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   HIS FOR THE WEEK
 
   Walter needs a girlfriend for the upcoming dance, and for the small fee of five-hundred dollars, Aaron steps up to the task. But it’s not as simple as just showing up for the dance in drag. If their plan is going to work, Aaron needs to get into the head of a woman and he needs to master his character. He only has one week to do it.
 
   But as the week goes on, Aaron starts to get carried away. And so does Walter.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER I
 
   You know that moment you realize you look better in your sister’s dress than in your own clothes? Well, maybe you don’t, but I know that moment. I’ll never forget it, staring at myself in my sister’s full-length mirror, in those little heels, with my long hair straightened, face covered in carefully applied makeup. I felt foolish—at least a little bit foolish. I also felt kind of good… Great, even. But I had to pretend to hate it with Walter standing behind me, eyes wide as if he couldn’t begin to believe how good I looked in that dress.
 
   It was all Walter’s stupid idea. He begged and begged for days before I finally folded. I’m not sure why I finally folded. Maybe I was sick of hearing him beg, or maybe it was the five-hundred bucks he was going to give me, or maybe something deep inside of me wanted to give it a shot—try being a woman for a week. That could be fun, right? No one would recognize me (assuming I pulled it off right). I had the house to myself for the week. It was the ultimate freedom, in a weird, twisted way.
 
   There was a big dance coming up at Walter’s school (across town from my own school) and Walter wanted to prove to everyone that he really did have a girlfriend (he didn’t). I wish I could tell you how he got himself mixed up in such a big lie, but I wasn’t there. I told him to just tell everyone that he broke things off with his fictitious lady friend, but he was too committed, too stubborn to back down. He chose me because I could do the voice. I could do a spot-on impression of just about any celebrity, male or female, and I did a particular impression of Elizabeth Hurley that Walter was very keen on making part of my new persona.
 
   I’m not sure I saw Walter blink. He was staring at me like a hungry coyote, fixated, in a state of disbelief. I was in my own state of disbelief—partly surprised I was actually going through with this nonsense, and partly surprised that I actually looked sexy, even with a bra stuffed with toilet paper. Who would have guessed? 
 
   “How do I look, darling?” I said in my Elizabeth Hurley voice. I swear I could see Walter’s pupils dilating.
 
   “Holy hell, I think this is actually going to work,” he said, still transfixed. “Do a little walk around the room.”
 
   High heels are harder than they look, especially when they’re a size smaller than your feet. It took a few laps around the bedroom before I started to pull it off convincingly enough. Walter gave me some pointers (most of which were useless, seeing as he had never walked in heels before). Once I had it down pat, he spanked me on the ass. “What the fuck, Walter?” I snapped, breaking character. 
 
   He smirked. “You’ll have to work on that,” he said with a chuckle. “If you slip like that at the dance, we’re both going to look like crazies.” I wanted to slap his face but he was right, I needed to learn to control myself, to be more ladylike. “We’ve got a few days to figure it all out.” What he really meant was, I had a few days to figure it all out. I only had a few days to get eighteen years of womanhood under my belt. “I’ll come back tomorrow and we’ll work on it. We have a lot of work to do.” I got undressed and we played video games for a few hours before Walter took off and left me home alone.
 
   It was late. I should have been in bed. But for some reason, I couldn’t resist the urge to get back into that dress, into my shoes, into my hair, and into my makeup. It was two in the morning and I found myself in front of that full-length mirror, checking out my profile, still in a state of disbelief. I looked better than my sister in her own clothes. Hell, I looked better than most of the chicks in my school (and probably Walter’s school, too).
 
   I slipped out of the dress and went to put it back in the closet. That’s when I noticed a black, lacy flare sticking up from one of the baskets in my sister’s closet. I pulled it out. It was lingerie—a tight, black, lacy number that couldn’t have weighed more than a few soft ounces. I stared at it for a moment, my heart racing. Why was my heart racing? Because my subconscious was begging me to try the little outfit on. It was such a crazy thought—trying on my sister’s lingerie! A day before, I would have never dreamed of going near my sister’s closet, never mind trying on all of her clothes. But somehow, I found myself in front of that mirror once again, tight black lace hugging my otherwise naked body, hardly holding my cock from falling out. 
 
