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Introduction

“Along with the estrogen and anti-androgen, I took everything, including the risk of falling in love.”

This is an illustrated romance novel, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

Kicked out by my family when they caught me wearing my mother's dress, I built a life of quiet isolation, dedicating myself to my nursing career while burying my true self. I thought that was all there could be for me—until Dr. Damien King stormed into my life.

Arrogant, charming, and annoyingly irresistible, he was the last person I wanted to be around. But beneath his cocky exterior was a man with the power to see right through me.

He didn’t just make me question everything—I hated him for it at first. Yet somehow, he became the one person who helped me embrace the woman I always was, even as I faced my deepest fears.

But with his model girlfriend, Carly, standing in the way, things got complicated fast. I was caught in a messy love triangle, all while battling the ghosts of my past and transforming into the person I was meant to be.

Between the family drama that wouldn’t stay buried and the unexpected support from Damien, I found myself on a journey I never imagined—one filled with self-doubt, heartbreak, and love.

Sometimes, the person who challenges you the most is the one who helps you truly shine.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman 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 The Love Hormone.


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

∞∞∞

IT WAS A TYPICAL DAY at Softhaven Medical Center. I could tell because the coffee tasted like mud, and I was still expected to work miracles. Being a nurse wasn't exactly what I had envisioned for myself back in college. I had bigger dreams, grander dreams. I wanted to be a doctor—maybe even a surgeon—but life doesn’t always go the way you plan, especially when your family throws you out for something as simple as wearing a dress.

It happened when I was just a freshman. I wasn’t out partying or making trouble like some of the other kids in my grade. No, I was home—home in my mother’s bedroom, of all places—wearing her shoes and a dress. The details feel fuzzy now, probably because I’ve tried so hard to forget that moment.

But I remember the look on my dad’s face when he opened the door, and the sting in his voice when he called me an “abomination.” My brothers didn’t hold back either. They were relentless. By the end of that night, I was packing a bag and wondering how long it would be before I collapsed under the weight of it all.

But I didn’t collapse. I survived.

The student loans helped me get through nursing school, even if they still hung over my head like a storm cloud. I became a nurse because I had to, not because I wanted to. Still, the work was meaningful.

I liked helping people, and I liked knowing I could make a difference in their lives. But there was always this part of me—a part I kept hidden, buried deep. That part of me still wanted to wear dresses, still wanted to embrace the softer, feminine side I’d been forced to smother.
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I couldn’t afford to let anyone see that part of me, though. Not here. Not in the medical world. Softhaven was full of people who respected me—doctors, nurses, patients—they all saw me as this competent, reliable professional. I couldn’t risk losing that. I was already living paycheck to paycheck, still clawing my way out of the debt I’d amassed just to stand on my own two feet.

If word got out about my crossdressing, if they thought I was some kind of freak, my career would be over. And I couldn’t afford that—not with all the bills, all the responsibilities.

So, I kept my head down. I wore my scrubs and my professional face like armor. The only indulgence I allowed myself was my love for pastel colors. They were my silent rebellion, something I could hide in plain sight. My phone case was a soft lavender, my notebooks a light mint green. No one thought anything of it.

To them, it was just a color preference. But to me, it was a lifeline, something that let me feel like I hadn’t completely buried who I really was.

The nurses at Softhaven were a good bunch. We had each other’s backs, and I could tell they were proud of me. Some of them even told me I should go back to school and study medicine. I’d laugh it off, but deep down, the idea wasn’t far from my mind. If only life had dealt me a different hand. If only I didn’t have to work twice as hard just to make ends meet.

If only the ghosts of my past didn’t follow me wherever I went.

I kept to myself mostly. After what my family did, I figured it was safer that way. Letting people in wasn’t an option for me anymore. If my own parents could treat me like trash, what was to stop someone else from doing the same? It was easier to stay guarded, to keep people at arm’s length. The idea of friendship, love—hell, even casual conversation—felt like a risk I wasn’t willing to take.

And then, Damien King showed up.

I first saw him when I pulled into the parking lot that morning. I knew immediately that this guy was going to be a problem. He parked his brand-new electric Range Rover right in my spot. My spot. I had parked in that space for years—everyone knew it was mine, unofficially, but mine nonetheless. And there he was, this smug, overdressed resident, taking my spot like he owned the place. The audacity.

His car was this shiny thing, polished to perfection, and screaming wealth. Meanwhile, I drove a customized light lavender Toyota Wigo. Not that I minded my car—it got me from point A to point B, and that was all I needed. But seeing that Range Rover sitting there like a reminder of everything I didn’t have rubbed me the wrong way.

I sat there in my car for a moment, watching him step out in his stupid designer clothes—bright blue pants, some expensive red shirt, and sunglasses that probably cost more than my whole outfit. I could feel my blood starting to boil.

Who did this guy think he was?

This wasn’t some country club; this was a hospital, and people like him had no business acting like they were better than the rest of us.

I pulled into a nearby space, fuming silently as I grabbed my bag and headed toward the entrance. I tried to shake it off. He didn’t matter. He was just some new resident—probably another nepo baby who’d been handed his career on a silver platter. Guys like him came and went all the time. But that didn’t stop me from glaring at his Range Rover as I walked by.

When I got inside, it didn’t take long for the gossip to start. The nurses were already buzzing about him.

“Have you seen the new guy?” one of them asked, leaning over the counter. “Damien King. Endocrinology resident. Apparently, he’s loaded.”

“Yeah, I heard he’s from a very wealthy family, three generations,” another nurse chimed in. “I thought old money isn’t loud, but did you see his car? It’s like he’s trying to tell everyone how rich he is.”

I kept my mouth shut, but inside, I was seething. Great. Just what we needed—a rich playboy strutting around, acting like he owned the place.

And then, like clockwork, there he was. Damien King himself, walking down the hall as if it were a runway. He had this cocky smirk on his face, like he already knew he was going to own the room. The guy reeked of entitlement. He didn’t even bother introducing himself to the staff—just walked straight past us like we were invisible.

I rolled my eyes and turned back to the patient chart I was updating. I didn’t have time for this. I had real work to do. Damien King could prance around all he wanted, but he wasn’t going to get under my skin. Not today.

That thought lasted about ten minutes.

It didn’t take long for me to find myself face-to-face with him. We were both called into a consult for a patient who’d come in with severe food poisoning. It should have been routine—fluid replacement, IV administration, nothing we hadn’t dealt with before. But of course, Damien had to make it difficult.

“The IV’s already set,” I said, double-checking the line.
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“No, that’s not how you do it,” he said, stepping in like he owned the place. “You should have adjusted the dosage based on his vitals. Look, the guy’s dehydrated. If you don’t increase it, you’re wasting time.”

I felt my jaw clench. I’d been in this hospital for years. I knew how to handle an IV. But here was this arrogant prick, acting like he was the expert, just because he had an expensive degree and a fancy job title.

“With all due respect,” I said, trying to keep my voice even, “I’ve handled plenty of cases like this before. The current rate is sufficient. We don’t want to overdo it.”

He snorted. Actually snorted. Like what I said was beneath him. “Yeah, well, maybe you should leave the more complex cases to the doctors.”

That was it. I could feel my blood pressure rising. I wanted to tell him off, to put him in his place, but I bit my tongue. He wasn’t worth it. Not yet.

I turned and walked away, the anger bubbling just beneath the surface. I didn’t need to prove myself to him. He was just another spoiled, privileged kid who thought he was better than everyone else. I wasn’t about to let him get to me.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T WANT TO be at the meeting that morning. I spent the last week avoiding the nepo baby. It was one of those pointless administrative meetings where the board of directors pretended they cared about what the staff had to say. Usually, I kept my head down, offered a few opinions when asked, and got out as fast as possible. After all, these meetings didn’t really change anything. The hospital was a machine, and no matter how many "new initiatives" or "policy reviews" they rolled out, things stayed the same. Patients came in, doctors and nurses did the work, and the board kept their eyes on the budget.

But this meeting was different. Damien King was there.

I noticed him the second I walked into the conference room. He sat at the far end of the table, legs crossed, wearing his obnoxiously bright blue suit. The guy looked more like a tech startup CEO than a doctor. He was scrolling through something on his phone, looking bored as hell, like he couldn’t be bothered to show even the slightest interest in what was going on around him. Typical.

The rest of the room was filled with the usual suspects—department heads, senior doctors, and a couple of nurses who, like me, had been "invited" to sit in for the nurses' perspective. But I knew better. They didn’t really want our input. We were there for show, to make it look like they cared about what we thought.

I took a seat near the middle, keeping my distance from Damien. I didn’t want to deal with him if I didn’t have to. We’d already clashed a couple of times over patient care, and I wasn’t in the mood for another confrontation. But something told me it was going to be inevitable. The guy had a way of getting under my skin like no one else.

The meeting started with the usual formalities. The board members droned on about the hospital’s budget, patient satisfaction scores, and new policies that were meant to "improve efficiency." I tuned most of it out, nodding along when necessary, but my mind was elsewhere.

I couldn’t stop thinking about Dr. King.

Why did he irritate me so much? It wasn’t just his attitude, though that was bad enough. It was something deeper, something I couldn’t quite put my finger on.
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About halfway through the meeting, the topic shifted to patient care initiatives, specifically how the hospital was going to streamline its treatment protocols to cut costs. That’s when I saw Dr. King sit up a little straighter, his phone forgotten on the table. I could feel the tension in the room rise instantly. He had something to say, and I knew whatever it was, it wasn’t going to be good.

"Look," Dr. King began, in that infuriatingly confident voice of his.

"I haven’t been here for a long time but I can tell that you guys are still stuck with outdated protocols. If we really want to cut costs, we need to focus on reducing the time patients spend in the hospital. That means faster diagnoses, faster treatments, and faster discharges."

His words hung in the air for a moment, and I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. Faster. That was all he cared about—getting patients in and out as quickly as possible. He wasn’t thinking about the quality of care or whether the patients were actually ready to leave. It was all about numbers, about showing off how much he could save the hospital while sacrificing what actually mattered.

"I disagree," I said, my voice cutting through the room like a knife. Heads turned toward me, and I could feel the weight of their gazes, but I didn’t back down. "You can’t just rush patient care. Faster doesn’t mean better. If we push patients out the door before they’re ready, we’re going to see higher readmission rates, more complications, and ultimately worse outcomes."

Dr. King leaned back in his chair, that smug smile creeping onto his face. "Well, that’s easy for you to say, isn’t it? You’re a nurse. You’re not responsible for managing the hospital’s budget."

I could feel the anger rising in my chest, but I kept my voice steady. "I’m responsible for patient care, and that’s what matters. You want to cut costs? Fine. But cutting corners with treatment isn’t the way to do it."

Dr. King’s eyes narrowed, and for a moment, I saw something flicker behind them—something like annoyance, maybe even anger. Good. Let him be annoyed. I wasn’t going to let him push his half-baked ideas onto the hospital just because he had a fancy title and a fat paycheck.

One of the board members, a gray-haired man named Dr. Thompson, cleared his throat. "Gentlemen, let’s keep this discussion professional. Guile, you make a valid point, but we do need to consider the financial side of things. Damien, what’s your response?"

Dr. King didn’t miss a beat. "The reality is that most patients don’t need to stay in the hospital as long as they do. We’ve all seen it—people sitting in beds for days, waiting for test results, waiting for consults, waiting for someone to tell them they can go home. It’s a waste of resources. If we streamline the process, we can free up beds, reduce costs, and improve efficiency."

I leaned forward, my hands gripping the edge of the table. "And what happens when those patients come back with complications because they were sent home too early? Who’s going to be responsible for that? Are you? Or are we just going to let the nurses pick up the pieces when your ‘streamlined’ process backfires?"

His smile faltered for a moment, and I knew I had him. "That’s not going to happen," he said, but there was a note of uncertainty in his voice. "If we implement the right protocols, we can avoid complications."

I wasn’t going to let him off that easy. "And what exactly are these ‘right protocols’? Do you even know what it takes to care for patients after they’ve been discharged? Have you ever had to follow up with someone who was sent home too soon and ended up in worse condition than when they arrived?"

Dr. King opened his mouth to respond, but Dr. Thompson cut him off. "Guile, Damien, this isn’t the time for personal attacks. We’re here to find solutions."

I took a deep breath, forcing myself to calm down. But I wasn’t done yet. "I’m not attacking anyone. I’m just saying that patient care is more than a numbers game. It’s about understanding what each individual needs. And if you’re only focused on how fast you can get them out the door, you’re going to miss the bigger picture."

Dr. King didn’t say anything, but I could see the anger simmering beneath the surface. He hated being challenged, especially by someone he considered beneath him. But I wasn’t going to back down. Not this time.
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The room was silent for a moment, the tension thick enough to cut with a scalpel. Then Dr. Thompson nodded slowly. "You both raise important points. We need to find a balance between efficiency and quality of care. I’ll ask the team to review the current protocols and come back with a proposal that addresses both concerns."

The meeting continued after that, but I barely paid attention. I could feel Dr. King’s eyes on me, burning with resentment. I knew I’d humiliated him in front of the board, and part of me felt a twisted sense of satisfaction. He deserved it. He walked around the hospital like he owned the place, like everyone else was just there to serve him.

Maybe now he’d think twice before throwing his weight around.

But as the meeting wrapped up and people began filing out of the room, that satisfaction started to fade. I couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t right. Why did he get under my skin so much?

As I gathered my things, I glanced over at Dr. King. He was still sitting at the table, staring down at his phone, his jaw clenched tight. He looked furious, but there was something else in his expression, too—something like hurt, maybe even embarrassment. For a moment, I felt a pang of guilt. I hadn’t meant to humiliate him like that, not really. But it was too late now.

I turned to leave, but before I could make it to the door, Dr. King’s voice stopped me.

"You think you’re better than me, don’t you?"

I froze, my hand on the doorknob. Slowly, I turned to face him.

"What are you talking about?"

He stood up, his eyes locked on mine. "You act like you’re some kind of saint, like you’re the only one who cares about patients. But you’re not. You don’t know anything about me."

I raised an eyebrow. "And whose fault is that? You walk around here like you’re too good for everyone. Maybe if you actually took the time to talk to people instead of looking down on them, you’d find out that we’re not all idiots."

For a moment, I thought he was going to punch me. His hands were balled into fists, his face red with anger. But then, just as quickly as it had flared up, the rage faded, replaced by something I couldn’t quite read. He shook his head, laughing bitterly.

"You don’t know anything about me, Higgins. Not a damn thing."

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I didn’t say anything. I just turned and walked out of the room, the weight of his words following me like a shadow. He was wrong, of course. I didn’t think I was better than him. But for some reason, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d crossed a line.

And the worst part was, I wasn’t sure I cared.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I finally had a break. I’d been on back-to-back shifts, running on caffeine and sheer willpower, and I was due for some serious downtime. Days like this didn’t come often, so I was going to take full advantage of it. No patients, no Damien King, and no stress. Just me, my apartment, and my little rituals.

I slipped out of bed, feeling the cool morning air against my skin, and padded into the bathroom. The mirror reflected someone who looked a little more tired than usual. Dark circles under my eyes, stubble that was a day or two past what I’d usually allow, and hair that had been flattened from wearing my scrub cap for too long. But today wasn’t about looking presentable for work. Today was about me, and the part of me I rarely let anyone see.

I had a whole routine for days like this—my self-care days, my escape from reality. It started with a long shower, letting the hot water wash away the tension that had built up over the past few weeks. I stood there, letting the steam rise around me, closing my eyes and allowing myself to breathe. My thoughts drifted back to the hospital, to the constant pressure of being the perfect nurse, the perfect professional.

And then, inevitably, my thoughts landed on Damien.

It had been three days since the board meeting showdown. Three days since I’d publicly humiliated him in front of the entire hospital leadership. I’d told myself I didn’t care, but deep down, something gnawed at me. The way he’d looked at me afterward, his words still echoing in my mind—You don’t know anything about me, Higgins. Not a damn thing.

I shook my head, pushing those thoughts away. Today wasn’t about him. It was about me, and the part of me I kept hidden from the world. The part that was still afraid to exist in the open.

After my shower, I dried off and wrapped myself in a soft, pastel pink robe I kept tucked away in my closet. It was the little things, like the color of the fabric, that made me feel like myself. Soft. Feminine. But hidden, always hidden.
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I moved to the bedroom, where I kept my small collection of feminine clothing. No one knew about this side of me—not my coworkers, not my neighbors, not anyone. I’d gotten good at keeping it a secret, just like I’d kept so many other things secret over the years. I pulled out a light lavender blouse and a pair of satin pajama pants. They weren’t anything extravagant, but they were mine.

They made me feel... right.

I laid the clothes out on my bed, and as I looked at them, memories started to flood back. Unwelcome memories.

I was seventeen again, standing in my mother’s bedroom, wearing one of her dresses and a pair of heels that were far too big for me. I remember staring at myself in her mirror, feeling a strange mix of excitement and fear. I didn’t hear the door open. I didn’t hear my dad’s heavy footsteps until it was too late.

“What the hell are you doing?”

His voice still echoed in my mind, all these years later. I turned around, my heart pounding, and saw him standing in the doorway. His face was a mask of disgust, his hands clenched into fists at his sides.

“Dad, I—” I couldn’t even get the words out before my brothers appeared behind him. They were bigger than me, stronger, and they’d always made sure I knew it. They didn’t need any explanation. They saw me standing there in my mother’s dress, and that was all the evidence they needed.

“Freak,” one of them spat, his voice dripping with contempt.

I tried to explain, to beg them to understand, but it was no use. My father had already made up his mind. I could still hear his voice, cold and hard.

“Get out of my house. I don’t want to see you again.”

I begged. I remember falling to my knees, pleading with him, with my brothers. Tears streamed down my face as I tried to tell them that it wasn’t what they thought. I wasn’t an abomination. I was still their son. But they didn’t care. One of my brothers grabbed me by the arm and yanked me to my feet, his grip so tight it left bruises. They shoved me out of the room, down the stairs, and out the front door.

I’ll never forget the look on my mother’s face as she watched it all happen. She stood in the hallway, tears in her eyes, but she didn’t say a word. She didn’t try to stop them. She just stood there, watching as her son was thrown out of the house like garbage.

I shook my head, trying to push the memory away, but it clung to me like a shadow. No matter how many years passed, no matter how much distance I put between myself and that night, it always came back. It always haunted me.

I took a deep breath and forced myself to focus on the present. I wasn’t that scared seventeen-year-old anymore. I’d survived. I’d built a life for myself, even if it wasn’t the life I’d imagined. I was strong, and I was proud of who I was, even if I had to hide parts of myself.

I slipped into the lavender blouse and satin pajama pants, feeling the fabric against my skin, and for a moment, I felt a sense of peace. This was who I was, even if the world didn’t know it.

After dressing, I settled into my small living room, laptop in hand. I had the entire day to myself, and I planned to spend it doing something that always calmed my nerves: research. Specifically, research on transgender medicine and gender transformation. It was a subject that had fascinated me for years, ever since I first started reading about it in medical journals.

The idea that someone could truly align their body with their identity, that modern medicine could help people live authentically, was something that filled me with hope.

I typed "latest developments in transgender medicine" into the search bar, and within seconds, I was scrolling through articles and studies. Hormone therapies, surgical advancements, mental health support—it was all there, and it was changing so fast. But as much progress as had been made, I knew there was still so much further to go. The medical field wasn’t doing enough for trans people. They deserved better. They deserved innovation, respect, and care that was as thoughtful and advanced as any other field of medicine.

As I scrolled through the research, a headline caught my eye.

Interview with Dr. Damien King: "Transgender People Deserve Better"

I froze. Damien King? I clicked on the article before I could stop myself. There was a video embedded at the top, an interview with Damien from a few months ago. I hesitated for a moment, my finger hovering over the play button. I didn’t want to watch it. I didn’t want to see his arrogant face, hear his smug voice, or give him any more space in my head than he already occupied.

But something about the headline pulled me in. Transgender People Deserve Better. That didn’t sound like the Damien King I knew. The Damien I knew only cared about himself, about showing off and making everyone else feel small. Could this really be the same guy?

I hit play.
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The video started with a news anchor introducing Damien as the future leading voice in endocrinology and transgender health care. My stomach turned as his face appeared on the screen. He looked polished and professional, sitting there in one of his trademark bright suits, but his expression was different. He wasn’t smiling or smirking. He looked serious, focused.

“So, Dr. King,” the anchor began, “you’ve been quite vocal about the state of transgender health care in recent years. Can you tell us more about your views on the current system and where you think it needs improvement?”

Damien nodded, his hands folded in his lap. “Transgender health care has come a long way in the last decade, but we’re still not where we need to be. The current options for hormone therapy and gender-affirming surgeries are effective, but they’re not perfect. There’s still so much we don’t understand about how these treatments affect the body in the long term, especially when it comes to younger patients. And the stigma—both in the medical community and in society at large—still makes it difficult for trans people to access the care they need.”

I blinked, surprised by the conviction in his voice. He sounded... passionate. And not in the condescending, arrogant way he usually did at work. This was different. He cared. He actually cared.

“Do you think the medical field is doing enough to address these issues?” the anchor asked.

Damien shook his head. “No, I don’t. We’re making progress, but it’s too slow. We need more research, more funding, and more innovation in this field. Trans people deserve better than what we’re giving them. They deserve treatments that are safe, effective, and accessible. And they deserve to be treated with the same respect and dignity as any other patient.”

My heart skipped a beat. Was this really the same Damien King who strutted around Softhaven like he was God’s gift to medicine? The same guy who took my parking spot and treated me like I was beneath him?

I kept watching, half-expecting him to slip back into his usual arrogance, but he didn’t. He kept talking about the importance of transgender health care, about how the medical field had a responsibility to do better, to push the boundaries of what was possible.

I watched the entire interview, and by the end of it, I didn’t know what to think. This wasn’t the Damien I knew. This was someone who cared deeply about trans people, someone who was advocating for them in a way I never expected.

I closed the video and sat back, my mind racing. I didn’t want to feel this way. I didn’t want to see Damien in a different light. But I couldn’t deny it—he’d surprised me. There was more to him than I’d thought.

Curiosity got the better of me, and before I knew it, I was scrolling through his social media accounts. His Instagram was filled with photos of him at medical conferences, giving talks about transgender medicine, and even sharing advice for trans patients.

In one post, he talked about the importance of hormone therapy and how it could change lives. In another, he answered questions from trans people, offering them medical advice and support.

The more I scrolled, the more confused I became. How could someone who seemed so shallow and arrogant at work be so dedicated to a cause like this? How could he be so compassionate online and so infuriating in person?

I didn’t have an answer.

But as I sat there, staring at the screen, I realized that maybe—just maybe—there was more to Damien King than I’d given him credit for.

And I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE NURSE’S STATION was quiet that Monday night, the dull hum of fluorescent lights filling the silence as I sat buried in paperwork. It was just past 8:30 PM, and the thought of the twelve more hours stretched before me like a long, endless highway made my bones ache. Night shifts weren’t my favorite, but they were part of the job, and like everything else, I powered through.

The station had an eerie stillness, the kind that made you feel like time had stopped, with only the distant beeping of monitors and the occasional shuffling of footsteps from patients or staff. I rubbed my temples, staring at the patient logs in front of me. It was just page after page of charts, medication schedules, and updates from the day shift. My eyes were beginning to blur.

Focus, Guile, I told myself, but the exhaustion was creeping in, and my mind was drifting. I had tried to push Damien King out of my head, but his name lingered there, clinging to me like a shadow. It had only been days since that showdown in the meeting, and despite my attempts to forget, something about the way he’d looked at me—challenged me—kept replaying in my mind.

As much as I wanted to dismiss him as just another privileged, arrogant doctor, I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something more to him, something beneath the surface. That interview I’d seen, the way he talked about transgender medicine, about caring for trans patients—it was a side of him I hadn’t expected. And that had made everything more complicated.

Before I could spiral deeper into my thoughts, I heard the familiar click of heels approaching the station. I didn’t need to look up to know who it was. It was no other than Louise, one of the hospital’s secretaries. She had a very distinct walk, one that announced her presence before she even said a word.
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“Hey, Guile!” she called out cheerfully as she reached the station, her blonde curls bouncing around her face. She wore her usual smile, the kind that could brighten up even the dullest of shifts. In her hand, she was twirling her Ozempic pen, the one she always carried with her for her diabetes.

I glanced up, raising an eyebrow at her. “Louise, why do you still ask me to do this?” I asked, nodding toward the pen she was holding.

