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		The two roommates walked into the nondescript conference room, both of them sulking. It had been several weeks of nonstop fights and arguments. Ever since the school year started, they had been at each other’s throats. It was a minor miracle they had not hurt each other yet.

		Lucy looked like a typical college student. She wore a comfortable pair of denim jeans and a bulk sweatshirt that featured the Thatcher College logo. Her stringy brown hair was tied up in a ponytail, but that was just to keep her hair out of her face while she studied. The Birkenstock sandals on her feet gave her an earthy vibe that was common on the Thatcher College campus. And it was clear that earthiness did not include donning makeup or doing anything to enhance her appearance. It was not something she cared about.

		In contrast, there was Georgia, or Gigi as she preferred to be called. She was tall, blonde, thin, and generally gorgeous. She had naturally large breasts that she always showed off whenever she could in low-cut tops. Her narrow waist was frequently on display below the cropped end of her tops and the lower rise on her pants, skirts, and shorts. Her face was immaculately made up all the time. Her plush lips were painted a pretty pink that matched her long nails. Her clothes were tight and highlighted her tremendous body.

		Neither student understood how they had been paired together as roommates. They were about as unalike as possible. Lucy was all about studying. And she spent a lot of time reading and doing homework for her classes. With all of the college credit she earned before arriving at Thatcher, she was already a year ahead of most students her age. But that only meant she had to work harder to maintain her straight-A grade point average.

		Gigi, on the other hand, had shown almost no interest in her classes. She attended them, but she got by with help from the many men in her classes, letting them help her with her homework, which often involved them doing it for her. She spent the rest of her time out carousing, partying it up and hooking up with attractive upperclassmen. It was even rumored that she had hooked up with a professor, although not one that taught any of her classes.

		The roommates were polar opposites in almost every way. Where one cared about school, the other did not. Where one cared about her appearance, the other could not care less what other people thought of her. Where one would stay up late Friday nights studying for a test that was not for another two weeks, the other would be back in their room getting her brains fucked out.

		“Welcome,” said the man sitting in the conference room already. “I’m Seth Glasby, the campus mediator. I’m here to help the two of you get past your interpersonal problems.”

		Neither woman spoke as they took seats on opposite sides of the conference table. Even though they had to admit that meeting with a mediator was probably a better idea than seeing the school therapist or counselor, they still did not want to be there. If Lucy had her way, she would be back in their room reading one of the few Shakespeare plays she had not read yet. For Gigi, she was more interested in finding a guy to hook up with. It had been a couple days since her last fucking and that was just too long for her to wait.

		“Georgia,” Seth continued, directing his attention to the blonde, “why don’t you tell me about why you think you’re here?”

		“It’s Gigi,” she answered before she blew a strand of platinum blonde hair out of her face. She had worn her hair down, although that meant it had a tendency to get in her face. She was half tempted to tie it up, but she knew guys liked it when she wore her hair down. She had even tested it, attending parties with her hair up and her hair down. She got significantly more interest when her hair was down.

		“Okay, fine, Gigi,” Seth said. “Please tell me why you think you’re here.”

		“I’m here because my loser roommate is a total stick in the mud and doesn’t like it when I bring boys back to the room. She always wants to be there studying. She has no life and it sucks because she’s sucking the life out of me.”

		It was a complete exaggeration, at least in terms of sucking the life out of her. At most, Lucy’s nagging and complaints were a hindrance to the lifestyle Gigi planned for herself. She figured she would party it up while she had the chance, all the while looking out for a hot and preferably rich guy to latch onto. She did not think of herself as shallow, but she had standards that included money and looks. Once she found the right guy, she would settle down, but only as far as he wanted her to. School was more about having access to hot and successful men than it was actually learning anything.

		“Okay, fair enough,” Seth said.

		“Now wait a minute,” Lucy interjected. “Are you going to take her side just because she’s got blonde hair and she’s showing off most of her boobs in that top? If that’s the case, I’m out of here. This was clearly a giant waste of my time.”

		Before Lucy could get up, however, Seth began to speak, “Lucy, I’m not here to pick sides. All I’m saying is I understand where Gigi is coming from. But now I would like to hear from you. Why do you think you’re here?”

		“I’m here because my slut of a roommate can’t think about anything but sex. Every time I come back to the room, she has a sock on the doorknob. That’s supposed to be some code that she has a boy in there with her. I’ve got studying to do. I can’t not have access to my room like that. And besides, when she does stay out, she always comes back and makes a bunch of noise, waking me up while I’m trying to sleep. It’s beyond frustrating.”

		“That’s fair,” Seth said, using similar words, but slightly different to give both women a sense that they had been listened to. “It’s clear to me that we have a lot to work through to help ease the tension between the two of you. If I were the type of mediator that charged by the hour, I would make a fortune off the two of you as we tried to talk through every little grievance you have with each other. However, I have another idea.”

		Both women rolled their eyes at Seth, which he thought was very rude of them. They had reached such an anger level with each other that it had spilled over into the rest of their lives. Seth had read the reports on the pair. They had blown up at other people who were completely unrelated to the fight between them. But they were reaching the point where the two roommates were basically feuding with each other and it would not stop until something drastic happened to shake them out of their current ways.

		Luckily, Seth had something in mind for them. It needed to be something big, but something that would generally leave the rest of the campus population out of it. And if all went well, they would stop fighting and that would give the rest of the students in their dorm a break from their yelling matches. They did not realize how bad it had become. But that was how it was with these sorts of things sometimes. They needed perspective and Seth had just the way to give it to them.

		“It’s clear to me that neither of you have a good grasp on how the other person lives their life,” Seth said. “And that is the ultimate root of your problem with each other. You aren’t acting like roommates. You’re acting like selfish and demanding people. You want the world to be just right for you without compromise.”

		“What, are you going to make us switch places?” Lucy said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

		“Yes, actually,” Seth said. “They say you can’t really know someone until you’ve walked a mile in their shoes. Now, walking a mile isn’t enough for the two of you. Even spending a day as each other wouldn’t be enough. I’m thinking we have to go for at least a weekend with you two, with an option for more.”

		“Wait, that’s not possible,” Gigi interjected. “We can’t really switch places, can we?”

		Seth smiled, knowing that he was completely in control now. They were still mad at each other, but that anger had been superseded by their curiosity. What Seth had proposed should not have been possible and with any other mediator that Seth knew of, it would not have been possible. But that was because no other campus mediator was descended from a line of witches and wizards.

		From all normal perspectives, Seth Glasby was a normal guy. He went to work five days a week, he worked out in the evenings before he headed home, and he liked to watch sports on the weekend. But in addition to that, he was also a wizard with an array of magic at his disposal. It was this later part of him that he largely kept a secret. The college knew about what he could do and it was why they handed him the hardest cases. And if anyone started asking questions about him, the college administration would suddenly develop a case of amnesia. It was a perfect world for Seth.

		“Actually, I can,” Seth said. “It’s all too complicated to go through at the moment, but, suffice it to say, I have magic at my disposal that will lead the two of you to switching places for the next few days. It’s Friday, so we’ll start things out tomorrow morning. And since there aren’t any classes over the weekend, this shouldn’t disrupt your grades or anything. Then you’ll come report back to me and we’ll see where you two stand. Got it?”

		“No,” the two roommates said in unison.

		“It doesn’t matter if you understand or not,” Seth said. “The magic will happen. You have until tonight to get your affairs in order. Tomorrow you start living as the other person. Everyone will see you as the other person. You will have to do your best to get through everything until our next meeting.”

		Neither woman moved, but they did not know what to say either. What were they supposed to do? How could they stop this? Lucy did not want to spend one minute living in Gigi’s body. She did not want to be some blonde party slut. And likewise, Gigi had no desire to be stuck in the body of her boring roommate.

		“You may go now,” Seth said, pointing toward the door. “And remember, you wake up in the morning as other people. And I recommend making it an early night tonight. You never know when the magic will kick in. It might suck to be in the middle of something you enjoy when the switch happens.”

		Seth’s last comment was more to Gigi than to Lucy. He was sure Lucy would probably spend the time studying, reading, or sleeping. It looked like she did little else when she was outside of class. Gigi, on the other hand, would probably try to go out and live it up before she figured her weekend would be ruined. He could imagine her being in the middle of getting fucked by some frat guy when the switch happened. One moment she would be about to cum and the next she was sitting with her head in a book.

		Not that Lucy would have it better, although a good fucking might loosen her up. Seth could only imagine what it would be like to go from reading one of Shakespeare’s plays to getting railed from behind by some hung stud. Considering he could guess that she was a virgin, it would be a major eye opener for her.

		The women got up to leave, walking out together, realizing for the first time since they arrived on campus, they had something more in common than both being students at Thatcher College. They were about to live out a scenario they could barely believe was possible. It was that shock that led them to be civil toward each other for the first time since the day they moved in together. But this next week would test them in ways they never thought possible.
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		“T his is fucking ridiculous,” Gigi cried as the pair walked back to the dorms. “He can’t do this to us.”

		“That was a waste of our time,” Lucy agreed. “He can’t do what he promised. He’s a fraud. That had to be it. There’s no such thing as magic.”

		“Yeah, totally,” Gigi said. “But how am I going to enjoy myself tonight with this hanging over my head? I’m mean, like you said, it’s not real. But then, like, what if it is?”

		“You can always have a quiet night in,” Lucy suggested. “It might even do you some good for once. It would give you a chance to catch up on your coursework. I couldn’t help noticing the D you got on that test. That might be a good place to start.”

		That test result had been something Gigi had thrown onto her desk without thinking about it the other day. It was her first test in her math class. She did not actually care about the grade, although it was better than the F she had expected. Her whole plan revolved around meeting a hot junior or senior. She would fail most of her classes, or barely pass. By the time she got placed on academic probation, she would already have her future locked down. When her beau graduated, she would drop out and go wherever he ended up. She just needed to remain in good academic standing until then.

		Gigi shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t care about that class. But there are a couple cute guys from the football team in there. That’s the only reason I even go.”

		Lucy let out a sigh, past the point of understanding with her roommate. As far as she was concerned, mediation had been a failure. There was nothing that was going to change Gigi’s habits and Lucy was adamant that nothing would change hers. Admittedly, there were times when Lucy felt like she should go out more and socialize. College was more than just studying and going to class. The problem was she did not know how to do any of that kind of stuff. It was not something she learned before.

