
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	Spanked Into a Sorority Sissy: Freshman Feminized into a Sexy Sorority Girl

	Miss Jenn Davis and Mindi Harris

	 

	College was supposed to be a new start for me, a chance for me to become someone new. I guess it was in my case, but not in the way I expected. My name is Alex Warren, and I had been mainly invisible in high school. 

	I eagerly anticipated making a new identity for myself at Ingenue University, a liberal arts college in the Finger Lakes region of upstate New York. Looking back, all I can say is, “Be careful what you wish for!” 

	As a lonely guy, I was hoping to make a lot of new friends in at college. As a virgin, I was hoping to meet a special girl and have my first romantic relationship. Again, both of those things happened, but not in the way I anticipated. 

	I met several hot girls in my dorm, but they immediately put me squarely in the “friend zone.” The first warning sign was when they started talking about other guys they thought were cute. 

	The clincher was when Cindi - the shapely blonde beauty I was crushing on - asked me to help her connect with my roommate, Josh. He was everything I wasn't: big, strong, athletic. 

	My dating life was non-existent and I was moping about it in the campus coffeehouse trying to do some homework, when I heard an angelic, melodic voice ask, “Mind if we share your table?”

	I looked up and saw a small group of girls, all wearing matching sorority hoodies. The sea foam pale green color with the Greek letters Tau Beta Gamma in sparkly silver looked amazing on them, especially the one who had spoken. She was one of the sexiest women I'd ever seen in my life 

	“Um, hi?” she said, apparently impatiently waiting for me to stop gawking and answer her question. “My name is Debbi, hi, mind if I sit here?” she asked, pointing at the chair next to mine. 

	Debbi was absolutely stunning. She was a few inches taller than my 5'7” height, the difference made even more apparent by her sandals which must have had at least a three-inch heel. Her hair was fiery auburn and her eyes were the most scintillating shade of emerald. 

	She wore pale green short shorts with a Tau Beta Gamma emblem that matched her hoody and showed off her athletic figure perfectly. She looked like a super model, and just looking at her made me feel lightheaded. Hearing her entrancing voice speaking to me was mesmerizing. I fell completely under her spell. 

	I nodded like a bobble head doll, as she plopped her book bag on the table. “Thanks!” she chirped, “could you watch this for me?” she asked, handing me an expensive-looking crossbody bag with “Dooney & Bourke” on it. 

	I blinked in dull reply as I passively accepted the cute, feminine hand bag. I was too busy praising my good fortune at having this breathtaking vision talking to me - much less asking to sit beside me - to object.

	Debbi kissed me on the cheek, and laughed, “I can see you like my bag? Maybe I'll let you borrow it some time?” 

	I shrugged and nodded, not knowing what else to do. I was almost at full swoon with my brain spinning dizzyingly as I inhaled her intoxicating perfume. So much so that I barely registered the knowing smiles the girls exchanged. 

	Looking back, I understand that having me hold Debbi's little bag and talking to me about it was a kind of test one I failed, or maybe passed, depending on how you look at it. At the time, I was too turned on to understand or even care. 

	I fell into an erotic daydream about Debbi, even as she and her sorority sisters filed up to the counter and placed their orders. I sighed quietly to myself watching the girls giggling and whispering together. They were all different types: Black, Latina, Asian, and White; tall, short, and in between. They were all stunning! 

	Before I knew it, they were back surrounding me in all their feminine glory. Debbi cleared her throat to get my attention. I looked up at her with a vacant grin on my face, and she rolled her eyes but giggled in response. 

	“So, this is Venus, but you can call her V,” Debbi said, putting her arm around a tall Black woman with a natural hairstyle. “V is our sorority's social chair person. She's in charge of all our parties and mixers, and stuff!” 

	V nodded at me and smiled. She was wearing impossibly tight skinny jeans that showed off her long, lithe legs and sexily, rounded butt most alluringly. I stared with wide opened eyes as all the girls giggled.

	Debbi shook her head smiling and introduced the next girl, “Meet Maria-Juanita,” she said, nodding toward a petite Latina with chocolate brown hair and eyes that shone like polished bronze. “We call her MJ, she's the Vice President of TBG!” 