   I had to dig through my sister’s closet to find the black fishnet stockings that went with the little merry widow. I looked amazing in it. The only shame was the fact I didn’t have real boobs. You could see the balled-up white toilet paper through the sheer top. But shit, otherwise, I looked awesome. I would have fucked me. In fact, I was getting hard staring at myself in that mirror. 
 
   After just few seconds, my cock sprung free from the outfit and rose towards the roof. I followed my instinct and beat myself off, coming all over that full-length mirror, all over my own beautiful reflection. And once all of my cum was out, my sensibilities came rushing back to me and reality hit: I was actually going to be a woman for a week. Was I insane? I couldn’t pull off being a woman! I couldn’t even get women to notice me at school. How was I going to suddenly get into their head? Become one of them? 
 
   Walter was right. We had a lot of work to do. I had a lot of work to do.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER II
 
   When Walter came over the next night, he was dressed nicely in a dress-shirt and a skinny tie. He smelled good, too, as if he’d gone to the mall and picked up some expensive cologne. I was so used to dishevelled, couch-potato Walter that I hardly recognized him standing at my door. “What’s going on?” I asked.
 
   “We’re going to do a dry run,” he said, turning his phone towards me. On his phone was an ad for a local club that was having a high-school ‘prom’ themed dance. Walter’s cheeks were red. “We’ll put your looks to the test,” he said, biting his lip. He was strangely excited about the dance and the whole stupid experiment. I was starting to think that this was all just some big scheme to get me into drag. Or maybe he was setting me up for some sort of humiliation—some big prank where we would go down and all of my friends and family would be there, devastated to see me wearing my sister’s clothes and makeup. I pushed the thought out of my head. I couldn’t imagine Walter doing that to me (not because he was above it on some moral playing field, but because he was too lazy to set up such an extravagant prank).
 
   I got dressed up into my outfit—a knee-length black dress made from some sort of soft satin. It had a deep-V cut that skirted between the bust of my stuffed bra. I dug some jewellery out from my sister’s jewellery box to complete the look. Most of the evening was lost to me getting my hair swirled into the perfect bun on top of my head. It was a lot of work but the work paid off. I looked amazing. I nearly fooled myself when I walked past the mirror and caught a glimpse of myself. I thought there was someone in the house and I jumped.
 
   On our way out, Walter held the door for me. He even opened the passenger door of the car for me while I carefully stepped into the vehicle, making sure the skirt of my dress didn’t get caught. Walter seemed nervous, probably about the risk he was taking (bringing a man in drag to a busy club). Though he kind of seemed nervous the same way he got around pretty girls—quieter than usual, rosy-cheeked, shoulders tense. Hell, maybe he’d forgotten I wasn’t actually a woman. I caught my own reflection in his side-view mirror and I could hardly believe it myself.
 
   The club turned out to be a good launching point, a good place to put my persona to the test. It was loud and dark, with lots of flashing lights and a ton of booze. The booze was both good and bad because it made the men there too drunk to be able to tell me apart from the other women, making it easy to fit in but difficult to really test my skills. The other issue with the booze was that (and I didn’t know this until shortly after we arrived) Walter was a lightweight. After just a couple of drinks, he was stumbling towards the bathroom. After an hour, he was gone—probably in the men’s washroom, throwing up. I couldn’t go and check on him because going into the men’s washroom would almost certainly blow my cover. 
 
   In the women’s washroom, I got my first compliment from another woman. “Oh my God, I love your shoes! Where did you get them?” There was a pair of ladies staring at me, wide-eyed and expectant. My heart raced. There was actually proper light in the bathroom—they could see all of me. All they had to do was look closely and they would have been able to see my crinkled toilet paper tits or the slight lump of my Adam’s Apple of the soft bulge of my cock. I took a deep breath in.
 
   “I can’t remember, to be honest,” I said. My palms were warm and sweaty. 
 
   The girls admired my shoes for a moment longer and then disappeared back into the club. It was my biggest success of the night. Even bigger than all of the men buying me drinks, slapping me on the ass, and trying to convince me to go home with them. Anyone could convince a horny, drunk man. It was convincing that pair of women that really boosted my confidence. 
 
