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TRANS BOUND

Dr. Peter Greer’s career has been full of controversy, particularly after he releases the results of a study which claims to have found a treatment for gender dysphoria, which Dr. Greer refuses to call ‘transgenderism’.

He finds himself as one of the most infamous living scientists, until his car swerves off of a dark, mountain highway. Now the world thinks he’s dead—no one knows that he was saved by a young woman who brings Dr. Greer to her little cabin so she can nurse him back to health. Dr. Greer is grateful for the young woman, though he doesn’t know about her long, thick secret.


CHAPTER I

I don’t know how I managed to crash my car on that December evening. I don’t think it was the black ice that slicked the curvy mountain highway—I was always very careful when driving in the winter. Though I’m sure when they found the twisted metal heap that was my car, they assumed the ice to be the culprit, and I suppose that’s probably for the best.

And when they found the car to be empty, I’m sure they assumed my body was pulled out and dragged off by wild animals. It’s not like anyone could possibly survive such a sight. The car was practically bent in half, flattened from rolling down the steep mountain cliff, and blackened from the oil fire that started shortly after the car hit the hard forest floor. My family was probably slightly consoled by the thought that my death was instant, because how could it not be? Even the airbag didn’t go off. A tree branch vaulted right through the driver side window and out the passenger window.

But that branch didn’t hit me somehow. Had my airbag gone off, it certainly would have, but I must have been lurching forward when the branch penetrated on my way down. I do remember the ringing pair of hitting the back of my head on that thick piece of tree—I think that’s what knocked me out. I was only out for a minute, which is almost long enough for permanent brain damage but not quite. My left leg hurt like a sonofabitch and I couldn’t even feel or move my left arm, so it wasn’t easy crawling through that shattered window that was already half-filled by a thick tree branch.

The fire started when I was half out of the car. It only caught my leg for a few seconds before I was free and on the snow and able to roll the fire out. It still hurt like hell though. I tried to stand up, but I was too weak and sore. I didn’t want to get too far from the burning car because it was -25 C and I was nearly one hundred kilometres from the nearest town. The warmth from that fire was likely what kept me alive for the next hour as I lay in the snow and stared up at the emerging stars, wondering what the hell had happened.

I was being careful. I took the corners slowly. I’d driven that same highway one thousand times before, though I’d never driven it with so much on my mind. But it did feel like there was something wrong with my car. The steering wheel felt stiffer than usual, as if my power steering was malfunctioning. Or perhaps it was just a matter of distraction. I had, as a matter of fact, just come up with the topic of my next paper just a few hours before. I was already starting to consider evidence ideas. It would be a follow-up to my previous paper, which turned out to be surprisingly controversial—surprising to me, at least. It was so controversial that people flew in from all over the country just to tell me that they wanted me dead. Well, it was looking like they were going to get exactly what they wanted.

I didn’t have the energy to crawl more than ten feet, and the fire was already starting to die down. It was dark and snow was beginning to fall. Last I heard they were expecting a heavy dump of snow—heavy enough to bury me and my smouldering vehicle for the rest of the winter.

I had an okay run though. I was never married and I never had kids, but I never wanted kids. I wouldn’t have minded being married, but no woman had ever kept me mentally stimulated for more than fifteen minutes—never mind for a lifetime. There were studies I’d dreamed of conducting, and I’d gotten around to a few of them—that’s better than nothing. I’d crossed half off of the list of my life ambitions, which was better than most people. Right?

Though I hated knowing that I was about to die as a villain: as one of the most hated people in the country, and maybe even the world. In fact, the front page of the Vancouver Star that very morning said ‘Evil Comes To Town’, in reference to my arrival to speak at the Vancouver Science and Medicine Convention. But it was an unfair title, assigned to me by a small group of people who were afraid to face the reality that they were lying to themselves and to their bodies.

They didn’t like a study I’d recently conducted, contrasting the differences between the brains of biological females and the brains of males who self-identify as females. In my study, I felt as though I proved definitively that male and female brains are different, regardless of how people identify. There is no such thing as ‘being born in the wrong body’. Gender dysphoria is a mental illness, just as we suspected before the (in my opinion) fraudulent studies that suggested otherwise. Those studies, by the way, were carried out by facilities with a political agenda, and the science behind them is unreliable.

But my study was reliable. It took me three years to carry out all of the tests, another year to organize my data, and another year to publish my paper. Many medical professionals praised my paper and immediately stopped treating patients with gender dysphoria by prescribing hormones and hormone blockers. Instead, patients were starting to be treated properly: with mild anti-psychotics and plenty of therapy.

And it wasn’t long before the angry mobs starting forming outside of my office and every convention that I spoke at. They would show up with their large rainbow flags and signs that read, ‘Dr. Greer is a Transphobic Monster!’ There were only groups devoted to tracking me around the country, so that more angry mobs could organize. When I went to speak in Seattle, I had a rock thrown at my head and I needed four stitches. They never caught the asshole who threw the rock. When I spoke in Winnipeg, someone slashed all of my tires. When I spoke in Montreal, my speech was cancelled because some loser called the police and said that had bombs set up that they would detonate once I was on the stage. The whole event was subsequently cancelled and the police spent the next six hours searching the building for explosive devices. There weren’t any.

The angry group grew larger and larger as my reputation caught on. After just a few months, the media started to side with the angered. Every city I showed up in, my face would be on every newspaper. ‘The Face of Evil’ was a headline I saw more than once.

I truly though that I was going to be killed by one of the lunatics—some asshole thinking he was doing the world a favour when in reality he was just setting the world even further back than it had already been set over the past decade. I never thought that I would just die from driving off a cliff in the middle of the mountains.


CHAPTER II

I’d never been much of a religious person before, though I wished I had been as I lay hopeless on that snowy forest floor, next to the twisted carnage that once was my car. Growing up, my parents always made me go to church with them, but I always had a hard time believing in any of the fantastic stories—especially once my parents admitted to me that Santa Claus wasn’t real. If I was tricked into believing one lie, how was I supposed to believe in anything fantastic?

