

PROPER TRAINING
Boy to Girl Transgender Transformation



JANE FUTA



Contents



Copyright
Mailing List
Proper Training
Want New Stories?
Want More Stories?
About the Author



Copyright




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

[image: ]


Text copyright 2026 by Jane Futa.

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Published by Jane Futa.


Mailing List




Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


Proper Training




I knew I'd fucked up before the dessert forks came out.

The table went quiet after my joke. Eight people suddenly found their wine very interesting. Camille's hand landed on my thigh under the tablecloth. It wasn't a squeeze. It was a press, like she was holding me in place.

"Anyway," Margaux said, steering the conversation back to whatever gallery opening they'd been discussing. She didn't look at me when she said it. None of them did.

I reached for my water glass, and Camille tilted her chin slightly toward the glass on my right. I'd grabbed the one on my left, which belonged to the woman beside me. Lise, or maybe Elise. She watched me set it down and pull the correct one closer, then exchanged a look with Margaux across the table. The look said everything. I didn't touch anything else for the rest of the night.

Here's the thing about Camille's world: there were no written rules. Nobody told you which fork to use or that you were supposed to wait until the hostess sat before you pulled out your chair. You just knew. And if you didn't, they smiled at you the same way they'd smile at a dog who wandered into the dining room — affectionate, a little amused, and waiting for someone to deal with it.

Camille was gorgeous tonight. She always was, but these dinners brought out something extra in her. She wore a black dress that hugged her waist and sat low enough to show the curve of her breasts without technically showing anything. Her lips were dark red.

She moved through the room like she'd been born in it. When she laughed at something Margaux said, tipping her head back, I watched the line of her throat and her full mouth and felt the same pull I always felt — this constant awareness that the most beautiful woman I'd ever touched had somehow chosen me.

The drive home was silent. Not the comfortable kind. I could hear the leather creak every time one of us shifted, and I kept replaying the joke from earlier in my head. It wasn't even dirty. It was just loud, too much energy for a room that ran on whispers and raised eyebrows.

Camille waited until we were inside the apartment. She set her keys on the counter, stepped out of her heels, and turned to face me with her arms crossed loosely.

"I love you," she said. "I need you to know that before I say the rest."

That was worse than yelling. Yelling meant we were still in the same fight. This felt like a verdict.

"I can't keep watching you struggle through these nights," she said. "It's not fair to you, and it's not fair to me."

"I know I messed up the⁠—"

"It's not one thing, Daniel. It's everything. The glass, the joke, the way you talked over Laurent during the toast." She rubbed her temple. "My friends are trying. They want to like you."

That was generous and we both knew it. Margaux didn't want to like me. Margaux wanted me to evaporate so Camille could date someone who knew the difference between Sancerre and Sauternes.

"So, what do you want me to do?" I asked.

"I want you to learn." She said it simply, like she'd been rehearsing. "There's a woman — Madame Vale. She's a private instructor. Etiquette, presentation, how to carry yourself. She trained me when I was seventeen."

I stared at her. "You want to send me to finishing school."

"I want to give you the tools to be comfortable in my world. There's a difference."

"Camille, I'm a thirty-one-year-old man."

"And you used a bread plate as a coaster tonight."

I didn't have a comeback for that, because she was right. I'd spent two years faking my way through her social life, and all I'd managed to do was confirm everything her friends already thought about me.

Camille stepped closer. She put her hands on my chest and looked up at me, and the frustration in her face was threaded with something softer. I could see it in the way her fingers curled into my shirt, the way her hips angled toward mine even while she was upset. The physical part had never been the problem. I could make her moan my name into a pillow at two in the morning and then watch her leave for brunch the next day with women who looked at me like I was a stain on the furniture.

"She's good," Camille said quietly. "She'll polish you up. A few months and you won't even recognize yourself."

"That's kind of the part that worries me."

She almost smiled. "Just meet with her. One session. If you hate it, we'll figure something else out."

I looked at her — her dark eyes, her red mouth, the press of her breasts against my chest when she leaned in. I'd do a lot of stupid things for this woman. I'd already proven that tonight.

"Fine," I said. "One session."

Camille kissed me. Soft, brief, grateful. Then she pulled back and said, "Her name is Madame Vale. I'll send you the address."

She walked toward the bedroom, and I watched her go — the sway of her hips in that black dress, the curve of her ass, the quiet confidence in every step. I was already dreading it. Some old woman was going to teach me which fork to use and how to stand up straight, and I was going to sit through it because the alternative was watching Camille attend those dinners alone.

I poured myself a whiskey and took comfort in the fact that there was no wrong glass this time.
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The address Camille texted me led to a brownstone on the Upper East Side that looked like it had been there since before the Civil War. There was no sign out front and no buzzer label, just a heavy wooden door with a brass knocker shaped like a lion's head.

I knocked and half expected a butler. Instead, the door swung inward on its own, and by the time I stepped inside, whoever had opened it was gone. The hallway had polished hardwood floors, fresh flowers on a side table, and air that smelled like bergamot and leather-bound books.

"Mr. Hale."

The voice came from a doorway to my left. Madame Vale stood framed in it, and my first thought was that she didn't look like any teacher I'd ever had. She was maybe sixty, silver-haired, with cheekbones that could've been carved with a knife. She wore a fitted charcoal dress and heels, and she held herself like someone who'd never once questioned whether she belonged in a room.

She looked me over the way I'd look at a car I was thinking about buying — clinical, assessing, no warmth in it yet.

"Come in," she said.

