

Sibling Rivalry

A Transgender Body Swap Novella

Cara Hart


Copyright Notice

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

Copyright 2025 Cara Hart

All Rights Reserved

Book Design

Book Design by Cara Hart

Cover Image © 2025 – innervision– DepositPhotos


Contents

Sibling Rivalry

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Cara Hart’s Newsletter

More Books by Cara


SIBLING RIVALRY

Fed up with his sister's rants about how hard her life is, Miles finally snaps at her, hoping she’ll take his advice and learn to finally chill out. Instead, he wakes up as a girl the next morning—and his crazy sister won’t turn him back until he admits she was right. Well, screw that. If she’s going to mess with him like this, then he’s going to spend the next week proving her wrong. Being a girl can’t be as hard as all that, surely?


Thrown into a glimpse of a life he’s never known, Miles soon finds himself in a whirlwind of shopping, attention and parties that he’s never even bothered with as a guy, but…well...it’s not all bad. And if he happens to catch the attention of the guy his sister has been obsessed with all year?


Well, she’s only got herself to blame.


This is a 50k word body swap transgender novella, featuring a guy suddenly thrown into a girl's body and discovering things about himself that he's never known. It contains feminization, experimentation and transgender themes, with some explicit moments.


Chapter One

“…and now, it’s like he won’t even look at me!”

Miles groaned as he entered the kitchen to the sound of his sister complaining, again.

“I just don’t know what I did wrong, you know?” Gemma continued from where she was sitting at the kitchen island, slumped over the counter top with her head half-buried in the crook of her elbow. Her other hand held the phone up to one ear, clutching it as if this was a matter of life-or-death. It seemed like everything was a matter of life-or-death for his sister these days.

“I just…I thought he really liked me,” she sniffled, making Miles scoff as he pulled a soda out of the fridge and popped it open. “It was going so well, you know, I’m sure it was…and now…now…ohh, it was so embarrassing, Katie. And everyone saw. I don’t know how I’m going to face going back to college next week…”

“Ugh…give me a break.” Miles muttered, cutting short his search for a snack and grabbing the slightly overripe banana from the fruit bowl instead. The sooner he was out of the kitchen and away from this drama-fest, the better.

“Hey!” Gemma raised her head enough to glare at him and he guessed he’d been louder than he’d thought. “Like you have a clue! No, sorry, not you, Katie—it’s my brother—” she said in a tone of disgust, adding another glare for good measure as Miles rolled his eyes at her, “he’s just being a dick—no, it’s okay, he’s just leaving anyway—oh—oh, okay then. I guess I’ll just catch you…right.”

She said the last with a glance at the phone, frowning slightly before she whirled on where Miles was edging out of the kitchen. “Now look what you did! She hung up on me!”

“What I did?” Miles snorted. “I imagine she got bored of hearing all that weeks ago. I know I did.”

“Nobody asked you to listen in, Miles—”

“As if I could get away from it? You’re always flouncing around the house at all hours of the day, wailing about one thing or another—”

“I don’t wail—”

“You are right now, Gem. Honestly, I have no idea what’s wrong with you these days but surely you have something better to do than all this—this—pathetic nonsense.”

“How dare you?!” Gemma stood abruptly, her upset lost in sudden outrage. “Like you know a thing about it!”

“Why would I want to? C’mon, shouldn’t you be working on your art project or doing something that actually means something instead of laying around gossipping about stupid college cliques and boys who don’t give a damn about you—”

“Benji does give a damn about me!”

“Yeah. Sure. If this is the guy I think it is, then no, Gem, he doesn’t,” he said, that comment only infuriating her more, but he was far too done with this conversation - with the whole situation - to let her cut in. “And you know what? It doesn’t matter! None of this matters! Who even cares about any of this?! You’re too damn smart to be this stupid over what some guy did or didn’t say to you, Gem.”

“I care about it! And it’s not stupid, it’s—it’s my life. You have no idea how stressful it is to go to college every day with everyone watching you—judging you—for what you do—or say—or wear—or who you talk to—or who talks to you—or—”

“Yeah, I go to the exact same college, remember? It’s only stressful because you make it that way.”

“It’s easy for you! All you have to do is mess around with your coding and hang out with the exact same guys that you’ve hung out with since you were five and kick the occasional football around. Nothing ever changes with guys—you do the same thing everyday and everything just glances off you. You have no idea what it’s like being a girl and having all these—these expectations of you.”

Miles scoffed again. “It’s got nothing to do with being a girl, Gem, it’s just about the kind of person you are. Quit blaming stupid stuff for your problems and you’d be fine, too.”

Gemma’s eyes narrowed at him as she started clicking her nails against each other the way she did when she was agitated about something. “You have no idea what you’re talking about. You wouldn’t last a day at that college as a girl, Miles.”

Miles snorted dismissively. “It wouldn’t make any damn difference and you know it. Now even if you don’t, I’ve got better things to do than listen to your latest set of hysterics, so if you’re not going to get your head out of your arse, will you please keep it to yourself from now on.”

“You really think that, don’t you?” Gemma’s eyes flashed with anger as she retorted. “Just standing there throwing insults around, like you’re so much better than me—”

“Yeah, well, right now? I am so much better than you, Gemma. Just look at what you’ve become, chasing after approval and popularity as if that was the only thing that mattered in the world.”

“If you could see what it was like you wouldn’t be so quick to judge, Miles.” Gemma said, and there was something odd in her voice—in her eyes—but he barely paid it any attention. There was plenty odd about Gemma these days, to his way of thinking.

“Whatever. This is stupid. I’m going upstairs.”

Miles turned and left the kitchen, refusing to let himself listen to whatever Gemma responded with so that the infuriating urge to have the last word wouldn’t keep him down there any longer. He’d already wasted too much time on this. His sister was crazy - had been ever since the start of college - and no matter what he said, it didn’t seem like that was going to change anytime soon. His best bet was to avoid her and ignore all the drama until she finally came to her senses.

If only Dad didn’t think that would take years.


Chapter Two

Miles didn’t see much of Gemma the next day. By the time he was up and about in the morning, she’d slunk off somewhere, and he was just glad he didn’t have to deal with anymore of her dramatics or - god forbid - the fallout from their fight. He figured she was probably avoiding him after the argument and the slightly harsh - although still deserved - way he’d insulted her in a futile attempt to get her to pull herself together, and that was the best result he probably could have asked for.

He spent the day working on his coding project while chatting intermittently with a friend over live chat and firing up a round or two of their favourite video game whenever he took a break. All in all, a pretty good Saturday with no sister-related-distractions, even if his Dad probably would have preferred it if he’d spent some time outside. The hypocrite. It wasn’t like he was around much to notice, anyway.

Gemma didn’t reappear until dinner, which was only shortly after Dad got back from the office, and he was too distracted preparing everything for his imminent business trip to notice the strange mood she was in. Instead of commenting on the way he and Gemma were pointedly not looking at each other, Dad dished up a quick and easy meal while running through the usual instructions for while he was gone yet again.

“Honestly, Dad, we know. It’s not like we haven’t done this hundreds of times already.” Gemma huffed, totally missing the way Dad stiffened up at the inference. It was true, of course, but he never liked hearing it.

“Yeah, we’re fine.” Miles added. “Anything comes up, we’ll call you.”

“You know I’m going to be away for the week this time, though, right? Have you got enough money? Groceries? A food plan?”

A week. Yeah, sure. So, a good chance it’ll be two, then.

“Pizza, nachos—”

“Nachos aren’t a meal, idiot,” Gemma muttered.

“Pie, burgers, takeout, chips, pizza again—I’m kidding.” Miles laughed at his Dad’s attempt at a scowl. “I’ll load up one of the dozens I’ve already made. Or, you know, we’ll wing it. We can take care of ourselves, Dad, you know that.”

He frowned back. “Okay, fine. But make sure you call me—”

“If anything comes up. Yep, got it.”

“And we’ll go out somewhere - do something nice, just the three of us - when I get back. I promise.”

“Sounds good, Dad,” Miles said, even though they weren’t stupid kids anymore and didn’t need to be bribed into these things. Hell, the promise of an empty house and minimal supervision was bribe enough in itself. They were old enough now that they didn’t need Dad to get someone to watch them anymore. Thank god. Miles hated having strangers or awkward-acquaintances in his house.

Apart from that, dinnertime conversation was minimal. Dad was distracted, Miles never volunteered much anyway, and Gemma seemed more subdued than usual. It was enough for Miles to wonder whether she really was thinking about some of the stuff he’d said and reconsidering things. From the narrowed glances he caught in his direction though, he somehow doubted it, but still - there was a chance, right? He’d take that.

Dad left to make his flight shortly after dinner, and Gemma shot him one last look before announcing, “I’m heading out.”

Miles raised an eyebrow at that - Dad almost certainly would have objected to her leaving this late into the evening - but he only shrugged, not saying anything. It was one of the benefits of them being left alone, after all.

“Don’t wait up,” she added, and Miles shrugged again. There was an odd glint in her eyes, but if she was trying to draw him into asking about her plans, it was going to fail miserably.

“See you tomorrow, then.”

“Yes…yes, I suppose you will,” Gemma smiled unexpectedly, and Miles blinked, but she was gone before he could ask what that was about. Not that he would have.

He shook his head as he headed back up to his room, dismissing it as just another case of Gemma being odd and thinking nothing more of any of it.

At least, until he woke up the next morning. As a girl.


Chapter Three

It took longer than it probably should have for Miles to notice what was different.

He woke up feeling a little odd, like something wasn’t quite right…like there was something slightly off about the way he shifted under the covers…but in the haze of waking up, it seemed more like a pulled muscle or unexpected stiffness or just some odd quirk of his body. Aches and pains he’d gotten used to during the occasional growth spurt or the odd changes puberty brought, even if he should be mostly past puberty by now.

He stretched as he lay there in bed, trying to ease whatever was wrong, but that only seemed to make it worse. It wasn’t until he got up, feeling oddly off balance as he did, and caught a glimpse of the mirror hanging on the other side of his room that he froze up completely. He felt his brow start to furrow in puzzlement…and watched in total confusion as the mirror image did the exact same thing. Except the mirror image…wasn’t…him.

Blinking, with a strange twisting feeling in his stomach, he took a step closer to the mirror. The mirror image copied him again.

What…?

He reached up to rub at his eyes—and that’s when he noticed his hands. His wrists. Or not his wrists, as was quite clearly the case. Tearing his gaze away from the mirror, he brought his hands out in front of him and just stared at the thin, delicate things he’d never seen before in his life, twisting them this way and that, touching them to check they really were…his…

Almost unbidden, his gaze darted back up to the mirror and took in his familiar green eyes, flecked with just a touch of brown, in a totally unfamiliar heart-shaped face. High cheekbones, full lips and waves of thick, curling dark brown hair.

“What. The. Hell.”

Miles muttered, watching that mouth form the words—then belatedly noticing the voice that had said them. Not his voice. Not his at all. He had never sounded so…soft…in his life. Soft and almost a little…sultry? Instead of the usual hoarse scratchiness he was used to first thing in the morning, this tone was sleep-roughened and…and…

“What. The. Hell.” He repeated, barely above a whisper this time. He wasn’t sure he wanted to hear that voice again. It didn’t make any sense.

Miles looked down at himself again, grabbing at the now very over-sized t-shirt he wore to bed and pulling it against his much slimmer waist, against his curves and oh god—stop looking! He averted his eyes automatically, instinctively, knowing just how creepy it was to try to sneak a look at some girl’s body—even if this girl—this body—this—ugh. There’d been talks about that—lots of them—and he’d never had the kind of confidence to be blatant about it the way some guys were, to make it a good thing, to be invited to, so he just…didn’t. He’d much rather not take the risk of someone thinking he was a creep.

So not looking was a whole lot more instinctive than looking and—you know what—maybe that was for the best, because this was crazy.

He was going crazy.

He blinked some more as he kept his gaze very firmly averted from glancing down, fixating on the face in front of him instead - not that that was exactly reassuring either - totally confused as to what was going on. His best bet was some kind of dream, or maybe he’d eaten something really dodgy last night and he was high or hallucinating or poisoned or…something. Shaking his head, he wandered out of the room in a daze, half looking to run into someone else just so he could confirm this was all in his head. His totally messed up, possibly-having-a-psychotic-breakdown head.

When he stumbled into the kitchen, he thought he’d never been more relieved in his life to see Gemma standing there making breakfast. It said something these days that he was pleased to see her.

At least…until she turned around to look at him.

He waited for one of two reactions: a barely-there morning grunt of acknowledgement for her least-favourite brother as usual, or screaming and yelling about the stranger in the house.

What he got instead was…

“Oh.” Gemma’s eyes widened slightly, and she gave him a quick look over before a small half-smile twitched at her lips. “Wow. That…that worked better than I thought it would.”

“What?” Miles asked, wincing as that still-wrong voice came out. Could she hear it too? Did he sound as weird to her as he thought he did, or…why wasn’t she freaking out?! “What worked…Gemma, what are you talking about? Look—can you…I mean, am I…umm…”

He had no idea how to say ‘do I look like a girl to you?’ but his concern over talking too much in this weird voice was quickly being subsumed by confusion over…everything else, and the strange gut-wrenching feeling that Gemma’s half-smile was giving him. He reached up to run a hand through his hair as he usually did in agitation, then scowled as it got caught and tangled in the long tresses, yanking it back down instead and staring at it in frustration.

“That.” Gemma said, waving towards him. Miles followed the gesture to glance down at himself again, before jerking his eyes back up once more, the scowl redoubling and—oh god, was that the start of a blush heating his cheeks?! “I didn’t think it would actually work, you know, but…hah. Looking good, Miles. I guess now you’ve got that chance to see just what it’s like to be in my shoes for once.”

“I—what?” Miles blinked at her, a distant roaring in his ears not quite managing to drown out his utter confusion. It sounded like she…like this…but this was impossible. It wasn’t actually happening. “You…” the dawning realisation was slowly creeping up on him, no matter how crazy it sounded, but his voice was still tinged with incredulity, “…did this?”

He gestured down to his body again, his gaze not following the gesture, still unable to actually put a voice to it—to what seemed to have happened to him. If he wasn’t seeing things. He still wasn’t convinced of that.

“Did I decide to call your bluff and see just how well you actually coped with being a girl? Yeah. I did.” Gemma’s voice reflected the smug triumph gleaming in her eyes, and Miles had the distant thought she was probably expecting something from him—an explosion, anger, any number of things he probably should be feeling right now—but he was still too caught up in numb, confused disbelief for any of it.

“You—but—what—wait, how?!” Miles spluttered. “This isn’t—it’s not possible.”

He shook his head. This couldn’t be real. It couldn’t actually be happening. Even he doubted Gemma was this crazy—and even if she was, this shit just…didn’t happen. None of this was even remotely possible. It must be a dream. He must still be dreaming, some crazy, crazy-ass dream. Really, he should be questioning his sanity if this was the stuff his mind was coming up with…

“That’s not important,” she shrugged casually, as if it wasn’t the crux of everything here. “What is important is that now you can put your money where your mouth is and finally see what college life is really like for me—if being a girl is so easy, then prove it.”

Miles stared at her. This was insane. It was official—his sister had finally gone off the deep end, and even worse—she seemed intent on dragging him with her. That was enough to finally kick-start him out of his haze of confusion and get his brain working again—and once it started, it was suddenly raging a-mile-a-minute as all the thoughts and implications crashed through him like a wave.

It didn’t even matter if he was getting worked up about some crazy dream anymore, because if this was real, if there was even a chance—shit.

“No, actually, Gemma—I think the how is what’s important here. And the what. What—what have you even done? You’ve—what—turned me into a girl?! This is insane. Have you thought about this at all? How exactly do you expect to explain this to Dad—to college—to anyone?! I can’t just suddenly be a girl, no one’s going to believe—that’s not—the world doesn’t work that way. How did you even—”

“Oh, relax,” Gemma scoffed, as if that was a reasonable thing to say right now. She gave him an irritated look, as if he was the one being unreasonable here. “Dad’s away this week, remember? I have thought about this.”

Miles fought down a slightly hysterical laugh at that. He didn’t know whether that made it better or worse.

“And when he gets back? What then? And college? What about—”

“We can say you’re sick this week,” she shrugged again, “wouldn’t be the first time one of us has skipped out while Dad’s not here to know any better, and while you’re in bed and out of the way, I’ll introduce everyone to my cousin who has come to visit. I’ve even got the forms to get our cousin in for a taster week at college, so, no problem. You won’t miss anything and you’ll finally get to see what I have to deal with.”

Blinking, Miles didn’t even try to decipher that insanity. He just picked out the important part.

“So, this is temporary then? It’s…just for this week? I’ll be…back to normal by the time Dad gets home?”

He still wanted to know how and it was almost impossible not to fixate on that. The part of him that itched to understand how things worked, to break things down into their component parts and build them all back up again, was scrambling desperately for an explanation, but right now, he’d take a solution.

“Weellll…”

“Gemma.” Miles’ gaze narrowed warningly, his voice dropping dangerously into a tone he’d never heard from himself before. Heh. He’d forgotten that girls can sound scary when they want to. Really, he probably should have jumped to threats and anger before now, but he was so stuck on understanding…

“It’s temporary,” she confirmed, with a smirk that had his stomach flipping unpleasantly despite the confirmation. “But it’s up to me when it ends. Don’t worry, though, brother mine—I’ll be happy to return you to your nice, easy life just as soon as you admit that you were wrong about mine and realise being a girl really is that much harder. I don’t imagine it’ll take long. A couple of days, maybe.”

Gemma’s smug expression was back tenfold, and she had that falsely-innocent tone that she seemed to think was appealing in some way, but always scraped Miles’ nerves raw.

“This is…Gemma, this is insane.” Miles shook his head, irritation taking over now that the panic was fading and he knew there was a way out of this whole ridiculous thing. “You can’t seriously expect me to go along with any of this. Just…just end this and be done with it and maybe I won’t tell Dad - or, you know, a psychiatrist - and rain all hell down on you.”

He wouldn’t anyway, he knew, but hopefully she didn’t realise that. There was no way anyone was going to believe him about this - he’d be the one locked away with a psychiatrist if he tried saying anything. Hell, Miles himself still didn’t believe it and he was neck-deep in the middle of it.

“So you’re admitting you can’t hack it already, then?” Gemma asked, her brows arching expectantly as she challenged him in that way that always got his back up. “I must admit, I thought you’d last longer than this, at least. I thought it’d take getting into college for you to realise you can’t handle half the shit I do. I was so looking forward to watching that hit you…still, if that’s what you want, dear cousin…just admit you were wrong. Admit my life is way harder, apologise and. Stop. Fucking. Judging. Me. It’s as simple as that.”

“I’m not your cous—” Miles cut himself off with a growl that sounded totally wrong to his ears, drawing up short at the way-too-superior smile sitting on her face. “No way, Gemma. There’s no fucking way I’m apologising to you after you did something like this to me. Are you crazy?! If anything, this just proves—”

Gemma’s smile somehow turned even more satisfied as she cut him off with a flounce. “Well, too bad then, cousin. Let me know when you change your mind.”

Then she turned and strutted out of the room before he had a chance to form sentences out of his outraged spluttering. He clenched his fists as he spun around and stared after her, barely restraining himself from charging after her as anger—and something else coursed through him. The desire to wipe that smug smirk off her face.

Damn it all, he didn’t want to play her game, but there was no way he was going to chase after her and just give her what she wanted, either. Worst case scenario, he was stuck like this for a week. She would have to change him back by then, or Dad would lose his shit. He could do this for a week, worst come to worst.

It would be worth it just to prove her wrong. Just to wipe that smug grin off her face.

It wasn’t like it was as hard as she kept making out—it was just stupid. And, alright, maybe having eighteen years of experience very much not being a girl would no doubt bite him in the ass at times, but he could get on with shit - go to college, work on his projects, avoid people - no problem. What difference did it really make, except that he wouldn’t be able to see his friends on account of being ‘sick’?

That thought irritated him all over again. Dad was away; this was the perfect week for kicking back and doing whatever, and Gemma had to ruin the whole thing. Damn her.

Yeah. No way was he rolling over and letting her win.

Hell, if he was going to do this, maybe he’d make her regret it while he was at it. Beat her at her own game.

Wouldn’t that be something?


Chapter Four

After making his resolution, Miles retreated back to his bedroom to…investigate the whole situation further.

It felt just as weird as earlier to stand in front of the mirror and see someone else entirely looking back, but now that the panic and stomach-lurching feeling of what the hell had passed - now that he had some answers, at least - it at least wasn’t accompanied by an existential crisis. Instead it just felt…foreign.

Nothing like an argument with Gemma to have him facing this with grim determination instead of the horror he probably should feel.

Miles brought his hand up with deliberate resolve to slowly poke at his cheek, jerking back when it actually connected and watching the image in the mirror the whole time, as if it was some strange exhibit. Which it kind of was.

Next, he found himself tracing the contours of this new face with his fingers, running them over the high cheek bones and delicate features of his face, following his brow down to his jaw and across his small, pointed nose. If he squinted hard - really squinted - he thought he could make out some echoes of his own features in some of the lines there. Maybe. Or maybe it was just wishful thinking. And squinting made him look funny, too.

With a groan, the gentle tracing quickly became scrubbing his hands over his face and blinking hard, somehow expecting to see something different in the mirror when he looked back up. Even if his conversation with Gemma made it very clear that wasn’t going to happen, it was still hard to really believe it.

Grimacing in annoyance, he forced himself to move on. He was never going to get used to this if he kept lingering on that. Instead, he pulled at the now-very-oversized t-shirt he’d worn to bed as he tried to stop himself looking too closely at the body beneath. That still felt awkward as anything. The t-shirt had slipped down one shoulder and now hung to mid-thigh, just about covering the very-loose boxers underneath and—

Miles paused as his eyes flicked downward almost against their own will, to his very bare legs, and he realised he’d essentially paraded himself around half-naked in front of his sister. Not something he’d thought about when he almost bolted out of his room wondering what the hell was going on. He bit his lip in sudden embarrassment and then blinked as that looked different too—kind of cute, actually. Which was a weird thought. It was nothing like the unflattering, awkward-looking habit he had as a guy, anyway.

God damn it, are you just going to stare at the differences in the mirror all day?

With a sigh, Miles sank onto the bed and ran his hand over his face again. He wasn’t sure if this was even helping. Sure, it might save him from a double-take if he walked past a mirror somewhere, but he wasn’t sure anything would be enough to get him used to this. It had worked better when he’d just marched out of here and started talking to - or, you know, arguing with - Gemma. Then he’d barely noticed that his voice sounded different, or how different he probably looked when he was angry now…

Maybe he should stop trying to get used to it and just ignore the changes as best he could. He had way more to think about and work out today if he was really going to go through with this. How he looked in the mirror now was probably the least of his concerns, at least beyond the simple shock value.

Sighing again, Miles got to his feet with a grunt and a pointed glance away from the mirror to turn towards his dresser—and almost immediately realised the flaw in that plan when he pulled out another oversized t-shirt and glanced down at himself with a grimace.

Right.

The changes were more than…aesthetic. They were impractical too. And…more than a little uncomfortable, as well.

Miles’ discomfort with the idea of what was underneath the clothes returned tenfold as it hit him that he wasn’t going to be able to get away with just ignoring them entirely if he was going to be changing, and therefore undressing, or even showering—

Oh my god. Showering.

The embarrassed mortification that swept over him in a rush came with a wave of heat that he was sure coloured every part of his newly sensitive complexion, but he didn’t risk the glance at the mirror to check. He was too busy having a minor panic attack at the idea of showering.

“Okay, okay…” Miles muttered to himself, pacing abruptly from the sudden jitters that had overtaken him. “This isn’t going to work.”

He couldn’t entirely ignore what had happened to his body - and he was going to have to get to grips with it enough to not freak out about standard, daily activities. It was just that he hadn’t ever…well, seen a female body before. Let alone touched it or…or…anything else. Not in real life, anyway.

He’d have never guessed that the first one he’d see would be, well, his own.

Ugh. Yet another reason to get mad at Gemma all over again.

For one brief moment, he considered giving up—going to her and saying to hell with all this—but then the anger at her for even putting him in this position surged again and he spun back to glare at the mirror with a snarl on his face, determined all over again. The face that looked back at him was still different, a strange female mirror of his usual pissed off reflection, but twisted up like that, he thought he saw something he recognised in the glint of the angry eyes.

“Okay. Fine. You can do this.” Miles muttered, staring himself down in the mirror. “It’s your body. It’s not…weird…to look at it. And…no one will ever know, anyway.”

He was going to have to get comfortable enough with it that simply glancing down and seeing the outline of breasts in his t-shirt didn’t cause him to stutter in awkward embarrassment around other people, at least. And ideally, taking a shower without dying of mortification would be good, too.

Unfortunately, Miles could think of only one way to do that.

Exposure.

Steeling himself, Miles muttered a few more words of encouragement before finally ripping off the t-shirt in a manner very akin to the way he would have a bandaid.

With his eyes scrunched closed, he took a few deep breaths to settle the odd mix of anxiety and anticipation churning through him, before finally opening them and daring a glance in the mirror. His gaze almost immediately rebounded away on instinct, before being drawn back almost subconsciously.

Oh my god.

His eyes went wide - he could feel it happening - as he got his first look at real, live breasts, right in front of him. Almost unbidden, his hands came up to cup them and he gasped out in the next moment as he felt it happen. Oh damn, this was too strange. Too strange, but…impossible to resist nonetheless. They were…very nice breasts. Not that he really knew any different, but, ohh…that was nice.

Wow. Squeezing them felt even better than it looked—even better than he could have imagined.

He wasn’t sure whether it was the feeling of them in his hands, squeezing them, or the feeling of the breasts themselves being squeezed more, it was too hard to tell, but all of a sudden a wave of heat swept through him and—shit.

He jerked his hands away in an instant. What the hell was he doing?!

It’s just…they were breasts. And they were right in front of him. And he couldn’t look away and—oh damn, this was going to be harder than he thought. Although, very much not for the reasons Gemma thought, unless she also—

Okay, bleugh. Yuck. No. No, no, no.

The thought of his sister was enough to send ice crashing back through his veins, a wakeup call he very much needed as he finally tore his gaze away from his chest and took a few deep breaths.

A sudden strange sense of gratitude swept through him that no one else had been around to see him completely lose his mind over his first sight of naked breasts—and then a conflicting sensation of loss, that no one else had been here to share it with. He’d never thought that this experience would be something he’d have with, well, himself. The idea that Gemma had taken that away from him—

With a growl, he cut off that line of thought. He had no idea how the hell to feel about any of it, but it was done now. He couldn’t do anything about it one way or the other, so he shoved the confusing mix of how he might feel about it away. It didn’t matter. Best to just focus on what he could control.

Somewhat warily, he brought his attention back to his reflection again and forced himself to look beyond just the breasts, at the rest of his body, too. At least, whatever that whole weird—thing—had done for him, he no longer felt quite so uncomfortable looking at…himself. It felt more like his body now, instead of some random girl it was wrong to look at, after touching it—

Miles cut that thought off as a tinge of heat spread from his chest up and over his face—was that a blush? Was he blushing?! God help him. He shook his head, but noted with some satisfaction that instead of that being distraction-worthy enough to send him down a whole spiral of feeling odd, it was now just a passing thought. Maybe he was getting used to this insanity, after all.

Hesitantly, he brought his hands up, although he avoided his breasts this time—and wasn’t that a weird thought, his breasts?!—and instead skimmed them over his sides, following the curves as they narrowed at his stomach and then widened again at his hips, running them across his stomach for a moment. That all felt nice too, but he ignored that slightly distracting thought as he tried to focus on matching up what he was seeing with what he was touching.

It was a nice body, he thought. Not that he claimed any ability to judge - pretty much any female body under a certain age looked good to him - but still…he thought this was probably a good one. He supposed it didn’t really matter. It was odd enough that he was spending more time looking at this body in the mirror than he ever had his own, but he supposed it had some novelty value.

Yeah… he thought as his eyes slid down it again, novelty value. That’s it.

Miles shook his head to stop himself from staring at his reflection with an appreciation that was probably decidedly odd considering it was himself, and paused as his fingers caught on the over-sized boxers still trying to cling onto his hips. They looked out of place on his otherwise naked body and…well…quite ugly, if he was honest. A bit worn and off-colour. Baggy and sagging. He’d never really paid attention before - why would he? - but…yeah. He supposed they might have looked okay on his normal body, but they didn’t suit this one at all. Which was maybe why they didn’t sell boxers to women, he guessed.

“Stop procrastinating.” Miles shook his head in irritation at himself.

Then he took a deep breath, chewing at his lower lip again, and finally hooked his fingers in the boxers to slip them off and finally see himself totally buck-naked.

That was—well, that was distracting too. In quite a different way from the sudden reveal of breasts, oddly enough.

His first response was a stomach twisting panic of where the hell is my dick?!

Somehow, he hadn’t quite anticipated the raw gut-wrenching feeling of losing that member, nor just quite how important it was to him. Miles even grabbed for the empty air where it should be, then jerked his hand back when he realised he might accidentally touch…well, himself down there.

“Temporary…” he reminded himself, “it’s all just temporary. It’s okay…”

Then he groaned and took another few breaths, trying to calm down. This was stupid. He’d known it wouldn’t be there.

