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    TRANS FOR RENT 
 
    John’s got a secret: ever since his female roommate moved out and left a box of her stuff behind, John has gotten dressed up in her clothes every night. It started out as a simple curiosity, and quickly grew into an obsession. He loved the way he looked in her tiny skirts and her four-inch heels. 
 
    When John gets caught in drag by his landlord, he doesn’t expect him to actually think he’s a woman. And he certainly doesn’t expect him to be so infatuated. With rent due just a few weeks after John loses his job, John might be able to take advantage of his landlord’s little crush. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    John had a little secret that no one—not even his closest friends—knew about: he liked to dress up like a girl. He hadn’t always liked to put on girls’ clothing, makeup, and tall high-heel shoes; that was actually a fairly recent development, which started shortly after his roommate moved out from his two-bedroom apartment. 
 
    He hadn’t gotten around to putting out an ad for a new roommate. He wasn’t sure he wanted a new roommate. He was well off financially, with his new job working as an accountant, and he liked the privacy of living alone, especially when he put on his lady clothes and makeup.  
 
    Before his roommate moved out, John had never imagined putting on women’s clothes. The thought alone was ludicrous, edging on insane. When he was in high-school, everyone found out that one of the guys in his gym class wore panties, and sometimes thongs, underneath his clothes. He was mocked relentlessly, and John had always assumed there must have been something mentally wrong with the kid—that was, until John’s roommate moved out, leaving behind a whole box full of clothes. 
 
    He wasn’t sure whether she left the box behind by accident, or if it was just full of clothes she didn’t want anymore. She’d moved across the country, and when John sent her a message telling her about the abandoned stash, she asked him to simply take the clothes down to the donation bin. John, a self-admittedly lazy man, never got around to taking the clothes to the nearby donation bin, leaving them in the corner of the now-empty bedroom, where they sat for two weeks before John became curious. 
 
    He found himself looking through the box, looking at the different clothes, though he wasn’t sure why. He’d never had a girlfriend before, and he didn’t know much about women’s clothing. He was surprised by how light and soft everything was, and he was even more surprised by how small some of the pieces were—a few tops looking more like baby clothing than adult clothing. The tiny shirts were stretchy, but were they stretchy enough to fit an adult? 
 
    That was how John’s obsession with cross-dressing began. He wanted to see if one of his roommate’s old shirts would in fact fit an adult human. He’d never seen her wear the shirt, as far as he knew. He was about the same height and the same weight as his old roommate (John had always been small for a man), so he decided to see what the shirt looked like, stretched over his body.  
 
    Aside from the fact John had no tits, the shirt actually looked good. It formed to his body in the most flattering way, and it felt so soft—so much softer than any of his male clothes. There was even something comforting in how tight it hugged his body. He stuffed a few socks down his top, to see how he would look with a bust, and he actually looked pretty good. One thing led to another, and he ended up putting on a skirt and a pair of fishnet stockings that he’d found at the bottom of the box, where he also found a makeup kit. 
 
    His curiosity kept on growing. He ended up in the bathroom, putting on eyeliner, eye shadow, concealer, mascara, lipstick, and so on. His hair was already shaggy, and with a quick brushing, he was able to make it look surprisingly feminine. He stepped back and his eyes grew wide. He made a convincing lady with a little bit of work. 
 
    At first he just laughed the transformation off. “Alright, that’s enough of that,” he said to himself, but the very next night, he found himself back in his old roommate’s bedroom, trying on more of her clothes. Everything looked so good on him—he couldn’t believe how sexy he was capable of being! His roommate’s old shoes even fit him, though they were a bit tight. He loved the way he looked in tall heels.  
 
    The next day, he found himself going to work with a pair of panties on underneath his slacks. He made sure to wear a secure belt, keeping his pants tugged up throughout the day so that no one would know any different. He liked the way the panties felt, hugging his junk tightly to his body. A shudder ran through his body when he thought of that kid in high school, who was mocked relentlessly, who John even thought was mentally deranged. Was John losing his mind? Or was a little bit of cross-dressing completely normal?  
 
    Regardless of whether it was normal or not, John kept it a secure secret for the next year. In that time, he continued to get dressed up every night, even ordering some women’s clothing, shoes, and makeup of his own. He got so good at doing a woman’s voice, that it was sometimes difficult to slip back into his regular male voice before going off to work. Six months into his little cross-dressing escapade, he started going online, into video chat rooms, pretending to be a woman. Across the internet, no one had any idea he wasn’t the real deal. He had men swooning over him, begging him to go on real-life dates. Of course that was out of the question—John would work to keep his secret a secret for the rest of his life, which meant his female persona stayed within the walls of his little, ground-level apartment. 
 
    In that first year, John let his hair grow long. He’d bought a wig, but he wasn’t a fan of the way it looked on his head. He loved the way his real hair felt long, especially when he shook his head from side to side, or ruffled his hair up to give himself that messy, sexy look.  
 
    But one day, as John was adjusting his tits (a pair of high-quality silicone moulds he’d recently invested in) in a tiny red dress he’d recently bought online, he noticed someone walking by his window, looking in as he passed: it was his landlord. It was rare that John forgot to close his blinds, and for whatever reason, that evening was one of those rare evenings. His landlord saw him dressed up like a woman—but would he know that it was John? Could he tell he was looking at a man and not a real woman?  
 
    John’s heart was sent aflutter. Before he could shut his blinds, his landlord was gone. He wondered for a moment if his landlord had actually been there, or if it had just been a paranoid delusion.  
 
