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Teaser

“His hand moved like a snail to my pair of panties. His eyes looked for my permission. I nodded, and as his hands trembled, he lowered them to my knees. I let the pair fall to my ankles, and then kicked it to the other side of his room.

I had a rubber strap-on with me. I tied the cord to make sure the strap-on was going to be in place, and then climbed the bed. I straddled the skipper, my mind overwhelmed with many different thoughts.

And one of them stood out. After being subjected to his humiliation for so long, I was now the one putting him back in his place…”
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Chapter 1

Iswear, I was cleaning everything on the ship. That’s when he showed up, almost out of nowhere. He was supposed to be in his quarters, charting our destination. Why the hell did he need to come out now? To check up on us? To make sure we were working as intended? And why the hell did he need to be the only man on this ship? How could they have thought he was a suitable captain?

He threw his arms over his head and shouted something unintelligible, like an animal’s call for mating or something like that. My body shivered at the sound as the ship continued to sway in the ocean. Around us, there was nothing. No land, no nothing, and I was wondering when we were going to find a certain America. Did that land even exist?

He came to me and said, his voice low and tainted with his impetus to show he’s better than all of us, “So, you think that’s clean enough?”

I was cleaning this wooden thing of the ship. I didn’t really know the name. I wasn’t the one who designed or made it, after all.

I took a good look at him, and then at the wooden thing I was cleaning. It shone under the hot light of the sun. Why was he so obsessed with that, I had no idea, but he kept coming here to make the same damn questions. Is it clean enough? You think it’s clean?

Yes, it’s fucking clean! I wanted to bash his head against it and call it a day.

But I couldn’t. He was the captain, and despite being an asshole, he was the only one who knew how to charter our path to America.

“Yes, skipper. It’s clean. I’m doing my best here.”

“Nonsense!” He threw his finger at my face. “Clean this shit up, or I’m going to make you lick it.”

He straightened up his posture in a wink and walked away, eventually reaching one of the other sailors. Jesus. I knew I should go back to cleaning this wooden thing, but I couldn’t. He went on to pester another of the sailors, and I hated him so much right now.

Her face grimaced and her eyes blinked out of pain. She was suffering so much. I truly wished now, more than ever before, to do something about him – something that wouldn’t kill him, but that would teach him what his place here actually was.

That was something for another time, I thought. After the sun disappeared on the horizon and the moon rose in the sky, I was lying on my bunk. Sounds of people murmuring and creaking of the ship’s joints filed the atmosphere.

In my hands, I had a book on feminization. The art of how to transform men into women without killing them. Yes, that’s it. I had a sudden moment of realization, like a light bulb lighting up in my head.

I could humiliate him. The captain had always been very feminine, and so, I knew he wouldn’t complain about being subjected to that. After all, he wore pink and red clothes, tended to sashay around more often than he should, and had in his quarters a collection of rag dolls that he shouldn’t have – that’s something I learned on a rare day he forgot to close his door.

The door of our bunk room slammed open and I readied for an attack – we had been sailing for so long without finding another ship, after all. But then, I spotted him. Shepard, the captain, and he was dragging with him one of his sailors.

He threw her in front of him and shouted, “May this be a good night of learning. She thought she could rob me. Me! In my quarters.” A moment of pause. “But I’m not going to kill her. She will be here, she will continue to work here, and she’ll forever be mine.”

He slammed the door close, and the bunk room fell into an unnerving silence. Enough is enough. I’m going to teach him he can’t be doing those things to us no more, I thought.

I got off the bed with only one intention in mind. My friends’ eyes shot wide when I mentioned to them what we were going to do. I grabbed their makeup boxes – which they didn’t need to bring to a trip like this one, but were going to come in handy now anyway – and then hurried out through the doorway.

I banged on the captain’s door. He threw it open, and when his head popped into view, I punched him hard. He stumbled and fell on his bed. I climbed up to him so quickly he had no time to react, and then punched him one more time. His body went lifeless.

I opened the box and began to paint his face. First the concealer, then the lipstick, and then this and that. A smile formed on my face. This was going to work, and when he woke up, he was going to realize he wasn’t a man anymore, but a sissy.

And, he was going to find out that’s what his life was missing. All this time, he thought he was a man. Not anymore. I was so fucking glad I had that book.

I got off Shepard and took a good look at him. The makeup was done, and now, it was up to him to finish up the rest.


Chapter 2

Awild, girly scream woke me up. I fluttered my eyes open, meeting the light of the sun as it penetrated the gaps of the ship’s hull. My friends were all behind the closed door, some with their ears on the wood to better hear what was happening beyond it. I moved over to them, carefulness defining my steps, and when I opened my mouth to ask what was going on, the door slammed open.

Some of my friends were knocked over, and others didn’t get up.

In the doorway was standing… someone who was one the captain, but now, was anything but. His facial features were still the same, but he had his makeup on. It was still the same I applied to him last night.

A huge smile defined his masculine face, and his eyes gleamed with joy. I knew he was going to feel that way. “It’s like I’ve been born anew!” He shouted, happiness in his words. “I should have known this was all I needed.”

