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Callie sighed. A glass of red wine in her hand, she gazed wistfully across the bar at the young couple laughing at the far end. In her mind's eye, the calico put the two corgis at probably around 22 or 23, the same age as when—
She sighed again, clasped her wine glass in both hands, and stared into it.
She had been that young once. In fact, she wasn't even five years older than they were, if she'd guessed their age correctly. And yet, the events of the last year had aged her, she thought. Was the encroachment of her white hairs onto the orange and black on her chin as obvious to everybody else as it was to her? Did the loss of youthful spark in her eyes act as a warning beacon to others? In certainly did to her. And, even if people could overlook all that, the trials of pregnancy certainly committed crimes so unforgivable that no male could possibly find her attractive the moment she pulled her panties down and revealed the indelible mark birth had left on her.
Not that she wanted another male anyway. Her soulmate—
She winced, her hand going involuntarily to her chest.
You're in public, she reminded herself. Gritting her teeth and pushing herself to breathe through the heart-crushing tightness, she recomposed herself, then downed her glass in a single, long gulp and gestured to the bartender for a refill.
She had been sitting this way for about half an hour, increasingly hunched over her glass, despondent, and regretting her decision to come out at all—what was the point anyway?—when she felt someone brush past her.
She would have ignored it; plenty others had brushed past her already, but something in the back of her mind twinged, and she glanced over, then up, to see a Rottweiler looking back at her.
Embarrassed at having been caught looking, she hastily averted her gaze and stared at her wine glass, intent on counting the individual tannins.
"Well!" a voice said beside her. "Hello, good-looking!"
Callie did a double-take, whipping her head to look at the stool beside her, where the rottweiler had seated herself. The effects of the alcohol had started to take hold, and Callie cocked her head and stared a little more overtly than she had been was taught was polite.
The rottweiler seemed to be few inches taller than Callie. She had a solid build with large arms but also had a bit of pudge around the belly. If the canine hadn't had breasts, Callie would have described her build as that of a "muscular dad bod". And yet, the rottie's tits were bigger than Callie's own.
"Never seen a herm before?" the rottweiler asked, raising a knowing eyebrow.
Recognition flashed in Callie's eyes, which she quickly averted in embarrassment.
"I–I'm sorry," she stammered. "I know better than that. I just—"
Callie felt a finger on her chin, gently returning her gaze to the rottweiler's face.
"No worries, Doll. I'm used to it. I'm Liam."
Callie blushed and tentatively shook the paw Liam offered to her. To her surprise, Liam pulled her arm forward and gently kissed the back of her hand before letting her go.
Surprise, delight, impostor syndrome, and self-consciousness paraded through Callie's mind as she slowly withdrew her hand, the brush of Liam's lips still palpable on her wrist.
"I–I'm flattered," she managed. "Nice to meet you."
"That's a pretty name, Flattered," Liam said with a grin and a teasing wink.
Callie blushed crimson.
"O–oh, I'm sorry, I–I'm Callie."
"Callie Flattered," Liam said, bowing as low as the stool would let her, "Very pleased to make your acquaintance."
"Are you always this charming?" Callie blurted, then brought her paw to her mouth. "S–sorry, that's the wine talking," she added.
"The wine is quite complimentary," Liam replied. "Perhaps it should talk more often."
Callie put the wine glass down and buried her face in her paws, moaning in frustration. This Liam person seemed really nice, and she was totally blowing her chance.
She felt a hand on her shoulder and peeked her eye out to look from behind her hand.
"Word of advice, Callie?" Liam asked gently. "Relax."
As if hypnotized by a single word, Callie felt the apprehension and self-doubt melt away from her. Before long, she and Liam were exchanging friendly banter. It was almost two hours before Callie happened to glance at her watch.
"Oh!" she said, her tail fluffing out in surprise. "I–I'm sorry, Liam, but I need to get home and make dinner."
"What are we having?" Liam teased.
