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Waking Up the Girl



He was running his hands down his own body, and it didn’t feel like his body at all. His palms met soft curves instead of the usual flat planes. His fingers brushed over the slope of his hips, the give of his thighs, the warm rise of his breasts. The air was cool on bare skin, and the faint brush of a short skirt made him tremble.

He caught his reflection in a mirror that hadn’t been there before. A girl stared back. She was wide-eyed, flushed, and her lips were slightly parted. Her hair spilled over her shoulders in glossy waves, the color shifting between chestnut and gold depending on how the dreamlight hit it. She looked startled by her own beauty, as if she couldn’t quite believe she was real.

He couldn’t stop staring. The shape of her face was delicate, the mouth soft, the eyes uncertain. And yet, when she—when he—smiled, there was a spark of something thrilling, almost defiant. His pulse raced. He raised a trembling hand, watching her mirror him, fingers grazing her cheek, her neck, the shallow dip at the collarbone. When she—he—cupped a breast, the weight of it filled his palm perfectly. The nipple hardened beneath his thumb, and a slow ache built deep in his core.

She wasn’t just beautiful. She was alive in a way he’d never felt before. Every sensation was amplified. The rustle of silk, the faint sweetness of perfume, the pull between her legs that made her shift and press her thighs together. When her breath caught, it came out as a moan that sounded like it didn’t belong to him at all.

He tried to speak, but the voice that came out was soft and breathy. Feminine.

That sound alone undid him.

She smiled again, his reflection smiling back, and then she reached for the clasp of her bra.

The dream shifted suddenly, the light brightening. For a moment, he saw both faces at once: hers, perfect and glowing, and his, pale and startled beneath the same skin. Then everything collapsed in a rush of heat, color, and unbearable pleasure.

And then Ryan woke up.

His body jerked in the sheets, a shiver running through him like an aftershock. He lay there, heart hammering, sweat cooling on his chest. The morning light was harsh through the blinds, too bright, too real. His breath came unevenly.

For a long moment, he didn’t move. He just stared at the ceiling, replaying the dream in flashes: the touch of fabric, the sound of that voice, the shape of his—her—body. Every detail felt etched into him, alive beneath his skin. And worse, he was still hard.

He groaned and rolled onto his side, burying his face in the pillow. It wasn’t just arousal. It was humiliation, too. What kind of man had dreams like that? What did it even mean that it felt good?

The scent of waffles and coffee drifted from the other room. His girlfriend, Chloe, must already be up, getting ready for class. He reached down and touched himself through the thin fabric of his boxers, half in shame, half in disbelief. The dream had been too vivid, too intimate. He could still feel phantom traces of it: the weight of breasts, the swing of hips, the faint glide of stockings against skin. It made his stomach tighten.

He sat up abruptly, as if he could shake it loose. The floor was cold under his feet as he stumbled to the bathroom. The mirror over the sink threw his reflection back at him. Just him, messy-haired, unshaven, a guy who definitely wasn’t beautiful. But for a split second, he almost expected to see her. The girl from his dreams.

He splashed cold water on his face, gripping the edge of the counter. The reaction between his legs wouldn’t go away. He told himself it was just a weird dream, a leftover from some random movie or ad. But that explanation didn’t hold. It hadn’t felt random. It had felt personal.

When he finally stepped out of the bathroom, he could hear Chloe in the kitchen—keys clinking, the spurts of the coffeemaker.

“Morning,” she called.

Her voice was cheerful, teasing as always. He wondered if he ever talked in his sleep. Did she ever know what he was dreaming about when they shared the same bed?

Chloe was crouched by the couch, tucking her laptop into a canvas bag, a strand of dark hair falling in front of her face. She wore a light gray sweater and leggings, casual but somehow still sexy. There was something grounded about her. She was the kind of person who woke up ready to go.

“Morning,” he said hoarsely. His voice didn’t sound right to him, still rough from sleep or something else.

She looked up and frowned. “You okay? You look… I don’t know. Weirdly pale.”

He hesitated, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah, just. A weird dream, I guess.” Should he tell her? Should he lie?

Her brow arched slightly, that familiar flicker of amusement crossing her face. “What kind of dream?”

He tried to laugh, but it came out strained. “Uh, just… weird. Hard to explain.”

She zipped up her bag and slung it over her shoulder. “You always say that when it’s embarrassing.”

“Maybe it is,” he admitted quietly.

That made her pause. She tilted her head, studying him. “Embarrassing how?”

He hesitated. The air between them felt heavier suddenly, though she wasn’t doing anything. Just waiting. He could tell her everything: the reflection, the voice, the way it still made his chest ache in some impossible way. But what would she think?

Instead, he said, “Lately I’ve been having these dreams. Where I’m… not me.”

“Not you?”

He nodded. “Like, I’m someone else. A woman, actually.”

That caught her attention. Her expression didn’t shift into laughter or shock the way he feared it might. She just blinked once, her lips curving slightly. “Oh?”

He shrugged helplessly. “Yeah. It’s so vivid. I can feel everything. It’s…I don’t know. It’s weird.”

Her smile turned knowing. “Maybe you just want to be pretty.”

He looked up sharply, but she was still watching him with that faint, teasing calm. For a second, he couldn’t tell if she was joking or not.

“I’m serious,” he said quietly.

“So am I.” She took a sip of her coffee, her gaze steady. Then, after a moment: “Hey, dreams are just dreams. Maybe it’s your subconscious working through something.”

He wanted to believe that, but the way her voice softened near the end made him feel exposed, as if she’d seen straight through him. He nodded, pretending it didn’t matter, though the ghost of the dream clung to him like perfume he couldn’t wash off.

As she turned to leave, she looked back once more, that same glint in her eye as before. Curious, maybe even intrigued.

He didn’t know why, but that look made the heat return, low and insistent. And for the rest of the morning, no amount of cold water or distraction could make it fade.
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Dinner was quiet, the kind of quiet that felt fragile, as if one wrong word could break it. Ryan sat across from Chloe at the small table by the window, the remains of her pasta still on her plate. The candlelight gave her skin a warm glow, highlighting the curve of her cheek and the calm confidence in her posture.

She poured herself a small glass of wine and looked up at him. “You sure you don’t want any?”

He shook his head. “No, thanks. I’m fine.”

Her smile was faint, knowing. “You say that like someone who isn’t fine.”

He poked at his food, appetite gone hours ago. “I just haven’t felt like myself all day.”

“That dream still bothering you?” she asked gently.

He hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah. More than I thought it would. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Chloe leaned back in her chair, studying him. The candle flame flickered between them, throwing small shadows across her face. “You’ve had others like it before, right?”

“Almost every night lately.” He rubbed at his temples. “They’re getting more… I don’t know. Physical. Real. It’s like my body remembers them even after I wake up.”

She tilted her head. “Physical how?”

He met her eyes, embarrassed. “Like I can feel things. Sensations that shouldn’t be there. Things that don’t belong to me.”

Her expression softened. “Feminine things?”

He swallowed hard, the word catching in his throat. “Yeah.”

The silence that followed wasn’t cruel. It was heavy, but patient, the kind of pause that let him breathe through the shame. She reached across the table and laid her hand on his, her fingers warm against his skin.

“Hey,” she said softly. “It’s okay. You don’t have to look like you’re confessing a crime.”

He let out a shaky laugh. “It feels like one sometimes. I wake up and still feel the way she moved, the way she looked. And then I see myself in the mirror, and it’s like... none of it fits.”

Chloe’s thumb brushed over his knuckles in small, slow circles. “You’re not crazy, Ryan. Dreams can play with perception. They blur lines you didn’t even know existed.”

He looked at her, grateful but still uneasy. “It’s more than that, though. It’s getting worse. Every night it feels like I’m slipping deeper into it.”

