[b][u]Making Magic[/u][/b]

The chill night air was alive with the sounds of trick-or-treaters going about door to door.  Escorted by parents or elder siblings they went about most often in noisy groups.  Less often there would be a lone child with a lone parent, as was the case with Timothy and his mother April.  The ten year old feline was quite proud of his homemade costume... a gold long-sleeved shirt with gold braiding on the wrists (stitched on by his mother) and a cardboard cutout arrowhead painted gold glued to the chest worn over black slacks marked him as Captain Kirk.  A personal hero of the boy, the captain was courageous, had a sense of humor, and, most importantly, always got the beautiful alien babes.  His mother had her own quickly cobbled together costume... with a red shawl over her shoulders tied at the neck she was Mrs Brisby (granted, she was more completely dressed underneath, what with decency laws and all).  It just seemed so appropriate with her being a single mother looking out for her little Timmy, though technically a divorcee rather than a widow.


April was hardly surprised by Timmy's choice of costume, and even joked with him about his hero's status as a lady-killer being a big part of it.  Her son was hardly shy about his desires and she'd grown rather accustomed to his openness about the matter.  One day Timothy had even presented her with a drawing he'd made... under the statement “what I want” was a surprisingly well done picture of a balloon-breasted woman in a bra and panties (or a two-piece swimsuit, she couldn't tell which and didn't want to insult him by asking).  As one might guess, he never missed a movie or TV special repeat starring Dolly Parton.  Just a couple nights ago April found him glued to the TV watching a schlocky monster movie, and quietly chuckled to herself when the commercial break revealed it was a movie marathon hosted by Elvira.  “So [i]that's[/i] why you're watching this movie,” she jibed when the busty horror hostess appeared on screen.  “Yep!” Timothy shamelessly chirped.


The pair was coming up to corner, the road turned to the left with the sidewalk they were on following on the outside.  The last residence they had passed had a length of wall following up to the turn, beyond which was a wide, vacant lot.  With the scattering of trees it was always a little dark and felt a bit forbidding... more so on a Halloween night with their naked branches looming above like skeletal hands.  Just at the end of the wall there was a lone figure, a witch by their costume and an adult or late teen by their size... just standing there, as if waiting for someone.  The large round ears, for which the witch's hat had to be modified, strongly implied this was a mouse.


April kept her eyes on the figure, ever watchful for a potential threat to her child.  The “witch” turned her head lightly to face them as they approached, revealing her dark eye shadow and lipstick along with the feminine contours of her face.  Smiling, the witch turned and dramatically flung her cloak open with her left arm before placing her hand proudly on her hip.  Clearly, this was a “sexy witch” costume... a dark purple skirt with slits far up wide hips allowing easy view of boots that went all the way  up to very shapely and bare thighs... the gold, heart-shaped belt buckle bore a large similarly shaped red jewel, two silver bat wings stretched to either side... she had a bare midriff with the pink skin of her navel barely visible through her cinnamon-colored fur... the top, what little there was of it, was mostly purple and tied closed beneath her bosom, a vertical gap in the center guaranteed an nearly unobstructed view of the entirety of her cleavage, a pair of silver, clawed hands clutching a gold heart-shaped ring spanned the gap at the top where there was a dark blue fringe that ran all the way around to her upper arms.


Given the considerable endowment the witch was sporting, April wouldn't have been surprised if, with one deep breath, that gold heart would give way with a 'tink' and take out someone's eye with the shrapnel.  Timmy would clearly be in the line of fire, being eye-level with it... and he'd be giving a large target area given how wide she knew his eyes must be.  “Shit!  It's like one of his fantasies come to life!” April thought to herself.  “Certainly giving [i]you[/i] an eyeful, isn't she?” she quietly remarked to her son.


“Yeah!” Timmy laughed in near disbelief.  He wasn't wasting a moment, his eager eyes devouring every curve she was putting on display before they undoubtedly would continue on.  As they neared, her big dark eyes met his and, after a slow blink, her purple-shaded lips parted into a broad smile.


“Hey, little boy,” the witch greeted, “Wanna make some magic tonight?”


“A prostitute,” April quickly assumed in her mind, “That explains her being alone.”  She felt it was a little tasteless to be propositioning her son, even if it [i]was[/i] a joke, which she assumed it had to be.


Then Raven, the shapely witch, looked up to her and, with a disarmingly playful glint in her eyes, added, “Mommy can come, too.”


April protectively placed a hand on her son's back and proceeded to hurry him past the 'lady of the evening' and along the curve of the sidewalk.  However, she could see, out of the corner of her eye, that Timmy was staying focused on his fantasy as they passed.  And it was hard for him to tear his eyes off her given she had returned her own gaze to him.  Once outside his mother's immediate vision, Raven pursed her lips in a kiss to the boy.


Something was stopping the mother.  She had been constantly concerned about how the divorce had affected Timmy, she wanted so much to keep him happy.  Indulging his desires the way she had been doing hadn't seemed to be a problem, but it did make dragging him away from this situation so much harder.  April didn't want this to be something his mind would be lingering on later.  “Oh God, I can't believe I'm going to do this,” she thought as she stopped and turned.  Timmy had finally dragged his eyes off the alluring lady they'd passed when he felt his mother's pace slow... then stop.  He looked up when he noticed her begin to turn.  The boy turned out of curiosity to see what his mother was up to.  It was a wonderful bonus that it gave him an excuse to get another view of the beguiling beauty behind them.  The witch was smiling warmly as April approached.  “How much?” she inquired.


Raven's eyes widened.  She honestly did not expect that response.  In fact, she had spent hours rehearsing all the possible ways this would go, all the things she would have to say as she chipped away at the mother's resistance, where the optimum places were along their possible route to magically reappear to keep up the pressure.  But this quickly?  “How much to go away?” she assumed.


“No,” April sighed as she thought to herself, “Don't make me say this.”  Steeling herself, she clarified, “How much,” she began, motioning to Timmy with her eyes, “to...”


“How much to 'make magic' with your handsome little stud?” Raven finished with a broad smile, casting her eyes down to Timmy, who returned the smile proudly at the compliment.  April nodded quietly, grateful at not having to articulate the suggestion herself.  “Not a thing!” Raven answered brightly, much to the mother's surprise.  “You see, I'm [i]not[/i] a hooker,” she proceeded to explain, turning her broom lengthwise between them, “I actually [i]am[/i] a witch.”  She removed her hands and the broom remained where it was, in mid-air.


April looked up at Raven incredulously as Timothy stared in amazement at the floating broom.  “Could it be?” he wondered.  A real witch on Halloween!


Raven turned and hopped her backside up on the broom, which held her weight without the slightest difficulty.  She turned about to face the mother and son, flinging her legs about dramatically, ensuring Timmy a clear look all the way up her skirt, albeit a brief one.  He was not disappointed in the slightest to discover she was wearing panties.  At his age and with no reliable access to the seedier parts of the internet, that was already more than he would have expected... especially in real life.  “Technically,” Raven confessed, “I consider myself a sorceress.  She continued with a shrug, “But with it being Halloween and all.”


“How are you doing that?” April asked, trying to get a better view of whatever could be holding up the broom.


“Magic,” Timmy answered, matter of fact.


Raven nodded.  “And it wasn't entirely a euphemism when I said I wanted to 'make magic' with your son,” she proceeded to point out, “I'm working on an enchantment tonight and it requires a considerable amount of sexual energy.”  To which Raven added with a lustful look to Timmy, “Which I'm sure your son can [i]easily[/i] provide.”  Seeing that his mother still seemed doubtful, Raven continued, “And since I'm unlikely to get [i]his[/i] cooperation without [i]your[/i] permission, I'm willing to make it worth your while.”  With a flourish, the sorceress raised a hand palm up, above which she manifested a luminous blue cloud.  As she spoke, the cloud altered its shape to give life to her words, “I'm willing to set you up with a muscular, passionate, and [i]very[/i] well-hung werewolf.”  April was so surprised by the image of a werewolf brandishing a raging canine cock that she forgot this was being displayed in full view of her ten year old son.


For his part, Timothy was amazed by Raven's magical manifestation, and wasn't quite sure what “well-hung” meant.  His young mind pictured a werewolf dangling from a gallows to the phrase “he died well”.  He tried to rectify the image with the knowledge that only a silver bullet could kill a werewolf.  “Maybe this makes them tame,” he wondered.


“And it's been a while, hasn't it,” Raven continued to Timmy's mother, “Left alone in that large bed, denied the pleasures you were entitled to, that you [i]deserved[/i] for everything you've done for your family.”  April couldn't hold back a lustful breath as she was reminded of her growing frustration.  Maybe [i]that[/i] was why she wasn't trying to slow her son's overt sexual awakening, it was her own need to have some form of sexual interaction with a male, no matter how trivial... even when it was coming from her own son.  Raven recognized that response, that near gasp of wanton desire so instinctive it catches one off guard.  “We all get what we want,” she concluded, “I get the sexual energy I need for my work, and you both get a Halloween night you'll [i]never forget[/i].”


“The werewolf won't [i]eat[/i], mom, will it?” Timothy asked, wanting to make some contribution to the discussion.  April gave a huff of laughter as she placed a hand on her son's shoulder.  She was relieved for his intrusion as it helped bring her back to reality... at least a little.


“Don't worry, this werewolf is well fed,” Raven assured him, “The only thing he'll be hungering for tonight... is [i]love[/i].”  When she noticed Timmy's eyes wander, followed by a sly smile, she followed his gaze and noticed her magical hologram had progressed to the werewolf pounding a woman doggy style.  “Oops!”  Raven used her finger to swirl the luminous cloud about before clutching it in her hand.  A few seconds later she opened her hand once more to reveal the cloud had totally vanished.


“Well,” April began uncertainly before looking to Timmy, “You... want to?”  Part of her desperately hoped he'd chicken out.  Another part of her wanted any excuse to absolve herself of agreeing.


“Yeah!” Timmy nodded excitedly.


April was relieved, as much as anything, by knowing she wouldn't have to try to talk their way out of the situation.  Although, her anxiety over not knowing precisely what she and her boy were getting into was betrayed in her voice as she confirmed, “I, guess... we're in.”  Raven's adorable squeak of triumph actually did quite a bit to put the mother at ease.


With a jerk of her hips, which caused Raven's breasts to jiggle (much to Timmy's delight), her broom drifted towards the end of the wall and the empty, darkened lot.  When she came to a stop and motioned into the darkness, April stopped short and grabbed her son's arm.  “Oh, now don't make me swat you on the butt with my broom,” Raven chided playfully.


“C'mon, Mom,” Timmy whispered.  Raven smiled and tilted her head, batting her eyes as innocently as she could.


April took a deep breath and briefly closed her eyes with a silent, “I can't believe I'm doing this!”  She exhaled and took the first step forward... though not releasing her grip on her son's arm as they went.


Raven reclined on her side on the broom and proceeded to lead the pair into the darkened lot.  A fog materialized among the trees which seemed to border a trail for them to follow.  While April's stomach was aflutter with uncertainty, Timmy was preoccupied by Raven's proximity to him as she drifted beside along on her broom.  He couldn't take his eyes off of the lovely form that was promised him.  “My name's Raven, by the way,” she offered with a smile.


“My name's Timothy,” he eagerly replied, “You can call me 'Timmy'!”


“And your costume is Captain Kirk, right?” Raven supposed.


“Yeah!” the boy nodded happily, “Mom is Mrs Brisby.”


“My mother's a big Star Trek fan,” Raven explained, “She even named my two younger siblings after Star Trek characters.”  April began watching the two interact, and it helped to ease her anxiety.


The growing familiarity with their escort prompted April to inquire maternally, “Aren't you cold, dressed like that?” before adding with a smirk, “Or [i]un[/i]dressed, practically.”


Raven chuckled.  She raised her hand to point out how erect her nipples were, only to realize the fringe on her top concealed them.  She rolled her eyes as she righted herself into a sitting position.  Lifting the purple fringe, she showed off how her nipples poked out against the fabric.  “Judging by these goosebumps,” Raven began lightly, “I'd certainly say it's a bit nipply out.”  That got a quick laugh out of Timmy, who couldn't tear his eyes off Raven's chest for anything.  His mother's laugh was a bit more tremulous... she was still wrapping her mind around what she had gotten them both into.  “'Course, all the more reason to get inside and wrap myself in the arms of such a hot little stud,” Raven practically purred as she reclined again, reaching out to gently scritch Timmy behind his ear... leading him to purr, literally.  The sound helped sooth his mother's nerves.


Preoccupied by their interactions, the trio passed without notice through the portal Raven had previously prepared that connected the vacant lot with her “witch's lair”.  Having emerged from the chill embrace of the trees and mystical fog, April and Timothy found themselves setting foot on a long disused walk that led to a small hill.  Looking up the stone steps that led up the gentle incline, they beheld an aged Victorian mansion.  The only sign of life was the dim lighting given off by the windows of a single room on the ground floor.  “Really going for the 'Halloween' look, I see,” April commented.


Raven chuckled.  “Well, it [i]is[/i] my favorite holiday,” she confessed, “I love the atmosphere.”


As they reached the stairs, Raven dismounted her broom and levitated up onto the darkened porch.  Timmy's mouth hung open at the sight.  April, though, was a bit more practical.  “Careful,” she cautioned her son as she felt around for the stairs.


“Oh, sorry,” Raven meeped before snapping her fingers.  In that instant a rusty lamp suspended from the porch ceiling flared to life, illuminating the way for her guests.


“Thank you.”


“I think you can let go of my arm now, mom,” Timmy quietly groused.


It was April's turn to feel embarrassed, having forgotten her near vice-like grip on her boy.  “Sorry.”


With her guests safely at the door, Raven waved her hand.  A wind blew up and killed the flame in the lamp and heralded the opening of the door, which moved of its own accord with an eerie creaking.  Entering the darkened domicile, closely behind Raven, April and Timmy could barely make out in the hall an elaborate staircase leading to a second floor balcony.  A hint of closed doors could be seen in the enshrouding shadows there.  Before them, on the first floor, were a periphery of grand openings to rooms whose interiors were hidden by a most forbidding darkness.  That is, for all but one.  Dim, flickering candlelight crept out of the parlor.  The center of the room was dominated by a great black cauldron, Bookshelves were littered with odd containers of varied sorts.  Upon an ornate end table was a ragged tome that lay open.  There were a few moth-eaten pieces of classic furniture about.  Candles and an occasional oil lamp provided the only illumination.