“It’s just a pen. You’ve been doing this yourself for years.”

She giggled, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I know, but I like the way you do it. You’ve got the magic touch, Guile.” She leaned on the counter, her smile widening. “Besides, I just love to bug you.”

I rolled my eyes, trying to suppress the small smile tugging at my lips. Louise was, without a doubt, one of the most gossipy and chatty people I’d ever met. Normally, that would drive me insane, but with her, it was different. We had formed an odd friendship over the years—she’d complain, gossip, and ramble on about things that seemed trivial, but I found her company oddly comforting, even when I pretended to be irritated.

“Alright, alright,” I said, getting up from my chair. I took the pen from her hand and gestured for her to sit down in the empty chair beside the station.

“Let’s get this over with. You know the drill.”

She plopped down into the chair and rolled up her sleeve, still twirling a strand of hair around her finger. “You know I could probably do this myself, but where’s the fun in that?”

I smirked as I swabbed her belly with alcohol and readied the pen. “You’re lucky I tolerate you,” I teased, pressing the pen against her skin and administering the shot.

“Lucky? I’d say you’re the lucky one, Guile,” she said with a playful wink. “Imagine your shifts without me here to brighten them up. You’d be lost.”

I snorted, shaking my head as I handed the pen back to her. “Yeah, right. I’m sure I’d manage just fine without you.”

She grinned, standing up and stretching her arms over her head. “Well, I really should’ve gone home earlier, but you know how it is.”

I frowned, narrowing my eyes at her. “But you didn’t. What kept you here so late?”

She sighed dramatically, placing a hand on her hip. “Ugh, I got transferred by HR to Dr. King’s office.”

My heart skipped a beat at the mention of his name, though I tried to keep my face neutral. I didn’t want her to notice the sudden interest that sparked inside me. “Dr. King? Really?” I asked casually, doing my best to sound disinterested.

“What about him?”

She raised an eyebrow, her gaze sharp and curious. “You’re not one to gossip. You seem awfully interested all of a sudden.”

I shrugged, turning back to my paperwork. “Not really. Just... give me the dirt.”

Her eyes lit up, and she leaned closer, clearly loving the fact that she had some juicy gossip to share. “Well, he asked me to stay late because of Dana.”

I frowned, glancing at her. “Dana?”

“Yeah, Dana. The new girl he’s dating. She’s the third girl in two weeks, by the way,” she said with a smirk. “He didn’t want her to be alone in his office, so he asked me to stay a bit longer to entertain her. He said traffic was bad and she got stuck waiting for him.”

I groaned, feeling the familiar wave of annoyance wash over me. “That’s so unprofessional of him.”

“I know, right?” she agreed, rolling her eyes. “But you know how Dr. King is. He thinks the rules don’t apply to him.”

I glanced back down at the paperwork, trying to focus on something else, but I couldn’t stop myself from asking, “And you agreed to that?”

She shrugged, her grin widening. “Well, duh. Of course, I agreed. He’s hot! You know I have a weakness for guys like that.”

I shook my head, handing her the pen back once I was done. “You really need to set your standards higher, Louise.”

She giggled, pocketing the pen and standing up from the chair. “Oh, come on, Guile. You can’t tell me you haven’t noticed how gorgeous he is. Don’t act like you’re blind.”

I rolled my eyes again, but deep down, I couldn’t deny that she was right. I had noticed. Of course, I had noticed. It was hard not to. Damien King was the kind of guy who demanded attention, whether he deserved it or not. But I wasn’t attracted to men. And besides, it didn’t matter. To me, he was still an arrogant jerk.

“Well, I’m going home to feed my cat,” she said, giving me a quick wave as she headed down the hall. “Let me know if you hear any more interesting gossip, okay?”

“Yeah, yeah,” I muttered, waving her off as she disappeared down the corridor.

I stared after her for a moment, still thinking about what she’d said. Another girl. Another fling. It wasn’t surprising—Damien King wasn’t exactly known for his professionalism when it came to his personal life. He was often dubbed the hottest doctor in Softhaven or some kind of Casanova. But something about it bothered me more than it should have.

I pushed the thoughts aside and forced myself to focus on my rounds. I grabbed my clipboard and headed down the hall, checking in on each of the patients one by one. The night was quiet, most of the patients already asleep or resting peacefully. It was a nice change of pace after the chaos of the day shifts, and I allowed myself to relax, falling into the familiar routine of monitoring vitals and adjusting IVs.

When I reached the end of the hall, I paused outside Room 306, glancing at the chart. Mrs. Collier, an elderly woman in her late eighties, had been in the hospital for a while now, recovering from a nasty infection.

She was one of those patients who never seemed to get any visitors. Her children didn’t come, and she rarely got phone calls. I had spent a lot of time with her over the past few weeks, just listening to her talk. She had stories, a lifetime’s worth, and once she started talking, it was hard to get her to stop.

But tonight, as I approached her room, I noticed something unusual. The door was slightly ajar, and I could hear voices inside—one of them distinctly male. Curious, I stepped closer, careful not to make too much noise.

"...I know it’s frustrating, Mrs. Collier, but we’ve been talking for about an hour now, and I really need to go," the voice said, soft but firm.

I froze, recognizing the voice immediately. Damien King.

Why was he here? And why was he spending an hour with Mrs. Collier, of all people?

I leaned against the wall, staying out of sight as I listened.

"I know, Dr. King. I just... I just miss my kids so much. They don’t visit anymore, and I don’t know why. I wasn’t a bad mother," Mrs. Collier said, her voice trembling with emotion.

There was a pause, and then Dr. King spoke again, his voice softer this time. "I’m sure they have their reasons, Mrs. Collier. But that doesn’t mean you’re alone. We’re here for you. And we’re going to make sure you’re comfortable and taken care of while you’re here."

I blinked in surprise. Was this really Damien King? The same guy who strutted around the hospital like he owned the place? The same guy who asked Louise to cover for him so his latest fling wouldn’t get bored in his office? He sounded... genuine. Compassionate, even.

"Thank you, Dr. King. I don’t know what I’d do without people like you," Mrs. Collier said, her voice thick with gratitude.

"You don’t need to thank me," he replied. "Just focus on getting better, alright?"
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I heard him stand up, the sound of his chair scraping against the floor. "Now, get some rest. I’ll check in on you tomorrow."

Mrs. Collier murmured her thanks again, and I heard Damien’s footsteps approaching the door. I quickly stepped back, pretending to be busy adjusting the clipboard in my hands.

The door swung open, and he stepped out, pausing when he saw me standing there. For a brief moment, our eyes met, and I could see the surprise in his expression. He hadn’t expected anyone to be there, let alone me.

"Guile," he said, his voice neutral, guarded.

"Dr. King," I replied, doing my best to keep my tone equally neutral. I didn’t want him to know I’d overheard the conversation.

For a moment, we just stood there in the hallway, staring at each other in awkward silence. Then, he cleared his throat, brushing past me as if nothing had happened. "Good night, Nurse Higgins," he said over his shoulder, his tone distant.

"Good night, Dr. King," I replied, watching as he walked down the hall, his footsteps fading into the distance.

I stood there for a while, staring at the door to Mrs. Collier’s room, my mind racing. Damien King had spent an hour with her, listening to her talk, comforting her in a way I hadn’t thought possible for someone like him. And he hadn’t done it for show, or to impress anyone. He’d done it because... he cared.

For the first time since I’d met Damien King, I found myself questioning everything I thought I knew about him. Maybe he wasn’t just the arrogant, self-absorbed doctor I’d made him out to be. Maybe there was more to him than I’d given him credit for.

And I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

SINCE THAT NIGHT in the hospital a month later, something had shifted inside me. Watching his videos—his interviews, his medical advice, his advocacy for trans people—had lit a fire in me I hadn’t felt in years. He talked about identity, about the importance of embracing who you are, and how the medical world needed to do more for people like me. People who had spent their whole lives hiding.

For the first time in a long time, I didn’t feel so alone. And more than that, I didn’t feel ashamed. I wasn’t ready to throw open the closet doors just yet, but the idea of stepping out, even just a little, didn’t terrify me as much as it used to.

So, here I was, sitting in the waiting room of Dr. Marcia Dela Cruz’s office, my heart racing in my chest, my hands damp with sweat. I had finally made the decision. After years of keeping my identity locked away, of hiding who I was behind scrubs and professionalism, I was going to see a gender specialist. Dr. Marcia Dela Cruz wasn’t just any specialist, either. She was world-renowned in the field of gender medicine, known for her compassion and her expertise. People traveled from all over the world to see her.

And I was about to be one of them.

The waiting room was quiet, the soft hum of air conditioning the only sound. My foot tapped nervously on the floor, and I wiped my hands on my pants for what felt like the hundredth time. This was it. This was the moment I’d been avoiding for so long. The moment where I had to say it out loud—to admit to someone else, someone professional, that I wasn’t who I pretended to be.

"Guile Higgins?" a voice called, pulling me out of my thoughts.

I looked up and saw a nurse standing at the door, clipboard in hand. She smiled at me warmly, and I forced myself to stand, my legs feeling shaky as I walked toward her. She led me down a hallway, and my heart pounded with every step. I could feel the anxiety bubbling up inside me, threatening to spill over, but I kept it together. Barely.

The nurse knocked on a door and opened it, gesturing for me to enter. "Dr. Dela Cruz will be with you shortly," she said, giving me another reassuring smile before closing the door behind me.

I stood there for a moment, staring at the room. It was cozy, not clinical like the hospital. Soft lighting, comfortable chairs, and shelves filled with books and small plants. The walls were adorned with artwork—mostly abstract pieces, calming colors. It felt safe, but that didn’t stop the knot in my stomach from tightening.

I sat down on one of the chairs, my fingers nervously playing with the hem of my shirt. I tried to take deep breaths, but my chest felt tight.

What if she thought I was a fraud?

What if she didn’t take me seriously?

What if... what if this was all just a huge mistake?

The door clicked open, and my breath caught in my throat.

Dr. Marcia Dela Cruz stepped into the room, her presence instantly commanding, but not in an intimidating way. She was tall, with dark hair that fell in soft waves just past her shoulders. Her glasses perched on the bridge of her nose, and her eyes were kind, warm, the kind of eyes that made you feel like you could tell her anything.
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"Guile," she said, her voice calm and inviting. "It’s so nice to meet you. Thank you for coming."

I stood awkwardly as she extended her hand, and I shook it, my palms still damp. "Th-thank you for seeing me, Dr. Dela Cruz."

"Please, call me Marcia," she said with a smile, gesturing for me to sit down.

"We’re here to talk, no formalities necessary."

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat as I sat back down. She settled into the chair across from me, crossing her legs and folding her hands in her lap.

"So, Guile," she began, her tone gentle but curious. "What brings you here today?"

It was such a simple question, but it felt like the weight of the world was resting on my shoulders. I had rehearsed this in my head a thousand times, but now that I was here, the words felt stuck in my throat.

"I..." I started, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I’ve been hiding. For a long time."

Marcia nodded, not pushing, just listening.

"For as long as I can remember, I’ve been... pretending to be something I’m not. It’s exhausting," I said, my hands trembling slightly as I spoke. "I’m tired of hiding. I’ve been... wearing women’s clothes in secret for years, but I’ve never... I’ve never told anyone. I’ve always been too scared."

Marcia’s expression remained soft, patient. "That sounds incredibly difficult, Guile. It must have taken a lot of courage just to come here today."

I looked down at my hands, twisting them in my lap. "I don’t know if it’s courage or desperation," I admitted, my voice breaking a little. "I’ve been pushing this part of myself down for so long that I don’t even know who I am anymore."

"Why do you think you’ve been hiding this part of yourself?" she asked, her tone gentle, like she was carefully peeling back layers.

The question hit me like a punch to the gut, and I felt the familiar wave of anxiety start to rise again. But I had come here for answers. I had come here to confront the truth. I had to be honest, even if it hurt.

"I was... I was kicked out of my house when I was seventeen," I said, my voice barely audible. "My dad caught me wearing my mom’s dress, and... he called me an abomination. My brothers... they dragged me out of the house. My dad said he never wanted to see me again."

Her expression softened even more, if that was possible. "That must have been incredibly painful, Guile. I’m so sorry you went through that."

I nodded, my throat tight with emotion. "It was... it was the worst night of my life. I begged them not to kick me out. I begged my mom to say something, to stand up for me, but she just stood there. She didn’t say a word. She just... watched."

My voice cracked, and I felt tears sting the corners of my eyes. "I’ve been running from that ever since. I threw myself into work, into being the perfect nurse, because I thought... maybe if I was good enough, people wouldn’t reject me the way my family did."

She let the silence hang in the air for a moment, giving me space to breathe, to feel.

"You’ve been carrying this pain with you for a long time," she said softly. "But you don’t have to carry it alone anymore."

I wiped at my eyes, feeling embarrassed for breaking down in front of her. "I thought I could just... bury it, you know? I thought if I ignored it long enough, it would go away. But it hasn’t. It’s only gotten worse."

She leaned forward slightly, her gaze never leaving mine. "What do you want, Guile? What do you hope to find by coming here today?"

The question hung in the air, heavy with meaning.

What did I want? I had asked myself that a million times, but I had never been brave enough to say the answer out loud.

"I want to stop hiding," I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion. "I want to know who I really am. I want to... I want to live as myself, but I don’t know where to start. I don’t know how to be... her."

Saying it out loud felt like a weight had been lifted off my chest, but it also terrified me. It made everything feel so real, so undeniable.

She smiled softly, her eyes warm with understanding. "You’ve already taken the first step, Guile. By coming here, by opening up about your feelings, you’ve started the journey to discovering who you are."

I let out a shaky breath, the knot in my stomach loosening just a little. "I’m just so scared," I admitted. "I’m scared of what people will think. I’m scared of losing my job, of being judged... of being rejected again."

She nodded, her expression serious but compassionate. "Those fears are valid. And it’s okay to feel scared. But the important thing to remember is that this is your life, and you deserve to live it authentically. You deserve to be happy."

"I don’t even know if I’m... trans," I said, my voice small. "I don’t know what I am."

"You don’t have to have all the answers right now," she said gently.

"This process is about exploration, about giving yourself the time and space to figure out who you are, without judgment. There’s no rush, and there’s no right or wrong way to do this."

I nodded, feeling a flicker of hope stir in my chest. Maybe she was right. Maybe I didn’t have to have all the answers right now. Maybe it was okay to take this one step at a time.

"Apart from that traumatic experience with your family, what was your childhood like?" she asked, shifting the conversation slightly.

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. "It was... complicated. I grew up in a pretty conservative household. My dad was strict, and my brothers... they were always trying to toughen me up. I was never like them. I was always more sensitive, more... quiet. I liked books, art, things that didn’t fit the ‘manly’ mold they wanted for me."

"And how did that make you feel, growing up in that environment?" she asked, her voice soft.

"Like I didn’t belong," I said, my throat tightening again. "Like there was something wrong with me. I tried to fit in. I tried to be the son they wanted, but... it never felt right. I always felt like I was... pretending."

She nodded, her gaze empathetic. "It sounds like you’ve spent most of your life trying to live up to other people’s expectations, rather than your own."

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of her words. She was right. I had spent my entire life trying to be what everyone else wanted me to be, and in the process, I had lost sight of who I really was.

"But now," she continued, "you have the opportunity to start living for yourself. To explore who you are without fear, without shame. It won’t be easy, and there will be challenges, but you don’t have to do it alone. I’m here to help you. We’ll figure this out together."

For the first time in a long time, I felt a sense of hope. It was small, fragile, but it was there. Maybe, just maybe, I could stop hiding. Maybe I could start living as the person I was meant to be.

I looked at her, her kindness, her understanding, and for the first time in years, I allowed myself to believe that I wasn’t broken. That I wasn’t an abomination.

"I don’t know what the future holds," I said quietly, "but I think... I think I’m ready to find out."

She smiled, her eyes warm. "That’s all that matters. One step at a time."
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Later that day, the hospital was buzzing with its usual rhythm, a steady hum of activity that filled every hallway and room. It was the afternoon, and I had finally settled into the flow of my rounds. After my appointment with Dr. Marcia Dela Cruz, my mind had been in overdrive, thoughts swirling about everything we had discussed.

I shook the thoughts from my head as I focused on my current task. Mrs. Jansen, one of our long-term patients, had been complaining about her bed sores, and I was there to change her dressings and make her more comfortable.

"Alright, Mrs. Jansen, let's get you comfortable again," I said, gently lifting her arm to inspect the bandages. "These new dressings should help with the soreness."

Mrs. Jansen smiled weakly, her eyes tired but grateful. "Thank you, Nurse Higgins. You’re always so kind."

I smiled back, grateful for the distraction. "Just doing my job."

As I finished securing the last bandage, I heard a familiar voice echo from the hallway, sharp and commanding.

"Nurse Higgins."

I froze, my back stiffening immediately. The tone was unmistakable, and even though I hadn’t turned to look, I knew exactly who it was. Dr. Damien King.

I took a deep breath and glanced over my shoulder. Sure enough, there he was, standing in the doorway with one eyebrow raised, arms crossed. He looked as arrogant as ever, dressed in one of his expensive suits—this one a deep blue that seemed to scream wealth.

"Nurse Higgins, a word in my office. Now." His voice was clipped, as if I had done something wrong. Typical.

I felt a flicker of irritation rise in my chest. What now? I hadn’t even done anything—at least not that I could think of—but Dr. King’s tone suggested otherwise.

I forced a calm smile for Mrs. Jansen. "I’ll be right back. Dr. King apparently needs me."

Mrs. Jansen nodded sympathetically, as if she could feel the tension in the air. I straightened up, trying to ignore the sinking feeling in my stomach. What the hell did he want? I was exhausted from my shift, still emotionally raw from my appointment with Dr. Marcia, and now this?

I followed him down the hallway, my footsteps echoing in the silence as we walked toward his office. My mind raced, trying to figure out what could possibly be so urgent that he needed to drag me away in the middle of my rounds. And the way he had called me out in front of the patient—God, he was infuriating.

When we reached his office, he opened the door and stepped aside, gesturing for me to enter. I walked in, already on edge, and turned to face him as he closed the door behind us.

"What's this about?" I asked, my voice more defensive than I had intended.

Dr. King didn’t sit down at his desk. Instead, he leaned back against it, crossing his arms and looking at me with a strange intensity. He raised an eyebrow, almost mocking.

"Why were you in my sister’s office earlier today?"

My heart stopped for a split second, and a wave of confusion and embarrassment hit me. I blinked, thrown off by the sudden accusation. "What? Your sister?"

"Yes, Nurse Higgins, my sister. Dr. Marcia Dela Cruz," he said, his tone dripping with impatience, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.

I stared at him, stunned. Dr. Dela Cruz was his sister? The world-renowned gender specialist who had listened to me bare my soul was related to Damien King? My head was spinning, and I struggled to process what he had just said.

"But… you don’t have the same last name," I managed to stammer, my mind scrambling for any piece of information to ground me.

Dr. King rolled his eyes, his arms still crossed. "Obviously, genius, because she’s married to a Filipino guy. Don’t act like it’s rocket science, Higgins."

I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks. My anxiety was starting to bubble up again, my chest tightening with embarrassment. Why was this happening? Why did he of all people have to know about this?

"How did you even know I was there? Did your sister forget about the HIPAA privacy rule?" I accused, my voice shaky but trying to maintain some control over the situation.

He smirked, and I could tell he was enjoying this far too much. "She didn’t. I passed by her clinic on my way to the hospital earlier today. And wouldn’t you know it? I saw your little sports car parked outside."

I cringed internally, knowing exactly what he meant. My Toyota Wigo, in its light lavender paint, stood out like a sore thumb wherever I went. Most people overlooked it, but apparently not Damien King.

"That car is hard to miss," he added, his voice mocking.

I wanted to crawl into a hole. My nerves were frayed, and the fact that he of all people had noticed me at Marcia’s office made me feel sick with shame. This was private. This was about me trying to understand who I was. I wasn’t ready for anyone—let alone him—to know about it.

"It’s none of your business why I was there," I shot back, my voice coming out harsher than I intended. The tension in the room was unbearable. I could feel my pulse racing in my neck.

Dr. King’s smirk widened slightly, but his eyes were cold. "You’re not planning on bad-mouthing me to my sister, are you?" he asked, his voice low and condescending.

I narrowed my eyes at him, the irritation flaring up again. "Who do you think you are?" I snapped, taking a step forward. I couldn’t believe the audacity of this man—assuming I was somehow out to get him just because I had an appointment with his sister.

He tilted his head, examining me with a mixture of amusement and disdain. "It’s just odd, don’t you think? You, a nurse with no connection to her field, suddenly visiting a gender specialist—my sister. It makes no sense, unless it’s related to me."

I felt the ground shift beneath me. He knew. Or at least he thought he did. The realization hit me like a freight train, and for a moment, all I could do was stare at him, my mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water.

The air between us felt charged, as if something was about to break. My heart was pounding in my chest, a mix of fear and anger swirling inside me. Who the hell did he think he was? Coming in here, accusing me, prying into my personal life like it was some kind of game?

I clenched my fists at my sides, my voice shaking as I finally spoke.

"I went to see her because I want to know who I am, alright?"

The words spilled out of me before I could stop them, the raw truth hitting the air like a slap.

Dr. King’s smirk vanished, replaced by something unreadable. He stared at me, his expression suddenly serious, the arrogant facade cracking just a little. For the first time since I had met him, he looked... surprised.

“Yeah, right…” he said—his voice low now.

I couldn’t take it anymore. The weight of everything—the hospital, my identity, my family’s rejection, him—it was all too much. I had spent years hiding, running from who I really was, and now here I was, standing in front of the one person who had the power to unravel everything.

Without another word, I turned on my heel and walked out of his office, my heart racing, my hands trembling. I could feel his eyes on my back as I left, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t stay in that room another second.
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The ticking of the wall clock above the nurse’s station had never felt so loud. It was 7:33 PM, and I was buried in paperwork again, trying to drown out the lingering frustration from my confrontation with Dr. King. My mind kept replaying every word, every look. His arrogance, his audacity to pry into my personal life like that—it made my blood boil all over again.

I scrawled my signature at the bottom of a chart, pressing harder than necessary with the pen. But no matter how many forms I filled out or how hard I tried to focus, that tense conversation with him kept creeping back into my thoughts.

Who does he think he is?

I was so wrapped up in my frustration that I didn’t even notice the familiar sound of heels clicking down the hallway until they were practically right in front of me.

“Hey, Guile!”

I glanced up from the papers, immediately recognizing the voice—Louise. My first thought was that she was here for more gossip. It had been a long day, and I wasn’t in the mood. But then I saw the Subway bag dangling from her hand.

I raised an eyebrow, my stomach rumbling involuntarily at the sight of the food. “You better tell me that’s for me and not for your cat,” I said, eyeing the bag. “I’m starving.”

She giggled, clearly enjoying the moment. “How did you know?” she teased, placing the bag on the counter in front of me. Her expression turned sly, like she was holding onto a secret. “Guess who it’s from.”

My eyebrows shot up in surprise. “Wait, seriously? That’s for me?”

She nodded, her grin widening. “Yep. Dr. King asked me to give it to you before I went home. Said it was some sort of apology.” She paused, leaning forward with a mischievous glint in her eyes. “He didn’t tell me why, though, so I’m here to ask you… why!?.”

I could feel the tension rise again, that same frustration bubbling up. Of course, he wouldn’t explain. That wasn’t his style—just leave people guessing, making them uncomfortable. Typical.

I rolled my eyes, folding my arms across my chest. “It’s none of your business, Louise. Just go home before the traffic gets worse.”

She pouted, her curiosity obviously unsatisfied. “Come on, spill! What did you two fight about this time? Did you put him in his place again?”

I shot her a look, shaking my head. “I said it’s none of your business. Go home.”

She sighed dramatically, clearly disappointed, but she wasn’t one to push too hard. “Fine, fine. I’m going home.” She started to walk away, then stopped, turning back to face me with a playful smile. “Not sure what your favorite is, so I just ordered the most expensive thing on the menu. Figured it’s a good bet.”

I watched her walk down the hallway, her heels clicking against the floor as she disappeared around the corner. My eyes shifted back to the Subway bag in front of me. My stomach growled again, louder this time. I was hungry—starving, actually—but the fact that the food was from him made my appetite stall.