I followed her into a parlor that had been set up as some kind of studio. A full-length mirror stood against one wall. A table held glasses, plates, and silverware arranged in a mock dinner setting. There was a small stage area with floor markings and a barre along the wall like a ballet studio.

Madame Vale circled me. She literally walked a slow circle around me while I stood in the center of the room feeling like livestock at auction. She studied my shoulders, my posture, my shoes. Then she stopped in front of me.

"You have good raw material," she said. "But raw is the problem."

"Camille said you could help with⁠—"

"I know what Camille said." She didn't raise her voice, but the interruption landed clean. "Stand up straight. Not like that — you're puffing your chest out like a bouncer. Shoulders back and down. Weight on both feet. Chin level."

I adjusted. She adjusted me further, pressing two fingers between my shoulder blades and tilting my chin with her thumb. Her hands were cool and precise. There was nothing sexual about it, but the intimacy of a stranger physically correcting me made my whole body tense.

"Breathe," she said. "You're holding everything."

We spent the next hour on basics. How to enter a room without leading with my shoulders. How to shake a hand — firm but not crushing, three seconds, eye contact. How to hold a wineglass by the stem instead of the bowl. She had me walk across the room six times before my stride satisfied her.

It was humbling. I'd been walking, sitting, and shaking hands for thirty-one years, and apparently, I'd been doing all of it wrong.

At the end of the lesson, she set a small leather case on the table between us. Inside were bottles — a cleanser, something labeled as a serum, a moisturizer, and two containers of supplements in amber glass.

"Presentation begins with the body," she said. "Your skin is dull. Your pores are visible from across the room." She opened one of the supplement bottles and shook two capsules into her palm — pale green, herbal-smelling. "Every morning and every night, without exception."

"What are they?"

"Nutritional support for your complexion. Biotin, zinc, botanical extracts." She said it the way a doctor would, matter-of-fact and nothing to question. "You'll notice improvements within two weeks."

Then she pulled a measuring tape from a drawer. "Your current wardrobe is working against everything I'm trying to teach you. I'll need your measurements."

I stood still while she measured. She was thorough — arms, shoulders, chest, waist, hips, inseam. But she also took numbers I didn't think a tailor would bother with: the circumference of my thighs, the width of my ribcage, the distance from my shoulder to the crest of my hip. She recorded each one in a leather-bound notebook without comment.

"I'll have clothes sent to your apartment by Friday," she said. "Wear only what I send."

"All of it?"

"All of it."

I left feeling like I'd been dismantled. The brownstone door closed behind me with a heavy click, and I stood on the sidewalk wondering what the hell I'd agreed to.

That night, Camille asked how it went. I told her it was fine, that Madame Vale was intense but professional, and that I had homework. She watched from the bathroom doorway while I lined up the bottles on the counter.

"Did you take the supplements?"

I’d forgotten. I shook two capsules into my palm and swallowed them with tap water. They tasted like grass clippings and…vanilla?

Then I did the skincare routine — cleanser, serum, moisturizer, in the order written on a small card tucked inside the case. The products tingled when they hit my skin, not unpleasant but still strong, across my cheeks and jaw. My face felt different afterward. Tighter and softer at the same time, like I'd been scrubbed down to a new layer.

Camille came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist. She pressed her lips to my shoulder and smiled at our reflection in the mirror.

"See?" she said. "It’s not so bad."

I settled my hands on the curve of her hips and pulled her tighter against me. Her breasts pressed warm into my back through her thin shirt. I wanted to turn around, lift her onto the counter, and remind us both of the things I didn't need lessons in.

Instead, I just said, "Not so bad."

I slept deeper that night than I had in months. By morning the tingle was gone, but my skin still felt different — smoother, like something had quietly shifted underneath it while I wasn't paying attention.
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The first few weeks were mostly humiliating. The next few were almost fun.

Madame Vale expanded the lessons beyond posture and handshakes. We did diction exercises where she had me repeat phrases until I stopped swallowing the ends of my words. She drilled me on table manners — not just which fork to use, but the angle of the knife when resting, how to signal a waiter without flagging him down like I was hailing a cab. She quizzed me on art, wine regions, and the kind of casual cultural knowledge that Camille's friends treated as basic vocabulary.

I was actually getting better. I could hold a conversation about Rothko without sounding like I was reading off a Wikipedia page, and I knew my bread plate was on my left.

Then she taught me to dance.

Madame Vale took the lead, which made sense — she was teaching me to follow her corrections — but the intimacy of it caught me off guard. Her hand sat firm at my waist, guiding me through box steps and turns while she counted time in a low voice. She was close enough that I could smell her perfume, something dry and expensive. When I stepped wrong, she pressed her palm flat against my hip and redirected me, and every time she did, my face got hot. It wasn't attraction. It was the strangeness of being handled, moved, placed — like I was clay on a wheel and she was deciding what shape I'd take.

The wardrobe changes had crept in so gradually I almost didn't register them. The first suit she sent was just a better version of what I already wore — slimmer through the torso, better fabric. The second one had a purple tie and a textured pocket square I never would've chosen myself. By the fourth, the cuts tapered hard at the waist and the shirts had a sheen to them that felt more editorial than corporate.

I didn't question it. The clothes looked good. Camille liked them. And Madame Vale framed each new piece as the natural next step for a man learning to dress properly.

She also sent me for manicures. "Still masculine," she assured me when I hesitated. The salon trimmed and shaped my nails, buffed them until they had a low shine, and pushed my cuticles back in a way that made my hands look soft and clean. I caught myself studying them on the subway afterward, turning them over, noticing the smooth half-moons at the base of each nail.

