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Panty Lover Tales 4: Halloween Panties

Mark gaped at Kate’s grinning face. She was joking right? 

“Come on sweetie.” Kate pouted. “It’s the perfect excuse to wear your new panties. And you do want to wear them don’t you?” 

Mark shivered. Every time she teased him into wearing panties was more mind blowing than the last. But, in public? Kate pressed her body against his and his cock responded. 

“You know what happens when you’re a good boy.” She pressed tighter, right against his erection. “Oh yes, you remember.” She giggled. 

Mark groaned in frustration. She was playing him like a flute. They both knew it and yet still he didn’t have the will to resist. 

“But… in public.” He protested rather weakly. 

“It’s Halloween honey! And you’ll be so sexy!” She nuzzled his ear, her breath hot. 

He pushed her back against the wall. Reason fading into a haze of arousal. Her hands reached down and unzipped him, freeing his hard cock and squeezing him. 

“Will you do it?” She whispered and trailed her tongue along his jaw before kissing him. Her hand teased his cock. And he groaned. 

“Yes.” He gasped out 

“Wonderful!” She squealed somehow slipping out of his grasp and away from the wall. “I know just what you should wear.” 

Mark blinked. Hadn’t they been about to… 

“Oh and sweetie? You should probably zip yourself up before you head to work.” Kate grinned at him. “Unless you want them to see what you’re wearing?” 

Mark ground his teeth as he forced  his swollen cock back into his pants. 

* * *

True to her word, Kate had his Halloween outfit waiting when he got back that evening. It had been a rough day. Between her morning teasing and the touch of the silky panties kept him on edge and distracted. Kate would never have known if he had changed out of them at work, but the truth was he hadn’t wanted to. 

She met him at the door, her body tense and bouncing with excitement, like a little girl going to play dress up, except she wasn’t the one dressing up today. 

“I have the perfect dress for you.” She announced, grabbing his hand and dragging him through to the bedroom. “A classic black dress. You will look hot!” 

Mark stifled a groan. Part of him had been hoping she wasn’t serious about this gender swap Halloween costume. He ought to have known better though. He stared at the dress laying on the bed. It was short. It was tight. Oh god. What had he agreed to? 

“I’m going to need some other stuff for you to appear the part though.” Kate grinned. 

And so the week went on. The next night it was the wig. Long blonde hair for the sexy girl as Kate put it. Then the heels. The makeup. And, for the final touch, the breast forms. Each new bit of the outfit introduced with an equal amount of smirks and teasing. Just enough to distract him from any growing nervousness. 

>Until Friday arrived. 

“Party time.” Kate squealed when Mark arrived home. “Into the bedroom so I can get you all pretty for the big night out.” 

Mark walked to the bedroom, his brain numb. His fingers fumbling to unbutton and remove his clothes, startled to find his cock already erect. 

“Such an eager girl.” Kate laughed, her hand ever so stroked Mark’s shaft for a brief instant. He gasped at the pleasure that ran through his body. “Better be careful. You don’t want people seeing that.” Kate winked. 

She dressed him first, going slow and teasing him as she did. She stuffed his still hard cock into the pink panties with a smirk, then helped him put on the stockings, breast forms and bra,  adding the dress last. 

Mark stared at his now androgynous form in the mirror. He wasn’t female, yet not male either. Kate pushed him down onto the stool and arranged the blonde wig on his head with care before turning her attention to his makeup. The transformation was startling. Slim and average in height as a man, he made for a statuesque blonde. 

“Be a dear and go wait for me in the living room.” Kate said, slapping Mark’s ass. Startled, but still obedient Mark did as instructed. 

He sat upright and uncomfortable on the sofa, trying to calm himself down. Every time he thought about the party sweat formed on his palms. He remembered to cross his legs, but that just drew his attention back to his still hard cock and the inexplicable excitement he was getting from dressing like this. 

She kept him waiting, nervous and aroused, barely able to keep still. When she walked into the room she had dressed in one of his suits. Her hair tucked up under a hat so as not to distract from the masculine appearance. It was Kate and yet, it wasn’t. There was a swagger as she walked into the room, and a smirk as her eyes swept over him in his dress and wig, like he was prey. 