Though just as the fire was dying out and I was beginning to drift away, I questioned my religious philosophy. A pair of hands slipped under my arms and began to pull me away from the wreckage. My first thought was that they were the hands of an angel; the timing was just too perfect. The only question on my mind was, were those hands pulling me to safety, or were they pulling me up to heaven? Was this going to be the end of my life, or the beginning of a new life?

I didn’t have the energy to turn my head around to see the face of my angelic saviour. Or maybe my neck was just too stiff from the whiplash. I could only keep my head forward, my gaze on the wreckage and the streak of blood that I was leaving behind. I was losing a lot of blood. I hadn’t even realized that I was bleeding.

My eyes were heavy. I was suddenly tired. I strained to keep my eyes open, knowing there was a good chance I would never open them again. But my exhaustion won the battle. Everything became black and I passed out.

And instead of finding myself in heaven, I had nightmares—though I’m not sure you can truly call them nightmares. They were more like flashbacks.

Just that afternoon, when I showed up to speak at that Vancouver Science and Medicine Conference, I had a crazed man run up to me. He had a knife in his hand and he most certainly intended to stab me. “Fuck you, bigot!” he screamed. Thankfully the police grabbed him, wrestled him to the ground, and then tased him. The crowd booed the police, as if the majority of them actually agreed with the idea of stabbing me to death in broad daylight. They wanted to see me dead. One person even screamed, “I hope you die you piece of shit! My doctor stopped prescribing me hormones because of you!”

And I felt the need to shout back. “Now you can get real help for your mental disorder and you can live a proper, happy life.” This got the crowd stirred. A police officer took me by the arm and hurried me into the convention center, where the angry crowd wasn’t allowed. And I had to stuff my hands into my pockets, so that no one would see them shaking. It was the first attempt on my life, and it was the first time people literally called for my death—publically, anyway. Online, people had been wishing for my death for months.

So I stuck with my police escorts everywhere I went. I had them walk me to my car after my speech, and once I was on the road, I drove as quickly as I could to get as far away as I could.

I remembered the whole thing vividly while I was blacked out.

I also remembered the day I realized transgenderism was actually just the mental disorder that had previously been known as gender dysphoria. We’d given two hundred patients a 2mg dose of pimozide—a medication used to treat patients with Tourette’s syndrome. We brought the patients in one month later for assessment. In 85% of the cases, the patients no longer had any desire to become the opposite sex. In fact, most of them were even embarrassed by the reminder that they once wanted to become a member of the opposite sex.

My team and I celebrated that night. We bought four bottles of champagne (for the eight of us) and we drank until our smiles were permanently fixed on our faces.                                                                  We’d discovered a treatment for transgenderism—and it truly was a treatment, even though the pimozide had to taken constantly or the symptoms would return. Suicidal thoughts were almost completely gone in our patients, and it was the suicidal thoughts that we were hoping to obliterate. None of us cared if men wanted to dress up like women, or vice-versa. None of us cared if women wanted us to refer to them as men. We just wanted to help people—and we wanted to help a group of people who happened to have a 45% suicide rate.

We thought people would be happy—they could live normal lives and their families didn’t have to constantly worry about them committing suicide. We thought people would be lining up for pimozide prescriptions. We didn’t understand why everyone was refusing pimozide treatment.

We were especially confused when people started to become angry with us for our discovery.

“Are you awake?” a voice said. It was a female voice—and a soothing one. I couldn’t decide whether I was awake or not. I felt awake, but I couldn’t seem to open my eyes—I didn’t have the energy to open my eyes. “Peter,” the voice said. “If you’re awake, squeeze my hand.” How did the woman know my name? Was I in a hospital? Or was I in my bed at home, and this whole thing had just been a big nightmare?

I felt a set of warm fingers slip over the palm of my hand. So I gave a light squeeze. “You were in a bad accident,” the voice said. “But you’re okay. I don’t know how you’re okay, but you’re okay.”

I strained to open my eyes, and I was able to see for just a few seconds. There was a cute little strawberry blonde woman standing above me, looking down into my eyes. Above her was a wood panelled ceiling. She was wearing a thin white housecoat and her hair was tied up into a messy bun. Was she the angel that saved me?

“Don’t strain so hard. Just rest. You’ll feel better in the morning,” she said.

And suddenly I was asleep again, back in the company of my nightmares.


CHAPTER III

It was bright when I woke up again—so bright that the light was hurting my eyes.

I was in a bed, which was surprisingly comfortable. The room I was in was small and completely wood panelled. The door was closed. I tried to sit up, but my body was too sore. So I remained stiff on my back. And after a minute, all of my injuries decided to catch up with me. My leg was suddenly screaming with pain and my arm was suddenly throbbing. I winced and squirmed but the pain wouldn’t go away. The back of my head started to sting as if on cue.

I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to stop the pain, but it was a useless attempt. I wanted to moan out but I knew that I was lucky to be alive, and I didn’t want to wake up the person who went through the trouble of saving my life. The least I could was let them rest.

But time moves slowly when you’re stuck on a bed, trapped on your back, staring up at a boring ceiling as bright light presses dully against your eyeballs. I tried turning my head from side to side, hoping to stretch some of the soreness out. That’s when I noticed a big bottle of T3s on the bedside table. Four or five of those would have helped tremendously. So I reached out with my good arm, but the pill bottle was out of reach. I strained but only made my pains worse. I couldn’t reach the damned bottle. So I gave up trying. I just had to wait for my saviour to come to my aid.

And who was my saviour? Why was she there to save me? I’d driven dozens of miles without seeing another car. It was dark and late and snowy, and my tire treads were probably invisible to anyone who drove past. So how did she know that I was down there?

It was at least a painful hour before I heard her moving in the house. I heard a distant door open and close and then I heard the footsteps creak past my bedroom. I wanted to call out to her, to bed her to come in and pass me those pills. But I held back. I already felt like a nuisance. She was already being kind and giving. So I bit my tongue and waited, listening as she moved through the house. She was trying to be quiet but the walls were thin and the doors were creaky. I could hear her manoeuvring the kitchen, and I only knew it was the kitchen because I recognized the clicking of her gas stove as she fired it up.

