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Change of Plans

Halloween. For the young an excuse to dress up in silly costumes and go to the homes of others to get candy. For the old an excuse to dress up in slutty costumes and go to the home of another for a party involving drinks and loose inhibitions.

Heather had already gotten her outfit sorted for the party tonight. She was going to go down there as a slutty witch. The outfit wasn’t really all that slutty actually, the skirt was just short and it allowed a sight of some cleavage; other girls going to this part would practically have parts of their body hanging out in the open.

It wasn’t like Heather didn’t have a body that would look good in such a slutty outfit either. She was a sexy, brunette, cheerleader and you don’t get into that team unless your body is slim, fit and gorgeous. Those C cup titties of hers were enough to cause some slight jealousy.

She could have gotten something a bit more revealing but this particular outfit caught her attention while she was shopping around, going super cheap in the clearance rack. Why would they want to sell off a halloween outfit cheap for halloween? Well their loss was her gain.

The main issue for Heather was timing. The party wasn’t beginning for quite some time, not until the host had managed to get shut of their parents which meant Heather still had a lot of time to burn off.

From her bedroom window she watched as the children of the neighborhood went trick or treating in their outfits, collecting bags full of candy for them to eat down later.

It’d been so long since Heather had last gone trick or treating. She was eighteen now which meant it was an activity she had grown out of a long, long, time ago. However nostalgia has a strange habit of always coming at the most unusual of times, suddenly starting an urge for Heather to go and relive some childhood memories. It’d be a good chance to burn some time away before the party as well.

If she was lucky some people would give her some money instead of candy, seeing as she’s not a little kid anymore. That sounded like a plan if she’d ever heard one so her mind was steeled; it was time for Heather to go trick or treating once again.


House One

“Trick or treat,” Heather calmly called out as the door opened up for the first house.

Heather had made sure to go a few blocks away from her own house, just to avoid any embarrassing situations with any of her neighbours. She didn’t really know anybody here which was totally okay for her.

The woman at the first house was the classic little old lady. Curly grey hair, a hunched back and a sweater that could be being worn in all weather.

“My my aren’t you a bit big to be trick or treating?”

“I just used my witch magic to make myself look older.”

“Well what a pretty witch you are. Here, have a candy apple.”

Heather held forward the plastic bag she had taken from the house and let the sticky fruit drop inside. That’s right grandma, that’s what all the kids came to your house for, fruit.

“Wow thank you,” she said, trying to hide her sarcasm. “Bye bye.”

“Bye dear.”

So the first house then was close to a bust. Better luck for house two.


House Two

This was a very kid friendly neighborhood which meant a lot of the houses were going along with the halloween traditions. When she knocked on the door somebody was sure to answer and that was the same story with the second house on her trip.

“Trick or treat,” she said once more, holding out her bag to collect some more booty.

“Aren’t you a bit old to be trick or treating?” the bearded man who answered the door asked. If she was going to get that sort of question at every house she went to it was going to be a very long night indeed.

“I just made myself look older with a spell.”

“Fine, here you are.”

He dropped a few wrapped candies into her bag. Still no money but at least it was some decent grub this time. She’d always had something of a sweet tooth.

“Thank you.”

Things were slowly starting to progress. Onwards towards house three.


House Three

It was actually technically the fourth house she’d visited as house three hadn’t answered. She knew they were in as well, she could hear the sound of people and the television inside. Ignoring her like that, it was just rude. Not that she wouldn’t do the same thing herself.

Luckily the next house actually decided to answer her.

“Trick or Treat.”

It was another elderly woman who looked to be getting into the mood of the occasion herself, she was also dressed as a witch even if she was a lot more ugly old hag as opposed to Heather.

“And I thought I was the only witch around these parts.”

“I’m afraid you’ve got some competition now.”

“Oh my, I don’t think I can win against such a pretty young thing. Here you go dear.”

Some more candies, the more the merrier as they say.

“Thank you. Bye.”

Yep this was actually quite enjoyable. Heather can’t even remember why she gave it up in the first place. Probably had something to do with entering into her teenage years. If there was one thing that loved to ruin the fun you had as a child it was those pesky teenage years. To the next house.


House Seven

Progress had been going well. The entire street had been generous enough to give her some candy and she only had to get through another two people mentioning the fact that she looked too old to be trick or treating. Result.