The skincare regimen had doubled in size. New serums, a weekly exfoliating mask, and regular appointments with an aesthetician Madame Vale called "essential maintenance." The aesthetician worked on my face and neck for an hour at a time — extractions, peels, treatments with names I didn't bother retaining. I went because Madame Vale told me to, and I kept going because my skin had never looked this good. It was smoother, clearer, almost luminous when the light hit it right.

And there was one other thing. My body hair was growing back differently. After shaving, the stubble came in finer and softer and took longer to return. My chest hair, which had never been thick to begin with, was barely visible. My legs were smoother even days after shaving. I chalked it up to better products, maybe the supplements. Bodies changed when you took care of them. That was the whole point of this.

The next dinner party was at Margaux's apartment, and I walked in knowing which glass was mine.

The night went better than any before it. I made a joke that got a real laugh — not the polite kind — and held my own through a conversation about a photography exhibit I'd actually gone to see on Madame Vale's recommendation. Margaux, who'd barely looked at me three months ago, leaned across the table and said, "That shirt is gorgeous on you, Daniel."

It was one Madame Vale had sent that morning. Slim fit, a blue so dark it was almost violet, with a subtle texture that caught the candlelight.

Camille's knee pressed against mine under the table and stayed there through dessert. I pressed back. Later, while we were getting our coats, her friend Dominique pulled Camille aside and said something I wasn't supposed to hear but did: "He's like a different person. You're lucky, you know that?"

I felt proud walking to the car. Genuinely proud, for the first time at one of these things. I'd walked into a room full of people who used to look through me and I'd held my own.

That night, washing my face before bed, I leaned close to the mirror and paused.

My face looked different — not in any single way I could point to, but the overall picture had shifted. My jaw was softer. My cheekbones seemed more defined, or maybe my face had just thinned out. My lips were fuller. The bottom lip especially, slightly plusher than I remembered it being.

I turned my head left, then right, studying myself the way Madame Vale did at the start of every session. It was probably the skincare. The serums, the peels, the weekly treatments. My face was just better maintained than it had ever been, and I was noticing the difference because I was actually paying attention for once.

Camille appeared in the bathroom doorway in a thin bralette that barely contained her breasts and cotton shorts that sat low on her hips. She leaned against the frame and looked me over with that warm, evaluating expression she'd been giving me more often lately.

"Margaux texted me," she said. "She called you charming. Her word."

"Charming," I repeated.

Camille smiled. "I told you she'd come around."

I turned off the light and followed her to bed. Lying in the dark, I should've been thinking about the compliment, the successful night, how far I'd come in three months. Instead, I kept seeing my reflection. How the person in the mirror looked just a little less like the person I expected to find there.
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Madame Vale's regimen had expanded into territory I didn't fully understand.

She'd added what she called "body-contouring appointments" with a massage therapist who worked deep into my muscles for ninety minutes at a time, kneading and reshaping tissue in ways that left me sore and oddly loose afterward. There was also someone she referred to as a "body architect" — a woman who ran me through postural alignment exercises that felt closer to physical therapy than etiquette training. I went twice a week and didn't ask questions because Madame Vale didn't invite them.

My diet had changed completely. She controlled what I ate during sessions — small portions, specific foods, nothing I would've picked for myself — and sent detailed meal plans home. The supplements had changed too. The original green capsules were gone, replaced by a new set she said was for "vitality and hormonal balance." They were smaller, pale yellow, and tasteless. I took them every morning because that was the routine now, and I'd stopped questioning the routine.

I was brushing my teeth one morning when I really looked at myself for the first time in a while.

My face was softer. Not subtly — noticeably. My jawline, which had always been squared off, had rounded. My cheekbones looked higher, or maybe the flesh around them had thinned out. My lips were definitely fuller than they used to be. And my hair — Madame Vale had told me months ago not to cut it, said it would "frame my features for formal settings" — now fell past my ears in thick waves with a shine and texture I'd never had before. I ran my fingers through it and it felt silky, almost slippery.

I looked good. That was the confusing part. I looked good, but I didn't look like me.

Then I did something I hadn't done in months. I reached into the back of the closet and pulled out an old shirt — a basic blue button-down I'd owned since before Madame Vale. I slipped it on.

It was wrong everywhere. The shoulders hung past mine by at least an inch on each side. The sleeves swallowed my arms. But across my chest, the buttons pulled tight in a way they never had before, straining against a fullness that wasn't there when I'd bought the shirt. I looked down and saw fabric puckering between the buttons, small gaps opening up over a chest that was slightly swollen beneath my nipples.

My stomach dropped.

I pulled the shirt off and grabbed a pair of old jeans. I stepped into them and got them up to my thighs before they stopped. I had to tug and shimmy to get the denim over my hips, which had a soft, unmistakable curve to them now — a wideness that stretched the jeans tight across my ass and upper thighs. When I finally muscled the button closed, the waist gaped open. There was a full two inches of slack between the denim and my stomach, because my waist had narrowed while everything below it had spread.

I stood in front of the full-length mirror. I was wearing clothes that had fit me six months ago, and I looked like I'd borrowed them from a bigger man. My proportions had shifted — narrower up top, wider at the hips, fuller through the chest. The shape staring back at me wasn't obviously wrong to a stranger, but I knew my own body, and this wasn't it.

I called Madame Vale. My voice came out tighter than I meant it to.

"Something's happening," I said. "My old clothes don't fit. My chest feels different. My hips are wider."

She didn't hesitate. "Your body is responding to the regimen, Daniel. Better nutrition, improved posture, lower cortisol, consistent care. These things compound over time. You're developing a healthier body composition."

