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The Trick-Or-Treater

“Trick or Treat?”

Amber looked over the man standing on her front porch. Or at least she thought he was a man. His voice was certainly deep enough, but he wore bandages wrapped around his head and huge sunglasses, so she couldn’t make out any of his features. So maybe a teenage boy? That made some sense to her given that she stood about a head taller than him and that he was a trick-or-treater, which would be an odd thing to do alone as an adult.

However, she had no idea what he was dressed up as with the bandages and glasses, and the thick trench coat, which must have been stuffy in the unseasonably warm weather, not to mention the umbrella he was carrying, despite it being a bright and sunny day. Some character from a nerd thing perhaps? Ultimately it didn’t really matter. While it was Halloween, it was also only late morning, and Amber was far from ready to be handing out treats.

“You’re a little early,” she said. “I haven’t set up the candy bowl yet. Maybe if you come back later, like in the evening.”

“Oh, I’m not hear for candy,” the man said. “I’m here for you.”

“Excuse me?” Amber said, taking a step back into her house, her hand on the door ready to slam it if this guy made any move toward her.

But he didn’t. He held up a gloved hand in a placating gesture, then tilted his head up to look at her awning. Tentatively he lowered his umbrella and pulled it closed then placed it against the house. He removed the glasses from his face, and Amber was struck by his eyes, deep dark pools that seemed to just draw her in. She felt herself lean towards him as she watched him start to remove the bandages from around his head.

Soon she found herself gazing upon the round, chubby face of an Asian man with buzz cut hair who appeared to be in his early thirties, around her age. A brief flicker of familiarity passed through her mind, but she couldn’t fully recall where she should know this man from. She tried to think where they might have met, but half her mind was lost in his magnetic gaze.

“You don’t recognize me, do you?” he asked, a frown tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“Uh, no,” she replied. “Sorry. Where do I know you from?”

“From high school, Amber,” he said, rolling his eyes. “It’s Reggie. Reggie Chen.”

“Oh!” Amber said brightly, smiling at her former classmate. Then her grin faltered slightly, just enough that Reggie saw it.

“You remember,” he said, almost accusingly.

She did. She hadn’t thought about it in years, but with Reggie standing there in front of her she recalled it instantly. He had asked her out while she was hanging out with a group of her friends. She had turned him down. But what stood out about that moment was how she had done it. Amber had been a popular girl. She was out of Reggie’s league, and she hadn’t been shy about letting him know that. Instead of letting him down gently or even just saying no, she had mocked him and then laughed at him along with all of her friends. It was definitely not one of her finer moments.

“Look, I’m sorry, Reggie,” she said earnestly. “I was…really mean back then. You didn’t deserve that.”

“No, I didn’t,” he said in agreement. “But I bet you barely ever thought about what you did to me.”

“I…I mean…”

Reggie took a step towards her and stared into her eyes with his intense gaze, and Amber found that she couldn’t move, couldn’t look away.

“Well I’ve thought about it for a long time,” he growled.

Suddenly Amber’s head was filled with flashes of memories that were not her own. The faces of her and her friends laughing. Others in the school hallways smirking and talking in hushed tones and giggles. Another girl seen from afar and then an overwhelming sense of fear at the thought of approaching her.

“You see,” Reggie said. “That day has haunted me for so much of my life.”

“I’m sorry,” Amber whimpered, still unable to look away from his gaze. “I didn’t know.”

“But now you do, and you feel bad, don’t you?” he said.

“Yes,” she replied.

“And you want to make it up to me,” he pressed.

“Yes,” she said, but more slowly this time. She felt a sense of trepidation over what he meant about making it up to him, but as she continued to gaze into his eyes she felt a stronger compulsion to agree.

“Then invite me inside,” he said.

“Please, Reggie, come in,” she said, stepping back from the doorway and holding the door open for him. He stepped across the threshold, a smug grin on his face.

“Good. Now listen to me,” he said, fixing her with his gaze once more. “I need you to close all of the blinds in the living room. Block out all of the sunlight. It is of the utmost importance.”

“Yes, of course,” she said, feeling not just a need now but a desire to obey.

She set about her task quickly, making sure that all of the shades were drawn and that no sunlight came into the living room of her home. When she was done she called out to Reggie. He entered the space and gave an approving nod that made her spirits lift.

“Now let’s talk about how you’re going to make things up to me,” he said, taking off his trench coat and laying it over the back of the couch. “I think for all of the pain you’ve caused me, you owe me a little treat, don’t you?”