		And as much as Gigi could have been a positive impact on Lucy’s socialization, she was already too far ahead, taking life to the opposite extreme. Lucy just wanted friends. Gigi wanted to party and have lots of sex. There was no Gigi-light. She knew what she wanted and she went for it, leaving everyone else in her wake.

		Once they got back to the dorm, the two roommates went their separate ways. Lucy picked up her backpack with all of her books and shuffled off toward the library to study. Gigi stayed in, but only so that she could pick out her outfit for the evening and do her hair and makeup. She spent a good portion of each day completely focused on her appearance. Considering her popularity with the men on campus, it was time well spent, but Lucy just rolled her eyes whenever she saw Gigi getting all gussied up.

		When Lucy returned later that evening from the library, she found Gigi putting the final touches on her outfit for the night. She wore a cropped off the shoulder top that hugged her boobs tightly. There were several inches of taut and tanned skin before her skirt, made of the same material and color, began, hugging her well-shaped butt tightly. A slit up the side of the skirt made it possible to walk, but also showed off her smooth tanned leg. Gigi could have been headed to a fancy night club dressed like that, but her interests were more local, wanting to attend an off campus party that a senior was hosting for his birthday. He was hot, so she figured he might make for a good fuck. It was his birthday after all.

		Suddenly, however, both their phones started buzzing. It was the campus-wide alert program all students were required to sign up for. In the case of emergencies, the alert system activated to provide students with urgent instructions.

		“What the hell?” Gigi said as she picked up her phone. It was never far away. Between social media and her need to document her different looks on a daily basis with selfies, she kept her phone nearby at all times.

		Lucy dug her phone out of her pocket to see that the campus had just been placed into lockdown. No students were to go outside. All buildings had been locked to prevent outside access. Any students outside were ordered to head to the gym where they would be safe. There was no reason given for why a lockdown was triggered. Everyone would have to wait for additional information.

		“Looks like you won’t be going out after all,” Lucy said. She could not keep the smugness out of her voice or off her face. She was happy to see Gigi’s plans fall through.

		“Harumph,” Gigi said as she dropped onto her bed and started immediately texting people. Lucy had no idea who Gigi could be talking to, but at least she was mostly quiet.

		Lucy, on the other hand, was not disturbed by lockdown. She had been planning to stay in anyway. The library was open all night, but she liked to relax later in the evenings, wearing pajamas while she studied. That was less acceptable at the library, but she could do it in her room. So rather than worry about whatever was happening out there, Lucy sat down at her desk, opened a textbook, and started to work.

		The lockdown lasted well into the night. Eventually Gigi gave up on the chance to go out and party. She arranged for a hot date Saturday afternoon instead. There would be another party that night, but that meant little. There was always another party to go to. If her date went where she thought it would, it would mean her odds of getting fucked doubled for the day. And in her mind, that was a good day indeed.

		No new information was given, but eventually the pair accepted that they might as well turn in and get a good night’s sleep. Gigi had been prepared to stay out late, but that did not mean she could use the rest. It was hard for her to maintain her late nights partying and continuing to attend classes. She hoped attendance would be enough to let her pass. And she might learn a little through osmosis or whatever it was called. Gigi did not know or care. She just hoped that being in the presence of people learning that she might pass her classes.

		Surprisingly, the pair did not argue all evening. Even as they got ready for bed, they did not fight over the lights getting turned off or anything else like that. It was the first evening without an argument since their first night together. From that standpoint alone, their neighbors thought their mediation session had been a success.

		But waking up Saturday morning, it was clear something had gone wrong.

		Lucy woke up first. She had always been the early morning riser. It helped that she went to bed earlier, but she had always started her days focused, trying to get as much done as possible as soon as possible. She attacked each day with gusto, even if what she attacked was purely academic in nature.

		However, when Lucy woke up, she discovered something was wrong from the start. There was something covering her eyes, preventing her from opening them properly. She reached up to clear her face and suddenly found her hands covered in goo. Her face was covered in it. Then when she finally did manage to uncover her eyes, she nearly gouged them out with a set of long nails that she had never had before.

		Right then, Lucy knew what had happened. She did not know how it had happened, but she knew that it did, just as the mediator promised. Lucy had just woken up in Gigi’s body. There was no other explanation. Even without looking at herself, she knew it to be true. Gigi went to bed every night wearing special face cream and she covered her eyes with a special mask that was supposed to help keep her eyelashes and eyelids looking perfect.

		But before Lucy could fully react to the truth of her situation, there sounded a blood curdling scream. Lucy looked over to find her body sitting up with a look of horror on her face. It had to be Gigi. And that seemed like an expected Gigi response to their situation.

		The switch had been complete and total as far as Lucy could guess. She had awoken in Gigi’s bed. She wore Gigi’s facial mask for sleeping. She had Gigi’s long nails. And on the other side of the room was the real Gigi, but in Lucy’s body. It was a small wonder that Lucy was not screaming as well.

		Gigi and Lucy looked at each other, trying to figure out what to do.

		“It worked,” Gigi said, her voice coming out of Lucy’s mouth in a whisper.

		“I guess so,” Lucy responded. Her voice sounded exactly like Gigi’s voice, which should have been expected, since she was in Gigi’s body. But that meant she used Gigi’s higher pitched voice, which sounded completely different in her head. That alone would take some getting used to.

		Suddenly there was a knock at the door. “Is everything all right in there?” It was the RA, a junior who had been hired to look after the whole section.

		“Yes,” Lucy immediately cried out. Sure, she wanted to share with the school authorities what had just happened, but she doubted they would believe her. She would not have believed her in their shoes. Instead she would have thought them both to be crazy and to be candidates for hospitalization. And Lucy definitely didn’t want that to happen.

		“Open the door, please, so I can check,” the RA said.

		It was Gigi who got up to answer the door. Of course, the RA would only see her as Lucy. She wore the same pajamas and everything.

		When Gigi opened the door, the RA looked into the room. She saw Lucy sitting in Gigi’s bed, still wearing her skin cream on her face. Everything looked normal, but given the scream, the RA needed to be sure. And given their past arguments, the RA feared one of them might hurt the other if things got out of hand.

		“All right,” the RA said. “Thank you and try to keep it down from now on.”

		“We will,” the roommates said in unison.

		As the RA walked off down the hallway, clearly annoyed at getting woken up so early on a Saturday morning, Gigi shut the door and then sat down on the edge of her own bed.

		“What are we going to do?” Gigi asked.

		Lucy still found it strange to be talking to herself, even though she knew it was Gigi in her body. It was also frustrating to have Gigi ask her to figure everything out. Lucy was just as perplexed and scared as Gigi. The only difference was Lucy had not screamed out when she discovered their situation.

		“We’re going to live our lives as normal,” Lucy said. “I’ve got a study group to attend later and you keep, um…”

		Lucy suddenly realized that her plan to continue life as normal was not going to work. She could not continue living her life as she had before, because she looked like Gigi now. And she did not want to think about what Gigi would get up to in her body. Lucy shuddered to even think of it.

		“That’s not going to work, is it?” Gigi asked.

		“No, I don’t think it is,” Lucy agreed. “I guess we’ll have to actually do what the mediator wanted and try to live as each other for the next few days. Ugh, this is going to suck.”

		“Yeah,” Gigi said. “Wait, no, that won’t work either. I have a date later with Paul. It’s really important that I go to that, but I can’t go showing up as you. Ugh, you’re going to have to go on my date for me. This, like, totally sucks.”

		Gigi folded her arms over her chest and sulked. Lucy mimicked her actions, although not to tease her roommate, but because she realized that not only would she have to go on the stupid date, but Gigi would have to attend classes for her. She did not have any tests or papers due, but at least one of her classes had a scheduled quiz and another professor was known for keeping his students on their toes by holding impromptu quizzes from time to time. And as far as Lucy was concerned, they were due for one of those.

		All around, it felt like a bad deal. They both had lives that would be severely interrupted by the other living it for them. But as far as they could tell, there was no getting around it. The world thought they were Gigi and Lucy. Just because they had switched bodies, the world would still think that was true and there was no way they could share the truth without sounding crazy.

		“Okay,” Lucy said, “we’ll just have to figure this out somehow. As long as you’re willing to be me for the next few days, I’ll do my best to be you.”

		“Yes,” Gigi agreed. “Let’s get started.”
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		Lucy stood in front of Gigi’s closet, trying to understand how she was supposed to wear anything inside of it. Everything was tight and often short. How did Gigi manage to show off her body constantly? There was always some part of her on display and usually more than that. Her tops were cropped or so low cut that it would be a struggle to wear a bra, often both. Her bottoms were all tight and in the case of shorts and skirts, so short it was a wonder her sizable butt did not hang out the bottom.

		Then there were the shoes. Almost every pair Gigi owned had heels. And almost all of them were obscenely high. Lucy had no idea how she could walk in them. Obviously Gigi more than managed, but Lucy had worn heels on at most five occasions and none of those times involved a heel higher than an inch or so. Three inches was the minimum for Gigi’s collection and most were taller than that.

		“Ugh,” Gigi said as she pulled her pajama pants away from her waist. “Don’t you even trim down here.”

		“Hey, stop looking down there,” Lucy complained. She rushed across the room and grabbed Gigi’s hands.

		Gigi stopped and turned toward Lucy, her face surprisingly serious. “If we’re going to pull this off, we’re going to need to work together. I’m going to need you to act like me for the weekend.”

		“Yeah,” Lucy agreed. “Then hopefully we change back in time for classes Monday. And if we don’t we go march into Seth’s office and demand that he change us back.”

		“No, I mean, yes,” Gigi said. She was not the brightest of people, even when she was trying. “I mean, we can’t, you know, worry about who sees what. Until we change back, we have to actually live our lives. I’m not going to close my eyes every time I get in the shower.”

		“Oh, yeah,” Lucy said, realizing her complaint about Gigi looking down her pants was silly considering they were going to have to spend a lot of time like this. Or at least enough time until they could get Seth to change them back.

		“First, we need to get you ready for the date this afternoon,” Gigi said. “Come on, let’s hit the showers.”

		“Can’t we just cancel,” Lucy whined. “I don’t want to go on a date as you. What if he expects me to do stuff, you know, like have sex or give him a blowjob.”

		“Nope, none of that talk,” Gigi said. “If I’m going to have to sit through your boring classes, you’re going to keep up my social calendar for the week. That means dates and parties and all the rest. I’m not letting those other sluts get a leg up on me in the race to find the right man.”

