Chester slumps at the breakfast the table, lazily picking at his steaming plate of bacons and egg with his fork. The small cheetah peaks a glance at his other family members around the table, each doing their own thing. There’s his dad, a black jaguar with his cup of coffee, being too egrossed in his newspaper to even notice his son’s lack of appetite, typical dad. On the other end, there’s his big brother, Chase, who is a mini version of their dad but with goldenish fur, essentially engulfing his entire dish like he hasn’t eaten in days, getting his mouth all smeared with syrup and butter from the stack of walfles which was disappearing at record pace. 
In his frenzy, Chase catches his little brother staring, and a smirk starts to stretch across his lips. He reaches for the nearby jug of of orange juice and begins pouring it into his glass, almost to the brim. Chester watches in disbelief as the opposite cheetah begins downing big gulps, soon leaving the big glass empty, then he pours another. 

All of this was done while Chase remains eye-contact with his kid brother, he just loves seeing how his face darkens further with every gulp he makes, it just edges him on even more.
Their little staring contest is broken up when their mom, Eve, rushes into the kitchen with her hand bag danging under shoulder, a frantic look in her eyes.
“Let’s see, let’s see, I’ve got my keys, my documents, my laptop, … Okay, all things in order. Honey! Hurry up, the cab’s gonna arrive in just another half an hour! Did you check the luggage!?”

“Yes, yes, dear, I packed it all since last night. It’s by the front door.” Her husband answered, still scanning through the news at an even speed while sipping his coffee.

She then turns her attention towards her two boys.
“Oh my, are you feeling okay, cheesecake? You haven’t even touched your egg and bacons, it’s your favorite.” – She asked, her voice full of concern

In response, Chester just shakes his head a little and gives a weak smile.” It’s okay mom, my tumtum is just a little upset, that’s all”

“Oh dear, well just try to get a few bites in okay. Chase, I’m gonna leave a couple of pills on the counter, make sure to give it to your little brother after breakfast okay?”
“Okay mom, just leave it to me! Also, can you give me some money to buy more orage juice? We’re all out” – Chase asks, shaking around the empty jug.

“Already? I just bought a whole carton just a day ago!” – Their mom stares with wide eyes, taking the jug, turning it around and looks as if to find if the liquid has turned invisible or something.

“Yeah, but it’s really good so I drank all of it. I’m full now so I’m going to head back to my room.” With that, the older of the cheetah siblings pulls himself off his chair, and begins scamperring off towards the stairs and quickly disappears out of sight. 
Seeing her eldest as enegertic as ever, Eve can’t help but sigh followed by giving a light chuckle: “That boy. At this rate, he’s gonna eat the whole house by the time he reaches 15. Oh, but don’t worry Cheese, you’re gonna catch up with your brother soon, but you gotta eat lots okay?”
Chester smiles and nods at his mom, finally putting some food in his mouth even though it’s just to appease her. He also hopes that in two years he can be as big as his brother, since they’ll be the same age! But he’s not sure though. his parents said his brother was going through a growth spurt. Chase is already twice his heigh now, what if his heigh triples or even quadruples in the future? He would get bullied even more! 

The small feline continues to stuff his face with food, trying to swat away the bad thoughts to little effect. Both his parents has already left to finish up their packing, so he can just take his time.

Or so he thought.

A sudden buzz starts to go off from his rear side, shooting lighting up his spine and making him drops his fork. He hasn’t even had time to adjust when the thing in his butt picks up intensity, making him shiver even more violently. He almost cries out, but quickly covers his mouth with his hand, even though some tears have already build up in his eyes. He has to make it, he has to hide it, or else he’ll lose!

‘Stupid Chase! Mom and dad are still here!’ was what he wants to say out loud but holds it back
He struggles to get off his chair, leaving his meal unfinished. His legs have already turned to jelly, he has to hold on to anything he can grab just to be able to walk. It doesn’t help that with every step, the thing inside his butt would hit a good spot, sending chills across his body. He doesn’t understand why it feels so weird but so good at the same time, even his peepee gets hard when it’s turned on like some magic. Climbing up the stairs was a nightmare but he somehow managed it. His heart was thumping all the while when he thought about what would he even tell his parents if they were to see their son practically crawling and dragging himself up the steps. He follows along the hallway that seems to stretch longer than ever. His claws digs into the brown red floral wallpaper in an effort to stands upright, inches ever closer the his brother’s half closed room. As soon as he gets to the black door, he uses the last of his willpower to quickly slip inside and shut it.
On the opposite side of the room, Chase is sitting on his bed, smirking

“You’re late.” – He said while twirling a small device by its string around his finger.

The space was dark, with the only source of illumination being the couple of sunrays that penetrate through half close blinds behind the jaguar, making him looks menacing with that toothy grin and shining emerald eyes. 
“Jerk, I could have gotten caught! Why did you hiiiii!!” – Before Chester could finish his words, another jolt of intense pleasure hits him, causing him to collapse to the ground. His brother watches in amusement while he quivers on the floor, his thumb holding the button to max, clicking his tongue sadistically.