    John hardly sleep that night, worried his secret would soon get out to the world. His landlord wasn’t just some stranger, it was his father’s friend, who got together every weekend with John’s father to watch football. If he knew that was John in that little red dress, then he would certainly be telling John’s father. John felt sick just thinking about it.  
 
    He was so lost in his sudden paranoia that he forgot to set his alarm. He finally fell asleep late, and when he woke up, he was four hours late for work. His work had a zero-tolerance policy for lateness, and John was let go. Suddenly, his immediate future appeared dark: he had an expensive two-bedroom apartment, no roommate, and no job. In case things weren’t bad enough, his car broke down on his way home from being fired, and between the tow bill and the mechanic bill, John was nearly broke, with rent due in just a few days. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    John’s heart was pounding when his landlord came and knocked on his door. He hesitated to answer. He knew his rent was long overdue—almost a full two weeks overdue, in fact. He’d been searching for a job since he’d lost his weeks before, but no one was hiring, and with his bills adding up, it was starting to look like he was going to have to pack his things up and do his best to disappear—and hope his landlord didn’t come after him legally. In a few weeks, he would owe two months rent and he couldn’t even afford two days’ worth of lunch. 
 
    Also stopping him from answering was the memory of his landlord looking into his window, seeing John dressed up in drag. For weeks, he’d done everything he could to avoid his landlord, terrified of the horribly awkward confrontation. He must have thought John was such a pervert, such a wacko.  
 
    The landlord knocked again. “John, I know you’re in there—open up!” he called out. 
 
    John’s heart sunk further down into his gut. He had no choice. He just needed to bite his tongue and get the confrontation over with. What else could he do? “Hey,” he said timidly, opening the door only halfway. 
 
    “John, what gives? Why haven’t you paid rent this month?” John’s landlord’s name was Stan. Stan was about John’s age, maybe a few years older, and he always had a very serious look on his face. John could never tell whether Stan was smiling or frowning, possibly because of the short beard he kept neatly trimmed, or possibly because he never smiled or frowned, and always just had the same soulless expression on his face. John had always been intimidated by Stan, even before he was overdue on rent, and even before Stan had seen him dressed like a little bimbo.  
 
    “I’m sorry, I’ll have it to you soon. I lost my job a few weeks ago, and my roommate moved out,” John said. 
 
    Stan shook his head. “John…” he said like a disappointed father. “I want to help you out here, but I’m in a bit of a bind myself. I’ve got six units overdue, and management is hounding me to collect. Can’t you dip into your savings?” 
 
    John bit his tongue. Back when he had his well-paying job, he didn’t bother putting anything into savings. He was making more money than he’d ever made in his life—he was even making more than his parents made. He was high on life, and high on himself. Like a fool, he spent all of his money online, on women’s clothing, makeup, and shoes, to feed his growing addiction. Had he been smart, he could have easily stored away a few months’ worth of rent during his employment, in case he got laid off. Of course, while he was working, he couldn’t begin to imagine the possibility of being laid off. 
 
    John couldn’t help but notice Stan was trying to peer into his apartment, leaning over and looking over John’s shoulder. What was he trying to see? Did he suspect John was up to something? Did he think that John’s apartment would look like a crazy man’s apartment, seeing as John was deranged enough to put on women’s clothing at night? “Have you found a new roommate?” Stan asked. 
 
    “No,” John said. 
 
    “Really? I thought I saw someone in your apartment the other day—maybe your girlfriend.” 
 
    John’s heart skipped a beat. He couldn’t tell whether Stan was baiting him and teasing him, or whether Stan really did think that he’d seen a real woman when he really just saw John dressed up in drag. “Oh, a friend of mine was staying a few nights,” John said, feeling a cold sweat forming on the back of his neck. 
 
    Stan let a sly smile slip. It was the first smirk John had ever seen Stan make. “Good looking girl,” he said. “Is she single? If so, you should get on that.” 
 
    John forced a smile. “I don’t know if she’s single or not, to be honest,” he said. He still couldn’t tell whether he was being teased or if Stan was being genuine.  
 
    John begged for another week to pay up his rent, and Stan accepted. “But no more than a week,” Stan said before leaving without a goodbye. John’s plan was to reluctantly call up his parents and ask for a loan while he kept looking for work—just enough to live for a month, two months at the most.  
 
    Unfortunately, when he finally got a hold of his parents, they weren’t able to lend him any money. “Sorry, John,” his dad said, “Money’s too tight right now. We’re all struggling to pay our bills.” John tried calling his brother, who didn’t even pick up. He sent him a text message, and later that day he got the simple reply: “Sorry, can’t help out.” John’s last resort was the bank, but even they wouldn’t help him out. “We can’t give you a loan until your credit card is paid down to zero.” John had no way of paying his credit card down to zero, so he left with nothing. 
 
    John thought seriously about skipping town, taking his things and making a run for it. But he had so much stuff, he couldn’t just fit everything into a suitcase and leave in the night. Unless he wanted to leave everything behind, he would need to rent a truck, and somehow he would have to fill the truck without Stan noticing, which would be difficult seeing as Stan lived just a few suites over, with his office looking down at the street. Besides, with his credit cards maxed out, John couldn’t afford to rent a truck. And giving up all of his belongings was out of the question—he already felt like he’d lost everything. To give up the rest of the little he had left would be a real kick to the gut. 
 
