she reassured me at one point, her tone light and teasing.

It was time to wash her crotch. I’d washed the cocks of a lot of men before—but never the cock off a woman. I cleared my throat, took a breath, and then I lifted up her penis with two fingers so that I could clean underneath it.

I was heavy: bigger than the usual penis that I had to deal with—and I know that sounds like a weird thing to say, but it was nevertheless true. I gently pulled her foreskin back so I could clean her properly.

I tried to remind myself that I was a professional—and then her penis twitched. I swear I could feel it pulsing. I glanced up at her face, and she was blushing, biting down on her tongue.

I tried to remain calm. I kept my composure, not rushing through the job, worried if I was too fast, she would assume that I was disgusted by her. But I wanted to be done fast, because something was happening: her cock was getting… heavier. It was definitely throbbing. As I pulled the sponge up her length, scrubbing suds across her glistening skin, her shaft stretched out, growing, throbbing.

She was getting an erection.

And her face was blushing. Her eyes were wide with embarrassment. Her lips were pressed thin. Now, she was speechless. I pretended not to notice as I tried to finish the job.

It only took another ten seconds, then I was onto her thighs—but she was excited now. Her cock was rock-hard, standing upright, throbbing, foreskin pulled back as far as it could go, stretched taut. A clear bead of thick liquid was now teasing the little hole at her tip, like morning dew on the tip of a wild mushroom.

I kept looking over at it—until she grabbed a blue hospital blanket and covered herself up. Then, I cleared my throat and smiled. “It’s, uh, a really nice day outside.”

“Is it?” she asked softly.

“It’s not bad.”

I cleared my throat again, and then I finished the bottom half of her body.

But there was still the top half. I had to gently scrub her breasts—and it wouldn’t have been quite so awkward had it not been for the soft moan that escaped her lips when I sponged her perky, sensitive nipples. I saw the bulge under her blanket twitch.
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She was horny; she was stuck in a hospital, without the ability to properly pleasure herself. And maybe it had been a while since she’d had any action before she arrived at the hospital. I couldn’t judge her; I knew what it was like to have pent up sexual energy. She was born a man—and she still had her male anatomy—therefore, she suffered from testosterone, just like us men.

“I’m sorry,” she said to me, blushing hard as she turned her face away from me.

“Sorry for what?” I said, playing dumb, smiling, but turning red.

She didn’t reply, because she knew that I knew—and I knew that she knew that I knew. We all knew.

“Okay—you’re done!” I said with a fabricated smile. I cleared my throat and then I packed up my things. She looked at me with a doe-eyed look, blinking a few times as if she had something that she wanted to say—something she really, really wanted to say. “Do you need anything?”

She slowly shook her head, but I could tell she wanted something.

“I’ll be back in a few hours, before the end of my shift.” I zipped off, and then I went to the staff bathroom so I could splash a bit of cool water on my face. I needed to cool down. I needed to calm my heart so that I could calm my head, which was racing with thoughts: thoughts that were racing around in my head so quickly that I couldn’t even make sense of any of them.


CHAPTER 4
[image: ]


As you already know, it wasn’t the first time that my sponging had made a patient ‘aroused’. It wasn’t the first erection that had awkwardly sprung before my very eyes—but this one certainly resonated differently than any before it.

The awkwardness lingered. The image of the rugged, veiny shaft was now embossed in my mind, plastered there like some sort of desktop wallpaper. It accompanied every thought that passed through my head, which made working difficult.

And with it was a lingering thought. ‘How many hung girls have I passed before?’ So many women came through that hospital: thousands and thousands of them every year. But the other nurses generally dealt with anything to do with their private parts. Well—I’d assumed that they all had vaginas down there, but now I wasn’t so sure.

Quinn was, on the surface, a perfectly convincing woman; you wouldn’t expect to find anything out-of-the-ordinary concealed in her panties—but something very out-of-the-ordinary was hiding in there; something that didn’t belong—and I don’t just mean based on her sex. Even as a ‘trans’ girl, Quinn was endowed. Her meat was long and heavy, thick and dense. When out of the hospital, she must have worn some sort of brace to hold it in place, to stop it from slapping loudly against her thigh with every step she took. And how did she keep it concealed? It surely prevented her from wearing anything tight whatsoever—and anything dainty. Even a loose-pleated skirt would have been a bulge-risk.

It seems so strange to admit, but she was bigger than me—without contest. And that’s not to say that I was small. Quinn was probably bigger than most men (including the black ones). And erect, I’m surprised it didn’t make her black out, sucking all of the blood from her body to sustain the enlarged length and density.

Okay—I’ll stop describing Quinn’s private parts to you… at least her penis. But I should take a moment to mention her testicles, which I didn’t describe to you earlier.

Like their counterpart, it was dense, heavy, thick, and firm. A standard pair of panties would have been stretched a quarter-way down her thighs from the weight of that sac—like a deflated balloon holding a pair of billiards balls.

I’m sorry to be so graphic—and maybe you think that I’m exaggerating. Maybe I am exaggerating—but I’m simply telling you the image that was in my head: the memory of what I saw on display in that little hospital room.

It was, as I said before, an image that was plaguing my head. It had become the image that came to my mind when I saw her face, each time I went to check on her. And I knew that she knew it, because she would flush red and look away awkwardly—even while covered up. It was almost like I’d gained the ability to see through her clothes after seeing what was underneath. Even with that baggy blue robe over her body, I could make out the contour of that curved snake, always seeming like it was moving ever-so-slowly, like an anaconda ready to pounce on its prey.

I would clear my throat and say, “Have you, uh, decided on what you’d like for lunch?”

She would hardly look at me with her reply. “A sandwich is fine.”

[image: Quinn]


There was a tension between us now. I tried to convince myself that I’d never been very attracted to her—but I knew that I was lying; I could remember my heart throbbing against my chest when I first saw her. I could remember thinking that she was one of the hottest girls to ever come through my department.

And even now, I would catch glimpses of her and those thoughts would sneak into my head: ‘She’s actually pretty cute—especially considering…’

Now, Quinn was allowed to sit up, though it wasn’t easy for her to do. She was allowed to stand with help. She was allowed to use her arms somewhat, as long as she wasn’t holding anything that weighed more than two pounds—and as long as she wasn’t keeping her muscles flexed or tense for longer than ten seconds or so at a time. She had to undergo a physical assessment each day—and between each assessment was a long stretch of boredom.

I felt bad for her—the same way I felt for the other patients in her position. My whole department was filled with patients who were bedridden and bored, waiting to be discharged so that they could go and be bedridden and bored in their own homes.

It was 8:00 PM on a Monday night—a surprisingly quiet night in the hospital—when I heard a shrill scream come from her room. I was behind the desk when it happened, but I was quick to jump to my feet. I hurried into her room to check on her, pulling back the curtain that separated her and her neighbour.

She looked at me with a dark red face: a face full of pain—and a face full of humiliation.

Her penis was out—and erect, throbbing on her abdomen. She was grasping at her right wrist with her left hand. In a humiliating admission, she told me that she’d attempted to masturbate—but the strain of the activity was too much for her healing arms.