“Not bad.” She said. “Time to go.” 

* * *

This year the company, in its usual extravagance, had rented out a ball room and one of the fancier hotels in the neighborhood. Mark’s nervousness and discomfort grew as they entered the building and people were staring at him under the bright lights. He shrank up against Kate and letting her lead him along in a way that further emphasized their roles for the night. 

“Well we know who wears the pants in your relationship don’t we.” John laughed striding toward them. Everyone turned and stared at his bellow and Mark cringed. 

“Looks good on you.” John continued laughing. “Would look better on her!” 

Kate smirked again, but said nothing, forcing John to perform the introductions. His palms were sweating as he introduced one after another of his work colleagues. His cheeks reddened as Christie, wearing a tight fitting dress giggled and asked him where he shopped. 

Kate patted his ass as he blushed and stammered, causing everyone to laugh again. 

Mark found parties difficult at the best of times. Usually he could blend into the background, find a quiet corner and have a drink. But not dressed like this and not with Kate beside him the whole time. It seemed like she wanted to meet and talk to everyone he worked with. He fidgeted with discomfort as she bantered with John and his colleagues. 

“Honey run along and get me a beer there’s a good girl.” Kate said. There was an awkward pause before Mark realized she was talking to him. 

Face scarlet from the attention he was receiving and the latest round of laughter, he headed for the bar. Kate whistled at him as he walked away and the laughter grew even louder. 

Without Kate next to him, Mark felt even more vulnerable in the sexy clothes. Everyone glanced at him as he walked past. But without her there to stir things, they didn’t say anything to him. He shuddered to think what people would say about him after this party. 

The bartender didn’t blink though when he asked for the beer. No doubt she had seen far stranger at Halloween parties in the past. He lingered near the food and drink enjoying the relative anonymity and trying to calm himself down. 

>As much as he hated to admit it, between the embarrassment and fear, excitement still lingered. The way she gazed at him, the way the others eyes lingered on his body in these clothes. 

“Well! Hello there sexy!” Annette’s voice scattered his thoughts. 

“Ah… hi.” He struggled to respond, his heart thundering in his chest. “Um… Halloween… you know.” 

“Oh indeed I do.” Annette grinned at him. “A chance to let it all hang out. But who knew it would be so good.” 

“Um… thanks.” Mark wasn’t sure how to respond. Was she teasing him? The complement sounded awfully sincere. 

“Turn around.” Annette instructed him, signaling with her finger. Not sure what else to do, Mark obeyed, turning slowly round to study his outfit. “It just brings out a whole other you doesn’t it?” Annette laughed. 

Mark blushed again. The dress was so tight fitting, he felt incredibly exposed under Annette’s roaming gaze. 

“You want to be careful dressing like that.” She continued to tease him. “You might attract the wrong sort of attention.” 

“Oh don’t worry.” It was Kate’s voice, and there was an edge to it. “I’m keeping a close eye on my girl.” 

Mark swallowed nervously as Kate’s arm snaked around his waist pulling him closer to her in a possessive motion. 

“I’m sure you will.” Annette pursed her lips before they formed a polite smile. Without another word she moved away. 

“Well, I just can’t leave you alone for a moment, can I?” Kate teased, her hand cupping his ass and giving it a squeeze. “I turn my back and you’re flirting. Naughty girl.” 

She took him by the arm and lead him out of the crowd and over to a shadowed corner of the room, pushing him back against the wall, her body pressing against his. Her hand reached down to cup his crotch. 

“Such a dirty girl.” She whispered into his ear, her hand caressing his hard cock. “Do you like playing the slut?” Mark moaned softly, biting his lip as her hot breath tickled his ear. 

“Does it excite you, wiggling your bum in your fuck me heels?” Her other hand reached round and pinched his ass. “Letting them see you all dressed up in your slutty sissy clothes.” Her teeth nipped at his earlobe, her body pressing tight against his. 