    So with a small ounce of hope left in his body, he continued applying for jobs. But not only was he not getting any jobs, he wasn’t even getting any interviews. That small ounce of hope was dwindling fast.  
 
    Yet despite his crippling desperation, John couldn’t help but get dressed up in his special wardrobe at the end of each day, admiring himself in the mirror, going online and feeling sexy as men showered him with attention. 
 
    He was in one particular late-night video chat room when a man asked, “Where do you live, sugar?” 
 
    “I live in Northeast Philly,” John said. 
 
    “No shit, me too,” the man said. They continued talking. As the man continuously showered John with compliments, John started getting carried away—getting more flirty, even slipping in the occasional innuendo. 
 
    “I’d love to eat out your pussy, baby,” the man said. 
 
    John felt a warm buzzing in his body. He loved it when guys talked dirty to him—it was like the ultimate approval of his ability to look like a convincing, sexy woman. Not only was he able to fool guys, he was able to make them drool over him, want him more than anything in the world. He never got that kind of attention as a man. In fact, as a man, he couldn’t get any attention unless he failed to pay his rent, in which case he got plenty of unwanted attention from his landlord. “I bet you’d love it if I sucked your cock,” John said, getting more and more carried away in his sexy dialogue with the stranger. 
 
    In a way, it was like a stress reliever, his time as a woman on the internet. It was the definition of escapism, for a few hours every night, he didn’t have to be John. He could forget about his mundane male existence and all of his problems. Online, he was Anna, and Anna’s only problem was that she couldn’t respond to all of her compliments fast enough. 
 
    “I’d love it if you sucked my cock,” the man said, biting the corner of his lip. “Hell, I’d give you five-hundred bucks if you sucked my cock.” John paused for a moment. The man had no idea that five hundred dollars was almost the exact amount John needed to pay his rent (which was a thousand bucks a month, but he still had about five hundred in his bank account).  
 
    “Five hundred bucks?” John said, a lump growing in his throat. Like most cross-dressers, he wasn’t actually attracted to men. He actually gagged at the thought of being with a man and touching another man’s bare cock. He loved cross-dressing because he loved and admired women so much—it was almost more of a jealousy thing. It was because he found women so sexy that he loved to dress up like a woman. As for the male attention, that was just an ego booster. 
 
    But five-hundred bucks? The thought of sucking the stranger’s dick sent a shiver down his spine, but could he do it? If he could just close his eyes and get it over with quickly, he could survive another month, get his shit together, and keep all of his belongings and his apartment. Besides, how bad could it be? Assuming the man was clean, it was just a quick blowjob…  
 
    “Would you pay in cash?” John asked, his voice shaken. 
 
    “Oh course, babe. My place or yours?” The man was doing his best to stop a big grin from consuming his face. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    John had never so much as left his apartment as Anna before, and now he was about to leave his apartment, get on a bus, cross the whole town, and enter a stranger’s apartment to give him a blowjob. As John reached for the doorknob of his apartment door, his mind was a complete fog. There were so many things that could go horribly wrong: what if he runs into Stan while leaving the building? Would Stan recognize him? What if he ran into any of his other neighbours? Northeast Philadelphia wasn’t a huge place—what if he ran into a friend or a family member on the bus?  
 
    And assuming he makes it to the stranger’s house without being recognized, what if the stranger could tell John wasn’t actually a woman? He’d only ever seen him online, through a mediocre webcam, after all. What if the stranger wanted to squeeze John’s tits, or feel his pussy—which didn’t exist? Would the stranger become violent?  
 
    Each anxiety that crossed through John’s mind was interrupted by ten more anxieties. As he stepped out into his apartment hallway, he was a complete wreck, trembling at the knees. He took a deep breath in an attempt to control his nerves, but it did nothing. It didn’t help that he’d only ever walked in high-heel shoes in circles inside of his own, small apartment before—now he was walking down a long hallway, making his way towards a long sidewalk. How was he going to balance on the bus? Those bus drivers always start driving before newcomers manage to find a seat… 
 
    He took another deep breath and checked out his reflection in a nearby mirror, providing him with the first glimmer of relief he’d felt since agreeing to travel across town to suck a man’s cock for five-hundred dollars. He looked good in the outfit he’d picked out: a short, pink skirt, a white long-sleeved shirt, and a pair of white heels. He had his hair done up nicely, with a loose bun in the back and his bangs neatly swept across his face. Even after a year of getting dolled up, he still couldn’t believe how capable he was of looking like a hot babe. He smiled, his shoulders relaxing.  
 
    Outside of his apartment building, on the sidewalk, he crossed paths with his first real-life humans: a group of three men in business attire, heading in the opposite direction. The three of them looked at John briefly, making his body suddenly rigid. One of the men smiled and nodded, and then they continued on. Another wave of relief washed over him. It was his first real-life confirmation that he looked okay, as if he’d just passed his first big test. He looked back at the men, to make sure they weren’t snickering and pointing at him. They weren’t, but one of the men was looking back, checking out John’s ass, which was just barely covered by his skimpy little skirt. John thought the gawking felt strangely nice. 
 
    There were a few men at the bus stop. They all snuck a glance over at John before returning to their own business. John pulled out his cellphone, mindlessly checking old emails and text messages in an attempt to take his mind off the fact he was currently on his way to whore himself out for rent money. Maybe it was just his mounting paranoia, but he was fairly certain the man slightly behind him and to his left was checking him out, admiring his feminine physique. As John slowly turned his head to look back, the man switched his attention back to his cellphone.  
 
