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Put Your Candy Here:

A Halloween Trick or Treat
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The crisp autumn air danced across my pale skin, sending shivers down my spine as I stepped out into the Halloween night. My lace vampire costume clung to every curve of my body, the delicate fabric brushing against my nipples, which were already hard from the chill of the evening. The neckline plunged dangerously low, exposing the swell of my breasts, and the high slit up the side of the skirt left little to the imagination. My black heels clicked rhythmically with each step I took, a symphony of seduction as I moved through the shadows.

The moon hung low in the sky, casting an eerie silver glow over the neighbourhood. Porch lights flickered on as I approached each house, casting long shadows across the lawns. The air was alive with the spirit of Halloween, children’s laughter echoed in the distance, but I wasn’t here for candy. Tonight, I was a vampire, and my hunger was insatiable.
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The First Meal
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I stopped in front of the first house, my heart pounding in my chest like a drum. The porch creaked beneath my heels as I stepped onto it, and the door swung open before I could even knock. A young man stood there, shirtless and lean, his broad shoulders catching the dim light from inside. His jeans hung low on his hips, and his eyes widened as he took in every inch of me.

“Trick or treat,” I said with a playful smile, batting my eyelashes. My voice was low and sultry, laced with an unspoken promise. “But I’m not here for candy... at least, not the kind you’re holding.”

He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he set the bowl of candy down on the table beside him. His eyes lingered on my cleavage before finally meeting mine. “What are you here for, then?” he asked, his voice trembling slightly.

I stepped closer, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body. My breath brushed against his ear as I whispered, “Your special candy.”

Before he could respond, I dropped to my knees on the porch, the wood cool against my skin. I held up the sign, 'Put Candy Here' with an arrow pointing to my mouth, and tilted my head back, my eyes locked onto his. His cheeks flushed as he hesitated for just a moment before stepping forward.
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