

Sissy Academy Part 1

For Mark, one experience always stuck out in his mind. It was back when he was still young, in school, during wrestling practice. How could Mark have known that this would be a point in life that would change how he viewed things forever?


The gym smelled strongly of perspiration and rubber, the blue mats all laid out in blocks that formed together to create the area where everyone practiced. Mark wasn’t very strong and was often there just to fill in for the other wrestlers when they got hurt. His arms were almost the same width as his forearms and his neck was too long, a perfect target for another wrestler to lock into a hold and pull him down to the mat for an easy point.


Mark didn’t care if he was the best at wrestling though. He was there to learn self confidence and get stronger. That fateful day in August, he didn’t achieve anything that he was shooting for.


A girl stepped out onto the mat, her thick thighs tan and golden brown from hours in the sun each day. Mark recognized her from the softball team. He thought her name was Wendy Johanson, but couldn’t be sure that was her real name. It wasn’t like he kept up with female softball.


The coach approached her, holding out his hands in a manner that said it all. 


“What are you doing here? You know that you can’t just come out onto the mat with the rest of my guys right now.”


Wendy bounced a few times on the blue rubber mats, her ponytail bobbing happily.


“Coach, give me a shot. I want to wrestle as an eagle here.”


Mark looked down at the eagle logo and wondered why anybody would want to wrestle under this banner. The bird had an odd twist that it was doing so that it could be viewed in profile, but in reality, it just made the bird look like it was flying with a broken neck and couldn’t look straight.


The coach thought it was a joke to have a girl on his mats.


“Get out of her Wendy. Head back onto the field and stop trying to rile up the wrestlers. You know we don’t have space on the team for a girl.”


Wendy smiled and kicked the rubber mat with the toe of her softball cleat. The coach was not impressed and motioned for her to get the cleats off his clean, and hole free wrestling mats. She tossed both her cleats off to the side and stood there in her bare feet.


A small group had gathered now. Nobody was doing the exercises that they were supposed to be doing right now. They all wanted a look at the girl that was brave enough to defy the coach and enter his domain.


“Listen,” said Wendy. “I beat one of the guys on the team, I take his place on the team. Is that fair?”


The guys were cracking up over that one. It intrigued the coach though. He licked at his cracked lips and folded his weathered arms, the hard cords of veins from years of wrestling bunching up taut like wire. 


“Listen girl. I bet you even my first wrestler takes you easy.”


Wendy bounced up and down on the mat, taking a low stance and shooting in for a double leg on an invisible opponent. “I am ready coach. Give me your worst guy and I make short work of him.”


The coach looked around and his gaze settled on Mark. All the guys snickered when they realized what was happening.


“Get your ass up here Mark. I think even you can take a girl with your frickin’ noodle arms. Don’t bother putting on the gear. Just wrestle her in your gym shorts.”


Mark slowly got to his feet, all eyes on him as he approached the mat. He was not comfortable doing this, but it wasn’t like the coach was really giving him any sort of choice. Wendy reached out to shake his hand, but he refused to take it.


Wendy grinned. “If you want to be like that, it doesn’t bother me. It will just hurt more when I dominate you.”


Mark laughed. “You really think you have a chance? Guys have like 50 percent more upper body strength.”


Wendy giggled and pointed at his skinny arms. “Yeah, the average guy. I have bigger biceps than you do. Get your ass over to the middle of the mat and we can get this started pussy.”


The language kind of shocked Mark, even though he shouldn’t have been surprised. This girl wasn’t exactly some sort of wilting flower. She was coming for his spot of the team. Maybe she did deserve it more…


Both opponents settled down into a low stance and the coach took the center of the mat they designated as the place where they would battle. Mark didn’t have any nerves going in. He was already sure the victory would be easy. 


The coach waved his arm and they were off, Mark trying to circle out and away from Wendy, trying to get an angle on her. What surprised him was her speed. Her thick, tan legs were perfect for propelling her forward with speed, as she lunged forward, head down and arms out.


She wrapped her strong biceps around the back of both thighs and dumped Mark right on his head. He couldn’t even register what was happening as his world twirled upside down and then everything went sideways.


He struggled against her, but Wendy was crafty. She didn’t just use her arms to hold him, she used her whole body to keep him down. Using her strong legs, she pushed off the mat and got on top of Mark, straddling his body and pressing him down into the soft, blue mat.


Mark struggled, doing his best to fight against her, but at a good 130 pounds, Wendy was difficult to move once she got ahold of you. Mark was only 30 pounds heavier, and his upper body strength which should have saved him, never came through. No matter how much he pushed against her, he couldn’t get her to budge. College wrestling had never been more humiliating.


