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“The boss has more money than a bull can shit,” said Mark.  “So I guess that he can do anything he likes with it.”

“I guess he can,” said Greg, with a little uncertainty.  It was born of experience, although in this job, he could claim little of that.  But he knew that the problem with clients with money is that they believe enough of it will make the person they pay, do anything.  “But just to remind you, I don’t do gay sex.”

“He knows that!” snapped Mark.  “He chose you because you are a mature straight Greg.  He does not want you for sex … least not like you and I might call sex.  Don’t worry, you will be well paid, and you won’t be expected to do anything that you are not prepared to do”.

“Sure,” said Greg.  He watched the gate of the estate open in front of their car.

“Do you enjoy your work?” said Mark.  “I mean … it’s a gigolo thing, right?”

“Male escort,” Greg corrected him.  “Not really.  I had a good job and I lost it.  I just needed the work.  And I guess I have the looks and the charm, and the physical ability.”

Being disbarred had destroyed him, but he did not need to go into the details.  He just wanted to step out of that world to a darker place where people did not know him.  And he did have the looks and the charm, and the way with words that had made him a gifted trial attorney.  It just takes one tiny error, but there were no more tears to cry for that mistake.  He had a job, and he was becoming good at it.

“That’s an impressive property,” he said, as the main house came into view.

“We’re not stopping here,” said Mark.  “We’re going down to the cottage.  But the owner is in residence there.  Now this is simple: I will drop you outside and all you need to do is walk in the front door and call out ‘Honey I’m home’ or some such shit and the boss will do the rest.  Just call the boss Tabby.”

Greg found himself standing outside the cottage in a state of some confusion.  Tabby?  He knew that the client was a man.  He was strictly hetero so he had wondered if he might have been retained for a daughter or a sister, or even an aged mother.  Or perhaps just as a Greg to sit and watch porn with, or talk about sex with women?  That was something he could do.

The name of the client was Tom.  Not Tabby.

The cottage was just that.  The stonework was in keeping with the main house – gothic style with wooden gables and a surrounding verandah.  It could have been built a century ago or last year, except for the ivy in places.  This smaller building had a white picket fence and a rose garden.  The front door was painted a warm welcoming primrose yellow.  It looked like a fairytale home.

Just walk in.  He straightened himself.  This is what he did now.  Charm.

“Tabby?” he called softly.  “I’m home.”

It was a small hallway, so he walked into the living area.  She was waiting for him across the room.

“Oh, darling!  You’re early.  I didn’t have time to put my dress on, and then I saw a speck of dust on the coffee table and I just had to attend to it.  You have caught me out, Greg, my darling!”

Greg just stood there, taking in the sight and deciding what to do next.  The person standing on the other side of the room was a man, but not a large frame.  It seemed to fit well into the red bustier and black mesh stocking and patent leather black heels.  He guessed the age might be forty, or even a youthful fifty.  The face had fine feature and was made up with heavy dark eyes and bright red lips, and on top of the head was an expensive looking honey blonde wig.  In a manicured hand, long red nails stuck on, she held a black feather duster.

One thing he knew for such was that he could not laugh.  This was a fantasy, and in his line of business fantasies need to be taken seriously.

“Well, it is just as well I did turn up early,” growled Greg seductively.  I wouldn’t have wanted to miss this look.  It is ab-so-lute-ly perfect.  Don’t rush to put your dress on.  Why don’t I take a seat in my special chair and watch you at work for a little while?”

She, for it was clear to Greg that is what she wanted to be, went over to an armchair and flicked the duster across it just once.  That was the chair.  They both knew how to play.

“Could I get you a drink, Darling,” or would you like to play with my titties?” she said.

“I would like to have a drink, scotch perhaps, but let me play with those titties first.”  He thought he saw a flicker of disappointment as he had said the first few words, but now the client was happy again.  It had Greg wondering whether he might need to fuck this person – anally, of course.  Could he do that?  Perhaps riding her doggy style, he could.  She seemed to be plucked clean and the wig looked real.

She drew closer and he could smell the scent on her.  It was floral and yet spicy, and it worked on him.  It made her seem devoid of masculinity.  She loosened the buttons in the front of the bustier, and Greg was surprised to see that there were breasts in there – not large but round and with large womanly nipples.

“Oh, these are coming along very nicely,” he said, holding them in his hands.

“Mmmm.  I love it when you play with my titties,” she said, in a voice that was strikingly girlish.  He could see that under the bangs of the wig Tabby had expertly shaped eyebrows and black eye makeup making the vibrant light blue eyes stand out.  Apart from the prominent nose and chin she might even be called pretty.

