Dakota woke up to a soft pain in his crotch.  Confused, he reached for his penis, hoping to get some early morning release, and maybe continuous release until lunch.  Instead, to his horror, he felt a cold metal sensation in his hands, before slowly realizing what had been locked over his cock.
“No,” he muttered, flipping over the covers to reveal what he had hoped was just a nightmare.  A small and pink metal prison locked over his cock, with bars letting him poke a claw through to touch it but not enough to actually play with it.  “No, no, no,” he muttered, panic cracking through any confidence in his head as the events of yesterday played back.  The cage, Lily’s pussy, the taste of piss somehow still fresh on his mouth.  
With both hands he pulled, trying to yank this contraption from his crotch and only succeeding to hurt himself.  He fiddled with the lock, thinking that he could twist it off or something, but the metal proved too much for his ten-year-old strength.  With a whimper, he fell back into his pillow, staring up into the ceiling fan that spun over him.
His brow twitched.  He never put the fan on.
Jumping from his bed, he raced through his room to find if anything had been moved or taken.  While his action figures weren’t touched, and the superhero posters on the walls hadn’t been tampered with, he couldn’t shake the feeling something was wrong.  
He paced around his carpeted floor.  Just what could be missing?  He could ask Lily...he shook his head at the thought.  With what happened yesterday, it’d be best he avoided her.  Sure, she probably had the key to...his hand gripped tight against the cage, squeezing like he hoped he could crush it free.  She’d probably hidden it somewhere, and he’d find it, eventually.
Was the carpet always white?  Dakota stared at the floor for a few seconds, pondering when he last saw it so...his eyes widened.  Where were his clothes?  His room had always been a mess, his orderly chaos in which he knew where each and every item was laid about because he put it there.  But now, his floor, while not spotless, was clear of any clothing he had the night before.  
He turned to his closet, terror set in as he saw a lock on the door.  “No, no, no,” he rushed over, pulling at the lock to no avail.  When did this happen?  How did he not hear her come in?  Dakota didn’t think he was a heavy sleeper.
“That’s the last time I pick up your clothes,” Lily snickered, sipping juice from a caprisun package while standing in the doorway.  Outraged, Dakota charged to his sister with the intent to tackle her stupid smug face, but she moved away at the last second and left her leg out.  He tripped out into the hallway, landing stomach first onto the floor.  She sat on him before he could move.
“Get your big butt off me!” he shouted, which Lily responded with a slap on his tuckus, “You don’t get to talk to me like that, sissy.”
“I’ll talk to you how-ow ow ow,” he squealed as she leaned to his butt, squeezing his caged cock between him and the floor.
“Say, ‘please let me go, Mistress Lily’ and I’ll get off.”
“N-never.”
She lightly hopped onto his butt, leading the young rabbit to scream and beg until finally pleading, “Please let me go, Mistress Lily!” 
Lily giggled, patting him on the head as she stood off of him, “See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”
Gritting his teeth, Dakota pushed himself off the floor only for Lily’s foot to push his back down, “Ah, ah, ah, we need to lay some ground rules.”
“Where’s the key?” he groaned, staring up at her with contempt.  His older sister’s smile made his fur stand on end, “Which one?  Though I guess that doesn’t matter, not like you need whatever I locked away.”
“I need my clothes.”
“No, you don’t need your clothes, sissy.  I got plenty to spare, after all, mom has a bad habit of not giving our old stuff away. I think she might be a hoarder.”
“I’m not wearing girls’ clothes.”
“Ok, then I’ll just make sure all the blinds are open while you do your chores, naked.  Your choice, sissy.”
Dakota gulped.  If anyone caught him with this cage, he’d never hear the end of it.  But wearing girls’ clothes?  That was a step too far.  The rabbit was a boy, he didn’t belong in skirts or dresses!  But if he did, people seeing him through the window would be all the less likely.  So it all came down to what was worse for him: People seeing the cage, or him wearing girly clothes.
“...ok,” he muttered.  Lily ground her foot into his back, “Ok, what?”
“Ok, Mistress Lily!” 
