Brotherly Ruse – P2 – Bad dog:
Remy is usually a quick learner, but almost in a lazy sense of the word. If he’s interested in something, he’ll master it quickly just to avoid spending too much time on it. And it’s always a chore to get him to try something new: if he loses interest for any reason you can never get his attention back.

It’s difficult to compete with the universes he finds in his books. He feels comfortable there, in his stories about kings, spaceships and large, epic conflicts. With your parents pushing you to spend more time with him, you’ve tried to get him into all sorts of sports and video games but you’ve been mostly unsuccessful, and frustratingly so.
Today you have Remy’s undivided attention. He’s discovering a secret that boys usually find out much later on their own, and your little brother is always keen when it comes to things he’s not supposed to know. You have to be careful though, he could still get weirded out and ask you to stop.
”Do I have to?” Remy asks hesitantly.

”Yes you do. If you don’t strip, how do we even try it?” You ask him for the second time.
”Can’t you just tell me what to do? Then I do it myself while you go downstairs?” He pleads.

”No way, I showed you mine, didn’t I? It’s only fair you do the same.” You reply, trying not to sound desperate.
”I don’t know... it... it feels weird with you there.”
Looks like he still has some inhibitions. You don’t want to push him too hard, so you try to make him feel comfortable:
”You don’t have to strip while I’m there if it feels weird. If you want I can leave the room, and when you’re undressed you can call me back in?”
”Oh... okay. Yeah, I’ll tell you when.” He replies, happy for the small concession.
You stand up, still bottomless, and slowly walk away from his bed, towards the door. It kills you that you will not see him strip for you, but if this is going to work you’ll have to be patient, compromising when you need to. Taking one last look over your shoulder, you catch him looking at your lower body, your canine cock still unsheathed and dangling between your legs. Remy quickly turns away, pretending he was looking at something else. He is definitely curious about it, and that gives you a brief, almost insane sense of joy. You smile from ear to ear, wink at him, then step out of his room. 

Every second you have to wait outside his door is excruciating, and you have to resist the temptation to take your cock in your paws and pleasure yourself. Things could quickly get out of control if you got too excited. 
After what seems like an eternity, Remy timidly calls your name through the door:

”Adam! You can... you can come in now.”
As calmly as you can, you enter his room, trying not to look too eager. You find him kneeling in the middle of his bed, and with a tingle of anticipation you spot his pants and underwear discarded on the floor. But he still has his t-shirt on and is nervously pulling it down over his crotch, concealing himself.

”Look at you! You’re a little bundle of nerves, aren’t you?” You smile warmly at your little brother.

”Promise... promise you won’t be mean. It got all straight, like yours did, but it’s really small compared to –” Remy pleads.

”Dude, don’t even fret about it. I was the same when I was your age. Come on, lift the t-shirt up, let me see.

Looking away in shame, Remy keeps the shirt lowered for a few more seconds then all of a sudden, like ripping a band-aid, he lifts it up and shows himself to you. Your smile quickly drops as a look of surprise replaces it. You were a bit optimistic: he isn’t the same size you were at his age: he is significantly bigger. 

Of course, Remy is nowhere near your full adult size, but what he reveals to you is a beautiful, glistening canine shaft with a nice, round knot. You don’t even think you had a knot at that age! He must be the luckiest dog alive. 

Seeing you frown, Remy instantly regrets showing his boyhood to you, and brings the t-shirt down over it again.
”See? You think it’s dumb, don’t you!” He growls, sounding hurt and stricken.