Instead, what was…was a neat little patch of hair. He probably should have expected that too, even though he somehow…hadn’t—and when he glanced down at his legs again, he realised they were hairy as well. Made sense. It wasn’t like he ever shaved as a guy.

Miles recognised his mind trying to fixate on the little details, the logic, as a way to deal with this, and he let it do so before finally bringing his focus back to his groin—slowly adjusting to the lack thereof. The idea of what was under that patch of hair was a little bit enticing - prurient curiosity more than anything, he thought - but he wasn’t sure he could really bring himself to…explore. The breasts had been accidental, and almost inescapable, but despite his curiosity - and, okay, a little bit of interest - the sense of trepidation at whatever was down there was far stronger.

Miles did briefly run his fingers over the hair there though, surprised at the coarse texture of it and the sudden thrill of anticipation that ran down his spine at being touched near there, but the disconcerting sensation of it very much not being his cock was enough to dissuade him from anything further.

Instead, Miles took another long few looks at his reflection in the mirror and figured this had been a good enough attempt to get used to the body he was temporarily inhabiting. Enough that most of the embarrassment and awkwardness had been blunted, at least.

Now…he just had to figure out what to wear: a task that was monumentally more difficult than he’d ever found it in the past.

It quickly became apparent very few of his current clothes would now fit him, and this whole thing was never going to work with his current wardrobe. He figured he could probably borrow some of Gemma’s clothes, since he guessed they were around the same size now and this was all her fault anyway, but the idea of going to her turned his stomach right now. He could still feel his anger over this whole situation and their earlier argument simmering in his veins and he wasn’t sure he could face her right now without exploding again. Like hell he was going to ask for her help.

Which left…not a lot, honestly.

He sighed as he figured he was going to have to go shopping today, if he was really going to go through with this…

Which you are, he firmed up in his mind yet again. He needed to stop second guessing it. He’d already come this far…and he didn’t go through all of this to back out now. It only took the thought of going to Gemma and having to apologise - to say he was wrong about something he clearly wasn’t - to bolster his resolve again.

Still, you don’t have to go to college. You could say you’re sick, and actually stay home. Hide here until Dad comes home and Gemma has to undo it all…

That thought was a lot more tempting, and he sat down for a moment to consider it. He didn’t have to follow the path Gemma had laid out—he could avoid everyone until she had to end this anyway, and that was probably the sensible thing to do.

It wouldn’t be as satisfying as beating her at her own game, though— and actually, now that he thought about it, knowing Gemma, he wouldn’t put it past her to stage a house party or invite a load of friends over for the week in some stupid attempt to prove her point.

Sighing, he shook his head again. Gemma’s taunts rang in his head and he knew that he was going to do this. He was committed and he’d never been one to back down from a challenge, even one as crazy as this.

Which meant…he was shopping. Oh joy.


Chapter Five

In the end, Miles managed to scrape together an outfit that was sort of passable from the clothes he had.

He’d found the smallest t-shirt he owned stuffed in the back of a drawer, no doubt because it had become too small for him normally, and although it still didn’t fit great, at least it wasn’t constantly slipping off one shoulder or look like a sack hanging off him. Then he’d had the bright idea to tie a knot in the front of it, like he’d seen some girls do, and although it wasn’t at all the right type of t-shirt for it, it still looked better. Certainly better than the sweatpants he’d settled on, anyway.

Initially, he’d thought a pair of too-big jeans might simply look baggy, with a very tight belt to hold them up…except his belt wasn’t nearly small enough for his new waistline and he couldn’t keep them up long enough to even judge how they looked. So instead, he’d opted for the stretchiest material he could find and the sweatpants just about held up. He’d also had to roll up the hems into a bulky mess over his ankles and he wouldn’t be surprised if he was subtly holding them up by the time he made it to an actual shop, but…it was probably the best he could do. It would be awkward, no doubt, but hey…it wasn’t like anyone was going to recognise him if he did make a fool of himself.

Just in case, he added a cap at the last minute. Nothing too identifiable as belonging to Miles, just a plain black thing. Same for the rucksack he slung over his back - it was the almost-brand-new one from the back of his cupboard, the kind he had never used after being given it years ago since his favourite was falling apart, because the worn one was just so much more comfortable and familiar. This one was too stiff, but hey, right now it was probably the least uncomfortable part of the outfit, so he doubted he’d even notice.

Then he left before he could second-guess himself too much more, and looked around cautiously as he made his way to the front door. The last thing he wanted was to run into Gemma on the way out and have to deal with any of her commentary or ridicule on his outfit.

Fortunately, from the pop music playing in her room, she had obviously retreated back into her own world after that dramatic proclamation this morning, no doubt hoping he’d come crawling to her in one form or another. Less fortunately, he realised another issue as soon as he went to automatically slip on his usual trainers.

Of course. Those too.

Miles sighed. He had a feeling this week could end up being a lot more tedious little inconveniences than terrible, horror-filled revelations. Although…thinking back to the moment he slipped he boxers off earlier, maybe it would be both.

Miles frowned down at his shoes by the door for a few moments, before finally shrugging and reaching for a pair of converse Gemma rarely wore, from the unnecessarily large pile shoes she kept by the door. They probably weren’t exactly the same size, but it would be a whole lot closer than his own shoes, and if she ended up pissed that he’d taken them…well, it served her right.

After that, he left without any further complications, although as he headed for the bus stop at a slightly ungainly walk - between the pinching converse and trying not to move in a way that would have the sweatpants falling down, he probably looked pretty stupid - he mentally added shoes to his list of things to buy, with yet another sigh.

This was getting expensive.

The idea of buying clothes - and shoes, damn it - that he would only wear for one week and then never again rankled, as this was such a stupid thing to waste his money on, but he resolved to make it as cheap as possible. A mass-market, bargain department store would give him the basics cheaply enough, and it wasn’t like he needed more than that—just clothes that fit to last the week.

Those thoughts distracted Miles well enough that it wasn’t until he was approaching the bus stop - where other people were clearly waiting - that it occurred to him that he was outside.

As a girl.

Other people would see him…as a girl.

A slight tremor of uncertainty slid over him at the thought, that disconcerting feeling of dissonance between who he was and what he appeared to be flaring up again at the idea of how others were probably perceiving him, but he just let it sit while he took a few deep breaths, and reminded himself that there was something freeing in anonymity, too.

They might have all the wrong ideas about him, but none of this would actually affect Miles’ life, so…it didn’t matter.

None of this matters. Just get through the week.

He tucked his cap a little further down to cover his face anyway, feeling embarrassed about the state of his appearance even if it wasn’t really him, and was grateful when most people seemed content to ignore him. Thankfully, the people on the bus were largely the same and he swiped his card before making his way to a seat near the back without issue, dropping his backpack on the seat next to him to ensure some personal space.

The journey passed easily enough and he was relieved when he finally got off at the high street; the close proximity of so many other people was unnerving despite his best efforts. He didn’t think anyone was really looking at him, but he’d still felt the hairs on the back of his neck standing up just at the idea. He was slightly aware that he had no real idea how to behave like a girl if anyone approached him, and while it really shouldn’t be an issue - he was who he was and there was no reason a girl couldn’t act however he usually did - he was also slightly worried he’d end up getting far too in his head about the whole thing, which was the opposite of what he wanted to prove to Gemma.

Stop over-thinking it. Just get on with this.

Miles made it off the bus without prompting anymore interest than when he’d boarded it and he was belatedly grateful for the mismatched outfit as he was pretty sure his ratty appearance discouraged anyone from looking too closely. The pinching on his shoes was getting pretty bad now, but his embarrassment at the idea of interacting with anyone looking like this - not to mention the mild concern of his sweatpants falling down - meant that clothes were the first priority.

He walked into the large bargain-basement of the nearest cheap department store, grabbing a basket on the way and forcibly redirecting himself away from the mens’ section he automatically started walking towards, turning around and instead making his way to the middle of the store…only to quickly start realising just how out of his depth he was.

There were. So. Many. Clothes.

He wasn’t even sure he knew what half of them were, let alone how to wear them, and when he walked over to what should have been a table lain with simple, plain, boring t-shirts he could have grabbed and left with, he was confronted with descriptions of cuts and fits, different lengths of sleeves, different length of t-shirt itself - surely, that should only be a pants thing - and the sizes—the sizes made no damn sense at all!

Whatever happened to small, medium or large?! What do these numbers even mean? Inches? Around which part? And how the hell do they expect anyone to follow such convoluted—

Cutting himself off forcefully, Miles took a deep breath and then just started grabbing different sizes, cuts, options, all of it. He could work this out in the dressing rooms instead of standing around in the middle of the store looking like he’s about to have a panic attack over clothes of all things.

Miles didn’t stop grabbing different t-shirts all the way to the changing room, in fact, suddenly not at all confident he was going to find anything that fit, or worked, or made sense in any way, without a large enough sample size. When the basket was almost full, he suddenly realised he really should have some form of pants to try everything on with, or he’d be stuck trying to hold up sweatpants at the same time, or just naked waist down, which…yeah.

The jeans he had every intention of buying looked just as intimidating as the t-shirt selection though - if not more so - with all their different shapes and types and fits, and as he was passing a stand of leggings, he deviated towards them instead. They, at least, only had the nonsensical size numbers - and no, even despite mens’ jeans being measured in inches, these couldn’t be, because there was no way he was eight or ten inches around the waist, nor did he know a girl who was! - and not a million different other options.

Miles grabbed a few different sizes of those, and then finally found himself in the queue for the dressing rooms, holding a basket that weighed far too much. It wasn’t until he got to the front that that became a problem though, when the attendant took one look inside it and blinked.

“The limit is ten items. Do you…need to try all of this?” she asked, the scepticism obvious in her voice.

Miles looked back down at his basket, filled to the brim with who-knew-how-many-items and felt an echo of the earlier panic fluttering in his chest. He absolutely did need to try all of them, but Miles couldn’t even entirely blame her for the misgiving—he basically never tried anything on, on the rare occasion he bought clothes normally. He already knew his size, and bought clothes entirely based on if they had a design or pattern he liked, and most of those he bought online. It made sense most girls would do the same.

“I…ah…” Miles started, flustered, which wasn’t helped at all as he noticed the attendant’s attention had switched to eyeing up what he was wearing now. He could almost see the realisation that maybe he is exactly that clueless echoing in her eyes, and almost groaned.

“Well—my—my suitcase got left behind,” he tried, stumbling over trying to find some kind of excuse, “so I don’t really have…anything. I’m—I’m actually borrowing my cousin’s clothes right now and, as you can probably see, we’re not exactly…the same size.” Miles continued, gaining in confidence the closer his explanation gets to the truth, and even giving her a grimace that he doesn’t have to fake at all. This whole situation is mortifying enough to need no help at all.

It seemed to be working too, as her expression slowly shifted from a poorly hidden distaste to slightly horrified sympathy, so he kept going.

“So, is there any way at all I could try a…ah, well, okay, quite a lot more than ten items? I need enough clothes to last me the week and…ah…well, I just hate buying anything without trying it on first, and then you had all these options I don’t get in my hometown so I just thought…” Miles said, fully aware he’s pretty much babbling now as he tries to channel the diatribes he’s heard from Gemma about clothes over the years—and he guessed Gemma’s opinions must be common enough among girls, because the attendant’s face finally softened and she glanced around while biting her lip slightly.

“Oh, well…that does sound awful. I suppose we could maybe…it would probably be alright if you left your backpack with me behind the counter, I suppose.”

“Really? That’s amazing, thank you so much.” Miles said immediately, not having the fake the relieved grin that overtook him either. The sooner he got out of this slowly lengthening queue and to a booth no one could see him in, the better. He shrugged off his backpack, pulled out his wallet from it, and handed it over before taking his basket into one of the stalls.

Once inside, he just sat down for a minute, starting to feel just as lost looking at the overflowing basket of clothes as he did when confronted with all the choices out there.

“Right…one step at a time, I guess. Leggings first.”

Miles discarded his current clothes with relief - one good thing about this, at least - and hesitated over the boxers. Damn, right, he needed underwear as well. Great. Until then, he guessed he’d have to leave the boxers on. Groaning slightly at the weird look it created in the mirror, he started sorting through the simple, black leggings he’d picked up anyway, figuring he’d start with the largest size first. Less risk of tearing something that way.

That turned out to be…a slightly ludicrous decision, as it turned out that even stretchy, skin-tight fabric could sag embarrassingly when it was a size eighteen. It wasn’t quite as over-sized as his normal clothes, but somehow managed to look worse. At least that narrowed his options, and within a few more attempts, he settled on a size ten as comfortable and easy enough to pull on, while flattering his new body instead of pushing it into uncomplimentary shapes.

All this also led to the somewhat surprising discovery that Miles actually had a bum now. A nice, perky looking bum, that the leggings highlighted in a…slightly distracting way. He guessed there was a reason girls chose all those skin-tight clothes. They did look good in them.

Almost a pity you’re just looking for a simple, basic pair of jeans…

He shook that thought off almost as soon as it formed. He wasn’t here to admire himself in the mirror or to play dress-up with his temporarily female body. He wasn’t buying into any of this insanity - he was simply here because he needed clothes for a week. Practicalities, that was all.

Which meant the cheapest set of t-shirts that looked acceptable, a pair of jeans and incidentals like underwear.

Of course, it was a resolution that became much harder to stick to once he started trying on all the different t-shirts and tops he’d picked up. There were so many of them, for one, and for the other…well, they looked good. Some of them. Surprisingly good. And Miles found himself…well, he’d thought he wouldn’t have a clue, and he didn’t really - these were just basic tops, none of the complicated stuff girls usually wore - but it turned out that he had surreptitiously admired enough pretty girls to know what he liked, at least, and getting to mess around with that stuff and look his fill - really actually look for once - was…more enjoyable than he’d thought it would be.

It was distracting enough that he spent far longer in the dressing room than he’d been planning on, and changed clothes way more times than necessary to fulfil his requirement of just get enough t-shirts that fit for a week.

Instead, by the time Miles left the dressing rooms, he’d figured out he particularly liked halter-style tops and high necklines - particularly if they had an interesting open back - and anything that left his arms bare; t-shirts that slipped off one shoulder could be an active choice and even look cute, instead of just being woefully mis-sized; and he was probably a size ten - eight on some t-shirts - whatever the hell that even meant.

None of these were things he really needed to know - or had any real purpose for his usual, ordinary life - but he couldn’t say he regretted the discoveries, either. The feeling of living in some sort of strange twilight zone had intensified, but he thought he might be starting to roll with it.

During the course of all this, though, Miles quickly discovered one problem he hadn’t quite anticipated…nipples. They were…very obvious, as it turned out. That was more than a little distracting in itself, but more than anything—distressing. It was immediately apparent they were far outside his publicly acceptable requirement, which meant…bras. Confusing looking contraptions with too many straps and bits and pieces attached to them and…yet another semi-incomprehensible sizing system.

Still, he wasn’t going to have a choice, so eventually he slipped off the clothes he’d been trying on, spent way too long narrowing down the t-shirts to five he liked the most and after a moment of hesitation, added the leggings as well. Just in case. In case of what, he wasn’t sure, but…he decided not to think too hard about it. Then, with regret, he put on his horrendously over-sized clothes again - that somehow looked a lot worse now than before - and finally made his way out of the dressing room with a very grateful remark to the attendant as he reclaimed his bag and discarded most of the clothes he’d picked up.

Then he made his way to the bra section, figuring he’d get it out of the way as quickly as possible, where he found his concerns were…at least partially justified. There were a lot of very nice-looking bras on display - and it was all he could do to stop himself from feeling uncomfortable again, even though this had never been a problem in the past - surrounded by flimsy scraps of material hanging from racks that looked like they were only tangentially related to the models.

He’d watched enough porn and heard enough raunchy jokes to anticipate the cup-size part of this, but there was also yet another number scale…which might actually be inches, now that he looked at it. Bust, maybe? Not a part of his body he ever would have thought to mention, but…at least it made some sense, maybe? If it was inches, he could estimate the size at least…he went to grab a couple of options, then did a double-take at the price.

Okaaay, not the fancy, lacy thing, remember? Basics. Idiot.

More slowly than he would probably admit to, Miles redirected himself to the multi-packs - two bras for half the price of that one - and picked up a few approximations of his size. He was getting better at that now, and using actual inches meant he could make a good guess.

The dressing rooms for bras were separate from the others, but he wasn’t trying to take in excessive amounts this time, so there was no awkwardness. After fumbling ineptly for a few minutes, he eventually worked out the straps and positioning well enough to try the damn things on, although reaching behind his back like that was weird and awkward, and quickly found one that seemed comfortable enough, although he wasn’t entirely sure what he was looking for. There was an advert on the back of the booth about fittings, but he was still barely over his discomfort at the thought of having breasts—there was no way he was letting anyone else see or touch them.

The couple he selected dealt with the nipple problem, anyway, which was the main thing, and even felt kind of…supportive…which he supposed was good. It was odd having the weight and tightness around his chest, but…not entirely unpleasant, he guessed.

They were plain, boring bras - one black, one beige - and he couldn’t help a slight hint of disappointment as he shrugged, changed out of them again, and added them to his basket. They were exactly what he was looking for, but still, if the process of trying them on wasn’t so weird, he might be tempted to wonder what some of the fancier ones might—

Nope. Not going there. Why the hell would you want to look at yourself in lingerie?! That’s just…weird, even if you do have a girls’ body right now.

Still, that didn’t stop him from getting increasingly distracted by the different clothing displays as he went to find jeans—the last item on his list before he headed for the next floor down and shoes.

It wasn’t until Miles saw an array of women’s t-shirts with different gaming designs that he came to a full standstill, though.

“Daamn,” Miles muttered, walking closer despite himself. He loved these kinds of t-shirts, but he’d never seen many girls wearing them—didn’t even know they’d offer them for women in a mainstream place like this.

He had plenty at home, of course, but…still…he couldn’t help but be tempted to see what they’d look like on him now. And these were his thing…he did say he was going to be himself this week, different body or no…and they weren’t that much more expensive…

Before he could second-guess himself any further, he’d already reached out to look at them in more detail and several found their way into his basket before he could think too hard about it. It didn’t hurt to try them, after all, and that Zelda design was really cool, plus he hadn’t seen any guys’ shirt with that collection of Sega characters…and that one with ‘I’m a princess with a sword’ almost made him laugh out loud, given his current predicament. With that in mind, the Halo t-shirt was added as well, just because the idea of a girl wearing a top with a massive man with a gun plastered across it made him want to laugh, too.

It took that long to drag himself away, but just like that, it was as if the floodgates had opened. Now he couldn’t help but actually look at some of the displays he was passing, and some of the prettier options he’d been trying not to admire earlier found their way into his basket. Only the relatively inexpensive ones, but still…once he’d said ‘what the hell’ once it was a lot harder to resist the idea of seeing what this new body would look like in other things that caught his eye.

After all, this was probably the only chance he’d have to see some girl dress up in ways he liked without it being awkward…even if that girl was, well, himself. Why shouldn’t he indulge his curiosity?

He did at least draw the line at skirts and dresses - that was too weird to think about even for his newly liberated attitude - but he ended up putting several pairs of jeans in his basket too, just to see the varying cuts and styles even if he could estimate by now the size that would work.

When he rather sheepishly made his way back to the initial dressing room, he was relieved to see the attendant looking amused more than anything else.

“Changed your mind?” she asked with a raised eyebrow, eyeing the new basket full of clothes.

“I…err…just saw some things that caught my eye on the way out.” Miles tried, not quite hiding his embarrassment.

For some reason, that prompted a full-on grin from her.

“That’s how they get you,” she agreed, then nodded to his backpack. “You can leave that here and go on through again if you like.”

“Thanks,” he offered in relief, then proceeded to do exactly that.

Miles then spent far too much time trying everything on and - although he’d never admit it to anyone else - admiring himself in the mirror. He couldn’t deny that this girl’s body was probably far more…interesting…to look at than his. While he had no real idea how attractive he was normally - probably pretty average, if he had to guess - right now he looked good, in the way girls just always seemed to look good. He’d never found clothes interesting before - they were boring, like the rest of his appearance - but what was happening to him now was…well, it was many things, most of them entirely unwelcome, but it wasn’t boring.

Was it so bad to mess around with a few of the perks or things that caught his interest in the meantime? He was stuck like this until the end of the week, after all.

With that in mind, Miles made more than one trip back out into the store and back to the changing room, the attendant eventually just rolling her eyes and keeping his backpack behind the counter as he gave her a slightly sheepish smile. His original claims of needing to try everything on and how long it took for him to deliberate over the different options became very obviously true, and after a while she evidently couldn’t resist commenting.

“So, what’s all the fuss about? I thought you just needed replacements for your lost suitcase?”

“I, ah, well I’m pretty indecisive, I guess,” Miles said, to an obvious snort from her, as he tried to think of a better reason, before realising the truth would work fine. He always had been better at fudging the truth than outright lying. “And…well…I’ve got a taster week at a new college this week. I don’t know if I’ll end up sticking around, but…”

“Ahh,” she nodded, with more sympathy than he was expecting. “Yeah, I can see that. Sucks that you don’t have any of your own stuff then—or anyone around here to come shopping with you and help you out, I’d guess?”

“Um, yeah,” Miles nodded, despite having never even considered that possibility. “I mean, no, I don’t.”

Being a girl didn’t stop him from being awkward, it seemed—in fact, it no doubt made it worse—but for some reason, that didn’t seem to matter.

“Well, how about you show me some of what you’re trying to decide between, then? See whether a second opinion helps?”

Miles blinked at the totally unexpected offer, and scrambled not to look as confused as he felt.

“I, ugh, sure.” Miles said, then hastily added, “I mean, thank you.”

She just laughed at him and nodded back to the booth, where he went back inside and managed to gather himself enough to take a few breaths and shrug off some of his confusion.

Just roll with it, I guess. Maybe this shit happens to girls all the time? Who knows.

By the time he’d changed and walked back out, Miles had recovered enough to offer her a wry smile, trying to make up for some of his earlier awkwardness.

“You’re that bored of me coming and going, huh?” he asked, turning around for her even though he felt very strange being on display like this. He guessed a dressing room with an audience of one wasn’t the worst place for it though, all things considered.

“Yep,” she responded with an amused snort of her own, “you’re definitely the least interesting person to come through here today. Can’t wait ‘til you leave.”

To his relief, the casual banter finally relaxed Miles a little, reminding him of hanging out with his mates more than anything else, even if the topic was rather different.

“Best get this over with then, huh?”

She nodded. “Before you trek the rest of the shop back in here.”

Miles laughed, unable to deny it, and started to change into and show off the clothes he’d picked up earlier, including the ones he’d kept in his basket from earlier sessions because he liked them the most, as he started talking through the styles he liked and what preferences he’d had a chance to accumulate over the course of this one several-hour-long shopping trip.

They got into a rhythm of it, the banter continuing idly, and while the whole experience was very bizarre - he still felt like he’d stepped into some kind of twilight zone - it was…kind of nice, too. He guessed he could see why girls liked shopping together so much.

It was made more so as she quickly gave him reason to start feeling justified with some of his hastily-acquired preferences, too, as she seemed to admire and appreciate the things he’d picked out. He had no idea if she was just being nice and supportive, of course, but she seemed genuinely torn enough between several different options that he got the impression they were all good choices.

They debated good-naturedly between them and slowly narrowed the pile down to just a few favourites, and in the end she’d spent long enough over it with him that he’d feel far too bad not to end up buying what they’d selected, even if he didn’t exactly need that many clothes and it was rather more…elaborate than he had originally planned on. Still not too expensive for him to consider it though; this was a budget store, after all, but just a little more flashy than he’d really had any intention of going for.

Miles didn’t stop her from adding them to the basket though, and he didn’t think he could even bring himself to return them to the shelves after he got out of the dressing—

“Hey, what about these?” she asked, glancing up from where she was putting their selections into his now significantly-more-empty basket.

Miles followed her gaze to see the gaming t-shirts still in there and shrugged slightly sheepishly.

“Oh, those are the ones I’m getting anyway,” Miles admitted, feeling at ease enough with her now that he was no longer stumbling over his replies or hesitant about admitting the truth. In all honesty, he hadn’t shown them to her before because he fully intended to get them regardless of what she thought—in fact, they were the ones he’d planned to get and wear. He just hadn’t wanted to admit to her that half of the clothes he’d been trying on today were purely for…curiosity.

“It doesn’t matter if I don’t wear them to college, I want them anyway,” Miles explained instead, fudging the truth slightly, but giving her a grin as he held one up for her to see, figuring she’d understand exactly what he meant when she saw the motif on the front.

“Ohh, so you’re a gamer girl then, are you?” she grinned back, seemingly unbothered by his additional choices.

Miles blinked—for a moment there, chatting easily with her, he’d felt so much like himself that he’d somehow forgotten that to everyone else, he was a girl.

Despite seeing himself try on girls’ clothes the whole time. Yeah. This was going to make his brain implode at some point, he was sure of it.

“Yeah…” he shrugged again, more diffident than he’d been since her initial offer as he hesitated to use that label. He guessed it was technically accurate, but despite playing tons of video games with his mates, he’d never quite understood the whole gamer internet culture and the way some guys seemed to act around and idolise girls that also played video games had always seemed weird to him. “I guess.”

“Oh, don’t worry, that’s cool these days. You’re not gonna get any stick for it at that college of yours, if you did wanna wear that stuff.”

Miles blinked again. That’s what he’d originally been fully intending to do, regardless of what anyone might think about it, but now that they’d settled on these other tops—

She must have seen the indecision on his face as he glanced between the two, and laughed lightly.

“Oh, definitely get the ones we picked out too—after all, you were going to get your gamer t-shirts anyway, weren’t you?” she grinned wickedly at him in a way that had him wondering whether this woman was working on a commission here after all. “That way you have a few things to choose between, anyway, and it’s always better to have options. Besides, what if you get invited out to something in the evening? You can wear your gamer stuff for college and then some of the more fun things later on.”

Yeah. Invited to something. Miles didn’t have the heart to tell her there was no way that was going to happen, or that the entirety of his goals this week were to get through college, then get home and retreat to his room.

“Hey, these are fun,” Miles protested instead, and she snorted.

“Fun in a different way, then,” she grinned back.

Miles sighed. “Fine. I guess if you’re working on commission, you deserve it at this point anyway.”

“Hah, I wish,” she laughed. “Nah, I just have an unhealthy interest in clothes.”

“Yep, that sounds about right.”

“Yeah, like you don’t.”

Miles blinked again, having never thought to describe himself that way ever in his life, but given how much time he’d spent dressing up a body that wasn’t even his, he supposed she might have a point.

“Huh. Maybe.” Miles grunted an acknowledgement. “Well, I guess I should be getting back. I’ve been out way longer than I’d planned. Thanks for all your help, though—you’ve been a lifesaver, really.”

“No problem,” she grinned again. “Thanks for making my day a little more interesting—and good luck with the new college! It’s gonna be great.”

Miles smiled back, a little weakly at that thought, and waved goodbye as he walked off, suddenly feeling utterly exhausted now he’d got done with the excitement and—dare he say it—fun of trying all those clothes on. And he still had shoes to pick up.

He had absolutely no intention of lingering any longer, but he also hadn’t quite counted on girls’ shoes being so damn complicated, too.

Why the hell do they have to over-complicate everything?! Seriously!

As a guy, he had two pairs of shoes: trainers, and shoes just about smart enough for college while being as comfortable as possible. He’d fully intended to simply get the latter for this week, as cheaply as possible, which meant a simple pair of flat pumps…except they were seriously flimsy when he tried them on, with a thin sole that just felt weird—honestly, he could feel the floor through them!

Miles figured he could still make it work - it was only a week - and since trainers were out, he’d always found converse stupidly uncomfortable and had been additionally thoroughly put off by Gemma’s pinching and rubbing his feet all morning, and there was no way in hell he was going to attempt the disaster-in-the-making that would be heels, they seemed the only reasonable option…

Until he saw a pair of brown leather ankle boots that had him stopping in his tracks.

They were absolutely not what anyone would call cheap or temporary, but he found himself moving towards them anyway, picking them up to have a better look at them before he could stop himself. After the time he’d just spent trying on anything that caught his eye, his laser-focus on what he was supposed to be looking for had slipped entirely and despite his eagerness to get home now, he’d grown too accustomed to picking up anything he liked the look of to stop himself.

With still-relatively-cheap clothes that was one thing, though, but these…these were really nice…and they had the price tag to prove it.

There was nothing to stop him from trying them on, though, surely.

Despite knowing it was a bad idea, Miles let himself be convinced of that - it didn’t hurt just to see them - too drawn in by the idea to stop now. They’d probably look crap, anyway, and then—

Oh.

They were really comfortable, and he flexed his feet inside them in relief as they could finally stretch after Gemma’s god-awful converse. He seemed to have guessed the size right, too, but it wasn’t that hard basing it on Gemma’s being just a bit too small.

