A Tilly Style Dinner
The front door sighed open on well-oiled hinges, releasing Alex into the golden lamplight of their little burrow-nest of a home.  The raccoon’s shoulders sagged beneath the weight of a too-long day filled with endless spreadsheets, endless ringing phones, endless small indignities that left his ringed tail dragging like a sodden rope behind him.  His black shirt clung damply to the lean muscle of his back, shorts rumpled from hours spent hunched over a desk.  Yet the moment he crossed the threshold, the world softened.

A tide of scent rolled over him, warm and rich and achingly familiar: the deep, golden crisp of roasted chicken skin kissed by rosemary and garlic, the clean starch of perfectly fluffed white rice, the bright, sweet-green pop of mixed vegetables.  Carrots, broccoli, snap peas, steamed just long enough to sing without losing their color.  It wrapped around him like a lover’s arms, coaxing the tension from his spine one fragrant breath at a time.  Alex closed the door with a soft click, ears twitching forward.  

“Tilly…?” His voice came out rougher than he intended, scraped raw by fatigue and sudden, overwhelming want.  From the kitchen drifted her answering trill, bright and teasing as a bell strung on ribbon.  
“In here, my handsome bandit.  Follow your nose!  I promise it won’t lead you astray.”  He did.  Bare paws padded across cool hardwood, drawn inexorably toward the glow spilling from the open kitchen doorway.  And there she stood.

Tilly turned from the stove with the slow, deliberate grace of someone who knew exactly how beautiful she looked in that moment.  Her fur was the warm, rich brown of fresh-baked cinnamon bread, plush and inviting, catching the light in soft, burnished waves.  A darker white, almost cream, almost pearl, swept up the center of her body in a perfect teardrop.  It extended from the delicate swell of her tummy, over the gentle curve of her ribs, climbing higher until it framed her small muzzle and flared across the bridge of her nose like a painter’s loving accent.  It made her look luminous, edible, like moonlight spilled across warm earth.  Her yellow eyes were bright citrine, slit-pupiled and wickedly playful.  They locked onto his the instant he appeared, and the corners crinkled with delight.

Short, fluffy hair the same cinnamon-brown as her fur framed her face in a tousled halo, strands curling just enough to brush the tops of her large, rounded ears whenever she tilted her head.  Those ears flicked toward him now, pink insides blushing faintly beneath fine fur as she took in the sight of him: travel-worn, hungry-eyed, and hers.

She wore the restaurant maid outfit like it had been tailored by Aphrodite herself.  The white top hugged the gentle rise of her breasts, crisp cotton stretched just taut enough to hint at the darker-white fur beneath whenever she breathed deeply.  The red ribbon at her collar was tied in a perfect, saucy bow that sat like an invitation against the pale fur of her throat.  Below, the black skirt flared from her narrow waist, scandalously short, the hem flirting with the tops of her thighs every time she shifted her weight.  A thin strip of white lace peeked beneath whenever she moved deliberately.

“Long day, love?” she asked, voice pitched low and syrupy, the kind of tone that made his tail twitch without permission.

“Endless,” he rumbled, stepping closer until he could feel the radiant heat of the oven and the softer heat of her body.  “But this…” He inhaled deeply, muzzle dipping toward the crook of her neck where her scent, her warm fur, faint vanilla soap, and the faintest trace of kitchen spices blossomed strongest.  “This is worth every second of it.”  Tilly laughed, soft and throaty, and pressed up onto her tiptoes to brush her nose against his.  Her fluffy tail curled around his calf in lazy possession. 
 “Good.  Because I’ve been tending this meal like it was made of spun gold.  The chicken’s been basting for nearly an hour.  Skin so crisp you’ll hear it crack when you bite.  The rice is steamed with just a whisper of butter.  And the vegetables…” She leaned back enough to meet his gaze, yellow eyes glinting mischief.  “…I seasoned them with that little smoked-paprika blend you like.  The one that makes your whiskers curl.”

Alex groaned low in his throat, paws finding her waist as if magnetized.  His black-gloved fingers splayed across the crisp fabric of her skirt, thumbs brushing the sensitive line where white fur met brown along her sides.  
“You’re spoiling me rotten, little mouse.”

“Only because you deserve to be spoiled.” She slipped from his grasp with a teasing shimmy, skirt flaring to flash another teasing glimpse of lace-trimmed thigh, then beckoned him toward the living room.  “Come.  I’ve got everything ready.”  He followed, helpless and happy.

The couch waited like an old friend, wide and soft, facing the dark rectangle of the television they’d probably ignore tonight.  Beside it sat the low table she’d claimed for their supper: one empty ceramic plate, gleaming under the lamp, one tall glass already beaded with condensation from the pitcher of iced lemon water in the kitchen, and, most telling of all, a single red rosebud laid across the napkin, its petals still dewed from the garden.