She must have thought that I was asleep because she was making a point of tiptoeing past my room. I couldn’t hear her footsteps but I could hear the old floorboards groaning under the weight of her small body. And maybe I should have been sleeping. Studies have shown consistently that sleeping is the best way to recover from an injury. The body recovers more than twice as fast when asleep.

But the pain in my leg especially wouldn’t allow me to sleep. I was pretty sure the leg was broken—and in case that wasn’t bad enough, I was pretty sure I had some gnarly burns around my calf and shin from the oil fire.

I was staring up at the ceiling and counting arbitrary numbers in my head when the door to my room opened slowly. I turned my head suddenly to look at the entrant. But I looked too fast. A sharp pain overtook my neck and I let out a sudden groan. “Easy,” she said. “Just relax. It’s going to be a while before you can move comfortably.”

I had a hard time believing that I was looking at the woman who saved my life. She was small—hardly five and a half feet tall, and hardly one hundred and ten pounds soaking wet. She looked so delicate, with a thin neck and thin arms. I weighed close to two hundred pounds bone dry—how could she have pulled me away from that wreck? “You saved me?” I asked.

She placed a tray of food down next to my bed. Then she picked up a fork, scooped up some scrambled eggs, and brought them to my lips. So I ate. “I guess you could say that,” she said.

“How did you find me?” I asked, chewing the food.

“Right place at the right time,” she said. “Your car didn’t land too far away from my house.” She fed me another bite. I didn’t realize how hungry I was until that first bite settled in my stomach. The eggs were good, and I didn’t even like eggs. The toast was a bit burnt, but it still tasted like the best damn toast I ever ate. And the orange juice was just from a standard carton, but it somehow tasted like pure ecstasy. I think my enhanced taste buds were a side effect of my near-death experience. Patients who suffer near-death experiences generally find things to be more beautiful for a few weeks afterwards, until they realize again that most things are actually rather bland and boring.

“We’re still in the mountains?” I asked.

“About half a mile from your car,” she said. “I would have taken you to the hospital, but I wasn’t sure it was a great idea to brave the blizzard.”

“Well I owe you everything. Tell me what I can give you. Do you need money? I’d be happy to give you money.”

She laughed. “Don’t worry about that. Just rest and get better.”

“Can I use your phone? I was supposed to have a meeting today in Calgary. They’re probably wondering where I am.”

“I’m sorry, but I don’t get phone service out here.”

I had to strain to remember roughly where we were—somewhere between Golden and Revelstoke. There wasn’t much there—no gas stations, no food stops, no bathrooms… So why was such a pretty, young woman living in the middle of nowhere? I stared into her eyes. I felt like she wasn’t telling me the whole story, but I had no reason not to trust her. She did save my life, after all.

“So you heard the crash?” I asked.

“I saw the fire,” she said, “when I was pulling up to my house last night. Now you should get some rest so that you’ll get better. It might be a few days before we can get you to a hospital. This snowstorm isn’t letting up anytime soon.”

“Well surely I can give you something for your time. In my wallet there’s cash—there should be five or six hundred bucks in there.”

“I don’t think your wallet made it out of the car, I’m afraid. But it’s fine—you don’t owe me anything.” She smiled and started towards the door.

“Wait,” I said. There was something strange about the woman’s demeanour. She looked at me strangely, as if there was something very odd about me. Was my face mangled from the car accident? “If you don’t have my wallet, how did you know my name?” I asked.

She stared at me. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“Last night, you asked if I was awake. You called me Peter. How did you know my name was Peter?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe it was just a hunch,” she said, and then she left the room and closed the door behind her, leaving me alone and confused.


CHAPTER IV

Her name was Helga, and that was pretty much all I was able to find out about her. I asked her what she did for a living. “I used to be a nurse,” she told me.

“And what are you now?” I asked.

And she just shrugged her shoulders. “Between jobs,” she said with a strange smirk, as if her answer amused her. I asked why she was living way out in the middle of nowhere and she said, “Don’t you like my house?”

“Sure, but why here and not in or near a town?”

“Why in or near a town when I can be here?” she said. And there was that smirk again. She never stayed in my room to chat, and I never asked her to stay to chat. I constantly felt guilty for wasting the young woman’s time, even though she was hardly wasting more than thirty minutes per day on me, keeping me fed and medicated and clean.

She was a strange woman with lots on her mind. One night she came into my room while I was reading one of the books she gave me. She had a glass of red wine in her hand and she was wearing nothing but a satin kimono that hardly covered her crotch. She stared into my eyes, one eye more open than the other as she was slightly drunk. She said nothing until I asked her what she needed. “Just came to check on you,” she said. “It’s still snowing out. Quite the storm, huh?” And then she left.

She was quite beautiful, though I wasn’t sure whether that was a reality or just a symptom of my near-death experience. There is a phenomenon known as Cupid Syndrome, where females who survive life-threatening accidents have a tendency to fall in love with their doctors. It’s mostly common in women, but perhaps men are susceptible as well… Not that I was falling in love with Helga.

“Are you married?” I asked one morning.

She got a kick out of the question. She smiled big and then she laughed. “No,” she said. “Why? Are you interested?”

She seemed to think that I was a wildly entertaining person. She found everything I said to be funny, even though I was never one to make jokes. She was a mystery that I just couldn’t figure out, even though I had all the time in the world to figure her out.

On my fourth day in her care, I tried to stand up, despite her telling me not to. She was in the kitchen preparing lunch when I slipped my legs off the bed and tried to pull myself to my feet. I ended up down on the floor in stinging agony. My leg was badly broken—worse than I thought. And my good leg wasn’t in great condition either. She came in and helped me back up to my bed. “It’s going to be a few weeks before you can walk again,” she said. “So get used to this bed.”

“But the snow is starting to lighten up. Surely we can get me to a hospital soon—right?”

She shook her head and laughed. “We’re snowed in, sweetie. Almost four feet of snow fell in the past four days, and ploughs don’t come around here. Sorry.”

My stomach turned. I wasn’t too worried about my body—I knew that I would recover. There was no internal damage and Helga seemed to have a handle on my injuries. But I was worried about my family and friends and co-workers back home. Surely they were starting to wonder if I was alive, and soon they would accept that I was dead. My wrecked car was certainly buried for the winter. How long before they held a funeral service? How many nights of sleep would my mother lose thinking that her only son was dead and gone?