    All of the men at the bus stop let John get on the bus first. 
 
    During the rest of his trip across town, John turned plenty of heads, got plenty of smiles, and one man even chatted him up. John was slow to respond, suddenly worried he wouldn’t be able to do his feminine voice under pressure. “Are you okay?” the man asked. 
 
    John smiled. “I’m fine.” 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind my saying, but you look great. Going out to the clubs?” the man asked. 
 
    “Just going to a friend’s,” John said, his cheeks becoming red.  
 
    “Well have fun. It’s supposed to be a beautiful night.” 
 
    “Thanks,” John said.  
 
    “Oh, and if you find yourself free and bored later tonight, you should call me,” the man said, passing John his business card. The man was probably a few years older than John, and he looked to be successful. He was wearing a nice black suit with a red tie. He had a nice, even stubble beard that looked to be professionally trimmed, and he smelled like money. John was fairly certain he was what women would consider ‘traditionally handsome,’ and it was nice to know John was even able to steal the attention of a traditionally handsome man—especially seeing as there were other women on the bus, some of whom appeared to be on their way to the club, to attract male attention of their own. 
 
    John’s cheeks became even redder. It was insane to think that he was not only convincing strangers that he was a woman, but he was getting more attention than girls he thought were pretty. Those girls were looking his way now with scowls on their faces. John did his best to contain his smile. 
 
    And then an increasingly familiar chill ran down the back of his spine. He needed to be careful. Just like when he started dressing up like a lady, if he wasn’t careful, this would become an addiction as well: leaving the house as Anna, chatting up strangers in person. It was bad enough he was deceiving people over the internet. It was hard to resist—it was so exciting. He could feel the adrenaline being released in his body every time someone smiled at him, every time he passed someone in the street. After that night, how could he go back to flirting online in the safety of his apartment—it wasn’t nearly as exciting as the real thing. 
 
    He was feeling great until he stopped in front of his date’s apartment building, his finger hovering over the buzzer. He took a deep breath. He could still turn around and bail on the whole plan, find a different way to make the money in the next few days. But what else could he do? Even if he somehow managed to get a job, he wouldn’t be paid until it was too late. Even his own family members wouldn’t lend him any money. He had to go through with it—he had to suck the stranger’s cock. He pressed the button. After a moment, a voice through the speaker said, “Come on up,” and the front door unlocked.  
 
    John made his way to the elevator. Time seemed to be moving slowly, seconds ticking by in super-slow-motion. The elevator whirred and hummed as it slowly made its way down to the lobby to pick John up and bring him up to his dreaded fate. Even the elevator doors seemed to open terribly slowly, as if to tease John, giving him plenty of time to reconsider everything, and allow the crippling anxiety to take over his body. 
 
    He went up, nearly to the top floor. It was a nice building. This man must be very well off, John thought as he made his way down the clean hallway towards the stranger’s door. The hall was complete with freshly-stained wainscoting and renaissance paintings. Either everyone was already asleep, or the place was well-insulated. 
 
    John reached the door, took a deep breath, and then knocked. A few seconds later, the door opened. John’s heart was pounding viciously into his ribcage. “You actually came,” the stranger from the internet said with a smile. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Somewhat relieving was the fact the man was fairly handsome, his hair nicely styled, and his clothes smelling like they were freshly cleaned. He had a nice cologne on, though it was a bit strong, tingling John’s nostrils. “Of course I came,” John said, forcing a sly grin. He needed to maintain his flirty persona, despite his overwhelming nerves. He needed that five-hundred more than anything. He needed to become Anna, get the idea that he was just in a disguise out of his head. He needed to stop thinking of himself as a him—he needed to become her. 
 
    “Here’s the money—let’s just get that out of the way so we don’t have to think about it,” the stranger said, handing Anna the money. “My name’s Kurt, by the way,” he said. Until that moment, Anna only knew Kurt by his screen name, ‘SlowRide88’. 
 
    “Kurt,” Anna repeated. “I’m Anna.” Kurt offered Anna his hand and Anna took it gently.  
 
    “What do you do for a living, Anna?” Kurt asked. 
 
    “I’m an accountant. Well, I was—right now I’m between jobs.” 
 
    “We’ve all been there,” Kurt said. He stared into her eyes, seemingly mesmerized. “So how does this work?” Kurt said, as if Anna did it all the time. Did he think she was an escort? Was he expecting more than just a blowjob for his money?  
 
    “I don’t know, I’ve never done this before—I mean, for money,” Anna said. 
 
    Kurt’s cheeks became red, as if he was suddenly realizing Anna wasn’t in fact an escort. “I’m sorry,” he said. “Um, should we just get right to it?” He was much more nervous in person, now that the safety of his online anonymity was stripped away. But there was something cute about his nervousness, as if it made him seem more real. 
 
    “Sure,” Anna said, smiling. Her heart was pounding quickly and relentlessly, but she had to fight through. She stepped forward, biting her tongue hard to maintain the small amount of courage she had inside of her. She kissed Kurt on the lips. He kissed back, slowly placing his hands on her hips. His breath was minty, with a tinge of cigarette smoke—though nothing too off-putting.  
 
    He was quick to slip his tongue through her lips, but she didn’t mind. The more aroused he was when she finally got down to business, the quicker he would get off, and the quicker it would all be over with.  
 
