“Thanks, Mr. Jones!” Hazel called out to the family’s grocer as he left down the driveway. Hazel closed the door and went back to the kitchen, where several bags of groceries were lined up on the counter. He quickly searched through them, pulled something out of one and put it in a cupboard, and then called out: “Fiver! You can come out now!”

A few seconds later, Fiver emerged from behind the couch, dressed in a shirt and shorts. Hazel had put some clothes on him for the grocer’s arrival but Fiver had hidden anyway; he was so shy around strangers. 

“Hello, little brother!” Hazel greeted him, totally used to this behaviour, “Can you help me put away the groceries? Then I have a surprise for you!”

“Yeth, Hathel!” Fiver responded eagerly. Hazel pulled a can of beans out of one of the bags and handed it to him: “Can you put this away? It goes in that cupboard over there.”

“Yether, Hathel!” And Fiver toddled away to put the beans away. Once all the groceries were put away (Fiver ended up putting only four items away), Hazel gave him a double high-five. “Good job, little brother! Now, are you ready for a surprise?”

“Yeah! Yeah!” Fiver jumped up and down in excitement. 

“Great! I present to you…” Hazel opened a cupboard and pulled out a package, “Your very own… training pants!”

“Ooh!” Fiver looked at the package in wonder. It was a bag of blue pull-ups, ideal for helping to potty train toddler rabbits. Easier for them to take on and off on their own, but still absorbent in case of accidents. There were even little carrots on the front that would fade if the pull-up got wet. “They are big kit training pants!” Hazel explained, “You will be wearing these for a while, before you are ready for big kit underwear.”

“Like you wear!” Fiver exclaimed.

“Yes, like I wear,” Hazel smiled. He ripped open the package and pulled a pull-up out. “Would you like to put one on?”

“M-Hmm!” Fiver nodded eagerly.

“Can you do it yourself?” Hazel asked.

Fiver nodded again, and then began to pull his shirt up over his head. Hazel smirked, knowing that Fiver’s shirt did not need to come off at all, but to the toddler anything to do with potty training meant getting naked, which Fiver loved more than anything. Fiver removed his shirt in a few seconds, and then pulled down his shorts in one quick motion, and then without any hesitation, pulled the tabs on his diaper and let it fall to the floor. Fiver stood there naked in the kitchen. Hazel chuckled, “here you go, buddy,” and passed him the pull-up. Fiver looked at it, confused, before Hazel took it from him and held it open near his ankles. Realizing that it was like shorts Fiver stepped into them, and then reached down and pulled them up.

“Good job!” Hazel clapped his paws in praise. Fiver stood there beaming, with his little fists on his hips like a superhero. “Can you pull them down?” Hazel asked. Fiver looked confused, before Hazel gripped the sides of the pull-up and gave it a little tug so it slid down a little. Fiver copied him, gripping the sides and pushing it down so that Hazel could see his little privates.  “That’s it!” Hazel said, “Now can you pull them back up?”

Fiver slowly reached down and pulled them back up, and Hazel’s response was to clap harder than before. “That’s it! That’s it! Great job!” he praised. “Now you can start going to the potty on your own! You want to try it?”

“Umm… okay!” Fiver replied. Hazel took him by the paw and started leading him towards the bathroom. Fiver had been starting to go to the potty on his own when he was near it, but he hadn’t yet gotten the hang of making it to the bathroom when he needed to go. And while the naked potty training method had been a delight for both of them, it had led to a few accidents on the floor when Fiver couldn’t get to the toilet on time, and Hazel hoped that the pull-ups would help prevent more. Plus, it would give him something better to wear to bed and when the family went out.

Hazel and Fiver entered the bathroom. There was now a stool nearby that enabled Fiver access to the toilet, and also a special seat on the toilet that made the hole smaller so that Fiver would not fall in. There was a set on the upstairs bathroom as well, and Hazel and their father could remove them whenever they wished.

“Okay, on the stool…” Hazel gestured at it, and Fiver got on. “Pull down your pull-up…” Fiver did, “And now sit!” Fiver sat down on the special seat, and Hazel knelt down next to him, eager for results. They stayed like that for a few minutes, but only a little urine came out of Fiver. No hraka, and he hadn’t passed any since yesterday.

“Oh well, guess you didn’t need to go,” Hazel shrugged. He had Fiver stand up, and pull the pull-up back up. “But congratulations on graduating to training pants! Are you done with diapers?”

“Yeah! No more diapers!” Fiver cheered. Hazel gave him a kiss on the head, and then they both washed their paws and went to the living room to play.

00000

An hour passed with no more mention of the potty, so Hazel decided to do something he had been putting off since yesterday: take a shower. “Okay, Fiver…” he said, “Can we go upstairs for a few minutes?”

“Okay!” Fiver replied, and Hazel picked up the toys that Fiver had been playing with (a tractor and a truck), and the two walked upstairs. “I need a shower, okay?” Hazel said as they reached the top.

“Okay, Hathel!” Fiver replied as Hazel led them to the bathroom. This was a normal practice for them: Fiver was still a little too young to be left on his own while Hazel showered, so he would wait and play in the bathroom until Hazel was done. Hazel always tried to make it fast, but shampooing and combing fur could only go so quickly.

