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Chapter 1
Inheritance
I was a simple man; a loyal husband, dedicated employee, and a loving son. My wife and I lived in a comfortable one bedroom house on the edge of the suburbs. It wasn’t anything flashy and certainly had it’s share of issues, but it was home to us. We never had money for anything extravagant or luxurious and we didn’t need it. We had a happy life, we loved one another and that was always enough for us. That is until one day when I received a mysterious envelop delivered to my house.
The delivery man required me to sign for the envelop, which I did eagerly. I didn’t receive much mail other than bills and ads, so a fancy letter requiring a signature was exciting. I walked back inside with the letter and found my wife, Sarah, sitting in the living room.
She looked up and smiled at me as I entered the room. Her face was still as beautiful as the day I met her. “Who was at the door, Ash?” she asked me.
“It was a delivery. A certified letter sent to me,” I replied.
I could tell she was curious. She jumped off of the couch and hurried over to me. “What does it say?” she asked.
I tore open the envelop and pulled out a letter. It was printed on thick decorative paper with a large signature on the bottom.
It read:
Dear Ashley Montgomery,

My name is Carl Richards, I was the personal assistant to your father, Joseph Montgomery. It is my unfortunate responsibility to notify you of your father’s passing. You have my deepest sympathies for your loss.

Please know that never having the chance to meet you was one of your father’s biggest regrets. He told me many times that he hoped he would some day find a way to reconcile his absence in your life.

A funeral for Joseph will be held on Sunday at 10am at St. Jude’s Cathedral downtown. There will be a reading of his will immediately following. You are listed on the will so I hope you can make it to accept your inheritance.

Sincerely,

Carl Richards

 
“Your father died? I thought you said he died when you were a kid?” asked Sarah.
I shrugged. “That’s what my mom always said,” I said. “I never met him or knew anything about him.”
Sarah pulled out her phone and began typing on it as she paced around the room. I continued to look at the letter in disbelief.
My father was alive this whole time and he lived in the same town?
“Your father was Joseph Montgomery?” Sarah exclaimed.
“Yeah, I guess so,” I replied.
“I just looked him up. He was a real estate developer worth millions!” Her tone was growing more excited with every word.
My eyes bulged wide open. “Really?”
“Yes! Look!” she walked back to me and showed me her phone. It showed an article about Joseph’s passing, detailing his life and legacy. He was indeed worth millions and the article said that he was unmarried and had no known offspring to inherit his vast fortune.
“I don’t know how to feel about all of this,” I said. “I hardly knew he existed and now he’s dead. How should I feel?”
“You should feel excited! You read the letter, it said that he wants to make things up to you and that you are included in his will. This guy was a deadbeat dad, Ash. You deserve whatever he intends to give you.”
I understood where she was coming from, but I still felt uneasy about everything. “I guess you’re right, but won’t it be weird going to his funeral?”
“We’ll just go, stand in the back and wait quietly until the will is read. The article said he had no known offspring so no one will know you who you are.”
I could tell she was dying to go. Personally, I wasn’t as interested, but in the end, I figured that if my now dead father wanted to give me something, then why not let him. At least then he would have provided me with something after a lifetime of absence. “You’re right. Alright then, we will go,” I said.
✽✽✽
 
When Sunday came around, I put on my best suit and Sarah put on a conservative black dress and heels. The church was full of people who knew him which allowed us to stick to Sarah’s plan of hiding in the back. But once the service began and everyone started to stand up to tell stories of how Joseph had helped them or been an important part of their lives, being at the funeral for the father I had never met grew awkward. Hearing each story about him helping all these strangers felt like a knife in my heart.
When it was finally over and people were leaving, we tried to find Carl. I noticed several men in front of the exit shaking the hands of everyone leaving so I decided to approach each one thinking that they might be someone in charge. I shook each of their hands and asked for their names. Eventually, I found a man who introduced himself as Carl Richards.
“Good to meet you, Carl. My name is Ash Montgomery. I received your letter in the mail this week about my father,” I said to him.
He looked at me confused. “You? You are Ashley Montgomery?” he asked, bewildered.
“Yes, sir. See, I have your letter right here,” I answered. I pulled out the letter he had sent me. He grabbed it and looked it over and then looked at me.
“Do you have any proof of identification?”
“Sure, just a second.” I pulled out my wallet and showed him my driver’s license.
“Oh my,” he said as he covered his mouth with his hand. “Very well then, please follow me.”
He lead us into a back room of the church where there was a gathering of people all wearing black. At the front of the room there was a man with a briefcase. He was staring at his watch, looking impatient.
“Excuse me, Lester!” shouted Carl to get the man’s attention. “Here’s the last person for the reading.”
The man looked up and said, “Ah, yes. Very good. Everyone, we will now be starting.” He put on his glasses and opened the briefcase, pulling out a stack of papers. “My name is Lester Clinton and I am the executor of the will for one, Joseph Montgomery.”
I scanned the room as everyone turned to face Lester. I saw many different reactions on the faces in the crowd. Some where holding back tears, some looked upset, and one in particular looked excited, Sarah.
“Oh my goodness, we’re going to be rich!” she whispered excitedly in my ear.
“Don’t get your hopes up, Sarah,” I replied.
Lester began reading a long list of bequests that included charitable donations, paintings to friends who had always admired them, a special watch to his former business partner, and more. We waited patiently until he finally got to the end.
Finally, Lester read, “And finally, I bequeath the remainder of my estate including my home and the remainder of my wealth to my long lost daughter, Ashley."




