"Rockruff used tackle!!" the puppy pokemon Mica announced, chest down and curlfluff tail high for his most dramatic preparation bow. He launched himself forward with a panting self-narration. "Wow he's so fast!! Unbelievable!!" he barked as he cut to the right, the left, dirt flying up away from the powerful impact of his paws. In a practical blur of lightning reflexes he launched himself into the air for a flying mega tackle, wailing "IT'S SUPER EFFECT--".


His battle cry was cut off suddenly by a facial impact into the big fluffy mitt of a Lycanroc's paw, shot forward to snatch him from the air. Hypnotic pink eyes glared down, half lidded. A wicked grin split the midnight Lycan's face, revealing a glistening crescent of razor sharp fangs. "Ah, we meet again PUP!" she bellowed. The crazed beast chuckled darkly and menacingly flexed her claws around the small dog’s head as he struggled fruitlessly for his life.


"Ow!" he yelped, yanking his head back suddenly and bracing his small paws against the massive claws to pry them off. The Lycanroc’s ears twitched and she promptly released him, blinking down at the little ruffpup who shook his head hard and held his ear.


"You ok?" she asked, head tilted slightly, only a little concerned since he seemed fine.


Rubbing his ear with a paw, the Rockruff frowned up at his big sister, Janus. "About sliced my ear off," he grumbled, smashing the supposedly injured ear against his head. "Jerk." The Lycanroc's grin returned. She rolled her eyes and lightly shoved the much smaller Mica, causing him to tumble dramatically. After performing one too many rolls for the strength of the shove he sprung to his paws and dropped into a combat ready posture, flashing a puppy fanged smirk up at her "Now you're finished!"


Janus watched him and smiled inwardly, her heart brimming with love. In the sunlight the gemstone rocks that dotted his neck glinted like fire, little drops of amber that caught flecks of gold. Those rocks were their line’s own secret club, a spectacular gift of their lineage, unique to them and them alone. They didn’t seem to behave any different than the dark and dull rocks that were common for rockdogs, but they were sure impressive. Her own rocks were every bit as stunning, she was sure.. under the layers of scuff marks and scratches caused by a successful battle arena career. Mica's were something else entirely. As a show pup Mica's rocks were faceted to catch the light and buffed to a mirror shine, that little tumbled shiny everstone set into the central rock so it seemed outlined in flames. It was so stunning how the light reflected over his little white ruff and his coat was always so ridiculously puppy soft and he always smelled so...


While Janus stood staring off into space, Mica crept closer. The pup crawled on his belly slow and silent until he was right between the towering Lycanroc’s forelegs and then attacked! Janus snapped back to reality with a yelp, genuinely startled by the small mass of tawny fur exploding up toward her face. Although she instantly realized it was only Mica it was too late to save her balance, so she let herself fall back into the soft grass, defeated. Mica, propelled by the force of his pounce, fell forward over her, barely catching himself when he crashed onto her upturned belly.


Their hearts simultaneously skipped a beat as the momentum of the pup's pounce slid him forward just a little more than either expected. His sheath for a mere instant lightly butted up against her warm spade before they both tensed reflexively, breaking the contact. Mica stood frozen in place, front paws to either side of his sister's hips. Did.. she notice that? He peered sheepishly up at the rigid Lycanroc and she in turn stared pointedly off at nothing, a bright red blush burning under the short white fur of her face.


Janus hoped that her nervous trembling was not too noticeable as she lay tensely pinned by him, waiting to see how he would react. He noticed. His mind swam. Why wasn’t she throwing him off of her? Janus kept her face turned away, lost in her own rush of thoughts, reasoning with herself that it's not like she's really doing anything wrong if she doesn't mind his little warm soft belly pushed up against her own, right? What's the harm in that? If she didn’t want to move and he didn’t want to move then what's wrong with that?

Janus cautiously relaxed, her muscles and willpower both too tired to continue pulling away. Secretly, she wished he would do the same. More secretly, she wished he would curl his small form around her pelvis and drive himself into her. She surprised herself with the thought. How many times had she been presented opportunities to breed and never had an interest, and now that’s what comes to mind with her own brother?? Her blush deepened and she tensed in shame at what a freak she must be to think such things.. and yet, the heat radiating from him and the idea of his little sheath hovering just a breath away from her made her heart race. Her muzzle parted for a lusting little huff before she could catch herself and then it instantly snapped shut, eyes closing and paws shooting to her snout to block out her embarrassment.


