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Introduction

Nurses help people—they’re not supposed to be blackmailed into wigs, stockings, and humiliation.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

When billionaire heir Chase Harrington wrecked his Lamborghini, I was sent to his countryside estate to care for him. He didn’t want a nurse—he wanted entertainment.

Every pill, every therapy session came with a condition: wear the costume, play the part, be the doll he could mock.

I swore I hated him. His arrogance, his smirk, the way he renamed me “Rylie” like I was his to command. But the longer I wore the name, the more it felt like mine. The longer I played the part, the more I realized it wasn’t a game at all.

Now my heart is caught between resentment and desire, shame and freedom. Because somewhere between the humiliations and the storm-lit kisses, I stopped pretending.

And if I let him close again, he just might ruin me. Or love me. Or both.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, gradual feminization, enemies to lovers, romantic comedy, crossdressing romance, and first-time feminization tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me, is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest, but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to He Needs a Girl Nurse.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I WAS HALFWAY through my morning shift at Chicago General when I got called into the nurse manager’s office. Normally that only happened when someone had screwed up a chart or missed a shift. My stomach tightened, but I went in anyway, wiping my palms on my scrubs.

“Ryan,” she said, folding her hands on the desk.

“I’ve got an unusual opportunity for you.”

That sentence could mean a thousand things. I braced myself.

“Define unusual.”

She smiled faintly. “A private placement. Very high pay. Room, board, travel covered. You’d be living in Willowbrook, just outside the city, caring for one patient.”

My eyebrows shot up. “Just one? Why does that sound like there’s a catch?”

“There’s always a catch,” she admitted. “But the Harrington family has requested someone discreet. You’d be working directly under Margaret Harrington, matriarch of the Harrington Group.”

The name didn’t register right away. Then it clicked. The Harringtons—luxury hotels, wine, ridiculous real estate deals. Old money with shiny cars and glossy headlines.

I leaned back in the chair. “And the patient?”

“Her son. Chase Harrington. He had an accident last month. Fractured leg, some internal bruising, complications from surgery. He needs ongoing monitoring.”

I snorted before I could stop myself. “Let me guess. Car accident?”

“Lamborghini. Drag race on Lakeshore Drive. Made the news.”

I pressed my lips together, trying not to laugh. “So he’s one of those.”

“You’d be compensated well beyond your current salary,” she added smoothly, as if dangling money could erase the mental picture of a spoiled rich boy pouting in a hospital bed. “Think… triple.”

My brain short-circuited at that. Triple. I was barely paying rent in Logan Square as it was. My checking account looked like a crime scene after bills came through. “Why me?” I asked cautiously.

“There are dozens of private-duty nurses out there with experience.”

“Because you don’t scare easily,” she said. “And because you’ve handled difficult patients before. I trust you won’t walk out after a week.”

I thought about Mr. Kellerman from my med-surg rotation—the eighty-year-old who threw bedpans when he didn’t get tapioca pudding. Yeah. I’d survived worse. Maybe.

Still, I wasn’t about to sign my soul over without research. When my shift ended, I went straight to the nurse’s lounge, pulled out my phone, and Googled.

The headlines came up instantly.

CHASE HARRINGTON CRASHES LAMBORGHINI IN LATE-NIGHT DRAG RACE.

WILLOWBROOK HEIR HOSPITALIZED—MODELS AND FRIENDS RUSH TO HIS SIDE.

BILLIONAIRE BAD BOY STRIKES AGAIN.

Photo after photo showed him in tailored suits, dark hair slicked back, jaw set like he was born to sneer. Paparazzi shots of him with blondes, brunettes, redheads—all airbrushed perfection, all models I vaguely recognized from fashion campaigns. There were shots of him laughing with a whiskey in hand, stepping out of nightclubs, standing on yachts. The kind of man people hated publicly and envied privately.

I scrolled, grimacing. The comments section was brutal. Half the world seemed ready to crown him King of Reckless Rich Brats, the other half wanted to marry him.

I whispered under my breath, “And I’m supposed to babysit this guy?”

The pay figure still stuck in my mind like a neon sign. Triple my salary. A chance to dig myself out of debt. A chance not to keep living paycheck to paycheck.

I sat back, exhaling slowly. Claire, my best friend, would say I was insane to even consider it. But Claire didn’t have loan collectors breathing down her neck.

I kept reading, curious despite myself. Chase had been labeled “Chicago’s Most Eligible Bachelor” three years running in some glossy magazine. The accompanying article called him “charismatic but troubled,” which was a polite way of saying he was an arrogant ass with a trust fund. He’d dated half a dozen Victoria’s Secret models and broken up with all of them before their contracts ended.

It was like peeking into another universe.

I stared at the screen for a long moment, then shut it off. If I thought too much about who he was, I’d never agree. I had to focus on what he wasn’t: my problem. He was a patient, a paycheck, nothing else.
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The next morning, I found myself signing the contract.

Margaret Harrington’s signature was already there in black ink, swooping and elegant. Mine looked childish next to it, like graffiti beside calligraphy.

“You’ll depart in two days,” my manager said, sliding the papers into a folder.

“A car will be sent for you.”

Two days. That was all the time I had to second-guess myself.

On the train ride home, I stared out the window, watching Chicago blur past. Somewhere out in Willowbrook, a spoiled heir with a busted leg and a Lamborghini-shaped ego was waiting to make my life hell.

But all I could think was: if I survive this, maybe I’ll finally breathe easy.

And if I don’t… well, at least I’ll have one hell of a story.

The drive out to Willowbrook felt like being ferried into another world. The city’s grit faded mile by mile, skyscrapers shrinking behind me until they were nothing but a hazy outline in the rearview. The driver, a stiff guy in a black suit, didn’t say much beyond “seatbelt, sir” and “water’s in the console.” I wasn’t about to break his code of silence, so I leaned back and tried not to think too hard about what I’d agreed to.

By the time we turned off the main highway, the landscape had gone full storybook. Rolling hills, little clusters of trees swaying in the wind, houses spaced far enough apart you could forget neighbors existed. Willowbrook wasn’t suburbia. It was country wealth—old stone fences, sprawling lawns, wrought-iron gates guarding driveways longer than city blocks.

The Harrington Manor didn’t disappoint. When the gates opened, I swear I could’ve fit my entire apartment building inside the driveway alone. The car curved past a fountain with a bronze statue of a horse rearing up like it was on steroids. The house—or mansion, no, estate—loomed ahead with its brick façade, high chimneys, and ivy clinging to the walls.

I muttered under my breath, “And I thought Lincoln Park was fancy.”

The driver parked near the front steps and unloaded my bags like I was invisible. Maybe to him, I was. Just another employee shipped in, one of a thousand faces serving the family.

Inside, the air smelled faintly of roses and furniture polish. Marble floors, chandeliers, portraits of stern-looking Harringtons glaring down from gilded frames. A butler—not kidding, an actual butler in a tailored suit—guided me to the guest wing. My room was larger than my entire apartment back in Chicago. Four-poster bed, walk-in closet, a bathroom that looked like it belonged in a spa.

Once he left, I tossed my bag onto the bed, pulled out my vape, and slipped back outside.

The garden was impossible not to explore. Hedge mazes, rose bushes, gravel paths winding under archways dripping with vines. It was late afternoon, sunlight slanting through the branches and turning everything golden. I leaned against a stone balustrade, pulled on my vape, and exhaled a cloud that drifted lazily in the warm air.

“This place feels fake,” I muttered to myself.

“You’ll find it very real soon enough.”

The voice startled me. Smooth, cultured, and carrying just enough warning to make me stand straighter. I turned.

A woman stood at the edge of the path, dressed in a slate-gray dress that fit like it was tailored this morning. Her dark hair was pinned in an elegant twist, pearl earrings catching the sun. She wasn’t tall, but she radiated presence in a way that made the manicured hedges and marble fountains look like background props.

“Mrs. Harrington?” I guessed.

She smiled faintly, though it didn’t reach her eyes. “Margaret, please. You must be Ryan Miller.”

I nodded, tucking the vape into my pocket like a kid hiding candy.

“Yes, ma’am. Thank you for… this opportunity.”

She stepped closer, her heels crunching lightly on the gravel. “You’ll forgive me if I’m direct. My son is not an easy patient. He doesn’t respond to authority. He doesn’t respond to kindness either, truth be told. He’s twenty-eight, and in his mind, that makes him invincible.”

I smirked before I could stop myself. “The Lamborghini headlines kind of gave that away.”

