It had been two weeks since Lily enslaved her brother.  Two weeks since she’d locked his dick up, made him drink her urine, crossdress him, and had him do all the chores.  Two weeks since Daisy ruptured one of his testicles, sending him to the hospital.
The rabbit shuddered at the memory.  She remembered just standing there, watching her brother pass out in front of her after puking.  Lily wanted to blame Daisy for it, but deep down she knew it wouldn’t have happened if she didn’t trap her brother in the first place.  Guilt ate at her whenever she saw him, especially since Dakota hadn’t reverted to being her annoying little brother.
It started when he didn’t tell Mom and Dad on her, claiming he lost a bet to explain the hair color and nails, and that he slipped out of the tub.  She just stared blankly at him as he lied for her, unable to understand why.  
Then he became more helpful around the house, doing laundry and even helping mom prepare meals.  Her little brother did his and her chores not only without complaint but with pride.  The Dakota she knew needed to be dragged by his feet to get anything done, at least before she trapped him.  
The most confusing thing was the panties.  Lily noticed more of her underwear had gone missing.  She’d been relieved at first, thinking her little brother got back into his masturbation habits.  Gross, but it had a sense of normalcy.  Then she saw him wearing them, and not just in private.  No, she saw them wrapped tightly around his waist under his pants.  And judging by the mass of boys underwear she found in the trash, those panties were all that he was wearing.
Her hand hovered over the doorknob of Dakota’s room.  For a week she wanted to confront him about it, to demand why he not only stole her panties but wore them.  But every time she saw his face, she couldn’t help but remember his vacant expression as Daisy squished one of his testicles.  The paw shivered, the words ‘her fault’ kept repeating over and over in her head.
Dakota opened the door, snapping her back to reality as he stared up to her, “Oh, hi Lily.” 
“H-hi, Dakota.”
“Can I help you with something?”
The questions she planned to ask lodged themselves in her throat, “No, I...I just had a brain fart and thought this was my room is all.”
“Oh...ok,” his sounded disappointed.  Lily bit her tongue, letting it bleed in her own frustration.
He grabbed her paw as she turned to leave, “Actually, can I ask you something?”
“S-sure,” she ruffled his pink hair, pink because of what she did, “anything for my little brother.”
“Where’s the chastity cage?”
If Lily had been carrying anything, she would have dropped it.  Blank eyes staring down upon her brother, the rabbit blinked once, then twice, before asking, “What?” 
“The chastity cage.  I figured you got it from mom and dad’s closet, but I couldn’t find it.  So I checked your room and I couldn’t find it.”
She laughed, not in that she found anything remotely funny.  Rather, it was as though Dakota told a bad joke and it would be rude to not laugh.
“Oh.  Well, why would you want that stupid thing?”
Dakota blushed, arms behind his back as he rubbed his toes into the floor, “Well...Clyde said he liked it on me.”
The older rabbit felt like a cartoon skeleton as her jaw dropped.  Clyde?  Daisy’s highschool big brother?  He said...she shook her head.  That had to be a joke, there was no way Dakota and Clyde were seeing each other.  She looked into his blue eyes, trying to find some semblance of humor in this.
She found none. 
“Are...are you seeing Clyde?”
He nodded, casually as if it wasn’t a big deal.  She couldn’t believe it, so she asked again, “Are you seeing Clyde...and dressing for him?”
Dakota nodded again.  Lily found herself gripping the doorframe for support.  Her own brother, crossdressing for someone seven years his senior.  Part of her knew she should have been disgusted, even after everything she did to him.  But she didn’t feel disgusted.  All she felt was rage.  Rage to Clyde for seeing her brother, rage at Dakota for seeing Clyde, and rage at herself for something she couldn’t understand.
“W-why,” she forced out, trying to keep a calm demeanor on the outside, “I thought you hated this?”
“Oh...well,” he blushed, “At first, I did.  I thought about how I’d get back at you.  But after you played with my butt, well, I kinda sorta liked it?  After Daisy broke my ball, Clyde said you kind of dropped all of this.  I didn’t want to believe him at first, but with how you treated me when I got home…” he bit his lip, “It just didn’t feel right.  I liked Mistress Lily, but she left.  And she’s been avoiding me ever since.”
Lily couldn’t believe what she heard.  Dakota liked being her slave?  He actually liked being locked by her, dressing in her old clothes, and being her personal urinal?  She stepped back, blush filling her face as she processed everything.  She hurt him, abused him, treated him less than dirt and he liked it?  Sure, she offered some kindness, like when she gave him that blanket when he slept, but she never figured he’d enjoy it.  The rabbit just got too caught up in the moment.
The doorbell rung before Lily could speak.  Dakota bowed, “That’ll be Master Clyde,” he curtsied, “I’ll see you later, sister.”
She followed Dakota from a distance as her brother raced down the steps.  Clyde sat at the front door, talking to her mother of all people.  Keen ears could pick up everything he said, and it made her heart blaze with fury.
“Hello, Mrs. Jones.  I’m Daisy’s older brother, Clyde.  Dakota asked if I could show him my old toy collection, so I figured I’d take some hours of my day to hang out.  He’s a pretty cool kid.”
She stared daggers down on the donkey as her mother laughed, blissfully unaware of what Clyde intended to do with her brother.  But Lily saw it, the tiny smirk in the corner of the jock’s lips as he snuck a light pinch on Dakota’s butt.  Her claws dug into the railing, that wasn’t his butt to touch.
Gears turned as she watched Dakota head off to Clyde’s car.  He wasn’t going to let him keep her brother, not by a long shot.  She’d win him back.  For him...and for her.
The End?