”No way! Opposite... I’m surprised! It’s awesome, it looks much better than mine did!” You quickly reply, trying to dispel his doubts. ”Remy, I swear, it looks really good. Let me see it again!”
”Are you just saying that?” He glances at you, trying to find malice in your eyes. Finding only admiration, he relaxes into a smile and lets go of his t-shirt once again. ”Okay then. I hope you’re not making fun of me.”
His cock is anything but small for his size, and it’s painfully hard, twitching up towards you. You don’t see any precum, but that’s probably normal if he has never had an orgasm before. What should you do now? How do you tell your little brother that you want to swallow his cock whole and feel his knot inside your cheeks? You gulp nervously. Better start slow:
”So, do you know what to do next?”
”I touch it? Like... like this?” Inexpertly, Remy puts his right paw around his cock tip and squeezes it like a claw using his thumb and two fingers. He blushes slightly then quickly removes his paw when he sees you smile in amusement.

”You are so cute, honestly I could just sit here and watch you try to figure it out for yourself forever.” You tease him a little.

”Adam! You said you’d show me how!” Your brother complains.

”Allright, we’ll just play copycat, okay? Watch what I’m doing and do the same thing.” You blurt out, unable to hold yourself from the temptation.
Standing to your full size next to his bed, you bring your right paw down to your cock, then solidly grab onto it, keeping it horizontal by holding under it. Remy blushes in astonishment: even as innocent as he is, he realizes that what you’re showing him is incredibly taboo. You keep going, surrounding your shaft with your palm and fingers, then gently rub it backward and forward, from the tip to the knot, making sure your cock is at your little brother’s eye level so he can see everything.

Immediately, precum starts dripping down on the floor at a steady rate - careful now, don’t get too excited - calm the fuck down... After showing him a few strokes, you force your paw to let go of your manhood, letting it cool off as you watch for what your little brother does next.
”Your turn.” You tell Remy.

Blushing even more, the little rottweiler reluctantly looks away from your enormous member, grabs onto his cock just like you did with yours, then inexpertly slides his fist up and down it, trying to replicate your strokes.

”You’re grabbing onto it too hard, relax a bit, hold it like if you were letting water down your paw. Softly.” You helpfully suggest.

”I’m... I’m trying.” He says, relaxing his grip enough that his shaft now stays where it is as his fingers run up and down it. ”I don’t think it’s working.”
He is wrong: he doesn’t know it yet, but he is clearly getting the hang of it. You see the tell-tale signs of an orgasm coming, his breathing more heavy and irregular, and his shaft is getting harder, his knot engorged and pulsing. But you’re a little bit worried that if he gets through this on his own, he won’t be as dependant on you as you want him to be, so you intervene:
”Here buddy, let me try.” Quickly kneeling in front of his bed, you lean in and take his right paw with yours. He looks at you with surprise but before he can think to stop you, you’re fondling his boyhood yourself. He feels warm and soft, but you can tell by the shivers he’s suffering from that he’s very close.

”Wait... what are you –”
”Does it feel better like this?” With your big, adult paws, it’s an easy job to surround his whole shaft and knot and cover them whole as you gently slide your hand around, the warmth of your fur making him feel something completely new. He shuts up and closes his eyes, enjoying the moment, and you make sure to harden your grip a little, simulating tightness. When you start playing around his knot and balls with your thumb, he instantly comes. The first big jolt he suffers is almost comical, jumping up a few inches as he arks backward. You look at his cock tip to see the spurt but it’s a dry contraction, his cock twitching violently but still not leaking anything. In quick succession, Remy suffers from a second spasm, but this one is dry as well.
As you start losing hope, he shakes a third time and gets another contraction, and this one... is very wet. Cum sprays out in your paw and bounces down on the bed, and you quickly take your hand away to let him see the results: pulse after pulse, he discharges several small ropes of semen on the bed. In the full throws of pleasure, he misses the action, preferring to look upwards, his eyes closed. You stand back up and watch him ejaculate the rest of his first load, making a little bit of a mess on his bed. It’s such a delightful sight... You have to have this handsome cub; you want him so bad your cock has not stopped dripping precum since you started leaking earlier. 
”What... what happened...” Remy asks with some difficulty, breathing heavily and panting from the physical stimulation.
”Take a look, bro.” You point towards the trail of cum he left on the bedding, then show him your paw, still wet with his semen.

