
“Run it down one more time,” 
Lily sighed, she’d repeated the rules for being alone ten times alone this morning.  Sure, mom and dad hadn’t ever been gone for a week before, but when you win cruise tickets for two and you’re working too much (at least, as her dad explained it) you have to take the break when you can.  Not that Lily minded, the fourteen-year-old rabbit had plenty of examples of being the responsible one of the family.  Straight A’s, always helping around the house with chores, and practically set up most of the wi-fi on her own, she was the model of responsibility.
“Emergency numbers are on the counter,” she pulled out her smartphone, “and in here.  We have plenty of food in the fridge to last the week, and you left us 200 dollars for ordering only, like calling for pizza or Chinese.  There’s a spare key under the fake rock outside, and there are emergency windup flashlights in both mine and Dakota’s room in case of a blackout.  If such an event were to happen, we’re to go see my Trudy’s parents a few doors down to make sure we can spend the night until power gets back on.”
She smiled, then rolled her eyes when her father looked more focused on his Hawaiian shirt than her explanation, “Dad, did you get all that?”
“W-what?  Can you run it one more-”
Her mom rushed in before he could finish, rolling her suitcase frantically across the floor, “We’re going to be late!  Come on Henry!” she grabbed his suitcase before he could mutter another word, reaching fruitlessly for her as she ran out the door.  He sighed, “Just...just don’t do anything stupid ok?”
Lily nodded, “It’ll be fine,” she waved her father’s concerns off, “Go have fun.”
“We’d bring you both if we could,”
The younger rabbit shrugged, “I’m pretty sure I’d get seasick.” she hopped off the counter and hugged her dad, nuzzling against his pink Hawaiian shirt, “Please, just get that rest you need.  You and mom have been like, zombies, lately.  It’s bumming us out.”
Her father exhaled, brushing through her ginger head fur  as he cuddled her, “I know, thank you for being a big girl about it.”
She smiled as she waved her father off.  He called out to Dakota, but Lily guessed he was too busy in a game to really say anything.  Lily made her way upstairs when her father left, grabbing her laundry basket from her room to get a headstart on her load.  She frowned when picking it up, it felt lighter than it was this morning.  
A quick glance inside revealed why.  Several of her clothes were missing, and the rabbit had a good idea of where they might be.  Fists shaking, she stomped across the hall and slammed on her little brother’s door, “Dakota!  Did you take my clothes?”
He didn’t answer, leading her to slam it again, “What?” he roared.
“Did you take my clothes, you pervert?”
“Why would I take girls’ clothes?” he shouted through the door, “Not my fault you can’t-dang it!” he shouted.  Quick footsteps echoed from the carpeted room behind the door.  The door unlocked, letting a shorter and younger male rabbit stick his head out from the door, “Can’t you see I’m busy, dummy?” 
Lily rolled her eyes, “Yeah, right,” she was the busy one of the two, having to pick up his slack in chores cause he was too occupied with his games all the time, “Let me in.”
Dakota leaned his entire weight into the door, “Why?” 
“Because I want my clothes back.”
“I didn’t take your pink panties,”
Some mixture of a smile and scowl formed across Lily’s snout, “I never said I lost the pink ones.”
She could read the guilt on his face clear as day.  He didn’t budge, shifting his eyes away from her, “You’re a girl, they’re all pink.”
“Just shut up and let me in.  Or I’m telling dad.”
“Dad left,” he smiled, “So bite me,” he pushed the door away and locked it, “And stay out of my room!  This is a no girls zone!”
Lily stood in the hall, fists tight and legs straight, ready to stomp.  How dare her little brother lie to her.  It wasn’t the first time her clothes went missing, and whenever she did find them, there was always this sense of strangeness with them.  They either had a strange smell or a stain on them.
A wicked smile crossed her lips as an idea formed in her head, “Fine,” she shouted, cupping her hands to help carry the noise, “I’m just gonna go take a shower, then get dinner going.  So be ready when I call you!” she said, hopping downstairs to her parents’ room first.  She needed something special if she was going to catch her brother in the act, something she knew her parents had plenty of.