It was late December, close to Christmas. It would be three or four months still before the snow outside melted. I had a feeling Helga didn’t plan on clearing the snow herself. “Don’t worry. We have plenty of food,” she said. “I’m here every winter. It’s actually quite peaceful when cars aren’t exploding in your backyard.” She laughed and left me alone. But I knew that I wouldn’t be trapped there all winter. I just needed to get healthy enough to hike back up to the highway, and then I could hitch a ride. She said that my car was only about a kilometre away, which meant the highway was only about a kilometre away—plus a careful hike up a steep cliff.

But I could worry about that later. Now, I just needed to focus on getting better. So I took a couple of sleeping pills and a couple of T3s, and I dozed off.

My first week was heavily medicated with antibiotics, painkillers, and sleeping pills. The sleeping pills were supposed to help me sleep through the pain, but I ended up taking them mostly out of boredom. I’d never been big into fiction, and the only thing to do in that cabin was read books—and the only books she had were romance novels and a few Hemingway books. Sadly, I read through the few Hemingway books within a couple of days, leaving me only with the romance novels.

I asked her if she had a notebook and a pen I could steal. She found a legal pad and a pencil, which was fine. I started jotting down notes for my next paper—ideas of what I was going to study. I already had my main idea figured out: I wanted to study the psychotic behaviour of patients with untreated gender dysphoria. I wasn’t sure how I was going to perform the study just yet, but I knew it was a fascinating subject. Many of these people who had attacked me, tried to kill me, or just screamed at the top of their lungs at me, were disgruntled patients who refused pimozide treatment from their doctors. I’d never heard of any other mental disorder where the patients felt the need to attack and hard the scientists and doctors behind the treatment.

But how could I convince these people to allow me to study them? With our gender dysphoria studies, we had to be careful with what information we gave to our patients. We simply told them we were studying the brains of transgender individuals—and we got a number of volunteers, but that was before our team had an unfavourable reputation in the transgender community. Now, we were going to have to find a new angle.

I woke up late one night, feeling a presence with me in the bedroom. I opened my eyes and looked around. Helga was standing there with a glass of red wine, again dressed in that satin kimono. She was smirking. “I came to check on you,” she said. And that smirk grew bigger. She was a little bit drunk.


CHAPTER V

She stared at me for a while before she said, “Not to be rude, but I can smell you from the hallway. You could probably use a bath.”

I felt my cheeks turn red. I knew that cleaning myself wasn’t something I could physically do, but I was embarrassed nonetheless. I knew that I was starting to smell unfavourably, but I couldn’t smell myself thanks to olfactory fatigue.

“Do you mind if I clean you?” she asked, swirling her wine in her glass.

“I suppose not. As long as you don’t mind,” I said.

She smiled. “Not even a little bit.” She left for a few minutes and then returned with a large bowl of soapy water and a sponge. She placed the bowl down next to my bed and then she started to undress me. She pulled my shirt gently over my head, revealing more wounds than I knew that I had. She wet her sponge and then she started to wipe it over my body. She smelled nice, as if she’d gone and put on some perfume. She had her hair tied up neatly in a styled bun, and I was pretty sure she was wearing some eyeliner and a bit of lip gloss—but it was hard to tell in the dim light of the cabin bedroom.

She carefully raised my arm to clean my armpits. Her hands were soft and warm. “It’s probably best that I clean everything, wouldn’t you agree?” she said with that cute smirk.

“Sure,” I said. So I looked up at the ceiling while she carefully pulled down my pants. I felt a cool draught tease my cock and I knew that I was naked. But I didn’t look down. I was too embarrassed to look down. She started to sponge my legs and my feet. I have to admit, if felt nice to be cleaned. It also felt nice to be touched. It had been a long time since I’d felt the touch of a woman. I’d been in that cabin for a week already, and before that it had been months since I’d been intimate. I had no time for women with my work.

I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d jerked off. My God, it had been at least a couple of weeks. And I was starting to feel the repercussions of waiting now. As she gently lifted up my cock to clean around my balls, I felt my blood pressure beginning to rise. And I felt my member beginning to throb. I tried to bite my tongue, to distract myself. I tried not to think of what was happening: a beautiful woman handling my manhood. She cleaned me slowly and carefully. She rubbed in sensual circles that made my heart pound hard. My face was dark red. I was becoming erect and there was nothing I could do about it but hope that she finishes before she notices.

But that wasn’t the case. “Are you enjoying this cleaning?” she asked with a little chuckle.

“I’m sorry, it’s just been a long time,” I said, my voice cracking slightly like a shy teenager’s.

“I can imagine. You’ve been here a week already.”

“Even before that,” I said, and I don’t know why I said—as if I needed an excuse for springing an erection. She was a nurse. Surely nurses have to deal with that sort of thing all of the time—no? I didn’t want to give her the wrong idea, though she was quite beautiful. I was tempted to tell her that it meant nothing, but I also didn’t want to offend her. I had an actor friend who did a sex scene in a movie. I asked him how he managed to not get a boner during the take. He said, “I did get a boner. It would have been rude not to.” And maybe that was the case now. Maybe it was a sort of compliment.

“She ran her sponge up the length of my throbbing cock. She was taking a lot longer with my genitals than the rest of my body, but I was too afraid to point that out. After a few strokes with the sponge, I realized that she was doing more than just cleaning me. I tried to sit up. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m trying to make you comfortable. You can’t just lay here all winter building up,” she said. “Just relax.”

My heart was pounding. I couldn’t tell if she was joking—but how could she be joking? She was stroking me off. She’d placed the sponge down on my thigh and she was bare-handing my cock. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I felt horribly embarrassed for not trying to stop her. But I was horny and I didn’t even realize it until that moment. I wasn’t just a little bit horny—I was throbbing, rock-hard horny. Her hand felt amazing. I opened my eyes and she was staring right at my face. She had a cute face.

“You really don’t have to do this,” I said.

