
It started as a prank. 


Your parents were so excited for your little brother to do be done with potty training. You were upset – why was he being celebrated for just now managing to make it to the bathroom at his age? He got gold stars, endless patience, and special shopping trips for his favorite pullups. 


Meanwhile, you were told to be patient. Once your brother was done potty training, they could afford to get you a special present too. But you didn't believe them – you'd asked for the newest game console many times this year and every time they fed you another excuse. If you weren't going to get what you wanted, then neither would your little brother.


It worked at first. Your brother woke up crying from a paw dipped in warm water overnight. The next night, it worked again. He got put back in his old diapers for the next night. But you were greedy. If he didn't keep wetting his diapers, he'd earn the pullups back in a few days. This needed to continue until they gave up. Except your parents suspected as much when they found the bowl missing from the cupboard. You were caught in the act when your brother was put to bed early. 


You apologized and explained that it was just a practical joke. 


They were not amused. Tit for tat. You wanted the attention so bad, you got it.


You begged and pleaded and continued to apologize, but they would not heed you. They drove you straight to the pharmacy. You were strapped into the cart seat that was far too small for a boy your age as they asked you which diapers you wanted to wear once you were parked in the aisle. 


You covered your burning face, hoping that no one would see you and asked that they just pick one out for you, but they would not allow it. You would be "wearing all of them, so it was better that you pick them out yourself." 


You stammered out that you wanted the plain ones, but your parents vetoed you, knowing better than to let you off that easily. 


Painstakingly, they rejected all your rushed suggestions and calls for plain diapers or pullups until you were left with a single choice. They were the same diapers that your little brother was wearing, except in your size. They were from his favorite show, Sesame Street. It was way too babyish for him, let alone you. But you also recognized the characters because you secretly watched every time you babysat him. You relented and "admitted" that you wanted those ones so they could have their win.


But simply picking them out wasn't the end. The cashier's held back laughter, the tittering of other kids in the aisles, and your parents teasing was humiliating enough, but that wasn't the worst part. They took you to the family bathroom. "You must be so excited to try on your new diaper. Lets put you in them right away," they suggested. You tried so hard to argue that you were truly sorry, but your parents were serious. You were going to wear every single one of those diapers until they were gone and you'd be starting now. They brought your brother's diaper bag, and you could only hide your face and groan in abject helplessness as you were powdered and put into one of the Sesame Street diapers you'd just picked out. Big Bird's smile is the first thing you see on your crotch when you inevitably muster the courage to peek.


You tried to keep your pants, but your grip was significantly weaker than your parents and you would've just ripped them anyway. You were carried out of the bathroom in just your t-shirt and your new underwear. You heard more laughter and you felt a pit in your gut, thinking you found some of the voices familiar, but you buried your muzzle in your father's shoulder, hoping no one would recognize you. It was more comforting there than you cared to admit.


When you got home, you were escorted and ordered not to leave your room. You were grounded. They would let you know when you could get up. You told them you had to use the restroom before bed, but they just remarked that you were wearing your bathroom before they locked the door behind them.


 You were tempted to just take the diaper off and pee somewhere that you could later dispose of, but your parents were serious. They'd already found the bowl you thought you'd hidden so well. And you didn't want to be taken to the store to have to buy another pack of diapers if they wanted to extend the punishment. 


Letting go of your pride and your bladder, you begin to piss yourself. Big Bird's expression on the crotch of the diaper droops as does the front of the plastic as it wicks up the wetness.


Tears well up in the corner of your eyes. Why? Why did it feel so good?


Your paw goes to the front of your diaper. It's so...warm...so comfortable…Was this why your little brother wore them for so long?


You spend longer than you realize fondling the soggy diaper and pondering over the new sensations you're experiencing when you hear your mother knock on your door and tell you to go to bed.


Not wanting to invoke their anger, you do as you are told. You start to rub your diaper more, wallowing in the unique feel before your mind fades into dreamland.

______________________________


In the morning, it isn't your parents who wake you up, but your brother. They aren't far behind, however. As you come to, you see him atop you, investigating your wet diaper as they look from the doorway.


"Well, do you have anything to say to your little brother?" they prompt.


You apologize, admitting it was your fault that he wet the bed. 


He seems mildly upset for a moment, but his expression shifts nearly instantaneously to curiosity as he seems more interested as to why you are wearing a wet diaper.


Your parents speak for you. Since it's your accident, you're going to be wearing diapers until they're all gone. It's the only fair thing to do, they say.


You don't refute them. You'd regret it. Instead, you abashedly ask for a change.


After coming to check you, they say that you can wait a little longer. After breakfast or maybe lunch. You're only a little wet, or so they say.


Your little brother springs to action. He asks if he can wear undies, in that case. He was dry last night, unlike you. They agree. 


You start to get in shorts so you can go downstairs for breakfast, but they stop you. Your father carries you downstairs as you are. He deposits you, not in your usual seat, but in a high chair. You hadn't seen that thing since your little brother was much younger. Before you can even fight back, the tray slides in with a click. 


Your father gives a warning glare before he sets down a sippy cup with warm milk and a peanut butter sandwich. He preempts your complaint and warns that if you're not big enough for this, he can put it in a bottle instead. 