Before leading her guests into her parlor, Raven doffed her hat and cloak.  With a swirl of her finger the hat flew over to a coat rack, atop which it set itself... with a flourish of her other hand the cloak came loose and sailed over to join the hat on the coat rack.  Timmy's amazement at the flying garments was soon superseded by the sight of Raven's sumptuous backside swaying seductively as she sashayed into the room ahead of them... but even that bountiful booty was enough to distract the boy's natural curiosity, as he took a chance to peak into the cauldron.  For her part, the whole ordeal awakened a long forgotten sensation in April.  The knowledge that this would be her son's first time, the uncertainty and anxiety, that voluptuous figure shamelessly being put on display... it all reminded her of her awkward and steamy days of experimentation in college.  The guilty passions experienced with 'the girls', including a self-proclaimed witch, who really did little more than wear black lipstick and play with crystals.


“Please, have a seat,” Raven offered, motioning to a small ornate couch near a window.  April and Timmy each sat, with the younger feline placing his trick-or-treat bag in his lap.  Raven leaned back against her cauldron and proceeded to lay out how the night would play out, “Now, the reason I need sexual energy is to charge a pair of mystical items I'm going to craft.  Once I have [i]them[/i]...” here she turned a lustful gaze to the ten year old, “Timmy and I can get to work 'charging' them.”


Oh, the smile that brought to Timmy's face!  “You mean having sex!” he eagerly concluded.


“Mm-hmm!” Raven practically moaned.


His mother's mind raced with the realization, “My God, I can't believe I'm letting this happen!  My little boy, my [i]child[/i]!  Why am I letting this happen?”


Seeing the expression on April's face, Raven proceeded to [i]her[/i] part in the matter, “And once Timmy and I have had [i]our[/i] fun, you'll get to play 'hide the bone' with Mr Werewolf.”


“Oh, that's right, I'm getting laid,” April remembered.  The full weight of [i]that[/i] part of it was finally starting to sink in.  The greater part of her had held onto the possibility that Raven was just as 'normal' as anyone else, just sleight of hand to go with the season.  But April considered everything she'd seen... and she [i]knew[/i] the only thing on the far side of that vacant lot was a cluster of modern homes, not an abandoned Victorian mansion on a hill!  If Raven was a real witch, or sorceress as she said, then... a real werewolf!  [i]Being ravished by a real werewolf?![/i]  She was filled with an odd excitement, a mix of “I'm terrified” with “but I really wanna try this”.  She was standing before one of those terrifying new roller coasters... realizing [i]it[/i] was going to ride [i]her[/i].  And Timmy was going to have to lose his virginity eventually.  “May as well be memorable,” she thought to herself.


“Um,” April started nervously, “Would it be possible for me to, uh... 'make time' with Mr Werewolf, while you're making time with my son?”  This was not necessarily because she was overeager to become a werewolf's bitch, she just didn't relish the idea of sitting around with nothing to do but think about but how her little boy was being deflowered, or... “She doesn't expect me to be in the room with them, does she?” April wondered to herself.


“Oh, I know that makes more sense, efficiency-wise,” Raven proceeded to point out, “But I'd really rather be available, just in case.”


“'Just in case'?” April repeated, “Didn't you say I was safe?”


“Actually, she only said he wouldn't [i]eat[/i] you,” her son pointed out with a shrug.


April rolled her eyes, “That's reassuring.”


Raven smirked.  “You don't hesitate to get behind the wheel of a car because, usually, nothing bad happens” she began, “but I'm sure you prefer having those seat belts, crumple zones, and airbags... just in case.”  April nodded acquiescence.  “So, I'm your seat belt, crumple zone,” Raven added, before quickly hoisting her bountiful bosoms, “and fun-bags.”  That last little touch got quite the chuckle from Timmy.


“So, I guess we're ready to begin,” Raven chirped before moving around to the far side of the cauldron.  She waved her hands about in a mysterious manner, then seemed to toss an invisible projectile into the vessel before her.  There was an audible 'poof' followed by a gust of wind that radiated outward through the room, the light of the candles and lamps taking on an eerie green hue.  A thin mist rose out of the cauldron and spilled over the rim.


“I bet she's got dry ice in there,” April whispered to Timmy.


“Nope,” he piped up cheerfully, “I looked inside before we sat down.  It was empty.”  April looked up to see Raven giving her a sly smile.


“A collar”, the sorceress stated, as much to herself as anybody, as she resumed her work.  Strutting extravagantly as she made her way about, Raven retrieved a common looking dog's collar from a shelf and returned to the cauldron, tossing it in.  Returning to the shelves, she remarked, “Silver chain.”  She dangled the item between her fingers as she brought it to the cauldron, then held it up by one end before dropping the length inside.


Not hearing the collar make a sound when it went in wasn't so odd, but not hearing the clinking of metal against metal when the chain went it really stood out in April's mind.  She was becoming more enraptured with the experience, her own excitement and curiosity growing.


'Silver ring,” Raven continued as she retrieved the bit of jewelry, dropping it in upon returning to the cauldron.  “Seed of the wolf.”  As she returned to the cauldron with a rounded glass vial full of a white liquid.  “It was fun collecting [i]this[/i],” she pointed out to her guests.  “All the wolves at the zoo were male,” Raven proceeded to explain, “Not [i]one[/i] bitch for them to mount.  Of course I felt sorry for the poor little wuffies so, after collecting what I needed for my spell, I couldn't help but get on all fours and let each member of the pack take a turn with me!”  She emphasized the point by giving her ass a firm slap, which made her breasts jiggle.


Timmy stared in wonder at her as he pictured the shapely sorceress being mounted by one feral beast after another.  His mother's expression was one of astonished disgust.  As Raven poured the viscous sexual fluid into the cauldron, April awkwardly inquired, “What, wait, w-what are the chances Timmy might...?”


“Don't worry,” Raven replied, with a dismissive wave of her hand, “One of the benefits of being a sorceress is being able to use your magic to shield yourself from any unwanted nasties.  So you don't have to worry about Timmy getting anything from the wolves.”  She followed with the mental addendum, “Except what I'm giving him with this spell.”  Raven prepared to introduce the final ingredient by retrieving a pin, then pricking her finger over the cauldron, “And the blood of a witch.”  There was a brief flash of red from the vessel when the drop of her blood descended into the misty interior.  Waving her hands over the opening of the cauldron, Raven recited an incantation:

[i]“May these items bound by blood and passion

enshrine the power of the moon this night,

and may their charging through lustful fashion

truly ensure this enchantment takes flight.”[/i]


There was an eruption of luminous mist from the cauldron followed by an explosion which extinguished all the candles and lamps in the room.  In the darkness, the light of the full moon could be seen upon the floor, falling into the room from one of the windows.  Then, to the astonishment of Timmy and his mother, the illumination passed along the floor and up the side of the witch's vessel.  When the moonlight breached the rim there was a blinding flash.  Within the next couple seconds, the candles and lamps burst back to life, giving off their usual warm yellow-orange glow.  Raven was still standing where she had been when reciting her spell, only now her short black hair was blown back.  Her hands were turned palm-up, from one hand dangled a silver collar, in the other palm rested an ornate silver ring, each possessing a matching red heart-shaped jewel.


Raven shook her head, getting her hair to fall back into place, before slowly opening her eyes.  Having witnessed the success of her magical machinations, she let out an excited squeak and bounced a couple times on her toes.  That this resulted in a pronounced bouncing of Raven's breasts was certainly not lost on Timmy, who was leaning forward with considerable expectation.  “Well, now that I have my mystical items,” she began, before looking to the boy with a broad smile, “We can get to work charging them.”


The ten year old perked up, bearing the most eager open-mouthed smile he likely had ever had in his young life.  This was merely the most visible reflection of an excitement being expressed elsewhere as his erect boyhood strained, almost painfully, against the fabric of his pants.  April's anxiety twisted in her stomach.  “This is really happening,” she thought nervously.


Clutching the ring in her left hand, Raven hung the collar on the forearm above it.  With her right she plucked an oil lamp from the mantle of the fireplace.  “If you'll follow me,” she prompted on her way towards the hall.


As her guests rose from the couch, April wondered aloud, “Should Timothy leave his trick-or-treat bag [i]here[/i] or...”


Raven stopped and turned.  After a moment of thought, she answered with a smile, “Bring it.”  She felt a deliciously lustful twinge at the thought of his treat bag sitting in easy sight as they indulged their carnal passions.


April couldn't help but take her son's hand as they followed behind their hostess.  Unnoticed by both women, Timmy adjusted his raging boner to make walking more comfortable.  Raven led them across the hall and started up the stairs, each step creaking with age.  She held the lamp to the side to make sure there was plenty of illumination behind.  As the witch's wide backside wiggled before them, each cheek flashed one after the other in the lamp's light, April remarked to her boy, “Sure giving you quite the view.”  Timmy giggled his response.


Having overheard the exchange, Raven turned her head and gave her little beau a kiss over her shoulder.  She gave a knowing smile to his mother as they continued up the aged stairs.  The thought of this shapely woman sharing her body with her son led April to consider Raven in a more sexual light.  Those feelings from college began creeping back, overshadowing her maternal concerns over Timmy losing his innocence.  There was an excitement for his first time, that he was getting to experience a woman practically manifested from his own desires.  And another part of her... wanted to get a hold of one of those plump cheeks, herself.


At the top of the stairs, Raven led her guests to the most prominent of the closed doors.  With a wave of her closed hand the door opened.  Within, the sorceress placed the oil lamp atop a table and waved her free hand widely.  Candles throughout the room flared to life, illuminating a grand bedroom, the centerpiece being a grandiose fourposter bed.  It was sumptuously appointed with luxurious blankets and silk sheets.  “May I?” Raven asked as she gently took Timmy's treat bag and placed it on a bedside table, “And, Timmy, you can take a seat on the bed.”


As the boy eagerly went for the bed, his little hand slipped from April's.  Even with her own growing desires, their was a distinct twinge of pain in her heart, she was letting go of her son... in so many ways.  She took a deep breath as she watched him hop up on the bed, the bed on which she knew he was to become a man.


“Now, if you'll wait here, I'll show your mother to our waiting room,” Raven informed the lustful lad.


“Okay!” the kitty eagerly mewed.


“Now,” Raven began, turning to April with a seductive smile, “If you'll come with me.”  The mother feline followed the shapely mouse out into the hall.  Once there, Raven took a place beside April and reached behind her.  The mother's heart skipped a beat when she felt Raven's hand on her hip.  Walking side-by-side, Raven guiding her, April couldn't help making a silent suggestion as she stepped a bit closer.  Noticing this, Raven gave her a sly smile and closed the distance so the only thing between their heated bodies was the fabric of their clothes.  April's breath quickened... this was a familiar feeling, though one she hadn't felt since college.  The thought of being ravished by a werewolf was taking a backseat to her desire to be ravished by a certain mystical mouse.


Having traversed the length of the second floor hall, they stopped at a narrow door.  With a wave of her hand, it opened at Raven's command, and with a quick point of a finger, a lone candle illuminated the small room.  Given it's diminutive size and placement, it clearly would have been the bedroom of the help.  As outfitted by Raven, however, the bed was replaced by a couch not unlike the one in the parlor.  Before it sat a stylish coffee table upon which was crystal ball, and on the wall opposite was a large, wide mirror within an ornate gold frame.


Raven led the way in and sat at the far end of the short couch, patting the cushion beside her.  April took a seat beside her and tried desperately to hide how nervous she was.  “Now, I understand how anxious you must be with your son about to lose his virginity,” Raven began, “Especially to someone you barely know.  So, I wanted to make sure you could be certain that I'm treating Timmy right.”  She added with a shrug, “As right as something like this can be.”  April couldn't hold back a short snort of awkward laughter.  “While you're here, you can keep an eye on us,” Raven pointed out.  “Just wave your hand over this,” she explained, passing her hand over the crystal ball, then motioning to the mirror, “And you can view what is going on in the bedroom.”


In the mirror, April beheld her son sitting obediently on the bed, just as Raven had asked of him.  She watched as he kicked his legs, before bouncing a bit on the mattress.  “And if you place your hand on the ball,” Raven continued to explain, carrying out the action in demonstration, “You can change the view at your will.”  She held up the collar and ring, and pointed out, “You'll notice these jewels flash occasionally... that'll happen every time Timmy and I cum.  That'll be the item absorbing the sexual energy we've released.  When Timmy cums, the jewel he's wearing will flash, and vice-versa with me.”


“This is so wrong,” April thought to herself.  “I probably won't be using this,” she confessed, motioning towards the crystal ball, mostly because she knew that's what she was [i]supposed[/i] to say.


Raven replied, “Well, it is [i]your[/i] choice.  As I said, it's to make sure I'm giving Timmy a wonderful time... between my legs... and elsewhere, since you [i]might[/i] be watching.”


“Well, thank you,” April offered, mentally adding, “I think.”


“Just wave your hand over it again to turn it off,” Raven finished.  “Is there anything else?”


“Kiss me,” April pleaded in her mind.  “No, I'm good,” is what actually [i]did[/i] came out, “I guess.”


Raven smiled as she moved the collar and ring to her other hand.  She then placed her free hand on April's denim-clad thigh and gave it a little caress as she stood.  Raven noticed April's sharp breath with pleasure.  “Oh,” she started when she got to the door, “I really can't thank you enough for all this, so, if you're not too worn out after your...” Raven's expression became extremely suggestive as she continued, “[i]fun[/i]... maybe I could express my thanks a bit more... personally?”  She gave April a wink before closing the door.