   Or maybe it was the drinks that the men kept buying for me. I began to lose count of all the shots that I was taking back. The night became a wash, a blur of small moments between black gaps of nothingness. After a particularly long lapse of memory, I was in the men’s bathroom, my arms around the neck of a tall, handsome stranger. His shirt was buttoned halfway down his chest, and his tongue was halfway down my throat. We stumbled blindly through the restroom towards an open stall, and once we were inside, he pushed me awkwardly up against the closed stall door.
 
   As his hand squeezed my tit, I realized what I’d gotten myself into. It was like slamming into a brick wall—all my senses came pouring back into me. What did I think I was doing? He was squeezing toilet paper, for crying out loud! Soon, he’d have his hand between my legs, on my cock, and then what? Would he beat the living hell out of me? Kill me, maybe? 
 
   “I can’t do this,” I said, trying to shimmy out from between him and the stall door. But I’d gone too far already. For him, whoever he was, there was no turning back. He pinned me back against the door and sunk his tongue back in through my lips. He was strong—much stronger than me. I tried to mumble an excuse out but I couldn’t break free from his hold. “Please stop,” I managed to say. He looked at me with a long, confused face.
 
   “What?” he said. “I thought you were kidding.” He had a handsome, deep voice.
 
   I stared into his eyes, the alcohol still pumping through my body. If I’d been sober, I would have been able to come up with a half-decent excuse. But I was far from sober, and the best I could come up with was, “I’m on my period.”
 
   He just smiled. “You already told me that,” he said, but I couldn’t remember telling him anything, not that I didn’t believe him. I had no idea how long I’d been with this guy. My memory was a complete blank. As far as I knew, I’d been talking with him all night. “Don’t worry, baby,” he said, “I told you I would go easy.” He grabbed both of my wrists and pinned them to the stall door. I couldn’t move. He started to kiss me again, and I just had to take it. 
 
   I realized in that moment that I’d never kissed a man before, and here I was, kissing this guy as if I’d done it every night for the past five years. It was strange—even my Elizabeth Hurley voice was coming out as if second nature, as if it were my real voice. I’d taken over the body of someone else, and I’d taken their mind, too.
 
   He spun me around and pressed me up against the door. The metallic door was cold against my face but I couldn’t move. Maybe the alcohol had made me weak, or maybe my feminine persona was starting to take over my body physically. I felt like his ragdoll, his fuck-toy. His hand reached up my dress and I felt his finger slip underneath the thin strip of my panties. The tip of his digit grazed my asshole and then I heard the unzipping of his pants. I knew what was coming. I thought about pushing him back and running. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to convince him to stand down. My only real options were to run or to take it and hope for the best, hope he doesn’t fuck my balls loose and he notices as they slap against his thigh.
 
   He pressed the tip of his cock against my tight hole. My heart raced and there was a lump in my throat. I couldn’t even respond when he said, “Are you ready, baby?” He began to shove himself in, stretching my asshole wide. It hurt at first. I shut my eyes tight and bit down on my tongue. I should have ran, I thought—but it was too late now. His warm, throbbing tip was already slithering up my anus. 
 
   I took a deep breath and the rest of the night was a blur. I do remember him fucking my ass so hard that the whole stall door was shaking and rattling. I could hear the slapping of his firm pelvis against my ass. I remember my cock getting hard, firming up in my panties. It might even have sprung free, but he didn’t notice it, with the skirt of my dress all bunched up around my front. He came inside of me and I remember his warm cum oozing out from my asshole, down my leg, as soon as he took a step back. I also remember, as soon as he stepped out from the stall to give me a minute to clean myself up, taking my cock out and beating myself off while I was still riding that high, still revelling in the intense euphoria of my ass-fucking. I came almost immediately.
 
   I had to find my own way home that night. Walter was nowhere to be found. I can’t remember exactly how I got home, but I made it. I woke up on my bathroom floor, hungover, but with a peculiar smile on my face. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER III
 
   Walter was quiet when he came over the next day. He was acting strange—sheepish—not making any eye contact. “The dance is coming up,” he said a few times, as if he’d forgotten he had already reminded me.
 
   “I think I’m ready,” I said. And I was. In just a couple of days, I felt as though I’d gotten my persona down. My feet were as sore as hell, but I could walk in my sister’s heels like a pro, I’d cut the time it took to do my hair and makeup in half, and my posture had even improved drastically over my 48 hour transformation.
 
