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Kylie’s Accident | Part One  

  
 

Again?”  

 

 

Intentionally loud and exacerbated, she heard her mother 
from three rooms away.  

Uh oh, she thought. This can't be good. Not sure what got up 
her butt this early but I don’t want any part of it.  

“Kylie?! Come here this instant!”  

Damn.  

Kylie set her phone down on her nightstand and slowly got 
up. It was a lazy Saturday morning and as a freshly minted 19-year-
old, home from her first semester of college, Kylie was ever the 
rebellious young adult. Not in a traditional sense, but when called, 
she made it a point to drag her feet whenever she was expected to 
go anywhere. She padded her way towards the voice wondering 
when she could move out and be done with this nonsense. She 
found her mom in the laundry room, looking rather irate, clutching 
a fist full of pink fabric, and almost immediately she knew what was 
wrong.  
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“What is this?” her mother demanded, shaking the cotton 
panties at her.  

“My underwear.”  

“And can you tell me why they are wet and reek of pee?”  

“I didn’t quite make it to the can. What’s the big deal?”  

“The big deal? I’ll tell you what the big deal is.” Her mother 
pulled a plastic grocery bag out from between the wall and the 
washer. In it were several other pairs of Kylie’s underwear that also 
reeked. “This is the big deal. Four pairs of your underwear in less 
than a week have made it into the laundry like this. I thought you 
were done having these sorts of accidents.”  

“I am! It’s not like they are completely soaked! So, I might 
dribble a little bit every now and then, what’s the problem?”  

“The problem is that you are nineteen years old! And no 
nineteen-year-old should be peeing in their underpants! Hell, not 
even a six-year-old has this many accidents in one week!”  

“Whatever. If it's that big of a deal, I’ll do my own laundry.”  

“Yeah. Okay!” she retorted, sarcastically, “If that was all it 
took for you to do something around here, I would have had this 
talk with you years ago, but Kylie, this has to stop. You can’t keep 
having these accidents.”  

“It’s not an everyday thing, mom! Okay! Just leave it alone!”  

“Is it happening at school? Is it because you are stressed out 
from exams or something? Do I need to take you to the doctor?”  

“I don’t need help, mother. Okay? Will you just let it go?”  

“No. I can’t let this go. I can’t sit by while my daughter 
becomes a young woman and pees in her pants. Like a child!”  
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“I’m not a child anymore! I don’t need you telling me what I 
am! I’m nineteen and I can take care of myself!” She was starting to 
get emotional, the one thing that she didn’t want. But her mother 
wouldn’t leave it alone.  

“And I can’t keep wasting money replacing your pee-stained 
underwear! So, right here, right now, we are going to figure this 
out!”  

“There is nothing to figure out! It was just a few accidents. I 
misjudged how bad I had to go and barely made it in time.”  

“If that was all then it wouldn’t be a problem. I can deal with 
this happening every now and then, but Kylie, it isn’t just happening 
when you are awake.”  

Kylie paled. She could have sworn that she took care of that 
before her mom found out.  

“I don’t know what you are talking about.”  

“Don’t you? Why are you lying to me? I’m your mother, I’m 
your first and best friend, and I’m here for you. If you are struggling 
with something, then you should always be able to come to be with 
it and we can solve it together.”  

“I’m not lying to you.”  

“No? Then why have you changed your sheets three times 
this week?”  

Kylie froze, unable to stammer out a response which was all 
her mother needed to verify her concerns.  

“I thought so. It’s good that you took care of them and I do 
appreciate that, but I’m not blind, Kylie. I noticed them when I 
changed my sheets that yours had been washed. You don’t fold 
them really well. So, do you want to talk about what’s going on with 
you? You’re having accidents when you are awake and now you are 
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back to bedwetting? Did something happen that you aren’t telling 
me? I need to know what it is so that I can help you.”  

“It’s nothing.”  

“Kylie,” her mom’s voice grew stern and the young girl 
started to tremble. “I will not have you stand there and lie to me! I 
will not stand for it in my house! And I will not stand idly by while 
you ruin your clothes! And I will not be embarrassed in public by 
my grown daughter peeing herself!”  