April took several deep breaths.  Then, closed her eyes and squeezed her thighs together as she remembered Raven's incidental caress.  Letting out a sigh as she opened her eyes, she began to ponder what to do next.  There wasn't much else for her to do in that room.  Nothing else but think about how, just down the hall, a woman she only just met was having sex with her ten year old child.  A woman she, herself, was starting to lust after.  The thought entered her mind that this viewing mirror before her would give her a chance to see her naked... writhing about on that luxurious bed.  Would it allow her to hear her moans?  April quickly looked away as she waved her hand over the crystal ball, as if not seeing the act absolved her of involvement in choosing to witness the lurid, forbidden show.  She looked up to the image in the mystical mirror in time to see Timmy perk up eagerly as Raven returned to the bedroom.  “Here we go,” the mother thought anxiously.


Timmy watched eagerly as Raven entered the room, his hands politely folded in his lap.  Raven couldn't help make a bit of a display of her magic while closing the door behind her.  As she sexily sashayed across the room, the boy thought, “That's all mine... I'll be able to touch her!  Those boobs!  That butt!  I can put my thing in her!”  He still wasn't sure how that aspect of sex worked.  He knew it went [i]in[/i], a vague idea of [i]where[/i], just not quite sure [i]how[/i].  That's when an incredible nervousness set in.  Did she expect him to know?  What if she was upset that he didn't know?  “Um... mm...,” the feline mumbled nervously as he tried to express his anxiety over being a virgin.


“Hm?” Raven replied with a curious smile.


“I... um... I-I,” Timmy stammered.


Raven asked softly, guessing his concern, “You're worried because you've never done this before?”


“Yeah!” he nodded with relief.


Raven smiled warmly as she gently caressed Timmy's cheek.  “Don't worry,” she reassured him, “I'll show you [i]everything[/i] you need to know.”


Timmy's relief was matched only by his mother's.  “I can't believe I'm grateful she made it possible for me to watch this,” April thought with an odd sense of relief.  She didn't want to imagine the torture it would have been for her to sit there fearful over the potentially painful embarrassment he could have been feeling, never knowing what kind of “first” Raven would be for him until later.


“But, before we begin,” the sorceress began, lifting up the collar and ring, “I need to tell you about [i]these[/i].”  Timmy realized he had completely forgotten about the mystical items their sex was supposed to charge.  “We each wear one, and they'll absorb the sexual energy we release every time we have an orgasm,” Raven pointed out, and assuming he'd need an explanation, continued, motioning to his boyhood, “You know how good it feels when you touch yourself?”


“Uh-huh.”


“An orgasm is what happens when you feel so good from doing something like that,” she proceeded to explain, “That you feel it [i]all[/i] over your body, like you can't even [i]control[/i] how great it feels anymore!”


Timmy nodded excitedly, “Oh, I've done that, I think!”


Raven smiled brightly.  “And your little guy kinda moves on its own, like this?” she asked eagerly, imitating the motion of a cumming erection with her finger.


“Uh-huh!” was the boy's enthusiastic reply, “Yeah!”  Raven giggled happily as he continued, “I do that while thinking about women in their underwear, or some of the women on Star Trek, or Mrs Brisby.”


Raven's eyes widened.  “Oh, I [i]hope[/i] his mother's watching!” she thought to herself.  In fact she [i]was[/i] and, as April unconsciously fidgeted with the knot of her 'costume', she was blushing so intensely she felt her face would explode.  “It feels even better when you share it with someone,” Raven revealed, before adding, while running her finger along his chin, “And we'll be sharing a [i]lot[/i] of orgasms tonight, over and over again.”  As Timmy practically bounced in anticipation of their promised passion, the sorceress presented him with the collar.  “You'll be wearing [i]this[/i],” she explained while placing it around his neck.  “And [i]I[/i] will be wearing [i]this[/i] one,” she added, slipping the ring on her finger.  “Now, each time one of us has an orgasm, or 'cums', the jewel on the item they're wearing will flash,” Raven pointed out, “That will indicate that it has absorbed the burst of sexual energy they gave off.”


“Cool!”


“Now,” Raven drawled as she draped her arms over Timmy's shoulders, “We can get down to the good stuff!”


The boy excitedly reached for the bottom of his shirt, before stopping.  “Do you want me to take my clothes off [i]now[/i]?” he asked.


“Actually, I want to undress first,” Raven confessed as she backed away.


April's hand shot out and landed on the crystal ball with a loud 'slap'.  This was something she didn't want to miss, and willed the point of view so she was watching from near where Timmy was seated.  “Yeah, look at me,” she thought lustfully as Raven cast her gaze on her son.


Raven reached under her breasts to untie the bottom of her top, then reached up to the claw-clasps holding the gold heart ring.  With a smirk, she unhitched one of the clasps and slowly opened her top.  Timmy's mouth hung open in wonder as Raven revealed her large, round breasts, stiff pink nipples standing out proudly from the soft cinnamon fur.  Her breasts sagged only a little as they were freed from their constraints.  Raven turned her head to the side dramatically and slowly leaned back to let her top slip down her arms, the clasps hitting the time-worn rug with a soft thud.  She returned her eyes to Timmy as she brought her arms around to cradle those huge boobs.  Slowly, she lowered her hands to her belt.  Reaching her thumbs behind the bejeweled buckle, Raven unhitched it and let it fall to the floor.  Thrusting her chest forward she reached back, undid the clasp just above her tail, and let the skirt slide down over her wide hips.


Now standing in nothing but thigh-high boots and a pair of black lace panties, Raven stepped back out of her skirt and leaned back against an antique dresser.  She slowly lifted her left leg and, without removing her eyes from Timmy, used her magic to slide the boot off her long, shapely leg.  After levitating the one boot to the floor, she dramatically lifter her right leg, slipping off her other boot with her magic.  In nothing but her panties, Raven slowly walked back towards Timmy, running her hands over her voluptuous figure as she went.  She stopped and turned her side to the boy, giving him an excellent view of her profile, then slipped her fingers into the top of her panties.  Down, past the prodigious curve of her round ass, Raven slid her last piece of clothing.  After having lifted her feet free, she lifted her panties and slowly made her way to the bedside table where Timmy's treat bag rested.  “A little treat for you to keep,” Raven explained, draping them over the edge of the bag.


“Ok, now, it's [i]my[/i] turn?” Timmy inquired eagerly.


“Sort of,” Raven offered, cryptically.  Standing before Timmy, she bent low to be face to face with him.  “[i]I[/i] want to undress you...” she began before softly placing a finger to his lips and whispering, “[i]myself[/i].”  She slowly knelt down before him and untied his black shoes and, after slipping off his socks, neatly set them aside.  After standing back up she gently pushed him back until he was laying on the bed.  Raven ran her hands down the front of his shirt without taking her eyes off his... though his eyes spent most of their time on her heaving bosom.  She certainly didn't mind, she thought it was adorably honest of the little horn-dog kitty.  After slipping her fingers under his shirt, she slowly slid his shirt up, using it as an opportunity to caress his now bare torso.


“Holy cow!” Timmy thought, feeling a naked woman caressing his bare fur.  He obediently raised his arms as he felt her hands approach.  As the fabric briefly covered his face, Raven leaned in and pressed her bare chest against his, and gave him quite the surprise when he found himself face to face with her again.  While she continued to move the shirt along his up-stretched arms, she leaned in and softly pressed her lips to his.  Timmy's eye's widened and his mind boggled... not only was he feeling a pair of bare boobs pressed against him, he was getting a kiss!  Though he couldn't help but close his eyes again, in imitation of her.


“My God, Timmy's first kiss!” April thought excitedly.


When he felt their lips part, Timmy opened his eyes and found Raven looking down into his.  “Was that your first kiss?” she asked softly.


“Uh-huh,” he nodded.


Raven smiled broadly.  “There's nothing sweeter than getting a boy's first kiss,” she thought to herself, “Well, except his cherry... but one thing at a time.”  She cooed before leaning back in, “Then that'll make [i]this[/i] your second.”  By this time Raven had pulled Timmy's shirt off his arms, leaving them free.  He used it as an opportunity to drape them around her neck.  After she broke their kiss the second time, she asked, “How would you like to try French kissing?”


“Like, tongue kissing?” Timmy asked.  Raven slowly nodded.  “Sure!”


“Then open your mouth and do what I do,” she instructed softly before leaning back in to penetrate the child's mouth.  As Raven's hot, wet tongue taught Timmy's to dance, she sealed their lips together.  A soft moan rose from her throat as she pushed her arms under the boy for a mutual embrace.   After a few moments of Timmy's education through experience, Raven pulled back.  “You're a quick learner,” she offered in praise, eliciting quite the proud smile from the boy... and his mother.  Raven began to pull back, she had put off the rest of the undressing long enough.  She kissed his neck, then left a trail of kisses down his front, dragging her heavy breasts all the way along.  Timmy sighed when he felt that weight dragged over his little hard-on.  Raising up, Raven literally licked her lips as she reached for Timmy's fly.  “I know it's not Christmas,” she began lightly, “But I hope no one minds if I open my present early.”  Timmy couldn't hold back a childish giggle at her jest.


The boy propped himself up on his elbows to watch as Raven continued with his undressing.  His stiffy almost ached as he felt her undo the button and slowly lower the zipper.  He helpfully lifted his little bottom as she began to pull off his pants.  Raven's breath caught in her throat when she saw his rigid boyhood silhouetted by his tight underpants.  His mother's response was not too much different... it left her no choice but to see her child in a new light.  He was no longer just her little boy anymore, she now saw him as a male... a sexually aroused male.  When Raven returned to divest Timmy of his boy's briefs, she was careful to pull the front of the waistband out so it wouldn't drag against the sensitive head of his virgin cock when she pulled them down.  She didn't want to 'set him off' early, before she had a chance to touch it, herself.  The lustful sorceress couldn't take her eyes off of Timmy's little, twitching boyhood as she set his underwear aside.


Raven took a deep breath as she admired Timmy's naked body.  “Mmm!  You are such a handsome young man,” she drawled.


“And you're such a sexy woman,” Timmy returned politely.


Raven slowly leaned over, placing her hands on either side of his hips.  Timmy watched with baited breath as her head drew closer to his boner.  She looked up at him briefly before closing her eyes and pursing his lips.  The child gasped as he felt Raven's plush, purple-painted lips press against his cock.  The wonderful tingling in his sex sent shudders through his young body.  After bestowing the cock kiss, Raven drew back, looking up to Timmy with a broad smile.  She softly placed her hands on his knees and gently pushed them apart before leaning back down.  This time, he could tell she wasn't going for his cock.  “What... where?” he wondered.  The curiosity was shared by his mother.  Raven pursed her lips and once again the child gasped as she gave him another kiss, this time on his young balls.  Raven made sure her kiss was firm enough to leave a purple lipstick smudge on the soft white fur.


“Now,” Raven declared as she stood up and grabbed Timmy's hands, “There's something I want to show you!”  She pulled him off the bed and she spun him about with her so they had switched places.  After taking a seat on the bed, Raven explained, “Since what we'll be doing involves my 'lady parts', I think it's important you know what's going on down there.”  She added with a smirk, “Besides, there are already too many [i]adult[/i] men who don't know what they're doing down there.”  This got a giggle out of Timmy.  Leaning back a bit, Raven spread her thighs, and revealed to the boy a glistening treasure trove of forbidden knowledge.  “First thing to know, since it's pretty obvious,” she began, “Is when a woman gets turned on... or 'aroused', or 'horny', whatever you wanna call it... she gets wet.”  She pointed out, with a lustful leer, “And since the thought of having sex with such a handsome stud as you gets me really horny, I've gotten really wet.”  Timmy blushed adorably.


One of Raven's hands descended past the slightly diamond-shaped spot of dark fur that seemed to naturally point the way 'for a good time'.  “Right up here, is the clitoris, or you can just call it a 'clit',” she demonstrated, using her fingers to point out her little pink nub among the folds of her flesh, “It's kinda like a tiny penis... you know, like when yours gets hard when you're horny and it feels [i]real[/i] good to play with?  Well, same here.”  Seeing Timmy's eager smile, she suggested, “Why don't you give it little touch?”  When he looked up, surprised, she shrugged, “I already played with yours a bit.”  The boy leaned in with a hand tentatively outstretched.  He was surprised by the amount of heat he felt as his hand approached.


With his index finger, Timmy gently poked Raven's clit, making her jerk a bit.  Surprised by her sudden movement, he looked up.  “Feel good?” he asked, hopefully.


“Uh-huh!” Raven nodded.  Emboldened, Timmy rubbed his finger about on her button.  The sorceress gasped and shuddered as the child played this new-found toy.  Timmy looked up and watched happily as his lover writhed in pleasure.  Seeing the blush coming to Raven's face and the heaving of those wonderful breasts opened a whole new door for the boy.  [i]He[/i] was doing this, [i]he[/i] was the one making her feel so good!  “That's good,” Raven interrupted with a sigh, “Time to get back to the rest of the tour.”


“Okay!” Timmy mewed eagerly.


“Along here,” Raven continued, running her fingers along the outside of her womanhood, “Is the labia, also called 'pussy lips'.”  Using her fingers to spread them open, she pointed out, “That tiny hole, a little below the clit?  That's the urethra... or 'pee-hole'.  [i]Not[/i] particularly important for what we're doing tonight. [i]Bu-ut[/i]... further down, that other hole?  That's the vagina.  [i]That's[/i] where you'll be sticking your little stiffy!”


“Really?” Timmy piped up excitedly.


“Really!” Raven confirmed, “After you hit puberty and start producing sperm, when you [i]cum[/i] inside there you could get a girl pregnant.”


Timmy emitted a mixture of “wow” and “huh” at the realization.


“This is where all this wetness comes from,” Raven explained, “It's to make it all slippery so a penis can slide in and out.”  To emphasize the point, she slipped her middle finger in and out, much to Timmy's fascination, “Like this.”


“Does that feel good?” he asked.


“Uh-huh,” Raven confirmed, “Another thing some girls do when they 'play with themselves' is stick things in here and fuck themselves with 'em.  Fingers, dildos, [i]zucchinis[/i]...”  That got another giggle from Timmy.  “But, I have a preference for hard cock,” she concluded.


“Like mine?”


“Mm-hmm!”


“Do... you want me to put it in [i]now[/i]?” Timmy wondered aloud.