Tilly turned to face him again, hands clasped demurely in front of her apron, though the pose did nothing to hide the playful spark in her eyes or the way her fluffy tail swayed behind her like a metronome counting down to something delicious.

“Sit,” she commanded softly, patting the cushion.  “Let me bring you the first plate.  Then you can tell me every tedious detail of your day while I feed you bites between kisses.” Her muzzle quirked.  “Or… we can skip straight to the part where I climb into your lap and make sure you forget you ever left this house.”

Alex sank onto the couch with a grateful exhale, legs spreading instinctively as he reached for her wrist and tugged her closer.  She let herself be pulled until she stood between his knees, looking down at him with those molten yellow eyes.

“You’re dangerous when you cook for me,” he murmured, voice thick with affection and something darker, hungrier.  Tilly leaned down until their noses brushed, her short fluffy hair tickling his cheek.  
“Good,” she whispered, lips curving against his.  “Because tonight I plan to be very, very dangerous.”

The scent of dinner curled around them both like silk ribbons, promising sustenance for the body, and something far more decadent for everything else.

An hour earlier, the kitchen hummed with the triumphant finale of Tilly's culinary symphony, the air thick with the heady perfume of success.  The baked chicken rested on its platter, skin a burnished gold like sun-kissed autumn leaves, juices pooling beneath in a glossy mirror of indulgence.  Beside it, the white rice steamed gently, each grain a fluffy pearl separated by the lightest touch of butter, while the mixed vegetables.  Vibrant carrots sliced into sunset coins, broccoli florets like miniature emerald trees, snap peas crisp as fresh spring rain gleamed in their bowl, kissed with that smoky paprika that always made Alex's eyes darken with appreciation.  Everything was perfect, timed to the tick of the clock on the wall, the aromas weaving together like lovers entwined in a slow, sensual dance.

Tilly stepped back, her brown fur prickling with a flush of pride and something deeper, more primal.  A spark of mischief that curled her fluffy tail like a question mark begging for an exclamation.  Her yellow eyes, sharp as citrine daggers, flicked to the clock. It would be one hour until Alex's key turned in the lock, one hour until his weary form filled the doorway and his gaze lit upon her like a predator spotting prey.  But oh, they were equals in this game, both reveling in the taboo tango they danced so freely, their yearns mirroring each other like shadows cast by the same flame.  She knew his tastes as intimately as her own heartbeat, dark, daring, deliciously deviant, and tonight, she would serve him a feast that transcended the plate.

With a sly smile curving her muzzle, the cream-white fur along her nose and tummy glowing softly under the kitchen lights, Tilly selected a large, deep bowl from the cabinet, its porcelain cool against her paws like a secret promise.  She portioned out a generous helping of the meal: chunks of tender chicken torn into bite-sized temptations, scoops of rice as soft as whispered confessions, and a colorful cascade of vegetables that tumbled in like jewels from a pirate's hoard.  She mixed them gently, ensuring the juices mingled into a warm, savory slurry, the heat still radiating like the afterglow of passion.

Her short, fluffy hair bounced as she turned, ears perked with anticipation, and retrieved the speculum from their discreet drawer of delights.  A sleek, medical-grade instrument of polished steel, its arms ready to part secrets like a key unlocking forbidden doors.  Tilly's breath hitched, a thrill racing down her spine to pool in her core, her black skirt hiking up slightly as she positioned herself on the kitchen counter's edge, legs parting like petals unfurling to the sun.  The red ribbon at her collar bobbed with each quickened inhale, her white top straining against the rise and fall of her chest, the darker white fur of her tummy peeking through like a creamy invitation.

With practiced ease, she lubricated the speculum's tips, the gel slick and cool as midnight dew, then eased it into her tail hole.  The tight ring of muscle yielded like velvet curtains drawn aside for a private show.  A soft gasp escaped her lips, yellow eyes fluttering half-shut as she cranked the arms open, inch by deliberate inch, stretching her inner walls with a delicious burn that blurred the line between ache and ecstasy.  Wider it went, exposing her depths like a cavernous bloom, warm and welcoming, the sensation sending sparks dancing along her nerves like fireflies in a summer night.

Now came the indulgence.  Tilly lifted the bowl, her paws steady despite the tremor of excitement, and tilted it toward the opened gateway.  The first spoonful slid in.  She felt the warm cascade of chicken and rice, slippery with juices, filling her with a fullness that made her toes curl against the counter.  Simile to a vessel being laden with treasure, she poured more, the mixed veggies tumbling in next, their crisp textures contrasting the yielding softness within.  Deeper and deeper, she packed it, using a slender spoon to guide the bounty, her body accommodating the intrusion like earth embracing seeds in fertile soil.  The heat of the food seeped into her, a radiant core that warmed her from the inside out, mirroring the flush blooming across her brown fur.