Hazel shut the door, turned on the fan, and set Fiver up with his toys on the floor. Once he was satisfied that Fiver would be kept busy, he turned on the water and took his clothes off.

“Hathel nakie!” Fiver called out.

“That’s right, Hazel nakie,” Hazel chuckled as he got in the shower. He turned on the water and began to work up a lather with the soap while listening to Fiver babbling and playing with his toys. Things went smoothly for a couple of minutes, but then when Hazel had just gotten the soap fully worked into his fur, he suddenly heard a rustling of the shower curtain. He turned and looked and saw Fiver tugging the curtain, his eyes looking frantic. “What’s wrong, Fiver?” he asked.

“I gotta go potty, Hathel!” Fiver cried. Hazel could see his little body trembling and his legs jumping up and down in a pee-pee dance. Just then, soap ran into Hazel’s eyes and he screwed them shut in pain. “I’m sorry, I can’t help you!” he said, “The toilet’s right there, you can just go there!”

He heard Fiver let go of the curtain and run to the toilet as he rinsed his face off, and then he heard the plastic clunk of the kiddy seat on the toilet, and the sound of Fiver grunting. Relieved, Hazel focused on rinsing the rest of the soap out of his fur quick as he could. But as soon as he was done a minute later, he heard a sad little whimper. He stuck his head out from the shower and saw Fiver sitting on the toilet, wringing his paws and looking like he was going to cry. It took a couple of seconds before Hazel saw what was wrong: Fiver had been in such a hurry that he had forgotten to pull down the pull-up before he sat on the toilet, and a certain smell told Hazel that it been more than just peeing that Fiver needed to do. Fiver whimpered at his brother, looking so ashamed and uncomfortable.

“Ohhh, it’s okay!” Hazel climbed out of the shower, dripping wet and naked, and hugged his little brother. “It’s okay… you just had a little accident, I’m not mad.”

“Sniff, pwomise?” Fiver asked.

“I promise.” Hazel looked Fiver in the eyes, “And you did sit on the potty by yourself, and I’m proud of you for that. You did good, I’m sorry I didn’t remind you about the pull-up.  Now let’s get you cleaned up, okay?”

“M-hmm.”

Hazel stood Fiver up, ripped the tear-away sides on the pull-up and took it off him. As he predicted, there was a mess of hraka in there, and Fiver’s bum was no cleaner. Hazel dumped what he could of the hraka in the toilet, and then rolled up the soiled pull-up and put it in the trash bin. Then he grabbed a package of wipes from the counter and cleaned Fiver’s bottom as best as he could, and then he flushed it all down the toilet. “Okay… you want to g-g-get in the shower with me?” Hazel asked. He was beginning to shiver from the water in his fur.

Fiver nodded without saying anything, still a little upset from his accident. Hazel picked him up, carried him into the shower and closed the curtain. Hazel relathered the soap and began to work it into Fiver’s fur, giving special care to his bottom area. As he felt Hazel rub his buttocks Fiver began to relax, reminded of their nightly massage sessions. Once he had Fiver washed and combed Hazel laid down on the floor of the tub, letting himself relax as Fiver laid on top of him, the two brothers snuggling under the flow of the water. After a few minutes, Hazel finally shut the shower off and the two got out. Hazel quickly towel-dried both of them before finishing the job with the fur-dryer, and then used their towels to mop up the water that he had gotten on the floor earlier. Both brothers then stood there naked, looking at each other.

“Do I need a diaper?” Fiver asked timidly. He looked reluctant; he had been so proud earlier when he had said no more diapers.

Hazel thought about it for a second, for there were still some diapers in the nursery and there was still the nearly-full package of pull-ups still in the kitchen, but he decided against it; Fiver still needed using the potty to be as easy as possible, and being naked was clearly the best thing for that. “Naww, I think you’re good going nakie!” he declared, “We can save the pull-ups for when you take a nap or something.”

“YAAAY!!” Fiver turned and ran out of the bathroom, waving his paws and babbling with joy as he streaked through the house.

Hazel chuckled and looked down and saw that Fiver had left his toys behind. He would need to pick them up and bring them to him, once he got dressed again. But when he picked up his underwear Hazel thought: why don’t I go naked too? Fiver sure loved it, and it was only them at home, their father wouldn’t be home for several hours. What the heck, it was summer!

Hazel stepped out of the bathroom, and suddenly felt nice and cool as he walked down the hallway. He hadn’t done anything like this since he was a little kit; he was completely exposed, but it was… nice. Maybe it wouldn’t hurt to do this more often, Fiver certainly wouldn’t care. He walked down the stairs, and heard Fiver in the living room. He walked into it and saw Fiver crouching on the floor with his back to him, playing with one of his other toys. “Here you go little brother, you left these upstairs.” Hazel said, holding the tractor and truck out to him.

Fiver looked around, his eyes widened and he let out a laugh of joy as he saw his brother. “Hathel nakie too!” he cheered.

“That’s right,” Hazel said as he knelt down to start playing with his brother again, “Hazel nakie too.”