“Good girl,” she said, lifting her foot up and dragging him to her room by the ear.  Several clothes were laid out across her bed, from skirts to shirts with characters like princesses or other girly shows, and a selection of panties.  
“Go ahead and pick your bottom, and I’ll pick the top.  Wouldn’t want it to not match now, would we?”
Dakota scoured through the clothes with distaste.  It didn’t help that his only color options were pink, purple, and various shades for anything under his waist.  He knew his sister had clothes of different colors, even when she was his age.  He stole a peek of his sister’s gaze, that smug smile still going strong as he looked through the clothes.  Biting his lower lip, he picked a pair of pink shorts that he figured were better than an actual skirt.
“This one,” he said, lifting it up and averting his eyes from her gaze.  
“Ok, now the panties.”
“What?  Why?!”
“Cause I said so,” she chuckled, “Only reason you’re wearing those undies is that I didn’t want to wake you.”
“But...but…” Lily’s scowl stopped his complaints in their tracks.  Bitter and frustrated, he blindly grabbed a pair of light pink panties, “Fine.” he muttered, pulling down his underwear as Lily picked a white babydoll blouse tee.  Anger and humiliation painted his face red as he put the clothes on, rushing through them to get through this ordeal as fast as he could.  Lily just stared, pulling one leg up and leaning into the back of her chair with a satisfied look.  
She finally stepped out of her chair to ruffle his headfur, “Don’t you look lovely,” she said, pinching his cheeks.  He wanted to push back, but that picture in her phone was all that stood in his way.  Well, that and not knowing where the keys to his closet and chastity cage were.
She pushed a piece of paper into his hands, “Ok, here’s your chores for today.”
Laundry, dishwashing, folding the beds, all pretty basic stuff that mom did around the house and Lily picked up whenever mom got too busy.  He scowled at her, “Seriously?”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“It’s bad enough that you’re making me dress like this, but now I’m doing all of your work?”
Lily smiled, leaning close enough to her brother that their foreheads touched, “You mean,” she whispered, eyes peering down with malevolence, “Your work, sissy.  Unless you want mom and dad-”
“Fine!  Fine!” he huffed, rolling the chores into his pink pocket, “Let’s just get this over with…” 
“That’s the spirit,” she ruffled his blonde headfur, “Now come on, I need to make sure you do the laundry right,” 
“Right?  What’s so hard about laundry?  Just put all the clothes in the wash and turn it on, right?”
Her smile didn’t fill him with warmth, “Oh, Dakota, Dakota, Dakota,” she squeezed both his cheeks, “Don’t look a gift in the mouth.  Cause, if you fuck up my clothes,” her whisper turned to a guttural growl, “I’m going to melt the key and make you wear it like a tag.”
***
The only thing that accompanied Dakota throughout the chores was his frustrated grumbling.  Everything had to be just perfect, and if it wasn’t then Lily made a habit of messing it up so he could get it right.  His sister had him fold the bed four times before she said it was good enough.  Four!
Stacking fresh dishes from the washing machine, Dakota sighed as he heard his sister laughing from the living room.  He should be doing that, or at least spending his time playing video games, not doing chores in his sister’s old clothes.  Their parents were gone for the week, that’s like, almost an eternity for him!
The dryer beeped, but he continued to stack dishes.  It beeped again, why did it have to keep beeping?  Taking all the dishes out onto the kitchen counter, he stomped over to the laundry room and flipped open the dryer door, clawing out the clothes into a basket.
“Someone’s angry,” Lily said, sipping from her glass of water as she leaned against the wall across from him.  He scowled at her, tempted to say something back but knew she’d just show the photo again.  Instead, he just brushed past her with her laundry back to the kitchen, where the dishes were patiently waiting to be put away.
Lily grabbed his shoulder, “Bathroom break,”
“I don’t need to use the bathroom.”
Dull claws dug into his shoulder, “Not for you, sissy.  Mom and Dad’s bathroom, now.” 