		Lucy wanted to question what Gigi was talking about, but she decided it probably was not worth finding out. The explanation would not make sense. But it made sense to Gigi, which was what mattered. And Gigi was right. Lucy had a lot to learn about being her if they were going to pull this off.

		It did not help that as the pair of roommates hit the section bathroom that Gigi had to show Lucy how to do everything. First she had to wash off the face cream. Then she had to collect all the products she used to keep her hair and skin looking fantastic. What was more, Gigi had to explain to Lucy how to use them more than once. Lucy was great at learning facts and figures when it came to her classwork, but she felt hopeless when faced with learning Gigi’s beauty routine.

		The shower stalls were only separated by curtains, so as Lucy moved under the hot spray, Gigi was right next door, able to walk her through everything. Lucy was surprised by how long everything took. And yet Gigi stayed right there with her the whole time.

		However, little did Lucy realize that Gigi was making a few choice changes to Lucy’s body. Top of the list was removing body hair. Lucy had never really cared that much about her body hair, shaving her legs when absolutely needed, but everything else often went weeks if not longer before she considered touching them, if at all. But Gigi was not about to walk around campus with her armpits or her pubic area covered in hair. Lucy never saw all that hair flowing down the drain.

		But that was just a start for Gigi. Once they were out of the shower, the pair worked together to first apply various moisturizers and other skin creams, this time rubbing the material into the skin fully. Gigi walked Lucy through how and where to apply each product. It took time and Lucy was certain she would not remember the routine again, but it was the first time the pair had actually bonded in the weeks they had been roommates.

		Once they were back in their room, Gigi helped Lucy pick out an appropriate outfit. Lucy immediately frowned upon seeing it. The bright orange halter top did nothing to disguise the fact she was not wearing a bra. The thong panties were pulled tight against her pussy. Gigi wanted her to wear the straps high on her hips. But then when it came time to wear the black skirt, those straps rose way above the skirt.

		“I look like a slut,” Lucy complained. Her one consolation was that the orange thong matched the halter top.

		“Listen, sweetie,” Gigi said. “I’m a slut. I mean, you’re a slut. You know what I mean. This is how guys are expecting you to dress, especially for a date. Just do it. You’ll be fine. I promise.”

		Lucy was not so sure about that, but she did not feel that she had much of a choice in the matter. If they were going to make this week work, they were going to have to make some sacrifices.

		“Now let’s get some shoes on your feet so you can practice walking in heels,” Gigi continued. “I’ve seen your shoe collection. It’s going to take you time to adjust.”

		Lucy then spent the next hour walking around the dorm room, making small circles as well as diagonal walks across the room. She was still shaky after an hour, but she had made notable improvement.

		“You’ll get there eventually,” Gigi said supportively.

		“Thanks,” Lucy replied. It was the first time either of them had thanked the other in their short time as roommates.

		“You’re not going to like this, but it’s time to get your makeup and jewelry on point,” Gigi eventually said.

		Lucy let out a sigh. She had not been looking forward to this part of her morning. Makeup had never been something Lucy was good at. She never knew what to do or what products to use. She had never learned growing up. And most of the time it did not matter. No one cared that she showed up to class without makeup. It seemed like half the student body just rolled out of bed and walked to class in their pajamas most of the time. Not Gigi though. She was always immaculately put together whenever she left the dorm. And that meant Lucy would have to be the same until it all got reversed.

		“Okay,” Lucy said, feeling dejected. “But you’re going to have to help me with it.”

		“Of course,” Gigi said. “I wouldn’t let you go out looking less than your best.”

		It turned out that makeup for Gigi, something Lucy never really paid attention to, took far longer than Lucy had anticipated. It took longer than Gigi had thought it would too, but that was largely because Gigi was used to applying makeup to her own face. Now she was doing it to Lucy, even if it was her own face.

		Lucy watched in the mirror with secret fascination as Gigi did her makeup. She had always looked down on women who painted their faces like Gigi did. She had seen it as an affront to natural womanhood as boy-crazy women just tried to make themselves look better to the male eye. However, Lucy had always been impressed with what makeup could do and she had always secretly wondered what she could look like if she learned makeup application skills. Of course, that would have meant buying makeup, which was not something she would allow herself to be caught doing.

		And once Lucy’s makeup was up to Gigi’s standard, there was the matter of the jewelry. Unlike Lucy, Gigi had a jewelry box she kept locked away in the drawer. She had all sorts of fancy looking jewelry, as well as plenty that looked tacky in Lucy’s opinion. The large plastic hoop earrings were always at the top of Lucy’s poor taste list. But despite Gigi happily wearing such gaudy jewelry at times, today she chose something fancier.

		“It’s important to show that you have expensive taste on a date like this,” Gigi explained as she helped affix a set of dangling diamond earrings to Lucy’s ears. There was also a diamond necklace that ended up nestled in Lucy’s exposed cleavage, drawing the eye to her chest even more. And finally there was a set of thin gold bangles for her wrists. In all, it was an impressive assortment that left Lucy feeling both overdressed and underdressed at the same time.

		“I don’t think I can do this,” Lucy admitted as the hour of the date quickly approached. It was one thing to dress up like Gigi, which she had to admit had worked well, but it was another thing to then actually pretend to be her. Lucy was no slut. She was not really even a people person. How was she supposed to supposedly get this guy, Paul, to like her?

		“Of course you can,” Gigi said, trying to sound encouraging, although the skepticism in her voice was clear.

		“What am I supposed to talk about?” Lucy asked. “What do you talk about when you go on dates?”

		“Um,” Gigi said thoughtfully. It was notable that she was even considering her answer. “I don’t really do a lot of talking when I go on dates. It’s more about getting the guy to talk about himself. Usually after a while he suggests going somewhere more private and then the fun begins.”

		“I don’t want to think about that part,” Lucy said. She turned rapidly away from Gigi and felt the way her earrings banged against the side of her head. The whole outfit was ridiculous. No respectable man would have her when she was dressed up like this. She was certain Gigi had it all wrong. Men liked classy, not slutty, didn’t they?

		“You better prepare yourself, because if Paul suggests going somewhere private, you damn well better go with him,” Gigi said. “And you better do what he wants. If he wants a blowjob, you give him the best blowjob you can manage. If he wants to fuck you in the ass, you ask for some lube and then you just have to bear it. I’m not letting you screw up my life plans just because you’re squeamish about the idea of actually enjoying sex.”

		Lucy swallowed hard and nodded her head in understanding. She did not know how she was going to handle that part of the date, but she would do her best to maintain Gigi’s reputation. If she could properly prepare herself, it might have been different, but with leaving it all up to Paul, a man Lucy had never even met, she was left to guess which raised her anxiety levels.

		“I can do this,” Lucy started to say, repeating it over and over again. She fanned her face with her hands. It did not help much, but it still helped a little bit. And that was what counted. Every little bit was important to keep her from having a full-blown panic attack.

		“Yes, you can,” Gigi said encouragingly.

		Lucy started pacing around the room again. It helped to calm her nerves and it also helped her walk more comfortably in the high heels. However, there was one nagging question in the back of her mind that finally found enough purchase for her to ask.

		“While I’m on this date, what are you going to do?”

		“I’ve been thinking about that,” Gigi admitted. “You probably don’t want me wandering around campus acting like myself. And I don’t really want to stay in the room here all day. I was thinking I could go wander around the mall. Shopping always calms me.”

		“Yeah, okay,” Lucy said, already feeling better about Gigi being her for the day at least. The study group session was not until Sunday. They could figure out how Gigi was going to handle that later. “That sounds like a good plan. I never go to the mall, so there’s no worry about anyone recognizing you and wanting to talk.”

		Actually, there was a possibility, since Lucy knew people who actually did sometimes go shop at the mall, but they were not the sort of people Lucy regularly talked to, so other than giving each other a wave, there probably was not any harm. And it would keep Gigi busy. That was important. She might not have been the smartest student at Thatcher College, but she got bored easily and needed something physical like shopping to distract her.

		“And let’s keep our phones close by in case there’s a problem,” Gigi suggested. “If you need me to walk you through something, just call or text me and we’ll figure it out.”

		“Yeah,” Lucy agreed, feeling more calm about everything. “When is Paul supposed to get here?”

		“Soon,” Gigi said. “He’ll text you when he’s downstairs.”

		And before Lucy could ask anymore questions or find a way to psych herself out of going on the date, Gigi’s phone buzzed with a text. But it was her phone for the weekend. And the text was from Paul. The date was on.
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		It took Lucy a moment to find Paul. His text told her he was downstairs, but she did not actually know what he looked like. And on an early Saturday afternoon, the lobby for the dorm building was pretty busy with students coming and going almost constantly. Multiple floors and multiple sections of dorm rooms meant there were a lot of people living in the building.

		However, in the end, the man wearing a collared shirt, with the top couple buttons left open, and the khaki pants and nice shoes should have been the major clue. That and the gold watch on his wrist. The man had money and he showed it in the way he was dressed.

		“Hi, Paul,” Lucy said as she approached. Her stride was still a little unsteady, but she found it easier if she took small mincing steps. She could not strut, but she could mince and that was just fine for the occasion. Actually, if Gigi had watched Lucy’s introduction, she would have been proud of her roommate.

		“Gigi,” Paul said with a smile. “It’s good to see you.”

		Lucy had not been expecting any kind of particular greeting from Paul, but she was a little surprised when he not only brought her in for a hug, but he kissed her too. Not wanting to freeze up, Lucy returned the kiss, letting their lips touch for far longer than she had ever kissed someone before. They stood there together in the lobby, their lips locked in a surprisingly passionate embrace for nearly a minute before Paul broke contact and offered his date his arm.

		“Let me take you out to my car,” Paul said.

		Lucy took Paul’s arm and let him lead her. He took the pace slow, allowing her to keep up with her small strides. They walked out of the dorm building together and toward the nearby parking lot. There, parked in one of the visitor’s spaces, was a blue BMW. Lucy did not know much about cars, but she was vaguely aware that BMW cars were supposed to be luxurious. Really, all she knew was they were supposedly expensive. Although if Paul drove a BMW, that certainly made him match her impression of Gigi.

		It had quickly become apparent to Lucy that Gigi was not just a slut, but she was a bit of a gold digger as well. Then again, given how smart Gigi seemed most of the time, she needed to use her body to get ahead. She would never make big money on her own. She would need a man to provide for her and she was using her college experience to test out and sample various men, looking for the right match. Lucy just hoped she did not derail Gigi’s plans with Paul.

		“I thought we could get coffee together,” Paul said as he helped Lucy into the passenger seat of the BMW.

