
        
            
                
            
        

    
Parking Lot Pounding

Sissy Training 9
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By now James was well on his way to becoming the cock addicted sissy slut of his wife's dreams. Only a couple of months ago they had been a young couple celebrating their first wedding anniversary; now they were mistress and sissy, the latter still being pushed hard, his limits being challenged and broken so often he could hardly imagine where he had started, that fateful night he had agreed to wear Veronica's panties before they had sex.

Already he was completely accustomed to her huge strapon, deepthroating it every time he was forced to have his mouth used for her pleasure, and he could take the full length into his ass without any warming up with her fingers. His chastity belt had become part of his life now, and he knew that he had to earn the few occasions he was allowed out, and having a full orgasm was another luxury entirely. For an entire fortnight, Veronica had ruined every orgasm he had before locking him into chastity again, using every drop of his cum to fill an ice cube tray which now sat in their freezer, waiting to be used. He had only had one full orgasm since then; Veronica had fucked his throat hard in the public toilets at their local mall, finishing him all over her strapon and plunging it down his throat again, making him clean all of his sticky jizz off it with his mouth.

It had been several days since she had brutally face fucked him in the mall toilets, the humiliation of walking out past all those people with saliva on his shirt, tears in his eyes from gagging so hard for so long, the taste of cum still fresh in his mouth was still vivid in his memory. He still felt their stares on him, but the more he focused on it, the more turned on he became. He kept running it over in his mind, how he had unleashed a huge load of cum over Veronica's strapon, watching her spread it all out evenly over its entire length, then getting back on his knees and taking it into his throat, sucking and swallowing as best he could as she buried its full length inside him. His cock felt as if it were about to explode in his chastity belt as he remembered it, the pain of its plastic prison punishing him for getting so aroused at his sluttiness.

Veronica was doing her best to keep him horny virtually all the time, building up her desperation so she could once again break past his limits and further transform him into her sissy slave. As they lay in bed, Veronica gently played with the plastic cage on his cock, watching as his dick strained inside it, precum leaking out of its tip as his balls swelled, unable to have anything approaching a full erection, and certainly not able to come anywhere close to any kind of satisfaction.

“I keep think about having you on this bed a couple of weeks ago, Jenny, your legs over your pretty little face while I fucked your tight little sissy hole. Watching you moan each time I filled up your ass, your mouth wide open, desperate for your reward, then shooting streams of your tasty white cum all over your face and straight into your mouth. Oh God, Jenny, it turns me on so much just thinking about it! Seeing your swallow your own load, licking up every last drop that was on your face...I feel like I'm going to cum just thinking about it! Oh look, your little clitty is enjoying thinking about it too, look at how hard it's trying to get out of there!” she laughed, poking it his cage playfully with one finger, her other hand moving to her crotch, rubbing herself and feeling intense pleasure wash over her, moaning loudly to emphasise how she could pleasure herself at any time while her husband could only obediently wait, frustrated, until she gave him permission for release.

James watched his wife's body write with pleasure, her back arching as she climaxed, the tension melting from her body as she experienced the release that he craved so badly. Without another word, she leaned over to him, kissed him gently and whispered, “Goodnight, Jenny” into his ear before wrapping herself up in the blankets and going to sleep. It took over an hour, but eventually James managed to calm his mind and body enough to finally join her in slumber.

To James's surprise, Veronica was just as horny the next day, and he knew that meant that he would soon find out what her next idea was to test him, to push him further along. Throughout the day she would grab his crotch and squeeze his balls, grab his ass, or just grind her body up against his, driving him wild every time she came near him. Even when he was sitting in the office on the computer, Veronica came in with a cup of coffee for him, walking around behind him and bending down as if reading the screen over his shoulder, staring intently at what was only their finances that she had always found boring. Looking back at the screen from her face, he jumped with surprise. Her hand suddenly plunged into his trousers, sliding underneath the panties he wore and down past his chastity belt in an instant. Before he could react, he felt her finger pushing into his ass, immediately overcoming his instinctive resistance and penetrating its full length into him. He moaned, the feeling of pleasure filling him was like an electric shock, then making him melt into the chair as she pressed it hard into him, trying to get even deeper into him. 