She continued until she was brimmed to capacity, the slight bulge forming on her tummy forming a subtle swell beneath the cream-white fur, like a secret moon rising under her skin, visible only to those who knew where to look.  A final push, and she was full, the speculum's arms retracting slowly as she eased it free, her tail hole clenching around the feast like a guardian seal, trapping the warmth and flavors within.  Tilly slid down from the counter, skirt falling back into place with a flirtatious swish, her steps a touch ginger as the contents shifted ever so slightly, a constant reminder of her audacious act.  She was now a living oven, keeping his meal perfect for the moment he'd discover her surprise.

Satisfied, she arranged the remaining food on platters, her yellow eyes gleaming with wicked delight, the air now laced not just with dinner's scent but with the undercurrent of their shared deviance.  One hour, and Alex would be home.  One hour, and the real feast would begin.

Alex sank into the plush embrace of the couch with a long, contented sigh, the cushions cradling his tired frame like a forgiving lover.  The low table before him held its patient offerings: the empty white plate gleaming under the warm lamplight, the tall glass of iced lemon water already sweating delicate beads that traced slow, teasing paths down its side.  His black shirt clung slightly to his shoulders, his ringed tail draped lazily over the edge of the seat, the tip flicking in lazy anticipation.

Tilly stood before him, a vision of wicked domesticity in her maid outfit, the black skirt riding scandalously high on her brown-furred thighs, the red ribbon at her throat rising and falling with each excited breath.  Her yellow eyes sparkled like twin citrine flames, pupils blown wide with mischief and desire.  A soft, throaty giggle bubbled from her muzzle, playful, knowing, utterly delighted.

“Here, love,” she purred, pressing a small serving spoon into his paw.  The metal was still faintly warm from the kitchen, carrying the ghost of roasted chicken and buttered rice.  “You’ll need this.”

Before he could respond, she swept the plate and glass aside with a graceful flick of her wrist, setting them safely on the far end of the table.  Then, with the slow deliberation of someone unwrapping a long-awaited gift, she climbed onto the low surface.  The wood creaked faintly under her slight weight.  She lay back, the crisp white top of her uniform stretching taut across her breasts, the cream-white fur of her tummy glowing like fresh cream beneath the lamp.  Her short, fluffy hair fanned out around her head like a cinnamon halo.

Tilly drew her knees up toward her chest, then higher still, until her legs formed a perfect, shameless V.  The black skirt fell back against her hips, baring everything.  Her brown tail curled up and away, exposing the tight, pink pucker of her tailhole which was already flushed and glistening slightly from earlier preparations.  She met Alex’s stunned, hungry gaze and bit her lower lip, ears flicking with shy bravado.

With a soft, deliberate push, she bore down just enough.  Her anal ring parted slowly, blooming open like a dark rose in full defiance of modesty.  The gape revealed the treasure within: warm, glistening mounds of perfectly cooked food still nestled deep inside her.  Golden chicken chunks slick with juices, fluffy white rice clinging together in soft clumps, bright flecks of carrot and broccoli peeking through like hidden gems.  The heat radiated outward in gentle waves, carrying the rich, savory perfume straight to Alex’s twitching nose.  A faint, obscene sheen coated the inner walls, proof of how thoroughly she’d warmed his meal with her own body.

Alex’s breath caught audibly.  His masked eyes went wide, then heavy-lidded with raw, reverent joy.  His tail thumped once against the couch, hard.  
“Tilly… gods, you beautiful, filthy little mouse,” he rasped, voice thick with awe and adoration.  “You really did this… for me?”

“Every bite,” she whispered, paws sliding down to grasp the plush curves of her own ass.  She spread herself wider, cheeks parting further until the gape became a perfect, inviting oval.  “Your meal’s ready, my masked marauder.  Still hot.  Still perfect. “Come eat.”  He didn’t need to be told twice.

Alex leaned forward, spoon clutched in one trembling paw, the other bracing on the table beside her hip.  He dipped the spoon into the warm, yielding mass just inside her opening.  The first scoop came away heavy with a perfect bite of tender chicken draped in buttery rice, a single bright snap pea clinging to the side like an emerald accent.  He brought it to his muzzle and groaned as the flavors exploded across his tongue.  Salty, savory, herb-kissed, and still piping hot from her body’s embrace.  The texture was divine.  Crisp vegetables giving way to succulent meat, fluffy rice melting into buttery richness.

