Little to Big Bro





	Jason knealt on his brother Johnny's bed. He carefully ran his hands over the smaller cub's plump booty, his boxers uncomfortably tight as his erection attempted escape. He was sixteen, with a typical bear's build for his age – a bit soft in the middle but otherwise strongly built. His little bro was softer still, and had a supple backside to prove it. At ten years old Johnny ate a bit more than he should, but their parents figured he'd grow out of his pudge. Jason doubted it – and would rather that didn't happen.





	Johnny slept on as Jason carefully, ever so carefully pulled his younger bro's pyjama bottoms down, revealing a floral-patterend pair of briefs their mom had picked out. Biting his lip, Jason slowly tugged these down his bro's backside too, revealing that large and supple rump. Then, with one paw gently squeezing that perfect butt, he ran the other up Johnny's belly to push the cub's shirt out of the way. His little bro's belly was relatively small, but still very cute.





	He fondled his bro for the better part of an hour, never daring to touch himself at all in fear of making a mess all over his little bro. The lowered undies could be attributed to his bro tossing and turning or something, but his parents would definitely recognize spunk spattered all over the younger cub. So Jason practiced self-discipline, and at this point he was well practiced indeed. He could feel his head throbbing in his shorts, begging for attention it wouldn't receive until he was alone in his own bedroom once more.





	This was a frequent ritual of his - their parents travelled a lot for work, and trusted Jason to sit Johnny whenever they were gone, which was often. Jason didn't mind, and honestly had allowed his little bro to indulge a bit at every meal, providing plenty of good eats and snacks and encouraging the younger bear to eat. It had paid off – Johnny was a chubby little bear cub, and Jason rubbed that soft belly and caressed the cub's forming moobs.





	But more recently, Johnny had seen larger cubs out and about – obesity was a growing epidemic, apparently, and the large cubs seemed to be growing larger still. Jason couldn't stand seeing all that pudge on other kids while his own brother was merely chubby – it wasn't fair. So he'd hatched a plan to ensure his little bro would be the bigges cub he could be.





	One night when their folks were gone on a work trip, Jason did his usual ritual. On this particular occasion, their parents had dressed Johnny in a pyjama onesie, tired of waking to find their youngest son had once again managed to shed his pyjama bottoms and undies again. It wouldn't matter, though – there was a botton-up flap on the back for convenience, and Jason unfastened this carefully while his bro slept deeply. More floral undies – Jason could feel his member stiffen as usual while he groped that booty before sliding the undies down to a half-moon.





	The garen spigot was located just outside of Johnny's bedroom window – Jason quietly pulled a length of the garden hose in, applied a generous amount of lubrication to the end, and slowly slid it into his little bro's readily-accepting backside. Johnny gasped in his sleep, fidgeted a little, but didn't wake as Jason put the hose inside.





	Once the hose was turned on to a slow and steady flow, Jason carefully turned Johnny over so that the younger cub was on his back. He straddled his bro's legs carefully, ensuring the cub didn't wake, and rubbed the cub's belly through the pyjamas, feeling that soft pudge smoosh and jiggle. As time passed the cub's belly became less soft, grew firm as it bloated out slowly. After a little while it looked like Johnny was deliberately pushing his tummy out – a while after, it looked like the cub had a pillow stuffed in his pyjamas.





	Jason's dick ached horribly, dribbling into his boxers as he quietly gasped and sighed while rubbing his bro's big, bloating belly. Before long the sound of straining fabric became apparent, Johnny fitfully moaning in his sleep as his belly, now the size of a beachball, began to stretch and strain his onesie. Stitches popped and buttons snapped their threads as that belly bloated out and up, Jason grinning as finally a large tear rent up through Johnny's pyjamas and freed that big gut, which imediately sloshed and settled into a slumped, oblate shape, wiggling back and forth as Johnny turned his head and sighe with relief, still asleep.





	When the little cub's bloating belly had grown as huge as a beanbag chair, Jason decided he needed to act. He gently lifted his bro, which took all his strength, and positioned himself under the cub so that Johnny was laying on top of him, the cub's plump and bloating backside nestled comfortably in his lap. Jason moaned, trying to restrain his voice, as his little bro grew rounder and rounder atop him, the 'little' cub gasping and grunting in his sleep, apparently still feeling the intense sensations of bloating like a giant water balloon while still in a deep and persistent sleep.





	Jason groaned aloud, no longer able to restrain himself. He bear-hugged his bro's massive belly from behind and below, his arms wrapping out but not even reaching past the curve of that humongous, inflated gut. His dick felt amazing, the sensations so intense he thought he'd lose his mind as his bro's immense weight was settled right in his lap. He had to relieve his arousal, he had to nut, and he needed it so bad.





	Johnny remained asleep, his limbs trapped by his immense, bloated form, his pyjamas in tatters and his undies somehow still intact on his massive backside. They were horribly and considerably stretched out, and large holes were forming in the fabric – they looked like they wouldn't last much longer. As the cub's belly tentatively touched the cieling and then pressed more firmly up against it, Johnny began to fuss in his sleep. The sides of that gut of his protruded and hung over the sides of his bed, brushing the walls, and he began to moan intently.





	Johnny experienced the first orgasm of his young life right there, bloated like a massive parade balloon filled with water. His little thing, buried deep in his inflated form, twitched and throbbed while he gasped and moaned, but his release was entirely dry. He felt every lighning-intense jolt of pleasure, but wouldn't quite remember it in the morning when he woke to find himself entirely filling his bedroom.





	Jason, on the other hand, blew the most massive load of his life, practically bellowing out into the still night, his pleasure apparent to any neighbors it awoke. It was equally apparent to his little bro's enormous rump, as well as the bedsheets beneath the pair of them. The mess was considerable, and his release dribbled over the edges of the bed. He didn't know how he was going to explain this to their parents when they got home the next morning to find him trapped beneath his gigantic and yet still expanding little brother, and to be frank he didn't care in the least.