		“That sounds nice,” Lucy responded before Paul closed her door so that he could go around and get into the driver’s seat. Gigi had made it clear to basically do whatever Paul wanted. If he wanted to go on a coffee date, that was fine with her. Of course, afterward could be anything.

		It was a short drive to the coffee shop, but Paul talked the whole way. Lucy barely needed to say a word. She just smiled and tried to pretend that she was having a good time. And in a way, she was. She was doing something social, but without very much required of her. It seemed like the perfect way to go about it. Maybe Gigi was onto something with her lifestyle.

		“I’ve got it,” Paul said as Lucy started to open the car door for herself. He hopped out of the car and ran around to help her out. As she slid out, Lucy found herself being extra careful not to expose herself in her outfit. Spreading her legs too wide would tell everyone the color of her thong. Then again, with the orange straps pulled up over her hips, everyone already knew. But she was just going to have to get used to that.

		“You do look gorgeous,” Paul said as he gave her his arm to hold onto again. He selected a booth in a quiet corner of the coffee shop. Although as soon as Lucy sat down she realized she would still be on display to anyone who walked in the door. It might have been a corner booth, but it was a corner that was exposed to almost the entire coffee shop.

		“Thank you,” Lucy said, still getting used to hearing Gigi’s voice every time she spoke. But it was getting easier to even forget that she was in Gigi’s body. Despite the difficulty in walking, she felt completely natural, feeling little different than if she was in her own body. She did not even notice how much bigger her breasts were in Gigi’s body than her own.

		“Just sit here and I’ll go order for us,” Paul said, leaving Lucy alone for a few minutes.

		Lucy wondered if Paul knew what Gigi liked to drink, but she realized it did not matter. She would drink whatever Paul put in front of her. She was certain Gigi would do that. When it came to men, Gigi would do almost anything they wanted of her. It was one reason why she was so popular with the male students on campus.

		As Lucy waited, she pulled out her phone and started typing out a text to Gigi. She just wanted to keep her informed about how the date was going. As far as Lucy was concerned, it seemed to be going well. Then again, she was no dating expert. Unlike Gigi, Lucy was still a virgin, although she had dated a little before, even kissing a couple guys. But nothing ever came of those short periods of sociableness. Then again, those guys had all been nerds like her and equally as awkward as her.

		Not that texting was easy with Gigi’s long nails. Each time she tapped a letter, she heard her nails clicking on the screen. Her nails were long enough that it was almost impossible to avoid it. But after making a series of mistakes, and always correcting them, she managed to get a text off. Gigi responded a moment later with a thumbs up emoji. Lucy had to hope that was good. She had never caught onto the use of emojis in communication.

		A moment later another text from Gigi came through. “Make sure to enjoy his” was followed by an eggplant emoji. Again, Lucy was clueless, but she texted back that she would try. It seemed like the least that she could do.

		By the time Paul returned with their drinks, he launched into something that was important to him. Lucy tried to pay attention, but she quickly became lost in his story. At least the coffee was good. That had to count for something. But she was left to wonder how much longer the coffee part of their date would last and when the next part of the date would begin.
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		Once Lucy was out the door, Gigi started preparing herself to go to the mall. Of course, Gigi’s definition of making herself ready was very different from Lucy’s definition. Gigi’s standards were higher, even if she was going to do it as Lucy. While the real Lucy would just wear a pair of baggy jeans and a sweatshirt, or a similar outfit that did nothing to highlight her feminine curves, Gigi wanted something more for herself.

		During her shower, she had already shaved much of her body hair off. That was something Lucy would just have to live with when they changed back. There was no way Gigi was going to wander around with hairy legs and full bush. It all had to go, but that was what razors were for. Then again, Gigi never had that problem since she had the laser hair removal done. She was always nice and smooth, no matter the occasion. Maybe Lucy would go in for that sort of thing eventually. She would probably come to enjoy it if she just loosened up a little.

		But the shower was done with and Gigi was faced with what she was going to wear and how she was going to make her tragedy of her hair and face look presentable to the general public. If the two roommates were the same size, Gigi would have just raided her own closet and worn whatever she wanted to the mall. But there was a couple inches difference between them, both in height and in their other measurements.

		“Oh, I know,” Gigi said with a smile when the idea popped into her head. “I’ve got just the thing.”

		Soon Gigi was digging into the bottom of her dresser for a tracksuit she never really got around to wearing. And if she was lucky, it would fit. Ignoring both a bra and panties, she slid the track pants up her legs. They were made of a pink crushed velvet material. “Baby Doll” was written across the butt in gold lettering. It was definitely not something Lucy would normally wear, but Gigi figured it would look cute for a trip to the mall.

		The pants fit, although they were a bit loose across the butt. However, that was just a signal that Lucy needed to be working out more. And if she could not build the butt she should have, then implants were going to be needed. Gigi had firm beauty guidelines. She considered herself lucky to be naturally thin with a good base for her tits and her ass. Both came to her naturally, but she would easily agree to implants if that meant she would land a rich guy or simply be more beautiful. Beauty was foremost in Gigi’s mind, before everything else.

		Zipping up the tracksuit hoodie, Gigi was disappointed at how little cleavage Lucy had to work with. She left the zipper low, but that did not mean there was much there to draw the male gaze. She was definitely missing her tits. Gigi had always enjoyed looking down to see her breasts presented in her tight tops. It was a reminder of what kind of woman she was.

		Once dressed, Gigi moved on to hair and makeup. She really missed her blonde hair. Gigi was certain Lucy would look good as a blonde. She just needed a little extra color for her skin for the contrast. But that was not to be for the moment. Instead, Gigi focused on putting her hair up into a high ponytail. She liked that look for the moment. It made Lucy’s body appear more playful and sexy. But that might have just been because Gigi was more playful and sexy by nature.

		As far as makeup, Gigi actually started working on her chest. That was another reason why the hoodie was a good choice. She could drop the zipper and shade her boobs to create more contrast and make them appear bigger. She had done that for her own tits when she really wanted to make them pop to good effect. Only after that was done did Gigi start on her face.

		There was a limit to what she could do, what with the different skin tones. Lucy did not have makeup at her disposal, so Gigi was left to use her own supply. And those colors just did not quite match the look Gigi was going for. But somehow she managed to make it all work. The whole thing took longer than she had wanted, but that happened sometimes. At least when Gigi looked in the mirror now, she felt some semblance of attractive again.

		Just as Gigi walked out of the dorm room, she got a text from Lucy. The date was going well from what she could tell. Lucy had not screwed it up, at least too much. But the real test was going to come after the coffee part of the date, when Paul asked Lucy to join him at his apartment.

		Normally the kinds of guys Gigi was into lived in houses. Often their parents bought the houses to give their sons someplace nice to live once they were able to move off campus. But with Paul, rather than a house, he had opted for a penthouse apartment in the tallest building in town. She had yet to actually visit, but she had heard he could see everything in town from there. Gigi was actually disappointed that Lucy would get to see that view before she did.

		Lucy did not have a car on campus, but Gigi did. Lucy did not even have a driver’s license yet, but there was no way Gigi was going to take the bus to the mall when she had access to her Range Rover. She just had to make sure to avoid catching the eye of the cops. Admittedly, in the long run, a ticket like that would not affect her, but it would ruin any chance of keeping the peace between the two roommates.

		With her keys in her hands, Gigi walked out of the dorm and out to the parking lot. She got in and sighed as she felt at home again. It was hard to be in Lucy’s body. The girl had no fashion sense and seemed to have no idea how to live a sociable life. Gigi had to hope this whole experience might loosen her up a bit and teach her how to live a little.

		However, Gigi discovered she needed to move the seat and readjust all the mirrors before she could drive off. But once that was done, she smiled, knowing her day was about to get a bit better. Gigi loved shopping and the mall was just the place to go when she needed to lighten the mood with a little retail therapy.
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		Before Lucy knew what was happening, she and Paul were riding the elevator up to his penthouse apartment. His hands were all over her as their lips met once again. Not knowing what to do and with Gigi’s reminded to do whatever he wanted, she let him have his way with her. And, if she was honest with herself, what Paul did felt good.

		Ever since waking up that morning in Gigi’s body, Lucy had felt a tingle between her legs. But since there was clearly magic involved in this whole fiasco, she just assumed it had something to do with that. Little did she realize that Gigi always felt aroused. Her frequent sexual activity had raised her baseline, leaving her always at least a little horny.

		But what started as a little flame had turned into a raging inferno of lust as Paul played Lucy’s body like a musical instrument. Every touch, every kiss, felt absolutely divine. And as the bonfire within her grew bigger and stronger, Lucy’s concerns about what Paul might ask of her when they arrived at the top floor were quickly melting away. That was because she would do anything to continue feeling this good. Lucy had no idea such intimate contact could be so pleasurable.

		“I want you,” Lucy moaned, not even realizing the words had escaped her lips. But it was true. She wanted Paul with all of her being. She did not care that she barely knew him. All that mattered was that he satisfy her growing lust, giving her the pleasure her body demanded.

		Paul smiled as he continued to lavish Lucy with kisses. His hands roamed across her body, his skin hot to the touch whenever it contacted against hers. But she loved it. She wanted more. She nearly begged him to fuck her right there in the elevator, but another hard kiss on the lips with his tongue probing between her plump lips, silenced her.

		As soon as the elevator opened on the top floor, directly into Paul’s apartment, the pair practically fell out. Luckily Paul was more than strong enough to catch both himself and Lucy to keep them from tumbling to the ground. Instead, Paul picked Lucy up into his arms and carried her toward the nearest soft surface, a couch in the living room.

		Lucy paid no attention to the large windows looking out over the city. Her eyes were trapped on Paul’s face. He gently set her down. But he did not stand upright again. Instead, his hands traveled to the back of Lucy’s neck. There he took the strings that tied her halter top up and gently pulled on them, releasing the knot and letting her tits pop free.

		From there, Paul’s hands found Lucy’s tits and began to knead them with his fingers. She had not been expecting such pleasure, but she enjoyed it nonetheless. However, as Paul continued to stand there playing with her tits, Lucy reached forward and began to pull at Paul’s belt. Before she even knew what she had done, his belt had been unbuckled and his pants pulled down around his ankles.

		“Someone knows what she wants,” Paul said. “Now I just have to decide how to give it to you.”