I sat there for a while, just staring at the bag, annoyed at myself for even hesitating. I didn’t want to eat it. I didn’t want to accept anything from Dr. King, not after the day I’d had. But... I was hungry. And the food was right in front of me. My stomach clenched, reminding me that I hadn’t eaten since lunch, and I knew I still had hours to go before my shift was over.

Fine, I thought, just take a peek. I opened the bag, glancing inside, and my eyes widened. It was my favorite—turkey and avocado on wheat, with all the fixings. How did Louise manage that?

I hesitated for a few more seconds, debating whether or not to give in, before finally pulling the sandwich out. Whatever, I reasoned. It’s just food. It wasn’t like eating it meant I was forgiving him or anything. I was just hungry.

I took a bite, the familiar flavors melting in my mouth, and for a moment, all my frustration faded. I was so caught up in enjoying the food that I didn’t hear the footsteps approaching until it was too late.

"I guess you accepted my apology, then."

The voice startled me, and I nearly choked on the sandwich. I looked up, eyes wide, to see Dr. King standing at the entrance of the nurse’s station, arms crossed, a smug expression on his face.

I wanted to spit out the food right there and then, but I forced myself to swallow, my heart racing with embarrassment. He was watching me eat the food he had sent. This was exactly the kind of situation I had wanted to avoid. Why was he even here?

I cleared my throat, trying to regain my composure. "I haven’t had dinner yet, and there was food in front of me. Why not?" I said, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible.

Dr. King stepped further into the room, the smug look fading into something more sincere. "I didn’t mean to put you on the spot earlier," he said, his tone softer than I’d ever heard it. "What I said... it was out of line. I’m sorry, Guile."

I blinked, staring at him. Was this a real apology? From Dr. King? My heart pounded in my chest, and I didn’t know how to react. He looked... genuine. There was no arrogance in his expression, no mockery in his voice. Just an apology.

For a moment, I didn’t know what to say. The sandwich sat half-eaten in front of me, and my mind was spinning. How had we gone from him interrogating me to this? The shift in his demeanor left me off-balance, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something more behind it.

Before I could respond, he nodded once, as if acknowledging that his apology was all he had come to say. He turned toward the door, but not before glancing back at me with a look I couldn’t quite read.

"I meant what I said," he added, his voice quiet. "Take care, Nurse Higgins."

And just like that, he was gone.

I sat there, still looking at the sandwich, my heart pounding in my chest long after he had left. I couldn’t understand it—why was my heart racing? Why did it feel like something had shifted between us, even though nothing had really changed?

It wasn’t just the food that had caught me off guard. It was him. Dr. Damien King, the arrogant, insufferable doctor who always acted like he was better than everyone else... had just sincerely apologized to me. And for some reason, that left me feeling more confused than ever.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN A MONTH since my first session with Dr. Marcia Dela Cruz, and so much had changed. Four sessions later, I had come to terms with something that had once felt impossible to admit: I was a transgender woman.

For years, I had buried that truth deep inside me, afraid of what it might mean, afraid of the rejection and the judgment. But in those quiet sessions with Dr. Marcia, as I peeled back the layers of fear and shame, I found a new clarity.

I wasn’t pretending anymore. I wasn’t hiding. I was finally letting myself be who I was meant to be.

Dr. Marcia had been gentle in her advice, telling me not to rush, to take small steps. "Start at home," she had said during one of our sessions. "Surround yourself with things that make you feel like yourself. Get rid of anything that makes you dysphoric—facial hair, body hair, men's clothing. Slowly start incorporating feminine clothing under your daily outfits. It’ll help you connect with your identity in a way that feels safe."

So that’s what I had been doing. Every night when I got home from the hospital, I would strip off my scrubs and slip into something that made me feel more like me. A soft blouse, a skirt, stockings. I shaved away the body hair that had always felt foreign to me, and every morning I caught glimpses of my face in the mirror, smoother, softer without the shadow of facial hair.

Underneath my work clothes, I had started wearing panties—delicate pieces that made me feel connected to my true self, even if no one else knew. Dr. Marcia had been right. Those small steps helped. They made the world feel a little less overwhelming, a little more like home.

But the outside world was a different story. I wasn’t ready to step out fully yet—not at work, not in front of my colleagues. I was still hiding that part of myself during the day, still figuring out how to navigate this new reality.
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Today, though, I was taking another step.

I was standing in The Vine mall, trying to muster up the courage to walk into Victoria’s Secret.

The store loomed in front of me, filled with rows of lace, satin, and silk. Mannequins in colorful bras posed seductively in the window, and the sight made my heart race. I’d never stepped foot inside Victoria’s Secret before. It was one of those places I had always admired from afar but never dared to enter. It felt too... exposed. Too much like a place I didn’t belong.

But now, I did belong.

I took a deep breath and stepped inside, my fingers clutching the strap of my purse tightly as I made my way through the store. The sales associates were busy helping customers, chatting in cheerful voices, their arms draped with silky bras and lace underwear. I wanted to ask one of them for help, but the words stuck in my throat.

What if they humiliate me?

What if they thought that I was this weird pervert shopping for women’s lingerie?

What if they thought I didn’t belong here?

Instead, I walked quietly through the aisles, running my fingers over the fabric, marveling at the delicate designs. Bras in every color, adorned with lace, satin, and bows. I couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like to wear them, to finally have a body that matched who I was on the inside.

I picked up a bra, examining it like it was a medical journal, holding it delicately in my hands, admiring the craftsmanship. The thought of wearing something like this made me feel... alive. But it also made me feel nervous. Finding the right size seemed complex.

As I stood there, lost in thought, I heard a voice behind me. A loud, irritating voice that cut through the store like nails on a chalkboard.

"You stood me up last night! This is the only way you’re going to make it up to me."

I froze. The voice was unmistakably female, but it carried a certain edge, the kind of tone that demanded attention. Curious—and slightly alarmed—I turned my head just enough to catch a glimpse of the speaker.

She was blonde, tall, and absolutely gorgeous—the kind of woman who could have been plucked straight from the pages of a fashion magazine. Her hair fell in perfect waves down her back, and she was dressed in a tight, stylish outfit that clung to her every curve. She was the kind of woman people stopped to stare at, the kind of woman I had always felt invisible next to.

And her arms were linked with none other than Dr. Damien King.

My heart stopped. Of all the people to run into here, it had to be him.

"I know, I know," Damien said, his voice that same smooth, arrogant tone I had come to despise. "But the hospital needs me. I can’t help that, you know?"

The woman pouted, clearly not satisfied with his excuse. "This is the only way you can make it up to me," she repeated, tugging at his arm.

Damien sighed, pulling his wallet from his pocket and handing her a credit card. "Fine. Get whatever you want, okay? I really have to go."

She took the card with a satisfied smile, and he leaned down to kiss her on the cheek, sealing the deal. My stomach twisted as I watched the scene unfold. I stood frozen in place, hoping—praying—that he wouldn’t turn around and notice me standing there.

I couldn’t let him see me. Not here. Not like this.

I took a small step back, trying to make myself as invisible as possible, but my heart was racing, my palms sweating. I couldn’t take my eyes off them, even as my mind screamed at me to leave. Damien stood there for a moment longer, watching the woman saunter off into the store before turning to leave himself.

I exhaled slowly, relief flooding through me as he walked away without so much as a glance in my direction. He hadn’t seen me. Thank God.

But as I stood there, holding the bra in my trembling hands, I couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling in my chest. Watching him like that, with a woman draped on his arm, acting as if he owned the world—it made me feel small, insignificant. It was a reminder of everything I wasn’t yet, everything I was still too afraid to be.

After the close call with Dr. King, I moved to a different section of the store, hoping to avoid any more surprises. The lacy ones caught my attention—delicate bras with intricate designs that looked like they belonged in a dream. The lace was so fine, so elegant, and I could already imagine how it would feel against my skin. But as I stood there, nervously running my fingers over the fabric, I felt out of place again. This wasn’t something I was used to. I wasn’t sure what size I needed, and the idea of asking for help still made my stomach turn.

Just as I was about to reach for one of the bras, I heard a voice behind me—smooth, a little teasing, but loud enough to make me jump.
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"That doesn’t look like your size."

I turned around sharply, my heart skipping a beat. It was the blonde woman from earlier, the one who had been with Dr. King. She stood there, looking effortlessly glamorous, her arms crossed over her chest as she smirked at me.

"Uhm…" I stammered, my face flushing with embarrassment. "No, it’s… it’s not for me. It’s for my girlfriend."

She chuckled softly, her smile widening as if she knew something I didn’t. "Sure," she said, her tone playful but knowing. "Your girlfriend."

I swallowed, trying to keep my composure. "What makes you say that?"

She raised an eyebrow and took a step closer, her eyes scanning my face with a level of scrutiny that made me feel exposed. "Well, for starters, your eyebrows are a bit too thin for someone who’s just shopping for his ‘girlfriend,’ don’t you think? And you don’t really give off the vibe of a guy who dates girls."

I froze. My instinct was to deny everything, to make some excuse, but the way she was looking at me—there was no point in lying. She already knew. And somehow, that realization made me feel… relieved.

She must have sensed my discomfort because she softened her tone and smiled. "Sorry. That was rude of me. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable." She extended her hand. "I’m Carly Sanders, by the way."

I hesitated for a moment before shaking her hand. Her grip was firm but warm, and her confidence was overwhelming. "Guile," I managed to say. "Guile Higgins."

"Nice to meet you, Guile," she said, releasing my hand and glancing at the bras I had been looking at. "So, what are you shopping for? A little something for yourself?"

I felt my cheeks flush again. "I… I was just looking," I muttered, avoiding eye contact. Her confidence was like a spotlight, and standing in its glow made me feel small, unsure of myself. "I’m not really sure about… sizes and stuff."

She chuckled again, the sound light and airy. "Don’t worry. It can be tricky, but once you figure it out, it’s no big deal." She gave me a quick once-over, then smirked. "You look like a minus zero A."

I blinked, completely thrown by the term. "A what?"

"It’s just a way of saying you’re probably a very small A-cup," she explained with a wave of her hand. "Don’t worry, though. Lots of girls in our industry don’t have boobs."

"Our industry?" I asked, curious despite myself.

She grinned, clearly enjoying the attention. "I’m a runway model. I’ve walked for a bunch of brands—Chanel, Versace, Givenchy. You name it."

I blinked, processing that information. I’d figured she was someone important, given her looks and the way she carried herself, but a runway model? That was a whole different world from mine.

"And here I am, helping you pick out a bra," she added, her tone playful. "It’s all about the right fit."

I hesitated again, my hand hovering over one of the lacy bras. I didn’t know what to say. Part of me wanted to thank her and run, to escape this situation before it became even more overwhelming. But another part of me—the part I had been slowly learning to listen to—wanted to stay. I wanted to try. I wanted to know what it felt like to wear something beautiful, something that made me feel more like me.

She must have seen the hesitation in my eyes because she reached out, taking one of the bras off the rack. "Come on," she said, her voice gentle but encouraging. "Why don’t you try one of these on? It won’t hurt to see how it fits."

I glanced around, feeling my heart race. "I don’t know…"

"It’s just a bra," she said, holding it out to me with a smile. "Trust me, it’s no big deal."

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of the moment. It was just a bra. But to me, it was so much more than that. It was a step—a small step, but a step nonetheless. And if I didn’t take it now, I didn’t know when I’d have the courage to try again.

"Okay," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

She beamed, clearly pleased with my decision. She handed me the bra and motioned toward the dressing rooms. "Come on, I’ll help you. It can be tricky to figure out the straps the first time."

I followed her to the dressing rooms, my heart pounding in my chest. I had never imagined that my first time trying on a bra would be like this—with a supermodel giving me tips in the middle of a Victoria’s Secret. It felt surreal.

She led me into one of the rooms and handed me the bra. "Here, try this on," she said. "Don’t worry if it feels a little weird at first. It takes some getting used to."

I stared at the bra in my hands, feeling overwhelmed by everything. But then I took a deep breath, reminding myself of what Dr. Marcia had said—small steps. This was one of those steps. I was allowed to take it.

With shaky hands, I slipped off my shirt and put on the bra. The lace felt soft against my skin, and as I adjusted the straps, she stepped in to help, her fingers deftly securing them in place.

"There you go," she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

"Not bad. It suits you."

I looked at myself in the mirror, my reflection staring back at me with wide, uncertain eyes. The bra fit snugly, and for the first time, I saw something that felt right. It wasn’t perfect—my chest was still flat, and I knew there was a long way to go before I felt fully comfortable in my body—but it was a start.

"See?" she said, smiling.

"You look great. I told you, it’s all about finding the right fit."

I nodded slowly, still staring at my reflection. It felt like a strange kind of victory—small, but important. And as overwhelming as the whole experience had been, I felt grateful. Grateful for Carly, for her confidence and her willingness to help. Grateful for the small steps I had been able to take today.

"Thanks," I said softly, turning to her. "I really appreciate this."

Shortly after, I handed over the lace bra to the cashier, trying to act as casual as possible. The last thing I wanted was to attract attention. But as I waited for the transaction to go through, I saw her out of the corner of my eye, hovering near the exit.

“Guile!” she called out, waving as if we were old friends. “You’re not getting away that easily.”

I sighed internally, hoping she’d just leave, but before I could even say goodbye, she walked over, her smile bright and energetic.

“Let’s grab a coffee. My treat.”

“I, uh…” I hesitated, looking for an excuse. I didn’t feel comfortable, especially knowing that she was connected to Dr. King. The last thing I needed was another reminder of him today.

“I really have to go. I’ve got a lot to do, you know… clean my house.”

She raised an eyebrow and smirked. “Come on, you owe me for my bra expertise.” She clasped her hands together and pouted, doing her best imitation of puppy dog eyes. “Besides, today was supposed to be a date with my boyfriend, but he chose work over me. Help a girl out, huh?”

I groaned inwardly, feeling a pang of guilt. I wasn’t sure why, but her persistence was hard to resist. I glanced at her, then at the exit, and finally sighed in defeat.

“Fine. But just a quick coffee.”

She beamed, her victory clear. “Great! There’s a café just around the corner. My treat.” She pulled out her card, the same one Dr. King had handed her earlier. “Well, technically, my boyfriend’s treat.”

I forced a small smile, not thrilled about the idea of accepting anything from Dr. King’s money, but I couldn’t back out now.

“Lead the way,” I muttered, following her out of the store.

The café was cozy, with a warm ambiance that made it feel like a refuge from the busy mall. She ordered an elaborate drink—something with three shots of espresso and caramel drizzle—while I settled for a simple black coffee. I still felt a bit awkward sitting across from her, especially knowing she was dating the last person I wanted to think about.

“So,” she said, stirring her drink and flashing me a curious smile.

“What do you do? Besides buying cute lingerie, I mean.”

I paused, not wanting to reveal too much. The last thing I wanted was for her to make the connection between me and Dr. King. “I work in healthcare,” I said vaguely, taking a sip of my coffee.

“Oh? Like a doctor or something?”

“Uh, no. Just a nurse,” I said, trying to downplay it.

She nodded, seemingly uninterested in the details, which was a relief. “That’s cool. I’ve always thought healthcare workers have such intense jobs. It’s probably so rewarding, though.”

“Yeah, it has its moments,” I said, hoping she wouldn’t dig any deeper into my work life.

To my relief, she shifted gears. She leaned back in her chair, her confident air dimming slightly. “You know, I love modeling, but I’m thinking about quitting.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Why? You seem to enjoy it.”

“I do,” she said, twirling a strand of her blonde hair around her finger. “But it’s not a good look for the long term, you know? Especially with my boyfriend’s family… they’re not exactly open to the idea of him dating a model.”

I furrowed my brow, confused. “Why would that matter?”

She let out a soft laugh, shaking her head. “Well, his family is crazy wealthy. I’m talking generations of doctors and professionals. You know, the whole upper-crust, old-money type. And marrying a model like me? It’s not really what they want for him.”

I could feel my stomach tightening as she talked about her boyfriend’s family. It wasn’t hard to figure out who she was talking about. Dr. King came from wealth—he always carried himself like someone who had never worried about money a day in his life. Still, hearing her describe him in this way made me uneasy. “But… if you love modeling, why change for someone else?”

She shrugged, her expression nonchalant. “Because he’s not just any guy. He can secure my future. He’s perfect, honestly. Hot, smart, rich—what more can a girl ask for?”

I nearly spat out my coffee, barely managing to hold it in.

Hot?

Smart?

Perfect?

She had clearly forgotten to mention the “arrogant, know-it-all jerk” part of his personality. She was also naïve to the fact that just weeks ago, he was seeing a girl named Dana and there she was already blabbering like her words had wedding bells as their background music. I bit my tongue, trying not to let my real thoughts slip out. She was talking about Dr. King, and as much as I despised the man, this wasn’t my place to say anything.

“So… you want to marry him because of his family name?” I asked, trying to sound neutral.

She flashed me a sly smile. “Well, yeah. And he’s generous. He takes care of me. It’s nice knowing I’ll never have to worry about anything, you know?”

I stared at her, not sure how to respond. There it was—her real motivation. I couldn’t help but feel bad for him, even if he wasn’t exactly my favorite person. Being with someone who cared more about his wealth than who he actually was? That had to sting, even for someone like Dr. King. But it wasn’t my business, and I didn’t want to get involved.

“Well, I guess as long as you’re happy…” I said, trailing off.

She shrugged, sipping her drink.

“Happiness is relative, right? At the end of the day, it’s about securing a future.”

I nodded, but a strange feeling settled in my chest. It wasn’t my place to judge her, but hearing her speak so casually about using someone for their money made me uncomfortable. Still, it wasn’t my business.

We continued chatting for a little while longer, but the more she talked about her relationship, the more conflicted I felt. Part of me wanted to tell her that she deserved more, that she shouldn’t have to rely on someone else’s wealth to feel secure. But another part of me knew that wasn’t my place, and besides, she didn’t seem interested in hearing any different.

As we finished our coffee and prepared to leave, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I had stepped into a world I didn’t belong in—a world of wealth, status, and manipulation. Her confidence was admirable, but the more I learned about her, the more I realized how different we were.

And as much as I hated to admit it, I couldn’t stop thinking about Dr. King. What would he say if he knew how she really saw him?
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The drive home was quiet, but my mind wasn’t. Carly’s words kept replaying in my head—her casual admission about wanting to marry her boyfriend for his family name, the way she spoke so confidently about her future, about wealth and security. On the other hand, I also kept thinking about how she was unaware of Dr. King’s multiple dates and that she wasn’t the only one with the pipe dream of becoming Mrs. King.

I couldn’t shake the question about who’s worse than the two. But what really gnawed at me was the fact that Carly didn’t seem to care about who he was, just what he could give her.

I wasn’t sure why it bothered me so much. Dr. King wasn’t someone I liked—hell, I could barely stand him most of the time. But the idea of him being used, even by someone as glamorous as Carly, felt wrong. Then again, maybe that was just the way their world worked. People like Carly and Dr. King were cut from the same cloth. They didn’t worry about things like using or being used in the same way the rest of us did.

I parked outside my apartment, the familiar sight of my light lavender Wigo making me feel more grounded. As I stepped inside and closed the door behind me, I let out a long breath, shaking off the remnants of the day. The conversation with Carly still buzzed in the back of my mind, but as I placed my shopping bag on the table, something shifted.

I pulled out the bra, holding it in my hands like it was some kind of treasure. The lace felt soft under my fingers, delicate but strong, and for the first time all day, I smiled. I had found my size. It seemed like such a small thing, but it wasn’t. It was more than just a piece of clothing—it was a step forward, a step toward the person I had always been too afraid to be.

I carried the bra to my room, my heart lifting with each step. The moment I slipped it on, I felt something inside me click into place. The fit was perfect, snug against my skin in all the right ways. I looked at myself in the mirror, and for a moment, I wasn’t thinking about Carly or Dr. King or the complexities of their world. I wasn’t thinking about my job or the fear that still lingered in the back of my mind about being discovered.

I was just… happy.

I twirled around in front of the mirror, the lace brushing against my skin as I moved. I had done it. I had taken a step, however small, toward the person I wanted to be. The person I was.

I laughed, spinning again, the worries of the day momentarily forgotten. I had found my size. It wasn’t perfect—there were still so many things I had to figure out, so many questions that lingered in the back of my mind—but at this moment, none of that mattered.

I was free. Free to be me.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

MY HANDS TREMBLED SLIGHTLY a week later as I stood at the cashier of Dr. Dela Cruz’s clinic, waiting for the receipt to print. The machine beeped, and the cashier handed me the slip of paper, the ink still fresh and crisp.

I looked down at the receipt, my heart skipping a beat as I read the words: Guile Higgins (Gail). I had never seen it written out before, not like this. "Gail"—the name I had chosen for myself. It wasn’t official yet, just something I had been calling myself in private, but seeing it there, even in parentheses, felt like a small victory. A secret step toward the life I wanted.

The prescription was for Estradiol Valerate—Estrasol—and an anti-androgen called Andronator. These little pills were the key to something I had dreamed about for years. I blushed as I slipped the receipt into my bag, feeling a mix of excitement and nerves. Dr. Dela Cruz had told me to take them before bed, but it was only after lunch, and the rest of the day stretched out in front of me like an eternity.

I wanted time to fly, to fast-forward to that moment when I could take the first pill and start this new chapter of my life.

But for now, I had work to do. I still had my shift at the hospital later, and I couldn’t exactly show up distracted or impatient. The hospital didn’t know about Gail yet. Not the doctors, not the nurses—no one but me and Dr. Dela Cruz.

And for now, that was how it had to stay.

I walked out of the clinic, the prescription tucked safely in my bag, and climbed into my car. My light lavender Wigo gleamed in the afternoon sun, and for the first time in a long while, I felt a sense of peace. Under my scrubs, I wore a bra and panties—soft, delicate things that made me feel more connected to myself, even when no one else could see. I smiled, feeling at ease, as I started the engine and headed to the hospital.

The drive was quiet, my thoughts swirling with excitement. I kept imagining what it would feel like, the changes that would come. My skin would soften, my body would reshape itself, and—hopefully—my facial hair would stop growing like wild weeds. That was one of the things that bothered me the most. I shaved every day, sometimes twice a day, but the moment the daylight hit my skin, I could always see the shadow of stubble creeping back in.

It was like a constant reminder of the person I didn’t want to be anymore.

I glanced at myself in the side mirror as I waited at a red light. The 5 o’clock shadow was already starting to show, a faint dark line along my jaw. I sighed, running a hand over my chin, wishing the hormones could work faster. But it would take time, Dr. Dela Cruz had reminded me.

Patience.

It was a process, one that wouldn’t happen overnight. But still, I was hopeful. Hopeful that one day soon, I wouldn’t have to see that shadow staring back at me in the mirror.

As the light turned green and I pulled into the hospital parking lot, I took a deep breath. The anticipation was nearly overwhelming, but I had to stay focused. Tonight, I would take the first step. But for now, I had a job to do.

I straightened my scrubs and stepped out of the car, feeling the soft brush of lace against my skin as I moved. It was a small comfort, a reminder that even though I wasn’t ready to share Gail with the world, she was still there—just beneath the surface, waiting for her time.
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Later that night, the clock on the nurse’s station wall ticked slowly, almost tauntingly, as I waited for the end of my shift. Each minute felt like an eternity, my thoughts consumed by the small bottles of Estrasol and Andronator tucked away in my bag. I had been counting down the hours until I could finally take my first dose, but now, even the few hours left until bedtime felt unbearable.

I wasn’t supposed to take the pills until then—Dr. Dela Cruz had recommended starting them before bed to help my body adjust to the hormones overnight. But my excitement was getting the better of me. The anticipation was building, and I could hardly focus on anything else. Maybe, just maybe, I didn’t have to wait.

I glanced around the nurse’s station. It was a relatively quiet evening, which was rare for Softhaven Medical Center. No doctors barking orders, no patients in distress—just the usual hum of machines and the shuffle of nurses going about their duties. It felt like the perfect moment.

I reached into my bag, my fingers brushing against the small prescription bottles. My heart raced as I considered taking them right there in the break room. After all, I wasn’t doing anything wrong. This was my journey, my first step toward becoming who I truly was. I could feel it—the weight of the moment pressing down on me, the thrill of finally taking control of my life.

Just as I unscrewed the cap on the Estrasol bottle, the calm was shattered by the shrill sound of an alarm blaring overhead.

"Code blue! Code blue! Emergency Room—STAT!"