   That very day, before Walter popped over, I went out alone, in my feminine guise, to the mall. I went on a little shopping spree. I bought a new pair of shoes (that actually fit), a gorgeous dress, and some of my own makeup. Sure, I could have gotten by with my sister’s possessions, but a part of me wanted to go at it on my own, with my own style. The mall is a much different place when you’re a woman. There are so many options—not just a single wall at the back of the occasional store. Being a man at the mall is a lot like being a vegetarian at the all-you-can-eat barbeque joint. You get the potatoes and maybe there’s a salad you can have, too. As a woman, you can have everything—isles upon isles of shoes, mountains of skirts and dresses and blouses and so on and so on and so on. I was there the entire day, draining my bank account. And what would I do with it all once the week was all said and done? Would I donate it to some charity? Throw it in the trash and pretend like this phase of my life never happened? Or would I keep it? If so, where? And why?
 
   My new obsession had gotten way out of hand. I wanted to keep all of it. I’d already rearranged my closet to accommodate my new, secret apparel. I couldn’t stop thinking about my pretty little panties, the feeling of the soft, tight fabric hugging my cock firmly. Every time I went to the bathroom, I stopped to admire my own visage. How could I let it all go, just like that, at the week’s end? How could I simply forget everything as soon as we stepped away from that high-school dance? I couldn’t—this was a part of me now.
 
   Walter slapped my ass, making me jump up in the air. This time, I kept my composure and remained ladylike—with almost no effort whatsoever. It was really starting to seem like I was becoming a lady. The real question was, how was I going to revert back to being a man when my family was back in town and when I finally returned to my own school? There was bound to be a slip—could you imagine? Standing up in class to answer a question and suddenly I’m speaking in my girl-voice. How humiliating that would be!? I would have to take yet another week off just to get out of character. I’ve heard that certain actors need to take time between films to return to their own personalities. Method actors, they’re called. I wonder if I would make a good method actor…
 
   Walter stepped up behind me and his hand explored my thigh, inching up slowly towards my cock. “What are you doing, Walter?” I said.
 
   “Testing you,” he said. His hand crept up even more and then his fingers glistened over my cock. I jumped forward, away from him.
 
   “What the hell?” I snapped, staying in character. 
 
   “You still need work,” he said, shaking his head with a smirk on his face.
 
   “What are you talking about?” I said. What was he talking about? I didn’t break character. No woman would let some man creep up behind her and fondle her body. That was sexual harassment, for crying out loud.
 
   “Don’t forget, you aren’t just playing the role of lady—you’re supposed to be my girlfriend.” That smirk of his grew even longer and a chill ran up my spine. He was sort of right—I was supposed to be playing the part of his lady. At the dance, he would inevitably be touching me, wrapping his arms around me when we danced, maybe even kissing me. If I jumped back or slapped his face, the whole operation would be ruined. The point of all of this was to convince Walter’s classmates he really did have a girlfriend—not just some girl who he dragged along to the dance, but a real girlfriend.
 
   He stepped forward again and put his hands on my hips. My instinct was, again, to leap forward, but I kept my cool and took a deep breath. Everything about it felt wrong. He was my best friend. We’d spent our childhoods together, playing video games, going to movies, and so on. He’d never touched me like that, tenderly, romantically. His lips had never hovered next to my ear, and his warm breath had never glistened along my skin. He kissed my neck gently and I became tense. I took another deep breath. “What are you doing, Walter?” I asked.
 
   “Just relax,” he said, and he continued to kiss my neck.
 
   I gave him the benefit of the doubt. The thought of that five-hundred dollars flashed through my mind, and then the thought of that stranger at the bar’s cock in my ass flashed through my mind. A rush of warm energy went through my body. “Walter, what are you doing?” I asked again, my voice weaker, softer. My legs became frail. His hands moved up from my hips to my chest and he squeezed my breasts. Somehow, he was hypnotising me. Somehow, he was getting inside of my head, making me weak, making me his. He turned me around and then I kissed him.
 
   After a moment he brought me down to the bed and he lay himself on top of me. My head was spinning. All of my thoughts flashed by too quickly for me to catch onto, make any sense of. Here was my best friend of many years, on top of me, his tongue in my mouth, hands all over my body. I could feel the bulge of his cock throbbing and growing against my leg and I wanted to reach down and grab it so badly. It felt huge. I could perfectly imagine it, thick, veiny, pulsing, warm, inside of my body. Oh God, I wanted it inside of my body so badly. I wanted to rip his pants off of his body and sink the pulsing member deep into my throat, suck on it ferociously. Why was he teasing me, kissing my neck, caressing my body, making me wait for it? I pulled his shirt over his head and I sunk my nails into his sides. I needed more! More!
 