	“Hola, amiga!” she said, winking at me. I was enthralled by her caliente body in her denim miniskirt, but I still registered that she'd used the feminine form of the Spanish word for friend. Still, I didn't want to risk offending them by correcting her. Anyway, it didn't really matter, did it? 

	Debbi had moved ahead with her introductions before I could even say anything anyway, “This is Amy,” she said, indicating an Asian girl who wore a floral sun dress with her sorority hoody, “she's our pledge chair person.” 

	Amy smirked as she fluffed up her black hair and made a kissy face at me. Like all of them, she was achingly beautiful. “You'll be seeing a lot of me, if all goes according to plan,” she said in a mysterious yet playful tone of voice, rich with hidden meaning and hinting at possibilities unknown. 

	“Last but not least is Kaci!” Debbie said, wrapping her arm around a very tall, well-built brunette with long, cinnamon colored hair and big hazel eyes. “She's my ' little sister, ' and star of the volley ball team.”

	“Charmed, I'm sure,” said Kaci in a smooth seductive southern drawl, while holding out her hand in greeting. I marveled at her strength when she shook my hand, and tried in vain to pull free. I rubbed my fingers to sooth them when she released me from her grasp. 

	“And you've already met me,” Debbi said, “I'm the sorority president!” She slipped into the seat on my left and motioned her sorority sisters to follow her lead. She sipped her pumpkin spice latte, and called their little meeting to order. 

	“O.K. girls, we need to plan our Halloween party and it has to be the best ever. So we need a killer theme that's just beyond! Any ideas? Let's start with you, V!” 

	I still had my homework to do, so I wasn't really paying much attention, but I did hear them say something about “transformation” and their “house mission,” followed by sly looks in my direction and much giggling. 

	“Hey, you should come!” said Amy. I looked up to see her gazing at me expectantly and the rest nodding and smiling. 

	“Come to what?” I asked. 

	“Our Halloween pledge party, duh!” Smiled MJ. 

	“Pledge party? Isn't that just for the girls who are joining your sorority?” I didn't know a lot about Greek life, but that set off some warning bells. 

	“Um no, not everyone there will be pledging TBG,” Debbi said, a bit hurriedly. Still, she seemed pretty definitive so I just shrugged and nodded at them to signal my openness to hearing more. 

	*****

	So, there I was a few weeks after that coffeehouse meeting, dressed in my best jeans and t-shirt, knocking on the front door of the Tau Beta Gamma house. I noticed the huge beds of pink roses flanking the short staircase where I stood waiting.

	I stood there for about five minutes before I began to worry. “Maybe this was all just a joke?” I checked my phone to confirm the date and time on the invitation Amy had sent me. Yup, it said 6pm, October 31st. Halloween. 

	I was turning around to leave when I heard the door open behind me. It was Venus. “OMG! Hurry up and get in here!” 

	The cause of the impatience in her voice was obvious when I swiveled back and saw she was barely dressed, wearing just a hot pink bra and matching bikini panties. I gaped at her entrancing body until she grabbed me by the arm and pulled me inside the sorority house. She was incredibly strong, I realized. 

	“Didn't you read the invitation?” she asked, literally dragging me up the ornate staircase, “you have to wear a costume! Luckily we have time before the party starts at 8!” 

	“8? 8pm? But my invitation said 6pm! And there was nothing about a costume!” 

	“Well of course! We expect the pledges - uh, I mean our special guests - to get here early enough to help set up! And hello? Halloween? That implies costumes! Now we have to take the time to get you ready!” V rolled her eyes as if all of that was the most obvious thing in the world. 

	V was talking on her iPhone, holding it in one hand, and dragging me through a short hallway with the other. “Hey Amy! He's here.... Yeah, the coffeehouse chica... No, no costume!” She sighed with exasperation at the costume comment. I froze when I heard her say, “coffeehouse chica.”

	As if by magic, Amy materialized from one of the rooms on the left side of the hall. “I have an idea” she said, then the two girls rushed me into the bedroom Amy had just emerged from. 

	Amy shook her head at my clothing, and started pulling items out of a closet. I noticed Kaci sitting in front of a vanity in the corner putting on makeup. “Hey, what are you doing with my stuff?” she asked distractedly while staring into a mirror and applying her mascara. 

