“Hathel…?”

A timid little voice reached Hazel’s ears and made the young rabbit begin to stir.  Hazel shifted where he laid in his bed, eyes still closed and wondering vaguely if he had just dreamed the voice or not, and then a soft paw started touching him on the shoulder. “Hathel…?” the little voice repeated. 

Hazel’s eyes blinked open, and he quickly awoke for real as he realized it was Fiver’s voice. “Mmf…” he mumbled as he turned his body over and his brother’s face came into view, looking tense and ashamed. “Morning, little brother,” Hazel greeted him with a quick kiss on the forehead, “What’s the matter?”

“Had an acthident…” Fiver mumbled, hanging his head low.

Sensing where this was going, Hazel looked down at Fiver properly: there was a damp patch on the lower front of his pajama shirt, and he was not wearing his pajama pants or nighttime diaper. And there was a dampness on his leg fur that Hazel could smell was not sweat.

“Okay… show me.” Hazel climbed out of bed, gave a quick stretch, and let Fiver lead him out of his room and to the bathroom, where a messy scene greeted them: there was a puddle of pee on the floor and on top of the toilet seat, and Fiver’s pajama pants and diaper were sitting on top of the mess soaking it in. “I’m sowwy, Hathel.” Fiver said, his ears drooping. 

“But the potty was in your room – why didn’t you use that?” Hazel asked gently.

“Wanted to use the big potty wike you…” Fiver mumbled.  

Hazel understood. He had been teaching his brother to use the potty while sitting down, but he himself usually stood up when going, which Fiver often watched and had undoubtedly wanted to imitate. Perhaps this was a good day to teach him how to go while standing up.

Hazel opened the cupboard and pulled out a couple of towels. He used one to pick up the wet diaper and pants, and then used the other to wipe the floor and toilet seat with some cleaner. Once he had discarded everything in the appropriate basket and pail, he turned his attention back to his brother. “Arms up,” Hazel said. Fiver obeyed, and Hazel carefully pulled his damp shirt off. Then he pulled out some wipes from a box on the toilet and held them up. “Hold still,” he commanded, and he wiped the remaining pee off of Fiver’s privates, legs and feet. “There – all better!” he said in a cheery voice, and kissed Fiver on the head again, making the toddler start to smile. “I’m sorry you didn’t make it into the potty, but you did try to go on your own, and I’m proud of you.”

He started leading Fiver out of the bathroom, and then stopped. “Hold on, I gotta pee.” He went back to the toilet. “Now I lift up the seat, like this – you missed that part.” He lifted up the seat, showing his brother, and then he pulled down the front of his boxers and began to pee. Fiver watched, fascinated at Hazel’s long stream, and in response Hazel nudged over the bathroom stool with his foot. Fiver quickly got on and held up his privates, trying to pee just like his brother, but nothing came out of him. After the accident earlier Fiver’s tank was empty. 

A few seconds later Hazel finished, and then he flushed and the pair left the bathroom. “Now let’s put some clothes on you,” Hazel told his now-naked brother, “You can go nakie again after Father goes to work.”

The boys’ father was not as fond of the naked potty training method as they were; he would always order Fiver to cover up if the toddler were to go around naked in front of him. But then he also had no involvement in Fiver’s potty training beyond helping Hazel buy the necessary equipment, so Hazel was content to let Fiver dress however he wanted when their father was not home.

“You too?” Fiver asked eagerly. 

“Yeah, me too!” Hazel smiled. He had come to enjoy being naked as a way to beat the summer heat they were in.
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“Bye father!” Hazel and Fiver stood at the front door waving their father goodbye as he pulled out of the driveway and started driving for work. Hazel ushered Fiver in and closed the door. “Okay… you ready?” Hazel asked Fiver.

“Yeah!” Fiver immediately made a run for the living room, pulling his shirt over his head as he ran. “Oof!” With his eyes covered he bumped into the doorway.

“Ha ha, careful!” Hazel chided Fiver as the toddler shook it off and continued running to the living room. Hazel followed and watched as Fiver removed his shirt and threw it away, then he put his thumbs in the waistbands of his shorts and pull-up and pulled them both down in a flash. He pulled his feet out and kicked them away, and joyfully spread his arms and laughed at the feel of being naked.

Hazel chuckled himself; that little show never got old for him. He went over and picked up the pull-up and inspected it: it was perfectly dry, and Fiver hadn’t gone since before waking him up earlier; he might need to pee soon. “Okay, Fiver…” he held out the potty, “You wanna watch some cartoons?”