By this point her bag was starting to get a little weight in it, but the candy apple was definitely helping with that, even if it was going to leave the inside of her bag and the rest of her treats sticky and messy. She could have at least wrapped it up first.

With a taste still not satisfied Heather knocked onto the next house and let out a cheer as the door opened up.

“Trick or treat!”

A young man answered up the door, probably somewhere in his early twenties. He looked like the kind of guy who might be going to the party later, certainly the kind of guy she wouldn’t mind seeing at the party later.

“Aren’t you a bit… big to be doing this?”

His eyes weren’t exactly focused on her face, more down at her top, or to put it more precisely, down into her cleavage.

Yes she was showing off quite a generous helping of skin there which left a deep gap that a man’s eyes could sink into but that didn’t mean she was waiting to be so openly perved on. Typical man.

“Why? Is that a problem?”

Heather made sure to push her chest forwards as she spoke. If it had been a problem before she was certain it wouldn’t be for any longer.

“N-not at all. So were you wanting some candy?”

“Money would be preferred.”

He looked a bit shell shocked but still he picked out his wallet and fished around for a few dollars which he could spare for her.

“Here you are.”

Heather snatched the money out of his hand and cast him a big, friendly smile, curtsying her short dress slightly.

“Thank you very much. Laters.”

That was way better than any of the hauls she’d gotten so far, men were just too easy. If she encountered any other men she could always try doing something similar and seeing where that could get her. If there was one tool women always had over men it was their bodies.


House Nine

“Trick or treat!” Heather cooed out with a smile on her lips as a heavy guy, probably middle aged, opened up the door. If there was ever prime prey to get some money out of then here it was.

His eyes went straight down to her cleavage which she helped to emphasize by pushing her weight up and forwards. Being generally quite small was helpful to Heather as well as it meant the man’s eyes were naturally drawn down, straight into her rack and the deep cleavage she was sporting.

“A-a-aren’t you a bit old to be trick or treating?” he stammered out as his cheeks began to flush. Sick he was totally attracted to her and she was going to strike using that.

Heather swayed her chest from side to side to make her soft, D cup, chest jiggle around in her witch outfit, giving the overweight male quite a sight.

“That’s not a problem, is it?”

“No no! Not a problem at all. I didn’t mean to say that.”

“That’s good,” she cooed out softly, her lips being pursed into a pout, “Because I’ve already been given lots and lots of candy today so I was hoping that some generous person would give me some money instead.”

He looked as if he was going to collapse at any moment. If anything she was going too hard on him.

The man reached into his wallet and fished around, pulling out a twenty dollar bill of all things for her. Twenty dollars, just for shaking her titties at him. Such a big.

“H-here you go,” he slurred out, his eyes darting around, sneaking as many peeks at her boobs as he could manage.

“Wow thanks. So generous. Bye bye.”

She snatched the money from his fingers and skipped off back towards the road. He was slightly sickening but twenty dollars for nothing? This was the best house yet. There must be some other good ones around.


House Thirteen

Everytime Heather opened the door and saw some woman she let out an internal yawn. Where is the man of the house so I can have my payday, she thought to herself.

Thirteen is considered unlucky for some but not for Heather when the door opened and she a man answering. He was maybe in his early thirties; quite good looking but didn’t look too young. All that mattered was this was another cash cow for her to milk.

“Trick or treat!”

Sadly for her this man didn’t turn to complete jelly when he saw her. His eyes naturally found themselves ogling her expansive cleavage but he wasn’t blushing heavily and there would be no stuttering like a fool. A man with some confidence, just the worst.

“Hey sweet stuff. Did your parents let you come out alone today?”

Well at least it was an original take on the you’re looking too old for this shit question.

“They sure did. I’m a big girl now.”

Heather did her currently trending lean forwards, pressing her arms tightly around her DD cup bosom so she could create an intoxicating sight for him to stare into; she was really proving her point.

“So did you want some candy or were you expecting something else?”

He reached over to his side draw and pulled out his wallet, opening it in front of her. It seemed like he was already ahead of the game, was there other people up to this sort of thing then?

“I think you’re getting the right idea.”

“Well I could spare a ten, if you showed them to me.”

“Huh?” She blinked a few times as she tried to process the information. “Do you mean like, show show them to you?”

“Yeah show show them to me.”

“Right here?”

“Well unless you don’t want the ten.”

