Marty sat on a bench by the grass. Loud music filled the night air and the scent of myriad booze was thick. The taste of cola and rum was distant on the great dane’s tongue as he nursed the same drink he’d poured when he got there. People he knew from high school and people he’d met only once or twice drank beer after beer around him. It wasn’t every day that your best friend turned eighteen. 
His parents had left the house alone for Liam – the birthday boy – and the party. The husky was doing shots by the pool, already stripped down to his underwear. “Hey, Marty!” He screamed, waving for his friend’s attention. Marty fixed his friend with a stare and watched the husky hump the air and gesture to the bikini-clad Labrador girl beside him. Marty chuckled and gave him a thumbs up. It wasn’t till the Labrador girl turned to see who Liam was gesturing to that he recognised her.

That had to be the Pete’s little sister, Abbie. Even from here he could see the early teen’s flat chest. Sure enough, the pair jumped into the pool and waded over the far corner. He had to wonder how many shots his friend had sunk. Not that it would take many shots to entice the clothes off the horny husky, even for a younger girl. She wasn’t the only younger girl floating around the party. He had to pretend that he hadn’t seen his own sister Hailey getting fingered by the drink fridge. He almost caught an unwanted look at her pussy as she assured him that she wasn’t going to drink.
The great dane finally polished off his flat, warm drink and stood up. In the dim light, he could just see his friend going at it in the pool. When he turned toward the drink fridge, he found his sister nowhere in sight. Breathing a sigh of relief, he set his empty glass down and set off for the toilet. The moment he stepped into the house, the din of revelry fell quiet. 

He padded along the dark hallway and slid the ajar bathroom door open. “Fuck,” came a drunk man’s voice. “Don’t you know how to knock?” The same man laughed. There was Pete, his trousers around his ankles and his waist pushed up against Hailey’s ass. 
“Fucking hell, Pete. You know she’s only thirteen, right?” Marty pushed past them and unzipped himself over the toilet. “Did you actually knot her?”

“Yeah,” Pete chuckled. “I didn’t think, her pussy is just that fucking hot.”

“Liam’s in the pool,” Marty said as he relieved himself. “With Abbie.”

“That fucker,” Pete laughed. “I’ll let him, just this once. Because it’s his birthday.”

When Marty turned around, he groaned. While he’d relieved himself, Pete had pulled out of Hailey and he had just looked straight into his kid sister’s gaping pussy. “Gross.” Marty zipped his jeans up and stepped past his sister.

“You’re just jealous,” Hailey teased as he strode back down the hall.

Marty came to a stop at the end of the hall. The festivities outside were going on just as they were before he left. The thought of his two best friends sleeping with each other’s sisters played in his mind. Even the sight of his sister’s pussy made his cock pulse to life. She’d let him do it, too. He knew that if he marched back down that hallway and pulled his dick out that his little sister would beg for it. She had begged him for it before. Every time her heat was on her, she begged for it.
He could go down to the pool and wait for Liam to finish, he thought. He and Abbie had been teasing each other since they were both kids. He turned away from the door and looked up the stairs. Without thinking about it or agreeing to it, he found himself at the top of the staircase. All of the doors but three were open. One was Liam’s room, one was the spare room setup for Marty and Pete. The three closed doors were the empty master bedroom, the bathroom and, finally, Cara’s room.

His steps were silent as he padded over. The pink sign that Cara and Liam’s parents had put there when she was four hung askew. He gave a gentle rap of his fingers on the hard wood and pushed the door open. “Cara?” His voice was a loud whisper.

“Go away.” Came the girl’s voice. “You’re drunk.”

Cara sat at the desk in the corner of her room. The only light was the glow of the computer screen. “I’m not drunk.” Marty said, “the party’s pretty boring, huh?”

“Yeah,” Cara sighed. “I guess you can come in.” Cara turned back to the computer. He stepped into her room and shut the door. Clothing and schoolwork were strewn about the carpeted floor.

Marty’s eyes quickly found a pair of discarded panties and felt his pulse quicken. “So, what are you up to?” Marty sat on her bed, clutching the pair of panties from the floor.

“Nothing.” Cara didn’t look at him. Images flashed on the screen in front of her. Marty looked at her closely and took a sniff of the panties in his hand.

The scent was faint, but they had definitely been used. “Remember Liam’s seventeenth birthday?” Marty’s cock tensed in his sheath.

“I suppose.” Cara took her paw off the mouse.

“That was back when you still liked pink.” Marty chuckled, but Cara groaned in disgust.