"My hips don't just get wider from eating vegetables."

"You'd be surprised what stress reduction and hormonal optimization can do. Bodies adapt, Daniel." A brief pause. "Yours is adapting beautifully. I'll schedule a fitting."

She said it with such calm authority that I almost believed her. I wanted to believe her, because the alternative was too big to deal with — that my body was changing in ways diet and skincare couldn't possibly explain.

New clothes arrived by courier three days later. I opened the garment bag and laid everything across the bed.

The fitted shirt had darts at the chest. I stared at them. Darts were what women's shirts had — small tapered seams that shaped fabric around curves. These were subtle, almost invisible, but they were there. When I put the shirt on, it fit perfectly, skimming my torso and accommodating the slight fullness at my chest without a single pull at the buttons.

The trousers sat low on my hips — my new hips, the ones that curved out wider than they had any right to — and tapered down through the leg. They fit like they'd been cut specifically for the body I currently had, which they had been. That was the whole arrangement. Madame Vale measured me, my body changed, and new clothes appeared that made the changes invisible.

I looked at myself in her clothes and looked polished, tailored, right. I thought about the old jeans crumpled on the bedroom floor and the button-down with its straining chest, and those clothes already felt like they belonged to someone else.

I hung the old jeans back in the closet. I buttoned the darted shirt, pulled on the tapered trousers, and went to work. I told myself it was fine.
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I walked into Margaux's apartment knowing which wine to order and which fork to use, and none of that mattered because nobody was looking at my manners.

They were looking at me.

I noticed within the first five minutes. Margaux's gaze lingered when she kissed my cheek hello. Dominique studied me from across the table with her chin propped on her hand. Even Laurent, the one man in the group who usually ignored me completely, glanced up twice from his phone.

My skin was nearly flawless — I'd seen it in the mirror before we left and been startled by how smooth and even it looked, almost poreless. My eyes seemed bigger, though I couldn't say why. And my lips had a faint shine from a "lip conditioning balm" Madame Vale had added to the regimen last week. I hadn't realized until tonight that it had a visible gloss.

Margaux tilted her head from across the table. "Honestly, Daniel, your skin is better than mine. What are you using?"

"Just this regimen my — it's a long story."

Dominique laughed. "He's giving face tonight."

Everyone laughed, including me, though I wasn't entirely sure it was a compliment. Then Camille's closest friend, Bea — two glasses of champagne in and never shy — squinted at me from the end of the table and said, "You know what, you kind of look like an Danielle."

The table erupted. Camille covered her mouth. Margaux nearly choked on her wine.

"No, I'm serious," Bea said. "Look at that face. That's an Danielle face, not Daniel."

I laughed and shook my head, but my face was burning. I waited for someone to move on, and nobody did. For the rest of the night, the name stuck. "Danielle, pass the bread." "Danielle, try this Sancerre." "Danielle, tell the one about the airport." They said it warmly, casually, like it had always been my name. And every time they did, their whole energy shifted. They weren't tolerating me. They were including me — leaning in, pulling me into conversations I'd never been part of before.

I should've corrected them. I should've laughed it off once and said my name was Daniel. But every time I opened my mouth to do it, I felt the warmth of being inside their circle instead of orbiting it, and the correction died in my throat. They liked Danielle. They'd never liked Daniel.

Camille watched all of it with an expression I couldn't quite pin down — her smile matched the room but her eyes stayed dark and focused, and she barely touched her wine the second half of the night.

She didn't speak on the drive home. She didn't speak inside the apartment either. She just pushed me back against the hallway wall and kissed me — hard, open-mouthed, her tongue against mine before I'd gotten my coat off.

Her hands went straight to my body. Not my shoulders, not my face — my waist, which her fingers nearly spanned now. She gripped my hips and pulled me into her, then ran her palms up my sides and over my chest, pausing where the slight swell beneath my shirt made her breath hitch.

"You were perfect tonight," she said against my mouth. Her thumb brushed across my nipple through the fabric and I flinched — not from pain but from how sharp the sensation was. My nipples had gotten sensitive over the past few weeks, tender and reactive in a way they'd never been before. She did it again, slowly, and I sucked in a hard breath.

She pulled me toward the bedroom without breaking the kiss.

I barely got my shirt off before she shoved me onto the bed and climbed on top of me. She was still in her dress, and she hiked it up around her thighs and pulled her underwear to one side. She was already wet — I could feel it when she ground down against my cock through my trousers, rocking her hips slowly while she pinned my hands above my head.

"Keep them there," she said.

She undid my belt and pulled my cock free, wrapping her fingers around it while her gaze traveled down my body — my face, my chest, the narrower line of my torso. Her pupils were blown wide. She looked at me like she was seeing someone she'd been waiting for.

She sank down onto me in one slow motion and we both groaned. She was soaking wet and tight and the heat of her made my hips buck up to meet hers. She pressed my wrists harder into the mattress and started riding me — slow rolls at first, then harder, faster, until the headboard was tapping the wall.

I couldn't touch her. She wouldn't let me. All I could do was lie there and watch — her breasts bouncing under the dress she hadn't bothered to take off, her lips parted, her eyes locked on mine with an intensity that was almost reverent. She rode me like she was staking a claim, like every inch of my changed body was hers.

I came so hard my vision blanked. She followed seconds later, clenching tight around me, her nails biting into my wrists, a raw sound tearing out of her that I'd never heard before.

She collapsed onto my chest and stayed there, breathing hard. I could feel her heartbeat against my skin.