The urgency in the voice echoed through the halls, and the moment of peace I had been savoring vanished in an instant. My body reacted before my mind did, my instincts kicking as I grabbed my stethoscope.

"Shit," I muttered under my breath, rushing out of the nurse’s station and down the hallway toward the ER.

The halls were buzzing with energy, nurses and doctors moving quickly, their faces set with determination. My pulse quickened as I joined the fray, pushing through the double doors into the chaos of the emergency room.

It was a scene straight out of a nightmare. A middle-aged man lay on the stretcher, surrounded by medical staff, his body limp and pale. Blood smeared across his forehead, a deep gash visible near his hairline. His shirt was torn, his chest exposed as the ER team worked desperately to revive him.

"Car accident victim, male, late forties," one of the nurses said breathlessly as I joined the circle around the patient. "Blunt trauma to the chest, possible internal bleeding. Vitals are unstable."

Dr. Kapoor, the attending ER physician, was at the foot of the bed, barking orders as he monitored the patient’s vitals. His face was tense, beads of sweat forming on his forehead as he moved swiftly between checking the monitors and issuing commands.

"Get me another line in! We need fluids stat!" Kapoor shouted.

"Prepare for intubation!"

The room was electric with urgency, everyone moving in perfect synchronization, despite the intensity of the situation. I squeezed into the space near the patient’s side, my hands immediately going to work. I could feel the tension in the air, the unspoken fear that hung over us all: we were running out of time.

"Starting chest compressions," one of the nurses said, her voice strained as she began CPR.

I glanced at the monitor, my stomach tightening at the sight of the erratic lines flashing across the screen. The patient’s heart was barely hanging on, his pulse weak and irregular. Every second counted.

Dr. Kapoor was focused, his eyes locked on the patient. "Push the epi—now!" he ordered, and one of the nurses quickly injected the epinephrine into the patient’s IV.

I felt my own heart racing as I monitored the patient’s pulse, the steady beat of the compressions against his chest echoing through my mind. We couldn’t lose him. Not now. Not like this.

"Clear!" Dr. Kapoor shouted, and we all stepped back as he grabbed the paddles. The shock of the defibrillator jolted the patient’s body, but the monitor remained unchanged.

"Again—clear!"

Another shock, another jolt, but still no response.

"Come on," I muttered under my breath, willing the man’s heart to stabilize, to give us something to work with.

"Give me another round of epi!" Kapoor barked, his voice sharp with urgency.

The nurse complied, and I could feel the weight of the moment pressing down on us all. Time was running out, and we were grasping at every last thread of hope.

I focused on the patient’s face, the pale skin, the blood, the way his body seemed so still despite the storm of activity around him. I could see the desperation in Dr. Kapoor’s eyes, the determination to keep fighting, to pull this man back from the edge.

"Vitals?" Kapoor asked, his voice tight.

"Still unstable," one of the nurses replied, her voice barely hiding the frustration.

"Okay, we’re not giving up yet. Let’s try—"

Suddenly, the beeping on the monitor shifted. The erratic lines on the screen began to level out, the weak pulse growing stronger, more consistent. The room seemed to hold its breath as we watched the vitals stabilize.
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Dr. Kapoor’s eyes flickered with relief, but he didn’t let up. "Get him on a vent, now. We need to keep him stable and monitor for any signs of internal bleeding."

I stepped back slightly, my hands still trembling from the intensity of the situation. We had done it—for now. The patient’s life was still hanging in the balance, but we had pulled him back from the brink.

The adrenaline coursing through my veins began to subside, replaced by the familiar exhaustion that came after a high-stakes emergency. My mind, which had been completely focused on the task at hand, slowly began to shift back to the small bottles waiting for me in my bag. The ones that represented my future, my next step.

As the team worked to stabilize the patient and prepare him for further care, I slipped out of the room, the hum of the hospital fading behind me as I made my way back to the nurse’s station.

My thoughts drifted back to the moment I had been interrupted earlier—right when I was about to take my first doses of hormones. I had waited for so long, and now, that anticipation had been replaced by a gnawing frustration.

As I reached for my bag to retrieve the bottles, a jolt of panic shot through me. The bottles weren’t there.

"Shit," I muttered under my breath, my fingers frantically rifling through the contents of my bag. My heart raced, and beads of sweat formed on my forehead. Where are they?

Then it hit me—I had left them in the break room. My pulse quickened, and a sinking feeling settled in my gut. I quickly made my way back to the break room, my mind spinning. Please be there, please be there, I thought, practically sprinting down the hall.

When I reached the break room, I flung open the door, scanning the area. The table was empty. I searched every corner, looked under the chairs, behind the counter, but nothing. The bottles were gone. My chest tightened with frustration, and I clenched my fists.

"Fuck!" I hissed under my breath, pacing around the room.

Those pills were expensive—more than I could afford without help. I hadn’t even asked for aid yet, wanting to take this step on my own terms, with my own money. But now… now they were just gone. And my schedule for the week was packed. I looked at my calendar on my phone, each day blocked with long shifts at the hospital. No time to go back to the clinic, no time to start what I had waited for so long.

A whole week. One week without the hormones I had fought so hard to get. It felt like a setback, like I was losing the momentum I had built. Like I was regressing before I’d even had a chance to begin.

I rubbed my temples, trying to calm the rising tide of anxiety. There was no use dwelling on it now. I still had work to do—patients to care for, rounds to finish. I shoved the thoughts down, burying them under layers of professional detachment, and headed back to the floor.

The next couple of hours passed in a blur. I moved through my rounds, checking on patients, administering medications, and performing the usual tasks. But my mind was somewhere else, floating between the frustration of losing the pills and the gnawing uncertainty about what it would mean for my transition. The excitement I had felt earlier in the day had faded into something darker, heavier.

It was during one of my rounds when I crossed paths with Dr. King.

He was standing outside one of the patient’s rooms, looking over a chart with his usual air of control. When he noticed me approaching, his expression softened slightly, and for the first time, he didn’t wear that trademark smirk.

"Nurse Higgins," he said, his voice polite.

"Could you administer the medication for Mrs. Dalton? She needs the second dose of Sotalol."

I nodded, grateful for the distraction. "Of course, Doctor." I went into the patient’s room, carefully preparing the medication before injecting it into the IV line. Mrs. Dalton smiled at me weakly, her voice soft as she thanked me, and for a brief moment, I felt grounded again—focused on the work, the care, the routine.

But as I left the room and stepped into the corridor, my thoughts drifted again. The chaos of the day was still hanging over me, and I found myself absentmindedly wandering toward the coffee machine, hoping the caffeine might offer some clarity.

That’s when I saw him again.

Dr. King stood by the coffee machine, his back turned as he poured a cup. I debated slipping away unnoticed, but before I could make a move, he turned around and caught my eye.

"Nurse Higgins," he said, his voice calm, almost disarming.

"Can you come to my office for a moment?"

I frowned, my stomach twisting with a mix of annoyance and curiosity. Great, I thought, losing my hormones and now I have to deal with him. Reluctantly, I nodded and followed him down the hallway.

His office was tidy, as always—an organized reflection of his meticulous personality. He motioned for me to sit, but I stayed standing, arms crossed over my chest. I didn’t want to be here, not now, not with everything that was weighing on me.

He didn’t seem to notice my discomfort—or if he did, he didn’t comment on it. Instead, he moved to his desk, opened a drawer, and pulled out two familiar bottles.

My heart stopped.

Estrasol. Andronator.

My pills.

"I found these in the break room earlier," he said, his voice neutral as he held up the bottles. "The pills were scattered on one of the beds. They have your name on them."

I felt the blood drain from my face. My mind raced as I processed what he had just said. He knew. He knew. The air in the room felt suddenly thick, my chest tightening as I stared at the bottles in his hand.

"Dr. King, please…" I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Don’t tell anyone."

He raised an eyebrow, looking amused. "Why are you so afraid?"

I swallowed hard, my pulse pounding in my ears. "I’m just… I’m not ready to let people know yet."

"Why?" His tone wasn’t mocking—if anything, it was curious.

I struggled to find the words, my throat dry. "I don’t want to lose my job."

Dr. King frowned slightly, setting the bottles down on his desk. "Why would you lose your job if they find out you’re a transgender woman?"

I couldn’t answer him. The memories of being kicked out by my family—the pain, the rejection, the fear—they all rushed back, threatening to overwhelm me. But I wasn’t ready to share that. Not with him. Not with anyone.

"I don’t know," I said finally, my voice trembling. "Some people might not be open to it. So please, don’t say anything. I’ll tell them when I’m ready."

He studied me for a moment, his expression unreadable. Then he took a deep breath, stepping closer, the space between us shrinking. There was tension in the air, a palpable energy that made my heart race even faster.

"If they’re going to fire you for being yourself," he said quietly, his voice low, "I won’t let them sleep peacefully at night."

My breath caught in my throat. There was something in his eyes—a fierceness, a protectiveness I hadn’t seen before. The arrogant, cocky Dr. King was gone, replaced by someone who, for the first time, seemed genuinely invested in me. In my well-being.

I stood there, frozen, my heart pounding in my chest as he stepped back and turned toward the door. Without another word, he left the office, leaving me alone with my thoughts, my emotions swirling in a chaotic storm.

The bottles of hormones still sat on his desk, waiting for me.

I reached out, my fingers trembling as I picked them up, but my mind was elsewhere. Dr. King’s words echoed in my ears, his presence still lingering in the room even though he was gone.

I won’t let them sleep peacefully at night.

For the first time since I had met him, I didn’t know what to think. He had always been an enigma to me—someone I couldn’t stand, someone who seemed to revel in his own arrogance. But now, I wasn’t so sure. There was something deeper there, something I hadn’t expected.

I pressed the bottles to my chest, feeling the weight of the day settle over me like a heavy blanket. My heart was still racing, my thoughts still tangled. I had come into this day ready to take my first steps toward becoming Gail. But now, everything felt… different.

It was past 9 a.m., and I still hadn’t slept. The hospital shift had ended hours ago, but my mind had been racing ever since I left Dr. King’s office. His words had lingered in the air, wrapping around me like a soft but heavy blanket: If they’re going to fire you for being yourself, I won’t let them sleep peacefully at night.

I had come home, my body exhausted but my thoughts refusing to settle. I had stepped into the shower, hoping the warm water would wash away the chaos of the day, the tension, the anxiety. But even as I let the water cascade over me, his voice echoed in my mind. There was something about the way he had said it—so protective, so certain—that made me feel something I hadn’t felt in a long time.

Safe.

I stepped out of the shower, drying myself off with a soft towel before slipping into a lavender silk negligee I had been saving for a night like this. The fabric clung to my skin, delicate and smooth, and for the first time in what felt like forever, I felt beautiful. Truly beautiful.

It was the first time I would be going to sleep as Gail on HRT.
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I sat down on the edge of my bed, the room bathed in soft morning light filtering through the windows. On the nightstand beside me were the two bottles I had been waiting for—Estrasol and Andronator. I picked them up, my fingers trembling slightly, the excitement and anticipation bubbling inside me. This was it. The moment I had been waiting for. The first step toward becoming the person I had always been meant to be.

I unscrewed the cap of the Estrasol first, letting the small, round pill roll into my palm. My heart raced as I stared at it, the tiny capsule that held so much promise. So much hope. This was the beginning of my transformation—something I had dreamed about for years but had never thought I’d be brave enough to take.

As I held the pill, my mind drifted back to Dr. King. His words. His kindness. For so long, I had seen him as arrogant, cocky, someone who lived in his own world, untouched by the struggles of others. But at that moment, in his office, he had shown me something different. Something I hadn’t expected.

He had been kind.

I swallowed the pill, the cool water following it down my throat, and I felt an overwhelming sense of calm settle over me. It wasn’t just the hormones—it was everything. The way Dr. King had stood up for me, had promised to protect me if anyone tried to take away what was mine. I had never asked for his help, never expected it, but now I couldn’t deny that it had changed something inside me.

I picked up the second bottle—Andronator—and repeated the process, swallowing the pill with the same steady calm. It was done. I had taken the first doses. I was on my way.

I lay back on my bed, the silk of my negligee cool against my skin. The sun was still high in the sky, casting light across the room, but I felt at peace. For the first time in so long, I didn’t feel like I was hiding. I didn’t feel afraid.

His words played over again in my mind. I won’t let them sleep peacefully at night. There was a fierceness in those words that had surprised me, a determination that made me feel safe in a way I hadn’t since I was a child. Even without blackout curtains, with the novel hormones now flowing through me and the thought of his protectiveness, I knew this would be my most peaceful sleep in years.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN A MONTH since I started hormones, and everything felt different now. My body, my emotions—it was like I was finally beginning to see the reflection of who I truly was in the mirror. My hair had grown longer, soft strands that I found myself tucking behind my ear constantly. Every time I did it, I couldn’t help but smile.

People had noticed the changes too. Louise, in particular, never missed an opportunity to remind me. "You’re glowing," she’d say with a teasing grin. "Something’s different about you."

It was 1:02 PM, and I was working the day shift, sitting at the nurse’s station with charts scattered in front of me. I was double-checking appointments, organizing the patients' files in my usual meticulous way. The quiet hum of the hospital surrounded me, but I was completely focused on my work.

That was, until I heard a familiar voice.

"Hey, Gail!"

I looked up to see Dr. King standing a few feet away, his expression unusually bright, almost… jolly.

“Don’t call me that!” I said conspiringly.

“Shit, sorry,” his voice low.

My heart immediately started pounding in my chest—thunderous and wild, like it always did whenever he was around. It had been happening more and more lately, this unsettling feeling that I couldn’t quite shake. I had developed feelings for him, and as much as I tried to ignore them, they kept creeping up, especially when he was acting so… charming.

But I couldn’t let him know. It was impossible. Besides, I wasn’t even sure if he was into trans girls, and even if he was, he had a girlfriend—Carly, the beautiful blonde who had helped me pick out a bra. My stomach twisted at the thought of her, and I quickly pushed it away.

I tried to steady my voice, keeping it as neutral as possible.

"What’s up?"

He grinned, stepping closer. "Have you had lunch yet?"

I blinked, caught off guard by the question. "No, but I will soon."

"Great!" He clapped his hands together, his enthusiasm catching me off guard.
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"Let’s go to Subway."

I raised an eyebrow, feeling a mix of confusion and nerves. "And why would we do that?"

"I don’t like eating alone," he said with a shrug. "And you’re off to lunch anyway."

I wanted to roll my eyes, but I couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at my lips. He always had a way of catching me off guard, making me feel things I didn’t want to feel. Still, I couldn’t let him see how much this affected me. I needed to play it cool, nonchalant.

"Fine," I said, trying to sound indifferent. "But only because I’m starving."

On the outside, I was calm, collected. But inside, my stomach was doing somersaults, butterflies fluttering wildly. I didn’t know why I agreed. Maybe it was the tension between us, the way he looked at me sometimes with a strange mix of curiosity and something else I couldn’t quite place. Or maybe it was just the fact that, despite everything, I wanted to spend more time with him.

We arrived at Subway a short while later, the smell of freshly baked bread filling the air as we stepped inside. Dr. King was in an unusually good mood, and as we stood in line, he turned to me with a grin.

"So, what do you like?" he asked, his voice teasing.

I shrugged, trying to keep the butterflies in my stomach at bay. "I haven’t made up my mind yet."

He chuckled. "You always have your mind made up. The way you speak to the doctors—it’s hard to believe you don’t know what you want."

I felt my cheeks flush, and I quickly turned my attention to the menu, trying to avoid his gaze. There was something about the way he said that, something that made my heart race even faster. I hated how much of an effect he had on me.

After we placed our orders, we sat down at one of the small tables near the window. The usual hustle and bustle of the hospital seemed far away now, and for a moment, it was just the two of us, sharing a meal.

The silence between us stretched out, and I could feel the tension building. I knew he had something on his mind—something he wasn’t saying. I took a bite of my sandwich, trying to act casual, but my nerves were getting the best of me.

Finally, Dr. King broke the silence.

"So… how are the hormones?" His voice was soft, almost careful, like he was treading on delicate ground.

I swallowed, my heart skipping a beat. I hadn’t expected him to ask about that, not in the middle of lunch, not in such a casual setting. But there it was—the question that made everything feel real.

"They’re… fine," I said, my voice a little shaky. "At this point, I’m starting to feel the breast soreness and sensitivity."

He nodded, as if he had expected that. "That’s normal. The tenderness can be pretty uncomfortable, especially in the first few months."

I hesitated for a moment, then decided to be honest. "Yeah, it’s not great. I’ve had some pretty bad side effects too. Nausea, headaches… you know, the fun stuff."

He gave me a sympathetic smile. "Unfortunately, that’s part of the process. But your body will adjust. You’ll get used to it."

There was something in the way he said it—so calm, so certain—that made me feel a little better. It was like he knew exactly what I was going through, even though he had never experienced it himself.

"I hope so," I said with a sigh, taking another bite of my sandwich.

He leaned back in his chair, his expression thoughtful. "I wish there were better options. The current medications come with so many side effects, especially for the liver and kidneys. We need something safer—something that doesn’t put so much strain on the body."

I looked at him, surprised by the passion in his voice. He wasn’t just talking about this as a doctor—he was talking about it as someone who genuinely cared. It was the first time I had seen this side of him, and it made my heart ache in a way I couldn’t explain.

"You really care about this, don’t you?" I asked quietly, my eyes searching his.

He met my gaze, and for a moment, there was something unspoken between us. "I do," he said simply. "Everyone deserves the chance to be who they are without sacrificing their health in the process."

I didn’t know what to say. His words touched me in a way I hadn’t expected, and I felt a warmth spread through my chest. I appreciated him more than I could express in that moment, but I kept my emotions in check, not ready to reveal how much his support meant to me.

We finished our meal in silence, but the tension between us hadn’t faded. If anything, it had grown stronger, more complicated. There was something there—something unspoken, something that lingered in the air between us. And as much as I tried to ignore it, I couldn’t deny that it was real.

After a long, eventful shift, I was finally headed to something I had been dreading yet looking forward to for weeks—my first laser hair removal appointment. As I drove through the busy San Francisco streets, I couldn't help but feel both nervous and excited. The thought of finally getting rid of the persistent, annoying stubble that haunted my face every day was a relief. No more waking up and rushing to shave before work, no more catching glimpses of that shadow in the mirror. Just smooth, soft skin.

I had done my research—hours of it. I learned that diode lasers were the best for my hair and skin type, and I made sure to choose a reputable clinic with great reviews. But no amount of research could prepare me for the actual experience, and as I pulled up to the clinic, my nerves were starting to kick in.

"Here goes nothing," I muttered to myself, stepping out of the car.

The clinic was sleek and modern, with soft lighting and calming music playing in the background. The receptionist greeted me with a warm smile, and I tried to relax as I filled out the paperwork.

"First time?" she asked, her tone friendly.

"Yeah," I admitted with a nervous chuckle. "I've been wanting to do this for a while."

"You're going to love the results," she assured me. "We’ve had great success with the diode laser, especially for clients with your hair type."

That was exactly what I needed to hear. As I finished the paperwork, my heart rate slowed slightly. This was going to be worth it.

Soon enough, a technician called my name, and I followed her into the treatment room. The space was clean and minimalist, with a large chair in the center and all kinds of fancy equipment around. My nerves spiked again, but I forced myself to breathe deeply.

"Hi, Gail! I’m Tara," the technician said with a bright smile as she motioned for me to take a seat. "So, today we’ll be using the diode laser for your facial hair, right?"

"Yep," I replied, feeling my voice crack slightly. "I’m… really excited to finally get rid of this stubble."

She nodded sympathetically. "I totally understand. We’ve had a lot of clients who say the same thing. It can be really frustrating."

I hesitated for a moment before asking the question that had been on my mind since I scheduled the appointment. "Have you… had trans clients before?"

She smiled warmly. "Oh, absolutely. We’ve worked with many transgender clients, and they’ve all been really happy with their results. In fact, I can show you some before and after photos if you’d like."

"Yes, please," I said quickly, feeling a sense of relief wash over me. I didn’t want to be the only one, and hearing that other trans clients had positive experiences made me feel more at ease.

She pulled up some photos on her tablet, showing me a few examples. The transformations were incredible—clean, smooth skin, no trace of the stubble that had plagued their before pictures.

"Wow," I said, genuinely impressed. "That’s amazing."

"You’ll get there too," she said with a reassuring smile. "Now, let’s get started, shall we?"

I nodded, trying to mentally prepare myself for what was to come.

Tara handed me a pair of protective goggles to shield my eyes from the laser light. I slipped them on, feeling a bit ridiculous, but Tara’s calm demeanor put me at ease.

“Seems like you already shaved, that’s good.”

“Yes, I shave everyday before going to work,” I replied.

She then started spreading a cool gel on my chin and jaw as she explained the procedure. Moments later, she prepped the machine, the whirring sound of the laser filling the room.

"Okay, we’ll start with a small test area," Tara said. "Just let me know how it feels, and we’ll adjust if needed. It’s normal to feel a bit of a sting."

Sting? I thought, my stomach doing a little flip. How bad could it be?

She placed the laser against my skin, and within seconds, I felt a sharp, hot zap.

"OUCH!" I yelped, flinching in the chair. My hand shot up to my face instinctively, but Tara was quick to hold it back.

"That’s normal!" she said with a chuckle. "It’ll feel like little rubber band snaps, but it’s temporary. The more sessions you have, the less you’ll feel it."

I took a deep breath, forcing a smile through the pain. "Yeah, okay… no problem."

But as the session continued, each zap felt like another mini electric shock. I tried my best to keep still, but every few seconds, I let out a soft, involuntary "Ouch!" as the laser did its thing.

"Does it get worse?" I asked between gritted teeth.

She laughed softly. "Honestly, this is as bad as it gets. The first session is usually the most uncomfortable because your hair follicles are the thickest. It’ll be a lot easier in the future."

I tried to focus on her words, reminding myself that the pain was temporary. I kept asking questions to distract myself. "So… how many sessions do I need?"

"Usually six to eight sessions for optimal results," she replied, moving the laser to another part of my face. "But you’ll start seeing a reduction after just a couple of treatments."

I winced as another zap hit. "And the results are permanent?"

"For the most part, yes. Once we target all the active hair follicles, the results last long-term. You might need touch-ups every few years, but nothing like this."

That was reassuring, at least. I could handle this pain if it meant never having to deal with that annoying stubble again.

"And what about—OW—people with sensitive skin?"

"We always customize the settings based on skin sensitivity and hair type," she explained. "You’ll be a little red after the session, but it should go down within a few hours. Just make sure to avoid sun exposure and use sunscreen."

"Got it," I said, nodding, even though my face felt like it was on fire.

After what felt like an eternity of "ouch," "ow," and "okay, I can do this," she finally announced that we were done.

"You survived!" she said cheerfully, removing the goggles and handing me a mirror. She then applied post-laser cream on my face and explained that I couldn’t wet it for the next 8 hours and that I should avoid the sun.

I gingerly touched my skin, expecting to feel a prickly mess, but instead, my skin was smooth—so smooth that I couldn’t help but smile through the lingering sting.

"Wow," I whispered. "It actually worked."

She smiled. "It’ll get even better after a few more sessions. You’re on your way to stubble-free skin!"

Despite the pain, I couldn’t help but feel elated. I had taken another step toward becoming the person I wanted to be, and the results—though still in progress—were already showing. My face felt smoother than it had in years, and the thought of waking up without that constant dread of shaving filled me with relief.
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"Thank you," I said, meaning it more than I could express. "This… this is going to change my life."

She grinned. "I’m glad to hear that. We’ll see you in six weeks for your next session!"

I walked out of the clinic feeling a mix of exhaustion and joy. My face was a little red and tender, but I didn’t care. I felt like I was shedding more layers of the person I used to be. And it felt good. Damn good.

I was still basking in the post-laser glow as I made my way to the clinic counter. My face was slightly tender, but I couldn’t stop touching it, marveling at how smooth it felt. It had been a painful process, but the results were worth every zap. I couldn’t wait for the next session to make the stubble disappear for good.

"Just sign here," the receptionist said with a smile, handing me a pen. "And would you like to book your next appointment now?"

"Yeah, let’s go ahead and schedule it," I replied, scribbling my name on the paperwork. "Same time, six weeks from today?"

"Perfect. We’ll see you then," she said, typing it into the system.

I handed over my card to pay for the post-laser cream and SPF I had picked out, listening to the faint beep of the transaction going through. I was about to ask if there were any aftercare tips I should know about when I heard a familiar voice behind me.

