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It is not to be Veproduced or distrubited in anyway, tn part or m ts

enturety, without permisston.

It is not to be pos‘ced on websi‘ces/fomms or put nto print without

the permission of the copyrigh’t owner.

ALL CHARACTERS ARE 18+



ewilching Blfes

One stolen bowl. One fateful choice. One night that changes everything. He knew the rules: “don’t take
the last one...” but temptation whispered louder than conscience on that moonlit Halloween evening.

What seemed like the pevfect crime, snafching the last pack of candy, would prove (o be anything but
innocent mischief Buried deep within his i“—gotten treasure lies some‘thing far more dangemus than

sugar and chocolate. Cursed confecﬂons, pulsing with mischievous magic, wait to be discovered. Each

morsel carries a secret. Each taste unleashes a transformaﬁon that cannot be undone. What starts as a

gui[fy midnight snack becomes an intoxicating journey of metamorphosis. With every bite, his
reﬁection sh'gcts and changes.

With every craving saﬁsﬁed, another awakens. Stronger, more desperate, morve impossib le to deny. The
magic works s[ow[y at ﬁrst, then all at once, reshap ing this si“y boy into something much more...
Delectable. Soon, the boy who dared to defy Halloween tradition will be no’thing more than a memory.
In his p[ace emerges someone entire ly new, a woman of stunning beauty and dangerous allure, born
ﬁom enchanted sweels and forb idden desires. Can he ﬁnd the strength to stop before the ﬁnal
‘[rangformaﬁon claims him forever, or will the candy’s seductive spe“ prove (oo powevﬁd to resist? Step
into a world where Halloween magic (s real, where consequences are irreversible, and where the sweetest
temptations carry the highest price.

The feast begins NOW...

Written by HopeTG
hitps:/[www.Deviantart.com/HopeTG
hitps:/[www.x.com/HopeTGTF
hitps:/['www.HopeTG.com

Produced ’oy HopelG

lustrated by an artist who wishes to remain Anonymous
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neighborhood, but
it looks

abandoned.

Only one pack
| of candy left?
I T shouldn't..




Huh T don't il
recognize this A e The packaging
” “ g2 > IS Too nice to
be homemade.

Oh what the
hell, no one's
around anyway.

T wonder how
his one
tastes.

Mmm.. super
sweetl

*yawn™ I think I'm
starting to crash from
the sugar high. T'll just

rest my eyes for a

moment.




*yawn* Oof, fell

asleep with the
lights on. What
time 1s 11?
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I think I drank too
much last night, or
I must be seeing
things.

Nice! I still have
some of that

delicious candy
left!




Later that day...

Just one
more...

God I've b
so tired t
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My lips feel
swollen..?
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happened to
my hair??

The fuck?!
turned into a
gir|?!?!

Mmmm.. This is
retty strange, but

wonder if I have
any more of that

A really, really
hot girl...




That night...




I'm gonna.. I'm
gohna cu.. I'm gonna
CUUUUUM!




{ I've never been \\ [
this horny
before...

Aanh! Ohh my
goddd!l




No..! Not.. Not
again.. I can't..

stay.. awa...
Z27

awa... awake..
Awake!l WAKE
UP!




Oh... I think I
get It now.

It wasn't a
dream..?

This intoxicating
power.. It's mine




u like
some candy?

* *

Iggle