She nodded as if she’d already been expecting that answer. “I might know someone who can help. A friend from grad school. Her name’s Dr. Mirren.”

He frowned slightly. “A therapist?”

“Kind of,” Chloe said. “She works in something called lucid dream cognition therapy. It’s experimental but safe. She studies how sensory experiences in dreams affect the brain and the body afterward.”

Ryan tried to picture it. “So she helps people stop having them?”

“Sometimes,” she said. “But mostly she helps them understand what the dreams are trying to say. You’ve been stressed for months, barely sleeping. It might be worth talking to her.”

He leaned back, uncertain. “It sounds... intense.”

“She’s good,” Chloe replied with quiet conviction. “Reputable, too. I wouldn’t suggest her if I didn’t trust her.”

He nodded slowly, unsure what unsettled him more—the idea of the dreams, or the idea of someone analyzing them. Still, the thought of a solution made him feel lighter. “Alright. Maybe I’ll talk to her.”

Chloe smiled, relief flickering through her eyes. “I’ll text her tomorrow. She’s always looking for new case studies anyway.”

The rest of dinner passed in soft conversation, the air easier now. She told him stories from her classes, about professors who spoke in circles and classmates who loved hearing themselves talk. He laughed a few times, though the laughter never reached all the way up.

Later, as the house quieted and the dishes sat drying in the rack, Chloe disappeared into the bedroom. When she returned, she was wearing a thin cotton tank top and pajama shorts that clung just enough to make his pulse jump. Her hair was tied loosely, a few strands brushing her shoulders. She looked relaxed, confident in her body in a way he never managed to be in his.

“You sure you’re okay?” she asked again, softer now.

He nodded. “Yeah. Just tired.”

She stepped closer, slipping her arms around his waist. The scent of her floral shampoo filled his lungs. Her body fit against his like it belonged there. She tilted her chin up and kissed him, her lips lingering longer than usual. When she pulled back, her eyes lingered on his.

“Sweet dreams,” she whispered.

The words sank into him, quiet but heavy. By the time she turned away, his chest felt tight, fluttery, almost unsteady. He watched her crawl into bed, her movements calm and unhurried, while his own skin prickled with a nervous, confusing heat.

He knew sleep would come soon, and with it, the dream he couldn’t escape.
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The clinic didn’t have windows, which should have felt claustrophobic, yet somehow it didn’t. Soft panels of diffuse light glowed along the ceiling, warm and even, like late afternoon filtered through sheer curtains. The walls were a pale gray that leaned toward lavender, and the art was all calm geometry: circles nested inside circles, lines that curved into themselves and came out smoother on the other side. Ryan kept staring at the shapes, as if they might explain why he was here and why his pulse wouldn’t settle.

The receptionist had already taken his ID and handed him a clipboard with forms that were daunting to fill out. He had filled in the blanks while trying not to think about last night. The dream had returned with a crispness that made him blush when he woke. He remembered the voice and the way it echoed in his chest, as if it belonged to him and not to him at the same time. He had almost told Chloe in the kitchen, then swallowed it along with his black coffee.

A door opened. A woman in a linen dress stepped out, not in a lab coat but with an air that made the room feel cooler. She was elegant. The dress skimmed her body, the color a soft sea-glass green, and her hair fell in a precise sheet to her shoulders. When she smiled, the corners of her eyes softened rather than crinkled.

“Ryan,” she said in a low, measured voice. “I’m Dr. Mirren. Come in.”

Her office continued the theme: no windows, only muted light and those same looping shapes. A chair waited for him, wide and low, with a throw over the back that smelled faintly of lavender and something herbal but medicinal. Across from him sat her desk, though it wasn’t a barrier so much as a clean surface that held a glass carafe of water, a narrow tablet, and a small tray with blister packs set neatly side by side.

“Thank you for coming,” she said as he sat. “I know it can feel vulnerable to talk about dreams that won’t let go.”

He cleared his throat. “I appreciate you seeing me so quickly.”

“Chloe mentioned you haven’t been sleeping well,” she said, glancing down at the tablet. “And that the dreams have become recurrent. Highly sensory. Consistent in theme.”

He didn’t know Chloe had told her that much. The knowledge prickled his skin, though he tried to keep his face neutral. “That’s about right.”

“Good,” Dr. Mirren said, and the word did not sound like approval or judgment. It sounded practical, as if they were laying out tools before beginning work. “I specialize in dream cognition strategies using lucid dreaming. The short version is that our brains often use embodied symbols to process identity pressure and unmet needs. We nudge those symbols into a cooperative role rather than an antagonistic one. If we can establish lucid detachment inside the dream, we can anchor your waking identity and reduce distress.”

He nodded slowly. “Lucid detachment?”

“You remain aware that you are dreaming,” she said, folding her hands. “Yet you do not wake. You watch and you participate. Sometimes it will bring clarity to why the dream is happening. Sometimes merely doing this once will make the dreams stop forever. Think of it as standing in a shallow pool rather than being pulled under. You still feel the water, yet you keep your footing.”

“That sounds… safer,” he said.

“It is safe,” she replied in the same even tone. “We employ a short-term pharmacological aid for induction. The compound is a cholinergic modulator with a very short half-life. It enhances dream clarity and recall while lowering affective reactivity. In simple terms, your mind will remain attentive, and your emotions will be less likely to flood you.”

He glanced at the tray. “That’s what those are?”

“Yes,” she said. “A single dose, taken once, paired with a guided audio protocol. The audio file uses paced breathing, a metronome substrate, and cue phrases keyed to your case file. The purpose is to cue lucidity and stabilize your sense of self. In most patients the effect is calming. Many report that the dream figure becomes less overwhelming and more cooperative. We call that anchoring.”

He wasn’t sure he liked the phrase “dream figure,” although it felt accurate. The image of her rose in his mind, bright as a light turned on in a dark room. He shifted in the chair and smoothed his jeans, buying time.

“If this works,” he asked, “will the dreams stop?”

“Sometimes they soften,” she said. “Sometimes they resolve. Sometimes they clarify. Our aim is to help you sleep and to help you feel at home in your own skin. If the content continues, it will do so with less friction. Clarity tends to reduce fear.”

He exhaled, surprised by how much he wanted that last part. “Okay.”

“Before we move forward,” she said, “tell me how you feel right now. Not in analysis. Simply in your body.”

He tried to answer without overthinking it. “Tight in my chest. Warm in my face. Restless in my legs. Like I want to run and, at the same time, sit very still.”

“Arousal and inhibition coexisting,” she said, making a small note. “Common in identity-cued dream cycles. We will work gently.”

Her calm should have felt clinical. Instead it felt like a soft blanket laid across a bruise. He found himself relaxing despite the tension behind his ribs.

She slid a single-page consent form toward him along with a pen. The document was cleanly written, margins wide, with headings that made the flow easy to follow. It explained the compound’s purpose and duration, the audio protocol, and a short paragraph about potential experiences: vivid imagery, enhanced bodily sensations, transference of affect upon waking. He read each line twice even though he understood it the first time. When he reached the signature block, his hand hesitated. He pictured himself asleep with someone’s voice in his ears, telling him what to feel. He pictured waking up steady for the first time in weeks.

He signed.

“Thank you,” Dr. Mirren said quietly. She peeled a single silver capsule from a blister pack and placed it in a small paper cup. “Take this tonight thirty minutes before bed. No alcohol for twelve hours prior and twelve hours after the dose.”

“I don’t drink,” he said, which made her give a small approving nod.

“Good,” she said. She slid a folded card across the desk. “This card has a link and a code for your audio file. Use earbuds rather than speakers. The file is paced to encourage parasympathetic dominance. When the cue phrases begin, let them pass over you rather than resisting them.”

“What are the cues?” he asked.