“I…what kind of treat?” Amber asked tentatively, pushing back against her newfound need to please her former classmate.

“Oh, I think you know,” Reggie said, walking towards her and locking his gaze with hers once again. “The kind of treat I was after when you humiliated me all those years ago.”

“But I’m…married,” Amber said, her voice faltering as she found herself drawn into Reggie’s eyes.

“Your husband’s not here,” he said. “You don’t have to think about him. You only need to focus on me. On pleasing me.”

“N — no, that’s…not right,” she said, her voice coming out in a whisper. “I — I can’t…you…you need to — ”

She felt Reggie cup her chin gently, and the rest of the sentence died on her tongue. He held her face steady, her head tilted down so that she was fully meeting his gaze. As she stared deeply into his shimmering eyes her mind started to get foggy. Hadn’t something been wrong? Wasn’t she arguing with him about something? She couldn’t quite recall…

“Amber, listen to me,” Reggie’s words reverberated inside her head, like he was speaking directly into her mind. “You feel bad about how you treated me in high school. You feel so guilty. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” she said, feeling an aching sadness spread through her as she spoke.

“And that guilt feels horrible, doesn’t it?”

“It does,” she replied in a wavering voice.

“You can get rid of it,” he said, and she felt a small swell of hope at his words. “But the only way to do that is to make it up to me. To please me. And do you know what would please me?”

“What?” she asked, truly eager to know.

“For you to obey,” he said. “If you obey me, the guilt will be gone. It will be replaced by pleasure, the pleasure of knowing that you’re pleasing me, that you’re making things right. For you obedience is pleasure, do you understand?”

“Yes,” she answered.

“Then repeat it for me. Obedience is pleasure.”

“Obedience is pleasure,” she repeated mechanically.

“The more you say it, the more the guilt fades away and the more true it becomes,” he said. “Now say it again.”

“Obedience is pleasure,” she said, and this time she could feel the weight from her guilt start to lift.

“Good. And again.”

“Obedience is pleasure.”

Amber repeated it again and again like a mantra. She continued to be held by Reggie’s hypnotic gaze as she spoke and felt like she was falling deeper and deeper into the wells of his eyes. The guilt she had felt earlier floated away, but with it went something else, some part of her that she thought she should miss even though she couldn’t think why. Despite that, she felt no concern or alarm. And as her mind became more and more cocooned within the safe and simple truth that Reggie had laid out for her, the less anything else really seemed to matter.

“That’s enough,” she heard him say at length. She had lost track of time and wasn’t sure how long she had stood there repeating the words he wanted to hear. It was long enough that it almost felt strange to stop speaking.

“I think you’re ready,” he said, stepping back from her while still holding her gaze. “But before we get to the good stuff, I need you to forget about your husband. Put him out of your mind. He doesn’t matter. All that matters is obeying me.”

“Okay,” Amber answered in a dreamy voice. She hadn’t been thinking about her husband, but in that moment she fully let go of any thoughts of him, and in return she felt a jolt of joy.

“Good girl,” Reggie said, a smile playing across his lips. “Now I think it’s well past time to get what I came here for, what I’ve wanted for years but only now have the power to get. Strip for me, Amber. Let me see that fine body of yours.”

Amber was hardly wearing anything elegant or sexy when she had gone to answer the door, just a T-shirt, a pair of loose fitting jeans, and basic under garments. After all her only plans during the day had been to run some errands and clean the house. But soon she was standing naked in her darkened living room, her clothes shed onto the floor, and the soft glow of pleasure filling her body for having obeyed another of Reggie’s commands.

His eyes moved over her body taking it in, seemingly without any difficulty even in the dim light. She was statuesque with long legs and a body kept toned by regular workouts. Her C-cup breasts sat high and firm on her chest. Her long blonde hair framed her lean, pretty face and was matched by the well groomed strip of hair between her legs.

“Magnificent,” he said, after savoring the view of her body for a few moments. Then he began to remove his clothes, his hands moving at an unnatural speed. In seconds he was naked too, as Amber looked on impassively.

“Look at my body,” he said, and she took in his short, squat form with his large belly and flabby limbs. “Realize that you find it incredibly attractive, that you lust for it.”

And as he said it, the way Amber looked at his body changed. She realized, as he’d said, that she’d never seen someone so attractive, that she wanted him, badly.

