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This story is a work of fiction, and all people and events therein are fictitious. Any similarities are purely coincidental.


 


All characters portrayed in this story are over the age of 18.


 


The author does not condone the actions of any of the characters in this story and certainly doesn't condone any form of non-consensual sex or any level of misogyny. The contents of this story are fantastical and are meant to be enjoyed as such.




Trick or Treat


 

 


The pumpkin showed up sometime between 4pm, when Candice arrived home from work, and 5pm, when she went outside to finish the Halloween decorations on her house. It was an intricately carved Jack-o-lantern, only it didn't feature the carving of a face but rather the outline of a witch's body. Or at least a woman wearing a witch's hat. The body looked like the silhouette of a pin-up model bent at the waist with her rounded behind thrust back, her breasts hanging down, and her long legs ending in heels.



Candice hadn't heard the doorbell ring, and she had no idea who might have left the pumpkin. There was a note next to it, but it didn't yield any clues. It read: "Every good witch knows it's fun to give out lots of treats on Halloween."



She gave the note a quizzical look, not sure what to make of it. She walked down her driveway and looked around, but she didn't see anyone, and none of her neighbors were out. She was new to the neighborhood and wondered if this was some sort of prank or perhaps a welcoming gift. Whatever the case, it appeared whoever was behind it had disappeared.



She returned to her doorway and stood studying the pumpkin. There didn't appear to be anything sinister or dangerous about it. Even the candle inside was electronic, so there was no chance at an accidental fire. It flickered in a strange way though, a cadence of twinkles and flashes that drew the eye.



Candice blinked.



She realized suddenly that she had just been standing on her stoop and staring down at the pumpkin. After a moment, she picked it up and brought it inside. The carving, while skillful, wasn't at all to her tastes, and she didn't want something like that displayed outside her home. At the same time, someone had made the effort to create this thing for her. Maybe it was meant to be a gift, as misguided as giving a woman pin-up art for a gift was. She thought that she should hang onto it though, at least until she found out who had left it for her.



She marched the pumpkin into her dining room and set it down on the table. She really needed to finish getting her decorations set-up and to get into costume. She imagined kids would be showing up soon to ask for treats, and she needed to be ready.



But as she looked at the pumpkin and the flickering light pulsing within, she felt her energy begin to flag. She sat down at the table, her eyes still glued to the carved outline of the pin-up witch woman, her gaze taking in the way the light danced behind her silhouetted form. The more she looked at it, the more she found the sexual nature of it to be appealing.



How long had it been since she had gotten laid?



The question jumped unbidden into her mind. But as soon as she thought about it, she realized it had been some time. After catching her ex-fiance with her ex-best-friend she had moved out of her apartment. Her job had found another town for her to relocate to, and so she had uprooted her whole life to put that mess of a failed relationship behind her. Since then she had been focused almost exclusively on her work. She had made a few friends at her new office, but not many, and she hadn't dated at all.



When was the last time she really had fun?



The chime of her doorbell interrupted her thoughts. She shook her head, trying to clear the fog that had settled over her. She cursed softly as she stood, realizing that she hadn't gotten her decorations finished or even put on her costume. Unfortunately the trick-or-treaters were waiting and there was nothing to be done about her lack of preparation. She grabbed the bowl full of candy she had set aside and opened the door.



"Happy -- "



She began saying the traditional greeting, but no one was there. Instead there was something else on her doorstep, a package of some kind.



Candice rushed down the driveway, gazing around the black, but all was quiet. She walked slowly back to her door and bent down to investigate the package. It was a plain cardboard box with a lid. There was a note on top of it that read, "Every good witch knows she must be a treat to behold."



She opened the top of the box and saw it contained what looked like a costume. She carried it inside for closer inspection, setting it down alongside the pumpkin. After laying it all out on her dining table, she found herself looking at a candy corn color themed take on a witch's outfit. And an oddly sexy one at that.



The outfit consisted of white and orange striped stockings, garters to hold them up, a layered mini skirt colored white, yellow, and orange, and an off the shoulder crop top with a bow at its center. There were even heels, black stilettos, inside the box. Topping it all off was a conical witch's hat that also followed the white, yellow, and orange color theme. But the strange thing about the hat was that it featured a black band where the brim met the cone-shaped top, and on that band the word "Candi" was spelled out in rhinestones.



