
 It was Halloween, Diane’s very favorite time of year. This was the time when she could 

really shine. Diane didn’t have to worry about anyone judging her, or thinking she was odd. This 

was the happiest time for her, mingling with the common folk, on their terms, and on their turf, 

and no one thought anything of it at all. It was so very much easier to find someone to seduce, 

to make her very own, during this magical time of year. This was no ordinary woman, this 

mystically beautiful goddess was a witch.  And in order to stay beautiful, she had to find a man 

worthy of her to tempt and tantalize, until he was had fully succumbed to her spell. 

 

     Diane had to enslave a mortal to keep her beauty, and Halloween was the perfect occasion 

to do this. All those wonderful men, mingling at those sweet little parties, flirting with women 

wearing masks and daring costumes, begging for attention, as if it was owed to them, just 

because they were men. They always found her irresistible, but she had to pick the strongest, 

the most virile, the ones that would last. They would never submit to her if they knew that she 

was going to suck the very life out of them, quite literally, now would they? 

 

      Diane chose her costume very carefully, avoiding all of the tawdry cliches, lest they get the 

impression that she was cheap.   She wanted something just alluring enough to captivate their 

attention. Diane wore high heels, and a subtle perfume, of her own brewing, of course. Having 

determine the right outfit, she left her seemingly charming little house, and headed out into the 

night. The party was at a house that she had not been to before, but she had seen the sign on a 

lamp post in the neighborhood, so she thought she’d check it out. She knocked at the door, and 

was greeted by a werewolf and a mummy. After the standard greetings, she walked inside to 

mingle. 

 

      Her attention was instantly taken by a tall, delicious man, clad from head to toe in a 

wonderful vampire costume. She went to the bar, and got a drink, and watched him, from across 



the room, for just a while. He seemed very conversational, and witty, and the women that he 

was chatting with seemed to enjoy his company. Through his makeup, she could tell that he 

was extremely handsome, and so, she made her way over to the charming vampire.  After 

introducing herself with a warm smile, they began to chat, trading remarks commenting on each 

other’s costume choice.  That led later to a spin on the hot, crowded dance floor. Over the 

course of that time spent together she could sense his strength, and his willingness to please 

her. Diane sensed immediately that this was the man for her. This was her prey. She stuck by 

him as the night wore on, not letting him out of arm’s reach, or her sight for the whole night. She 

was not letting this one get away.  As the party drew to a close, she made some seductive 

suggestions, intending to lure him to her house. He proceeded to agree quite willingly. They left 

together, he, with the thoughts of a romantic tryst, and her with thoughts of a different nature, 

entirely. 

 

Diane's plan of inviting John back to her place had begun swimmingly.  They each had 

another drink, a nightcap, before embarking on a passionate make out session, which 

culminated in Diane leading John to her bedroom.  Diane's hands were all the while wantonly 

ravishing John's body, tearing his clothes off down to his boxers in the process.  Diane then 

pushed him on the bed, stripped down, and then straddled his crotch, leaning down to resume 

the kissing.  Diane noted that John seemed to respond well to her physical nature, keeping a 

masculine demeanor yet letting her take the lead.  All the qualities of the kind of man she was 

looking for tonight.  Trusting her instincts regarding how turned on he was, Diane decided she 

had enough of an opening to proceed with her plan.  "Well, John" she said between bites of his 

ear, "you like me grinding on top of you, handling you a bit roughly?"  "Yes--most women seem 

to be a bit more demure.  But you're a bit different..."  "Yes, I suppose I am.  Would you like to 

up the ante a bit?"  "How do you mean?"  "How about if I tied your arms up & had my way with 

you?  You seemed to have really liked my attention so far, and this would REALLY turn me on."  



Diane was practically moaning in his ear now, making a very persuasive pitch.  John, enthralled 

by Diane's sultriness and sense of adventure, said  "Ok, go ahead" 

 

  Diane smiled lasciviously, and she grabbed some rope from under her bed and began to 

tie John's arms to the bedposts "Good boy--I promise a night you won't soon forget."  She then 

tugged down John's boxer shorts and kissed down his chest, her hands kneading his thighs.  

She could sense his cock and balls were stirring in anticipation of her touch.  Diane then took 

John's balls in her band, while blowing cool air on his cock, causing John's upper body to tense 

up as he reflexively held his breath.  Diane started to plant kisses on his cock, and than began 

sucking the head, eliciting a moan from John.  For the next 10 minutes John was treated to a 

highly pleasurable blowjob from his new lover.  Diane proved expert at varying her rhythms, 

pumping with her hands, and teasing that head with a very busy tongue.  Soon after she slowed 

her pace down and settled into a more relaxed yet sill very stimulating handjob.  After a few 

minutes of just feeling only Diane's right hand, she resumed a two handed approach.  John now 

felt his cock getting particularly greased up.  "Diane, your hands are really slick--have I leaked 

that much?"  "Oh, I just put some lube on them."  "Oh,” was all John could say in response, too 

focused on the sensations to notice that Diane had procured some lube.  Her left hand now 

resumed squeezing his balls momentarily, before moving further below.  John began to squirm 

a bit as Diane worked her way down his crack, over his prostate toward his asshole.  "Hey!" 

John exclaimed, "what are you doing?"  "Well, John, you complimented me on my sense of 

adventure, I'm just living up to that high praise.  Diane got on her knees, wedging John's legs 

apart.  "I've never done anything down there, Diane.  Why are you doing this?"   

 

“Well John, not to get all paranormal, but I am a being that needs a special kind of 

sustenance.  Yes, I eat right and exercise like any normal healthy human, but I also need a little 

extra something in my sexual life to truly feel fulfilled.  I’ve found that one way the fulfillment can 



manifest itself is through a satisfying sensual domination session in the bedroom, gently 

convincing a lover to try something he ordinarily wouldn’t, especially in this area.”  “So this is 

something you’ve done before?”  “Yes it is, and while I have repeat boytoys, when it comes to 

replenishing my essence, I need a 'cherry', preferably from an alpha male.  At the party you 

seemed quite the ladykiller—I picked you out specifically.  After all, much like a fisherman, I 

throw the guppies back, I throw the guppies back, as I’m holding out for trout.” 

 

By this point, Diane had removed her right hand from John’s cock to spread his cheeks 

apart, her left index finger making small circles around his rosebud.  Her index finger then 

penetrated, accompanied by a gasp emitted by John.  As his sphincter muscle squeezed her 

finger, another sudden reaction occurred.  John semi-hard cock, which had been somewhat 

dormant from the lack of attention, had risen again, like a staggered yet resilient prizefighter.  

Diane emitted a sexily smug smile—she knew she on her way to corrupting another anal virgin 

an providing a much need refueling of her capacity for sensual dominance. 

 


