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“I’m not going to tell you what is wrong, I am going to show you,” said Nathan Geddes, without accepting Ben’s invitation to take a seat.  “How do you explain these, Dr Barnsley?”

Nathan had pulled up his sweater and T-shirt to expose his chest and two clear developing breasts.  They were at the early stages but were clearly abnormal.  Ben Barnsley rose to examine them.

“You were advised that the capsule that we implanted was experimental, but we have other subjects and none are showing these side effects.  May I touch them?  I need to examine these swellings.”

“Swellings?  They are tits, Dr. Barnsley.  Anybody can see that!” complained Nathan.

Ben knew what they were, and his brain was working overtime as his hands felt the soft mounds and distended areolae.  These were clear indications of female hormone therapy, but how could an estrogen dispensing capsule have been inserted instead of the insulin one?  They looked identical, but the packaging was different.  He remembered that it was sitting in a steel kidney bowl while he was numbing the flesh under the armpit.  Had he unpacked it?

It did not matter.  The responsibility lay with him.  It is a fundamental of not just surgery, but all medicine – check and double check – mistakes cost lives.  The person in charge of the procedure is responsible, which means liable.  Liability means losing a job and perhaps even the right to practice, even assuming that insurance will minimize the financial penalty.

And Nathan Geddes.  They had got on so well.  He was a volunteer for the trial – a type 1 diabetic looking for a way to receive insulin in the right doses without injection.  It had involved weekly checks.  It had been Nate and Ben, right up until - “How do you explain these, Dr Barnsley?”

“Look Nate, we have been working on this together, so I will be totally honest with you on this, but all I ask is the chance to fix this,” said Ben.  “It seems that you have had the wrong capsule inserted.  It seems that you may have the feminizing hormone replacement therapy capsule in place.  I honestly don’t know how it happened, but the capsules are similar.  It could have been packed incorrect by the supplier, or a mistake could have been made her in the hospital.  You have the right to make a complaint and even sue the hospital, but that is likely to cost my job.  What I was like to do is put this right, and maybe do that without making too much of a fuss.”

Nate could see the look on Ben’s face.  They did get on well.  They were a similar age and shared many things in common.  He was trying to help him.  He hated the diabetes and the injections.

“But if it is the wrong capsule then why has my diabetes stabilized?” asked Nate

“Spontaneous remission of this disease is not unheard of, but it is very rare,” said Ben, suddenly realizing the truth of the circumstances.  “It is often associated with changes in body chemistry, so perhaps the HRT has had a positive effect.”

“You mean I could be cured?”  Nate was shocked, but in a good way.

“Remission can be permanent,” said Ben.  “We still don’t understand what causes the body to turn against itself, so we don’t understand remission either.”  Ben was checking the records – blood sugar counts over the past eleven weeks were normal, but if no insulin had been dispensed from the capsule that should not be possible.

“I don’t want to get you into trouble, Ben,” said Nate.  “But these things are getting hard to hide.”

“Look, Nate, if we have accidentally cured your diabetes, that is another reason not to act rashly,” said Ben.  “But I understand your circumstances.  You have moved back to live at home through this, and I know you don’t like that.  Why don’t you move out and stay with me for a while, unofficially?  I have a spare room since my roomie moved out.  I would meet all your living costs – just until we sort this thing?  Will you do this for me?”

Nate looked at Ben for a moment.  Ben was a good guy, doing good work.  He had never noticed it before, but he was also a good-looking guy, who probably worked too hard.  People like him were valuable – they gave back – they needed to be looked after.”

“Okay, I don’t want you getting into any trouble,” said Nate.  “We just don’t want people asking questions about these, and this.”  Nate was gesturing towards his chest and then his chin, forcing Ben to take a closer look at that.  It seemed that Nate had lost facial hair too, and the hair on his head seemed fuller and softer.  These might well be the result of the HRT.

“You can move in tonight if you like,” said Ben.  “I can pick you up this evening around 8:00?  Do you have much stuff?”

“Not much,” said Nate.  He had left his job in the city and returned home following his diabetes diagnosis.  Leaving there to go to college had seen him discard much of his past in a search for a new life, but learning that he was now dependant on insulin seemed to have thrown his plans into disarray.  Now, could it be that this nightmare could be over?

That evening he explained to his parents that the hospital had arranged a place to stay while his case was studied more intensely.  His parents had noticed some changes so they were happy to learn that the hospital was taking these apparent side effects seriously.  Nate told them that he would be going with only a few clothes and his laptop.  That was all he had when Ben arrived to collect him.