	“Ta da!” said Amy, holding out an outfit toward me in both hands while smiling proudly. 

	“What? No! No way! I can't wear that!” I squeaked. “This has to be some kind of joke?” I said. I certainly hoped it was. 

	V was texting this whole time, and apparently had summoned Debbi to join us. That made three girls looming around me and another listening in and sort of watching. I was completely surrounded, outnumbered, and feeling helpless already. 

	Then, they started to tease and tempt me into wearing the costume that Amy had found for me: Kaci's old school girl uniform. 

	“Come on!” Debbi cooed, “you'd look sooooo adorable, and I just love a man in uniform!” 

	“She's right,” Kaci said from across the room, “you would look amazing, sugar!” 

	V nodded enthusiastically and said, “Just hurry up and get changed! We can't wait around forever. Times a wasting!” 

	My head spinning, I took the clothes Amy was pushing into my hands. This included a short plaid, pleated skirt in a dark green with alternating gold, red, and white stripes in a tartan design. Also, a sheer white blouse with cloth covered buttons and a flirty peter pan collar. 

	It was bad enough that these girls expected me to wear that feminine ensemble, but even worse they also decided I needed to wear knee socks, mary jane shoes, and a matching blazer. Worst of all, Amy produced a lacy white bra and panty set for me to wear underneath. 

	I shook my head no, but Debbi just smiled. She wrapped her arm around my shoulders and walked me over to one of the twin beds in the room. There, she grabbed me firmly around my waist so that when she sat down on the bed, she pulled me onto her lap. 

	“Now darling, we can do this the hard way or the easy way?” she said, gently but firmly. I gasped, inhaling her scent, enraptured by her strong, tender touch. “I kind of prefer the hard way,” she said, looking at the wooden paddle with the Greek letters “Tau Beta Gamma” hanging on the wall mere feet away from where she held me captivated within her grasp. 

	Realizing that this situation was quickly starting to get out of control, I took a deep breath and made my stand, “I- I- am very happy you girls invited me to your party, but this cross dressing just isn't my thing. I can go get a much better costume somewhere and come back wearing that? I'll just go and—” 

	“You're not going anywhere, pledge!” said Amy, “I told you we'd be seeing a lot of each other!” 

	“Yeah,” Venus added, “and I told you you're supposed to help set up for the party with the other pledges, and you're not even ready yourself! Stop wasting time!” She was very intimidating, even standing above me wearing just her lingerie. 

	Hearing them call me a pledge made it totally clear what these gorgeous girls had in mind for me. Though I was still gripped by their feminine wiles, and by Debbi's strong arms, cold fear knifed through my mental fog and I responded with a jolt. I began struggling to escape from Debbi's lap before anything really humiliating could happen. 

	It was too late. To my dismay I realized their trap had been sprung when I stood up on wobbly legs, only to feel V unceremoniously thrust me face first across Debbi's lap once more. 

	“I love the hard way,” Debbi laughed as Amy handed her the paddle and V and Amy yanked my jeans right off, exposing my boxers. “Ah! I see you like plaid, Alyssa! You'll just love wearing your new skirt!” 

	I shuddered at the prospect of wearing the sexy little outfit in front of these girls, let alone the astonishing prospect of wearing it at a party! I cringed when I heard Debbi call me “Alyssa,” but with my mind overloaded I didn't have a chance to object before they heaped yet another unimaginably humiliating indignity on me. 

	“Shouldn't those go too?” V asked, and not even waiting for an answer she pulled my boxers off, leaving me completely naked from the waist down. I thought this was humiliating enough, but it got worse. Much worse. 

	First, Debbi noticed that I was getting hard. I cringed and tried to wish away my erection that was poking into her thigh. “Ooooh! Someone's excited to be dominated by girls!” Debbi announced, eliciting laughs from her sorority sisters, and making me feel like a naughty little boy. 

	Then, she struck my naked ass with the paddle, making a resounding * smack * and searing pain burned through ever fiber of my struggling, wriggling body. I tried again to escape, but Amy and V held me helplessly in place. Kaci, who was still working on her makeup, looked over, caught my eyes, and winked lasciviously. 