“Tch tch tch, little Cheese, seems you still need more training if you’re gonna run your mouth off like that. Now tell me, how should you address me when it’s just the two of us?”

The younger cub instantly feels his cheeks burn with shame upon hearing that, but that as well is immediately taken over by the constant abuse from behind him. He hates saying it, but that’s the only way for him to escape his torment. Reluctantly, he calls out inbetween gasps: 
“Y-yes m-master, I’m sorry I was bad. I-I’ll be a good pet.”
Seeing how his pet finally caves in, Chase is pleased and decreases the intensity to just a low buzz but he wasn’t done: “Attaboy! But don’t think we’re done yet. Walk towards me on all four.”
Chester, chest still heaving and body still shaking uncontrollably, begins to make his way towards his now master on his knees and and hands. He doesn’t dare to rebel anymore, he’s just can’t go through that a second time. Soon he comes next to Chase on the floor. The jaguar grins as if mocking him before giving him a couple head rub.
“See? You can be obedient if you want to, wasn’t too hard right? But now I still need to punish you for calling me a jerk earlier. Hmmmmmmmm what should I do?” – The feline begins to rub his chin, trying to act like his dad whenever he thinks about something, but actually he just wants to cherish his pet’s fearful face while waiting for his punishment. – “ Ah I know, since I’m such a benevolent owner, I won’t hit you or anything, but instead…”

The older sibling begins to open up his leg so that his little brother’s face is directly in front of his crotch. “… you know what to do right?”

Chester heart drops when he heard that. Yes he knows what was coming but that doesn’t make it any less gross. But he knows that he can’t do anything about it when Chase is literally holding the control to his ass. In his presence, he has to obey or it would get even worse. Or rather, it would alway get worse.

Seeing no way out, Chester scoots closer and closer, until his nose touches the fabric of Chase’s blue shorts. 

“Here, let me help you out a little bit.” – Chase says as his hands begins to undo the button, pulling the zipper down, pulling out one leg and let the garment plops down to his other ankle, leaving only his white underwear on. – “There you go, I’m sure you’re smart enough to do the rest.” He said while flashing a grin.

Chester looks up to his brother to find any sort of mercy that may still exist, but there is none. Only pure sadistic glee in those eyes, and fangs bearing in anticipation. ‘Let just get this over with’ – He thought.
He puts his nose to the protruding part of the piece of clothing, feeling it throbs against him. A deep pungent smell quickly hits his sensitive snout, a combined scent of sweat and pee, one that he is all too familiar with, but still makes his face scrunches up whenever he gets a whiff of it.
“Ya like that? I didn’t shower after soccer practice yesterday, all that sweat and musk just for you, so be grateful and take a long sniff~”

Chase loves it when Chester sniffs him, it makes him feel powerful getting his scent all over Chester face, marking him, letting him knows he’s his bitch. As for the cheetah, he says it’s disgusting and foul, but honestly deep down, he has also grown to like it too. It’s like when you’re around something for too long, you begin to get used to it, and soon you begin to like it, hell even love it, but he would never admit to that.

After exploring all the nooks and crannies of his elder brother’s crotch with his nose, it’s time for the main thing. He bites the top of the undie and slowly it down, revealling his brother white pubic hair and finally, his semi-hard penis. For a 14 years old, Chase has an expressive member, already at 3 inches when flaccid and can get to 5 inches when erect. Chester has always been envious of his brother’s robust size, even after seeing it so many times, which is another thing he would never say out loud.
The uncut dick already has some liquid dripping from inside the head. Chester can’t help but stare at it for a bit, still feeling hesitant but a leg coils around his neck and pulls him in closer to the point that the wet tip parts his lips. Chase sneers: “C’mon, hurry up, don’t keep your master waiting.”
Chester moves his head closer, letting his brother’s penis slides past his teeth and starts to lay its weight against his tongue. He continues on until his snout is finally buried in his brother’s pubes and his balls touching his chin. His brother’s entire length now sits neatly inside his mouth.

“Ahhh, that’s the stuff. So warm and so moist. Your mouth is still as good as ever, pet.”

Chase wraps one hands around the his brother’s mouth, keeping a firm grip on it to make sure his mouth is clamped shut around his dick, while the other is placed behind his head so he doesn’t recoil. He also drapes his legs over his shoulders and hooks his ankles together behind his back to prevent any escape. Though they have done this together a lot before, it doesn’t hurt to be safe. 
“You ready kitten? Daddy is about give you his personally made lemonade. Oh and don’t spill okay? Or else you’re gonna have to lick it off the floor~”

With that final warning, the jaguar gives a small grunt and piss begins to shoot out of his cock, splattering across his cub brother’s oral cavity. Chester whines when the familiar bitter taste begins filling his mouth and the strong amoniac smell creeps up his nostrils, still he starts to swallow it down. The first  few splashes quickly becomes a continuous stream of hot golden liquid, filling up the feline’s little maw again and again. 
“Ahhhh, that’s a good bitch. Swallowing daddy’s pee like a good little toilet you are.” – Chase sounds out, lost in the bliss of finally relieving himself, while Chester blushes heavily from the demeaning words. Was it shame or was it happiness? He isn’t sure, all he knows right now is to keep drinking his master’s juice.

