
        
            
                
            
        

    
Shave and Suck, Sissy.

Sissy Training 4

Jenni Ambrose


Have a look at part one in the series to see how Veronica started James down the path of becoming a feminized sissy!

http://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Training-Secret-Fantasy-ebook/dp/B0093H04D4/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1365013868&sr=8-2&keywords=jenni+ambrose

If you like this kink, check out my other popular series, Sissy Boyfriend, and watch Beth turn her boyfriend Michael into a cock-loving slut:

Parts 1-3 http://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Boyfriend-Collection-Parts-ebook/dp/B00889O5AQ/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1365013868&sr=8-1&keywords=jenni+ambrose

Parts 2-6 http://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Boyfriend-Collection-Parts-ebook/dp/B00898JAA6/ref=sr_1_4?ie=UTF8&qid=1365013868&sr=8-4&keywords=jenni+ambrose

After being married for a year, James and Veronica discovered a new side to their sexual fantasies, and began exploring together. Veronica took the lead, indulging her suppressed desire to feminize a man and turn him into her sissy slave. James had never even thought about feminization, and was shocked to find out how much he was enjoying it. Veronica made sure not to push him too fast and make him dig his heels in, but she kept forcing him to do new things just often enough that he was filled with fear with each new challenge.

The couple were still sound asleep in their bed early on a quiet Sunday morning, but they wouldn’t stay that way for long after the previous night's events. It was only a month since Veronica took the first step in her fantasy, but she had already made so much progress with James, now named Jenny when they were alone. First she had forced James to go out in public wearing foundation, mascara and eye liner. She loved the way he squirmed with embarrassment, his rock hard dick betraying how much he was enjoying it despite his protests. 

After watching her husband put on the rest of his make-up, blonde wig and dress up to complete the look after getting home again, she gave him one more surprise. She had dressed completely in his clothes, playing her part as Jenny's boyfriend. James had got on his knees at his wife's command to give her oral sex, but where he was expected her beautifully shaven pussy, he got a long, thick rubber strap-on instead. He sucked and gagged like a good whore should, and gave his wife an incredible orgasm just from the pressure of the base of the cock grinding against her clit. Unfortunately for him, he also came. Veronica had told him to rub himself, and he had filled his cute little panties with cum, but Veronica was still angry with her sissy slut that he hadn't shown restraint. Before falling asleep, she had promised him that the next day, he would be punished for being such a bad girl.

James opened his eyes slowly, memories of the night before flooding back to him. As he rolled onto his back, he was startled to see Veronica sitting upright, legs folded, beside him, staring intently at him. She eyed him closely, her gaze wandering down to the morning wood that was tenting the thin bed sheet, then back up to his face. She shook her head and spoke in a disapproving tone.

“Sissy girls aren't supposed to have a big erection in the morning. As if you didn't misbehave enough last night...you must really want to be punished today! Well I can do that for you, don't worry sweetie. Mistress Veronica is going to make you regret spilling your cum in your pretty little panties. Now before we do anything, I have an itch that needs scratched.” As she finished speaking, she pulled back the blanket that had been covering her lap. Between her legs stood the huge strap-on from last night, proud and pointing directly at James's face, only inches away from it. He stared at it, yet again caught off guard by its size and the sheer masculinity of it. His immediate reaction was to back away, but his cock responded by twitching and leaking a single glistening drop of precum from its tip. There was no way James could resist, even if he hadn't promised to obey Veronica.

Leaning forward, he opened his mouth to receive the phallic invader, pausing just before he touched it with his tongue. He let out a deep, relaxed breath and locked eyes with Veronica, whose cheeks were already flushed with arousal. Her legs were either side of James's torso, her body propped up in a sitting position watching James's prone figure intently. Still gazing into her eyes, James licked around the head of the dildo, teasing it as if it were a real cock, then greedily taking the head into his mouth, sliding it over his tongue as if he had done this a million times before. He closed his eyes, a look of sheer bliss coming across his face as he took more of the shaft into him until the head hit the back of his throat. He let out a soft moan, then withdrew his head and plunged forth again, moaning more loudly and with more intensity this time.

Veronica could barely contain her excitement at how fast James was taking to his sissification. If she had known how much he would enjoy this, she would have done it all much earlier. Those thoughts were quickly swept aside as James's moans reverberated through the rubber cock, giving a subtle vibration in her clit while she watched her husband suck her cock with every ounce of skill he had. Her hands began to wander over her own body, the tension within her building and demanding release. With once hand she grasped James's hair and yanked his head backwards, the dildo coming out of his mouth with a wet sucking sound, a thin rope of his saliva running from his moist lips to the quivering tip of the rubber cock. His mouth lay wide open, as if begging Veronica to keep fucking his face, to give him the humiliation of making him into a cockslut. He panted with excitement, dying to know what the next step in his transformation would be, how Veronica would push him further and lead him deeper down the rabbit hole.