Confusion hit him for half a second before he grasped what she meant.  Mouth drying in terror, he looked into her eyes for mercy, none of which she had.  Dropping the basket, he dragged his feet over to his parent’s private bathroom, desperately trying to think of ways he could avoid this fate.  None came.
Dakota paced along the tiled floor of his parent’s, hands shaking nervously as he walked from the bathroom to the shower over and over.  Mom and Dad had two sinks, their own personal sinks whereas he and his sister had to share one upstairs.  Though Lily was the only one who complained about that, and now that she made him clean it he started to see why.
The young rabbit swallowed as he saw Lily coming in with a funnel in her hand.  Smiling, his big sister pointed him to the shower, “Come on, we don’t want to make a mess. Unless you want to do another load of laundry.  I could probably give you a sk-”
“Fine,” he grumbled, pulling open the opaque glass door and walking in, “Let’s just...get it over with.”
“Ask for it,” she said, running a finger around the edge of the funnel.
“W-what?” he blinked, “No!” Dakota grimaced at the thought.  Bad enough she made him dress like this and do all the chores, but now she expected him to ask?  He had to draw a line.
Lily erased that line with her phone, “Come on now, sissy, all you have to do is get on your knees and say, ‘Please use my mouth as your urinal, Mistress’ and you can get back to work,” she pressed the phone to her lips, smiling with sadism as his torment, “Look, I even brought a funnel so you wouldn’t make a mess.  Aren’t I just so thoughtful?”
Knuckles white, legs straight, Dakota stared daggers at Lily’s feet.  If he didn’t, she’d tell everyone what he did.  Mom and Dad would never let him hear the end of it, taking away all he had for fun, maybe send him to some boarding school.  Just a week, all he had to do was stomach a week of this.
Exhaling, the rabbit rested on his knees, “Please use my mouth as your urinal...Mistress.”
Lily’s face lit up like a firecracker as he said it, biting her lip so hard he swore she would shed blood.  She dropped her pants and panties, and brought the funnel to his lips, “That’s a good girl.  Stay still now,” she said, propping her leg up against the wall and keeping her balance with the built-in railing.  Dakota’s teeth bit hard into the metal as he closed his eyes, the agony of waiting for his sister’s shower.
The older bunny sighed as she relieved herself.  Pits and patters echoed onto the funnel as she let the urine fall, filling it up and seeping down Dakota’s throat.  He breathed through his nose, trying to imagine something tastier, like soda, as the bitter liquid smacked his tongue on its way downward.  No matter what flavors he thought of, from lemon-lime, to grape, to just cola, none could stop the warm piss from making his skin crawl as it poured down.  
He had to gulp down what remained when she finished, slowly sucking it down the funnel while she watched on in what he could only imagine was amusement.  Even though his eyes were closed, he could hear Lily’s heavy breathing.  Her face grew redder when he opened up to see, eyes fiery as she stared at him swallowing the very last drop.
“That’s a good urinal,” she said, pulling the funnel away and patting his headfur.  He averted his gaze, wanting to just sink down into the floor and not exist.  For the second time in his life, only a day apart, he drank Lily’s piss.  He hated it, but not because of the obvious reason.  No, he despised it because the younger rabbit was starting to not mind the taste near the end there. 
“And you didn’t spill, so good.” she pinched his cheeks before helping him up, cupping his face in the process, “Now, you have some chores to finish don’t you?”
He nodded.
“That’s right.  When you’re done, come find me and get on your knees when you do.  I’m gonna give you a nice reward.”
A reward?  His face went blank at the prospect.  Why would Lily reward him for...for anything?
“Would you like a reward?”
“Y-yes,” he said, earning him a tight grip on his maw.
“Yes, what?” she asked, growling softly.
“Yes, Mistress Lily.”
***
Dakota wasn’t sure which feeling was stronger, anger or him being tired.  Stretching his back, the young bunny made his way to the living room where Lily laid about on the couch, busy watching something that featured a bunch of adults pretending to be teenagers.  He never understood those shows, where was the action?  
“I’m done,” he said, heading for the chair next to her.  She didn’t react, paying more attention to her phone than even the drama on the screen.