"Louise!" the receptionist called out. "You're all set for your appointment."

My heart stopped. No, it couldn’t be.

I turned around slowly, and there she was—Louise, in all her chatty, high-energy glory, walking toward the counter with a big smile on her face.

"Guile?" Louise stopped in her tracks, her eyes widening. "What are you doing here?"

My mind scrambled for an answer. The last thing I wanted was for Louise to know why I was really here. "Oh, um… just getting some creams," I said, trying to sound casual as I held up the small bag with my purchase inside.

Her eyes sparkled with recognition, and before I could say anything more, she burst out laughing. "So this is why you’re glowing! I can’t believe we’re going to the same clinic!" She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a teasing whisper. "You could’ve told me your secret!"

I forced a smile, trying to play along. "Yeah, well… you know."

She was already chatting away, barely giving me time to breathe. "I’m just here for my regular touch-up," she said, running her hand through her face. "But seriously, I had no idea you came here. No wonder your skin’s been looking so good!"

I was just about to breathe a sigh of relief when Tara came, hurrying over from the back room. "Miss Gail, you left your purse in the treatment room."

My stomach dropped. Shit.

Tara handed me the purse, completely oblivious to the panic bubbling inside me. I took it from her with a nervous laugh, my hand trembling slightly. Louise’s eyes narrowed, her playful expression turning into one of confusion.

"Miss Gail?" she repeated, her voice full of questions.

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. There was no getting out of this now. I took a deep breath and gently grabbed Louise by the arm, pulling her to the side, away from the receptionist’s curious gaze.

"Listen," I whispered, my voice shaky. "I… I need to tell you something."

She blinked, her confusion turning into concern. "What’s going on?"

I glanced around, making sure no one else was listening. "I’ve been transitioning," I said quietly, my words coming out in a rush. "I’ve started hormones, and… well, I’ve been going through a lot of changes. But I haven’t told anyone yet. No one at the hospital knows. Well… except for Dr. King."

Her eyes widened in surprise, but to my relief, her face quickly softened with understanding. She placed a hand on my shoulder, giving me a reassuring squeeze. "So, it’s Gail now, huh… wow. I had no idea." She paused for a moment, then smiled warmly. "But honestly, I’m so happy for you. And don’t worry—I won’t tell anyone. This is your journey, and you should tell people when you’re ready."

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. The weight of the moment settled over me, but her support made it feel less overwhelming.

"Thank you," I whispered, my voice thick with emotion. "I’ve been so nervous about this. I didn’t expect you to find out like this…"

She grinned, her usual lightheartedness returning. "Well, you’re lucky I’m pretty good at keeping secrets," she said with a wink. "Ok, what I said was a lie. I kind of had an idea. It makes so much sense now. I mean, I’ve noticed little things—like the way you’ve been growing your hair—your glow lately. And I saw this weird mark on your scrubs the other day, it looked like you were wearing a bra."

I blushed, feeling a bit embarrassed but also relieved. "I’ve been trying to keep it low-key."

She nodded. "I figured, but I didn’t want to push. You do you, girl. Whenever you’re ready, the rest of the hospital will be too."

Her words felt like a warm hug, wrapping around me and making the tension in my body melt away. I had been so scared of how people might react, but standing there with Louise, I felt like maybe—just maybe—I could start to be a little less afraid.

"Thanks, Louise," I said softly. "I really appreciate it."

She smiled, giving me one last reassuring pat on the shoulder. "Anytime. And hey, if you ever need someone to talk to about all this, I’m here. You’re not in this alone."

I nodded, feeling a surge of gratitude. "That means a lot."

With that, we said our goodbyes, and I left the clinic with a mixture of relief and nervous energy swirling in my chest.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE CHANGES WERE no longer subtle after another month. My hair was longer now, brushing just past my shoulders, and my body had started to soften in ways I hadn’t expected to happen so quickly. My face had lost some of its sharpness, my hips were rounding out, and the breast soreness had evolved into actual growth. There was no hiding it anymore, and I knew that I couldn’t avoid the inevitable conversation much longer.

I had to tell HR.

I sat in my car outside the hospital, my heart thudding in my chest as I tried to gather the courage to go in. The idea of coming out so publicly, of being the first openly trans person in Softhaven Medical Center, filled me with a fear I hadn’t felt in years.

As I stared at my reflection in the rearview mirror, I found myself drifting back to a memory I hadn’t thought about in a long time. I was nine years old, sitting in the living room with a stack of fairy tale books I had borrowed from the library. The covers were bright, filled with illustrations of princesses and magic kingdoms. I loved those stories—the way they transported me into worlds where anything was possible, where I could imagine myself as someone else.

But that day, my brothers Gary and Bryan had come storming into the room, their usual rough-and-tumble energy filling the air. They had spotted the books in my lap and immediately started making fun of me.

"Why are you reading those, you weirdo?" Gary had sneered, snatching one of the books out of my hands.

"You’re a boy," Bryan had chimed in, grabbing another book and ripping the pages out. "You should be playing basketball with us, not reading this girly crap."

I had watched in horror as they tore the books apart, page by page, scattering the pieces across the floor like confetti. My heart had shattered along with those torn pages, and all I could do was sit there, frozen in place, as they laughed and told me to "act like a real boy."

I took a deep breath, shaking off the memory, and forced myself to open the car door. My fingers trembled as I gathered my things and headed into the hospital. Today was the day. I couldn’t hide anymore. I had to tell HR the truth.
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The HR office was quiet, a calm contrast to the bustling halls of the hospital. I sat in the waiting area, my nerves threatening to get the better of me. I had rehearsed what I was going to say a hundred times, but now, sitting here, my mind was blank. All I could think about was how everyone would react once they knew.

"Mr. Higgins?" The HR representative, Melissa, smiled at me as she opened the door to her office. "Come on in."

I nodded, standing up and walking into the room with shaky legs. Her office was warm and inviting, with framed photos of her family on the desk and a small plant by the window. She motioned for me to sit, and I did, my hands folded tightly in my lap.

"So, what can I do for you today?" she asked, her tone friendly and professional.

I swallowed hard, feeling my throat tighten. This was it. I couldn’t back out now.

"I… I need to talk to you about something important," I began, my voice barely above a whisper. "I’ve been going through some changes, and I think it’s time I let the hospital know."

She raised an eyebrow, her expression still warm but curious. "Changes?"

I nodded, taking a deep breath before continuing. "I’m transgender. I’ve been transitioning for the past few months, and… well, it’s becoming pretty obvious. I don’t want people to be caught off guard, so I thought I should tell you. Officially."

For a moment, there was silence. My heart pounded in my chest as I waited for her reaction, half-expecting the worst despite knowing the hospital’s policies.

But she didn’t look shocked. In fact, she smiled, her eyes soft with understanding.

"Thank you for telling me, do you want to be addressed with a new name?" she asked gently.

“I… think to be called Gail will be nice.”

“Yes, that’s such a beautiful name. It suits you.”

She rubbed my arm warmly and leaned in.

"I know this probably wasn’t easy to share, but I want you to know that you have our full support. The hospital has strict anti-discrimination policies, and we’re committed to making sure that everyone here feels safe and respected."

A wave of relief washed over me, and I felt my shoulders relax slightly. "Really?"

"Really," she assured me. "You’re the first transgender person at Softhaven, and we want to make sure your experience here is as smooth as possible."

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. After all the fear, all the worry, I had prepared myself for backlash, for awkward questions, for at least some resistance. But there was none of that here. Just kindness and support.

"I’ll send an email later today," she continued. "It will explain that you’re transitioning and that everyone is expected to respect your identity. Your new name and pronouns. The hospital has a zero-tolerance policy for harassment or discrimination, so if anyone gives you trouble, you come straight to me. Okay?"

I nodded, my throat tight with emotion. "Thank you," I whispered, not trusting my voice to stay steady.

"You’re very welcome," she said, her smile warm and genuine.

"And if you ever need to talk or have any concerns, don’t hesitate to reach out. We’re here for you, Gail."

As I left the HR office, a sense of lightness settled over me. I had done it. I had taken another huge step, one that felt both terrifying and freeing. I wasn’t just hiding in the shadows anymore. I was Gail, and the world was about to know it.

Later that day, the hospital buzzed with the usual activity—nurses moving briskly from one room to another, the soft hum of medical equipment, and the occasional call over the intercom. But despite the familiar surroundings, I couldn’t shake the knot in my stomach. My thoughts were a mess, tangled with nerves about the email HR had promised to send.

When are they going to send it?

It was the only thing running through my mind as I made my way through the day, trying to focus on my rounds. I had been dreading this moment since the meeting with HR. They said the email blast would go out today, and once it did, everyone would know. No more hiding, no more secrets.

I had hoped I would feel relieved by now. But instead, my heart felt like it was lodged in my throat.

I was walking down the hallway with Dr. Jones, one of my favorite doctors to work with. He was one of the smartest physicians in the hospital, and he wasn’t shy about letting people know. But he was also kind, supportive, and always made me feel like I was part of the team. He never hesitated to praise my work, and I admired him for it.

"How’s our patient doing?" Dr. Jones asked, glancing over the chart of our next stop—Mr. Peter Moretti. He was an older man who had been admitted with congestive heart failure and a host of complications. His condition had been touch-and-go for the past few days, but today we were hopeful for some stability.

"His vitals are better today," I said, flipping through the chart. "But there’s still fluid retention. I think we’ll need to adjust the diuretics."

"Good call, Nurse Higgins," he said, giving me an approving nod. "We’ll take a look at his lab results after we check in with him."

We entered Mr. Moretti’s room, and I greeted him with a smile. He looked tired but better than the last time I had seen him. His breathing was a little less labored, and there was a faint hint of color returning to his face.

"How are we feeling today, Mr. Moretti?" I asked, pulling out my stethoscope.

"Better, thanks to you all," he said, his voice weak but grateful. "I can actually breathe again."

"That’s what we like to hear," Dr. Jones chimed in, examining the man’s chart as I listened to his lungs.

Just as I was about to finish the check-up, I noticed Dr. Jones pull his phone out of his coat pocket. He glanced at it, his brow furrowing as he read something. I had a sinking feeling in my gut.

"Is this true, Nurse Higgins?" he asked, raising an eyebrow as he turned the screen toward me.

I froze.

It was the email blast. The subject line stood out in bold: Important Notice: Staff Announcement Regarding Nurse Gail Higgins.

My heart dropped into my stomach as I read the first few lines:

"Softhaven Medical Center is proud to support and stand by Nurse Gail Higgins, former Nurse Guile Higgins, during her transition. We ask that all staff respect Nurse Higgins' identity and use her correct name and pronouns moving forward. As always, the hospital upholds a strict anti-discrimination policy and expects full cooperation from all staff."

I felt my throat tighten, and my hands trembled slightly as I handed the phone back to Dr. Jones. I could barely find my voice.

"Yes," I said, forcing the word out. "It’s true."

He was silent for a moment, his expression unreadable. Then he took a deep breath and let it out slowly.
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"I see," he said finally, his tone flat. There was a pause, and then, almost mechanically, he handed me the chart. "Administer the IV when you’re done here."

I nodded, biting the inside of my cheek to keep my emotions in check. The shift was palpable. His voice, usually full of warmth, felt cold and distant now. And while he hadn’t said anything outright, the tension was there—thick and suffocating. The rest of the check-up passed in a blur. I completed the necessary tasks, but my mind was far away, lost in the sinking realization that things had just changed.

I had expected some awkwardness, but not from Dr. Jones. Not from someone I respected so much.

When I finally finished with Mr. Moretti, I walked out of the room, my chest tight and my head spinning. The hallway stretched out in front of me, long and empty, and for a moment, I felt completely alone. I was still trying to process the subtle but undeniable shift in Dr. Jones when, out of nowhere, I heard someone call my name.

"Gail!"

I turned around, startled. A group of nurses—mostly women I had worked with for years—were walking toward me, smiles lighting up their faces.

"You’re so brave!" one of them said, wrapping me in a warm hug.

"We’re so proud of you, Gail!" another added, squeezing my hand. "It’s about time we had someone like you at Softhaven."

My heart swelled as their kind words washed over me. For a moment, the weight I had been carrying all day lifted. They weren’t treating me any differently—they were embracing me. Accepting me.

As more colleagues approached, congratulating me and offering their support, I felt the sting of Dr. Jones’ reaction begin to fade. It wasn’t everyone. There were still people in my corner.

Louise was the next person to find me, practically skipping down the hall toward me. "Gail! Finally, the secret’s out!" she teased, pulling me into a tight hug. "You have no idea how proud I am of you."

I smiled, hugging her back. "Thanks, Louise. I was so scared of this moment, but… you’re making it easier."

"Hey, you’re not alone in this," she said, patting my shoulder. "Everyone’s behind you. And if anyone gives you trouble, they’ll have to go through me first."

I laughed, feeling some of the tension slip away. Louise had always been my biggest cheerleader, and knowing she was by my side gave me strength.

And then, as if the day couldn’t get any more surreal, I saw Dr. King at the end of the hallway. He was walking toward me, his usual confident stride unmistakable. My heart sped up—of course it did—and I found myself holding my breath as he approached.

When he reached me, he stopped, his eyes locking with mine.

"Hey, Gail," he said, his voice steady but warm. "I read the email."

I nodded, feeling suddenly self-conscious. "Yeah…"

"I just wanted to say," he continued, his gaze never wavering, "I’m proud of you. It takes guts to be yourself. Not everyone can do that."

His words hit me harder than I expected, and I felt a lump form in my throat. I wasn’t sure what to say—there was so much emotion swirling inside me—but before I could respond, he gave me a small, reassuring smile.

"You’ll be fine," he said softly. "I know it."

And with that, he gave me a nod and walked away, leaving me standing there, overwhelmed but grateful. At that moment, Dr. Jones’ reaction didn’t matter. The support I had received from my colleagues—from Louise, from Dr. King—was more than enough to carry me through.

The day had already been emotionally exhausting, but I was pushing through, focusing on my rounds and the patients who needed my care. The buzz from the email had quieted down, and most of the staff had been nothing but supportive. I was still processing it all, the flood of emotions, the relief, and the subtle tension that still lingered from Dr. Jones’ reaction. But for the most part, I was finally feeling like I could breathe again.

As I moved down the hallway, my focus on the chart in my hands, I suddenly heard a voice from behind me, high-pitched and unmistakably familiar.

"Guile!?"

I froze for a split second before turning around, my heart sinking as I spotted her.

Carly.

She stood there, looking as glamorous as ever—her blonde hair perfectly styled, her makeup flawless, and, of course, dressed to the nines in a sleek outfit that screamed runway chic. In her hands, she held a basket of what appeared to be baked goods, wrapped up neatly with a little bow.

"I didn’t know you worked here!" she exclaimed, her eyes wide with surprise. She took a step closer, giving me a once-over. "Wow, you look gorgeous!"

I felt my stomach flip, a mix of irritation and discomfort swirling inside me. She had called me Guile—the name that no longer felt like mine, the name I was leaving behind. I straightened up, forcing a polite smile.

"Actually, it’s Gail now," I said, my voice steady but firm. "My name’s Gail."

She blinked for a moment, as if processing the change, but then she smiled brightly. "Gail! Got it. Well, you look amazing, Gail." She emphasized my new name, as if trying to make up for the slip.

I nodded, my mind racing to keep up with the conversation. "Thanks. How’ve you been?"

"Oh, I’ve been great!" she gushed, flipping her hair over her shoulder. "I was in Europe for the past few months—fashion weeks, you know? Milan, Paris, London, the usual." She waved her hand as if jet-setting across the globe was nothing more than a weekend trip to the mall.

"But I’m back now, and I’m here to visit my boyfriend."

My heart clenched at her words, though I kept my face neutral. "Oh, boyfriend?" I asked, pretending not to know exactly who she was talking about.

She grinned, holding up the basket of baked goods. "Yeah! He’s a resident doctor here. His name’s Dr. King—you know him?"

I forced a tight smile, feeling the familiar twist of jealousy and irritation deep in my gut. "Yes," I said calmly, "I know Dr. King."

Her grin widened, and she leaned in conspiratorially, lowering her voice as if she were about to share some grand secret. "So, I need your opinion," she said, holding up one of the cookies from the basket.

"What do you think about these cookies?"

Before I could respond, she shoved the cookie into my hand, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

"They’re… cookies?" I said, unsure of what she was getting at.

She giggled. "Just taste it! I need to know if they’re good enough."

I sighed inwardly but took a bite, the sweet, chewy cookie melting in my mouth. It was… really good. Too good, in fact.

She watched me closely, waiting for my reaction. "Well?"

"They’re delicious," I admitted.

She laughed, a mischievous glint in her eye. "I knew it! Well, here’s the thing—I bought them from Mrs. Fields," she said with a wink. "But I put them in this cute basket so it looks like I baked them. You know, gotta impress the boyfriend without all the hassle."

I blinked, staring at her in disbelief. "So… you didn’t bake them?"

"Of course not! I don’t even know how to make pancakes." she said, as if the idea of baking was beneath her. "But Dr. King doesn’t need to know that, right?" She winked again, as if we were in on some grand scheme together.

"Anyway, ciao!" she said, waving her hand as she spun on her heel and walked off, her heels clicking against the floor.

I stood there for a moment, the half-eaten cookie still in my hand, watching her saunter off like she owned the place. A mix of irritation and jealousy bubbled up inside me, though I couldn’t pinpoint which emotion was stronger.

Carly was everything I wasn’t—confident, glamorous, the kind of woman who could waltz into any room and command attention. And she had Dr. King. The man who had, against all odds, found a way into my thoughts and into my heart. It wasn’t fair. I felt ridiculous for even feeling this way, but there it was.

I shook my head, forcing the emotions down. This isn’t about Carly, I reminded myself. This is about you. I had just come out to the entire hospital, and that was what mattered. Not Carly’s fake cookies. Not her flawless hair or her relationship with Dr. King.

I was Gail now, and today was supposed to be about me.
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I took a deep breath, tossed the rest of the cookie into a nearby trash bin, and straightened my scrubs. I had work to do, and I wasn’t going to let Carly—or my jealousy—get in the way of one of the most important moments of my life.

Later that night, the pub was dimly lit, the kind of place where you could blend into the background, lose yourself in a crowd of people who didn’t know you, didn’t care. That was exactly what I wanted tonight—to disappear for a while, to forget everything.

It was around 8 p.m., and I was sitting alone at a small table, staring into my glass of beer. The alcohol had already warmed my body, dulled the sharp edges of my thoughts, but it wasn’t enough to numb the sadness that gnawed at me. I should’ve been celebrating—today had been huge, monumental even. I had come out to the entire hospital. But instead of feeling free, I felt empty.

Dr. Jones’ cold, distant treatment had hit me harder than I expected. He’d always been so supportive, praising my intelligence and work ethic, and now… everything had shifted. The tension was unbearable, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t shake the feeling of being judged, of being othered.

And then, of course, there was him—Dr. King. Every thought seemed to circle back to him, and no matter how hard I tried to push it away, the feelings I had for him refused to stay buried. It wasn’t fair. He was with Carly. He would never see me the way I wanted him to. And yet, the longing was still there, gnawing at me like a wound that wouldn’t heal.

I took another sip of my beer, feeling the warmth spread through my chest, but it wasn’t enough to drown out the ache. I ordered another drink, telling myself it would help.

I was halfway through my fifth beer when I heard a voice, low and familiar, cutting through the noise of the pub.

"What are you doing here?"

I looked up, startled, and there he was—Dr. King, standing a few feet away, looking effortlessly casual in jeans and a fitted black shirt

Shit!

His presence was magnetic, as always, and for a moment, I was too stunned to respond.

"Dr. King?" I managed, blinking in surprise. "What… what are you doing here?"

He raised an eyebrow, clearly amused. "I come here sometimes. The owner’s a friend of mine, and there’s a basketball game on tonight."

"Game?" I repeated, my thoughts fuzzy from the alcohol. I hadn’t even noticed the TV screens above the bar, where a basketball game was playing in the background. "Oh… right."

His eyes lingered on me, his expression shifting to one of concern. "But I wasn’t expecting to see you here," he said, moving closer.

"Are you… okay?"

I forced a smile, though it felt hollow. "Yeah, I’m fine. Just… celebrating, I guess."

His eyes flicked to the nearly empty glass in front of me, and I could see the worry settling into his features. "Celebrating alone?"

I shrugged, trying to play it off. "Sometimes it’s nice to drink alone."

Dr. King didn’t seem convinced. His gaze softened, and he leaned down slightly, lowering his voice. "How many drinks have you had, Gail?"

I frowned, feeling a flicker of annoyance. "It’s none of your business," I muttered, taking another sip just to prove my point.

"It kind of is," he said, his tone more serious now. "You’re on hormones. You shouldn’t be drinking like this."

I rolled my eyes, the alcohol making me more defiant than usual. "I’m fine. Just a few beers. What’s the big deal?"

He shook his head, clearly not buying it. He stepped closer, his voice dropping to a low, firm tone. "How many drinks, Gail?"

I looked away, my pulse quickening. I knew I’d had too much, but I wasn’t about to admit that to him. "Why do you care?" I mumbled, avoiding his gaze.

He sighed, crossing his arms over his chest. "Because I don’t want to see you hurt yourself. And you know better than this."

His words stung, not because they were harsh, but because they were full of concern—concern I didn’t deserve. The alcohol had loosened my tongue, made me reckless, and for a brief moment, I felt the urge to spill everything. To tell him how I really felt, to warn him about Carly, to let it all out.

But I held back.

I swallowed hard, forcing down the words that were threatening to escape. "It’s just… it’s been a rough day," I muttered instead, my voice thick with emotion. "I should be celebrating, but I don’t know… I’m just… sad."

His expression softened, and he reached out, placing a hand on my shoulder. "I get that," he said quietly. "But drinking isn’t going to fix it."

I glanced up at him, my heart pounding. There was so much I wanted to say, so much I wanted to tell him. But instead, I just nodded, my throat tight. "Yeah. You’re probably right."

"How many drinks have you had?" he asked again, this time more gently.

"Five," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

Dr. King sighed, running a hand through his hair. "Gail, you can’t—"

"Come on," I cut him off, forcing a smile I didn’t feel. "Come drink with me. Let’s celebrate. Just one drink. I need… I need to not be alone right now."

But he didn’t move. He shook his head, his expression full of concern. "No. That’s enough."

Before I could argue, he reached for my glass and gently pulled it away, setting it on the table. "You’re done for the night."

I felt a wave of embarrassment wash over me as I realized how drunk I was. The room was spinning, and everything felt hazy. I wanted to protest, to tell him I was fine, but the truth was, I wasn’t.

I was a mess.

He stepped closer, his voice soft but firm. "Come on. I’m taking you home."

I wanted to argue, to tell him I didn’t need his help, but the words wouldn’t come. My head was spinning, and my legs felt like they were made of lead. Before I knew it, he had his arm around my waist, steadying me as he helped me to my feet.

The world outside the pub was cold, the night air biting against my skin as we stepped out into the street. I leaned heavily against him, too drunk and too exhausted to protest. He guided me to his car, his movements careful and patient, and I felt a surge of gratitude that only made me feel more ashamed.

"I don’t need your help," I mumbled weakly as he helped me into the passenger seat.

"Yeah, you do," he replied quietly, buckling my seatbelt for me before closing the door.

“Where do you live?” he asked. I didn’t answer. I just smiled at him. His concern made me feel so special but I didn’t have the strength to tell him how I truly felt albeit my body was pumped with liquid courage.
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“Nevermind,” he said—scrolling through his phone. “Found your address on the hospital’s database.”

The ride to my apartment was quiet, the silence between us heavy with everything unsaid. My head rested against the window, the cool glass soothing against my overheated skin. I was too tired to think, too drunk to feel anything but the overwhelming weight of embarrassment.

When we arrived at my place, he helped me inside, his arm still around me as I stumbled toward the couch. He eased me down gently, his hand lingering on my shoulder for a moment before he stepped back.

"You’re going to be okay," he said softly, his voice full of reassurance.

I nodded weakly, my eyes fluttering shut as the exhaustion pulled me under. The last thing I heard was the sound of his footsteps retreating, the door closing softly behind him.

And then, I slept.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

SINCE THE PUB incident, I still couldn’t shake the embarrassment that gnawed at me three days later. I had been too drunk, said too much—or almost said too much. My mind kept replaying every second of that night, especially the way Dr. King had helped me out of the bar and taken me home. Every time I thought about it, my stomach flipped, and my cheeks flushed with heat.