Chapter 2
Daughter
“Daughter?!” Sarah shouted. The whole room turned to look at the cause of the outburst, but she didn’t care. She was clearly pissed by the slip up.
“Relax, hun. I’ll take care of this,” I whispered to her. She grumbled next to me, but I could tell she was doing her best to stay calm. “Excuse me, Lester? I think there must be a mistake with that last part.”
He looked up at me with a discerning face and then returned his look to his papers. “No, I assure you that is what the will says, verbatim,” he said.
“But I’m Ashley Montgomery and I’m his son, not his daughter,” I said sheepishly.
Every head whipped back to stare at us again and there was a loud chorus of whispers between them. Everyone was suddenly discussing the major scandal occurring before them.
“Please settle down, everyone,” Lester said sternly. “The reading of will is now complete. If you have any questions, or issues, please come discuss them with me in private.”
The rest of the room stood up and huddled into small groups to discuss the drama. My drama. I felt sick knowing they were all talking about me. I grabbed Sarah’s hand for support, and led her up to the front to talk to Lester as everyone watched.
Lester was an older man in his 50’s. His hair was gray and wavy and he wore an old tweed jacket on top of khaki pants. As I approached, his eyes studied me from over his glasses.
“Hi, Lester,” I started as I pulled out my identification to show him, just as I had with Carl. “Here’s my identification, you can clearly see my birth name and gender. And here’s the letter that I received from Carl, inviting me to the funeral. Is it possible that this is a typo?”
Lester took the papers from my hand and looked them over. “Well, this is highly irregular,” he mumbled to himself. He handed the papers back to me and stared at me pensively as he tapped his chin with his index finger. “I’m going to have to consult with my superiors. Do you have a number I can reach you at?”
I gave him my phone number and then started to walk away, disappointed. However, Sarah stopped me and decided to ask her own question. “Umm, Lester? Can you tell us what Ashely’s inheritance might be valued at?”
Lester scanned his documents for the answer and then said, “Ahh, yes. It says here that Mr. Montgomery’s estate was valued at approximately $45 million.”
I felt Sarah’s fingers squeeze my arm tightly in excitement as she tried to keep a straight face. “I see, thank you,” she replied to Lester with a smile as she pulled me out of the room.
“Did you hear that, Ash? $45 million!” she exclaimed under her breath.
“I know. I heard. But that’s only if they award it to me. What if he actually had a daughter named Ashley they no body knew about?” I said.
“Are you sure you aren’t really a woman?” she joked.
I grabbed my crotch and laughed. “I know you know I’m not,” I said.
As we continued to leave the church, I could tell that the whole thing was still weighing heavily on Sarah. And I could understand why; $45 million was life changing money.
We got into the car and she looked at me with serious eyes. “What if it is a mistake, but they still don’t let you inherit it because of the technicality? What if we lose out on all of that money because of a silly typo? Because someone typed “daughter” assuming that your name belonged to a woman?”
I shrugged, not knowing what to say. “I guess we could find a lawyer and try to get it corrected. Carl might back us up on that. It would be easier if my mom were still alive, that’s for sure.”
“But what if that didn’t work?”
“I’m not sure what to tell you, Sarah. I’m still trying to wrap my head around all of this myself.”
She paused for a moment and then looked back at me. “Would you… would you consider becoming a woman? So you would technically be his daughter and get the money that way?”
I burst out laughing. “That’s a good one, Sarah, but I don’t think it’s that easy to just become a woman.”
“I’m serious, Ash! This is for a lot of money!” Sarah said.
I sighed. “I don’t know, I guess that might be a conversation for us to have if that was our last resort, but we aren’t there yet so let’s not even think about that.”
Sarah relaxed back into her seat. “Alright, as long as you consider it an option,” she said.
“I consider it a last resort,” I laughed.
She looked back at me and placed her hand on my thigh, gently rubbing it. “I would be okay with it, just so you know,” she said sensually.
I glanced back at her, feeling uneasy. “Good to know, I guess.”
“It might even be sexy to be married to a woman,” she continued. “Seeing you walk around in some lacy lingerie and short little skirts. Don’t you think you might like that?”
I could tell she really wanted to get that inheritance no matter the cost, even if that cost was my manhood. To be honest, I had always been interested in trying on women’s clothing, but had never done it. Becoming an actual woman though was a far cry from just trying on some panties though.
I smiled at her and decided to not respond, hoping the conversation would end. And hoping that her idea would never need to be discussed again.