One of her brows arched. “You’ve read about him?”

“I figured I should know what I’m walking into. Drag races, models, a broken leg. The internet doesn’t miss much.”

“Nor does it exaggerate,” she said dryly. “Chase is… difficult. He’s proud. He despises being vulnerable, and his injury has left him feeling caged. He will test you. He will insult you. And he will almost certainly try to drive you away.”

“Sounds like a dream patient,” I muttered, then flushed when I realized I’d said it out loud.

Margaret’s lips twitched, the ghost of a smile. “Most nurses last less than a week. But I was told you’re resilient. And you’re clever. You’ll need both.”

I took another slow breath, steeling myself. “I can handle him. As long as he takes his meds, follows therapy, we’ll manage.”

She gave me a look sharp enough to cut glass. “That’s the problem. He refuses them. He says they make him weak. He believes ignoring pain makes him stronger.”

I frowned. “Ignoring pain makes you reckless.”

“Tell him that. He won’t listen to me.”

Silence stretched between us. I shifted on my feet, feeling like I was being weighed and measured.

Finally, she said, “You’ll have access to everything you need. My staff will not interfere with your work. But you must understand—this is more than just medical care. You’ll need to hold your ground. If you bend, he’ll break you. If you push too hard, he’ll push back harder. Do you understand?”

“Stand firm,” I said quietly.

“Exactly.”

She glanced at the garden around us, then back at me. “My son respects strength, even when he pretends otherwise. Show him you won’t be bullied, and you may just succeed where others failed.”

I nodded. “I’ll do my best.”

She studied me for another moment, then finally allowed herself a genuine smile. “You’ll need it. Welcome to Harrington Manor, Mr. Miller. Dinner is at seven. I expect you’ll meet Chase before then.”

And with that, she turned and glided back toward the house, leaving me alone with the roses, the fountain, and the creeping weight of her warning.

I drew on the vape again, exhaled, and whispered to myself, “What the hell did I just sign up for?”

Chase Harrington’s suite looked less like a sickroom and more like a five-star hotel penthouse. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the gardens, light pouring across leather chairs and a bed big enough for six people. A flat-screen dominated one wall, muted sports highlights flickering. Expensive cologne lingered in the air even though I hadn’t seen him spray any.

He was propped up on the bed when I walked in, leg in a brace, hair falling in careless waves that somehow still looked deliberate. Even pale from injury, he had the kind of face tabloids would kill for—sharp jawline, cheekbones like knives, and eyes that flicked over me with open disdain.

“So,” he drawled, his voice a lazy challenge. “You’re the maid?”

I set the tray of water and pills down on the nightstand and forced myself to keep my tone level. “Nurse. Ryan Miller. I’ll be here to monitor your recovery.”

He smirked. “Miller. Boring name. Figures.”

I ignored that, reaching for the chart Margaret had given me. “You’re due for your pain meds. They’ll keep the swelling under control.”

“Don’t need them.”

“Yeah, you do. Unless you’d like your recovery to drag twice as long.”

Chase leaned back against his pillows, eyes glittering with amusement. “Tell you what. I’ll take them—on one condition.”

I braced myself. “Which is?”

He reached over to the side of the bed, pulled open a drawer, and with deliberate slowness, lifted out something that made my stomach plummet.

A plastic-wrapped Halloween costume. Bright pink packaging, the model on the front grinning in a short, white minidress with a red cross over the chest. The label said “Naughty Nurse Deluxe” in sparkly letters. And tucked beside it, a cheap blonde wig with bouncy curls.

He tossed them onto the bed between us.

“You’ll only take your meds if…” I swallowed hard.

“If I wear that?”

His grin widened like a cat cornering a mouse. “Exactly.”

For a second, all I could do was stare at the ridiculous costume.

“That’s not happening.”

“Then neither is the medication.”

I clenched my jaw. “Your mother hired me to help you recover. If you don’t take these, you’ll be putting yourself at risk.”

“Then I guess I’ll risk it.” He folded his arms, clearly enjoying every second of my horror. “Unless you want to prove how committed you are. Show me you’re serious about your job.”

I felt my face heat. He was blackmailing me, and we both knew it. Margaret’s words echoed in my head—stand firm, don’t bend—but if he refused care, what then? He’d win anyway, sending me packing.

“Unbelievable,” I muttered.

He gave a mocking little salute. “Your move, Nurse Miller.”

My hands curled into fists at my sides. Every instinct screamed at me to walk out, to call Margaret and tell her her son was impossible. But the pay—the contract—my rent. I couldn’t lose this. Not now.

“Fine,” I snapped, grabbing the costume. “But you’re taking every pill, no complaints.”

“Scout’s honor.” His smirk turned wolfish.

I stormed back to my assigned room, slamming the door harder than I meant to. The costume felt like it was burning through the bag in my hand. I ripped it open, yanking out the flimsy fabric. White polyester, short skirt, zipper down the front, red cross stitched like a parody of my actual uniform. The wig smelled like cheap plastic.

I dropped them on the bed and sat heavily beside them, burying my face in my hands. “This is insane.”

But quitting wasn’t an option. So, with teeth gritted, I stripped out of my scrubs and shoved the ridiculous outfit over my body.

The fabric clung uncomfortably, riding higher on my thighs than I’d ever wanted. The neckline plunged in a way that made me feel half-naked. I pulled the zipper up, glaring at my reflection in the mirror across the room.

“Perfect,” I muttered sarcastically. “Just what I wanted—career suicide in costume form.”

The wig was worse. Blonde curls bouncing around my face, the elastic itchy against my scalp. I adjusted it, grimacing at the stranger staring back from the glass.

I felt ridiculous. Humiliated. And yet, beneath the annoyance, there was a confusing flicker in my chest. Something I shoved down quickly, refusing to name.

I straightened, squared my shoulders, and grabbed the tray of meds again.

If Chase wanted to play games, fine. I’d play. But he’d regret underestimating me.

I marched back to his suite, every step echoing louder than the last.

Chase’s eyes lit up the moment I walked in. He let out a low whistle. “Now that’s more like it.”

“Take your damn meds,” I said flatly, thrusting the pills toward him.

He plucked one from my palm, smirking. “Adorable when you’re mad. Did I mention blonde suits you?”

“Swallow,” I ordered.

He chuckled but obeyed, tipping the pill into his mouth and chasing it with water.

“One down,” he said. “Plenty more to go.”

I clenched my jaw, turning on my heel before he could say anything else.

Behind me, his laughter followed like a shadow.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

BY THE THIRD day, I’d stopped hoping things would improve. If anything, Chase seemed to wake up each morning wondering how he could make my life more miserable.

The latest package sat on his nightstand when I entered with the morning meds. A shiny plastic bag, the kind you’d see hanging in the back of a Halloween store, with another blonde wig perched on top. This one was shorter, curlier, like some pin-up from the fifties.

I froze. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

Chase smirked, leaning back against his pillows like he’d been waiting for my reaction all morning. His leg was propped up, but the smugness in his eyes hadn’t broken once since I started. “What? You thought the first outfit was the end? Don’t be naïve, Miller.”

“I told you, I’m a nurse, not your personal—”

“Then prove it. Put it on. Or these pills stay right here.” He tapped the bottle with one lazy finger.

The humiliation burned hot in my chest. Three days ago, I’d convinced myself the first stunt was a one-time thing, a test to see if I’d fold. But no—this was his routine now. His entertainment. And I was the unwilling star.

“You know this is blackmail,” I said tightly.

Chase’s grin widened. “And yet here you are, still standing in my room.”

I glared at him, tempted to storm out. But then the what-ifs crept in. If he skipped meds, the pain would get worse. If he skipped too many, recovery could spiral into something ugly. And if I failed him, Margaret would send me packing—and I needed this job.

Grinding my teeth, I snatched the bag. “Fine.”

I went back to my room and ripped it open. The fabric was even cheaper than the first one. A white minidress cut shorter, tighter, with lace at the hem that barely qualified as clothing. It looked like something designed for a college frat party, not a nurse’s station.

I stripped out of my scrubs and yanked it on, muttering curses under my breath. The zipper fought me halfway, but I wrestled it up until it clung to my chest. My thighs were bare, the hem brushing high enough that I couldn’t bend without flashing skin I never wanted anyone to see.

I shoved the wig on next. The curls bounced stupidly against my forehead, itching instantly. I caught my reflection in the mirror—pale legs, polyester clinging in all the wrong places, blonde hair framing a face that didn’t feel like mine.

It was humiliating. Worse than the first time.

