Chapter 1

The Accident

Phil woke up, and groggily reached down to his diaper. He was dry—this was day thirty, he officially beat his bedwetting problem. The eight-year-old tiger rolled out of bed, and ambled towards the bathroom, his bladder was full, almost painfully so. “I kind of miss wetting the bed,” Phil thought, “then I wouldn’t have to pee so badly in the morning.”
Phil reached the door, but found it locked. “Damn,” he thought as he began to squirm, his bladder protesting against the delay. He knocked on the door, yelling at his brother, Kyle. “Let me in, I gotta go!” Kyle ignored his brother; the teenager was getting his headfur perfect.

Phil knocked again, “Please Kyle, I really need to go!” As he spoke, however, Phil felt his bladder release, soaking his diaper. As the warm wetness spread, a feeling that Phil was not unfamiliar with, he frowned. He knew what presenting his dad with a wet diaper in the morning would result in—not only another thirty days in night diapers, but a week in diapers during the day as well.
As Phil’s diaper finished absorbing the onslaught of urine, Kyle finally opened the door. He saw his brother’s soaked diaper and snickered. “I don’t know what the big deal was, it’s not like you made a puddle on the floor. He tussled his brother’s hair, and headed downstairs.

With a frown on his face, Phil brushed his teeth, and walked down the stairs, his diaper crinkling as he did so. His dad looked up over the morning paper, “Wet again, Phil?”. Phil just nodded. “Well, sit down and have some breakfast. We’ll get you a dry diaper before you go out.” Phil sat at the table, sadly eating his cereal.
“Dad?” he asked, “Do I really have to go back to diapers? I made to almost the whole month.”

“’Almost’ only counts in hand grenades and horseshoes, buddy.”

Phil just frowned, “What if I didn’t wet the bed last night, though. I’d get my underwear at night, right?”

Phil’s dad chuckled, “So, what Kyle told me was true, you intentionally wet your diaper?”

“No, he just took long in the bathroom, and I couldn’t hold it any longer.” Phil finished his cereal.

“Well, go upstairs, and lay down on your bed. I need to think.”

Phil trotted up the stairs, smiling. Since he didn’t wet the bed, he was going to be finally free of diapers. Maybe the summer wouldn’t be so bad afterall.

His dad entered the room, the older tiger had a serious expression. Phil saw this and knew that he was in for another month of night diapers. This meant no sleepovers or anything fun for most of the vacation. “Take your diaper off and go poop. Then come back. We’re going to have a talk.”

“I don’t hafta go, though,” Phil protested.

“That’s fine,” Phil’s dad went to the dresser and took out some changing supplies and a fresh diaper. “Phil, do you like wearing diapers? Is that why this bedwetting is so hard for you to stop?”

Phil blushed, stuttering out a weak “No.”

“You even had an accident during the day. I thought we were going to be done with all this, but you can’t seem to learn.”

Phil just lay on his bed, his diaper now cold and uncomfortable. “I’m sorry, Dad.”

“Well, let’s get your diaper changed. Then we’ll discuss what happens next.”

Phil’s dad untapped his diaper, and carefully wiped the urine residue from his son’s crotch. “Lift.” Phil knew the drill, and lifted his butt up while his dad slipped a fresh diaper under him. After adding a bit of cub powder, he taped the diaper up. “OK, sit up.”

Phil sat up, and his dad went to the closet to get a shirt. “Dad, I can dress myself,” he protested. Phil’s dad just pulled the shirt over his son’s head and fished Phil’s arms into the holes.

“No, you can’t even keep your pants dry. Things are going to change around here, for the summer at least.”

Phil’s dad repeated the same operation for his pants and shoes. Even tying them for his son. “Come along, we have some shopping to do.

“What about school?” Phil asked.

“You can miss the last day. Nobody will mind.”

Phil frowned again. The last day of school was always the most fun—there were carnival games all day and a pizza party at lunch, before early dismissal.

Phil felt his paw being taken by his dad’s, and he was led down the stairs.

“Dad, where are we going?”

“Call me Daddy from now on.”

Phil swallowed his pride. His dad obviously wanted him to feel like a cub, “Daddy, where are we going?”

You’ll see, little guy.

Phil followed his dad out to the car, being led by the paw. He didn’t notice that the top of his diaper was peeking out above his waistband, or the noticeable waddle as he walked. All he could think about was finding out how long he was going to be in diapers.