Chapter 3
Decisions
After a nerve wracking 24-hours, I finally received a call from Lester requesting me to come meet him in his office downtown. I told Sarah that I was going to run out to pickup a few things as I made my way out. I felt bad lying to her, but I didn’t want the added stress of her with me at this meeting. And I certainly didn’t want to hear any more about me becoming a woman.
I drove down to Lester’s office building and parked in the rear. As I knocked on his door, I felt my body start shaking with nerves.
In the next few minutes, I could find out if I will inherit a small fortune. This meeting could change my life forever!
Lester opened the door and showed me to a chair in front of his desk. He sat down on the other side and let out a long huff of air. “Thank you for meeting me here, Mr. Montgomery. As you can guess, this wasn’t a meeting that would be appropriate over the phone,” he said.
“Yes, of course. I understand,” I said, eager to learn the outcome of his research.
“I consulted with my colleagues and with Carl and, well…” He paused, looking like he was trying to find the right words to say. The added suspense was killing me. “You see, typically if there is a mistake on a will, it would become invalidated. But in talking with Carl, he said that Mr. Montgomery, your father, was convinced that you were in fact his daughter. He only learned your name when you were born and your mother refused to give him any additional information about you. Because he never met you, he believed you were his daughter.”
I nodded my head as I listened to Lester. It was all making sense. My mom had always told me he was dead so it was understandable that she never told him anything about me. And my name is much more commonly used for women these days so it was a logical leap for him to make.
“So what are you saying?” I asked, nervously.
“I guess what I’m trying to tell you is… we cannot invalidate the will. How it was written was correct in the eyes of your father. He believed you to be a woman so he bequeathed his estate to his daughter,” Lester said as he frowned.
I felt my heart drop. Inside I knew that this whole inheritance was new, unexpected, and in some ways, undeserved. Without it our lives would go on just as normal. But that didn’t change the fact that it could vastly improve our lives and now that I knew about it and that it was just out of my reach, I couldn’t help but yearn for it.
The more I thought about it the more frustration was boiling inside of me. I tried to hold in my emotions, but it was a challenge. I wanted to scream at him, to tell him that it was unfair, that it was clearly a mistake, but I didn’t want to risk it. He could still be a valuable asset if I was to find a way to get my inheritance and I didn’t want to turn him against me.
Finally, I replied. “So the inheritance can only go to a daughter of his named Ashley? What happens to it if there is no such person?” I asked.
“If no one successfully claims the inheritance within the next 30 days, then it will be donated to his favorite charity.”
Charity? Instead of his son who he never helped out despite the fact that he was a millionaire?
I continued to control myself, taking deep breaths and holding back my urges to shout out my feelings. “I see,” I said, even though none of it made any sense to me.
“You could try taking legal actions to have the will changed, but if that fails then you would have extensive legal fees to pay for with nothing to show for it. So you could end up losing money instead. And with such an unprecedented case, I’m really not sure how a judge might see it. It would be a risk,” Lester explained.
I could feel my heart start beating faster. I was feeling angry, confused, and… desperate. My mind flashed back to Sarah’s idea of me becoming a woman. Would that actually work? Would I be willing to transform myself into a woman just for money? A drop of sweat dropped from my forehead as I considered the idea.
It couldn’t hurt to just ask if that’s even feasible, right?
I loosened the collar of my shirt, trying to help cool myself off and breath easier. “What if…,” I stared. I couldn’t stomach saying it out loud. It was such an outlandish idea. Me? A woman? No one would believe that.
Lester cocked his head to the side, waiting for me to finish my question. “What if what?” he prompted me.
I looked down at his desk to avoid seeing his reaction as I finally blurted out my question. “What if I became a woman? Would I qualify as his daughter then?”
I kept my eyes down, too embarrassed to look at him. He remained quiet, either considering my question or too stunned to answer my crazy question.
Finally he answered. “You know, that might actually work,” he said. I was stunned to hear his positive response. I looked up at him and saw him looking at me pensively as he tapped his fingers together.
“R-really?” I muttered. “What would I need to do to qualify as his daughter?”
“You would need to take a DNA test first so we can insure that you are in fact Mr. Montgomery’s offspring and then you would need to legally change your gender. We would need proof of that and, well, to see you looking like a woman I suppose.”
I would have to legally become a woman? How embarrassing! Sarah did say she would be okay with it, though. And people would understand if I did it to get my inheritance. To become a millionaire. No one could blame me for that.
He continued. “You would need to get started quickly, however. Becoming a woman is no easy feat, as I’m sure your wife will attest to you.”
I took in a deep breath and then let it out through my mouth. “Okay. I can do this,” I said to myself out loud. “Thank you, Mr. Clinton. I’ll be in touch.”
We both stood up and he walked me to the door. He opened it and offered me his hand to shake. As we shook hands he said, “Please be careful, Mr. Montgomery. You’re leading yourself down a dangerous path in which there may be no returning. Please be sure this is what you really want.”
I gave him an understanding nod and then turned to leave. I wasn’t sure that this was what I wanted, but I knew it was what Sarah would want. And I knew that she wouldn’t accept ‘no’ for an answer.




