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Bottom’s Up at the Fair by Mark Adams

“You’re not serious?” My voice rose an active with incredulity.  “The county fair? We’re in red neck country, next you’ll be suggesting greased pig contests.”

The look Lisa gave me would have frozen hell and everyone in it. “These are our neighbors Jack.” She said and there was a tightness to her voice. “Try to get along with them please.”

“I know moving out to the sticks made financial sense,” I sighed, “But I don’t have anything in common with Billy-Joe and Bubba!” This was thin ice, Lisa grew up near here. The conversation went downhill from there and I ended up agreeing to participate in the fair.

I stomped out of the house and into the yard, muttering under my breath. Fighting with Lisa gained me nothing but having to talk to the grunting morons who inhabited this town would be hell.  When I’d agreed to move out here, I was thinking I’d still be commuting to work every day and I could do most of my shopping online. But Lisa had different ideas, she wanted to settle in and be part of the community. But why did I have to be as well?

I dragged the lawnmower out of the shed and yanked at the started cord, happy to let my frustrations out on something. Lisa and I hadn’t been married for very long but one thing I’d already learned was that when she wanted something, it was best to get out of the way or go along with it because, in the end, she would get what she wanted. I didn’t have to like it though!

In this case, she wanted us to both participate in the county fair which sounded like the lamest way to spend my limited free time I could think of. It ranked below mowing the lawn on my list of things I didn’t want to do. And it would force me to interact with every beer-swilling, uneducated redneck in the county.

Lawn suitably, and very angrily, mowed, I went back into the house and grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge. Lisa came up behind me, pressing herself against me and kissing the back of my neck.

“Thank you baby.” She whispered, her breasts pressing into my back and her hands coming round to caress my stomach then slide lower.”

“I groaned, most of my body turning to putty in her hands, except for a certain part of me.

Lisa giggled, sucking on my earlobe as her hand slipped under the waist of my jeans and wrapped around my cock. “How can I thank my big, strong, man for being so good to me.” She breathed. I groaned, my cock instantly erect and my frustrations vanishing by the second. Turning around I grabbed her hand and pulled her down the hall towards the bedroom.

After that Lisa had no trouble keeping me distracted, I didn’t even complain when we had to start attending organizing meetings for the fair once a week. I mean, I didn’t like wasting my time with these people, but Lisa was very appreciative afterward. Hell, one time she blew me in the car before we went in. I was almost in heaven.

If it hadn’t been for Dawson. Dawson was an asshole. A tobacco chewing, loud-mouthed, redneck. But worst of all, Lisa had dated him back in her high school days, and he got way too familiar with her. The man set my teeth on edge from the moment she saw him at the meeting and practically ran over to say hello.

All that gushing about how good he looked made my stomach churn. I admit, Lisa was right. Dawson was a big guy, but not fat. He was muscled like some sort of athlete or movie star. Clearly, he worked out, but my wife shouldn’t be gushing over some other guy!

That would have been bad enough, but Mr muscles for brains turned out to be one of the organizers of the whole fair, which meant he got to hand out assignments, including mine.

“The sponge toss!” I stared at him in amazement, but he just shrugged and grinned, his jaw working away on the ever-present tobacco.

“You’re the new guy.” He said that as though it was sufficient explanation but his grin said it all. He thought it would be funny to have me getting wet sponges thrown at my face for hours.

I opened my mouth to say something cutting, but Lisa, seeing where this was going, put a restraining hand on my arm, and I subsided. Dawson nodded in satisfaction, clearly thinking he had won something. I stewed for the rest of the meeting and Lisa was obviously irritated with me.

“Everybody takes a turn on the sponge toss, Jack.” The impatience in her voice evident. “It’s nobodies favorite but you could be more gracious about it.”

“I didn’t want to do this stupid fair in the first place.” I snapped. We didn’t speak on the way home, nor was sex on the table that night.

Things weren’t much better the next morning. We were at least civil to each other but hardly friendly as we got ready. Lisa was going to be serving beer, always easy money for these fairs, but I hadn’t seen her uniform until now. The low cut top left Lisa’s ample cleavage exposed. She laughed as I stared. The rest of the uniform wasn’t much better, with shorts so short that half of her ass hung out.

“Dawson said that they get more money when the servers dress like this.” Lisa shrugged. She had never been shy and male attention didn’t fluster her. I ground my teeth in frustration, already feeling flashes of jealousy. “Oh relax Jack.” She sighed. “It’s all in good fun.”