I had to make things right. That’s why I was pacing outside his office now, clutching a Subway bag in my sweaty hands.

I peeked inside the bag for the hundredth time, checking to make sure everything was in order. His favorite sub: bacon, lettuce, tomato, pickles, mayo, on wheat. I’d gone over it with the cashier twice to make sure they didn’t miss anything. This was my peace offering—a way to smooth things over and, hopefully, erase some of the embarrassment.

Just apologize. Be calm, be professional, I told myself, even though my heart was pounding. I took a deep breath and knocked softly on the door.

I knocked and didn’t wait for his acknowledgment anymore, I pushed the door open and stepped in, trying to smile but probably looking more nervous than anything. Dr. King was sitting at his desk, tapping away on his laptop. He looked up when I entered, his eyebrows raising slightly in surprise.

“Gail,” he said, leaning back in his chair, “what’s this?”

I held up the Subway bag like a white flag of surrender. “I, uh… I wanted to apologize. For, you know… the other night.”

He gave me a bemused look, his lips twitching like he was fighting back a smile. “You didn’t have to do that.”

“Well, I did,” I said quickly, walking over and setting the bag on his desk. “I was out of line. Too drunk, too… everything.”
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He opened the bag, peeking inside before raising an eyebrow. “Bacon on wheat with pickles. My favorite.” He smirked, leaning back again. “You’ve done your homework.”

“I’m serious, though,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest, feeling my nervous energy bubbling up. “I shouldn’t have been drinking like that, especially with… you know, the hormones.”

His playful expression faded slightly, replaced by something more serious. “You’re right,” he said, his voice gentle but firm. “Hormones and alcohol don’t mix well, especially when it comes to your liver. You’ve got to be careful with that, Gail. I’m only forgiving you because you brought me my favorite sub.” He winked, clearly trying to lighten the mood, but the concern in his eyes was unmistakable.

I nodded, feeling a little sheepish. “I know. It was stupid. I just… wasn’t thinking.”

He paused for a moment, studying me. “I get that, but you’ve got to take better care of yourself. I don’t want to see you getting hurt.”

There it was again—that protectiveness in his voice that made my heart do funny things. I forced myself to smile, but it felt more like a grimace.

“I will. Promise.”

He took a bite of his sub, chewing thoughtfully before speaking again. “So, why were you sad?”

I blinked, caught off guard. “What do you mean?”

“You told me you were sad that night,” he said, his eyes meeting mine. “That’s why you were drinking. What’s going on?”

My heart skipped a beat, and I could feel the tension rising in the room. I wasn’t ready to talk about why I had been drinking. I couldn’t tell him the truth—that I felt bad from Dr. Jones’ reaction, that I was drowning in my feelings for him, that I was jealous of Carly, that the weight of everything was pressing down on me in ways I hadn’t expected.

I forced a laugh, shaking my head. “Oh, that. It’s nothing. Just… you know, side effects. The hormones can mess with your emotions sometimes.”

His brow furrowed, clearly not convinced, but he didn’t press the issue. “Right,” he said slowly, wiping his hands on a napkin. “Well, if it’s more than that, you know you can talk to me.”

“Thanks,” I said quickly, eager to end the conversation before it got any more uncomfortable.

“I appreciate it.”

There was a beat of silence, the air between us thick with unspoken words. I could feel the tension rising again, but this time, it wasn’t just from my embarrassment. It was something deeper—something I didn’t want to examine too closely.

“Well,” I said, taking a step back toward the door, “I’ll let you get back to work. Enjoy your lunch.”

He gave me a small smile, but there was something unreadable in his eyes as he watched me leave. “Thanks, Gail. Take care of yourself, okay?”

I nodded, my hand already on the door handle. “I will.”

And with that, I slipped out of his office, my heart still racing. As I walked down the hallway, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted between us—but I couldn’t tell if that was a good thing or not.

By 2:25 p.m., the conference room was beginning to fill up. I stood off to the side, clutching my notes tightly as a group of doctors filed in, followed by one of the board members and the hospital’s director. My stomach churned with a mix of nerves and unease. I was supposed to be here—my role in discussing aftercare pamphlets was clear from the invitation—but ever since the subtle shift in Dr. Jones’ attitude toward me, I didn’t know how to face him anymore.

I glanced at the clock, watching the minutes tick closer to 3 p.m. The room buzzed with quiet conversation as everyone took their seats. Dr. Jones, as usual, sat close at the head of the table, his expression sharp and unreadable. Dr. King entered a moment later, nodding at me before sitting across from Dr. Jones. The atmosphere felt tense even before the meeting started.

I found a seat near the back, trying to stay out of the way while also staying present. The pamphlets in question were for post-operative care and discharge instructions, something the nursing staff would deal with directly. Our input was vital, or so I’d been told.

Just as the director cleared her throat to start the meeting, Dr. Jones spoke up, his voice slicing through the room.

“I don’t think the nurses are needed for this,” he said, his tone cold. His eyes flicked in my direction, raising one eyebrow as if to drive the point home. “This is a discussion for doctors and the administration.”

I felt my face flush as several pairs of eyes turned toward me. It was like being put on trial, and the accusation was clear: I didn’t belong here.

Before I could even process how to respond, Dr. King cut in, his voice firm and unyielding. “Why not?” he asked, leaning forward slightly. “This meeting is about the new aftercare pamphlets. Who do you think implements that aftercare? The nurses.”

Dr. Jones narrowed his eyes, clearly not pleased with being challenged. “We don’t need to involve the nurses in every decision,” he shot back, his voice laced with condescension. “We’re perfectly capable of designing the pamphlets ourselves.”

“That’s not the point,” Dr. King argued, his tone growing sharper.

“The nurses are the ones who deal with these pamphlets every day.”

I could feel the tension building between them, the air in the room thickening with the unspoken power struggle. My heart pounded in my chest as I sat frozen in my seat, unsure whether to speak up or let the doctors battle it out.

Dr. Jones didn’t back down. He turned his icy gaze toward Dr. King, the corners of his mouth twitching in annoyance. “This isn’t a nursing issue. This is about the information we provide to patients. As doctors, we’re more than capable of handling that!”

Dr. King leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms. “And that’s where you’re wrong. The patients don’t just interact with doctors. They spend the majority of their time with nurses. If we want to create pamphlets that actually help patients, we need input from the people who spend the most time with them.”

“Dr. King’s quite right, you should stay,” Dr. Kapoor said. The director nodded in agreement but I couldn’t handle the embarrassment anymore. Normally, I would’ve already put Dr. Jones in his place but somehow, I felt powerless.

The room was silent, everyone watching the exchange with varying degrees of discomfort. My pulse raced as I sat there, the target of Dr. Jones’ hostility, but also feeling a strange sense of validation from Dr. King’s defense. I shifted on my seat then slowly stood up but…

“Take your seat, Nurse Higgins,” Dr. King said—his eyes intense.

But Dr. Jones wasn’t done. He turned back to me, his voice dripping with barely concealed disdain. “If Nurse Higgins would prefer to take his—I mean, sorry, I’m still not used to this, her time organizing pamphlets instead of focusing on patient care, that’s her choice. But it’s not necessary.”

His words stung, each one landing like a sharp blow. I opened my mouth to respond, but before I could say anything, Dr. King stood up, pushing his chair back with a scrape that echoed in the room.

“That’s enough,” he said, his voice hard, his eyes locked on Dr. Jones.

“You don’t get to talk down to her like that.”

The room held its breath.

For a moment, Dr. Jones didn’t say anything. His jaw clenched, and I could see the tension in his posture. Then, with an almost dismissive wave of his hand, he leaned back in his chair. “I’m not talking down to her, Dr. King. I’m simply stating the facts.”

Dr. King didn’t sit down. His gaze remained fixed on Dr. Jones, his voice unwavering. “The fact is, Gail is here because her input matters. The nurses are a vital part of patient care, and they have every right to be involved in these discussions. Whether you like it or not.”

The room fell silent again, the tension thick enough to cut with a knife.

I could feel the weight of every gaze in the room—some filled with curiosity, others with discomfort, but all of them watching me. And suddenly, it was too much. I couldn’t sit there any longer, feeling like a pawn in their argument. I didn’t want to be the reason for this standoff.

“It’s okay,” I said quickly, standing up from my chair. “I’ll just go.”

Dr. King turned to me, his expression softening slightly. “You don’t have to leave.”

“Yes, stay here. Can we move on to the topic now, Dr. Jones?” Dr. Kapoor turned to Dr. Jones—irritation etched into his face.

“It’s okay, sirs, I think it’s best if I do,” I said, my voice tight. I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks, the embarrassment clawing at me. “I don’t want to cause any more disruption.”

Dr. King opened his mouth to protest, but I didn’t give him the chance anymore. I nodded politely at the director and the other doctors before walking toward the door, my heart pounding in my chest.

As I stepped out of the conference room, I could still hear the murmurs of the meeting behind me, the argument unresolved. But I couldn’t stay there any longer. The humiliation was too much, and all I wanted was to get away from the eyes, the tension, the judgment.
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As I walked down the hallway, my mind buzzed with everything that had happened. Dr. Jones’ cold dismissal of me, Dr. King’s defense—it all swirled together in a mix of anger and gratitude. But most of all, I felt a deep sadness settle over me.

I had been here long enough to know the fight for respect wasn’t over. Not yet.

The echo of Dr. Jones’ dismissive words still rang in my ears, cutting deeper than I wanted to admit. I wasn’t going to cry—not here, not now. I kept my head down, my steps quick, trying to hold it together, trying not to let anyone see the cracks forming inside me.

I repeated the words in my head like a mantra, feeling like I was Elsa from Frozen: Don’t let in, don’t let them see.

The further I walked, the more the weight of it all pressed down on me. The argument between Dr. King and Dr. Jones, the way the room had felt so divided, the sense that no matter how hard I tried, I would always have to prove myself. It all piled on, threatening to crush me.

I turned the corner, hoping to find an empty spot to catch my breath, when suddenly, I felt a tug on my arm.

“Gail!”

I blinked, startled, and looked up to see Louise pulling me toward an open door—Dr. King’s office. Her face was lit up with excitement, completely oblivious to the turmoil I was trying so hard to hide.

“Come on, I’ve got something for you!” she chirped, her eyes sparkling.

I let myself be dragged into the office, my mind too scattered to protest. She closed the door behind us, her smile growing wider as she rummaged through a shopping bag she had set on the desk.

“I’ve been waiting all day to give you this,” she said, her voice full of energy. She pulled out two neatly folded scrub suits—one in a soft purple, the other in a bright pink—and held them out like she was presenting a treasure.

“Ta-da! I figured it was time you upgraded to some fabulous new scrubs now that you’re officially ‘Gail.’” She wiggled her eyebrows playfully. “What do you think?”

I stared at the scrubs, my heart swelling with a mixture of gratitude and overwhelming sadness. She had no idea what had just happened in that meeting, no idea how broken I felt in that moment. But her kindness, her thoughtfulness—it hit me harder than I expected.

The tears I had been holding back finally broke free.

I covered my face with my hands, the sobs coming before I could stop them. It was like a dam had burst, all the emotions I had been bottling up for the past few days spilling out in a rush.

“Gail?” Her voice was suddenly filled with concern. She set the scrubs down on the desk and hurried over to me, her hands gently resting on my shoulders.

“What’s wrong? You… you don’t like the colors?”

I let out a watery chuckle through my tears, shaking my head as I wiped at my eyes. “No… it’s not that,” I said, my voice shaky but full of affection. “I love the colors. I really do.”

She looked relieved but still puzzled. “Then what’s going on? Talk to me, babe.”

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. “I just… it’s been a really tough day. And this… this is exactly what I needed, but I wasn’t expecting it. It’s just… a lot.”

Her face softened, and she pulled me into a hug without hesitation.

“Oh, Gail, I’m sorry. I had no idea.”

I hugged her back, grateful for her warmth, for the way she always seemed to know how to make things better—even if she didn’t know what was wrong. I felt the tension start to ease, the weight in my chest lifting ever so slightly as I clung to her.

After a moment, I pulled back, wiping at my face again. “Thank you, Louise. I really appreciate you.”

She smiled, giving me a little nudge. “You don’t have to thank me, silly. You deserve to have some cute scrubs! And you deserve to feel good about yourself.”

I chuckled softly, feeling a little lighter.

“I do love them. Seriously, they’re perfect.”

She beamed, clearly pleased with herself. “Good! That’s all I wanted to hear. But you’ve got to tell me—what happened to get you so upset? You don’t have to spill all the details, but… something’s going on.”

I hesitated for a moment, my mind flashing back to the meeting, to Dr. Jones’ condescending words and the tension between him and Dr. King. I didn’t want to relive it, but I knew Louise wouldn’t let it go unless I gave her something.

“It’s just… things didn’t go well in the meeting today,” I said carefully, not wanting to dive into the specifics but the words just kept rushing out like water from a broken dam. “Dr. Jones, he changed after I came out. He became distant and cold.”

Her face darkened with annoyance. “Ugh, that old man needs to retire already,” she joked.

“And earlier, he made it clear that I didn’t belong there,” I continued.

“Seriously. I don’t know how you put up with him,” she said.

I shrugged, feeling a small smile tug at my lips despite the lingering sadness. “I guess I just… do what I have to do.”

“Well, you shouldn’t have to deal with that crap,” she said, crossing her arms. “You’re Gail freaking Higgins, and you’ve worked hard to get where you are. Don’t let anyone make you feel like you don’t belong. Especially not some cranky old doctor with an outdated mindset.”

Her words made my heart swell, and for the first time since the meeting, I felt like I could breathe again. I wasn’t alone in this. I had people who cared about me, people who had my back. And even though the day had been hard—really hard—Louise’s kindness had made it a little easier to bear.

“I don’t know what I’d do without you,” I said softly, my voice full of gratitude.

“You’d probably wear boring scrubs and not cry nearly as often,” she teased, giving me a wink. “But you don’t have to worry about that, because I’m not going anywhere.”

I laughed, feeling the last of the tension drain away. “Good.”

She smiled, pulling me into one last hug before stepping back. “Now go try on your new scrubs! I want to see how fabulous you look in them.”

I smiled, feeling lighter than I had in days. “I’ll wear them tomorrow.”

“And I’ll be ready to take a hundred pictures,” she said with a grin.

“Trust me, everyone’s going to be so jealous of your new look.”

As I left Dr. King’s office, scrub suits in hand, I felt a sense of peace settle over me. Things weren’t perfect, and there were still battles ahead, but in that moment, I knew I wasn’t fighting them alone.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

THE HORMONES have been really helpful and every day, I felt more like myself. The changes were subtle at first—my face softening, my hips widening slightly—but now, after more than four months of transitioning, I could see real progress. My body had begun to take on a new shape, and I loved the way it felt. My confidence had grown with every passing day, and I no longer cared about the few colleagues who looked at me differently. Even Dr. Jones, with his cold stares, had become just another insignificant part of my world.

I stood in front of the mirror in my hotel room at Caesars Palace, running my fingers through my long, now bra-length hair. The luxurious suite, with its plush carpet and sweeping view of the Las Vegas Strip, felt like a dream. The room was adorned in soft gold and cream tones, the oversized bed draped in crisp white linens. A marble bathroom with a glass shower and a soaking tub completed the opulence. Everything about this place screamed luxury, and for the next three days, it was home.

Softhaven Medical Center had spared no expense for this team-building retreat. A 3-day, 2-night stay at Caesars Palace with all expenses paid. It was the kind of getaway I would have never imagined being a part of back when I was living paycheck to paycheck as a fresh-faced nurse. But here I was, standing in one of the most iconic hotels in Las Vegas, preparing for a glamorous dinner with my colleagues.

And tonight was special. Tonight, they would see me outside of my scrubs. It felt like a Cinderella moment.

I had always been drawn to modest, classy looks—A-line dresses in soft pastel colors, the kind that made me feel comfortable yet elegant. I loved the way they draped over my body, modest but chic, and the way they complemented the soft changes I had been experiencing. But tonight, I wanted to push the boundaries a bit, show off the curves that were slowly but surely becoming part of me. My breasts weren’t as big as I’d hoped they would be yet, but they were there, and I was proud of them.

Tonight, I was going to wear something sultry.

I turned back to the mirror, my heart racing with excitement as I pulled the dress from its hanger. It was unlike anything I’d worn before—an off-the-shoulder number in a glittery shade, with a fitted bodice that hugged my waist and flowed into a subtle A-line at the hips. The fabric shimmered under the soft lighting of the hotel room, and the neckline dipped just enough to hint at the curves I had worked so hard for.

I slipped the dress on, feeling the cool fabric slide over my skin. It fit like a glove, hugging my waist and flaring out gently over my hips. I turned to the side, admiring the way it accentuated the curve of my body. My breasts, though not as full as I wanted, filled the bodice perfectly, and the subtle hourglass shape I had started to develop was finally visible.

As I zipped up the dress, I couldn’t help but smile at my reflection. The woman staring back at me wasn’t the same person I had been three months ago. She was more confident, more self-assured. She knew who she was, and she was proud of it.

Next came the makeup. I sat down at the vanity, carefully applying foundation to even out my skin tone. I had become good at makeup over the last few months—blending, contouring, highlighting. It was like art, and tonight I wanted to go for a soft, romantic look. I swept a soft pink blush over my cheeks, added a touch of highlighter to the tops of my cheekbones, and carefully lined my eyes with a thin flick of black eyeliner. My eyes looked bigger, brighter, and I finished the look with a swipe of nude lipstick.

Once the makeup was done, I moved on to my hair. It had grown so much over the past few months, reaching down to my bra strap now. I loved the way it framed my face, soft waves falling naturally over my shoulders. Tonight, I wanted to keep it simple, so I added a touch of mousse to give it volume and pinned one side back with a delicate pearl hairpin.

I stood up, smoothing down the dress one last time, feeling the butterflies in my stomach start to settle. This was it. I was ready.
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I walked over to the floor-length mirror, taking in the full effect. The dress, the hair, the makeup—it all came together perfectly. I looked… beautiful. Sexy, even. For the first time, I wasn’t hiding behind layers of modesty. I was showing off the woman I had always been, and it felt incredible.

As I grabbed my clutch and slipped into a pair of nude heels, I couldn’t help but feel a surge of pride. The nerves were still there, fluttering beneath the surface, but they were overshadowed by the excitement of the night ahead. My colleagues had been supportive for the most part, and while some had changed—grown distant or awkward—I had come to realize that it didn’t matter.

I didn’t need everyone’s approval.

The people who cared about me, who truly mattered, were the ones who supported me without hesitation. And that was enough.

As I stood in the mirror one last time, the shimmering lights of Las Vegas twinkling in the window behind me, I smiled. This was a new beginning—a new chapter in my life—and I was ready to embrace it, one step at a time.

I stepped out into the lavish corridor of Caesars Palace, my heels clicking softly against the marble floors as I made my way toward the restaurant where tonight’s dinner was being held. The ambiance of the hotel oozed luxury, from the grand chandeliers to the intricate gold detailing on the walls. Everything about the place screamed opulence.

But despite the lavish surroundings, my mind was elsewhere. The nerves fluttering in my stomach had returned, though not in the same anxious way they usually did. This time, it was different. Excitement buzzed just beneath the surface, mingling with a new sense of confidence that had been building over the past months.

I ran a hand over my dress, feeling the soft fabric glide beneath my fingers. As I neared the elevator, I heard a familiar voice behind me, low and smooth.

"Gail."

I froze for a moment, recognizing the voice immediately. Dr. King.

I turned slowly, my heart pounding in my chest, and there he was—standing just a few feet away, looking as handsome as ever. He wasn’t wearing a suit, but his outfit was effortlessly sharp: dark, tailored pants, a dress shirt with the top button casually undone, and a sleek jacket that made him look every bit the charismatic doctor I had come to know. The way the low lighting from the hallway played against his features made him seem almost unreal, like something out of a movie.

His eyes swept over me, and for a moment, there was a flicker of something in his gaze that sent a jolt of electricity through me. He smiled, his voice soft but filled with admiration. “You look beautiful.”

My breath caught in my throat. It was the first time he called me beautiful. I had been preparing myself for this moment all night, to be called beautiful even just by the hotel staff, but hearing him say it, seeing the way he looked at me—it was overwhelming. I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks, and I forced myself to smile, hoping it didn’t look as shaky as I felt.

“You clean up pretty well yourself,” I managed to say, my voice a little breathless. It was an understatement—he looked incredible. But I wasn’t about to give him that satisfaction. Not yet, anyway.

His smile widened, and he took a step closer, closing the distance between us. There was something playful in his eyes, but also something deeper, something that made the air between us feel heavy with unspoken words.

“Okay,” he said, his tone teasing, “I know why you’re dressed like this. You’re clearly begging for a handsome, dashing date tonight, so…” He extended his arm, his eyes glinting with amusement.

“Allow me.”

I stared at him, momentarily stunned. My mind raced, and my heart felt like it was doing flips in my chest. I didn’t know how to respond at first. Part of me wanted to laugh it off, but the other part—the part that had been secretly longing for this moment—wanted to say yes.

Before I could think too much about it, I slipped my arm through his, feeling the warmth of his body next to mine. “You’re ridiculous, you know that?” I said, trying to sound nonchalant, but the way my pulse was racing probably gave me away.

He grinned, his arm tightening around mine just slightly.

“Ridiculously charming, you mean.”

We began walking toward the elevator, our arms still linked. As we reached the doors, I glanced at him, my mind still buzzing with the implications of what we were doing.

“This might start rumors, you know,” I said, half-joking but also half-serious as the doors closed. There we were, just the two of us, sharing a tiny space forcing little to know proximity. My heart was beating a mile a minute and the butterflies in my stomach couldn’t stop fluttering.
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He didn’t miss a beat. He leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a low, almost intimate tone. “I don’t care.”

The words sent a shiver down my spine, and for a moment, I forgot how to breathe. There was something so intense about the way he said it, the way his eyes locked onto mine as if daring me to respond. The tension between us crackled in the air, and I could feel my heart hammering in my chest, louder and faster with each passing second.

The ride down to the restaurant was short, but it felt like an eternity. He didn’t let go of my arm, and neither of us spoke. The silence was thick with anticipation, the air buzzing with an unspoken energy that neither of us seemed willing to break.

When the elevator doors finally opened, we stepped out into the entrance of the restaurant, and all eyes seemed to turn toward us.

The entire place had been rented out for the Softhaven Medical Center team-building dinner. The large, open dining room was filled with tables covered in white linens, and the soft glow of chandeliers bathed the room in warm light. Doctors, nurses, board members, and staff were scattered throughout, already mingling with drinks in hand.

But for a moment, all of that seemed to fade into the background as people’s gazes landed on us—on me, on Dr. King, on the two of us together.

There was a moment of silence, and then I heard the whispers. I couldn’t make out the words, but I could feel the weight of them. And yet, instead of the anxiety I would have normally felt in a situation like this, I felt a strange sense of confidence. Dr. King’s arm was still linked with mine, and that simple connection seemed to ground me.

As we walked further into the room, I could see the surprise on people’s faces. Some of them smiled, others raised their eyebrows, but I ignored it all. This was my night. I had worked hard to be here, and I wasn’t going to let anyone take that away from me.

Louise was the first to approach, her eyes wide with excitement. “Oh my god, Gail!” she squealed, pulling me into a tight hug, nearly knocking Dr. King off balance. “You look amazing! And… are you two…?” She trailed off, her eyes darting between me and Dr. King, clearly trying to piece together what she was seeing.

I laughed, feeling a little breathless. “We’re just… arriving together.”

“No, Louise, we’re a couple,” he joked.

“Damn, doc,” she said.

I smiled, feeling a surge of warmth at her words. “Seriously, we just bumped into each other in the hallway.”

Dr. King excused himself for a moment to grab drinks, leaving me with Louise. As soon as he was out of earshot, she leaned in closer, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. “Okay, spill. What’s going on with you two?”

“There’s nothing to spill,” I said quickly, though the flutter in my chest made me wonder if that was entirely true. “He’s just being… nice.”

She raised an eyebrow, clearly not buying it. “Uh-huh. Sure. Well, for what it’s worth, you two look great together.”

I rolled my eyes playfully but couldn’t help the smile that tugged at my lips. “It’s not like that, Louise.”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, winking. “Whatever you say.”