Now, I have to give her props; she didn’t try to lie or come up with an excuse. She had been in too much pain to even try to cover herself up before I ran in; she needed help getting covered up before the doctor came in a minute later.

I lied to the doctor, saying that Quinn had injured herself trying to drink from a glass of water.

“Don’t be afraid to ask for help,” the doctor said to Quinn. “That’s what Dave is here for. He will help you with anything you need. Let him be your hands.”

She looked at me, dark red with embarrassment. And I couldn’t help but let a small smirk slip. She thanked me later for not telling the doctor what had actually happened.
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I just smiled and said, “Don’t worry about it. And, uh, don’t be embarrassed, okay? That actually happens… more than you’d think.”

“Really?” she asked, looking at me as if she didn’t believe a word from my mouth.

“You’d be surprised.”

“You’re just trying to make me feel less pathetic.”

“It’s not pathetic. It’s a… need.” I cleared my throat. “And, uh, if it’s something you actually need help with, just let me know. It’s something that we can… facilitate.”

Of course, I wasn’t offering to jerk her off. Her face turned dark red, as if she assumed that’s what I meant. I tensed up, clenched all over, wishing I could take back that ‘offer’. But instead of backtracking, for some reason, I doubled down. “We all have needs,” I said.

She said nothing back. The room fell silent, and then I scurried out like a terrified little mouse before a hungry cat.

In case that wasn’t awkward enough, the next morning, my boss called me into her office. “I have an unusual task for you, Dave.”

“What is it?” I asked. I was used to receiving unusual tasks. I mean—after all—part of my job involved changing adult diapers on a regular basis. After changing a grown woman’s diaper, nothing seems all that weird…

“Doctor Perrington was by this morning, looking at charts. He wants a sample from the patient in Room 307.”

“Blood?”

“Semen.”

I froze.

“Usually, it’s something the patient does themself—but… under their disabled circumstances… You can use the Extractor, of course.”

It wasn’t something I’d ever used in my entire career: a device that essentially jerked a patient off into a little capsule. It was an ugly, intimidating machine: a large metallic box that nestled onto their lap. A little crank had to be turned until there was adequate pressure around the girth of the penis. Then, it hummed when it was clicked on: gears forcing dull pistons to stroke up and down. Now, maybe that sounds like it could feel nice—but I’d heard horror stories: patients complaining that it hurt, that it would ‘pinch’ and even draw blood. It was a sex toy invented by medical people—not by sex toy people.

Then, my boss slid me four old, tattered magazines. “That’s all of our… material. The patient can use that to remain… stimulated.”

“This works?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I can’t tell you to do this, but in my experience… a rubber glove and a glob of vaseline is much faster and easier for everyone. But that’s up to you, Dave. Sorry to slap this on you.”

“What about Cynthia? Or Laura. They’re both in; I saw them in the break room.”

“You have an established rapport with the patient in Room 307.”

I had to think for a moment to know who was in that room; then, I felt cold all over, knowing it was Quinn. “O—Oh,” I said.

“It’s complicated. Normally, when we need… semen… we make sure a female nurse completes the, uh, task. You can really damage a man’s ego by sending in a male nurse. But in this case, the patient identifies as… female—and you’ve already administered a sponge bath. And when we asked, she said she preferred you for sensitive… extractions.”

“She picked me!?” I gasped.

My boss stared into my eyes with a blank expression on her face. “So can you just get the sample done so we can stop talking about it?”

She turned to the shelf where the Extractor lived: collecting dust, used only once every couple of years, in the rare case that a doctor needed a semen sample from an individual who couldn’t produce one without assistance.

I put the heavy box on a cart, with a tub of lubricant, and that pile of old, dated porno magazines. I felt so humiliated as I went down the hallway; I made sure to move fast, to keep the number of interactions to a minimum. Then, when I reached her shared door, I paused.

My heart stammered as I remembered my boss telling me that I was picked by the patient for this particular operation. Why me? Why couldn’t she have asked for a woman to do it? Did she think that I was the most… accepting?

I bit my tongue and took a deep breath. “Here goes nothing,” I whispered, and then I went into her curtained stall.

She was sitting up, looking surprisingly healthy. Her arms appeared fine, though she wasn’t using them. Her legs weren’t suspended, and only one was still in a cast. “How are we feeling today?” I asked, trying to force a smile—but I could see that she was eyeing my cart: the porno magazines and that horrible box, which had billowing wires and dials made of chunks of hideous metal bits.

“W—What’s that?” she asked.

“This is what we’re going to use to extract our… um… sample.”

I eyed her chart for a moment, even though it wasn’t my business; I wanted to know what this sample was for. She was in an accident that left her arms and legs shattered—and what did any of that have to do with reproductive organs?
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There was a long writeup from the day before—hard to read, but it seemed that Quinn’s feminizing hormone prescription had been put on hold following the accident, and now they were assessing whether it was safe to resume. ‘Patient is concerned that too much time off of hormones will undo progress,’ wrote the doctor.

Quinn was still staring at the box. “It will do all the work,” I said. “Don’t be embarrassed; it’s just… procedure.”

“O—Okay,” she replied.

She carefully opened up her gown for me, exposing her flaccid penis, which was heavy and resting between her thighs like a sleeping anaconda. “I’ll need you to, um, stimulate some… arousal,” I said to her.

I showed her the magazines and she blushed. She pushed the top couple aside. There was only one with men: ‘Gay Boys’ was the title, and the ‘men’ were all barely legal and dressed younger. “These aren’t really my… thing,” she said.

“I understand. This is just what the hospital has. You can use your phone and pull up whatever you want.”

“This is so awkward,” she said, turning away from me.

“It doesn’t have to be. It’s just so we can check up on your health.” I smiled, but felt just as humiliated as she looked.

I looked away while she went on her phone. I stared at the wall, pretending like I was tinkering with that box while she used her phone to try to muster up some material to make her ‘excited’. I won’t go into excruciating detail of the awkwardness; I will just say that it took a long fifteen minutes before she finally said, “Okay, you can put it on me.”

I turned around and saw it: her erection, standing upright, throbbing, red at the tip.

“O—Okay,” I said. “Let’s get started with the, uh, extraction.”

I took that heavy box and made sure the bottom hole was all the way open. Then, I lowered it down with both hands (it was too heavy to hold with just one hand.”

But getting her erect tip into the hole wasn’t so easy, with the angle her penis was at. I strained and groaned as I tried to line one up with the other. “Is there any way you can hold it, uh, straight.”

She had to strain just to get her hand to her crotch. She looked like she was in so much pain, just using her fingers to make her cock pointing upright. I felt bad, realizing just how handicapped she was in her state. I blushed, and then I got the job done—at least the job of getting the box onto her lap.

But then she winced. “It hurts,” she said with strain.

“Why?”

“The box is too… small. My tip is mashed against the top of it.”

I lifted the box up about three inches, and that elevated the pain. But I couldn’t run it while also holding it. I still had to crank the lever to narrow the opening, to create tension so the damned thing could actually jerk her off.

What a piece of junk.

Now, I was remembering what the head nurse had told me, about it being easier with a rubber glove and some vaseline.