“They are simple and repetitive,” she said. “Breathe. Observe. Identify. Invite. You may hear phrases that refer to the dream presence as distinct, which can sound unusual at first. The phrasing supports lucid detachment rather than denial.”

He tried to picture it, lying in the dark with words moving through him like tidewater. The idea made him uneasy and oddly hopeful. He slipped the paper cup and card into his jacket pocket, feeling the shape of both against the lining.

They spoke for a few more minutes. She asked about his sleep schedule, his caffeine intake, his baseline anxiety, and whether any particular stressor might have preceded the first dream. He answered as best he could. Work had been slow. Money felt tight, though stable enough. Chloe’s program had swallowed her time in a way he hadn’t fully anticipated. None of that explained why the dreams had arrived like a tide that wouldn’t recede.

As the session ended, Dr. Mirren stood and offered her hand. Her fingers were cool and dry, her grip steady. “You are not broken,” she said in that careful, even way. “Tonight, focus on curiosity rather than control. If you feel overwhelmed at any point, open your eyes. The induction wears off quickly.”

He nodded and tried to mirror her steadiness. “Thank you.”

Outside in the hallway, the light felt a shade brighter. He scheduled a follow-up at the desk and stepped into the late afternoon air with the paper cup still tucked in his pocket. The city sounded ordinary. A bus released its brakes. Someone laughed on the corner. He walked home and tried not to count his heartbeats.

That night, he set the card on his nightstand and watched the numbers on the clock tick forward. Chloe studied on the couch with her laptop open and a set of colored tabs lined up like a neat little army along the edge of a textbook. When she came in to brush her teeth, she leaned into the doorframe and looked at him with soft eyes.

“First dose tonight,” she said, not a question.

He held up the cup. “Yeah.”

“You have everything you need?”

“I think so.”

“If it feels strange, wake me,” she said. “I’ll be right here.”

He smiled, then looked away before he could ask the questions he was not ready to ask. She kissed his forehead and left the door cracked as she went back to her notes. He swallowed the capsule with a glass of water that felt colder than it should have, then lay back and waited for the edges of the day to blur.

The audio file opened with a soft tone, like a single note from a bowl. A woman’s voice followed. It was lower than he expected and very clear, each syllable precise in his ear.

“Relax,” the voice said. “Breathe in through your nose. Hold. Breathe out slowly. Notice your body. Notice the weight of your limbs. Notice your chest easing.”

He closed his eyes and tried to follow. The bed felt more substantial beneath him. The sheets had a faint crispness. His heartbeat found a slower rhythm.

“Let her come forward,” the voice said after a long, gentle pause. “Do not fear. Invite her. Let her speak. You are safe and you are watching.”

His eyes snapped open. He pulled one earbud out and stared at the ceiling, breath stuck in his throat. The words were too direct. The phrasing made his skin prickle. Let her come forward. Let her speak. He had come here to quiet her, not to hand her a microphone.

He sat there with the earbud dangling against his collarbone, torn between the instinct to shut it off and the memory of Dr. Mirren’s even tone. Curiosity rather than control. Anchoring rather than fighting. Maybe, he told himself, this was how you disarmed it. You listened until it had nothing left to demand.

He eased the earbud back in.

“Relax,” the voice repeated, patient as tide. “Breathe. Observe. Invite.”

He exhaled and let the sound move through him until it felt less like an instruction and more like a current. The room grew softer at the edges as his body loosened and the voice went on, steady and sure, welcoming something he could almost feel at the threshold.
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The room around him shimmered like it was painted on glass. Music pulsed somewhere distant, steady and low, the kind of bass that you could feel in your stomach more than hear. Ryan stood at the edge of the scene, blinking, trying to understand where he was. A flicker of laughter drifted past. Then he looked down at himself and forgot how to breathe.

A thin crop top clung to his chest, pale pink with a soft sheen that caught the colored light from the room. His stomach was bare, smooth and unfamiliar. Below that, a pair of lacy panties hugged his hips, the kind of delicate fabric that seemed to buzz against his skin when he moved. His legs looked longer than they should have, shapely and toned, his skin faintly luminous in the dreamlight.

He tried to walk, but the movement came out as a sway. His hips rolled from side to side, each step too fluid, too practiced. People turned when he passed—men and women both—and their gazes made something deep inside him tighten. Every brush of air against his thighs felt intimate. Every sound, every heartbeat around him seemed to pull him further into a rhythm he didn’t understand.

The room shifted into focus. It was a party, maybe. Music throbbed, the air thick with perfume and sweat and the faint sweetness of wine. He could feel the warmth of bodies, see the shimmer of skin, the glint of jewelry. Someone laughed nearby, a bright sound that made his pulse jump. When he reached for a drink that wasn’t there, his wrist caught the light, and he froze.

A bracelet glittered on his arm. Gold, thin, feminine. His nails were painted a deep rose, glossy and perfect. The shock made him stumble toward a wall, searching for something solid. His reflection found him first.

The mirror wasn’t just a surface; it was an invitation.

She stood there again, the girl from before, clearer than ever. Her lips glistened with gloss, parted slightly as she breathed. Her hair framed her face in soft waves that brushed her bare shoulders. Her eyes were wide, alive, and when she smiled, it was like she knew something he didn’t.

Ryan reached out, fingertips trembling as they touched the glass. The girl mirrored him. Her skin looked impossibly soft. When his hand drifted to his chest, he felt warmth and weight beneath the fabric of the crop top. The fullness pressed into his palm, real enough to make him gasp. A low sound left his throat. Half sigh, half disbelief.

The reflection leaned closer.

“Do you see me now?” she whispered, though her lips didn’t move.

He backed away, shaking his head. “No. You’re not—”

But she only smiled, tilting her head like she was waiting for him to finish the sentence. Her lips glimmered again, and the sight made his knees weaken.

The world blurred. The air folded in on itself. The bass became a heartbeat, deep and slow. When he looked down again, the girl’s body was his, and his hands were still exploring it, helpless and curious, like they belonged to someone else. The pressure in his chest grew unbearable. Sweet, sharp, and dizzying.

He woke with a gasp, sitting upright so fast the blanket tangled around his legs. His skin was damp. The air in the room felt too heavy to breathe.

For a moment, the dream clung to him like a second skin. He could still feel the feminine fabric against his stomach, the press of the crop top against his chest. His hands flew to his body. Nothing had changed, of course, but the ghost of the sensation made him shiver.

He ran his tongue over his lips, and they tingled faintly, as if something slick and foreign had been there. His nipples ached under his shirt, the fabric rubbing against them in a way that sent tiny shocks through his body. He tried to ignore it, telling himself it was just in his head, a leftover echo from the dream.

But it didn’t fade.

He stumbled into the bathroom, flicking on the light. His reflection blinked back at him, bleary and pale, the same face he always saw. Yet his skin looked… different. Softer. His lips, slightly flushed. He leaned closer to the mirror, searching for logic, and whispered, “What is happening to me?”

The cold water helped only a little. He pressed his palms to the sink until the trembling stopped. The clock on the wall said almost nine. Chloe must have already left for class.

He didn’t feel hungry, so he skipped breakfast. Even coffee sounded wrong, like his body didn’t want anything harsh. He blamed it on the pill. Maybe it was just a side effect. So instead, he wandered back into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed, trying to decide whether to call Dr. Mirren or wait. Maybe this was normal for the treatment. Maybe this was how it started working.

When he reached for his phone, something caught his eye—a folded robe laid neatly on the comforter. He didn’t remember owning one. The fabric looked impossibly soft, pale pink with a subtle shimmer that reminded him of the crop top from the dream. A small tag still hung from the sleeve: For you.

His first thought was that Chloe must have left it there. The size looked right, which made no sense. She’d never bought him clothes before, not like this. He ran his hand over the material, the texture smooth and almost silken.