Callie started. She hadn't planned on having company tonight, but Liam was charming and witty, and Callie enjoyed her company very much. Why shouldn't she invite the rottie over?
"Coq au vin," she said, cocking her head. "Do you like it?"
Liam raised her eyebrows in surprise. "A beauty like you who can cook? How are you still single?"
Callie's face clouded. "It, uh, it's a long story," she said.
"Aw, hey, I didn't mean to spoil the mood," Liam said, brushing her knuckles over Callie's cheek. "You don't have to tell me if you don't want to."
Callie's heart fluttered. "M–maybe over dinner?" she said.
Liam raised her eyebrows again. "Are you inviting me on a date?" she teased.
Callie blushed. "I–if you want to," she said.
"I'd be delighted."
They paid their tabs—Liam offered to pay, but Callie politely declined—and then Callie stood to leave.
"Whoa," Liam said, catching her as she stumbled. "You, uh, you safe to drive?"
"It's not far," Callie said. "I–I'm just a little out of sorts; it's not every day you meet a cute herm rottweiler."
"I have that effect on people," Liam teased, winking.
They made it out to their cars, Callie gave Liam the address, and soon, they were both at Callie's apartment. Callie let Liam inside and then immediately went to the refrigerator to grab the chicken she'd had marinading all day.
"So," Liam asked as Callie worked, "How are you still single?"
Callie hesitated, then grabbed a bottle of wine off the rack and deftly opened it.
"It's... a long story," she said.
"So you said," Liam replied, leaning forward.
Callie brought the bottle to her lips and took a drink, then finished putting the sautéed mushrooms, lardons, chicken, garlic, and reduced wine sauce into a pot, put the pot in the oven, and came and sat next to her at the table.
"I'm a widow," she said at last.
"Oh?" Liam asked, taking the bottle she offered and taking a swig.
"My husband, Francis, was killed in a car crash... one year ago today. I've been trying to keep it together for Tawni, but it's been awfully hard. As young as she is, I think she's lucky she never knew him."
Liam started to reply, then thought better of it, got up, and hugged her instead.
"I miss him so much," Callie murmured as she buried her face in the rottweiler's arms.
"I think we're going to need more of these," Liam said, holding up the now-empty bottle.
Two bottles and 45 minutes later, dinner was ready, Callie was slurring, and Liam was doing her best to keep the calico distracted from the anniversary of her husband's death, a task made much easier the more wine Callie drank.
They sat down to eat, and Callie brought out the coq au vin with some mashed potatoes and bread. Even through the intoxication of several bottles' worth of wine, Liam was impressed by the flavor.
"Wow, Francis was a lucky guy," Liam said, leaning forward to put a hand on Callie's shoulder.
Was it something about Liam's voice? The way her paw grasped Callie's shoulder? Maybe it was just the wine. Nevertheless, Callie felt a blush spreading from her nose outward. Her cheeks, ears, and neck all felt warm, and as she looked into Liam's eyes, Callie felt herself biting her lip.
"Oh, um, hey, where's the bathroom?" Liam asked presently. "That, uh, that wine is going straight through me."
Callie blinked, cocked her head, and frowned. Her mind was foggy, but she was sure Liam had been hinting at intimacy... hadn't she?
A little bewildered, she shook her head and gestured down the hall.
"Down the hall, to the left," she said, her disappointment evident.
"Aww, don't begrudge me a little trip to the toilet," Liam teased, stroking her cheek. "I'll be back."
Encouraged, Callie watched her go, then looked around at the dirty dinner dishes, rose, and stumbled off to the kitchen to start cleaning up, moving on auto-pilot.
*************
Liam had not intended to hook up today, but when she saw the cute calico sitting all by herself, well, she wasn't about to turn down an opportunity. The chat had been entertaining—Liam loved bantering, especially when she had an appreciative audience—and the free dinner (especially such a tasty one) had been a welcome surprise.
But now, she really needed to piss. She hadn't wanted to interrupt Callie while she was telling her story, but now that sufficient time had passed, she was about to float away.