He stood up to look at them in the mirror, and then paused in his tracks again. They look good. Really good. Even in his terrible rolled-up sweatpants, he could see that. They actually suited him, and they’d go really well with some of the clothes he’d bought, the ripped skinny jeans - which he’d never worn before in his life - and the t-shirts, and…

Miles groaned. This was a terrible idea. They cost way too much to make any sense for a week, but…but…

He’d always wanted a pair of leather boots. It’s the kind of look he’d always liked the idea of and simultaneously known he would look ridiculous in with his lanky, thin build as a guy. He would have looked like he was trying to be someone he wasn’t, which…well…would probably have been true. But in this body, they worked. They fit so well. It was the kind of image he’d always liked the idea of, just…okay…instead of one of those really cool-looking guys, he could be a really cool-looking girl. For a week, anyway.

Ugh.

They looked good. They fit so well. He wanted them. Was it so ridiculous to spend this much money on a week-long indulgence?

I mean, yes, but…it would be a very nice indulgence.

Maybe he could pick up some odd bit of online work, and splurge a little. And hey, maybe he could even sell them afterwards?

Miles groaned again at himself for the thought. “Okay. Fine. I guess you’re doing this. Idiot.”

That refrain didn’t do anything to stop his grin in the slightest when he went to pay, though—even when he saw the much-higher-than-estimated cost of this endeavour. Hmm. Maybe the tops had been a little more than he’d thought when he added them all together, too. He swiftly decided it wasn’t worth thinking about any longer. It was done now, and hey, at least it might make him more comfortable with this week. That had got to be worth something, he was sure.

Once he was done, he almost jogged in his haste to get out of the store and to a public restroom so he could change and ditch the stupid clothes he’d been wearing all morning. In a few, short minutes they were a thing of the past and he had the Zelda t-shirt on, with the ripped skinny jeans and new leather boots, and he was feeling much better about being out in public. He stashed the cap he’d been using to hide his face in minor embarrassment in the backpack with the rest of his clothes and Gemma’s shoes, and made to leave the restroom and finally head home.

It was only as he was switching his phone from his baggy sweatpants pocket to the barely big-enough back pocket of his new jeans - one disadvantage, definitely, he was going to have to watch to make sure he still had that on him pretty carefully, so much for it drowning in his usual jeans’ pockets - that he noticed the stream of messages with a sudden pang of guilt.

“Oh, damn.” Miles muttered, having completely forgotten about the time and his original plans for the day. And was that the time?! How the hell had he spent so long—no, wait, he knew how. Double ugh.

Miles walked out of the restroom while barely looking at where he was going as he sent off a quick message to Darren, his partner on one of the coding projects they were working on together and the guy he’d unintentionally stood up.

Miles: Sorry mate, feeling awful today. Laid up in bed still. Gonna have to postpone.

Then he typed a quick similar message into the group chat they were all part of, which had been pestering him with increasing concern after Darren had messaged there too. Guilt hit him again at the lie, but it was what Gemma had initially suggested and as loathe as he was to follow any of her suggestions, he couldn’t think of any better way to explain his absence this week.

Darren: Postpone? The session’s already over, idiot.

Darren: Seriously though mate, you okay? Need someone to come round?

Miles bit his lip as a surge of sudden panic swept through him. He was just glad Darren wasn’t actually there in person so he managed to avoid the knee-jerk reaction to yell ‘no!’.

Miles: Nah, I’m fine. Gemma’s got it covered. Thanks, though.

There was a pause where Darren was typing, and Miles just tried to calm down from the sudden spike of anxiety.

Darren: Gemma. Right.

Miles could almost sense the sarcasm.

Darren: If you say so, man. Let us know if that changes, though, yeah?

Miles: Sure thing. Thanks again. Think I’m just gonna sleep a while, though.

Darren responded with an affirmative, he sent a similar message to the group chat and then he slipped his phone back in his pocket. At least he’d laid the groundwork for the being sick story, he guessed. Naively, part of him had still thought he might log on later and play some games with them, but he supposed it should have been obvious that was never going to work, even if he made some excuse to turn voice chat off. Probably best just to try to live this week as if he was an entirely different person—this nonexistent cousin, he supposed.

Ugh. He hadn’t really thought he’d be giving up chatting to his friends and doing all his favourite things, too. This week was going to suck.

He paused as he took his phone out of his pocket and fiddled with it again, running that thought over in his head. If he was going to be an entirely different person…he probably couldn’t carry around his recognisable Fallout-cover-backed phone at college. Or at least, not openly. He’d still have to respond to a few messages from his friends throughout the day, if only to assure them he was fine…and still in bed.

This is so damn complicated.

Gemma was crazy if she thought living as a girl was going to be the difficult part of all this, instead of being a completely different person or even being two people at once. Stupid. She clearly had no ability to think things through.

With a sigh, Miles looked up from where he was waiting for the bus and spotted a small store that would sell a spare SIM. If he got a pay-as-you-go SIM and used one of the many old phones he’d kept and messed around with in a desk drawer back home, he could probably pass off being an ordinary college girl with her own phone.

Miles couldn’t help but wonder as he did so, though - and all the way back home - about how many other things he may have simply not thought of.

This plan felt like it was getting more complicated by the moment.


Chapter Six

Miles didn’t see Gemma when he got home and retreated to his room to put everything he’d bought away. He felt oddly buoyed by the day as he did, rather looking forward to seeing her reaction to him coping just fine after all. Today might not have been the kind of success he’d anticipated when he woke up this morning, but there was no doubt that was what it had been—a success. He’d accomplished everything he set out to, and more, and he felt way more comfortable about the idea of going to college in this new body now. He still didn’t want to, of course, but it would be worth it to see the look on Gemma’s face and get her to shut up for once. Yes, he was quite looking forward to that at least.

The exuberance didn’t last quite as long as he’d hoped, though, as he spent the rest of the day messing around with some of his coding projects and loading up a couple of single-player games while staring slightly mournfully at where he was set to ‘offline’ on his usual chatting software. This week might be satisfying in some ways, sure, but it was also no doubt going to be lonely.

By the time dinner rolled around and he figured he should start taking the leftovers out - it was his turn to assemble one of the many pre-prepared options for dinner tonight - he was back to feeling resentful and irritated with Gemma all over again, and not particularly inclined to want to talk to her over food.

If he was really going to college tomorrow then he’d need to get the details from her, but she was the one who’d caused this and arranged whatever crazy scheme she’d had in mind, so she could be the one to bring it up. If she didn’t, he’d just do as he was pretending to and stay home ‘sick’ after all. It was no skin off his back. It would be a slight waste of some of the things he’d bought, he guessed, but he’d need clothes that fit this week regardless, so it wasn’t too bad. Hell, he could even actually go out if he wanted to, which he didn’t usually when playing truant in case someone recognised him.

The back door slammed and Miles looked up as Gemma walked in - he hadn’t actually realised she was out, as determined to ignore her as he’d been - and watched as she came to an abrupt halt. Miles could admit it was at least a little bit satisfying the way she was staring at him.

“What…Miles?”

The question in her tone seemed unnecessary, though.

“Who else?” he asked, some of the irony creeping into his tone as he did. Somehow, he could see the amusement in the situation a lot better when she was thrown for a loop.

Gemma blinked a few times, then finally shook her head—apparently shaking off her reaction with it.

“You…went shopping?” she asked, sounding far more dubious than the question warranted given how obvious the answer was.

“What did you expect?” Miles grumbled, with every intention of making it obvious how irritated he was by this whole thing. “Nothing I have fits right now.”

Gemma pursed her lips as she looked at him. “I would have lent you some of my stuff, you know.”

Miles scoffed. “Like I want anything from you after what you’ve done to me?”

She was giving him an odd, slightly perturbed look, and if he had to guess, from the way she narrowed her eyes at him it seemed like she wasn’t happy about something. After a moment it seemed to pass though, because she shrugged and turned to put her things away.

Miles turned back to the food and finished dishing it up, leaving Gemma’s plate on the counter and taking his over to the table to start eating. He certainly wasn’t going to invite her to eat with him, just on the off chance she might actually decide to take hers up to her room or something.

Gemma was still looking at him in that strange way when she came back from the cupboard, though, like he was something to be figured out, and didn’t even seem to notice—taking her portion and joining him without hesitation. More’s the pity.

“So…” Gemma finally broke the silence, that infuriatingly triumphant smile slowly returning and widening as she twirled her fork in her pasta without making any move to do anything more than play with it, “you changed your mind after all, then? You are coming to college with me tomorrow?”

Miles gave her his best withering stare in response. “I’m sure as hell not pandering to your stupid pride, if that’s what you’re asking. You’re going to have to end this one way or another, so yeah, I’ll wait it out. It’s a stupid prank, but I guess maybe I should be used to stupid shit like that from you by now.”

Miles watched Gemma’s eyes spark with anger with great satisfaction. Turned out it really did pay to be nonchalant about this.

“If it’s just a stupid prank then you’ll have no problem coming into college with me tomorrow, will you?” she fired back.

Miles shrugged. “Are they actually expecting me? This me? I’m not turning up if I don’t have some proof that they’re not just going to kick me out. I wouldn’t put it past you to try to embarrass me or something, Gems. Hell, after this, I’m seriously wondering what the hell I can trust you with.”

Miles watched the flash of hurt pass over her expression, but he was too irritated about everything she had done to care. Honestly, she should feel bad. This was insane. He wasn’t lying when he said he probably should be worried just how far she might go with her obvious instability.

Then her expression hardened again and his comment had the exact reaction he was hoping for—Gemma jumped up from the table and stomped upstairs, appearing a few minutes later with a sheaf of papers she thrust at him dramatically. He narrowly avoided getting pasta sauce all over them, but pulled his plate away just in time—and then he had all the information he’d wanted, without actually having to ask for it at all.

“There you go. All the details of your approved application for a taster week at St Luke’s; all you have to do is turn up for the induction and show them.”

“Hmm,” Miles said noncommittally, putting them aside after a brief glance and getting back to his pasta, before shrugging. “Alright then.”

Gemma frowned. “What do you mean, ‘alright then’?”

“I guess I’ll go, then. I don’t really want to miss a whole week of classes to this stunt.”

“Just like that?” Gemma asked, narrowing her eyes again.

Miles almost rolled his. She was so dramatic.

“Yes, Gemma. Just like that,” he sighed. “What did you expect?”

That shut her up for a moment, and he glanced over at the documents, raising an eyebrow as he read the name.

“Miley?” he repeated. “Really?”

“Well, what did you expect?” Gemma sniped back, clearly irritated - probably about his non-reaction to all this - as she repeated his words back to him in that stupid high-pitched mocking tone she used sometimes. “You couldn’t be Miles now, could you? Consider yourself lucky it’s at least similar.”

Huh. Yeah, I guess that’s fair.

Not that he’d admit that out loud, even if it did mean they theoretically had an aunt and uncle who’d picked an almost identical name for their daughter as their brother and sister-in-law did for their son.

Instead, he continued to look through the documents, muttering as he went, “well, at least I’m down for the same classes.”

“Yeah, good luck sitting your usual coding classes as a girl.” Gemma snickered slightly, her expression easing back from its irritation into something rather more gleeful as she did.

Miles just frowned. “I’m still the same person, Gem. Suddenly looking like a girl isn’t going to change how good I am in class—and gender makes no difference to that anyway! Seriously, what’s wrong with you?”

“Yeah,” Gemma rolled her eyes. “That’s what I meant.”

Miles’ frown deepened, but Gemma continued before he could say anything else, suddenly grinning.

“Hey, you never know, maybe this’ll do wonders for your little geek squad. You start hanging around with them as a girl and maybe others will follow, y’know? Wasn’t James pining after the idea of a girlfriend the other week?” Gemma said, then suddenly laughed, the glee fully back now. “Hey, maybe people will think you’re dating him! Hah!”

By this point, Miles was full-out glaring at her, his mood sinking lower with every comment. He wasn’t sure whether he was more angry at the thought that she might have been listening to some of their conversations or…the pure outrage she was casually spouting, as if this was all some kind of—joke! This was their lives, the bitch—and he spent a lot of his life trying really hard not to call her that, even in his head, but this time she deserved it.

“Actually,” he started, and the bite in his tone was harsh enough that even though she’d been deliberately provoking him, she sobered up almost immediately, “I don’t know why you think I’d be hanging out with them at all. Miley doesn’t know them, and it’s bad enough that I’m lying to them about being sick without making it worse by pretending to be someone else around them all week.”

“I thought…well, I guess I thought you’d tell them.”

“Gemma, if I thought anyone would believe me, I’d be telling everyone what you’ve done right now.”

That finally had her pausing, and Miles even thought he saw something cross her face that could have been remorse as she hesitated for a moment. He wondered if maybe she was only just finally realising the wider consequences of her little scheme, and just what it would mean for him this week - besides whatever nonsense she’d concocted about what she thought it would mean - but then the look passed and she seemed to shrug it off as she turned back to her dinner with a muttered “fine, whatever then”.

Dinner finally lapsed into silence though, and Miles selfishly hoped it was as uncomfortable for Gemma as he thought it should be. He finished a while before her - he’d never really stopped eating, while she barely seemed to have started in favour of focusing on their conversation - and scraped his plate clean before putting it in the dishwasher, scooping up the documents Gemma had left him with and making no attempt to hang around.

“You’re really coming to college tomorrow?” Gemma asked again before he quite made it out of the room, and he turned back to see she’d finally looked up from her food, her eyes narrowed slightly again.

“Yes.” Miles responded, exasperated. “I told you. Why? Got some other shit planned out for me?”

He didn’t even attempt to control the bite in his tone - he honestly wouldn’t put anything past her at this point - but this time it didn’t seem to quell her in the same way.

“No,” she said hotly, defensive again, “I’m just not sure I believe you, that’s all.”

“Believe what you want,” Miles shrugged, turning to go. Really, he felt no need to prove anything to her.

“No way you’re really this calm about it.” She fired back, seemingly half to his retreating form and half to herself. “No way you’re really just going to turn up as a girl as if it’s no big deal. I don’t believe it. Come tomorrow morning, you’re going to be hiding in your room and just waiting for it to all be over.”

Miles couldn’t tell if she was trying to provoke him or convince herself, but he didn’t care either way. He was enjoying how much this was obviously getting to her.

“Well, you’ll just have to see tomorrow then, won’t you?” he glanced over his shoulder and rolled his eyes at her, just to annoy her more. “Honestly Gemma, you’re the one making this into a much bigger deal than it is. Like usual, I guess. It sucks, sure, but it’s not like it’s the end of the world.” Miles sighed in an exasperation that was at least partly put on, just to push Gemma’s buttons even further. He doubted she’d notice, she was too worked up for that.

At least his amusement at getting such an easy rise out of her was going some way to soothing the still-simmering anger over this whole thing. It was quite obviously laughable to call being turned into a girl no big deal, of course, but it had exactly the reaction he’d wanted, and he walked out feeling smugly superior at the sound of Gemma spluttering behind him.

“If that’s really what you think, you have no idea what you’re getting yourself into!” Gemma called out from behind him, as determined as ever to have the last word, but as far as he was concerned he’d thoroughly won this round.

Sure, he knew she had a point - he really didn’t have any idea how this was going to go - but he understood that and he was as prepared as he probably could be. He didn’t expect anything from this week other than getting through it and hopefully annoying Gemma as much as possible — and so far? That was working.

If it all went wrong as soon as he got to college?

Well, it’s not like anyone knew this was him, right?

He had all the plausible deniability he needed.


Chapter Seven

Showering in a girls’ body turned out to be…interesting. Not just in the ways Miles had expected, either.

He’d decided to shower the night before he was expected back at college - and hell, probably just change his habit to evening showers instead of morning ones for the duration of the week - partly because he’d chickened out of his usual daily shower that morning, and partly because he didn’t want to risk getting distracted when he also needed to get ready for college the next morning.

As it turned out though, it wasn’t so much the nudity of his female body that distracted him - well, not too much anyway - but the most disconcerting thing was just how different his body felt under the water.

Miles never would have guessed that girls’ skin was this sensitive. It took him several minutes of wondering what was wrong with the temperature gauge before he realised he was probably the problem—and only then when he’d managed to stand under the too-hot-no-too-cold water long enough to realise that it felt…weird.

Too heavy? Too fast? Too…something.

His hair was also soaked within seconds, which of course always happened, but he rarely even had reason to notice it as a guy - but as a girl it then got in the way and dripped water everywhere. In his eyes, down his face, over his back and chest, and he had to scrabble to gather it together and try to tuck it somewhere out of the way. What a pain.

Those oddities were enough to convince him to make this quick - which he’d already schooled himself about, but yeah…he’d been a little concerned he might get…distracted. As it was though, while the idea of washing naked breasts was still appealing in theory, it didn’t quite hold up when he just felt so suddenly…inept about something so simple. He was eighteen, damn it, he knew how to take a shower.

It took until he was washing himself with the liquid soap and rubbing it along his body for the weird feeling of sensitivity to shift from that sense of wrongness to…oh…well, that’s unexpectedly pleasant. It didn’t quite make him to pause in what he was doing, but it was enough to send a few not-unpleasant shivers through him in a way that was almost impossible to ignore.

His skin was just so soft and the way it felt to touch it and slide his - also smooth - hands along it…it was nothing like his usual skin at all.

Miles guessed it made sense. He’d probably always known - even if he’d never thought about it - that girls’ skin was softer than guys, but he hadn’t appreciated any of what that really meant. He’d not had the occasion to touch many girls, and he doubted it would have occurred to him if he had, but they didn’t have the same hair on it, obviously, and…well, was that the only reason why he just seemed to…feel more…like this? It was odd, but…not entirely unpleasant. Disconcerting, sure, but…

Was their skin actually thinner, too? Or did it just feel that way?

There must have been studies done on it, he was sure.

It was definitely at least partly the hair, he thought, but not entirely. He still had hair on his legs, after all, and they definitely felt different from his arms and the soft skin of his chest and belly, but…not like his legs usually would. It made him wonder, though, if he shaved - that was a thing girls usually did, after all - would the skin on his legs feel as smooth as the rest of him? Would it be the same? He’d always thought girls shaved for the aesthetic and maybe for male appreciation, but maybe it was more than that. Maybe it simply felt better too. He supposed he’d only know if—

It wasn’t until his hands moved over his breasts - almost automatically, the same way he was methodically cleaning all of this new body - that his thoughts lurched suddenly away from the science behind it and his usual habit of making observations to distance himself from uncomfortable or weird things, and to exactly what he was doing.

Washing breasts was forever going to be impossible to distance himself from though, he suspected.

Especially when they felt like that!

Like…damn. It was the same as the rest of it, only dialled up to the max. Almost unbidden, he ran his fingers over his now-hard nipples and almost gasped at the sensation, then started squeezing them gently and—ohh. The sudden wave of heat that rushed through him towards…well, towards the new part of himself that he’d been steadfastly ignoring, was enough to have him hesitate, then shove his hands away again.

God damnit, Miles. You were not going to do that.

It didn’t help that he usually beat off in the shower, he was sure. His mind was already predispositioned towards it, so it was almost impossible not to wander in that direction, especially with naked breasts right in front of him. He almost groaned. The odd jolt of heat towards his core, though, combined with a strange pulsing and an odd desire to squeeze his legs together…yeah, that was all alien. And he had no real desire to investigate it any further. It was still horribly disconcerting to look down and notice what was missing.

As such, he very quickly finished off washing the rest of him, uninterested now in lingering on all the sensitive skin he was feeling for the first time. He did just enough to make sure that part was clean and tried his best to ignore how thoroughly weird it felt, and only paused again when he started attempting to run the soap through his hair.

It felt…bad.

Miles was using the same two-in-one soap and shampoo that he always used for his own hair and it had always worked fine before, but now his wet hair seemed to be becoming less smooth and silky as he lathered it in, tangling unpleasantly and getting his fingers stuck while the texture seemed…more brittle? Hell if he knew.

What the hell?

Miles glanced over at Gemma’s many miscellaneous bottles that always took up too much space in the shower and frowned. He’d always figured so many separate bottles were unnecessary - if you were going to use a conditioner, at least combine it with the shampoo if you weren’t just going to use a simple soap that worked for everything like he did - but now he wondered. He grimaced slightly. The last thing he wanted to do was come away smelling like his sister, but he didn’t like the way his usual stuff was making his hair feel. What did he really know about what girls’ hair needed, anyway? Maybe it was as oddly different as their skin.

With a burst of irritation, he grabbed Gemma’s supplies with the resolution to buy his own tomorrow if this did work, and set about washing his hair twice with the two different lotions. It was a pain to do, too. So much more effort than his own. He had a momentary, wistful, thought of what this new body would look like with short hair, but didn’t entertain it for long. Who knew how that would affect him when all this was actually over?

The shampoo felt a little better, he supposed, but what really made the difference was the conditioner. After it returned to a silky smooth, glossy feel that he had to admit he did like at least a little, he gave the bottle another appraising look. Maybe there was more to that stuff than just a stupid marketing ploy, after all.

Of course after he’d finally finished with the shower and dried himself off, then brushing his hair turned out to be a whole endeavour by itself. It flopped and dripped all over the place somehow, and trying to deal with that while also working all the kinks out of it…yeah, once he got his own body back, he was never entertaining the idea of long hair. Gemma might have a hair dryer, but she didn’t keep it in the bathroom, so he was left with rather ineffectually patting it dry with the towel while trying to avoid tangling it any further, and attempting to brush it out with the pathetic, rarely-used comb he kept that was clearly terrible for the job. He hadn’t thought to buy hair supplies when he’d gone out today - obviously, why would he? - so he struggled through with it, and ended up with hair that was mostly de-tangled, but very much still damp.

So okay, maybe there was a reason girls spent so long in the bathroom after all—except, wait, no. He absolutely refused to follow that thought any further. After all the crap Gemma had pulled, he wasn’t going to start empathising with her about anything. There was no way he was going to start thinking anything that gave her any kind of point at all. She was wrong, and he was going to force her to face that fact. He knew his sister well enough to know that any slight deviation from that stance on his part would be enough for her to take it as a win.

Miles played with his hair a little longer before giving up anything more as a lost cause and resigning himself to staying up far too late waiting for it to dry. He supposed he should be grateful enough for getting through the shower with…only minimal awkwardness.

Honestly, the aggravation he was going through for all this. Stupid sister. Stupid unyielding pride.

Miles tried his best to ignore the way Gemma’s comments wanted to come back and play with his mind while he sat there alone in front of his computer. Yep, it was definitely the damp hair keeping him up. Not her shit. Not at all.

Damn it, Miles. Just what have you gotten yourself into?


Chapter Eight

Miles’ first day at college as a girl turned out to be more odd than he probably would have liked, but not entirely terrible.

Despite all of his determination that he was not going to be nervous about this - damn you, Gemma - Miles didn’t sleep well that night. It was hard not to be somewhat on edge just at the sheer bizarre nature of what he was about to do, even if no one would actually know it was him.

The restless night left him facing the morning in an annoying combination of too-awake but groggy, and he went through his morning routine in somewhat of a daze, barely even looking through the clothes he’d spent so long choosing yesterday - and didn’t that shopping trip feel entirely like a fever dream now? - before simply throwing on the Zelda t-shirt for the comfort factor alone. There was something about going to college that made this seem at once more real and yet even more impossible, and he was kind of glad that he felt out of it enough that nothing seemed to be fully sinking in. He might not be freezing in panic like Gemma seemed to think, but he was definitely…something.

In the end, after another fight between his new, long hair and the too-small comb he really needed to upgrade for this week, he still made it out of the house before Gemma had emerged from her room, grateful that he needed to be at college early to get the taster week sorted and could therefore avoid starting the day with her company and no-doubt unwelcome comments.

The admin was a lot simpler than Miles had expected. He had to wonder what exactly Gemma had done to make this happen - yet more disturbing evidence as to how far she was taking the point she was trying to prove to him - but he was more than a little relieved that he didn’t have to answer any awkward questions. Instead, they seemed keen to sell the place to him. Somewhat ironic, when he thought about it.

Miles simply sat through a brief introductory meeting - cough, sales pitch - signed some forms, passed over the ones signed by ‘his parents’ and was handed off into an induction to explain all the things about the college he already knew, as well as a few that he was pretty sure weren’t even true.

They had a semi-professional level sports field? Where?! What did ‘semi-professional’ even mean, anyway?

Miles tried not to zone out too badly for that.

After that though, his plan was simply to keep his head down and wait out the week: just make it through his classes and ignore absolutely everything else, as best as he could.

Unfortunately, he had somewhat underestimated the interest a potential transfer student could gather. Or perhaps it was just any new face at all. The usual college routine could get rather boring at times, he supposed.

It wasn’t too bad in his first class - mathematics - as most people tended to keep to themselves or coalesce in groups of two or three. Miles was early enough that he wasn’t even sure anyone noticed him sat in the corner at the back - a seat that was never usually taken - until the teacher announced his presence and introduced him to the class. Then everyone turned to look at him.

Great. Thanks for that.

He was pretty sure he was going to have that issue in all his classes, but at least in this one everyone turned back to what they were doing pretty quickly. Thank god for higher level mathematics classes, where people actually knew what they were doing and wanted to be here. Students here were more interested in problem solving or getting grades than anything else, and he’d never been more grateful for that than in this first class, on his first day of college in this new body. Miles was mostly left alone, and that was all he wanted.

It wasn’t until he got to his computing class that Miles had his first unpleasant surprise, and damn if Gemma didn’t call it yesterday. Unfortunately, it seemed like not all of her flare for drama was entirely off-base.

The computing classes were held on the other side of college from the mathematics department, so he couldn’t quite repeat his previous strategy of getting in early and finding a corner to hide in—not that that would have worked entirely here anyway, since the corner spots formed groups of tables that were popular in this class.

When Miles arrived, he couldn’t help but notice Darren and Jamie were already there - as usual, since their earlier class was nearer - and he glanced over before he could stop himself, feeling a well of frustration all over again that this week was going to be shit. Ugh. This class was so much better when he got to work things through with them, but he really didn’t want them interacting with his never-before-mentioned “cousin”.

Instead, he forced himself to look away and picked a smaller two-person desk over by the window that people usually avoided because of the glare it cast over a laptop screen. That really wasn’t his biggest consideration today.

He pulled his laptop out and tried not to notice the small amount of whispers and murmuring that his entrance had brought. Maybe it was a good thing the teacher would offer an explanation for his appearance after all; that way he didn’t have to. Hopefully, that would be the end of—

“Hey, can I sit here?”

Miles glanced up to see someone hovering over the empty space at the desk, silhouetted by the window, and frowned briefly, confused as to why anyone else would want to take the dodgy seat next to a stranger, but shrugged automatically anyway, more intent on setting up his laptop than anything else.

“Sure.”

“Great.”

The response came from somewhere above him, sounding a little too enthusiastic as a bag landed on the desk next to him. When he looked up properly, he saw Sammy there, an expression on his face that Miles was pretty sure he’d never seen before and couldn’t really interpret. Sammy sent a glance back towards the group of friends he’d walked in with - why wasn’t he sitting with them again? - and his voice took on a smug tone, complete with a slightly smarmy smile as he turned back to Miles.

“I’ll help you out with the class; it can be a little tricky if you don’t know what you’re doing, and you’ve just transferred in, right? I haven’t seen you here before.” Sammy said, continuing before Miles had a chance to do more than blink at him. “Surprised to see someone like…well…you know, trying it out.”

Miles’ brows furrowed in irritation. What the hell?

“Ah, yeah, I’m fine, thanks.” Miles said, not even trying to keep the annoyance out of his voice. Who was Sammy to assume he didn’t know what he was doing? He was near the top of the class, and even if he wasn’t, he damn sure wouldn’t want help from someone more known for—oh. Right. Okay, this suddenly made a lot more sense—and was a hell of a lot more annoying.

He’d known about Sammy’s reputation, of course, but had never had any reason to pay any attention to it before, except to find the guy slightly annoying with his crass comments and idle boasts at times. Now, though, as he looked back and saw the way the other guy was looking at him, he had the abrupt realisation that it was being directed - very deliberately - at him, and he shifted uncomfortably, not sure if he was more incredulous or flustered at the idea.

He met that lascivious look in Sammy’s gaze for only a brief moment, his stomach dropping, before indignation overtook discomfort and he pulled his bag up and back onto the seat next to him before Sammy could sit down.

“I know what I’m doing.” Miles added, hoping that the ‘sweet smile’ he plastered across his face was as sarcastic as he wanted it to be. “If you’re going to be a distraction, probably best you just head back to your mates over there instead.”

Sammy blinked, frowning slightly, before taking exactly the wrong thing from Miles’ comment and wriggling his eyebrows in a lewd manner. “I’d be a distraction, huh?” he said with a slow, suggestive smile, and Miles thought he might throw up a bit in his mouth.

Instead, he gave up on chasing the guy away with words—apparently, even that much response just seemed to invite the opposite.

“Well, if you won’t,” he said coldly, dropping his expression to as blank as he could make it, “I know how to deal with distractions well enough.”

He’d had more than enough arguments with Gemma to teach him that.

With that, he pulled his headphones out of the bag still on the seat Sammy had wanted to sit on and turned back to his laptop, plugging them in and slipping them over his head. They immediately almost slipped off and he scowled as he adjusted them, having forgotten the change in the size of his head since the last time he’d used them. Sammy was left just standing there awkwardly, and Miles hadn’t even realised anyone else was paying attention to their little altercation until he head the slight laughter run around the room and the catcalls that followed from Sammy’s friends.

He felt grimly satisfied when he saw the other guy redden, his overly lewd expression twisting into a scowl instead as he muttered ‘bitch’ and turned around to storm back over to where he usually sat.