The drive over to the fairgrounds was again silent. It seemed like Lisa was eager to get away from me and we split up soon after arriving. It wasn’t hard for me to find the sponge throw area. Dawson was waiting for me there, that shit-eating grin on his face again.

“We set up a tent to shade you a bit.” He gestured behind him. “Don’t want you getting all sunburned, now do we?” He laughed and the mockery was obvious.

I looked at the setup and had to admit it wasn’t bad. The tent would keep me covered with only my head and arms sticking out but the stocks it concealed would keep me from ducking out the way or shielding myself from the oncoming sponges.

“How do I get out of this thing?” I asked.

“Don’t worry, we’ll let you take breaks.” Dawson laughed, spitting some tobacco out onto the dirt.

Biting back my reservations I got into to position with my head through the hole and didn’t resist as the stocks were shut around my neck. A quick tug of my arms confirmed that I was immobilized.

Dawson walked round from the rear of the tent to see that everything was properly lined up at the front and nodded in satisfaction.

“Comfortable?” He asked, kneeling near my face. I would have shrugged if I could.

“Passably,” I said. It wasn’t bad actually, though my muscles were sure to cramp after an hour of being in here.

“Saw Lisa earlier,” Dawson said. “She looked good enough to eat. Think I’ll stop by and pay her a visit while you’re busy.” He laughed as I tugged futilely at the stocks. “Been a while since I visited, if you know what I mean.”

I wanted to curse the man out, but he had picked his moment. A short line of young children had formed, eager to throw sponges at my face. Not wanting to cause a scene I hastily switched my attention to mugging for them, encouraging them to take a shot. As the first sponge splatted against my face I saw Dawson wander off and wondered if he was really heading for my wife.

The minutes dragged by and soon my muscles were starting to protest. I wondered how much longer I had before someone came by to let me take my break. Several sponges later, I heard someone walk up behind me. Finally, I thought, but instead of letting me out, firm hands started to knead the muscles in my legs.

It actually felt pretty good, but I was looking forward to getting out and stretching my legs myself. I was trying to figure out how to tell my good samaritan that in between a barrage of soggy sponges when I spotted Dawson walked towards me, with Lisa.

My unknown benefactor’s hands moved up from my calves to my thighs working at the knots in my muscles as Dawson and Lisa strolled closer. She was still wearing that skimpy uniform and they were laughing about something, though I couldn’t hear what it was. One thing was clear though, they were heading towards the sponge throw tent.

Just then my unknown benefactor’s hands moved up higher than my thighs and cupped my crotch. I stiffened in surprise and discomfort, but these hands knew exactly what they were doing. First massaging and then deftly unzipping and freeing my cock. I’d like to say I didn’t get hard at this un-requested molestation, but the truth was I was rock hard in seconds.

My brain tried to picture who was doing this to me, calling up images of every woman who had attended the county fair planning meetings. The only thing I knew for sure was that it wasn’t my wife, because she was standing in the line with Dawson, waiting to throw wet sponges at my face.

I bit my lip holding back a groan as the hand expertly massaged my cock, stroking my shaft. I wouldn’t last much longer I knew and I couldn’t stop whoever it was without my wife finding out.  Dawson and Lisa had made it to the front of the queue and Lisa leaned down to pick up some sponges, giving me and several others a perfect view of her chest in the process. I stared at her, my cock throbbing in someone else’s hand. When I glanced over at Dawson, I swear he winked at me and then reached over to cup my wife’s ass.

She glanced over at him, and I think she told him to stop it, but I didn’t catch all the words, because, at that moment, the hand on my cock let go, leaving me hanging and desperate to come. I thought maybe it was just a tease and I was going to be left like this, but no the hands had just moved their attention elsewhere and were unbuckling and removing my pants.

I felt completely helpless watching as Dawson finally removed his hand from my wife’s ass while my own was exposed to the air of the tent and to my horror, fingers started to explore my ass, smearing some sort of cool lubricant over it. I needed to stop this and fast, but how?

Lisa and Dawson took turns pelting me with wet sponges. Most of Lisa’s throws missed, but Dawson hit every single time, much to her amusement. Meanwhile, my unknown masseuse probed my ass with the fingers of one hand while their other returned to stroking my still hard cock. The sensory overload made it hard to process everything that happened. Dawson and Lisa must have spent a good ten dollars on sponges because they just kept pelting me with them as the fingers probed my ass and my cock throbbed.