”Woah... it came out so... a lot.” He remarks in wonder.

”Looks like you were ready to blow, you just needed a little help. How did it feel?”
”When you... when you touched it I felt warm all over and then I started blinking and all I saw was black and white in my head and then I felt like I was... I don’t know... it felt really weird.” He recounts in a jumble of enthusiastic words mixed with quick breaths.

”That’s called having an orgasm, or more simply, coming. You came! You sprayed cum all over my hand, look at that. Here, smell it if you want.” You extend your paw towards his face.

Recoiling, he grimaces and falls back on his knees, a confused look on his face.

”Wait, it’s dirty! Isn’t it?”
”No way. Some people like to eat it, actually.”  You answer with a wry smile on your face. It would be really hot if he did.

”For real? No way. I don’t wanna do it.” He pushes your hand away.

That’s annoying. You consider pushing his smug face into the mattress and force feeding the little brat his own cum... But maybe there’s another way to show him.

”Okay, well...” You bring your paw to your muzzle and lick your fur clean. The taste is... neutral, actually. You’ve never actually tasted someone else’s semen, only your own in a quickly abandoned experiment when you were a teenager. But his doesn’t taste as strong. A bit like water, with a hint of salt, but enjoyable in its lack of potency or after taste. ”Your loss. It’s pretty sweet.”
”You... you licked it!” Remy gasps.

”I told you, a lot of people think it tastes good.” You finish licking your fingers.

Remy looks at you, then looks down towards his dripping cock, and at the still warm pool of cum on the bedsheets. You get another bright idea. Smiling mischievously, you bend forward, calmly kneeling next to his bed, your upper body leaning over it. Now on all four, you bring your muzzle next to his little mess and, locking your eyes with him, you start licking the warm seed, lapping it inside your muzzle, cleaning up the bedsheet with your tongue. He watches you wordlessly, mouth open in bewilderment. As you methodically lap up your meal, your muzzle gets closer and closer to his crotch, until you finish by shamelessly giving the tip of his boyhood a flick of your warm tongue, cleaning his cock from the last remainders of his orgasm.
Remy immediately pushes his shirt back down over his genitals, blushing even more. He doesn’t say anything, but by the way he tries to avert his eyes you can tell he’s confused and embarrassed.

”Hmmm. Guess who doesn’t need dinner anymore.” You embellish the truth a bit. Remy didn’t discharge anywhere near enough cum to replace a whole meal, but you feel like it’s the right thing to say. He must be getting hungry himself...

”Why... why did you...” He mumbles an indistinct question, muddling words together and breathing irregularly.

”Aww come on, don’t tell me you didn’t like that. I know for sure I would have loved it if I were you.”
Remy tries to answer, but he still seems to be catching his breath. Or is he... You stop smiling as you notice tears running down his cheeks. Suddenly, he breaks down into sobs, falling face down on the bed to hide his face and body from you. He brings his paws to his muzzle and covers it, trying to muzzle himself and keep himself from howling. 
Fuck. You went too far, you’ve really done it this time; overwhelmed him with too much, too soon. He must be confused, scared out of his mind.
”No wait Remy what’s going on, why are you crying?” You rush to his side, sit down next to him and place a paw on his shoulder.

He tries to answer but is unable to, sobbing uncontrollably. Feeling an intense sense of guilt, you try to comfort him by petting his head, repeating ”It’s okay, you’re fine, don’t worry.” After a while, Remy tires himself out crying, and as he sniffs and swallows his last sobs and tears, you try to talk to your little brother again:
”What’s wrong buddy. I fucked up didn’t I. I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t have pushed you like that.” 

Sniffing one last time, he answers feebly, his face still buried in his bedsheets.

”I’m scared. I don’t know why I feel so weird. I don’t know why I’m crying. It feels like I did something wrong.”
”No way, if anybody did something wrong it was me, I pushed it.” You try to comfort him, patting him on the shoulders.