Yep, you bet I am, asshole.

Miles deliberately left his bag on the seat and, sat there poking at his laptop with his headphones on, no one else approached him, which he was beyond grateful for. Despite how short-lived - and, in the end, easily dealt with - that had been, it still left him slightly on edge and with a kick of adrenaline running through his system. He still heard murmurs and picked up on looks directed his way too, and unlike in the mathematics class, it felt a bit more…weird, or directed, than usual. Miles didn’t really understand it, either, it wasn’t like he was the only girl in the class, but…maybe it was being new and interesting, too. He guessed the dynamics of this class had been settled for a while, so far.

So, okay, the whole thing had been weird and uncomfortable, and random creeps coming up and starting things were definitely a bad part of being a girl; Miles could give Gemma that—but if that was the kind of stuff she wanted to complain about, he really thought he’d be on her side. It was when she complained about not getting the attention she wanted that he had to roll his eyes.

At least once the class actually started, he got properly distracted by the project they were working through and trying to figure out what he needed to do to get the code to work. At one point, the teacher came by to check he was doing okay and had gotten into it alright, apparently surprised by how much progress he’d made in the short hour that had already passed.

“Oh,” Miles said, trying not to feel caught out or anything. Technically he had started this assignment last week. “Well, we were doing similar stuff at my current college and I was tinkering with it a bit in my free time, so I just brought some of what I’d done there over to this. It’s a similar challenge.”

Mr. Griff nodded, looking impressed. “That’s certainly convenient, and it’s good to see you can identify different use-cases for the same code. Well done, Miss Andrews; if you do transfer here, I’m sure you’ll be a credit to the class.”

“Um, thanks,” Miles said, feeling a little disconcerted at the praise as the man moved off to walk around the rest of the class. Mr. Griff had always liked him, probably because he was good at this stuff and obviously interested enough to pursue it outside of class, but he felt almost like he was cheating a bit here.

It’s only for a week. Then you’ll be back to normal.

He made it through the rest of the class without any further issues, at least, and it was only as he was leaving that a familiar voice called out behind him.

“Hey, wait!”

Miles turned automatically at the sound of Darren’s voice, then hesitated, unsure. His friend looked hesitant too, awkward for some reason, but offered him an uncertain smile anyway.

“I just wanted to say sorry about Sammy, back there. If you do end up moving here…well, I promise we’re not all like that.” Darren offered with a slightly sheepish shrug, running one hand through his hair. It was such a familiar gesture of discomfort that it felt so odd to be on this side of it—and to realise that his friends saw him as a stranger right now.

“Oh,” Miles said stupidly, aware that he was probably staring at them and just making this whole thing more awkward, but he hadn’t planned to interact with them at all. This was—it was weird. “Um, thanks,” he added belatedly.

“Well, maybe see you around then.” Jamie added, breaking through the awkwardness with a little wave and starting to move off.

“Oh, and nice top!” Darren called out over his shoulder as he followed Jamie’s lead, leaving Miles blinking, unsure about what had just happened.

He couldn’t help rather hoping he wouldn’t see much more of them, though. He obviously had no idea how to act like a stranger in front of his friends, and he had no idea what impression they’d gotten of him - or ‘his cousin’ - so far. Not that it mattered, exactly, but he wasn’t sure he wanted his friends to think he had some socially awkward cousin, even if it would probably help him in some ways. Still, not thinking about Miley at all would definitely be better.

With a sigh, he started walking towards the lunch hall to search for a quiet corner where he could eat while getting his laptop out and burying himself in one of his projects. That should stall anymore unwanted attention.

Unfortunately, he hadn’t taken into account Gemma, and her insistence on making his life as difficult as possible.

“Miley!”

Miles heard her voice from across the hall and almost groaned, deliberately not glancing up. It didn’t deter her, of course, and in the next moment three girls were sliding into the seats around him.

“Hey, Miley,” Gemma said as bumped up next to him, as if he’d acknowledged her already, and he had no choice but to look up if he didn’t want to appear totally rude. “How was your first morning at St Luke’s?” she continued, like that was even real, and Miles didn’t know what she was doing, but he was already annoyed by it. “I wanted to introduce you to Jess and Katie,” Gemma gestured to her friends with a bright smile, who he obviously already knew, and Miles refrained from sighing.

“Yeah, we couldn’t have you sitting here all by yourself on your first day,” Jess said, actually sounding and looking genuine and pleasant, and Miles had a surge of irritation that Gemma was doing this to her friends too.

He forced as nice a smile as he could manage, though, and tried not to clench his teeth as he answered. “Thanks - and it’s nice to meet you - but I’m fine, really. I was just working on some stuff.”

“Over lunch?” Katie scoffed, and Miles almost rolled his eyes at her. She had never been his favourite of Gemma’s friends. “Well, you’ve got better things to do now.”

“Um, no, not really,” he muttered. He didn’t want to be rude, but if they were going to start it—

Gemma nudged him. “C’mon Miley—” and that name was grating more every time she said it, “—you don’t want to spend your whole week here sat alone, do you?”

“Yeah, that was my plan actually.” Miles said, not giving a damn, and ignoring the frowns he received from the three girls. Then Gemma pushed his laptop screen closed before he could turn back to it, and he almost glared at her.

“Well, there’s no need for that anymore. You can hang out with us and we’ll tell you everything you need to know about St Luke’s.” Gemma smiled brightly and Miles had to fight to keep a scowl off his face, because he knew nothing she’d said appeared to justify it.

“I doubt there’s much need to know about a college I’m at for a week,” he said instead, trying to make his voice as dry as possible, and turned back to his food since the laptop was momentarily indisposed.

“Yeah, but it might be longer than that, right?” Jess asked, and Miles wanted to glare at Gemma all over again. It was bad enough coming up with some kind of story to try to fool people and lying about all this, without creating situations where they had to keep talking about it.

“Ah…I don’t think so,” he said, and then when he got puzzled looks from the two girls opposite him, continued reluctantly. “My parents do this sort of thing all the time,” he settled on explaining with a shrug, trying to both keep it brief and suppress his annoyance with Gemma over the necessity. “I doubt they’re actually going to move.”

“Oh,” Katie said, sounding like he was a kicked puppy or something, “I’m so sorry. That must be so hard for you.”

Miles gave her a weird look, only to notice Jess’s expression twisted up in sympathy as well.

“Yeah,” Jess agreed, “not knowing whether you’re coming or going, or—being able to make proper friends or anything…”

Miles just looked at them. Seriously? How was this conversation still going? They actually wanted to talk about his fake problems instead? He sent an exasperated look in Gemma’s direction, and the amusement he saw there didn’t help his irritation at all.

“No, it’s fine—” Miles started to say, actually scooping his laptop back up into his bag as he did. If he was going to be subjected to this stupidity in the lunch hall, clearly he was going to need to find somewhere else to disappear for a while. “—look, I’m going to—” he tried to say, only to be interrupted as another group walked over to their table.

“Hey Gemma,” a familiar voice said yet again, and Miles looked up to see Jamie leaning against the other side of Gemma, looking at his sister.

“Jamie,” Gemma replied with an eye-roll that was entirely unwarranted at the simple greeting, while across the table Jess and Katie muttered something to each other. “What do you want?”

“Just to know what’s up with Miles,” Darren said, obviously irritated himself already, and Miles immediately felt bad and a little awkward at his friends’ obvious concern. “He seemed to get sick pretty quickly over the weekend, and we haven’t heard from him all morning.”

Ah damn, that phone was on silent.

He’d meant to check it anyway, of course, but he’d been so distracted by everything else today—

“Yeah, should we stop by tonight, or something?” Luke volunteered, and Miles panicked.

“No—no, it’s fine—” he said, without thinking, and three pairs of eyes turned to look at him with a mixture of both recognition and confusion. He stalled abruptly.

“Oh, you haven’t met our cousin, have you?” Gemma cut in, and her voice was practically gleeful as she said it, grinning brightly again, and Miles would have been pissed if not for the very obvious save. “This is Miley—she’s staying with us for the week.”

Darren blinked, in obvious surprise, but it was Jamie that responded, actually sitting on the bench opposite with a laugh and a raised eyebrow.

“Miles and Miley, seriously?” he asked. “How’d that happen? Your parents’ family trying to one-up each other or something?”

“Err, something like that, yeah,” Miles replied, somewhat awkwardly, before muttering, “definitely some sort of sibling rivalry, at least.”

He almost felt Gemma’s scowl as she caught it, and had to very deliberately not look at her as he got a somewhat polite laugh from a couple of his friends and it just made him want to laugh at the absurdity of the situation. Sibling rivalry, indeed.

“Hey, we didn’t invite you to sit with us,” Katie protested from the other side of the table, looking sidelong at Jamie next to her. He just sent her a grin.

“I’m not sitting with you, I’m sitting with Miley,” Jamie said, then turned that grin on him, and Miles had the incredibly unwelcome flashback to Gemma’s stupid mocking comment about ‘wasn’t James pining after the idea of a girlfriend’ just yesterday, and another sudden flash of panic hit him.

“Um, yeah, that’s fine,” he said, not wanting to side with Gemma’s stupid friends over his, but also—also—hit with a sudden need to get out of there. He wasn’t trying to sit with anyone, and he turned back to Luke in an attempt to end this somehow. “But yeah, Miles is okay—just picked up something that hit him hard, I think. I’ve—I mean, we’ve—got it covered, though, so…err…probably just best to let him rest, to be honest.”

Luke frowned a little and Darren looked pensive, but eventually nodded, and Miles breathed a quiet sigh of relief as he took that as a win.

“Well, let him know we’re around if he needs anything, huh?” Luke said, and Miles nodded easily.

“Sure—and, err, thanks.” Miles said, then glanced around at the mixed group of people he very much wanted to avoid both sets of, before standing up as he had been about to originally. “Anyway, I should—get going,” he said, cutting himself off mid-sentence to avoid giving some kind of excuse Gemma could work around. Miles had no idea why she was so intent on bothering him, but since she had been the cause of this ridiculous situation in the first place, he had a feeling it wasn’t going to get better. “See you around.”

Miles had his bag over his shoulder and was walking away before anyone could stop him, and only vaguely heard Katie commenting behind him. “Your cousin is kind of weird, Gemma.”

From the swell of voices that followed, that sparked some kind of debate between the two groups, and Miles left them to their bickering. Hopefully, he could find a way to avoid both groups for the rest of the week—for very different reasons.

Thankfully, the rest of his classes passed without any further drama, and he even found a few opportunities to check his phone and respond to some of the messages from his friends. It was odd feeling both weirdly grateful to know that they were so concerned and wanted to help him out, yet desperately anxious for them to leave the whole thing alone. The last thing he needed was them feeling the need to stop by unexpectedly.

It was as he was exiting the main building that a new voice came from behind him.

“Hey, you’re new here, aren’t you?”

Miles glanced over automatically at the way it was pitched, but even so it took him a moment to realise that it was directed at him. He still wasn’t thinking of himself as being new here at all.

“Ah, yeah,” Miles said, turning to look slightly dubiously at the other guy—Benji. Gemma’s most recent obsession. If Benji wanted him to pass some kind of message to his sister, he had no interest in getting in the middle of that.

Benji smiled, in that easy, charming way of his that seemed to be enough to have girls like Gemma talking about him all the time, and which Miles had never quite understood how to replicate. Not that he wanted to replicate it, exactly, but it had always puzzled him how some people seemed to have a certain magnetic quality that drew people to them, and others simply…didn’t. Of course, Benji’s place on the track team and what it had done for his already-good-looks probably didn’t hurt either.

Benji’s eyes flickered down Miles’ body before he spoke, and for a moment Miles was confused, before he remembered - belatedly - that it was a female body. It was odd how, despite how different it felt, he somehow managed to forget that while going about college as normally as possible.

“I like your top,” Benji said, still with his lips quirked in that half-smile as he shifted forwards invitingly.

All of a sudden, Miles finally got it, and he almost huffed in some kind of exasperated amusement. Unlike Sammy, Benji wasn’t pushy or sleazy - he didn’t need to be, with the way that girls seemed to gravitate towards him regardless - but Miles meant what he had said to Gemma in the argument that had kicked off this whole thing: Benji got far too much attention to be interested in anything other than a good time. And, of course, a girl attending for a week-long taster session was just the right kind of temporary.

Miles gave Benji a slightly sardonic look as he clocked all that, amused despite himself, but hardly impressed. “Thanks,” he said dryly, then turned and walked away before the other guy could say anything else. He wasn’t actually a girl, and he had no intention of giving the guy yet another ego-boost he definitely didn’t need.

He found Gemma waiting for him at the gates of the school, which he really should have expected. No doubt she wanted to interrogate him on how difficult his day at college had been—which made him want to roll his eyes. It was annoying, not difficult, and still not for the reasons she thought. At least her friends were gone this time, although she was frowning as she fell into step with him. That seemed to be happening more often recently, too.

“Why were you talking to Benji?”

“What?” Miles asked, barely paying attention as he turned to walk home. Honestly, they rarely walked home together; why was she insisting on changing that too?

“Benji. What were you talking about?”

“Nothing,” Miles said, exasperated as he glanced over at her. “He said he liked my top, that was all.”

They hadn’t been talking about her, if that’s what she thought.

“What?” Gemma asked, then turned to scrutinise his outfit all over again before frowning. “Why?”

Miles huffed, annoyed. It was a great top, even if that hadn’t really been the point. He opened his mouth to explain - once again - that the guy was just interested in the chance of a casual, good time with a temporary student, when he caught the way Gemma was looking at him. She actually seemed bothered about this, and Miles found his smile growing inadvertently as he realised he’d hit upon the perfect way to get under her skin and get her back for what she’d done to him.

“Because it’s a cool top,” he said instead with a casual shrug, but when she looked over at him in confusion, he let just the hint of a smirk play across his mouth.

“No it’s not,” she muttered, scowling in response before huffing and shoving past him to walk faster down the road.

Miles let her, hanging back so that they didn’t have to walk together—not nearly as difficult in this body. Honestly, he’d almost been late to class because he just didn’t walk as quickly with his shorter stride, no matter how cool his new leather boots were. He smiled at the reminder that it really was a cool outfit, and then let it widen as he recalled Gemma’s expression at the idea her crush might agree.

He had no interest in whatever Benji was up to, of course—he was, actually, not a girl, and he’d never felt the slightest inclination towards guys in that way before. But…if it upset his sister and gave him a chance for a little payback after everything she’d done to him? Well, perhaps he wouldn’t brush the guy off quite so quickly if it happened again, if only to watch his sister’s blood pressure skyrocket and get her to really start regretting the stupid decisions she’d made. If she wasn’t going to do so for good, logical reasons…perhaps Miles could give her a few of the kind she would listen to.

It sure beat just waiting out the week while trying to dodge everyone he knew, anyway.


Chapter Nine

The next morning, Miles had no reason to be up as early and found Gemma waiting for him at the breakfast table. He sorted a quick breakfast for himself and was just finishing it off when Gemma broke the usual silence that settled between them before college.

“So, I thought we’d walk in together today,” she started, and Miles blinked at her.

“You have a free period first thing,” he pointed out. He didn’t particularly care for her schedule, but he did tend to know when it affected her being in the house.

Gemma shrugged. “Yeah, I’ve got some stuff to do in the library.”

Miles highly doubted that was the reason - Gemma had always been a stay late than get in early kind of person; they both were, actually - and narrowed his gaze slightly at her. “Why are you suddenly trying to spend so much time with me, Gem? We never hang out usually.”

‘We don’t like each other’ went narrowly unsaid. It was, perhaps, a little unfair, since before this whole incident he had tried really hard not to dislike his sister - however hard she made it at times - but as far as Miles was concerned, the turning-him-into-a-girl had rightfully pushed him over the edge.

‘We don’t have anything in common’ was a well-acknowledged fact, though.

“Well, who else are you going to hang out with this week? You’re avoiding your friends, remember? Oh, and on that note, I thought you could join Jess, Katie and I for lunch again—”

“No,” Miles cut her off, shaking his head, “nope—not happening. Yesterday was bad enough.”

“What was so bad about it, huh?” Gemma scowled at him. “Apart from you being kind of rude, you know. It was nice of them to be up for bringing you into our group at all, since otherwise you’d be stuck holed up with your computers and your coding and—”

“Yeah, that’s what I want, Gem. The last thing I want is to get all buddy-buddy with the girls who I’ve heard talking shit about us before!”

“Well, otherwise you’re just going to end up alone this whole time—”

“I don’t care about that!” Miles said, emphatic.

“Well, you should!” Gemma shot back just as quickly.

“Why?” Miles asked, honestly bewildered. Why did she think it would be such a big deal to him to disappear and work on his projects for a week?

The question seemed to stump her, and Miles finally gave up on the conversation and took his bowl to the sink. Gemma might have a free period, but he was going to be late if this kept on.

It was when he had his bag on his shoulder and was about to leave the house that Gemma finally let out a long-suffering sigh and interrupted him again. She wasn’t making any move to grab her stuff, though, which Miles took as a positive.

“How are you supposed to see what my life is like if you don’t spend any time with me?” Gemma finally asked, obviously exasperated.

Miles just stared at her. “Why do you think I want to? Gemma, if you’re still waiting for me to admit you’re right about all this, you’re going to be waiting a long time. You lost any chance at the moral high ground the moment you went and pulled this stunt, no matter what stupid shit you think you’re going through right now.” Miles eyed her and then, because he could, added slightly vindictively. “Just give up and accept that all of that is clearly a you problem, not a girl problem—after all, I’m doing just fine, aren’t I?”

Miles saw the anger flash across her face and couldn’t help but smirk a little - an expression that worked so much better with this face, so it only served Gemma right that she had to deal with it. That was what he’d wanted from this, after all: to show Gemma that none of this was the drama or difficulty she clearly wanted it to be. It was obviously driving her crazy that, so far, he seemed to be getting on just fine, and Miles was going to spend this whole week driving that point home. She’d brought this on herself, after all.

Of course, Miles should have known Gemma wouldn’t give up that easily—and that riling her up would only make her stupid schemes worse. Not that he was going to let her bully him into taking her idiocy lying down, but he should have at least expected the retaliation. After that bust-up in the morning, she hadn’t argued anymore about hanging out together or tried to tag along for his walk into college, and he had been hoping she would leave him alone for the rest of the day too.

Instead, she ambushed him with her group of friends on his way out of the lunch hall—Miles having been deliberately quick that day to avoid a repeat of the run-in from the previous day.

“Ah, Miley!” Gemma said, in that overly bright voice of hers that Miles just knew was trouble.

He refrained from sighing as he turned towards her, wishing that he could get away with just ignoring her, but she had her friends around her again and that would probably be too rude for a cousin staying with her for the week. If he had just been Miles, he might have done it anyway—their friends were more than used to them ignoring each other for days at times.

“Yes?” he asked instead, trying not to sound as short with her as he felt like being.

“I was just chatting with Jess and Katie and we were thinking—with Dad out of town this week, we should get everyone around to ours, make a bit of a party of it! It’d be a great chance to introduce you to some people, have you get to know everyone in case you do end up moving here soon, don’t you think?”

“What?” Miles blinked, wondering what the hell she was playing at. “We can’t host a party! What about—Miles,” he blurted out, realising in the same moment that the reason made a perfect excuse, “he’s still sick, remember? He won’t want people and—music and—stuff disturbing him, and—it could be contagious, for all we know!”

“Oh, damn,” Jess said, her face falling as she glanced at the other two. “She’s right—” and it took Miles a moment to remember he was the she there, “—we shouldn’t bother Miles with a house party while he’s sick.”

Thank you, Miles thought exaggeratedly in her direction. At least one of them had some sense.

“Hmm,” Katie frowned, and then asked after a moment, “well, maybe I could host? I’m pretty sure I could convince my parents to give us the place for the night,” she sent Gemma a winning, slightly superior smile, “they’re cool like that.”

Gemma just grinned back at her though, grabbing onto her arm. “Oh, would they? That would be perfect, Katie! It would be such a shame if we couldn’t give Miley a little taste of the local scene while she’s here.”

Miles’ stomach dropped and he had the awful feeling that this had been Gemma’s plan all along.

“Oh, I’m—fine,” he said quickly, “I’m not sure that’s really my thing, to be honest—”

“But you want to meet people, don’t you?” Katie asked, and Miles didn’t really like the way she was looking at him. He squinted at her a little.

“Well…”

“Of course you do!” Jess smiled at him, and then she was clutching his arm and he felt horribly disconcerted for a moment, even more so at the somewhat sudden reminder that it was actually a girls’ arm she was holding and that this was something girls did.

“But—wait…err, someone needs to stay and look after Miles,” he tried again, valiantly refraining from shaking Jess off, because he was pretty sure she was just trying to be friendly. Being friendly was just…a bit strange, as a girl, it turned out.

“Well, get one of his friends to do it then,” Katie said, waving a hand dismissively and very obviously turning up her nose. “It’s not like they’ll be coming, with the way they insist that parties are dumb.”

Irritation surged through Miles and he almost bit out that they’d never actually said that, and parties very much weren’t his thing either, but Gemma was already answering for him.

“I’ll sort that!” she said quickly, and he wasn’t sure whether to be annoyed that she’d cut across his attempt to avoid this whole thing, or grateful that she was at least covering it so that no one would do something stupid like ask his friends to come by and watch his currently non-existent male self. “So it’s all settled, then?” she continued, and Miles wanted to glare at her.

“I didn’t actually say—” he tried again, but she turned a beaming smile on him, and he just knew he was the only one seeing the smug hint of maliciousness underlying it.

“Oh, come on Miley, it’ll be great!” Gemma interrupted him again, her voice full of the kind of false warmth that always set his hair on edge. “I know you’re not great with people, sometimes, but you don’t really want to stay hidden away in your room—”

“Hey—I’m fine with people,” Miles replied, indignant at the image she was portraying. It wasn’t like that, damn it!

“Then it won’t be a problem, will it?” Katie said, almost purring, and yes she definitely had a predatory edge to her as she gave him a slightly derisive once-over, and yes they had definitely planned this between them somehow. She detached herself from Gemma and moved over to take his other arm, effectively trapping him between Jess and her, and gave him one of her haughty smiles. “I mean, you do want to get to know people around here, don’t you?”

Miles very much wanted to shoot back that he didn’t, actually, but with the way Gemma had set him up he knew exactly how that would be taken now - not to mention how rude it would come across - and he barely resisted glaring at all of them. Gemma was looking smug in the way she only did when she had him cornered and she knew it—and if Miles was going to be forced into this thing, he’d be damned if he let them see it rattle him. There was no way he was about to play into the image that Gemma was apparently eagerly spreading about him.

“Alright, fine,” he said, with all the nonchalance and confidence he wasn’t sure he actually felt right now, actually flicking his hair behind his shoulder—and okay, having long girl’s hair was pretty cool for that. I guess “I’ll come along then. We can see how it compares to the parties back—home.”

He stumbled slightly as he abruptly realised he didn’t know where he was supposed to be from, but the way the other girls briefly faltered was satisfying enough to convince him that he’d made his point.

With a shrug, he managed to detach himself from both Jess and Katie and gave them all a brief wave, like he’d seen Gemma do before. “Good luck with the planning, then!” he said in his falsely cheery, girls’ voice—another thing it felt satisfying to copy from Gemma and throw back in her face. Maybe there were some advantages to being a girl right now, after all.

Then he turned to walk away before anyone could think to rope him into that planning, wishing he felt half as confident about this as he sounded. He was pissed off all over again at his sister, but absolutely certain that, whatever it took, he wasn’t going to let her win.


Chapter Ten

Miles spent the rest of the day stewing over what he’d inadvertently agreed to, and somewhat dreading that he would actually have to go to one of these parties—especially one where they were going to try to make a big deal of him in some way. He wasn’t socially awkward in the way Gemma liked to make out sometimes, but spending time with groups of loud, obnoxious strangers who were usually drunk - in a place where you could barely hear anyone speak, too - was hardly his idea of a good time.

His version of a house party had always been to have his group of friends around, maybe one or two more people one of them knew, and to chill out with a few drinks, maybe smoke a little, and talk about stupid shit for hours; usually broken up by the inevitable tangents of the latest thing one of them was into. He knew how to have a good time, it just didn’t look like Gemma’s idea of a good time, that was all. Or, apparently, the vast majority of their classmates—although Miles maintained that the decent ones all pretty much hung out doing the same thing he did and knew that those were the fun parts of college; they just attended these stupid big events too, for whatever reason.

Still, he was stuck with it now, so he supposed he was going to find out what the fuss was all about one way or another. And who knew—maybe it would be different as a girl, somehow.

College was proving itself a little different, but he still didn’t think he saw whatever it was Gemma had been getting at. Miles still attracted more attention than he really expected, but he was pretty obviously anti-social and his whole “I’m only here for a week, so don’t bother” attitude threw off the few people who tried to talk to him. He actively avoided his friends, still, who were the only people he wouldn’t be able to bring himself to be semi-rude to, and made it through classes while engaging as few people as he could.

Huh. Maybe he wasn’t exactly making it hard for Gemma to spread those rumours.

Miles shrugged off the thought, though. He didn’t care what any of these people thought about Miles’ random cousin - never to be heard from again after this week - and he wasn’t here to make friends. If anything, that would be inconvenient.

Then he considered that a bit more—no, he didn’t want to be engaging with people and getting to know them as Miley…so really, his idea of a party would only be a problem right now. But the kind of event he hated—superficial, glancing encounters that barely anyone even remembered the next day, lost in strangers and music and drinks?

That…well, oddly enough, that was actually something Miley could do this week.

That thought stumped him long enough that he barely noticed the few attempts to reach out to him in his last class of the day, and even though some part of him continued to insist that he did hate Gemma’s idea of a party, it stayed with him the whole way home anyway.

It wasn’t like this was going to be a good thing. Obviously not. But maybe it wouldn’t be the horrific, terrible thing he’d been dreading, either? Despite how much he disliked what Gemma was doing, she wasn’t wrong that it would be something that Miley could do this week.

It was seeing Gemma over dinner that solidified that hazy, somewhat tentative feeling for him, though.

She was just so damn smug as she started talking about all her plans for this stupid party.

“So, Katie’s arranged the party for tomorrow,” Gemma said, giving him that knowing look of hers, even though she didn’t know a damn thing, “isn’t that such great timing? Maybe we’d even be able to have another later this week if this one goes well—”

“Gemma.” Miles cut in, his tone abrupt and short. “You know I’m not actually interested in any of this, right? You must know that. What you did at lunch was a dick move, and you know it.”

His sister just shrugged. “Someone had to get you off your ass and actually giving this whole thing a shot—”

“Giving what a shot, Gemma?”

“Being a proper girl, of course.”

Miles just scowled. “I’m pretty sure there’s no way to be a proper girl, Gem. They’re not all one identical being or something!”

“Well, it’s not like you would know, is it? You’re not actually one!”

“No, I’m not, and I wouldn’t be one at all if you hadn’t—”

“Not this again,” Gemma cut in, and Miles couldn’t even believe her.

“Seriously? What do you expect, Gem? This is going to be a thing until you turn me back, you idiot—”

“Are you finally saying that’s what you want?” Gemma’s eyes lit up and her smile widened, as if she’d actually won something.

“Of course it’s what I want,” Miles said, aggravated, “but you’ve stuck us like this until the end of the week regardless, with that taster week at college—”

“Like that makes a difference. I’m sure Miley could just go back home early if we needed her to,” Gemma shrugged, still grinning at him, “the moment you admit you can’t hack it.”

Miles let out an infuriated sigh. “How many times, Gemma? I’m fine. Annoyed, but fine. Obviously, I want to go back to being Miles, because that’s who I am. But I can wait it out just fine since you’re insisting on being stupid about it.”

Gemma scowled at him, but it only lasted a moment before her expression brightened again. “Even with that party tomorrow?” she asked, her mouth curving with that malicious-mischievous tint that usually made him a little wary, but this time just pissed him off.

“It’s just a party, Gemma. As I said, forcing me to do stuff I don’t like is annoying, but it’s hardly the deal-breaker you seem to think it is.”

“Hm,” Gemma said, non-committal, but that calculating gleam still shone in her eyes as she looked him over, before shrugging. “Well, I suppose we’ll see, won’t we?”

Miles just rolled his eyes and went back to his food, which Gemma seemed to take as enough assent to continue prattling about her fully-formed plans for how this was going to go.

“So anyway, I thought I’d invite Jess over here tomorrow after college and we could help you get ready for it—you know, hair, clothes, make-up, all of that—”

“What?” Miles’ head snapped up from his plate to stare at her again. “Uh, no. No way. I agreed to go to the party, not to subject myself to all—that.”

Gemma raised an eyebrow at him. “That’s what going to a party involves, Miles—at least for girls. You can’t just turn up wearing something like that and expect no one to care,” she said, gesturing with disdain to the Halo top, featuring a massive, armoured muscle-clad man with a huge gun plastered across what were undoubtedly his breasts. It still made him laugh when he saw it in the mirror, and he had to admit, the clothes he’d gotten to mess around with had actually been one of the few fun parts of this. Hm, that was a thought.

“Hey, this is a great top—and from the comments I’ve gotten, I’m not the only one who thinks so, either,” Miles said, grinning briefly at the memory. It was true, too, he’d had more than one person come up to him about it today. It was a pity he’d been too distracted to appreciate it more, but he clearly wasn’t the only one who enjoyed the irony of it.