Chapter 4
Last Time as a Man
I returned home with a feeling of dread. I knew I needed to be honest with Sarah, but I also knew how she would react. She would want me to become a woman so we could get the inheritance. I felt like it was a little unfair. It was my inheritance and would be my sacrifice to make, but she would reap the most rewards.
I walked inside and found Sarah working in the kitchen. She stopped what she was doing and turned to look at me, giving me a smile.
I can do this for her, right? Would it be so bad? We could have everything we ever wanted.
Her smile quickly faded as she crossed her arms and I saw anger igniting in her eyes. “So, how was your meeting with Lester?” she asked pointedly.
Shit. How did she find out?
I stared at her blankly as I debated what to say.
“Did you really think I wouldn’t find out, Ash?” she continued, her tone getting louder as she walked towards me. “Why would you try to hide this from me?”
I sighed. There was no avoiding the conversation now. “It’s was a delicate matter and I wanted to go alone so I could handle it as such,” I said. I knew it would just make her more upset, but it was the truth.
Her eyes squeezed into slits as she glared at me angrily. “And did you handle it, big man? Surely you must have with your delicate touch,” she spat out as her finger jabbed into my chest.
“Not quite,” I admitted. “But I’m not going to talk to you when you’re acting this way.”
She gritted her teeth and then walked away to the other side of the kitchen. She leaned against the countertop, her arms still crossed as she stared at me.
“Thank you,” I said. I proceeded to give her an update on the inheritance and she proceeded to get upset by the situation. She said she was ready to march down to his office and give him a piece of her mind, but I was able to talk her out of it.
“Did you at least ask him about my idea?” she asked.
I suddenly felt a large weight on my chest. I didn’t want to tell her the truth, but I knew I needed to. She would find out eventually and get even more pissed at me.
“Yes,” I admitted. “I did.”
Her eyes lit up with hope. “Well? What did he say?” she asked eagerly.
I took a deep swallow and closed my eyes as I told her the truth, “He said that it would work. If I legally became a woman, then I would qualify for the inheritance.”
My eyes were still closed tightly so I couldn’t see her reaction. But I suddenly felt it when I was bombarded by her body, her arms wrapping around me tightly. My eyes popped open to see her looking up at me.
“Why didn’t you just say that from the beginning? That’s amazing, Ash! We’re going to be rich!” she exclaimed.
My mouth was feeling dry and my knees weak. “Well, that’s if I decide to do it. To become a woman that is,” I said meekly.
“There’s nothing to discuss, Ash. You have to do it! It’s $45 million!” she shouted as she accentuated it by waving her arms.
I knew this is how she would react. She just wants the money. She doesn’t care that I have to become a woman for it.
“You would really want to be married to a woman?” I asked indignantly.
The look on her face suddenly changed from excited to loving. She put her hand on my cheek and said, “Ashley, baby. I would still be married to you and that’s all that matters to me. What you wear or how long your hair is, that’s all meaningless surface stuff.”
I was amazed. Maybe she did care and she was just more accepting than I had ever thought. I would still be me and she would be her. Nothing would really change between us just because I changed my appearance. And we would be rich!
I hugged her back and nuzzled my head against hers. We held each other tightly in silence for awhile until I felt her hand start to move. It slid from my back to my front and then downwards, into my pants. She grabbed my cock and started stroking it. It immediately started getting hard at the sensation of touch of her cool hand.
“Maybe we should have sex one last time while you’re still a man?” she whispered in my ear.
My instinct was to laugh at her joke knowing that this wouldn’t be the last time we had sex, but I didn’t want to ruin my chance. Instead, what escaped my mouth was a moan as she stroked my cock faster. I quickly swept her off her feet and carried her into the bedroom where I tossed her down on the bed. She let out an excited giggle as I threw myself on top of her.
My mouth attacked hers and her lips hungrily joined the battle. I grabbed her breasts through her shirt and knew it wasn’t enough. I pushed myself up to my knees and grabbed the bottom of her shirt, pulling it up. She raised her arms, letting it slide off her and exposing her breasts in her bra. I pulled them out and started groping them wildly with my hands as I licked her nipples, feeling them get hard at my touch.
I moved my head back up and we kissed again as my hand slid down her body to her pants. I slipped my hand in, under her tight pants. Under her panties. To her pussy. My finger ran along her lips as I felt her back arch under me. I ran my fingers up and down her lips, teasing her pussy as I stuck my tongue deep in her mouth and our kissing grew more passionate.
She began fumbling with the button on her pants as I continued to rub her pussy lips. She finally unzipped them and eagerly pushed them down, using her feet to kick them all the way off.
I quickly crawled out of bed and undid my belt and pants, removing them as fast as I could. I jumped back on top of her and grinned as I ripped down her panties, letting me see her wet pussy. I aimed my cock at it and slowly pushed it in.
She bit her lip as I entered her and filled her pussy with my cock. I started fucking her slowly, thrusting my hips back and forth to warm her up. Once I could tell she was ready for more, I started thrusting in harder.
The feeling of her pussy on my dick was intoxicating. We both moaned as I pounded her harder and she ground pussy on my dick. It felt so good.
I could feel my dick getting close to orgasming so I started thrusting harder, making her gasp and moan loudly. Her hands grabbed the bedsheets tight as her eyes squinted shut.
My dick was pulsing now as I kept going, my breath was growing heavy and sweat beading on my forehead. And then I couldn’t hold it in any longer and I felt my cock burst, filling her pussy with my cum. I groaned and then rolled onto my back as sweat dripped off my forehead. We each laid still for while, catching our breath.
Eventually Sarah propped herself up on her side and ran her finger along my chest.
“So, now that you’ve got your manliness out of your system. Are you ready to become a woman?” she asked.




Chapter 5
New Beginnings
I pushed my head back into my pillow, staring upwards at the ceiling. “Do we really have to do this already?” I groaned.
“Of course! We need to get the process started as soon as possible so we don’t lose out on that inheritance. You don’t want to becoming a woman for nothing, do you?” Sarah said.
I considered what she said and it made sense. Lester had said that I only have 30 days to legally become a woman.
I sighed, “Yeah, alright. I guess we can start.”
“Perfect,” she said. “To be honest, I’m actually a little excited. It’s going to be a lot of fun, for me at least.”
I sat up and gave her a mock smile. “Well, I’m so glad that you’re going to have fun,” I said sarcastically.
“You definitely aren’t going to have any with that attitude. Loosen up and have fun with it. Who knows? Maybe you will like it. It’s not so bad feeling like a sexy woman,” she said with a grin.
There’s no way I’m going to enjoy this. But this is going to be my life for awhile so I might as well make an effort.
“Yeah, yeah. So what’s the first step?” I said.
“When you think of a woman’s body compared to a man’s, what’s the first thing you think of?” she asked. 
“Easy. Breasts,” I answered.
She rolled her eyes at me. “Besides that.”
“Pussy?”
This time she sighed. “What’s something women do to their bodies that men don’t?”
“They take dick inside them.”
She smirked. “That’s not unique to women, dear,” she said. The way she said it unnerved me. “Fine. I’ll just tell you. We shave our bodies!”
I looked down at my hairy chest, crotch, and legs, and groaned. “That sounds like a pain in the ass to do!”
Sarah laughed loudly. “It definitely will be the first time, but it will get easier when you’re just maintaining it.”
“Do I really have to?” I whined.
“Forty. Five. Million. Trust me, shaving your body is worth it,” she replied emphatically.
I groaned as I climbed out of bed. “I know, I know. I’ll do it,” I said begrudgingly as I trudged into the bathroom to shave.
✽✽✽
 