	“Please! Let me go!” I pleaded. *Smack!* the paddle struck again, and *smack* as for the third time my butt endured a stinging, humiliating blow. 

	“What do you want to wear to our party tonight, pledge?” Debbi demanded. 

	I gritted my teeth and stubbornly shook my head “no.” 

	“I see,” Debbi said, “we have a spoiled little princess pledge here. More fun for me.” 

	*Smack!* Debbi swung her sorority paddle against my vulnerable flesh, immediately followed by *smack* *smack* *smack* in rapid succession, tormenting me in body and mind, dissolving my conscious resistance into unthinking oblivion. 

	“I said, ' What do you want to wear to our party tonight, pledge?” Debbi repeated. Amy held up the dainty little school girl outfit right before my tear-stained face, as if I needed any reminder of the emasculating costume, they'd decided I should wear.

	It was humiliating. It was frustrating. It was appalling that these girls had determined that I would be dressed as a flirty school girl. More humiliating they were treating me as if I were a co-ed pledging their sorority! I cried from both the blinding, throbbing physical pain and from the unfairness of the situation. 

	Somewhat impatiently, Debbi again asked, “What do you want to wear to our party tonight, pledge?” and she said, “who knew she'd be such a brat!” to no one in particular. 

	I intended to shake my head no again, to demand that this incredibly beautiful girl let me go. I lay there motionless. In my mind, I tried to will myself to break free, and storm out of the room and the TBG house, never to return. 

	Yes, I had hoped to summon all the will power I could and make my escape, but I couldn't. Something deep inside of me broke, and I felt my head nodding yes. I heard a soft, beaten voice gasping, my voice! I was saying, “I - I- want to wear the costume you picked out for me.” 

	“Oh? What costume is that?” asked Debbi. 

	“The, umm, school uniform?” I answered, awash in shame and humiliation. 

	“Yes? And what *kind* of school uniform is it?” Debbi said more than asked. 

	“It's, ah, it's ah... a school girl's uniform,” I sighed, feeling my cheeks reddening, abashed at my weakness. 

	Debbi smiled triumphantly and said, “If you accepted it like a good girl that'd be fine. But no. You had to be a brat. Now, you have to beg to wear it!” I felt that she was twisting the knife, gleefully eviscerating the last remnants of my shattered male ego. 

	But what could I do? I couldn't break free or stop her from paddling me. My butt was burning, and the only thing I could do - refuse to obey their orders would just make it worse for me and merely delay the inevitable. 

	“I, uh, I please Debbi, can I uh, wear the... the... school girl uniform?” I could barely force myself to say the words, but I had said them. Now I was falling deeper and deeper into their emasculating trap. 

	Debbi kissed my nose and dabbed at my flowing tears with her soft, well-manicured fingers. “It's not my uniform, pledge. You have to ask Kaci! It's hers!” 

	I looked over at Kaci, who was finished with her makeup and sauntering towards the rest of us. “Please Kaci-” 

	“That's *Miss* Kaci, to you, pledge! Call me Miss Kaci and call all of us Miss for now on!” 

	“Yes, Miss Kaci! Sorry Miss Kaci! Could I um, could I please, uh... borrow your, um school girl uniform? Please?” 

	Kaci looked at me with a thoughtful expression, but I could tell she was fighting back laughter. This made my embarrassment even worse. She said, “Well that depends, what do you want to do with it?” 

	This was infuriating! She knew why I was asking and she also knew full well that I didn't want to do anything with it, but Amy stepped in to make me feel even more humiliation.

	“Alyssa here wants to be a pretty little school girl slut for tonight's party, isn't that right, Lyssa?” It took a few heartbeats for me to realize that she was calling me by the girlish name that Debbi had used for me. She'd even given me a sorority girl nickname to go with it! 

	Still, held helplessly on Debbi's lap, with the threat of even more paddling, I nodded my head. 

	“Say it, pledge!” V commanded, “word for word.” 

	Any reluctance I still had evaporated when Debbi rubbed the smooth paddle across my burning butt. With my fear of another paddling, I quickly said, “I want to be a pretty little school girl slut for tonight's party!” I had to admit that I sounded almost eager to wear the humiliating costume. 