But I squared my shoulders anyway, tray of meds in hand, and marched back into his suite.

Chase’s eyes lit up like Christmas morning. He let out a low whistle, slow and mocking.

“Now that is an upgrade.”

I set the tray down harder than I meant to, rattling the glass of water. “Take your pills.”

He leaned forward slightly, gaze trailing shamelessly over me.

“Say please.”

My jaw tightened. “Please,” I spat.

His grin was infuriating. But he swallowed the pills one by one, washing them down with water. When the last one was gone, he sat back and sighed contentedly.

“See?” he said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand like a king after a feast. “You’re useful after all.”

I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to cover the plunging neckline. “This is abuse.”

“This is motivation.” He reclined again, smug as hell. “Doctors nag. Mothers nag. But you—well, you’ve figured out how to get through to me.”

I wanted to throw the empty pill cup at his head. Instead, I gathered the tray and stalked toward the door.

Behind me, his voice followed, silky and satisfied. “Don’t pout, Nurse Miller. You wear it well.”

I didn’t answer. If I did, I might not have stopped.

Back in my room, I ripped the wig off and flung it across the bed. The dress clung stubbornly as I pulled it over my head, static crackling, leaving me feeling raw and exposed.

I sat down heavily, burying my face in my hands. My cheeks burned, my stomach twisted. The humiliation sat heavy in my chest, but deeper under it was something I didn’t want to name yet. Something unsettling. Something that made me afraid of myself.

I muttered into my palms, “I hate him. I hate him. I hate him.”

But the echo in my chest wasn’t as convincing as I wanted it to be.
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By noon the heat softened, and the roses threw their perfume over the paths like they owned the air. I balanced a tray—chilled soup, a grilled chicken sandwich cut on the diagonal, pills in a little cup—and steered the lightweight wheelchair with my hip. Chase hated the chair, but his leg hated walking more, and I wasn’t in the mood for him to pretend otherwise.

“Outdoor dining,” I said, rolling him under the arbor toward the rose garden.

“Doctor’s orders. Sun, protein, hydration.”

“My orders,” he said, stretching like a cat. “No nagging.”

“Then take your meds without theater,” I shot back.

He smirked. “We’ll see.”

I set the tray on a wrought-iron table flecked with sunlight. The roses were loud—crimson, coral, high pink, all of them too perfect, like a florist’s Instagram had exploded. I adjusted the brake on his chair and tucked a cloth napkin on his lap. My ridiculous blonde wig still itched under the headband; the cheap curls kept bouncing into my eyelashes. The short dress tugged when I moved. Walking on gravel in low heels wasn’t helping my mood.

“Soup first,” I said.

He lifted the spoon, studied me over it, and didn’t move to sip. His eyes slid down my bare legs and back up, lazy and deliberate. The heat that climbed my neck wasn’t the sun.

A whistle cut the air.

“Afternoon, pretty legs,” someone called.

I looked up fast. Luis stood a few feet away with pruning shears, his work shirt rolled to the elbows, forearms dusty with pollen. He was handsome in that easy, outdoorsy way, hair tucked under a cap, mouth tilted like he was always almost laughing. He held a rose between two fingers like a cigarette.

“New uniform?” he said, eyebrows up.

I glared. “Don’t you have thorns to battle?”

“Just appreciating the view.” He flicked his gaze over me again.

“Chase, you upgrading staff or what?”

Chase’s mouth curved. He didn’t answer. He didn’t have to. His silence felt like a hand on my head, nudging me lower.

“Watch your mouth,” I said, sharper than I meant. “And if you cut the Queen Elizabeth without permission, I’m telling Margaret.”

Luis grinned. “Oh, he’s feisty.”

“Go prune the west bed,” I said. “Now.”

He winked and sauntered off, whistling an old pop song like he owned the path. The back of my throat tasted like metal.

“That was entertaining,” Chase murmured.

“You could’ve told him to shut it.”

He lifted the spoon, finally sipped. “Why? You handled it.”

“You enjoyed it.”

His eyes glittered. “Maybe.”

The humiliation burned hot and familiar. I set the water down with more force than necessary and nudged the pill cup toward him. “Let’s not forget what we’re here for.”

He lifted the pills, tipped them into his mouth, swallowed. No argument. Small mercy.

“Good boy,” I said before I could stop myself.

His eyebrows rose. “Getting bold, Nurse.”

“I’m getting tired,” I said. “Eat your sandwich.”

He took a bite like he was humoring me. We sat in a wash of bees and petals and distant lawn equipment, the tableau too pretty for how ugly I felt inside. I stared at the roses and tried to breathe through the wig itch, the heat, the memory of Luis’s smirk.

Chase watched me more than he watched his plate. Every time my hem rode up when I shifted, every time I reached for the water, I felt his gaze like a thumbprint. I refused to give him the satisfaction of adjusting my skirt again.

When he was done, I cleared the plates and wheeled him back across the gravel. The crunch under the wheels sounded like teeth.

“Dinner’s at seven,” I said, parking him by the french doors. “I’ll check your incision at five.”

“Can’t wait,” he said, and the way he said it made my skin prickle.

I escaped to my room, peeled the wig off, and stood under the bathroom fan to cool down. I stared at myself in the mirror—flushed cheeks, hair crushed flat, the costume clinging where I wished it didn’t. The person in the glass didn’t look like any nurse I’d ever worked with. He looked like the punchline to a joke I hadn’t written.

I changed into scrubs for the afternoon checks, did my notes, cleaned the wheezing nebulizer in the hall closet because it gave my hands something to do. By dinner, I had the wig back on, because I knew better than to test him on a night he might be half-civil.

The grand hall swallowed sound. Chandeliers glowed like captive moons over a table long enough to seat a board of directors. Margaret sat at the far end in a navy dress, posture perfect, eyes taking in everything without seeming to move. Two places were set midway down: one for Chase, one for me. Apparently we were continuing our awkward tradition of pretending this was normal.

“Ryan,” Margaret said as I helped Chase to his chair. “Thank you.”

“Of course,” I said. “Vitals were steady this afternoon.”

Chase lowered himself with a hiss he tried to swallow. Pride, as always, was louder than pain. He glanced at the silver covers the staff lifted and smiled like a prince about to be adored.

Halfway through the first course, he struck.

“So,” he said, pitching his voice light, pleasant, the way a man announces a golf score. “How’s our Nurse Rylie this evening?”

The name hit me like a tripwire.

I looked up slowly. “What did you call me?”

He sliced into his halibut. “Nurse Rylie. It fits.”

“That’s not my name.”

“It could be.”

“Try it again,” I said, heartbeat thudding, “and see what happens.”

He smiled at his plate. “Feisty.”

Across the table, Margaret’s wineglass paused in midair. Her gaze flicked between us, measuring.

I set my fork down carefully. “I’m not a toy. I’m not your joke. I’m here to get you well.”

“And you’re doing a wonderful job,” he said smoothly, as if we were discussing linens.

“Which brings me to tomorrow.”

My stomach tightened. “Tomorrow?”

He dabbed his mouth with the corner of his napkin. “Therapy. First day. Dr. Perez.”

I blinked. “Dr. Perez consults out of California,” Margaret said, voice even. “We’re bringing him in for a week to set the plan, then our local therapist will execute.”

“California?” I said. “He’s flying here?”

“Already en route,” Margaret said.

Chase tilted his head. “A shame to waste the man’s time.”

My fingers curled under the tablecloth. “What does that mean?”

“It means I don’t want therapy,” he said, conversational as ever.

“It means I was planning to thank him for the effort and then put him back on a plane.”

“You can’t do that,” I said, heat rising. “He’s booked, scheduled, traveling—do you have any idea how much coordination that requires?”

“I do,” he said, and for a breath something old and exhausted flashed across his face, the party boy cracking at the edges. “Which is why I’m offering a compromise.”

My throat went dry. “What compromise.”

“I’ll do therapy,” he said, eyes lifting to mine, “if you get all your body hair waxed.”

The words dropped like a glass on stone. The clink in the silence felt louder than the orchestra-level awkward in my chest.

“All?” I said, not trusting my voice. “Arms, legs…?”

“Everything,” he said, as if we were discussing weather. “Arms, legs, chest. Start to finish. Clean.”

Margaret set her wineglass down. “Chase.”

He didn’t look at her. He only watched me.

“That’s not therapy,” I said. “That’s humiliation.”

He lifted a shoulder. “Call it motivation. It worked with the meds.”