I walked out of the bathroom feeling... weird. I was naked and my legs and body were now hairless and still smooth from the shaving cream. With the exception of my face, I had never shaved any part of my body before and it all felt so... strange.
Sarah heard me return to the bedroom and turned to face me. “Look at you!” she exclaimed. “It’s amazing how body hair can make the difference between looking manly and feminine.”
I looked down at my hairless body. “Surely I can’t look feminine already,” I said in disbelief.
“No, not exactly, but now it’s like we have a blank slate to work with. Now I can turn you into the perfect woman,” she said with a smirk.
The idea of becoming a woman still made me uneasy. How far would I have to take this transformation? How far did Sarah want me to take it? How far would I let it go?
“So now what?” I asked hesitantly.
She looked at me pensively then started towards the bathroom. “Hold on a second,” she said. She came back holding a bottle of lotion and walked towards the bed. There was a box on the bed and I watched as she reached in to grab something from it. “Sit down,” she instructed me.
I sat down on the bed, assuming that she was about to rub lotion on me. I recalled seeing her lotion her legs after shaving before so it was a logical assumption. She approached me and kneeled down in front of me.
“Just lean back and relax,” she said.
I decided to let myself fall back into the bed. I had a feeling that I would need to save my strength both physically and mentally, so why not just close my eyes and relax while she rubbed lotion on me. Just as my back hit the blankets behind me, I felt the cold touch of the lotion on my legs. The first touch made me flinch from the new sensitivity of my hairless skin.
Sarah continued working her hands up my legs, gently yet firmly rubbing the lotion in. “This will help your legs keep hydrated. If you don’t moisturize them then your skin will dry out and we can’t have that if you’re going to look like a woman,” she said.
“Makes sense,” I mumbled. I was starting to enjoy her hands on me, especially as she worked her way up my legs. The feeling of her hands on my inner thighs sent shivers through me as grew closer to my dick.
Soon the pretense was lost and her hands were on my dick. I felt her hands on my balls and then it felt like she pushed my dick through something. I wasn’t sure what she was doing, but I enjoyed the attention.
Then I felt something cover my dick and push it back. I quickly raised myself up to see what she was doing, but just as my eyes locked onto what she had put on my dick it was too late. She was removing the lock from some plastic device that was imprisoning my dick.
“What the hell is that?” I asked in shock.
“Oh, this? It’s a chastity cage,” she said casually as she ran her finger along the small pink cage. “If you’re going to be a woman, you can’t have a dick, silly.”
“So you’re just going to lock it up in some weird plastic prison forever? What if I’m horny and need to cum? What if we want to have sex?” I asked. With each question that popped into my head, more concern grew.
“Let’s just try it and see how it goes. Maybe you will like it,” she answered.
“Hah! Why would I like not being able to touch my dick or cum?” I laughed out.
She looked up at me with a raised eyebrow. “Why do you men like any of the perverted things that you do? Just give it a try, Ash. Do I need to mention the money again? This is going to help hide your dick and make you look more like a woman. We can’t have you show up with a bulge in your dress.”
She had a fair point and it sounded like it would just be temporary. Just until I could claim my inheritance. I gave in. “Fine,” I pouted.
I reached down the grabbed the plastic device that was now connected to my dick and balls. It was surreal to touch what looked like my dick, but to have no feeling. I sighed. This was my life now. My manhood was becoming overtaken with femininity. I hoped it would just be temporary, but I had a feeling that it would last a lot longer than that.
Sarah stood up and went back to her side of the bed where she had some clothes laid out. “Ready to get dressed?” she asked me.
“Might as well get it all over with,” I groaned as stood out of bed.
“Get it all over with?” Sarah laughed. “Babe, this is just day one of dressing like a woman.”
Damnit, she’s right. Hopefully it’s not uncomfortable.
I just shrugged my response.
“First the underwear,” she said as she tossed me some clothes.
I picked up a bra and pair of panties off of the bed and looked at them. They were both yellow and lacy. I was glad that they at least weren’t bright pink, but still they looked very girly. I lowered the panties and stepped into them, pulling them up and on. Next, I reached my arms through the bra straps and connected the hooks behind me. I adjusted it along my chest until it was comfortable.
“Looking good,” Sarah said with a grin on her face. She looked like she was trying to hold herself back from laughing at me. “Now for the dress.”
She tossed me a large, yellow dress and I quickly realized that she had matched my new underwear to my dress. I inspected the dress to try to figure out how to put it on. It didn’t have any zipper so I just put it on over my head then pulled it down so that the straps where snug on my shoulders.
I walked over to our full length mirror and took a look at myself. The dress was a long and flowing sun dress. Although it went down to my ankles, it was so aery underneath that I felt like I was naked.
I turned back to look at Sarah and said, “I look ridiculous.”
“Don’t worry, baby,” she said. “We’re just getting started.”