He lifted it and held it against himself. It fit perfectly across the shoulders, the sleeves brushing his wrists with just enough give. The color was delicate but not childish. When he caught sight of himself in the mirror, the contrast between the pink and his skin tone made him flush.

He laughed once, under his breath. “You’re losing it,” he muttered.

But he didn’t put it down.

Instead, he draped it over the back of a chair, telling himself he’d thank Chloe later. Maybe she thought it would help him relax, a kind gesture after the appointment. Still, the robe’s presence unsettled him, sitting there like a quiet dare.

He tried to shake off the feeling, but the tingling at his lips and chest lingered. The house felt strangely empty without Chloe’s noise. He thought of her at the university, focused and calm, the opposite of what he was right now. He wondered if she’d told Dr. Mirren something he hadn’t.

When he finally stretched out on the bed, the robe still in view, his eyelids felt heavy again. A faint echo of the dream brushed the edge of his mind, gentle as a fingertip tracing his skin.

He turned on his side, staring at the fabric’s sheen in the dim light, and thought he saw movement in the mirror across the room, just a flicker, a suggestion of pink fabric swaying as if someone else had tried it on.

He blinked hard. The image was gone.

But his heart kept racing long after.
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Chloe and Ryan went grocery shopping the next day. Ryan trailed behind Chloe as she compared jars of pasta sauce, her hair twisted up in a loose knot. He pushed the cart without thinking, still replaying the dream that had shaken him awake that morning. The images blurred whenever he tried to hold them, dissolving into color and warmth, but the weight of the way people had looked at him at the party in the dream lingered.

When Chloe turned toward him, her gaze was thoughtful. “You’re starting to walk like her,” she said.

He froze, his hand tightening on the cart handle. “Her?”

“The girl in your dreams,” she said, smiling lightly. “You described her last week, remember?”

Ryan felt his chest tighten. “I didn’t think you were listening that closely.”

“I always listen,” she said simply. She reached for another jar and placed it in the cart. “You said she’s graceful. Light on her feet. Like walking on clouds.”

He forced a small laugh. “That’s not exactly me.”

“No,” Chloe said, her tone quiet but not unkind. “But lately, there’s something in the way you move. It’s subtle. Like you’re aware of yourself in a different way. Maybe this is the step you need to help get rid of your dreams once and for all.”

He didn’t know how to respond, so he followed her through the aisle in silence. He still wasn’t sure this was the way to get rid of his dreams, it felt a whole lot more like embodying his worst fear. Okay, maybe not his worst fear, but definitely not his desire. At least, that’s what he told himself.

The cart wheels squeaked faintly as they turned down toward the produce. The smell of overripe fruit filled the air.

After a while, he said, “Can I ask you something?”

“Of course.”

“The robe,” he said. “The pink one you left in the bedroom. Was that supposed to be for me?”

Her expression didn’t change. “Yes.”

He frowned. “Why?”

“I thought it might help,” she said, examining a bunch of grapes. “You said your dreams scare you. Maybe facing them directly would stop them. Sometimes the best way to stop fear is to face it head on.”

He blinked. “So it wasn’t a joke?”

“No,” she said softly. “It was a gesture. To take control back from her. To stop letting the dream girl run your nights and start confronting her on your terms.”

That sounded reasonable. Almost clinical, the way Dr. Mirren had explained things. He nodded slowly, letting the logic settle. “So the idea is that if I can see her as part of me, I can control it.”

“Exactly,” Chloe said. “Don’t let her control you. Don’t let her define what happens next.”

He exhaled, the tension loosening just a little. “Okay. That makes sense. I think.”

She touched his arm briefly, a warm squeeze before she moved on. “Good. You’re doing better than you think, Ryan.”

The words should have comforted him, but they didn’t. Something about the way she said them carried weight that sat in his stomach like a stone.

They finished shopping in silence, their movements coordinated through habit. When they stepped outside, the air was cool and damp from a recent rain. It smelled of wet earth mixed with the faint sweetness of Chloe’s perfume as she walked beside him.

“Do you feel any different since the first session?” she asked as they crossed the street.

“I’m not sure,” he said. “It’s hard to explain. The dreams feel stronger, but not worse. It’s like they’re bleeding into everything else.”

“Maybe that means the treatment is working,” she said, her voice calm. “Dr. Mirren said it can get intense before it gets better.”

He nodded, though the unease in his stomach didn’t lift. “It feels like something’s shifting, but I can’t tell if it’s in me or in the dream.”

She smiled faintly. “Either way, you’re paying attention. That’s the first step.”

By the time they reached their apartment, his thoughts were heavy with doubt. He told himself the intensity was just part of the process, that it wasn’t unusual to feel disoriented during therapy. Still, a small voice whispered that maybe it was backfiring. Maybe instead of anchoring him, it was pulling him deeper.

Inside, Chloe set the groceries down and went to put things away. The apartment was quiet except for the soft patter of rain starting up again outside. Ryan lingered by the bedroom door, his eyes drawn to the robe draped neatly across the bed.

He picked it up, letting the fabric slide through his fingers. It was soft and impossibly light. He hesitated only a moment before taking off his clothes and slipping it on. He swore his chest felt a little fuller, but he didn’t linger on the thought too long. Instead, he focused on the robe. The lining brushed his bare arms with a cool caress, and he felt a shiver trace down his spine. The robe fell perfectly around him, neither tight nor loose, as if it had been tailored to his body.

When he turned toward the mirror, he almost didn’t recognize himself. The color should have looked ridiculous, but it didn’t. The pale pink softened him, made the angles of his face seem gentler. His pulse beat faster as he adjusted the tie around his waist.

Behind him, Chloe appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame. Her expression was unreadable for a moment, then she smiled.

“You look so pretty,” she said.

He turned, startled. “Pretty?”

“Yes,” she said, stepping closer. “That’s the word. You look comfortable in it.”

He laughed awkwardly. “Comfortable isn’t exactly what I want to be feeling. Not like this.”

She reached out and brushed her fingertips along his arm. The touch was barely there, but it sent a spark through him that made his breath catch.

“Well, maybe that’s a good thing,” she said softly. “Maybe it’s okay to feel something new.”

Her gaze lingered on him longer than it should have. Ryan swallowed hard, the compliment twisting inside him, both pleasant and confusing. He wanted to brush it off, to say something easy, but the warmth spreading through his chest made it impossible to pretend he didn’t like hearing her say it.

“Thanks,” he said finally. His voice came out quieter than he intended.

She smiled again, then turned away to unpack the rest of the groceries. He stood there for another minute, watching his reflection in the mirror, the robe glowing faintly under the bedroom light.

He told himself it was just therapy. Just a method to take control. Just a simple pink robe.

But the way his body reacted told a different story.

He could feel the faint pulse of his heartbeat in places that hadn’t ached before, an awareness that felt alive and curious. When he finally untied the robe, his hands shook. He studied his naked body, swearing it looked more girly than before.

That night, when he lay in bed beside Chloe, her back warm against his chest, he couldn’t stop replaying her words in his head.

You look so pretty.

It should have embarrassed him. Instead, it felt like something inside him had finally been seen. He took his pill and put in the earbuds, letting the audio lull him into sleep.
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The next day, Ryan returned to Dr. Mirren’s office. Ryan sat in the same low chair as before, his palms resting against his thighs. The lights above them glowed soft and even, and the sound machine in the corner played a steady hush of a distant ocean.

Dr. Mirren was scrolling through her tablet, stylus in hand, the screen angled just enough that he couldn’t see. Every few seconds she made a quiet mark, her brow lifting slightly, as though she were pleased with what she saw.

“You’re adapting quickly,” she said finally. Her voice was measured, smooth. “Your dream self is forming faster than expected.”

Ryan shifted uneasily. “Forming?”

She looked up and smiled. “Integration, I mean. The version of you that appears in your dreams is stabilizing. The brain responds well to consistency. It’s a good sign.”