I stared at the table, at the way the candle flame cut a thin line down the side of my water glass. I pictured a man in a window seat, watching clouds slide by, leaving his life for a week because the Harringtons called. I pictured him landing, wheeling a suitcase into our front hall, shaking hands, finding out the patient had already decided no. And then I pictured Chase smirking while I crawled deeper into his game.

“You want to barter a medical plan for my body hair,” I said.

“I want leverage,” he said. “You want results.”

“Get a grip,” I muttered.

He didn’t blink. “Waxing for willingness. Your move, Nurse.”

I felt Margaret’s gaze on my cheek like a touch. I didn’t look at her. I looked at my hands, because if I looked at him, I might say something I couldn’t take back.

He was awful. He was petty, spoiled, cruel. He was also a patient who needed therapy to walk right again, to keep scar tissue from locking his knee, to avoid chronic pain he would definitely pretend he didn’t have. And a doctor was on a plane.

Guilt rolled through me, slow and heavy.

I swallowed. “If I do it,” I said, each word careful, “you show up to every session. You try. No attitude. No games.”

He considered, as if this were a negotiation between departments. “I’ll show up. I’ll try. I can’t promise no attitude.”

“You can promise respect.”

He tilted his head, almost amused. “I can try.”

I wanted to put my fist through his smile. I wanted to climb under the table and scream. I wanted to run all three miles into town and never stop.

“Fine,” I said, the syllable tasting like defeat. “I’ll schedule it.”

“Tonight,” he said. “Spa downstairs can handle it.”

“Of course they can,” I muttered.

Margaret exhaled, a sigh that carried ten years. “Chase. This is not—”

“It’s handled,” he said lightly. “We all want the same thing.”

I didn’t trust myself to answer. I picked up my fork, pushed a roasted carrot from one side of the plate to the other, and pretended dinner tasted like anything but ash.

After, I walked him back to his suite in a silence thick enough to chew. He didn’t thank me. He never did. He only paused at the door, eyes dropping to my legs again with that infuriating glint.

“See you at seven,” he said. “Bright and smooth.”

I shut the door on his face.

In my room I ripped the wig off and hurled it at the chair. The curls bounced, then slid to the floor like a cheap animal. I grabbed the nearest pillow and hit the bed with it, once, twice, again, the thuds dull and stupid in the big, soft room. The anger didn’t go anywhere. It just spread.

“Idiot,” I hissed. “Jerk. Spoiled—”

The words did nothing. The picture of Dr. Perez on a plane did everything. I threw myself backward on the mattress and stared at the ceiling until it blurred.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand and it was from my best friend.

Claire: how’s prince charming? send gossip.

I typed and erased three replies, then finally wrote: still alive. will call later.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE SPA smelled like lavender and money. A soft instrumental cover of some pop song floated through the air, and the receptionist at the desk looked like she’d stepped out of a lifestyle blog—sleek bun, glossy lips, all calm poise while I stood there sweating in my sneakers.

“Appointment for Ryan Miller,” I said, trying to sound like I belonged here. My voice cracked halfway through my last name.

She looked shocked, then tapped at her tablet, smiled faintly, and gestured toward the hallway. “Room three. Melanie will take care of you.”

“Take care,” I muttered. “That’s one way to put it.”

The room was bright, white walls and a padded table covered in paper like a doctor’s office, except instead of charts there were jars of wax in shades of pink and gold. The technician—Melanie—was petite, cheerful, with the kind of energy that made me want to both trust her and run for the hills.

“Hey, gorgeous! First time?” she asked, snapping on gloves.

I sat on the edge of the table, palms slick. “Is it that obvious?”

She laughed. “Don’t worry, we’ll go slow. By the end you’ll feel like a newborn baby.”

“That’s… comforting and terrifying at the same time.”

She opened a jar, stirred the molten wax with a stick. “We’ll start with arms. Lay back, relax.”

I lay down, staring at the ceiling, and muttered, “Relax, he says.”

The first stripe of wax was hot enough to make me jolt.

Melanie chuckled. “Too hot?”

“No, just—feels like I’m being iced and burned at the same time.”

She pressed a strip of cloth down. “Deep breath.”

“Wait, wait, wait—”

Rip.

I yelped loud enough to echo off the walls.

Melanie bit back a laugh. “Not so bad, right?”

I glared at her. “Lady, I’ve dealt with patients coding on me. This is worse.”

“Drama queen,” she teased, smoothing another strip.

“Your skin’s sensitive, but it’ll adjust.”

Rip.

“Son of a—okay, fine, maybe it’s tolerable,” I gasped, flexing my hand.

By the third strip I was sweating. By the sixth, I’d gone numb in a strange, buzzy way, like my body had given up complaining.

“You’re doing great,” Melanie said.

“I feel like a plucked chicken.”

She grinned. “A very smooth chicken.”

I groaned. “Don’t. I’m never eating rotisserie again.”

When she moved to my chest, I threw an arm over my eyes. “This is where my dignity dies.”

“Oh, please,” she said, tugging another strip.

“Men come in here all the time. Athletes, models—”

“I’m not a model.”

“You could be.”

I peeked at her from under my arm. “You’re messing with me.”

“Maybe.” Rip.

I swore under my breath. She just kept working, efficient, methodical, humming along with the faint music overhead.

By the time she got to my legs, I’d developed a routine: flinch, curse, groan, then laugh at myself because what else could I do? Melanie handed me a stress ball at one point. I nearly popped it.

“You’re not the worst client I’ve had,” she said cheerfully.

“That’s like telling me I’m not the worst car crash survivor.”

Rip.

She smirked. “You’ll thank me later.”

When she finished, she patted my shin. “All done. Feel that. Now, it’s time for the face.”

I ran a cautious hand down my leg. Smooth. Too smooth. Like someone had erased me with an airbrush.

“This is wrong,” I muttered. “No man should feel like this.”

Melanie tilted her head. “Who says?”

I stared at her, speechless. She handed me lotion and slipped out before I could argue.

Alone, I looked at myself in the mirror on the back wall. Hairless arms, chest, legs—nothing left but bare skin shining under the light. It wasn’t me. And yet, weirdly, it was.

I whispered, “What the hell am I becoming?”

The reflection didn’t answer.

I dressed quickly, still not sure how I was convinced by my boss baby to dress up like a sexy nurse in public. Every brush of cotton felt exaggerated, alien. Even the fabric on my chest made me hyper-aware of how bare I was beneath it.

When I paid at the desk, the receptionist gave me a polite smile.

“All smooth?”

I forced a grin. “Yeah. Like a wax museum exhibit.”

She laughed, and I walked out into the Willowbrook fresh air, lighter, rawer, humiliated to my core.

The only thing worse than what Chase made me do was the fact that part of me wasn’t sure if I hated it as much as I pretended.

The Willowbrook Café was one of those old brick places that had been around forever, the kind of spot with creaky floors, glass cases full of pastries, and a bell over the door that jingled with a little too much cheer. I pushed the door open and immediately wished I hadn’t.

Claire sat at a corner table and drove hours just to see me, iced coffee sweating in front of her, a laptop open to some spreadsheet. Her eyes flicked up—and widened so far I thought they might fall out.

“Oh my God,” she said, half standing. “Ryan?”

I froze mid-step. The wig itched worse than ever, curls bouncing against my cheekbones. The stupid costume clung to me like it had been sewn on by someone with a grudge against modesty. I tugged the hem down, which only made it ride higher.

“Sit down,” I muttered, sliding into the chair opposite her.

“Don’t make a scene.”

“Don’t make a scene?” Her voice shot up an octave.

“You’re sitting in a public café dressed like—like—”

“Don’t say it.”

“—like a naughty nurse Halloween extra.”

I buried my face in my hands. “I told you not to say it.”

She leaned in, whisper-shouting. “Why are you wearing that here?”

“Because apparently my patient thinks medication is optional unless I look like a cheap pin-up.”

Her mouth opened, then closed. “He’s blackmailing you.”

“Yes.”

“And you’re letting him.”

“Yes.”

“Ryan, that’s—”

I cut her off, lifting my head just enough to glare. “Don’t start. I need the money. Rent, bills, all of it. You know what happens if I walk away.”

She stared at me, then sighed, dragging her straw through melting ice. “I can’t believe I’m seeing this with my own eyes.”

“Neither can I,” I muttered. “You think I enjoy looking like a reject from some frat party?”

Her lips twitched. “Honestly? You’re probably pulling it off better than you think.”

I gawked at her. “Excuse me?”

She shrugged. “You’ve got legs. Smooth now too, I bet.”