This thing was just horrible. I managed to get a hand on the dial to increase the tightness—but with just two small cranks, she was gasping in pain. Now, she was losing that erection between the humiliation and the soreness.

“I—I don’t know if I can do this,” she said, flushing dark red.

I looked at her for a moment, looked at the machine, and then sighed. I pulled the box off of her lap, letting her cock fall out. My heart raced as I looked at that throbbing member—and then that loo on her face: embarrassed disappointment. I think she was a bit upset that her sexual tension wasn’t going to be released after all—even if it was in the most humiliating way possible.

So I bit down on my tongue. I squirmed and fought myself for a moment before saying, “I’ll just get the sample manually. It’s no problem.” I cleared my throat and produced a smile. “Just pull up some material online and I’ll get it done… quickly. Okay?”

“I can’t use my phone any longer; it hurts too badly,” she said. Her hands were now limp on the bed. Just finding the material to get her hard had taken everything out of her.

So I offered to look up something for her. “What’s, uh, your preference.”

“Maybe a naked male,” she whispered.

“Okay. No problem.”

I found some image galleries of naked men, posing erect, with lots of muscles.

“I’m actually not that into big muscles,” she said softly. “Something less intimidating, if possible.”

I found another batch of men, and then she gave me more direction. “I prefer brunets,” she said. So I found men with brown hair. And with each direction, her model of choice became more like… me.

In fact, the man we finally found, was nervously similar to me, but I said nothing. I propped her phone up for her and she stared at it while I began to procedure: lots of lubricant spread up and down every part of her long, veiny shaft. I started slow, massaging gently until the shaft was firm again. Then, with a firm grasp, I began to slide up and down, looking away, trying to keep this as medical and professional as possible. In my free hand, I now had the little plastic cup to capture the sample.

I could feel her throbbing. The heat easily penetrated that rubber glove. Everything about this felt… wrong. But I was giving her what she needed—what the doctor needed. I was just doing my job.

I could feel her swollen tip beginning to twitch and pulse. I heard a small moan escape her lips.

“Just, uh, warn me so I can catch the… sample,” I said.

“Okay,” she said softly.

I kept jerking. I let my gaze turn to that shaft, watching my fingers sliding up and down as the excess lubricant squished between my digits, dripping down onto her thighs. As that lube heated up, it became thinner and runnier; it began to drip down the length of my elbow.

“Just like that,” Quinn whispered, taking me by surprise.

Now, her eyes were closed.

“Oh God, yes,” she moaned, She bit her lip and opened her eyes, now staring at her cock.

“Are you about to ejaculate?” I asked.

“Not yet. Keep going. Don’t stop. Oh God, don’t stop, Dave. Don’t stop. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

Her tip was dark red now. Her face was dark red. Her body was strained—which probably hurt. I couldn’t help but think that she was holding back to make the pleasure last longer, which was maybe nice for her, but not ideal for me.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop,” she kept repeating, her voice increasingly strained. “Oh fuck, don’t you dare fucking stop. That feels so fucking good. Pump my tip. Pump my fucking tip. Yes—Yes! Just like that, Dave. Fuck! That feels so fucking good! Oh God, don’t you dare fucking stop!”

She was getting louder, forgetting that we were in a shared space. The neighbours were surely listening now, so my upcoming rounds were going to be extra awkward. I thought about reminding Quinn that we were in a shared area, but I figured she’d already suffered enough humiliation—and I didn’t want to make the finale take any longer. I was sure she was close… So why wasn’t she coming yet?

I squeezed my grip and pumped harder and faster. I eyed her cock again, which was so big, so thick—and so dense. I could hardly wrap my fingers around it.

[image: Orgasm]



“Fucking hell!” she gasped. “Yes, Dave! Yes! It feels so fucking good. Pump me hard. Pump me like a fucking slut! Make me fucking cum! Just like that! Don’t fucking stop! Don’t you dare fucking stop! Oh, fuck! Fuck! Oh God! Yes! Don’t fucking stop! Fuck me like a little slut! Fucking pump my cock like a slut—you fucking slut! Oh God! You’re making me fucking cum, you beautiful little whore! Jerk me off! Make me fucking cum! Harder! Pump me fucking harder! Yes! Just like that! Oh God, yes! Don’t fucking stop! I’m coming! I’m coming! I’m fucking coming! Yes! Oh God! It’s happening!” She screamed, and I was ready—fumbling with that little plastic container over her fat, reddened tip as it began to spew thick blasts of white, creamy jizz. The contained instantly became warm, steaming up, making it hard to see just how much product was filling it up.

“Fuck! Oh my fucking God! Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh God, yes! Yes!” she screamed. “I’m fucking coming! I’m fucking coming! Oh God! It feels so fucking good! It feels so fucking good! It feels so fucking…” Suddenly, her sensibilities returned to her and she blinked a few times. A paleness replaced her redness as she realized she was in a shared space and everyone had heard her loud orgasm.

She looked at me slowly. I smiled at her, trying to act natural. “I’m so, so sorry,” she said, humiliated beyond belief. “I—I don’t know what just happened.”

“Don’t apologize,” I said.

“I didn’t mean to be so…” She didn’t finish the sentence.

“Don’t worry about it. I got the sample. We’ll get it to the lab. And, uh… Yeah.” I tossed the rubbed gloves into the trash. Then, I grabbed some wipes to clean up her crotch, which was dripping with warm, greasy lubricant. Once she was all cleaned, I covered her throbbing penis with her robe and backed away slowly with the super-warm sample in my hand. I swear steam would have billowed out from that container had I opened it up. “I’ll come back for the Extractor later,” I said.

She looked away from me, embarrassed. I was glad to be gone, glad to be done with that super-awkward job: by far the most awkward job I’d ever had to do in my life.


CHAPTER 5
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It was the next morning when I saw the doctor slipping into her room. I was nearby, preparing a cart for breakfast deliveries, and then I heard the faint voice of the doctor saying, “We detected a few… abnormalities, which I’d like to investigate.”

“Is it serious?” I heard Quinn ask.

“I don’t want to have that conversation yet, until we know for sure what’s going on.”

I sensed the tension of the conversation. That particular doctor was usually a fun, perky guy. When he put on his serious voice, it was usually a bad-news situation.

When I heard the doctor leaving the room, I scurried off, pretending like I’d been minding my business. I went down the hall, fetched some tools for my cart, returned, and that’s when I heard a gentle sobbing. I stood for a moment, making sure I was hearing that sad sound correctly, and then I slipped into the room.

She’d managed to pull herself together with a small smile before I was in front of her, but the redness in her eyes gave her away. “Good morning,” I said.

“Hi Dave,” she said softly.

I went about my business. Usually, she watched me. But today, she had her gaze pointed at her lap. She was lost in thought—and I decided that I wasn’t going to pry. Maybe she wanted someone to vent to—or maybe it wasn’t something she wanted to talk about at all. I left her with the lunch order form and then I skirted out.

But for the whole morning, I couldn’t help but wonder what was wrong. Was it something serious? Or was she just reacting dramatically because of some hormonal imbalance? She was off of her hormone pills, after all, and the body tends to swing in dramatic mood shifts when calibrating to new levels of this and that.