It seemed that whoever had left this outfit, and presumably the pumpkin, knew who she was but didn't know her well enough to know that she hated that nickname or that she would never wear anything that was so...revealing. She already had a sensible Mary Poppins costume that she just needed to put on.



But her eye caught the flicker of the pumpkin's light against the rhinestones on the witch hat. She turned her head, looking to the light. When was the last time she really had fun? That's what she had been thinking before the doorbell rang. She looked over the costume arranged on the table again. Why not give it a shot? Hadn't the reason her fiance cheated on her been because he thought that she was too uptight? Why not loosen up?



Candice stripped out of her work clothes until she was standing fully naked in the dining room. She slid the thigh highs on over her long legs, then she put on the garter belt and attached the garters to the tops of the stockings. She slid into the ruffled mini skirt. It barely covered her backside, and the costume didn't come with any panties, which made the shortness of the skirt feel even more scandalous.



She put on the crop top, which left her toned tummy exposed and pushed up her nice C-cup breasts, making them stand out in an alluring way. She slipped her feet into the black stiletto heels, then took a couple of circuits around the table to get used to them. It had been a long time since she had worn anything with such a high heel. Finally she donned the witch's hat, setting it on top of her full, golden locks.



She sat down at the table feeling a lightness about her, and it wasn't just from wearing less clothing. She felt freer, like by putting on the silly costume she had given herself permission to unwind. Her gaze fell back into the blinking light of the pumpkin.



What was wrong with being a bit more relaxed? What was wrong with dressing a little bit slutty? It felt fun to let loose. To just let go...



Candi jerked forward with a start when she heard the doorbell. What had she just been thinking about? It didn't matter.



She tottered over to the door. Part of her wasn't surprised when she found another package and no one attending it. This time she didn't question it and just brought it inside. It was heavier than the last one, and she set it down in the living room before opening the note.



"Every good witch knows she needs a broom to help her deliver her treats."



She opened the box and gasped when she saw what was inside. She gently pulled out the symbian, laying it on the floor. It was black, but someone had painted witch-like broomsticks on its sides. She had heard about these things but never seen one in person. Now that one was in her hands all she could think was why not try it? Why not cut loose? Have some fun, let go...



Candi moaned as she ground herself against the symbian. The machine's vibrating member felt so good inside her. The warmth of arousal flooded her body. But somehow she couldn't quite cum.



She wasn't exactly sure how long she had been riding the thing, coasting on the pleasure it gave her while she gazed at the light of the sexy pumpkin carving someone had left her. All she knew was that she had turned up the settings several times and still couldn't find release.



She was about to turn it up again when she heard the doorbell ring.



"Trick or treat?" a deep male voice said, when she opened the door. He was wearing a mask, so she couldn't see his face, but that didn't matter. She was wet for him.



"Like, I could be your treat tonight," she said with a giggle. "Why don't you come inside?"



Candi crooked her finger, signaling for him to follow and stepped back into the house. She strutted towards the dining room table. She wasn't looking at the man, but she could feel his eyes on her, and that made her hot.



She put her hands on the table to balance herself, then spread her legs and bent at the waist. Almost like the silhouette of the sexy witch on her pumpkin, she thought.



She felt his fingers run gently against her soaked pussy, and she pushed her hips back towards him.



"You are a good little witch, aren't you?" the man asked.



"I'm the best little witch," Candi mewled. "And like a totally good slut too."



"I'm sure," the man said.



She smiled and licked her lips when she heard the sound of his fly unzipping. His hands moved under her skirt, gripping her hips and making sure the garment was out of the way. Then she felt it, his cockhead running against her entrance, teasing her.



"Are you ready to give me my treat?"



"Yesss..." she moaned.



He thrust into her, the length of his manhood easily entering her soaked folds. She screamed out in pleasure as he drove into her again and again, and it wasn't long before she felt her arousal building towards a release. This is what she had needed. The ability to just let go, to have some fun.



"Oh! Oh! Oh! Fuck yes!"



She screamed out as her body convulsed with pleasure. Through it all he continued to pound away. When she came down from her orgasm he was still steadily sliding in and out of her. It wasn't long before she felt the arousal building in her again.