“I’m done,” he repeated.  When she didn’t react again, he sighed and headed to a chair.  A snap of her fingers stopped him, “Where are you going?”
“The chair,” he turned back to her, gritting his teeth when he saw her still on her phone.
“Nah ah,” she pointed curled her finger over then pointed to the ground, “Kneel, like I told you.” 
Assorted complaints broke halfway as Dakota mumbled unintelligibly under his breath as he kneeled before his sister.  Beyond the show she barely watched, the only things the young rabbit heard was the clacking of ice as Lily drank and the tapping of her phone.  Even against the carpeted floor, the bunny’s knees started to strain as he waited for his sister to give him a reward.  What could it be?  Maybe she’d give him the key so he could unlock his closet and wear his own clothes again.  
“Well, that was fun,” she said, hopping off the couch and lightly tugging Dakota’s ears, “Come along now, I need to get you ready for your reward.”
He fidgeted when seeing his parent’s bathroom again, nearly gagging when his eyes fell on the shower.  Lily told him to wait there as she went into mom’s closet, scrounging around and talking complaining about where ‘it’ was.  She seemed to find it, in dad’s closet to her vocal surprise, a clear bottle with what Dakota thought to be a built-in straw.
“Drop your pants, lay on the floor.” She ordered. 
“W-what?” Dakota asked, not dropping his pants.
“Your reward, I need to clean you out first.” 
“Clean me out?  Why?”
“Well, that would ruin the surprise, but…” she reached for the cage under his pants, getting a soft squeal from her brother, “I was doing a little research today, and I learned that boys have other ways of cumming.  Now, this isn’t coming off for a while, but I’m sure you don’t wanna get pent up now, do you?”
Cum, without touching his dick?  It had to be too good to be true, at least Dakota thought so.  After all, the white stuff only came if he pumped his dick really hard, and only when it was hard.  But a part of him was curious, and it wasn’t like he could just tell Lily no.  She made him drink her piss twice, at this rate he might as well follow along.
Dropping his pants, Dakota braced himself against the floor with his bum outstretched.  He winced as her finger circled his pucker, gasping when she pressed the tip of the bottle inside him, “Just relax,” she whispered, squeezing the liquid into his sphincter. 
Fingers clawed at the carpet as the saline solution swished around inside him.  Until now, that hole had been one way only.  To have something go inside should have been wrong, and in a way, it did feel weird.  But it also felt...interesting in some way to the bunny.  Dakota kept thinking of a clown blowing a balloon up as his lower intestines expanded. 
Lily brushed his head fur, “Just hold it for a few minutes.  Tell me when it feels like too much,” she whispered, her voice showing more comfort than he’d ever experienced from his stupid big sister.  Head curling to the floor, he tried to think of something else as the enema swished inside.  Video games, cartoons, the cage around his dick, all thoughts that flooded his mind while the dam down below slowly cracked.
“I...I really need to go,” he muttered. Lily giggled quietly while helping him up, directing him over to Mom and Dad’s toilet, “Meet me in the bedroom when you’re done.” she said, closing the door behind him.
Dakota felt lighter after he finished, stepping out of the bathroom with a nervous twitch as he made his way to the bedroom.  Lily was waiting for him, now dressed in only her matching tan panties and bra, holding a pair of black leather cuffs in her blue latex glove colored hands.  He wasn’t sure why, but the rabbit found his older sister’s smile chilling enough to hug himself for warmth as he stepped closer.  
He didn’t say anything as she took his wrists and carefully cuffed them behind his back, only biting his lip as he found himself pushed face-first onto the bed.  Another pair of cuffs were strapped to his ankles, and as he tried to move them he heard a metal bar click against the bed between his legs.  
“Did you know that boys have a special button up their butt?” Lily said, squirting something from a bottle out of his view, “It’s called a prostate, and if you stimulate it enough, men can cum even better.  At least, it looks like it from the videos.”
He flinched as something pressed up against his butt, “Just relax, it’s only my finger,” she cooed, sliding it on in and twirling it inside.  Dakota took a deep breath as she slid her finger in and out, focusing on trying not to push her out.   