That was the last straw as Kylie flushed red and warm liquid 
ran down her legs. Her mom stood there, mouth agape, as her 
young adult daughter wet her pants. Tears started to flow as the 
puddle grew and in a choked sob, Kylie spun on her heel and ran to 
her room, slamming the door behind her and screaming to the top 
of her lungs.  

Her mother stood stunned, unable to believe what she had 
just seen.  

It couldn’t have been anything I said. I didn’t say half the 
things that I wanted to. She must be really distracted or something. 
Clearly, she has something going on that she won’t talk to me about. 
But I need to nip this in the bud before it gets out of hand. What if we 
were out in public? Or having company over? I can’t have her doing 
that in front of other people! I’ll make an appointment for the first 
thing Monday morning. But what do I do about now? I can’t have her 
get all emotional and wet herself on the furniture. I will have to go to 
the store and pick up something to help protect the upholstery.  

She finished putting clothes in the machine and set it to run. 
Using one of the dirty towels, she cleaned up the puddle that Kylie 
had left. She muttered to herself the whole time, disappointed in 
her daughter. When she was done, she found her purse and her 
keys and headed out to the store, not bothering to say anything to 



The Regression of Kylie 

~ 11 ~ 
 

Kylie as she could hear the rush of water coming from the tub. Kylie 
was getting ready to take a bath and the bathroom door was locked.  

Good. I hope she takes her time. I won’t have my house 
smelling like such filth. But if I can’t get her to get this under control, I 
may have to resort to more extreme measures.  

Kylie soaked in the tub. She couldn’t believe that her mother 
had pushed her so far. It wasn’t like she had intended on having an 
accident right in front of her, but she had just kept shouting and 
making her feel like she was just a small child. Her eyes burned 
from crying and her nose was running. She had cleaned up as best 
as she could in her room before deciding that a bath was the best 
course of action. At least then, she could be behind a locked door 
and her mother couldn’t really bother her. She heard the sound of 
the car starting and backing out of the driveway. She was grateful to 
be alone for a little while. Every time she tried to think of why it 
happened, she couldn’t help but feel embarrassed and ashamed that 
it had happened.  

Wetting her pants in front of her mother.   

Who does that? Who can’t get a grip enough on the situation 
that their body just let's go like that? And now she will never let me 
live it down. Not that’s all I’m going to hear about. Do you need to 
pee, Kylie? Have you gone recently? When was the last time that you 
went? You know you can’t have anything to drink before bed. Do I 
need to check your sheets? Blah, blah blah. 

She could hear her mother’s condescending voice echoing in 
her head and she hated it. She hated the thought of what the rest of 
her night would look like. Kylie would never be able to look her in 
the eyes again. But the water was warm and the bubbles were 
soothing. She closed her eyes and sighed. There was nothing she 
could do about it now. The damage had been done. When her mom 
came home, it would be a fresh new hell.  
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Lorianne stood down the feminine hygiene aisle at the 
pharmacy and wondered what else she could do to rectify the 
situation. In the basket on her arm, she had the smallest size of 
panty liners she could find in hopes that they would be enough. A 
little extra bulk but more security may be just the ticket.  

But what if it isn't? These are made for drips and dribbles, not 
for what I saw today.  

She headed down the aisle and looked at everything else 
there was to offer. The farther down she got, the larger and larger 
the absorbance products became until she was looking at full-
fledged incontinence products ranging from pull-up style to tab-
style diapers. She shook her head in disgust at the idea and kept 
walking.  

No. I won’t let that happen! I will get her to grow up and out of 
this foolish nonsense before I have to resort to something so vile!  

She wandered a bit down each aisle, not really finding 
anything before a mature looking man in his mid 40’s approached 
her.  

“Pardon me, miss, but it seems like you are looking for 
something but you are not quite sure what it is.”  

“It’s Ma’am and I’m fine.”  
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“Of course, Ma’am.  But as the owner of this establishment, I 
pride myself on customer service. I am only offering my assistance, 
nothing more.”  