And, two or three bottles of wine had left their mark on her, too. Stumbling a bit as she pushed her chair in, she leaned a bit on the hall wall and looked foggily at a family picture of Callie standing beside a young black tom, a fuzzy black kitten in her arms. 
It was a good picture; Callie looked positively radiant. 
Liam might have taken more time to look at it, but her penis was throbbing with the need to urinate, and she hastily felt her way down the hall and ducked into the first door she could find.
Once inside, she cocked her head quizzically. The room was not decorated at all like a bathroom. The toilet looked an awful lot like a crib, and the bathtub seemed to resemble a dresser. Nevertheless, she trudged in, already fumbling with her fly. As she stepped up to the crib, she saw a small, black, fuzzy kitten there, lying on her back and sleeping soundly.
She looks a lot like Callie, Liam thought. 
Her cock sprang loose as she undid the button on her jeans and began twitching as she thought about the calico not twenty feet from her in the other room. Within seconds, the throbbing urge to piss dulled, replaced by an even stronger urge. Despite her drunkenness, Liam reached down and carefully pulled the covers off the sleeping kitten with one paw while the other went to lightly stroke her pulsing prick. Her breathing grew ragged.
She hunched over and slipped her member between the bars of the crib. The soft fabric of the covers felt delicious on the underside of her cock. She pushed her hips forward until the tip of her prick brushed against the kitten's foot.
Gosh, it's so soft... Liam thought hazily, absent-mindedly giving herself another stroke through the crib-bars. 
Chewing her lip with anticipation, she leaned further forward, pressing her balls against the crib. She could feel the kitten's legs under her glans. 
How easy it would be to just swallow her up...  
Liam shuddered, fantasizing about the feeling of the kitten's soft warmth slipping down her urethra.
Her cock twitched again, and in her addled mind, having that feeling for herself suddenly became paramount. 
She lifted up on the balls of her feet, stretching up to tiptoes and thrusting forward fully while lightly grasping the tip of her cock and using her thumb and forefinger to spread her urethra open wide.
The kitten's feet slipped inside, one then the other. Bony and unyielding yet soft and tapered, they acted like guides, angling the still-sleeping kitten's lower body towards the center of the rottweiler's urethra. Liam let out an ecstatic gasp, feeling the kitten's soft fur brush inside of her.
It's been too long...
Any compunctions against what she was about to do vanished. Like someone stranded on a desert island suddenly presented with a banquet, she bucked her hips forward, quickly devouring the kitten up to her tail. 
The kitten stirred.
*************
Tawni was fast asleep, her dreams strange but up until now, pleasant. In her current dream, she was sliding down a seemingly endless, undulating wave of pink satin. She could see the glint and sheen around her, and she could almost feel its slippery, smooth surface sliding past her. She squealed in excitement as she came to a steep drop-off, flew off the edge, then fell twenty feet before landing on the silky material again and starting to slide once more. This had been going on for what seemed like ages, a delightful back-and-forth of sliding and falling. Every time she fell, she changed orientations, sometimes riding down the slide feet-first, sometimes face-first, sometimes backwards. But then, as she was about to fly off another ledge, something reached out and grabbed her back legs. She looked behind her to see a black, sticky, glossy monster made of ichor devouring her feet, slowly sucking her in inch by inch while its red eyes glinted greedily. Tawni struggled and tried to kick, but the monster had a vise-like grip on her; anything it swallowed might as well have been cast in concrete. 
Squeals of glee turned into shrieks of terror as she fought and thrashed, clawing at the monster and trying to pull it off of her as it crawled up her torso, swallowing feet and legs, then even her tail. She tried to fight it, but it caught one hand then the other. She struggled and began to cry out, but before long, the relentless ooze had even swallowed her head. Yanked from her slippery pink slide and plunged into sticky, oppressive darkness, she cried out and begged for her mommy to save her.