“I don’t know if you remember,” Marty dropped her panties and put his paws on his knees. “After dinner, everyone went out the back for a bit. Except us.”

Cara remained silent. Marty smiled. “You wanted to show me the new big TV your dad got for his sitting room.”

“And we kissed.” Cara cut the story short. She swung the chair back around. “I remember.”
Marty looked into the husky’s pale blue eyes. “Well, everyone’s out the back.” He leaned forward. “Maybe there’s something cool you can show me.”

Cara’s expression was unmoved. He looked away from her eyes and down to her body. She was on the cusp of eleven, narrow and finely muscled. A singlet clung to her thin body above a pair of pyjama shorts. While his eyes were on her clothing, she moved. The little body leapt onto him, pushing his broad torso down onto her unmade bed.

Before Marty could process what was happening, her lips found his. After a long moment, she pulled off his face. “I’ve been waiting a year, you asshole.” Cara scolded. “Your breath tastes like booze.” The little husky climbed off him and she snatched a breath mint packet off the floor, giving it a little shake. “Here.” She tossed one at him and pulled her shirt off.

He stared at her as she tossed the shirt to the floor. The tiniest hints of boobs had started on her chest. “You didn’t have those last year.” Marty smiled, pulling his own shirt off.

“Shut up.” Her eyes found his chest and he could almost feel the blush coming off her. “You’re so muscly.”

He let in a sharp suck of air as her cold paw touched his firm stomach. “Lower,” Marty winked at her.
“Perv,” she teased, but moved her paw further down anyway. They maintained eye contact as her tiny paw gripped his junk. He felt his cock throb beneath her touch. “You’re so big.”

“I’m not even out of my sheath yet. Take off those shorts and I’ll show you what I’m like fully hard.”

Cara stood up on the bed and walked over to his head. She towered over him, putting one foot on either side of his head. Cara lowered herself onto his face. The fabric of her shorts pressed against his nose. “You like this?” She grinded her waist against his nose. “Dirty panty sniffer.” Marty moaned and seized her hips.

With no effort, he lifted her off him and dropped her on her bum. He pulled her shorts along her slender legs. Gripping her knees, he pulled them apart and breathed in the subtle aroma of her pubescent cunny. “Can’t get anything past you.” He kissed her pussy and felt her body tense. Her taste was as soft and sweet as he’d imagined. 

He prodded his tongue at her opening and looked up at her. The flustered girl panted and stared down at him. He licked along her pussy, around her clit and back down to her opening. Unlike his own sister, Cara hadn’t yet started growing excess pubic fur. He let her knees go and delved deep into her. His lip brushed against her clit and his tongue pushed through the tight opening. 
Cara cried out and her legs slammed together. He grunted into her pussy but kept licking. The thin thighs that held him in place quivered as he pleasured her. “If I knew how this felt,” she panted. “I’d have kissed you with my pussy last year.” Marty pulled away from her wet lips just enough to chuckle at the feeble attempt at dirty talk.

“This your first time?” He ran one of his fingers over her clit.

“Yeah, I’ve never been licked down there before.” She watched him as he rubbed her.

“What about this?” He pushed his finger into her opening and felt her squeeze down on him.

“I,” she started, but found herself overcome by a moan. “Oh fuck, I’ve fingered myself before.” She grabbed his head as he kissed her clit.

“And Liam bought me a dildo when I first hit puberty.” Cara held his head in place. That was a surprise to Marty.

“Were you and Liam gonna do it?” Marty asked as he caught his breath.

“Ew, no.” Cara moaned as he pushed a second finger into her. “To get ready for you.”

Marty stopped, with two of his fingers fully submerged in her juvenile cunny. “Do you mean you were saving yourself for me?”

Cara blushed and looked away.

“Aw, baby,” Marty’s grin was wide as he gave her clit another kiss.

“Shut up, idiot.” Cara pouted.

Marty grinned and pulled his fingers out of her. “Do you think you’re ready?”

“I don’t know, dummy. You’re still wearing your pants; I can’t see how big your dick is.” Cara shot back. The great dane stood by the bed and faced her.

“Take them off, then.” He nodded downward. 

The girl crawled across the bed and unbuttoned his jeans. She pulled his pants down with his underwear. He watched her eyes widen as his manhood appeared before her. Marty’s sheath was had thickened and an inch of red flesh poked out the top. His balls hung in a dark pouch beneath his girthy member.
“That’s a lot bigger than my dildo.” Cara’s eyes were orbs in her head. Her warm breath made his dick twitch. “I think I can take it.” Her warm mouth enveloped his dark red tip. He squirted pre-cum into her mouth and moaned. The young girl bobbed her head up and down on his tip and pulled his sheath back with her hand. Cara pulled off his tip and kissed it once, blushing. Marty grinned at her. “Shut up,” she scrambled off the bed and stood next to him. She was just over half his height. “Get on the bed, I’m gonna ride you.”