He ate slowly at first, savoring, letting each bite linger.  Spoon after spoon disappeared into his muzzle, the wet, soft sounds of feeding mingling with his low, appreciative growls and Tilly’s increasingly breathy whimpers.  He could feel the gentle heat of her insides against the back of the spoon each time he delved deeper, could see the slight quiver of her inner walls as he took another portion.  The bulge in her tummy had softened only a little but plenty remained.

Tilly’s breathing grew ragged.  Her yellow eyes had gone glassy, half-lidded with mounting pleasure.  Each time the cool metal of the spoon brushed her sensitive rim, or when Alex’s warm breath ghosted over her exposed flesh, a fresh tremor ran through her.  Her small paws tightened on her own cheeks, holding herself open for him like an offering.  Lower still, between her spread thighs, her sex had begun to respond in earnest.

Her pussy which was already flushed a deeper pink beneath the fine brown fur, swelled visibly, lips parting and thickening with arousal.  The cream-white fur framing her mound darkened as slickness gathered, beading at her entrance before sliding in slow, glistening trails down toward her tail.  A single clear droplet formed at the hood of her clit, trembled, then fell to patter softly onto the table beneath her.  Another followed.  Then another.  The wet, musky scent of her excitement began to rise, threading through the lingering aroma of dinner like a darker, more primal note in the symphony.

She whimpered, hips twitching upward in tiny, helpless motions.  “Alex…” His name was a needy little plea.  “It feels… so good… when you take it from me…”

He paused only long enough to meet her gaze, lips shiny with juices, pupils blown black with lust. 
 “You’re incredible,” he murmured, voice rough as gravel and honey.  “Keep holding yourself open for me, love.  I’m nowhere near finished.”

The spoon dipped in again, deeper this time, scooping another warm, decadent bite while Tilly’s dripping arousal continued its slow, glistening drip onto the table.  Proof that feeding him was unraveling her just as thoroughly as it was satisfying him.

Alex continued his slow, deliberate feast, each spoonful drawn from the warm, yielding depths of Tilly’s presented tailhole with reverent care.  The flavors remained exquisite.  Still-hot chicken tender enough to melt on the tongue, rice clinging in buttery clumps, vegetables bursting with bright, herby sweetness.  He savored every bite, letting the spoon glide along her inner walls, feeling the gentle quiver of her flesh each time the metal kissed her rim.

Tilly’s breathing had long since turned ragged.  Her yellow eyes were heavy-lidded, pupils blown to black pools of need.  One small paw slipped between her raised thighs, fingers finding the swollen, dripping folds of her sex.  She circled her clit once, twice.  Then she plunged two fingers inside herself with a wet, obscene squelch.  A low, keening moan spilled from her muzzle.

The motion made her inner muscles flutter around the spoon still buried in her ass.  Slickness poured from her in earnest now.  The clear, glistening strands that stretched and broke as her fingers pumped faster.  Her pussy was engorged, lips puffy and dark pink beneath the fine brown fur, the cream-white fur framing her mound matted and shining.  Each thrust of her hand sent fresh rivulets sliding down her perineum, dripping onto the table in soft, rhythmic patters.  The musky-sweet scent of her arousal thickened the air, weaving through the lingering perfume of dinner like smoke through incense.

Alex’s own body answered.  Heat pooled low in his belly, his cock stirring and thickening beneath the black fabric of his shorts.  He groaned around the latest mouthful, set the spoon briefly on the edge of the table, and shoved his shorts down his thighs in one impatient motion.  His raccoon cock sprang free.  It was thick at the base, tapering to a pointed tip, the shaft already flushed dark beneath the fine gray-and-black fur of his sheath.  A full day’s work clung to him: a potent, animal musk of sweat and exertion, earthy and unwashed, rising sharp and heady from his groin.

Tilly’s nostrils flared.  Her eyes snapped to his erection, pupils dilating further.  “Oh fuck, Alex…” she whimpered.  The scent hit her like a drug.  Her fingers plunged deeper, faster, curling against that sensitive spot inside her until her hips jerked upward in tiny, helpless bucks.  Fresh wetness gushed around her knuckles, dripping in steady strings now, pooling beneath her tail on the polished wood.

Alex picked up the spoon again, muzzle curling in a hungry, fanged grin.  “You’re making a mess, little mouse,” he rumbled, voice thick with lust.  “Keep going.  I want you dripping all over this table while I finish my dinner.”

The food near her entrance had dwindled to scraps.  Tilly’s chest heaved.  She bore down hard.  Her muscles clenching and releasing in a powerful, deliberate push.  Deep inside, the last warm pockets of rice and chicken shifted forward, sliding toward her gaping rim in a slow, sensual glide.  Alex dipped the spoon in eagerly, scooping up the fresh offering providing another perfect, heat-soaked bite that made him growl in appreciation.  But on that final, straining push, something else moved.

