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I grew up as a pretty typical girl. Up until college, that is. It all began when I was asked to be Greg Thompson’s “buddy”. Our college had a system where a new student was paired up with a buddy who could show them around campus and answer questions that most of the newbies have.
Greg transferred in from an out-of-state college, so he didn’t know anyone. He was new to the college, as well as to the city itself. Basically, everything was completely new to him.
He was definitely cute, with sandy blond hair, sapphire blue eyes, and a lithe athletic build on his six-foot frame. He was desired by nearly all the girls, but he was very shy, maybe because he didn’t know anyone in town.
Sometime between the grand tour of our college and a shared spaghetti lunch in the student union, we became friends. Then we became more than friends. He was my first, and I had assumed that we were boyfriend and girlfriend. Until I caught him cheating on me—during my eighteenth birthday party, in my own bed no less.
When I saw Greg humping Hannah Meadows under my Power Puff Girls comforter, I flew into a rage. I recall screaming at the scrawny blonde to “get the fuck out of my house!” Then, after Hannah grabbed her dress and fled, I set my sights on my supposed boyfriend.
He looked up at me, his eyes blinking with confusion as I charged at him. Before either of us knew it, I was holding his naked body draped across my lap, and I was administering stinging slaps across his tight little bottom. He wriggled as my hand struck him on his left cheek, then the right.
When he moved to escape, I grabbed a handful of his hair and put him in a leg lock, both of which held him in place. He struggled, but he soon realized that there was no getting out of this. Also, his wriggling and escape attempts was only making me spank him HARDER, which quickly taught him the lesson that attempting to disobey me would only make things worse.
He tried to cover himself with his hands, but I slapped them away. I kept raining blow after blow on his reddening rear. At first, he struggled furiously, but then he sort of froze in place. He was just lying there, taking it. Giving in to the spanking, submitting to me.
It was in that moment that we both realized I was in complete and total control of Greg. I was surprised but thrilled, at that point I knew I could choose to do with him whatever I wished. What a power rush this was for me!
As I realized the power I had over him, I became more excited and sexually aroused than I ever had before. I felt like some kind of Valkyrie, a vengeful warrior maiden the whole time I was punishing Greg. That was my first sense that I might not be so typical after all.
When I came out of the trancelike state I’d been in, I stood up in surprise. That made my victim roll off of my lap and onto the floor of my bedroom. I felt shocked and a bit ashamed of myself. I had never lost my temper that way, and I apologized.
“Oh my god I am so sorry Greg!” I said, but he didn’t answer. I noticed he had a strange, faraway look in his eyes. He also had a few tears rolling down his face. I couldn’t help but notice that his butt cheeks were as red as a pair of tomatoes.
I watched, still upset by my own actions as he pulled up his boxers and blue jeans. I figured that he’d never speak to me again when he silently crept out of my room—and out of my life. Or so I’d assumed. I was wrong about that.
A few days later, Greg approached me at my locker. He apologized profusely for his transgressions. When I tried to take the blame, he shook his head and insisted that all the fault was his alone. “I cheated on you, Sasha, I am such a jerk! I am so sorry! I’m to blame, not you!”
I had never heard of submissives or dominants at that point in my life, so I was somewhat taken aback. I just looked into his eyes, my face a mask of mixed feelings.
I guess he took my silence as confirmation that he was 100% in the wrong. Maybe he saw it as a demand for even more contrition on his part? In any case, he appeared deeply chastised. It almost seemed like he was going to get down on his knees to beg me for my forgiveness. He looked frightened and was babbling apologies I didn’t even follow, so quickly were his words flying from his trembling lips. He was groveling, and I liked it.
A spark was ignited that soon became a ravenous fire. Greg became obedient and attentive—like a little puppy. Whenever he hesitated even for a moment before indulging my will, I would punish him. At first, I’d spank him for defying me. In the beginning I’d use my hand, but that stung me. So I graduated to using a hairbrush. Then I ordered Greg to buy me a paddle—which of course he did—and I used it on him nearly every day.
It didn’t take too long before I realized that Greg was intentionally provoking me because he craved the sting of my paddle on his firm but tender ass. So I had to get more creative with my punishments. That began by accident, really.
One day I taunted him, “You cry just like a little girl!” For some reason, that really pissed him off.
“I do not! Take that back! I am not a little girl!”
Men can be so silly. Here was an eighteen-year-old young man, our star varsity basketball player, and one of the most lusted after dudes at our college. And, yet no one at our college knew his secret. That when we were alone, he was my little puppy dog, my plaything, and my little spank toy! He craved pain, punishment, and subjugation at my hand. So, we were both shocked at this little outburst.
He realized his grievous error immediately, dropping to his knees and begging, “Will you please forgive me Ms. Sasha? I am so so sorry! I forgot my place!”