Raven actually thought it over.  It would actually be easier for him to get it in as a first-timer, but she [i]really[/i] wanted to enjoy taking his cherry in a different position.  “Not yet,” she politely declined, before adding after hopping off the bed, “I'd like to have a little more foreplay first!”  With a wave of her hand, the heavy blankets flew aside.  She sat back down and patted the silk sheets beside her.  Timmy eagerly hopped up to sit beside her.  Raven reached around and placed her hand on his hip, pulling him over so they were hip-to-hip.  Timmy put his arm around her and cupped her hip in similar fashion.  With her other hand, Raven gently nudged his chin so he was looking up into her eyes.  “Foreplay,” she began softly, gently stroking his cheek, “is all the kissing, touching, and snuggling you do before having sex.  It helps get both lovers ready, and even though we are both [i]very[/i] ready, I [i]really[/i] like it.”  Removing her hand from his cheek, she continued, grabbing one of her breasts, “Besides, I think you'd like a chance to play with my tits first!”


“Yeah!” Timmy nodded.  Raven stuck out her chest for her eager partner.  The kitten literally licked his lips as he regarded the bountiful buffet of boobies before him.  He still couldn't resist giving a silent look for approval as his free hand slowly approached.


“Have at 'em, big boy!” Raven offered, giving the girls a little shake.


“Alright!” Timmy exclaimed breathlessly.  As inappropriate as all this was, April couldn't help but be exhilarated that her boy was finally getting his hands on a pair of heavy hangers.  Placing his hand on one of Raven's ample breasts, Timmy gently squeezed.  He slid his hand about, kneading the warm, fatty, and furry fun-bag.  He moved his hand to the other breast and continued his manual explorations.


“Y'know, I really like it when guys play with my nipples,” Raven gently suggested.


Timmy took the advice and gently pinched one of Raven's stiff, pink nubs, getting a soft moan from her.  Hoping for more, the eager boy rubbed, poked, and lightly pulled her nipple.  It was impossibly for him to miss Raven's increasingly deep breaths, given it made his playground heave under his touch.


“That feels real good,” she sighed, “Wanna try that with your mouth?  Maybe roll it around with your tongue?”  Timmy leaned in with his mouth open, and lightly licked her nipple.  Instinctively, he closed his lips around it and massaged it.  “That's [i]real[/i] good,” Raven sighed, reaching up and running her fingers through his hair.  After a little while, she put a finger under his chin and gently lifted his head up.  She leaned in and gave him a gentle kiss.  Her kisses quickly grew more passionate as she pushed her tongue in his young mouth.  The candlelit room was soon filled with the light slurps and smacks of their kissing, interspersed with soft moans.


April's breath came faster and deeper.  There was an unmistakable heat rising in her loins instigated by the sight of her son making out with the sorceress, his hand greedily groping that fat tit.  The sight... the sounds... it all touched her on a primal level.


Raven broke their passionate embrace and stood up.  She gently pulled Timmy off the bed with her.  She grabbed the silk top sheet and flung it back before climbing into bed.  “C'mere, hot stuff!” she beckoned.  Timmy quickly scrambled into bed to lay down facing her.  Raven pulled the child close and resumed their passionate foreplay.  After a little while, she rolled onto her back.  With her far leg lightly lifted, she cast a loving gaze to the boy and breathed, “I want you to put it in me, Timmy.”  The ten year old's mouth hung open.  It was happening!  He was going to be having sex!  Timmy clambered over so that he was kneeling between Raven's thighs.  He looked intently at her sex, reacquainting himself with how she was arranged.  Raven reached down to spread herself for him and slid a finger down her valley.  “Ri-i-ight here,” she gently pointed out as she slipped the tip of her finger in.


Timmy eagerly moved forward, taking his little stiffy between his fingers.  He laid down on his lover and slid forward, still guiding his little soldier with his fingers.  He gasped as his glans made contact with the hot, wet flesh of Raven's sex.  Breathing heavily, he felt around until it dipped into the gates to heaven.


“There it is, baby!” Raven cooed happily, “Now, push it in.”


The boy smiled drunkenly at his accomplishment.  He thrust his hips, but it only went in a little.  Timmy lurched forward and thrust again.  Raven smiled lovingly as she witnessed the near cross-eyed delirium written on the feline's face as he felt his little cock enveloped by her wet and welcoming womanhood.  He removed his hand from his shaft and used it to help him inch forward.  “Oh... wow,” he shuddered as his glans slid further through Raven's hot tunnel.  With one final thrust of his narrow hips he was finally buried to the hilt in her.


Raven let out a restrained grunt when she felt the fur of Timmy's pelvis finally push against her clit.  “Mmmm,” she moaned, “Now, use your hips to move yourself in and out.”  He slowly bucked his hips, pulling himself out a bit then thrusting back in.  His startled moan of pleasure was muffled by the large tit into which his face was buried... the vibrations only adding to Raven's own pleasure.  “Just like that, sweetie!” Raven urged, “Keep it up!”


Timmy began bucking with a growing regularity.  “Oh wow!” he exclaimed, looking up from between Raven's tits, “Ung!”


“My little boy,” April thought as she watched her child's little butt bucking.  Without realizing it, she was squeezing her thighs together as she watched her son lose his virginity.


The unspeakable pleasure drove Timmy on as he bucked faster into Raven's sex.  “Ugh! OH! MM! Huh! MHMM!” he gasped, looking up at her.


“Oh, Timmy,” Raven moaned, gazing into his eyes, “Oh! Keep going!”  She loved the look on a boy's face as he experienced his first time.  “Oh, baby!”


Timmy's eyes clenched shut.  A wave of pleasure washed through him, from his ears to his tail.  “OHH-OHH-OHH!” came the yowl deep in his throat, the only sound his dazzled little mind would let him make.


April covered her mouth.  There was only one thing it could mean when she saw her little boy's body suddenly shudder, his legs and tail shooting straight out.


Feeling that rigid little pole suddenly twitching inside her, knowing his mother was almost certainly watching, sent Raven over the edge.  “YE-AGH!” she cried, her head pressing into the plush pillow.  She squeezed her arms around her little lover, her body convulsing with ecstasy.  Amidst the deluge of carnal release, the jewels they wore blazed brightly, easily putting to shame the dinky candles around the room.


A short, almost hysterical chuckle burst out from behind April's hand.  Her little boy's first orgasm with a woman!  And  they came [i]together[/i]!


Raven reached up to gently stroke Timmy's hair.  “Oh, Timmy,” she sighed, “You were wonderful!”


“Thank you,” he gasped, “So were you.”  The motor-like purring Timmy was giving off certainly emphasized his feelings on the matter.  After having had a bit of a breather, Timmy propped himself up on his arms and exchanged a smile with his lover, then lowered his gaze to those heaving breasts beneath him.  Raven recognized the predatory look in the feline's eyes and giggled when he pounced on one of her tits with his hungry maw, grabbing and groping aggressively with a free hand.


Raven moaned delightedly as she enjoyed the little boob lover's attention.  “Ooh!  You little [i]animal[/i]!” she declared when she felt the child's hips begin to buck again.  Timmy gave a naughty giggle before going after the other breast.  Lightly running her nails through the light orange fur along his back, the sorceress moaned wantonly.  He was plunging that rigid little spear into her with growing intensity... his lips, tongue, and teeth massaging and teasing her nipples... his eager little fingers digging into her warm, soft tit-flesh.  Raven wrapped her legs around Timmy's waist.  “Ugh, yes!” she moaned, “Fuck me, you horny little stud!”


April thought briefly, “Oh, how could she use that kind of language around my boy?”  Then, placed her hand on her forehead as she remembered just what, exactly, the two of them were doing.  “She's letting him stick his dick in her snatch and I'm concerned about her language?”  And again, she placed her hand over her mouth, “And I'm watching.”  She rolled her eyes, “I'm watching... a damned [i]porno[/i] of my child's first time!  And I... agreed to it all.”  Her train of thought was derailed by Raven's passionate moans as they suddenly rose in intensity.  April watched her little boy's body undulating wildly as he fucked an adult woman, driving her to a fit of ecstasy.  She watched as this grown woman cried out her child's name in feral passion as she came.  Then, she heard his little voice grunt out his lover's as his head snapped back.  She drew in a deep breath as she saw the jewels flaring, showing they were both experiencing another genuine, shared orgasm... then smiled stupidly as she noticed how Timmy's toes curl adorably when he came.


The lovers panted as they lay in each other's arms, the flaring of the mystical jewels having died down.  Having given him a chance to catch his breath again, and noting with pleasure he was still very much aroused, asked him with a sly smile, “You like boobs, right?  How'd you like to try some titfucking?”


His response took a while since he was not one hundred percent certain what “titfucking” was, [i]but[/i] he knew it involved tits and sex, so what wasn't to love?  “Sure!”


“Ok, get up,” Raven instructed.  Once Timmy had sat up, Raven used one arm to lift her tits up and patted her abdomen, just under them.  “I want you to straddle me, and sit [i]right here[/i].”  Timmy eagerly clambered over Raven and sat where she has instructed.  She took hold of her breasts and continued her lewd lesson, “Now, take my big fat tits and squeeze them around you dick like this!”  She whomped her whoppers together dramatically to emphasize her point, then finished, “And once your dick is in there, fuck my titties just like you were fucking my pussy!”


“Oh wow!” Timmy exclaimed.  He'd wondered about things like this, and it actually was something people did during sex, and now he was doing it!  When Raven released her breasts, Timmy took over.  He made sure his little cock was positioned properly, then grabbed her big brown boobs and pushed them together.


“Just like that,” Raven cooed lustfully as she laid her arms back beside her head.  She loved this.  Laying there, looking up at a kid dominantly on top of her, using her for his pleasure.  It certainly didn't hurt that her breasts were a prime erogenous zone for her.


Timmy moaned as he felt his little prick massaged by those soft, warm sacks.  It felt so good after having just been waving it about in the air.  On top of it all, there was the feel of that soft, silky fur rubbing all over it, all over his sensitive tip.  He looked up at Raven, in part seeking her approval, and caught her drunken gaze.  “You like this?” he asked.


Raven responded with a lustful chuckle.  “Oh, yeah!” she moaned, “I [i]love[/i] it!”  As Timmy began pumping more confidently, she writhed in ecstasy.  “Mmm!  Fuck my titties, baby!  Fuck my big, fat titties!” Raven pleaded, “Make yourself cum with my fuck-udders!”


“I love fucking your tits!” Timmy exclaimed, getting into the idea of dirty talk, “Feels great!”  April felt an odd twinge of erotic pleasure from hearing her little boy talk like that while being on top of a woman.


“Cum in my cleavage, little boy!” Raven moaned, “Cum between my tits!”


April moved the view offered by the mystical mirror so she could watch from the side.  She watched as her son yanked Raven's large breasts back and forth, those little fingers buried deep in the pliable softness.  His little hips pumped furiously in time, his crotch slapping against those jiggling bosoms.  She hoped Timmy wasn't being too rough, seeing the way he was gripping Raven's breasts, so she moved her view so she could examine her expression.  There was no mistaking the pleasure.


There was no way for her to guess that Raven enjoyed such aggressive treatment, especially from a younger lover.  The feel that he was so consumed by his own pursuit of pleasure that he had complete disregard for her discomfort... she was his whore.  As Timmy frantically pumped her chest, Raven began to moan and whine insensibly.  Out of view, her legs kicked.  She desperately wanted to play with herself, to speed her coming orgasm, but she couldn't reach.  Such powerlessness added to the delicious torture.  “NNG!” she seethed, clutching the pillow tightly.  Her legs slammed to the bed, her hips bucking involuntarily as the wave finally broke over her.  “AAH-HA!” Raven screamed.


Timmy was only briefly distracted by his partner's climax, being so focused on his own impending release.  Once Raven lay limp beneath him, he really went to town with her tits.  “Oh, Raven,” he grunted, “Ugh, geeze!”  He bucked slightly out of rhythm with his hands just as own climax started.  “CUM-MINNNG!” the boy forced out as his entire body briefly stiffened.


Raven sighed happily as she felt Timmy's little twig twitching in her cleavage.  She didn't mind that her view of his adorable o-face was obscured by the gleam of the jewel on his collar, it was just a reminder that everything was going just as planned.  “Won't mommy be surprised,” Raven thought to herself as a sly smile played upon her face.  She reached up and caressed Timmy's arms as he continued to sit there, still clutching her tits in his little hands.  “Oh, you enjoyed that, I can tell,” she practically purred.


“Yeah,” he chuckled.  Sitting on a woman was starting to feel a little awkward, so Timmy climbed off of her and sat eagerly beside her on the bed.  What was next, he wondered.  He would soon find out as Raven rolled on her side and playfully run a fingertip up and down his thigh.


As she admired his boyish cock, Raven licked her lips.  “It'd be a shame not to taste him,” she thought.  Without a word, she leaned in and engulfed his boyhood in her hot mouth, wrapping an arm around his waist.  The mirror's angle meant April couldn't be sure what Raven was up to, though she had a suspicion... one quickly confirmed by Timmy's sudden gasp.  She quickly moved the angle about for a better view, she just had to see her son's first blowjob.  April licked her own lips involuntarily as she watched those plush purple-painted lips slide along his ten year old prick.


Raven moaned happily as she leisurely worked her experienced mouth over Timmy's shaft.  She delighted in every little gasp and moan she brought forth, it was music to her ears.  Swirling her tongue, kissing the tip, even gently scraping her big incisors against the corona, everything Raven did was a wonderfully new surprise to the boy, and she reveled in the knowledge.  She thought about directing his hand to her pussy so they could have a little mutual pleasure, but this time she didn't want any distractions... she wanted to savor the feel of his dry cum.


It had been so long since April had tasted a man's cock, swallowed his cum.  As she watched Raven so eagerly service her son, she wondered what it would be like to suck off a werewolf.  Would she even get the chance or would the beast only want to ravish her womanhood?  April licked her lips anxiously.  Watching all the passion Raven and her son were sharing was making her impatient... and horny.