“Okay!” Fiver sat down on the potty in front of the TV. Hazel turned it on, and then he quickly gathered some supplies. One of which was a juice box from the fridge, which he handed to Fiver. “Tank you!” the toddler said, and then he began to drink. Hazel smiled and then took his own clothes off and folded them along with Fiver’s, laid a towel on the couch, and sat down to watch cartoons with him.

The pair had established a small routine over the past few days: after their father left the house, they would both take their clothes off, set up in the living room with the potty and some wipes and cleaning supplies, and play together or watch TV until lunch. Then Hazel would do chores for a couple of hours while Fiver took a nap, and then they would play some more, and then they would put their clothes back on and Hazel would start dinner before their father came home. After dinner, it was common for their father to disappear into his den and drink himself to sleep, leaving Hazel to do the dishes and give Fiver a bath and put him to bed. It was a lot of pressure on Hazel, but in these quiet moments with his little brother, he was always able to let go of that stress and enjoy himself for a while.
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An hour later, Hazel felt a familiar sensation in his nether regions: he had to pass hraka. He looked at Fiver, sitting on the potty engrossed in the show he was watching. Hazel supposed he could disappear for a few minutes without saying anything. He quietly got up, left the room, and entered the bathroom. He took the special toilet seat off and sat down, leaving the door open a crack just in case Fiver called. Hazel sat down shifted and grunted, and managed to start passing hraka before he heard a plastic sound knocking on the door. 

“Wanna potty wif you!” Fiver pushed open the door and walked in, carrying his potty chair.

“Umm…” Hazel tried to think of a gentle way to say no, but as Fiver set the potty down and then sat on it facing him, he realized that he couldn’t. “O-kay…” he mumbled. Not like there was much left to hide, anyway.

Fiver balled his feet on the floor and scrunched his face up and began to grunt like Hazel had, and then a cute little toot escaped his bottom. “Oops!” Fiver said.

“Ha ha ha!” Hazel laughed, feeling a little more at ease, and then on impulse, let out a squeak of his own. “Tee hee hee!” Fiver giggled. And then, wanting to make his brother laugh again, Fiver scrunched his face again and released the biggest BRRRT that he could. Both brothers had the biggest laugh of their day at that.
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After a few minutes of doing their business and continuing their impromptu farting contest, Hazel was finished. “Alright, I’m done. Are you done?” he asked Fiver.

“Yeah!” Fiver stood up and showed Hazel the hraka he had passed. “Look!”

“Great, hold on a second.” Hazel pulled some toilet paper and wiped himself. Then he grabbed some more off the roll and got off the toilet and knelt down in front of Fiver. “Hold still,” he instructed his brother as he held up the paper to clean his bottom.

“I wanna do it!” Fiver piped up. Hazel handed him the paper, but instead of wiping himself Fiver simply patted his behind and tossed the paper in the potty. “There!” he beamed proudly, thinking that was all it took.

“Let me see…” Hazel inspected Fiver’s bottom, “No, that’s not quite clean. Let me do a little more, okay?”

He took some more paper and firmly wiped over Fiver’s tailhole, giving it a good cleaning. Fiver gave a little laugh at the tickly sensation.

“There, that’s great,” Hazel tossed the tissue in the toilet and gestured at the hraka-filled potty, “You know what to do with that?”

“Uh-huh!” Fiver emptied the potty into the toilet. “Rinse…” He stood on a stool at the sink and held the potty under the faucet, which Hazel turned on for him. “Pour…” he poured the water into the toilet, “Flush…” he flushed the toilet, “And done!” Fiver stated proudly.

“Good job, good job!”  Hazel praised as Fiver ran out of the bathroom carrying the potty. “Wait a minute, do you have to pee?” Hazel asked.

“Did it!” Fiver called back. 

Hazel wasn’t so sure – he hadn’t seen any urine in the potty before Fiver emptied it, but if he didn’t need to go he didn’t need to go. Hazel went to the fridge and grabbed a couple more juice boxes. Might as well fill the tank some more.

“Here you go – apple juice!” Hazel passed one to Fiver, who accepted gratefully, and sat down on the couch and started sipping his own. Fiver then jumped on the couch himself and sat right next to Hazel, snuggling against him. Hazel put a loving arm around his little brother, and the two resumed watching their cartoon.
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A couple more hours and a light lunch later, Hazel could feel Fiver leaning more heavily against him, and sensed that he was getting tired. He could also feel Fiver’s legs rubbing together, and see his paws keep moving down to grasp at his little privates. “Alright Fiver,” he kissed him on the head and stood up, “Nap time.”