Lori looked at the man, a full foot taller than she was, and 
was taken by his calming expression and caring eyes. It had been 
many years since her husband had left her and it felt like many 
more since a man had shown sincerity to her.  

“Apologies. I didn’t mean to be rude. I’ve had a rather 
unsettling day and am trying to figure out what to do.”  

“Perhaps then, I could be of assistance. Clearly, a refined 
woman such as yourself should not be burdened with these matters 
alone.”  

“You are too kind. I’m just... having some... difficulties... with 
my daughter.” She watched his eyes dart to the contents of her 
basket and felt embarrassed that she had even mentioned it.  

“Oh, these things do happen. young adults are what they are 
and sometimes they are more than we can handle. I’ve had to deal 
with my fair share of unfortunate events myself. I find that positive 
encouragement coupled with clear and concise boundaries helps 
matters. Sort of a reward through deterrent methodology.”  

“I’m not sure that I follow what you are saying.”  

“Let me put it like this. Young adults, especially young girls, 
as they are coming into their body have so many conflicts and self-
esteem issues going on that they sometimes become too wrapped 
up in the outside world to take care of themselves properly in a 
personal sense. So, I’ve found that reminding them of what is 
required of a young lady and offering them a simple, yet effective 
reminder of what happens when they don’t.”  

“And how would I do that? She is nineteen and I’m not 
exactly high on her fan list.”  
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“You are her mother, not her friend. She needs to be 
reminded that she has certain levels of etiquette and decency to 
uphold. And as long as she lives in your house, she has to follow 
your rules. Kids these days have it too easy. They’ve lost the respect 
they once had for their parents and need to be reminded of their 
place in the world.”  

“She is a good girl, for the most part. But now that she’s been 
away at college, it seems like I can’t get her to listen. I hardly have 
any trouble with her besides this once issue.”  

“And that issue is what?”  

“I… I’m not sure I should really be talking to you about this.”  

“Fair enough, Ma’am, and I don’t mean to pry. However, you 
seem to be a woman at the end of her rope and whatever is going 
on sounds like it would affect more than just her. We raise our 
children to be better than us, not to bring us down.”  

“That is very true, and rather astute of you, I must say. Very 
well, it seems like you are a decent man who cares. My daughter has 
been having some… issues… let’s call them, with making it to the 
bathroom on time. I confronted her about it this morning and she 
had an accident in her pants right in front of me.”  

“Has she also been bedwetting?”  

“Yes. And I’m already at my wit’s end! I have a formal dinner 
party Sunday night, book club on Tuesday, and the debutantes over 
for tea on Thursday! I can’t have this getting out to all of the girls! I 
would be the laughing stock of the country club!”  

“Fear not, Madam, as there are ways to address this sort of 
situation. If I may, what size is your daughter?”  

“She’s pretty tiny around the waist. Narrow hips. Maybe not 
good for childbearing but she’s a very pretty girl overall.”  
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“Then might I make a suggestion?”  

“Of course. You’ve been listening to me ramble and I need all 
the help that I can get. I will be taking her in to see her doctor on 
Monday but I need a solution now and not later.”  

“Well, then, I would suggest that you put those back. While 
fine for a refined individual, they won’t work for younger persons 
as their bladders are far more active and can hold a much larger 
volume. If you would, please, follow me and I think we have 
something that will work just fine.”  

Lori complied and the man led her down a few aisles to a 
wall of various, brightly colored, plastic packages with smiling 
children’s faces on them.  

“Diapers? You want me to put my daughter back into 
diapers?”  

“No. Absolutely not. I want you to use these as a deterrent to 
her behavior. Make her responsible for herself. If she wants to 
continue having accidents in her adult underwear, then she should 
be wearing these. And do yourself a favor and don’t just threaten. 
Go through with it. You seem like a perfectly capable woman and 
able to handle yourself. She needs to know that you are serious and 
committed to seeing a change in her behavior. And these are not 
diapers. Those are farther down the aisle. These are pull-ups. 
Mainly used as a ‘just in case’ preventative measure for children 
going through potty training. While not as absorbent as a real 
diaper, they are far easier to hide and the playful colors and 
patterns, as well as their style, make them hard to distinguish from 
girl’s underwear. As I’ve had to refer to them, punishment panties.”  