Heat crept up my neck. “That’s not funny.”

“It’s a little funny.”

“I feel like I’m walking around naked.”

“You look like you’re walking around with confidence issues,” she teased. “But underneath all that self-loathing, there’s something else.”

I shook my head hard enough that the wig bounced. “Don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t make this into something it’s not. I’m humiliated. That’s all.”

Claire sipped her drink, eyes still on me. “If you say so.”

I fiddled with a napkin, tearing the corner to shreds. “He called me Rylie at dinner.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “Rylie?”

“Yeah. Like it’s some kind of stage name. He thinks it’s hilarious.”

“And you hate it?”

“Yes,” I said quickly. Then softer, “Maybe. I don’t know.”

She tilted her head. “Do you want me to tell you what I see?”

“No.”

She grinned. “I’m going to anyway. I see a guy who’s been shoved into a role he didn’t ask for… and he doesn’t look half bad in it.”

I groaned, covering my face again. “You’re supposed to make me feel better, not encourage the madness.”

“I am making you feel better. If you were actually a disaster, I’d tell you.”

I peeked through my fingers. “You’re impossible.”

“Maybe,” she said, leaning back in her chair. “But you’re surviving it. That counts for something.”

I let the silence hang for a beat, the clink of cups and hum of conversation filling the space. Finally, I muttered, “I hate him.”

“Do you?” she asked lightly.

“Yes,” I said firmly. But my stomach flipped in a way that made the word feel like a lie.

Claire didn’t push. She just smirked into her iced coffee like she knew more than I did.
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By the time I got back to Harrington Manor, my nerves were shredded. The wig itched, the costume clung, and every step up the marble staircase reminded me that I was smoother than a wax candle underneath.

The butler met me at the landing. “Dr. Perez has arrived,” he said with the same tone someone might use to announce a storm warning.

Great. Just what I needed—an audience.

I straightened my shoulders, adjusted the wig, and walked toward the therapy suite. The door was open, voices carrying out into the hall.

“…a strong candidate for full recovery,” a warm male voice was saying. “Minimal scar tissue so far, good response to manipulation.”

I stepped inside.

Dr. Perez was tall, tan, with silver at his temples and the calm confidence of someone who’d coaxed Olympians back onto their feet. He looked up from where Chase was propped on the therapy table, leg outstretched, and smiled at me like I was any normal nurse—not like I was dressed for a frat party.

“You must be Ryan,” he said, extending a hand. His eyes flicked briefly to the wig but he didn’t comment. Professional to the core.

I shook it, grateful for his restraint. “How’d he do?”

“Your patient,” Perez said with a nod toward Chase, “is a joy to work with. Cooperative, attentive, focused.”

I blinked. “We’re talking about the same Chase?”

Perez chuckled. “Absolutely. If he continues this attitude, recovery will be swift.” He gathered his notes and stood. “I’ll return tomorrow to continue.”

“Thank you, Doctor,” I said, meaning it.

He left, the scent of clean cologne trailing behind him.

I turned back to Chase. He was watching me with an expression I couldn’t decode—half smug, half something else. His eyes skimmed down my arms, bare now, then lower, to where the skirt ended too high on my thighs.

“You’re smooth,” he said finally.

My ears burned. “Congratulations, you’ve got eyes.”

“No stubble anywhere,” he went on, ignoring my tone. His gaze dragged back up, slower this time. “Didn’t think you’d actually go through with it.”

“I said I would,” I muttered, moving to check the chart on the side table. My hands shook just enough that I tucked them behind the clipboard.

He tilted his head. “You look… different.”

“Different how?”

“Feminine.” The word left his mouth softer than I’d ever heard him speak.

I swallowed hard, focusing on the chart even though the numbers blurred. “That wasn’t the point.”

“Maybe not,” he said. “But it’s true.”

I busied myself with his brace, adjusting the straps, avoiding his eyes. His skin was warm under my fingertips, his breath steady. When I glanced up—just a flicker—he was staring. Not with mockery. With something else.

I pulled my hand back like I’d been burned. “How was therapy?”

“Good,” he said absently, though his eyes never left me.

“What did he make you do?”

“Stretches. Balance drills.” He trailed off, still staring. His lips parted, like he had more to say, but nothing came out.

“You’re not answering,” I said, flustered.

He blinked, as if snapping back. “Sorry. Lost my train of thought.”

“Unusual for you,” I said, trying for sharp but it came out shaky.

He leaned back, a faint smile tugging at his mouth. “Maybe you’re distracting.”

The air between us thickened. My heart slammed once, hard, and I took a step back, clutching the clipboard like a shield.

“Well, don’t get used to it,” I snapped, though my voice wavered.

His smile widened, but the mockery was gone.

And that was somehow worse.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE STORM rolled in just after midnight, thunder shaking the windows of Harrington Manor like the sky was trying to tear the house apart. I padded down the hall with my medical bag, bare feet on polished wood, lightning flashing through the tall windows. Chase had texted—short and clipped: pain bad. study.

When I pushed the heavy oak door open, he was in one of the leather armchairs by the fire, his brace propped on a stool, a tumbler of untouched whiskey beside him. The storm lit his profile, sharp and tired, the usual smirk absent.

“You should be in bed,” I said, setting the bag on the side table.

“I couldn’t sleep.” His voice was lower than usual, stripped of arrogance.

“Pain’s worse when it rains. Or maybe it’s just my head.”

I knelt, checked the brace, the swelling around his knee.

“You took the meds?”

“Yeah.” He stared at the fire. “Doesn’t fix everything.”

For once, I didn’t have a quick retort. The rain hammered the glass, thunder rumbling. His shoulders looked heavier than I’d ever seen them.

“You know,” he said suddenly, eyes still on the flames, “everyone thinks I crashed that car because I was showing off. Drag race, crowd of friends, me being the asshole heir.”

I glanced up. “Wasn’t that what it was?”

His lips twitched without humor. “Not exactly. I wanted to lose. I wasn’t thinking about winning or proving anything. I just didn’t care what happened. I pressed the gas and thought… if it goes wrong, maybe that’s fine.”

The words landed in my chest like a weight. I didn’t move, didn’t breathe.

“Despair?” I asked quietly.

He finally looked at me, eyes darker than I’d ever seen them. “Call it that. And maybe… tired of my father’s expectations. I just… wanted to put an end to everything.”

For the first time since I’d met him, Chase Harrington looked fragile. Breakable.

I wanted to reach out, but I stayed rooted, my hand clenched on the brace strap. “You don’t get to give up,” I said softly.

“Not when people care if you live or die.”

He gave a dry laugh. “Who? The models? The magazines? The friends who cheer when I spend too much?”

“Your mother,” I said instantly. “And… maybe me, a little.”

That startled him. His gaze sharpened, cutting through the storm. For a long moment, neither of us spoke.

Then, as if flipping a switch, he leaned back and smirked again, the shield sliding into place. “You’re getting sentimental, Nurse Rylie. I can’t have that.”

The name made my chest tighten. “Don’t call me that.”

He ignored me, reaching for a drawer in the side table. Out came a pair of black stockings and heels—sleek, shiny, definitely not my size. He dropped them in my lap.

“For laughs,” he said.

I shot him a look. “Are you serious?”

“Always.”

“You just admitted you nearly killed yourself, and now you want me in drag?”

“Not drag. Just… stockings. Heels. Humor me.”

The smirk was back, but his eyes were still raw from what he’d said. I should’ve thrown them in the fire. Instead, I stood, grumbling under my breath, and stalked off to the adjoining room.

Sliding the stockings up my newly bare legs felt obscene, the fabric whispering against smooth skin, clinging snug. The heels forced my balance into a sway that made me curse under my breath. I caught my reflection in the mirror—bare legs, black stockings, ridiculous wig bouncing. The humiliation burned. But there was something else underneath, a coil of heat low in my stomach I didn’t want to name.

I stepped back into the study.

Chase’s smirk faltered. His eyes ran over me once, slow, then stopped. His lips parted. No laughter came.

The fire popped, thunder growled. He stared like he was seeing me for the first time.

“What?” I snapped, heat crawling up my neck.

He didn’t answer. He just stood—limping slightly, bracing himself on the table—and crossed to the corner where an old jukebox stood. He pressed a button. A slow song spilled into the room, rich and warm against the storm.

Then he turned to me, hand extended.

“Dance with me,” he said.

My stomach flipped. “You’ve lost it.”

“Maybe.” His hand didn’t waver.