Mica's heart leaped into his throat, all at once ecstatic and terribly embarrassed and overwhelmed with a need like he'd never imagined was even possible. Since she relaxed he forced himself to do the same, letting his sheath very slowly return to that position against her. As soon as he felt the warm swell of heat nestled between her haunches he stopped again, blue eyes scanning up her tight muscled, densely furred, powerful form. His sheath bulged with a little twitch that sent a thin clear stream of pre jetting from his peaking cocktip to splash against the thin slit of her opening. She, still hiding her face, bent her hind legs, faintly rubbing the soft fur of her inner thighs against both of his sides and instinctively adjusting the angle of her hips to grant him easy entry.

They stayed frozen there for one of those moments that felt like a lifetime, hearts both pounding and neither entirely sure if the other would even go through with it. The Rockruff was the one to break the stillness, leaning his little snout down to his sister’s tense stomach, dragging a small warm lick through the soft fur. Janus closed her eyes tightly and breathed a faint shaky whimper, a sound Mica wasn’t actually sure if he’d ever heard her make before. His long tail fell into soft happy wagging and he licked again, this time also arching his back slightly so that the slippery thin tip of his penis slid smoothly from the warm hammock of its sheath and into the silk fire of his big sister’s perfect, absolutely untouchable, slicked onyx spade.

Small brown paws curled against the ground as he fell into the much bigger Lycanroc, his small form folding nearly in half to push himself as deep as be could reach as fast as he could reach. Instantly overwhelmed by instinct, his body seemed to start moving with a mind of its own, small hips bucking again and again. The Lycanroc’s muzzle spread in a wide gaping grin as she panted shallowly at the long fantasized sensation of the pup’s eager rhythmic humping. She let her hands fall away from her still blushing face to instead cup around his, claws very gently curled against the fur of his jawline before she pet over his whole head. Mica nuzzled and lapped distractedly back at the petting paws, his knot swelling enough to begin lewdly popping in and out of the Lycanroc’s tight wet internal grip with small gushes of his thin precum that soaked through their fur and marked the grass below their union.

It wasn’t long before Mica’s knot was getting too big to withdraw, requiring more effort and starting to test the elasticity of Janus’s small un-stretched vulva, each thrust making it more and more unlikely that he would fit back inside her again. Realizing the need to act, the Lycanroc’s paws slid down the ruffpup’s back, curling over his hips to press him firmly down against her. The Rockruff gave a begging whine, confused, and he pushed his hind paws against the grass in an effort to keep thrusting. Holding him in place, the much larger lycan leaned forward, stretching her neck to nuzzle the side of his face. She drug a long lick over the base of his ear and soothingly rumbled, “just trust me”nearly inaudibly into it.

Mica shivered and nodded, leaning his forehead against his sister’s cheek and relaxing as much as he could with his dick harder than it had ever been in his life, probably about to burst, throbbing overwhelmingly in the clenching soft grip of her steaming heat. Janus nuzzled the pup one more time, pressing her nose to his forehead for an adoring kiss. She held there a good while, until he got too big and the pressure of his knot became uncomfortable for the position. She brought her paws back up to his chin to lift his head, looking into his eyes. “I’m going to turn. Don’t be worried, ok? It will feel good, I promise,” she assured him gently. He nodded absently, lost in the hazy bliss of his throbbing and the pulsing little spurts of precum shooting through his length and making her twitch around him each time.

Once again the Lycanroc dabbed a small loving lick on the pup’s forehead and then in one smooth motion that she wasn’t even sure she understood the urge to do, she rolled herself over onto all fours, tugging the little rockpup up off his hindpaws briefly. Mica gasped, pulled backwards suddenly by his knot which shot a rush of pleasure through every nerve of his body. His eyes rolled back, tongue falling from his hanging jaw with an odd groaning yip that would have completely embarrassed him under normal circumstances. Janus looked back quickly at the sound and barely managed to stop a laugh of absolute delight at his little blissful face, inner walls flexed to give him a good squeeze and herself a little rush of tingling to shiver over.

Janus had to nearly lay on her belly to adjust for Mica’s small stature, but eventually his paws found the grass again, taking the pressure off of the back of his knot. The puppy pokemon arched in reaction, pulling to try to get that tugging sensation back and drawing out a quiet growl of a moan from Janus as she clenched her teeth toward the ground. The rocky swell of his knot pressed perfectly against her buried clit so that each heartbeat pulse under thin flesh triggered a reflexive twitch of muscles and a rush of the most amazing sensations all through her body. When she twitched it squeezed all the way around his length, causing him to twitch back.

