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"You should be good oh these tires until the end
of the race! Go, Asher! Go!", Raz screams from
the side of the pit as he hits the back of my
race car. | can hardly hear him over the sound
of engihes roaring. *VROOM VROOM SCREEEECH!*
The back end of my car fishtails as | peel out
ohto the track. | hear the anhhouhcer over the
intercom, "Asher Liohel ih car humber eight has
just left the pit and is back onh the track! Can
he makKe it back into the lead?" My little heart
races as my foot paw pushes the pedal dowh to
the floor. | zip between severdl cars ahd bump
the fehder of ahother. Eventuadlly, | see the lead
car. You cah do this Asher! Go for the gold! The
lead car tries to block me, but | outsmart him.
Moments later I'm ih the lead onhce again! He's
how right up oh my tail, but | fend o+ the driver
as | see the fihish lihne come ihto view. With ohe
last push of the gas peddl, | zip through the
finish line. The anhounhcer screams, "Asher did it !
Asher Liohel has woh! Wow, what a race ladies
and gentlemen! What a race indeed!" | wave my
paw as | slowly drive through confettiandlisten
to the crowd chaht my hame. "ASHER! ASHER!
ASHER!" As | continue to drive, the sound of the
crowd chahges to a sihgular ahd familiar voice.
Asherl... Asherl!... Asher Bradley Lionel, what are
you doing? | told you to come dowhstairs for
breakfast ten minutes ago! | lookK up to see Mom
Ih My bedroom doorway with her hahds onh her
hips. TaKihg ih my surroundings, | see that I'm



ohce agaih ih my room anhd sittihg on my bed
wearing my footed sleeper ahd a very soaKed
highttime diaper. LooKihng up at Mom, | smile,
"Sorry Mommy. | was so busy racing that I didnh't
hear you." Mom just laughs as she walKs over to
thebedandliftsmysogqybutt upintoherarms.
"It's oKay Peanhut. Let's go get you breakfast
before Jess ahd Jenhh get here. Mommy has to
leave for work soon." “OkKie DokKie Mommy!" | say
as she carries me dowh the stairs.

It's beenh about a mohth ahd a half sihce Mom
weht bacKk to workK. | thought the transition
wouldbe harder thah it has beeh. Havihng Jess and
Jehh as my daily babysitters, alohg with Zach
babysittihngmeonhce aweek, hasmadeit alot less
hard on me. Ahother thihg that's helped ease my
babyish ahxiety is the fact that | finally gave
Ih to lettihg my imagination ruh wild. My little
Imagihary adventures have become more anhd
more frequent inrecent weeks. | don't even fight
them ahymore, | just let my childish side taKe
over. |t's beeh a good ahd fuh distraction with
Mom hot beihg arouhd as much. It's also made
my playtime far more interesting. Beihg able
to travel the world and go on little adventures
without leaving the security of my parents
and babysitters has beeh great. It's a shame
that most furs lose this ability as they get
older. Wheh or IF Dad reverses my regression, |
hope my imagihatioh stays with me. Other thah
that, hot much else has chahged. Dad has been



workKihg hard as he contihues researching ways
to reverse my regression. Raz however, has yet
to remember ahything else from his past. It'd
be helpful if he could, but | doh't waht to push
my little buddy too hard. He's been huttier than
usual lately and | doh't want to breakK him. It's
beeh fuh having him as a compahioh for my
iImagihary adventures though.

Mom ahd | enter the Kitchen as Dad smiles,
"Good morhing, Sport." | wave my little paw
at him and reply, "Hi Daddy" as Mom places me
iInto my booster seat anhd slides my bib over
My head. She sets my usual breakfast of Diho
Rawr PanhcadkKes ahd milk dowh inh froht of me.
However, I'm surprised to see that my milK is
hot ih its usual sippy cup. Inhstead, Mom has
poured it ihto a baby bottle. After the hight |
got my hew bed ahd asked Mom for a chocolate
MilK Baba, she has beenh making them for me
every hight. | haven't even heeded to ask for it.
Just as though it has been a hormal part of
my routine, she how brihgs me a chocolate milk
baba every hight at bedtime. However, this is
the first time she has given me onhe durihng the
day. | am excited to see it of course, but still
surprised. | look up at Mom ahd ask, "Why did
you put my milk in a baba Mormmy? Where's my
sippy cup that | hormdlly use? Mom just gives
me a lovihg smile, "Well Peahut, you seemed to
be ehjoyihg your babas durihg the evehihg over
the past few weeks, so | figured you would want



them durihg the day too. | packed dll of your
SIpPpY cups away this morhihg, but | cah get
them back out i you would rather have a sippy
cup ihstead of a bottle." Instantly, | react by
grabbing the bottle of milk. | ecstaticdlly shove
the teat ihto my mouth anhd begih to suck dowh
the milk. As the milK begins to dribble dowh my
chin, | babyishly reply to Mom from behind the
bottle. "No Mormmy! | waht my baba! No sippy
cup Mommy! My baba! My baba! Mom laughs at
My adorable baby-like reaction. OKay Peahut,
that's what | figured. Mommy will make sure
you get all of your drinkKies ih a baba from how
on." | smile with delight as | blissfully hurse the
bottle. Mom always Khows what | redlly waht.
She's the bestest!

With my stomach how rumbling with huhger.
| dig iInto the pahcakes with just my paws as
though | am a toddler. As | get thirsty between
bites, | press the hipple of my baby bottle
betweeh my lips ahd suck dowh the tasty milk.
As | messily eat, | hear the doorbell ring. | squeal
out, "Yay! Jess and Jenn are here!" Mom leaves
the Kitchenh, lets the two tiger twihs ih, anhd
they all returh to the Kitchen. Jehh walKs over
to me anhd pihches my cheekK as Jess grabs my
bib ahd starts wipihg of+ my messy face as | try
to eat. Ih uhison they both coo, "Awww, how's
our favorite wittle lioh cub doing this mornhihg?*
| blush at the way they phrase the question
and the tone they use. | really do love it when



the two of them talk to me as though I'm a
toddler. Somethihg about gettihg attentioh in
that way makes me feel good. With my mouth
still full of pahcakKes | reply. "I won the big race! |
Made my car go fast! VROOM VROOM! Theh | woh
the race!" The two girls giggle at my cuteness.
Jenh theh askKs, "Well that sure sounds liKe fun!
Did you get a trophy?" | shake my head, "No...
ho trophy" Jess theh giggles as she holds up
a bag, "Well you may hot have wonh a trophy,
but we have a prize for you, Asher. |t's hot a
trophy, but it's somethihg we thihk you'll liKe.
We made it ourselves, just for you. | stare at
the bag wonhderihg what it could be. Mom then
chimes ih, "Well | heed to go fihish gettihg ready
for work. Would you girls mihd chahgihg Asher
and getting him dressed for your big day out?
| just havenh't had the time this morning." The
two twihs give ah affirming hod as | looK up at
them and ask, "We're going out? Where are we
goihg?"




With Little Paws We Toddle Afar ©2023

writtenh & lllustrated By Good Boy Liger
www.Patreoh.com/GoodBoyLiger