    It felt surreal, kissing a man. She’d never kissed a man before, and until a few hours before, she’d never even imagined herself kissing a man. It wasn’t quite as repulsive as she imagined it would be. Kurt’s lips were soft, and his little, playful biting of her bottom lip actually felt kind of nice—so did his hands, moving up and down her sides.  
 
    She’d nearly forgotten that she wasn’t actually a woman, and then Kurt cupped her tits and squeezed. He didn’t realize he was just squeezing silicone moulds, stuffed into a bra—and Anna didn’t need him to realize it. She needed to get things moving before he got too explorative and started reaching up her shirt, trying to undo her bra, or worse—reaching up her skirt to feel her pussy.  
 
    Shutting her eyes, she sunk down, and her fingers found Kurt’s belt. When she opened her eyes, she could plainly see the huge bulge of Kurt’s cock, pushing against his pants. On the bright side, he was already aroused and erect. All she needed to do was stimulate him enough to come. How hard could it be? She pulled away his belt, unzipped his fly, and then reluctantly tugged down his pants. 
 
    She couldn’t believe the moment was real. Just a couple of months before, she was living a good life, working a good job, no issues paying any of her bills, and now her face was a mere inch away from a big, throbbing erection. She froze at the sight of it, but her heart continued to slam powerfully into her ribcage. Suddenly, she didn’t think she could go through with it—she should just give the money back, she thought, and cut her losses. 
 
    But before she could break out from her paralysis, Kurt took his cock in one hand and the back of her head in the other. He brought both together, pressing the warm tip of his throbbing member up to her lips. “Open wide, baby,” he said, and after a moment of confused hesitation, she did. His cock slipped in, sliding along her wet tongue towards the back of her throat.  
 
    Now she really couldn’t believe what was happening. Hours before, she thought kissing a man was a repulsive thought, now she had the biggest cock she’d ever seen throbbing on her tongue. “C’mon, baby, suck it,” Kurt said. 
 
    After another moment of cold reluctance, she started to bob her head back and forth, closing her lips around Kurt’s impressive girth, running her tongue along the whole base of his shaft. Every time the huge dick pressed against the back of her throat, she gagged. No mouth was designed to fit such an impressive member. But she powered through—there was no sense in turning back now. She was committed one-hundred percent.  
 
    She put her hand at the base of his shaft, palm against his pelvis, thumb and pointer finger around his girth. She started to bob deeper, doing her best not to gag as she deep-throated his member. “Oh shit, baby, just like that,” Kurt said, his fingers slipping into her hair.  
 
    Saliva ran down Anna’s cheeks. She was really doing it—she was really sucking a cock. 
 
    After a couple of minutes, she could feel it twitching slightly in her mouth, bloating up and hardening further. She had to stand up on her knees and tilt her head down as the cock became too hard to point straight forward, like she was sucking off a pillar of warm marble. Against her lips she could feel his veins throbbing. He was moaning, breathing heavily, his chest heaving. Was he about to— 
 
    He came, without warning, blasting his warm load into the back of Anna’s throat. She leaned back, choking, spitting up his hot cum. But he wasn’t done coming. With his cock now free from her warm mouth, he started to come on her face. He groaned heavily and deeply, taking his cock in his hand and Anna’s head in the other, making sure to get every shot on her beautiful face.  
 
    Anna wasn’t impressed, even slightly humiliated, but she was relieved it was all over with, and she wasn’t even asked to put out further or even show Kurt her tits.  
 
    “That was amazing,” Kurt said, “I’ve never felt anything like that. Where the hell did you learn to do that? Actually, don’t tell me.” He sat down on a chair and caught his breath. Kurt asked Anna for her phone number. Anna was hesitant to give it to him, in case he were to go and look it up and find out it belonged to someone named John. But she gave it to him anyway, saying, “Sometimes my brother picks up. We live together.” 
 
    “Sounds good,” Kurt said with a smile. Anna figured, if nothing else, Kurt could come in handy come next month’s rent, if he was willing to pay big money for a blowjob again. 
 
    “I should be going,” Anna said, wiping the come from her face with a tissue. Before she left, Kurt gave her his business card. She looked at it briefly. He was the manager of some company called WalTek Industries. She slipped the card into her clutch, said her goodbye, and took off, now with enough money to pay her rent.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Paying rent before the extended due date was relieving, but John wasn’t in the clear yet. It was just a few days before the end of the month, when a whole new month’s rent was due. He’d bought himself some time, sure, but it wasn’t enough. He needed a better solution—and he definitely couldn’t keep on going into strangers’ homes and blowing them for money. Not only was he incredibly lucky to get such a large sum of money for a single blowjob, he was lucky Kurt wasn’t some serial killer. Prostitutes go missing all of the time—what about male prostitutes deceiving men into thinking they’re actually women? Talk about a risky line of work… 
 
    He applied for more jobs, many of his applications being sent off to places he’d already applied multiple times before, unsuccessfully. Still, no one was calling him back. 
 
    But on the bright side, he’d found a new way to save lots of money: by becoming Anna and going out to bars at night. She knew she was walking on thin ice every time she went out, every time she introduced herself as Anna: a woman. She had no issues getting men to buy her drinks and appetizers. Not only was she being showered with attention, she was getting meals and drinks for free. She would take her leftovers home and eat them for breakfast, and then she would continue the cycle again the next day. She even started going grocery shopping as Anna. One of the cashiers had a raging crush on her, and always gave her his employee discount. The freebies and the discounts helped, but they weren’t paying her rent. She needed to earn some real money, get back on her feet—back on his feet. He wasn’t actually a woman, but sometimes when he was out, he forgot that very important fact. He was a he, not a she.  
 