*************
Liam shuddered. The kitten was up to her neck inside the rottie's cock, and the amount of pleasure she got from feeling the stretching and squirming was indescribable. It was, in many ways, better than fucking. Her balls were already shuddering and churning in anticipation of the meal they were about to receive, which in itself felt good. The rubbing against the inside of her urethra felt a bit like stroking herself from the outside but far more sensitive and titillating, while the accompanying stretch felt a little bit like the best parts of being fucked in the ass and pussy at the same time. Together, they made her throw her head back in euphoria as the skin on the outside of her cock writhed in time to the kitten's feeble sleep-struggling.
Suddenly, Liam felt something sharp poke against the inside of her cock.
"Ooh," she breathed, "Kitten just woke up."
*************
Feeling something squeezing her chest, Tawni woke up in a panic and immediately tried to bring her paws to her throat, but something was wrong. She couldn't move; just like in her dream, it was dark—so very dark—and she was trapped!
"Mommy!" she cried, thrashing and kicking, desperately trying to free her arms, which were pinned at her sides.
*************
"Ooh," Liam whispered hoarsely, "That feels really good. Shame it won't last," she added, knowing all too well that once the kitten made it to her balls, things would be over quickly.
As the kitten thrashed inside rottweiler's cock, her cries muffled by a thick layer of flesh and skin, Liam suddenly remembered that she needed to get back to her host. The urge to piss had mostly subsided by this point as the kitten's squirming sent thrills of pleasure up and down the rottie's spine, and Liam, still not very with it, turned and returned to the kitchen.
She found Callie washing dishes with her back to the door. Unsheathed, unclothed cock twitching, Liam slipped up behind her, wrapped her arms around the calico, and ground her member against the feline's buttocks.
Callie gasped, nearly dropping the plate she was washing.
"Ooh, Liam," she murmured. "Going to the bathroom put you in the mood, did it?" she teased, her curling tail brushing tantalizingly over the rottie's writhing, kitten-stuffed penis.
Liam let out a guttural grunt in response.
"Well, you're gonna have to wait until I finish the dishes," Callie said coyly. "I can't just drop what I'm doing for strange herms I meet in the bar, you know."
In answer, Liam slipped her paws around Callie's waist and deftly undid the clasp that held her pants up. 
Callie gasped, blushing.
"You are eager, aren't you?" she asked, a hint of panic washing over her as she realized that her secret was about to be revealed. "I–um, before we go any further"—she grasped Liam's roving fingers and squeezed them until they held still—"I have a confession to make. I–I mentioned it offhand, but I have a daughter, which means... well, you know..." she gestured to her groin as she looked over her shoulder. "Things aren't as tight as they  used to be."
Liam was silent for a moment, her hands frozen in place where Callie had squeezed them. 
Callie huffed. "I–I understand," she said, disappointed.
Liam's hands started moving again, slinking towards her waistband.
"Mm," the rottie growled in her ear. "You know what I think that means?"
"Wh–what?" Callie gasped.
"Means you're a mother I'd like to fuck."
Callie's eyes went wide as Liam's hips pushed her forward against the counter, the rottie's breasts feeling strangely cushion-like as they bent her forwards. In a deft movement, the rottweiler had the feline's pants and underwear down around her ankles and her cock thrust under the calico's tail.
"O–oh!" Callie gasped. "M–my, what a huge penis you have!"
"The better to breed you silly with, my dear," Liam teased, wrapping a paw around Callie's waist and slipping a finger over the feline's clit.
"Oh!" Callie cried, then quickly covered her mouth with both hands. "Sh–shh—we gotta be quiet, or we'll wake Tawni!"
Oh, she's awake, all right, Liam thought, for at that moment, Tawni was clawing the inside of her urethra with all four paws.
It felt amazing, and it made Liam really want to bury her penis in something warm, tight, and wet.
"I'm sure we can take care of her afterwards," Liam said. "For now, though... have you ever done it in the butt?"