Before I could respond, Dr. King returned with two glasses of sparkling water, handing one to me with a knowing smile. “Just water for you tonight,” he said, his voice teasing but also firm.

“Remember what I said about the hormones and drinking.”

I nodded, taking the glass from him. “I remember. Thanks.”

The evening continued, filled with laughter and conversation as everyone settled into their seats for dinner. The table I was seated at was lively, with doctors, nurses, and staff all chatting about work, life, and everything in between. The food was incredible—four courses of fine dining that seemed to go on forever. Every time I thought I couldn’t eat another bite, the waiters would bring out another dish, each more delicious than the last.

Throughout the night, I noticed Dr. Jones stealing glances at me from across the room. His expression was unreadable, and I wasn’t sure what to make of it. Part of me wanted to ask him what his problem was, but another part of me just didn’t care anymore. I had spent too much time worrying about what Dr. Jones thought of me, and tonight, I wasn’t going to let him ruin my evening.

But still… the way he kept looking at me was unsettling.

Dr. King, on the other hand, was a constant presence by my side. We shared quiet moments, laughing together between bites of food, his arm brushing against mine every so often, sending sparks through my skin. There was an undeniable chemistry between us, a pull that neither of us seemed willing to acknowledge but couldn’t quite ignore.

At one point, as the conversation around the table lulled, I felt his hand brush against mine under the table. I glanced over at him, my heart skipping a beat. His eyes met mine, and for a brief moment, everything else seemed to fade away.

There was a tension there—something heavy, something unspoken. I couldn’t tell if it was just the magic of the night or if there was something more, something real. But as his fingers lightly grazed mine, I felt a rush of warmth flood through me.

He leaned in closer, his voice low and teasing. “I think you’re enjoying this dinner more than you’re letting on.”

I smiled, my pulse quickening. “Maybe. It’s been… a good night.”

His eyes held mine for a moment longer, and for a second, I thought—I thought—he was going to kiss me. The way he leaned in, the way his gaze softened, it all felt so inevitable.

But then the conversation at the table picked up again, and the moment passed.

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I had been holding, my heart still racing. There was so much unspoken between us, so much I wanted to say, but I wasn’t sure how. Or if I even should.

The night carried on with more laughter and banter, and despite the lingering tension, I found myself relaxing into the evening. Louise kept me entertained with her gossip, and Dr. King was always nearby, reminding me not to drink too much, teasing me every chance he got.

Moments later, the dinner had been perfect—more perfect than I could have imagined. My confidence had been sky-high, and Dr. King had been by my side all night, his teasing banter keeping me on my toes. But as the plates were cleared and people began to settle into post-dinner conversations, I noticed him lean in closer to me, his breath warm against my ear.

“It’s too early to call it a night,” he whispered, his voice low and playful. “What do you say we go gambling?”

I blinked, caught off guard by the suggestion. “Gambling? I… I don’t really gamble.”

He smiled, his eyes twinkling with mischief. “I do. And I’m pretty good at it—don’t worry, I’ll teach you.”

Before I could protest, he stood up, offering me his hand with that same charming grin. The idea of slipping away from the crowd, of spending more time with him, was tempting—too tempting to resist. My heart raced as I hesitated, then slowly placed my hand in his.

“Alright,” I said, unable to hide the smile tugging at my lips.

“But don’t expect me to win anything.”

He laughed, guiding me toward the door. “I don’t gamble to win big—I gamble for fun. And I know how to control myself.”

We made our way through the grand halls of Caesars Palace, the sounds of slot machines and lively chatter growing louder as we approached the casino floor. The bright lights and endless rows of games felt almost overwhelming, but Dr. King seemed completely at ease. He led me toward a row of slot machines, his hand never leaving mine until we stood in front of one.

“Alright, first stop: the slot machines,” he said, pulling out a crisp $50 bill.

“I’ll show you how it’s done.”

I watched as he fed the money into the machine, his fingers dancing over the buttons with practiced ease. The machine came to life, lights flashing as the reels spun. I held my breath, half-expecting him to win on the first try. But as the reels came to a stop, the machine let out a small, disappointing beep.

He shrugged, flashing me a grin. “No big deal. Just warming up.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “That was quick.”

“Slot machines are all luck, anyway,” he said, brushing it off. “Let’s move on to something more interesting.”
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We wandered over to the baccarat table next, where he pulled out $100. He explained the rules to me in quick, confident sentences, his eyes gleaming with excitement. I watched as he placed his bets, the cards dealt swiftly by the dealer. The tension at the table was palpable, and for a moment, it looked like he might win.

But then the cards turned against him, and his $100 vanished in an instant.

He shrugged again, his grin never fading. “Well, that’s $150 down. I’ve got $50 left from my $200 gambling budget.”

“You really don’t seem bothered by losing,” I remarked, raising an eyebrow at him.

“I told you, it’s all about control,” he said, leaning in closer. “I don’t bet more than I’m willing to lose. That’s the key to enjoying gambling.”

We moved on, and I followed him to the roulette table, where he stood, considering his options for a moment before placing his last $50 on the table.

“This is it,” he said, winking at me. “The last hurrah.”

I watched as the dealer spun the wheel, the small white ball clattering across the numbers as it began to slow. My heart raced as I leaned in closer, feeling the anticipation build.

The ball bounced once, twice, then settled on a number. The dealer called it out, and I heard Dr. King let out a whoop of excitement.

“I won!” he said, turning to me with wide eyes. “35 to 1!”

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

He grinned, grabbing my hands and pulling me toward him as the winnings were tallied. “$50 turned into $1,750,” he said, his excitement contagious.

We both jumped up in celebration, laughing and holding onto each other in a giddy rush of adrenaline. The sheer thrill of the moment took over, and before I knew it, we were leaning into each other, our faces inches apart.

And then it happened.

Our lips met—soft, warm, and sudden. It wasn’t planned, and yet it felt inevitable, like we had been heading toward this moment all night. The kiss was electric, sending a rush of heat through my body, my heart pounding in my chest as every thought and worry melted away.

But just as quickly as it had happened, reality came crashing back in.

I pulled away, breathless and wide-eyed. His expression mirrored mine—surprised, but something deeper flickered in his eyes. Something that made my heart race even faster.

“I… I have to go,” I stammered, stepping back, the giddy rush quickly giving way to confusion and guilt.

He blinked, his voice soft and apologetic. “Yeah… I’m sorry. I didn’t mean—”

“No, it’s okay,” I interrupted, my face flushed, my mind spinning.

“I just… I need to go.”

Without waiting for him to say anything else, I turned and hurried toward the exit, my heart pounding in my chest. The bright lights of the casino blurred as I walked quickly through the corridors, the kiss replaying over and over in my mind.

My face was burning, my emotions a tangled mess of excitement, confusion, and guilt. I had kissed Dr. King. I had kissed him. And for a brief moment, it had felt like the most natural thing in the world.

But then I remembered Carly—his girlfriend, the woman who had helped me pick out a bra just a few months ago. The woman who was probably waiting for him, completely unaware of what had just happened.

My giddiness began to fade, replaced by a sinking feeling of guilt.

What had I done?

And what did it mean?

As I walked back to my hotel room, my mind raced, torn between the exhilaration of the kiss and the reality of the situation. I had feelings for Dr. King, that much was clear. But he had a girlfriend. And I had no idea what the kiss meant to him—or if it meant anything at all.

As I neared my hotel room, still flushed from the excitement of the evening and the confusion swirling in my head, I saw a figure leaning against the wall near my door. At first, I squinted, trying to make out who it was in the dim hallway lighting, and then my heart sank.

Dr. Jones.

He was leaning slightly forward, his shirt untucked, a glassy look in his eyes. The faint smell of alcohol wafted toward me, and I realized he was tipsy—maybe more than tipsy. I felt a twinge of anxiety as I approached him, but I kept my face neutral.

"Dr. Jones?" I asked, keeping my distance.

He blinked a few times, clearly trying to focus. When his gaze finally landed on me, a slow, almost predatory smile spread across his face. "Hey, gorgeous."

I stiffened. His words were slurred, and there was something unsettling in the way he looked at me, his eyes wandering over my body. My heart started pounding again, but this time, it wasn’t from excitement.

"Dr. Jones, are you okay?" I asked, my voice cautious.

He straightened up a little, but he was still unsteady on his feet. "I wanted to apologize… for how I’ve treated you in the past," he said, his words heavy with drink but surprisingly clear.

I blinked, caught off guard. "Oh… I appreciate that," I said, feeling a wave of emotion rise up in me. For so long, I had resented him for the coldness, the judgment, and now—here he was, apologizing. I felt teary-eyed but tried to hold it together.

"Thank you, Dr. Jones."

But then, his expression changed, a smirk pulling at his lips. "I only did it because… well, I didn’t want anyone to know."

I frowned, confused. "Didn’t want anyone to know what?"

He chuckled, stepping closer, the smell of alcohol stronger now. "That I like women like you."

A chill ran down my spine. "What do you mean?"

"You know…" He leaned in, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Women like you—with dicks."

I froze, horror washing over me. Before I could react, he grabbed my hand and forcefully placed it against his crotch. My stomach turned as he pressed my hand against the hard bulge in his pants.

"I was so hard all night, watching you… imagining what you’re hiding behind those pretty little panties," he said, his breath hot and rancid against my ear.

Disgusted, I yanked my hand away and shoved him back, my heart racing with panic and revulsion. "Get away from me!" I hissed, taking a step back.

But before I could process what was happening, I heard footsteps approaching fast. I looked up just in time to see Dr. King storming down the hallway, his eyes blazing with fury. In a flash, he was on Dr. Jones, grabbing him by the collar.

"You sick bastard," Dr. King growled, his fist connecting with Dr. Jones’ jaw in a swift, powerful punch. Dr. Jones stumbled back, clutching his face, but Dr. King wasn’t done. He advanced on him again, ready to strike.

"Stop!" I shouted, rushing forward and grabbing Dr. King’s arm before he could hit him again. "Dr. King, stop!"

Dr. Jones, dazed and bloodied from the punch, tried to swing back at Dr. King, but he was too old, too drunk to land a solid hit. It was pathetic, watching him stumble around, his face twisted in rage and humiliation.

I turned to Dr. King, my voice steady but firm. "That’s enough. There’s no need for this."

Dr. King hesitated, his chest heaving with anger, his hands clenched into fists. He looked at me, then back at Dr. Jones, his jaw tight. "He deserves more than a punch."

"I know," I said softly, keeping my voice calm. "But we’re not going to handle this by making a scene. Let me take him to his room."

Dr. King’s eyes flashed with anger, but he nodded, stepping back reluctantly. I turned toward Dr. Jones, who was still clutching his jaw, muttering curses under his breath.

"Let’s get you to your room, Dr. Jones," I said, keeping my tone professional.

Dr. Jones glared at me, then at Dr. King, but he didn’t argue. He was too drunk and too shaken to put up much of a fight. I helped him down the hallway, his body heavy and sluggish. When we reached his room, I opened the door and practically shoved him inside.

Before I closed the door, Dr. Jones turned back to me, his eyes bloodshot and full of venom. "He’ll regret this," he slurred.

I ignored him, shutting the door firmly behind him. My hands were shaking, but I tried to steady myself as I turned back to Dr. King, who was still standing at the end of the hallway, watching me.

"I saw everything," he said, his voice low and dangerous. "I should have done more than punch him."

I walked back toward him, my heart still pounding from the adrenaline. "I appreciate you stepping in, but we can’t handle this like that," I said quietly. "We need to deal with it… without causing a scandal."

His eyes softened slightly, but I could still see the tension in his jaw, the anger simmering just beneath the surface. "He put his hands on you. He—"

"I know," I interrupted, my voice shaking slightly. "But please, let’s talk about this."

There was a beat of silence, and then the intensity between us shifted. The adrenaline, the anger, the tension—it all mixed together, creating a palpable energy in the air. He took a step closer to me, his eyes locked on mine. The heat between us was undeniable, and my heart began to race for a different reason.

Before I could say anything else, he leaned in, his lips inches from mine. "Gail…" he whispered, his voice rough with emotion.

And then, without another word, he kissed me.

It was like everything I had been holding back—every thought, every feeling—exploded all at once. His lips were warm and insistent, and I found myself kissing him back, my hands tangling in his shirt as I pulled him closer. The hallway, the hotel, the world around us seemed to disappear, and all I could focus on was him—the way he tasted, the way he made me feel.

There was a desperation in the kiss, like we had both been waiting for this moment, and now that it was happening, neither of us wanted it to end. My heart was pounding, my body buzzing with a mix of fear and excitement. But as much as I wanted to lose myself in the moment, I couldn’t ignore the voice in the back of my mind.

He has a girlfriend. This isn’t right.

I pulled back, breathless and confused. "Dr. King, you have a girlfriend…"

He looked at me, his eyes dark with desire, but he nodded. "I know. I’m sorry."

But despite his words, neither of us moved. The tension between us crackled in the air, and before I could stop myself, I kissed him again, harder this time. It was like I couldn’t help it—like something inside me had snapped, and all I wanted was him.

We stumbled toward my hotel room, our hands all over each other, fumbling with the keycard until the door finally opened. Once inside, everything happened in a blur of heated kisses and soft touches. Dr. King was gentle, his hands exploring my body with care, and for the first time, I felt truly seen, truly desired.
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“You’re so beautiful, so perfect,” he hissed.

I’ve been pushing my attraction away towards men for many years thinking that it was wrong to feel that way. That it was like dressing like a girl, some form of abomination. But the way we were connected didn’t make me feel like I was doing anything remotely close to wrong.

“I’ve never been with a guy before, well, actually, I’ve never been with anyone before,” I revealed.

I was nervous, more than nervous, I felt like my heart was leaping out of my chest, the same way one would feel whenever they bungee jump—but my case was worse because it was on a constant loop. However, he made sure I was comfortable every step of the way. There was no rush, no pressure—just tenderness and connection.

But then, another thought crept into my head. The first thought that should’ve been the most of my worries. But his kisses were so good that they made me briefly forget that he wasn’t probably used to a woman that had body parts like mine.

“You do know that… I don’t have a…”

He pinned my hands to the bed and started kissing my neck. His hot breath was enough to let me know that he accepted me. All of me. I always had a feeling that he was a wild one based on his dating history. But I was wrong. Oh-so-wrong. He was so gentle, so patient, and so understanding. And most importantly, not only did he make love to me, but he also made me feel that I was fully a woman even if I did not have what most would call conventional girly parts with the way we climaxed together.

When it was over, we lay there in the quiet, our bodies tangled together as we caught our breath. My mind was spinning, a whirlwind of emotions that I couldn’t quite process. The guilt, the excitement, the confusion—it was all too much.

Dr. King brushed a strand of hair from my face, his eyes soft as he looked at me. "Are you okay?"

I nodded, though I wasn’t entirely sure what I felt.

"Yeah… I think so."

We lay there in silence for a while, the weight of what had just happened settling over us. Part of me wanted to hold onto the moment, to stay there with him and pretend like everything was perfect. But another part of me knew that this was just the beginning of something far more complicated.

And as much as I feared for his reputation and mine, the heat of his body was enough to make me feel like we did the right thing. I wasn’t only happy, I was also lucky because the one who took my virginity was the man who I truly deserved it.


Chapter 12

∞∞∞

SINCE THAT NIGHT in Las Vegas, two weeks flew by, and yet, every detail still played on a loop in my mind. The kiss, the tension, the way we had fallen into each other’s arms—it all felt like a dream. But the guilt that followed had been very real, clinging to me like a shadow.

Since then, Dr. Jones had been avoiding me. After that disgusting encounter outside my hotel room, I thought there would be more fallout—some kind of consequence. But no scandal followed. No rumors spread. He simply kept his distance, which was a relief.

Yet, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong, that I had allowed myself to be taken advantage of in a moment of vulnerability. I felt guilty that if I told anyone, it would ruin Dr. Jones completely, and while nothing outrageous had happened between us, the way he had treated me still felt... wrong.

But there were other things weighing on my mind too—like Dr. King.

I stood at the entrance of the California Academy of Sciences, feeling a wave of nerves wash over me. Dr. King had invited me to an exhibit, some special event about the future of medical technology in nature and science. I hadn’t been able to say no, despite every instinct telling me it was a bad idea. After what happened between us, I’d done my best to avoid any intimate moments with him. We had agreed to respect each other’s boundaries and stay friends, but the tension between us never disappeared. It lingered in the air every time we were together, making it hard to think, hard to breathe.

And now, here I was, walking into a building, challenging myself so that we could navigate the waters of a more platonic relationship.

I glanced down at my outfit—a pale lavender A-line dress with a delicate lace overlay and a light floral pattern. It was one of my favorites, a perfect balance between elegant and modest, with soft pastel colors that made me feel feminine yet comfortable. I paired it with simple white flats, a light cardigan, and a small purse that matched the dress. My hair, now long enough to brush against the middle of my back, was loosely curled, framing my face in soft waves.

I wanted to feel confident, but instead, I felt anxious. The guilt I carried from that night weighed on me, a constant reminder that I had crossed a line I wasn’t sure I should’ve crossed.

Was I the other woman?

Was I the reason things between Dr. King and Carly might fall apart?

The thought made my stomach turn.

But I couldn’t avoid him forever. He was part of my world, part of the hospital. And, whether I liked it or not, part of my heart.

As I approached the entrance, I spotted him standing near the ticket booth, looking effortlessly handsome in a dark, fitted shirt and casual slacks. His sleeves were rolled up, revealing strong forearms, and he looked more relaxed than usual. When he saw me, his face lit up with a smile that sent butterflies fluttering in my stomach.

“Hey, Gail,” he greeted warmly, stepping forward to meet me.

“You look beautiful.”
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My heart skipped a beat, but I forced a smile, trying to keep things light. “Stop saying things like that…”

“I know, I know, I just can’t help it,” he replied.

There was a beat of silence, the kind of silence that had become all too familiar between us lately. The tension was there, simmering beneath the surface, even though we were trying so hard to keep things platonic.

“Ready to check out the exhibit?” he asked, breaking the silence as he handed me my ticket.

“Yeah,” I replied, taking the ticket and following him inside.

The exhibit was fascinating—a mix of nature and cutting-edge medical technology, exploring how the natural world could inspire new advancements in healthcare. There were interactive displays showcasing regenerative medicine, bionic limbs modeled after animal anatomy, and even discussions about using plant compounds for future pharmaceuticals. It was the kind of exhibit that would normally grab my attention, but today, I found it hard to focus.

My mind kept drifting back to that night.

As we walked through the gallery, Dr. King and I made small talk, admiring the exhibits, but the tension between us never fully went away. Every time he leaned a little too close, I felt a flutter of nerves. Every time his hand brushed mine by accident, I pulled back, as if touching him would reignite the fire we had worked so hard to suppress.

And yet, deep down, I knew we were only pretending. Pretending that everything was fine. Pretending that we could go back to being just friends.

At one point, we stopped in front of a display about biomimicry in medical design, and Dr. King leaned in a little closer, his voice soft as he explained the concept to me. I nodded along, but my heart wasn’t in it. I could barely concentrate on what he was saying. My mind was too distracted by the way his presence made my skin tingle, the way my breath seemed to catch every time he spoke.

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Dr. King…” I began, my voice hesitant as I turned to face him.

“About that night—”

“You don’t have to say anything,” he interrupted gently, his eyes locking with mine. “I know it’s been hard. Believe me, I’ve been thinking about it too. But we agreed to stay friends, and that’s what we’re working on.”

His words were meant to reassure me, but they only made my heart ache more. Because as much as we tried to pretend, the truth was, I wasn’t sure I could ever be just friends with him.

Not after everything that had happened.

Not after how he made me feel.

“I know,” I said quietly, forcing a small smile. “It’s just… hard sometimes.”

He nodded, his expression softening. “I get it. It’s hard for me too.”

There was another long pause, and for a moment, I thought about telling him everything—about how guilty I felt, about how I couldn’t stop thinking about Carly, about how I didn’t want to be the reason for any of this. But the words wouldn’t come. I wasn’t ready to have that conversation yet.

Instead, I forced myself to focus on the exhibit, pretending like everything was fine, even though my heart was racing and my thoughts were spinning out of control.

We continued walking, stopping occasionally to admire different displays, but the tension between us never fully went away. It was always there, lurking beneath the surface, a reminder of what we were both trying so hard to ignore.

After about an hour, we reached the end of the exhibit, stepping out into the cool, open space of the academy’s central atrium. The soft glow of the overhead lights cast a warm ambiance over the space, and for a moment, we stood there in silence, neither of us knowing what to say.

Finally, he broke the silence. “I’m glad you came today,” he said, his voice sincere. “I missed spending time with you.”

My heart clenched at his words, a wave of guilt washing over me. I missed him too. More than I wanted to admit. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that being here, being with him like this, was only making things more complicated.

“I missed you too,” I replied softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

He stepped a little closer, his eyes searching mine. “Gail… I just want you to know, I don’t regret what happened. But I don’t want you to feel like I’m pushing you into anything.”

“I know,” I said, my throat tight with emotion. “I don’t regret it either. But it’s just… complicated.”

He nodded, his expression understanding but pained. “I get it.”

There was a beat of silence, and then he sighed, running a hand through his hair. “I guess this is how it’s going to be, huh? Always tiptoeing around each other.”

I laughed softly, though there was no real humor in it. “Maybe.”

He smiled, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Well, if it makes you feel any better, I’ll always be here. Whether we’re friends, or… whatever else happens.”

His words sent a pang through my heart, and I felt the tears prick at the back of my eyes. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know how to navigate this tangled mess of feelings. All I knew was that, for better or worse, Dr. King had become a part of me. And no matter how hard we tried, we couldn’t undo what had already happened.

“Thank you,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

He reached out, gently brushing a strand of hair from my face.

“Let’s just take it one day at a time, okay?”

I nodded, swallowing hard. “One day at a time.”

The drive home felt longer than usual. My mind was racing, replaying the conversation with Dr. King over and over. No matter how much I tried to push the thoughts away, they kept circling back—his soft words, the way his eyes searched mine, and the guilt that gnawed at me with every breath.

As I navigated the streets of San Francisco, the familiar pull of stress weighed heavily on my chest. I couldn’t stop thinking about everything—Dr. Jones, Dr. King, Carly, the tangled mess of my life. The road stretched out in front of me, but all I could focus on was the constant churn of my emotions.

And then I remembered.

A can of beer. The one I’d tucked away in my car’s glove compartment for “emergencies.” A stupid idea, really—something I kept around for those moments when I felt like I was unraveling. And tonight… tonight felt like one of those moments.

My fingers twitched on the steering wheel as I debated whether to reach for it. Just one drink wouldn’t hurt, right? It might even help, take the edge off the storm of emotions swirling inside me.

I glanced over at the compartment, the temptation gnawing at me. But then, as my hand hovered over the latch, I heard Dr. King’s voice in my head. His gentle reminder from that night at the pub echoed in my mind.

"You shouldn’t be drinking now, not with the hormones."

I bit my lip, feeling the weight of the decision pressing down on me. It wasn’t just about Dr. King’s advice—it was about my health, my progress, everything I had worked so hard for. A single can of beer seemed harmless, but it symbolized something bigger, something that could undo everything I’d fought for.

With a frustrated sigh, I pulled my hand away from the compartment and focused back on the road. The Golden Gate Bridge loomed ahead, its iconic red towers stretching high into the sky, and suddenly, I couldn’t shake the urge to stop. The bridge, the sea—it had always been a place where I could think, where I could feel the vastness of the world around me and let my thoughts drift away into the wind.

I pulled over to the side of the road, parking just before the pedestrian walkway. The sound of the wind and the faint hum of traffic filled the air as I stepped out of the car, my heels clicking softly against the pavement. The salty breeze from the bay whipped through my hair, carrying with it a sense of raw, untamed energy.

I walked toward the railing, my heart pounding as I stared out over the water. The sky was a deep, fading blue, the horizon blending into the dark waters below. The sea stretched out endlessly, crashing against the rocks far beneath me. For a moment, I simply stood there, letting the wind whip around me, my mind quiet for the first time all night.

But the silence didn’t last long.
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"Why?" I muttered, my voice barely audible against the wind.

"Why is everything so complicated?"

I clenched my fists, gripping the cold metal railing in front of me as the frustration bubbled to the surface. It wasn’t just about Dr. King, or Dr. Jones, or Carly—it was about everything. My life, my identity, the constant struggle to find where I fit in this world.