	“Well, I guess that's appropriate for a girly little slut like you,” said Kaci, “okay, but only on one condition!” 

	“What? What condition, Kac - uh Miss Kaci?” 

	“You have to let me do your hair and makeup!” she explained. 

	“And I want to wax her!” added V. A mortifying suggestion all of the girls enthusiastically agreed to. I knew that would be bad, but obviously none of them cared what I thought about any of this. 

	“Don't forget, Alyssa. To be a genuine school girl, you have to get spanked if you're naughty,” Debbi said, her voice raspy with obvious arousal. I couldn't believe it! She was getting off on feminizing and spanking me! 

	My head downcast, I sadly accepted my fate. They made me step into the little white panties and took off my t-shirt, which V slipped on. She also put on my socks, jeans, and Nikes. 

	“I've got my costume!” she said, “I'm going as a virgin nerd!” She and the other girls laughed at my chagrined expression. “Don't worry, Lyssa, that's all in your past. You're no longer a dorky guy. No, you're a cute little pledge now, soon to be a full-fledged sorority girl!” 

	The girls surrounded me in a whirlwind of action. They used hot wax that they'd prepared for me to strip away all of my hair beneath my eyebrows, and reshaped my eyebrows into stylish, feminine arches. That hurt, a lot! 

	“Beauty doesn't come easy,” said Debbi. With nearly my entire body still stinging, I sadly nodded my agreement. 

	They glued silicone breast forms to my newly-denuded chest, giving me extremely realistic looking breasts, B cups at least. These they encased in the sexy bra they'd chosen making me feel thoroughly entrapped. 

	Next, they made me step into the short skirt, and fastened the two tabs in the front and the button in the back making me feel even more ensnared in their feminization. 

	Amy held out the blouse and I reluctantly slid my arms through the silky, slightly puffy sleeves ―first the right one then the left. She buttoned up the girlish top, and each button closed seemed like one more intractable step in my feminization. 

	Kaci turned out to be a hair and makeup genius, and in her all-too capable hand any vestige of my masculinity disappeared beneath a wide array of powders and potions, hair straightening and a matching plaid headband. 

	When they held me up to a full-length mirror, I didn't see myself at all. I saw a beautiful school girl with huge doe-like eyes, heightened by eyeliner, mascara, and smoky eye shadow. My cheekbones were emphasized with generous swaths of rosy blush, and my lips looked pouty and kissable with bubble gum pink gloss. 

	My feet seemed dainty in the mary janes, and my smooth, hairless thighs were set off saucily by the knee sock I wore. V and Amy held me in place as Debbi triple pierced my ears, and inserted hoops in the lowest holes with sparkling studs in the upper holes. 

	While they did that, Kaci changed into a football uniform, and Amy put on a military uniform. They both still looked good, but much less feminine than I did. Kaci glued fake nails that were already polished in iridescent pink onto my fingers. 

	While she worked, she told me about my feminized fate. “This is going to be so great for you, Lyssa, you get to pledge our sorority alongside several of your classmates! Debbi likes you a lot, so you're a shoo in!” 

	I stiffened hearing this. I couldn't believe they expected me to pledge a sorority! I just had to hope that none of the girls pledging would recognize me! I wondered, “What will happen if a few of them realize that one of their pledge sisters is really the nerd from their dorm?” I shuddered at the prospect. 

	Moments later, Debbi returned dressed as Batman. She really looked more like Batgirl with her sexy shape barely obscured by the costume. She smiled at me and said, “Alyssa, you look wonderful!” I hung my head in shame. I almost choked when she said, “Okay girls, let's head over to the frat party!” 

	The four girls had to literally pick me up and carry me two blocks down the street. I could hear the loud music thrumming and the sounds of deep, masculine voices shouting as we approached, “Hey look! Here comes some Beta babes! And it looks like they're carrying one of their pledges!” 

	I struggled to keep my tiny skirt covering my panties and I prayed no one would recognize me as the girls deposited me right next to the beer keg. This was by far the most humiliating thing I'd endured this entire emasculating day, and I sighed knowing that this was just the beginning. 

	 

	THE END
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