As if reading his mind, Veronica grabbed his head firmly with both hands and pulled his mouth down hard onto her cock. She held him tight, savoring the sounds of his gagging as the head of her dildo pressed into the back of her husband's mouth. She took control of his movements, lifting his face back until only the head remained in his mouth, then thrusting hard as she pulled his hair, pounding his throat, making him gag with each stroke. Saliva streamed out of his mouth onto her legs, but his hands stayed planted obediently on the bed beside him. He wanted to give himself over completely to his mistress, and right now she wanted to use his mouth as a fuck toy.

“This just isn't good enough, slut!” Veronica's voice suddenly cutting through the sexual tension in the room, her dick still wedged firmly in James's mouth. “How do you expect to service a cock if you can't even take half of it into your mouth? You're going to have to learn to deepthroat soon. Let's get washed, the shower will be more fun if you're in this slutty mood.”

Once the hot water was running over their bodies and the steam filled the air, the dominant atmosphere melted and for a moment Veronica slipped back into her usual role as James's wife, although there was still an incredible tension between them that she had not felt for a long time. For just a minute, she allowed James to reprise his position of the man in the relationship as they kissed passionately under the shower, grinding their wet bodies together, both gasping as tension built within them. Just before climax, Veronica gave James once last kiss and stepped back.

“I hope you enjoyed that, because that is the last time you're going to feel like a man again. I thought I'd be kind and give you one last taste of what that was like. Now wash my body, and make sure you don't miss anywhere.”

James did as he was told, thoughts of what she intended his life to become flowing through his head, exciting him while he lathered her soft skin, meticulously washing her beautiful body as if in an act of worship. When she was satisfied, Veronica stepped to the side and gestured for James to stand under the water. He did so, letting himself slip away from reality as he slowly washed his hair, enjoying the water flowing over his entire body.

His mind was rapidly drawn back to reality by a strange sensation running up his leg. He initially thought Veronica was teasing him, but as he opened his eyes he saw his wife on her knees beside him, quickly dragging a pink razor up the front of his leg, finishing at the top of his thigh before he had time to react. An evil grin spread over her face as she felt the smooth strip of skin now revealed on her husband's otherwise hairy legs. Without a word, she handed him the razor and stepped back once more. Mouth agape, he looked at his leg and at the razor, realising his wife's sinister plan. He looked utterly ridiculous with a hairless stripe on the front of his leg, and the only way to look normal would be to shave the rest of his legs. Veronica leaned back against the shower wall and gently began to rub her clit as she watched her husband methodically turn his hairy, manly legs into smooth, hairless, feminine legs. As more and more hair was removed, James loved the symbolism of shedding another feature of being a man and adopting someone feminine. As usual, his cock was rock hard, and he felt like he would explode with arousal. Finally, he was finished, and he stood for Veronica's approval, razor still in hand, dick standing to attention as the water from she shower ran over his body.

“What, do you think you're done? You have plenty of work still to do before you're as smooth as a girl should be.” James's mind went blank for a moment before a realisation hit him: Veronica wanted all his body hair gone. His mind tried to refuse, tried to convince him that this was a bad idea, that he didn't want to do it. If he hadn't been so horny he might have listened, but in this state he would have done anything if it pleased his wife, and got him a step closer to sexual release.

He started with his arms, removing the fine black hair that lightly covered them. His chest was next, and seeing his chest bald again after years of being used to it being covered was as much of a shock as seeing his legs hairless. With every step forwards, he felt less like a man and more like the feminized sissy his wife was molding him into. After his chest came his armpits, then he worked down his abdomen, removing his happy trail, before stopped. He looked down, realizing that the last of his body hair was about to be removed, and he didn't know how long he would be feminized for, or even how much further Veronica planned to take this. He was already so far into it that he wouldn't turn back, but the reality of the situation still hit him like a ton of bricks.

“What are you waiting for, sissy? Shave that little clit of yours, no man is going to want their dirty little whore to be all hairy down there!”

James shaved all around his erect dick, up and down the shaft, then over his balls, making sure not to miss anywhere.

“Don't forget around your cute little ass! You're not allowed any hair at all below your eyebrows, and if I find any I'm going to make sure you're sorry for disappointing me.” Still slowly rubbing her dripped wet pussy, Veronica was becoming more and more aggressive, spurred on by James's willingness to take this huge step forwards. After watching him shave off the very last of his body hair, Veronica walked over to him and pulled him in close to her, feeling his hairless body against hers. The new sensation of his wet skin against hers instead of his coarse hair sent a shiver through her body. Unconsciously, she moaned, biting into James's shoulder, running her hands over where he had shaved. Grinding her pussy into his leg, she took a deep breath, composing herself for the next part of her plan.

