[bookmark: _GoBack]Dear Helga, 

I'm a feminine, strong, dominant woman and I've enjoyed the letters and stories in Petticoated for years. My young husband recently developed late onset bed wetting and I thought your female readers might be interested in the information and insights I've gained in dealing with this problem. About two months after we came home from our honeymoon, I woke early one morning to my little man sobbing next to me. As I reached over to comfort him, I realized he'd wet the bed. He was so ashamed he couldn't stop crying. 

Of course I was annoyed, but I tried not to get mad. I know that bed wetting can have medical reasons so I didn't want to punish him for something he had no control over. I thought it could also be the stress of our new marriage situation. And as I said, he was so ashamed. He swore he never wet the bed before. I comforted him, helped him out of his wet pj's and sponged him off in the bath to soothe him. I even helped him strip the sheets and air out the mattress before I left for work. 

I didn't think anything of it and, then, a few weeks later, I woke up again to David blubbering next to me in bed. He'd wet his pants again. Two days later he wet the bed yet again. This time, I confess, I wasn't as patient. The mattress was now completely ruined and I told him sternly he wasn't going to ruin another. He meekly asked what I meant, but I stormed out to work with a plan in mind. 

I called our family doctor and my best friend from college, Diane, and told her what was going on. She agreed that we should see if he had a medical problem and I made an appointment. On the way home, I stopped at a medical supply store and purchased a package of adult disposable diapers and also a three pack of plastic panties designed for women with incontinence. The panties were pink and flower print and I knew David would be mortified wearing them. I guess I wanted him to have some kind of consequence for ruining our new mattress. When I got home I told David that he was to go into the doctor's office for some blood and urine tests. You'd have thought I'd shot him. "You told Diane I wet the bed," he squealed, his chin starting to quiver. "I'm not going," he screeched. "You can't make me." 

Well, I'd had it. I had only spanked him once before, on our honeymoon when he'd deliberately disobeyed me. The result was dramatic. After that, he did as he was told the first time. Now it looked like he'd forgotten that lesson. So I grabbed him by the earlobe, marched him squealing to the bedroom, pulled down his pants, put him over my knee and spanked him until he was kicking his legs and crying like a teenage girl. I then put him on his back and put his big boy Pampers on him and then a pair of pink plastic panties. His shoulders shook with sobs as I told him that he could stay in his diapers and panties until I changed him in the morning. 

After the tests, Diane called and said they were negative. She said she wanted to give him a physical exam and wanted me present. Diane then surprised me by saying that she'd had the same trouble with her husband Chris. "You wear the pants in your house, don't you?" Diane asked. I told her of course I did. "I think I know what's going on here," she said. "He's acting out. It's his way to control you since you're the authority in the marriage, at least subconsciously." She said David would get a surprise during his exam and, if he checked out healthy, some stern consequences. 

The day of the appointment David was miserable and cowed. I watched panic cross his face when the receptionist asked him why he was there. His head hung and his face flushed crimson, when she said, in a voice the waiting room could hear, "Oh, you're the bed wetter." I led him through a room of snickers and sneers to a couch until we were called in. 

Diane's nurse, Judith, was a statuesque 50 year old with a no-nonsense attitude. "Undress down to your underpants," she ordered. "But don't I get a gown?" he asked frightened. David gets terribly humiliated when anyone sees him in his little white underpants and I told Diane that. I was sure this was part of the surprise. "Do as you're told," I barked, and he quickly undressed. Trembling in shame he stood in the middle of the room as Judith questioned him about his bed wetting. She then found a thermometer and squeezed lubricant on it. Now the little guy's chin started quivering. I could see him holding his breath to try to force the tears back down and then, right there in front of Judith, he started bawling. I can't help it, when I see a little man start to cry, I get excited. I just thought my shamed little pansy looked so cute blubbering in his underpants. Anyway Judith marched him to a chair sat down then pulled him face down over her lap. "Please don't give me a spppanking?" he begged. Judith laughed. "Does Helen spank you?" she asked. "YYYes," he confessed. "Well aren't you a little milktoast weakling, crying in your underpants?" she said. When he didn't answer, she did give him a sharp spank. "I asked you a question." "YYYes, maam," he sobbed. Now Judith peeled down David's underpants and gradually inserted the thermometer. It was all I could do to keep from touching myself as I watched my sissy husband crying as he had his temperature taken rectally. As she was pulling his underpants up, Diane walked in. 

"Oh, David, a big boy like you wetting your pants and now crying like a sissy in front of everybody," she said as she snapped on a rubber glove. She then jutted out a hip, wrapped an arm around him and bent him over her leg as again the underpants were lowered. She inserted her finger and David's eyes went wide. Diane spent quite a lot of time probing with her finger then slowly cleaned him with wet wipes before taking a long time pulling David's underpants up and adjusting them snugly. 

"David," Diane said, "there is nothing physically wrong with you." She then turned to me. "I'd give this little sissy bed wetter a good sound spanking every time he wakes up in a wet diaper. That'll cure him; it worked with Chris. "And from this behavior, it looks like he isn't man enough to even wear a pair of pants. He can put his shirt and shoes back on but I'd take him out in his underpants so everyone can see what a pansy he is." Diane also suggested switching David from boy's underpants to female panties. He begged me not to lead him through the lobby crying in his underpants, but I couldn't wait. We went panty shopping and after a time I put him in skirts and dresses. 

He wet his pampers twice after that and had a day time pants wetting incident once. Each time he was given a good sound spanking and grounded from pants for a month. The bed wetting stopped soon after. If your little man is a bed wetter, get him checked out medically. But should he check out healthy, he's probably acting out and needs you to step in with some discipline to put him in his place. I hope this is of some assistance to other women with bed wetters. 

Helen
