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Psychologist Emilia Griffins had never ever expected to hear from her wonderful brother Luke so soon after him and his even better boyfriend Richard had decided to move in together. It wasn’t like she didn’t expect him to call, want to meet up and continue to enjoy their time together like they always had ever since they were teenagers. She just hadn’t expected him to be this concerned, panicked and desperate to meet.

That’s how Emilia knew that something was seriously wrong.

Emilia leant against the icy cold black metal railings in front of the River Thames as the grey water flowed slowly passed her. There weren’t any fish, any sea creatures or much of anything actually in the water itself these days. 

There had been way too much pollution a while back and that had basically killed off all life in the Thames. Emilia used to love playing, swimming and searching for sea monsters in the Thames as a child, it was annoying as hell she couldn’t do that anymore.

Emilia waved at a few of the sailors that were going up and down the Thames on their brand-new high-tech sailing boats with small nuclear engines and whatnot. She was amazed at hell at all the new improvements in engines in recent decades.

Emilia looked across the river and smiled as she saw the holo-cranes and other pieces of mag-lift technology lift up huge shipping containers and place them on ships like they weighed nothing. It was amazing to watch and it was even more impressive that the workers in their little orange vests were just accepting that this was the way the world was.

To them it might have been the every day but to Emilia, it was sheer wonder and awe and amazing.

The bright sunlight dimmed a little as three immense container ships slowly zoomed through the sky towards the dockyards less than a mile away. Emilia really liked their blade-like design that made them seem so modern, fun and exciting.

She loved being alive in this brand-new age with all these advancements happening. If only her parents were still alive to see it all, her father would have loved it with him being an engineer by trade. And her mother would have come around to it eventually.

The cold air smelt of damp, petrol and rotting fish from somewhere Emilia didn’t know, but after a moment the warm taste of strawberries formed on her tongue and that told her that Luke was thankfully coming towards her.

Emilia looked around and grinned when her tall, elegant brother came towards her. He was still as fit as always and he dressed wonderfully. Emilia knew she could never ever hope to match his fashion sense in his black shirt, grey blazer and expensive grey trousers but she didn’t care. She looked good in her black trench coat and that was enough for her.

They both hugged each other tight and Emilia liked the smell of his new strawberry and caramel scented aftershave.

“Hi it is so good to see you,” Emilia said. “How’s Richard? And how’s the living together working?”

Luke leant against the metal railings. “Great thanks. It’s amazing but that isn’t why I called,”

Emilia leant on the railings next to him. 

“You know Richard is a Member of Parliament for the Opposition,” 

Emilia nodded. It was one of the reasons why she liked Richard so much. They had both bonded over their love of politics, democracy and helping to make the world a better place.

“He’s Shadow Minster for Equality and last night his government counterpart issued him with a statement. The English Government intends to outlaw Transgenderism tomorrow,”

Emilia jerked. She couldn’t believe that. She flat out couldn’t believe that the English Government would want to return to the evil, dark, foul times of the 2040s and 2050s when so many innocent people were murdered because of laws based on lies.

It was amazing enough that Luke hadn’t been killed with him being a trans man.

“Oh,” Emilia said. “You could flee to Scotland since they gained independence I know they’re always happy to help out refugees,”

“It’s more than that though,” Luke said. “If the law passes then my driving license, my passport and all my documentation is ruled as illegal. Everything I have been trying to build for myself will come to nothing,”

Emilia bit her tongue because she was so damn annoyed that the English Government would want to do this to her baby brother, and that was what he was. He was her brother, not her sister. She actually didn’t know what his new legal name would be because for decades he had just been Luke to her.

Then Emilia realised that her brother had come to her for some reason.

“What can I do?” Emilia asked.

Luke smiled. “You’re on the Board of The English Psychological Society?” 

“Yes,” Emilia said. “I oversee the Membership side of things but I have no idea how that will help trans people,”

“The DSM-10 is due to be finalised tomorrow by the Americans. You know the massive book that details out all the so-called mental disorders in the world,”

Emilia laughed. “Yes I do know what the DSM is, I wouldn’t be much of a psychologist if I didn’t. But the English Psychological Society has no input in the DSM. That is something published by the Americans because England is so weak we have to follow it per English Law,”

Luke shook his head. “But the current American President of the Psychological Association is in big trouble. He’s been involved in six scandals in six months and the Americans are about to vote him out,”

Emilia really didn’t see how the English could help him, but she had to admit the American Psychology President was a good man, he worked hard and he truly believed in the power of psychology to help improve lives.