“Punishment panties?”  

“Yes. I had some issues similar to yours where I had to 
implement these. I had remarkable luck with them as they were 
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both easier to accept and yet, just enough of an embarrassment to 
change the behavior.”  

“So they worked?”  

“Most of the time, yes. They are no thicker than that of a 
heavy flow maxi pad but with more protection overall. I did find 
that they were preferred for a girl’s cycle over a maxi or tampon, 
less risk of leaks and therefore, less shame and embarrassment. 
However, for more troubling cases, you may want to implement 
these as well as an overnight variation.”  

“They make these fit for overnight use?”  

“Unfortunately, no. However, and this is where the biggest 
deterrent comes from, you need something far more boisterous.”  

He led her farther down the aisle to the full-fledged diapers. 
He pointed to a package that showed a toddler and the label that 
stated rated for the deepest sleepers.  

She pulled the package off the shelf and looked it over. She 
couldn’t believe that she was actually considering buying diapers, 
real diapers, for her young adult daughter.  

“Now, I don’t under any circumstances recommend that you 
start here. With all of my years of experience, reintroducing diapers 
to a developing teen would have catastrophic effects on their 
development. But, drastic times call for drastic measures and I only 
recommend using these in dire circumstances. From my experience, 
the pull-up variety is generally enough to get the point across, and 
only in extreme cases have I had to use full-fledged diapers. And no 
parent wants to regress their child back to diapers. It’s too much 
work and the cost stacks up really quick, not to mention the long 
term psychological damage it could inflict.”  

“You’re confusing me. You don’t want me to use these and 
yet you are recommending that I take them with me.”  
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“Yes. And for one reason. To change the behavior. Imagine if 
you will, your mother coming home with both of these products. 
One she says you will wear to temper your wetting. The other, you 
will be forced to wear, if your wetting becomes more frequent or 
worse. One is easy to hide and brush off any questions about. The 
other would be too much to bear. You don’t want that to happen so 
you become more mindful of your body and your issue, taking extra 
precautions to keep yourself clean and dry, doing anything and 
everything you can to avoid your mom having to open that package. 
And here is the kicker. You may never have to open that package, 
but just the thought, just the sight of it, and the possibility that you 
would open it should be enough to get her back on the right 
course.”  

“I see what you are saying. So I’m not buying them to use, I’m 
buying them for the peace of mind.”  

“Yes. Exactly. But, and I can’t stress this enough, you can not, 
under any circumstances, back down. You need to let her know 
exactly what will happen should the behavior continue or get 
worse, and if it does, you need to be fully prepared to make good on 
enforcing your rules. I know you don’t want to. I can see it all over 
your face. But you need to, and nothing will get the point across 
more to her than you upholding your word. This teaches her that 
you are still the authority in the house, that this matter is serious 
and needs to be treated such, and that you are behaving from a 
place of care and concern, not anger and retribution.”  

“And if she were to fight me? I couldn’t possibly hold her 
down and put one of these on her at the same time.”  

“Have her father do it.”  

“He hasn’t been around for quite some time.”  

“Does she have any siblings?”  
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“A brother, but that just causes more problems than it’s 
worth. I would prefer that I didn’t have to explain any of this to 
anyone else.”  

“Then use him as a deterrent as well. Remind her that if she 
persists down this path, you will have no choice but to involve him 
as well. No person wants their sibling to see them naked or in such 
a compromised position.”  

“And if she doesn’t accept the pull-ups?”  

Lori put the package of diapers in the basket, grabbing some 
powder, wipes, and lotion as well. She didn’t want to use them but if 
she could show how serious she was, perhaps Kylie would 
understand how important this matter was. She headed back down 
the aisle and grabbed a package of the girl's pull-ups. They looked 
pretty close to the colorful underwear she used to buy for her 
daughter when she was a few years younger. It pained her to think 
about having to start over, but she needed to keep up appearances 
and this was a small price to pay in contrast to the embarrassment 
she would endure should anyone else find out.  