”When you... you did... that, it’s like you weren’t Adam anymore. It’s like you were someone else.” He finally looks up towards your face, his tearful puppy eyes reflecting the shock he was in.
”It’s still me, Remy. I’m still here, I’m not going anywhere. I just made you feel a lot of stuff all at once, we went a bit too fast.”
No wonder. First you make him panic when you trick him into believing he had been caught with porn, scared that your parents would somehow learn of it, then you make him successively curious and nervous about his own body, then about yours, and not only do you force him to undress for you, you touch him and make him cum? Through this gauntlet, this rollercoaster of emotions, it was obvious to anyone but you that Remy would fall apart.
As he recovers from his overwhelming emotions, Remy is composed enough to lift himself up by the elbows into kneeling on the bed once more. Looking at his lower body, you notice that his shaft retreated into his sheath, and he no longer tries to hide himself with his shirt. Thankfully, in the sudden bout of concern you felt for him, so did yours, so he doesn’t have to avert his eyes from your own manhood. What you do now, how you handle its moment is crucial. If you fuck up, he will never want to talk to you again. But how do you tell him that you want him, that you love him even.
”Maybe I should just explain the truth? Why it felt like I was someone else.” You blurt out, half to yourself, half to him.

Remy sniffs and rubs his face one last time, wiping away his tears, then puts his paws on his legs, looking towards you. He smiles at you hesitantly and waits for you to continue. It’s your turn to avoid his gaze, ashamed of what you’re about to say. You look away, then back towards him.
”Look, Remy, when you felt scared, when you felt like I wasn’t your older brother anymore, it’s because you could see right through me, even if you didn’t know it. I’m a liar, I’m a bad dog. I tricked you into doing this with me because I... I wanted to have sex with you. I want to make you feel good, but I want the same for me.” You explain slowly, choking on some of the words. Your face feels warm from the shame, and you can’t help but turn your face away again, refusing to look him in the eyes.

”It was a trick? How?” He asks, his voice slightly shaken.

”I put that stuff on the iPad, I made sure you watched it. I made sure to catch you when you closed your door.” You blurt out quickly, still avoiding his gaze.

”And everything else you said? Were you lying?”
”No, the rest was all true, I had no reason to lie about how sex works. At that point you were curious about it. That was the plan.” You answer softly.

Finally, you look up towards him. You’re expecting a sad, betrayed look, but instead you find him smiling faintly. Your eyes open wide in surprise when he punches your arm, half frowning, half smiling.
”You’re so dumb. Your plan sucked, you didn’t even get me.” He proclaims in a tone that doesn’t seem very trustworthy.

”Did too. You were all scared and shit. You tried to hide it under the pillow.”
”Okay maybe you got me for a little while, but I figured it out.” He retorts tit for that.

”Nuh-huh you didn’t. You were crying your heart out just a minute ago.” You push him back playfully.

”That’s just because you were acting all weird and scary and I didn’t know why!” He hits back. ”But now I know why and it was just because you’re super dumb!”
Remy is beaming with bravado now, all the fear and pain from earlier forgotten in an instant as he playfully tries to push you off his bed. He even stands up on his knees and tries to fight you, throwing punches at your shoulders and backside. When one of those punches finds your own paw you catch his arm and pulls him towards you, locking him into a bear hug.
”I’m so glad you don’t hate me little dude. You’re right, I am a bit dumb.” You stammer, slightly confused but feeling very relieved. After resisting your head lock for a bit to no avail, Remy gives up and hugs you back. You croak out a few more words: ”I... I love you, okay? Is that okay if I say it? I love you little brother.”
A sudden rush of emotion filling your head again, you dare kiss him on the cheek again. Instead of recoiling, Remy lets you smooch his fur for a bit, then answers with a kiss of his own, in the same place, as you embrace each other. After a moment of thought, he murmurs hesitantly in your ear:

”Okay, it felt kind of good. I’ll do it for you too. It’s your turn.”