The guy a while back had given her a twenty for nothing, what a rip-off. It was still easy money though so Heather hooked a finger into the front of her witch outfit and pulled the black material downwards, flashing a peek at her bare breasts.

Getting quite a show the man let out a small wolf whistle, handing the money her way.

“Going commando today?”

“It was starting to feel a bit tight so I took it off. I didn’t want to waste time going home to change.”

“Well,” the man fished back into his wallet and pulled out yet another ten dollar bill, “If you let me touch them I’ve got another treat here for you.”

“Make it twenty and I’ll do it.”

He hummed for a few moments before he went back into the wallet and pulled out a second ten.

“Fine, it’s a deal. Here you take this, and I’ll take these.”

He handed the money over to her before he grasped a hand onto each of her exposed breasts. They were such large melons, it was hard to find a girl who had such large tits, especially one as small as her. Usually women had to get implants to have breasts this big but here she was all natural, softness sinking around his fingers.

He kneaded his hands into her tits, fondling the softness, before dragging his fingers up along her boobs to rub onto her nipples, grinding his fingertips along the sensitive nubs.

“How long are you going to touch them for?” she asked in a deep, hot, breathy fashion as her face began to glow with a light, pink, colouring.

“Until I’m satisfied. I’m paying for this, I’m planning on getting my fill.”

He squeezed down on her nipples tightly and gave them a slight twist, making her body hiss out an uncomfortable squeal. He chuckled to himself before he eased back up and went to caressing the erect, pink, nerve endings, massaging them between his fingers to get them nice and stiff.

By the time he released her breathing had become very heavy, her lips quivering as her exposed chest pumped forward and back as she desperately slurped up the air.

“Now I’m sure I have a fifty in here if you’re willing to…”

“Trick or treat!”

The pair were caught off guard by the sound of children’s voices from behind them. Heather had to quickly tuck her chest back into her dress before the kids behind her caught her standing around with her boobs hanging out.

Heather fled from the house now that some genuine trick or treaters had arrived, grasping her candy in one hand and another thirty dollars in the other hand. She was making more and more every time and if those kids hadn’t shown up she might have made another fifty as well. Number thirteen struck once again.


House Twenty One

Heather giggled happily as the front door of the house opened and the person who answered a door was a teenage boy who looked to be the same age she was.

“Hey there handsome, trick or treat!” she cheerfully sounded out, sandwiching her tits between her forearms which she squished up to either side of her chest, making a visible cleavage for him to stare into.

The poor boy was taken off guard by Heather’s very obvious and practically shameless flirting. It’d been working for her though. She’d already managed to get over one hundred dollars through this kind of thing.

He stood there like a deer in the headlights, his body trembling as he just stared into her huge F-cup bust, barely contained in her outfit. The only way her tits were staying contained was by dragging the dress up her legs, getting close to showing everything.

With the boy not responding it was up to Heather to lean over, pressing a finger down onto his chest, slowly caressing it in a small circle.

“Do you have a treat for me?” she asked sensually, looking up to him with pursed lips, nipples poking through her black witches outfit.

“I-I-I…” the boy stammers out as he looks to the side at a bowl of candy that had been left out for the trick or treaters, but that didn’t interest Heather. She was more interested in money and that visible tent the boy was sporting.

“I’m not interested in candy, I want money. You can afford to give me a bit of money, can’t you?”

As he continued to act evasively she took command, grasping his junk with her free hand, rubbing it up and down to further arouse his engrossed stiffness.

“Maybe I can help convince you?” Heather cooed out, squatting her curvaceous body down in front of the boy. She grasped her fingers into his waistline and tugged it downwards, freeing his erect manhood.

Heather wrapped her lips around the head of his cock and began to twist her tongue around the shape, slowly and sensually making out with his throbbing cock head.

His member twitched to the feeling of her tongue caressing and her lips rubbing, sliding forwards to swallow up more of the impressive member into her mouth.

She worked her body forward and back, getting his shaft off with her mouth as he was lathered in her hot drool. The taste of his tangy pre cum dripped onto her swirling tongue as his orgasm got ready to release, cock bulging in her suckling insides.

Finally the moment of truth as the boy could hold on no longer and released his orgasm into her mouth. The hot ropes of cum sprayed and glossed her mouth, leaving it sticky with his nut batter which clung to her insides. She had to swallow it down to cleans her throat of the stirring juices.

Heather slipped her lips back from his cock and released her tongue from her mouth, making it clear that all that cum had been swallowed down.

