
Alex and Cotton were identical twin pink bunnies. Cotton seemingly hadn’t developed mentally since the two were young cubs which had resulted in the boy never going to public school or graduating from his potty training status. Meanwhile, while Alex had struggled with potty training until preschool, he eventually got through it and became a straight A student. 


The boys’ parents weren’t sure how this difference had occurred. They’d read the same books, played the same shows, and gotten them the same toys. They’d both been given the same attention and affection. There hadn’t been any major physical accidents. And the doctors couldn’t point to any abnormalities. 


So, despite their best efforts to potty train Cotton or put him in remedial classes, it just seemed better to let him stay home as their little bunny. Some days were better than others. Sometimes he was an enthusiastic cub, telling his parents how much he loved them and eagerly playing with his blocks or learning toys. Other days he would sneak into Alex’s room and take off his diapers to paw off to porn. Their parents weren’t sure what to do about this, but they inevitably agreed that it would be best to prevent this activity for a few years by keeping him in locking cloth covers over his diapers. 


Because of the amount of attention that Cotton required, this put the twins’ younger brother Flick in an unfortunate situation. He was five years younger than the twins and while they’d initially doted on him when he was born, this had to change once Flick became mostly self-sufficient. In some ways, the cub was glad to have outpaced one of his older brothers, but it had come at too high a price. This had led to some particularly bratty behavior from the boy in an effort to claw back some of that attention. The younger boy intentionally failed classes, wet his pants, threw tantrums and many other childish behaviors in an attempt to get more attention, but he never got what he wanted. 


So Flick learned to take it out on Cotton. Their parents would let Flick babysit his older brother. It was a welcome break for them and it also tamped down on the younger boy’s rebellious behavior or so it seemed to them anyway. But Flick was secretly tormenting his older brother. He would slip some of their parents’ laxatives into the bunny’s sippy cups, forcing the older boy to have messy accidents when the cub wouldn’t allow his older brother out of his onesie. He would also play very stereotypically baby things on the older bunny like brainless shows designed for toddlers with lots of lights and colors. He also would enforce naptimes and make Cotton suckle on a pacifier or a bottle before bed. 


Flick liked it best when he could make his older brother tear up from messing himself or throw a tantrum in his crib when he was put to bed before he wanted to be. It felt good to be in control. Yet it seemed like Cotton would always tattle on him. While his parents just dismissed it with a ‘boys will be boys’ mentality, Alex would admonish him for bullying, sometimes even spanking him. 


This only made Flick more resentful of the twins. It was a benefit that the twins were identical, because he could pretend that Cotton was Alex whenever he was inflicting his punishments on him. It was a vicious cycle, but one that had to come to an end. But when it did, it wasn’t how he would’ve predicted.

_____________________________________________________


Trick was nursing his naked butt while he was sat with his muzzle in the corner. Alex had spanked him after coming home from school and speaking with Cotton. Flick had poured the remnants of his cold punch down Cotton’s diaper earlier in the day that had ended up staining the teen’s butt purple with the artificial dye. 


Normally, he’d be in the clear for such a little tease. Spanking him was a bit excessive. He wanted to tattle on Alex to his parents but as he thought about it more, he might just get spanked again by Alex while his parents would just dismiss it as ‘boys will be boys’ again. But he would get back at him somehow.


Initially, his mind was focused on the pain of being spanked. Yet as he thought more about what had happened, something felt wrong about his recollection of the event. He had a suspicion, and he needed to confirm it.

________________________________


“Alex, are you awake?” Cotton asked, pawing at his twin brother with his padded mittens on his footed sleeper. 


“Ugghhh, I am now. What’s wrong?” the boy responded groggily. One look at the puppy-eyed bunny who was pawing at his plastic pants and he got his answer. “Again?”


“Come on...pleaaaaaase?” the boy begged.


“We’re gonna get caught if you keep doing this,” came the response. 