Chapter 6
One Step Closer
Over the next few days I continued to let Sarah dress me in her clothes. Wearing women’s clothing was very awkward at first as it was such a stark change from the normal boxers, jeans, and t-shirt that I wore. But the more I wore the lacy panties, bras, and long, flowing dresses, the more I got used to them. And started to like them.
But now Sarah wanted to take me out shopping for new clothes so I could stop wearing hers. She insisted that we could spend as much money as we wanted and just charge it all to our credit card because soon we would be rich. She said that whatever we spent on this mission would help get us to that goal. I was uneasy about going shopping and spending money that we didn’t yet have and to make matters worse, she wanted me to wear a dress out in public. Luckily, I was able to talk her out of that this time as long as I agreed to buy myself a new wardrobe.
We went shopping at one of her favorite stores. She helped me pick out new dresses, pants, shirts, panties, and bras. For some reason, she insisted on having me buy some lingerie as well, garter belts, stockings, and even a corset. I couldn’t fathom ever wearing them, but she was insistent so I just went long with it. She also picked out some sexy new lingerie for herself which enticed me to buy mine as the thought of us both wearing lingerie and fooling around made my dick swell up in its chastity cage.
Though after just these few short days of wearing my new chastity cage, everything seemed to get me more aroused. Not being able to touch my dick or jerk off for this long was already maddening and I was quickly growing desperate to get out, which was another reason why I was so agreeable with Sarah’s ideas and plans.
It didn’t help that Sarah seemed hornier than ever. I don’t know if it was my shaved body and wearing women’s clothing, the possible inheritance, or both, but she was happier and perkier than ever. I would have loved it if not for this chastity cage since she refused to take it off until we were rich. Instead, she just groped me, kissed me, and ordered me to pleasure her. It all drove me crazy.
When we returned home from shopping, my arms were filled with shopping bags. I followed Sarah into the bedroom where I set the bags down on the bed. She proceeded straight to my closet and slammed it open. I watched as her fingers brushed along my old clothes and she started ripping them off of the hangers, tossing them onto the ground.
“Hey! What are you doing?” I yelled at her in disbelief and anger.
She didn’t stop what she was doing. “We obviously need to make room for your new wardrobe. I’m simply removing some of your old man clothes that I never liked. Don’t worry, I’ll keep some,” she explained. I continued to watch her as she tossed out my favorite shirts which she had apparently disliked. She finally stopped for a moment and turned to look at me. “Speaking of which, now that we’re home, take that mess off and toss it into the pile. It’s time to become a woman again.”
I sighed at her demands, but begrudgingly got changed as that was the deal we had struck. Another part of the deal was that I would still wear panties underneath my clothes. I got undressed until I was wearing just the black thong I was wearing and then started looking through the shopping bags for something new to wear. I was at least feeling better having my own clothes to wear instead of having to let Sarah pick something out for me from her closet.
I decided to wear a black bra that closely matched my black thong, a black blouse with puffy sleeves that ended just above my elbows, and a short maroon skirt that fell just above my knees. I had pushed for longer skirts and dresses, but Sarah was adamant that I needed short ones. She said it would make me feel sexier and in turn would aid in helping me feel more like a woman sooner. So far, as I put everything on, I imaged that I still looked silly wearing women’s clothing so it was hard to feel sexy. I knew that it just looked odd and silly because it was new and that I would get passed it. For now, I just had to embrace how much I was enjoying how it felt to wear.
By the time I was done getting dressed, my closet looked empty and Sarah was staring at me. “Don’t you just look dark and mysterious? I could eat you all up,” she said.
She started approaching me with a fiery look in her eyes and a mischievous grin on her face that told me she really did want me. But just as she reached out to grab me, she was distracted by the doorbell ringing.
“Those must be the other supplies I ordered!” she exclaimed as she quickly turned and ran out of our room. Once she was gone I felt a pang of disappointment as my dick pressed hard against its cage. I plopped myself down on the bed to await her return, hoping that she would still be in the mood when she did.
She came back minutes later holding a large box which she placed on the bed. Her face was glowing with excitement as she opened the box and pulled out the first items. She held them in her hand and appeared to squeeze them before she tossed them to me. “Put those in your bra, they will make it look like you have breasts.”
I picked the objects up off of the bed. They were flesh colored and were squishy bags that resembled breasts. They even had nipples. I slid each one down my shirt and into my bra then looked down. It actually did look like I had breasts now. I grabbed my new boobs through my shirt and they actually felt real, too. “Oh, wow,” I let out as I fondled myself.
As I continued to admire my chest, Sarah walked towards me. I felt her place something on my head and noticed hair dangling in front of my face. It was dirty blonde hair that was much longer than my own. “What’s this?” I asked.
“You can’t be a woman without beautiful long hair. You will need to wear this wig from now on. Until you can grow out your own hair,” she replied. She pet my new hair a few times before returning to the box. “I hope this last thing fits. It was hard to find in your size.”
She removed a smaller box from the big box and set it down in front of me. Upon opening it up, she revealed two high heeled shoes.
“You can’t be serious,” I exclaimed as my eyes darted back and forth between the heels and her.
She crossed her arms and stared at me. “I bought all of this stuff for you so you could feel more like a woman. They are all important components to not only becoming a woman, but proving to Lester or whomever that you are one. You need to learn how to wear them. Now put them on.”
I tried to hide my annoyance at her forced progression. She was constantly reminded me that I was doing this for a large sum of money and I knew I needed to just suck it up and do whatever it took to achieve our goal. I grabbed the shoes as I kicked my legs off the side of the bed. One by one I slipped them on to my feet and then set my feet on the ground. I wobbled briefly as I stood up. Sarah offered me her arm to hold on to.
Sarah had a smile on her face as she watched me start learning to walk in them. “One step closer to making you a woman. And me rich,” she said.