“One point for Wendy,” roared the coach. Mark looked around and realized everybody was watching him. This was humiliating and now tarnishing his weak reputation.


The next point came even faster for Wendy. It was like she had figured him out and was just exploiting the fact that she had the speed advantage with her thick, gorgeous legs.


Mark had to shake out the cobwebs and stop admiring her hot body. This was serious. If he gave up too many points to her, his position on the team was forfeit. He mentally prepared himself for the next rush and got down even lower than before.


When Wendy charged in, her arms went around his waist this time, pulling him in toward her to throw off his balance. Mark battled to keep himself on his feet, his legs pumping and his arms scrambling.


No matter what he did, he could not keep himself up. She was too powerful for him. With a grip that felt like iron, she vined her legs around his, bringing him to the ground and not allowing him to get any leverage. Mark was pissed, struggling to stop her from getting even more points on him.


“Just hold still and take it,” she whispered into his ear. 


Mark refused to just allow his spot on the team to go away that easily. He fought with her on the ground, doing his best to get back on top. It seemed like the more he struggled against her, the tighter her grip became.


Her body felt like it was engulfing his own, her soft breasts pushing deep into his chest as her lips got close to his ear.


“Just give up you little weakling. You are no match for me and I am just a little girl. If you surrender to me, I might make it worth your while later.”


“Never,” whispered Mark back to her. She was probably lying right now and he refused to give in to anybody that easily.


“Have it your way your pathetic excuse for a man.”


Wendy pushed her tits into his chest even harder and she began to climb up his downed body. Mark continued to struggle, but with the full weight of her body on his, he was just gassing out his arms. They felt like they had nothing left in them. The lactic acid build up was so bad, they burned to the point that he just wanted to lay there and take the lost point now.


She continued to coil up his body just like a snake. Mark was defenseless to stop her as her crotch reached his face. Suddenly, everything went dark and her crotch was wrapped around his face, the smell of her sex mixing in the cotton smell of her softball shorts.


It didn’t hurt as she pummeled his face with her delicate lady parts. On the contrary, it was quite nice to have a woman push his face deep into her crotch. While at first Mark was fighting against her, that quickly turned into just accepting the feeling of her legs wrapped around his head.


Wendy continued to tighten her grip on Mark, and at one point, he was scared he might not be able to breathe. He could hear faint sounds like screaming, and he assumed that everybody was mocking him for losing to a girl. That should bother him, but the smell and feeling of this woman’s crotch was overtaking him. He just wanted to stayed buried in her cooch for the rest of his time here at school.


The coach finally came over and peeled Wendy off his face, looking down at Mark with disgust.


“Are you serious son? Keep it in your damn pants. I can see your boner from miles away.”


Mark looked down in shame and realized that his tussle with Wendy not only resulted in him losing his spot on the team, he also had the honor of getting the biggest boner in his life in front of the whole team.


They were laughing and pointing as Mark slowly got to his feet, trudging over to the locker room to get changed into something that wasn’t so obvious about his current state.


Wendy even joined in with the rest of the team, giggling and laughing at his tenting prick. The coach had to hide his face in amusement as Mark waddled by, his stiffy causing him extreme discomfort.


Mark let himself in the locker room and sat there in shock. It was almost too much to imagine. Had it really happened at all? The door to the locker room opened just a crack. It was a female voice on the other end of the door.


“Hey, sorry if I embarrassed you out there. It looks like you might have a strong case of blue balls if somebody doesn’t take care of that for you. I can jack you off real quick in the locker room to make up for taking your spot.”


Mark looked up in hope, the idea of his first hand job sounding very appealing. Wendy was a gorgeous girl that probably had a really strong, firm grip. A hand job from her would feel amazing.


“Yeah, I would like that. Thanks for the offer Wendy. I am not having the best day in here.”


There was a lot of yelling and laughing that drowned out her response.


Wendy pulled the door open all the way and the whole team was there laughing at him as he sat on the wood bench with a huge erection.


“You really think I would jack off a guy that can’t even beat a girl in wrestling? I would rather get with a real man that can actually beat me in a match. You are more like a woman to be honest.”


Her words stung and Mark felt like he might start crying. He grabbed his clothes and ducked into a bathroom stall, intent on getting away from the laughter and embarrassment. It took hours before they all went away, and still, the laughter was ringing in his ears.