“Yeah, the nerds from your computer classes, no doubt.” Gemma rolled her eyes at him, and Miles frowned, even though she wasn’t exactly wrong. “How many of them do you think will be there tomorrow?”

“Not the point, Gemma—I’m still not spending tomorrow evening getting ready with you, and I’ve clearly done just fine by myself so far, haven’t I?”

Gemma’s expression twisted and Miles could practically see how much that very fact was bothering her, which only solidified his determination not to take her help. With the way she’d been acting recently and the slightly malicious approach she seemed to be taking to this party, he wouldn’t put it past her to sabotage him entirely if he did.

“With stupid gaming tees and basic stuff, maybe, but this is different, Miles. Trust me, if you simply don’t bother with this in the same way you don’t bother with pretty much anything else, it will be obvious—and not in a good way. You don’t want to be the one stuck feeling out of place in the middle of this kind of party, believe me, it’s just…awkward.”

Okay, so maybe she had a point there, but Miles just shrugged in response anyway. “So I’ll wear something else,” he said simply, already thinking back to the totally unnecessary extra clothing he had bought at the beginning of the week. Maybe the girl working there had been right about finding a use for all those nice tops in the evening…although he wasn’t sure his sister strong-arming him into this situation really counted as ‘being invited out to something fun’ at his new college.

Still, the idea of getting those clothes back out was…oddly appealing. He hadn’t looked at them since that shopping trip, shoving them into the wardrobe in a semi-embarrassment he hadn’t tried to analyse too heavily, and then simply pulling out the easiest option each day, but…well, if he remembered right, they had been pretty cool, hadn’t they? And if there was one thing Gemma had done right, it was to give him the kind of body that seemed to just make clothes look good, somehow.

“It’s not that simple, Miles. I doubt you even have anything appropriate,” Gemma said, in that patronising tone that only made him itch to prove her wrong. “I doubt you even know what’s appropriate—and really? Hair and makeup and all that? It’s not like you know how to do any of that stuff yourself. Face it, you need our help.”

“Yeah, like I needed your help in forcing me to go to the party? Or changing me into a girl in the first place? Like hell I’m going to accept your help with this too. Don’t think I don’t know you’re rooting for me to fail here—that’s what you’ve been waiting for this whole time, right? For me to prove you right about this. Well, I’m not going to play your game and make it easy for you.”

Gemma scoffed, and it might actually have been genuine. “Please. I don’t need to do a thing for you to crash and burn all by yourself. I was just trying to give you a fighting chance here—to get you through the door and see how you held your own among all our peers—and maybe stop you from embarrassing me too much, I guess, but if you’re going to throw it all back in my face, then who am I to stop you from falling down at the very first hurdle?” Gemma shot him a mean look and then shrugged with a put-on casualness. “If you’re too much of a disaster, I can always bemoan having my pathetic, idiot cousin to stay and cut all ties with you for the rest of the week while you make yourself a social pariah—it’s no skin off my back.”

“It would almost be tempting just to get you to do that,” Miles seethed back, standing abruptly as he remembered all too well her comments about social awkwardness earlier in the day. If there was anyone hoping to make him a social pariah here, it was clearly her. “But I’m not about to give you the satisfaction. You started this, Gemma, but if you’re going to keep pushing like this, you can be damned sure I’m going to be the one to end it.”

Gemma just smirked at him and it only set his blood to boiling. He turned around and left before he did something he’d really regret, already thinking ahead and making plans for how he could make her eat her words. He might not want to be a girl, but if he was going to be stuck as one for the rest of this week with Gemma coming up with increasingly ridiculous plans to try to show him up, then he’d be such a damned good one that Gemma would regret ever starting this at all.

She claimed she wanted him to actually commit to this? Well fine, maybe he would—and then he’d throw everything she’d wished for right back in her face as he proved her wrong about all of it. If she was determined to set him up to fail like this, he’d be damned if he did anything other than succeed.

He would show his stupid sister—and then maybe she would finally shut up.

With that determination burning through him, Miles stormed upstairs and slammed the door behind him, ideas and thoughts and plans whirling through his mind. He turned to look in the mirror at the body he had been forced into and saw, yet again, the thing that he had reluctantly acknowledged at the beginning of the week and then subsequently very much ignored: it was a good body.

If he had actually been a girl, Miles thought he would have been very happy with it—and even though it wasn’t actually his body, he had still found a lot to appreciate about it over the last couple of days. He hadn’t wanted to admit any of that to himself before, not entirely sure how he was supposed to feel about it, but now…now those thoughts had a different purpose entirely.

Revenge.

It would have been weird to do anything other than reluctantly go along with being in this totally new - girl’s - body before now, so he had deliberately ignored any temptation to experiment so far, but after today?

Oh, if it would prove his sister wrong, then yes—he could embrace this.

Tomorrow, he would see what Miley could really become.

And so would everyone else.


Chapter Eleven

It felt like it took an interminably long time to get through college the next day, as the anticipation from the resolution he’d made buzzed through Miles and he found himself distracted from classes that usually held his full attention, too busy thinking over what he would be doing later and how he was going to get ready for the party that evening.

Gemma had been right that there was a lot he didn’t know about being a girl, but…well, he’d managed well enough with the clothes, hadn’t he? How hard could some of the rest of it be? And even if it wasn’t…he—this body—whatever—had looked pretty good in some of the things he’d picked out in that store at the weekend even without putting any further effort in. He was sure he could make this work, and he was already anticipating the look on Gemma’s face when he did. He hadn’t paid that much attention to it at the time, but he remembered how taken aback Gemma had been to see him actually wearing women’s clothes and Miles was sure that if he got this right then it would be that moment, but so much better. It had been obvious then, if he thought about it, how much she didn’t want him to succeed—and it was going to be so sweet to prove her wrong tonight.

It was odd to actually find himself anticipating the kind of party he’d always avoided before, but he didn’t think about it too much. This week was something different, something new, and while he never would have chosen it, Gemma had lit enough of a fire under him that he was no longer interested in simply resentfully skulking through it. Why not take advantage of it and get something out of it himself? Even if it was just some of that college experience his Dad kept warning him not to miss out on.

Granted, his Dad probably hadn’t had anything like this in mind, but hey—if it was going to be more fun to do it as a semi-anonymous girl while thumbing his nose at his sister, then why not? The thought made him grin a little, and that was a good enough reason to go for it, as far as he was concerned—here he was, with his Dad out of town for a week, and he hadn’t enjoyed a single moment of it so far. It was past time for him to be done with that.

Miles was surprised throughout the day with the number of people that came up to him asking if he was going to the party later, or hoping to see him there, and whereas before he might have brushed them off or responded scornfully, now he made an effort to lean into it somewhat.

“Of course,” Miles said casually a few times, finding it surprisingly easy to smile at the enquiries—and was a little surprised in turn by how quick others were to smile back at him. “My sis—cousin. My cousin is actually organising it so I can meet a few people, you know. I’m looking forward to it.”

He was even more surprised to find the words were genuine—perhaps made more so when he thought about how Gemma would react to hearing it, but even so…he was looking forward to tonight. It was exciting, in a strange way. Like he was stepping outside himself, seeing what it would be like to be somebody different for once—to be Miley, he supposed. He liked who he was plenty already, but…it wasn’t often you got to try on someone else’s life, was it?

He was surprised how much of a difference his more-pleasant demeanour made to his day, too, and the response he got from others as he started to engage with them a little more. He had thought he needed to keep everyone at bay this week, and to be honest that first encounter with Sammy - and then the awkwardness with both Gemma’s and his own friends - had only encouraged that, but being here so temporarily seemed to create enough distance that it seemed unlikely that simply being polite and friendly would create any awkward situations when Miley eventually disappeared.

Hah. Take that, social-awkwardness rumours.

That newfound confidence didn’t prevent his distraction throughout the day, though, and by the time classes finally let out for the day, he was pretty much itching to get out of there—there was a lot to do before the party, after all.

After a lot of contemplation, Miles had decided to head into town once more to pick up a few extras for tonight. There was a part of him that still thought it was stupid to be spending money on something so temporary; he wouldn’t have any use for any of this after the week ended, but he comforted himself with the thought of all the things he’d be spending money on this week if none of this had happened, like pizza evenings with friends or a new online game they might all be playing together right now.

It might not have been what he’d originally have chosen, but this was his entertainment for the week, he supposed.

This time, Miles tried to keep the trip into town much shorter, as he would still have to go home and get ready. He wasn’t sure how long that was supposed to take, but Gemma always took forever about it, and since he didn’t exactly know what he was doing…yeah, at least it was cool to be late to these things, right?

Miles headed into the same cheap department store that had worked so well at the beginning of the week and then…floundered a little as he tried to work out where he was supposed to be heading. He had a vague idea of what he wanted: some accessories, maybe some cheap bangles or something and probably something that would let him do something with his hair.

He also had no idea where to find any of that, and realised somewhat belatedly just how vague those half-formed thoughts had been. In hindsight, maybe the clothes had been easy. At least it was always obvious where they were, but now he was just wandering around, looking through sections of bags - no, he didn’t think so - slippers - what? - vacation items - why? - and—oh, okay.

He stopped in front of a seemingly endless section of hair…things. He wasn’t entirely sure how he had gotten here, but there they suddenly were. Scrunchies and clips and…things. Honestly, none of that looked like what he was looking for, and he found himself wondering how much he was being driven by Gemma’s insistence that he needed to do something with his hair here. So far, despite the inconvenience of it, Miles had actually liked the way his long hair looked quite a bit—as a girl, anyway. He didn’t think any of these accessories were going to add anything to it - he didn’t think he’d seen Gemma wear those little clips since she was a kid, and outside of practicalities, she rarely wore scrunchies - but he couldn’t figure out what else she might have meant, either.

Not to mention, he simply couldn’t imagine himself wearing any of these accessories…not even as a girl. They felt…childish and a bit stupid, not fun or cool or anything he might be aiming for. As his gaze travelled over the displays he did see pictures of different hairstyles, and maybe that was what Gemma had meant, but there was no way he’d be able to pull any of that off by himself. He could reluctantly admit Gemma had been right about that, but—he refused to believe it really mattered the way she seemed to think, either.

What was wrong with this long, flowing hair he already had anyway? It seemed good enough to him, and he was sure that plenty of girls who grew their hair out like this just went with that option to show it off. Gemma was no doubt making a big deal out of nothing, as usual.

Ignoring the slight twinge of uncertainty, he turned away from the display—and was grateful when his gaze immediately landed on the other half of what he was looking for, the next aisle over. Taking the easy distraction for what it was, he walked over to the rows of loud, attention-grabbing accessories and jewellery.

Miles had at least thought about this before coming out, and had a good idea of what he wanted. He let his eyes pass over the bold, dangling earrings - obviously, his ears weren’t pierced and there was no way he was committing that much to any of this - and hesitated over the necklaces for a few moments, before finally spotting the bracelets and bangles he was hoping for. He liked the look of the necklaces with large pendants too, but his favourite of the more interesting tops he’d bought during his last outing here were all halter-necks and he felt like a necklace might get in the way of that effect rather than add to it.

The bangles on the other hand…yes, that was exactly what he was looking for. They were the cheap, plasticky kind that he had expected from a place like this, but they were still bright and colourful, gold-coloured if obviously not actual gold, and patterned in interesting ways. He found a basket of them that he could mix and match choices from, and by the time he’d tried a dozen or so on and selected three for each arm, he was feeling much better about the whole thing. They might not be much, but he knew they’d make a difference—and they were pretty fun to have clinking and moving on his arms as well. Still, there was only so much they could add by themselves, and his gaze returned to the necklaces again, hesitating.

“Hey!”

Miles looked up instinctively at the call, but was still surprised to find it actually aimed in his direction—it wasn’t like Miley really knew anyone well enough for them to stop him randomly—and even more surprised to vaguely recognise the face that was grinning at him from over the top of the display.

“How’s the new college going?” The follow-up question came almost immediately, and that was all it took for Miles to place the other girl as the assistant who had helped him out the last time he was here.

“Oh!” he said, still slightly bemused. “It’s…er, it’s good, thanks.”

“Did you get bored of all those clothes already?” she asked, her eyes sparkling as she grinned cheekily at him, and he found himself smiling back instinctively in response. Huh. Maybe that was why people seemed to like it when he did it, too.

“No, not exactly.” Miles said ruefully, becoming a little more genuine as he filled in the unexpected conversation with his previous tactic of sticking as close to the truth as he could. “You were right, actually—I did get invited to a party tonight. I’ve got the clothes, but…”

“Ohh!” she smiled, and if anything seemed to look even more interested as she stepped around the display to see what Miles was looking at. This time she had a basket on her arm too, and he noticed belatedly that she wasn’t wearing the uniform today, either. “And your suitcase still hasn’t turned up, huh?”

“Er, no, it hasn’t.”

“Bad luck, that,” she said, and Miles could only nod, feeling a little guilty for deceiving her. “So it’s accessories this time around, is it?”

“Yeah. Yeah, it is.” Miles said, surprised that it felt good to actually be talking about it out loud, instead of trying to make it all work in his head. It had been like that with the clothes too, once she had started helping him and he had been able to give voice to the vague, uncertain ideas he’d had.

“Do you know what you’re wearing yet? Or are you here for that too?”

“No, I was thinking of wearing one of those halter-neck tops we picked out earlier in the week, actually, with those light coloured, ripped jeans. Maybe the dark blue with that golden floral print—”

“Ooh, and the nearly open back—nice!”

Miles blinked slightly. “You remember it from days ago?”

“Well, that and I work here, remember? I’ve been eyeing that top for weeks,” she just gave him a sardonic look and gestured vaguely behind her and down. “There’s dozens more of them just down there.”

“Oh. Right. Of course.”

“Anyway, it’s a good pick—and those will look gorgeous with it,” she nodded towards his basket, where the bangles were still sitting, and Miles couldn’t help but smile back automatically. It was a relief to have the outside validation for his choices, and Miles was surprised at just what a boost it gave his confidence that he really could do this.

“Thanks.” Miles rubbed the back of his neck. “I was wondering about one of these,” he nodded towards the necklaces, “since I feel like I need something more than just the bangles, but it feels like it’d just get in the way…”

“Oh, yeah, no you don’t want to do that—wearing a necklace too would just clash with the print,” she said, and Miles had the weird sensation of feeling both validated again but also somewhat disappointed that his concerns were valid. It would have been easier to be able to choose one of these and feel done. “Hmm,” the girl next to him tilted her head in consideration, “how about a belt?”

“Huh?”

“Well, if you want something extra to make the outfit really pop, a belt would work well—you know, a big, statement piece with an eye-catching buckle.”

Miles didn’t think he did know, but he found himself following her to another section where a bunch of belts of all different designs and materials were hanging and watched as she started searching through them. It was a lot more extensive than any of the displays of men’s belts he’d browsed before, and certainly miles apart from the thin leather black belt currently holding his jeans up.

These were flashy and bright in places, loud and attention-grabbing in others, and it only took one look at them for Miles to understand what she meant. These would add something to the outfit.

And, a small voice whispered in the back of his head, it was a nonstandard enough accessory that Gemma would never expect it to be something he could put together.

That thought was probably more gratifying than it had any right to be - especially as this wasn’t something that had occurred to Miles himself at all - but he did nothing to suppress it. It was half the reason he was here in the first place, after all.

After a few moments, she held out a belt towards him as if assessing, before finally handing it over. “Yeah, that should work. Go on, try it on.”

It was a wide brown leather belt with a large decorated gold-coloured buckle that drew the gaze, and when Miles slipped off his current, boring belt and replaced it with her suggestion, it immediately felt more right. Maybe this was the sort of thing he should have been wearing all along. Who knew?

He startled a little as she grabbed his shoulders and steered him towards a mirror, but went willingly, immediately liking how well the leather matched the boots he was wearing—and even with an outfit and top that wasn’t really designed to be fashionable, it still made an impression.

“Yep, thought so. Perfect,” she said, with satisfaction, and Miles had to agree.

“You’re right,” he said immediately, twisting and turning slightly to admire the effect it had. Who could have guessed a belt would make so much difference? “This is exactly what I need.”

She grinned back at him and nodded. “Great—is that you all set, then?”

Miles nodded automatically, about to thank her yet again for the unexpected help, when he paused abruptly as his previous plight came crashing back to him.

“What?” she asked, obviously sensing his sudden hesitation.

“I don’t know what to do with my hair!” he blurted, the words spilling out before he could really stop them—and then almost immediately flushed with embarrassment at both the inept statement and how much she had already helped him. Really, turning red like this was a problem that had only started since being in Miley’s body.

She laughed, but it sounded more genuine and sympathetic than mocking in the way Miles had expected.

“Sorry,” he blurted out next, almost immediately. “You’ve already helped me tons, I’m not trying to—”

“I told you before, it’s no trouble,” she grinned at him again, and she didn’t sound annoyed at all.

“But you’re not even working today—” he tried to protest, but she just shrugged it off.

“Yeah, and I’m still stuck here picking stuff up for my Mom.” She rolled her eyes. “The perils of getting a staff discount, I guess. At least you’re more interesting than shopping for my Mom—and it’s your first party at the new college! What kind of girl would I be if I didn’t help you out?”

Miles smiled, feeling like he should be more reluctant than he was, but secretly just grateful for the easy support.

Why couldn’t Gemma be like this? If I thought she actually just wanted to help, instead of pursuing some warped agenda of her own, maybe I would have done this stuff with her…

Even as he thought it, Miles somewhat doubted he ever actually would have—but he’d still thought it, and that had to mean something at least.

“Thanks, seriously,” he said to her instead, having no hesitation in letting the relief seep into his voice. “Errr—sorry, what’s your name? It feels weird not even knowing that after all of this.”

She laughed again and pointed to her chest, which Miles followed with his gaze only to then feel suddenly awkward staring at…well, at the cleavage on display from the low v-neck of her top.

“Err…”

She followed his gaze at the slight stuttering, only to huff out a breath. “Oh, sorry. I’m so used to that being there when I’m in here—I’m Clara. Nice to meet you.”

“Miley,” Miles said, the name coming a lot easier than it had only a couple of days ago. “And you too,” he added belatedly.

“So what are you thinking, with the hairdo?” she continued, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, and turned to start leading them back to where Miles had first been looking at hair supplies. “And do you have anything at the place you’re staying—curlers, straighteners, tongs—I mean, you’ve got a hair dryer at least, right?”

“Umm, I don’t know,” Miles said, not even knowing what half those things were and being entirely unsure of the answer, but also not about to go rummaging in whatever supplies Gemma had left in the bathroom when he didn’t have a clue what anything was, either. “I don’t think so…my cousin…he’s a guy, so, yeah.” Miles said, haltingly trying to come up with some kind of explanation. “And…umm…I really don’t know.”

Clara heaved a sigh, but nodded. “Sucks. Alright then, you’re thinking a halter-neck, right?”

Miles nodded, and Clara cast a quick gaze over him, before humming contemplatively. “Well, your hair is nice enough it’s not like you’re going to need to put a lot of effort in—that’s probably for the best if you don’t have many supplies and don’t want to waste money on pointless replacements, right?”

Miles nodded again, grateful for the easy explanations this whole set-up had left him with—and even moreso that she had confirmed his initial thoughts about his hair. Maybe he really didn’t need—

“But still, you don’t want everyone to see the same thing as every other day, right?” Clara was talking almost to herself, and Miles’ heart sank a little.

Personally, he didn’t see the problem with that, but both Gemma and now Clara had acted like that was a big deal, and he had sworn he’d do what he needed to show Gemma up. Maybe it wasn’t really required to mess with his hair for the party - at least in his eyes - but for the expression on Gemma’s face if he did?

Yeah, he would take Clara’s advice.

“What about twisting it up into a simple up-do? That’ll draw attention to your neck and the cut of the top and—the low back, yes!” Clara looked over at him with a grin as she talked herself more and more into the idea. “You could run a cheap curler through it first, just to give it a little body and a few cute waves at the bottom—that’ll look great once you put it up, and if you leave a few strands down at the front…”

Miles was chewing at his lower lip, trying to memorise the things she was saying so that he could look it up later because - really - he only had the most basic idea of what she was talking about.

She paused for a moment, seeming to register his lack of enthusiasm, and tilted her head slightly. “No?”

“Um…” Miles paused, hesitant, looking over where she’d dragged him back to the aisle he’d been in earlier. “Could you…show me what you mean, maybe?”

“Oh—oh sure!” Clara’s hesitant expression disappeared as she smiled again, grabbing a large jaw clip from the box with loose supplies. “Do you mind if I…” she started asking as she moved around behind him, positioning him in front of a mirror before her hands hovered over his hair.

“Yeah, go ahead,” he smiled back at her in the mirror, and she returned it.

Then he watched closely as she gathered his hair up and twisted it so that it would stay together, then circled the length of it around the natural bulge that formed there, before pulling the remainder up and using the clip to hold it all in place, the excess spilling over the top and hanging down artfully around the clip, as Miles saw when he twisted and turned to see the result.

Huh. That was…surprisingly easy.

And—it looked good, too. He had always thought girl’s hairstyles took ages to create, and maybe some of them do, but this quick-and-dirty style really appealed to him. For more than just the ease, too.

“Then just…” Clara reached up the front of his face and pulled a couple strands from each side, releasing them from the clip and leaving them to hang down and frame his face. Miles blinked, somewhat shocked that such a simple thing could have such an impact, and Clara grinned back at him. “There! What do you think?”

“I love it,” Miles answered honestly, unable to help smiling himself, still turning his head this way and that as he admired it. It was strange how such a simple thing could make him look so different all over again—and now he had the strange echo of that feeling he’d had days ago, of looking at a stranger’s face. He had somehow gotten used to Miley’s face in that time, but not nearly enough that it still felt easily recognisable after a change like this.

“Perfect, then!” Clara said. “And this way, when it’s later in the night and things loosen up a little, you can let it down and show everyone a whole new look, it’ll be great—especially hanging down your open back like that!”

Literally let his hair down at a party, huh?

“Having it up like that should enhance those natural waves you’ve got going on, too,” Clara was still talking, and Miles watched her somewhat bemused. It was hard to believe anyone could be this enthusiastic about the hair styles of near-strangers - not that he wasn’t grateful - but…then again…he could see the appeal of some of it as he looked back at himself in the mirror. “Oh!” Clara added, “that reminds me—did you want to buy a cheap curler too?”

Miles opened his mouth, an automatic “no” on the tip of his tongue, before hesitating. He definitely had no intention to buy complex hair products he had no future use for, but…he had really enjoyed her ideas so far, too.

“Do you think I should?” he opted for instead, chewing lightly on his lower lip—and wasn’t surprised when she immediately nodded in response.

“Yeah—if it’s not too much for you to buy a replacement. It’ll give the whole thing more body, for a start, and then when you let it down later it’ll look even better.”

Miles hesitated for another moment, but despite having definitely told himself he was not going to do this, ended up finding himself reluctantly smiling and nodding instead. “Yeah, okay then. Alright.”

Clara grinned, moved over to another aisle a few rows down and was back before he could think to follow her, pushing a box at him. “This is the best value, promise—we’ve got a cheaper one, but that fritzes and fails half the time, and more expensive ones with all the frills, obviously, but—this is what I’d get.”

“Thanks,” he said again, with feeling. “Really, I’m pretty sure I’d be making all the wrong choices without you here.”

Clara laughed and shook her head. “Nah, you seem to have your head screwed on right. You just need some confidence, girl.”

Miles blinked, reminding himself that he was indeed a girl and eventually gave her a slightly sheepish smile back, before glancing down at his basket. “Well, maybe tonight will give me a bit of that.”

“That’s the spirit!”

“I guess I’m all done then—thanks again for all the help, really.”

Clara grinned, then hooked her arm with his. “C’mon then, I’ll take you to checkout—hey wait, you’ve got a bra for a backless top, right?”

Miles just blinked at her. “What?”

“I always forget that stuff—end up going somewhere, taking all my nice dresses and then realise I didn’t pack the right stuff to wear underneath. Honestly, the number of times I’ve stuffed something makeshift down there to cover my nipples and keep me decent and then just gone free-flying is too much to count at this point.” Miles blinked as Clara chattered, wondering whether any of this was appropriate for him to hear, but—well, it wasn’t like he could stop it, exactly. “But yeah, can’t have an open back with bra straps ruining the whole effect.”

“Oh,” Miles said, just now getting her point, and then stalled a little as he thought about it. “Er…no. I didn’t think about that,” he frowned slightly, “maybe I should choose a different top after all then…”

“Ohh no, don’t do that! You had a whole plan and everything! C’mon, let’s just get something that’ll work, huh?” Clara said, and before Miles could protest, she was using their linked arms to pull him along, and he found himself laughing somewhat helplessly.

“You’re just dragging me through the store now, huh?” he said, but couldn’t help the bubbly way it came out; Clara’s energy and enthusiasm were infectious and he couldn’t help it—he was starting to feel really good about this evening. He had a small suspicion that might be exactly what she’d intended, too.

“Yep!” she agreed, unrepentant, and he laughed again as they went down the stairs and to the same department he’d been in last time.

Without even glancing through all the different, confusing options, she led him right over to a type of bra he hadn’t even seen last time—low-back bras with a thin strap that curved down to run under a top that did the same. Huh. He really wouldn’t have thought of this.

“They’re not even that expensive, you know—ooh, and look at this, there’s an offer for matching panties too!” Clara pointed out, and Miles found himself blushing bright red before he could try to control himself—although that would probably have been a lost cause.

The last thing he wanted to do was to be discussing panties with—with—well, anyone!

Clara noticed immediately, of course, because why wouldn’t this turn out to just be the most embarrassing thing ever? She laughed, but it was good-natured, bumping his shoulder with hers.

“Hah, don’t worry! I won’t snoop and see what you pick if you’re shy about these things, promise,” Clara said, then turned pointedly around and crossed her arms so decisively that Miles let out a breath of laughter despite himself. The most relieving part of that, obviously, was that she was no longer looking at him and he had a moment to get himself back under control. Honestly, who wasn’t shy about these things?!

Clara, clearly.

Although she did seem a little bit older…maybe that kind of confidence came with age. He could hope so, anyway. Miles had never not been confident, exactly, but there was something about Clara’s carefree attitude that just seemed to take it a step further…especially since his confidence as a girl was another matter entirely. It was hard not to want to emulate the way she did it.

Still, he pushed those thoughts to the side and hurriedly looked over the selection before she could turn back or wonder what was taking so long. At least he knew his size, so he didn’t have to try anything on. His hand hovered over the simple, plain type he’d already bought - albeit in this new cut - but unbidden, his gaze drifted to the fancier section Clara had pointed out. The ones with - ground, swallow him up in a hole now - free matching panties.

He chewed at his lip, trying to be sensible. He didn’t need one of those fancy, lingerie-style bras. No one was even going to see it—it would be pointless! But…it would be kind of fun to see how it looked. He would see it, and when was the next time he was going to have the chance to see a hot girl in lingerie? The fact that he was that hot girl was…a little weird, he guessed, but then this whole situation was weird and if he was going to commit to it tonight like he’d promised himself, then why shouldn’t he go all-in? Wasn’t that what all this was about, anyway? Dressing the part tonight—acting the part?

Without thinking too much more about it, he picked up a lacy, decorative black bra and put it into the basket. It would look good; it would be fun to see; hell, it might even be fun to wear. Then he reached for the panties and hesitated once more.

He didn’t have to take matching panties, just because they were free. Wouldn’t that be…a bit weird, in some way? A bit too far, maybe?

Somehow, they ended up in his basket anyway, and he refused to think about that any further.

Tonight he was going to be Miley—and this is what being Miley just happened to involve.

“Right, you done?” Clara asked as he turned back to her, still far too red and awkwardly trying to cover over his selections in the basket so she didn’t see them. He didn’t know why he was so embarrassed, but he was.

“Aww, you’re adorable,” Clara said, laughing again, and he actually glared at her—which only seemed to make her laugh harder. “Seriously, cute, babe.”

Miles blinked again, still taken aback by being called girl and babe, but there was something…surprisingly nice about it, too. And if he was going to go to that party later then it was nice to get into the mindset that that’s what he was—a girl. A babe, even.

He made an exaggerated huff and pouted at her, and that was surprisingly fun too. He never would have got to do that as Miles, that was for sure, and Clara just laughed at him again, before linking arms and walking him over to the check-out counter.

“You don’t have to—” he tried, but she cut him off with a smirk.

“What’s the point of a staff discount if you don’t use it, huh? Gotta get some benefit out of all the hours I spend slaving away here.”

Miles blinked at her, “wait—what? You don’t need to—”

She rolled her eyes at him and shrugged. “It’s no big deal—and besides, I feel sorry for you. It sucks that your suitcase is still lost and you’re having to shell out all this money—and manage with a first week of college too? Trust me, I figure you could use a break.”

And with that, she turned to talk to - and, Miles realised a moment later, obviously charm - the guy at the till into letting her use her staff discount on him, if the way she was looking up at him and laughing and joking and exaggeratedly fluttering her eyes was anything to go by. He looked just as flustered and taken in by her as Miles had been.