“Don’t think that all there is, little pet. There’s way more where that comes from. I’ve been holding it in all morning for you. So drink it all.” – Chase stops holding back and begins to actively pushes out more and more pee. The once gentle flow now gushes out like torrent, hitting all the way to back of the little cub’s throat, flooding his mouth at a rapid pace. Chester’s panicked gurgle is quickly drowned out by amount of piss in his throat. He instinctively tries to pull away, but it was no use trying to shake off his brother’s vice-like grip on him, all he can do is to squirm helplessly in his hold, letting the cascade fills him, downing it all just to have his mouth filled to the brim again seconds later. He can feel the steaming heat of what felt like gallons and gallons of pee traveling down his gullet and into his stomach, making it churn and him feeling bloated.  What’s worse, he struggles to get any breath in with the unending flood of piss cutting his flow of air, the lack of oxygen leaving his lungs burning and his entire body trembling uncontrollably. He tries to grip his brother’s thighs firmer, tapping him repeatedly and looks at him with needy eyes in hope that he would see him struggling and eases down a little. He should have known better for all he sees is the same sadistic grin on face, how Chase is relishing his misery while relieving himself into him. In fact, he even starts to pull him closer with his legs, still making sure that he stays hilted in that little maw, and tilting Chester’s up slightly to make sure every single drop would get funneled into his tiny tummy while he cries and fights against his gag reflex, it’s such a pathetic and adorable sight to him. 
After almost a minute, the strong current begins to die down little by little until only there’re only the last few drops trickling from Chase’s tip. After gulping down those last Chester mentally thanks whatever force that helps ended his torment, but as he was about to pull out, his brother’s leg keeps holding him in place. He looks up, confused, to his brother leering down at him with that stern look.

“Hey, hasn’t mom taught you any manner? You have to clean up your plate after having a meal, or do I need to teach you that again?”
Chester whimpers but he dares not refuse. His tongue begins to move all over his brother’s dick, lapping up the tip and catching the few remaining drops, even going as far as to push it a little bit into the urethra, tasting a little bit of that saltiness inside. Then he works his way underneath the foreskin, squirling his tongue around, making sure to get all the smegma that has built up. He tries hard not to retch by thinking of other stuff other than the nauseating substance covering the tip of his tongue, moving it fast so Chase can be finally be satisfied and let him off.
“Good boy, good boy. Now get off.”

To Chester’s dismay, Chase kicks his shoulder hard and pushes him off of him, causing him to stumble and fall to the floor on his back. While Chester is still reeling from the sudden force, he feels another foot pressing onto his aching belly with all the piss sloshing around in there. Chase stands atop of him, looking down at him with that trade-mark smile of his still plastered on his face while his now limp penis swaying lightly between his legs
“Look at this belly. Does it feel good? Having a belly full of piss? You must have love it huh? You drank it all so hungrily.” – Chase mocks, moving his foot around Chester’s belly, pressing down every once in a while, watching how the cheetah’s face contorts with discomfort.
Then, he slowly drops down until he lays on his side to the right side of the cub with his face right next to him. Chase snakes an arm under the smaller body and pull him in for an unexpected embrace, their entire bodies now touching. Said arm begins to move up and down under Chester’s shirt, feeling the curve of the younger’s ribcage down along his waistline and then up again before turning to grope the small left nipple, earning a cute moan with every squeeze and twist.

His other free hand travels inside his shorts and to the small cat’s rump, feeling the softness for a bit and then press two fingers against the boy’s tight opening, slowing gaining entry. The foreign invading objects cause Chester to reflectively clench up, but he knows by experience it’s just going to hurt more if he resists so he tries to relax, letting the digits go in deeper, prodding and scissoring against his inner walls. They slow build up to a slow rhythm, in then out, and unease soon transform to pleasure. They even tug on the string attached to the device that was deep in him, pulling it out a little bit before pushing it in once more. This causes some grunts to escape him but otherwise, he doesn’t seem to mind it. After a good 3 minutes of melting into his big brother’s arms, the motion comes to a halt just as sudden as it has started, leaving Chester a panting and moaning mess. He looks in his brother’s eyes, pleading for him to continue. The oder feline answers with a smile then readjusts so that his snout is just at the level of his sibling’s ear.
He whispers: “When mom and dad are gone, we’re gonna have lots of fun, you can count on that, little Cheese.”

Just a few words send tingles down Chester spine. His brother begins to give him a few laps across his forehead like he’s grooming him, before planting one final kiss on his cheek. Chase then wordlessly stands up, put on his underwear and shorts and heads out the door, leaving the cub lying there alone on the floor, still processing what has been done to him. 
He hates his brother a lot. He’s weird and mean and he does a lot of perverted stuff to him and calls him bad names. But at the same time, Chase can be tender if he wants to be and if Chester really doesn’t want to do something, he wouldn’t push it, well at least too much. So, he guesses his brother isn’t too bad of a big brother after all.
