

    
        
          A Witch for Halloween

        

        
        
          Halloween Heat

        

        
        
          Alara Knight

        

        
          Published by Alara Knight, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A WITCH FOR HALLOWEEN

    

    
      First edition. October 30, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Alara Knight.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232531645

    

    
    
      Written by Alara Knight.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1 - Cami

Chapter 2 - Mark

Chapter 3 - Cami

Chapter 4 - Cami

Chapter 5 - Mark

Chapter 6 - Cami

Chapter 7 - Mark

Epilogue - Cami

Excerpt from - Haunted by her Professor

Further Reading: Haunted by Her Professor

Also By Alara Knight

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1 - Cami
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The night had that whispering stillness that only comes on Halloween, when every gust of wind seemed to carry ancient secrets through skeletal branches, and shadows stretched long like grasping fingers across dew-kissed lawns. Moonlight filtered through thinning clouds, casting an ethereal glow on the streets now emptied of trick-or-treaters.

I curled my bare toes against the polished floorboards, still half-buzzed from the fun of handing out candy to the kids earlier. Playing hostess while house-sitting for Mark had been cute for a while, but now the street was quiet, the porch light off, and the night felt heavy with that strange Halloween stillness.

I’d lit a scatter of candles for company. Their glow danced over the walls while the wind rattled dry leaves against the windowpanes. Across the street, a pumpkin’s grin shimmered in its own little halo of smoke.

I should have been tidying up, maybe getting ready for bed. Instead, the glowing tag on my phone, #LoveHexChallenge, kept tugging at me. The clips were ridiculous and addictive: girls in skimpy velvet and lace costumes whispering names into candle flames, giggling when their crushes supposedly texted minutes later. It was silly. But I was never very good at resisting silly. Especially when that silliness involved Mark Dalton.

I laughed out loud at how silly it was, then caught my reflection in the dark window. My hair a little wild, candlelight tracing my shoulders, and thought, why not?

It wasn’t like anyone would see me. Mark was supposed to be gone until tomorrow, and the house felt lonely without his quiet presence. Besides, every clip I’d watched looked harmless enough. Honey for sweetness. Cinnamon for heat. A red ribbon to tie the wish.

I padded into the kitchen, gathering what I could find: a jar of honey from his cupboard, a pinch of spice, an old saucer. When I carried them back into the living room, the candles painted everything gold. 

I opened the camera app and set the phone against a stack of books. “Just for fun,” I told the lens, trying not to smile too wide. “A little Halloween magic.”

Kneeling, I dipped my finger into the honey and drew a spiral on the plate, the cinnamon dusting it like rust-colored starlight. I felt ridiculous and alive. My voice dropped to a whisper meant only for the candles.

“For the one I can’t stop thinking about...”

The house gave a soft creak. My heart skipped. I told myself it was only the wind, that the old floorboards moved like that all the time. Still, a shiver slid down my spine.

And finally the silliest part of all, slipping my panties off and adding them to the mix.

I kept my eye on the camera angle as I reached under the short skirt of the witch's costume I still wore and hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties. Keeping my knees together I slipped them off and added them to the mixture.

I was just about to say the final words of the spell when I heard the sound of a key turning in the lock.

A single, solid click that froze the breath in my throat.

The front door swung open, and the familiar silhouette filled the frame. Mark. Back early. I fumbled for my phone, my fingers clumsy with panic, but it was too late. The camera was still rolling, the screen lit up with my own wide-eyed horror.

There I was, on my knees in the middle of his living room floor, surrounded by a circle of candles. On the saucer in front of me was a sticky honey spiral, a sprinkle of cinnamon, and a pair of black lace panties.

His eyes took in the whole scene in one slow sweep. The candles. The saucer. Me on the floor. My face burned so hot I was sure the wax would start melting off my skin.

"Cami." His voice was rough, low, the kind that rumbled right through the floorboards and into my bones. He wasn't angry. He wasn't amused. He was just watching me with that unreadable focus that always made me feel like I was a puzzle he was quietly solving.

I scrambled to my feet, my skirt fluttering around my thighs, my hands flying to smooth down the suddenly short skirt of my costume. "Mark! I didn't... You said..."

My voice trailed off. Words felt useless. I had no defense for this. I was caught red-handed, black-pantied, and utterly spellbound. He stepped inside and closed the door, the click of the latch echoing in the silence of the room.