When I went in to drop off her lunch, she was in the bathroom. I took the opportunity to peek at her chart. I had to squint to read the words ‘hereditary antithrombin deficiency’. I looked it up later, on my phone, and saw that it was a genetic issue that made a patient more susceptible to pulmonary embolisms—which can be fatal. And in my quick research, I discovered that it’s more common in women, because heightened estrogen in the blood can increase the risk of embolism.

Later that afternoon, I was ordered to Quinn’s room by my boss. “The doctor wants her standing up every couple of hours.” Of course, this was to make sure there were no blood clots from inactivity—but standing up is hard when you’ve been mangled up in an accident.

So helping Quinn up was a terrible thing to do every few hours. She would cry out in pain, with weight being put on muscles that simply weren’t prepared to handle weight—but the consequence of inactivity was far worse than the pain of standing.

By the end of that night, Quinn was in rough shape; her skin was pale and she truly wasn’t able to move—not even a finger, without wincing with pain. I sat and fed her food, like a parent feeding a baby.

“I’m sorry,” she said with a strained voice. “This is so embarrassing.”

“It’s just part of recovering,” I told her with a soft smile. I didn’t mind; it was my job, after all.

“I never wanted to be useless like this.”

“It won’t be forever,” I told her.

She looked into my eyes. Her lashes batted together and her eyes flashed, making my heart flutter. I don’t know why those sensations were pulsing in me. I don’t know why I was feeling anything at all…

I felt bad for her—but in a different way than normal. I mean—I worked in a hospital; I felt bad for people every day… but her situation just seemed… different. She was so vulnerable, so fragile, so… hopeless. But it was extra-terrible because she looked so precious, so beautiful, so… perfect. Her face, I mean, was quite perfect—too pretty to be stuck in a hospital bed. She was young, and fit. She just had so much potential.

The next morning, I caught a glance of her updated chart. They’d been running more tests while I was between shifts: monitoring levels of this and that.

“We need another sample,” my boss told me.

So I put on the rubber glove and fetched the lubricant. I asked her what she wanted on her phone, and she told me she was fine just closing her eyes. I removed her penis from her loose hospital gown, massaged lubricant around her whole cock, and I began to stroke once she was hard enough to stroke.

This time, I looked curiously at her cock. For a moment, it really did feel clinical. I mean—it wasn’t any weirder than other tasks I had to do (on a somewhat regular basis). I often had to push pills into the assholes of patients. I sometimes had to lift up the droopy ball sacks of old men so ultrasound technicians could scan an enlarged prostate. I’d had fingers inside of postpartum vaginas, and—sorry to gross you out—fingers inside of gaping wounds. I’d been in the operating room more than a dozen times for ‘foreign object removals’—often men who ‘fell’ onto the sex toys of their wives. “Someone left it upright on a chair! I swear!”

So massaging an organ to produce a sample… it really wasn’t that strange. In fact, it was much better than most of the aforementioned, because Quinn was clean; Quinn was young and smooth and she smelled amazing. And she apparently appreciated what I was doing for her, because she would moan louder and louder and louder. She even reached out and grabbed my hair with both of her hands—seemingly not even noticing. She would pull and cry out, and I let her do it while I stroked her harder and harder.

“Yes! Yes!” she cried. “Yes! Just like that. Oh my God—right there. Keep rubbing my tip, just like that. Fuck, Dave, you’re going to make me cum fucking buckets if you keep rubbing me like that. Oh God, yes! Don’t fucking stop! Don’t you fucking stop! Yes! Yes!” I was a bit surprised when I saw that her eyes were now open and she was looking right at me, burning with intensity.

It was kind of nice to give her something to look forward to. Her days were filled with dread, pain, and terrible doctor visits. But when I was collecting samples, she was in euphoric bliss: a vacation from all of those terrible problems.

“Jerk me off, you fucking whore!” she cried out. She had a dirty mouth. She liked to call me slut and whore. She liked to scream out “Fuck!”.

“Harder! Squeeze it fucking harder! Faster! Pump my big, fat cock! Oh, you fucking love it, you slut! Make me cum! Make me fucking cum!”

Then, after erupting into a small plastic container, her sensibilities would return and red humiliation would cover her whole face. “I’m so, so sorry,” she would say, as if she was coming back from a demonic possession.

“I don’t mind,” I would say, blushing.

Now, the doctor was requesting new samples each day, closely monitoring levels of something or another, trying to decide whether Quinn could continue with her gender transition—at least on a hormonal level. I tried to make sense of Quinn’s chart, but between the sloppy handwriting and the advanced medical jargon… let’s just say that it wasn’t for me to make sense of.

It was a Friday when my boss told me, “No sample needed today.”

I was a bit surprised; for eight straight days, I’d been milking Quinn to collect samples—and it was something that I’d come to look forward to, because it was the only time I got to see Quinn with a smile on her face.

And when I saw Quinn that morning, during the usual ‘jerk off time’, she smiled at me, excited, and I hated the thought of letting her down. In fact: the thought of letting her down was so awful, that I decided to just do it again anyway, for her sake.

But Quinn was loud when she was getting jerked off—so loud that many of the nurses would tease me after—even nurses that worked in different departments. “The, uh, doctor wants a sample after you’ve done your exercises,” I lied. Her exercises weren’t too intense: just a couple minutes on her feet, and some raising and lowering of the arms. “Maybe we can get you to walk to the wheelchair over there, and I can take you to the physio room.” I knew for a fact that physio wasn’t in until noon, so that room would be empty for a few hours—and that room had better sound proofing than any other room in the building.

So I helped Quinn up and I helped her walk to the wheelchair. I wheeled her to the physio room and helped her to complete her few minutes of exercise. Then, I had her spread her legs as I went to lock the door. “Let’s collect your sample.”

She was grinning with excitement; how could I take this away from her?

I went through the usual process: lubricating her shaft, massaging her around her whole package to stimulate blood flow—but this time, she was erect within seconds. She blushed and smiled as her long cock stood upright. It looked… bigger—maybe because she was now sitting in a wheelchair, and not laying in a hospital bed. “Wow,” I said.

“What?” she asked.

I cleared my throat. “Oh. No—Nothing. Sorry, I was just, uh… thinking about something else. Okay. Let’s, uh, do this.”

I began stroking her. It was off to a totally normal start. She began to moan softly, squirming slightly in her seat. She swayed her hips from side to side, showing off a bit more mobility than usual.

Then, she began to talk dirty. “Oh, fuck yes,” she moaned. “Fuck yes—just like that. You know how I fucking like it. Big, long strokes—just like that. Fuck—you’re so good with your fucking hands.” Sure, it was awkward, like usual, but I was used to her ‘uncontrollable horniness’.

She was throbbing hard. Her veins were thicker than usual. Her tip was more bloated than usual. Her cock kept twitching violently, as if she was about to cum.
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Then, she was unusually silent for a few dozen seconds. “Does this feel okay?” I asked her.

“It’s fucking amazing,” she moaned. “I—I feel like I’m about to come.”

“Should I get the cup?”

