

Sissy School Academy Part 2

Mark was trying to focus on his school lesson and what was being taught, but it was so difficult at SSA. His teacher moved around the room with authority, pointing out things of note with her ruler, staring at each and every sissy boy that was in her classroom. If you looked carefully, you could see the huge cock that she was packing underneath her tartan skirt. The thing must have been a thirteen-inch monster, just waiting to go right up a little sissy boy.


SSA was not your typical college. Far from it really. Mark had tried his best to get into a real college but it didn’t work out for him. He wasn’t athletic enough and he didn’t have the grades. At SSA, they didn’t care about all that. You were graded on your qualities as a sissy boy.


Sissy School of America wasn’t exactly a place that advertised. Mark realized that a few weeks into his stay campus when he was talking with some of the other sissys that also were brought on by the college. The women that came here to the campus to bend over their little pretty boys were usually highly paid and highly educated. They had the money to throw around, spending thousands of dollars to get a submissive boy for a weekend.


The college was sneaky and clever. With no advertising, they watched the Internet closely. Well, specifically, a few fetishes were closely watched. Mark got off on a few clips from the internet which is what clued them into to his willingness to take giant dick in his butt and get pegged every other day.


He had been home alone, all by himself and just his hand. The typical porno was getting boring. He liked a little spice here and there, some straps and whips, candle wax dripping off a cute little butt, but that was where it ended, nothing weird.


Then he saw something that interested him…


A muscular young man  was sold out by his girlfriend. Mark didn’t remember the exact scenario. Basically, the boyfriend did something wrong and then his girlfriend gave her friend permission to use a big strap on with his ass. It didn’t make a whole lot of sense to Mark, but when he saw the visuals, he was hooked right from the beginning.


Here was this good looking guy, very fit and well groomed, begging to take the strap on. The girl was one of those alternative types, blue hair and a few tattoos. She all too happy to give it to him from behind. Mark dreamed about what it would be like to be the guy, getting his butt reamed while the girl behind him dug her painted nails into his hips, pulling him back with each thrust.


Even now, Mark was getting a huge erection in class. That wasn’t good. He wasn’t aloud to get hard in class. If he was caught, he was going to be punished and that meant staying after class with his college teacher. She was probably really happy at the thought of somebody popping a boner in her class so she could ream them out.


Mark stared off out the window of the large SSA campus. The teacher was droning on and on about things that he couldn’t focus on. How was he supposed to listen and pay attention when the teacher looked so sexy and his thoughts kept going back to getting taken hard by her? If he didn’t look outside and just think about the campus, he was going to get caught with a hard-on in class.


The campus was quite impressive for a place that made all of its money from wealthy women coming to dominate sissy boys. It spanned out for miles in all directions, right in the heart of downtown. To think, if all the people that were here knew what was going on, they would probably freak out. Mark got it in because they tracked him viewing habits, but nobody else even suspected what went on here.


It made Mark a little giddy to think that he was part of something so secret and clandestine. Would the real truth about this forbidden campus ever come out? He hoped not. He was getting a few college education with the nicest facilities all for free. The dorms were great and he was making friends with some of the other sissy boys that had accepted the call.


Mark got the letter when he least expected to get into a college. His grades were garbage and he was working hard toward that athletic scholarship that was not going to happen for him. The constant running in the heat of Atlanta was slowly sapping away his will to keep going and he had almost given up hope.


It felt like when he got into this crazy college, everything changed. He had a new goal now and people he could depend on The other sissies that he went to class with were pretty cool. Frank had been a football player when he received his acceptance letter. You would never think a guy like Frank would let a woman take his ass hard and fast, but people were into all sorts of different things.


A big guy that was built like a cement mixer, James knew that Frank had real opportunities at any school he wanted to go to. Frank fiddled with his eraser as the teacher up at the front continued to drone about the Civil War. This teacher could probably make anything boring with her delivery. More than likely, she wasn’t a trained teacher, but in reality one of the many trainers that made it their goal to mold the boys into the perfect sissys.


The bell finally rang and all the students poured out. Mark stretched his legs and looked outside. He didn’t need to run in the heat anymore, but something was calling to him out there. There was an allure to the outdoors and the campus was great. It would take his mind off getting boned by his gorgeous teacher. Almost like she could read his mind, she started talking to him, moving in close.


“I see you eyeing the campus. Beautiful just like me.”


Mark looked back and could see her shifting her giant dick around in under her skirt. Was she going to call him out on his huge boner and bend him over a desk right now for punishment? The idea made his cock surge even more, which would not end well.