   Suddenly, he pulled himself away. He had a smirk on his face. “Slow down there, tiger,” he said. “I think you’re ready.” He picked his shirt up, off the ground, and began to dress. My racing heart was screaming in agony. Why did he stop? Why was he torturing me like this? 
 
   Then I realized my cock was as hard as a metal rod, pushing up against the soft satin of my dress, and I remembered I was a man, and this was all just part of his little character-building scheme. He was my best friend, not my boyfriend, not my lover. Just my best friend.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER IV
 
   The day before the big dance, Walter took me downtown (in my guise). We walked around, holding hands. We went into a few shops. It was nice—him holding the doors for me, him buying me the odd gift. He was treating me like a girlfriend, either getting me deeper into my character or maybe he was starting to forget that I wasn’t his girlfriend.
 
   I mean, there’s no way he forgot that I wasn’t really a man. But every now and then he would test me: squeezing my ass while we were walking down the street. While we were scanning the isle of a clothing store, he even reached down and grabbed my pussy (which was actually just the bulge of my cock). I was starting to wonder if these were tests, trying to see how far he had to go to make me break my character, or if he couldn’t help himself.
 
   It was the strangest thing, seeing my reflection in those shop windows. I was starting to recognize myself in that makeup and in those clothes. For the first few days, I’d spent so much time staring at my reflection in disbelief, but now it was so passé. That was just me in those reflections. I was a woman.
 
   I went into a changing room stall to try on a dress and Walter slipped in behind me. “What are you doing?” I whispered, careful not to get the attention of the changing room attendant who was lazily standing nearby. Walter put his finger to his lips and said, “Shh!” He reached down and placed his hand on my cock and started to rub, up and down with his fingers, as if he was rubbing a cunt. I have to admit, it felt nice. I was tense at the thought of having another man rub my cock, but I didn’t protest. I let him rub until I was rock-hard. “That’s a big pussy you’ve got there,” he whispered into my ear with a smirk.
 
   I stumbled back into the changing room wall. His fingers slipped around the girth of my member and he started to stroke my length. Walter was breaking his own character. This wasn’t some sort of test anymore—what kind of test could it possibly be? He was just keen on giving me a handjob in the change room. And he was good at it, too, stroking up and down with the perfect firmness in his grip, letting the tips of his fingers tease the tip of my bulging cock. I grabbed tightly onto the clothing rack in the small change room and let my legs go weak. Within moments I was finished. Cum blasted out from my cock, all over the wall, the floor, the dress I was in there to try on, and Walter’s hand. It took us both a moment to catch our breath before we slipped out from the change room. “Not for me,” I said to the change room attendant, placing the spoiled dress on her little cart.
 
   I thought I would be extremely anxious at the dance, totally worried that I would slip and everyone would realize that I was a man and not really Walter’s girlfriend at all. But the moment I stepped into that decorated gymnasium, that anxiety ceased to exist. I felt completely comfortable being there. I even chatted a few of the other girls up. “I love your shoes,” I said to one girl. “Thanks! Yours are nice, too. Where did you get them?” “They’re Steve Madden.” I actually felt like a woman, not like I was pulling a rouse on everyone.
 
   Even Walter seemed to be completely fine with me as his date. He wasn’t shy. He introduced me to his friends and other classmates. The night was going so perfectly. As the night was coming to a close, Walter took me by the hand and quietly led me out of the gymnasium, down the hallway, up the stairs, and into a bathroom, far from the action of the dance. He had a strange energy to him, buzzing, uppity, excited. He quickly closed the door behind us as we went into the bathroom, and he flipped the lock. He grabbed me, pulled me tight, and started to kiss me. I surrendered immediately. There was something so irresistible about the way he was domineering, the way he didn’t bother to ask if it was okay or not. He just took me and whisked me away, held me tight, and started to make love to me. 
 