Small, firm pellets, dark, smooth, unmistakably scat, tumbled forward with the remnants of the meal, mixing into the last visible clumps of food.  They were compact, almost uniform, like scattered raisins among the rice.  The scent changed subtly: still rich with roasted meat and herbs, now threaded with a darker, earthier note.

Alex paused, spoon halfway to his muzzle, a single dark pellet balanced atop the mound of chicken and rice.  His masked eyes flicked up to meet Tilly’s wide, mortified yellow ones.  Her ears flattened, the cream-white fur of her cheeks and nose blazing crimson beneath her brown pelt.

He let the silence stretch one heartbeat… two.  Then his muzzle quirked into a slow, filthy grin.

“Well damn, Tilly,” he drawled, voice low and teasing.  “You didn’t tell me you were adding homemade dessert to the menu, huh?”

Tilly squeaked a high, embarrassed sound that dissolved into a shaky laugh.  Her blush deepened to an almost painful scarlet, spreading down her neck to disappear beneath the red ribbon at her collar.  “I-I didn’t mean.  Oh gods, Alex, I’m so-”

She never finished because instead of setting the spoon down, instead of recoiling, Alex leaned forward again.  The spoon dipped back into her still-gaping tailhole, scooping up another warm, mingled bite—rice, chicken, a single small pellet folded innocently into the mix.  He brought it to his lips without hesitation, eyes locked on hers the entire time.

Tilly’s breath hitched.  Her fingers froze inside herself for a split second and then resumed with renewed, desperate fervor.  Alex swallowed, licked his lips, and raised the spoon once more.

Alex brought the laden spoon to his muzzle without a flicker of hesitation, the small dark pellet nestled among the last remnants of rice and chicken like a secret ingredient only they would ever know.  He closed his lips around it, and the flavor shifted.  It was subtle at first, then unmistakably.

The initial taste was still familiar: warm, savory chicken juices, buttery rice, the faint herbal brightness of paprika and steamed vegetables.  But layered beneath it now was something richer, earthier, more intimate.  It had a deep, loamy musk that coated the back of his tongue like dark cocoa mixed with damp forest floor.  It wasn’t bitter or foul.   Instead, it was primal, animal, and unmistakably her.  The texture had changed too: where the food had been fluffy and yielding, this new bite carried a soft, almost fudgy density that clung to his teeth before melting slowly, the tiny pellet breaking apart into velvety crumbles that released faint bursts of last night’s dinner.  Undigested flecks of corn, a whisper of tomato skin, the ghost of whatever she’d eaten hours before he came home.  He swallowed, eyes half-lidded, a low, rumbling growl vibrating in his chest.

Tilly watched, wide-eyed, her blush still burning across the cream-white fur of her muzzle and throat.  The sight of him eating the part of her that no one else would ever touch snapped something inside her.  Her fingers, still buried knuckle-deep in her dripping sex, curled hard against that swollen, sensitive spot.  Her inner walls clamped down like a vice.  A sharp, broken cry tore from her throat as orgasm ripped through her.

Her whole body arched off the table, legs trembling in their raised V.  Her toe beans flexed and splayed in rhythmic delight, tiny claws peeking out then retracting as wave after wave crashed over her.  Slickness gushed around her plunging fingers, running in thick rivulets down her perineum to mingle with the faint sheen already coating her tailhole.  Her yellow eyes rolled back, fluffy tail thrashing against the wood, short cinnamon-brown hair sticking to her sweat-damp forehead.

“Alex…oh gods…yessss.” she whimpered, voice fracturing into little sobs of pleasure.  “You’re eating me… all of me…”  He didn’t stop.

Spoon after spoon, he fed himself the mingled remains with each scoop carrying more of that dark, creamy shift in flavor and texture.  The food dwindled quickly now, vanishing bite by filthy bite until the spoon scraped against something firmer, denser.  No more rice.  No more chicken.  Just a soft, uniform wall of her scat filling the last of the space she’d stretched open for him.

Alex paused, spoon hovering, the rich brown mass glistening faintly in the lamplight.  His cock throbbed painfully between his thighs.  The thick, tapered, slick cock leaked a steady leak of pre that dripped onto the couch cushion.  He stared at the offering, at the way her rim still gaped softly around it, at the faint quiver of her inner walls as she came down from her climax.

‘This is her,’ he thought, the realization hitting like a drug.  ‘Every part.  The meal she made for me… and now this.  All of her, warm and waiting.’
A slow, filthy grin spread across his muzzle.  He dipped the spoon again.  The first scoop of pure scat came away smooth and yielding.  It was soft, almost mousse-like in consistency, creamy enough to spread easily across his tongue.  It carried no harshness, only that deep, earthy richness, now unmasked and unadulterated.  Tiny flecks of undigested matter studded it like treasures: a soft kernel of corn that popped faintly between his molars, a shred of spinach leaf that added a faint green bitterness, the occasional grain of something indefinable from last night’s forgotten dinner.  The texture was decadent, velvety, almost buttery as it melted, coating his mouth in warm, intimate thickness before sliding down his throat.