***
He almost messed up.  Dakota slouched against his door, heart pumping like crazy as he stared over at the closet next to his bed.  Locking the front door to his room, the young rabbit hopped over and opened it, revealing an assorted mess of toys, comics, and clothes.  Mom kept telling him to organize, but this was organized for him.  Here he knew where everything was for easy access.  And if it wasn’t in the pile, then it wasn’t there at all.  
Plus, Lily wouldn’t think about digging through his stuff, on account of how gross she’d find it.  No way for her to find his stash of her clothes, his secret shame that he still couldn’t grasp why he kept.  There, under a pile of dirty socks, he pulled out a pair of pink panties with red hearts dotted across the side.  They were much softer than boy’s underwear, and, for some reason, he felt a bone in his dick whenever he wrapped them around it while he masturbated.  The internet told him that there was no bone in there, but what else could explain the sudden hardness?  Could bones go soft?
Only one thing from Lily’s shout made it to his ears, “I’ll be taking a shower!” she said.  A shower meant she’d be busy, and loud.  If he could just be a little quieter than her obnoxious singing, then he could totally...he shook his head.
No.
He put the panties down, but his hand wouldn’t let go.  Lily was already onto him, but...it’s not like Mom and Dad were here to punish him if she caught him.  If she caught him, he could totally make up an excuse over the next week to tell them.  If she caught him, and he could be sneaky.
He shook his head again.  Why did he need to sneak in?  He already had her panties.  But...he could have more.  One for sniffing, the other for jacking into.
The shower turned on before his conscience took hold.  She’d never know.  Dakota sneaked across the hall, clinging to the walls like a ninja as he inched closer.  He carefully turned the knob, slowly opening the door and stopping at the slightest squeak, only to continue once he remembered the shower noise.  Being the responsible sibling, Lily’s room had an immaculate feel about it.  Which worked in Dakota’s favor since he knew exactly where her undergarments were.
His heart fluttered as he pulled out the drawer.  A wide selection of panties and bras just waiting for him to grasp.  Despite his excitement, Dakota couldn’t help but feeling something was wrong.  Aside from him stealing his sister’s panties, of course, he crossed that threshold a long time ago.  No, something was physically wrong.
Lily wasn’t singing.  
“Smile!” 
Dakota turned, dragging a pair of panties out of the drawer on accident as the camera flashed.  Cellphone in hand and a smile across her maw, the older rabbit stepped from her closet, “I knew you had my panties!”
The younger rabbit ran.  Holding the panties tight and reaching for the door.  Lily got there first, driving her foot into his crotch.  Dakota squealed, dropping the underwear in his hands and covering his junk as he tumbled to the floor.
“I knew you were lying,” she shouted, tackling him over the floor.
“Get off!” Dakota kicked wildly, only to find his sister overpowering him.  Unlike earlier, he didn’t have his entire weight to shift against her as she took him to the floor.  Her butt planted itself firmly onto his face, and as he tried to kick her off, she punched him in the balls.
“Liar, liar, liar!” she repeated, each word being another strike to his nuts.  Eyes watering, he begged her to stop, leading her to laugh, “Stay still then, sissy.”
Cold hands gripped his balls as she pulled back his pants, “Big sister is gonna teach you a lesson,” she muttered while rubbing something slimy and chilly over his cock.  Whatever hardness it had from before vanished.  He squeaked as she grabbed his balls, pulling them through something cool by one ball a time, then squeezing his dick through.  Lily fed his dick into something, then he heard a click, “There, now you’re perfect.”
Some kind of metal and...pink thing clamped over his dick.  Dakota reached for it when Lily got off him, hurting himself while trying to pull it off.  What was this thing, and why did it have to be pink?
“That’s not gonna work,” Lily said, twirling a small key on her finger, “Chastity cages are designed to only work with a key.  I was worried it’d be too big but it looks like we had one your size.  No wonder dad is stressed all the time.”