		Lucy almost asked what he meant, but then all the pieces clicked into place. He was talking about his cock. Actually, cock suddenly made a lot more sense to Lucy. She understood all the places it would fit and all the different ways it could give her pleasure. No wonder Gigi was such a slut when sex felt this good. And they had not even gotten to the fucking yet. Not to mention the eggplant emoji. It was all making sense to the previously sheltered college coed.

		“I think I want to fuck your pussy,” Paul said as he gently guided Lucy onto her back. He lifted her legs up onto the couch and then climbed up himself.

		His hands moved up her smooth legs toward her honey pot. Paul pushed her skirt up, forcing it to slide past her ass until it was stuck around her waist. Then he started to pull on the straps of her thong, pulling it down toward him.

		As soon as he pulled the thong free of her pussy, Lucy could feel the cool air on her labia. Her juices were right there at the precipice, cooling her nether regions like there had been an ice cube placed there. But rather than turning her off, her body responded with another spike in arousal. Lucy moaned without Paul even touching her.

		With her thong out of the way, there was nothing holding Paul back from fucking her. He removed his underwear, letting his cock spring into view. Lucy held her head up long enough to catch sight of it. Her eyes bulged when she saw Paul’s size. For the briefest of moments she wondered whether he could fit inside of her. But that moment quickly passed as her lust and need took over.

		“Are you ready for this?” Paul asked.

		“Yes,” Lucy moaned. “So ready.”

		And then without further prompting, Paul pushed forward, lining his cock up with Lucy’s pussy and thrusting inside of her. The sensation for the previous virgin was intense. She had never felt anything like this before, but all she felt was pleasure. Pleasure radiated through her body as it began to build.

		Paul started thrusting in and out of her as he leaned forward and placed a kiss on her lips. Lucy melted into his body, enjoying every action Paul took. She did not know if he was a good lover or not, since she had no previous experience, but even if he was the best lover in the world, Lucy knew there was no way she could turn down sex ever again. This was literally the best feeling she had ever had and she wanted more of it. If that made her a slut when all this was over, so be it. She would be a slut to always feel this good.

		Lucy lost all sense of time as Paul fucked her. She had no idea if their tryst lasted five minutes or if it lasted two hours. All that mattered was the pleasure and the oncoming orgasm. And when it did finally come, when her body sang out in orgasmic ecstasy, she felt as if her entire world view had changed all at once. It was a relief to finally cum, yet it brought infinitely more pleasure than she had already felt. It was as if a pleasure bomb had gone off inside of her, leaving her utterly devastated with erotic pleasure.

		“Wow,” Paul said when it was all done. “I think I like you.”

		It took a while before Lucy managed to put herself back together, but Paul seemed just fine with that. As far as she could tell, he had enjoyed that nearly as much as she had.

		“I like you too,” Lucy managed to say. And it was the truth. She realized that she would not get to stay with Paul on a permanent basis, what with her temporarily inhabited Gigi’s body, but she at least liked him for the day.

		“We’ve got some time to enjoy ourselves, but there’s this party tonight that I want to take you to,” Paul said. He looked excited about it. “Will you go with me?”

		“Of course,” Lucy said, remembering Gigi’s original plan. “I hoped you would ask me something like that.”
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		Gigi was left to hope that Lucy’s date was going well. She was disappointed not to be going on that date herself, but there was nothing she could do about that now. Instead, she had to manage her feelings by shopping.

		Shopping was one of Gigi’s favorite pastimes. Whenever she was feeling low, it always cheered her up. And when she was feeling good, shopping made her feel all the better. And with Lucy’s wallet in hand, she figured the least her roommate could do was buy a couple outfits while she was probably off fucking Paul. Fair was fair.

		The trouble with shopping as Lucy was dealing with her body. None of the usual outfits Gigi would have gone for really worked on Lucy’s body. Her boobs were too small and her ass too flat for anything that really popped. The one thing Lucy had going for her though was her naturally tight waist. She probably did not think so, but crop tops would look great on her, especially if she had a belly-button ring or other jewelry there.

		As Gigi slowly walked through the mall, she started to smile at the thought. Lucy needed to loosen up and Gigi had just the plan for it. This was going to be fun.

		To start, Gigi started looking for appropriate outfits. She was not going for the outright slutty looks that she favored for herself. Lucy was not ready for anything like that. But she had a good foundation to start with and that meant something fun and a little flirty.

		Gigi decided to start with pants. Lucy was very much a pants girl and Gigi doubted she could change that fact overnight. But pants could still look good, especially on Lucy’s narrow hips. And the right pants for that job were the sort that had a low waistband, pants that sat low on the hips.

		It only took a few minutes for Gigi to fill her arms with multiple pairs of pants that caught her eye. She needed panties too, but that was an easy purchase. Of course, Gigi chose a thong. It was simply a habit for her. The only time she wore anything with more coverage was when she wore bikinis and more often than not, those too had a thong back. It was just her style and it was one that was leaking over into Lucy’s style now too.

		With each pair of pants that Gigi tried on, she performed all manner of exercises in them, stretching, bending over, sitting down, squaring, as well as performing knee lifts and anything else she could think of. The goal was to find the right pairs, the pairs that allowed for a full range of movement, the pairs that were comfortable, and the pairs that looked good. A home run was finding a pair that satisfied all three requirements, but Gigi had long ago learned that off the rack clothing often only satisfied two of the three.

		In the end, Gigi managed to find one home run pair and two others that were both comfortable and stylish. They would have to do. Gigi even arranged to wear the top performing pair out of the store with her, with the thong underneath. Already she was starting to feel better about Lucy’s future look. And wearing something more fashionable than a track suit was a major step up in Gigi’s mind. It was fine for lounge wear, but shopping was not a leisure activity to her.

		Next on Gigi’s shopping list were tops. In her mind, it was time for the world to start seeing Lucy’s midriff. It was a crime that she was hiding it from people. Luckily, there was a solution in buying new tops. And, as it turned out, there was not a big issue with her not wearing a bra or having small boobs. Gigi was able to find plenty of fun and fashionable tops that looked good on Lucy’s body. And all of them were short enough to leave her belly-button bare. That was a major goal.

		By the time Gigi was walking into the piercing parlor at the mall, her entire outfit had changed. Gone was the tracksuit and in its place was a pair of low-rise denim jeans that perfectly hugged her hips and just barely managed to cover her red thong and a tight pink babydoll t-shirt that ended halfway between her sternum and her belly-button. The word princess was printed across the front in gold lettering. The top meant now one could see the boob makeup she had used, but it was ideal for actually getting a piercing in her navel.

		“What can I do for you?” the man behind the counter asked. He looked bored, but business seemed slow at the moment. The mall was busy, but this end of the mall almost always lacked traffic except for the holidays when Santa Land was up and running with a line of kids and their parents stretching for 100 feet, all waiting to see Santa Claus.

		“Can you pierce my belly-button?” Gigi asked. She raised her voice as she spoke, making it sound more like her own, and then she giggled for good measure. It was probably the first time a giggle had escaped Lucy’s lips in years.

		The man behind the counter rolled his eyes, but he nodded his head yes. He bent over and pulled a tray of jewelry out of the counter. “You can pick one of these and they come with the cost of the piercing.” Then he bent over again and pulled out a second tray. “And any of these cost extra.”

		Gigi smiled as she surveyed the options. There were so many great possibilities. But in the end, there was only one real option. It would cost more, but it was Lucy’s money. And it was just too cute to pass up.

		“I’ll take that one,” Gigi said, pointing at a pink piece with a little gemmed butterfly that would sit in her belly-button. It was perfect.

		It was 20 minutes later that Gigi walked back out, now sporting a sparkly butterfly in her navel for the world to see. It did not even hurt that much. There was a part of her that wondered why she had not gotten her navel pierced before. It seemed like a natural extension given the fact she wore so many midriff baring tops. She might just be returning to the mall after all of this was over to get her own belly-button piercing. She might even need to get the same piece of jewelry. That way she and Lucy could match.
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		Lucy swayed back and forth as she tried to cross the crowded dance floor while not spilling her drink. She had no idea what was in the cup, but she enjoyed the flavors, even the burning alcohol as it flowed across her tongue and down her throat. All in all, Lucy was feeling fantastic, sporting more than a buzz, but not quite to the point where she was fall-down drunk. However, given her inexperience with alcohol, she could easily pass over that line without realizing it.

		“Hi, Paul,” she said with a broad smile as she returned to his side. She had left him for a few minutes so that he could catch up with a buddy of his. Lucy did not need to be privy to every little detail of his life.

		“Hey, baby,” Paul said as he possessively pulled her close to him. He lowered his head and kissed his date.

		Lucy was left stunned at first, enjoying the kiss completely, but then she let out a giggle after he broke the kiss. She was having a great time and it was all thanks to Paul. After fucking her, he had taken the time to show her around his apartment. The views really were spectacular.

		Then there was the drinking. Paul opened a bottle of wine and the pair started their partying before the party even started. That was the start and by the time the two made it to the party, Lucy was already past buzzed. This was her second cup of whatever the party hosts were serving. All she knew was it was not beer or wine. It was stronger than both of those put together. It vaguely tasted of coconut.

		“What do you say you finish that drink off and then we go find someplace a little more private?” Paul asked. However, while it was technically a question, both Paul and Lucy knew what her answer would be before he asked it. There was no way Lucy could say no to him tonight.

		Part of that was the alcohol flowing through Lucy’s system. She had never been drunk before, so this was a whole new experience for her. But she was doing what Gigi had told her to do. And that was the second part of the reason why Lucy was not going to say no to anything Paul asked of her. She was just trying to do what Gigi would do. And Gigi would, without question, do anything with Paul that night. She had made it crystal clear for Lucy before all of this started. And Lucy had done nothing but enjoy herself since the date started.

		“I’ll do whatever you want me to do,” Lucy answered. She raised her cup to her lips and quickly downed the burning liquid. Although she could barely taste the alcohol anymore. Her tastebuds were numb, as was most of her face. But even the numbness felt good.

		Paul took Lucy’s cup from her hand and set it aside. Then he guided her upstairs, away from the party proper, his hand on her ass. Lucy leaned into him as they went upstairs, using him for support rather than the railing. It was a task Paul was more than up for.

		Before Lucy knew it, they were in a bedroom upstairs. From the look of the posters on the wall, it was a man’s room. The posters of scantily clad women with big tits were a dead give away. Lucy could not think of any woman on campus who would put such posters on their walls. That was not to say there were no lesbians on campus with a male-dominated view of other women. Lucy just had not met any.