His left paw wrapped around his aching raccoon cock, fingers curling tight around the swollen base.  He stroked himself in slow, deliberate pulls.  Up the tapered length, thumb brushing over the sensitive pointed tip to spread the leaking pre, then back down again.  Each stroke matched the rhythm of the spoon: scoop, taste, swallow, stroke.  The musky scent of his own arousal mingled with the darker notes rising from between Tilly’s spread cheeks, creating a heady fog that made his head swim.

Tilly, still panting from her orgasm, watched him through heavy-lidded eyes.  Her fingers had slowed but not stopped, circling her oversensitive clit in lazy, trembling loops.  Fresh wetness continued to leak from her, pooling beneath her tail in a small, shining puddle.

“You’re… really eating it,” she whispered, voice hoarse and reverent.  “All of it… my filthy little treat for you…”

Alex growled around the next mouthful, the creamy mass sliding over his tongue like the most decadent dessert.  His paw moved faster now, slick sounds of fur-on-fur joining the wet noises of the spoon delving into her depths.  He wasn’t stopping until every last spoonful was gone.

Alex continued, methodical and ravenous, the spoon sinking into the soft, creamy wall of scat with wet, sucking sounds that filled the quiet room.  Each scoop brought subtle shifts, like peeling back layers of a forbidden fruit.

As he worked deeper, the consistency began to change.  The outer layers had been the softest, kept warm and pliable by her body heat; farther in, the scat grew slightly firmer.  Not hard, never hard, but denser, more fudge-like, clinging to the spoon in heavier, slower clumps.  The flavor deepened accordingly with less bright notes now.   There was more concentrated musk, the earthy richness turning almost nutty, like dark-roasted coffee grounds mixed with wet soil after rain.  A faint, underlying sweetness lingered from whatever sugars her body hadn’t fully broken down, giving each bite an unexpected, almost dessert-like finish that made his cock twitch harder in his stroking paw.

He ate faster toward the end, greedy, the spoon scraping the last soft remnants from the walls of her colon until the gape began to close on its own, slow and sleepy, no more to give.  The final scoop came away small but dense, the creamiest yet, sliding down his throat like the last swallow of the richest cream.  He licked the spoon clean, slow and deliberate, eyes locked on Tilly’s flushed, trembling face.

She was panting hard now, chest heaving beneath the white top, red ribbon askew, cream-white tummy fur matted with sweat and her own dripping arousal.  Her yellow eyes were glassy, pupils blown, short fluffy hair sticking to her forehead in damp curls.  Her legs had fallen limp, still spread, her sex flushed and glistening, inner lips swollen and parted, a steady trickle of slick still leaking onto the table beneath her tail.  The orgasm she’d ridden earlier had left her sensitized, every nerve singing, and the long, slow spectacle of Alex devouring her most private offering had wound her right back up to the edge again.

Alex set the spoon aside with a soft clink.  His raccoon cock stood rigid and leaking, dark and throbbing, the tapered tip shining with pre.  He rose, muscles shifting under black shirt and fur, and scooped her up in one fluid motion.  Tilly squeaked in surprise, then melted against him, arms looping around his neck, fluffy tail curling around his wrist.

He carried her the two steps to the couch and tossed her down playfully.  She landed on her back, legs splaying instinctively, skirt rucked up around her hips, the black fabric framing the dripping pink of her mouse pussy like an obscene invitation.  Before he could even kneel between her thighs, the words tumbled out of her in a desperate, breathy rush:

“Please, Alex!  I need you inside of me.  Right now.  I need you inside me.  Please, I can’t wait.”  Her voice cracked on the last word, paws reaching for him, yellow eyes pleading and wild.

Alex’s muzzle curled into a slow, fanged smile.  He didn’t tease.  Didn’t make her beg twice.  He braced one knee on the couch, gripped her hips, and simply glided in.

Her entrance parted around him like warm silk parting for steel.  She was slick, swollen, ready beyond reason.  He sank to the hilt in one long, smooth stroke, her walls fluttering and clenching greedily around his thickness.  Tilly’s back arched off the cushions with a broken cry, toe beans flexing again, claws pricking the fabric.  The stretch was perfect, filling her completely, the tapered tip kissing deep inside where she ached most.

He tried, gods, he tried to go slow.    He was already so close, balls tight and aching, the taste of her still thick on his tongue, earthy, creamy, filthy, hers, coating every breath, driving him mad.  Each shallow thrust sent that flavor rolling through his mind again, and restraint frayed like cheap thread.