"Yeah. That's right. Give it to me," she grunted.



"You like this, don't you, Candi?" the man asked.



"Yes!" she yelled, not even wondering who he was or how he knew her name.



"It feels good to give people treats, doesn't it?"



"Uh-huh!" she moaned.



"Good because there are so many more people who are going to want the treats you have to give."



Candi could only respond with a howl of pleasure as another orgasm overtook her. She heard the man let out a yell as well, and then she felt him pulsing inside her, releasing himself within her. And it all felt so good.



A few moments later she felt him pull out of her with a soft plop. Then she heard the sound of him putting his pants back on. She stood up slowly, her legs still wobbly from the intensity of the pleasure she had just experienced. She pulled her skirt back down, smoothing it out, and then adjusted her top and her hat.



"So like, what now?" she asked.



"Now I'm going to put that pumpkin on your doorstep so that everyone knows you're this year's good witch," the man said. "They'll be coming over all night for you to give them their treats. You won't disappoint them, will you?"



"No," Candi said, her voice full of dreamy wonder. She didn't fully grasp all that he said, but she knew that there would be more people like him coming to see her, and that was all that mattered.



"That's a good witch," he said.



He picked the pumpkin up off the table and made to leave. Then he paused and turned back to her.



"Make sure to ride your broom between visits from the other trick-or-treaters," he said. "It will help you stay ready for them."



"Like, of course!" Candi said with a giggle. "What good witch doesn't ride her broom?"



As the man left, she positioned herself on the symbian again. She moaned as she fired it up, waiting for her doorbell to ring. She was a good witch, and she would make sure that everyone who came to her door got a treat.



After all, there was nothing more fun in the world than giving out treats.


 

 


The End


 

 

 

 



Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, please also consider checking out my other stories of mind control and mischief...


 

 



As You Wish... (The Collected Edition)



 


Aaron's life is good. He works a decent job, lives in a nice neighborhood, and has a loving family. But he has started to become bored, especially with his sex life. When he comes across a lamp that he is told can turn someone into his personal servant, he brings it home to his wife Emily, mostly as a joke. However, they soon find out the power of the lamp is real.



The couple explore a new dimension of their marriage with Aaron using the lamp to coax Emily into doing more adventurous things, including teasing their nosy neighbor Ralph. But when Ralph starts to get suspicions about what the lamp can do, things start to get complicated...


 



Click here

 to find out what happens with the lamp and how it affects Aaron, Emily, and Ralph.


 

 



Boudoir Photoshoot



 


Worried that her marriage might not be as exciting as it could be, conservative housewife Eliza decides that she wants to put together a boudoir photo shoot to surprise her husband. She wants some photos that are alluring and understated. But as the shoot progresses, she finds herself getting more adventurous with her poses and clothing choice...


 


Want to know how things end for Eliza?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



Dress Code Violation



 


Once again Deanna has to stay late at school to discipline one of her students. But there's something different about Lilith Schevchenko. And as Deanna speaks to her student more, she realizes that her thoughts are starting to change...


 



Click here

 to find out what happens to Deanna and Lilith.


 

 



The Old Man and the Magic Pendant



 


I thought it was strange when my wife told me that an old man in the park had given her a necklace while she was taking her walk. Even stranger was that they kept running into each other, and each of their encounters became more sexually charged than the last. But perhaps the strangest thing of all was that I somehow find myself being okay with everything that was happening between them...


 


Want to know if the husband allows his wife to continue seeing the old man?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



The Loud Neighbor



 


It was awkward going to confront my neighbor about how his nightly sexual romps were too loud and kept my wife and I awake. But somehow, after speaking with him, all I could think about was how much it turned me on. And after he went to apologize to my wife, well things really started to change...


 


Want to know exactly how this couple's life started to change?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Porn Star Bet



 


The light distracted her for a moment. She shook her head and reconsidered her previous thought. She wasn't in any danger of being undressed, much less doing anything inappropriate. Why not keep playing his game a bit longer? Her fingers went to her blouse. She unbuttoned the next two buttons, exposing the tops of her breasts, and the white bra supporting them.