April wasn't the only one eager for things to move ahead, Raven decided it was time to bring Timmy's oral torment to an end.  She bobbed her head faster, her moans becoming more insistent.  The room was filled with the sinful serenade of Raven's muffled moans, Timmy's plaintive whines, and the slurping of adult lips on a ten year old's erection.  “Raven,” the boy pleaded, “I-I'm close!”  Timmy braced himself by placing a hand on Raven's shoulder and instinctively bucked his hips into her greedy, sucking mouth.  A few deep pants were all that preceded his tiny, feral grunt as he came.


The mouse squeaked excitedly when she felt the boy's rigid penis dance on her tongue.  With her lips sealed on the very base Raven could even feel the twitching of his little ball sack.  She stayed face down on his cock until she felt the last few tiny jerks, then pulled back slowly, delighting in Timmy's tiny gasp as her lips slid over his sensitive head.  She appraised her end of the experience with a cheerful, “Yummy!”  Raven laid back languidly on the sheets, looking up lovingly at her little lover.  A wicked smile soon played across her face as she asked, “Wanna try another position?”


“Yeah!” he nodded excitedly, “Sure!”


“He's insatiable!” Raven thought triumphantly before shifting about on the bed.  The sorceress was soon on all fours facing the headboard.  “Take me doggy style,” she ordered, “Like those wolves at the zoo!”  She gave a naughty giggle while giving her hips a little wiggle.  When Timmy quickly scrambled around behind her, she spread her knees a bit to lower her cunt for his convenience.


Timmy scooted up into position on his knees and began to feel around in Raven's business with his prick.  “Hey, I'm getting good at this!” he proudly thought to himself when he found the right hole without assistance.  Once he'd slid all the way in, he began gently pumping his hips, while keeping his hands on his own... he [i]was[/i] new at it after all.


“Go ahead and grab my hips,” Raven suggested.


“Okay.”


“That way you can pull me towards you every time you thrust,” she pointed out, before adding suggestively, “Besides, I [i]love[/i] feeling your little hands grabbing me.”


“Like this?” Timmy asked excitedly as he gabbed Raven's big, round booty, a cheek in each eager hand.


“Yeah!” Raven cheered, “You're gettin' the feel of it!”


Timmy chuckled happily as he pumped Raven's womanhood and squeezed her soft, plump ass at the same time.  Her soft moans gave him sufficient evidence he was doing well.  Realizing he had permission to let his hands roam, Timmy started running his hands all over Raven's mature curves.  Feeling a woman's naked body all over added to the extraordinary pleasure he was receiving by feeling her inside.  The little amateur soon had a devilish idea.  Leaning forward, he wrapped his arms around Raven's waist, just like the feral canines they were imitating.


“Ooh, now [i]that's[/i] doggy style!” Raven giggled.  But he was only getting started.  One little hand roamed down her abdomen while he continued humping her.  “Wait, is he...?” she wondered to herself when she felt his fingers trail over her pubic mound.  Raven gasped when she felt a trio of little fingers brush blindly across her clit.


“Found it!” Timmy thought triumphantly as his adventurous fingers honed in on their target.  Soon his middle finger was confidently rubbing away at his lover's clit.  “Let's see how you like [i]this[/i]!” he thought.


“Damn, he's good!” Raven thought as her entire body shuddered.  In no time, Timmy had her moaning like a whore.


“That's my boy!” April cheered.


“Ooh-ooh-ooh, Timmy!” Raven moaned as the boy continued taking her, pleading, “Make me your bitch!”  Her slender tail intertwined with his.  “I'm your whore!” she shamelessly moaned, “Your DIRTY – FUCKING – WHORE!”


“Raven!” Timmy grunted, “I love fucking you!  I wanna make you cum!”  He hammered away with his hips, his own orgasm building... then, “NG! UGH!”


Hearing the little ten year old spout such filth, then cum inside her, was enough to finally tip Raven over the edge.  “YES!” she squeaked, “YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM!  YOU HORNY LITTLE STUD!”  Their bodies shuddered as they came.  As Raven's climax finally ebbed, and with Timmy only giving a little buck of his hips now and then, the sorceress fell forward onto the bed, her face floofing into a pillow.


When he felt her begin to move, Timmy had let go and sat back on his feet.  “'R you okay?” he inquired.


Raven peeked over her shoulder at him.  He was so adorable!  “Absolutely,” she answered, “Just getting a little worn out.”


“Yeah, me too!” Timmy chuckled.


Raven rolled on her side.  “C'mere, you!” she drawled as she reached back to grab his arm.  Pulling him over, she quickly wrapped him in her arms.  Snuggling close, Raven confessed, “I'm so glad your mommy let you 'make magic' with me!”


“Me too,” he concurred, putting an arm around her.  Timmy's little cock had finally started to go limp, but feeling Raven's breasts squished against him once more, followed by a flurry of little kisses all over his face, soon had him at full mast again.


Raven continued snugging her prepubescent lover in her arms for awhile.  “Hey,” she eventually whispered, “Think you got one more fuck in you for tonight?”


“Sure,” he said with a hint of uncertainty in his young voice.


“Don't worry,” Raven offered softly, “This time you can just lie there if you want.  [i]But[/i], I certainly won't complain if you feel like playing with my titties while I'm riding you.”


“Okay,” Timmy smiled eagerly.


Chuckling sensuously, Raven sat up... then surprised the kitty by pulling him down the bed a little by his ankles.  “It'll be better [i]here[/i],” she explained while retrieving a pillow, which she gently stuffed under Timmy's head.  The boy was mesmerized as he watched her heavy bosom sway about as she swung a leg over to straddle him.  Raven reached down to hold his rejuvenated little prick.  As she lowered herself onto him, she locked eyes with Timmy.  They let out a mutual sigh of pleasure as they once more joined in the most carnal way.  “Mmm, I [i]love[/i] having you inside me, Timmy,” Raven moaned sensuously as she placed her hands on his chest.


“And I love being inside you,” Timmy replied, running his hands up her arms.


Raven smiled broadly at her little lover as she propped her arms on either side of his head and began to gently ride his young cock, never taking her eyes off his.  It wasn't long, however, before his eyes were drawn to those swaying fuck-udders.  Those eyes were soon joined by both hands, groping and squeezing.  Raven's subsequent soft moans became an invitation for Timmy's mouth to join the fun.  The pleasure this gave her caused the horny sorceress to begin bouncing on the boy's boner harder.


Their new position really brought home to Timmy's mother the size difference between the two.  Just a pair of legs stuck out from underneath the voluptuous seductress riding him.  That was a little much for April, so she moved her view so she could watch her boob-loving little boy lustfully feasting on Raven's heavy pair.


As Raven's passions grew she began grinding on Timmy's cock.  The boy let a sopping wet nipple slip from his mouth as he pressed his head back into the plush pillow.  A wonderfully familiar tingling was quickly taking over his little body.  “Raven,” he whined, “Mm-mm!  Gonna make me cumm-mm!”


“Ooh, Timmy!” Raven moaned, “Do it!  Cum inside me!”


Timmy's grip tightened on Raven's tits and his hips thrust against the hot, writhing body atop him.  “UGH-OOH!” he grunted as little twig twitched in Raven's cunt.


The lustful sorceress kept grinding on her young lover.  She sat up and placed her hands on her thighs as she gazed down at him.  When his eyes finally opened after his latest climax, Raven decided to give him a show.  She raised her hands behind her head and thrust out her chest as she kept riding him.  Timmy grabbed her broad hips and ran his hands up her waist.  Soon he cupped her heaving breasts from underneath.  “Oh yeah!” she moaned, “Timmy!”  Raven placed her hands on her thighs, then gripped his shoulders.  She was getting close.


April watched, transfixed, as Raven fucked her little boy so hard the bed was shaking.


“Oh, Timmy!” she whined in a pleading voice as she gazed down on him.  A little trick-or-treater she seduced, had been fucking wildly with his mother's permission, his adorable prepubescent face peppered with her purple lipstick kisses.  “UGH-NG!” Raven grunted as her orgasm neared.  She cast her gaze to his little treat bag by the bed.  Like any little boy's on Halloween, it was filled with candy, but now was draped with her black lace panties.  It was so perverse.  Raven leaned her head back and let out a whorish howl as her body bucked wildly with her most intense orgasm of the night.


As she came down, Raven slumped down on the bed... right on top of Timmy, who found himself enveloped in tits.  His mother couldn't resist a snerk of laughter at her son's expression just before his entire head disappeared in Raven's chest.  Amidst her heavy breathing, there came a muffled, “Um,” from the vicinity of her cleavage.


Raven pulled herself off of Timmy with a soft chuckle.  “Sorry 'bout that,” she apologized, “Didn't mean to smother you there.”  She put an arm around him and lifted his body.  With her other hand she shifted the pillow back into place, then hoisted him up the bed.  Laying Timmy back down so his head rested on the pillow again, she laid down next to him.  Idly stroking the soft white fur of his chest, she praised him in a voice just as soft, “You did a wonderful job helping me, tonight.”


“You're welcome,” Timmy returned with an enormous smile.


With a wave of Raven's hand, the silk top sheet and blanket flew up and covered them both.  “I think you've earned a little rest,” she whispered to her happily purring bed buddy.  “Just relax, sweetie,” she cooed as she snuggled him.


Timmy looked around.  With how he'd been preoccupied with all the sex, he really hadn't had much time to really think everything through... but now his mind raced.  “This is one heck of  a Halloween!” he thought.  He had just had sex, many times, with a real witch!  In an actual haunted house!  Okay, he hadn't actually seen any ghosts, but a house like this?  With witch living in it?  How could it [i]not[/i] be haunted?  Timmy wondered how Raven got along with the ghosts.  And there was a full moon!  “Must be how she was able to get a werewolf for mom,” he concluded.  He hoped his mother would have as much fun with the werewolf as he had with Raven.  Taking another look over at his treat bad, he noticed Raven's panties dangling over the edge.  “She's really letting me keep them?” he wondered, “That would be so cool!”  But as much as all these thoughts excited him, he was sleepy, and Raven felt so warm and soft cuddled up to him.  Timmy began to wonder if she'd have sex with him in his sleep, but was interrupted [i]by[/i] that very sleep.


Raven sensed the little trick-or-treater had finally drifted off to sleep.  “Time for part two,” she thought.  Not wanting to wake the kitten, she deepened his sleep with a gentle magical kiss to his cheek.  She slipped stealthily from the bed and strutted sexily through the room.  With a wave of her hand a sheer black lace robe flew over and enveloped her.  Functionally speaking, it covered her arms more than any other part... the hem barely reached past her ass leaving her shapely legs almost completely exposed, and without a belt her large breasts kept the front fully open, exposing her navel and diamond-shaped pubic spot.


Seeing Raven apparently on her way out of the bedroom, presumably to come meet her or fetch the night's werewolf, April swiftly waved her hand over the crystal ball to deactivate the mystical mirror.  Though she did quickly turn it back on, just briefly, to get another look at her little boy.  She sighed as she beheld the sight of Timmy sleeping soundly in the grand four-poster bed where he'd lost his virginity.  “Damn sight better than the way I lost [i]mine[/i],” April thought, turning off the view once more.  She sat back on the couch in anxious silence, awaiting the door to open.  Even expecting it, she still jumped a little when it finally happened.


As the door glided open, it revealed Raven standing seductively in the frame.  Though April had seen her quite clearly in the mirror as she donned her robe, seeing her right there before her in the doorway still prompted a deep, lustful breath.  As Raven sashayed into the small room, she couldn't miss a distinctive odor in the air.  “Enjoy the show?” she asked rhetorically.  April's intense blushing more than gave her away, even if she were to deny any other evidence.  Raven took a seat beside her.  Resting an elbow on the back, she faced the nervous feline and, placing her other hand on her thigh, offered in a near whisper, “I hope it got your motor revved up for your 'date'.”


April smiled nervously as the mouse's touch caused a delightful twinge, originating from her loins, shooting up her spine.  When she felt Raven's hand begin to move up her thigh, she raised her gaze and locked eyes with her.  April gasped when the witch's index finger pressed firmly against her crotch.


Feeling the intense heat and faint moisture between the mother's thighs, Raven commented eagerly, “Mm, I see it [i]has[/i]!”  She retrieved her hand, and proceeded to explain what was coming next, “Now, when your werewolf comes, he'll be spiriting you off to a little place nearby I've set aside... a little mock-up of a castle ruin... once the two of you are done there, he'll bring you back.  And don't worry, I'll mend your clothes with my magic.”


“And you'll be making sure I'm safe,” April inquired, remembering the reassurances she'd been given earlier.  Even though she'd had the guilty little fantasy of being taken by a werewolf, the reality was nonetheless unsettling.


“Of course,” Raven nodded, with a smile.  “In fact, I'll be keeping an eye on everything with this mirror,” she pointed out, motioning to the very mirror April had been viewing earlier, “And be able to remotely intervene.”  The sorceress leaned towards the table.  “In fact, I should reset it for the different viewing,” she commented as she tapped the crystal ball, causing a surge of mystical light to course through the sphere.  In reality, it was only so April couldn't view the bedroom where Timmy was sleeping when Raven departed.  “Now, it may not be the most complicated costume,” she continued, leaning in towards her guest, “I'd rather not have be getting in the way.”  Raven delicately untied the red cloak April wore.  “And,” she continued softly, coming close to her, “In case you're too tired later for me to thank you properly...”  Raven gently placed a hand on April's cheek and pressed her lips to hers.


April's heart was racing.  It had been so long... not just with a woman, but [i]anyone[/i] with passion.  So it was only a kiss, and not even an aggressive one, it was still more passion than she'd had in her life in a long time.  April felt like she should be thanking Raven.  It never even entered her mind that she was kissing the same lips that had sucked off her ten year old child.


Breaking their kiss, Raven pulled back gently with a sultry smile.  April was bearing something of a sly smile of her own.  Without a word, the sorceress rose from the couch and slowly walked to the door.  The mother was entranced by the sway of those wide hips.  Her eyes were quickly drawn up when she saw Raven stop and give a look back.  “Back shortly, sweetheart,” she offered in parting, beckoning the door to close slowly behind her with a finger.  The mystical mouse giggled to herself as she made her down the hall.  “I hit the jackpot!” she thought.  She had [i]not[/i] anticipated that the boy's mother would be [i]this[/i] receptive to her flirtations.  In fact, she hadn't considered 'alone time' with her at all in her planning.