And Emilia had seen all of these scandals and not a single one of them was actually his fault.

“If you can persuade the English and American Psychological Presidents to sit down together, get the English to endorse the American then that will give him time to stay on as President,”

Emilia nodded. “In exchange for removing Gender Dysphoria as a mental health condition, because I agree. It isn’t a mental condition and being transgender doesn’t mean you’re messed up or have a problem,”

Emilia loved seeing Luke smile. 

“Are you going to help me sis?” Luke asked.

Emilia wasn’t sure but she knew the English President Collin was retiring next year and nominations were already opening up. A massive win like this would help her get voted in as President and Emilia would hardly have a problem with that.

And if it meant saving her brother then it was something she just had to do. Because if she failed then from tomorrow her brother would no longer have a valid driving license, passport and everything attached to his name would be invalid. Including his mortgage, his livelihood and everything he cared about.

Emilia couldn’t allow that to happen under any circumstances.
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After double-checking the Government’s so-called rationale behind such a stupid law, Emilia was rather surprised that out of all the time the Government actually wanted to listen to psychologists, it was only when it suited them and their twisted ideas. Emilia had completely failed to get the government to listen to her when she wanted to improve mental health services for children, the Government hadn’t listened when she wanted more funding for dementia services. And the government really hadn't listened when Emilia wanted new laws for psychologists to better support mentally incapable people.

The government didn’t listen to psychologists then.

But the moment a single psychologist stupidly said being trans made a person have a fucked up mind, the government was all over the psychologists.

It just made Emilia smile as she waited around the large black front door of her boss and good friend Collin. His little terraced house in the heart of London wasn’t exactly anything too grand but given the state of England that wasn’t too surprising.

Emilia knocked on the door three times and really wanted Collin to hurry up and open the damn door.

The long, narrow street was filled with black cabs, a few failing street lamps and some groups of young people that were trying to entertain themselves in London now that all the youth clubs had been shut down. Again per the Government’s new austerity measures.

Emilia really liked the damp, cold hints of jasmine, lavender and sweet vanilla that filled through Collin’s door. He might have been having a party or something and not want to see her, but she didn’t care. She just had to protect her brother.

A few moments later Emilia pounded on the door again and Collin answered straight away.

Emilia gave her boss a friendly hug as he was wearing a very nice black suit and the soft jazz music coming from deeper inside the house told Emilia everything she needed to know. It had to be one of Collin’s poker nights with his old university friends and he would be mad to leave them too long.

Everyone knew that Collin’s marriage was a sham and if he was out the room for much longer his wife would leave him. Not that Emilia planned to see her too much, Collin was a workaholic that didn’t love his wife at all.

“What you want?” Collin asked smiling. 

“We need to talk about the Gender Dysphoria diagnosis and you need to get the Americans to get rid of it,” Emilia said a lot firmer than she intended to.

Collin rolled his eyes and Emilia didn’t care if he wasn’t interested. She was going to make him listen because there was a chance everyone could get what they wanted.

“I know you’re playing with your uni friends,” Emilia said really wanting Collin to let her in. “And I know two of your friends work for the American Psychology President,”

“Yes they do and they’re proud of the work,” Collin said not wanting to let Emilia inside. “And because big pharma companies are paying them millions of pounds it is even easier to get anti-depressants in the new DSM,”

Emilia shook her head and laughed. Every psychologist was perfectly aware of the rumoured corruption and stupidity behind the Americans and their DSM, but it was annoying as hell that nothing could be proven.

But Emilia knew full well that the massive American drug companies always wanted psychologists to make it easier for them to sell their products. It was why Emilia always preferred the World Health Organisation guide to mental health conditions.

It wasn’t perfect but it was certainly a lot less corrupt.

“Just give me five minutes to make my case and if you guys want me gone. I will give a grand for your poker game,”

“My friends are here for a relaxing evening,” Collin said not that bothered by the grand. “And if you continue to bother me I will kick you off the Board,”

“You cannot do that and we both know why,” Emilia said, “everyone else on the Board likes me and they all know you only care about getting in bed with the Americans,”

Collin smiled. “Good night Emily,”

He went to shut the door. 

Emilia slammed her foot in the door.

“And everyone else on the Board knows I would take psychology in England towards the WHO and follow the European Union’s example. That would take us in the progressive way and away from the Americans,”

Emilia could actually hear Collin gulp behind the
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