“While I don’t find manipulation and coercion to be fair, they 
do tend to work. I’m sure she is just as attached to her cell phone as 
any other kid her age.”  

“Indeed, and I see what you are saying.”  

“If that will be all I can assist you with, Ma’am, I will take my 
leave.”  

“But what if I have more questions or need your advice?”  

He dug in his breast pocket for a card and handed it to her. It 
had his name, address, and phone number with a weird symbol at 
the bottom. Like a pressed in mark, she could faintly make out what 
it looked like. A square with lines crossing from the bottom corners 
to the middle of the top line, a line across that to form a triangle, 
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and two more lines running downwards to create another triangle. 
From the tip of the lower triangle, a line ran to the bottom and in 
the top corners looked like two versions of the number 3, the one 
on the left was easy to make out, but the one on the right appeared 
to be backwards. It was a strange symbol to be sure and she didn’t 
fully understand what it meant.  

 
“You can call me any time. Have yourself a wonderful day 

and good luck.”  

“Thank you,” she glanced down at the card to see his name. 
“Mark. You’ve been very helpful and I appreciate it.”  

“It was nothing. That’s what we are here for.” And with that, 
he was gone through a door in the back of the store that was 
marked Employees Only.  

Lori made her way up to the cashier and after looking 
around to make sure that there wasn’t anyone in the place that she 
knew, she hurriedly put the items on the counter. As the cashier 
rang them up, Lori fumbled with the card Mark had given her, 
failing to notice the wide eyes of the cashier as she clumsily rang up 
the purchases. Had she been paying attention she would have 
noticed the young girl continually darting her eyes up at the camera 
mounted on the wall to the left of the register. She may have gotten 
the unsettling feeling that she was being watched. But Lori was too 
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wrapped up in her own problems, paying cash for the items as to 
not leave a paper trail and rushing out of the pharmacy.  

On her way home, she contemplated how she was going to 
approach the conversation with Kylie. Emboldened by Mark, she 
thought it best to just lay down the law as firmly as she could. 
Laying out the rules and the consequences for breaking them. She 
wanted to be firm but fair and knew that she was in for a hard fight. 
She had her son as the ace in the hole, a dedicated family man in his 
mid-twenties. He had experience dealing with kids, as he was 
raising three of them. She didn’t want to have to threaten Kylie with 
him or with the diapers but didn’t know what else to do. Resolved 
to biting the bullet and doing what needed to be done, she let out a 
long sigh as she sat in the driveway before collecting the bags and 
heading into the house.  

 

 
  

“Kylie? Sweetheart? Can you come to the living room 
please?”  

Kylie had been dreading her mom coming home ever since 
she left. The torment of this day was not going to end. She groaned 
to herself and slowly walked down the hall to the living room. Her 
mother was sitting on the couch and motioned for her to sit on the 
loveseat across from her. There was a coffee table in between them 
that was normally cluttered but for some strange reason, it was 
cleared. Once settled, there was an awkward pause between them. 
The tension was real.  
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“How are you, Kylie? Did you enjoy your bath?”  

“Yeah. It was alright, I suppose.”  

“That’s good. So, I have been thinking about what happened 
this morning and-”  

“Mom. If we could not do this right now, that would be great. 
I don’t really want to talk about it.”  

Lori paused and collected herself. She wanted to scream but 
remembered that she needed to approach Kylie in a different way 
than she had that morning. She didn’t want to upset Kylie and have 
her have an accident on the love seat.  

“I know, Kylie. And I understand that this is hard for you. 
But, sweetie, we have to talk about it. And more importantly, we 
have to decide on what we are going to do about it.”  

“There is nothing we need to do about it. It was an accident. 
It won’t happen again.”  

“I understand that it was an accident. I do. You were upset 
and I’m the one that made you upset. And for that, I am sorry. But 
sweetheart, you can’t keep having accidents like that. What if I was 
your professor? Or your boss? Or your cheer coach? Do you really 
want to wet your pants in front of the squad?”  