“You really need it,” she said. She was using both hands now, pumping and twisting slightly. My God, she knew how to work a rod. She knew how to make a man feel like a god. And she knew how to make it quick. It wasn’t long before I could feel my climax coming. “I’m going to come,” I said. And I was shocked when she wasn’t preparing herself. “Any second,” I said, straining to hold back. She was aiming my cock directly up into the air, massaging my tip with her thumb and pointer finger. It felt amazing—too amazing. I was about to make a mess and she didn’t even seem to care.

It turns out, you can store up a lot of cum in two weeks without coming. I erupted like a volcano, all over my own abdomen and legs. She giggled while I came, but she never let go of my cock. She stared at it with wonder in her eyes the way a child might stare at Disneyland for the first time in her life. She eyes sparkled as she took a deep breath in.

She grabbed a tissue and wiped me off before running the sponge over my body again. “All clean,” she said with a smile, as if nothing had happened. I slept naked that night while she washed my clothes—though I didn’t get much sleep, even after I popped a couple of sleeping pills.

I couldn’t believe what had just happened. Helga just jerked me off for seemingly no reason at all. She said she wanted me to be comfortable, but that look in her eyes suggested that she just wanted to watch white streamers erupt from a throbbing cock.

I wasn’t complaining, but I was confused. Was she attracted to me or was she just drunk and horny? Were we really snowed in or was she just keeping me there as her little pet project? Did she really not have any cell service? I had a lot of questions that were suddenly unanswered, but I wasn’t sure how to figure out the answers.

I still didn’t really even know where I was. My window was mostly buried with snow, so I knew she wasn’t lying about the snowstorm. I hadn’t seen into the hallway before, except for what I could see from my bed. I had no idea if I was in some mansion cabin or some tiny cottage.

I didn’t mention the handjob the next morning when she came in to check on me and feed me breakfast. She didn’t mention it either, as if she didn’t even remember doing it. Maybe she didn’t. Maybe she was drunker than she looked. But I certainly didn’t look at her the same.

I was starting to think that I liked her as more than just my saviour. Was it Stockholm syndrome? She really was quite beautiful and she was kind—and I admired her spunk and light-hearted nature. But I was still convinced she was lying to me about something.


CHAPTER VI

She was in my bedroom when I woke up the next morning, sitting next to my bed while reading one of her romance novels. She looked over the pages of her book and into my eyes, as if she somehow knew I was awake, even though I hadn’t moved a muscle. “Well good morning,” she said with that cute smile.

“Good morning. What is it?” I said.

“What is what?” she asked.

“Why are you sitting here?”

“It’s my house, I can sit where I want. No?”

“Yes, of course you can. I’m just wondering—I mean—you haven’t sat here to read any other morning.”

She smiled and narrowed her eyes. “May I ask you a question?” she asked.

“Sure, I suppose.” I tried to sit up but the pains in my body were still very real and very sharp. I managed to prop myself up slightly, but I wasn’t any more comfortable.

She stared at me for a moment with that cute, conniving smile before asking, “What do you have against trans people?”

My heart skipped a beat. How did she know who I was? She didn’t just know my name but she knew about my reputation? I managed to calm myself down slightly after reminding myself that just about everybody in the country knew who I was. My studies were rather famous thanks to their outrageous controversy. “I’m afraid you—like many others—have mistaken my studies.”

“But your studies made it so that many trans people can’t get the treatment they want,” she said. She planted her elbow on the back of the chair and leaned her head into her hand. She stared into my eyes and awaited my response. And she had a look in her eyes as if she’d stumped me—as if she’d pointed something out that I’d never considered before. But I’d heard that same statement many, many times before.

“We shouldn’t give them the treatment that they want—We should give them the treatment that they need,” I said. “You wouldn’t give a schizophrenic the treatment that he or she wants either—you give them a mild dose of Clozapine to normalize their brain activity.” Now I was staring at her awaiting her response, even though I already knew what she would say—the same thing everyone says. Something along the lines of, ‘How dare you suggest that trans people are mentally ill!’ or another emotionally charged statement that completely ignores reality.

But she just stared at me. “But people are happier once they transition,” she said. “Doesn’t that matter?”

“It would matter if it was true, but there are literally no legitimate studies suggesting an increase in quality of life post-transition. In fact, the suicide rates remain around 45% before and after transition, and over 85% of transition patients regret their decision within five years. People have taken my research all wrong. I’m just trying to help a group of people who have a tendency to harm themselves. And my research has helped them. Patients who take pimozide daily live normal, happy lives with very low risk of suicide. In fact, there isn’t one suicide case that I’m aware of with a dysphoric patient on pimozide.”

“But maybe the suicide rate has nothing to do with their mental condition. Maybe it has to do with society.”

“Bullying?” I asked.

“Yes, I suppose you could call it bullying. People can be very cruel.”

“People have been very cruel to me—including a recent attempt on my life—and you don’t see me killing myself. But I suppose that’s anecdotal.”

She looked down at the ground. Suddenly she looked upset, as if I’d just taken a rude jab at her. I tried to think back at what I’d said, but I couldn’t pick out anything awry.

“There are men and there are women and there’s nothing in-between. It’s just biology. You wouldn’t classify any other animal with more than just male and female based on their reproductive organs. It’s the same with humans. And let’s be honest with one another—have you seen these men who call themselves women? They aren’t fooling anyone. Even if we agree to call them women, we all know deep inside that it’s not true. When you look at them, at best, you think: there’s a transgender. You don’t think: there’s a lady. We shouldn’t deny reality.”

Now she was smirking, as if I’d said something very funny.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Don’t you believe in freewill, Peter?” she asked.

“Freewill? I’m not sure what freewill has to do with anything.”

“People should be free to do whatever they want, as long as they aren’t harming others. No?”

“Sure. But should we allow mentally unstable people to do whatever they want if that includes harming themselves?”

“I guess that depends on what you mean by harming themselves,” she says.

“I would say that subjecting yourself to a 45% suicide rate is harming yourself,” I said bluntly. “And if it was my son, I would be worried sick every single day.”