When they were finally done they both walked over to me, big smiles on their faces. I tried to smile, but mostly I was trying not to moan.

“Dawson says it started slow, but things are picking up.” Lisa beamed happily as could be. “He thinks you’re doing a great job.”

“That’s… good.” I managed.

“When is your break?” She asked.

“Oh Jack is so popular, he’s going to work an extra shift for us,” Dawson answered for me. I glanced up at him in surprise, no one had discussed this with me. On the other hand, I couldn’t have anyone going to let me out right now.

“Yes,” I said, clearing my throat to disguise a groan.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Lisa asked, a frown marring her face. “You look a little flushed.”

As she spoke, I felt the finger withdraw from my ass, though the other hand remained wrapped around my cock. I opened my mouth to reassure my wife, and froze as something pressed against my ass. Something larger than a finger but warm enough to have to be flesh.

“I’m fine,” I croaked. “Maybe a little water.”

My brain raced at a million miles an hour as what could only be a cock slowly penetrated my well-lubed ass. I’m not gay, I’m not interested in guys and yet here I was about to be fucked while in the presence of my wife and one of her ex-boyfriends. If that wasn’t overwhelming enough, my cock was rock hard.

Lisa put a cold bottle of water to my lips and tipped it up so I could drink. I almost spat it out as the man behind me thrust forward, pushing deeper into my ass. Whoever it was, he must be an expert, because his hand kept my cock throbbing as he worked his way deeper into my ass.

Lisa looked worried now, so I hastily composed myself as the cock pushed deeper and deeper into me. “That’s better.” I managed to say

“You sure you’re okay babe?” Lisa asked and I nodded as the man behind me began to fuck me in earnest.

“There are people waiting,” Dawson said. “We’re holding up the line.

“See you later.” Lisa leaned in and kissed me on the forehead. “Love you.”

“Love you too.” I croaked out.

As I watched my wife and Dawson walk away, I saw his hand move to cup her ass again. She pushed it away, but only after it sat there for a minute. But I didn’t have time to think about that. The man inside me had moved both of his hands to my hips leaving my hard cock neglected as he focused entirely on his own pleasure.

He was fucking me harder and faster now as children and families continued to pelt me with wet sponges. I may not be into men but I know enough about what men like and how they work that I could tell he was close to coming and I realized in shock that he was going to cum inside me.

I had never felt so helpless in my life. I couldn’t cry out, I couldn’t stop what was happening to me. The humiliation was total, but so was the excitement. Despite the lack of direct stimulation, my cock remained hard. I was getting off on being fucked in the ass by a stranger, by a man.

It’s true I couldn’t stop him, but that wasn’t all. I wanted him to fuck me, I wanted him to fuck me so hard that I came. I was close too. So close. It wouldn’t have taken much more, but instead, he buried his cock in my ass one last time his cum spurting inside of me.

I bit my lip and swallowed a groan as another sponge hit me in the face and dropped to the ground while a stranger filled my virgin ass with his cum. At least it was over, I thought, despite my frustration.

Then the hands returned. They seemed rougher this time, both in texture and in the way they touched me.  Before they had first coaxed and relaxed me, getting me worked up,  but this time they seemed focused on getting what they wanted. Firmly gripping me as spreading my cheeks as a hard cock pushed into my ass for only the second time in my life.

The prick invading me was different, bigger, this time. I schooled my face so I didn’t give anything away to the families who were walking past or taking turns throwing sponges at me, but my mind was screaming this was a different guy. A second guy was fucking my ass.

I struggled to process what that meant, that this had not been an opportunistic thing, that it was planned out. Dawson must be in on it I realized, how else would he have known that I was going to be here for longer than scheduled. The whole thing must have been some sort of setup.

All I had to do to put an end to things was speak up. If I called for help, there were plenty of people around. The humiliation would be excruciating of course, I could only imagine what they would see if they entered the tent, but my ordeal would be over. Of course, they’d also see my erection, and as a stranger’s cock thrust in and out of my ass, I had to acknowledge that I was increasingly enjoying the sensation of being fucked.

My cock twitched and throbbed with every thrust of this man’s cock and while his hand on my shaft lacked the skill and delicacy of the first, it was more than enough to bring me closer and closer to the edge. I should make this stop, but I might as well cum first my fevered brain reasoned. The damage was already done, why not get the pleasure?