Lightning flashed across his face, softening him in a way that undid me. Against my better judgment, against every shred of pride I had left, I put my hand in his.
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He guided me through the french doors, out onto the moonlit balcony. The rain came down in silver sheets just beyond the awning, thunder cracking in the distance. The marble was cool under my heels, my heart louder than the storm.

We swayed awkwardly at first, my body stiff, his weight uneven. But his hand was warm on my back, his breath close to my ear. Slowly, I relaxed, letting him lead.

“This is insane,” I whispered.

“Maybe,” he murmured. “But it feels right.”

The music wrapped around us, the storm a backdrop, the moonlight painting everything silver. His gaze dropped to my mouth. My heart stuttered.

Then he kissed me.

It wasn’t mocking, or cruel, or playful. It was soft. Hesitant. Real.

I froze, then pulled back, breath ragged. My whole body trembled.

“I can’t,” I blurted, stumbling away. “I—”

I didn’t finish. I fled, heels clattering on the marble, storm echoing in my ears. I didn’t stop until I slammed my bedroom door behind me.

In the mirror above the dresser, Rylie stared back at me. Smooth legs in stockings, wig askew, lips parted, eyes wide.

I pressed my palm to the glass, chest heaving. The reflection didn’t look like Ryan anymore.

I yanked the wig off, threw it aside, crawled into bed, and buried my face in the pillow. Sleep finally came, heavy and confused, carrying with it the taste of Chase’s kiss.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS passed, and something inside me shifted. What had begun as humiliation had softened into… something I still didn’t know how to name. I wasn’t just tolerating the clothes anymore—I was starting to lean into them.

Each morning, I found myself smoothing the skirt down with less resentment, adjusting the wig in the mirror with a care that surprised me. It wasn’t about pleasing Chase, not anymore. It was about the strange ease I felt when I looked at the reflection and saw softness where there used to be sharp lines. I hated admitting it, even to myself, but I was beginning to enjoy it.

Chase was recovering well. His limp was lighter, his muscles stronger, and he was finally starting to trust his body again. Physical therapy sessions no longer ended in arguments; they ended with him sweaty and determined, flashing me the occasional grin like we were conspirators instead of nurse and patient.

That afternoon, while I was tidying my room, Margaret walked in without knocking. She carried herself like a queen surveying her castle, and my instinct was to hide the half-fastened wig on my head.

“Ryan—” she paused, her eyes softening, “no, I should say Rylie.”

I froze. “Margaret, I—”

She raised a hand, silencing me. “I’ve watched you these past weeks. You’re no longer just enduring this. You’ve stepped into it. Don’t think I haven’t noticed.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. I looked down at my hands, fiddling with the hem of the skirt.

“It’s complicated.”

“Of course it is,” she said simply. “But tonight it will be more complicated if you walk into that party dressed like… well, forgive me, a cheap Halloween joke.”

I glanced up. “Party?”

“The Harrington Foundation is hosting our annual gala here tonight. Renowned people are coming. Senators, CEOs, donors. They’re not the type who would understand the costume you’ve been forced into.”

My stomach tightened. “And what does that mean for me?”

Margaret’s expression softened. “It means, my dear, that you’ll join us as you should be seen: elegantly, beautifully. Not mocked. Not laughed at.”

My face went hot. “You want me to go to the party?”

“I insist.” Her smile widened. “And I won’t have you in that ridiculous wig and polyester. We’ll do this properly.”

“Properly?” My voice cracked.

She clapped her hands, and two stylists appeared from the hallway like she’d conjured them out of thin air. They carried garment bags and cases of brushes and palettes. My mouth dropped open.

Margaret turned to them.

“She’ll need hair, makeup, the works. Tonight she debuts.”

One of the stylists—an older man with silver hair and kind eyes—nodded. “We’ll take care of her.”

I sputtered. “Margaret, I can’t—”

“You can,” she said firmly.

“And you will. Because you deserve to feel like more than a joke.”

The words undid me. My throat closed up, and I had to look away before tears threatened. “Thank you,” I whispered.

The stylists got to work. One brushed out the wig and pinned it tight, then slipped a sleek, chestnut-brown wig over my head that cascaded to my shoulders in soft waves. Another worked on my face, blending foundation, dusting blush, painting my lips a shade I’d only seen in magazines.

When the gown was unzipped and draped over my body, I gasped. It was satin, midnight blue, hugging my waist before falling in soft folds to the floor. The neckline dipped modestly but elegantly, showing just enough collarbone. Paired with delicate heels, it transformed me into someone I barely recognized.

I turned to the mirror and stopped breathing.

The reflection wasn’t Ryan in a costume. It was Rylie in a gown.

Margaret came to stand beside me, her hand resting lightly on my shoulder. “Beautiful,” she said softly. “Now they’ll see what I see.”

My cheeks burned hotter than ever.

“I don’t know if I can walk into a room like this.”

“You can,” she said again, firm but gentle.

“And you’ll turn heads.”

I swallowed hard and nodded. “Okay. I’ll try.”

“Not try,” she corrected. “Do.”

And for the first time, I wanted to.

Later that night, the gala unfurled like a movie I wasn’t sure I’d been cast in. The string quartet warmed the air, servers drifted with trays of champagne, and the chandeliers turned everything to gold. I stood at the top of the main staircase with Margaret’s hand light on my elbow, satin skimming my ankles, chestnut waves set just right. For one dizzy second I forgot to breathe.

Then I saw him.

Chase in a black tux, bow tie sharp, the smallest echo of a limp as he shifted his weight. He looked up, and the room fell away. His mouth parted. The usual smirk died before it could form.

I felt heat rise to my cheeks. I held his gaze anyway.

Margaret squeezed my arm. “See?” she murmured.

“Head-turner.”

I managed a whisper. “You did this.”

“You did,” she said. “I only helped you see it.”

We descended. Conversations paused as we passed, like someone had dialed the volume down. I could feel eyes travel, curious, weighing. For once I didn’t shrink. The gown helped. So did Margaret, a shield in heels.

At the bottom step Chase was waiting, a hand on the rail. He looked like every magazine cover I’d ever swiped past, except his eyes were soft in a way the photos never caught.

“You…” He cleared his throat. “You look—”

“Like I belong here?” I said, trying for light, failing a little.

“Like I’ve never seen you before,” he said quietly.

Butterflies went off in my stomach in a messy flock. I pretended to fuss with my clutch.

Margaret tapped a glass. The quartet faded to a polite hush. She stepped forward, the room obeying her without being told.

“Friends,” she said, voice clear, warm. “Thank you for being here for the Harrington Foundation. Before we begin, I want to introduce someone. This is Rylie Miller—Chase’s nurse, and the reason my son is ahead of schedule in his recovery. Your donations fund a lot of things. Tonight, give some credit to care.”

Applause rose around us, brighter than I deserved. I went red. Chase’s eyes stayed on me while people shook my hand and thanked me like I’d done something heroic instead of showing up in wigs and swallowing pride by the fistful.

A senator told me the gown was “elegant.” A hotel GM said if I ever left nursing I had a place in guest relations. Someone else asked how I kept my composure. I pretended I had answers. All the while I could feel Chase at my side like a second pulse.

The bar did its work. Laughter loosened. Stories got bigger. A hedge fund guy clapped me on the shoulder and sloshed champagne on his cufflinks without noticing. The quartet slid into standards everybody pretended not to know the words to.

That’s when Bradley Sinclair arrived at my elbow.

I’d seen his face online: heir to a shipping fortune, the kind of man who named boats after his dogs and made headlines for breaking speed limits on water. He was unfairly handsome in a careless way, sandy hair falling over one eyebrow, tie loosened like he’d already had a head start at a different party.

“So,” he said, eyes sweeping me like a scanner.

“You’re the famous nurse.”

“Just a nurse,” I said shyly.

“Not tonight,” he said, grin tipping. “Tonight you’re a miracle worker with model looks.”

I choked on a laugh. “That line works on people?”

“Often enough.” He offered a fresh flute.

“Let me guess—seltzer. You’re on duty.”

I took it, the bubbles hissing soft against my lip. “Something like that.”

We slid into easy talk—how the foundation started, how long he’d known Chase, why Willowbrook never changed even when everything else did. He was funny in a way that didn’t ask much of me, leaning on the bar with one elbow, head cocked like I was the most interesting person in the room.

Across the floor, Chase talked to a donor with a hand on his cane and a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. His gaze kept drifting back. I felt it every time.

Bradley noticed. “Your patient’s brooding,” he said, amused.

“Possessive type?”