*************
Between her orientation changing rapidly and without warning, the inability to move, and the increasing difficulty breathing, Tawni was terrified beyond words. Only a minute or two ago, she had been lying comfortably in bed. The next moment, she was raised almost vertically, and then seconds later, she was dropped below level and could feel the blood rushing from her feet into her head. Now she was near-horizontal again, but she was jerking forward and backward, as if she were in a car that kept hitting a wall.
"Mommy! Mommy!" she wailed for all she was worth.
She thought she heard her mother's voice, but it was muffled and heard to understand.
"Mommy!" she shrieked, "Help me!"
But then her mother's voice faded away. Frustrated, scared, and exhausted, she slumped and went still as she tried to catch her breath. Then she felt it, the sickening creep against her shoulders, the feeling of being swallowed whole. She flinched in horror and surprise, but after a few more struggles, she went limp again, resigned to just endure the squicky feeling while she regained her strength.
Her toes dipped into something that felt wet. She grimaced and tried to pull her legs out, but they were held fast. Her toes began to itch, and she squeezed them together and tried to use one to scratch the one adjacent to it. The wetness crept up to the ball of her foot, then to her ankle. The itching started to burn a bit, like chafing skin. She let out an uncomfortable whimper and struggled harder, trying to assuage the itching, burning that was now creeping up her calves.
*************
Liam was awfully glad Callie was adventurous. In no time at all, she had lifted the feline's tail and poked her tapered prick up into the cat's tight, puckered hole. The heat under the calico's tail was exactly what the doctor ordered, and Liam thrust forward involuntarily.
"Oh!" Callie gasped. "Y–you like it r–rough?"
She was answered by a brisk pull-out followed by a sharp shove that banged her thighs against the cabinets.
If there was anything Callie could have wished from her late husband, it was that he could have been a little more aggressive with her. Feeling Liam thrusting into her now was pushing just the right button, and as the rottie grabbed the hair on her head and pulled backwards, she opened her mouth and let out a feral yowl.
Behind her, Liam pulled back and thrust in again, even harder than before. The rottie's hips began to pump like a jackhammer, her cock stroking into and out of Callie's ass like a piston.
*************
The burning, itching sensation was intensifying, and it had already spread all the way up Tawni's legs and into her groin. Now writhing and crying piteously, she begged her mother—whose voice she clearly heard—to save her, but all in vain. Increasing, stinging pain began to spread up her legs in the wake of the milder burn, feeling as if she were being fried alive. The wet feeling that had preceded all of this had reached her neck.
With a sudden jerk, she felt herself fall down into a pool of the stuff. The claustrophobic squeezing feeling she'd experienced before was gone, yet she was still in pitch darkness and felt herself drowning in a deep pool of the caustic liquid. Sputtering, she flailed and managed to get her head above the surface.
Seconds later, though, the fierce burning struck her all over. She began yelping and shrieking in pain as she rubbed her sides, her arms, her legs, her groin, trying to quench the burns that stung over and over again.
*************
Callie's eyes rolled back in her head. Bent over the kitchen sink, she panted as she felt Liam rear back for another stroke.
"Mommy!"
The voice was faint, nearly inaudible, but clearly sounded like Tawni.
Callie stiffened and started to lean up.
"D–did you hear that?" she asked.
"Hm?" Liam asked.
The rottie's cock buried itself balls-deep inside of her. Callie gasped, her back arching and her tail curling as the dog's knot inflated inside of her, knotting her in place while against her buttocks, the quivering of the canine's balls made her blush with pride.
"Y–you're really into this?" she asked.
"Mm," Liam panted, "You have no idea!"
*************
Phew. Made it in time.
The rottweiler breathed a sigh of relief as she knotted the calico. In her balls, she could feel the kitten kicking and thrashing in her struggle to stay alive. It felt wonderful, like having her balls caressed and massaged from the inside while the kitten's mother milked her cock from the outside. Liam was reluctant to bring it to an end, but she knew that things could get dicey if she started to cum with undigested food.