Just then the man behind me shoved in hard and grunted as he came deep in my ass, my second load of the day. As he pulled out, leaving drips of cum on my ass cheeks, I squirmed in frustration and regret. Even a day ago I would have denied the possibility of feeling this way about a man. Not about a man, I corrected myself, about cock.

The man slapped my ass as he left making no effort to clean me up or cover me. I was stuck face towards the crowds, ass exposed with cum cooling and drying on it and my cock twitching with frustrated need. I had been close. Close enough that the feeling of a third cock pressing against my ass came as a relief.

This one was bigger than the last two and he didn’t touch my cock, showed no interest in me at all. I didn’t care. His fat cock in my ass made me throb, made me twitch, I just wanted him to fuck me until I came. However, my new partner was, his only interest was cumming too. He pounded my well-used ass, grunting with the effort.

I struggled not to moan out loud, pelted by wet sponges from men, women, and children as this huge cock fucked me ruthlessly. He leaned over me, pausing for breath and I heard a familiar voice.

“You’ve got a sweet, tight ass, fag boy.” That was Jim’s unmistakable southern drawl. Jim was one of Dawson’s group of hangers-on, confirming my suspicions. I wouldn’t have guessed that Jim was gay. Maybe he wasn’t, maybe he just didn’t pass up a good opportunity. I didn’t care anymore, I just wanted Jim to rail my ass until I came.

He fucked me hard and fast, it felt good, but it wasn’t enough. And when he finally pulled out, spurting cum on my ass and back I was left in squirming and throbbing frustration, ready to do just about anything if I could only cum.

There were no more visitors for a while after that. My balls ached from the build-up and denial but my head cleared a bit as I slowly calmed down. I couldn’t believe I had put myself in this situation or that I had enjoyed it so much. At no point in my life had I ever been interested in men.

During a lull, Dawson and Lisa came to visit me again. Dawson’s grin made my stomach churn with rage and this time he blatantly put his hand on Lisa’s ass.

“Stop that.” Lisa laughed, brushing his hand away. “My husband’s right there!”

“Oh he don’t mind,” Dawson said. “He knows no red-blooded man could resist you in that get-up. Ain’t that right Jack?” I just nodded, I was in no position to get in an argument with Dawson right now. I’d have to think of some way to deal with him later. Lisa’s expression flickered from surprised to angry and my failure to defend her.

“Are you sure you’re okay babe?” She asked, and the concern seemed genuine. “You’ve been in there a long time.”

“I’m fine honey.” My voice sounded raspy from lack of use. “How are you doing?”

My wife, always calm and in control Lisa, actually blushed when I asked her that. “Well, Dawson was right, turns out sex really sells.” She said. I waited for her to elaborate on that, but she didn’t offer up any more, leaving me conjuring all sorts of scenarios in my mind.

“That it does.” Dawson nodded, grinning at me again. “Always a market for what people crave. And the sponge throw is doing well too, guess folks just can’t resist taking shots at the city slicker.” My eyes widened as a finger started to probe my ass. “You may have to up your game if you want to out-earn your husband. Think you can tease them more Lisa doll?”

Dawson quite deliberately put his hand on my wife’s ass again, this time cupping and squeezing. Lisa looked at me and her expression was unmistakable, she was waiting for me to object and put a stop to it. But I was focused on keeping my face neutral as the fourth cock of the day penetrated my asshole.

The moment stretched out and Dawson continued to massage my wife’s ass right in front of me. This was a test of some sort and I was clearly failing it. All I could think about was the cock pushing deeper into me by the second.

“I-I’m sure she can.” I stammered

Shock turned to outrage and then anger on Lisa’s face. I would pay for this at home but I needed her to go away so the stranger could finish fucking me and I could finally cum.

“Well okay then.” Lisa’s voice was cold as she looked at me, but then she turned to Dawson and leaned in to give him a good look down her shirt. ‘Let’s go give the guys what they want.” Her voice sounded more girlish and she giggled, blatantly flirting with him right in front of me.

I didn’t care, I was so close now. I just need a little more and no distractions. Dawson’s hand stayed on my wife’s ass as they walked away, but all I cared about was the next thrust of cock into my ass.

I lost count of the number of men or at least cocks that fucked me that day sometime after it reached double digits. Again and again, they thrust and pumped and came, leaving me dangling on the edge but never giving me quite enough to take me over. The frustration gnawed at my brain, my desires overpowering everything else. The people and the sponges were nothing but a blur, all I cared about was that next cock, the one that would finally put me over the edge.