Having returned to the bedroom, she found Timmy still sweetly asleep, as she had left him.  With a gentle wave of her hand, the blanket and sheet fell back.  Raven couldn't resist licking her lips when she caught sight of his young body again.  “Alright, Timothy,” she stated quietly, regarding the ring on her finger, “Time we give your mother something she desperately needs.”  The sorceress presented her open hand in the direction of sleeping boy, and the jewels on her ring and the collar glowed brightly.  Timmy's sleeping form rose from the bed floated out over the floor, where he was soon oriented upright.  Tendrils of brilliant bluish white light shot out from the collar's jewel and raced around his body.  The form of a ten year old grew beyond even that of the adult he would become, with muscles to put the mightiest body builder to shame.  The slender white tail grew gray and raggedly hairy.  The blunt muzzle lengthened and filled with fearsome fangs.  Retractable claws became fixed black nails.  All over, the short white and orange fur exploded into a thick forest of gray hair, easily concealing the magic collar.  The prepubescent phallus grew into a raging red canine cock, below which descended a hefty pair of balls aching for relief.


“Ma'am, I envy you,” Raven uttered unheard to April, as she admired the large and lustful lupine her magic had manifested.  “I shall name you... 'Wuffles',” she declared, before adding with a shrug, “At least for tonight.”  Turning, Raven led the mountain of muscle and hair out of the bedroom.  The boy's mind still being asleep, meant that Timmy/Wuffles was entirely in the thrall of the lustful sorceress.  The aged wood planking of the floor creaked beneath the werewolf's heavy digitigrade step.


April paced nervously about the small room as she awaited Raven's return.  She was hoping to be the one to surprise [i]her[/i], and as the door swung open it was clear she had succeeded.  To Raven's surprise, and her delight, stood the mature lady completely in the nude... and a fetchingly coquettish pose.  “I... thought I'd save you the trouble of having to repair my clothes,” April offered.


“I see!” Raven replied with a broad smile.  And what she saw certainly was pleasing to the eye.  Timmy clearly got his fur coloring from his mother, who was similarly mostly white with a blanket of orange on her back.  But unlike her son, April sported a bit of the orange coloring on her front, specifically in the form of a triangular patch above her crotch.  While her breasts weren't the size of Raven's they were both easily a handful, and surprisingly firm despite her age.  And those were  certainly kitten-bearing hips she was sporting.  Raven hoped her backside was as delectable, and set out to determine that best way she could think of.


As the sultry sorceress approached, April assumed a degree of confidence she hadn't had for much of the night.  Having taken the initiative by taking Raven by surprise, she reclaimed some of the power she normally would have over the younger mouse.  Her emerald green eyes stared confidently into Raven's dark brown eyes.


“Lemme have a feel,” Raven requested breathlessly.


April deliberately waited to answer, before granting the favor, “If you insist.”


Raven wove her arms under the mother's as April casually draped hers over Raven's shoulders.  As their breasts squeezed against each other, Raven's hands slid down April's back.  Without waiting, or bothering to ask, the mature feline leaned in and pressed her lips to Raven's.  As the mouse's hands reached April's generous ass and gave a firm squeeze their mouths opened, allowing their tongues to dance sensuously in the cloud of their heated breaths.  After a few moments enjoying their lustful embrace, Raven broke their kiss.  “Your date is waiting,” she reminded the mother.  Once their bodies parted, April sexily strutted towards the door.  She stopped to look back and blew Raven a parting kiss.  “I eagerly await your return,” came her reply.


With a smirk, April was just turning back towards the door when a large gray hand reached in and grabbed her.  The startled feline was yanked out of the room with a high-pitched, “YIPE!”


Raven waved.  “Have fu-un,” she offered as she took a seat on the couch next to April's neatly folded clothes.  With a wave of her hand over the crystal ball Raven activated the mirror, allowing her to watch as Timmy/Wuffles rushed through the halls with April over his shoulder.  Up the stairs to the highest tower and through the trapdoor onto the roof.  Once in the full light of the moon, the werewolf raised a feral howl to the heavens.


“We're on the roof!” April frantically thought, “We're on the roof!  We're on the roof!  DON'T JUMP!”  He jumped.  “AAAAAHHHHH!” April screamed as the sickening sensation of free fall gripped her stomach.  With an “Oof!” they landed unhurt near the base of the aged house.  As the pair rushed into a misty wood, she groused, “Raven, you bitch!  This better be worth it!”


“Oh, what's Halloween without a few scares?” Raven replied, unheard.


Soon, April found herself being carried up a steep hillside rising out of the woods.  Just as she felt their transit begin to level off, she caught sight of the ruined stone masonry that was enveloping them.  Her “date” had only stopped a moment before depositing her upon a mattress.  Shaking the strands of auburn hair from her eyes, April took the opportunity to quickly look about.  It appeared to be the phony ruined castle Raven had promised.  For a “mock-up” it sure seemed realistic... high crumbling towers joined by fallen walls, some still bearing battlements... empty windows and doors leading to abandoned rooms all about.  Looking closer, she discovered the mattress she was on belonged to a tattered four-poster bed, not unlike the one on which Timmy had enjoyed his deflowering.


Then, there was the werewolf in the room... April looked up.  A pair of glowing yellow eyes stared down upon her over a snarling muzzle.  Lowering her gaze she took in a powerful chest, heaving with each breath.  Below, her eyes took in a washboard abdomen, which led her eyes to... “Wow.”  The feline caught her breath. When she finally caught sight of the raging red organ aimed at her, she remembering that she had been promised the werewolf would be [i]very[/i] well hung.  She'd never had ia canine cock before, much less one that large.  For that matter, she'd never had [i]any[/i] cock that large.  April swallowed hard.  Looking back up into those glowing yellow eyes, she chuckled nervously.


At the sound, the beast lunged down towards her, causing her to give an instinctive shriek.  April trembled as that maw full of fangs gradually moved down her body, each hot, moist breath he huffed out making the feel of  the chill night air that swept in even sharper.  The effect on her nipples was practically electric, making her shudder.  Then that hot breath began to reach her loins, making her thighs quiver.  She watched as her partner's head finally hovered above her womanhood, gasping when she saw his maw widen.  That's when he rammed his cold, wet nose into her cooch.  “YII!” April yelped in surprise.  “My, you're a healthy puppy!” she stammered while clutching at the mattress.  After a few quick “snucks” at her business, he took a taste.


April's head snapped back as werewolf slathered his hot tongue against her sex.  “Aagh!”  Giving another powerful lick, her entire body arched off the mattress.  “Mmng!”  Before her body could writhe much more, a huge hand whomped down on her chest, pinning her in place.  That hot tongue continued pushing, sliding, massaging [i]everything[/i] all at once.  She grabbed hold of the hand pinning her down.  Her legs kicked as an involuntary reflex to being restrained while under such as assault.  On top of it all, as she kicked she kept feeling those huge carnassial teeth against the insides of her thighs.  “Don't stop,” she pleaded silently, “I'm so close!”  After the perverted sex show she'd been given by Raven earlier, not to mention the their own touching and flirting, she desperately needed release.  Her legs shot straight out as she yowled in ecstasy.  It had been so long since she'd felt an orgasm rush so completely through her body, but this one certainly did, sending wondrous tingles into her arms and legs.


The powerful hand that had been pressed against her chest withdrew.  April looked up, her vision still a little blurry from her experience, wondering what was next.  The werewolf stood erect just off the end of the bed, his engorged and leaking cock thrust out over the foot of the mattress.  April's mouth watered at the sight.  “Gimme!” she thought as she scrambled onto all fours.  Opening wide, she thrust her mouth over the tip, a string of semen catching on her lower lip and chin.  She moaned, savoring the feel of that hot flesh on her tongue and the taste of that salty fluid.  April worked her way further along the bulging shaft, bathing it in her hot saliva.  The rumble rising deep within the hairy beast was testimony her efforts.


The werewolf growled wantonly as he began pumping his hips, pushing more of his turgid sex into the face cock-starved mother.  Fortunately she was relaxing her throat, so she was somewhat prepared when that large hand grabbed her head.  April's eyes flew open wide when, with a powerful thrust, the werewolf sent his meat barreling down her gullet.  He pulled back, then forced it back down her throat, this time burying it in her to the knot.  She clawed the mattress as the werewolf began giving her a thorough throat-fucking.  “GLK! GLK! GUK!” was the only sound that escaped her mouth with the growing amounts of spit spilling past her lips.


April's throat got a reprieve when the beast removed his hand from her head.  It was brief, however, as he grabbed her by the upper arms.  Her claws ripped from the mattress as her arms were lifted to the side.  “Get ready, girl!” she thought to herself.  Then the throat-fucking resumed with renewed vigor, the knot bashing her muzzle and the werewolf's heavy balls bouncing off her chin.  She stretched her jaw as wide as she could, hoping to take that bulbous knot.  The werewolf's rising passion was manifested in a deep rumbling growl, one April could feel in her chest.  By now she had let herself go limp and let her lupine lover simply enjoy her.  The growl grew louder.  Then with a few forceful thrusts he knotted April's maw.  A growling howl erupted from the werewolf's throat as a torrent of hot, thick cum erupted from his pulsing cock.  Timmy's mother went cross-eyed as he came in her throat, blast after blast being spewed into her, filling her stomach.  She dangled there, impaled face-first on his cock, her arms held up, cum bubbling past her lips... even out of her nose.


When his grip on her arms slackened with his ebbing climax, she reached up and braced her hands on his groin.  April desperately pushed against him in order to free herself from his knot.  With a loud “SPLORCH!” she came loose and practically flew back onto the mattress, long strings of spit and cum trailing behind, ultimately landing on her nude body.  They were followed shortly by the last few spurts of cum from the end of the werewolf's glistening red cock.  April's gasps were mixed with near hysterical laughter.  “Oh... my!” she eventually gasped, stopping to snort back the cum in her nose.


Her recuperation was short-lived, as the werewolf grabbed her ankles and dragged her down the bed.  Continuing to pull her closer, he pulled her legs apart until his still rigid cock was dangling over her belly.  As he changed his grip to lift her legs up, April asked, “You're, uh... going to [i]make[/i] it fit, aren't you?”  When he took hold of his prick and aimed it at her sex, she reminded herself, “Well, I [i]did[/i] agree to all this.”  In a meek little voice, confessed, “And... fantasize about it... on occasion.”  She gasped when she felt the pointed tip press into her womanhood.  “It wouldn't help to ask you to be gentle, would it?” April asked with a smirk.  When the werewolf grabbed her thighs, she grabbed the mattress.  With a feral grunt, he buried his bone in her... hard.


“REOW!” April yowled as her cunt was plowed wide by the werewolf's thick fuck-stick.  She adjusted after he pulled back and slammed into her a few more times.  “Nnn!” she moaned through clenched teeth as she was repeatedly filled with the massive organ.  She gazed up at her lover in lustful admiration as he loomed over her, taking in the breath-taking sight of those muscles bulging under his shaggy hide.  “Ooh yes, fuck me!” she pleaded, “Harder!”  The beast eagerly accommodated her, slamming into her with greater zeal, causing her breasts to shake wildly.  He huffed and growled as he pleasured himself in her.  He champed his jaws, flinging drool onto the lustful lady below.  She clawed at the mattress as her orgasm built.  It built more and more, her body beginning to shudder.  Then the dam burst and April's feral yowling echoed off the crumbling walls as she came.  The werewolf wasn't far behind, howling as he unloaded into her again.  The feel of his jizz flooding her insides sustained her own climax, causing her to writhe uncontrollably on the mattress until the throbbing tool had finished spewing its thick cream.


As April lay trembling in the aftershocks of her most recent orgasm, her partner withdrew.  A torrent of cum spilled out of her overflowing vagina.  Just as she was about to ask what was next, he showed her by rudely flipping her over.  She barely had time to make sense of the situation before that tongue went to work again, his time lapping up the mess that had been made between her legs.  April shuddered as her tailhole was added to the oral treatment.  “Ooh-ooh-ooh!  That's good!”  She gasped and shuddered, her tail flailing about in her shameless enjoyment of the werewolf making a meal of her privates.  Fingers and toes curled, claws tearing at the mattress.  Whimpers were soon interspersed with the short, quick gasps.  “MM-HM!  MM-HM!” April nodded as another internal explosion neared.  And there is was!  She buried her face in the mattress and screamed.


When April's hips convulsed enough to break contact with the werewolf's lapping maw, the beast grabbed her body in both hands.  Her screams of passion took on a questioning air as she was hoisted off the mattress.  The feral lover held her aloft with both hands as if he were to satiate an undying thirst.  As his tongue continued to furiously attack her nethers, April was shocked by another orgasm.  Her juices joined with the werewolf's saliva as it dripped crudely from his ferocious maw.  Years of neglect, compounded with months of self-restraint in the presence of her horny little man built  a dam of frustration that finally broke loose.  Gripping the beast's forearms and digging in her claws, the single mother howled into the cold night.


April continued to shake for a time once she finally came down, her head rolling about senselessly.  When she felt the powerful hands that held her aloft begin to changes their grip, she was jolted back to her senses.  Catching a glimpse of the mattress below, she silently pleaded, “Don't drop me, please.”  She felt herself being lowered, that powerful, raging cock pushing between her dangling legs.  When she realized she was being positioned for more penetration, she smiled drunkenly.  “Alright, pleasure yourself with me,” April yielded.  “I'm just your little doggy toy, aren't I?” she chuckled, before emitting a screech of surprise as he forcefully impaled her on his sex.  Her face was soon graced with a wanton grin.  “Go on,” she silently pleaded, eager for another round of wildly animalistic indulgence.


Growling in selfish delight, the werewolf began ramming the mother down on his savage meat, meeting each downward thrust with another from his hips.  “NNG, YES!” April shouted as her long, auburn locks danced wildly around her lust contorted face, “FUCK ME!  MAKE ME YOUR BITCH!”  She could feel his hot drool landing on her back and ass.  “AGH!” she cried, “USE ME YOU ANIMAL!”  As the werewolf huffed and growled in his carnal exercise, he removed one hand from her torso to grab a fistful of her hair.  April growled lustfully as her hair back.  With one hand around her waist and another holding her head by the hair, the werewolf slammed her ferociously on his dick in complete savage abandon, utterly taking her.