“Awww…” Fiver reluctantly followed Hazel off the couch. “But first,” Hazel said as he led him out of the room, “You have to go pee.” 

“Don’t havta…” Fiver mumbled as Hazel led him towards the bathroom. Hazel wasn’t fooled, Fiver’s hips kept shaking and his knees were practically locked together as he walked, he really had to go but didn’t want to say it. “Let’s just try, okay? I’ll do it with you.” Hazel said gently.

“NO!” Fiver yelled.  He was practically doing a potty dance right in front of Hazel as they reached the bathroom door, and yet he still remained firm. Hazel internally sighed. Goats and mules had nothing on the stubbornness of toddlers, especially ones in need of a nap. “Fine…” he muttered, “I’ll just go myself, wait here.”

Casually Hazel walked into the bathroom, lifted the toilet seat, held his privates up and began to pee. “Ahhh…” he sighed dramatically, trying to make his stream go on for as long as possible. And then to his relief he heard little feet scampering towards him, and then Fiver jumped on the stool beside him, held his privates just like Hazel was, and began to pee as well. 

“Why didn’t you want to go before?” Hazel asked Fiver, “Were you scared you would have an accident like this morning?”

Fiver didn’t answer, but Hazel didn’t really need one; the logic of toddlers was impossible to fully comprehend, even for him. 

After a few more seconds Hazel was finished, and then he gave quick instructions to Fiver on aiming his stream and then shaking when he was done too. Hazel flushed, and then he and Fiver washed their paws before doing a double high-five.

“Nice job! You’re getting so much better at holding it in!” Hazel praised. Fiver beamed, suddenly a lot more cheerful now that he didn’t have a full bladder, although he was still sleepy. Hazel gave him a friendly tussle on the ears and then took Fiver by the paw and led him upstairs. Once in the nursery Hazel picked up a diaper from the old changing table and started unfolding it, “Okay, go ahead and lie down,” he gestured at Fiver’s bed. Fiver agreed and laid down on the bed. “Thanks, now just hold up that bum,” Hazel instructed. Fiver pulled back his knees and lifted his butt up, and Hazel slid the diaper underneath and began to tape it shut.

“Said no more diapers…” Fiver mumbled.

“I’m sorry, but we have to use the diapers we have left,” Hazel replied as he finished taping the diaper and then pulled the covers over his brother’s body. “Then it’ll be pull-ups for a while, and then you’ll get your own big kit underwear!” 

“Like yours…” Fiver mumbled, and then his eyes drooped shut and he drifted off to sleep. 

Hazel smiled fondly, gave his brother a kiss on the head and left the room. He went back to the living room, put his clothes back on, and went to get out the vacuum.
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A couple of hours later, Hazel heard a bump and then movement upstairs: Fiver was awake. Hazel put down the cloth he was cleaning the sliding door with and turned for the stairs when he heard the thumping of Fiver running out of his room and down the stairs. With a sudden urgency Hazel ran for the stairs as well and greeted Fiver at the bottom.

“Hathel!” Fiver yelled, doing a real potty dance right in front of him, “I gotta go potty!”

And he took off for the bathroom before Hazel had a chance to respond. By the time Hazel got to the bathroom Fiver was dancing in front of the toilet, fiddling with the tabs of his diaper trying to get it off. Hazel quickly jumped in, untapped the diaper, and took it away as Fiver jumped on the stool, held up his peepee, and began to pee. “Ahhh…” Fiver sighed dramatically, mimicking Hazel’s performance from earlier. 

Hazel watched, amazed, as Fiver peed without any cueing from him and without making any mess on the rim of the bowl. And once he was done, he gave a little shake, flushed the toilet, and went to the sink. Without a word Hazel turned the faucet on and squirted some soap on Fiver’s paws, and Fiver washed them and dried his paws on a towel.

“YAAAYY, you did it!” Hazel clapped and cheered for his little brother.

“Tank you!” Fiver said, and he ran naked out of the bathroom back to the living room for some more TV. 

Hazel picked up the diaper from the floor and inspected it: it was dry. Fiver had stayed completely dry through his nap. Hazel pondered for a moment, and then came to a decision: the first chance he got, he was going to buy Fiver some underwear. It was time for Fiver to start trying out underwear.