A mixture of fear and embarrassment wash over you and you grab the sippy cup, much to the amusement of your little brother. The rest of your family is having pancakes. You wish you could have one, but you heard your father earlier. You handily devour your breakfast, trying to take drinks from the sippy only when your little brother isn't looking, but he managed to catch a few peeks at your blushing face.


You're both taken to the bathroom after breakfast and the paw-washing song is played. He gets to go first. You really have to pee and you longingly stare at the toilet in the corner. However, your parents grab your paws once your brother finishes and it is your turn. 


You are distracted as you try to follow the instructions. You hear the sound of your little brother tinkling in the toilet. Your own urgency becomes too great to focus. Relenting, you begin to wet yourself again. Sweet relief. You can finally focus on washing your paws. 


After they check you, they tell both of you to take off your diapers so you can have a bath time. Yours falls to the ground with a heavy thud whereas your brother's is entirely dry. It makes you feel funny to see that.


The bath is your refuge. You hide beneath the bubbles. Your brother isn't far behind and splashes you when he hops in. He pats your head and says you'll make it next time, causing you to go speechless. 


He starts to take all of his plastic toys from the holder in the bath and introduces each onen to you. Despite thinking it's a bit childish, you humor him. If you want to end this punishment, it'd be best if you play along, or at least that's what you tell yourself. You spend longer in the tub than intended and your parents end up coming back to force both of you to wash up. 


You're both taken out of the tub and toweled off by your parents, then taken into your little brother's room to dress you up. They start with him. He's put in the new clothes he earned before you had made him wet the bed. He looks proud in his underoos and he managed to look more mature than you're accustomed to. You've always associated him with his accidents.


Once it's your turn, they grab one of your little brother's diapers and his onesies. You point out that it's not one of yours although they look the same and that they won't fit you. Your parents counter that they told you you'd have to wear "all" of the diapers and that included your little brother's.


You grumble to yourself. It won't matter, you think. It's not like it'll fit. But you're wrong. It's a little tight, but it turns out you're not that much bigger than your little brother. The onesie goes on next and you expect to hear a ripping sound, but instead the snaps manage to go on just fine. 


There is no fight to be had. You stare over at the boxes of diapers in your little brother's corner. They really had stocked up a few weeks ago and then your little brother started potty training out of nowhere. You weren't really going to be able to wear all of those, were you?

_______________________________


Later that night, you wake up feeling sweaty. No...you just assume that's what it is. Your paws go to your forehead and the fingers drip with cold liquid. Beside you is a bowl of water that has since cooled. Your diaper is wet again. 


You wonder if it was your parents or your little brother who put the bowl there, not that it mattered. Your paws begin to rub at your diaper and you let out a happy moan before drifting back to sleep.

______________________________


For two weeks, day and night, you are kept in diapers. Your parents continue to feed you every meal in the high chair. Your bathroom visits are only for washing off and you're taking baths far more often, given the fact that your parents don't let you use the potty for any reason. 


You think your parents are going to let you off the hook, right?  The pack of your little brother's diapers you went through got replaced by another box in the garage. Surely that was enough, though, right?


He's been teasing you a lot more often about them, but Mom and Dad don't stop him. He really loves showing off his undies to you and the fact that he gets to wear them when you're still wetting your diapers makes you feel really funny in a good way. You think of that when you rub your soggy diapers at night.

_____________________________


A month later, they've stopped putting your paw in the bowl of water, but your diaper hasn't stopped being wet in the mornings. You wonder if they're somehow just pranking you and taking it away, but your paw is completely dry in the morning, unlike your crotch. 


Nonetheless, you aren't too worried. Your parents said you could stop wearing them so long as you could stay dry for a week. That would be easy. You just need to make sure to use the potty before bedtime once you were ready. 


They let you start wearing your brother's pullups, too, but your bladder control isn't what it used to be. Sometimes it's just easier to piddle a little to relieve pressure when you're waiting to use the potty or when it's too far away. Besides, it makes you feel really huffy when your brother points out that you wet your pullup.

___________________________


You don't know how three months passed so fast. You forgot all about it. School starts tomorrow, and you've delayed getting serious about potty training up until the last week. It felt so good to wake up wet. You thought you could potty train, but you were wrong. 


Your parents no longer let you wear pullups because you just wet through them. You sometimes make it to the potty, but only after getting most of it in your diaper on the way there. Even when you make sure to "empty out" before bed, you wake up soggy every night. 


The last night night before school starts, you overhear your parents having a conversation with a doctor on the phone. They have to hold off on the console they had on hold from a few months ago. Instead, they're buying you some more diapers that'll help with the leaks and some tapes that'll help. They'll need to take you out of school for a year.

__________________________


"Say goodbye to your big brother," your mother says.


"Abwah!" you babble, holding up one of your toys in your brother's direction. You want him to play with you, but lately he's been too busy and you don't get it. You start to cry when he leaves, but your mom puts a baba in your maw and you begin to suckle. 


"Ah ah ah," she cooes. "You're a good boy. You've got a big day ahead of you so we can try potty training you."


"Bleh!" You stick your tongue out. You love your diapers. They feel so good and safe.


"I know. But don't you wanna be like your big brother?" she asks.


Bashfully, you remember when he changed your diaper last night when he was wearing nothing but his undies. "Uh...uh huh," you nod.


"Well your big brother…" she says, pausing with a familiar noise.


Your stomach gurgles and you giggle when the scent of a full diaper fills the air.


"Never mind. Maybe we'll try again in another few years," she sighs.