Simultaneously she grabbed his hair with her free hand, bending his neck back and kissing him passionately, her tongue snaking into his mouth with the same force her finger had entered his hole, their tongues writhing against each other, his body almost trembling with pleasure. Then, as suddenly as she started, she pulled her finger out of him and stood up, withdrawing her tongue from his mouth and smiling with intense lust in her eyes before walking away, shouting behind her as she left the door, “Enjoy the coffee!” James finally composed himself and sat up again, barely able to keep his mind on the computer. He knew she was building him up to something that would come soon, but what could she possibly have in mind that was driving her this wild, and making her so horny?

James didn't have to wait long. Saturday night came, the night Veronica usually chose when she had something big in mind. The whole day, she could hardly contain herself, groping James openly even when they were grocery shopping. He could only guess that the lack of sex was finally starting to drive her mad the same way it had to him, all the oral sex he gave her had only delayed things for her. While he was sure this would mean he wouldn't be locked in chastity with no sexual contact for so long between being let out, he thought that this may mean that she would only push him harder, sissifying him faster than she had been before. Only time would tell. He didn't have time to think too much about it now, anyway, as Veronica led him to their bedroom.

“Get yourself dressed up properly, Jenny. It's time for you to get even more slutty, and it's been too long since you got to put on your sexy clothes for your mistress!” With that she left the room and shut the door, leaving James to get dressed. As he did, he imagined what he was about to be forced to do. Would she have a new toy for them to play with? Maybe she wanted to film them again? Or could it be that he would have to drink all the frozen loads of his cum that was in the freezer? 

Half filled with dread and incredibly aroused, James looked at himself in the mirror. Blonde wig on and his makeup put on more heavily than usual, dark mascara as Veronica had told him how much she liked it, dark red lipstick making him look like the whore that he was becoming. The tight fitting black top they had bought that week looked great on him, he thought, his chest bulging  out with the fake breasts that filled his bra, the bright pink straps visible underneath the shoulder straps of the dress. The black miniskirt he wore barely hid the bulge of his chastity belt inside his pink panties, his precum already creating a wet spot on his panties that would surely seep through the miniskirt in no time. His legs, still completely smooth after his full body wax, were covered with black lace thigh high stockings, and a new pair of black stiletto heels finishing the ensemble. He felt his own breasts, his black nail polish jumping out at him in the mirror. He really looked amazing, he thought to himself, his hand moving to his crotch, desperately grabbing at the chastity belt, feeling only frustration and desperation for release.

He walked down the stairs, taking care not to overbalance in his new heels. He could see Veronica standing at the bottom of the stairs waiting for him.

“I was about to ask you what took to long sissy, but the wait was definitely worth it. Don't you just look amazing my slutty little sissy slave! I bet you can't wait to have my cock down your throat and up your sissy asshole!” Grabbing her jeans, James could see that she was already wearing her strapon under her clothes, “Well you won't have to wait too long, Jenny, I'd say about ten or fifteen minutes should get us there.” 

After a moment of confusion James realised what she meant. As she lifted her other hand in front of her, he noticed her car keys dangling in the air. His blood ran cold and his mind froze at the thought of being out in public dressed the way he was, exposed for the world to see.

Opening the front door, Veronica took a stern tone, giving James no option but to obey, “Get into the car, sissy!” Almost automatically James obeyed, his body moving itself out into the dark and towards the care, climbing in as Veronica locked up the house behind him before getting into the driver's seat. “Good girl, don't worry, I knew that would be the hardest part. Well, maybe not the hardest, but now that we're here you're hardly going to escape, are you?” As she spoke she started the car and drove out into the street before James's mind caught up with itself. By the time he realised this was really happening it was too late, they were already speeding along and too far from the house for him to risk trying to walk back.

As they drove into town the streets became busier. They began to pass by car after car, and since it was about ten o'clock on Saturday night, there were plenty of pedestrians walking around. Every time they stopped, James tried to sink deeper into his seat, hoping that nobody would see him, even though nobody could possibly recognise him with all the makeup he was wearing. Veronica noticed how he was acting, and relished how uncomfortable and embarrassed he was to be out in public dressed up as Jenny. 

“Stop trying to hide yourself, Jenny, you should be proud of how sexy you look! I bet any one of these men would love to watch you suck them off and drink all their cum.” James felt his cock twitch even though he was sure that no part of him wanted to have anything to do with a man. “Now if you don't sit up straight in your seat and stay that way I'm going to make you get out of the car and walk home from here. Is that clear enough?” Without a word James sat up in his seat again, his cheeks burning as he blushed harder than he thought possible, his heart racing inside his chest.