“He’s recovering,” I said. “He doesn’t like sitting still.”

Bradley lowered his voice. “He doesn’t like watching you talk to me.”

I set my glass down. “Maybe he should look where he’s going then.”

“Or maybe you should dance with me and we’ll find out.”

He held out a hand. I hesitated, then let him lead me to the edge of the floor. The quartet shifted to something slow and lazy. Bradley was better on his feet than he looked, loose and easy. I followed a breath behind, letting the satin learn the steps.

We circled once, twice. I laughed at something small and stupid he said about a board meeting on a boat. When I glanced up, Chase had stopped pretending to listen to anyone.

He crossed the room like a weather front.

“Bradley,” he said, voice low. “Enjoying yourself?”

Bradley didn’t release my hand. “Immensely.”

Chase’s jaw clenched. “With my nurse.”

I slipped my hand free. “What’s your problem?”

“Problem?” he said, incredulous.

“I find you wrapped around Sinclair and I’m supposed to—”

“Wrapped around?” I said. “We were dancing.”

“Yeah, man,” Bradley said, tipping his glass.

“What’s your problem?”

Heads turned. Those nearest began to lean in with that party sixth sense for trouble.

Chase flushed, the color climbing his neck. He looked from Bradley to me, back to Bradley. For a breath I saw the storm-night version of him—cracked veneer, real feeling pushing through. Then pride surged up and shoved it all aside.

“Well,” he snapped, voice too loud, “if you like boys so much then you can have him.”
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Silence hit like a dropped tray. The quartet faltered to a stop. Somewhere across the room a champagne flute clinked against tile and rolled, the small ring of it hurting more than the shout.

My body went cold all at once. I could feel every eye open on my skin.

“Chase,” I said, barely a whisper.

His face went white as if he’d heard himself after the words left. For a heartbeat he looked like he might take it back. He didn’t.

Bradley’s brows shot up. “Dude.”

Someone gasped. Someone else laughed the kind of laugh that isn’t laughter at all. The air thinned.

I took a step back, then another. My throat closed around whatever I might have said. The gown suddenly felt like a costume again, the room too bright, the chandelier too high. I wanted the floor to open. I wanted to be anywhere else.

Margaret was there before I could move. She came between me and the room like a curtain, one arm firm around my shoulders, a shawl appearing from nowhere to cover my bare skin.

“Enough,” she said softly to me first, the word a blanket.

Then she turned.

Her voice didn’t rise. It didn’t need to. “Everyone! Leave!”

No one moved.

She lifted a single finger and the spell broke. Staff set down trays. Donors gathered bags. The quartet stood as one and tucked their bows away. The room shifted from hush to motion in a breath, the way a school of fish turns on instinct.

“Mother—” Chase started, hoarse.

She didn’t look at him. “The terrace doors are open. Thank you for your generosity. You’ll hear from our office.” Then, to me again, gentler, “Come, Rylie.”

I let her steer me toward the side hall, the shawl anchoring me, the satin whispering at my ankles like it knew the route. Behind us, chairs scraped. Voices rose and fell. Someone tried to salvage a joke and failed.

Bradley exhaled a slow curse under his breath. “I’m… sorry,” he said, not to me or to Chase, but to the space between us, as if that was the only honest place to aim it. He set his half-full glass on the nearest table and stepped back out of the way, finally quiet.

We reached the doorway to the small salon off the grand hall. Margaret guided me inside and shut the heavy door with a click that felt decisive as a gavel.

The noise dimmed to a muted buzz on the other side. In here it was lamplight and books and a couch that looked like it had held a thousand secrets.

I sank onto it. My hands shook. The shawl smelled like her perfume—clean, expensive, steady.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, words small, useless.

“No,” Margaret said, sitting beside me, her arm still around my shoulders.

“He should be.”

I stared at my lap, at the neat fold of satin, at the way my hands clutched the fabric like it might float away and take me with it. My eyes stung. I blinked hard and failed.

She handed me a linen handkerchief like she’d done this a thousand times for a thousand hurts. “You have nothing to be ashamed of.”

“I don’t even know why I’m here,” I said, voice raw.

“Stop,” she said. “And he—” her mouth tightened, the first sharp edge I’d ever heard from her—“he’s gonna get it from me.”

A knock sounded once on the door and died when she didn’t answer. The hallway quieted, retreating footsteps, a door opening to night.

“What happens now?” I asked.

“Now,” she said, calm as the last light on a lake, “everyone leaves.”


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE WEEK after the gala passed in silence. Not total silence—we spoke when we had to, quick, clipped exchanges about meds, therapy times, when the car was coming for my return to Chicago—but the warmth was gone. The air between us stayed civil, polite, like two colleagues who once fought and now avoided mentioning it.

I kept to scrubs. No wigs, no costumes, no gowns. The closet full of ridiculous outfits sat untouched. If Chase noticed, he didn’t say a word.

And I didn’t offer one.

On the last morning, I folded my clothes into the worn suitcase that had carried me here. The sound of the zipper was final, a punctuation mark at the end of something I couldn’t name. I stacked my shoes at the bottom, smoothed the scrubs on top, and paused when I reached the one dress Margaret had insisted I keep. Midnight satin, folded neatly, hidden under plain cotton shirts.

I touched it once, then shut the case.

The door creaked open. I didn’t need to look up. I knew his footsteps.

Chase leaned against the frame, his weight supported by a crutch, tie loose from whatever meeting he’d ducked out of. His voice was low, heavy.
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“I’m sorry it had to end this way.”

I let out a laugh sharp enough to cut. “End this way? You mean me leaving with a suitcase full of humiliation?”

He flinched. “That’s not—”

I snapped the suitcase shut and turned on him. “I did everything you wanted. I swallowed my pride, I let you play games with my body, I let you rename me like I was some pet. And for what? For a paycheck? For a few pills swallowed between laughs?”

His throat worked. “Rylie—”

“It’s Ryan,” I barked. The word cracked the air. “I didn’t crawl my way through exams I wasn’t supposed to pass, I didn’t grind through night shifts and double shifts just to be treated like someone else’s toy. I came here to be a nurse, not your entertainment.”

His eyes were glassy, unsteady. He opened his mouth, closed it again.

“You think it’s funny? You think power makes you better?” I pressed on, fury boiling. “You want respect, Chase? Try giving some. Try treating people like humans instead of dolls you can bend until they break.”

Tears clung stubbornly at the corners of his eyes. His voice came out rough. “I never meant to—”

“You did,” I cut him off. “You meant every smirk, every joke, every time you made me smaller so you could feel bigger. That’s who you are. And I can’t change that.”

We stared at each other across the space, thunderless but louder than any storm. For the first time, I saw him without armor. A boy, not a man. A boy who’d never been told no. A boy who didn’t know how to love without crushing.

I picked up the suitcase. The weight steadied me.

He took a step forward. “Ry—please.”

I shook my head, throat thick. “You don’t get to say anything.”

I brushed past him, the scent of cologne and regret following me down the hall.

Margaret waited at the foot of the staircase. Her eyes softened when she saw the suitcase. She didn’t ask. She didn’t need to.

I stopped, shifted the weight in my hand, and said quietly, “Thank you… for everything.”

She reached out, pulled me into her arms. The hug was steady, warm, the kind that made me feel both small and safe.

“You’ll be all right,” she whispered against my ear.

I nodded into her shoulder, swallowed hard, and pulled away before I fell apart completely.

The car was waiting outside. The suitcase went in the trunk. And I left Willowbrook behind.

Back in my apartment, the city felt smaller than I remembered. The walls were too close, the ceiling too low, the hum of traffic pressing in through the thin windows. Willowbrook had been wide lawns and chandeliers. Here, it was peeling paint and a radiator that hissed like it hated me.

I dropped the suitcase on the floor and left it there. For a while, I just sat on the couch, staring at nothing. The silence wasn’t peaceful. It was empty.

Eventually, I made myself stand. The mirror above my dresser caught me as I walked past. I stopped, turned, and looked.

Ryan Miller stared back. Scrubs, tired eyes, stubble already sprouting where smoothness had been forced away. I didn’t like what I saw.

The image looked… wrong.

I opened the suitcase. The satin gown stayed buried at the bottom. Instead, I pulled out one of the costumes I’d sworn I’d never touch again. The nurse outfit. The wig, blonde and ridiculous, but familiar now.

My hands shook as I slipped the dress over my head. The zipper caught, but I tugged it up, the fabric settling against me in a way I’d grown used to. I slid the wig on, adjusted the curls until they fell just right.