He nodded, though her words settled oddly in his chest. “I guess that’s good.”

“How have you been sleeping?”

He hesitated. “Restless. The dreams keep coming. They’re clearer now. More physical. Sometimes I wake up and…” He stopped, embarrassed.

“And what?”

He glanced down. “It’s hard to explain. My body feels different. My chest feels sore, like… like something’s happening to it.”

Dr. Mirren set the tablet aside and folded her hands neatly. “You believe you’re changing physically?”

“I know it sounds crazy,” he said quickly, “but it doesn’t feel imagined. It feels real. Almost like…I’m growing breasts or something.”

She regarded him for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Then she stood and crossed to the cabinet behind her desk. From a drawer, she pulled out a pair of thin latex gloves.

“If it will ease your mind,” she said calmly, “we can check. Just a brief exam to confirm nothing physical is occurring. May I?”

He hesitated, then nodded.

“Lift your shirt and lie back,” she said softly.

The exam table’s paper crackled under him. The air felt too cool against his skin as he lifted his shirt. His heart thudded as she pressed her fingertips gently against his chest, moving in small, circles. Her touch was clinical but delicate, her eyes focused on her work.

He thought he saw the faintest curve beneath her hand—something he swore hadn’t been there before. When she glanced up at him, he searched her face for confirmation.

After a moment, she peeled off the gloves and smiled faintly. “There’s nothing there, Ryan. No swelling, no glandular tissue. The sensations you’re describing are part of the dream state overlapping with waking awareness. Perfectly normal.”

He sat up, the paper crackling again. “But I can feel it,” he said quietly. “Right now. It’s like pressure. Like there’s something under the skin.”

Dr. Mirren folded her hands once more, her tone calm and reassuring. “Your mind is powerful. When the subconscious begins to assert itself, it can translate emotional sensations into physical ones. Think of it as the dream-self coming forward. You’re not growing anything. You’re simply feeling her surface through you.”

Her words should have comforted him. Instead, they made his stomach twist. He wanted to believe her, but when he brushed his hand across his chest as he redressed, the tenderness was unmistakable.

She returned to her chair, making another note on her tablet. “I have a new task for you,” she said.

He exhaled slowly. “Alright.”

“Choose one outfit from the dream world,” she said, looking at him over the rim of her glasses. “Something that felt strong or memorable. Then, replicate it in waking life.”

He blinked. “You mean, wear it?”

“Yes,” she said. “The subconscious obeys embodiment. By consciously embodying an aspect of the dream, you reclaim authority over it. It will help you integrate rather than resist.”

He hesitated. “That sounds… strange.”

She smiled. “Therapy often does. Trust the process. The physical gesture reinforces psychological stability.”

When he left the clinic, the sky was pale and cold. The city noise felt sharper than usual. Her words replayed in his mind all the way home. The subconscious obeys embodiment. Why did this feel like going in the opposite direction of what he wanted?

That night, after Chloe left for class, he sat at his laptop and scrolled through pages of lingerie online. He told himself it was an experiment, a therapeutic exercise. But when he saw a set that matched what he remembered from the dream, his breath caught. It was a pale satin bra with soft cups and delicate lace trim, paired with matching panties. It was almost identical.

He clicked buy before he could think too hard about it.

The package arrived two days later in a plain, unmarked box. His pulse quickened as he brought it inside. The house was silent. He closed the bedroom door and tore the tape open with shaking hands.

Inside lay the set, folded neatly in tissue paper. The fabric shimmered faintly under the light. He lifted the bra first, tracing the lace with his thumb. The material was impossibly soft and feminine.

When he undressed, the air on his skin felt cool and strange. He stepped into the panties, the fabric gliding up his thighs, settling snugly at his hips and over his cock. The sensation made his breath hitch. Then he clasped the bra and adjusted the straps, the cups fitting against him in a way that felt both alien and right. He swore he was filling them out, despite what Dr. Mirren had told him.

He stood before the mirror, heart pounding.

The person staring back wasn’t the girl from his dreams. Not fully, but something in the way the fabric hugged his body made him look different. Softer. The ache in his chest returned, sharp and undeniable. When he lifted his hands to the cups, he could swear he felt weight beneath them, warmth filling his palms.

A sound escaped his throat, low and unsteady.

He slid his fingers down over his stomach, tracing the lace waistband. The texture made his skin tighten. When he touched himself through the fabric, it felt electric—his whole body alive and trembling. For a moment, he forgot to be ashamed. The sensations weren’t confusing anymore; they were consuming. His breath quickened, his head tipping back, the world narrowing to silk and heartbeat.

When he finally stopped, he stood there panting, dizzy and flushed. The reflection in the mirror looked dazed, lips parted, eyes dark. He felt both guilty and exhilarated, as if he had crossed into something he couldn’t return from.

He dressed again before Chloe came home, tucking the lingerie back into the drawer beneath his shirts. But he couldn’t stop touching his chest, testing for the tenderness that refused to fade.

That night, when she turned off the light and slipped into bed beside him, he wore the lingerie under his clothes. The satin against his skin made every movement feel heightened. His heartbeat was too fast, every breath shallow.

Sleep refused to come.

He lay awake long after Chloe’s breathing slowed, the room quiet except for their breathing. His body ached in ways he didn’t have words for, alive and trembling under the thin layer of silk and lace.

He closed his eyes, and in the darkness behind them, she waited.
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The kitchen light was still on when he came home the next day. The glow felt wrong, too calm for the way his pulse raced. Chloe’s laptop sat open on the counter beside a half-empty mug. He hadn’t meant to look at it. He only wanted to close the lid before the battery died, but the screen caught his eye—a folder titled Therapy Audio – Private.

He clicked once. Inside, there was only one file.

MIRREN-CHLOE-RYAN.mp3

His stomach dropped. Both their names. Not case study, not patient. Both of them.

He pressed play before he could stop himself.

The same voice from the nightly sessions filled the kitchen, soft and low, but different now. Between the cue phrases were other sounds—Chloe’s voice, faint but unmistakable. Whispering instructions. His name. His new name.

“She’s doing beautifully,” Dr. Mirren said in the recording.

“She?” Chloe’s voice followed, lighter, careful. “You mean he.”

A pause, then Dr. Mirren again, patient and sure. “No. Not anymore.”

He froze. The sound kept going, rhythmic and slow, their voices melting together with the same calm certainty that had been coaxing him to sleep for weeks.

When he heard Chloe say, “I want her free,” his throat tightened.

He stopped the playback. The silence afterward was violent.

The chair scraped as he stepped back. His pulse beat in his ears like panic. He felt sick, dizzy.

“Chloe,” he called.

She appeared in the doorway of their bedroom, barefoot, wearing one of his old shirts that hung loose over her thighs. Her hair was still damp from a shower. When she saw the laptop, her expression barely changed.

He pointed at the screen. “What is this?”

She didn’t answer right away. Her eyes were calm in a way that made him more afraid than if she’d panicked.

“I wasn’t supposed to find it, was I?” His voice cracked. “You’ve been working with her—Mirren—to do this to me?”

Chloe stepped closer, unhurried. “To help you,” she said quietly. “Not hurt you.”

He laughed once, harshly. “Help me? You’re letting her turn me into—”

“Into yourself,” she interrupted. Her voice was so steady it made him falter. “Into the part of you that keeps begging to exist.”

He shook his head, backing up until the counter pressed against his spine. “That’s not what I wanted. I went there to stop the dreams.”

“And every night,” she said, “you took the pill. You followed the voice. You wanted to feel her. You still do.”

“That’s not true.”

She tilted her head, the faintest smile curling her lips. “Then why haven’t you stopped?”

He opened his mouth, but nothing came out. The truth hung there between them, heavy and undeniable.