His mind flipped back to the porno that landed him here. When watched the muscular, fit guy on the screen begging to be screwed, it turned him on. He imagined what it would be like to be in his position. The idea of a beautiful woman taking control and moaning each time she thrust into him was so hot. He wanted to feel his ass stretched, slammed, and used like he was just a slut at a sorority house.


The constant thoughts of being a little sissy boy caught up with him. Mark looked down and realized he was tenting hard in his jeans, and they were too tight to hide the fact that he was excited. He moved closer to the window to try and cover up the fact that he was thinking about getting banged in his ass, but it was too late. 


“Sir, do you have an erection in my class?”


She caught him and now it was all over. Mark figured he would miss the next three classes that he had while his teacher pumped her hips into him thousands of times, telling him what a good slut he was. It was erotic to think that she would be deep in his ass, but he didn’t want to possibly mess up his education here.


“I do. I will admit I got an erection in your class. Sorry ma’am.”


Ms. Johnson chuckled and ran her nails down his back, sending electric impulses up and down his spine. Having her so close to him was a new experience. She was no longer at the head of the class, droning on about supply lines and outdated technology.


“I think you did that on purpose,” purred Ms. Johnson as she moved in and bit his right ear lobe. “Unless, you really can’t control your cock young man.”


Mark looked at the ground. She was right. He had no control. He really couldn’t control his dick which was sad. That promise that he would do better at this school and actually graduate was looking farther and farther away. Would he end up running his ass off again in the heat, trying to earn that elusive scholarship that probably wouldn’t come through?


Ms. Johnson kept sliding her fingers down his back until she stopped at his ass, gave a good squeeze and pulled him closer to her. “Listen, I want you to know this, we can have this between just us. You can still go to close, get educated, graduate on time, all of that. I need something from you though. You are going to be my little sissy boy after your classes are down today. What is your last class?”


Mark looked back at her, her eyelashes long and fluttering with pent up lust and desire for the young sissy in her class. She would use anything in her power to get him ass up and spreading his little cheeks. The look in her eyes told him that she was ready to give him a long session with her very long cock.


“My last class is going to be at two,” he said quietly to not attract attention. 


“Good boy. Good to know that you didn’t lie to me because I would have known. You are going to meet up with me at three. That should give you enough time to get ready for what I have in mind for your sissy body.”


She punctuated this last statement by grabbing his dick hard and squeezing him. Just like his cock was a hose, precum bubbled out of the tip of his dick and created a wet spot in his shorts. He looked down and she laughed at him.


“Look like I just created something you have to clean up now. Run along and take care of it. When I get your ass, I want you smelling nice and fresh because I am going to use you for a long time.”


Mark scooped up his books, quickly leaving and not looking back. He would probably be late for his next class, but that wasn’t as bad as it could have been. If she had held him after for hours to use him to her liking, that would have put him in a really bad spot academically. It would have felt great, but he really needed to graduate from here with some sort of degree.


The next set up classes he increased his focus. Sure, the teacher’s were all still very good looking older women, but the experience in the classroom of Ms. Robinson told him, he had to keep his body under control. If he didn’t that would give them the excuse they needed to have him spend time after class. 


As two approached, Mark got a text from an unknown number.


“Meet me in the courtyard. Don’t make it obvious. Neither one of us needs to be caught.” She was serious about this and still wanted to meet at three. He had to get ready so he left to go back to his dorm building.


The campus stretched out far into the distance, well groomed bushes and flowers decorating the corners of the old buildings that were still very well maintained. Sexy coeds milled about talking with each other quietly, casting longing glances at Mark as he walked by. Many of the girls here were trained in the art of being a dominatrix. Their education consisted of learning how to take care of a sissy boy they way they should be treated.


James tipped an imaginary hat to a group of them and they are giggled coyly and smiled back at him. This college was the best thing that ever happened to him. The woman were beautiful, the grounds were peaceful, and he didn’t have to worry about how to get into college anymore. If these girls wanted to hook up later, he was down.


Most kids his age were grinding away in some pizzeria or ringing up groceries while standing for 12 hours at a stretch. This school actually paid him a stipend for going here. Schools in America were usually never this nice. Most of the time, you graduated with a heavy debt burden and posttraumatic stress disorder from trying to juggle a life, a job, and your course load.