“That’s right,” Reggie said, in response to the shifting look on her face. “You crave me, especially my cock.”

He reached down and gripped his hardening member. Amber felt her eyes drawn toward it, and she watched with a hungry stare as he began to stroke it. She could feel herself getting more aroused.

“Yes, you want to taste it, to feel it inside you,” he said. “Isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” she replied, images of herself taking him into her mouth or having him thrust into her pussy filling her head. “Yes, I want it.”

“Of course you do,” he said with a chuckle. He took a seat on her couch, legs spread, his arms resting across the back, and his now fully erect cock pointing straight at the ceiling. “On your knees. I want to hear you beg for it.”

Amber dropped to her knees, her eyes still glued to his proudly erect member. She felt the warm, pleasurable comfort of obeying Reggie’s command, but she also felt the hot, lustful desire of wanting him and his cock. Any considerations for her husband or thoughts about her normal life were far from her mind. Everything for her was just pleasure and want.

“Please, Reggie, please let me have your cock,” she begged from her knees. “I’m sorry for what I did in the past. Let me make it up to you. Please, let me have you.”

“What about your husband?” he asked with a smug grin.

“I don’t care about him,” she said without hesitation. “It’s your cock I want. Please.”

“Crawl to me,” he said.

Amber moved eagerly on her hands and knees across the carpeted floor, slinking towards the object of her desire. She felt her body getting warmer with arousal as she drew nearer, anticipating the pleasure she would surely receive. She stopped between his legs, moving into a kneeling position with her back arched, tits proudly on display, as she waited for his next command, for him to tell her she could take him.

“Very good, pet,” he said, smiling down at her. “Now it’s time for you to show me what you can do with that mouth of yours. Suck my cock. Worship it.”

Amber had never had a problem giving head. Truth be told she often enjoyed it. But this felt different. The taste of him, the feel of his flesh against her tongue, the way he filled her mouth when she took him deep, all of it only served to heighten her pleasure. And beyond that she felt a deep drive unlike anything she had felt before, not just to please her new lover but to really show him what she could do, how good she could make him feel. She savored the sound of his moans and little comments like “that’s nice” or “good girl” as she worked him every way she knew how, bobbing her head up and down to take his length, suckling on his balls, stroking the length of his slick shaft while she swirled her tongue around its tip.

“Now use your tits,” he commanded her after she’d been working him for some time. She moved quickly to obey, feeling that spark of pleasure as she did so. She placed his cock, now lubed with her saliva, in the valley of her breasts. Then she squeezed them together with her hands and began to slide them back and forth along his length.

“Yeah, that’s nice,” Reggie said, looking down at her lustily. “You love feeling my cock between your tits.”

“Uh-huh,” Amber moaned out in response, as she continued to massage his member with her breasts.

“But you’re gonna love it so much more inside your pussy,” he said, fixing her with his intense gaze yet again. “My cock is going to feel so much better than any other cock to you. You will feel a level of pleasure with me that you can’t feel with anyone else. And that excites you. Doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” she gasped, her gaze locked with his, even as she continued to work him with her tits.

“That’s right,” he said. “You want this cock.”

Amber nodded in response. She could feel the desire building in her in response to his words. It had been amazing to take him in her mouth, between her tits, but she wanted more.

“Say it,” he ordered.

“I want your cock,” she moaned and felt a jolt of pleasure for her obedience and a sense of freedom from voicing her desire out loud. “I want to feel it inside me. I want you to fuck me. Please.”

“Then come up here and ride me,” he said.

Amber didn’t need to be told twice. She scrambled up from the floor to straddle Reggie, positioning herself over his stiff rod. She took hold of him, guiding him toward her entrance as she began to lower herself. She moaned as his head pierced her lips. She was slick with pleasure from obeying all of Reggie’s commands and found she was able to slide down his length with ease. She quickly established a rhythm, rolling her hips so he moved in and out of her.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Ungh! Yes,” she moaned as she rode him. He had been right. Somehow his cock felt better than any she’d ever known, like it fit inside her just right. “So good!”

“Better than your husband?” he teased her.

“So much better,” she moaned.

“I knew it would,” he said. He reached up and gripped her face, forcing her to lock eyes. “And whenever I make you cum it will feel better than any orgasm you’ve had before.”

He grabbed her hips and began to thrust upwards, and Amber began to moan with abandon. The sound of her voice and their bodies slapping together filled the empty home. She gripped the back of the couch to steady herself as Reggie fucked her, each thrust driving her closer to release.