Closing her eyes, she focused on the lusciously full feeling in her balls and flexed her cock.
*************
All of a sudden, the burning intensified tenfold. Tawni shrieked in pain as her skin began to dissolve. Mercifully, the sudden increase in digestive power meant she didn't have to suffer long. Burning pain filled her mind, so intense that her muscles seized up. She quit thrashing, and her head went below the surface. But before she could drown, she had already dissolved.
*************
Liam felt the thumping in her balls intensify and then the sudden stillness. She let out a satisfied sigh as she leaned forward and wrapped her arms around Callie's shoulders. The feeling of fullness in her balls following a freshly digested meal was without equal, and knowing what came afterwards made it even more delicious. Liam held back as long as she could, squeezing her pelvic floor muscles for all she was worth. The longer she could hold it, she knew, the more intense and pleasurable it would be when she finally let go. And so, she gritted her teeth, and pretty soon, her whole body was quivering from the effort of holding back.
*************
For her part, Callie was riding too high on the feeling of dog knot inside her ass to notice anything out of the ordinary. Beneath the euphoria of sex, beneath the fog of wine, she couldn't help feeling a tinge of wistfulness as the dog's balls quit twitching behind her. But, she would not have to suffer for long.
About 53 seconds after digesting Tawni, Liam couldn't hold back anymore. Letting out a guttural bark, she grabbed Callie's shoulder in her jaws and bit down as her cock erupted.
Callie's eyes bulged, feeling the sudden pain in her shoulder combine with the sharp surge of pressure in her rectum.
"O–oh!" she cried.
As Callie started to cum, Liam reached forward, grabbed the cat's clit in her fingers, and pinched.
"OH!" Callie yowled.
Dog cum mixed with digested kitten flooded into her bowels. The increased pressure sent goosebumps up her spine just as Liam's fingers found her clit and turned the pleasure up to 11. Callie saw stars as she came hard, doubling over and squirting all over Liam's still-pumping balls, and then she went limp, suspended by her hips against the counter and Liam's teeth around her shoulder. Her eyes crossed, and she babbled incoherently as the rottie pumped squirt after squirt—so much cum—into her.
*************
Liam groaned, her legs wobbling with each squirt of her balls. Every squirt felt great in itself, but Callie's ass rubbing against her cock and squeezing her knot felt impossibly good. She rode out her orgasm for a long time, but finally, she relaxed her jaws and let Callie slump onto the counter.
"Enjoy yourself?" she asked.
"Mm," Callie replied woozily.
With that most immediate need handled, Liam suddenly remembered the reason she'd left the kitchen in the first place. With her knot stuck in the feline and likely to stay that way for a good half-hour, she pursed her lips, then shrugged and let loose.
"More to come," she murmured as alcohol-tainted piss flooded into the feline's belly, mixing with her daughter's remains.
*************
Callie's eyes snapped open.
"O–ooh," she said with a mixture of surprise, discomfort, and a hint of masochistic pleasure. "Wh–what is that?"
She had never felt such an astringent sensation in her ass before, but from the accompanying heat and volume, she had a hunch she knew what was going on.
"Sorry," Liam said behind her, "I couldn't hold it anymore."
Another wave of goosebumps traced its way up Callie's back, then centered itself just above her right temple. She could feel herself bloating, could feel her belly being expanded against the unyielding surface of the counter, yet there was something that felt so good about it that she began to tremble.
Grinning, Liam adjusted her grip on the cat's clit and slipped a finger into her folds.
Callie came again, accompanied by a wanton yowl.
*************
Some thirty minutes later, Liam felt her knot beginning to subside. She had dozed off, leaning on Callie's back, and now, coming to, she adjusted her stance and prepared to pull out.
"We're gonna make such a mess," a very drunk but very relaxed Callie murmured.
"Just tighten up as soon as I'm out," Liam said. "Ready?"
"No."
"One, two..."