Mark sighed when he finally was able to leave the bathroom. He had missed the rest of his classes for the day…


Things didn’t stop there though. The harassment continued until Mark finally just had enough and transferred schools. The constant rumors followed him to his new school and he moved yet again. This went on and on until he just resorted to being home schooled. Teaching yourself in your pajamas was not the best move he could have made. He had no discipline and it wasn’t like anybody was around to get his butt in gear.


His grades were never where they should have been, and now, Mark was faced with the stark reality, that he had to make it in sports. If he wanted a scholarship for college, he was going to have to earn it through blood and sweat. He was not great at working really hard and was pretty lazy.


Right now, Mark was sweating like a prostitute in church. It was unlikely that many hoes ended up in between the pews, but if they did go to church, this is probably how they felt. It was another very hot day in Atlanta. He was still trying to catch his breath after such a long run outside. Being outside was unforgiving.


It was important that he stayed in peak physical condition. Colleges were looking to recruit right now, and to be honest, that was the only way he was going to go to college. Mark never applied himself when he was sitting at home and should have been hitting the books.


Now, he was paying for it. As sweat dripped off his body in the strong Atlanta sun, Mark wished he had paid more attention to his textbooks. There were some things that they just didn’t explain when you were younger. Maybe if they had told him how expensive college was going to be, he would have worked harder.


A white towel would have to do when it came to the sweat situation. Nobody was home which was normal at this time of day. A quick look in the fridge told him that he was going to be drinking water to rehydrate. The beer looked nice but his dad would kill him.


Thinking of dad, had he checked the mail?


“Oh no,” thought Mark to himself. “Do I have to go back out in that heat? Why did I not grab it when I had the chance? Stupid!”


Maybe it was the sun frying his brain, but Mark realized too late he missed the opportunity to pick up the mail. His parents were being so nice allowing him to stay here until college started. Some of his classmates that didn’t really get along with their parents were tossed out on their butt as soon as they were 18. Mark never understood parents that did that. Who was going to take care of the parents when they were old and aged? You could only turn to one person.


This was kind of part of his rent payment in a sense. His parents weren’t charging him anything and that was great. He could brave the heat again for them.


Mark walked out and immediately regretted it. The sun felt like it was burning a hole in the top of his skull. He ducked back inside and grabbed a hat from the local baseball team, a red tomahawk glowing bright. The bill made all the difference as he trotted over the hill and went down his long and winding drive.


Here, the trees at least provided some cover. When he finally got to the mailbox, it felt like his arms were much more tan than before. He scooped up everything that was in the metal box and headed back up the drive. Mark walked the first little part and then decided it would probably be better to get inside faster by jogging than to just walk.


He started jogging and by the time he got inside again, he was soaked right down to the bone He groaned and mopped himself up. The off-white towel he used before was still soaked with his own sweat, which did not feel great against his skin. Gross!


A brief overview of the letters was quite disappointing until he got to three letters that were from colleges. The first was from the  College of Design and Technology. He ripped open the envelope just to be disappointed by the first five words.


We regret to inform you. No letter with good news ever started off like that.


The next college got him a little excited until he read down further. Sure, the first five words were much better, but as he read lower, he realized it was a rejection letter that was just not as rude.


Mark sighed. How could this day get any worse? He was sweating his balls off and now he had to put up with rejection letter after rejection. If he didn’t get an athletic scholarship, he was going to be totally screwed. Debt in the United States could just bury a young person with a burden that would never go away.


Several more bills later, Mark came across something that interested him. This was a letter from a college, but he had never heard of the place. In bold font it said SSA. That was not an acronym he had heard before. Wasn’t that some type of Social Security thing? Like the Social Security Administration or something?


The outside of the envelope did indicate that this was from a school though. It was professionally done with a logo and everything that said SSA. Mark used a knife to get into it, carefully pulling the letter out, careful not to rip anything.


He started to read it and realized it was an acceptance letter. He got in! He got into a college! He didn’t even remember applying to this place!


Mark tossed the letter in the air and started pumping his fist in the air. He had submitted so many applications that he almost gave up hope. He quickly found the letter on the floor and smoothed it out on the kitchen counter. There was a phone number at the bottom that he could call to organize his first visit. He was ready for this!


Hands still trembling, he quickly punched in the number, and felt his face twist in disappointment when he got the busy signal. Mark sighed and kept the letter with him, moving upstairs to shower off the hot sweat that still clung to his body. If he could avoid running his ass off everyday for this sports scholarship, he was going to take it. He promised himself that he wouldn’t spit in the eye of this opportunity. This time things would be different. He would hit the books like he had never done before and just ignore everything else.


The cool water felt amazing and when Mark finally got out, he was ready to take on the world and get to work. He picked up the acceptance letter again and dialed up the number that was at the bottom. His fingers were crossed, hoping that he could get through this time. 