“Not yet,” she moaned. Then, she let out a long, loud groan. “Fucking suck me.”

I paused for a moment, and then I kept stroking. I pretended like I hadn’t heard her.

“I said, suck me,” she said, and then she suddenly grabbed my hair and pulled in my head. I don’t know why, but my mouth opened instinctively. I accepted the cock into my mouth. It was so strange, feeling that warm, throbbing dick on my tongue. I froze up, shocked.

Now, she was using my head like a sort of sex toy, pulling on my hair to make my head go up and down the length of her cock. I was giving her a blowjob…

I was performing a blowjob.

After the shock wore off, I tried to compose myself. Okay—maybe it was weird, but it wasn’t so bad. She was clean, she smelled good, and her pubic hair was in fine order: trimmed, soft, and… cute. It was a lot like… going down on a woman. So I tried not to think it was so unusual, and I gifted her that blowjob.

She was hard: oozing pre-cum in my mouth as I sucked her.

“Fuck! That feels so fucking good!” she moaned. “Oh my God, your mouth is so fucking amazing. Fuck! Suck my fucking cock, you beautiful little slut. Oh God… Oh God! That feels so fucking good!”

And then, without warning, she ejaculated. I gasped—and she held my head down, forcing me to accept her cumshot: sweet, thick, creamy ejaculation pooling on my tongue. “Fucking swallow it,” she groaned, still oozing cum.

And for some reason, I followed her command. I swallowed her fat loan, and then she released me. And by the time I looked at her face, reality had already returned to her and she was pale, eyes wide, lips parted. “I—I’m sorry,” she said.

I wiped my lips. “It’s fine,” I said softly, embarrassed.

“I—I can’t believe I just did that. I’m so, so sorry.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

“I’m so embarrassed.”

“Don’t be.”

She covered her eyes. “I’m such an idiot,” she said. “I just—I haven’t been taking my hormones, and… I’m all out of balance. I think it’s the… testosterone… coming back. I’m not used to this.”

“It’s fine,” I laughed, but the taste of her sweet cum was still in my mouth. “It’s not that big of a deal.” I was trying not to think of the fact that I’d just performed a blowjob and swallowed a load of cum.

She made an awkward smile and then said, “I guess we’ll have to try again in a bit for a sample.”

I blushed. I didn’t want to tell her that the sample wasn’t necessary—or even requested. But in order to perpetuate the ‘lie’, I now needed to produce an actual sample—so we tried again two hours later, back in that physio room, just thirty minutes before the physio department was due to open up for the morning.

This time, we got our sample.


CHAPTER 6
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Four days went by with no more requests for samples. I checked her chart and saw that there hadn’t been any new prescriptions. Quinn had told me (during one of our conversations) that she was praying to God that the doctors would approve her to continue her hormone therapy. “All I’ve ever wanted is to pass as a girl, and I feel like I was so close.”

“You pass just fine,” I told her. “I had no idea that you weren’t a girl—I mean, biologically speaking.”

She smiled. “That’s really sweet. But there are small things… things that I notice every time I look in the mirror. And now, those things are becoming more and more evident every day that the male hormones come back. The doctor thinks that I need to let the testosterone back in.”

“Why?” I asked.

“He said something about equilibrium.” She almost appeared to be rolling her eyes—and I understood her frustration…

“But your life is more important. He’s a doctor. He’s only concerned about your health.”

“I know,” she sighed. “I get it. And with this condition… that might just be the end of transitioning.”

“Don’t say that.”

But the very next day, Quinn received her new prescription. The doctor wasn’t sure that she would take the pills, so I was ordered to ensure consumption. The pills were to stimulate testosterone. She cried when she took the first one, but she did take it without a fight. She understood that being alive was more important than whatever feminine characteristics she would preserve from not taking it.

It was sad to see her like that. She had to take a pill every six hours—and it was not long before the hormones were making a difference in her attitude—particularly her sex drive.

When I was helping her to change her bed sheets, she looked right into my eyes and said, “Please tell me you need another sample.”

She had a burning intensity in her gaze: her eyes were begging for me to get her off. Her arms were still not mobile enough to complete the task comfortably.

“Not today,” I told her. She groaned and squirmed and then later, she apologized for being so ‘horny’.

I remembered when the other nurse told me, about men having ‘needs’. Well, Quinn, now taking male hormones, in her male-born body, had those same needs.

So, late that night, saying nothing to her, I gently pulled apart her robe, squirted some lubricant into my hand, and began to massage her shaft.

“They need a sample?” she asked, perking up.

I shook my head, but said nothing else—and she understood that I was just doing her a favour. She rested her head back and enjoyed the next five minutes as I stroked, jerked, and pumped her long, beautiful cock until she was ejaculating onto her own chest. I cleaned her up and left her alone for the night.

The next night, she blushed and looked me in the eyes and said, “Could you do that thing again?”

So, I did it again. I jerked her off—and I even sucked her tip a little bit to make her happy, to put a smile on her face, to give her a little bit of something to look forward to during her bleak, tedious days in that sterile, miserable institution.

Now, on testosterone, her cum-shots were bigger, thicker, creamier, whiter. They tasted more bitter. The substance was stickier and harder to swallow, harder to get off of my teeth and the insides of my cheeks. Otherwise, nothing seemed different. Quinn was still smooth and clean and she smelled like a girl. Her face was still beautiful, her breasts were still perky and round. Her frame seemed unchanged, though she was convinced that she was starting to lose her hips; it was honestly hard to tell one way or another.

And maybe, had I not gotten so used to her ejaculations over the past week or so, the new thicker, fuller substance would have put me off… it was, after all, more like my own cum now… But still, it was hard to see it as being at all masculine, with her feminine appearance, her feminine smell, and what was most feminine about her: her personality.

But the testosterone was making one additional change that was impossible not to notice: her erections were now firmer—and maybe even bigger. Her cock was so hard! It was like a concrete pillar between her legs. Her foreskin was stretched back so tight that I was worried I would rip it by gently pulling back on her shaft. The intense hardness of her cock made it extra sensitive—so she moaned even louder when I stroked her. She screamed when she was close to orgasm. It was becoming difficult to do these ‘favours’ for her, with her being so loud. I didn’t want to get in trouble for being inappropriate, so I would always wheel her to private rooms—but even then, people heard us.

Some of the nurses began to assume that I was having a relationship with her. “Not gay, huh?” an older nurse named Linda said to me with a wink and a grin. I didn’t love the comment, which not only insinuated that I was involved with Quinn, but also that Quinn was a male, therefore our apparent relationship was homosexual in nature.

I decided not to say anything. I didn’t want to get myself in trouble.

Another nurse told me, in frustration, “For every hour you sneak away with your little girlfriend, you should get your pay docked.”

Again, I said nothing. I saw what I was doing as purely medical. It was therapy. Part of my job was making patients comfortable, and this particular patient was immobile and filled with hormones that would giving her extremely uncomfortable urges.

Besides: people recover faster when they’re healthier.

But… it was a few days later when I felt her pulling hard on my hair, while I was sucking her, that I realized she’d probably recovered enough to pleasure herself. She could now use her hands quite comfortably, and the doctor had cleared her for light arm use. She no longer ended up in pain when she used her arms, and a successful surgery had taken away some of the nerve pain she was experiencing.