“Well, no. But it’s not like I wet my pants every day. Why are 
you making this such a big deal?”  

“Because I want to help you. I want to help you understand 
what’s happening and what we can do to control it. You’re going 
through a lot of changes in your life, and taking on a lot of stress 
that it’s sometimes too difficult to remember to take time out for 
yourself.”  

“Well, accusing me and yelling at me is not helping. You just 
make everything worse.”  
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Lori sighed. “Okay, I get that and I will do my part to temper 
that. I’m not here to make you upset. However, I also need you to do 
your part in taking care of yourself.”  

“I do take care of myself. I’m not a kid anymore, mom.”  

“I know that and I’m so proud of you. But I also know that 
you haven’t been sleeping well and that has caused other problems 
too.”  

“It’s nothing that I can’t handle.”  

“I’m sure. But I want to help you so that you can handle it 
better. You are supposed to be spending the night at Erica’s house 
tonight. You don’t really want to have an accident there, do you?”  

“For crying out loud, mother! I’m not a goddamn baby!”  

“Language, Kylie. This is still my house and you will follow 
my rules.”  

Kylie sighed. The trembles had started but with a couple of 
deep breaths, she managed to quell them. “Sorry.”  

“That’s better. I don’t want to see you have any more 
problems than you already have. So I went to the store and I bought 
these.” She pulled the bags up from behind her feet and set them on 
the coffee table.  

Kylie paled after looking inside them. “You’re joking, right? 
This has to be some sort of sick joke.” She stood up from the 
loveseat and shook her head at her mother. “There is no way that 
I’m ever going to wear those! You are sick! You need help!”  

Lori stood up as well, knowing that defiance was bound to 
happen. At the same height, they stared at each other trying to see 
who would break first. Lori knew she only had to push a few 
buttons and she could prove her point. But she wouldn’t unless she 
had to.  
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“I’m not asking you to wear these. I’m not asking for your 
permission at all. This is my house, young lady and you will abide 
by my rules. And as I alone am paying for your college tuition, 
which isn’t cheap I might add, then I suggest that you do what I say 
is best for you.”  

“Absolutely not! I will not let you put those on me!” The 
trembles returned, harder to ignore this time around.  

“Fine. Then I am taking your phone, grounding you to this 
house for the remainder of the summer, and taking your car keys!”  

“You can’t do that! Not for this!”  

“I can and I will. Make no mistake, Kylie, I’m not trying to 
punish you. I am trying to help you, but if you want to continue to 
defy me and pee in your pants like a spoiled toddler, then you leave 
me no choice!”  

“Stop it! Just stop it! I’m not a baby! Stop talking down to me 
like I am!” And then she froze.  

They stood there in mortified silence as a steady stream ran 
down Kylie’s leg and puddled at her feet. Thankfully, the floor was 
tile, but unfortunately, she had inadvertently proven her mother’s 
point.  

“Oh my god! Why does this keep happening to me!” she 
wailed, crying profusely.  

Lori acted, not of anger or malice, but care and concern, 
walking around the table and pulling Kylie into a hug.  

“Shhh. Shhh. It’s okay. It’s alright. Accidents happen. We will 
figure this out, together. And I’m not mad. I need you to know that. 
I’m worried and I just want to make sure that no one can tease or 
pick on you while we figure this out.”  

“Not the diapers… Please, mom... not the diapers.”  
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“Shhh. No. Not the diapers. I don’t think those are necessary. 
Not yet. But we need to get you cleaned up. Don’t want that sitting 
on your skin.”  

“I can... I can do it myself.”  

“Okay. You go ahead to the bathroom and get cleaned up. I’ll 
take care of this and be with you in a moment.”  

Kylie sniffled, the tears starting to slow. She headed for the 
bathroom.  

“Kylie?”  