After a while, she lifted her head and traced my jawline with one finger — slowly, from my ear to my chin. The softer jaw. The one that didn't match the man she'd started dating two years ago.

"Madame Vale does good work," she said quietly.

I opened my mouth to say something back, but her eyes were already closed. Within a minute her breathing evened out and she was asleep on top of me, still in her dress, my cock still softening inside her.

I stared at the ceiling for a long time. The name Danielle sat warm and strange in my chest, and I couldn't make it leave.
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The apartment was quiet in a way it never was when Camille was home. No music from the kitchen, no heels on the hardwood, no voice calling from the other room to ask if I'd seen her keys. Just me and a silence that felt like something big was about to happen.

I'd been avoiding this. Not consciously — I hadn't told myself don't look in the mirror — but I'd been dressing quickly, showering with the lights dimmed, keeping my eyes on my phone while I brushed my teeth. Small evasions that added up to a wall between me and whatever was happening to my body.

I dropped my towel and stood in front of the full-length mirror in the bathroom. Forced myself to look. Really look.

My breath stopped.

The man I'd been six months ago was gone. Not fading, not softening around the edges — gone. My waist curved inward like it had been sculpted, narrowing into hips that flared out in a smooth, unmistakable line. My ass was rounder, fuller, the kind of shape I'd noticed on women my whole life and never once expected to see on myself. I turned slightly and watched the curve of it catch the light.

My chest had changed the most. There were swells beneath my nipples — small, soft, tender — and seeing them without a shirt made the reality land in a way it hadn't before. Madame Vale's fitted tops had hidden them in plain sight, built around them so seamlessly that I'd almost convinced myself they weren't there. But they were. Two slight, undeniable rises that moved when I breathed.

My skin was smooth everywhere. Nearly hairless. I ran my hand down my forearm and felt nothing but silk. My legs were the same. I couldn't remember the last time I'd needed to shave anything below my neck, and the absence felt permanent — like the hair had simply decided not to come back.

My face was the worst part. Or the best part. I couldn't decide which, and that indecision scared me more than anything else. My cheekbones were softer. My eyes looked bigger — the lashes thicker, the brows more arched than they'd ever been. My lips were full and flushed, slightly parted, and my hair fell past my jaw in waves that framed everything like a portrait. I looked beautiful. I looked like a woman who happened to have my eyes.

I reached up and touched my chest. The sensation jolted through me — a sharp, warm pulse that shot from my nipple straight down to my cock. I gasped and my hand froze there, cupped over the small swell, feeling the tenderness radiate outward. My nipples were darker now, slightly larger, and so sensitive that even the pressure of my own palm made my knees soften.

I did it again. Deliberately this time. I pressed my thumb across one nipple and watched my reflection flinch, watched my lips part, watched my stomach tighten. The arousal was immediate and confusing — not the familiar heat I'd always felt, but something wider, more diffuse, spreading through my whole chest and settling low in my belly.

I traced my waist with both hands, slowly, following the curve inward and then out over my hips. The body under my palms was foreign. These weren't my proportions. These weren't the angles I'd known for thirty-one years. But my hands fit the curves like they'd been waiting for them, and the shape felt — I didn't want to think the word, but it came anyway — right. It felt right in a way my old body never had, and that was the part that made my heart pound and my throat tighten.

Not the changes. The fact that I didn't hate them.

I stood there for a long time, hands on my hips, staring at a reflection that stared back with wide, uncertain eyes. Then I got dressed.

Madame Vale's latest delivery: a fitted top in soft charcoal that skimmed my chest without clinging, and slim trousers that sat low on my hips and followed the new line of my thighs. I pulled the top on and watched the fabric settle over my breasts — my breasts, because that's what they were now, small as they were — and smooth down a torso that tapered like a woman's.

I walked to the kitchen to make coffee, and caught my reflection in the hallway mirror as I passed.

The person looking back was someone between genders, leaning hard toward feminine. Soft waves of hair, full lips, a body that curved in and out under clothes designed to showcase exactly that. The sight sent a warm pulse through me that settled between my hips, heavy and liquid and unmistakable.

I looked away. Took two steps toward the kitchen. Then I stopped, turned around, and looked back.

She was still there. Or he was. Or whoever that was — standing in the hallway with flushed cheeks and parted lips and a body that didn't match a single memory I had of myself. I stared, and the person in the mirror stared back, and neither of us looked away.
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I'd been pacing the apartment for forty minutes by the time she got home. I'd rehearsed it a dozen ways — calm, furious, measured, loud — and none of them stuck because my hands wouldn't stop shaking.

She set her bag down and looked at me the way she always did after work, already half-smiling, already reaching for the wine. "How was your —"

"Something's wrong." My voice came out tight and thin. "Something is really wrong, Camille, and I need you to look at me."

Her hand froze on the cabinet door. She turned slowly.

I pulled my shirt up to my chest and held it there. The swells beneath my nipples — small but unmistakable, soft and round, rising and falling with my breath. Below them, my waist tapered inward and my hips curved out to fill the trousers Madame Vale had sent last week. Trousers I'd never owned six months ago. Trousers that fit a body I'd never had.

"This isn't posture and skincare," I said. "Look at me."

Her face did something complicated, but the one thing it didn't do was register surprise. Her gaze moved over my chest, my waist, my hips, and her expression tightened — not with shock but with the look of someone whose secret had just walked into the light.

"You knew," I said.

She closed her eyes for a second. Then she nodded.

"Not at first." Her voice was careful, steady. "I sent you there for the same lessons I had when I was younger. Table manners, conversation, how to hold yourself in a room. I didn't know she'd — I didn't know what else she was doing."