She held out her hand as she remained squatting, “Wallet please,” the boy happy to scurry around to hand it to her.

Heather opened it up and looked inside. One hundred dollars. That seemed like fair payment. She took the money out and handed the starstruck boy his wallet back, jumping to her feet before simply turning and leaving, waving over her shoulder.

This had been the best house yet! By the end of the night she was going to be a millionaire.


House Twenty Two

By this point Heather had no interest in houses that didn’t have prey she could target. Before she’d still been humouring women who answered but now she was simply wandering off to the next house hoping it’d been a man.

A few doors down from the boy who was her best cash cow yet she managed to find her next target. It was a huge, black, muscular male; what a total hunk.

“Trick or treat!” she giggled out, hooking a finger into her cleavage to help emphasize the bust, not that it needed any assistance. She’d have to get her bras custom made with how big they’d grown.

“Damn girl what you doing dressed like that?”

The firm nipples outlined in her outfit made it clear she wasn’t wearing a bra and the bottom of the dress was only just covering her pussy. Anybody from behind would be able to get a rather generous glance at her jiggling buttocks.

Luckily for her a lot of time had passed since she’d started her trick and treating and it had now gotten much darker and later which meant that most of the kids had been recalled by their parents. Sadly though that meant that people wouldn’t be up answering their doors for much longer, but at least there was nobody to interrupt.

“It’s just my outfit,” Heather giggled, placing a hand on top of her witch hat as she twirled for him. Her tits bounced, her long blonde hair flicked around and her ass wobbled from side to side. He even got a slight look at her black panties.

“It’s a fine ass outfit girl.”

“Don’t you have any money you could treat me with?”

“I thought you were supposed to give out candy at these things.”

She pursed her lips, using her arms to sandwich her bosom tightly closed again, breasts almost popping out of her top.

“I’m a big girl now though, I need a different kind of treat.”

“Well I got a treat for you baby,” his hand sliding down his front and grasping at the visible bulge stretching out his jeans. It was like he had a python down there.

Heather grinned as she squatted down in front of the black male and hooked her hands into his jeans, slipping them down and letting that trouser snake free, the huge, black shaft swinging out, slapping her across the face. She giggled as she looked down over that huge erection.

“Wow you’re a big boy.”

She pressed her puckered lips up the thick mushroom and began to slobber wet kisses over his cock head, mouth parting slightly as she began to engulf his manhood into her hot insides.

“Girl get them titties out,” he moaned as he reached a hand down and grasped at the front of her top, giving it a slight tug to reveal her huge bosom which came bouncing free.

Heather pushed her body upwards, tighter to his stomach, cupping her large tits which she wrapped around the base of his member and began to hug as her mouth stretched open to accommodate his huge member. Messy strings of slobber began to drip from her smothered lips as she rolled down the length of his manhood until her throat was hugged, drawing back so she could buck her head down again.

The muscular male grasped a hold of his doorframe, fingers clenching into the wood for grip as the slutty blonde worked her head up and down, dragging those soft, plump, pink pillows along his girthy, black length, giant titties embracing his length in a tight hug.

She could feel the veins surging along his erection in her lips, he was getting close. She began to work her drooling mouth faster, jerking his fat dick off with her smothering lips as she aimed to milk out his treat all for herself.

“Ah shit I’m cumming. I’m cumming. Here it comes white girl,” he groaned out as he pumped his hips forward to bury himself in deep to her mouth, his orgasm exploding out into her mouth, her throat being glossed in his white cream.

Her neck bulged as she gulped down the stickiness which was sprayed into her depths, Heather needing to eat it all up before her insides were completely clogged up. As expected for a man with a fat, black, python his orgasm was large and explosive and was making her feel bloated.

Heather dragged her lips back mid-orgasm and for her troubles received a spray of cum ropes splattered across her face and down along her large bosom, the bubbly blonde being glossed in sperm which clung to her features like a thick, white, paste.

He looked like he was on the verge of collapse after unloading his orgasm all over and inside of the trick or treater, Heather dragging her fingers across her cum matted cheeks to scoop up a thick glob of the helping, slurping it free of her fingers.

“Like wow,” she giggled out, “That was a lot of cum. Like can I have my money now?”

“Damn girl you trying to milk me and my wallet dry? I ain’t paying for no blowjob, that’s like the free trial. If you wanna charge then you gotta offer all the goods.”