The day progressed slowly.  I wasn’t let out of the stocks at any point, but the men using my ass gave me breaks and at some point, a tray was placed on the ground under me so I could piss into it. With no food and the only water from Lisa’s occasional visits my brain was fried, but my cock knew exactly what it wanted. By the time the night was winding down I was ready to do anything at all for anyone at all just so I could finally cum.

“Dawson says you’re going to stay and help him clean up. That’s really nice of you Jack.” Lisa smiled widely as she and Dawson approached me again. I just nodded, I couldn’t have her see me like this so Dawson’s lie was my best shot anyway.

“I was surprised at how much money you raised, it used to be that the girls made all the real money at the fair. Well…” She giggled. “Some of us girls still do.”

I stared at my wife in confusion, what exactly was she saying? What had she done exactly? I remembered Dawson’s hand on her ass and how slow she had been to remove it.

“I remember my turn in the sponge throw stocks.” She continued, kneeling down next to my face and softly caressing my cheek. “It’s like a right of passage around here. I was still eighteen, an ex-cheerleader fresh out of school. There was a line of people eager to sponge me.”

The way she said that I was sure she was implying more than the words themselves but I couldn’t concentrate right then because I felt another pair of hands on my hips and I knew what was about to happen. I stiffened, trying to hide any reaction from Lisa, but with her hand on my cheek, she felt it instantly.

“It’s okay babe. Just relax and let it happen.” She said, her voice soft. “If you relax it starts to feel good, that’s what I found.”

A hard cock pushed slowly into my ass and I couldn’t help myself, a low guttural moan slipped from my lips. Lisa just smiled.

“Dawson says you’ve set a new record. I’m impressed. Everyone wanted a turn with me that day, Dawson was front of the line. She winked and Dawson grinned his smug grin.”

I couldn’t think straight, there was a man’s dick in my ass, my own cock was rock hard again and my wife seemed to be telling me she’d been gang banged at the county fair. It was all too much.

“I didn’t last all day the way you did though,” Lisa said. “We took shifts. Dawson’s been a bit mean making you do that. Of course, you’ve been pretty mean to Dawson too haven’t you?”

The anonymous man fucking me sped up and I grunt as he slammed deep into my ass. Lisa continued to caress my cheek, her eyes locked on mine.

“Oh he’s a rough one, isn’t he? Did you like that? You know how I like it rough.” She teased. “I’ve got to say I think the sponge throw might be one of the easier gigs. Try being a serving wench some time, you wouldn’t believe how sore my wrist is!”

I gaped at her, had my wife spent the day jacking off other guys? This place was crazy but god I just wanted to cum.

“Does that shock you?” She giggled again. “That your wife was a slut when she was younger? That she might be a slut now? Well, imagine how shocked I was to discover you were an even bigger slut! And don’t try to say you’re not loving it. I’ve been getting reports all day about just how excited you are!”

My brain struggled to process this overload of stimulation and information while my body just cried out to be fucked harder and faster.  The moans slipping from my mouth told my wife everything she needed to know about my enjoyment.

“I’m your wife sweetie and I knew what you really needed even if you didn’t. It’s okay, relax, and enjoy being the fair fuck hole.” Her voice seemed slightly deeper now as though her own desire was building. “All those guys pounding that ass, so hot!”

“P-please!” I panted, cheeks red with embarrassment but so desperate I was ready to beg.

“No wonder they get hard for you if you beg like that.” Lisa giggled. “Don’t worry babe, they’re going to let you cum this time as a reward for being such a great fuck. There’s just one last thing you have to do.” She paused and nodded towards Dawson who was still standing there watching this all. “You haven’t been very nice to Dawson and you need to make it up to him babe.”

“Yes.” I nodded, ready to agree to anything at all, even apologizing to the redneck.

“Good boy.” Lisa smiled and then stood up.

Dawson stepped forward, but he didn’t kneel down, forcing me to crane my head up to look at him. The shit-eating grin hadn’t left his face. I opened my mouth, ready to eat crow and apologize, but before I could say anything, Dawson unzipped his jeans. I looked over at Lisa, eyes wide.

“You know what to do.” Lisa nodded. “Make it up to him.”

Dawson pulled his already hardening cock out of his jeans, the grin on his face getting bigger if possible. The smug bastard must be loving this. I knew what Lisa wanted me to do and after what I’d already done today it was such a small thing, but did it have to be Dawson of all people.