Veronica continued to torture him, making sure to take a route that had plenty of well lit streets and stop lights. Finally she was satisfied and got onto the street headed out of town, much to James's relief. He thought how it really hadn't been as bad as he had thought, but he still couldn't wait to get back to the safety of their house. He would gladly do anything she wanted if it meant nobody could see him. 

Veronica had other plans. They were barely out of the busiest part of town when she signalled and pulled off the road into the parking lot of an abandoned building, driving the car to the far wall and stopped the engine. They were around thirty feet from the street. The street lights illuminated the car enough so that only silhouettes were visible from the road, but James was very aware that if anyone came up to the car they would be able to see every detail about him. Veronica reached for the key to James's chastity belt and reached over. She barely had to lift his miniskirt to reveal the huge bulge in his panties. Pulling the front down a little, she look the small lock off and pulled the chastity belt away from him, allowing his dick to swell and spill out over his panties. They both watched as he grew fully hard, his cock looking ridiculous as it stuck out between his panties and his skirt.

She grabbed his cock and stuffed it back into his panties, struggling to keep it contained before she could put his skirt back into position. She sat back and admired the even bigger bulge under James's skirt now that the plastic cage was gone, turning the inside light of the car on briefly so she could see just how aroused her husband was before plunging the car back into dim light again. Already feeling the familiar grip of fear, James's heart almost stopped when Veronica took the keys out of the ignition, opened her door and stepped out.

He watched her walk in front of the car, never breaking eye contact with him, then coming round to his door and opening it wide. He knew what she wanted: he had to get out and walk around the car, risking being seen by anyone who drove past, before he would be allowed to return home. Steeling himself, he pulled himself up, finding his balance on the very difficult heels, then stepped away from the door. Veronica immediately closed it, pressing the button in her hand to lock all the doors before James could change his mind. She could feel her pussy soaking wet, and the look of terror that James barely hid only turned her on even more. Taking his hand, she walked towards the back of the car, making sure he didn't hurry. 

It felt like an eternity to James, the street light shining against his face. He felt incredibly exposed, as if anyone driving past would immediately know who he was and that he was being turned into his wife's sissy slut. Of course, the chance of anyone driving past actually knowing him, let alone recognising him, was virtually nothing, but he couldn't make himself focus on being rational when he was tottering on his high heels, miniskirt trying to lift up and reveal his pink panties that were staining to keep his hard cock in place, his heart pounding in his ears, and car after car driving past slowly enough that he was almost sure he saw people catch a glimpse of him.

Finally they were walking away from the street again, past the rear door, then the driver's door, and turned to walk in front of the car. His eyes locked onto the far side of the car, reassuring himself that he was only seconds away from being concealed again, from being away from the eyes of all the people driving past, from being on his way home again. His heels clicking against the hard ground echoed through the parking lot, becoming almost hypnotic. He was so focused, in fact, that he didn't notice Veronica pause and take a step back.

Pushing into him with her full bodyweight, Veronica thrust James onto the hood of the car, grabbing his wrists as he fell and pulled them back, making his body bend forward to take the brunt of the fall. “Don't move!” she yelled as he began to struggle, immediately putting a stop to his attempts to stand up again. She had her body pressed on top of his so that he was bent over at the waist on the hood of the car, legs already a couple of feet apart as he had tried to avoid falling over.

Standing up again, she pulled on his wrists, lifting his body up slightly from the car. She crouched down and with her free hand grabbed the back of James's panties, ripping them down past his knees. She stood again and reached around his body, lifting his cock so it pointed straight up before slamming his body forwards again, his dick trapped between the cold metal of the car and the smooth material of his tight black top. Veronica wasted no time, yanking at his miniskirt and lifting it over his ass with both hands. James was frozen in place under command of his mistress, and now he stood bent over the hood of their car, miniskirt up around his waist, panties around his ankles, his  cock trapped beneath him and his ass pointing into the cool night air. Glancing up he could see the street clearly through the wind shield, and he knew that meant that anyone could see that he was now bent over a car in a parking lot like a filthy slut waiting to get fucked.