He hopped around the bunk room, throwing his arms over his head as if he was a cartoon character. He was even singing some kind of song in Dutch I couldn’t recognize. Everyone, including me, was mesmerized at the reaction. We couldn’t move. I knew he was going to take it well, but I didn’t know it was going to be like… this.

He hopped out of the bunk room, and the sailors and I clogged the doorway. We then followed him out to the main part of the exterior of the ship, where we had the flags and all that stuff. The skipper was still hopping around, throwing his arms over his head like, indeed, he had found his true calling.

That’s when I made a decision. I was going to continue his feminization process.

I opened my small chest with my clothes and picked up a red dress. It’s something I brought just in case we found a civilization just like ours. It was given to me by my late husband. Since I began to work as a sailor, I hadn’t needed it for anything. I might as well give it to the captain, I thought.

A dirty smile painted my face. If the skipper loved the makeup, he was going to enjoy wearing a bra and panties even more.

I snuck into his quarters at night. The door was unlocked. Maybe he left it open on purpose, or not. Whatever’s the case, it made my job easier.

He was snoring when I got into his room and closed the door. Saliva coursed from the corner of his mouth. Damn, he was a heavy sleeper.

I crouch-walked to him to make as little noise as possible, and then, carefully and slowly, I put the dress on him. The whole time doing that, I was sweating. He could wake up and find me here, and then, who knew what would happen. Fear made me consider all the possibilities while I made sure the dress looked its best on him.

It was red like the color of a healthy rose, and it fit him. Despite being a man, the captain was quite skinny. I should be thankful that’s the case with him, and I was. This could all have been made much harder if he were one of those guys who worked out often.

I then crouch-walked my way back to the outside of his quarters, and wiped the sweat off my forehead. Phew. I thought he would wake up or something when I was there. I glanced behind me, and my ears picked up only the sound of his snoring. Still sleeping like he had nothing to worry about…

I went to bed and was woken up by a loud thud. I sat up straight on the bed in a flash. My eyes picked up the most unusual sight of my life. In the doorway was standing the captain again, and this time, he didn’t have only the stuff I gave him.

He also had a wig. I had no idea where he got it from. Maybe he stole it somehow from one of his sailors, or maybe he always had with him. Whatever’s the case, he was a changed man now. He needed now one last thing only to become a full sissy, and that was a good depilation.

He hopped around the ship, and for the first time since we sailed to the Americas, we had a carefree day. He didn’t complain at us, didn’t bother us, and didn’t pester me about the wooden thing that couldn’t be cleaned more than it already was.

Before nighttime, I knocked on the door of his room. He had a huge, winning smile on his face. It was like he couldn’t believe his luck. I couldn’t help but smile too. However, I was smiling because I couldn’t believe he took the feminization thing this well. It wasn’t really humiliating him, was it? It was more like bringing him to his true world.

I told him about the depilation, and he went along with it like it was the most common thing in the world. I shaved his legs, his balls, armpits, and the rest of the hair on his body. By the time I was done, he looked about 10 years younger. The transformation was stunning, and seeing him now, like this, empowered me.

He liked me now, or as much as he could. And he and I became friends, I guess. I told him all about being a woman, and he couldn’t blink while listening to my words. That’s when our roles on the ship reversed. Skipper Shepard wasn’t the captain anymore. The women took over, and now, he was dependent on us. He couldn’t do anything without us, and lived to please each and every one of his former sailors.

We reached land and now, more than ever, he needed to satisfy us.


Chapter 3

The ship swayed when I opened the door. Lying on his bed was the skipper, and he looked anything but his former self. He could pass for a woman now, and nobody would be the wiser. They wouldn’t know he’s a man unless he took off his dress.

And, he looked so cute. He was my pet project now.

His face was one of absolute joy. He had a dirty smile to complement the rest of his body. I even put some cushions underneath his bra pads to make sure he looked even more like a woman. His ass had always been very round and big. I didn’t need to do anything about it to make it look feminine.

I began to unbutton my shirt. His eyes watched me with the intent of a killer. He couldn’t blink. Despite the breeze of the ocean, his room was as hot as a furnace. I was already sweating without doing much, as was he.

I finished unbuttoning my shirt and let it fall to the floor. It made no sound. I then began to tug down my pants. I stepped out of them and padded to the former skipper.

Well, maybe ‘former’ wouldn’t be the right word, but on paper, he was still the captain.

His hand moved like a snail to my pair of panties. His eyes looked for my permission. I nodded, and as his hands trembled, he lowered them to my knees. I let the pair fall to my ankles, and then kicked it to the other side of his room.

I had a rubber strap-on with me. I tied the cord to make sure the strap-on was going to be in place, and then climbed the bed. I straddled the skipper, my mind overwhelmed with many different thoughts.

And one of them stood out. After being subjected to his humiliation for so long, I was now the one putting him back in his place.

His hand meandered to my clit. I knew he wanted to please me as he did to so many of his sailors, but with me, he needed to be more careful. His eyes looked for permission once more. If he did one thing I didn’t like, he knew his punishment would be more severe than the sissification.