    And sure enough, a week into the month, Stan came to John’s apartment and knocked. “John, I know you’re home, open up!” Stan called out. With reluctance, John answered. The conversation was nearly identical to the one they’d had a month before. John ended up begging for an extension, and with a sigh, Stan gave it to him.  
 
    “So you friend is back, huh?” Stan said, poking his head into John’s apartment. “I saw her leaving your apartment last night.” 
 
    John looked back. His old roommate’s bedroom door was left open, and women’s clothing was clearly visible on the floor. His heart stuttered. “Yeah, she’s staying a few nights again. She’s asleep at the moment.”  
 
    “She looks like a nice girl,” Stan said, leaning over, trying to get a view into the empty bedroom. Luckily, the door wasn’t open quite enough for him to see that it was completely empty, that John’s ‘friend’ didn’t actually exist. 
 
    John was beginning to realize that Stan really did believe that Anna was her own, real person, and not just John in disguise. He wasn’t just teasing and poking fun at John, he was legitimately interested, infatuated even.  
 
    Later that day, John conducted a little experiment. As himself, he went to take the garbage out, being sure to let his door close loud enough that Stan would hear it. Instead of walking towards the garbage, he waited in the hallway. A few seconds later, Stan’s door carefully opened and Stan poked his head out. His eyes grew wide when he saw John looking at him. “Oh, hey John, how’s it going?” he said, stepping out. He started walking in the opposite direction, as if he’d come out of his apartment for a real reason, and not just to catch a glimpse of Anna. 
 
    John started towards the garbage disposal. Instead of going back into his apartment, he went outside. Stan was walking a seemingly pointless lap around the block, probably just killing time so it didn’t look like he left his apartment just to look at a girl. 
 
    When John left his apartment that night, as Anna, he stopped at the end of the hall and looked back. Stan had stepped into the hallway and was pretending to lock up his door. He looked at Anna and waved. “Hey there,” he said.  
 
    “Hi,” Anna said back. 
 
    “You’re John’s friend, right?” 
 
    Anna smiled. “That’s right.” She turned to leave. “Well, have a good night.” 
 
    “You too.” 
 
    Anna stopped across the street and watched the apartment. Instead of emerging from the building, Stan just went back into his suite. Again, he’d only emerged to catch a glimpse of Anna. Staring at the glowing light of his apartment, Anna got an idea. She had a plan to get John out of paying his rent: rather than blowing men for money to pay the rent, why not just blow Stan for rent? 
 
    The next morning, she got all dolled up, making sure her makeup and her hair was perfect (this time she kept it down, flowing gracefully over her shoulders). She spent some time picking out the perfect outfit. It needed to be something that Stan wouldn’t be able to say no to. She had the perfect outfit: a red dress that cut off just above her knees. It perfectly hid the lacy black piece of lingerie underneath, which came all the way up to her neck to hide her lack of cleavage.  
 
    She’d found the piece of lingerie on a kinky sex toy website. When she bought it, she wondered if it was actually designed for cross-dressers like herself, seeing as it had a hole in the ass, but no opening for a pussy. The lingerie was listed as ‘Anal Lovers Lingerie’, and all of the other pieces in the series coincidentally kept the tits and cleavage covered up. But regardless of who it was made for, it fit Anna perfectly, and it kept her cock tucked neatly away, where it wouldn’t accidentally fall out. She had no intention of using the backdoor hole, she was just happy to have something to cover her tits that, in case her plan worked, Stan wouldn’t want to rip off. 
 
    She spent a few minutes getting into her voice, making it feel natural. “You can do this,” she said to herself, over and over. After a few deep breaths, she found herself walking towards Stan’s apartment. She stood in front of the door, unable to bring herself to knock. Her heart was pounding and her head was spinning. “Just get it over with,” she said to herself. Once again, she found her head filling with an endless stream of anxieties. What if he recognizes her? This wasn’t just some stranger, like Kurt, this was someone she saw almost every day, for years. Sure, Anna looked fairly unrecognizable with her thick eyeliner and her heavy mascara, but with a close enough look and an ounce of suspicion, there was nothing stopping Stan from putting the pieces together.  
 
    After another deep breath, she knocked. She could hear footsteps inside, approaching the door. She thought about running, calling the whole thing off— 
 
    The door opened. “Hello?” Stan said. 
 
    “Hey,” she said, suddenly rigid, standing up straight, forgetting every word she’d planned on saying.  
 
    “What’s up? Can I help you?” Stan said. He let his eyes quickly glance down her body before snapping back up.  
 
    “You’re John’s landlord, right? I was wondering if I could talk with you for a minute.” 
 
    Stan’s eyes glowed for a moment of silence, and then he opened his door wide. “Sure, come on in.” He smiled genuinely, the first time Anna had ever seen a smile on Stan’s face. It was quite strange, how different his temperament was around Anna than it was around John. He seemed so gentle, so polite—that intimidatingly serious look was nowhere to be seen. “Have a seat,” he said, motioning towards his couch, which sat right next to a big window looking out into a garden. It was a nice, quaint spot. “What’s up?” 
 
    Anna found herself at a loss for words again. She couldn’t think straight, with the thought of everything that could possibly go wrong constantly on the forefront of her mind. “John’s been going through a really tough time lately,” she said. 
 
    Stan just nodded with a smile, as if he wasn’t really listening, but instead trying to scan her body with his peripheral vision, probably trying to imagine her naked.  
 