“Come on babe. If you hadn’t been so stuck up to everyone in the town there would have been no need to arrange this. Just one last thing.” Lisa knelt beside me again, her voice soft and encouraging. “Besides, I bet if you cooperate Billy will give you what you really need.”

On cue, the cock in my ass started to move again and a hand grasped my hard shaft. As I opened my mouth and Dawson thrust his dick between my lips I wondered if it was Billy-Joe or Billy-Dean whose hand so expertly massaged my cock.

But my body had long past the point of caring. My cock throbbed in Billy’s hand as he continued to pound my ass and I let out a muffled moan as Dawson filled my mouth, with his thick shaft, stretching my lips wide. It felt hot and hard yet soft.

“Gaaawwd, that’s hot!” My wife breathed, watching intently as Dawson slid his cock in and out my mouth. “That’s it, babe, relax and take it. Don’t fight it or you’ll choke.”

I could feel Dawson’s cock swell as he started to thrust faster, I wasn’t so much sucking him as he was fucking my mouth, just like Billy was fucking my ass. I knew he couldn’t last long at this pace, but then neither could I. Lisa’s eyes were feverish and she leaned in close eager to capture every moment of it. I was the meat in the sandwich. Fucked from both ends. Live porn for my wife to watch. I didn’t care, I finally got to cum and that’s all that mattered.

Billy went first, ramming hard into my ass, panting with the effort. I worried he’d stop jerking my cock, but he didn’t. His hand squeezed and stroked and milked my cock until finally with an agonized groan I spurted cum onto the ground of the tent, my whole body tensing and relaxing in a wave of pleasure and relief.

That left Dawson, his thick, hard cock pistoning in and out of my mouth. Lisa licked her lips, completely absorbed in watching that cock slide between my lips. I licked and sucked and drooled, doing anything I could to take him over the edge.

Finally, I felt it. His muscles tensed, and his breathing sped up. The thick shaft in my mouth spasmed and hot cum jetted into my mouth. I struggled, instinct telling me to pull away, but I couldn’t as he came, again and again, filling my mouth with his cum. He kept his cock buried in my mouth, forcing me to swallow his load.

When he finally pulled away, Lisa kissed my cheek. “I can’t believe how fucking hot that was.” She whispered. “Tomorrow’s going to be so much fun now that the secret’s out.”

I stared at her in shock. It had slipped my mind that the fair ran for the whole weekend!
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● Sissy Maid Pansy - Maybe it was a mistake to take the bet his wife made him? Because when he loses he has to spend the week as her pretty sissy maid. And now Claire is ready to explore every one of his secret sissy fantasies. The ones he didn’t know she even knew about.

And eight more freaky femdom tales guaranteed to heat you up. Cuckolding, humiliation, sissification, creampie eating, forced gay humiliation, and many more femdom kinks satisfied!

Panty Lover Collection #1

Collecting four installments of the Panty Lover series:

1) I Bought Them for You - Kate buys some sexy new panties, but she doesn’t plan on wearing them.

2) A Present for You - Kate has a present delivered for Mark at his work, what could it be?

3) New Panties for Mark - Kate takes Mark shopping for more panties, but what will her friend Amy say?

4) Halloween Panties - Kate takes Mark out to a Halloween party all dressed up.

So Small - The Big Tale of a Small Man

Brian’s visit to a massage parlor for relief results in his “little problem” being exposed to the women there and his humiliation in front of and by them. The humiliation spills over into his work life when one of his colleagues finds out about his size issues.

This collects all four parts of the novella So Small in a single volume. The story features femdom and small penis humiliation.

Sissified - Sissy Fantasies Collection #1

Three white-hot stories of sissification and feminization. Sissified collects three short stories in the Sissy Fantasies series together in one bargain package:

● Punished for Wearing the Wife’s Panties - When Ray’s wife finds out about his secret panty fetish she wants to know more. How did he start wearing panties? What does he do when he wears panties. And then there’s the matter of the punishment for secretly wearing her panties…

●  Sissified at Work - An arrogant boss receives a lesson in what it’s like to be a woman from his female employees. It’s humiliating being made to dress in a sexy skirt and parade around for the warehouse crew to leer and grope. So why is it turning him on?

●  Sissy Secret Exposed - When his old college flame Morgan comes to visit it doesn’t take her long to bring up an old panty wearing dare that he chickened out on. From there she easily guesses his secret and takes full advantage. How far will she take it? How far will he let her go?

Available at Amazon from Mark Adams
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