And despite, or maybe because, of my lack of panties I could feel my blush go all the way down to my pussy. Which felt almost exposed beneath this short, billowing skirt.

"I... I can explain," I started to speak.

"There's no need." he said, his voice calm, but tinged with humor. "It is Halloween after all."

"It is just this stupid Love Hex Challenge on..." I stopped talking as soon as I realized what I had just said.

"Love Hex?" He asked, raising an eyebrow.

I bit my lip, my gaze fixed on the candle flames dancing between us. The air grew thick with unspoken questions, with the weight of his presence filling the room. I had fantasised about him, of course. His steady hands, the way his voice could be so gentle then turn rough around the edges. But that was in the privacy of my own bed, not here, with honey drying on my fingertips and my panties on his saucer.

He walked towards me, his steps slow and deliberate. The scent of the cold night air clung to his jacket. He stopped just before the circle of candles, looking down at my pathetic little spell. He didn't laugh. He didn't mock.

"So," he said, his voice a low murmur. "Who's the lucky guy?"

My head snapped up. My mouth opened, but no sound came out. My heart hammered against my ribs. I could feel the heat between my legs, a slick warmth that had nothing to do with the cinnamon and honey I had licked off my fingers a few moments ago.

Lying felt impossible under his gaze. It felt like he could see straight through the layers of my costume, through my skin, right down to the frantic, fluttering thing that was my heart.

But I couldn't tell him the truth.

"Wouldn't you like to know," I shot back, my voice coming out shakier than I wanted. I crossed my arms over my chest. but even I knew it was a flimsy shield.

A small smile touched his lips. It wasn't a kind smile. It was a knowing one. He took another step, careful not to disturb a candle. Now he was standing over me, so close I could see the faint lines around his eyes, the way the candlelight glinted in the dark stubble on his jaw.

"I would," he said simply. "That's the whole point of a love spell, isn't it? To make someone know."

His gaze dropped from my face, down the length of my body, and stopped at the hem of my skirt. It wasn't a leer. It was a measured, assessing look. My skin prickled everywhere his eyes travelled. I felt exposed. Vulnerable. And terrifyingly aroused.

"You're standing in the middle of a love spell, Cami. In my house. On my floor." He paused, letting the weight of his words settle in the space between us. "You've got the honey. The cinnamon. The ribbon." He gestured with his chin towards the saucer. "And, of course, the offering."

My breath hitched. Offering. He called it an offering. The word landed low in my belly, a heavy, molten thing. I could feel my pussy pulse, a slow, aching beat.

"It's just a silly game," I managed, but the words were thin, reedy things that died in the charged air.

"Is it?" He took one more step. Now his polished shoes were almost touching the circle of wax on the floorboards. He reached down, not towards me, but towards the saucer. His fingers, long and capable, picked up the little red ribbon I'd laid out. He didn't look at the ribbon. He looked at me as he rubbed the silk between his thumb and forefinger.

"The challenge says you have to bind the wish," I blurted out, my voice barely a whisper. "With the ribbon."

"I see." He let the ribbon fall back onto the saucer. "And what wish are you trying to bind, Cami?"

He knew. Of course he knew. This whole interrogation was a game. A cat playing with a mouse. And I was the dumb, horny mouse who had wandered right into his path. My bravado was evaporating, replaced by a slick, trembling heat.

"You," I finally whispered.
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The word hung in the air between us, fragile and utterly devastating.

"You."

My name from her lips was a surrender. The last wall she had thrown up, the final line of her bratty defense, crumbled into dust. I felt it in my gut, a sharp, possessive pull. My cock, already half-hard from the moment I saw her kneeling on my floor like a pagan sacrifice, thickened to a full, urgent press against my zipper.

This was dangerous territory. She was twenty years old. My neighbour. I'd watched her grow from a kid with scraped knees into a woman with a mouth that needed to be tamed. I'd listened to her laugh through the walls, the sound sometimes the only thing that could cut through the silence of this house.

But right now, she wasn't my neighbour. She was a woman who had just cast a spell for me. A woman who was standing in front of me without panties under that flimsy little skirt, her pussy bare and wet and waiting for a man twice her age.

I took a deliberate step forward, my shoe crunching softly on a fallen leaf she must have tracked in. I closed the distance. The heat of her body met the cold night air still clinging to my coat.

"Say it again," I commanded, my voice low and raw.

She just stared up at me, her dark eyes wide and glassy in the candlelight. Her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths. The
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