    “He was let go from work and he’s been having a hard time finding a new job. The last few days, he’s been out every day, dropping off resumes. As I’m sure you know, the economy is in shambles right now.” 
 
    “Right,” Stan said, still smiling and nodding, still only half-listening to Anna speak. 
 
    “He’s too stubborn to ask, but is there anything he can do to satisfy this month’s rent, while he tries to find a job? Anything at all?” Anna took a deep breath before saying the rest: “Is there anything I can do for him?” 
 
    Stan’s eyes lit up for a moment and then they glazed over. He looked slowly at Anna. “Anything he can do?” he said, repeating it as if he hadn’t actually heard it. “Anything he can do?” he said again, this time sounding more clear. “That’s hard to say. John’s a nice guy, but I can’t exactly give him a pass on rent.” 
 
    “There’s got to be something he can do. You said there were others in the building who weren’t able to pay their rent,” Anna said. 
 
    Stan looked at her curiously, and then Anna remembered that Stan had said that to John, not to Anna. “That’s what John told me you said, anyway.” 
 
    “What are you proposing?” Stan asked, still looking at her curiously with a slight tilt to his head.  
 
    “Anything. Just name it. You’d be helping him out so much. He’ll find a job this month, I’m sure of it.”  
 
    The room became silent, save for the dull thudding of Anna’s heart in her chest. “I’ll think about it, but I can’t make any—” 
 
    “—Anything,” Anna said, her heart beating faster and harder. Her eyes felt dry, as if she hadn’t blinked in as long as she could remember. She had to consciously think about her breathing, otherwise she would stop breathing. 
 
    After some pause, Stan said, “Anything?” 
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    A grin came upon his face. He took a moment to think the offer through, but to Anna, that moment felt like a lifetime. “Is this some sort of setup?”  
 
    “No.” 
 
    Stan continued to stand silently, thinking, wrapping his mind around the scenario. “Okay, I’ll tell you what. I’ll give him a week—two-hundred and fifty dollars and a one week extension—if I can squeeze your tits.” He lowered his voice for the last part of his offer.  
 
    Anna’s heart stuttered. It wasn’t the best deal, but it was better than nothing, at no real cost to her. She stepped forward and pushed her chest out. “Go ahead,” she said. 
 
    He was slow to cup her tits with his hands, squeezing them gently at first and then more firmly after his initial feeler. Anna was happy she chose her little black piece of lingerie, which was doing a great job at holding the silicone moulds in place. “You’re a good friend. John’s very lucky,” Stan said. “But if you tell anyone about this, I’ll deny it. This better not be some way of blackmailing me.” 
 
    “It’s not,” Anna said. 
 
    Stan ran his thumbs over the slight lumps of her nipples and then let out a long, elated sigh. 
 
    “For the whole month, I’ll suck your dick,” Anna said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Stan’s eyes lit up and his lips parted. He was silent for a moment as he considered the very tempting offer. “An extra week,” he said. 
 
    “The whole month. Please,” Anna said. 
 
    “An extra week makes it two weeks total—that’s five hundred dollars and a two-week extension. That’s a lot of money, darling, no offence.”  
 
    Anna had to think about it. Could she find a job in two weeks, or would she just end up back in Stan’s apartment, begging for an extension again, finding herself back on her knees, sucking cock for a few days of shelter? “Fine,” she said. 
 
    She sunk down to her knees, doing her best to keep her composure. As she started to do away with Stan’s belt, he started to nestle his fingers into her hair. “That’s a girl,” he said softly, under his breath. She pulled away his belt and then she did away with his pants. She was hesitant to pull down his boxers, seeing the long bulge of his semi-erect cock pushing against the thin fabric. Instead of pulling them down, she reached into the access hole of his undergarment and pulled his big, uncircumcised cock out. She stroked it gently, watching the foreskin pull off of the bulging tip. He was a lot bigger than she’d anticipated.  
 
    Was it worth a week? Probably not, but what other choice did she have? She slowly began to stroke it with a firm grip, with the same theory as her date with Kurt: get him off quickly and get it over with. She could feel his veins beating, his cock growing, as she stroked the length of his hard rod. “You like that cock, don’t you?” Stan asked. 
 
    “I love it,” Anna said with a forced smile. She looked at the long, meaty member again. It really was a good deal for her: a few minutes of easy work for a few weeks of accommodation. And not only that, but there was the added bonus of the vindication—it still filled her with a warm energy, knowing men wanted to sleep with her and were willing to pay good money for it. Nothing proves you’re sexy like having men throwing hard-earned money at you, just for a few moments of intimacy.  
 
    She sunk the long erection into her mouth and began to suck. Stan let his head tilt back, his eyes closing as he let out a deep, long sigh. “Shit, that feels good,” he said. She bobbed her head back and forth, taking the entirety of his long rod into her throat. She did her best not to gag, but it was hard with his thick girth stuffing her tight throat. At least this time she knew what she was getting into—she knew what to expect. 
 
    Within a minute, she had him rock-hard, the tip of his cock a shade of red as it was trying to become impossibly harder. She noticed a trembling run through his legs as he let out a soft moan. “That feels so fucking good,” he said. She used her hand to stroke the length of his cock that wasn’t in her mouth. “I’ll make it another week if you let me fuck your pussy—three weeks total,” he said, biting his lip, trying his best to subdue his slowly approaching orgasm. 
 