Jackpot!


This time, he got through. A nice sounding woman responded on the other end, a pleasant quality to her voice, very professional and polished.


“SSA, how can we help you?”


“Uh, I recently was accepted into your college. I wanted to know when I could schedule a time to walk the campus. Just want to make sure this is a college right? Not something to do with Social Security.”


The woman on the other end gave a slight laugh. “SSA is the best college in my opinion. It is not right for everyone honey but we can schedule a nice meeting for you. Do your parents know that you were accepted?”


Mark thought the questions was a bit odd, but just chalked it up to her making conversation with him. He looked outside at the hot driveway in front of the house. It was still empty while hot air created a wavy pattern in the air.


“My parents don’t know that I got in yet,” he answered.


“That is too bad sweetie. Getting into SSA is usually the biggest accomplishment in a young man’s life.”


Mark chuckled and responded in the way that she was expecting. “I am really glad I got in. I am excited to really apply myself there. It will be awesome. Is this a college only for guys? Like one of those things where women are not allowed?”


“Oh no. Not at all. It will be quite awesome for you to get to know your…female teachers. They say you do the most experimenting in college so this will be quite the experience for you working with female masters.”


Mark couldn’t get over how strange this lady was acting. Was this how she talked to all the applicants? He was better off just scheduling the walk around the campus and getting this done with. Why would she call the teachers master? Like a headmaster?


“Can I tour the campus this weekend? Would that work?” Mark felt like he needed to see this place in person. He started to get the feeling this might all be a big scheme to just get his parents money. 


“Getting right to the heart of the matter. A real go-getter. Excellent attitude that will take you far with us here at the SSA. We are all booked up for this weekend. That is the most popular time. Why don’t you stop over this afternoon?”


Mark did the calculation in his head. He didn’t own a car so he would probably need his parents to drop him off once they got home. That would probably put his arrival right around six or seven at night. Not enough time to tour and look at things.


“Would it be possible for me to stay in one of the dorms? I don’t have a lot of money, but I think that if I was able to stay in a dorm overnight, my parents could pick me up the next day.”


“Wonderful idea Mark. Very good idea.”


Had he given out his name? This lady seemed to know quite a bit about him without them even meeting. 


The woman on the line continued. “It is always a special time when we mold a young man. Really break him in and teach him respect. You will find that the training at SSA is going to make you a better man Mark. Looking forward to seeing you.”


She hung up and Mark was once again alone with his thoughts. What an odd conversation….


It didn’t take long before Mark’s father showed up from work and they both piled into the car, heading out to the school. His dad was so excited that he finally got into a college, he talked about it non-stop on the way over.


It was dark when they arrived and his dad gave him a short wave.


“Give me a call if anything goes wrong. Have fun with your first night in a dorm.”


Then he was gone.


Mark looked around at the campus. Very large and fancy looking even in the dim light of the moon overhead and sparse streetlights. He walked into the largest building he could find and was surprised to see nobody was at the desk, manning the phones or welcoming in new attendees. 


Faint moans could be heard further inside the building, deep in the heart of the complex. Mark began to move forward when he felt a hard slap right on his ass, hard enough to go right through the padding of his athletic shorts. A voice whispered in his ear, “Don’t you dare move you pussy. Bend that cute little ass over the desk.”


Mark did as he was told, feeling his shorts slowly get pulled off his butt and then an intense pressure against his asshole. He started to jerk away as soon as he realized what was happening, and felt two strong hands grip his waist, red nail polish gleaming under the lights overhead. 


“You…you are a woman?”


“Damn right I am,” whispered the voice in his ear as the head of rubber cock began to push into his anus. “Reach back and spread those little white cheeks for me.”


Mark did as he was told, reaching back to spread out his own ass and reveal that pink pucker of his butthole. The cool air from the fan above him felt good on his exposed ass as tremendous pressure began to build up centered right on his anal ring. This was like a fantasy that he had before that he never thought would actually happen.


“There we go baby. Much easier for me to screw you when I can see that tight little pucker. Have you done this before?”


Mark shook his head. “I…I don’t do stuff like this.” He didn’t mention that he often fantasized about this exact thing happening. His heart was beating fast as his anal ring expanded in diameter and his tight buttocks began to accept the intrusion. The rubber phallus continued to push against his virgin hole until there was an audible pop and then the head was in, a bulge embedded in his ass that was so big, it felt like an apple pushing out on the pink walls of his ass.


“For the new kid on the block, you ass seems to just swallow up big cock. Are you sure you haven’t done this before?” The question was punctuated by an inch of rubber dick shoved up his butt.