“I promise this’ll be the last time for a while. I’ve just been really horny this week.”


Alex sighed. “Fine. Here,” the teen said, helping his brother out of the sleeper as well as the cloth cover beneath. It had locks, but he’d found that a good enough magnet did the same job.. 


Cotton then slipped off his diaper like a pullup, revealing his stiffened member that was leaking precum. Without regard for Alex, the boy started jacking off right then and there. 


Alex cleared his throat quietly but intently, reminding him that they had something to care of first. 


“Oh, right,” Cotton said, blushing. He helped shimmy the sagging wet diaper onto Alex’s hips and resecure the locking cloth pants. Then came the footed sleeper that effectively negated his fine motor control in his paws. It wasn’t really a one person job. 


Ironically, Alex’s own member began to stiffen during this process and the bunny regretted not taking care of his own needs before making the swap. But he’d made his bed...or crib, in this case. Pushing aside his needy thoughts, he started walking towards Cotton’s crib. His crib. Or rather, their shared crib. 


Jealous of his twin who would now be Alex until at least the morning, he felt the hefty soaked diaper between his legs and panted breathily. Well, maybe he wasn’t that jealous. Between the two of them, he far preferred diapers over masturbation. Once he was in the privacy of his crib, he could take care of himself even with the cloth cover in place.


“Going somewhere?” the diapered bunny heard from his little brother’s room. 


Defaulting to his typical reduced vocabulary when he was Cotton, the teen shook his said, “uh uh.” It wasn’t the first time he’d ran into Flick at night. Flick liked to tease and bully them when they were Cotton. Neither of them were particularly fond of messing themselves so they still typically asked for someone to help them go potty so they wouldn’t have to. Whenever Flick happened to be the only option, he’d try to delay this assistance as much as possible. Thankfully for him, he didn’t need this help at the moment.


“Those are very interesting clothes you have on,” Flick said in an accusatory tone.


The teen tilted his head, not understanding, but looking at himself as if he’d somehow forgotten something. No...this was what Cotton normally wore at nights. What was he talking about?


“Alex? Or Cotton?” the younger bunny smiled. 


It felt like the cub was onto their little game, but the teen still played dumb. “Cotton?” he asked, pointing to himself, dumbly. 


Flick held up his phone, showing a clear view of his twin brother masturbating in their room. “Should I rewind it by about 2 minutes?” the cub asked, sliding his paw across the phone to reveal the scene of him putting on his brother’s wet diaper. “Or maybe I should show Mom and Dad this?” he said, swapping his phone into his gallery where it showed a few hidden photos of the times Flick had changed them over the last few days. Except...neither of them had noticed at the time – the angle of the photos showed the bottom of their paws written on in different colored ink. It was evidence that they were trading places.


Their younger brother had caught them.


“I had a feeling when I thought I smelled purple punch on Alex while he was spanking me. Was that you?” he asked.


Cotton shook his head. His twin had always been the more aggressive of the two. He didn’t mind his little brother’s bullying all that much. His counterpart always overreacted to it.


“I suggest if you don’t want me telling Mom and Dad that you decide how to make it up to me,” the boy said, smiling triumphantly as he walked back into his room.


The teen sighed and walked back into his brother’s room, who had just finished his session. He seemed very annoyed to be seeing his twin brother so soon. “We have to talk,” he said, pointing to the area where the camera footage had come from. The bunny’s afterglow had never faded so quickly. And the pink color seemed to drain from his fur as the bunny grabbed his brother’s paw to reveal the red dye there that they’d missed. 

_________________________________________________


Alex had gotten chewed out many times over the past few weeks. This wasn’t because Flick had shared their secret. No, the teen had started having accidents regularly. Although it probably wasn’t right to call them accidents.


It was one of many provisions that Flick had forced upon them. Whenever he said, they would need to wet their pants right then and there. Whether it was in their bed...or at the movie theaters...or at school. If he didn’t send proof in a timely manner, then Flick threatened that he’d tell their parents the twins’ secret. 