“This will be your room,” said Ben.  It was small but felt comfortable.  “The closet is full of her stuff left behind, so I suggest find some space for your own things.”  He could see that there was not much.

Nate saw the dressing table with its small stool.  It was not a desk, but it would work for the time being.  Nate had been spending a lot of time online lately, looking as he did, so he was keen to reconnect through Ben’s Wi-Fi.  But first he needed to find that space.

The first place he looked was in the closet.  There was a hangar for his jacket and some drawers which he pulled open.  Inside the top one was what he thought might be called a slip – it was made of soft material possibly silk, and the thought occurred to him that it might be something he could wear under his shirt to stop his nipples from rubbing against rough cloth.  He took it out and held it against his chest.  It was a perfect fit.  Should he put it on?  It felt nice once he had.

“She won’t be coming back so wear what you like.”  Nate spun around to find Ben standing in the doorway.  “She was actually more than my roommate, but we had a fight months ago.  She took everything she wanted and told me to bin the rest, including all the stuff I bought for her – all the feminine stuff.”

“I just like the softness of it, what with the nipples and stuff,” said Nate.

“There are some bras if you need support,” said Ben.  “I mean, just while we are working on the issues.  There is swelling there.  You understand that I can’t just conduct a removal surgery without all the paperwork.  That would get me into serious trouble.  Will you help me find a way through this?”

Ben’s face had an earnest look that made Nate feel strange.  He turned away to collect his thoughts for just a second and he saw the reflection in the large dressing table mirror.  A tall, handsome young physician stood beside a young woman in jeans and a silky top, her hair mussed but gorgeous, her eyes wide and pretty.

“I said I will help you and I will,” said Nate, but the voice barely seemed to be his.  It came out of his mouth softly and in a higher pitch.  It made Nate reach for his throat.  “Even my voice sounds like a girl.  What is happening to me, Ben.”

“I will look after you,” said Ben, drawing closer to the feminized man.  “Will you forgive me for what I did?

He was so close now that Nate could reach up and touch his cheek.  For some reason, that is what he did.   For some reason Ben responded by stroking Nate’s hair.  And suddenly their lips were together, and for them both, it seemed right … in the moment.

“I am not gay,” said Ben.  “I have never been attracted to men.”

“So, what am I?” said Nate.  “I have never been attracted to men either … not until just now.”

“Look, Nate, these changes in your body are major,” said Ben.  “God knows what is happening to your mental state.  You just need to know that I am going to find a way through this for you.”

“I trust you, Ben,” said Nate.  “But as weird as it seems, right now I need your arms around me.”

They left Nate’s things on the bed.  He put his arms around Nate and he carried him to his own bed.

As day broke Ben looked across at the person lying in bed beside him, and he felt a moment of guilt.  Here was somebody who had been injured by his hand and was now strangely powerless and seemingly his to control.  This was wrong on so many levels.  And yet as Nate lay there, he saw a woman.  The eyes were still closed, but the face was smooth and feminine and her lips were full and pink.  That soft fair hair was across the pillow and across the face, seemingly growing longer every day, and just in need of a few soft curls.  The covers were off his naked body so that those breasts were visible.  They were breasts, not swellings.  They were growing daily too, or so it seemed.

And he was cured.  There was no trace of the diabetes.  It was medically possible without stimulus, but had the HRT capsule caused this?  Had he found a cure by other means?

She stirred.  Her eyes opened, blinking a little as she focused on Ben looking down on her.  She smiled.

“Good morning,” she said.  “What are you thinking, looking at me like that.”

“I am wondering if you might consider not removing that capsule,” he said.  “I am wondering whether you might let things take their course and those hormones complete their job, as far as they can.  I am wondering if you might allow yourself to become a woman, and perhaps even my woman.  But if you don’t want that, I will try to deal with it.  I will go to the hospital and explain my negligence.  I will suffer the consequences and you will have the capsule removed and any remedial surgery done.  I can face the dismissal and disbarment.  I just want to do right by you.”

“I want you to do right by me too,” she said.  “We didn’t get around to it last night, but I have been dreaming about it ever since.  It won’t be perfect given the present state of my body, but I want you to make love to me, as a man would to a woman … his woman.

So they did.

The End
1940


Erin’s seed: “A diabetic goes in for an experimental implant that will dispense insulin but ends up with another capsule implanted.  The young doctor who makes the error persuades him not to disclose the effect while he seeks a solution that does not result in him losing his license.”