"Why does it have to be so hard?" I asked, my voice louder now, almost challenging the sea below.

"Why does it hurt so much to love someone?"

The waves crashed against the rocks, their rhythm steady and indifferent to my pain. I felt a surge of anger—at myself, at the world, at the way life seemed to throw obstacle after obstacle in my path.

"I didn’t ask for this!" I shouted, my voice breaking as the wind carried my words out over the bay. "I didn’t ask to feel like this… to be caught between what I want and what I can’t have."

The wind howled in response, whipping my hair around my face, but I didn’t care. I needed to let it out, to scream at the sky, the sea, anything that would listen.

"I just… I just want things to be simple," I whispered, my voice hoarse from the emotion. "I want to love without feeling like I’m betraying someone. I want to be… free."

Tears pricked at my eyes, but I blinked them away, refusing to let them fall. I had cried enough over the past few months—over my body, my identity, the people who judged me. Tonight, I wasn’t going to cry. Tonight, I was going to scream.

"Why can’t I just be happy?" I yelled, my voice cracking as the words tore from my throat.

The sea didn’t answer. It never did. But in the stillness that followed, I felt something shift inside me. The weight in my chest began to lift, just slightly, as if the act of screaming had released something I’d been holding onto for far too long.

I took a deep breath, letting the salty air fill my lungs. The cool wind brushed against my skin, and for the first time that night, I felt… lighter.

The pain was still there, the confusion, the guilt—but it didn’t feel as suffocating as it had before. I stood there for a long time, staring out at the vastness of the ocean, letting the wind carry away the remnants of my frustration. My life was complicated—that was undeniable. But I couldn’t keep running from it. I couldn’t keep bottling everything up, hoping it would all disappear.

Eventually, I turned away from the sea and made my way back to the car, the sound of the waves fading behind me. As I sat in the driver’s seat, I glanced at the glove compartment one more time, but this time, the temptation wasn’t as strong. I didn’t need the beer. I didn’t need to numb myself to what I was feeling.

I needed to face it, head-on.

With one last look at the bridge in my rearview mirror, I started the car and drove away, the tension in my chest easing as I left the Golden Gate Bridge behind.

Two days later, the hospital was already buzzing with chaos, and it wasn’t even lunchtime. I was assisting Dr. Kapoor in the emergency room, the air thick with urgency as we moved swiftly between patients. The clock above the station blinked 10:22 AM, but it felt like we’d been working for hours.

"Clear!" Dr. Kapoor shouted, his voice commanding as he signaled the defibrillator.

The patient on the bed—a middle-aged man who had collapsed while jogging—convulsed slightly as the shock jolted through him. I held my breath, watching the monitor for any sign of life. The steady, relentless beeping of a flatline echoed in the room, sending a chill through my spine.

“Come on, come on,” I muttered under my breath, adrenaline pumping through my veins. I glanced at Dr. Kapoor, his face set in grim concentration. This was our third emergency case this morning, and it wasn’t even close to being over.

"Again!" he ordered, and I readied the defibrillator.

The man’s body jerked once more, and then—finally—a weak but steady heartbeat appeared on the monitor.

“We’ve got a pulse!” I said, a wave of relief washing over me.

Dr. Kapoor exhaled, wiping sweat from his brow. "Good job, Nurse Higgins."

"Thank you, Doctor," I replied, feeling a brief moment of pride amidst the exhaustion. But the moment was fleeting. The emergency room was packed, the sounds of beeping machines and distant voices creating an overwhelming chorus of stress. I could feel the fatigue settling in, but I pushed through it. There was no time to rest.

As we stabilized the patient and prepared to transfer him, I realized just how exhausted I was. It had been non-stop all morning—case after case, emergency after emergency. My scrubs clung to my skin, damp from the relentless pace of the day. I took a deep breath, willing myself to keep going, but the weight of it all was starting to catch up with me.

Once the patient was in stable condition, I excused myself, finally heading back toward the nurse’s station to catch my breath. My mind was a blur of medical jargon and exhaustion, and all I wanted was a moment of quiet to regroup.

But, of course, that moment never came.

Just as I was nearing the station, Louise appeared out of nowhere, grabbing my arm and pulling me in the direction of Dr. King’s office.

"Gail, did you see?" she asked, her voice a mixture of excitement and disbelief.

I frowned, trying to shake off the fog of exhaustion clouding my mind. "See what?"

She didn’t slow down, practically dragging me toward the office. "Dr. King. He called in for a day off and I think this is the reason why… "

My heart skipped a beat. He had taken the day off? That was unusual. He never took time off unless something serious was going on. A knot of worry began to form in my stomach as we entered his office.

She grabbed her phone, her fingers flying across the screen. She stopped in front of me and held it up, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. "Breaking news. Look."

On the screen was a video from a major news network. The headline splashed across the bottom: "American Model Carly Paltrow Arrested for Drugs and Destruction in Paris Hotel."

I froze, my mind struggling to catch up. Carly… arrested?

The video showed clips of Carly being led out of a luxurious hotel, her face pale and gaunt, her blonde hair disheveled. The report continued: "Carly Paltrow, a prominent American model, was arrested early this morning in Paris after being found in possession of illegal substances. She is also accused of causing extensive damage to a hotel room alongside Pier Moreau, a well-known DJ. Sources say the pair had been partying for several days before the arrest."

She let out a triumphant laugh, shaking her head. "I knew it! I knew that girl was trouble. Did you hear about this Pier Moreau guy? He’s infamous for this kind of thing—sex parties, drugs, the whole mess. Dr. King must be devastated."

I stared at the video, the knot in my stomach tightening. Her arrest wasn’t just a random scandal—it was personal. It was Dr. King’s girlfriend. And while I’d always had mixed feelings about her, I couldn’t help but feel bad for him. He must be going through hell right now.

She nudged me with her elbow, clearly enjoying the drama. "Can you believe it? She was in Paris with another guy this whole time. What a disaster."

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice steady. "I don’t know, Louise."

"Well," she continued, "I’m not surprised. That girl had ‘train wreck’ written all over her. Dr. King deserves better."

I nodded absentmindedly, my mind racing. I didn’t know how to feel. On one hand, Carly’s behavior was reckless, and part of me thought maybe Dr. King would be better off without her. But on the other hand, he clearly cared about her, and I hated the thought of him being hurt.

"Excuse me," I muttered, stepping away.

She raised an eyebrow, but I didn’t wait for her to respond. I needed space—needed to process what I had just seen. I left Dr. King’s office, my heart heavy with worry and confusion.

My thoughts swirled in a mess of emotions.
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Should I call him?

Should I reach out, see if he was okay?

The thought of him going through this alone made my chest tighten, but at the same time, I hesitated. It wasn’t my place, was it? He had a girlfriend—well, had. I wasn’t sure what the status of their relationship was anymore, and the last thing I wanted was to make things more complicated.

I stepped into the corridor, leaning against the cool wall as I tried to collect myself. The hospital around me was a blur of activity, but all I could focus on was the image of Carly being led away in handcuffs and the pain I imagined Dr. King must be feeling right now.

I pulled out my phone, my thumb hovering over his contact. My heart pounded in my chest. With a heavy sigh, I tucked my phone back into my pocket. The hospital buzzed with life around me, but I felt like I was caught in a whirlwind, torn between wanting to reach out and knowing that I couldn’t.

Maybe one day I’d find the right words, the right moment to talk to him. But for now, I’d have to let him navigate this storm on his own.


Chapter 13

∞∞∞

SEVEN LONG DAYS without a single call or text from Dr. King. I kept checking my phone, hoping for something—anything—that would tell me he was okay, that he wasn’t just cutting me out. But each day that passed in silence made the ache in my chest grow heavier. What had started as worry had morphed into something darker. Anger.

At first, I had felt terrible for him. Carly’s arrest had been all over the news, the details splashed across headlines and social media like wildfire. I imagined how humiliated and hurt he must have felt, but as the days went by with no word from him, that sympathy began to shift.

Was I just an afterthought to him?

Had everything we shared meant so little that he could just disappear without a word?

I felt ghosted. And the more I thought about it, the angrier I became.
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By the time I was walking through the hospital halls, I was fuming. How could he? After everything that had happened between us—after all the connection, the way we held each other, the kiss—how could he just vanish from my life like that?

I was so lost in my thoughts that I barely noticed Dr. Jones approaching me from the other side of the hallway. His presence had been scarce since that night in Vegas, and I wasn’t sure what to expect when he called out my name.

“Nurse Higgins,” he said, his voice firm but lacking the edge I was used to hearing.

“Can you assist me with some rounds today?”

I stopped, caught off guard. Of all people, Dr. Jones was the last person I expected to speak to me so casually, so… respectfully. There was no coldness in his voice, no condescension in his expression. Just a simple request.

I blinked, nodding slowly. “Uh, sure, Dr. Jones.”

Without another word, I followed him as we started our rounds. The tension in the air was thick, but it wasn’t the same kind of tension I had felt with him before. It felt… different. Like there was something he needed to say, something he was holding back.

The rounds themselves were routine—checking on patients, adjusting medications, ensuring vitals were stable. I focused on the tasks at hand, doing my best to keep my emotions in check, but I could feel Dr. Jones’ eyes on me every so often, like he was trying to gauge my mood.

Finally, after what felt like hours of silent observation, we finished with our last patient. As we exited the room and headed back toward the station, he stopped abruptly, turning to face me.

“I owe you an apology,” he said, his voice low, but the sincerity in his tone was unmistakable.

I stared at him, stunned. Dr. Jones—apologizing?

He cleared his throat, his eyes meeting mine. “For the way I treated you. I was… out of line. That night in Vegas, I behaved in a way I’m not proud of, and you didn’t deserve that.”

My heart pounded in my chest as I searched his face, trying to understand where this was coming from. This wasn’t the Dr. Jones I knew—the arrogant, dismissive man who had always looked down on me. This was someone else. Someone vulnerable.

“I appreciate that,” I said softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

“It means a lot.”

There was a brief pause, and then he reached into his coat pocket, pulling out a small envelope. He handed it to me, his expression still serious.

“What’s this?” I asked, glancing down at the envelope before carefully opening it.

Inside was a voucher for Golden Aesthetics Beauty Center, a well-known clinic specializing in cosmetic procedures and gender-affirming surgeries. I blinked, my heart skipping a beat as I realized what it was.

He cleared his throat again, looking slightly uncomfortable but determined to explain. “Dr. Billy Kim, the owner, is a friend of mine. I spoke with him, and he’s willing to help you with whatever you need—breast augmentation surgery, gender reassignment surgery… whatever you want.”

I stared at the voucher, my mind spinning. It was too much. Far too much.

“Dr. Jones, I… I can’t accept this,” I stammered, shaking my head.

“This is too generous. I… I don’t know what to say.”

“It’s the least I can do,” he said quietly, his eyes softening. “I’ve been thinking about it a lot. About the way I treated you, the things I said. I want to make amends, and this… this is a start.”

My throat tightened as I tried to find the right words. I didn’t know what to feel. Part of me was still angry at him for everything that had happened, but another part of me was touched by his gesture. This wasn’t the same Dr. Jones who almost took advantage of me in Las Vegas. This was someone who was genuinely trying to make things right.

“I… I don’t know what to say,” I repeated, my voice shaking slightly.

“You don’t have to say anything,” he replied. “I just hope we can… return to the way things were before. Professionally.”

His words hung in the air, and for a moment, I didn’t know how to respond. There was still a part of me that was wary, that didn’t fully trust him. But there was another part of me that wanted to believe he had changed, that maybe, just maybe, we could move past what had happened.

I swallowed hard, glancing down at the voucher again before slipping it back into the envelope. “Thank you, Dr. Jones,” I said quietly. “I appreciate this. Really.”

He nodded, his expression still serious but relieved. “You deserve it, Gail. And if there’s anything else I can do, just let me know.”

For a moment, there was a heavy silence between us, the weight of everything unspoken lingering in the air. Then, without thinking, I stepped forward and hugged him. It was brief—just a quick, gentle hug—but it felt like a necessary gesture. A step toward forgiveness.

The hallway was still as I stepped back from embracing Dr. Jones, the moment of reconciliation still settling in. But that brief sense of peace was shattered by a familiar voice, one I hadn’t heard in over a week.

“Gail?”

I turned sharply to see Dr. King standing just a few feet away, his expression a mixture of shock and something darker—jealousy, maybe? Anger?

“Dr. King…” I started, my heart racing.

But he wasn’t looking at me. His eyes were fixed on Dr. Jones, narrowing with suspicion and disgust.

“Why are you hugging this old pervert?” His voice was sharp, accusatory, dripping with disdain.

Dr. Jones stiffened beside me, his jaw tightening as he glanced from me to Dr. King. “It’s not like that, I came here to apologize,” he said, but his voice was laced with frustration.

Before I could react, Dr. King turned his gaze on me, his eyes flashing with intensity. “Are you really this naïve, Gail? He just wants to get into your panties.”

The words stung like a slap to the face. I felt my blood boil, the anger bubbling up inside me until I couldn’t hold it back anymore. Without thinking, I snapped, the words flying from my mouth before I could stop them.

“Just like how you did?” My voice was loud, trembling with emotion.

Dr. King froze, his eyes widening in surprise. He hadn’t expected that. Neither had I. But the floodgates were open now, and there was no going back.

“You don’t get to do this,” I continued, my voice rising with each word. “You don’t get to disappear for a week, ghost me like I don’t matter, and then come back and act like you have any right to judge me or my choices.”

Dr. Jones stood there, quietly observing the chaos, his eyes darting between us like he was watching a live drama unfold. He didn’t say anything—he didn’t need to. This wasn’t about him anymore. It was about me and Dr. King.

“I get that you’re heartbroken,” I said, my voice shaking with a mix of anger and hurt. “I get that Carly messed you up, that everything with her was a disaster, but you don’t have the right to treat me like this. I was there for you. I cared about you. And you just… vanished.”

Dr. King’s face softened, his eyes filled with guilt. He opened his mouth to speak, but I didn’t let him. Not yet.

“And now you have the nerve to stand here and accuse Dr. Jones of trying to use me?” I continued, my voice thick with emotion. “What about you, Dr. King? What was I to you? Was I just a way to distract yourself from everything falling apart?”

He took a step closer, his voice quiet but firm. “Gail, that’s not it. It’s not like that.”

“Then what is it?” I demanded, my heart racing in my chest. “Because from where I’m standing, it sure feels like you used me, too.”

For a moment, the hallway was silent. The tension between us was suffocating, the weight of everything unsaid pressing down on both of us. My chest ached, my emotions a tangled mess of anger, hurt, and confusion.

Finally, Dr. King spoke, his voice soft and filled with regret. “I took the week to reflect, Gail. Not just about Carly—but mostly about you.”

His words caught me off guard, and I blinked, my anger faltering for a moment. “What…?”

He ran a hand through his hair, his expression pained. “I didn’t ghost you because you didn’t matter. I disappeared because you mattered too much. I was trying to figure out what to do—how to handle this… how to handle my feelings for you.”

My heart skipped a beat, my breath catching in my throat. His feelings for me?
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“I’ve been in love with you, Gail,” he admitted, his voice breaking slightly. “For a while now. But I didn’t know what to do with it. I didn’t know how to explain it to my family, to my friends, to everyone in this Goddamn hospital. I didn’t know how to process it.”

I stood there, speechless, my heart pounding in my chest. This wasn’t what I had expected. I had been prepared for anger, for disappointment—but not this. Not a confession of love.

Dr. King stepped closer, his eyes locking onto mine. “But I’ve made up my mind now. I spent the last week thinking about everything—about what really matters. And I realized that the things I thought I’d be giving up if I pursued you… they don’t compare to what I’d lose if I let you go.”

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as his words sank in. He was serious—dead serious. He was laying it all out there, confessing everything. And suddenly, the anger I had been holding onto for the past week started to melt away, replaced by something warmer, something softer.

I didn’t know what to say. My mind was racing, my emotions spinning out of control. But before I could respond, we were interrupted by the sound of footsteps approaching.

Louise, along with a few other staff members, had appeared at the end of the hallway, curious looks on their faces. They were clearly intrigued by whatever was going on between me and Dr. King, but I couldn’t focus on them. All I could think about was him.

“Gail,” Dr. King continued, his voice unwavering, “losing you is not an option.”

The staff around us exchanged excited glances, clearly sensing the intensity of the moment. Louise, ever the gossip, was practically glowing with anticipation, her eyes wide with delight.

Dr. King smiled, a small, hopeful smile that sent a flutter through my chest. “So what now, Gail? What about you? Have you made up your mind?”

I didn’t answer right away.

I couldn’t.

My mind was still spinning, my heart racing with too many emotions to process. But as I looked into his eyes, all the hurt, all the confusion, seemed to fade away. All that was left was the undeniable pull between us, the connection that had always been there, even when we tried to ignore it.

I took a step closer, reaching out to gently push him on the chest, my lips twitching into a small smile. “You’re an idiot,” I muttered, but there was no anger in my voice now. Just affection.

He chuckled softly, relief washing over his face. “Yeah, I guess I am.”

And then, without thinking, I leaned in and kissed him.

The moment our lips met, everything else disappeared. The hallway, the hospital, the staff watching us—it all faded into the background. All that mattered was him, the warmth of his lips, the way his hands gently cupped my face, pulling me closer.

It wasn’t just a kiss—it was a promise. A promise that we were going to figure this out, together.

Around us, I heard the soft cheers of our colleagues, the sound of Louise clapping excitedly, but none of it registered. All I could feel was him, the overwhelming sense of rightness that came with being in his arms.

When we finally pulled apart, breathless and grinning like idiots, I couldn’t help but laugh.

“What now?” I asked softly, my heart still racing.

Dr. King smiled, his eyes full of warmth and love. “Now? We do our rounds.”

His face was so red as Dr. Jones shooed the rest of the staff away to get back to work. And for the first time in a long time, I felt hopeful. I felt… loved.

“I love you so much, Gail.”

“Oh, doctor, you already know how much I love you,” I said right before kissing him once more—ignoring our names being paged and blasting through the speakers.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS HAD PASSED, and my life had transformed in ways I never thought possible. The whirlwind of emotions, the uncertainty, the secrets—all of it had given way to a new kind of peace. A peace that came from acceptance, from love, and from finally embracing every part of who I was.

Today was a big day, though. My first meeting with Dr. King’s—no, Damien’s—parents. It had been looming over us for weeks, and while I was nervous, I also knew that we had come so far together.

There was nothing we couldn’t face.
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As we drove through the winding hills of San Francisco, I glanced out the window, my breath catching as we pulled into the driveway of the King family mansion. The sprawling estate sat atop a hill, overlooking the bay, with tall iron gates that swung open as we approached. The house itself was a blend of classic and modern architecture—grand, but with a warmth that made it feel like a home.

I glanced over at Damien, my heart racing. "Are you sure they’re okay with this?"

He gave me that smile—the one that made everything else fade away, the one that always seemed to calm my nerves. "They’re more than okay, Gail. Trust me."

I nodded, trying to let his words sink in. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that meeting his parents was a big deal. It wasn’t just about me anymore—it was about us. It was about the future we were building together.

We stepped out of the car, and the front door opened almost immediately. Damien’s mother, an elegant woman with soft silver hair and kind eyes, stood at the entrance, a wide smile on her face.

"You must be Gail," she said warmly, stepping forward to hug me.

"I’ve heard so much about you."

I froze for a moment, caught off guard by the embrace, but then I relaxed, returning the hug. "It’s so nice to meet you, Mrs. King."

"Please, call me Margaret," she insisted, pulling back to look at me with a sparkle in her eye. "And this is my husband, William."

Damien’s father appeared next to her, a tall, distinguished man with a strong jawline and the same piercing eyes as his son. He extended his hand, and I shook it, feeling a bit of the tension ease as he smiled.

"We’re very happy to have you here, Gail," he said, his voice deep and reassuring. "Damien’s told us a lot about you."

The warmth in their reception took me by surprise. I had been prepared for judgment, for awkwardness, but instead, I found acceptance. I glanced over at Damien, who gave me a subtle nod, as if to say, See? I told you.

As we stepped inside, I couldn’t help but marvel at the grandeur of the mansion. The high ceilings, the sweeping staircase, the elegant chandeliers—it all felt like something out of a movie. Yet, there was an unmistakable coziness to the place, a sense of home that made me feel welcome.

We were led into a sunlit room with large bay windows that offered a breathtaking view of the city below. The family gathered around, exchanging pleasantries and asking me about my work at the hospital. Margaret was especially interested, her eyes lighting up every time I spoke. Damien’s father nodded thoughtfully, clearly impressed by my experience.

But the real comfort came when Damien’s sister, Dr. Marcia Dela Cruz, entered the room. She had been a pivotal figure in my journey, my therapist and guide through the early stages of my transition. Seeing her now, in this setting, felt surreal.

"Gail," she greeted me with a warm hug, "you look radiant."

I smiled, my nerves melting away. "Thank you, Marcia. It’s good to see you."

She looked between me and Damien, her eyes twinkling with amusement. "I think it’s Damien’s turn to be nervous now."

A ripple of laughter spread through the room, but there was something in her tone that made me pause.

Nervous?

About what?

Before I could ask, I noticed movement at the edge of the room. At first, I couldn’t quite make out who it was, but then, as the figure stepped forward, my heart nearly stopped.

It was my mother.

She stood there, her eyes red and teary, her hands wringing nervously in front of her. My breath caught in my throat as a million emotions flooded through me—shock, confusion, disbelief, and something else, something deeper.

"Mom?" I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Marcia stepped forward, gently placing a hand on my shoulder. "When I found out you were dating my brother, Gail, it was like I found the final puzzle piece. I realized then that I had been working with your mother for years."

I turned to her, my mind spinning. "What?"

Marcia nodded, her voice soft. "Mrs. Higgins has been one of my longest-standing clients. She came to me after your father kicked you out, when she couldn’t bear the guilt anymore. She’s been trying to talk to you ever since."

I blinked, the weight of her words sinking in. My mother had been trying to talk to me?

Marcia continued, her voice steady. "She’s been living with the pain of what happened for so long, but she was afraid. Afraid that you wouldn’t want to see her, that you’d reject her. And she thought… maybe you had every right to."

Tears blurred my vision as I looked at my mother, standing there, so small and fragile in the middle of this grand room. Her face was pale, her eyes filled with a mix of fear and hope.

Without thinking, I crossed the room in a few quick steps, and before she could say a word, I threw my arms around her, pulling her into a tight embrace.

The tears came then, flowing freely as we stood there, holding each other. She sobbed softly against my shoulder, and I could feel her shaking in my arms.

"I’m so sorry," she whispered through her tears. "I’m so, so sorry."

I didn’t need to hear the words. I didn’t need an explanation. In that moment, all that mattered was that she was here—that she had found me, that we were together again.

"I’ve missed you," I choked out, my voice thick with emotion. "I’ve missed you so much."

We stood like that for what felt like an eternity, the room around us fading away as we cried together. It was a reunion I had never expected, a moment I hadn’t even dared to hope for. But here it was, and it was more beautiful than I could have imagined.

When we finally pulled apart, I wiped the tears from my face and turned to Damien, who had been watching us with quiet intensity. His parents were smiling softly, and Marcia was dabbing at her own eyes with a tissue.

I reached out for Damien’s hand, pulling him forward. "Mom, this is Damien. The man I love."

My mother looked at him, her eyes still brimming with emotion. She smiled, a genuine, warm smile that reached all the way to her eyes. "I’ve heard so much about you, Damien."

He smiled back, his hand gripping mine tightly. "I’m honored to meet you, Mrs. Higgins."
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For the first time in what felt like forever, I felt whole. My family—both my past and my present—stood together in this room, and for the first time in a long time, I didn’t feel torn between the two. I didn’t feel like I had to choose between my old life and my new one. They had come together, in the most unexpected and beautiful way.

Damien held my hand as I looked at the people who had come to mean so much to me. This was only the beginning. The beginning of a life filled with love, with acceptance, with the kind of happiness I had always dreamed of.

~END~

Did you enjoy The Boy Princess? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Sweet Femboys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City
I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.
But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

"What am I to him?"

Story 3 – All Made Up
Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.
Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

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 Sweet Femboys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“With your physique, you can’t compete. But Thunder Thor wants to hire you for something else.”

Read The Wrestling Diva


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 e-mails 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.

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

Visit Find Femboys


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!” “My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Love Hormone – A Nurse’s Transgender Transformation Romance.

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 it on Kindle.

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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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 |
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" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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