James felt his wife spit on his asshole moments before a sudden pressure, his hole opening up immediately to accept the two fingers than she was thrusting into him. They immediately penetrated him to their full depth, and Veronica began to roughly finger fuck his hole, making him moan into the silent parking lot. Realising how much noise he was making, he looked up and was sure he saw the passenger of a passing car make eye contact with him as it drove past, striking him immediately silent as his fear filled his mind again.

“Tired of having your sissy hole finger fucked already, Jenny? And here I thought I was being kind warming you up with this before I fill you up with my cock. If that's what you want, slut, that's fine with me.”

Veronica's fingers quickly pulled out of him, leaving his ass feeling empty. James heard his wife unzip her jeans and the head of her strapon gently rest against his ass. He felt the pressure again as she eased the head into him, his hole accommodating it and drawing another moan from him. He heard her reposition herself while still only the head was inside him before both her band grabbed his hips and pulled back as she slammed her body forwards. A loud slap of skin hitting skin filled the parking lot as James felt his entire body fill up, the full length of Veronica's rubber cock rammed deep inside him as hard and fast as she could go.

In mere moments Veronica had built up a rhythm, pistoning into James's ass with incredible force, the entire car rocking gently in time with him having his ass fucked hard in the dark parking lot. He knew without a doubt that people were noticing what was going on, although they would never have guessed that it was a wife fucking her slutty husband instead of the other way around. James gasped faster and harder, gently grinding his hips back against Veronica every time she penetrated him, trying to get her cock deeper inside him. His body felt electric, the fear and thrill of being out in public making this so much more intense than when she fucked him at home. After about five minutes of having his ass ravaged by his wife, he felt his climax quickly build from deep within him.

Veronica knew from his breathing and moans and James was getting close to orgasm. Once again, she wanted him to have his full orgasm, so she took her hands off his hips and grabbed his hair under his wig with both hands, pulling hard with each stroke to bury herself as deep as she could each time. She heard his breathing become quick and shallow, his body trembling under hers, then felt a great shudder. She pulled his head back towards her, lifting his body up into the air just off the car, pressing her full weight through her hips, every last inch of her strapon filling up her husband.

James felt total euphoria come over him, orgasmic lightning bolts shooting through him as his ass exploded with pleasure, filling every part of his being with ecstasy. Gasping, his back arched as his cock pulsated in the cool night air before him. He let out a soft, high-pitched moan, the feeling of having his ass full in a public parking lot as he started to come sending him beyond any awareness of reality, his mind swimming in a state of pleasure. 

He felt his knees go weak as his climax came to its end, the last drops of cum dripping from his dick onto the hood of the car. He opened his eyes, no longer paying any attention to who was passing by on the street. Just as he tried to steady himself, Veronica pulling down hard on his hair, bringing him to his knees in front of the car, her strapon being pulled forcefully from his ass as he dropped. Looking forwards he could see massive ropes of cum up the full length of the hood, streaking from the very front of the hood almost up to the wind shield Veronica kept a tight grip of his hair as she growled into his ear.

“Clean up the fucking mess you made of the car, sissy.” 

She pushed his head forward and without any hesitation he stuck his tongue out began with the drops of cum closest to him, lapping eagerly and swallowing every drop. The salty taste didn't bother him at all any more, and the humiliation of licking his own cum off the car in public was driving him insane, making him incredibly horny again. He knew he would have to wait until he was allowed release again, and simply enjoyed the dull ache in his cock and his ass as he swallowed the last of his cum. 

As he waited for Veronica to tell him to get up, the glow he felt from being so totally spent and satisfied almost made him face the ultimate humiliation. He snapped back to reality as the car engine started; looking up, he saw Veronica look at him briefly before shifting the car into reverse. 

James ran to the car door as fast as he could, trying not to fall off his high heels as he climbed into the car just as it started to move backwards. They drove home wordlessly, James putting his chastity back on when Veronica set it in his lap, tucking the plastic bulge back into his panties. Finally home, James thought about how far he had his boundaries pushed again. It seemed that every time he thought he had gone as far as possible, he was pushed one step further, and had loved getting fucked in the parking lot earlier that night. As he took off his makeup and got into his silk nightie, he hoped that Veronica would fuck him outside more, where the thrill of being caught only made things even more exciting.


I hope you enjoyed reading this story, you can find my author page at http://www.amazon.com/s/ref=ntt_athr_dp_sr_1?_encoding=UTF8&field-author=Jenni%20Ambrose&search-alias=digital-text&sort=relevancerank
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