Miles was just looking at her though, caught between feeling guilty about the stories he’d told and yet…somehow feeling oddly validated anyway. Okay, his suitcase wasn’t lost, but what had happened to him did suck, and this was the first real acknowledgement of that he’d received this week. Sure, no one else but Gemma knew, but the way she’d been acting—like what she did was fine—it was nice to feel there was someone on his side, looking out for him, as strange as it was.

Between Clara and the guy behind the till, they’d rung up and sorted out everything he was buying by the time he came to that conclusion. He paid - discount applied, and he knew better by now than to try to argue with the whirlwind that was Clara - without much more fuss, before turning back to her, feeling genuinely grateful and—oddly emotional? Maybe that was a girl thing, this unusual warmth in his chest that made him feel oddly volatile and more vulnerable than he was at all used to.

“Hey,” he said quietly, grabbing her arm and hoping she could tell just how much of a difference this had made to him, “thank you. Really, I mean it. I’m not sure—what I would have done without all your help, and just—I—it’s nice you get it, I guess. I’ve got my…my cousin at home, but well…no one really gets it, what it’s been like.”

Clara’s face softened in obvious sympathy and she reached down to squeeze the hand resting on his arm. “No problem, really. It’s been fun having you around the store, promise,” she smiled at him, and the warmth in his chest seemed echoed in her voice as she did. “Hey, let me give you my number, huh? Then you can text me with a picture of your outfit for tonight, and if you need to bounce around any more ideas before you head out, I can help you out.”

Miles blinked, surprised, but he handed his phone over somewhat in a daze when she held out her hand, and in the next moment she was inputting her details. She handed it back with a flourish, grinning at him.

“I should probably actually do the shopping I came out for now, but—oh, text me if you end up needing another impromptu shopping trip sometime!”

“Ah—sure. Thanks again.”

Clara just smiled back at him, and then with a little wave, she was gone, while he turned to walk to the entrance of the store with a helpless little smile on his face, feeling oddly touched and somewhat…flattered, he supposed.

It occurred to him as he walked that that was the first number he’d ever gotten from a girl. Not that this was the same, obviously, but even so…he felt like maybe he’d just made his first female friend, as Miley.

It was almost a pity that Miley would be disappearing at the end of the week and that would be the end of it, he thought idly.


Chapter Twelve

Miles didn’t see Gemma when he got home, and as he’d spent more time shopping than he had really been planning, figured that maybe she was already at her friends’ house getting ready. Gemma had talked about inviting Jess around here, of course, but that was clearly a terrible idea with Miles ‘ill’ and Miley not actually having anywhere set up to stay—not to mention it would be way too awkward with him refusing to join them. He wouldn’t be upset at finding out he did had the house to himself instead.

He didn’t regret the time he’d spent shopping either. Clara had worked wonders with his brief idea of what he was going to wear and how he would get ready for tonight. He could reluctantly admit, if only to himself, that Gemma hadn’t been entirely wrong about him needing some help with all of that, but he was so glad he hadn’t tried to find it from his sister.

Just picturing being outnumbered by her and her friend while she made pointed comments and expected him just to go along with whatever she decided because of course he couldn’t know any better…ugh. That certainly wasn’t the kind of help he needed—and anyway, it wouldn’t prove anything. If he succeeded after that, she would just put it all down to herself anyway. He knew how Gemma’s mind worked; self-centred to the core these days. He still wasn’t entirely convinced that she wouldn’t just try to sabotage him with all the prep if he did give her a chance, anyway.

Nope; he had found something far better. Now it was just time to put it all into practice.

With a small smile that he realised he definitely hadn’t been wearing when he left to go shopping, Miles stepped into the shower to start getting ready for the party in just a couple of hours’ time. Yeah, that one trip had somehow made all the difference to how he felt about all this. He was actually excited to try the things Clara had suggested and see what he looked like—and to walk into that party later and see what other people thought too.

Okay, so maybe he was starting to see why some people liked this kind of thing…girls, particularly. He’d still rather hang out with his mates and have a chilled evening of pizza and video games instead, but…well, this was a fun novelty, wasn’t it? When did he ever get the chance to do something like this?

He reached for the bottle of soap and stepped under the spray as soon as the water warmed up enough for it—he’d found that he liked a far hotter temperature in this body than in his usual one, for some reason.

Showering was still weird, too. He’d gotten a bit more used to it over the last couple of days, but it was still something he tried to get in-and-out as quickly as possible, not wanting to linger on the nudity or the weird sensation of the water or how his skin felt as he rubbed the soap over it…really, the less he thought about any of those things, the better, as far as he was concerned.

This time, though, as his body moved in its usual rush through the now-familiar routine, he paused. He’d spent the last few days trying not to think about this body too much and trying to avoid anything that might draw attention to that - of which a shower where he was naked definitely featured highly on the list - but…wasn’t that the opposite of what he was trying to do tonight?

He was going to be Miley tonight. Properly. Committed.

He was dressing this body up in nice clothes, doing his hair and going out as a girl. That meant owning it—not avoiding it. This was his body right now—he was Miley right now. The girl going out to a party with her cousin.

It wasn’t going to work if he couldn’t even face this body, let alone consider it—his own. Admittedly, facing it naked in the shower was a lot, but it was also…the point of all this. He couldn’t do this if he was trying desperately not to notice what—who—he was right now.

A girl.

With a girl’s body.

Hesitantly, he slowed down. He didn’t want—or even need, he suspected—to explore it once again, but…he could stand here under the shower and slowly wash himself and the fact that it felt a bit weird and different was—okay. It was different right now.

He tried not to shy away from that as he ran the soap down his arms and over his body, actually allowing himself to look at it for once as he tried to give himself a mental pep talk.

Right. Tonight you’re going to be Miley. A girl. With a girl’s body. This is what it looks like…feels like. This is the body you’re getting ready—your body. Miley’s body.

He groaned and banged his head slightly against the tiles. It wasn’t helping to think keep thinking of Miley as something—someone separate.

“C’mon, Miles—no, Miley. Yes, tonight you’re Miley. A girl. With a girl’s body,” he murmured to himself. “I’m going to be Miley. A pretty, fun girl going out to a party. That’s me.”

It felt weird to hear it out loud, but the voice made it more real somehow—it was a girl’s voice. And it helped.

Miley.

That’s what he—no.

The thought came to an abrupt halt.

Not he.

If Miles—Miley—was going to do this, then it needed to be as a girl—and he needed to start thinking that way. To think of himself as a girl.

It was going to be she tonight.

And she was going to be Miley. Gemma’s cousin. New potential transfer student.

“Okay. Okay, you can do this. Tonight, let’s actually be the girl I look like.”

It was undeniably odd to try to force his mind out of its well-worn patterns - to try to think of himself as not a him at all - but…it was just like roleplaying, right? He would be all dressed up and look the part—he just had to believe it for himself.

She spent the rest of the shower focused on that, trying to get her mind aligned with her body and her whole attitude and plan for tonight. Instead of flinching awkwardly away from Miley’s body as she had previously when she’d done this, she let herself feel and acknowledge it—the femininity of it. It was female, and so was she right now. She just needed to get her mind there too.

By the time she stepped out of the shower to dry off, she thought she had mostly succeeded.

“Okay. This was what Gemma wanted, after all,” Miles—Miley murmured, looking into the mirror and seeing very clearly Miley’s pretty, heart-shaped face looking back at him. “Let’s prove her wrong that I can’t do this. Tonight…let’s actually be a girl.”

And that started with getting ready—as a girl.

Miles—Miley, now, raised her hands up to her face and traced the lines there, the foreign-yet-familiar look of it, and it was her face—it was undeniably female. Taking a deep breath, Miley nodded.

Tonight, this was who she was. And she was going to see what it was like to go to one of those college parties, looking her best, with a bunch of strangers who wouldn’t even matter if she did end up slipping up in some way.

She wouldn’t, though. She wanted to see the look on Gemma’s face when she realised that Miley just wasn’t going to. Miley watched as her lips curved in a somewhat vicious smile, and had to admit she liked it—it looked good on her, this smile. This face. She was pretty and she knew what she was doing and this—this was going to work.

Taking a deep breath, she nodded once again and then finally turned back to the bedroom to start getting changed. This was her body—for tonight, for the rest of the week, and perhaps it was finally time to own it. It was time to actually be Miley.

He—she—realised distantly that that was somewhat giving in to Gemma’s plan, but that didn’t matter—she was going to beat Gemma at it. She’d take her sis—cousin’s plan and turn it around so she was the one who looked a fool for all this. The idea already had anticipation thrumming in her veins, and that was all it took to shake off the remaining uncertainty.

Miles could be someone else for a few days. He could be Miley and see where that got him.

So this time, as she pulled out clothes and started looking through them, she didn’t fight the impulse to appreciate them or enjoy thinking about how good they were going to look on her. Miley liked trying on clothes, and wearing nice things, and that was fine. It wasn’t weird, it was just another part of being the girl she was.

Her smile growing at the thought, Miley glanced down at herself, and for once her thoughts didn’t skitter awkwardly away from her body and she wasn’t preoccupied by worrying that she ought not to be thinking about it too much. It was her body. She was allowed to look and—explore it, if she wanted to.

She bit her lip slightly, but then finally, hesitantly, unwrapped the towel from around her and stood in front of the mirror. She remembered doing this after first finding herself a girl, but whereas that had been uncomfortable and just trying to deal with it all, this…wasn’t quite that. So far, Miley had mostly avoided looking at herself naked or seeing too much of it because it felt like—well, a girl’s body. And being caught staring at that was awkward. But now…well, it was her body…and she had to admit as she looked at it, took in the hourglass figure and the perky breasts and the flare-then-capering of the hips, that it was a great body.

Miley ran her hands down her sides and this time let herself appreciate the strange sensitivity of her skin, the way she shivered slightly at the feeling, and the smooth, easy glide of it. She looked and felt good. This was going to be good. She would make sure of it.

After a few moments of just looking, she bit her lip slightly and raised her hands to cup her breasts. It felt—weird. Like she wasn’t sure whether she was supposed to be noticing it from a holding them perspective or them being held, but either way—well, that slight shiver came back and she felt her nipples tingling slightly as they stiffened.

Okaaay. Sensitive, then. Not bad, but also…well. There were still things about this body he—she—had no intention of exploring right now.

Still, she could admit right now that the breasts were nice, now that she was viewing them from beyond the strict ‘annoying things to wrestle into a bra’ that she had only allowed herself to consider before.

It was a good body. These were nice breasts. She was going to own this.

Miley repeated the mantra in her head for a little while before finally nodding and stepping back, searching for the shopping bag she hadn’t unpacked yet.

Tonight, she was wearing lingerie—and she could even admit she was rather excited at the idea.

She hadn’t tried any of that on in her initial shopping trip, but now…well, she had the excuse, didn’t she?

She slipped into the panties first—silky, lacy things that felt different as she slid them up her legs, and looked nothing like the utilitarian underwear she had been wearing so far.

The little curls of hair there disappeared behind them, and the result was prettier than she had expected—and also a little more daring, the black lace feeling decidedly naughty. She wriggled a little, and then bit her lip at how good that looked—okay, c’mon, when was she next likely to have a chance to see a hot girl in lingerie, even if this hot girl was her?

With a grin she couldn’t really help, she reached for the bra next—which was still, ugh, but at least this one was a little more interesting. The thin strap along her lower back looked a bit weird when she turned around to look at it over her shoulder and check it was sitting right, but she figured the whole point was to hide it anyway and—you know, that over-the-shoulder look? Also pretty hot. Maybe she would have to do some posing before she went out, just for…you know, science.

She bit her lip again and couldn’t help the slight, breathy laugh that escaped. Okay, she didn’t know whether some of this might be wrong on some level, but it was also fun and she was stuck like this so why not—enjoy it a little? That was the whole point of tonight—just be Miley and stop thinking about anything else.

She turned back around to the front and ended up liking that view a lot more, the matching bra and panties somehow making her naked body look even better. Perhaps she just liked the enticement of almost naked that it had about it. She lifted her hands up to cup her breasts once again, now sitting proudly cupped by the black lacy number she was wearing, and enjoyed the pretty texture of the fabric.

Yeah. This looked good.

Of course, no one would actually see this part, but she would still know it was there, and the thought gave her a strange confidence boost for some reason. There was something about dressing up nicely and looking good that did that, although she doubted attempting to do the same thing as Miles would ever have the same effect.

Well—that didn’t matter. Tonight, she was Miley.

And she was going to enjoy it.

Miley spent another long moment looking - okay, let’s be honest, checking herself out - in the mirror, before finally turning around to put on the clothes she’d chosen for tonight; a cute pair of ripped, skinny jeans and the midnight blue halter-neck top with golden floral patterns accenting spreading from one side, with that low-back that had been the cause of slightly more complications than she’d anticipated. After that, she accessorised courtesy of Clara’s advice, slipping the bangles onto her wrists and enjoying the tactile clacking they made before closing the belt around her hips, to see it made just as much difference as Clara had promised. It really did bring out the outfit, and she centred the loud, gold buckle then did a quick spin to check herself out from the back and—niice.

Yep. This was definitely working.

Next on the list was her hair, and that slowed her down a little as Miley opened and read through the instructions for the small handheld curler Clara had recommended, but to her relief it was a lot simpler than she’d expected. She turned it on to heat up and after a few minutes started slowly running it through the lower half of her hair. The effect took less time to finesse than she’d expected, and soon enough her hair had slight waves running through it, the ends curling and bouncing a little. Perfect.

Then Miley tried to repeat Clara’s gathering and twisting of her hair, only to struggle a little more—really, it felt like she could do with three arms or something for this. After a few failed attempts, she finally rolled her eyes, gave up and looked up a video of something similar on her computer, going through the steps slowly and in a way that made a little more sense. Clara really had made that look easy.

The video helped enough though, and after a few more minutes she had a good approximation of what Clara had done, held together with the claw clip she had bought, hair falling artfully down over it and the newly-added curls making it pop even more. Then she repeated what Clara had done and pulled a couple of strands out from the front, letting them hang down and frame her face before turning to look in the mirror and—wow.

She’d had no idea a hairstyle could make her look so different. Her face had always looked pretty, but now she looked…elegant, she thought. Slightly refined. And her neck seemed so much more delicate like this, those little dips in her collarbones visible from the bare shoulders of the top…it was a really nice effect.

It was almost enough to make her want to accent the whole look further with makeup—or at least to understand why people might choose to, something she had never understood before. That was something she’d avoided like the plague, and she couldn’t say she actually regretted it either, even apart from not having a clue and having no time to learn about it—the idea of covering her face in something cloying and weird-feeling had never appealed, and personally she’d never liked the way it looked either.

Okay, maybe she could see how something small and subtle might work here…but she was still glad not to actually have any of it on her face. She didn’t think she needed it, anyway.

There was no way anyone was about to think she hadn’t made an effort here—she looked good.

And she was about to take this party by storm.

Miley smiled at herself in the mirror, twisting and turning around so she could see herself from all angles, more than pleased with the effect. Belatedly, she remembered Clara’s request and grabbed her phone to text a couple of photos of the full effect, as well as a ‘thank you’ to the other girl. The response came back almost immediately, her phone buzzing as she gathered together her wallet and keys to start preparing to leave.

‘Wow, looking good, girl! You’ve got this!’

Miley grinned to herself as she read it, excitement starting to thrum in her veins - something she’d never felt for a party before ever - and yes, she most certainly did have this.

A glance at the time told her that it had taken a little longer to get ready than she had planned, but that was okay. Fashionably late was a thing, right?

Miley was ready now, and she couldn’t wait to see Gemma’s face when she arrived.


Chapter Thirteen

Driving over to Katie’s place made it very obvious she lived on the nice side of town, out in the suburbs where there was actually space to breathe between the houses and a backyard big enough for the party to spill into and prevent the house from becoming cloyingly claustrophobic—one more thing Miley had always hated about the idea of these things in the past.

Yeah, it was definitely a good thing that she was hosting instead of them. Miley didn’t want to think about  trying to fit even just the groups of people she spotted standing around outside as she approached, into their house. Not to mention all the chaos they would bring…what Gemma had been thinking, Miley had no idea. She was somewhat viciously satisfied that if something went wrong here, it would be Katie who would have to deal with the fallout.

Yeah, okay, she didn’t like Katie. In her mind, it was since Gemma had started spending so much time with her that she had really changed for the worse. Although if their Dad was right, maybe it would have happened regardless; being a teenage girl was hard apparently. It grated a little that Dad took up the same rhetoric as Gemma at times, although Miley was sure they meant different things by it.

Anyway. Miley had no intention of spending the whole night thinking about her—cousin. Even if she was going to take a lot of pleasure in her reaction, somehow this was no longer entirely about that. She wanted to have a good time, and see what one of these parties was like as a hot girl. She had a feeling it would be quite different from the experience of an out-of-place guy who was bored and secretly wishing to be somewhere else.

Miley was here for a good time—and hey, who was it who’d said that living well was the best revenge? Yeah, she was going to do that.

Resolved, she pulled up in one of the few empty spaces on the street - yeah, looked like there were a lot of people here - and made her way to the front of Katie’s house. Gemma had text her the address earlier - to Miles’ phone, because she hadn’t mentioned that she was using a different one this week - but Miley didn’t need to check to make sure she had the right place: all the people hanging around made it clear.

Miley hesitated a little as she approached; the door was open and people seemed to be rotating in and out of it frequently enough, but Katie wasn’t around and it felt a little odd to just walk in without any kind of announcement. People turned to glance her way as she walked down the front path, but no one called out or greeted her because—well, no one actually knew her, she supposed. She’d been at St Luke’s for less than a week, mostly in classes that weren’t shared by the kinds of people who came to these things, and she only knew a few people.

Hm.

Eventually Miley shrugged and made her way inside anyway, looking around to scout out any familiar faces and following the general path that the people standing and chatting had left open—through to either a kitchen or living space, she’d guess.

There was music playing loudly from some room further inside the house, the beat of it thumping but not too loud to hear anything else, and she nodded and offered a wave or two at the people hanging around with plastic cups full of some kind of alcohol when they looked over as she made her way past, and received a few smiles in response. Also a few glances up and down that—well, that was new. She had no idea what to think about that, wasn’t sure if maybe she should be uncomfortable or offended or something…but couldn’t help feeling oddly flattered instead. She had put a lot of time and effort into this outfit, after all, and she did look good. She guessed it made sense that it was kind of nice to see all that paying off, even if it was…well.

Shaking that off, she looked around once more for Katie or her sis—cousin, slightly annoyed with herself that seeing them would actually be a relief right now, and trying to fight off the usual out-of-place feeling that was somehow sneaking up on her once again, despite knowing she looked good and could probably actually fit in here.

Irritated, she found her way to the kitchen, knowing she was just repeating her usual assumptions that having a drink in her hand would make it better somehow—but she figured that this time, at least, once she did then worst come to worst she could find out where the music was coming from and join those dancing around to it. That might even be fun in this body - it would be kind of cool to see how dancing felt - and unlike the way it would probably give off weird, awkward vibes as a guy, no one would question a hot girl dancing by herself in the same way. It might not even be ‘by herself’ for too long, she thought with a small smirk, although she supposed that kind of attention or interest might create some problems of its own. Still, hanging out on the dance floor wouldn’t be so bad—

The thought cut off as she finally found the counter with all the drinks - and a keg of beer someone had set up beside it, seriously, who was supplying this party? - and saw Jamie hovering off to the side, looking exactly as awkward as she was trying not to feel.

“Hey!” Miley called, her relief at finally seeing someone she actually knew overriding the caution that’d had her avoiding all her - Miles’ - friends this week.

Jamie looked up immediately, his face breaking out into a relieved smile as he noticed her.

“Hey, Miley!” Jamie grinned at her. “Good to see you—I heard you might be coming to this thing.”

“Yeah,” she said, her nose wrinkling instinctively at the memory. “Well, Gemma and Katie apparently decided to throw it for me or something, since I’m new here, so…” she shrugged sheepishly, “would’ve been rude not to, right?”

“Heh, yeah, I guess,” he nodded, shifting over as she moved past him to grab a plastic cup.

“Not that I’ve seen either of them yet,” she said idly, as she started to fill it from the keg, before glancing up at him. “Didn’t think this sort of thing would be your scene, to be honest.”

She knew it wasn’t, in fact, but…actually, it felt easier now, talking as if everything she knew about him was from rumour and idle conversation with her cousins. Maybe it was because with all the dressing up, and looking and acting different right now…she really did feel like she’d slipped into the mindset for Miley. She still knew him better than almost anyone else, but she didn’t feel like one of his closest friends right now.

His expression scrunched up a bit, before he gave a slightly self-deprecating shrug and a laugh.

“Yeah, it’s not, but with Miles still sick it’s not like I’ve got any better plans and…well, you get curious sometimes, don’t you? About all the parties everyone talks about going to.”

Miley generally didn’t, actually, and hadn’t thought Jamie did either, but…well, after reconsidering it throughout the day, she could see where he was coming from. She felt bad that Miles was still missing from their usual group, too…although weirdly, she hadn’t been spending most of the last couple of days thinking about all the things she could be doing if she had the week as Miles, the way she had at the beginning.

“Yeah, I suppose so,” she said, taking a sip of the beer and then making a face at it.

“Not a fan?” he asked, with a flash of a smile, “I was surprised to see you went for the beer in the first place, if I’m honest.”

Miley blinked. Oh, yeah. That was…probably not what most girls her age did, right? Oh well.

“It’s warm,” she said instead, by way of explanation as she cast a distasteful look down at the keg, which Jamie only laughed at.

“Oh, yeah. Sucks, doesn’t it? They’ve got one of those fancy wine fridges here, but then just had to get a keg they leave out in the sun all day instead of picking up normal cans and bottles that can actually fit in a fridge, huh?” Jamie said, raising his own plastic cup in a mock toast, and Miley snorted in amusement. He nodded towards the box-shaped fridge sitting on the counter. “The wine’s up for grabs if you’d rather—that’ll be cold at least.”

Miley paused, considering. Wine was never her usual choice of drink, but—it was different, she supposed. And she was different, tonight. Maybe she would like it more, for whatever reason.

“Don’t suppose the wine they’ve stocked it with is as fancy as this whole thing looks, hmm?” Miley said in amusement as she set down her cup and walked over to look into the fridge.

“Hah, I would imagine not.” Jamie said with a slightly lopsided grin at her.

Miley knew nothing about wine, of course, so it’s not like she’d be able to tell. She settled for picking an already-open bottle and reaching for another plastic cup. “Well, maybe I’ll try it. You’re right—at least it’ll be cold.”

She poured herself a cup and raised it up in Jamie’s direction in question, to which he quickly shook his head. “No thanks. I’ll stick to the warm beer—though I’ll take yours too, if you don’t want it anymore. No point in wasting it.” He said, nodding towards her abandoned beer cup.

“Yeah, sure,” Miley shrugged, then squinted at the wine a little, before taking an experimental sip.

Her face scrunched up a little at the strength of it and the slightly acidic taste, but after a few more sips she thought she was getting used to it—or that she would soon, at any rate.

“Yes? No?” Jamie asked, with that same amused half-smile, “I can’t tell from your expression.”

“Both, I think,” Miley announced. “I don’t usually pick white wine, but…I think it’s growing on me.”

“Cheers, then,” Jamie said, raising his newly full cup in her direction. She bumped hers against it agreeably, and they both drank.

There was a brief lull after that and Miley cast her gaze around again, but despite a few people wandering in and out to pick up drinks, she hadn’t seen anyone she knew. Where were Gemma and Katie? And what did she do now?

“So how’s Miles doing, anyway?” Jamie asked, and Miley turned her attention back to him, some of her guilt returning.

“Um, he’s okay, just…pretty wiped out I guess. Pretty sure he’ll be back at college next week, though.” Miley said, trying not to sound as awkward as she felt talking about it, and searching around for a way to change the subject. “Hey,” she said suddenly, as she remembered her original thought on coming in here. Grab a drink and then find wherever the dancing was happening. “I was thinking of going to look for the music around here—you want to come too?”

Jamie blinked, and she wasn’t surprised that he was slightly taken aback by the suggestion. Dancing wasn’t something that had ever felt appealing or natural as Miles, and she doubted the rest of his friends felt any differently about it, but tonight…she was curious. And Jamie had said he was too.

“Um, yeah, okay,” Jamie said, with obvious hesitance, and she laughed a little, unable to help herself at the expression he was making, but she was careful to make it friendly. The last thing she wanted was for Jamie to think she was laughing at him. Even if she was a little.

“C’mon, you’re my cousin’s friend, right? That’s good enough to hang out for a little bit, surely? And this way neither of us will look awkward hanging around alone,” she said, giving him a self-deprecating look before turning to head in the direction she suspected was the right one. It was one she hadn’t passed on the way to the kitchen, anyway.

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure you won’t have that problem.” Jamie said, but it was good-natured, and she couldn’t help the slight confidence boost it gave her too. It was a little odd that it came from Jamie, but—well, she had had the same thought herself before she’d gotten here. It was just that suddenly being confronted by all these near-strangers had made her a bit self-conscious.

Yeah, time to quit that, Miley. That’s not how your night is going to go.

She smiled to herself at the thought—really, she had nothing to lose here. She could forget about what she looked like or what other people thought because no one really knew her and their opinions simply didn’t matter.

With that thought buoying her, she turned to Jamie with a slightly conspiratorial smile.

“Yeah, maybe you’re right,” she said, not even attempting to deny his point, because why would she? He was probably right, and as far as she was concerned, it was a good thing. “But I’ll tell you a secret—this isn’t usually my sort of thing either.”

“Huh?” Jamie looked back at her, as they both squeezed past a couple of people lingering in the hallway talking and made their way steadily towards the sound of thumping music up ahead.

Miley waited to answer until they’d made it into—yep, that was it.

They slipped into the back of a room where most of the furniture had been pushed up against the walls, some speakers set up at the front of the room and a few sets of disco lights flashing from various places on shelves and floor. It was actually quite a good effect - better than Miley had expected - with the high ceilings of the room, the hardwood floor and curtains drawn over the windows to make the whole thing darker than the start of twilight outside.

Not bad.

In the middle of the floor, different groups of people were dancing either with each other or as part of the dance floor as a whole, and Miley actually felt excitement start to thrum in her veins at the idea of joining them.

She pulled Jamie aside as they stepped through into the room first though, continuing once they weren’t trying to squeeze their way through different groups of people and could lean back against one wall to watch their classmates jumping around in front of them.

“Yeah, I don’t really go to stuff like this…at home,” Miley continued, “I didn’t think I’d really like it. But Gemma and Katie were keen, and…I guess being somewhere new makes it kind of exciting. It’s not like anyone here actually knows me, so I figured what the hell, right? It doesn’t matter what I do.”

She gave him a sideways grin and raised her cup once more in another mock-toast. The wine was growing on her.

“Hah, yeah okay, I can see that.” Jamie said agreeably, leaning back against the wall next to her.

“So, shall we see what all the fuss is about?” Miley nodded towards the people in front of them. The music was already starting to affect her actually, this close and this loud, and she was surprised how easily that had happened. Usually she found herself bored by music she didn’t know, especially when it seemed to have been picked for the bass more than anything else, but tonight that beat seemed to be thumping inside her, giving her a restless energy and making her want to move.

Jamie looked between her and what could generously be called the ‘dance floor’, Miley supposed, before finally shrugging and tipping his beer back. “What the hell, right?” he repeated, and Miley’s grin widened.

She didn’t attempt to finish the wine before moving forward to join everyone else - she’d poured way too much of it for that - and instead just took it with her as she stepped into the moving bodies, Jamie following after her. Instead of staying at the fringes the way she would have done if she’d been Miles, she moved straight towards the centre and only turned around to face her companion when she was right in the middle of things, surrounded by other people.

Jamie looked a little surprised but relaxed when she grinned back at him, and Miley took another sip of wine before finally letting herself move in the way that had been itching at her since she’d first walked into the room and the music had washed over her.

Dancing had never been a thing she would have expected to enjoy before, but right now with the music and the alcohol and the people around her…she could see why others liked this. There was something liberating, freeing about the movement and it actually felt good. And it felt like it looked good, too, which was something she didn’t think she would have been able to say as Miles, at all.

She felt sexy, and hot, and the curls of her hair brushed against the top of her neck as she swayed and her body just seemed to fall into a natural sort of rhythm and this was…working. It was great. She grinned widely back at Jamie, who seemed to be enjoying her simple, infectious joy at this if nothing else and then - since she could admit to being a little wary of giving him the wrong idea or something - she started widening the circle, pulling others into their nexus in a way that felt surprisingly natural.

From the outside, she had never been able to work out how these things just happened, but now, losing herself to the music, it felt easy and obvious—she glanced over, made eye contact with another person or group and then simply created the space…and other people filled it.

Within moments, Jamie and her were dancing with what quickly became two others…then three…and then Miley started losing track of exactly who she was dancing with and who she wasn’t. Her eyes slipped half closed at times as she bounced and twisted and grinned and sipped more wine, and this was—yeah, she loved this.

She was even too lost in it all to be properly surprised at that fact, too focused on the bubbly energy that this was building in her, the haze of flashing lights and strangers around her exciting and invigorating and—

Ohh.

Miley didn’t even falter when her gaze skipped past a very familiar face staring from the edge of the room, simply continuing her movement like a pro before swinging back around a moment later to double-check and yes, she wasn’t mistaken. She had finally caught sight of Gemma, although now the urgency and need to find a familiar face she’d felt earlier seemed utterly ridiculous.