   I melted in his arms. He was stronger than I thought. His muscles were firm and thick. I held on tight while he worked his way down my body, slipping the straps off of my shoulders, pulling down my bra and letting my toilet paper bundles fall to the ground. He began to suck my nipple and warm elation buzzed through my body. I let me head fall back. I was his to do what he wanted, completely docile, surrendered. I was slipping between dimensions, reality and euphoria. One moment his hands were exploring my torso, the next he had a hand down my panties, rubbing my cock. I don’t know how long we were in that bathroom for, how many times I slipped away into that half-unconscious state of elation.
 
   He spun me around and told me to bend over. I followed his command. He flipped my dress up, onto my back, and then I felt my panties skirting down my legs. I took a deep breath, knowing exactly what was coming, wanting it so badly, impatient. My heart jumped up into my throat the moment his thick dick pressed up against my tight hole. I wanted to scream at him, tell him to just do it, shove it in deep, but he was more interested in teasing me. He knew I couldn’t handle it while he drew little circles around my anus with his cock. I tried to push myself back, to sink his cock into my body, but he pushed me forward, pining me. He was in control, not me. 
 
   “Please fuck me,” I said. I might have even said it a few times.
 
   “Tell me how badly you want it,” he said.
 
   “So badly.”
 
   “Not good enough.”
 
   “So fucking badly. Fuck me, Walter. Fuck me.”
 
   He laughed and then a moment later, I felt him push in. He was big—thick, warm, throbbing, filling my tight little asshole up completely. I screamed and he muffled me with the palm of his hand. “Shh,” he said, and then he started to thrust into me. I could feel every little pulse of his veins, every hard ridge on his big, muscular cock. I swear, I was starting to lose consciousness, like I’d been dosed with some euphoria-inducing drug. I don’t know how long he fucked me in the ass for, but I revelled in every single second of it. I loved the way it felt. It made my cock so hard. He reached around, dug my member out from my panties, and started to beat me off, sinking me even deeper into my lost elation.
 
   As my legs began to tremble, he shoved me forward, pinning me to the wall. He wasn’t interested in waiting for me to find my balance. He was there to get off, to fuck me senseless and come deep in my asshole. And after a few more swift thrusts and loud grunts, he came. I could feel each and every giant blast of warm, gooey cum filling up my body. Oh God, it felt so good. I ended up coming all over that bathroom wall. I wished he would never let go of my cock. I loved the way his big, strong fingers felt, wrapped around my girth. But it was bound to end eventually.
 
   And it did. When we emerged from the bathroom, the dance was over. The janitor was sweeping plastic cups and streamers into a pile, and the overhead lights were on bright. He looked at us and said, “Party’s over. Time to go home.”
 
   Walter gave me a ride home, totally silent. After he pulled up to my house, he looked over at me and looked me in the eyes. I couldn’t read him. He looked like he had something to say, but he wasn’t saying it. Now that he’d gotten off, did he regret it? Did reality come back to him, and he realized he’d been fucking a man—his best friend? Or was he just upset, like me, that it was all over. That the week was through, the dance was done, and it was back to life as usual. He said nothing as I got out of the car and walked myself to the door.
 
   I retired my clothes to a deep corner of my closet and I washed off all of my makeup. I looked in the mirror and could barely recognize who I was staring at. It wasn’t me. I tried saying a few sentences aloud. I felt like I was faking my own voice—my own, masculine voice. I kept accidentally slipping back into my girly voice. My short-lived life as a woman was over.
 
   At least I thought it was.
 
   There was a knock at my door the next day. To be honest, I wasn’t expecting Walter to be standing there, but he was. I thought it would be months before he would be able to show his face around me again, humiliated by the thought that he’d fucked me in the ass. I even thought I might never see him again, that he would distance himself completely and try to pretend like nothing ever happened—that week and our entire friendship. But there he was, standing in my doorway, holding up a shopping bag. “Hey babe,” he said with a smirk on his face.
 
   “Hi.”
 
   He reached into the bag and pulled out the skimpiest little piece of lingerie—a black satin outfit with a white cotton bunny tail. “Want to have a bit of fun?” he said.
 
   I bit my lip, trying to contain my excitement. Maybe my life as a woman wasn’t over. Maybe, with Walter, I could still partake in that feminine lifestyle from time to time, either out on the town or in the bedroom. He took me by the hand and brought me upstairs to my bedroom.
 
   THE END
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