"When did you find out?"

"A couple months in. Your hands looked different. Your face was getting softer and I couldn't figure out why. I called her and asked."

"And?"

"She said the finishing process addresses the whole person." Camille's jaw tightened. "I pushed harder. She told me what was in the supplements. What the treatments were actually doing. Not every detail, but enough."

The kitchen went very quiet. I could hear the refrigerator humming, the distant sound of traffic, my own pulse hammering in my ears. I let my shirt drop.

"You could have pulled me out," I said.

"Yes."

"That day. That same day, you could have told me everything and pulled me out."

"Yes."

"Why didn't you?"

She looked at me — really looked, the way she had the night her friends called me Danielle, the way she had in bed when she'd pinned my wrists and ridden me until we both fell apart. Her eyes tracked down my body and back up, and I watched her pupils dilate.

"Because I liked what I was seeing," she said quietly. "Because my friends liked you for the first time. Because when I looked at you — this version of you — my heart rate doubled in a way it never did before."

"That's not a good enough reason."

"I know." She stepped closer. "And I think you know that if I'd told you two months ago, you would have stopped. You would have gone back to the old clothes and the old body and you would have been miserable at every dinner party for the rest of our lives."

"That was my choice to make."

"You're right. It was." She was close enough now that I could smell her perfume, the faint warmth of her skin underneath it. "But can you honestly tell me you hate what you see?"

I opened my mouth to say yes. The word sat right there on my tongue, ready and righteous and justified. But my body betrayed me before I could get it out. My nipples had tightened under my shirt the moment she'd stepped into my space — those oversensitive, tender, changed nipples that sent sparks straight down between my legs whenever anything brushed against them. My skin was flushed and hot.

My cock was stiffening against my thigh, which made no sense at all because I was angry, I was supposed to be angry, and instead I was standing in front of the woman who'd let this happen to me while my body responded to her closeness like it was begging for her hands.

"You're beautiful," she said. She reached out and touched my hip — just her fingertips, tracing the curve through my trousers. "You're beautiful, Daniel. And I think you feel it too, even if it scares you."

I grabbed her wrist but didn't push it away. My grip was softer than it used to be. My hand was smaller. Even the anger felt different in this body — less like a wall and more like a wave, something that crested and then pulled back to reveal everything underneath.

"What does she want me to become?" I asked. My voice cracked on the last word.

Camille stepped forward and cupped my face with both hands. Her palms fit against my softer jaw, her thumbs brushing my fuller lips, and she looked at me with an expression that was equal parts tenderness and hunger.

"What do you want to become?" she said.

I didn't answer. I couldn't. Because the honest answer was sitting in my chest like a fist, and if I said it out loud, everything changed. Her thumbs traced my cheekbones and her hips pressed against mine, and I felt the heat of her through both layers of clothing — her body against my narrower waist, her stomach against the slight swell of my breasts, her thigh pressing between mine where my cock was hard and aching and confused.

She kissed me. Soft, slow, her lips barely touching mine. An invitation, not a demand.

I kissed her back. And that was the answer we both already knew.

She didn't let go. She just turned and led me down the hallway to the bedroom, her fingers laced through mine, and I followed because I didn't have anything left in me that wanted to resist.

The closet door was already open. She'd planned this.

She reached past the rows of Madame Vale's tailored shirts and pulled out a garment bag I'd never seen before. She unzipped it and laid the contents across the bed with the careful precision of someone setting a table — a black dress, fitted and simple, with a neckline that would sit just below the throat. Next to it, a matching set of lingerie: a lace bralette in black, delicate and sheer, and a pair of panties in the same fabric. Both were sized for a body that curved the way mine did now.

"These aren't from Madame Vale," I said.

"No." She smoothed the dress flat against the duvet. "I picked these myself."

"When?"

"Last week." She looked up at me. "I want to see you in them."

My stomach dropped and tightened at the same time. I stood there at the edge of the bed, staring at the lace and the black fabric, and my cock thickened against my thigh even as my face burned hot with embarrassment. She watched that happen — watched me get hard at the sight of women's lingerie laid out for me — and her lips parted slightly.

She stepped forward and took the hem of my shirt. Slowly, the way Madame Vale did during fittings, except Madame Vale had never looked at me like this. Camille peeled the fabric up over my stomach, past my chest, and pulled it over my head. She dropped it on the floor and stared.

Then she leaned in and pressed her lips to the swell of my left breast.

The sound I made was embarrassing — a sharp, breathy gasp that came from somewhere deep in my chest. Her mouth was warm and soft against the sensitive skin, and when her tongue grazed my nipple I grabbed her shoulders to keep my knees from buckling. She kissed across to the other side and did the same thing, slower this time, her lips closing around the nipple and sucking gently until I was shaking.

She knelt down and undid my trousers. Pulled them down my legs with my boxers and I stepped out of them, naked, hard, trembling in front of her while she looked up at me from her knees. Her eyes moved over my body — the narrow waist, the flare of my hips, my cock jutting out above thighs that were softer and smoother than any man's should be.

She picked up the panties and held them open at my feet. I stepped in. She slid them up my legs, her fingertips trailing along my calves, my inner thighs, and I sucked in a breath when the lace reached my cock. She settled the waistband on my hips and adjusted the fabric, and the feeling made me dizzy — delicate lace stretched tight over my erection, the head of my cock pressing against the sheer material, the friction of it sending tiny shocks through me every time I shifted my weight.