Still, the way Gemma was staring at her with such a wide-eyed, startled expression was beautiful,  and Miley found herself almost giddy to see it.

Oh, yes.

A laugh bubbled out of her unbidden, but it wasn’t out of place, and the people she was dancing with just grinned and a couple even laughed back, raising their own plastic cups in salute as she continued swaying and jumping around in turn.

Twisting her head back around, she caught Gemma’s eye once again and offered her an unrepentant grin, throwing in a small wave just to piss her off—and ohh yes, that shock was turning to disbelief and outrage right before her eyes. Perfect.

Then she simply shrugged and turned back to the dancing. Miley was enjoying herself far too much to stop and pay attention to one of her sister’s tantrums. She even moved a little closer to a couple of the guys, enjoying the thrill of the attention and the eyes on her as she met their gazes here and there with a little smile.

Okay, she was flirting a little. So what?

Maybe that was weird, but she was enjoying herself far too much to care right now. It was fun being hot in a way she’d never gotten to enjoy before.

There were girls in their expanding group too, and Miley still hadn’t quite gotten over their tendency to grab her by the arm or hand at times to swing around together or press up close in a way that she was sure would have raised eyebrows if they’d been a guy, but instead felt purely friendly in a really nice way.

Every so often she glanced over towards Jamie to check he was okay too, but he seemed to be infected by the same energetic air that had seized her and was happily dancing with the people shifting in and out of their little group. There were a couple of other girls that seemed to be hovering in and out of his periphery, too, and Miley felt more than a little pleased with herself to see it. If nothing else, perhaps tonight would help his confidence a little.

Miley found herself losing track of time entirely as she danced, and by the time she finally decided to take a breather, she was breathless and her cup was empty. She had no idea exactly when that had happened, but it was as good a reason to get her breath back for a bit as any.

She called out to Jamie that she was going to get another drink, raising the cup in explanation in case he couldn’t hear her over the steadily-increasing volume of the music around them, and he nodded back and called out something that was probably affirmative back, but didn’t make a move to come with her. That only made her smile more. Maybe her change of heart about tonight would work out well for more than just herself.

Miley backed away from the group and slipped effortlessly out to the edges of the room, breathing heavily but still grinning from ear-to-ear with the exhilaration of it all, and turning back to watch the writhing mass of people from the outside for a bit before heading to top up her wine as intended.

It wasn’t until she slipped back into the room and found the back of a turned-around couch pushed up against the wall to lean against and watch for a bit that she even remembered Gemma and her friends—and then only because she noticed people shifting out of their way as they made their way over to her.

“Miley!” Katie enthused, grinning at her and going in for a hug Miley didn’t see coming as soon as she reached her. “I’m so glad you could make it!”

Miley blinked, half-hugging her a little awkwardly back. She still wasn’t used to how often girls did that.

“Oh, er—Katie. Yeah,” she said, belatedly remembering that it was Katie that had put this whole thing on, and also, momentarily remembering that she didn’t really like Katie. It seemed a bit hard to hold onto that now that she was at her party and having a good time with it, though. “I didn’t see you when I came in,” she said by way of explanation, “but thanks for all this—it’s a great party.”

By the time Miley finished and had levered all her limbs back to herself again, she’d recovered her enthusiasm for the whole event and that spilled over effortlessly into her voice.

Katie grinned back at her, then gave her a very obvious once-over. “I love that top, you look gorgeous!”

Miley blinked again, not quite expecting the blatant comment on it, but Jess jumped in too before she could come up with a response.

“Doesn’t she just?” Jess enthused, moving around to - admire? Really? - the back. “And I love what you’ve done with your hair. I wish I could pull something like that off.”

“Oh, um, thank you,” Miley started, slightly taken aback by what were apparently very genuine compliments. She hadn’t been expecting that, somehow.

“Don’t you think so, Gemma?” Katie added, and Miley had almost forgotten she was there entirely until Katie drew attention back to her.

Sliding her gaze over to her cousin, though, had all of Miley’s hesitation evaporating, the look of consternation on Gemma’s face more than enough to remind her of why she was doing this in the first place. She let a slow smile spread over her face as she looked back at Gemma, waiting for the delicious moment when she would have to acknowledge it—Miley did look good, thank you very much.

“I—yes,” Gemma floundered a little, staring at her like she’d never seen her before—which, okay, maybe that was fair, but still. She sent a half-glare her way, but the evils Gemma was giving her were interrupted by the darting gaze she kept making out to her surprisingly suddenly supportive friends. “But you—how—I don’t understand—”

Miley didn’t hide her widening smirk, plastering on the innocent look she’d taken directly from Gemma’s own repertoire, that used to annoy her so much, as she tilted her head. “What? You didn’t think I’d be able to pull something like this together at such short notice or something?”

She let just a hint of the vicious venom she felt enter her voice, and didn’t even really care if Katie or Jess heard it. Katie, at least, had to have known that this whole stunt had been intended to show her up more than anything, even if she didn’t know everything else that lay behind it.

“But you don’t—you’re not—” Gemma started, then seemed to throw caution to the wind herself as she continued in a hissed tone that everyone else could obviously still here, “—you’re no good at any of this!”

Miley just laughed, raising an eyebrow, unable to help herself from playing along. Oh, this was brilliant. Gemma was making this too easy, and after everything she’d been through in the last week? Well, she couldn’t help rubbing it in.

“Well, your friends don’t seem to think so,” Miley smirked at her, entirely unapologetic, and watched as her eyes ignited with an impotent anger and frustration that felt so sweet right now. Yeah, baiting Gemma was—

“Yeah, seriously, your cousin obviously has style, Gemma,” Katie cut in, and Miley blinked. She’d made the point to annoy Gemma, but she didn’t actually expect Gemma’s friends to back her up over her cousin. “What are you on about?”

Gemma spun around to face her, obviously as upset about it as Miley was surprised, before turning back to Miley with indignation spread all across her face. “I—ugh, you don’t understand!” Gemma burst out, throwing her hands up in the air and then turning to glare at Miley. “I don’t know what you think you’re doing, but you can’t just come here and—this isn’t funny, okay?!”

Miley thought it was quite funny, actually, and with Katie and Jess starting to give her confused looks, she couldn’t help enjoy that this time it was Gemma who was trapped by the ridiculous story she’d concocted. Gemma obviously seemed to sense the same, because she let out a final growl of frustration.

“Ugh. Whatever. I’m going to get a drink.” She bit out, before walking off without even glancing back at Katie and Jess to see if they wanted to follow.

“Huh. What was all that about?” Katie said, staring after her.

Miley shrugged, before continuing in the same way she had since the week started and dropping a half-truth by way of explanation. “Gemma didn’t seem to think I could hack it at your college without her help—you must have seen the way she kept trying to force it onto me, right? I was kind of happy just minding my own business, but—well, it’s been something we’ve been having a bit of a debate over this week. I was sure I’d be fine by myself, you know?”

Katie made a sympathetic noise, nodding along. “Yeah, too right,” she half-snorted in response. “You’re doing just fine, girl.”

“I should probably make sure she’s okay,” Jess murmured, still looking after the direction Gemma had left in. “I’ll be back in a bit,” she said, before heading off herself.

Miley was a little surprised that Katie didn’t follow, but instead the other girl turned back to her.

“Well, since they don’t seem interested in joining in and we put this party together for you anyway, girl, shall we have some fun?” Katie nodded back to the dance floor and Miley hesitated.

She still didn’t really like Katie - and honestly, this whole conversation just confirmed her feelings that she really wasn’t a good friend for Gemma - but right now, the last thing she cared about was what was good for Gemma, and indeed, going along with Katie seemed about as good an f-you as she could give to her erstwhile cousin.

“Yeah, sure thing,” Miley finally nodded in agreement, letting Katie drag her back into the group of people.

She quickly pushed her way back over to where Jamie was still dancing too, uncaring whether Katie decided to follow or not and he nodded at her when she returned, shifting over to make space within the group that had kept going without her.

“You’re not tired yet?” Miley called out to him.

Jamie shook his head and grinned back, but didn’t attempt to answer over the music, and Miley just started dancing again with a laugh. She was a little surprised that the addition of Katie didn’t seem to make any difference once they’d actually started dancing again—she was just another of the semi-anonymous strangers who appeared and disappeared, some of whom she vaguely recognised from college, but no one else she thought she actually knew properly. She wasn’t surprised the rest of her group of friends had stayed home, and wondered distantly whether Jamie had even mentioned to them that he was planning to go; she had…maybe not been checking that phone as often as she should.

The thought disappeared almost as soon as she had it though, as she was pulled to one side by another overly-energetic girl she vaguely recognised from when she’d been dancing before, and laughed along with her. The wine had definitely gone to her head now, she could feel that vaguely pleasant warm buzz from it, and it only made the music and lights flashing around her feel even better. She was pretty sure her movements had loosened up a little from the effect - that she was swinging around slightly more wildly than she had before, her body bending and twisting around the people she was dancing with even more easily than before as the beat thumped through her heart, in her head and made her move.

She had no idea how much later it was when someone else she did definitely recognise shifted into their group, and she almost stalled at the unexpected sight of Benji in front of her. Huh. He grinned back at her obviously slightly stupefied expression—and yes, he was looking right at her.

“You okay?” he laughed, and Miley saw the words on his lips more than actually heard them, her body continuing to move instinctively before her brain kicked back into gear.

“Uh, yeah,” she yelled back, starting to dance a little more naturally again, “just didn’t expect to see you here, I guess.”

In front of me was rather implied, she thought. Why he was, she had no idea.

“Would you rather I not be?” he asked, obviously amused, and Miley could see from the slightly smug expression on his face that he already knew the answer to that. Bastard. She was almost tempted to say ‘yes’ just to throw him off. She didn’t, though.

“No, no,” she waved off, “I was just surprised to see a familiar face, that’s all. Most of the people here are strangers to me.”

“And I’m familiar?” Benji asked, one eyebrow raised in obvious insinuation, and Miley snorted.

“Well, you did talk to me that one time,” she said, making it as nonchalant as she could when most of her answers had to be almost-yelled to be heard. Then she grinned and stepped in slightly, because what the hell, if he was going to come onto her - and what the hell else would he be doing here right in front of her? - then she could give back as good as she got. “And you may have been pointed out a time or two in passing.”

God knew, Gemma had gone on about him more than enough for that to be true.

“Oh, I have, have I?” Benji stepped in a bit too, and that was all it took for them to go from dancing as part of a group to dancing together, and some part of Miley thrilled distantly at it.

It wasn’t the first time she’d flirted a bit or danced a little closer with other guys tonight, and she had to admit the attention was fun…as was the dancing. And okay, if it added to it a bit that this was the guy that had driven him crazy as Gemma joined what felt like most of their classmates in non-stop pining? Well, Miley had never claimed to be perfect.

“Yeah,” Miley admitted with a shrug, giving her best shot at indifference, “seems people really like your face, or something.”

Then she had the joy of actually watching him blink, taken aback at the bluntness, before he let out a fully genuine laugh. For some reason, her jokes seemed to land so much better as a hot girl than as Miles. Go figure.

She grinned back at him in turn anyway, her gaze sharp but happy and amused too, having too much of a good time to be anything else. Yeah, she was on to him and she had no problem letting him know it, but she couldn’t exactly say she minded. It was really a very nice face, now that she thought about it. It was something she’d observed before, of course - as Miles - but there was something different about that objective understanding of another guy’s relative attractiveness, and being here right now and understanding viscerally just how people got sucked into this guy’s charm.

As Miles, she could admit it was impressive from a distance, but as Miley…she seemed to be finding a whole other appreciation for it. She was vaguely aware she should probably be questioning that a bit more, but right now…right now, she was just enjoying herself. And he was a good dancer.

“And do you?” Benji murmured, low enough that she shouldn’t be able to make it out at all, but for some reason, she could almost sense the rumble of it through her own chest. They were standing very close close, almost enough to touch, which somehow made the gap between them feel even more noticeable in a way.

Miley made a show of looking him over and couldn’t resist responding in a near-purr of her own. “It’s one of the better ones I’ve seen so far.”

It’s not like it wasn’t the truth, either, and Benji’s face lit up in what was probably a smirk, but Miley only really had eyes for the genuine spark of warmth and amusement behind it. Regardless of anything else, her nonchalant attitude definitely seemed to be working for him. Maybe he didn’t get too much of that, but then Miley wasn’t actually interested, so…

Which probably meant she should shut this down soon, too. A bit of flirting was a surprising amount of fun - and she was loving feeling able to do without worrying about what anyone might think like this, and just knowing it would be well received, in a way she never had as Miles - but she didn’t want to actually lead anyone on or give the wrong idea. It was why she’d made a point to shift between different guys and in and out of focus when she was messing around a bit earlier.

Yeah. She’d shut this down…soon. In just a moment.

Then they turned once more and she glanced over Benji’s shoulder to see Gemma standing at the edge of the room once more with Jess beside her, looking away from whatever her friend was saying to her to stare at Miley with a mixture of fury and disbelief, the way her eyes flitted between Miley and Benji obvious even from here.

Miley rolled her eyes, and Benji obviously caught it because his head tilted and he turned to glance over his shoulder at whatever Miley was looking at—and to her amusement, didn’t even seem to notice Gemma standing there.

“What is it?” he eventually turned back to her to ask.

Miley huffed lightly, then shook her head. “Just my cousin—Gemma—standing over there. I think she’s pissed at me.”

“Oh?” Benji’s brow furrowed slightly, as if he was actually concerned. Miley sure wasn’t. “How come?”

And then she couldn’t help it—she burst out laughing. The fact that he didn’t even know. Hah. If she’d ever needed more proof that Gemma had obviously never even registered on Benji’s radar…well.

“Miley?” Benji asked, amusement lacing his tone despite the confusion still lingering in his gaze.

She shook her head, taking a breath before she waved him off. “Don’t worry about it, she’s not worth it.”

And then, because she could and because she was feeling just the right amount of mean and spiteful and it would be the perfect way to make her point and get Gemma off her back once and for all, Miley grinned back at Benji and flung her arms around his neck.

He laughed at the sudden shift in momentum, but his gaze sparked with pleasure too and now that she’d finally - finally - closed that distance between them, he brought his hands up to her hips as well. The sensation sent a strange wave of feeling through her, and her heart seemed to skip a beat for some reason—and okay this had been more than she’d been planning when she’d started flirting this evening, but it was still exciting. And, as she brought her gaze back to Gemma’s over Benji’s shoulder and sent her a very pointed grin, accompanied by a raised eyebrow in challenge, it was so worth it.

Miley actually saw the red flush suffuse her sister’s—cousin’s, whatever—face, the obvious frustration tipping over into full-blown fury at Miley’s provocation, and it only made her smirk wider. Served Gemma right. She was the one who had started all of this—and now, Miley had just clearly ended it.

How’s that for “my life’s so hard” and “you couldn’t make it a day as a girl”, Gemma?

She only had another brief moment to contemplate the sweetness of that victory before Benji twirled her around and then she was laughing back in his arms again—and it was his arms, now. There was a strange heat suffusing her, from success and wine and the electric heat of the dance floor no doubt, and her breath came giddy with laughter and excitement and happiness as they moved. Miley would almost feel a bit bad that she’d just blatantly used him to win a fight with her sister, if it wasn’t obvious that he was having a great time whatever her reasons for initiating it had been. And it wasn’t like she was immediately pulling away now…

Perhaps she should be, but…this was surprisingly fun. Benji really was a good dancer, and it was only more obvious now that they were pressed so tightly together. His arms around her just felt good in some strange way. Her hands and arms were so much smaller than his, and even though the size of different parts of her body had been something she’d been fixated on all week, there was something totally different about seeing her small hand resting on the bicep of one arm than just trying to remember what they had looked like before.

They had moved into that electric gap of space between them, and it felt like instead of dissipating, that electricity had just shifted into them somehow, igniting wherever they touched and driving their dance closer and making her even more breathless from it. She was gazing up into his eyes, too, and only just noticing there was a shade of grey running through the blue, the colour striking in the way it meshed and shifted.

Then he smiled at her, one half-quirk uptick of the mouth that looked unfairly good, and spun her around once more—which would be the perfect point to break away, of course, to put a little more distance between them—and instead, she found herself back in his arms again, grinning up at him. Okay, yeah. Benji knew what he was doing—hell, Miley could see what he was doing—but it was still damn effective. And there was a part of her that was deeply fascinated, that she just couldn’t shake.

She was still trying to work out what exactly was going on in her head when Benji leaned forward, one hand coming up to cup her chin and then—ohh.

He was kissing her.

And she should really be freaking out; there was a part of her brain going ‘what the hell?!’ on repeat, but it faded far quicker than it had any right to when faced with the softness of his lips against hers, the slight brush of stubble that shouldn’t be attractive - seriously, what the hell? - and…and before she could think anything more of it, Miley was kissing him back.

She pressed up against him, into the oh-so-supportive arms that she was starting to think she liked a little too much, and firmed the kiss between them, chasing the heat of that mouth and opening her own when his tongue brushed lightly against it.

Some distant part of her was screaming “this is your first kiss! What are you doing?!” but it was quickly washed away in the electric heat between them, the buzzing warmth suffusing her body and the way some part of her felt like it was throbbing, far beyond just the beat of the music around them. It was still a light, tentative kiss between them, just the slightest hints of exploring each other’s mouths, but it was good like this, nothing like Miley had always worried her first kiss would be—awkward teeth-clashing, wet second-guessing—and she realised, in that distant, still-slightly-hysterical part of her mind, that was probably because she wasn’t the one leading it at all. And Benji was a good kisser.

He nibbled lightly on her bottom lip and Miley actually gasped at the way it felt before he slowly pulled back, a small smile on his face.

“Wow,” Miley said, slightly breathless, for lack of anything better to do or say. The buzzing in her head and blood had only grown, but that disbelieving voice in the back of her head wasn’t dissenting, exactly, just…confused. And it wasn’t stopping her, either. “You really are very good at that.”

Apparently, her attempts to avoid stroking his ego any further had been abandoned in favour of…well…this.

Benji chuckled lightly, and even that sounded good. She would complain about the unfairness, if she wasn’t enjoying it herself so much. He moved in again, his mouth hovering above hers, and Miley tilted her own up willingly to meet him again, breathless and a little excited for another kiss.

This time, it didn’t take her by surprise like the first one had, but Benji moved in closer as they kissed, until their bodies were all but pressed up against each other as they swayed together, and…Miley groaned as she moved, and only belatedly realised she was practically grinding herself against him. If she had any capacity for anything that wasn’t this right now, she might even feel embarrassed, but this was—it was—

She didn’t know what she was doing, exactly, but she did know she didn’t want to stop.

And they didn’t stop. They moved in and out of kissing and dancing together, bodies growing closer and hands wandering just a little bit as they did, the dancing getting more intimate and touches more frequent as time went on. A glance to the side was enough to confirm they weren’t the only ones pressed up close like this—a lot of the groups of dancers from earlier had given way to couples, and the dancing itself had become far more…dirty. She was flushed and exhilarated, and she didn’t know what to think of the idea that her and Benji might look like—well, like those other couples—but she didn’t exactly dislike it, either.

It was when they were dancing with Benji behind her, holding her close as his hands grazed just underneath her breasts in a way that left her hovering on the edge of anticipation and unsure whether she wanted more or less—that she felt the bulge pressing against her ass. Her eyes went wide at the sudden awareness, her breath caught and she felt her heart skip a beat—but it wasn’t dread, or disgust, or the sudden aversion she was expecting to follow. Instead, she found herself swaying back against it, that same fascination from earlier returning tenfold. His breathing hitched in her ear at the response and a slight moan hummed in her throat, where he was bent down and had buried himself against the waves of her hair. He had let it down a while ago, something she had encouraged, and seemed to enjoy curling the ends of it in his fingers as much as she did herself.

Her hands reached to cover his and she pressed back against him as they continued to dance, something deep throbbing within her—something strange and fascinating and totally unknown. It should probably freak her out, but she was enjoying all these sensations far too much for that, instead…she was just curious.

There were distant thoughts—distant questions—that she couldn’t stop from flashing through her mind, but they felt more like that usual back-of-mind voice she had that attempted to catalogue and understand everything it came across, than any kind of alarm.

She didn’t know if this was something she should be doing, and she was even more confused why she wanted to—but she couldn’t deny that she did. She had no idea whether it made her gay that she was suddenly enjoying the attentions of a guy, but—well, she’d never been attracted to one before. And, yeah, she couldn’t deny she was attracted to Benji right now. She hated to admit it, but she kind of got Gemma’s obsession. At least a little bit. She still would have given it up as something to appreciate from afar if she’d been Gemma, but—well. Benji was hot.

It didn’t really feel like she was gay—it was more that it just felt right, here in this moment. Like this. As Miley. She was attracted to the differences between them, and the electric sensations he brought out in her body, and the attention she had gotten from guys tonight, and that look in his eyes and the way he smiled down at her as he did something infuriatingly charming or showed off one way or another.

And she supposed it didn’t really matter if that did make her gay, she just—well, she was a little curious whether this would change how she’d look at guys in general, after—hm.

Then Benji whisked her back around so they were pressed up against each other face-to-face, his hands wandering down to cup her ass, and all her internal musings were swept away by the intoxicating feeling of his presence just there, the electric feeling of his hands against her and the way that telltale bulge was now right there in front of her and—oh. Grinding against it felt entirely different now, little sparks of pleasure spreading through her, and the way he was squeezing her ass just made it better. Miley rested her head against his shoulder as her own hands conducted their own exploration; appreciating the bulge in muscles that she had never even noticed, let alone cared for before, the feeling of steel beneath skin and the power and strength there…

They kissed again, their mouths having long become more insistent as their tongues clashed and swirled together, the heat and intimacy as they explored each other taking Miley by surprise. She wouldn’t have thought this would feel good, that it would be so good, but it…was.

She was so wrapped up in it all that it took her by abrupt surprise when the music trailed off, and then stopped altogether, the flashing multicoloured lights slowly becoming something whiter and harsher and more—huh?

Benji chuckled against her, as she blinked and looked around to notice that there were only a few other couples remaining, the others having apparently disappeared somewhere a while ago.

“I think that’s Katie kicking us out,” he murmured against her ear, and his voice was full of heat and warmth that Miley nearly shivered with it.

“Oh,” she said, unable to help the thrum of disappointment. She had felt so good dancing like this…she wasn’t ready for it to be over just yet. Was it really that late?

“My car is just outside,” Benji continued, one hand stroking idly down her arm, “if you didn’t want to leave yet.”

Miley hesitated. She knew exactly what he was suggesting and she was more alarmed by how tempted she was than the actual idea of it.

She should say no. She really knew she should no. There were so many reasons not to do that. There had to be. But the only thing running through her mind right now were an endless stream of justifications—

She wouldn’t have to do anything she didn’t want to. She was having a really great time, why end it now just because she ‘should’?

Who knew when she would even get the chance for anything like this again? It wasn’t like amazing, fun sexual experiences were part of her usual day-to-day—this was the most experience she’d ever had. Ever. Why shouldn’t she push that just a bit further, and who cared what body she was in or who she was doing it with if it felt this good? She might never get the chance to try this out again…and Benji knew what he was doing. Who better to take things just a bit further with?

It would be a hell of a good way to work out what she should be doing back when—well. He’d be a good person to learn from, wouldn’t he? Even if it was an…interesting approach to learning.

“Okay,” she murmured, before she could stop herself, leaning into him automatically. “But I don’t want to—I’m not doing anything I don’t want,” she warned, because some part of her was still waiting for the freaking-out to happen. Surely at some point she’d stop feeling so good and then it would all come crashing down on her?

Or maybe that was a problem for tomorrow. She couldn’t say she even minded what she might be setting herself up for. Right now, it seemed worth it.

“Of course not,” Benji said, and he actually sounded a little concerned, frowning down at her, and more points for him. Asshole. “Hey, you don’t have to, you know—I’ve had a really nice time tonight, but we can just—”

“No, I want to,” Miley said, before he could speak enough sense that she actually started listening, the horror. “I just wanted to make sure you weren’t going to be—you know, about it.”

Benji hummed, nodding, then wrapped one arm around her shoulders and started leading her back through the house. She never knew it could feel so good to be tucked in someone’s arms like that—to be sheltered, she supposed. It wasn’t something she’d ever had the occasion to experience, before.

“I just thought it would be nice to have a bit more time to kiss each other goodnight, that’s all,” Benji said, with a small smile and eyes full of a heat that still had her insides quivering.

Yet another reason she couldn’t help herself—she was so curious about this body by now, and all the ways certain things felt so different as a girl, and if she couldn’t bring herself to explore it…well, perhaps it would be easier to let someone else. What kind of person would she be if she let this one opportunity to find out any of this slip her by?

And when she’d started thinking of this crazy thing her sister had subjected her to as an opportunity, she had no idea, but…she supposed it didn’t matter. Oh, she’d gotten back at Gemma plenty this evening, but somewhere along the way, it had stopped being entirely about that too…

“I’d like that,” she said, still marvelling at just how breathless her voice sounded, and the way heat suffused her at the thought. Spending a while kissing goodbye sounded like exactly what she was in the mood for right now. The party really had ended too early…although when she got outside and saw the moon sitting directly above them, she figured that maybe her perception of time had been rather different from everyone else’s.

The cool night air felt amazing on her hot, slightly flushed skin, and being back out in the dark was a relief after the abruptly bright lights Katie had used to wake everyone up, and she welcomed it all as Benji nudged them in the right direction. There were far fewer cars in the street than when she’d arrived, but he led her away from the direction of her own car and around the back of a set of houses, to where a few people seemed to have parked facing out onto a park.

She smirked, unable to help herself, and leaned closer to him. “You came prepared, huh?”

He smiled back, his eyes sparking with amusement. “You don’t seem like the kind of girl who’s bothered by that.”

Miley chuckled, tilting her head at him. “I wouldn’t have come with you if I was. You think the reason for your interest in the new temporary student wasn’t obvious?”

She shifted them as she said it, pressing him back against the car, and was subtly pleased when he went with her movements, wrapping his arms around her hips and pulling her closer against him, bracketing his body between hers and the car behind him as he leaned back.

To Miley’s surprise, and no small amount of delight, he actually flushed a little in response, the beginnings of a red tint rising up from his neck. She laughed, pulling his head down once more for another quick, sweeping kiss.

“You think I mind? Who says I’m not looking for a few new experiences or a bit of fun in a place where no one knows me, hm?” Miley murmured, and she saw the spark of appreciation light up his gaze as he pressed the kiss deeper, making her moan slightly in response.

Miley wasn’t quite sure where her confidence had come from - she never would have felt self-assured enough to make that kind of comment as Miles, but somehow all the flirting and attention she’d gotten tonight…it had made her daring, reckless. It was freeing, in a sense. She liked it maybe a little too much, and she had been loving the effect her bluntness obviously had on Benji.

“Well, then lets hope you get what you want,” Benji murmured back at her, nibbling on her lower lip before reaching one hand into his pocket and unlocking the car. He opened the back door next to him and nodded toward it, “do you want to…?”

Miley raised an eyebrow at him. “Mm, there’s no reason we can’t kiss goodbye just fine out here,” she said, but stepped into the car and pulled him after her with a hand on his arm anyway—she was starting to appreciate that apparently female habit of pulling other people around, and she could see the benefit of the relative privacy of the car just fine.

He laughed from the doorway as she scooted back on the seat, before following her in and taking her head in his hands to kiss her deeply. Then her clever comments and idle thoughts disappeared as her lips met his and she let herself get drawn back into everything they were doing back in the house—only without the dancing as an excuse and distraction, it all felt like so much more.

Her body felt energised and electric, and that throbbing she had been sure was half driven by the beat of the heavy bass track was back with a vengeance, a warm need down between her legs that she didn’t quite know what to do with. Genuinely. She had no clue. She could only hope that Benji knew more about what was going on with her than she did, at least.

With that thought in mind, and urged on by the skittering feeling of pleasure and need within her, Miley swung her leg around and shifted over so that she was sat on top of Benji. Then her eyes widened as she settled down on the bulge in his lap and they both let out a slight groan, nipping at each other’s lips as their kiss deepened. Benji’s hands came to settle on her hips and she shifted on top of him in an instinctive movement, unable to help herself as every slight motion sent frissons of pleasure through her, all coalescing from that throbbing centre that felt amazing pressed up against Benji like this.

It was nothing like the kind of pleasure she’d felt…before, as Miles…instead, it was something else entirely. She was far too lost in it to be able to think anything about which might be different or to catalogue those differences, but that didn’t mean some distant part of her wasn’t fascinated and wanted to anyway. She found herself enjoying it too much for any of that, though, and Benji groaned underneath her, burying his hands in her hair at the back of her neck and bringing her ever closer.

“Shit, Miley…” he muttered, and she let out a breathless little laugh. She had no damn clue what she was doing, but apparently she didn’t need to like this—she could just do what felt right and apparently it was right. It was so many miles away from all the anxiety she’d ever had about attempting anything like this with someone else that it was pure exhilaration.

Benji brought one hand down her mostly-bare back, sending shivers through her as he slipped the tips of his fingers under her top. “Is this alright?” he murmured, and Miley nodded enthusiastically, hoping that he was going to do what she thought—oh, yes. She groaned as his fingers brushed against the underside of her bra, sending more heat surging through her to join the rapidly growing warmth low in her belly.