I nodded, and his hand went to my clit. I felt his finger rubbing it, the sensation it created like no other. It had been so long since someone did that to me. I closed my eyes and thought of my husband. When he was alive, he was the submissive partner. He always had been. The captain doing everything I wanted was like an extension of my former life.

He rubbed my rosebud slowly and carefully, making sure he was bringing me to my orgasm. I felt it clogging my pussy, building up, rising, and then, it splashed. It surged throughout my body, making it rock. My cunt juices dripped onto Shepard’s little cock.

He was so small. He must have been compensating this whole time.

He inched his hand back to him. I got off Shepard, and then turned him over with ease. I lifted his dress, exposing his butt. He was so ready for this. His asshole was so fucking tight. It was like he was protecting himself against my penetration.

However, it was inevitable. It was going to happen now one way or another.

I spat on my hand and worked his orifice, feeling the ridges and the troughs. His body was so warm he was sweating like there wouldn’t be a tomorrow. I put one finger inside, and then another, just loosening him up. In the meantime, not only was I cherishing this - the thought of being dominating again -, but it was also overloading my senses. I orgasmed again without doing much.

“Please, be careful,” he said, whimpering.

Oh, I was going to be careful with him alright. A dirty smile appeared on my face. I parted his cheeks even more and then pressed my strap-on against his hole. He grimaced, but didn’t offer any resistance.

I pushed on, breaking the initial barrier, and then buried the rubber all the way inside his anus. His whimpering grew louder. I was feeling as if I had a real cock.

I then began to pound into his tight arsehole, driving him crazier. Yelping replaced his whimpering. Who would have thought being the bottom one was going to make him so much more alive?

He didn’t know what to do with his arms. He kept throwing them around, and his legs moved wildly too. It was like he was having the time of his life, and to be frank, he was.

I fingered myself while I fucked his tight anus. It grew redder by the second. My orgasm built up, rose, and then washed over my whole body. I orgasmed for the third time in a row, and I didn’t feel tired. I could still go on.

And go on I did, fucking him one more time. His body rocked. The smell of cum impregnated the air. Damn, now I’m going to have to give him another dress, I thought.

“Come on, turn over,” I said after getting off him again.

He obeyed me, his eyes an expression of lust and wanting more. Oh, he wanted much more, and he was going to get it.

I bent down and gave him one of my breasts. He sucked off my nipple as if his life depended on it. This time, he knew what to do with his other hand. It groped my other breast, making my orgasm clog my cunt one more time.

I moaned, as did he, and then let my body rock. My orgasm sliced through it like a katana, and this time, I was tired. I was breathing like there was no more air in the world.

I collapsed beside him on his bed, and the days that followed were the same. When the skipper returned home, he couldn’t be a captain anymore. That’s why I decided to keep him in my home, and now, he worked as my sissy maid.

The End

Don’t go just yet…

Sign-up to my Mailing List and read “Subduing the Woman of the House” for free! Check “Free Story” on the next page for a sneak peek. 


Free Story

Subduing the Woman of the House: Her Last Sigh

Felicia had found and rescued Phil. He had no idea what kind of woman she was when that happened, but over time, he found himself with a huge crush for her. Whenever she was doing the dishes or any other housework, Phil would be behind her checking every inch and detail of her body.

Felicia would have to submit to him one day, that he swore. Phil wanted to ease his member between her lips, pound her cherry with it until she screamed for more, spurt his loads of man juice inside her mouth and make her his.

She will have to kneel in front of him, that old lady…


Tight Sissies Bundle

6 Filthy Feminization Stories

http://mybook.to/tight_sissies

These men are destined to become cute, feminized men for the dirty wishes of their Mistresses. They’ve got the lipstick, concealer, primer and everything else ready. They only need a pair of helping hands to get them through the transformation they’ve always wanted…

This collection features 6 scorching hot stories, and it is not meant for the weak of heart. Get your copy today.

And even more:

Sissy Curves: A Taboo Feminization Story

Once a Sissy, Always a Sissy: A Filthy Feminization Story

Sissy Backdoor: A Rough Submission Feminization Story

My Little Doll: From Man to Sissy

From King to Sissy: A Steamy Sissification Story

Sissy Has Entered The Chat: The Little Toy of Pleasure

Sissy Has Logged In: Online for Domination and Submission

Merciless Rear Entrance Sharing: 9 Dirty Stories of Bimbofication, Cuckold, Sissification, Menage, Harem and MORE

Rite of Passage: A Fertile Futa on Female Story

Surrounded by Futas MEGA Bundle: 20 Bedtime Futa Stories

Stretched in the Bus: Shared by Hungry Futas

You're so Tight: A Fertile Futa on Female Story

Back Door, Open: A Taboo Futa on Female Story

Captured by Futas Bundle: 7 Futa on Female Taboo Stories

Fertile Submission: 10 Forbidden Older Man Stories

Looting the Backdoor: A Ganging First Time Story

Public Entry: A Taboo Older Man Story

Enlargement Tutorial Gone Wrong: A Taboo Older Man Story
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