Yet there I was, still coming in to jerk her off. She wasn’t saying anything… She liked it and probably didn’t want it to stop. She was choosing not to say anything, and maybe I was doing the same.

So was this still medical, or was it… sex? Well, I got my answer a couple of days later when she said, “Do you want to feel it in you?” as I started to pump her off.

“What?” I said.

“You can… sit on my lap,” she said softly, blushing. “And feel it inside of you. You’ll like it.”

I was frozen, pale, at a loss for words. I looked at her hard, towering erection. I’d never had anything in my ass before—though I’d seen some things before. I think I already mentioned the foreign object removals I’d been a part of—one of which had us removing an eighteen-inch zucchini from a man’s rectum. If he could take that, then I could probably handle Quinn’s eight inches…

My heart skipped a beat. Was I really considering this?

She was looking into my eyes. “I promise it will feel good.”

After an internal struggle, I decided to… be open-minded. A part of me did want to know what it felt like. During previous jerk-offs, she’d mentioned (in her horny, uncontrolled rants) that she wanted to “fuck my little asshole,” and during those periods, I’d thought about it.

Now, I was lowering myself down, pants on the ground next to the hospital bed. I felt her warm, lubricated tip pushing against my hole. I closed my eyes and tried to unclench. I felt the penetration; I felt her pushing deep, stretching me wide. Her hands found my hips and she guided me down. She pushed every inch into me. Her veiny girth stretched me wide.

She pushed deep, until her pelvis was pressed into my ass, and then she began to thrust up into me, proving that she could use her hips to some degree; sure, I had to do most of the work, but her recovery had certainly advanced to the next stage.

I went weak and folded forward. I felt her lips press against mine, and suddenly we were kissing as her long shaft drove in and out of me. My God, she was so hard! Every thrust made me gasp, made me clench my fingers into her chest. I was probably hurting her, bent over her like that, but I couldn’t help myself.

She began thrusting faster and faster. I yelled. I clenched. I groaned. Then, I came: my cock began to unload onto her naked stomach, which made her giggle for a moment. She used her hand to smear it up her chest and across her breasts, and then she went back to the business of stuffing and fucking me until she let out a bellow and filled my hole with thick, creamy, warm cum.

I moaned and we kissed again. And now I knew that this really wasn’t medical; our relationship had evolved from that of a nurse-patient relationship to something much more intimate.

And it should have been obvious long before that. I spent almost every spare moment at work in her room, chatting with her, keeping her company—and using her to keep me company. She was the reason I looked forward to going into work. She was the reason I left work smiling each night. We would sometimes talk for hours on quiet nights—assuming I wasn’t needed elsewhere. I knew all about her sisters, her parents, her schooling years, and her dreams and aspirations.

And then, that night, as I was putting a piece of paper tower in my boxers to catch the draining ejaculation, she said, “I was beat up.”

“What?” I said.

“That’s why I’m here. I was… beat up. He pushed me down the stairs.” Her eyes began to glisten, then they began to water.

“Who did? Do the police know this?”

She shook her head. “My boyfriend… I mean—my ex-boyfriend.”

I was stunned. I stuttered. “W—Why? What happened?”

“He got angry. He, uh, found out that I’d added one of his friends on Facebook: a female friend that he’d introduced me to earlier that day.”

“So what?” I said.

“Well, I didn’t know that he didn’t want me adding anyone on my Facebook page.”

I was confused, so I just listened.

“My Facebook is all set to private, so you can only see the pictures and whatnot if you’re, you know, a friend. Well, I was friends with my boyfriend, of course, but nobody else. Then, I saw his friend’s name pop up; she was super sweet when we met in person, so I added her. But I didn’t really realize that my boyfriend hadn’t told anyone that I was trans. I guess it was something… he wanted to keep a secret.

“And on my Facebook page were… some transitioning pictures, updates, that sort of thing. So his friend then found out that I was trans, and that made him upset and… angry.”

“So he beat you up?”

She nodded her head. “He thought that I went and forced him ‘out’ to his friends and family by adding her. He was angry. He punched me in the chest. He grabbed my arm and twisted it, breaking it. He kicked me in the back of the knee when I was on the ground. Then he… pushed me down the stairs. A—A neighbour heard me screaming and came in, thankfully, because I think he would have killed me.

“Henrik told the paramedics that I fell down the stairs, and he looked at me with this… look—as if to say, if you tell anyone what happened, I’ll kill you.”

“Wait,” I said, my heart skipping a beat as my skin went cold. “Did you just say… Henrik?”

“That’s his name—my, uh, now-ex, I guess. I mean—my stuff is still at his place, but I’ll probably just leave it there; there’s no way I’m going back for it. And I don’t know if he’s expecting me to go back to him. He hasn’t reached out to me since I’ve been here.”

“Quinn, this is insane,” I said. My heart was racing now. Could it be the same Henrik? How many people named Henrik could be in the city dating trans girls? “You need to tell the police.”

“I’m afraid he’ll come after me,” she said, wiping a tear from her eye.

“The police need to arrest him,” I said.

Henrik was my friend—my best friend, and a friend who I’d considered a friend for longer than any friend I’d ever had—but if these allegations were true, there was no excuse; he couldn’t get away with this.

“I just…” she said.

“What?”

“I just need to accept that I messed up,” she said.

I was stunned—not sure I was even hearing her correctly.

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“It’s my reality. I’m… trans. And people don’t generally accept that. I should have known that I would start rumours by adding his friend. It was a stupid mistake on my part, and I have to learn to be more careful.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said, shaking my head.

Then, she looked into my eyes. “If we were together,” she said softly, wiping away another tear. “Would you… tell your friends?”

Well—I wouldn’t tell Henrik, knowing he could fly into a violent rage. But Henrik really didn’t seem like the type to be furious about such things. I mean—he even told me that he was dating a trans girl. How was he capable of such a frightening amount of evil? And what about my other friends? Were they harbouring just as much evil inside of them? What about my family? Would they react with as much vitriol?

“I—I don’t know,” I said. I thought it would be an easy question to answer. I would have answered it easily a few minutes earlier—but now, knowing about what Henrik had done… it wasn’t so simple at all. Knowing that the outward opinions that people project don’t necessarily line up with the opinions that they harbour; how can you know if people are whispering about you behind closed doors?
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Quinn looked sad: disappointed in my answer, but I wasn’t going to lie to her; I could only tell her the truth, and the truth was: I had no idea what I would do if I was in a relationship with her. She was a convincing girl, and maybe life would just be easier if people didn’t know that she used to be male. Maybe I would feel uncomfortable if word got out that my girlfriend had a penis. If people knew it, they would probably begin to whisper and gossip. I knew how frustrating it was to be accused of being something that I wasn’t; patients were always insinuating that I was gay. I had nothing against gay people, but something about the assumption was downright frustrating.

“Sorry, Quinn,” I said.

But she said nothing back.