“Oh God! Yes! Fuck me! It’s so good! I’m — Don’t stop! I’m close! Ungh! Close! Don’t stop! Fuck! Fuck me! Yes! I’m cum — I’m cumming! I’m — ”

She let out a wail as she felt the wave of pleasure wash over her. Her body shook and writhed on Reggie’s lap as he continued to ram into her. Her back arched, toes curled, and eyes rolled back as a level of sexual bliss she had never known enveloped her whole being.

When Amber next opened her eyes she found herself laying on top of Reggie, her chest pressed to his, her head resting against his shoulder. She could feel his hands on her hips and his cock, his wonderful cock, nestled inside her pussy. He was no longer thrusting into her, but she still enjoyed the feeling of having him inside her.

She pushed herself up so she could see her lover’s face. While he favored her with a self-satisfied grin, she looked at him with a mixture of thanks and awe. Then she leaned in and pressed her lips to his. Soon he was kissing her back, his tongue snaking into her mouth to run against hers. It was much more intimate than anything they’d done together thus far, and she savored the feeling of being closely connected to the man who had just brought her to a whole new level of pleasure.

“That was amazing,” she said, after breaking off the kiss.

“I know,” he replied. “And this is just the start of our new life together.”

“I…what?” she asked with confusion. “New life…? I don’t — ”

In an instant Amber found herself pinned to the wall of her living room, her back pressed against its hard surface. Reggie’s cock was still inside her, and her legs instinctively wrapped around his waist while her hands went to his shoulders. He held her up with his own hands tightly gripping her hips. Her mind was still trying to come to terms with how quickly they had moved across the room. But before she could truly contemplate it, she found herself staring into Reggie’s dark, gleaming eyes.

“That’s right, we’re going to be together,” the two of us, for…well for quite a long time,” he said.

He rocked his hips forward and began thrusting into her once again. Amber let out a whimper of pleasure. It felt so good, the way he fucked her, unlike anything else. But even so she found herself lost in his gaze, unable to look away from his eyes. And as he started to speak she could almost feel the words entering her mind, what few defenses it once had now gone, too consumed with pleasure.

“I’m going to turn you,” Reggie said. “Make you a creature of the night, just like me. Then together we will use our hypnotic powers to break your husband’s mind and make him our human slave. He will loyally perform the daylight tasks we cannot and bring us others we can feed on and turn to our will. We will live like this together in a life of luxury and pleasure, you as the first of my loving, subservient brides, and I as your master.

“Now submit!” he growled, beginning to thrust into her faster and harder. “Give yourself over to me, to your new life. Tell me you’re mine.”

“Ungh! Yes! I’m yours!” Amber moaned, as she stared deeply into his eyes. “I’m yours! All yours…Master!”

“Show me,” he ordered.

At first she wasn’t sure what he meant, but then an idea popped into her head. She brought her hands from his shoulders, and with her right hand she pulled her wedding and engagement rings from her finger and flung them into the darkened living room. Reggie roared in triumph and began to slam into her even harder.

“Ungh! Ungh! Yes! Oh!” Amber screamed, throwing her arms around Reggie’s neck, trying to hang on as her body was jostled by his forcefulness. Not that she cared. She was too lost in the pleasure of his fucking. “Don’t stop! Ungh! I’m — yes! I’m close! I’m gonna — ungh! God! Fuck me! Yes! You’re gonna make me…oh! Master! I’m cumming, Master! I’m cumming for you!”

As she felt the beginnings of a second huge orgasm explode through her body, Amber saw Reggie open his mouth. His incisors were long and pointed, a pair of unnaturally large fangs. In the state she was in, it never occurred to her to be scared, even as he lunged forward and brought his mouth to her neck. Her wails of pleasure turned into a sigh as she felt his teeth sink into her flesh. Her mind began to dim, and she was only vaguely aware of the sound of his suckling or the wet feeling of the blood that had begun to run down her body.

Her eyes drifted shut, darkness enveloping her. All she was aware of were the twin pulses in her body, one the pleasurable surge of the ongoing orgasm, and the other the weakening feeling of her heart beat. She knew that soon the latter would cease and with it her former life and former self would disappear. But she wasn’t afraid. Wrapped in the bliss of her fading consciousness she felt safe knowing that soon she would wake to a better life, one she could share fully and forever with her Master.
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