    Anna didn’t have a pussy for him to fuck, but she did get an idea that sent a chill down her spine. “Four weeks,” she said, “and you can fuck me in the ass.” 
 
    He was slow to respond. “Fuck it, deal. Bend over.” 
 
    Anna stood up and pushed the straps of her dress off of her shoulders, letting her dress fall gently to the ground, revealing her slutty little piece of lingerie. She watched as Stan’s eyes lit up, giving up any ounce of regret he may have had about making the deal. Anna smiled and then turned around, bending over, showing off her exposed butt hole. “Go ahead,” Anna said, reaching between her thighs and running the tip of her finger over her tight hole, using the palm of her hand to ensure Stan didn’t see the bulge of her package (which, luckily, looked surprisingly like a plump camel toe).  
 
    Stan walked forward with his cock in his trembling hand. His body was hot, beads of sweat forming on his skin as testosterone surged through his veins. He pressed the tip of his cock up to her tight hole. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She’d never been fucked in the ass before—she’d never had as much as a pinkie finger in her asshole before, and now she was about to take a huge, thick cock. 
 
    He began to push in. Her immediate instinct was to clench, her body rejecting the penetrating cock. “Relax, baby,” he said. She took another deep breath, letting her muscles relax, but as he started to slide in deeper, she clenched again. It hurt, her bum hole being stretched out wide. She bit down on her tongue to stop herself from squealing out in pain. Just let him get it over with, she thought, it’s not going to kill you. 
 
    After yet another deep breath, she relaxed long enough for Stan to slide his long, throbbing erection in deep, until his pelvis was pressed up against her lace-clad butt. “How does that feel?” he asked. 
 
    It hurt like hell, but she didn’t want to ruin the moment. “It feels great, babe,” she said, her voice strained.  
 
    He started to slowly thrust in and out of her tush, bringing the tip of his swollen cock all the way to the rim of her rectum before pushing back in, pressing his big ball sack into her ass. With each penetration, he came down harder and faster, spreading her butt cheeks with his hands as he watched his cock slide in and out of the tight hole.  
 
    After a good dozen penetrations, the pain started to subside. Anna wasn’t sure whether her tush was just going numb or if she was starting to get used to the feeling of being pumped by a long, hard cock. More than anything, she was just happy to be getting it over with, happy to be getting another month’s worth of rent.  
 
    And then Stan changed his angle ever-so-slightly and pressed up against something that sent a warm jolt through Anna’s body. It was a rush of euphoria, her body suddenly becoming weak. She let out a soft moan and her body became limp. Stan caught her from stumbling over. “You okay?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah—right there, don’t stop,” she said, pushing her butt back, trying to get him to hit that sweet-spot one more time. He hit it again, dead-on, and then he hit it again and again. The warm jolts were becoming stronger and stronger. Her legs started trembling wildly. Her cock started to harden in her tight lingerie. Luckily, she was facing away from Stan so he couldn’t see. His cock suddenly felt incredible, unlike anything she’d ever felt before. “Harder!” she demanded. 
 
    He came down with strong thrusts, slapping her ass hard with his pelvis. The euphoria had grown so powerful, she surrendered to it. She started moaning. “Oh God! Oh God!” she said, over and over, her voice becoming higher and higher. She tried to control herself, but she couldn’t—the sensation was too amazing.  
 
    She felt a warm wet pool developing in her tight lingerie: she was coming. Stan had stimulated something so powerfully that she came, a huge, hot load, without even touching her cock. Her body shuddered and all of her muscles relaxed.  
 
    “Oh shit, I’m going to come,” Stan announced, digging his fingers into her skin. She was in too much pleasure to even notice his fingernails breaking skin. He came down with one final, strong plunge, and then she felt his hot load filling her up deep. “Holy shit,” she moaned, rolling her head from side to side.  
 
    Stan stumbled back, letting his creampie pour out, down her long, smooth legs. “Wow,” he said after a moment of silence. 
 
    Stan kept his promise, waiving John’s rent for the month. He was lucky, but once again, it was wasn’t a permanent solution, and John knew Stan wasn’t going to be willing to make the same trade every month. John needed a better solution. 
 
    And that afternoon, fate landed on his lap. His phone rang, and he answered. “Hello?” he said. 
 
    “Hi, is Anna there?” It took John a moment to recognize the voice: it was Kurt. 
 
    “Um, one second,” John said. He put the phone down, his heart skipping a beat. He went to close his windows, in case anyone decided to walk by his apartment and listen in. He returned to his phone. “Hi, this is Anna,” he said in his well-perfected female voice. 
 
    “Hi Anna, this is Kurt. We—uh—well, you remember me, right?” 
 
    She laughed. “Yes.” 
 
    “Correct me if I’m wrong, but did you not tell me that you worked as an accountant, and you were in-between jobs?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “Well, my company is in desperate need of a new accountant. If you’re still looking for a job, I might be able to help you out, and you might be able to help me out.” He brought her in for an interview, conducted the interview himself, and by the end of the day, she was employed with WalTek Industries, making even more money than she was making at her last job.  
 
    Before she was able to sign all of the employment documents, she had to take a trip down to city hall to get her name legally changed to Anna, and her gender legally changed to female. Stan was totally fine with Anna taking over John’s lease—he still had no clue that they were the same person. Once again, Anna felt like she was the master of her own life, in complete control of her destiny—and she was happier than ever, living her life as a woman. 
 
    And to think, none of it would have ever come about without whoring herself around for rent money. 
 
    THE END 
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