Callie started awake just in time. She gritted her teeth as she felt Liam pull back, felt the rottweiler's not-fully-deflated knot pull hard against her anus. With a gasp, the feline let go, and the canine pulled out, accompanied by a splash of piss that splattered all over the floor. 
But, that was it. 
Callie squeezed her ass closed, then shivered from the exertion and the weird feeling of trying to hold back so much liquid.
She took a step back to catch her balance, then grimaced at feeling the warm, wet liquid between her paw-pads.
"Why don't we... go someplace more comfortable?" she suggested.
Liam followed her to the bedroom, and they both sprawled out on the bed.
"You need to go, um, let that out?" Liam asked.
Callie thought about it, then shook her head. 
"It, um, feels kind of nice," she said.
"Kinky girl," Liam said, grinning. "I like it."
She leaned forward, and Callie sighed contentedly as their lips met. Before long, they were making out on the bed, Liam on top and grazing her fingers over Callie's very-full belly just enough to titillate the feline before flopping down beside her. Callie, curious about the canine cock that had been knotted inside of her, began to nurse it.
*************
Liam bucked, her eyes rolling back as Callie's rough tongue played over her sensitive glans. The cat had also started to fondle her balls, but Liam had other plans in mind. Gently reaching down, she took Callie's hand and moved it lower.
Callie gasped, her eyes widening on feeling Liam's pussy.
"It takes two to herm," Liam teased.
Callie squeezed her own legs together as the rottweiler teased her clit, and then she began sucking Liam's cock and rubbing her pussy.
"Ooh," Liam panted, "I–I might need to go again."
Callie grinned and rubbed harder.
A few seconds later, the thickest cum she'd ever tasted flooded into her mouth. It was less bitter than she remembered, and much thicker, almost as thick as honey though not as sticky, and it tasted savory, hearty even. For a moment, she wondered whether she was just burping up the coq au vin, but the taste was definitely different. There was something familiar and comforting about the taste, too, like when her mother brought her soup when she was sick. And, for Liam having just gotten off a few minutes before, there was a surprising amount of it. It didn't come out with the ferocity of a fire hose, yet the steady dribble was more than enough to quickly fill her mouth, let her swallow, and then fill her mouth again.
"You know, that's the best-tasting cum I've ever had," she said.
"Mm?" Liam murmured, her eyes fluttering open. "I, uh, I'm glad."
The cuddled together, and Callie, fascinated by Liam's breasts, played with them until she drifted off to sleep.
*************
The sun's rays through the blinds woke Callie, and for the first time in over a year, she yawned and stretched luxuriously. She couldn't remember the last time she'd been able to wake up on her own without Tawni waking her up.
"Poor girl must have been so tired," she murmured to herself.
"Hm?"
Callie jerked in surprise, then looked over to see Liam sprawled next to her. She smiled and watched the sleeping rottweiler before getting a mischievous idea.
Scooting down to the canine's midsection, she gave the rottweiler's prodigious morning wood a few teasing laps and then locked her jaws around it and began sucking and gently licking for all she was worth. It wasn't long before the rottie's balls quivered.
Callie's head shot back in surprise as a much thinner, sharper spurt of cum hit the back of her throat.
"Sampling the goods without me?" Liam teased, opening her eyes and looking at her.
"It tastes different," Callie said.
"Must have been your amazing cooking last night," Liam replied.
"Can it do that?" Callie asked.
"We'll have to try it and see."
Callie grinned and rolled her eyes. "It'll have to wait until later," she said. "I need to get Tawni up. I'm sure she's hungry after sleeping all night."
"Before you go," Liam said, reaching forward and squeezing her hand, "I really enjoyed last night. Just wanted you to know."
Callie smiled. "I did, too," she said. "Let me go check on Tawni."
Liam sighed and pursed her lips, then roused herself hurriedly.
By the time a panicked screech came from the room across the hall from the bathroom, Liam's car was already turning out of the neighborhood.