Chapter 7
Becoming a Woman
I continued to walk around the bedroom wearing my new high heels, breasts, and wig. Occasionally, I stole glimpses of myself in the mirror and each time I was surprised by how much more feminine the new pieces made me look. The more I walked, the more confident I grew in my heels and with my new look. And I was starting to like it. I liked the feeling of the skirt brushing against my hairless legs with each step. I liked the feeling of power with each clink of my heels on the ground. I liked all of it. It was intoxicating.
Sarah watched me with glee, growing more excited with each passing moment. Eventually, when I felt my feet start hurting, I stopped in front of her to take a break. “Is that enough practicing?” I asked her.
She answered me by grabbing my waist and tossing me down on to the bed next to her. She quickly threw herself on top of me and started kissing my neck.
“Mmm,” I let out as her mouth traveled up towards my mouth. At the same time her hand traveled down my body until she reached my skirt. She lifted it up and started rubbing my chastity cage through my panties as we made out.
My dick started pushing against its cage, straining to get hard, as I moaned. I needed to get out so badly. To get inside her. My lips broke away from hers and then kissed her cheek. They moved up her cheek towards her ear. “Take it off,” I whispered.
Her hand abruptly stopped stroking my cage and she pushed herself up, away from me. “Oh, no. You know the deal. You don’t get your cage off until you make me rich,” she said, almost laughing.
My head melted back into the pillow in disappointment. “Seriously?” I asked, even though I already knew she was.
“Of course. I need to make sure you don’t lose sight of our goal. To keep your eyes on the prize,” she answered. “I can give you a little taste of what sex as a woman would be like though. If you’re interested.”
I wasn’t sure what she meant, but I felt like I need something more. Anything more. “Okay,” I replied hesitantly.
Without warning, she suddenly pulled off my skirt and panties. She stuck her middle finger in her mouth and pushed it in and out of her mouth a few times. When she pulled it out, it glistened with saliva.
I stared at it, wondering what she was going to do with it. Was she just mocking me by sucking her finger instead of my dick? Then I rapidly had my answer as she stuck it up my ass.
“Woah! Woah!” I yelled out as she pushed it further in.
“Settle down and relax. Stop clenching. I’m already inside, just give it a try,” she said.
I closed my eyes and grabbed the bedsheets. I tried to relax as I felt her finger pulling back, taking deep breaths in and out.
Then she pushed it back in. Harder. I groaned at the feeling. She kept going in and out, pushing it deeper. Soon, I could feel her knuckles on my cheeks as she pushed it all the way in. She was fucking me and the more she did, the more I started to like it. And the more I wanted more. I lifted my ass up towards her and started pushing it against her finger.
“Mm, yeah. You like getting fucked, don’t you?” she said sensually.
I let out another moan and then breathed out, “Yes!”
Her other hand went back to my cage, gently rubbing her fingers along the plastic cover. It was becoming too much to take as my dick throbbed inside.
“That’s right. You’re going to like becoming a woman for me,” she continued, still fucking me with her finger.
I was surprised by how much I liked the feeling. How much I liked her finger moving inside of me. But there was something wrong. It was as if I had an itch I couldn’t quite reach. Her finger felt like it was just too short to get where I needed it.
“More,” I moaned. “Give me more.”
She quickly stopped, pulled her finger all the way out, and stood up, out of the bed. “That’s enough for now. You know how to get more if you want it,” she said as she left for the bathroom.
I pulled my panties back up and pushed myself up against the headboard of the bed as I caught my breath.
That was… unexpected.
I couldn’t believe I had let her do that to me and that I had liked it so much. Sarah was definitely pushing me hard to follow through with this transformation to get my inheritance and now I was starting think that it wouldn’t be so bad. I just needed to commit to it. And I thought I was ready to do just that.
I grabbed my phone off of the nightstand and started researching how to make it official. When I found the required paperwork online, I filled it out and submitted it with growing feelings of excitement and fear. The website told me that I needed to appear in person tomorrow to have a new picture taken for my updated ID card.
I can’t believe I’m doing this! Tomorrow my new life begins.
✽✽✽
 
The next day I woke up and immediately got dressed. I wore a loose fitting white blouse that I tucked into my tight women’s blue jeans. The jeans had a small crotch that really compressed my chastity cage between my legs and almost completely hid the fact that I had a penis. I didn’t have any shoes to wear other than my heels, so I wore those. Sarah helped apply my make up and put on my wig.
When she was all done, I felt my nerves working overtime as I knew it was finally time. Time to go out into the world as a woman for the first time.