CHAPTER 7
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Apart of me refused to believe that she was talking about the same Hendrik. I did not believe that my best friend was capable of such a horrendous act. After all, he told me that he was dating a trans girl—and he told me with a bit of pride too. If he was willing to be that open and confident about it with me, was he really the type of guy to flip on a dime and commit an act of horrible violence?

For days, the news plagued me. I was given a day off of work, and Henrik reached out to me. “Want to meet at a bar?” he asked, and I decided that it would be best to ask him directly, in person, where I could watch his body language.

So we met at our usual bar, at the usual time. He gave me a hug and told me it was nice to see me. “It always seems like such a long time between meetings,” he said.

“It does,” I said.

I didn’t go right into it; I didn’t want to rouse suspicion. The last thing I wanted to do was to get Quinn into trouble. So I played it cool. We talked hockey, we talked new music albums. Henrik was currently very much into the new Arctic Monkeys album, and I was trying to convince him to give the new Greta Van Fleet album a proper listen, with good speakers.

He was laid back, relaxed. He had a few drinks and laughed and showed no signs of violent potential. So, deep into the evening, I asked him, “How are things with that girl?”

He blinked a few times and then squinted. “Which one?” he asked with a small laugh.

“The one who you said was… the one,” I laughed.

“Oh,” he said, rolling his eyes. “Yeah, well… I guess I was wrong and you were right. It didn’t work out. We just didn’t click.”

“No?”

He shook his head, and then he asked if I saw the Blackhawks game the night before.

“What was her name?” I asked.

“Why does it matter?”

“I’m just curious,” I said.

“Honestly, man, I’m just trying to forget about her. It was a blip of judgement. I got swept up, but I pulled myself together.” He laughed. “Why are you so interested?”

“I was just curious. You never gave me her name.”

“Why does it matter?”

“It doesn’t matter,” I said.

“Good. Then let’s drop it.”

And the room turned silent. I felt off about the whole thing. Why was he being so weird about it? Why wouldn’t he just tell me what happened? It was really starting to seem like he had something to hide.

“Any new girls in your life?” I asked.

He grinned. “Well,” he said. “There’s this goth chick who’s been really into me. I never thought a goth girl would be my type, but… man—she’s pretty damn sexy in those black dresses.”

I tried a few more times to ask about his ex-girlfriend, but each time, he got tense and annoyed—and his annoyance was quickly turning into suspicion, so I knew that I needed to back off. I still had no idea if I was talking to someone with violent potential, or if Henrik was still just… Henrik.

I didn’t know what to believe any longer. Before leaving the bar, I noticed a cut across his knuckles: a cut that could have been procured from punching another individual. I’d stitched up many post-fist-fight knuckles… but was Henrik really capable of punching a defenceless girl?

It was weighing on me and I had no idea who to believe.
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It was three nights later: a quiet night in the hospital. A storm outside had people staying in for the evening, which meant fewer patients coming into the hospital. Our department was largely filled with car accident victims, but the streets were mostly abandoned that night. Six patients had been dismissed from care earlier that afternoon and their rooms had remained vacant.

Nights like that were nice in a way: quiet, low-stress—but in another way, they were tedious, with long periods of sitting around, doing nothing.

I had more time to chat with Quinn. She told me about her childhood dog: a Golden Retriever. I told her that I also grew up with a Golden Retriever. We told stories about our childhood dogs, and then she told me that she would want to get another Golden once she was in a committed relationship.

I blushed and imagined myself with her at a dog park, walking our dog. Fantasies like that one were becoming more frequent. I liked Quinn. I liked imagining myself with her almost as much as I liked being with her physically.

I was maybe starting to fall for her, but I still didn’t have an answer to her question.

She was on painkillers for a surgery she underwent to repair damage to her left femur. Those painkillers made her lethargic, so she was fast asleep by 9:00 PM, making that hospital even more quiet.

A couple nurses were sent home. “We’ll call you back in if it suddenly gets crazy,” they were told, but we all knew it wasn’t going to happen—at least not in the way that we expected.

It was midnight and all of the patients were gently snoring. I had to wake one patient up for a few minutes, as per concession protocol, but otherwise, my plate was empty. I was just waiting to be needed.

A couple of the nurses went to the rest room, to catch an hour or two of sleep in case they needed to be extra-alert. I thought about doing the same, but there was a nagging inside of me that wouldn’t let me rest. Instead, I went up and down the halls, feeling like something was off. It almost seemed like there was something that I’d forgotten to do, but I couldn’t quite think about what it was.

I stopped at the very end of the hallway, near the radiology lab. I leaned against the wall. I pulled out my phone and looked at my Facebook, just to see if there was anything interesting happening in the lives of people I hardly knew. Then, I saw that Henrik was online.

That was curious to me—awake so late on a weeknight.

I didn’t think much of it.

I kept pacing. I went to the cafeteria and got a small sandwich, which I hate while chatting with the custodian, who told me that his daughter’s hamster had fallen into the fish tank, and they discovered it in the morning, half-eaten by the daughter’s angelfish.

Then, I started back to my own department, three floors up. I opted out of taking the elevator, figuring the stairs would get my blood flowing, thus keeping me awake. One flight ahead of me was a man in a hoodie who simply didn’t seem to belong.

He was wearing black joggers, and that hood was over his head. He moved slowly, not seeming to notice that I was about fifteen steps behind him. I paused and let him get ahead, and then I noticed a glint in his hand: something metallic and… sharp.

He passed through the door, onto my floor, so I quietly jogged to catch up with him.

My heart hammered in my chest as I slowly ascended the stairs behind the figure. With each step, the distance between us lessened and my sense of foreboding heightened. This man was out of place, an anomaly in the normally bustling hospital, and something about the situation had me on high alert. He wore a hooded sweatshirt and black joggers, a stark contrast to the hospital staff's scrubs or the casual clothes of visiting families.
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I was still a good fifteen feet away when that flash of metal in his hand caught my attention again. My blood turned cold as I recognized the gleam of a knife. A million scenarios flashed through my mind, each one more horrifying than the last. I instinctively reached for my phone, ready to call for security, but realized I’d left it in the break room.

Without my phone, I had two options: leave to get help and risk the man getting away, or confront him myself. I hadn’t yet seen his face, but somehow, something about him seemed familiar...

He stepped onto my floor, turning right towards the patient rooms. A sudden surge of fear gripped me as I realized where he was heading: Quinn's room was in that direction.

“Hey!” I called out, but the sound seemed to be swallowed by the stark hospital walls, and he didn't slow. The sight of his retreating back lit a fire in me and, casting aside my doubts, I charged after him.

He reached Quinn's room just as I caught up. Lunging forward, I grabbed him by the shoulder, but he spun, knocking me back. I stumbled, barely keeping my footing. He didn't pause, intent on reaching the room.

Adrenaline pumping, I threw myself at him. We crashed to the floor, a tangle of limbs. He squirmed beneath me, a wild animal cornered, but I managed to pin him down. A sharp pain radiated from my side and I realized he had managed to stab me with the knife. I gasped, but didn't let go.

I heard a gasp and looked up to see Quinn, now sitting up in her bed, woken up by the conflict, confusion and fear clear on her face. "Dave? What's happening?"