Veronica turned off the shower, stopping again to take in what stood before her. With each passing day James was becoming more and more like a woman, and removing all of his manly body hair really reinforced his transformation. It won't be long until I'll be calling him Jenny all the time. Fuck, I can't wait to see him suck his first cock and swallow a load of jizz. Patience, Veronica. You have all the time in the world.

Veronica patted James's smooth body with a towel, lovingly drying him as he watched. She set the towel down and picked up her moisturiser, squirting some into her hand and gently massaging all over James's skin, making sure that she covered every part of him.

“I want you to get into the routine of shaving and moisturising every time you shower. This is going to keep your skin nice and smooth and soft, and you'll feel so sexy every time you do it,” taking his hand and running it over his chest, thigh and groin, “see how good that feels, Jenny? This is how your body should feel from now on. I don't want to see any of that nasty hair again. Now, let's go and get on with that punishment you earned last night.”

Leading him into the bedroom, both completely naked, Jenny gave James a spray of some of her perfume.

“I wanted to save that until you were deserving of a nice girly scent. Now, go and pick yourself something sweet and innocent to wear and get dressed. You're going to love what's coming to you.”

James did as he was told, quickly slipping into some plain white cotton panties. The feeling of the material against his smooth skin as they came up his legs exhilarated him, and the way they sat around his cock, the cotton so soft against his skin, made him start leaking precum again, a wet spot already starting to form in the panties. He decided not to wear any stockings this time, instead wanting to be able to see his legs during whatever Veronica had planned. He slipped a white bra on and as usual filled it with his silicone breast forms, and pulled a slim purple dress over his head, fixing the straps onto his shoulders and admiring how it finished a few inches above his knees, keeping the innocent look that Veronica wanted, but still making him feel exposed and like his cock was about to burst out at any moment. He put some white socks over his feet; Veronica had bought these last week, telling him they would be perfect as part of a school girl outfit. They had a little frill of material around the ankle, and he could still see his dark red toenails though them, hinting at his inner slut waiting to come out. He stepped into his usual strappy black high heels and quickly got to work on his make-up, finishing the look with his blonde wig. Looking in the mirror, he didn't look very different without his body hair, since most of it was usually covered anyway, but in his mind he felt much more like a girl. Thoughts started to creep into his head about spending more time as Jenny, but they were quickly silenced by Veronica.

“You look so sexy, Jenny. So innocent, but I know that there's a filthy little slut in there just dying to come out. Now, just what is your punishment going to be? I'm sure you've been trying to guess what I'm going to force you to do to pay me back for cumming in your panties last night. Well, my love, this,” pointing at the massive strap-on that stood to attention at her crotch, “is going to go down your throat. One way or another, you are about to deepthroat me. I know you've tried to take as much of my cock into your mouth as you could, so this time I'm going to take more control than usual. Lie down on the bed with your head here.” Pointing to the side of the bed at her side, she guided James into position. He was on his back, lying across the bed, his head resting right on the edge, looking up. Most of his vision was obscured by the strap-on, but beyond it he watched his wife's chest rise and fall in time with her shallow breaths, her nipples fully erect, her cheeks flushed with arousal.

“Move towards me more. I want your head off the edge of the bed.” James scooted back further until the edge of the bed was behind his shoulders, his head fully off the edge of the bed. Veronica gently pushed it down until he was relaxed, his neck now extended and his view now of his wife's legs as she positioned herself, one thigh either side of his face. He gripped the sheets, the anticipation of what was to come already filling him with ecstasy, thrills of adrenaline washing over him, his cock twitching and pulsing involuntarily inside his panties.

James Parted his lips as he felt the pressure of the strap-on against them. Just like before, he felt it fill his mouth, sliding back over his tongue, pressing against the back of his throat. He gagged, and Veronica withdrew slightly. She pushed forward with a little more force, again being met with a gag, James lifting his hands and resting them against Veronica's thighs, pushing against her so her cock slid out again. He felt vulnerable in this new position, no longer able to control the depth and strength of the cock's thrusts. Veronica kept thrusting forward, again and again met with gagging. Spit oozed out of James's mouth, now running up his face, making him look even more like a used up whore than ever before. With each gag, James reflexively pushed against his wife's thighs so her dick with slide back out. All James could see was Veronica's thighs gently thrusting back and forth; what he couldn't see was the increasing look of frustration on her face, and the amazement that her little slut would dare to try to take control and push her body back.