Her smile was gone. Now she was looking down at the floor again, her cheeks red. She didn’t have a rebuttal to that one. She thought she had me, but she didn’t realize that I had these same conversations every single day. At least she was considering what I was saying. Most people became terribly defensive as soon as they weren’t able to respond with logic. Conversations would quickly turn into, ‘But you’re hurting my feelings, therefore you’re wrong!’ and logic would go the way of the woolly mammoth.

“And this pimozide stuff… Is it safe?” she asked. “I mean—what are the side effects?”

“It’s as safe as an anti-depressant. Some patients get a bit of constipation at first, and some patients experience drowsiness. Almost all patients see a cessation of cross-dressing and sexual reassignment urges. Mentally, with a small doze of pimozide—about 2mg daily—they become a well-adjusted, normal person.”

“But are they happy?” she asked. And she was looking at me with sad, glowing eyes.

“They’re alive and healthy. It’s impossible to know if they are more or less happy, because most gender dysphoria patients already suffer from some level of depression to begin with. We generally suggest doctors prescribe pimozide with an anti-depressant.”

She stood up and placed her book down on my bedside table. “I suppose you’re probably getting hungry for breakfast. Are eggs okay?”

“Eggs are fine, thank you,” I said. She said nothing else as she left the room. She was defeated; there was no question about it. But now I felt guilty, as if I’d overextended my welcome in her home. Maybe I should have let her win, just as a courtesy. But I couldn’t figure out why she cared so much.


CHAPTER VII

It was a few nights later when a strange pain overwhelmed my insides. It was sharp and clenching and it came in waves, nearly paralyzing me in agony one moment and then subsiding the next. I had no idea what was happening. I tried to ignore it at first, keeping my mouth shut as Helga was already in bed and asleep.

But after two hours, the pain was getting worse. Sweat began to cover my forehead like cold slime. The pain was spreading and growing. I had to call for Helga. She came in a moment later and her face became pale as soon as she saw me. She rushed to my side, wiped my forehead and then she checked my heart rate. “Oh no,” she said.

“What is it? What’s happening?” I asked.

“Just relax. You’ll be okay. Just—Just relax. I’ll get you some water.” She rushed to the kitchen. I blacked out momentarily and came back to her slapping me on the cheek. “Stay with me, Peter. You’re going to be alright,” she said. And then she tried to pour some water into my mouth. “Your throat is dry. You need to drink,” she said.

So I tried to drink. But the pain was unbearable. And it wasn’t going in waves anymore. It was just hitting me hard.

She grabbed my hand and squeezed. “Just hang on,” she said. There must have been some internal damage that remained dormant until that night. And based on her expression, I probably didn’t look like I had much hope. I squeezed her hand.

She stared into my eyes. There was nothing she could do. Even if she was a trained doctor, she didn’t have the tools she needed to fix whatever the problem was. So all we could do was hope. I stared into her eyes and strangely, the only thought I had was how beautiful she was. I was happy she was by my side, comforting me while I was most likely dying. No one had been that nice to me in ages. Hell, even my mother had never been so nice to me—to take care of me for weeks with so much tenderness and compassion.

Maybe I was falling in love with her. Maybe I was already in love with her.

I blacked out and was sure that I was dead.

But somehow I survived. I would find out later that I had a small heart attack and a temporarily failing liver. My liver must have suffered a serious trauma in the car accident, which would explain the dull pain I’d had in my side since waking up in Helga’s mountain cottage.

Helga was asleep in the chair next to my bed when I woke up. It was bright, as if it was already late in the day. I wondered how long I’d been out, and I wondered how long she had been by my side, tending to me. There was a bowl of water and a pile of cloths—probably from her wiping the sweat from my forehead, trying to keep me cool. The sheets over me were clean and so were the pillows under my head.

I would not have lived had she not been there that night. I don’t know how I know that, or even what she did to save me exactly, but I knew deep in my heart that she’d saved me. Maybe it was just her company—her aura. I’d always believed in that sort of thing, even though there was very little evidence suggesting it was real.

I tried to prop myself up. There was still a pain in my side, which made me wince. My wincing woke Helga up. She sprung to her feet. “Don’t try to sit up. Just stay still and relax. Are you hungry? I’ll make you some food. Or are you thirsty? There’s water here, but it might not be so cold anymore.” She thrust a glass of water towards me. Her face was glowing. Her eyes were stunning. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine, thank you. I’m sorry I had to put you through that.” My voice was weaker than I expected. My whole body was weak. My sleep likely wasn’t so restful.

“I’ll go make you some breakfast—plain toast and butter. I know it doesn’t sound so appetizing, but it’s probably for the best.” Just stay still and relax. I’ll be right back.

She stayed close by my side over the next few days, monitoring me carefully. There wasn’t much she could do if things went awry, but she could give me comfort and company, which was more valuable than anything. Thankfully, nothing went awry. I started to feel better over the next few days. I was able to prop myself up without any pain. And by the end of the week, I was able to stand and walk slowly with some crutches she made with some scrap wood. They weren’t terribly comfortable against my armpits, but I was able to walk, and I was able to see her little cottage for the first time.

It wasn’t big. It was actually quite small. I was put up in the only bedroom. She’d been sleeping on the living room couch. The living room and the kitchen were the same, and there was no bathroom—just an outhouse outside. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I had no idea that you’ve been sleeping on the couch.”

“I don’t mind,” she said. “I used to sleep on the couch all the time when I was a kid.”

“But surely you’d prefer the bed.”

“I just want you to be comfortable,” she said.

I got to go outside for the first time in weeks. It was very cold, even with a thick blanket wrapped around me. Her view was spectacular: great snowy mountains all around us. It was still snowing lightly. Her truck was invisible, under a giant lump of snow. We really were snowed in. “So you just live here year-round?” I asked.

“I rent an apartment in the city every summer and I pick up shifts at a nursing home,” she said. “Just so I can afford food and supplies for the rest of the year. I try to keep my city time to a minimum though.”

“Why?” I asked.

It took her a moment to respond. “Because I don’t fit in very well,” she said with a forced smile.

I looked around. “Where do you bathe?” I asked.

She pointed to a large clearing. “In the lake, when it’s not frozen. When it’s frozen, I clean myself the same way I clean you—with a sponge and a bucket.”