Before long, Alex and Cotton were both in diapers. The only difference was that Cotton was changed by his parents whereas Alex was allowed to change himself. Well...at least that’s what his parents thought. In truth, another of the provisions was that Alex was only allowed to change when Flick said so. This had led to Alex requiring thicker diapers when he would leak despite wearing them and having a change with him.


Another requirement? ...


THWACK! The paddle swung upon the teen’s already red buttox.


“I’M SORRY!” Alex cried. 


THWACK! The teen felt himself release his bladder into a puddle on the floor.


“I’M SORRRRRYYY!!” he repeated.


THWACK! The bunny began to sob and bawl helplessly.


Flick smiled and ceased his punishment as he saw that the boy had reached his breaking point. He offered the boy a binky and the boy eagerly began suckling on it to soothe himself.


After a few minutes of letting his butt simmer down and slow down his soothing, he seemed to regain a sense of calm. “I- I had an accident,” he mouthed with some difficulty while the pacifier was in his maw, looking at the puddle beneath him. 


“And where do boys who have accidents belong?” Flick asked.


“In diapers…” he relented.


This was a daily routine whenever Alex came home from school before their parents returned. Alex would be subject to the hypnosis tapes, the spanking, and the continual degradation that weakened both their willingness to fight back and their actual bladder control. 


Neither of the older boys wanted to admit it, but their accidents were suddenly becoming more common. And this punishment didn’t mean that whoever was Cotton had it easy, either.


Bottles became a more regular part of their diet. And not the normal ones, although Flick insisted they were. Within an hour of having their special baba Cotton would fill his pampers with an uncontrollable mess. And they weren’t allowed to ask for a change. This meant that they’d need to stay in their mucky pampers until Flick decided that they were allowed to ask for a change. In order to do so, they’d need to ask for the “special tape for pants messers.”


It was filled with garbage about loving their messy diapers. Needing their messy diapers. It wasn’t going to work on them...or so they thought. 


The true Cotton was always more interested in diapers than his brother. He was the first to fall. He didn’t really enjoy messy accidents as he found them to be hard to clean up and smelly. But those barriers were broken down. He was a baby. He didn’t need to worry about cleanup. The smell wasn’t bad..that’s just what babies smelled like sometimes. Soon, he stopped caring that he was in a messy diaper during playtime. And soon after he realized that he preferred the feeling of the heft in his nethers and the humiliation of having no control.


Meanwhile, the real Alex took longer to fall. Flick had retained the right to make them swap places at any time and both boys would beg for opposite reasons when their younger brother forced them to swap when Cotton had freshly messed himself. But he too succame. Flick let him remain as Cotton for a full week, not letting him out of his locking cloth pants until the boy became desperate. Then it was just a matter of time until the boy began experimenting with cumming in his diapers like his brother...and unfortunately for him, the hypnosis had done its work. It was the best orgasm of his life as he helplessly mushed his accident against his bits without any way of actually manipulating them directly.


Once Flick let the two continue their swaps back and forth, those messy accidents became commonplace for both the boys regardless of whether they were pretending to be Alex or Cotton. Their parents were not amused by this turn of events and started to lean on Flick to help take care of the boys who suddenly required even more work than they had just a few months prior. 


Flick’s revenge had been complete. There were no more spankings required. His brothers were fully in his palm. Subservient little diapered bunnies that required his permission to change. Helpless incontinent bunnies like what they’d pretended to be to fool everyone. Well the joke was on them. 


Or was it?


The younger bunny grimaced as he cleaned up Alex’s messy diaper while the teen just giggled at him like a dumb baby. Cotton was playing with his blocks in the corner and was clearly far more in need of a change, but didn’t want it when asked. The smell was going to be awful when he would inevitably get his brother to relent. 


Had he played himself?