As the monster's carnal assault quickened, April's body trembled from deep within.  She knew he was getting close, and so was she.  He was going to put another hot load in her womb, and her body wanted it.  The outside world had melted away, there was only the two of them and their mutual, unbound lust.  “OH GOD!” she cried, “BREED ME, YOU BEAST!”  She was his to use, and she loved it.  “PUT YOUR PUPPIES IN ME!”  Her lover's rising growls matched a sudden surge in his savage thrusts just before burying his bone completely.  The feline screeched as she was knotted.  The werewolf's cock bulged as it exploded, filling the kitty's womb with one blast of lupine cum after another.  The heat of all that sexual fluid flooding her insides sent April over the edge, her primal yowl merging with the equally primal howling of the werewolf, filling the night air with their savage sexual serenade.  With the beast's unyielding grip on her body and hair, her arms and legs jerked and spasmed as her body was ravaged by the blinding orgasm.


When the twitching of that massive cock and April's dangling limbs lessened, the werewolf pulled her against his body as he gently laid down on the mattress with her.  His feral lust sated, he curled himself around the spent mother cat.  The warmth of the unexpected embrace soothed her... the night of anxiety and fear followed by unparalleled sexual abandon had done quite a number on the mature lady.  His maleness still sheathed in her, the werewolf cradled her and shielded her from the chill of the night.  “Okay, Raven,” she thought, “It [i]was[/i] worth it.”


The couple laid there amidst the ruins, bathed in moonlight.  They remained cradled together until the knot relented and they were no longer tied.  The werewolf withdrew from April, leaving a copious amount of his fluids to empty onto the mattress.  She shuddered at the sensation, feeling almost as if she were deflating.  “What now?” she asked wearily of her companion.  Those large hands scooped her up and she soon found herself being cradled in his powerful arms.  As he began to carry her away, she realized, “Ah, going home... kind of.”  April let out a deep sigh as she snuggled deeply into the bushy chest.  Her nose picked up an oddly familiar scent.  If she weren't so exhausted she might be able to place it, but regardless, it was comforting.  As they entered the misty wood, the satisfied mother purred happily in the arms of her werewolf.


April realized she must have dozed for a while when she suddenly became aware of the Victorian mansion looming above the two of them.  As her hulking escort carried her into the structure, she smiled.  Her fingers playing idly with the werewolf's shaggy coat as she anticipated sharing some time with Raven.  As worn out as she was from her experience, she wanted to thank the sexy sorceress for letting her live a fantasy that had languished in the forgotten corners of her memory for too long.  Teenage April finally scratched that itch.


Raven waved her hand over the crystal ball as April and Timmy/Wuffles approached and rose from the couch.  With a genteel wave of her hand the door opened for the pair.  “Mm, hi-i,” April greeted Raven drunkenly.  This wasn't the proper, protective matron, fidgety and nervous about the bizarre detour from her son's trick-or-treating.  This was a well-fucked woman.  The werewolf squeezed through the door and gently placed April on the couch, resting her head on her folded clothes.  


As the shaggy beast departed the room, Raven leaned over her guest.  “Now you wait right there, beautiful,” she said softly, “I've gotta go put Wuffles to bed, then I'll be right back.”  She kissed her middle and index fingers, then softly pressed them to April's lips.


“I eagerly await your return,” April sighed.  However, just as Raven reached the door, April's head shot up.  “WUFFLES?” she asked incredulously.  Raven merely smiled and shrugged as she departed the room.  April was already giggling when the door closed.  “Wuffles,” she repeated, “I was ravished by a werewolf named 'Wuffles'?”


Raven smiled ridiculously when she heard April laughing all the way down the hall as she led Timmy/Wuffles back to the bedroom.  Once inside, she had him stand where he'd been when she first transformed him.  She stood back and admired him, bouncing giddily at how well everything had turned out.  Composing herself, Raven raised her hand.  As the jewel of her ring glowed, blueish white lights swirled around the enormous male standing before her.  Gradually the werewolf reverted back to the adorable ten year old boy he was when the night began.  With her hand, Raven guided his still sleeping form back to the bed, using her other hand to replace the sheet and blankets over him.


The sorceress walked up the bed and leaned over the sleeping child.  “Good boy!” Raven whispered to Timmy, “You made your mommy feel [i]so[/i] good!”  She gently kissed his forehead as she removed the silver collar.  Removing the ring from her finger, she walked over to the antique dresser, atop which she deposited both mystical items.  “Now,” she practically purred, “It's [i]my[/i] turn.”


April was quietly singing to herself, still lounging on the couch, when Raven returned.  When the door opened, the feline sat bolt upright, and covered her nakedness with her hands, and in clearly faux indignity, “Didn't [i]anyone[/i] ever tell you to [i]knock[/i] before entering a lady's room?”


Standing in the doorway, Raven sheepishly put her hands behind her back and hung her head.  “I've been a bad girl,” she admitted, trying to hide a smile, “I guess I need to be spanked.”


“Yes you do,” April agreed authoritatively.  Scooting to the edge of the couch, she ordered, “Now come here, young lady!”  Raven slunk in to the room.  Once she was within reach, April grabbed her arm and pulled the shapely sorceress over her lap, proclaiming, “This is for your own good.”


“I'm sorry, mommy!” Raven nearly giggled.


“Oh, it's too late for 'sorry',” April countered raising her hand.  As she looked down, it occurred to her that she had never spanked a bottom quite that big.  Deciding it was best to go one big brown cheek at a time, she brought her palm down on one with a SMACK!  “You should know better!”  SMACK!


“I know, mommy!” Raven giggled, kicking her feet.


SMACK!  “And yet you did it any way.”  SMACK!


“I promise I won't do it again... unless I want a spanking.”


“OH!” April spouted, before giving Raven's backside extra hard paddling...


SMACK!!


“Ow!” Raven giggled.


SMACK!!


“Ow-how!”


“Okay,” April concluded, leaning back to let Raven up.


After standing back up, Raven asked, coyly, “Can we fuck now, mommy?”


“[i]May[/i] we fuck now,” April corrected.


Raven tried to restrain a laugh as she asked again, “[i]May[/i] we fuck now, mommy?”


“Yes we may,” April politely consented.


“HA!” Raven proclaimed as she grabbed April's hand.  The mother soon found herself being led, at a run, through the darkened hall.  Arriving at one of the lesser bedrooms, Raven threw open the door... though not with her magic.  With their mutual playfulness, it just seemed more appropriate.  Though, that didn't stop her from using it to lights the room.  Raven practically pirouetted with a hand outstretched to magically ignite the candles.  It was purely a matter of practicality, she didn't feel like hunting down the matches.


Raven hopped over to the bed, though one less impressive than the one in which Timmy rested, and yanked aside the covers.  She jumped into the bed and beckoned April over with a lustful, “C'mere!”  April all but skipped to the bed to join the younger woman.  As she jumped in, they were giggling like adolescents, and soon began peppering each other with playful kisses.  Their kisses grew longer and more intense as burning lust gradually took control.  During one of the increasingly less frequent breaks, Raven asked, as they lay in each others' arms, “By the way, I still don't even know your name.”


“April,” the feline answered.


Raven smiled.  “Pretty name,” she remarked, adding with a breath of desire, “For a beautiful woman.”  April expressed her thanks by swiftly resuming their passionate embrace.  She pulled an arm back and pushed Raven's sheer robe aside, allowing her to begin squeezing one of those big tits.  Raven reciprocated by sending one of her arms down April's body to grab hold of that round booty again.  April pushed a leg between Raven's knees.  Soon they had become a lustful tangle of limbs, writhing in their passion.  Raven broke their kiss and gently pushed April back.  “April,” she breathed, “Let me please you.”


The mature feline let Raven take the lead and laid back.  April sighed and let her head sink into the pillow as Raven began kissing down her neck.  She raised her arms above her head as Raven kissed her way down to her chest.  “Mmmm,” she moaned as her lover began playing with her tits.  It had been so long since anyone paid her attention there.  Her husband lost interest with her chest after Timothy had finished nursing... [i]other[/i] women's chests were a different matter.  When she felt Raven's lips, tongue, and teeth on her nipples she couldn't resist the instinctive desire to cradle her head.  “Mmm, ooh,” she moaned softly, stroking the mouse's short, dark hair.  When Raven continued to kiss her way down her body, April's own hands took over squeezing and massaging her breasts.  She shuddered as she pinched her nipples.


Raven placed her arms under April's legs as she drew closer to her womanhood.  Feeling a pause in the kisses, April looked down and met Raven's eyes.  Without breaking their gaze, the sorceress slowly lowered herself until April felt her hot breath on her sex.  April gasped as Raven gently went to work.  She uttered a ragged breath and arched her back.  Compared to the brutish attentions of a werewolf, the skilled tongue and fingers of another woman were a wonderfully delicious difference.  April's head rolled about as her moans and gasps easily expressed her appreciation.  She wrapped her legs around Raven's neck as her hips bucked with growing urgency.


Something, some feeling, prompted April to look to the foot of the bed.  Opening her eyes, she was startled by the sight of dour looking vixen standing just beyond the bed.  Her clothes were clearly not of this century, in fact, their style suited the house and furnishings.  The disapproving glare she gave April down that narrow snout sent a chill down her spine.  The frozen feline was unable to look away as the vixen turned up her nose at her and proceeded towards the door.  April watched until she faded into the darkness of the hall without.


“She was here, wasn't she?”  Raven's question jerked April back to reality.


“Hu-what?” the mother stammered as she turned her gaze back to the sorceress.


“The late Mrs Fendhurst,” Raven clarified as she peered over April's pubic mound, “This was [i]her[/i] house.  That look on your face and the cold breeze up my crack told me she decided to show up to express her [i]disapproval[/i].”


“Wouldn't be Halloween without a haunted house,” April whispered.


“Don't worry, other than giving the ghostly stink-eye, she's harmless,” Raven offered before resuming her oral lovemaking, and it wasn't long before April's worries were washed away on a tide of carnal bliss.  The sorceress delighted in her lover's moans, which grew in urgency as she continued to lavish attention on her most intimate places.  Moans were increasingly replaced with whimpers and whines, then pleas for relief peppered with obscenities the mother rarely had opportunities to use.  Soon, the room echoed with primal yowls of ecstasy.  Raven smiled triumphantly as her tongue was splashed with April's fluids.


The mother trembled as the breaking tide of her climax ebbed.  After having wiped her cheeks on the sheets, Raven crawled up beside her.  With a broad smile, April pulled her into a tender embrace.  “You've had experience with this, I can tell,” she remarked.


“Well, I was [i]also[/i] well motivated,” Raven returned, as she caressed April's cheek, “I wanted to thank you.”


“For letting you 'make magic' with my little boy?” April assumed.


“Partly,” Raven admitted, “He [i]did[/i] make for a [i]wonderful[/i] experience, after all.”


April blushed a little at the confessed, awkwardly, “I... guess... I'm... a little proud of how well he did, myself.”


“You should be,” Raven whispered, playfully poking April's nose.


“But, what [i]else[/i] were you thanking me for?” the feline queried.


“For adding so much more to this night,” came the answer, followed close behind with a long, lingering kiss.


April eventually broke their kiss.  “Well, I want to thank you, too,” she whispered, gently pushing Raven onto her back, than giving her a long, lingering kiss of her own.


When their lips parted, Raven asked breathlessly, “For what?”


April stroked Raven's cheek gently, then answered while gazing into her eyes, “For making me feel young.”


Raven ran her fingers through April's hair.  “It was my pleasure,” she whispered.


April pressed her lips to Raven's once again, this time with growing passion.  Her hand reached up and began caressing one of those ample breasts.  April broke their kiss and huffed, “Well, I'm going to give you even more.”  She slowly moved down, kissing under Raven's chin, then along her neck.  As she did, both her hands began roaming over her chest.  She kissed her way down onto one, welcoming the stiff, sensitive nipple into her mouth.  She sucked, licked, and nibbled at it while she used her fingers to play with the other.  Raven writhed in pleasure as April switched breasts, giving oral attention to the other while manually playing with it's well moistened partner.  Raven caressed April's back with one hand while raging her fingers through her auburn locks with the other.


April's fingers continued to play with Raven's nipples as she began kissing her way down the mouse's taught tummy.  The pinching and gentle twisting made the sorceress shudder with delight.  Working her way lower, April slowly dragged her claws gently down her lover's sides, making he gasp as she arched her back.  Reaching down, she brought her arms under Raven's thighs and placed her hands on her wide hips.  She traced the tip of her tongue down the length of the black diamond spot in Raven's fur, before giving it a firm kiss.  Then, she went further still.  Raven's hips bucked involuntarily when she felt April's hot breath between her thighs.


“I hope you don't mind,” April breathed, “I don't think I've had as much experience down here as you.”


Raven reached down and scritched behind one of April's ears, offering with a loving gave, “Don't worry, kitten, I know it'll be wonderful... because you'll put your heart into it.”  She laid her head back with a deep sigh when she felt the tender kiss placed on her clitoris.  And put her heart into it she did.  Raven's moans were music to April's ears as she sought to repay the lustful witch, with interest, for all she had done for her that night.  She made her feel young, made her feel beautiful, desired.  She'd driven a stake through the heart of the vampire that had drained so much of the joy of her life... the rejection and doubt born of the failed marriage, the husband that denied her for younger, prettier women.  For all this, she didn't mind Raven inadvertently pulling her hair while in the throws of passion.  “Ugh, April!” the witch moaned wantonly, “You're fucking incredible!”  Raven let out a couple feral cries as her neared her climax.  She grabbed her tits, squeezing tightly, she proclaimed, “APRIL!  I'm cumming!  Uhg!  YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM!”  The feline looked up proudly at the conclusion of her efforts, the unbridled joy she'd given her lover.