A few of the exceptional looking female teachers watched James as he passed by, their tight schoolmarm outfits accentuating their nice curves. While they were outside of the buildings, most of them moved with brisk and prim authority, no tears in their pantyhose as the moved through the world with an air of control. Even when they looked at Mark, he felt like they were sizing him up, guessing at the size of his cock, and thinking about how long he would last with them. Most schools you were only looking at your fellow students for a hookup. Here you were looking at the students and the teachers.


The sun up above him started to take a toll on him and Mark realized that he still hadn’t changed into his work out clothes like he originally intended. When the grounds looked this amazing, it was hard to focus on getting things done.


He cut across the campus, moving past crowds that piled up outside the main doors of all the large lecture halls and then beyond the rows of sorority and frat houses. He was just a freshman so that meant his dorm was way out there on the edge of the campus. Once he had some time with the school, he would be moved closer into the heart of everything.


Mark thought about joining one of the many frats that were on campus. It would give him access to a bigger network of friends and probably result in a lot parties. At the same time though, did he really have time for all that? The campus expected a lot from him already. They had clients to keep happy he was part of that process.


One thing was for sure. He wasn’t going to just let this opportunity slip through his fingers. In the past, when he was more immature, he wouldn’t have realized how big this was. Now that he was older, he knew how much a free college education was worth.


It had been hard to pay attention to the last lecture since the teacher had such a large cock. Maybe it was the strict teaching outfit that conformed perfectly to her curves, but he was going to need to catch up with Frank and see if the burly student had done better with getting all the notes down.


Off in the distance, his building finally appeared. It was going to be so nice once he had more time in at this place and was actually a reasonable distance from all his classes. In a stroke of good luck, Frank was talking with a few other guys, a small semi-circle forming at the entrance of the dorms.


They all looked like they were having a great time, laughing and just hanging out like normal college students, even though this college was anything but normal.


When Mark got closer, they waved him over.


“Have you seen Ms. Johnson?” asked one of the guys with a tuft of blonde hair on top and piercing blue eyes. The sides of his head were shaved and Mark thought he looked more like he was getting ready for boot camp than science class.


One of the other guys answered him and nodded. “She is dynamite. I would do anything to have her cuff me and bend me over everything piece of furniture she owns.”


That was funny to Mark. While he was so worried about missing classes, these guys couldn’t care less. They wanted Ms. Johnson to use them and smack their asses. He was probably one of the only students on campus that was not jumping at the thought of being held after and taking her fake phallus up the butt. 


They had no idea that Ms. Johnson had set up a special play date with him that would be going on in the next 15 minutes…


Mark climbed the stairs of his dorm and got ready for his mistress. He watched his cock and ass thoroughly, getting every crack and crevice. It was possible she would rim him and shove several fingers up his ass crack, so he had to make sure he was smelling good down there.


Shifting into workout clothes, Mark sprayed on some cologne, enjoying the boost of confidence that it gave him. All those many hours of running trying to get a college scholarship had paid off for him. His body was lean and fit looking, just the type of young student that could catch the eye of somebody like Ms. Johnson.


Mark took a few more moments to admire himself and smiled when he realized that in just a few more minutes, he would probably have Ms. Johnson on top him, her hand around his neck, pumping his ass deep and telling him what a pathetic slob he was.


The idea gave him an instant erection and he had to wait several minutes before walking back out into the main living room he shared with Frank. He really had to get his body under control. If this continued, Ms. Johnson would have an excuse to use him every day.


“Going out bro? The heat is killer though. You sure you are ready for that?” asked Frank as Mark walked by.


Mark nodded, not making eye contact.


“I want to take a run right now man. Lots of built of energy after taking a class with Ms. Johnson.” 

Mark looked down at his phone and realized that he got an email that said to change into something sexy and that he should check his closet. Confused, he walked over to where he kept all his clothing and saw a brand new pink jog suit waiting for him along with a pink athletic bra. He shrugged off his clothing and started to get into the pink outfit, bra and all. Frank saw Mark come back out looking very girly and feminine and rolled his eyes.

“You have to look the part at the sissy academy I guess.”


That explanation seemed to satisfy Frank who nodded like a wise, Buddha on the couch. He picked up a bong and stuffed some high-grade marijuana into the bowl, packing it high and tight with the sticky strain that he had sent to him in the mail. 


“Sounds good man. I will just blaze out here and relax for the time being.”


Mark left him to it and jogged down the stairs and to the double doors that would let him out of the dorm room building. The same sissies were still milling about outside, talking about the various faculty and staff that they wanted to hook up with.