She blinked in a slight confusion as she tried to work out what he was actually talking about.

“You mean like my pussy?”

“Yeah girl, I wanna tap that pussy. Come on show it to me.”

Heather stood up in front of him and lifted the front of her dress, even if it didn’t need much lifting to reveal what was below. A tight pair of black panties which were dripping with juices and clinging to her lips.

He leaned in and grasped into the waistline of those panties, peeling them down her thighs to expose the pinkness hiding beneath; a perfect, tight, young, pussy.

She was already dripping with juices by the time he grinded his fingers along her tightness, feeling just how soft, how hot, how wet she already was. That feeling quickly got his member standing tall again.

“You’re soaked. You must want this so bad. Hey girl bend over, I’m gonna do you hard.”

Heather turned herself around awkwardly, panties twisted around her legs, the large titted costumed girl pressing into the wall with her ass pressed backwards as he grasped a hold of her hips, cock grinding into her wetness.

“Like don’t you need a condom?”

“No way, everyone knows it feels better raw. I ain’t paying for no rubber sex.”

Eager to take her body his fingers sunk into the softness of her hips and he thrusted forwards, spreading her lips apart and slotting himself deep into her hot, wet, pussy.

A moan gushed from Heather’s lips as she was filled full of his big, black cock, legs shaking around as her body was lit ablaze from the sensation of having a huge cock buried deep into her insides. The stories about black men and their size wasn’t a lie, she felt like she was being split in half.

He began to thrust in a fast, rough, rhythm which made her ass bounce and wobble with every hard thrust directly into those soft cheeks, her white ass being made to glow pink. Juices poured down her quivering inner thighs, being pumped out by his drilling, glossed, manhood, the moans of the pair mixing in the air.

“This pussy is amazing. Any man would pay to tap an ass like this. I don’t think I can last much longer!”

“Don’t!”, Heather cried out with a loud moan, “Don’t hold back. Keep fucking me with that hard, black, cock and spray your hot cum deep into my insides. I need your thick seed so bad, it’s driving me insane.”

He wasn’t one to leave a girl hanging, her lustful moans had flipped a switch in his mind and now he just wanted to explode within her. He dug his fingers tightly into her sides and began to hammer himself into her loins like an animal, his dick throbbing more vividly as his orgasm surged to life.

“Here it comes,” he grunted out, “Here comes my cum!”

As his words pattered out his orgasm struck and began to coat her insides in the same cream which had been sprayed all over her face. It was thick, it was white and it was hot to the touch but yet still the liquid she needed to put out the deep fiery lust she had built up within.

An orgasm of her own ripped through her shivering body as she tensed around his manhood, juices gushing from her pussy down against her thighs as she almost buckled under the immense pleasure, moans squealing to the heavens. It wouldn’t be a surprise if all the neighbours could hear what was going on.

When he finally drew his length out of her pussy she dropped down onto the floor onto those meaty buns, whiteness dripping from her slit into a puddle on the floor.

“Oh my god that was amazing,” she panted heavily as she leaned into the wall, drooling as she took big gasps for air, entire body shaking.

“Got that right, you’re incredible. So how much do I owe you?”

“Like owe me what?”

“Well don’t matter to me girl as long as you enjoyed yourself.”

“Like totally!”

Those thoughts about money were no longer on her mind. First her priority had been for candy, then it had been for cash but now it was only interested in another c, cock!

It was really late now though, most of the houses had probably gone to bed or at least had given up on answering trick or treaters for the night. Where was Heather going to be able to get more cock? Then she remembered, the party! She almost forgot, how super embarrassing.

“So like you need me to call someone to pick you up or?...”

“No it’s fine,” she groaned as she managed to get herself up onto her quivering legs, cum dripping down the insides as her panties had fallen down off around her ankles and onto the floor, “I got a party to get too. Bysies!”

Just as quickly as the had came she was taking her leave, tugging her top back up to cover her giant G-cup titties which were still glossed with his seed. With her ass and pussy exposed with every step thanks to the incredible shortness of her witch outfit the bubbly trick or treater gingerly skipped her way down the street as she headed off to the party she was looking forward to. Something told her she was going to be getting a lot of attention tonight but she couldn’t put her finger onto it.

It was totally the outfit. It had to be the outfit. The jokes on them for selling it on the cheap because this is the best halloween ever.
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