When he lay in the middle of her king single bed, he found his feet hanging off the edge, but that didn’t matter. All he could think about was the girl sitting on his stomach. He could feel her wetness on his muscles as she mentally prepared herself for taking him. She scooted back along his body until his cock sat against her crack. “Okay, I’m gonna do it.” Cara lifted herself up until his tip touched her hot opening.

“Now, take your time.” Marty began, but was cut short as his first couple inches sank into her immediately.

“Fuck,” he moaned staring at his cock. “Are you okay?” Cara’s eyes were shut, and her mouth was in a snarl. At once her face relaxed and she nodded. “Are you sure?”
“Stop worrying about me or I’ll go and fuck my brother.” She sank a couple more inches. Cara wiggled her hips until his sheath met the warm, tender folds of her juvenile pussy.

The pair sat, panting as Cara adjusted to the fullness inside her. Right as Marty reached out to take hold of her narrow hips, she lifted her rump and slammed it back down. The great dane watched in awe as his cock plunged into her. She moved so fast, smashing into him before lifting back up. She took his dick an enthusiasm that he’d only ever dreamt of. Yet, with all the effort of fucking him, her moans were still soft and girlish.
Moans and grunts of pleasure escaped him unwittingly. The plap of her bum on his legs resounded in the messy bedroom. The little girl moved as fast as his own hand ever did when he pleasured himself. He knew he couldn’t last long like this but said nothing. Distantly, he felt it. The tingling at the edge of his mind. With each rapid rise and fall, it grew stronger, more pronounced.

Marty wasn’t going to last long at all. He gritted his teeth, about to warn her, when she suddenly dropped. Her bum hit his legs but didn’t rise. Cara panted heavily.

“Did you cum?” Marty asked, after a moment. Cara shook her head.

“Did you?” She panted.

“I was getting close.” Marty answered. Cara gave an exaggerated sigh.

“This is so exhausting.” Cara flopped her head back.

“You’re just doing it a bit too fast.” He brought his paws up onto her thighs. “Here,” he lifted off the bed and brought his arms behind her back. Holding her against his waist, he lifted and turned. He laid her on her back, gently this time and braced his arms beside her head. Marty rolled his hips back and thrust into Cara.
He felt every inch of her soft inner walls as he thrust. He had been inside girls before and loved it every time, but never had a cunny hugged him quite like hers did. It was like they were built just for each other. When he thrust forward, she opened up and allowed him in. When he pulled back, her muscles seemed to want to suck him back in.

He built his stroke back up to speed. It wasn’t as fast or as hard as Cara had been going, but it was fast enough, he knew. Cara moaned and panted beneath him. His knot was swelling. He felt his sheath growing tighter. He didn’t quite know when he made the decision, but he had made it. He thrust into her juvenile pussy hard and fast, listening out for signs of pain. He found only her moans and cries for him.

His sheath pulled back and his knot tasted the air. “I’m about to do it.” He grunted at her. His thick paws gripped her waist and he thrust deep. The tingling grew to a burning in his mind. He pushed his knot against her opening and listened to her cry of pleasure. His second push had her opening stretch around his girthiest part, but not quite enough.
Cara cried out as he pushed the third time. She stretched around him and with a pop, he was buried completely within her. “Fuck,” he grunted as his cock throbbed its hardest throb. Cum flooded from the tip of his cock. Fertile white painted her insides as he panted. Cara’s eyes were screwed shut again, but her mouth was open and breathing.

“Are you okay?” Marty asked. He felt more of his seed spill into her. He didn’t doubt that she could feel every throb of his cock.

“Shut up, Marty.” She opened her eyes enough to see him and moved one of his paws to her pussy. “I’m close, get rubbing.”

He rubbed at her clit. Through the girl’s flesh, he could feel his knot throb. He wasn’t sure it was going to fit, but she had taken all of it with barely any issue. “I’m cumming,” she breathed. The loud cry that followed shook the bed. The velvety smoothness of her walls squeezed against him. It was like her hole was milking him for every drop of seed he had.

Even after he was sure his orgasm was waning; he felt her body pulling at him. Long after his cock stopped throbbing, Cara continued to squeeze. It took all the strength he had left to not collapse onto her. “I love you.” He reached down for a kiss. When their lips separated, she smiled at him.

“I love you too, idiot.”