The courtyard wasn’t very far away and Ms. Johnson was relaxing on one of the park benches. As Mark jogged around in his tight bra and pink jogging suit, he felt a lot of eyes watching him with curiosity. Girls giggled as he ran past them looking just as feminine as they were.


A stern expression on her face told Mark he had already screwed up in some way or form. She looked pissed, like she wanted to take out her anger on his ass.


“Took you long enough. We like the sissies to be in tip top shape so you can consider this a mandatory run. Since you decided to take your sweet time with me, you can run double what I had planned before.


Mark rolled his eyes which was the wrong thing to do when dealing with a superior. 


“You think I am being unfair? You get a huge boner in my class, don’t listen to what I have to say, and then think that you set the punishment? I set the punishment here and you are just digging your hole deeper. Keep it up and I am going to be digger way deeper in your hole.


Her speech got his attention and Mark fell into line, chasing after his History teacher, his mistress. She was setting the tone, so when later, they were alone, she would set the pace of their love making.


“Get your ass in gear soldier,” she laughed, running away from him. She moved quickly for an older woman and Mark had to really hustle to catch up. The jog started off very relaxed until they got to the more wooded area of the campus. That was when she really started to pour it on, taking off quickly and moving away from Mark.


He kicked his ass into the next gear and chased after her juicy booty, watching each cheek as they moved nicely back and forth in her yoga pants. Once he caught up with her, she surprised him, whirling around and kissing him right on the lips.


Mark let his tongue slip out, licking at her own tongue and reaching around her to grip her round, ass cheeks. Her butt felt so good to grip as he worked his lips lower and nipped at her neck. She groaned in complete passion, dragging him off the path and into the woods.


She started to rip off his shirt, licking at his nipples and then crouching lower. James was breathing hard, but was it from the run or the hot teacher that was now getting ready to blow him?


His heart was racing and he had to keep telling himself to slow it down. All he could see was the top of his teacher’s head now, her tongue coming out slow and wet, a sloppy lick at the cock head that was presented to her. 


“You like that you little slut,” said the teacher in a sultry voice. When she talked up to him, her voice was husky and full of lust. It was obvious that she had been waiting a long time to get Mark alone with her. How many nights had she stayed awake, fondling her selection of toys and thinking about which one would look best between the butt cheeks of her student?


Mark wasn’t very experienced with getting head. This was so new to him and he found that he couldn’t slow down his heart rate. Sure, at his old school, he got a few girls to go out with him, but they hadn’t done much. A slow hand job at the theater, or just a little fingering on the bus.


This was totally different. Ms. Johnson knew exactly what she was doing with him. She would spit on his cock like she wanted to disrespect it, grabbing it hard and pumping his dick even harder. The effect left him breathless, trying to steady himself on his own two feet, deep in the woods where nobody would see them.


He stumbled backwards and his back hit a tree hard. It hurt, but he didn’t say anything. Part of him still wanted to be manly in a way. Ms. Johnson grinned when she saw that he couldn’t get away now, doubling her efforts on his cock.


“If you can’t even last thirty seconds from a little sucky sucky, how do you expect to ever please a woman you worm? Wearing all this pink like some fag? You even have a bra on?”


She had a point, and Mark couldn’t say anything back. If he spurted out his cream in just the first minutes of making love to this woman, he really wasn’t a man at all. He grit his teeth, doing his best to hold back the orgasm, trying to think of anything that would allow him to avoid coming right away.


Ms. Johnson saw the stress on his face, and it excited her. She liked being the one in the drivers seat, taking control of the situation and making men do what she wanted. A small cry escaped his lips when she dived in on his cock, and took about half of his length down her throat.


The feeling was so orgasmic, he almost jizzed right then and there, ending the special moment.


“You pathetic little man,” she crooned like she was singing to him as she bit down on his nutsack just a little. “You think you could ever be with a woman when you can’t hold back one little orgasm. You really were not the man I thought you would be. I like a guy that can actually last with a beautiful woman. Looks like you don’t get much pussy at all you pussy.”


Her insults stung, but Mark felt like there was no way to stop what was happening. Each time he tried to focus on something else, the tree behind him, the wild flowers next to them, his mind was pulled to the fact that he had an amazing woman jerking him off faster and harder than he had ever managed. 


The grip on his dick was intense, squeezing the cum right out of the tip, lapping it up, and then jerking him off harder than before. It was almost as if she wanted to pumping the cum right out of his balls before he could even comprehend what was happening. She had ambushed him, and now she was taking advantage of his naivety.