“There it is,” she said, tapping his inner button, “Now, don’t move.  I need to get the right tools for this.”
Tools?  What more did she need than her finger?  Dakota shimmied over to see his sister, noting a box she carried from their mother’s closet.  “Mom’s got a lot of toys for this sort of thing.  That might explain all those moans coming from dad at night,” she said, pulling out some strange piece of underwear that looked like it went over her own.  A blue straight cock came next, widening Dakota’s eyes in terror as he tried to hop off the bed.
“Ah, ah, ah,” Lily teased, holding him in place after putting on the cock, “No running away, sissy,”
“B-but that’s not your finger!  You could-”
“Shh,” she whispered, propping the slippery head of the dildo to his hole, “I know, but this is bigger.  Easier to hit that button with,” she said, slowly pushing the strap-on into him.  His mouth hung open, screaming silently as the toy dug deeper and deeper into his folds.  It bumped up against his prostate, releasing sensations he’d never felt before today.  Legs gave in, letting the toy freely pound into him as Lily pushed in and out.
“How’s it feel, sissy?” she asked, to no response.  She pulled Dakota’s hair back, “I asked you a question!”
The strange fullness and unfamiliar pleasure robbed Dakota of his voice, letting only moans behind gritted teeth and haggard breaths escape his mouth.  The pleasure kept building, piling up behind the head of his caged cock, but something prevented it come exploding forth.  She kept thrusting for what felt like hours, or they could have been minutes, Dakota couldn’t tell.  Instead, he just laid there as she pulled out.
“What the hell?” she asked in frustration, hand under his cage while pressing his nuts up to him, “You didn’t cum.  Did I not do enough?” 
He still couldn’t find the words to tell her how close he was.  With a sigh, Lily began to ruffle through the box, “The website said it needed proper stimulation.  Maybe the dildo is too small?  Hmm...I could use a wolf penis, but...oh?  Oh yes,” 
Dakota didn’t need to turn his head to see the horsecock dildo in Lily’s hand.  Legs came to life, only to fill his body with pins and needles as she swapped out cocks.  Lube in hand, she lined up the horse phallus to her little brother’s bun.
“You best bite the pillow, sissy, horses are jerks like that.”
Mouthful of bedsheet, Dakota’s cries fell on deaf ears as Lily pushed the horse dildo into him.  Whenever he felt he’d reach the bottom, another inch or two came in, to the point where Dakota thought it would never end.  Lily’s hands dug into his buttcheeks as she began to piston her hips, occasionally slapping them much to his dismay.  
“You better tell me when you cum!  I wanna see it!” 
He wished he could.  But even with the new cock, the build-up felt the same.  Something seemed to hold him back as the toy vigorously pounded into him.  He felt so close.  If he had been masturbating with his cock, he would have already cum from this feeling.  Instead, it stayed there, teetering on the edge while he begged and begged for it to come out. 
The sunlight dimmed to darkness by the time Lily stopped.  Breathing heavy, his older sister pulled out of him and collapsed onto the floor, leaving his butthole gaping open.  He didn’t like it, being empty.  After so long with the toy, so long at the edge, he wanted to keep going.  Lily’s stamina said otherwise.
“The internet is dumb!” she shouted, frustrated as she unhooked the dildo from her crotch, “Just how much stimulation does a butt need?”
“More…” he whispered into the sheets, but Lily heard it.
“What was that?” she said, climbing over to her brother and flipping him onto his back.  Dakota didn’t look away this time, staring back at his sister with what must have been torture, “So close...just a little more.”
Blush filled Lily’s face.  No sadism, no smug smile, but honest to god blush like some cute boy asked her to a date.  She leaned in, kissing her brother on the forehead, “Well...if you promise to behave, I’ll try this again.  Can you do that for me, little brother?”
He nodded, staring into her eyes in the hope that she told the truth.  He didn’t care how many chores she made him do, or how much of her piss he had to drink. He wanted, no, needed to cum with his special button.  Dakota would do anything for it.
Anything.