When I looked back in the mirror, Rylie looked back.

My throat tightened. My chest ached. I pressed my palms to the dresser and leaned forward, the reflection blurring as tears welled.

“I hate you,” I whispered to the glass.

“I hate what you make me feel.”

The reflection didn’t argue. She just stood there, patient, waiting.

I laughed through the ache in my chest. It sounded broken.

I sank onto the edge of the bed, wig sliding slightly as I buried my face in my hands. Every humiliation replayed—the stockings, the wigs, the wax, the gown, the kiss on the balcony. But underneath the shame, there was something else. Something that scared me more.

Want.

Need.

Truth.

The clock ticked loud in the silence. I reached for my phone on the nightstand. My thumb hovered before I opened the browser, typed with shaking fingers: gender specialist near me.

The first name that came up was Dr. Alexis Devereaux, clinic on the north side, appointments available as soon as tomorrow.

I stared at the screen until my vision blurred. Then I pressed the button. Booked.

Confirmation email. 10 a.m.

I dropped the phone onto the bed and exhaled like I’d been holding my breath for years.

The wig was still on. The costume still clung. I didn’t take them off.

I crawled under the blanket, curled tight, and let the city hum outside while I drifted toward sleep.

Heartbroken. Humiliated.

But for the first time, maybe on the edge of something else.

Something closer to Rylie.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS later, I barely recognized myself in the mirror. Not because the world had transformed me overnight, but because I had finally begun to let it.

The scrubs I wore now weren’t the baggy, utilitarian ones I used to hide in. They were cut for women, teal with a softer fit, the top cinched slightly at the waist. My hair had grown down to my shoulders, dark and glossy from the careful products I finally cared to use.

Hormones had only been part of my life for a month, but already there were changes. My skin looked clearer, softer, a kind of glow I couldn’t fake with lotion. My chest felt different, tender in ways that made me wince when I forgot and hugged too tightly, but it was a kind of pain I welcomed. My face had slimmed in subtle places, and when I smiled, I saw someone new emerging.

Rylie.

At work, though, everything else stayed the same. The hospital halls still buzzed with fluorescent lights and endless footsteps, clipped orders from doctors who barely noticed names. Patients still groaned and shouted, charts still piled high. The grind didn’t care who I was becoming.

But I cared.

That was enough to keep me moving.

I clocked out that Friday night and dropped into the chair at my tiny desk in the break room. The shift had drained me, as always, but there was a small package sitting on the desk that hadn’t been there before. A plain brown box, no return address.

I frowned, peeled the tape back, and pulled out a small carton. Inside was a slim, glossy vape pod labeled Sakura Cloud. Cherry blossom pink. Soft, pastel. My favorite kind of aesthetic—the kind I’d never admitted out loud.

My stomach flipped.

“Figured you’d need a refill.”

The voice froze me in place.

I looked up.

Chase stood in the doorway, his hands tucked into the pockets of a tailored coat. He looked more handsome somehow, steadier, but the spark in his eyes was the same. For a moment, I forgot how to breathe.

“What are you doing here?” My voice was smaller than I wanted.

He shrugged, leaning against the frame. “I owed you more than a text. More than silence.”

I set the vape down carefully, my fingers trembling.
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“You shouldn’t be here.”

“Maybe not,” he admitted. “But I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

The words lodged in my chest. “After everything?”

“Especially after everything.” He pushed off the frame and stepped closer, slow like he wasn’t sure if I’d run. “Rylie, I was awful. I made you into a joke when you were never one. I humiliated you, because I didn’t know what to do with how I felt. And then you left, and I thought maybe the distance would cure it. It didn’t. I still wake up thinking about you.”

The room was too quiet. The hum of the vending machine filled the pause, absurd in its steadiness while my world tilted.

I whispered, “You don’t get to want me now.”

He stopped in front of me, close enough that I caught the faint trace of his cologne. Not the heavy, arrogant kind he used to drown himself in. Lighter. Warmer.

“I don’t just want you. I respect you. I love you. I’m sorry for every time I didn’t. And if you never want to see me again, I’ll walk out right now. But if you’ll let me—”

He hesitated, and for once Chase Harrington looked uncertain. “If you’ll let me, I’d like to be the man who learns how to love you the way you deserve.”

My throat tightened. I thought about the balcony kiss, the stockings, the gowns, the shouting in the hall, the tears I’d swallowed alone. And then I thought about this moment—my name on his lips, not Ryan, but Rylie, spoken like it belonged.

I stood slowly. The wig was gone now, because it didn’t need to be there. My hair brushed my shoulders as I tilted my chin up to him.

“You’re late,” I said softly.

“Worth the wait?” he asked.

I didn’t answer. Not with words.

When I kissed him, it wasn’t like the balcony, frantic and terrified. It wasn’t like the gala, loud and shattering. It was slow, real, the kind of kiss that pressed the past flat and left room for something new. His hands cradled my face like he thought I might disappear, and mine curled into the fabric of his coat, grounding myself in the truth of him.

When we finally pulled back, I was breathless. He leaned his forehead against mine. “You’re beautiful,” he whispered.

For the first time, I believed him.

The box with Sakura Cloud sat open on the desk beside us, pastel and gentle. I laughed softly, shaky but real. “That’s a stupidly girly flavor.”

The break room light buzzed overhead. The vending machine hummed on. Somewhere down the hall, a nurse called for a chart. Life went on. But for me, for us, something had started.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy He Needs a Girl Nurse? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.
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“Along with the Estrogen and Anti-androgen, I took EVERYTHING, including the Risk of Falling in Love.”

It contains over 43,000 indelible words that will open your eyes to the possibility that transformation can lead to Happily Ever After. It is a brave story of a nurse who got kicked out of the house for wearing a dress and eventually meets an arrogant yet oh-so-charming doctor who will not only steal her parking slot, but also her heart.

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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“Eleven fine femboys, feminized by chance, self-discovery, and love.”
This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.


Story 1 – Secret Girlfriend
I didn’t expect that the price to pay to be walking the hallways with them would entail me, serving the jocks food and drinks every weekend… in his sister’s clothes.


Story 2 – Becoming My Mother
Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.


Story 3 – Female ID
It was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.


Story 4 – In The Navy
I didn’t expect that I’d be asked to slip into something more appropriate for the bedroom and not the ocean. Something that was so out of character and out of my job description. But then again, he was the Captain, it was his ship, and I had to follow his orders...


Story 5 – Cheerleader By Chance
When I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!


Story 6 – The Secretary
Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes. He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.


Story 7 – Old Maid
When I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.


Story 8 – Angel Baby
She was beautiful, kind, and had all the answers to my questions. But then, she started telling me to try the shoes of another person, and that pair… had six-inch heels.


Story 9 – My Crazy Girl
One night, I met that drunk girl in the subway station, my crazy girl who showed me how femininely beautiful this world could be and left me questioning if I was ready for it.


Story 10 – Miss Meow
During one of my overtimes, I decided to wear one of my creations—the ones that he deemed were trash. Soon after, night after night, I would prowl the dark streets and discover facets of myself in my tight and glossy leotard—letting everyone know how extraordinarily fun it was to be Miss Meow.


Story 11 – After Midnight
My hands started having a life of their own and clicked the Women’s Shoes category and then the cosmetics section. I thought the mystery ended with girly things. Little did I know, my nights would turn sleepless—prowling and yearning to satiate my novel hunger for… men. 

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Femboy Diaries


Hello Lilly
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So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

I’ve created an exclusive Fansly(profile) where I post feminizing and enchanting audio clips to help you achieve your most dazzling version.

Apart from the hypnotic lessons, I also post bonus content such as photos and scalding real-life stories along with POV clips that can lull (or get your blood rushing) depending on your choice, xo.

I’ll be updating it weekly with new content so stay tuned.

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞




I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Find Femboys
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Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of emails, but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them, so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

We have over 30,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

You don’t even need to upgrade to VIP to enjoy most of it.

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“Obey all my rules, wear all the girly clothes, and you get to stay.”

I didn’t choose this. It was the cheapest rent near campus, and Barry was the only one offering a room.

One rule: follow his lead.

Easy, I thought. But soon his rules weren’t just about dishes or curfews—they were about me.

What I wore.

How I walked.

Who I was becoming.

And the more I obeyed, the harder it was to remember what kind of man I even was.

Read His Obedient Femboy Roommate

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.

	[image: A person in a blue dress  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a pink suit  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a uniform  Description automatically generated]


Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading He Needs a Girl Nurse.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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