“I've had enough of this shit, put your god damn hands down by your sides and keep them there. You are not allowed to touch mistress's body, and mistress will decide when her slut gets to have a break from a cock in the back of her hungry little throat.”

James immediately laid his arms by his sides, wanting to apologise for his bad behaviour, but unable to do more than groan as Veronica's strap-on remained buried in his mouth. Once more, slowly, gently, she moved her hips forward with a certain purpose that James hadn't noticed before, but he thought nothing of it. Just like all the other times, he felt the head press onto the back of his throat, and yet again he began to gag. His hands rose off the bed by themselves, immediately moving to push Veronica back.

“No you don't, you naughty cum whore.” As soon as James's hands had lifted an inch off the bed, Veronica grabbed his wrists and leaned her full weight onto them, locking her husband's arms against the bed. Unable to resist, his neck craned back over the edge of the bed, and a huge rubber cock four inches in his mouth, pressed against his throat, he was totally at Veronica's mercy.

Veronica arched her hips and slowly drove her body forwards. She watched as the half of her cock that was outside James's mouth at first began to bend as it met the resistance of his throat, his gags becoming louder, his body squirming under her weight. Veronica watched in agonising anticipation as she continued to push forwards, the resistance suddenly gave way. She stared in absolute joy as the swelling of the huge head of her cock entered her husband's throat, watching the bump slide down his neck and disappear, her dick now fully inside him, the rubber balls at the base of the strap-on resting against his face. Veronica's legs became weak, and her mind leapt in throes of pleasure as  James's body gagged violently, trying to expel the massive invader. Slowly, the gagging subsided, and his body relaxed, accepting his mistress's dick deep into his tight throat.

Veronica lifted her body backwards, her cock slowly inching out of James's throat. The wet sucking noise it made as it slid out and let James's throat relax filled Veronica with renewed arousal, her muscles tensing as a wave of adrenaline came over her. The tip of her dildo still in James's mouth, he quickly gasped in air, his body screaming for oxygen. He had only time for a single breath before  Veronica's body instinctively thrust forward again, blinded by her excitement. This time she buried her cock deep within James's throat with a single long, quick thrust, her groin pushing hard into her husband's socking wet face. She continued to push forward, the pressure the strap-on made on her clit driving her wild. 

Thrust after thrust, Veronica fucked James's throat with bestial ferocity, possessed by her horniness, blind to everything around her. Every half dozen thrusts or so, she pulled back further so she could feel the moment that her cock overcame the slight resistance and entered James's throat. It was during these brief seconds that James managed to gasp a few desperate breaths so he could keep servicing his wife's huge assaulting strap-on. 

Building a faster rhythm, Veronica could feel herself on the edge of climax. She panted and moaned, a desperate fervor filling her, driving her on like tirelessly. Slamming the full length of her cock into James's throat, she drew slurping, sucking sounds from him, the noise only turning her on even more. Just as she felt the delicious crescendo of an orgasm begin to smoulder deep within her, she watched in sheer delight as James's cock started to twitch and pulse inside his panties. After a few seconds, she watched as cum spurted forth from him, load after load, seemingly endlessly soaking his panties, cumming more than she had thought possible for a man. 

The orgasmic moans of bliss from her husband and the sight of his own release despite not having his dick stimulated at all was enough to cause her own climax to erupt from her, filling her entire body with an ecstatic fire, causing convulsions in every fibre of her being. Pinning James's head to the bed, she leaned her full weight forwards, her neck bent forwards trying to keep herself from falling to the ground. 

After an eternity she finally felt the first drops of awareness return to her, opening her eyes in a haze, her mind still reeling from the intensity of her pleasure. James's cum was oozing out of his panties and soaking the bed; Veronica smiled, so happy that he was enjoying being her fuck toy as much as she was enjoying being his mistress. She mustered the strength to lift her body and stand up once more, pulling her huge rubber dick out of James's throat with a flop as it left his mouth and bounced between her legs. James panted, catching his breath, his spit soaking his face and dripping onto the floor. It was all he could do to remain conscious, his body utterly exhausted from the abuse it had just received.

Veronica stood observing her sissy slut, smiling gently at her lover. She was consumed with a mixture of affection and lust, the happiness of being able to finally indulge her deepest desires almost too much to bear. James's eyes opened just enough to hold Veronica's gaze. They stared deep into each others' eyes for minutes until Veronica finally broke the silence.

“You're becoming such a good little slut, Jenny! I'm so proud of how well you deepthroated mistress's cock, and I have something for you to think about while I have a shower. What do you suppose I'll be having you do for the next part of your transformation into the perfect sissy?” She turned and walked into the shower, not even waiting to see his reaction. She knew he would love the anticipation, and she knew that he would need it for what she wanted to do next week.

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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