Chloe walked forward until she stood right in front of him. The light from the stove traced the curve of her collarbone. Her fingers found the tie at the waist of his hoodie, tugging it loose.

“You already chose this,” she whispered. “Every night you swallow that pill. Every night you become her. And you like it. Admit it, Ryan. You like how your body is changing.”

This was the first time anyone had admitted to him that his body was, indeed, changing. He wasn’t making it up. It wasn’t in his head. He was turning into a girl.

He tried to push Chloe’s hand away, but it was a weak attempt, more performance than resistance.

Her touch was sure and powerful. She slid the hoodie off his shoulders, leaving him in the thin cotton shirt beneath. Her fingers brushed over his chest, and he shivered. The nipples beneath the fabric were already tight, sensitive in a way that made him gasp.

She looked up at him, her gaze both loving and unyielding. “See? Your body already knows who it belongs to.”

“Stop,” he whispered, though the word lacked conviction.

She didn’t. She sank to her knees on the tiled floor, the movement slow and deliberate. Her palms traced down his sides, stopping at the waistband of his jeans. Her voice softened further. “You’ve been so afraid of this, baby. But it’s beautiful. You’re beautiful.”

His breath stuttered as she lifted the hem of his shirt, pressing a kiss just below his ribs. The warmth of her mouth spread through him like heat under skin.

“Chloe…”

“Shh.” She looked up, eyes dark and shining. “Let me show you what I see.”

She peeled the shirt higher, until the cool air touched his bare chest. Then her mouth closed around his nipple, tongue flicking lightly. The sensation was electric. He gasped and gripped the counter, his knees threatening to give out.

She suckled gently, then pulled back, her lips glistening. “Sensitive, aren’t they?”

He nodded without meaning to.

Her hand moved lower, pressing against the outline of his cock through his jeans. The contact made him twitch helplessly. She smiled, pleased. “Even here,” she said softly, “your body listens. Every part of you is learning what it means to be mine. To be her.”

He wanted to protest, to tell her she was wrong, but the words tangled and died when she unbuttoned his jeans. The sound of the zipper filled the room, louder than it should have been.

Her hand slipped inside, fingers finding him through the thin fabric of his briefs. She cupped him gently at first, then with slow, deliberate pressure that made his head fall back.

“Say it,” she murmured. “Tell me you like it.”

“I can’t,” he breathed.

“You already have,” she said. “Every time you dream.”

Her mouth found his chest again, her tongue circling each nipple before she kissed lower, over the soft lines of his stomach. Her hand kept moving, teasing him, coaxing him closer to the edge.

He clutched the counter, trembling. “Please,” he whispered, though he didn’t know what he was begging for.

She looked at him, her expression full of something tender and possessive. “Be my good girl.”

The words hit him harder than touch. Something inside him cracked wide open. His whole body arched toward her before he could stop it. The sound that left his throat wasn’t his—it was hers, soft and breathless.

He couldn’t fight anymore. He didn’t want to.

When she whispered good girl again, he broke completely, the tension unraveling through him in waves that left him shaking. Chloe held him until the tremors slowed, her cheek resting against his stomach, her breathing calm and satisfied.

When he finally looked down, she was smiling faintly, eyes half-closed.

“See?” she said. “You don’t have to be afraid. You’ve already become who you were meant to be.”

He wanted to argue, but his voice was gone.

Later, when he lay beside her in the dark, his chest still tingling from her mouth and the ghost of her words echoing in his head, he realized something terrible and wonderful at once.

Maybe Chloe had been right. Maybe a girl had been trying to emerge from him this whole time.
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The therapy center looked softer at night. Hall lights glowed like candles, and the air carried that faint lavender hush that Dr. Mirren seemed to keep on a dimmer. In the intake room, a single lamp spilled a pool of warm light over a low couch and a mirrored screen that faced the reclining chair. The mirror was framed in pale wood. It looked more like a vanity than a medical tool.

Chloe arrived with a canvas bag clutched to her chest. She did not speak at first. She closed the door, set the bag gently on the chair, then turned to him with a look that made his body remember the word she had given him in the kitchen. Good girl. The memory rose like heat.

“We’ll go slowly,” she said, quiet and sure. “You breathe. I help.”

He could have said no. He could have said he wasn’t ready. Instead, he nodded and watched as her hands opened the bag. Tissue paper rustled. The color beneath it was blush pink and soft ivory. A pair of silky panties came first, then a matching bra with lace at the edges that looked like sugar. A simple dress followed. It was pink in a shade that warmed the skin, with a gentle V at the neckline and a skirt that skimmed rather than clung. There was a small box of makeup, a wig cap folded like a secret, a mid-length wig the color of sunlit honey, and heels that shone like patent rose petals.

He swallowed. “Here?”

Chloe smiled. “Here is safe.” She stepped close, fingertips gliding over his sleeves as if testing the thread. “Tonight you let the world catch up to who you are becoming.”

Dr. Mirren’s voice came from the doorway, even and calm. “The room is prepared. Audio on low. Lights at thirty percent.”

Chloe reached for his waistband and paused, eyes lifted. “May I?”

His breath caught, then steadied. “Yes.”

She undressed him like a ritual rather than a task. His shirt was tossed to the floor, his jeans slid down, followed by his boxers until he was completely naked in front of Dr. Mirren. The cool air touched his thighs. When she drew the panties up his legs, the fabric kissed his skin with a silken chill that warmed instantly. The snug band settled high on his hips. He felt held and strangely seen. The bra came next. She slipped the straps over his shoulders, then reached behind to hook the clasps with gentle fingers. The cups framed his chest, lifting what felt like nothing and making it into something. The pressure against his tender nipples made his breath shiver.

“Beautiful,” she whispered. “Perfect.”

He stood there in soft light and satin while Chloe opened the compact. A brush bloomed with powder. She swept it over his cheeks in feathering strokes. A touch of rose at the mouth. A hint of warmth at the eyes. She was unhurried, precise. Each stroke seemed to clarify a face he almost knew. When she slid the wig cap over his hair and settled the honey waves into place, something inside him loosened. The hair framed his jaw and softened it. The ends brushed his collarbones and made his skin hum.

“Arms up,” she said, playful and tender.

He lifted his hands. She guided the dress down over his body. The lining whispered as it fell into place. The fabric skimmed his chest and floated at his waist, then settled over his thighs in a quiet sweep. He looked down and saw a silhouette that eased rather than fought him. He had expected embarrassment. He had braced for shame. Neither arrived. Only a fluttering lift, like a flock of small birds rising from a tree.

The heels came last. Chloe knelt and buckled them for him. When he stood, the room changed. His spine lengthened. His calves tightened and defined. His hips shifted into a new rhythm that felt like a secret lesson finally learned.

Chloe stepped back and studied him with soft pride. “Riley,” she said. The name slid into the space like it had always waited there. “My good girl.”

The sound of it landed everywhere at once. He did not flinch. He did not correct her. The name moved through him and settled behind his ribs where fear had lived. It fit like a key.

Dr. Mirren dimmed the lights another notch, then tapped her tablet. The familiar tone of the audio file filled the room, quiet enough to lean toward rather than against. “Breathe in. Hold. Breathe out. Observe. Invite.”

Riley faced the mirror. A girl stood there in pink, hair glossy and soft, mouth a curve of rose, eyes bright with nerves and something keener than nerves. Not a dream. Not a joke. A real girl.

Chloe stood behind, caught Riley’s hands, and laced their fingers. “Sit down,” she murmured. “Listen to the audio and let your body remember what it already knows.”

The room fell away. The mirror deepened into a nighttime street washed in warm neon. Riley stepped forward and felt city air wrap her bare knees. The dress swayed against her thighs with each step, a metronome of silk. Heels clicked in an easy, confident beat. Every head turned. Men and women alike. Someone whistled, not cruel, more surprised, as if they had stumbled upon a parade and didn’t want to miss it.