Benji took that for the encouragement it was and cupped the pretty lace bra she’d bought earlier - and damn she was pleased about that now - running his thumb over the front of it again and again in a way that made her toes curl.

“God, Benji,” she breathed, and his breath tickled her ear as he chuckled, but his voice was sounding deeper, rougher now, and she felt strangely pleased to know she’d been the one to do that to him.

She was rocking back and forth, grinding against him with purpose now, but despite how good it felt, it still felt like she was chasing something she couldn’t quite reach. That throbbing was only growing, her body clenching instinctively and she wasn’t quite sure what she wanted, but she knew it was something.

“Uhh, I want…I need…” she muttered, her hands roaming Benji’s back as they kissed and his hands on her chest still felt amazing - far better, far more confident and deliberate than her own cautious explorations had ever been - but just…not quite enough…

“More?” Benji murmured back, his tongue stroking across her lips as he said it and making her shiver once more.

“Yes,” she breathed, not knowing what at all she was asking for, but too far gone to do anything but want, “please.”

Benji groaned again. “Let me just…” he said, then shifted them, and there was something about being able to just be moved like that which was so tantalisingly appealing. Miley had never thought she’d want to be smaller and lighter and more fragile before, but…well, she was starting to see some of the appeal.

With one hand behind her back, he lay her down across the seat, his own form splayed between the footwell and the seat itself as he stayed hovering over her, mouth close to hers and one hand stroking down her body in a firm, confident way that had her almost melting under his touch. He kept his other hand on the back of one of the seats in front, as if to anchor himself in place, and Miley had the distant thought that that couldn’t be comfortable, but—well, she was comfortable. And as Benji’s hand continued down - stroking in that small gap of skin just above the waist of the ripped, skinny jeans she was wearing in a way that somehow made that aching, desperate feeling even worse - that was the only thing she cared about right now.

“Yes?” he asked again, and she nodded, bringing his head down to hers to kiss him once more as he did something clever with his fingers and the button of her jeans popped open. Then his whole hand was ghosting down there and oh god—she bucked up into him without thought, sparks exploding through her at the contact, and he actually had to lever her back down again as she chased that phantom feeling, holding them both in place for a moment while she groaned in disappointment.

Then his finger slipped under her panties, stroking against her—well, against her—and Miley couldn’t think anymore.

“Yessss…” her voice came out in a low breath as pleasure washed through her, that pulsing throbbing sensation deep inside building with every thick, firm stroke of his fingers. Gods, yeah, Miley might have had no idea but Benji knew what he was doing and that was all she needed.

Then his finger moved lower and slipped inside her and oh gods, it was the best thing ever. Miley hadn’t realised that pulsing, aching need she felt had been emptiness, but now that it was filled—yesss. That was exactly what she needed. She clenched around him, bucking slightly, and when his thumb started playing with what must be her clit, she could have sworn she saw stars.

Her head surged back against the seat beneath her and she moved her hips in slow circles as his hand did all the work, her own coming up to stroke over her chest in a vague attempt to copy what he’d done earlier. It wasn’t as good, but it was something and with the different surges of pleasure all coalescing inside her, Miley thought she might go insane from how good it felt. It had never been quite this…all-encompassing before, but doing this as a girl? Damn, it was simply overwhelming.

“Fuck, Miley,” Benji murmured from above her, and her eyes opened - when had they closed - to see the heated look in his eyes as he fixated on where she was very overtly touching herself. She laughed a bit breathlessly in response, bucking against him again.

“C’mon,” she muttered, breathing hard, “more…”

She was still climbing that peak, chasing that height, the summit of it just out of reach—maddening, desperate—damn, simply reaching that climax had never been something she’d had to think twice about, had to chase after, had to find, before. If she wanted it, it was easy. This, though…this was something else. It was—more intense, definitely, but also—damn it, she just wanted.

Benji chuckled above her again, a little breathless himself, but he obliged, slipping another finger into her and yes, that, oh gods, that. Then he curled them and Miley gasped out loud, her whole body almost curling up to meet him as the trembling, pulsing feeling travelled all the way through her. She started moving faster after that, rocking her hips hard against him and it was exactly what she needed. He followed her movements, stroking her further and further along until it felt like she was going to explode if she couldn’t—if she didn’t—

Fuuuuck.

Just like that, everything that had been building within her exploded outward in a wave of sensation, her nerves tingling and her whole body spasming with the effect. She twisted her head and buried her mouth against his arm to muffle the instinctive scream she wanted to give, blood pounding, head spinning, breathing out of control as she clung to him and rode the aftershocks rushing through her body.

Gods. That was…perfect.

It took a few more moments before she came to enough to open her eyes again, slightly bleary but oh-so-satisfied as she smiled up at Benji, thrilled at just having managed to actually do that.

Yeah. Maybe this whole thing was crazy, but she would have been a total idiot to miss out on the chance for that.

“Fuck, Miley…” he murmured, his voice still rough with strain as his eyes roamed over her. “You look…you really know how to make a guy feel good about himself, huh?”

Miley laughed, still a little breathless. Yeah, she could just imagine what she looked like right now, lying here all boneless and blissed out of her mind. She should maybe sit up or something, but she was just so damn comfortable right now…

“Yeah…you’re…you’re really good at that,” she said, the deep-seated satisfaction seeping through into her voice. She closed her eyes and let her head fall back a little. “Good thing too,” she murmured, “I would’ve been really pissed off if I hadn’t been able to get there in the end.”

Benji let out a startled laugh, and Miley opened her eyes enough to look back up at him, her mouth quirking into a small smile at the sight.

“You…you’re something else,” he said, laughing.

Then before she had the chance to say anything else, his hand slipped out of her in the next moment and she moaned openly at the sensation, pressing her legs together slightly to both chase the feeling and guard the over-sensitised skin. The conflicting instincts didn’t make any sense to her, but then they didn’t have to either.

Benji eyed her as he raised his fingers to his mouth and sucked them inside and Miley—Miley didn’t think she should find that hot, but damn she did, and she was surprised just how appealing that extra pulse of desire was in her post-orgasmic haze. Her gaze wandered down his body, to the very prominent bulge outlined by a wet patch at the front of his jeans, and then she did pull herself up.

He shifted around as she did, moving back away to give her space and settling back against the seat. Miley slid over until she was facing him side-on, one shoulder leaning against the backrest of the seat and a leg tucked underneath her, with the other resting in the footwell. She still had one hand on his arm and brought it up to turn his head back towards her, kissing him softly once more as she leaned in. He groaned against her mouth, twisting slightly to hold her closer and that satisfied feeling deep within her pulsed and clenched as she squirmed a little just to feel the odd-slightly-pleasant sensation still throbbing between her legs as she moved.

Then she let go of his head to run one hand down his body, enjoying the hard ridges of his chest beneath his shirt before dropping down to his lap and brushing over that bulge still straining there. Benji groaned again, bucking up against her, and she let out a slightly breathy laugh at the effect she had. She pressed down harder, palming him through his jeans and his hand rose to the back of her neck to pull her closer, bringing their mouths together once more.

There was something thrilling about the hot hardness of him underneath his jeans, stiff and straining there, in a way she never would have imagined feeling about herself when she was Miles…never would have contemplated anyone feeling that way. Slightly intoxicated by the haze of pleasure still suffusing her, her fingers started fiddling with the buttons there.

Benji’s breath caught and his hand came up to grip her wrist—not to stop her, but just there.

“Are you sure?” he asked, the rumble of his voice hot against her ear.

“Mm,” she hummed, and…she really was, actually. And not nearly as surprised about that as she probably should have been.

It only felt fair, for one. And she was curious, for another. Exactly what she was curious about, she wasn’t entirely sure, but it was still there, this…fascination. This desire to know…something.

It kept her going, regardless.

As soon as she nodded, Benji’s fingers joined hers and - far more successfully - popped the remaining button and slid down the zipper, his cock springing free as Benji let out an obvious breath of relief.

Miley’s mouth curved, not nearly as alarmed at the sight of it suddenly there in front of her, thick and hard before her, with the tip glistening from pent-up desire. Instead, her hand wrapped around it almost automatically, and she blinked slightly at the sight her small hand made against it. Benji groaned and bucked up against her without thought, and that was all it took to have her starting to stroke it in an instinctive rhythm, the movements coming so naturally she didn’t even realise she was doing it until she’d already started.

The slightly choked noise Benji made as she did only added to it, and his hands came up to grip her hips once again, but this time it felt like he was just holding on for the ride instead of trying to support or move her. That filled her with another small burst of satisfaction - why, she still wasn’t sure, but it didn’t change that it was there and happening - and it only took moments before she’d found all the sweet spots and movements she usually used and liked, shifting and adapting them slightly based on the reaction she got to find the right ones for him and—

“Fuck. Shit. You’re…gods, that’s really good Miley.” Benji’s voice came out slightly strangled, and one hand wrapped up above him to hook around the headrest, which—well, that was a very nice view. Miley couldn’t help but laugh slightly at the disbelieving tint to his voice. “You’re…damn, you’re really good at this…”

“Huh, yeah…” she mused idly, tightening her hold just a little as she continued working him closer to the edge, her thumb stroking along the underside of his head on every upward stroke, his hips rising faster and faster to meet her. “I guess I am.”

I certainly have enough experience… she thought, unable to help the way amusement curled through her as she took in the absurdity of the situation, but…still wrapped up in it anyway. There was something invigorating about the way he moved, the way his gaze fixed on her and how good it felt to be so obviously making him feel so good. Maybe this was a small amount of what he’d gotten earlier from what he’d done for her.

If this was how good it could be, she…well, Miley could start to understand why everyone seemed so obsessed with sex these days.

Miley watched in unabashed fascination as he got harder and thicker, his cock throbbing in her hand and the tip weeping more and more moisture as she sped up, the whole sight only made more impactful by the contrast with her small, thin fingers around it. She’d never seen—well, anyone else’s cock before, let alone during this and it was—it was a lot more appealing to watch than she ever would have guessed from when she was doing it herself. Or maybe that was just how she felt right now.

Either way, it didn’t matter, she was almost as caught up in it as Benji—so much so it caught her by surprise when he gasped, his thrusts up against her hand becoming wilder and more erratic.

“I’m—damn, Miley, I’m close—”

Miley just took that as a cue to speed up further, her hand tightening, and she laughed when he cursed next to her, his eyes closing and his head falling back. Breathing hard, he reached out blindly, and Miley wasn’t sure what he was grabbing until his hips started surging hard and fast against her, her grip and hand adjusting in time to push him closer and closer to the edge and then—his hand came down to cover the head of his cock with a bunch of tissues just as he let out a choked groan and it pulsed hard in her grip. Miley squeezed him tight, her hand still working him through the orgasm, until the timbre of his choked-off cry changed and she loosened her grip, aware of that sudden sensitivity.

Shudders wracked through Benji’s form for a few moments, and as they started to ease off, she leaned in and kissed him once more, long and slow and still feeling endlessly absorbed by everything she’d discovered tonight.

She cuddled up closer to him and they just sat there breathing for a long while; he opened his eyes after a couple of minutes and met her gaze, his own warm and lethargic from his own post-orgasmic haze as he smiled slightly, his breathing slowly evening out.

“Good?” she murmured, quirking a smile of her own at him and feeling oddly self-satisfied by the whole evening, and Benji let out a breath of laughter in response.

“Yeah, good.” Benji repeated, “that was…hah. You’re something else, you know that?”

He raised a hand to run his fingers through her hair, palm cupping the back of her head and Miley leaned into the touch, enjoying the sensation of it.

“Yeah,” Miley chuckled lowly, unable to help herself, “I suppose I am.”

Just what that something else was, though, she had no intentions of letting slip.

They stayed like that for another few minutes, just breathing quietly together, before Miley shifted and stretched out a little, her body feeling warm and languid and…yeah, slightly sticky.

“You want me to drive you home?” Benji asked. “I only had the one beer earlier.”

Miley blinked. She hadn’t even thought about that. She certainly couldn’t drive after all that wine…she hadn’t really thought about how she’d get home. A taxi, maybe, it was a bit far too walk and probably too late for any kind of sensible bus…

“Yeah,” she said, as she slowly came back to herself and her mind kicked into gear again. “Yeah, that’d be great, thanks.”

She’d just have to come back tomorrow to pick her car up; no real problem.

Benji nodded and tucked himself back away before leaning over to give her a quick, soft kiss and opening the door to move into the front. Miley did the same, the cool night air feeling good on her still-flushed skin, and she was pretty sure she looked a total mess, but she felt great and right now she didn’t really care. The whole evening still felt like some kind of fleeting, ephemeral, impossible thing…but she still wasn’t freaking out, and she couldn’t say she regretted a single thing.

She was just…free, and happy, and feeling remarkably pleased about the whole thing.

Miley joined him in the front, and after a glance over to check she was okay, he started the car and Miley quietly directed him through town and back to the street she lived at. It was late, and everywhere was deserted, and she had no idea what had happened to everyone else who had been at the party - Jamie, her sister and sister’s friends…any of them - but she also didn’t really care either.

It really had been a very…different evening. A glimpse into another life, maybe, and she felt content enough with that as Benji pulled up and she leaned over to give him a kiss goodbye.

“Thanks,” she murmured, and he quirked an eyebrow down at her in question, “that was…I had a really good time.” She chuckled again, still a little amused by it all. “I guess maybe that reputation of yours is well-deserved.”

Benji huffed a small laugh. “Is that what you’ve been comparing me to all night? My reputation?”

Miley smiled and shrugged casually. “Yeah, pretty much,” then she grinned at him, “at least you lived up to it, right?”

He snorted. “Hah, yeah, I suppose so.” Then he looked back at her, his lips curving into a small smile. “Well, no one knows anything about you at all, but…you were amazing tonight.” He leaned in somewhat pointedly as he added, “and I don’t mind saying that.” Then when she just laughed, smiled at her once more, “really, I had a great time.”

She met him halfway for another kiss and they lingered there for a few moments.

“Goodnight, then,” she murmured, which he echoed before she opened the door and left the car to walk back up to the house.

There were no lights on within the house as she approached, and she turned at the door to wave back at Benji before stepping inside and making her way back up to her room. The lights in Gemma’s room were off and she had no idea whether her sister was home yet or not, but Gemma was the last thing on her mind right now. She ran through a quick shower before finally falling into bed, still in a slightly surreal haze of contentment and alcohol where nothing quite felt real, but it still felt very good all the same.

Tonight might well have been one of the most unique experiences she would ever have, and despite the sheer insanity of it all…she couldn’t say she regretted making the most of it. Not for a moment.

There was still a slight smile on her face as she fell asleep that night.


Chapter Fourteen

Miley woke up the next morning feeling tired and lethargic, but aching in the most pleasant ways from dancing and a languid feeling still in her limbs that she put down to the other activities last night.

She made her way through her morning routine in a slightly pleasant daze, catching herself humming lightly as she did, and while she didn’t think her mind had really settled or worked out how to process the bizarre events from yesterday yet, she had also stopped thinking she might freak out at some point.

It had been an experiment, and it had been fun, and…why shouldn’t she enjoy it? It was certainly the best sexual experience she was likely to get at this point in her life, so…who cared exactly what it had involved or how it had come about?

Miley was pretty sure she didn’t. Maybe she would at some point, but it was seeming less likely with every passing moment. She didn’t regret it, and she couldn’t bring herself to start thinking about why she should.

She was also distantly aware that she was still thinking of herself as Miley this morning. She had intended to fully embrace that last night, of course, but she hadn’t thought about anything beyond that. Now that she’d started, though, it felt surprisingly natural to just…continue, and she supposed that made sense for the last couple of days of the week anyway.

She was a girl right now, after all. Thinking of herself that way made more sense than not, surely?

That feeling was only compounded by the series of texts she exchanged with Clara about the party in the morning, as the other girl wanted to know everything about how it had gone. Miley couldn’t help the smile that came to her face as she responded, replaying it all in her head. Of course, she didn’t go into all the details, but, well…

Yeah. Definitely no signs of regret here.

Miley made it into the school without running into Gemma, and actually didn’t see much of the other girl all day, but everyone else seemed just a little bit different after the party. Miley wasn’t sure whether she was imagining it, or it was just a product of her own mindset or comfort with the role she was playing now, but everyone seemed friendlier today.

People she didn’t know or vaguely recognised from dancing last night stopped her in the halls to chat, and she found herself oddly wanting to, for once. Others grinned or waved as they walked past each other, and it was just…nice, somehow. She still didn’t know many people outside her own friendship group, but it didn’t feel like Miley was a random stranger anymore. She felt welcome—which, ugh, maybe meant Gemma and Katie had been right about the party, too. Even if she was still fairly sure that hadn’t been their intention.

And in terms of her usual friends, Miley even sat with them at lunch today when Jamie waved her over enthusiastically, and it didn’t feel awkward in the way she expected—she didn’t feel like it was hard to pretend not to be Miles, and she had enough shared experience with Jamie last night as Miley that it felt like a different kind of thing to when she hung out with them as Miles anyway.

The person who surprised her most was Benji, though. Miley was expecting maybe a slightly awkward wave or nod if they saw each other around the school, but for the guy to give off serious “one-time only” vibes and avoid her enough for her to get the idea.

Instead, he smiled openly at her the couple of times they did pass and then actually came up to her after classes had finished and she was walking out of the college.

Miley glanced over as he fell into step beside her, the move oddly reminiscent of the beginning of the week.

“Hey,” Benji greeted, giving her another half-smile, “get in okay last night?”

Miley snorted a little. “Yeah, as you saw; really, that should be my line. Did you get home okay?”

He half-laughed, shrugging. “Yeah, thanks,” he said, and the silence lulled between them for a moment before he continued, “thanks again for last night, too. It was a good time.”

“Yeah, it was,” Miley said, giving him a half-smile of her own before tilting her head in question at him.

He shrugged a little, smiling a bit sheepishly. “So, do you think you’ll end up transferring here for good?”

Miley shook her head. “Nah,” she shrugged, before giving her standard response to this question, “I doubt my parents will actually move out here; they do this kind of thing a lot.”

“Hm,” Benji murmured, glancing over at her, “well, that’s a pity.”

Miley laughed slightly, giving him a sceptical look. “What, don’t tell me you were going to tell me you were hoping this could have become something more?”

“Hah,” Benji rubbed the back of his neck, that sheepish look growing and—damn it, looking unfairly adorable on him. “Well no, not really, but…you’re pretty cool, you know, Miley. It would’ve been nice to have you around.”

Miley found herself smiling despite herself, feeling unreasonably pleased with the comment as she nudged his shoulder with her own. “Yeah I am, huh?” she said with mock-smugness, before laughing and giving him a sidelong glance. “But yeah, I think I’ll be sorry to go, too. This…place has been better than I thought it would,” Miley said, surprised to find that she actually kind of meant it. She wouldn’t be sorry to go back to being Miles, of course - she was Miles, and she liked that life, but that wasn’t to say that this one didn’t have its own kind of appeal too.

“Mm,” Benji hummed, then turned to her at the gates, “well, how about I give you my number, just in case you end up back here sometime? You might come visit, right?”

Miley blinked in surprise, taken aback at the suggestion, but found herself agreeing almost automatically. It wasn’t like she had a reason to say no, after all. “Er—yeah, sure.” She fumbled her phone out of her pocket and handed it over, then smiled a little to soften her obvious confusion. “That’d be fun, thanks.”

He smiled back and entered his number in a few quick, easy movements before handing it back to her.

“Great, thanks,” he said, then waved and turned away to take the other path out of the college. “Have a good evening, then!”

“Yeah, you too,” Miley responded, still in a bit of a daze, and watched as he walked off.

Huh. She wouldn’t have expected that.

She looked down at her phone, considering. Well, she was texting Clara now as well…Miley might not technically exist, but maybe it wouldn’t hurt to keep this SIM card going for a little longer, even after she went back “home”.

Miley considered that on her walk home, and was still contemplating it as she walked in the door—to be confronted with an irate Gemma furiously texting at the kitchen table. She looked up as soon as he walked in, then scowled immediately.

“Miles!” Gemma said, and the name actually sounded a bit odd after getting so used to Miley recently. “What the hell—there’s rumours all around college that you hooked up with Benji at that party last night!”

Miley blinked at the accusation, a little taken aback. “You were there last night…” she said, somewhat confused. Miley supposed it wasn’t that surprising there were rumours circulating about it, although she hadn’t heard any herself, but she wasn’t sure what Gemma was getting at. “You saw what happened.”

The kiss, at the very least, surely? Miley doubted anyone knew much about anything more than that, and she certainly wasn’t going to advertise it, but that much had been in the middle of the dance floor…not to mention their dancing…she found herself unexpectedly fighting down a blush at the thought. Not that it had anything on the red flush rapidly spreading over Gemma’s face.

“I left early,” she said, with an obviously annoyed huff and somehow went even redder at the admission, and…Miley hadn’t realised that, somehow. She wasn’t surprised, now that she thought back, but…well, she’d been rather distracted at the time. “I didn’t see anything—not that there would’ve been anything to see! Obviously you’re not—I mean, it’s you—and I know who you really are, at least—but everyone else—what is going on, Miles?!”

Miley’s brow furrowed slightly at Gemma’s obvious set of assumptions—which, okay, they were probably fair, but…

“Well, it sounds like you already know for yourself,” she said, slightly coolly, and Gemma didn’t even seem to notice as she glared back.

“I don’t know! Katie has been saying that Benji was talking to you all day and—and—even gave you his number or something, but he can’t have! You just—you were—”

“Why not?” Miley raised an eyebrow, caught somewhere between irritation of her own and amusement. “I mean, you did see us dancing, didn’t you?” Miley couldn’t resist baiting.

“Yes, but—that was just dancing! He danced with loads of people last night and besides—you only did it to get back at me, I know you did, so—so you’re just being a—a dick, Miles!”

“I’m being a dick, after what you did to me?!” Miley repeated indignantly, and Gemma had the audacity to roll her eyes about it.

“Yes, yes, I put you in this situation so it’s all my fault and you can’t possibly be wrong ever again because of it—spare me, Miles, you sound like a broken record! You know why I did that—”

“Yes,” Miley cut in, and for once it was with a slow, smug smile, as she raised a pointed eyebrow in her sister’s direction—and it seemed to take Gemma aback enough to actually shut her up for a moment. “You wanted to prove how hard it was to be a girl or something, right? That I’d never be able to deal with your life? Well, are you ready to admit that you were wrong yet, Gemma? I think I’m doing just fine, don’t you? And I think I did just fine last night, too.”

Miley didn’t bother to keep the pleased tone out of her voice and Gemma just stared at her breathing hard and getting more red in the face, but apparently unable to think of anything to say to that. It was immensely satisfying.

After a long moment, she finally burst up from her seat with her fists clenched and shouted, “fine!”

Gemma turned and ran up the stairs with another “fine!” and Miley was left standing there blinking after her—and before she had a chance to do anything more than that, Gemma reappeared storming down the stairs once again.

“Fine, whatever. Do what you like—I give up!” Gemma slammed something down on the table between them, one hand still resting on it as she glared at him. “You’re worse as a sister than you ever were as a brother—here, take this and turn back, and then we can both say goodbye to Miley forever!”

For some reason, that sentiment caused a strange pang inside her, but Miley ignored it as she looked down at what Gemma had revealed when she threw both hands up into the air in irritation, before reaching out for the—amulet? What? She picked it up and turned it over a few times, scrutinising it with a frown. That…wasn’t what she had been expecting.

“Hmm,” Miley said as she looked it over curiously.

“What do you mean ‘hmm’—this is what you wanted the whole time, remember?! You can go back to your boring old life and leave me and my friends and Benji alone!”

“My life isn’t boring,” Miley griped, looking up from the strange sort of talisman she was playing with to shrug casually, “and it was you who dragged me into all that, if you remember? All I wanted was to be left alone this week, but you were so insistent I actually try out your life or whatever—it’s not my fault if you don’t like it that I actually did.”

If anything Gemma just glared harder at that, but as far as Miley was concerned, that just proved her point. Gemma couldn’t handle being wrong, and she wasn’t handling it well.

“Fine—it was stupid and I was wrong. Is that what you wanted? Just turn back tonight and we can finally put an end to all this and go back to our lives how we want them.” Gemma said, almost gritting her teeth to get it out.

Miley felt a last, triumphant burst of satisfaction and she didn’t try to hide the smile as she looked back at Gemma.

“Yeah, glad you finally admitted that,” Miley agreed, then turned away as she shrugged casually. “But as for changing back…well, it’s only one more day, isn’t it?”

“What?” Gemma all but yelped, and Miley chuckled slightly.

“C’mon Gemma, people would wonder what happened if Miley disappeared before that taster week was done…and it’s not like I could do anything fun with my friends if I did change back early, anyway. They still think I’ll be out of action until next week, so I might as well stay like this until the week is done.” Miley said easily, ignoring the increasingly outraged expression on Gemma’s face and doing an admirable job of hiding her own delight at it, she thought. “That was your plan, after all…and it’s not like it’s that hard, being a girl for a little bit. It’s been…an interesting experiment, I suppose.”

Miley actually meant that, but seeing the frustrated indignation that spread across Gemma’s face only made it better—and at that last comment, it was clear that Gemma had heard about as much as she could take.

She let out a frustrated yell, her voice rising high enough in pitch to be on the edge of hearing range, before turning and running up the stairs again. A moment later Miley heard a door slam, and couldn’t help the laughter that bubbled out of her.

Oh yes, everything she had done yesterday—and indeed, the whole week, now that she was looking back on it—had been more than worth it.

Then she glanced down once more at the amulet that Gemma had left her with.

How…utterly bizarre.

There was some kind of runic alphabet inscribed into some of it, and a very obvious dial that she guessed she’d need to turn from one setting to another to change back…perhaps overnight, since that seemed to be Gemma’s assumption. Miley seriously doubted her sister had made this, which meant…this was something people could just buy? Find somehow? How…interesting.

She was immediately assaulted by all sorts of questions; once she turned that dial and turned back, could it be reused? Could she just change back and forth? Based on the way the rune the dial was currently pointing at was greyed out and faded, she somewhat doubted it, but…could something like this be made again? What was that language? Honestly, she’d kind of assumed her sister had found some weird pills or something—but this would explain why all her searching on the Internet so far had come up with nothing like that.

This was something else entirely, but it was certainly interesting.

This whole week had been interesting, actually, in an experiment kind of way. For all that this crazy plan of her sister’s had been a real dick move, it had also inadvertently given Miley one of the most unique experiences she thought she may ever have, and she’d learnt…quite a few unexpected things about herself, too.

And, it seemed, her sister had also just gifted her a whole new research project, with a lot of…very intriguing possibilities.

Yes, she would spend the rest of the week as Miley, and see this rather-more-fun-than-planned experiment through, and then she would change back into Miles and investigate the whole thing much, much further.

And if her research bore fruit?

Well then, perhaps it wasn’t the last everyone would see of Miley. Perhaps their ‘cousin’ would come back to visit her family every so often, even if she didn’t end up transferring to St Luke’s…and if she caught up with a few friends she’d made while she’d been here too?

Well, that seemed like a very promising future, all around.

THE END
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[image: ] The New Cheerleader

Tim has always wanted to be on his high school football team, but with his small frame, he's got no chance - not on the football team anyway...
Tim has spent years longing to be a part of the game he lives for - and to hang out with all the cool, popular jocks…guys like his idol, the school celebrity Brad Livingstone. Junior year, he’s determined. He doesn’t have much time left and he doesn’t want to leave high school without living his dream. So when the try-outs fail yet again, he’s crushed – devastated enough that he starts thinking about the coach’s derisive comment to try out for the cheerleading squad a little too much. It’s stupid, and crazy, but…if it’s the only way he can be a part of the game? Would it be so bad to give it a shot…?

[image: A person in a plaid skirt  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Being Amy

All his life, Andrew has known he’s different - that there’s something inside him that’s not like anyone else. Strange desires, fascinations and urges. It took a while for that something else to make sense to him, but by the time it did, he had a name for it. 
Amy. 
Where Andrew was boring, shy and uninteresting - Amy was the opposite. Fun, flirty and full of life, she fit in a way nothing else had. And eventually, it wasn’t enough for her to exist only in his mind, or during the occasional secretive dress up session. He needed more. 
With his parents away for a whole weekend, he’s determined to find out whether everything he’s been doing is just fantasy - or if Amy could be something more. If she’s good enough to pass outside the house.

He’s prepared for how terrifying venturing into public will be - but what he’s not prepared for? All the questions it prompts. How far he might want to take this. And what that might mean.

[image: A person in a black shirt  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Confessing to Crossdressing

Dan has everything he’s ever wanted out of life—a good job, a nice home, and a wife he’s madly in love with.
At least, until he comes home one day to his wife accusing him of cheating and finds the secret he’s been keeping ever since they first met threatening to spill out and bring it all crashing down around him.
He’s convinced his life - his marriage - everything is over as he finally admits the truth to his wife. Instead, he gets a response he definitely didn’t expect, as his wife steps in to take control—in a BIG way.


This is a 25k novella featuring crossdressing and feminization, with the help of a hot, dominant wife who has fantasies of her own to fulfill... 
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