The bralette came next. She stood up and reached around me, her breasts pressing against my chest while she clasped it at my back. She pulled the straps up over my shoulders and settled the cups over my breasts, adjusting the lace with her fingertips until it sat right. The fabric grazed both nipples and I bit my lip hard enough to taste copper. Every nerve in my chest was lit up, the lace dragging across the sensitive tips with each breath, and my cock pulsed against the panties.

Then the dress. She lifted it over my head and I raised my arms and let her guide it down. The fabric slid over my shoulders, over the bralette, caught for a second on my hips, and then settled into place. She smoothed it down with both palms, following every curve — chest, waist, hips, thighs — and the dress hugged all of them like it had been tailored for exactly this body.

She turned me toward the full-length mirror and stood behind me, her hands on my waist, her chin just above my shoulder.

I looked like a woman. A beautiful woman in a fitted black dress with soft waves framing her face and full lips and wide, startled eyes. Every curve was on display — my breasts filling out the neckline, my waist nipping in, my hips rounding out the skirt. And at the front, a faint but unmistakable bulge that ruined the illusion and somehow made the whole picture more obscene.

Camille's hand slid down from my waist and pressed flat against that bulge.

"This is you," she said against my ear. Her palm ground slowly against my cock through the dress and I moaned — a sound that came out softer and higher than my voice used to make, almost feminine. "Not the man at those dinner parties. Not the Daniel they tolerated. This."

She pressed harder, rubbing the heel of her palm along my shaft through the layers of lace and fabric, and I rocked my hips forward into her hand. My reflection rocked with me — a woman grinding against another woman's hand, except for the rigid shape under the dress that gave everything away.

She turned me around and kissed me, deep and slow, her tongue sliding against mine while her hands gripped my ass through the fabric and pulled my hips flush against hers. I could feel the heat of her through her clothes. I could feel how badly she wanted what she'd made of me.

I kissed her back with my swollen lips and my soft jaw and my breasts pressed flat between us, and I stopped pretending I didn't want it too.

She pushed me backward onto the bed and I went down easy, the dress riding up my thighs as I fell. She climbed over me, one knee on either side of my hips, and grabbed the hem of the dress with both hands.

"Arms up," she said.

I raised them. She pulled the dress over my head and tossed it off the side of the bed, and then she sat back on her heels and looked down at me.

I was spread out beneath her in nothing but the black lace bralette and panties. My breasts rose and fell with each breath, the lace shifting against my nipples. My cock was straining against the panties, the head pushing the fabric taut, a dark spot forming where the tip pressed against the sheer lace. My hips curved against the white sheets. My waist dipped inward. My lips were parted and swollen from kissing her.

"God, you're perfect," she breathed.

She bent down and kissed my throat, then lower, following the line of my chest. She mouthed at my breast through the bralette, pressing her tongue against my nipple through the lace, and my hips bucked off the bed so hard I nearly unseated her. The sensation was blinding — wet heat and the rough drag of lace at the same time, and every nerve in my chest was wired directly between my legs.

She did it again, slower, circling my nipple with the flat of her tongue while the lace scraped against the sensitive skin. I gripped the sheets and made a sound that was somewhere between a gasp and a whimper. She moved to the other side and did the same thing, and my cock throbbed against the panties so hard I could feel my pulse in it.

She reached behind me and unclasped the bralette. Pulled it off and dropped it. My bare breasts were small but full enough to change shape when I breathed — rising, falling, the nipples dark and tight and aching. She closed her lips around one again and sucked, and I cried out, my back arching off the mattress.

She took her time. She licked and sucked and circled each nipple with her tongue, learning what made me arch and what made me whimper, alternating between gentle flicks and firm, deliberate pressure that sent shocks straight down to my cock. She bit down softly on one nipple and I grabbed her hair without thinking, pulling her closer, and the moan that came out of me didn't sound like my voice anymore.

Then she moved lower. She kissed down my stomach, over the curve of my hip, along the crease where my thigh met my groin. I could feel her breath through the lace, hot against my cock, and my hips tilted up toward her mouth on instinct.

She hooked one finger under the panties and tugged them to the side, pulling my cock free but leaving the lace stretched taut against my inner thigh. The contrast — cool air on my shaft and the scratch of delicate fabric against my skin — made me writhe.

She took me in her mouth. Warm, wet, her tongue sliding along the underside of my cock while one hand held the panties in place. She sucked slowly, deliberately, pulling back to run her lips over the tip before sinking down again. Between strokes she talked, her mouth close enough that I could feel the words against my skin.

"Do you know how long I've been picturing this?" Her tongue circled the head. "You, in my lingerie, with your gorgeous tits and your pretty face, spread out on our bed." She took me deep and I groaned, my fingers twisting in the sheets. "I'm so wet right now. I've been wet since I zipped that dress over your hips."

She pulled off before I could finish. I made a desperate sound and reached for her, but she was already sitting up, pulling her blouse over her head, unclipping her bra, shoving her skirt and underwear down in one impatient motion. Naked, she straddled me again, and I felt the slick heat of her against my shaft as she positioned herself.

She sank down onto my cock in one drop. We both groaned — her head fell back and my hands flew to her hips, gripping the curves of her while she adjusted to the stretch. She was soaking wet, hot, tight around me, and the visual was what undid every last wall I had left.

Camille, naked, riding me. Her hands sliding down to cup my breasts, her thumbs circling my nipples while she rolled her hips. My feminized body beneath her — narrow waist, curved hips, small breasts being squeezed by the woman I loved — wearing nothing but a pair of lace panties pulled to the side, my cock buried inside her.