Mark fought for words, but before he formed a coherent sentence she attacked his mouth with hers, her tongue thrusting into his possessing him. His body reacted on instinct, arms coming round to pull her tighter against him, pushing his crotch against her soft, warm body. 

Kate pulled away, her eyes dropped to his crotch and she giggled. “Well someones got a little problem now, doesn’t she? We won’t be able to tuck that out of sight.” 

Mark’s cheeks flushed redder as he followed her gaze, seeing the way his hard on pushed out the tight skirt he was wearing. His excitement would be unmistakable to anyone in the room. 

“Such a slut.” Kate giggled again and grabbing his hand, pulled him after her. 

Mark shuffled along, cheeks scarlet with embarrassment, hoping that no one would notice as Kate pulled him through the party crowd and out of the ballroom.  A few people waved greeting to him as they went past and his stomach lurched with each encounter. 

At last they were free of the crowd though and Kate dragged him down what seemed to be a deserted hallway testing the doors as she went. 

“I don’t think we’re supposed to be here.” Mark protested. Kate stopped, then turned to face him. 

“Well…” She said, “You could just go back to the party. And maybe your… problem.” She glanced down, “will take care of itself.” Mark flushed again and shuffled his feet. 

“Or would you like me to ask the concierge for help?” She teased. Mark stared at her in horror and she giggled again. 

“Then perhaps,” She leaned in and gave him another hot kiss. “You should let me… take care of it?” Mark nodded. 

>Kate turned the handle of another door and it opened revealing a small closet. She hurriedly pushed him inside and followed him in. 

The part of Mark’s brain that was still working wanted to protest that someone would see them. That the door didn’t lock and one of the hotel staff could walk in at any moment to see Kate on her knees and him with his cock sticking out of his panties 

But then her soft fingers stroked his heated flesh and her tongue flicked against his exposed cock head. And all he could do was moan in pleasure, leaning back against the shelves to support himself as his cock entered her mouth. 

He couldn’t look away from the door sure that at any moment someone would walk in. Even standing above Kate like this he felt helpless. Her hands pushed him back against the shelves and he stood passively as her lips and tongue teased him.  She coaxes noises from between his lips as her mouth made his cock throb and twitch. 

She pulled her head away from him. He whimpered as her hot, wet mouth withdrew and she grinned up at him, enjoying the control she had over him. Her tongue snaked out to lick her lips teasingly. 

“Is my sissy ready to fuck?” She taunted rising languorously to her feet. The closet was hot and stuffy as she stood close to him, unbuckling her belt and pulling down her trousers with an almost aggressive efficiency. 

Turning she braced herself against the wall, arching her back and ass invitingly. 

“Well?” She asked, turning her head to stare at him. “Does my panty boy want to fuck this?” She wiggled her ass. 

Mark stumbled forward, his mind on fire with lust and anger at the taunting. His own panties down around his legs he grabbed Kate’s hips holding her still as he pressed his cock against her pussy and thrust up and into her. Her gasp excited him further and he pressed his body against hers, pushing her against the wall. His hands roamed her body, squeezing and groping her flesh as he began to fuck her. 

“Such a horny slut.” Kate taunted him, panting as he thrust into her again and again. “That’s it. Fuck my ass… with your strapon.” 

Mark grunted a mixture of frustration, anger and passion at her continued teasing, thrusting his hips hard fucking her faster and deeper. His orgasm was building already. 

The door opened. 

Just a crack. Enough for Mark to catch it out of the corner of his eye, but not enough for Kate, her head resting against the wall to notice. 

Mark didn’t slow down, pounding into Kate. All he could think about was taking her, fucking her, cumming in her. 

He glanced over and his eyes locked with Annette’s as he thrust again and again. She smirked at him, making no effort to avert her eyes.  She showed no signs of embarrassment at what she was watching. 

His whole body blushed with embarrassment. Annette was drinking in the whole scene, including him with his skirt up around his waist and the panties around his knees. What did she think of him now? 

With an effort he wrenched his gaze away and focussed on Kate, thrusting and grunting animalistically as he fucked her eager body. Panting and gasping as he came. He rested his head against her back his cum spurting into her. 

The door clicked shut. 
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