I couldn’t understand why anyone would volunteer to live such an isolated life—never mind a young, pretty woman. But people like different things, I suppose. Just because I like the comforts of a big city doesn’t mean everyone else does too. Besides, I had to admit that it was surprisingly relaxing at Helga’s little mountain cottage. Days were slow and simple, and there was hardly ever anything to worry about. I could see the appeal.

“Speaking of which, I think you could probably use a cleaning,” she said with a little giggle. The last time she’d bathed me was when I was blacked out. Before that was the handjob. So naturally, my heart stuttered at the suggestion of a cleaning.

“Am I that bad?” I asked.

“You’ve been better,” she said.

So we went inside and I carefully climbed back onto the bed, which I now knew was the only bed in the cottage. She went to retrieve a pail of warm soapy water. I rested back and took a deep breath. I hadn’t gotten off since the last time she got me off, and I knew the couple weeks of celibacy were about to catch up with me. She wasn’t drunk this time, so if I sprung an erection, she might not accept it so playfully. So I bit my tongue when she started undressing me, and I tried to keep my focus up on the ceiling.

This time, she made sure I was completely naked before she started sponging my body. She started with my chest and armpits before propping me up slightly to get my back. It felt nice being cleaned. I loved the feeling of her touching me. I loved her warm, gentle hands.

She did my feet and legs next, saving my genitals for last. My heart was racing faster and faster as the moment approached. I was still biting my tongue, nearly making myself bleed. I didn’t want to get an erection. Or would be rude not to? No, no, of course it wouldn’t be rude not to… I just couldn’t let it happen.

She lifted up my package to clean under my ball sack. I wished she wasn’t so soft and gentle. Her touch was so sensual. I tried to fight back the arousal, but it was hopeless. I started throbbing. She was slow as she cleaned my balls and then my cock. She pulled back my foreskin to make sure it was properly clean. She looked into my eyes while she was holding my throbbing rod. “You didn’t strike me as the naughty type.”

“It’s just from the stimulation,” I said. “I’m really terribly sorry and very embarrassed.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. It’s flattering,” she said.

“It doesn’t help that you’re very beautiful,” I said. I felt my cheeks burning red.

She took her drying cloth and ran it gently up my cock, which was now fully erect. I couldn’t help but let a little pleasurable sigh slip. “I’m very sorry again,” I said.

“Would you like to have sex?” she asked. And the question took me by surprise. I suddenly had a lump in my throat. I tried to swallow it, but it remained.

“I’m sorry?” I said.

“If you’d like, I could climb up and you are welcome to penetrate me. But only if you’d like.”

I took a deep breath. My head was spinning. “I—well—um—I would like that, yes. I suppose that would be nice.” I could feel my whole face turning dark crimson.

“Would you still be okay with it if you knew that I was transgender?” she asked. And she looked into my eyes. I thought she was kidding, or screwing with me—trying to test me to prove that I really was a bigot, as so many people loved to put it.

“As in, you’re actually a man? Would I be okay with it? Well, I can clearly see that you’re not a man,” I said.

She smiled. “You can’t see what’s under my skirt, can you? So how can you really be so sure?”

“I suppose I can’t be so sure. But you’re a woman,” I said. My heart was racing now. “I’ve known you long enough to know with certainty that you’re a female.”

“I like to think so, but I don’t think I am based on your definition,” she said. “But my offer still stands. If you’d like to penetrate me, I promise I’ll be very careful.”

I still couldn’t figure out what kind of game she was playing. Was this a big bluff? Was she just trying to embarrass me? Or was she serious—did she really want to fuck? I was horny enough to call her bluff. “Go ahead,” I said.

So she climbed up onto the bed carefully and straddled me slowly. She hiked up her skirt, revealing her tight white panties. Then she pulled her panties aside, revealing her long, flaccid cock. And my heart stopped beating momentarily before sinking into my gut. She really wasn’t kidding—she was a transgender. But how was it possible? She was so feminine. She was so gentle and compassionate and loving. How could a man be so loving? How could a man touch me the way that she touched me?

“Are you sure you’re okay with this, Dr. Greer?” she asked with a smirk. She had her panties pulled away from her butthole and she was ready to sink down.

And I nodded my head. I don’t know why I nodded my head—I wasn’t gay. I didn’t believe in taking advantage of a mentally ill person—but I didn’t feel like she was a man, and I didn’t feel as though she was mentally ill. She had no signs of mental illness, aside from her gender dysphoria.

She reached down and grabbed my throbbing cock, lining it up with her puckering hole. She slowly started to sink down. Her rubbery hole pressed against my tip. It took a moment before I was able to penetrate her. But once I was inside, the rest was easy. She slid down quickly and I slid in deep. She pressed her bum on my thighs and her ball sack on my abdomen. A chill crawled up my spine. Her ball sack was warm and certainly real. I was really having sex with a biological man.


CHAPTER VIII

It went against everything I stood for—at least I thought it did. But what exactly did I stand for? What was so wrong about fucking a trans girl? To deny her because of her biological gender was technically against what I stood for. If I did that, then would I not be the bigot everyone said I was? And if I denied her for having what I believed to be a mental illness—would that not be wrong as well? Do people with mental illnesses not deserve to experience intimacy?

So I couldn’t figure out what was technically wrong about what we were doing, but my gut continued to turn. I tried to keep my eyes up on her beautiful face. Once she pulled her shirt off to reveal her small, bouncing tits, I was able to distract myself even more efficiently. But I could still feel that warm slapping of her ball sack against my abdomen as she bounced on my cock.

It felt good. It felt really damned good. I hated how good it felt but I couldn’t deny it without blatantly lying to myself. It felt good and no one was getting hurt—so what was the big deal? I put a hand on her side and felt her skin as she bounced. She was so soft and delicate, just like a woman. Surely that was a side effect of the hormone therapy, but nonetheless, that softness was real. Those small breasts were real and not implants—also from the hormone therapy. Her beautiful face was biological. I could see no signs of surgery, and hormones do next to nothing for bone structure and facial features. It almost seemed like she really was a woman born in a man’s body—or maybe I should say a woman born with a man’s genitals, seeing as her body was undeniably feminine.