But her eyes were fascinating.  There was wisdom and experience in there, but the overall impression was of excitement mixed with innocence.  To Greg it seemed to be a thrilling combination.  He could even put to one side the age and the fact that she was not really a woman.  She wanted fun, and it was his job to give it to her.

She giggled and gasped, and it was evident that she was becoming aroused with the nipples growing as they might do on a woman.  These were breasts, grown from hormones.  Here was a wannabe woman well on the way to fulfilling her dream.  Greg found himself stiffening slightly at the thought.  He should be thinking of her as a woman, and he was – he just didn’t want to know what lurked inside her firm panties.

“What about that drink, you sexy thing,” he said.

“Of course.  Sorry, darling, I was getting a little carried away,” she said.  “You know me – when your wife’s girly juices start running hot she can be a little ditzy.”  She jumped off his lap and opened a nearby cupboard full of bottles of expensive liquor.  She selected a bottle and two crystal tumblers.

“No ice,” said Greg.  “That looks like a pricey single malt that should not be drunk cold.”

“Quite right, darling,” she said bring the glasses over, then drinking heavily from her own.  “Now, you have half naked and a little tipsy, what do you intend to do with your adoring wife?  Is it too early for bed?”

“Oh, I thought that you were … temporarily indisposed … down there?”  Greg was still not keen on having sex with a woman carrying a cock.  “You know me sweetie – I am a guy who doesn’t like the sight of anything … unpleasant.  I like my vaginas clean and sloppy.”  He smiled in a friendly way.

“That’s how I would like my vagina too,” she said.  There was suddenly a look of sadness on her face, and it was not pretended.

“Come over here pretty one,” said Greg.  “Just come and cuddle up with your man.  We’ll move to the sofa over there.  Let me hold you tight.  That is what husbands are for – even pretend husbands.”

There was brightness in her face again, and Greg found himself strangely elated to see it.  His father was always on at him about the male escort thing, but many people do not realize how rewarding it can be to know that you can bring such happiness into people’s lives.  He put his feet up and she laid down on him, feeling his heavy arms across her small and slender body.

“This is nice,” she said.

“Tell me about what concerns you, sweetheart,” said Greg.  “You know that I am here to listen.”

“I am worried about going back to work next week, after taking this time off just to be me.  I just think that I have taken this all too far,” she said.  “I mean, look at me.  I have been hiding these breasts for months, strapping them down when I am in man-mode.  And now, after years of just brushing them, I have had my eyebrows plucked into these pretty arches.  How can I hide that?  It has been hard hiding the fact that I don’t have a hair on my body.  People expect to see a trace of a beard on a man.  Who am I fooling.  People will think that I am some kind of pervert.”

“What are you talking about, Sweetie?  You’re a woman.”

“At least tonight I am,” she said.

Greg squeezed her a little tighter, but he could feel in her body an uncertainty and growing tenseness that made him uncomfortable.  He was there to prevent this.  His presence was meant to be a release.  He needed to do something.

“I love your hair, but why don’t you take it off,” he said.  “It is not this that makes you a woman.

She was now very tense, but he stroked her smooth face and she relaxed a little, and then she pulled the wig from her head and the cap after that.

Greg had been prepared to face a bald head, but instead he found a lush mop of light brown hair, with minimal receding hairline.  He put his hand in it and stroked it.  It was surprisingly soft, but then she had indicated that she had been on hormones for a while.

“A pixie cut suits you, sweetie,” he said.  “Maybe you just need the scalp brought forward a bit?  You can grow it out as you like.  You don’t need a wig.  You don’t need to pretend to be a man just for work.  Be the woman I married.  Don’t waste your time living another person’s life, and least of all trying to pass yourself off as a man.  It’s wrong, Tabby.  Just be you.”

“You’re good,” she said, and for the first time Greg sensed that this was a man in his arms.  He didn’t like that.

“No.  I really mean it.  You are Tabby.  You are the woman I have come home to, and you are more of a woman that you even think you are,” he said.  “I love the eyebrows.  I love the breasts and I think that they need to be shown off.  You clearly are wealthy and so you can afford to live how you want to live.  Do you want to be Tabby or not.  I just want to say that I hope that you do.”

“You don’t understand.”  It was a man’s voice.

“Tabby!  Don’t listen to him.  I won’t have it,” snapped Greg.  It was time for him to take control.  “If it’s a work problem then I would be happy to get involved.  If it’s your boss then let me deal with him, man to man … if your boss is a man.”

“I am the boss.”  It was Tabby talking.  Greg’s forcefulness had brought her back.

“Then just fire anybody who gets in your way.  Tabby has to be free.”

“Talking about free, are you available tomorrow night, and every night this week,” she asked.  “I think that I am going to need a husband to support me through a few difficulties on the way.

Greg kissed her on her pretty lips.  The man was gone, and he knew it.

The End
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