As Raven's convulsions eased, and she was reduced to the occasional shudder, April crawled up to join her.  She snuggled up next to the witch, giving a gentle kiss on her cheek.  Raven rolled onto her side to share their embrace.  Then, after two traded a flurry of tender little kisses, Raven brought the covers over them with a graceful wave of a hand.  “Actually, Timmy and I really should be going,” April politely explained.


Raven gently poked April's nose.  “Now, think about how long you've been here,” she countered, “Where else are you expected by now except bed?”  Then added playfully, “And here you are!”  April laughed.  “Don't worry, kitten,” Raven assured her, “You'll both be home before sunrise.”  She stroked April's hair, “After everything you've been through tonight, you deserve a little rest.”


April soon found herself fighting off her own drowsiness.  It felt so wonderful to be cradled in a lover's arms again, swaddled in more than one kind of warmth. “What if Timmy wakes up before-”


“Shh-shh,” Raven softly quieted her before pointing out, “Before I climbed out of bed, I placed a little spell on him so I wouldn't accidentally wake him, or have to risk his distracting me while you were playing 'hide the bone' with Wuffles.”


April couldn't suppress a little chuckle, “Wuffles!”


“So he'll be sleeping until I wake him,” Raven finished, “Okay?”


April huffed a little.  “Okay,” she relented sleepily.


Raven held April until she was certain she had drifted off to sleep.  “Sleep well, kitten,” she whispered softly, before casting the same spell she had on Timmy, this time with a gentle kiss on her forehead.  The sorceress slipped out of the bed.  As much as she wanted to savor the pleasure of falling to sleep in someone's arms, she couldn't.  She returned to the 'waiting room' and waved a hand over the crystal ball.  Before starting the night, Raven had placed an added enchantment on the ball and mirror, ensuring that what was being seen would be saved for future viewing.  She was curious about how much of her son's first time April had been willing to watch, and was quite pleased to be treated to the entire session... and took particular delight in realizing April wanted to experience the striptease from Timmy's perspective.


Once viewed the whole way through, Raven turned off the view and departed to the room where Timmy still lay asleep.  She donned the witch's costume she'd left scattered about the room, save the panties of course. When she was done, she took a moment to watch the boy sleep.  Raven licked her lips.  “It won't wake him up,” she thought as she lifted the covers back with a wave of her hand.  She climbed onto the bed and lowered her head over his little flaccid phallus.  She just couldn't resist savoring the feel of that little stiffy in her mouth one more time.


Raven licked his package, from his balls to his slumbering sex.  Timmy's little prick twitched back to life.  “Mmmm!” she hummed before continuing to use her tongue to play with his cock.  She licked and sucked at him until he was fully erect again.  Raven licked her lips before going to town on him.  Bobbing her head, swirling her tongue all around it, tickling his little balls with her tongue with his cock already in her mouth.  She could tell Timmy was getting close by the way he fidgeted in his magically induced sleep.  Raven closed her lips on his shaft and began lashing the glans with her tongue.  “MM!” she piped up when his little cock began to dance on her tongue.  She looked up lovingly at the boy as she continued to savor the feel of his dry cum.  When he was done, she let him slip from her mouth and gave his shaft a soft kiss.  After she climbed off the bed, she returned the covers to their place.


Raven retrieved April's clothes from the back room and carried them into her bedroom.  She leaned over the sleeping woman and woke her with a kiss.  The feline fluttered her emerald eyes as she awoke.  “Good morning, beautiful,” Raven greeted her.


“Morning?” April inquired.


“Technically it's still night,” Raven shrugged, “But, you don't wake someone with 'good night', right?”  April chuckled before pulling the covers back.  “By the way, I brought your clothes,” Raven pointed out, motioning to the still neatly folded articles.


April stood and took a moment to stretch.  She looked to her clothes, but then turned her eyes to Raven.  She stepped up and placed a hand on her cheek before giving her a soft kiss.  She was flattered by the blush it brought to Raven's face.  “You were right,” April remarked as she dressed, “This [i]is[/i] a Halloween we'll always remember.”  Part of her wanted to ask if it would be possible to see her another time, but she was hesitant to ask something like that of a sorceress and so remained silent.


Once dressed, the pair departed for Timmy's room.  April couldn't resist the urge to reach behind Raven to grab that voluptuous ass.  The sorceress hummed happily as she leaned into the mother and placed an arm around her waist.  The two continued that way, smiling like a pair of adolescents.  When they entered the room, April instinctively gathered up her son's clothes and neatly set them aside.  “Would [i]you[/i] like to wake him?”


April paused.  “I can do that?” she eventually asked.


“All it takes is a kiss,” Raven shrugged.


“Okay,” the mother agreed.  She began to lean in, but stopped.  “On the lips?” she asked in skeptically.


Raven chuckled.  “[i]Any[/i]where,” she answered.  As she watched April lean in to wake her little boy with a kiss on the cheek, she thought, “Woulda' been hot, though.”


“Time to wake up, sleepyhead,” April greeted her boy as he came to.


When Timmy caught sight of Raven, he smiled broadly and greeted her with a bright, “Hi!”


Raven gave him lustful smile a she waved.


“We'll be right outside while you get dressed,” April informed him.  She looked to Raven, who shrugged acquiescence to her instruction.  Once the door was closed, April startled the younger lady by pinning her to the wall.  She gazed lustfully into the witch's eyes before kissing her passionately.  They two continued to tongue-wrestle until they were startled by the door opening beside them.  April quickly pulled away from their embrace, unsure how her son would react to seeing her kissing another woman.


After Raven had retrieved the oil lamp, along with the mystical collar and ring, she escorted the two down to the hall.  As they stood in the glow of the lamp near the door, April noticed Timmy looking at her oddly.  “Whatcha' lookin' at?” she asked.


“You got some stuff on your face.” Timmy replied innocently.


“Stuff?” April wondered.  Then, as she noticed the lipstick marks all over her son's face, it dawned on her that Raven must have left a few on [i]her[/i] as well.  She gave a panicked look to the other woman.


“I really wanted to thank your mom for letting us have so much fun tonight,” Raven proceeded to point out, “That I gave her... a [i]lot[/i] of kisses.”


“Really?” Timmy responded with a broad smile.


“Mm-hmm,” Raven affirmed, giving April a suggestive look.


Timmy turned his gaze to his mother gave her a knowing smile.  April was incredibly relieved by Timmy's initial response, but that smile.  Did he really understand what Raven was implying?


“Kisses [i]all over[/i],” Raven added with a wicked smile.


April looked up at Raven in surprise, then glanced back at Timmy.  Oh, the way he was smiling at her [i]now[/i]!  Yeah, he knew.  Blushing intently, she thought, “Oh, quit smiling you little shit.”


“But since not everyone would understand,” Raven continued, “We'll keep that a secret between the three of us?”


“Mm-hm?” April nodded to Timmy nervously.


“Okay!” the boy readily agreed.


“Oh, and as another 'thank you',” Raven began, before placing the lamp an a table near the front door, “You can have [i]these[/i].”  Timmy's mouth hung open as he watched the witch give his mother the very collar and ring that they had charged with all their sex.


April was equally surprised, though her surprise wasn't as tinged with excitement as her son's.  “Um, okay,” she responded as she took possession of the mystical items.


“Timmy, why don't you take a seat on the couch while I explain how these work to your mom,” Raven requested.


“Okay!” he agreed, heading into the parlor.  He hopped up on the couch and sat there, casually kicking his legs.  Initially, he was watching the two women, but noticing that Raven kept her eyes on him, took the hint and politely looked about the parlor while they talked.


Raven slowly lowered her hand between herself and the parlor, as if slicing the air.  Noticing April's confused expressing, she explained, “Sound wall.”


“So he doesn't hear us?” April assumed.


Raven nodded with a smile.  When April raised the collar and ring, and gave her another look, Raven began, pointing to each item as she spoke, “Now, if you wear that ring, and place that collar on Timmy, you can turn him into a werewolf.”  Seeing her confused expression, Raven continued, “Why?  You never know when you'll want a powerful bodyguard.  Someone with a [i]lot[i] of muscle to help out around the house.”  She added with special emphasis, “Also, he [i]will[/i] be a werewolf... so while he's a werewolf, [i]nobody can harm him[/i].”  Now [i]that[/i] appealed to the mother.  “Well, unless they have a silver bullet, of course,” Raven added with a shrug.


“Now, if he's [i]awake[/i] when you transform him,” she continued, “He'll be fully aware and be fully in control of his actions... no mindless, rampaging monster.”


“That's good to know!” April chimed in.


Raven went on, “And if you transform him when he is asleep, he will [i]remain[/i] asleep.”  She elucidated the point, tapping her head, “Up here.  His [i]body[/i], however, will be awake.  The ring will allow you to control his actions.  He will perceive everything that happens in his 'sleeping' werewolf form as a dream.  And like any dream, it's toss-up just how much of it he'll remember, how much detail.  He'll only wake up after you [i]will[/i] him to return to his natural form.”  April nodded.  “Any questions?”


“I... can't think of any,” April replied as she rolled things around I her mind.  It was such an unusual gift, it was quite a bit to take in.  So much so, that she wasn't yet making any connections.


Raven smiled with a nod, then raised her hand to lift the magic sound wall.  “Okay, Timmy, we're done talking,” she announced.  The boy hopped off the couch and walked into the hall to join his mother and Raven.  “It's been [i]beyond[/i] wonderful to share this Halloween with you both.”


Timmy nodded eagerly with an enormous smile, “Uh-huh!”


“It had been,” April began, looking to find the right words, “Quite the experience.”


Raven smiled, then waved a hand.  The front door opened slowly and the trio walked out onto the porch.  “I hope I'll get to see you both again some time,” she offered in parting.


“Me too!” Timmy chimed in eagerly.


April nodded, “I guess we're all in agreement there.”


 As mother and child reached the bottom of the stairs, Timmy turned.  “Bye!” he offered with a smile.


“Bye,” Raven replied with a smile.  As the two made their way down the weathered walk, Timmy briefly looked over his shoulder to get a last look at the beautiful witch, who was now leaning languidly against a pillar.  A little bit later, so did April.  Raven blew a kiss each time.  When they looked back a second time, she was gone.


When April and Timmy emerged from the vacant lot, they noticed there were still trick-or-treaters going about.  “Wait,” she called to Timmy, as she reached for her phone.  Checking the time, April was startled to see the time.  It was almost as if no time had passed.  


“What?” Timmy asked.


“No time passed while we were with Raven,” she explained.  “How could that be possible?”  Noticing Timmy's resulting expression, She shrugged as they both answered, “Magic.”


“Must've been some kind of 'time bubble',” Timmy speculated.


“I guess so,” his mother agreed.  She replaced her phone and said to her son, “Well since it's still Halloween, let's finish trick-or-treating!”


Once she was sure that her guests had truly departed, Raven finally decided to retire for the night.  She returned to the room where she and Timmy had shared so much passion and casually stripped out of her witch's costume.  She pulled back the covers manually and climbed into bed.  After all the magic she had used that night, particularly that used in making the time bubble, she was exhausted.  Once she was to let sleep overtake her, she would not wake for a couple days.  “Worth it,” she sighed, “So-o-o worth it.”  She took a deep breath and exhaled as she relaxed.  She imagined cuddling up with Timmy and his mother, [i]both[/i].  In short order, she drifted off to sleep with a smile on her face.


Raven had been so drowsy in her magical exhaustion that she didn't even notice the late Mrs Fendhurst glaring at her disapprovingly.  Being so utterly ignored, the ghost turned up her nose and departed, vanishing indignantly when she reached the door.


Mother and son finished the rounds, briefly forgetting all about their sexual escapades earlier that night.  A few people who handed out the candy appreciated the level of detail given to Timmy's Captain Kirk costume... so complete he had lipstick marks all over his face from some alien bimbo.  When they returned home, Timmy immediately planted himself before the TV.  There had been a couple Halloween specials he had wanted to watch that he had completely forgotten about during his time with Raven.  As he watched, he dumped out his bag of treats.  Raven's panties he set aside, given a special place all it's own.


April had taken a seat nearby and was idly examining the collar and ring Raven had given her.  Occasionally she looked up and smiled at Timmy, sometimes catching him popping another piece of candy in his mouth.  She also caught him occasionally casting his eyes on Raven's panties.  April's mind revisited the events of that night.  She looked at the collar, then to Timmy.  She remembered  what Raven had told her... the ring, and it's mystical connection to the collar, would allow her to turn Timmy into a werewolf.  “Wuffles,” she thought to herself with a silly smile.


When a scene with werewolves took place in the show Timmy was watching, he commented innocently to his mother, “Oh, I had a really cool dream while I was asleep at Raven's house.”


“Really?”


“Yeah, I dreamed I turned into a werewolf and had sex with some woman in a castle,” Timmy recounted.


April's mouth started to open as the gears started turning in her mind.  “Do,” she began to ask, “Do you... remember who... it was?”


Timmy shook his head as he kept his eyes primarily focused on the TV, “Not really.”  He turned to look at his mother a he added with a big smile, “She really liked it, though!”


April's blood ran cold.  It couldn't be.  She tried to find reasons why Timmy couldn't have been the werewolf that ravished her.  The thought that she'd had sex with her own son... her little boy... everything she'd said while they were doing it.  “Breed me,” she remembered.  She almost felt sick.  “Dear God, I hope I'm not pregnant!” April thought frantically as she discreetly left the living room.


Just looking for any room in which to be alone with her thoughts, she eventually wound up in the kitchen.  “THAT BITCH!” April thought angrily, “She... SHE TRICKED ME!”  She rushed past the kitchen sink.  Standing by the garbage, ring and collar clutched in her fist, she raised her arm, preparing to rid herself of the cursed items.  But she thought about everything [i]else[/i] that had happened that night.  All the passion they shared.  “If you transform him when he is asleep, he will [i]remain[/i] asleep,” she recalled Raven telling her, “The ring will allow you to control his actions.”  Her anger began to wane.  “Was it... could you [i]really[/i] say it was Timmy fucking me?”  She latched onto that thought.  “Could I do that again?” she wondered.


Part of April had wanted to vomit at the thought of being tricked into having sex with her son.  But another part of her... wanted to put the collar back on Timmy.  Slowly, April turned and started to make her way back to the living room, collar and ring in hand.