Riley felt the turn of those faces and didn’t shrink. She smiled. It rose without permission, without strategy. It felt like a door swinging open to a yard of late summer. She had expected that old rush of humiliation, the cold prickle that used to follow the sweeter parts of the dream. Instead she felt light. Elated. Whole. She moved as if music lifted her from the ankles. Each step pushed the city further under her feet.

A woman approached first, a stranger with a camera hooked at her wrist. “You look incredible,” she said, eyes shining. “What is your name?”

Riley’s mouth parted. The old name reached for her tongue and fell away. “Riley,” she said. The sound rang like a clean bell. “I am Riley.”

The woman’s smile widened. “Of course you are.”

The crowd seemed to accept this as if it were old news. People drifted around her with curiosity that felt kind, the way birds will gather around a fountain. A breeze lifted the hair at Riley’s neck. She closed her eyes and felt it. Felt hips that swayed with their own knowledge. Felt a warmth in her chest that filled rather than ached. Felt her lips swell into a soft new lushness as if kissed by color. The changes arrived like petals opening in slow time. Not a jolt. A bloom.

Her hips rounded under the dress, the fabric hugging a curve that had not been there seconds before. The swell of her breasts rose within the bra, weight finding its place, nipples tightening into a sweet ache that made her breath catch. Her mouth tingled as if gloss had just been applied. When she spoke again, her voice carried a gentle lilt. Not falsetto. Not imitation. A timbre that sounded like relief.

“I am Riley,” she said again, more certain now. “I am.”

The city answered with small approvals. A nod. A wink. A chorus of turned faces that said, Yes, we see you. The audio’s low pulse threaded through the street, guiding without crowding. Breathe. Observe. Invite.

She walked past a store window and saw herself in the glass. Hair brushed her shoulders with the exact weight she had always imagined in secret. The dress caught the light along the seams and made her look like she glowed from inside. She laughed. The sound lifted into the night and brought her hand to her chest, an old gesture made new by the softness that met her palm.

A figure stepped from the edge of the scene and offered an arm. Chloe. Not quite Chloe, more a dream-sure version of her, all warm focus and quiet pride. Riley took the arm. They walked together. When they reached a small square where trees wore fairy lights like constellations, the air seemed to pause. Dr. Mirren’s voice hovered overhead like a star.

“Anchor the name. Anchor the body. Anchor the breath.”

Riley inhaled. She did not question the hips that rolled to meet the breath. She did not question the way the bra lifted with her chest, full and real. She did not question the sweetness at her mouth. She felt the ground through the slim heels and trusted it.

“Riley,” Chloe said. “My good girl.”

The words crowned the moment. Not a spell. A recognition.

Light folded inward, then opened like a sigh. The square softened into warm blur. The street unspooled behind her. The mirror brightened until it was only light. Riley leaned into it and felt the world tip.

She woke with the taste of her own laughter on her tongue.

The ceiling of the therapy room came into focus first. Then the shape of the lamp. Then Chloe’s face, close and tender. Riley’s cheeks were damp, though she had not felt herself cry. Her body felt like a bell after a striking note. The hum was everywhere at once, soft and steady.

“Breathe,” Chloe whispered. “You are here.”

Riley nodded. She swallowed and blinked, then lifted her hands to her chest. The bra still cradled her. The cups were not empty. The weight inside them was small yet undeniable, a new fullness that answered her palms with warmth. She cupped herself gently, and her nipples tightened against the lining. The spark of sensation ran straight to her breath.

Her hips pressed against the edge of the chair. Wider. Not exaggerated. Not a costume trick. A physical truth that shifted the way her thighs touched. She slid her hand down, tracing the slope where her waist narrowed before it flared. The dress followed the curve like it had been sewn this morning to fit only her. She reached higher and found her mouth plumped and soft. When she spoke, the lilt remained.

“Chloe,” she said, awed and a little afraid. “It happened.”

Chloe pushed a strand of honey hair behind Riley’s ear. “I know,” she murmured. “Look.”

She lifted the hand mirror. Riley stared. The girl from the street looked back. Not a dream reflection this time. Skin flushed a gentle glow. Lips in a fresh rose. Eyes bright and wet and certain. The wig had shifted into something that did not feel like a wig at all. It framed her in a way her face seemed to welcome.

Riley’s other hand slipped down over her stomach, then lower. The panties still held her in a careful, snug cradle. There, the change had not come. Her cock pressed quiet and contained against soft fabric, the last piece of the old shape. It did not undo anything. It felt like a note that had not resolved yet, waiting for its chord.

Her throat tightened. “Everywhere but there,” she whispered.

Chloe kissed her forehead, then her cheek, then the corner of her mouth. “Bodies arrive in their own order,” she said softly. “You are still my good girl.”

Riley let out a shaky breath. Relief moved through her in warm waves. The shame she had been bracing for did not appear. In its place stood a steadiness that surprised her. She could be this and still be whole. She could carry the note that had not resolved without losing the song.

Dr. Mirren’s voice floated from the doorway again, pleased and quiet. “Integration favors truth. Continue your breaths. Keep the name anchored. Let the body learn its new map.”

Riley nodded. She closed her eyes and felt the simple geometry of herself. Lips, chest, waist, hips, all aligned in a pattern that finally made sense. The last piece waited without hurry. She could live with that. She could walk in pink and lace and heels, and the city inside her would keep turning its face toward her as if to say, We see you.

When she stood, the dress sighed over her thighs. Her heels clicked once on the floor. Chloe’s fingers threaded with hers and squeezed. Riley lifted her chin and smiled at the girl in the mirror.

“Hi,” she said softly, with that gentle new lilt. “I am Riley.”
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After the therapy session, Riley and Chloe returned home. Riley’s skin was buzzing. She’d worn the dress and in the cab, all the way home. It was her first time ‘out’ and it was surprisingly less daunting than she’d thought it would be.

The bedroom was quiet except for the slow whir of the fan and the faint shuffle of fabric as Riley shifted under Chloe’s gaze. Riley stood at the foot of the bed in her dress, the hem brushing mid-thigh, her legs bare. The matching panties hugged her softly rounded hips, the delicate lace waistband tracing a path just above her aching cock. Her bra cupped the gentle swell of new breasts, the weight a reminder of everything that had changed.

Chloe sat on the edge of the bed in a dark camisole and nothing else, her legs folded to the side, one shoulder bare where the strap had slipped down. She watched Riley silently, her eyes gleaming with warmth and something darker.

“You’re nervous,” she said softly.

Riley nodded.

“That’s good.” Chloe reached out and traced a slow line along Riley’s inner thigh. “You should be. Tonight isn’t just about touch. It’s about claiming this body. Feeling everything she can feel. And letting me see her.”

Chloe slipped Riley’s dress off. Riley’s breath caught. She wanted to speak, to say she wasn’t ready—but the truth pulsed beneath her skin like heat. She had never felt more ready.

Chloe leaned forward and kissed the lace at Riley’s hip. “Lie back.”

She obeyed, her breath shaky as she lowered herself onto the sheets. Chloe followed, crawling up beside her, her hands gliding along Riley’s stomach, thumbs grazing the underside of her bra.

“Let’s start here,” Chloe whispered.

She eased the bra straps down and let the cups fall away. The moment cool air kissed Riley’s chest, her nipples hardened. Chloe’s fingers circled them slowly, drawing soft moans from Riley’s throat. Then she leaned down and took one into her mouth.

Riley gasped.

The warmth of Chloe’s tongue, the gentle suction, the light scrape of teeth—it was unbearable in the best way. Her back arched as pleasure bloomed behind her ribs. Every nerve ending felt tuned to this new sensitivity.

“God,” Riley whispered, “I didn’t know they could feel like that.”