		The music from downstairs could still be heard, coming up through the thin floorboards. Despite this being a house, it was still a student house, so it lacked significant insulation and sound dampening between floors. But the heavy base that traveled up pounded in Lucy’s chest and made her wiggle her hips to the rhythm of the music’s beat.

		“How do you want me?” Lucy asked as she surveyed the room, looking for an obvious sex position. However, her inebriation and her inexperience in sexual matters left her clueless as to how to best do the deed. Luckily, Paul had a good idea of what he wanted.

		“Give me a blowjob,” Paul said. This time it was not a question. It was an order. It was a demand. And as much as that was disrespectful to her, Lucy found herself growing even hotter at the thought of getting ordered to give a man she only met that day a blowjob.

		Without even thinking, Lucy dropped to her knees. It looked far more graceful than it really was, one of those weird moments where the alcohol slowed her down and made her movements appear more purposeful than they really were.

		“That’s right,” Paul said as he opened his pants to reveal his cock.

		Lucy had already seen his cock when he fucked her earlier during their date, but now that it was right there in her face, already hard and bobbing in time to his heart beat, her eyes went cross eyed trying to take it in. She briefly wondered how it was going to fit in her mouth. It had to be too big for that, too long. But then she vaguely remembered something about a man who called himself Deep Throat and realized it probably had something to do with what she was about to do.

		The moment Lucy wrapped her plump lips around Paul’s shaft, she felt a surge of pleasure shoot through her body. First, there was the taste. Lucy had never tasted a man’s cock before, but Gigi had many times and her body was already primed to respond to it in positive ways. But then there was also the realization that she was in control of Paul’s pleasure. She could determine whether he came or not. It was all up to her. And the notion that she held so much power in such a submissive act gave her another spike of arousal.

		Lucy bobbed happily on Paul’s cock, trying to use his groans of pleasure as a guide for what she should do. But it did not take long before Paul decided he wanted to take charge. He ran his fingers through Lucy’s long blonde hair, taking hold of it right near her scalp. She was powerless to stop him, but she did not want to stop. She wanted him to guide her, to make her do exactly what he wanted, almost as if she was a puppet.

		Paul held her head tight as he fucked her mouth. He pushed himself deeper and deeper with each thrust until his fat cock was pushing into the back of her throat. However, rather than trigger her gag reflex, her throat opened to him, allowing his cock entrance. He used his cock like a piston, thrusting in and out, barely giving Lucy enough time to breathe.

		Lucy was vaguely aware of how all of this was happening. She even found herself enjoying it. But she enjoyed it even more when Paul pushed her head back so that the head of his cock sat in her mouth. His cock exploded with his seed, filling her mouth. Lucy had no option but to swallow. But like alcohol before, Lucy quickly began to enjoy the salty flavor. She sucked his cock head with gusto as she swallowed down every drop of his cum. If there was any question about what kind of woman she was, that moment sealed it. And Lucy did not mind in the slightest.
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		After a successful shopping trip that saw Gigi walk out of the mall with several new outfits as well as a new belly-button piercing, she had to decide what to do with the rest of her day. Studying was out of the question. She rarely cracked open her books. Some had yet to be opened at all. And Gigi definitely was not going to study for any of Lucy’s classes. They would have been too hard for her and she did not need to do anything for them anyway.

		The new belly-button piercing was still red, but there had been almost no blood involved. It would take months to fully heal, but that was Lucy’s problem, assuming she ended up keeping it. Gigi had a good idea that Lucy would freak out and take the piercing out as soon as they switched back. That was unless Gigi could somehow convince her roommate that taking it out would hinder the healing process. Lucy was probably too smart for that, but it might be worth a shot.

		Once back in her dorm room, Gigi decided it was time to give Lucy’s closet and dresser an overhaul. It needed rearranging and some of the items simply needed to disappear. Gigi did not plan on permanently throwing anything away, but bagging some of Lucy’s clothes up and hiding them was a viable option. And if Gigi had her way, those clothes would never appear again. But that would be up to Lucy and how much she freaked out from Gigi’s enhancements to her wardrobe.

		Gigi understood that Lucy primarily dressed for comfort. She had little care for style or fashion. And she definitely did not care what other people thought of her appearance. At least that had been clear from the time they had roomed together. However, some of Lucy’s clothing was simply in bad shape. There were the socks and panties with holes in them. And these were not the purposeful holes that one found in lace. This was simple wear and tear. It was a good thing that Gigi had bought a thong to go with her other purchases that afternoon.

		In all, Gigi filled a full-sized garbage bag full of clothes from Lucy’s closet and dresser. All of it was either desperately out of style or had too many holes to consider wearing ever again, at least in Gigi’s mind. Of course, that left her trying to find a home for the bag. It was big enough where there were few options. Eventually she managed to squeeze it down enough to fit underneath Lucy’s bed, as far back as she could manage to avoid Lucy easily discovering it.

		After cleaning out the closet, Gigi spent the rest of her afternoon slowly rearranging everything so that all of Lucy’s clothes were organized with a system that made sense. And that was saying something coming from Gigi who knew she really was not college material. She was there to land a hot and rich man for herself. She had no intention to graduate.

		And by the time Gigi had finished her reorganization of Lucy’s closet and dresser, it was getting close to party time. She knew where Lucy and Paul would be headed. And there was no way that Gigi was going to pass up a chance to see her roommate in action. She wanted to make sure the date was going well too. There had been a couple texts from Lucy over the course of the afternoon. The news sounded good, but Gigi wanted to see for herself.

		Choosing an outfit for the party was actually not that difficult. She really did not need to change, except she managed to put on a pair of heels that fit Lucy’s feet. They were not tall, only giving her height a one-inch bump, but something was better than nothing. She stuck with the princess babydoll t-shirt. All she needed to do to disguise herself was put on another coat of makeup and fix her hair. No one would recognize her with her hair down and styled and with a heavy coat of makeup on.

		By the time Gigi reached the party, it was already in full swing. She knew how to show up fashionably late to events and tonight was no exception. As it turned out, however, Paul and Lucy were even later. But that just gave Gigi time to grab a drink from the kitchen and hit the dance floor for a few songs. She had no real goal for the night, which was rare. Usually she was either looking to spend time with a particular man or she was on the hunt for sex. Tonight, neither was true.

		Sure, Gigi would be hard pressed to turn down the right offer for sex, but that was not on her mind. She understood that Lucy would probably never forgive her for sleeping with a guy in her first night in Lucy’s body. Baby steps were needed on that front.

		When Gigi spotted Paul and Lucy enter the party, she smiled to herself. Right away she could tell that Lucy was drunk. She had little doubt that Paul and Lucy had pre-gamed at Paul’s apartment. She had heard he had a nice wine collection. Gigi could only hope Lucy had enjoyed that. First time drinkers rarely handled alcohol well, but Lucy was in Gigi’s body and her body had some alcohol tolerance. She was definitely not a tee-totaler.

		Gigi moved around the dance floor, keeping her distance from Paul and Lucy, not wanting to potentially get spotted. Not that Lucy seemed to be in any state to see past Paul. He seemed to be her world, which was perfect in Gigi’s mind. That was how she had wanted the date to go. And there was no doubt that Paul was keeping his eyes firmly affixed to Lucy. He had no idea that he was dancing with a different woman than the one he had originally made the date with.

		Not that Gigi just focused on Paul and Lucy the whole night. Several men came up and danced with her for a few songs at a time. She enjoyed the anonymity looking like Lucy provided her. Although no one actually called her Princess, which was a little disappointing, given that it was printed on her top.

		However, the distraction of having dancing partners, of rubbing her ass up against a man she did not know, left her in a state of shock when she found Lucy pushing right past her as she crossed the dance floor to return to Paul’s side. Gigi never even saw the couple split up, but in Lucy’s state, she had not seen her own body among the mass of bodies on the dance floor.

		Shortly after Lucy returned to Paul’s side, Gigi watched as the pair chatted. Then Paul placed his hand on Lucy’s ass and guided her away toward the stairs. Gigi smiled, knowing that something fun was about to happen. Everything had gone to plan.

		“Ugh, I’m horny,” Gigi said as she realized the whole scene had gotten her hot. In her own body, such a feeling would have put her on the hunt for a handsome man to fuck her. But in Lucy’s body, Gigi knew better. She had already gone far enough with the belly-button piercing. But that did not mean Gigi’s night completely had to end.

		“You want to go up stairs?” asked a man dancing beside her.

		Gigi gave the man a single look up and down and then scrunched her face up in disgust. Even Lucy deserved better than that guy. She said nothing as she walked off the dance floor and then left the party. She had a vibrator back in the room that would be perfect to take care of her needs. And that way she could be there when Lucy finally stumbled back into the dorms. Who knew how drunk she would be when that happened, assuming she made it back at all. Gigi wanted to be there to support her either way.
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		“O h, fuck,” Lucy moaned as she woke up Sunday morning. It was rare that she would so openly curse, but acting like Gigi was wearing off on her more natural tendencies.

		Lucy had made it back to the room around three in the morning. Gigi had already fallen asleep at that point, but she did not mind getting woken up by the still drunk Lucy as she stumbled in the door. She could barely walk, but Gigi had gotten up and helped get Lucy ready for bed. Not that Lucy was in a state to remember any of that, but it was true nonetheless.

		“I know that feeling?” Gigi said with a knowing smile. She had been there many times in the past. However, unlike Lucy who had always chastised her for her late nights of drinking and debauchery, Gigi was not going to say anything rude or mean about Lucy’s condition.

		Admittedly, Gigi usually knew how to take care of herself a little better than Lucy had. She was certain Lucy had not been properly hydrating herself during her night of drinking. Although it was obvious that Lucy had fun while she was out. She just had to pay for it now. And of course, Gigi was glad that they had not switched their bodies back, because then she would have to live with Lucy’s hangover.

		“How do you live like this every weekend?” Lucy asked.

		“I don’t actually,” Gigi said as she finished getting ready to leave the room. Unlike Lucy, who had no engagements planned for the rest of the day, allowing her to sleep off her hangover and stay in bed all day, Gigi had a study group session to attend as Lucy. “You went too hard last night and you didn’t look out for yourself. You didn’t hydrate. But it’s all right. You’ll learn eventually.”

		“I’m never drinking again,” Lucy moaned.

		“Sure you will,” Gigi said as she moved the garbage can closer to the bed. “But everyone says that at some point in their lives. And almost everyone does it again. Trust me.”