“Chastity?  What?” the cage didn’t budge.  The young rabbit hoped whatever the slime on his privates would help, but the cage simply didn’t give his cock any breathing room.  Fists clenched, he reached for the key, “Give it!”
Lily put her foot to his face, holding him steady as he clawed for freedom, “No way, panty thief,” she pushed him to his back, standing over him with both feet pining his arms, “This is punishment for all my underwear you ruined with your gross cock.”
“Shut up!” he squealed, turning his face away.  It only now occurred to him that his sister only wore blue striped panties and a purple bra.  He blushed as his cock twitched in the cage, fighting to get hard at the display only for its prison to deny it.  He hated this, Lily was just his dumb sister yet not only did she overpower him, but she humiliated him.
“So,” she crotched closer, bringing her crotch up to his face, “Do you like my panties, sissy?”
“I’m not a sis-” his cries were muffled by Lily’s striped panties as she sat on him.  Gripping his hair in one hand, and pulling her underwear aside with the other, the fresh scent of her pussy waived into his nose, “Did you think of this whenever you jacked off into my underwear, sissy?  Imagine your big sisters pussy pressing up against your little cock whenever you want?”
Closing his eyes, he turned away to hide any shame of how right she was.  It wasn’t his fault, mom mixed her panties in his drawer once and it just sort of happened.  He didn’t understand why he kept thinking of her.  She’s just his gross older sister.
Lily pulled her brother’s snout into her pussy, blocking out every scent except her, “Lick it, sissy.” 
“I don’t-”
She pressed herself against his tongue, “Lick it!  Like an ice cream cone.”
He complied, his heart pumped faster than he liked to admit as her taste entered his tongue.  The rabbit wanted to wrestle himself away, but his sister’s grip held too strong as he lapped up her pussy.  Haggard breaths escape the older rabbit, “Y-yes, that’s it,” she muttered, grinding herself against his mouth.  
Both hands grabbed his head before he could gasp for air.  Lily uttered a guttural moan, and clear liquid squirted from her pussy, tasting kind of sweet but not very flavorful to Dakota.  The juices covered his maw and cheek fur, matting his face in a small shine as Lily pulled him up by his headfur.
“Come...come on,” she said between breaths, “I’m not done, sissy.”
Whatever strength Dakota had before had vanished, replaced with meek subservience as he let his sister drag him into the bathroom.  Pushed to his knees, he looked up tearfully to Lily as she spread her pussy open.
“Open your mouth,” she ordered.
“I don’t want-”
“You want mom and dad to find out what you’ve been doing?” she held up her phone, showing him the picture, “Cause the only way to avoid that is doing what I say, sissy.”
Unwilling to let his parents know, Dakota obeyed, closing his eyes as he opened his maw as wide as he could.  The familiar scent of Lily’s pussy come over him again, but something else came with it.
“We’re gonna set some ground rules for this week, sissy.  From now on, you do all the chores, you wear what I tell you to wear, and, if you ever want out of that cage, you do what I tell you, understand?”
Her claws dug into his headfur as he nodded, “Good, good.  From today on, you’re not my little brother.  No, from today you’re my sissy and personal urinal.” 
His eyes opened wide at the realization but too late to move away.  Lily’s piss sprayed from her urethra and down his throat.  He gagged and sputtered, struggling in her grasp as the piss seeped down his throat.  Whatever missed him or he couldn’t swallow drenched his clothes, covering the young rabbit in his older sister’s urine.  
She smiled, “You stink, sissy,” she said, squeezing her nose with one hand and waving the air away with the other, “Strip and go take a shower,” she said, pointing to the running water that by now had stopped being warm.  Dakota looked mournfully at his sister, leading her to press her heel against his caged cock while smiling sadistically, “I said shower, bitch!  I can’t have a piss smelling sissy doing laundry can I?”
Defeated, Dakota stripped himself of his clothes and let the bone-chilling water clean him of his sister’s juices.  Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed Lily taking his clothes and tossing them in her personal trash bin.  He thought about stopping her, but the picture of him stealing her panties stopped him.
He messed up.