I so loved seeing him begging this way. He realized that talking back to me was unacceptable. We both knew he needed to be punished and punished severely. Still, I had just figured out Greg’s little trick of pushing my buttons so I would spank him.
Admittedly I loved spanking him at least as much as he loved being spanked. Still, he couldn’t get away with defying me. I had to prove that his opinion meant nothing, and I somehow realized that if he enjoyed the punishment, then it wouldn’t really be a punishment at all. So, he needed to be punished in a way that I still loved but that he wouldn’t like at all.
Then it hit me. He’d defied me. Specifically, he had said, “Take that back! I am not a little girl!” The answer was obvious! I decided to use his own words against him to fashion an exquisitely humiliating punishment—one that fit the crime perfectly.
“Can I really do this?” I asked myself. “Yes, I can and I will,” I smiled inwardly. Then out loud I said, “Strip! Quickly! Do it now!”
Greg eagerly removed all of his clothes. I figured that he was expecting to receive the spanking he so desperately craved. Yes, he would get spanked, but I had another idea in mind first.
I rummaged around in my panty drawer and found what I was after. I took out a hot pink pair of panties—a thong actually—with white lace accents. I turned around and saw Greg, naked, his toned, muscular body on full display. I was already getting aroused by what I saw and even more so by what I planned to do.
“Here, put on these panties,” I smiled wickedly, tossing the delicate thong to the shocked jock standing before me. His athlete’s reflexes took over as he easily snatched the sexy scrap of clothing from the air.
“But, but I....” he stammered, blushing furiously.
“I. Said. Put. Them. On!” I growled.
This was the moment of truth. My heart skipped a beat as I watched him holding the sexy lingerie at arm’s length as if it were a scorpion or cobra. Was my dominance over Greg real? Or was it just a sort of fetish on his part, only empowered when he enjoyed what I was ordering him to do?
I needn’t have worried. With a visible shudder and an audible groan, Greg did as I’d commanded. The trap was sprung, and I decided to press my advantage. In a tone so cold it could freeze Greg’s blood, I said, “Go into my closet and pull out the pink and white striped gym bag labeled ‘Capezio’ right now!”
Greg expected to be across my knees, feeling the bite of my paddle by now, so he hesitated just for a few heartbeats. I glared at him and shouted, “I said now!”
Jolted into action, my handsome plaything found the large bag in moments and had it on my bed following my commanding gestures.
“Open it and take out the contents one by one,” I said, nearly emotionlessly, but I was buzzing with excited energy inside.
Greg complied, unzipping the bag and—when I nodded for him to continue—he began pulling out all the items. His eyebrows furrowed and a perplexed look spread across his handsome face as first he held a powder pink leotard with sparkles, then pristine white tights, a pair of ballet shoes with pink satin ribbons, and finally a fluffy white tutu.
To make a long story short, I made him squeeze into all of them, and then took pictures of my ballerina posed in basic dance positions. I even took videos! Only then did I spank Greg, although the whole time I teased him. “I think I will call you Gabrielle,” I smirked as he literally writhed in abject humiliation.
It made me so hot and turned on seeing him draped across my lap dressed as a pretty little ballerina. I felt empowered, invincible as I demanded that he admit the extent of his precipitous fall from a teenaged male jock into a feminized precious sissy girl.
“You make an adorable sissy girl, don’t you Gabbi?” I asked, laughter in my voice, “tell me that you’re an adorable sissy girl. What are you, Gabrielle?”
At first, he was reluctant. “Please, Ms. Sasha, don’t make me say it?”
When he started begging, I knew I had him. So, I smiled like a maniac in anticipation of his complete surrender.
“Don’t you dare defy me, miss girly girl! My sweet sissy girl! You heard me, my little ballerina. Do as I say! You’re an adorable sissy girl! Now, tell me what you are, Gabrielle?” I began paddling him with abandon, harder than ever before. I’m sure at this point he was coming to hate the sting of my paddle.
When he sadly said, “I’m an adorable sissy girl,” a rush of sublime ecstasy coursed through me. I moaned in pleasure and shuddered as I climaxed. I knew then that this would be my life’s work, my mission, my destiny.




If you have a custom story you would like recorded into an audio or you would like me to write a custom story for you, please contact me at missjenn@pm.me for rates and details.




Other ways to keep up & connect with me:
My website & blog: https://www.missjenndavis.com
Email: missjenn@pm.me
My Patreon site with audio stories: 
https://www.patreon.com/MissJenn
YouTube Channel: 
https://www.youtube.com/c/JennDavisSpanking
My Brand Spanking New Podcast: 
https://anchor.fm/missjenndavis
Miss Jenn’s clip store: http://missjennclips.com
Twitter: https://twitter.com/JennOTK
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