Tilly was no better.  The long tease of being eaten from, the stretch of the speculum earlier, the sight of him consuming her scat without flinching had left her teetering.  Every glide of his cock dragged against her swollen front wall, grinding over that sensitive bundle of nerves, and she was already fluttering around him, inner muscles rippling in frantic little spasms.

“Harder,” she gasped, claws digging into his shoulders through his shirt.  “Please, harder, I’m so close Alex.”

His hips snapped forward, burying himself deep with a wet smack, then again, and again as if a frenzied animal while the couch creaked beneath them.  The taste of her still lingered, dark and rich on his tongue, and it fueled every thrust, every growl that rumbled from his chest.  Tilly’s cries rose in pitch, legs locking around his waist, pulling him impossibly deeper as her own climax coiled tighter and tighter.

Alex’s thrusts grew erratic, hips snapping forward with desperate, animal urgency.  The taste of her was still thick and dark on his tongue, that creamy, earthy intimacy she’d fed him flooded every sense, drowning out reason.  Each glide of his cock through her slick, swollen heat dragged him closer to the edge, her walls fluttering wildly around him like they were trying to pull him deeper, keep him forever.

Tilly’s yellow eyes were wide while her pupils narrow, and her short fluffy hair plastered to her sweat-slick forehead.  Her small paws clawed at his shoulders, nails pricking through fabric and fur, anchoring herself as the pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in her core.  Every thrust ground the tapered tip of his raccoon cock against that perfect spot deep inside her, sending sparks racing up her spine.  Then it hit them both at once.

Tilly’s tail, long and sinuous, whipped up and wrapped tightly around Alex’s thigh, the soft ringed fur coiling like a living rope of affection and possession.  At the same moment, her legs snapped closed around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, locking him in place with surprising strength for such a petite mouse.  She held him buried to the hilt, no escape, no retreat, only the deep, grinding pressure of him filling her completely.

Her inner walls seized in the first violent ripple of climax.  A high, keening cry tore from her throat as her pussy clamped down hard while pulsing, milking, rhythmic contractions that massaged every inch of his throbbing length like velvet fists.  The sensation was unbearable.  Alex’s balls drew up tight, a guttural growl ripping from his chest as the first thick jet of cum erupted deep inside her.

He came hard.  Harder than he ever remembered.  Pulse after powerful pulse flooding her.  The sheer volume was obscene.  Hot, viscous ropes pumped straight against her cervix, forcing their way past the tight ring with each rhythmic spurt until he could feel the warmth spreading deeper, filling her womb in heavy, claiming surges.  It overflowed almost immediately.  Thick white seed leaking out around his buried shaft, dripping down soaking the couch beneath them.  Even still, he kept coming while his hips jerked in helpless little thrusts.
Tilly’s mouth fell open in a broken, ecstatic moan, the sound raw and trembling.  Before the cry could fully escape, Alex surged forward and sealed his lips over hers in a deep, devouring kiss.  His tongue plunged into her mouth, carrying the dark, musky remnants of her own scat, creamy, earthy, filthy, hers, and let it flood across her taste buds.  The moment that forbidden flavor hit her own tongue, Tilly shattered harder.

Her whole body convulsed beneath him.  Her pussy spasmed violently around his still-pumping cock, inner walls rippling in frantic, milking waves that dragged his orgasm out longer, forcing another thick spurt from him even as he thought he was finished.  Fresh slick gushed around him, mixing with the cum leaking out, the wet sounds of their joining obscene in the quiet room.  Her tail tightened around his leg like a vice of love, toe beans flexing and splaying against his back as aftershocks rolled through her in endless, trembling waves.  Tears of overwhelming pleasure pricked at the corners of her yellow eyes, muzzle pressed desperately to his as she drank down the taste of herself from his kiss.

They stayed locked together like that with his cock still twitching inside her flooded depths, her legs and tail refusing to release him, tongues tangled in a slow, filthy dance until the last shuddering pulses finally ebbed.  Only then did her grip loosen, tail uncoiling to stroke lazily along his thigh in soft, affectionate sweeps, legs falling open but still cradling his hips.

Alex broke the kiss at last, both of them panting, foreheads pressed together.  Cum continued to leak from where they were joined, warm and sticky, pooling beneath her tail.  He nuzzled her cheek, voice wrecked and reverent.

“Mine,” he rasped, the single word thick with everything he felt.  Tilly’s answering smile was dazed, blissful, utterly sated.  Her yellow eyes fluttered half-open, glowing with adoration.
“Yours,” she whispered, tail giving one last loving squeeze around his leg before relaxing completely against the couch.