Mark moaned in pleasure and gripped down hard on the desk that was in front of him. He looked down and realized he had a huge hard-on. This was the best sexual experience of his life. It was as if all the fantasies that he had about being dominated by a woman were coming true. If only he was dressed in a more fem way...


Another thick inch of cock was introduced to his ass and his thoughts were broken. One of the hands left his hip and pushed his face down onto the desk so that he could smell the pine scent of the chemical used to clean the hardwood surface. The desk felt cool against his cheek and he tried to relax his ass to accept even more of the hard cock.


A hard slap rang out in the empty lobby as a palm hit his right cheek hard. Mark winced and felt his ass tense up. The pain felt good. He wanted to feel it again.


“Don’t you dare relax that ass on me. You are enjoying this too much mister. It is better when you have a nice tight ass that struggles against my cock. The struggle is what makes it fun for me. If you enjoy this too much, where is the fun for me? I want to dominate a sissy, I don’t want you to like this too much.”


Mark nodded that he understood and tried to tense his butt as instructed. He received another slap on his hind end for his trouble. The only thing that could make this even better would be if he was dressed up in some really girly outfit. He wanted his new mistress to insult him and take control of his sexuality.


“Don’t just nod you worm. Say yes mistress. This isn’t for your pleasure, this is for me.”


“Yes mistress,” choked out Mark, the pleasure almost too much for him to handle. His cock wanted to pop and spew white goo all over the desk, but he knew he would be disciplined for such a move. He had to hold it back, not give in to what his body wanted.


The mistress behind him noticed his predicament and commented on it.


“You want to come don’t you slug? You want to spray your sticky white seed all over this freshly cleaned desk. That is disgusting. You will not come tonight or ever. If you do, expect a swift punishment.”


Mark didn’t say anything and caught another hard slap to the buttocks. The cock was shoved three inches into his ass and he winced. Further and further his walls were being pulled apart. This lady pulled no punches and was using him very roughly.


“Yes mistress. Get used to saying it.”


Mark did as he was told and reached back to spread his ass out further for his new mistress. She complimented the initiative, and slowly fed his tiny butt a few more inches until it felt like at least seven inches were buried deep in his body. He quivered, the urge to come building up so strongly, he didn’t know if he could hold back.


His mistress didn’t seem to notice as she pulled back and began to really fuck him hard, the wet sounds of their congress echoing through the empty building. He felt some lube go right up his ass as she coated her dick in some type of oil. It felt slick and slippery as the dick in his ass began to build up speed. He was told to speak and act like the little sissy he really was. 

“Thank you for pounding my little ass pussy. Thank you for slapping your big balls against my tiny cocklet. Harder please mistress. Take that ass like a real woman.”


She liked to ride him hard and fast, but that seemed to just turn Mark on even more. He quietly reached down and began to stroke, hoping she wouldn’t notice. Just a little release would make him feel better…


It was too much though and suddenly, white cream was spurting out of the end of his cock, coating her clean desk with his mess. Mark looked down in shock at the spillage, a thick coating all over the hardwood surface. The cock in his ass suddenly was pulled out.


“Get your face down there and clean. I never said you could touch that tiny worm thing you call a fucking penis.”


His tongue was pressed against his own sperm and Mark felt his taste buds go crazy, cleaning up the mess that he had created on this beautiful desk. He kept licking until everything was clean and tidy. Somehow, his dick was still hard, even after spurting out so much choad. His erection was still at a pathetic three inches and he squirmed in discomfort.


“Good boy. I see that you can be taught easily. Welcome to SSA. Sissy School America. You just passed the first test on your way to becoming a full on sissy. You can go to your room now. You are going to need your energy for what I have in mind for you tomorrow little sissy boy.” 

This was quite the surprise. What would happen? Would he ever be allowed to wear boy clothes again? Would he be made fun of by these women with their big swinging dicks since he had such a small shrimp penis? It was like this Sissy School had been created just for him, but many mysteries remained.


TO BE CONTINUED 

You are going to want to read the next part to Sissy Academy to find out what happens to Mark next in his journey to becoming a total sissy boy. How many inches will be going up his ass in part 2?

Want even more hot sissy action that involves the Mafia turning a hot shot lawyer into a cute, crossdressing slut? They are going to make him watch as they take turns with his wife.

https://www.amazon.com/Cuckold-Sissy-Mafia-Humiliation-Punishment-ebook/dp/B0833HCD7N/ref=sr_1_1?keywords=cuckold+mafia&qid=1577464290&sr=8-1
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