Chapter 8
Earning My Inheritance
Sarah joined me as we went to get my new identification picture taken. She held my hand tightly, squeezing it on occasion to lend me her support. We waited for what felt like an eternity in line until we finally reached the counter. They had me pose for the picture and then printed me out a new, temporary ID.
With my new ID in hand proving my transition to becoming a woman complete, I hurried out of the building and back into the car, pulling Sarah with me as I longed to get out of public view. Once we were back in the car I let out a deep breath that I had been holding in. As I calmed myself, Sarah squealed in excitement next to me.
“You did it, Ash! This paper should be enough to prove to Lester that you’re officially a woman,” she said as she bounced on the seat. “Why don’t we go give him a surprise visit and get what’s rightfully ours!”
I stared at the paper in my hand. It was surreal to see my name with “Gender: Female” printed on the next line. And now that I had this paper, it was time to pay Lester a visit and finally get all of this sorted out, just as Sarah had said. I turned on the car and made my way to his office.
When Lester opened his office door he was clearly surprised to see Sarah and me. “Mr. Montgomery?” he asked as he squinted his eyes and leaned in close to my face, trying to tell if it was really me.
“Call me Ashley,” I said, using a more feminine voice that Sarah had taught me on the drive over. “I’ve come to collect my inheritance.”
“Oh, uhh, well… Please come in and have a seat,” he said as he backed up and went to sit down at his desk. Sarah and I joined him in the chairs on the other side. He cleared his throat and then said, “I hope you didn’t expect to just dress up as a woman to be able to claim that you are one.”
I rolled my eyes at him as I extended him my temporary identification. “I got my gender legally changed. Here’s my temporary ID as proof,” I said.
He took the paper and looked it over. “I see. I see,” he muttered as he adjusted his glasses and scanned over the document. “Everything all seems to be in order, but I’m still not sure this is enough. Anyone could just get their gender legally changed, but is that really enough to prove they’re a woman?”
Rage was building up inside me. “Are you serious? Look at me? I’ve shaved myself, I’ve bought a new wardrobe, I’ve put on makeup, and gone out in public wearing women’s clothing. I’m fully committed to being a woman!” I shouted.
“That’s right she has!” Sarah chimed in next to me.
Lester looked pensive as his hand came up to rub his chin. “Fully committed have you? Well I supposed there is one way for you to really prove that,” he said.
I was unnerved by his tone. “And how is that?” I asked apprehensively.
He set his glasses down on his desk as he leaned back in his chair. His hands began to unbuttoned his pants and then I heard them unzip.
He’s not seriously suggesting what I think he is, is he?
I looked over at Sarah whose eyes were wide in shock. She returned my look and gave me a hesitant shrug. I looked back at Lester and saw that he was no longer suggesting anything, he had his dick out and was stroking it.
“Well?” he asked.
Sarah leaned towards me and whispered, “$45 million, Ash! $45 million!” She gave me a pat on the back as if to both support me and tell me to get started.
I took a deep swallow and then stood up, slowly making my way around the desk to Lester. He turned his chair to give me room. I knelt down in front of him and stared at his exposed dick. It was a sizable cock that was now fully erect. I reached out and grabbed it as he let go.
I looked up at Lester and he gave me a nod, telling me that I had to do it. I looked back at Sarah and she gave me a similar nod, telling me that she was okay with it. Finally, I looked back at the dick as I leaned forward and watched it enter my mouth.
I pushed my mouth down over the cock, taking as much in my mouth as I felt comfortable with. My lips wrapped around it as I moved my head back. I was expecting it to taste disgusting. To be repulsed by the feel of it. Men weren’t supposed to suck dick so I shouldn’t like how it taste or felt. But it wasn’t any of those things. It just tasted like skin and the feeling wasn’t bad.
I continued running my lips back and forth along the dick while I started to run my tongue along the bottom each time. I didn’t really know what I was doing so I tried to think of how Sarah would give me a blow job and tried to emulate that. Lester was starting to squirm in his chair so I felt like I must be doing something right.
Sarah was suddenly squatting next to me, watching. “Really work the head. Men love when you do that,” she said, coaching me. I did as she instructed and felt Lester’s body tense as he released a moan.
I was surprised how much I was getting into it. My movements were becoming fluid and feeling more natural, like my body knew exactly what to do and was taking over me. At this point, even if I wanted to, I don’t think I would be able to stop. So I kept taking his cock in my mouth. The more I sucked, the deeper I let it go inside me as my desire for more grew.
“Look at you go. You’re a natural cock sucker,” I heard my wife say next to me. Her words seemed to wake up my dick as it started growing in its cage. I was a cock sucker. And I liked it.
I could feel his dick getting harder inside my mouth as it started throbbing and pulsing. I started stroking it with my hand as I continued to suck. Lester’s fingers dug into the arms of his chair as his back suddenly arched.
“Oooh!” he let out as I felt his dick erupt inside me. I gagged at the first feeling of cum shooting into the back of my mouth, but once I realized what it was, relaxed and let it happen. I stopped moving my head and let the cock finish pumping. When it had, I pulled my mouth off of it, sucking the remaining cum off of it.
“Finish the job. Swallow it,” Sarah whispered into my ear. I obeyed, feeling his cum slide down my throat. I could feel my dick throbbing in its cage now, so turned on by what I had just done. I looked up at Lester and felt like I needed more. Like I wasn’t yet satisfied. He was though. And he was clearly in no state to provide what I now craved.
I watched as he opened his eyes and slouched back into his chair, his body relaxing. He looked down at me and smiled as he said, “Congratulations, Mrs. Montgomery. The inheritance is yours. You’re going to be a very rich woman.”
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After months of struggling to keep their business afloat, Eric and his business partner, Amy, finally managed to arrange a meeting with a potential investor. But before his arrival, they learn of an odd requirement their potential investor has for businesses he finances. They all must have hired a secretary.
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