		As Gigi finished getting ready, she was glad to see that Lucy mostly laid there with her eyes closed. She did not get to see Gigi with the pierced belly-button or the crop top or the low-rise jeans. For today’s outfit, she selected a simple blue tank top and once again decided to skip wearing a bra. Her body really did not need one given how small she was. The whole ensemble definitely made Gigi smile. No one would have expected Lucy to wear something like this and that was half the fun.

		Throwing a hoodie on over the top completed the outfit and would keep Lucy from questioning anything if she happened to look closely at her roommate. It would also mean Gigi could reveal her outfit at the most opportune time, when she knew such a reveal would have the largest effect on the study group as a whole.

		“There’s a sports drink in the fridge for when you get thirsty,” Gigi said as she prepared to leave the room. There was a mini fridge under Gigi’s desk. It was a good spot for it, because she rarely actually used her desk for studying. “I’m off to the study group.”

		“Just keep quiet and everything should be fine,” Lucy said, trying to offer encouragement. That was hard given how horrible she felt. It was hard to care about anything but her current predicament.

		“That’s my plan,” Gigi lied. She was going to have far more fun than Lucy wanted her to. Lucy had her fun Saturday and now it was Gigi’s turn to have her own turn of fun.
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		Gigi had rarely paid attention to the study areas in any of the academic buildings on campus, let alone the science building. However, as she approached the second floor space, the students already there smiled at her and waved her over. That meant she was in the right place.

		Not that Gigi had any idea of who anyone was. Lucy had done a poor job of explaining who her study partners were or even what they were studying. Not that Gigi cared about the latter. Her focus was elsewhere, specifically looking at the male students in the group to see if any of them came close to matching her standards.

		At first, Gigi thought she had come up with a dud. The guys in the group were not the sort of person she would ever consider giving the time of day in pretty much every situation. She would have to be trapped with them on a desert island for her to consider them as sexual partners and that would only come after the batteries on her vibrator ran out. If this was what she was stuck with, Gigi knew the afternoon would be a bust.

		But all that changed a moment later when Matt Kelly walked into the study session. Gigi knew who he was. He played on the soccer team and was beyond handsome. She had seen him practicing with his shirt off and that alone had been enough to get her wet. Lucy had no idea what kind of man she had a chance of scoring with. If only she actually thought about those sorts of things.

		“Matt, over here,” Gigi said as she pulled up a chair for him to sit next to her. She finally had her target.

		Matt did not skip a beat as he sat down beside her. If Lucy had ever shown an interest in him, Gigi was clueless to that fact. But now that Gigi had a target to focus on, she decided this study session might provide some fun for her after all.

		“Thanks,” Matt said as he reached into his bag and pulled out his notebook and textbook.

		“Do you mind if we share books?” Gigi asked.

		“Oh, sure,” Matt said as he repositioned the book between them.

		Gigi pulled out a notebook and a pen, but she had no plans to actually write anything intelligent. She might copy Matt’s notebook, but there was no way she could manage to pay attention throughout the study session and actually get anything academic out of it.

		Soon the group started working through a homework set that had Gigi completely confused. And that was without her actually trying to understand it. Effort would have only made things worse. There were a lot of numbers. Did that mean it was math? Science used numbers too, so it could be that. They were in the science building after all.

		Somehow, Gigi managed to successfully pretend that she was paying attention. She kept leaning into Matt, knowing that physical contact was important. She even found ways to reach to turn the page at the same time Matt did, thus making it look like she touched him by accident. This was Gigi’s element. Academics were largely beyond her, but she was an expert in the art of seduction. And it was an art form that she liked to turn into a game.

		Today, Matt Kelly was her target. She did not know what would come of the interaction, but there was no way she was going to let Lucy have all the sexy fun for the weekend. Gigi was too big of a slut to let a chance like this pass her by.

		The study session went for nearly two hours, but by the end, the homework set had been completed. Not that Gigi had finished, but by the end of the two hours, she had one hand under the table gently touching Matt’s thigh. If he had any complaints about what Gigi was doing, he did not say anything. At the very least, he was enjoying the attention.

		But attention was just Gigi’s first step. She was certain that Matt was aroused. She could sense it. And once she had Matt alone, she knew he would be putty in her hands. He had already given into her. He just did not know it yet.

		“Is there something you want to tell me about?” Matt asked in a whisper as the group started to break up.

		Gigi brought her lips to Matt’s ear and blew gently before she answered, “I’ve had a crush on you and now I’m finally acting on it.”

		She had no idea if those words were true, but she did not care. This was all about getting Matt to see her as more than just a study partner. He needed to see her as a potential sexual partner or even romantic partner. Gigi was not picky. She just needed cock and Matt Kelly was hot. That was what it all came down to.

		“Let’s go somewhere more private,” Matt said with a wide smile. “I know just the place.”

		“Lead on,” Gigi said just before she touched her lips to his ear. She reached out her tongue and just barely touched him, but she watched as a shiver went up his spine. This was not something Lucy would have ever done, but Gigi decided it was time that Lucy came out of her shell and actually started having a social life. College was more than just academics. There was more than one way to grow as a person. It did not need to all happen in the classroom.

		Matt took Gigi by the hand and led her away from the common area. He found a classroom that had been unlocked and a moment later he held Gigi close as he gave her a passionate kiss. All of that pent up sexual energy from the past two hours was finally able to come out and Gigi was going to make sure they both enjoyed themselves.

		As Matt focused on kissing her, letting his tongue dance around in her mouth, Gigi began to unzip her hoodie, revealing her real outfit for the first time. Not that Matt noticed yet, but he would soon. Gigi was going to make sure of that.

		“Wait,” Gigi said as she pulled back. She reached up and placed a finger against his lips. It gave him a moment to calm himself and take her in fully. For the first time he really noticed not only the way her lips were painted in pink lipgloss, but the cropped tank top and the low-rise jeans. And there was no way he could ignore the way Gigi’s nipples tented the taut fabric of her top.

		His eyes grew wide as Gigi gracefully slid to her knees.

		“I’ve never…” Matt said as Gigi started to unbuckle his pants.

		“Do you want to?” Gigi asked, looking up at him submissively. It was a look she had lots of practice at. Even in Lucy’s body, she knew the kind of effect she could have on a man.

		“Yes,” Matt said. How could he not? He had a beautiful woman practically throwing herself at him. There were few men who could turn down such an offer.

		Gigi said nothing as she continued to free Matt’s cock. It sprung into view, already hard. She licked her lips, already excited for what came next. Gigi was not the type of woman who cared how she got cock. She just loved cock and wanted it in all of her holes. Her mouth was almost as good as her pussy or her ass. Yes, it did not provide her direct pleasure, but she knew what guys liked and once they got a taste of what her mouth could do for them, she knew they would be back for more. It always worked that way.

		The moment Gigi wrapped her lips around Matt’s cock, her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. The taste was even better than she had expected. Vaguely she understood that Lucy’s body would respond differently and that may have played a role in how good Matt’s cock tasted. Then again, Lucy and Matt might actually be destined for each other and it only took Gigi to finally bring them together. But all Gigi was interested in was sucking off the star soccer player so she could get a belly full of cum.

		Knowing this was Matt’s first time and knowing Lucy had never deep throated a cock before, Gigi decided to keep things simple. She could have tried to pull out all the stops, using skills she had learned in her active sex life, but she felt it best to take things slow. Matt would not know and she had no idea how Lucy’s body would react if a cock forced its way down her throat.

		“Oh my god,” Matt said as his cock sent shockwaves of pleasure through his body. He had never felt anything like this before, but he already knew he loved it.

		Gigi said nothing, but she kept working his cock, sucking and licking, as well as stroking the part of the shaft her lips could not reach with her hands. And when she was not stroking his shaft, she was fondling his balls, making sure he got the full treatment.

		“I’m going to cum,” Matt suddenly said, although Gigi already knew it was going to happen. She read his body language and felt his cock twitch inside her mouth. He might have expected her to pull off and let him cum into a tissue or something, but Gigi was not going to be denied the chance to swallow cum. She had never told anyone, but it was her favorite substance to eat. Nothing else quite compared.

		The moment Matt’s cock sent out its torrent of cum, Gigi did her best to collect all of it in her mouth. However, it was more than she anticipated and soon a small rivulet of Matt’s seed began to drip out of the corner of her mouth. Not that she cared.

		Once he was spent, Gigi sat back and opened her mouth wide, showing Matt the treat he had provided for her. She made a big show of swallowing it down and then opened her mouth again, proving that she had indeed swallowed it all.

		“Yummy,” she said. And it was. Gigi had rarely tasted such good cum before. It either meant that Matt kept a diet that kept his cum tasting good or there was something about Lucy’s taste buds that made them perfect for each other.

		“You missed a bit,” Matt said, pointing at Gigi’s chin.

		“Oopsie,” she said with a giggle. “Can’t go wasting a drop of that.”

		Gigi wiped her chin clean with her finger and then sucked on it, once again getting to enjoy the flavors of his seed.

		“I can’t believe we just did that,” Matt said as he finally started to think clearly again. He had not realized just how turned on he had been and how it had affected his judgement. Not that he was complaining. He would have gladly done far more with such a willing partner.

		“That was fun,” Gigi said as she rose to her feet again. “We should do stuff like this more often.”

		“Do you want to be my girlfriend?” Matt suddenly blurted out.

		Inwardly, Gigi cringed at his question. She had never known he had been so shy about sex and women before. She had seen him on the soccer field looking strong and dominant. But his inexperience was showing.

		“How about you take me shopping and we can talk about that?” Gigi countered. “Actually, I was thinking about dying my hair. Do you think I’d look good as a blonde?”

		Matt just nodded his head in agreement. He had always had a thing for blondes. He just did not know how to act on it. But now he had an attractive woman who had just sucked him off and was offering to dye her hair blonde. Yes, he would definitely pay for that.

		“Let’s do it,” Matt said.

		“Right now?” Gigi asked. She was certain she would find a salon open for a walk-in on a Sunday afternoon. There had to be someone available for her.

		“Yeah, right now.”

		Gigi smiled. She was pretty sure she could get her hair dyed blonde and get her nails done if she played her cards right. And if Lucy was lucky, she would end up with a boyfriend at the end of this. That seemed like a good scenario all around. At least Gigi thought so. And maybe Lucy would agree when everything switched back. Maybe the taste of Gigi’s life had given Lucy a new outlook on life.