Chloe smiled against her skin. “They can. Especially when you’re becoming who you’re meant to be.”

She kissed her way down Riley’s stomach, pausing to trail her tongue along the waistband of the panties. Her hands moved slowly, deliberately, as she hooked her thumbs beneath the lace and peeled them down.

Riley trembled. Her cock, half-hard and aching, pressed against her thigh, slick already with anticipation.

Chloe didn’t rush. She laid the panties aside, then kissed the inside of Riley’s knee.

“You're still hard,” she murmured, voice velvet-soft. “Still holding on.”

Riley bit her lip. “I don’t know if it’s okay to want this. Like this.”

Chloe met her eyes. “It’s not just okay. It’s beautiful.”

She reached for a bottle of clear lube on the nightstand, warmed it between her palms, then stroked Riley’s shaft slowly from base to tip. Her grip was light, coaxing. Tender. She didn’t pump with urgency. She guided, circled, toyed.

“Don’t think,” she whispered. “Just feel.”

Riley exhaled sharply, hips twitching.

When Chloe leaned in and took Riley’s cock into her mouth, the world narrowed. The warmth, the pressure, the wet glide of tongue and lips…everything became sensation. She moaned, high and breathy, her fingers curling into the sheets. Chloe’s mouth moved with a rhythm that felt both familiar and utterly new, like she had rewritten Riley’s responses from the inside out.

But what unraveled Riley wasn’t just the physical pleasure, it was the care. The attention. The way Chloe looked up at her through her lashes, moaning around her cock like she loved this new shape.

“Please,” Riley whimpered, her body shaking.

Chloe pulled back with a slick sound and kissed the underside of her shaft, then lower, past the base, to the tender spot beneath. She pressed her tongue there and smiled. “Not yet.”

She reached again for the lube and coated her fingers. “Roll over for me, Riley.”

Riley hesitated. Her cheeks burned. But she obeyed.

Her hips curved into the pillow, thighs parted. She felt exposed. Offered. Real.

Chloe climbed behind her and pressed a kiss to the small of her back. “Good girl.”

The praise made her shudder.

Chloe’s slick fingers parted her gently, tracing slow circles around her entrance. The pressure was featherlight at first, just enough to tease, to make her whimper into the mattress. Then one finger slipped inside, careful and smooth.

Riley moaned. The stretch was startling, but the pleasure was immediate.

“That’s it,” Chloe whispered. “You’re doing so well.”

She moved slowly, adding a second finger, then stroking in shallow thrusts. Riley rocked back instinctively, her hips following the rhythm. Every nerve inside her seemed to sing. Her cock rubbed against the sheets, twitching helplessly.

When she pressed her lips between Riley’s cheeks and licked, Riley cried out.

It was too much—too intimate. Her body bucked, and Chloe only laughed, low and sweet, holding her steady as she licked again. Her tongue was firm and unrelenting, pushing deeper, tasting everything.

Riley sobbed into the pillow. “Chloe, I— I can’t—”

“You can,” Chloe said. “And you will.”

She pulled back and grabbed a slim toy from the drawer—soft pink, just the right shape. Riley felt the first press of it, warm and steady, and she pushed back to meet it, desperate and shaking. It slid in with a slick glide, filling her in one smooth motion.

Her whole body clenched around it. The fullness was perfect. Right.

Chloe leaned forward, whispering in her ear. “You’re mine now, Riley. My girl.”

The words broke something open inside her.

She moaned with abandon, the toy rocking deeper with every roll of her hips. Chloe's hand circled her cock again, stroking in time with the thrusts. The sounds filled the room—wet and soft and desperate.

“Come for me,” Chloe murmured. “Let it happen. Let her happen.”

Riley arched with a strangled cry. Her body spasmed, clenching around the toy as pleasure erupted through her in hot, pulsing waves. She came hard, spilling onto the sheets, her voice hoarse and high, hips trembling with aftershocks.

Chloe held her close as she shook, the toy still pulsing inside her. Kissing her spine. Stroking her hips.

“You did so well,” she whispered. “My beautiful, perfect girl.”

Riley pressed her face into the pillow, panting, tears dampening the fabric. Not from pain. Not from shame.

From release. From being seen.

And for the first time, she didn’t wish she could take it back.

She only wanted more.
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The light through the windows was soft and honey-warm, brushing over the hardwood floor like it knew what had happened there the night before.

Riley padded across the apartment on bare feet, the hem of her new pink robe skimming her thighs. Underneath, she wore nothing but the panties Chloe had helped her into the night before. The waistband rested sweetly along her hips, the fabric still faintly scented with rosewater and something musky from the drawer.

Chloe stood at the stove humming to herself, spatula in one hand, a pan of eggs sizzling beneath her. Her hair was a mess of soft tangles, her shoulders bare in one of Riley’s old shirts that now looked better on her.

Riley crossed the living room slowly, each step a stretch, a reminder of muscles sore in places she hadn’t known she had. She felt loose and warm, like every part of her had been kissed and praised and opened. Her hair—longer now, thick and wild from sleep—kept falling into her eyes. She tucked it behind one ear without thinking. Soon, she wouldn’t need a wig at all.

The robe slipped slightly as she moved. She let it.

She sat at the table, legs crossing neatly at the knee, and pulled one hand up to cup her cheek. There was a faint smile still curled at the corners of her mouth, one that hadn’t gone away since her body had melted under Chloe’s touch. The night lived in her muscles, in the way her skin still tingled when she remembered the way Chloe had whispered her name. Riley.

Her name.

She turned her head slowly, watching Chloe move in the kitchen. She had never seen her like this before. She’d always been beautiful, but now there was something quieter beneath it. A softness. A knowing.

Chloe looked over her shoulder and smiled.

“You’re glowing,” she said, turning off the burner.

Riley didn’t blush. She didn’t look away.

Instead, she let the smile widen, eyes bright and calm. “I feel it.”

Chloe plated the eggs and brought the dish to the table. She set it down without fanfare, then leaned in and pressed a kiss to Riley’s temple. “You look like someone who finally stopped running.”

Riley exhaled a quiet laugh. “Maybe I am.”

Chloe took the seat beside her, tucking a leg up beneath her. For a moment, they didn’t speak. The apartment smelled like butter and love and acceptance. The fan spun slowly overhead. Outside, a dog barked and somewhere in the distance, a delivery truck beeped as it backed into a lot.

But none of it touched them. The quiet here was different. Sacred.

“I didn’t dream of her last night,” Riley said.

Chloe reached out and took Riley’s hand. “You didn’t have to. She wanted you to wake up and you did.”

“I think she knew I couldn’t do it alone.”

Chloe gave a slow nod, rubbing her thumb along Riley’s knuckles. “She was right.”

Riley sat back, letting her head tilt slightly, hair sliding over one shoulder. She was still learning how to move in this skin—how her center of gravity had shifted, how her softness curved when she crossed her legs, how her chest caught on fabric when she leaned forward. But none of it felt foreign anymore.

She looked at Chloe. “Was this what you always wanted? Even before I knew?”

Chloe smiled, slow and fond. “No. Not necessarily.”

She reached over and tugged Riley’s robe closed a little, her fingers brushing the curve of Riley’s collarbone.

“I didn’t want a girl,” she said. “I wanted you. But I knew something inside you wanted to be seen this way. And once I saw her... once I saw you... I couldn’t unsee it.”

The words settled deep in Riley’s chest, warm and heavy like honey pooling in the center of her.

“I don’t feel broken anymore,” she whispered.

Chloe leaned in, kissing her softly, a lingering press of lips against lips that didn’t ask for anything but gave everything.

“You were never broken,” she murmured. “You just hadn’t arrived yet.”

Riley closed her eyes.

Outside, the world moved on, but inside this quiet apartment, the dream had become real.

And she had woken up inside herself.
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