She rode me hard. Her hips snapped forward and back, grinding her clit against me at the bottom of each stroke, her breasts bouncing, her fingers pinching my nipples hard enough to make me gasp. She stared down at my face the whole time — my flushed cheeks, my parted lips, my eyes that couldn't decide whether to close or watch her.

She came first. Her thighs clamped around my hips and she ground down hard, her whole body shaking, and the word that fell out of her mouth was the one that broke me open.

"Danielle."

She moaned it — low, raw, reverent — and something inside me cracked apart. I came so hard my vision went white and my hips drove up into her and the orgasm crashed through me in waves that felt like they'd never end. Every pulse of it was sharper than anything I'd felt before, radiating out from my cock through my hips and my breasts and my whole changed body, and the name on her lips made every wave hit twice as hard.

She collapsed onto my chest and I held her there, both of us shaking, both of us breathing like we'd just surfaced from deep water. Her cheek pressed against my breast. My cock softened inside her. The lace panties were still pulled to one side, damp and ruined.

Neither of us spoke. There wasn't anything left to say that our bodies hadn't already said.
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I woke up with Camille's leg hooked over my hip and lace panties twisted around one thigh. The sheets were wrecked — tangled, half-pulled off the mattress, still damp in places. There was a faint smudge of her lipstick on my neck, and the bralette was hanging from the bedside lamp where one of us had thrown it the night before.

Morning light came through the curtains in pale slivers. Camille was already awake, propped on one elbow, watching me. Her finger traced the curve of my hip — up the slope, over the crest, and down the other side — slowly, like she was memorizing the shape.

"You're staring," I said. My voice was rough with sleep.

"I know." She moved her hand up my side and drew slow circles around my nipple, barely touching. My breath hitched immediately. Even half-asleep, my chest responded to her — the nipple tightening, the skin flushing, a warm pulse spreading outward from the contact. She watched it happen with an expression that was equal parts tenderness and fascination.

"We should talk," she said.

"I know."

She pulled her hand back and tucked it under her cheek, giving me space. We lay facing each other on our sides, our knees touching, and the morning felt fragile in a way that made me want to handle it carefully.

"Madame Vale," she said. "Do you want to keep going?"

I didn't answer right away. I stared at the pillow between us and let the question sit there, turning it over the way I'd turned everything over in the weeks since the first fitting that didn't fit anymore. I thought about the dinner party, the way Margaux had leaned in like I was worth listening to. The nickname that had circled the table all night, warm and easy. The mirror in the hallway. The dress on the bed. The way my body had felt underneath Camille's hands — not wrong, not shameful, but like arriving somewhere I hadn't known I was going.

"Yes," I said.

She blinked. "Really?"

"Not for your friends." I rolled onto my back and stared at the ceiling. "Not to keep the peace at dinner or to make sure Margaux doesn't say something cutting when I'm not listening. For me."

The room got very quiet.

"When they called me Danielle," I said, "I felt this — I don't know how to describe it. Like something clicked into place. Like a lock I didn't know was there turned open and I could feel air getting in for the first time." I paused. "And in the mirror yesterday, when I was alone, I looked at myself and I didn't hate it. I looked at this body and I felt — relief. Like I'd been holding my breath for years and I finally exhaled."

Camille's eyes were wet. She didn't wipe them.

"And last night," I said, quieter now. "In the dress. The way it felt going on. The way you looked at me wearing it." My cock stirred faintly at the memory — her hands smoothing the fabric down my curves, her palm pressing between my legs, the word she'd moaned when she came. "I want more of that. I want to keep going."

She reached over and took my hand. "What do you want to be called?"

I thought about it. I thought about the man who'd used the wrong water glass at Margaux's dinner party, who'd told a joke that cratered, who'd sat in silence on the drive home feeling like he'd never fit anywhere. And I thought about the person her friends had pulled into their circle, the one they'd teased and included, the one who'd made Camille push me against a wall and ride me until we both came apart.

"Danielle," I said. "When I'm like this. When we're here."

She kissed me. I felt her smile against my mouth, warm and real, and my chest ached in a way that had nothing to do with the changes.

We talked about practical things after that, still lying in bed, still touching. The next dinner party — could I go as Danielle, or was that too much too fast? How much further could Madame Vale's process take me? What would happen to the parts of me that were still undeniably male — my cock, my shoulders, my voice?

"I'm scared," I told her.

"I know." She kissed my shoulder. "I'll be there for every step."

I got up eventually and went to the bathroom. Out of habit, I reached for my robe on the back of the door, but it was in the laundry. I grabbed Camille's ivory, silk one instead and shrugged it on. It fit. The shoulders sat right. The belt cinched at my narrower waist and the fabric draped over my hips and skimmed the swell of my chest. Six months ago it would have looked ridiculous on me. Now it looked like it was mine.

I stood at the bathroom mirror and studied the face looking back. Softer cheekbones. Bigger eyes. Full lips. Hair falling in waves past my jaw. A face that was still becoming something I was starting to love instead of fear.

Camille appeared behind me in the mirror. She wrapped her arms around my waist and rested her chin on my shoulder, and we stood there together — her body pressed against my back, her hands clasped against my stomach, both of us watching the reflection.

"Madame Vale called," she said. "Your next appointment is Tuesday."

I looked at us. Camille's arms around a waist that narrowed into hips that curved. A chest that was changing under a silk robe that finally fit. A face I was starting to recognize as mine.

I smiled. And the person in the mirror smiled back — not Daniel, not entirely Danielle, but someone becoming both and neither, someone I wanted to keep meeting.

"Tuesday works," I said.
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