"Nice," he said. "Now tell us, why are you here today?"



"Johnny and I have a bet," she said. "He says he can tap into some secret slutty side he thinks I have and get me to do dirty things on camera. I'm here to show him that he's wrong."



Flash.



"You're doing a great job of that so far," he said. "Unbutton your blouse the rest of the way."



Emboldened by his admission that he was losing, Caroline didn't question his order, her hands rushing to obey and fully unbutton her shirt.



"So, in your opinion, what's wrong with being slutty?"



"Nothing," she said. "It's just not who I am, and it certainly isn't who all women are."



Flash.



"Fair enough," he said. "Now lose the blouse. It's in the way of letting me see your upper body."



Caroline shrugged off the blouse and tossed it to the side of the couch without hesitation. She felt the shoot was going well, and it was starting to feel natural being on camera.


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Call Girl App



 


Megan watched the car pull out of the driveway before returning to the house to get her day underway.



She spent the morning getting in her usual run on the treadmill in the basement along with some light weight training and her core strengthening routine. After showering, she prepared a salad and settled in to watch some bad daytime TV while she ate. She was just finishing up her meal and getting herself mentally ready to run some errands when she heard the chirping of a text message notification.



She didn't recognize the sound as one she used on her phone, but she found herself moving to the kitchen where she had left her cell on the counter.



Are you available?



Yes.



She typed out the reply and sent it without much thought. Her fingers moving before she could really think about it. The number texting her wasn't one of her contacts, and there was no reason to tell them she was available. What was she even supposed to be available for?



The phone vibrated in her hand, distracting her from the stream of thoughts objecting to what was going on. She answered. A set of tones played through the speaker. A smile spread slowly across Megan's face. When the tones stopped, an address was given to her, along with some further instructions.



She went upstairs to her bedroom and applied her make-up: some smoky eyeshadow, her mascara, some blush to brighten her pale skin, and bright red lipstick. The intensity of the look was a bit out of place next to the simple white blouse and the old jeans that she wore around the house, but she knew it would match well with her intended outfit, the one she would wear once she reached her destination.



She went to her closet, grabbed the tote bag she had stashed in the corner behind some boxes she kept stored there, and went down to the garage to get in her car.



She drove along the highway from the suburbs and into the city. There was little traffic, and it seemed with every mile anticipation was building within her. She could feel the warmth and wetness growing between her legs and quivered a little as she pulled off the highway into downtown.



Once she found a parking spot, she grabbed her bag and walked to her destination, her hips sashaying as she moved. She entered the lobby of the hotel and walked past the front desk, heading right towards the elevators. Her feet took her down the carpeted and dimly lit hallways of the building until she stopped in front of room 608. She knocked on the door.



A short, balding man answered. Megan guessed that he was around her age, maybe a bit older. Unlike her, he had clearly let himself go as he aged, leading to flab that hung from his underarms and a gut that stuck out over his waist. He glowered at her for a moment before a sneer of recognition began to creep across his face.



"Mr. Walker?" she said, smiling broadly.



"Yes, yes that's me," he said. He stepped away from the doorway, gesturing for her to enter. "You can call me James."



"Megan," she said, stepping forward and kissing him on the cheek. "It's so nice to meet you."


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
Becoming Roxy



 

 


"Here she is, boss," the enforcer said, shoving her towards him.



Rachel stumbled forward on her heels, coming to a stop in front of the sharply dressed man. He appraised her, brown eyes running quickly over her body, but mostly he was looking at her face.



"Do you know who I am?" he said, eventually.



"Um...no," Rachel said, her voice trembling.



"My name's Diego, and the Sirloin District is my district," he said. He pointed the end of his cane at her. "I know all my girls, and you're not one of them. So who are you?"



"I...um..."



"She calls herself Roxy," the enforcer said, when Rachel didn't answer quickly enough.



"Roxy?" he said. "That's your name?"



"No, that's just...," she stuttered, fear jumbling her words before she could spit them out. "My name's Rachel. Rachel Grisham."



"Okay, Rachel Grisham," Diego said. "What are you doing parading yourself around on my turf and trying to steal business from my girls?"



"I'm sorry, please, this is all just a big misunderstanding," she said.