“Stay back, Quinn!” I ground out, praying she’d listen. “Call for help!”

As we wrestled on the floor, his hood slipped back, revealing his face. I felt like I'd been punched in the stomach: it was Henrik, his eyes wild with fear and desperation.

"Dave...please," Henrik begged, his breaths coming in short, panicked gasps. "I didn't want you to get involved."

Shock turned to anger as the betrayal set in. "I can't let you hurt her, Henrik!"

My distraction gave him the upper hand. His fist connected with my face, and for a moment, I saw stars. He tried to break free, but I tightened my grip, determined not to let him escape.

Pain, betrayal, and adrenaline fuelled me as I fought to keep Henrik down, hoping help would arrive soon.

Henrik continued to struggle beneath me, his breaths shallow and uneven. His gaze darted towards Quinn's room, terror etched onto his features. "Dave, you don't understand," he pleaded again, but his words fell on deaf ears.

"Help!" I yelled as loud as I could, hoping someone would hear. Every second was critical. My vision blurred as Henrik thrashed and another sharp pain tore through my side. I gasped, feeling warmth spread across my stomach.

I fought back the blackness threatening to consume me, blinking rapidly to clear my vision. Henrik had stabbed me again, this time deeper, and I could feel myself starting to lose the fight.

But then, the sounds of hurried footsteps echoed in the hallway, growing louder with each passing second: security.

Relief washed over me, but it was quickly replaced by a fresh wave of pain. I had to stay conscious long enough for them to apprehend Henrik.

Henrik took advantage of my momentary lapse, landing a punch on my jaw. But before he could move, two large security officers tackled him to the ground, ripping the knife from his grasp.

As Henrik was pulled away, his wild, desperate gaze locked onto mine, but any sympathy I might've felt was long gone. I fell back against the cold, tile floor, the fight drained out of me. My side burned fiercely, each breath harder to draw than the last.

Suddenly, faces swam into my vision, their words muffled and indistinct. Someone pulled up my shirt, revealing the extent of my wounds. Another voice crackled on a walkie-talkie, calling for immediate medical assistance.

I could feel my consciousness slipping away, the edges of my vision darkening. The last thing I saw before everything went black was Quinn, standing at the doorway, struggling to stand in her sensitive state, her eyes wide with fear.

When I woke up, I was in the emergency room, the harsh, sterile light above me blinding. A team of doctors and nurses bustled around me, their expressions focused and serious. An oxygen mask was pressed against my face, the cold plastic foreign against my skin.

I survived that night, but only just. The stabbing had caused significant internal damage and I'd lost a lot of blood. They told me later that if the security hadn't arrived when they did, I probably wouldn't have made it.

Once Henrik was apprehended by hospital security, the authorities were immediately informed. Given the circumstances of the event, with an attempted murder and a possible link to an unsolved case of assault, the local police department responded promptly.

Henrik was arrested on the spot, and within the hour, police officers swarmed the hospital, interviewing witnesses, gathering evidence, and taking statements. I was unconscious by then, but I was later told about the immediate aftermath.

They had a suspicion that Henrik had assaulted a young woman a few weeks prior—the woman being Quinn. It was the same day that Quinn was admitted to the hospital. She had refused to disclose the identity of her attacker, only stating that she had fallen. But the nature of her injuries suggested otherwise.

Henrik was questioned about his association with Quinn. At first, he denied knowing her, but when they found messages between them on his phone, he eventually confessed. He admitted to assaulting Quinn, stating he was under the impression that she had disclosed their relationship without his consent. He tried to lie, saying that she hit him first—but he later let it slip that this wasn’t the case.

His motive was rooted in fear and ignorance. He felt exposed, and his only solution was violence, both towards Quinn and me, his supposed best friend. His paranoia was such that he planned to eliminate the perceived threat. Whether that was me, or Quinn, or both of us… I’ll never know, sadly.

Henrik was charged with attempted murder and aggravated assault. His actions were condemned widely, the charges levied against him not just for the crimes, but for the betrayal of a trust—an unconscionable act that he had to face the consequences of. I was at the hearing. I had to briefly testify in court, and his gaze found mine and he looked furious with me, as if his demise was my fault and not his own.

The trial was swift and damning. He pleaded guilty to all charges, with his attorney arguing for leniency on the grounds of mental instability. His plea fell on deaf ears. The court had no sympathy for him, particularly in light of the fact that he had caused such brutal harm to someone he claimed to care for and had gone as far as to threaten her life.

The judge passed the sentence: a hefty prison term with no possibility of parole. It was a satisfactory outcome for the prosecution and for Quinn, who was finally able to breathe a sigh of relief.

The days following Henrik’s trial were tough, for both Quinn and myself. We were grappling with our own traumas, coming to terms with what had happened. Yet, amidst the turmoil, our little relationship had become stronger. We were survivors who had faced adversity head-on and emerged from it, not unscathed, but stronger nonetheless.

Quinn’s recovery from her injuries was remarkable. With time, she became stronger, and soon, she was discharged from the hospital. I was by her side when she walked out of the hospital: a free woman—free from her physical traumas, and free from Henrik.

We held hands. We kissed. She glared into my eyes and smiled, and in that moment I knew that we were entertaining far more than just a passing hospital romance.

Life outside the hospital was different. I was no longer her nurse, and she was no longer my patient. But we had formed a connection that was able to be so much more than the confines of the hospital allowed before. Our experience had drawn us together, and we decided to continue to be together, hand in hand.

Quinn moved in with me into my small apartment. It wasn’t fancy, but it was cozy, and it was ours. We had each other, and that was enough.

Love isn’t a sudden occurrence, like a lightning bolt. It's more like a sunrise—slow, gradual, a subtle brightening of the sky until the darkness is completely replaced with light. That was what falling in love with Quinn felt like… Or maybe I was in love with her the moment that I saw her, and I just refused to accept it until after we’d been pushed together by forces beyond our control.

Oh, and the sex was good too. Once Quinn was back to full strength, she proved that she was a serious bedmate. It took some getting used to.

One ordinary day, as we sat on the couch, watching a cute romcom, I realized that I loved her. And as I looked into her eyes, I saw the same love reflected back at me.

Our relationship was not without challenges. We both had our own traumas to deal with, and sometimes, the shadows of our past would creep in. But we faced them together. We listened, we comforted, we held each other close on the difficult nights. And we emerged stronger each time. Again—the sex helped. We were a perfect match under the sheets.

We found joy in simple things. Morning coffees together, walks in the park, shared smiles over private jokes. We learned to embrace our scars, both physical and emotional, as symbols of our resilience. We were two individuals who had seen the worst of humanity, yet chose to believe in the best.

A year after Henrik’s arrest, we adopted a Golden Retriever, just like Quinn had always wanted. We named him Bolt—adorable bugger, and even more adorable once he stopped pissing in the house. He was our sunshine, a furry bundle of love and happiness.

And yes, I told my friends that Quinn was trans, even though they didn’t need to know, nor could anyone tell. It wasn’t their business, but I wanted Quinn to know that I was perfectly comfortable with people knowing. I wanted her to know that I wasn’t like Henrik, and I would never be like Henrik.

THE END
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Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.
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