I found myself looking down at her cock. I just couldn’t help it. There was something mesmerizing about the way it flopped and bounced from side to side. It started throbbing and growing after a couple of minutes. She began moaning—closing her eyes and letting her head tilt backwards. She reached up and slipped her hands into her hair. Her chest was heaving. She was gorgeous.

And now her cock was rock-hard, throbbing with a red tip. I was profoundly curious to know what it felt like—if it felt as feminine as the rest of her body, if such a thing was even possible. So I reached out and slipped my fingers around it. I could feel it throbbing. It was so warm and strangely soft, despite being rock-hard. I only massaged it for a moment before white streaks of cum were blasting out of it, up into the air and onto my chest.

And I didn’t hold on for long after that. I groaned and strained and came hard inside of her asshole. It felt great—absolutely incredible. I filled her full of two week’s worth of cum and then she stood up, letting it all fall out. She smiled and laughed with that adorable laugh of hers. “I guess I should probably clean you up now,” she said. I was covered in both of our cum. But I didn’t mind. I was still revelling in the waning pleasure of my orgasm.

She went to get a clean pail of warm, soapy water, and a new cloth. She started wiping the jizz off of my body. I watched her closely. “What are the odds?” I said.

“The odds of what?” she asked.

“That you’re a transgender, and you were the one who found me—me of all people.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Well, I guess the odds were pretty good, seeing as I left the convention at the same time as you. And I’ll admit that I followed you on the highway for a while.”

“You were at the convention?” I asked.

“I was outside of it. They wouldn’t let me in.”

“You were one of the protesters?” My heart skipped a beat and that turning returned to my gut.

“It’s not often I drive to the city,” she said. “But when I heard that you would be there, I didn’t want to miss the opportunity. A friend of mine asked me to come, though I didn’t know that my friend was going to try to hurt you.”

“Your friend was the man with the knife?” I asked.

“No. My friend was the man who messed with your car,” she said. “He cut your power steering. I begged him not to do it, but he was convinced that you needed to be taken out. They hate you very much, Dr. Greer.”

“I’m aware,” I said. And I remembered my steering wheel feeling rather stiff after I left that convention. I didn’t think it was a big problem though, until I was taking those sharp corners through the mountains, on the ice.

“I was waiting for you to stop at a gas station or something, so I could tell you that they’d messed with your car, but you just kept driving,” she said. “And then, about a kilometer before we passed my house, I watched your car go over the ridge.”

“Your friends are sick people. I hope you understand that I plan on pressing charges,” I said. “And I will find a way to use them as evidence in my next paper.”

“But you need to understand that we aren’t all like that,” Helga said, her eyes beginning to water with guilt. “Some of us tried to stop them, and they scorned us and called us traitors.” And I knew that she was right. I knew that I couldn’t simply clump a whole demographic into a single category. A group of trans people tried to have me killed, but I was alive and well thanks to the kindness of another trans person.

And it’s the same with all people—all colours and nationalities and orientations. With every group there are assholes and there are saints. And perhaps not all trans people suffer from gender dysphoria. Maybe it’s possible that some people suffer from gender dysphoria while others are legitimately happier and better adjusted as members of the opposite sex. Helga was a woman—my own logic couldn’t deny that. The man who tried to stab me at the convention in Vancouver was just an angry, mentally unstable man.

A light went off in my head. For the past decade, the political arena had been divided over the issue of trans recognition—even within the LGBT community, there was a great deal of strife and disagreement. But perhaps it could all be cleared up with a new distinction. Maybe it wasn’t a matter of transgender or gender dysphoria. Maybe it was a matter of transgender and gender dysphoria. After all, pimozide only worked in 85% of patients. The other 15% remained unaffected. And in that 15%, we couldn’t help but notice an almost non-existent attempted suicide rate.

I looked into Helga’s eyes—her beautiful, feminine eyes. “Believe it or not,” I said. “I want your friends to get help. I believe they’re sick and they’re struggling. But as for you—I wouldn’t recommend any treatment different from the treatment you’re currently receiving.”

I watched a smile cross her face. “You don’t think I should take pimozide?” she asked.

“I don’t think it would do anything,” I said. “Though I would be interested in seeing the results. If 2mg of daily pimozide doesn’t affect your will to be a woman, then I would say that you don’t have gender dysphoria.”

“So then you would call me a transgender?” she asked.

“I would call you a woman,” I said.

And her smile grew even larger and her cheeks turned dark red, as if it was the greatest compliment she’d ever received.

I learned more over the next three months than I had in eight years of college and ten years studying brain functions. I learned that some men really can be women, and I could only imagine that the reverse was true. And I learned that there was a better way to treat patients—by acknowledging the possibility that they truly were born with the wrong sexual organs.

And maybe they weren’t born with the wrong organs. Maybe a girl can just have a cock, and there’s nothing wrong with that. I certainly had nothing against Helga’s downstairs business, and she certainly loved it when I played with it and made her come.

However, I would certainly not recommend to any patient that they undergo the full sexual reassignment surgery. It’s irreversible, and 85% of those who undergo the operation regret it within five years. I believe the patient is better off embracing their cock. Besides, the vagina that they are able to create in sexual reassignment is not able to feel pleasure the same way a real vagina or a real cock can. And what’s the fun without the pleasure?

My next paper was still wildly controversial. Angry mobs continued to form outside of every convention center I spoke at. They continued to throw objects at me and vandalize my car whenever possible. None of them actually bothered to read any of my studies. None of them cared to acknowledge that I was just trying to help them, or that I’d conceded and was now agreeing that some men really can be women and vice-versa.

But some people were paying attention, and many people got the help that they needed. Within two years, we saw the suicide rate in gender dysphoric individuals drop from 45% to 42%, which was a small victory in my opinion. We still had a long way to go.

What got people listening more than anything was Helga—when people discovered that I, of all people, was dating a trans woman. They mocked me at first, calling me a hypocrite, but soon enough they all became interested in hearing what I had to say. And for once, I was interested in hearing what they had to say too.

THE END
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