		“Let’s go,” Gigi said. She did not bother to put her hoodie back on. She just shoved it in her bag before Matt led her out to his car. Everything was going to work out perfectly.
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		“W hat did you do?” Lucy screamed Sunday night when Gigi returned from her salon visit with Matt. She had managed to get him to pay for the whole thing, the hair dying and the new nails. The hair was not platinum blonde, but it was still pretty light. The stylist assured Gigi that future trips could take her hair even lighter if she wanted. Of course, if all went well, it would be Lucy making that choice and not Gigi.

		“You went on a date for me and I returned the favor,” Gigi said, trying to pass off everything she had done as no big deal. And if she was honest with herself, she figured she was doing Lucy a favor. Her life would be better after this weekend. She would no longer be just a shy nerd who only ever wanted to study. She was going to be a beautiful and maybe even sensual woman from now on. At least that was the hope.

		“Wait… what? Who did you go on a date with?”

		Lucy had solely been focused on the changes to her body, the blonde hair, the long nails, the belly-button piercing. She knew nothing about a date.

		“Matt Kelly,” Gigi answered. “I had no idea you got to hang out with such good looking guys. If I even knew what that study group was for, I would almost have to join just so I could get close to him. But don’t worry, he likes you.”

		Lucy’s face turned red at the realization that there was a man who was interested in her in any shape or form. She had always assumed she was a nobody in every man’s eyes. And yet, with a few small changes, Gigi had managed to land a date with a man she had secretly had a crush on since the moment she laid eyes on him. Matt had always been nice to her, but she had no idea he might be interested in more than just study group friends. She had never talked to him outside of that environment.

		“But if you got him to go on a date with you by dying my hair and getting those nails and piercing your belly-button, that’s not fair,” Lucy finally countered. “That’s not me and you have no right to do any of that. And if you were dressed like that during the study group session, you’ve probably ruined my reputation. After everything I did for you yesterday, you’ve just gone and ruined my life.”

		“Stop,” Gigi said, holding her hand up to her roommate. “I’m not going to fight with you about this.”

		Normally Gigi gave back just as much as Lucy gave her, but this time it felt different. Seeing her own face staring back at her, she felt like fighting would be fighting against herself. And there was no way she could yell at herself. There was no way she could even consider laying a hand against herself. And therefore she was going to be the bigger person and not spit fire with her words in return.

		“But…” Lucy sputtered, already gearing up to start another yelling match.

		“I went shopping and got the belly-button piercing yesterday,” Gigi admitted. “You can always take it out if you don’t like it. It’s been such a short amount of time, it probably won’t even leave a mark when it heals. And it’s not like you have to wear the clothes I bought, although I think you would look great in them.”

		“But…” Lucy said again, this time with even less energy behind it. She had been ready for another fight, expecting it, but Gigi had somehow managed to be the bigger person, even if Lucy felt betrayed by her actions. But Lucy had to admit that the changes Gigi made looked pretty good. The blonde hair and nails seemed like a bit much, but everything else actually seemed kind of cool. It made Lucy think she might actually truly fit in as a regular student at Thatcher College and not just be a nerd all the time.

		“It was on the date that I visited the salon for the hair and nails,” Gigi continued to explain. “Matt paid for it. He seemed really into you as a blonde, although I might have put that idea into his head. Still, I can assure you that he liked the result. And I know if you wanted him as a boyfriend, he’s yours. He kind of asked before the date even started, but I didn’t exactly agree. It wasn’t my place.”

		Lucy stood there, completely deflated. Her anger had left her. She did not like how Gigi had acted without consulting her first, but if there was one thing Lucy had learned during her weekend was that she needed to let things come as they were and to go with the flow more. Also, putting a little effort into being more sociable and playing up her femininity was not a bad thing. If anything, it led to a better quality of life. And Lucy had already learned her lesson when it came to alcohol. She no longer wanted to never touch a drop again.

		“Um, I guess I should be thanking you,” Lucy finally said, her voice small. Of course, since it was actually Gigi’s voice that she was speaking with, it came out even more small and submissive, just by the nature of Gigi’s soft and higher pitched voice.

		“And I know I need to thank you for handling Paul yesterday,” Gigi said. “You did great. And I hope you had fun.”

		Lucy nodded her head. It was true. She had fun, although parts of the date had been truly terrifying. But once she got in the flow and realized that Paul was a good guy, it was so much easier. Then again, it was easier doing all of that when she knew she was only acting. But still, she had still done those things and the sex had been amazing, both back at Paul’s penthouse apartment and then again when she ended up sucking Paul off at the party. But those memories were a little hazy.

		“Yeah, I did,” Lucy admitted. “I never knew sex could feel so good.”

		“There’s a reason I do what I do,” Gigi said. “I just know I’d rather be hot and married to a rich guy than be smart and alone.”

		Lucy found herself nodding her head. As much as she hated the idea on the surface, she had to admit it sounded nice. It probably was not for her, but she could still understand what Gigi’s goals were. And she definitely did not need to be so hard on her roommate.

		As for Gigi, she learned less about what it was like to be Lucy. She still found academics boring. However, she had also come to realize that she probably needed to be nicer to Lucy. It was not her roommate’s fault that she was so uptight. She had just never learned any other way of living. If Gigi were nicer and more understanding of her roommate then her roommate might actually get to the point where she loosened up and bit and found ways to enjoy herself.

		What was more, if Lucy decided to keep seeing Matt, the pair of them could go on double dates. That would definitely be fun and Gigi could be there to help Lucy through any anxiety she felt. Although after what Lucy had done with Paul, Gigi was not sure how much anxiety Lucy would feel with Matt. It would be a different situation, but it was one that Lucy would hopefully be able to work through.

		“I’m not sure that I’m ready to say that we’re friends now,” Lucy said, “but I think we can at least be roommates without any more fighting. Deal?”

		Lucy held out her hand. Gigi looked at it. She had hoped for more to start, but they had a lot of anger to get past before they could actually be friends. And no more fighting was what was important. Gigi took Lucy’s hand and they shook on it.

		“Deal.”
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		When Lucy and Gigi woke up Monday morning, they were back to themselves. Or at least they were back in their own bodies. There was no way either of them could forget what happened to them over the weekend. Lucy had learned what it was like to be a bimbo and she was definitely intrigued, even if she was not interested in taking the same plunge herself.

		For Gigi, she had learned what it was like to be a more normal person, although Lucy was not exactly normal. It had taken a while, but eventually Gigi admitted to giving Matt a blowjob. Lucy wanted to be mad, but considering what she had done with Paul, it was hard to be that mad. And it was not like Lucy was against sex. She just had never been in the right situation, not understanding that guys were not going to sweep her off her feet. She needed to put in the effort too.

		Getting dressed that morning, Gigi returned to her usual routine that involved small and tight clothing to showcase her body and a large amount of makeup to make her face look flawless.

		However, Lucy’s routine was a little different from what it had been before all of this had started. It took her a few minutes to figure out how Gigi had rearranged her closet and dresser, but once she did figure it out, she had to admit the changes were welcome. But when it came to actually selecting clothing, she found herself automatically gravitating toward the cropped tops and low-rise pants. It was like her time spent showcasing Gigi’s body had rubbed off on her.

		But Lucy still had a desire to cover herself up. She did not yet feel comfortable walking around campus with her midriff showing. For that, she added a sweatshirt over the top, something that would leave her covered without issue. Of course, if she got too warm later, she would have to take it off, but she would deal with that possibility when it happened.

		Nonetheless, Lucy kept pulling the bottom of her sweatshirt up and looking at her reflection in the mirror. She could have taken the piercing out, but it was growing on her. She had seen enough movies with sorority girls and other popular college girls with their belly-buttons pierced. It really was not that big a deal for her to have a piercing too. She decided she would keep it for now.

		“You ready?” Lucy asked her roommate once it appeared that Gigi was done with her morning routine. Lucy planned to ask for makeup advice, but now was not the time. They had more important things to do, like having a follow-up meeting with Seth Glasby to prove to him that they had reconciled to the point where they would no longer fight with each other.

		“I’m ready,” Gigi said with a smile. It was a genuine smile. For the first time, she felt an affinity toward her roommate. And she sensed that Lucy felt the same way about her. They were not yet friends, but it was possible they could become friends over the coming weeks.

		When the pair walked into the same conference room as before, Seth could already see the difference in the two young women. The hatred was gone from their eyes. Then again, the change in Lucy’s appearance was notable. He was sure Gigi had been the instigator, since there had not been time for Lucy to dye her hair this early on a Monday morning. But as much as Lucy had changed, it all seemed for the better.

		“It looks like the two of you have come to some sort of agreement,” Seth said. He planned to keep this meeting short unless they continued fighting. But he saw now signs that they were arguing anymore. They had come to an understanding.

		“We have,” Gigi said.

		“And the experience was eye-opening to say the least,” Lucy added.

		“I’m glad to hear it,” Seth said with a knowing smile. His magic really worked magic, so to speak. “Gigi, are you willing to cut your roommate more slack and not expect her to be exactly like you?”

		Gigi nodded her head in agreement. “I’ll try to be more considerate of her goals and schedule from now on. I know I can act like both a bitch and a bimbo sometimes. I’ll try to be less of a bitch.”

		“That’s good,” Seth said. “And Lucy, are you willing to allow your roommate to pursue her goals here at Thatcher College without passing judgement?”

		“I am,” Lucy said. “I learned a lot from this weekend and I hope Gigi and I can move past our differences. I already feel a lot better about having her as a roommate than I ever did before.”

		“I’m glad to hear that,” Seth said. “We won’t need to meet anymore. However, if you two revert to your old ways, I will have to take more drastic action. Understand?”

		“Yes, sir,” the two said in unison.

		“You may go.”

		As the two roommates left, it was clear to Seth that Lucy had become much more accepting of Gigi’s bimbo mindset. And really, that was all that could be expected from a single weekend. There was a part of him that hoped they might revert, because more time spent as each other would surely push them both together in ways that would be much more fun.

		Outside the conference room, just before Lucy and Gigi went their separate ways for their morning classes, Lucy stopped and faced Gigi. “I want to thank you for what you did with Matt yesterday. I’m going to see him in class today. Is there anything I should do?”

		“Do you want to go on another date with him?” Gigi asked.

		“I think I should, although I’m afraid I won’t live up to the first one,” Lucy admitted.

		“Arrange to see him again and I’ll help you make sure a second date is better than the first.”

		“Thanks,” Lucy said. “I’ll see you later.”

		“Later, girl,” Gigi said affectionately.

		They were not friends yet, but they were on their way to a friendship. And that was what counted. Bimbos and nerds really could be friends with each other.
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