“Don’t you come yet you groveling nerd. Just because you haven’t been with a  real woman before doesn’t give you permission to just cum all over my pretty face. I did my makeup real nice before I came over here, so if you shoot on my face, I am going to be pissed.”


The insults continued as she pumped away with her fist, growling and licking his balls at the same time, driving him nuts with the way that she looked so beautiful and yet she was so strong and able to pull the come right out of his body. There was no denying this woman. It was obvious that she wanted to force him into this situation and she was going to get what she wanted.


Mark had never experienced anything this hot before in his life.


His orgasm started deep down in his body, building up like a flood and there was no dam to stop it. The waves of electric energy ran through him like a wildfire, and then he realized he had stepped over the point of no return. The sperm was boiling up from his balls and there was no way to hold it back.


He forced himself not to close his eyes, to see the damage that he was about to cause. His teacher just laughed at the way his face scrunched up as the orgasm overtook his shaking body.


“You better not be coming little boy,” she growled, knowing full well there was no way to stop it with her gorilla grip on his dick. She pointed his cock right at her face, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue.
  

“Come in my mouth so there is no evidence then you slimeball. Can’t get those pretty pink clothes messed up.”


Mark fell forward and she pushed him back up against the tree, pinning him in place and holding him there as his cock began to shoot cream everywhere like a hose that had water shooting through it with intense pressure. His cock jerked around wildly, sperm shooting in all directions, totally uncontrollable. It felt like his hose would never stop bucking as buckets o semen flew out the end of his dick hole.


Ms. Johnson looked up at him in a rage, her pretty face covered in his seed. Sperm had landed on her cheeks, her eyes, and her forehead. A few drops even end up in her hair, which meant that was the most powerful orgasm of his life and he managed to launch his gunk several feet in the air for it to land in her beautiful hair.


“You ruined me you fuck,” she yelled at him, spinning him around and pushing him against the tree. “Hold that fucking tree you little pussy. I am going to use your ass for that.”


He could feel his shorts being pulled down, tangling up his feet and making it hard to stand. Ms. Robinson didn’t care and pushed down on his lower back, making his bend over here for her, deep in the woods, where nobody would find them.


She spit on his ass, smearing in the saliva with a few fingers around his tiny hole. The teacher didn’t even bother to lube him up significantly as she quickly began to press her giant phallus against his very tight pucker.


“Open that ass up for me,” she growled as she began to push forward. The penetration immediately began to generate another erection in Mark. Even though he had just cum, it didn’t matter. His body responded to her fucking and by the time she was halfway in his pink hole, he was already at full mast again.


“You like this don’t you! What a fucking pervert,” she whispered in his ear as she traveled the full length of her cock up his anal chute. “You do take a big cock well though. I might keep you around for my fun you little slut.”


Ms. Johnson pulled back and began to hump him hard, giving him everything she had, driving her dick deep and using his ass like he wanted to use hers. Each time he tried to pull away from the deep thrusts, she would crowd him up against the tree, press into him deep and whisper into his ear about how much of a weakling he was.


“No wonder you didn’t get any athletic scholarships. You can’t last even one minute with a woman.”


She pumped his ass harder and faster as the insults got more personal and cutting. Mark didn’t care though. The harder she fucked him, the more turned on his got. He couldn’t touch his dick, but just the feeling of her ramming hips from behind was enough to trigger the second orgasm for him.


Cum sprayed out of the head of his shaft like a fountain, covering his stomach and pubic hair. The teacher didn’t even stop the fucking while he was getting himself so dirty, instead, increasing the power of her thrusts into his ass. By the time he stopped dripping everywhere, she just laughed and gave his ass a good slap.


“That was good you tight slut, but next time, I want you at my place. I am really going to use you up.”


TO BE CONTINUED


This is some really hot sissy action. Mark just got a little taste of the cross dressing that is coming up in the next few parts of this series. The faculty are going to continue to dominate him hard and ride his ass as they transform him from a regular guy into a crossdressing sissy they can use when they want. 

For even more sissy action, check out this book where a hot shot lawyer is dressed up with bright red lipsticks and stilettos while the mafia fuck his wife hard.


https://www.amazon.com/Cuckold-Sissy-Mafia-Humiliation-Punishment-ebook/dp/B0833HGCYP/ref=sr_1_2?keywords=cuckold+mafia&qid=1577465489&sr=8-2 
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