The sensations built endlessly on each other until with a barked release of a breath he didn’t realize he was holding his first real breeding orgasm broke over the edge of self control like a rockslide. A pent up torrent of thick hot cum burst forth into the deepest parts of his sister’s tunnel with enough force that it caught her off guard, not that she really knew what it was supposed to feel like. The mixed sensations of pleasure and heat and admittedly a bit of pain had her soaring but admittedly it was the thought of his enjoyment that did it for her. The absolute thrill of observing how overtaken by carnal urge her sweet beautiful little permanent puppy brother was tipped the lycan over her own orgasmic precipice. She internally clamped down around his still rock hard knot, muscles deeper in fluttering a milking undulation over the length and his slightly flared tip to the tune of a baying howl muffled into her paws and the grass.

Back at their camp, their trainer jumped to attention on hearing his prized fighting pokemon’s distant shout. He was sure it was her, he’d know her howl anywhere, but he had no idea what could have caused her to make a cry like that! He was pretty sure she was just in the field nearby a minute ago playing with Mica! They must be in real trouble, he thought as he frantically snatched up his backpack and apologized to his company. “Sorry guys I’ll be back,” he stammered quickly, already starting to jog off toward the field where he last saw them, “I think Janus and Mica are in trouble!” he yelled back as he dashed out of earshot. His friends looked around to each other concerned and the youngest piped up to ask, ”shouldn’t we go help him find them?” before her pokemon, a rather tall and leafy Grovyle patted her head and shook his own, exchanging a knowing glance with the other pokemon assembled.

“Janus! Mica!” the call drifted to Janus’ ears first and Mica’s soon after. The puppy pokemon’s whole body tensed as he shot a horrified look to his big sister… who still had a big fangy self satisfied grin. The rockpup yanked to free himself in a panic, causing them both to stumble to the side a bit, thoroughly stuck. The Lycanroc grunted pleasantly at the pressure and chuckled softly, stretching her forelegs out into the grass. “Well looks like you’re busted,” she yipped back to him, a playfully taunting bounce to her tone. The pup groaned and thudded his own front half to the ground, defeated and enjoying the entrancing comfortable sensations of being tied too much to worry about the inevitable. “You started it,” he muttered into the grass, allowing his rear to slowly slide down until he was practically dangling by his knot. Janus simply grinned, flexing pelvic muscles to first give one more firm squeeze around his gradually shrinking knot and then once more to push him out with a loud plop and a messy gush of his and her fluids.

The Rockruff let himself flop down into the grass on his belly, his penis still far too big to actually go back in its sheath so it just swung out behind him on the ground. Janus stretched and turned to tend to her little brother, blinking at the sight. She had been really underestimating his size, she noted to herself, the everstone apparently ineffective on certain parts of anatomy… She scratched at her neck fur and tried to stave off any more blushing, glancing around at the treeline for their trainer but thankfully seeing nothing yet. “Hey Janus?” the pup barked sweetly as he rolled onto his back and stretched, his shiny bright pink member flopping onto his chest and half receding into its fluffy housing except for being a little rolled up.

“Hm?” she smiled down, settling back down on her belly to lay beside him, very carefully using the smooth edge of one claw to fix his little sheath and marveling a bit that it even all fits when the rest of his softened length slips back out of view.

“That was amazing” he said with a big puppy grin, eyes closed and a blush over his cheeks and through the pink lining of his floppy ears.

Janus beamed down at him, leaned over, and pressed the soft pad of her snout against his, her tongue rolling out in a warm engulfing kiss. “Love you pup.”

Their trainer burst from the woods and ran as fast as he could toward his poor pokemon, flinging himself at them with arms outstretched. “Are you guys alright??” he hugged them both tight before patting them over, jerking his hand back in disgust at the clinging mess on his Rockruff’s fur. “Ugh, what happened,” he mutters, wiping his hand on the grass. The two dog pokemon exchanged a glance and then burst into laughter, leaving their perplexed trainer to laugh confusedly along with them. “Well, I’m just glad you’re alright,” he said as he fished a towel and some water out of his backpack to clean Mica off, then he picked up the pup and offered a hand up to his Lycanroc. “I bet you guys are hungry!” he chirped, scratching behind the wagging Rockruff’s ears as the three of them set off back to camp.

THE END

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed reading this as much as I enjoyed writing it. :3

If you see any errors or have any suggestions, please let me know! 