"Oh, really? A big misunderstanding?" he said, looking back and forth between his enforcers, amusement on his face.



"Yes, really!" Rachel yelled, her voice strained with fear. "I'm not a prostitute."



"You aren't?" he said with a laugh. "You had me fooled."



"It's just this silly fantasy," she said, the words pouring out of her as she tried desperately to explain. "I just. It's dumb. But I had this sex fantasy of being a prostitute. So my husband and I started role playing. I thought I'd just come out here and pretend, and he could pick me up, and..."



She trailed off, not sure if she had said too much or if she was explaining it well.



"A fantasy?" Diego said with a chuckle.



"Yeah," Rachel squeaked. "Can I please go now?"



"Of course," he said, giving her a smile. "Like you said, it's just a misunderstanding."



"Oh, thank you!"



"But first, I have a question for you," he said, barring her way out of the alley.



"Okay," she said, her heart sinking with worry. All she wanted to do was get out of that alley, back to her husband, and home away from this place so she could put this horrible mistake behind her. Now, as he blocked her path, she worried he wasn't going to let her go after all, that he was going to try and take advantage of her somehow.



"Why does this fantasy excite you?" he asked.



"Um, what?" she said, the question catching her off guard.



"Why are you pretending to be a hooker?" he said. "Why does that turn you on?"



"I..."



Her eyes darted back and forth between him and the entrance to the alley. The pimp caught her gaze and smiled.



"Humor me," he said. "And then you can go. I'll even have my men escort you to your husband to make sure you're safe."



"Okay," Rachel squeaked, not sure that she believed him, but not seeing any other choice. She cleared her throat and let it all spill out.



"I've been dating my husband since high school. I've never been with anyone else, and the idea of strange men finding me sexy enough to pay money to be with me...I thought it was hot. I know it's not so glamorous in real life, but the fantasy of it turned me on, and I thought it would be fun to pretend to be someone who wasn't at all like me."



"Well," Diego said, scratching his chin. "From what you're telling me, it sounds like you'd enjoy the lifestyle."



"No, I -- "



"Let's recap what you said."



He raised his cane so that the gem at its top was in line with Rachel's eyes. She looked at it and saw colors swirling within. Her urge to rush out of the alley and back to her husband was suddenly replaced by a strange calm. She couldn't seem to pull her eyes away from the gem, leaning towards it instead to soak in more of the shifting colors on its surface.


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Morpheus Spell, Part 1



 

 


Diana looked up into the eyes of her neighbor, as the head of his cock slid past her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, watching his pudgy face contort with pleasure and feeling warmth flood through her body from the knowledge that she was the one giving it to him. She began to take more of him into her throat.



"Yes," her neighbor, Kevin, said, his voice coming out in a hiss. "You love this cock, don't you?"



She moaned around his shaft, as she began to bob her head up and down. The more she worked him, the more she could feel arousal building in her loins. She wasn't even touching herself, and she could feel the orgasm mounting.



"It feels good to please me, to please your Master," Kevin said.



She let his cock slide from her mouth, her hands rising up to grip it. She stroked him slowly with her right hand, massaging his balls with her left as she did so. She smiled up at him from her place on her knees.



"Yes, so good," she said, the warmth continuing to grow within her. She closed her eyes, letting her head roll back, another moan of pleasure emanating from her lips. She opened her eyes, gazing up at him once again with adoration. "I love pleasing you, Master."



"Good girl," he said. He reached out, taking her blonde hair in his hand. "When I finish, you will cum harder than you ever have before."



He guided her by her hair, bringing her head back to his crotch. She opened her mouth to receive him. Her eyes closed as she savored his delicious taste. She bobbed her head on him again, her hands working up and down his shaft. He inhaled sharply. And then she felt it, the ropes of of his climax shooting into her mouth.



She came.



Diana woke, her breathing ragged. She could feel her night shirt clinging to her body, her bedsheets damp and twisted around her bare arms and legs. The warm feeling of the orgasm from her dream still permeated her body. She reached tentatively between her legs. Her fingers pushed aside her damp panties and swirled around her clit. She inhaled deeply as she thrust her fingers inside herself, trying to find that same release she had been dreaming of.



But it didn't come.


 



Click here

 to keep reading...
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