She stopped and turned around to see her mom holding one 
of the brightly colored pull-ups. She started crying again, louder 
this time as she reached her trembling hand out to take it. It was all 
too much and it was all unfair. She sobbed all the way to the 
bathroom and stared at herself in the mirror. Her makeup was 
ruined and the dark, wet trail that ran down her legs made her flush 
red. Twice in one day she had wet her pants in front of her mother.  

And now this! The stupid, bright, silly-looking wad of fabric 
was in her hand. Her mother actually expected her to wear this 
ridiculous thing?  

But as she looked at herself in the mirror and felt the pull-up 
in her hand, she couldn’t help but feel slightly reassured by its 
texture. She knew that she had a problem and she didn’t want to 
think of this as a solution, but she was so tired from crying that she 
couldn’t fight it anymore. On top of that, she had seen the package 
of diapers. Real diapers. For babies. And she wasn’t about to let that 
happen to her. There was no way that she was going to let her mom 
put a real diaper on her. Never in a million years.  

There was a soft knock at the door and her mom slowly 
entered, carrying the package of baby wipes. “Do you need my 
help?”  
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Kylie sniffled. She wanted to stand firm and be defiant. But 
she was so scared and overwhelmed by everything that she didn’t 
know what to do.  

She shook her head and sat the pull-up down on the counter 
to undo her pants. She slowly peeled them off and tossed them in 
the laundry basket. Her panties were next and they were still 
dripping. She felt so ashamed and vulnerable, being naked from the 
waist down in front of her mother.  

Lori opened the wipes and held them out to Kylie. She felt 
that this was a necessary step to get Kylie to accept the way things 
needed to be. She would fight and refuse to be forced into them but 
if she accepted them on her own terms, the pull-ups may not be that 
bad.  

Kylie took a few wipes and turned away from her mother to 
wipe the rest of the urine off. She had to retain some semblance of 
privacy. When she was done, she exhaled slowly and reached for 
the pull-up. She slowly unfolded it and stretched it out.  

“Mom?”  

“Yes?”  

“This isn’t forever, right?”  

“Of course not. This is just to make sure that you don’t have 
any accidents. And if you do, then no one will know.”  

“And no diapers?”  

“That’s up to you. If the pull-ups are not enough or if you 
keep wetting the bed, we may have to go down that road. I surely 
don’t and I’m sure that you don’t want to either. But I bought them 
just in case.”  

“I don’t want to wear those.”  

“I know, sweetheart.”  
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“Please don’t make me wear those.”  

“I tell you what. Let’s start slow. You put those pull-ups on 
and let’s go have some lunch. I’ll put the rest of this stuff away and 
we will see where it goes. You let me know when you need a new 
one and we will play it by ear.”  

“When? You think that I can’t control myself?”  

“Of course not. I didn’t say that. I meant if. If you need a new 
one. There is no reason to be ashamed. I was told that a lot of young 
people just get so overwhelmed with life that they have a few 
accidents. I’m sure once tryouts are over that things will go back to 
normal. You’re just stressed and need to unwind.”  

Kylie sighed again. “Okay. I guess it wouldn’t hurt to at least 
try them out.” She said as she stepped into them and pulled them up 
to her waist. They felt fine, surprisingly. Not much bigger than the 
pads she had to wear and they were snug enough to almost feel 
cozy. She didn’t really care for the childish designs but overall, not 
too bad.  

“That’s my good girl. Let’s go find you some pants and we 
can go have lunch.”  

Her mom was strangely nice to her for the rest of the day. It 
was unsettling but also quite nice. They had lunch and sat around 
watching romantic comedies for the rest of the day. She would look 
at Kylie every now and then to check on her status but didn’t say 
anything. Kylie had gotten to the point where the pull-ups were 
comfortable and she forgot she was wearing them until she slid 
them down to use the bathroom.  

She didn’t need a new one the rest of the day and when her 
cousin Erica came to pick her up for the night, Lori discreetly put an 
extra one in Kylie’s backpack, under her change of clothes, just in 
case. They would go over the rules later, when Kylie had settled 
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into a routine, and hopefully by Monday, Lori figured, there 
wouldn’t be any more fights over them.  

 
  