The frenzy ebbed slowly, like a storm tide retreating from the shore.  Alex’s hips gave one last, lazy twitch, burying the final weak spurt deep inside Tilly before he finally stilled.  Their breathing synchronized.  They were ragged at first, then slower, and deeper as the aftershocks rippled through them both.  His cock softened gradually within her flooded heat, still nestled snugly, plugged against the slow leak of cum that continued to seep out around him in warm, sticky trickles.

Tilly’s legs loosened their lock around his waist, sliding down to drape over his hips instead.  Her fluffy tail uncoiled from his thigh and curled loosely around his calf in a gentle, sleepy embrace.  She nuzzled into the crook of his neck, short cinnamon-brown hair tickling his fur, her yellow eyes already fluttering half-shut with bone-deep satisfaction.

Alex shifted carefully, rolling them both onto their sides so they faced each other on the wide couch.  One arm curled protectively around her small frame, the other hand stroking slow, soothing circles along her back over the crisp white top now hopelessly wrinkled, down to the black skirt still bunched around her waist.  He pressed a soft kiss to her forehead, then another to the cream-white fur of her muzzle where her blush still lingered like faint rose petals.

“Love you, little mouse,” he murmured, voice gravelly and wrecked in the best way.  Tilly hummed, a contented sound that vibrated against his chest. 
“Love you more, masked bandit.” Her words slurred with exhaustion and bliss.

The room settled into a warm, heavy quiet, broken only by the soft ticking of the wall clock and the occasional drip of their mingled fluids onto the cushion beneath them.  Tilly’s breathing evened out first, small puffs against his throat.  Alex followed soon after, eyelids growing impossibly heavy as the day’s fatigue had finally and fully caught up with him.  His ringed tail draped over her hip like a living blanket.

They fell asleep tangled together, fur to fur, breath to breath, the scent of sex and dinner and devotion thick in the air around them.

Some indeterminate time later.  Minutes?  An hour?  It was whom Alex stirred first.  The room had dimmed; the lamp cast long, golden shadows across the floor.  Tilly was still curled against him, one paw tucked under her cheek, the other resting possessively over his heart.  He smiled drowsily, nuzzling the top of her head before gently disentangling himself.

She mumbled a sleepy protest as he slipped free, but her eyes cracked open when he scooped her up bridal-style.

“Shh,” he whispered, carrying her toward the bathroom.  “We’re a mess, sweetheart.  Let’s fix that.”

The shower came on with a soft hiss of water.  Steam quickly filled the small tiled space as Alex set her on her feet, steadying her when her knees wobbled.  They undressed each other with lazy tenderness.  Her fingers fumbling with the buttons of his black shirt, his paws easing the red-ribboned top over her head, skirt sliding down her brown-furred thighs.  The water was hot, perfect, cascading over them in soothing sheets.

They washed each other slowly.  Soap suds traced creamy paths down her cream-white tummy fur, over the subtle swell where his cum still lingered inside her.  He knelt to rinse between her legs with careful fingers, earning a soft, appreciative shiver.  She returned the favor, lathering his sheath and softening cock, then scrubbing the day’s musk from his striped tail with playful tugs that made him rumble laughter against her ear.

Clean at last, fur fluffed and sweet-smelling of vanilla body wash, they stepped out, toweling each other dry.  Tilly wrapped herself in one of his oversized hoodies, the sleeves swallowing her paws, the hem brushing mid-thigh.  Alex pulled on fresh boxers and a loose tee, too comfortable to bother with more.

They returned to the living room.  The couch cushions bore faint evidence of their earlier activities; Alex tossed a throw blanket over the worst of it, then flopped down with a contented groan.  Tilly crawled in after him, nestling immediately into his side with her head on his chest, one leg thrown over his, fluffy tail curling around his waist like it belonged there.

He grabbed the remote, flicked on the TV, and scrolled until a familiar comfort movie appeared.  It was some old animated adventure show, bright colors, and zero stakes.  Perfect background noise.

Tilly sighed happily as the opening credits rolled, her yellow eyes already drooping again.  “This is nice,” she murmured, nuzzling deeper into his fur.  “Just us.  Quiet.  Warm.”

Alex kissed the top of her head, arm tightening around her shoulders.  “Best part of the day,” he agreed softly.  “Right here.”

The movie played on, light flickering across their entwined forms.  Tilly’s breathing slowed once more, peaceful and even.  Alex stayed awake a little longer, simply watching her.  His small, fierce, filthy, perfect girlfriend before his own eyes grew heavy.

They drifted again, this time cuddled close under the blanket, the gentle murmur of the film and the steady beat of each other’s hearts lulling them into a contented, dreamless rest.  The world outside could wait.  For now, everything that mattered was right here, wrapped in each other’s arms.
