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Landlady Number Three 

Richard walked slowly up to the front door of the neat, 
medium size stand-alone home, his shoulders rounded and exhaling 
a sigh of resignation. This was to be the third place he had rented a 
room from in the last three years. Each of the previous two places 
had not worked out and the last one had ended very badly.  

“I really hope this one works out,” he thought silently. “I 
can’t take any more of this. It just has to work out this time!” 

Hesitating just briefly, he knocked on the front door and was 
surprised by the almost instant response, as the door flung open. 

“You must be Richard,” the smiling, shortish woman said. 

“Yes. I’m Richard Ovingham,” he replied, a bit taken aback by 
the wide smile and accepting nature of the woman. He was more 
used to sullen older ladies who rented rooms for financial need and 
resented him because of it. 

“Hello Richard,” she enthused, opening the door and 
motioning him inside. “My name is Mrs Carter, but please, call me 
Alice.” 

While Richard was tall at six foot one, while Alice was a mere 
five feet two inches, but she made up for her height with a smile 
that filled the room. 

Richard automatically felt relieved. 

She seems nice! It’s already better than Mrs Dawkins! 

With a shudder, he recalled the shouting and abuse that had 
ended his last room-for-rent. 

“Come and take a look at your room,” she said, walking down 
the hallway before stopping at the door to what would soon be his 
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bedroom. “Now, I don’t want to embarrass you, Richard, but you did 
say on the phone that you were a heavy bedwetter, right?” 

Richard nodded, his recent relief disappearing, as he was 
reminded of the very reason his last two room rentals had ended so 
badly. 

“You told me it was fairly heavy,” she continued “So I have 
made your room up in preparation. I hope it is okay.” 

The two stepped into the room. The Queen-size bed took up 
most of the plain, but very functional bedroom. 

“I have put a new heavy-duty waterproof on the mattress,” 
she said, lifting up the corner of the sheets and revealing the white 
plastic symbol of shame. To Richard, his ever-present mattress 
protector was always a symbol of shame. “I thought you should 
have a new one that doesn’t er…” 

“Crackle?” Richard suggested. 

“Yes, that’s the word. Crackle.” 

“Thank you,” he offered, genuinely. “I really appreciate it.” 

“And since you did say you were very heavy, I have plastic 
slips on the pillows as well, just in case you reach that high.” 

Richard blushed involuntarily. 

“You seem to know about bedwetting better than most,” 
Richard said, immediately regretting his words. 

“Oh yes,” she answered, cheerfully. “Both my children wet 
the bed quite late, so I know all about it. They don’t even live in this 
country anymore, so I don’t see them more than once a year.” 

Richard knew he shouldn’t ask, but he felt the urge to ask 
just the same. 
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“How late did they wet?” he asked, knowing from his own 
experience just how deeply personal that question could be. 

“Henry was nine and Charlotte was twelve when we finally 
packed away the…” She paused and smiled at Richard before 
continuing. “The crackly waterproofs!” 

 
For the first time in many days, Richard smiled. 

She is going to be great. Maybe this time, no one will hate me 
for wet beds!  

“Pack your things away and I will show you the rest of the 
house. It’s small, but you are welcome to share anything I have, 
okay? And don’t worry about your bedwetting. You might be 
twenty-two-years-old, but that matters nought to me. A wet bed is a 
wet bed and just as much work from a child, as from a young man 
like yourself.” 
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And with that, she toddled off back to the kitchen where she 
was busing making biscuits, apparently in preparation for his 
arrival. 

Richard didn’t have a lot of possessions, having moved 
several times since his mother had died three years previously. The 
inheritance he received was small, but it allowed him a much better 
car than his peers. Other than that, he owned clothes, a computer, a 
few personal items and not much more. 
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Wet Bed 

Richard never needed an alarm. He woke at 7 am every 
morning without fail and that first morning was no different. 

His bed was wet. 

Richard was not surprised. In fact, a dry bed would have 
been a surprise since, despite his twenty-two years of life, he had 
not yet been blessed with such an experience. 

As he did every morning, he pulled the top sheet and quilt 
back to assess the damage. It was a ritual he performed every 
morning, a type of quality assessment of what had transpired while 
he had slept soundly through it all. 

It was very, very wet. 

He sighed in disappointment. 

“You’d think at least I could have had a small patch first 
night,” he exclaimed in frustration. “Nothing like pissing off the 
landlady – literally - the first morning!” 

After a quick shower in the bathroom opposite the bedroom, 
he dressed and headed out to the kitchen to check with Alice. 

“Good morning, Richard,” she exclaimed, happily.  

To his mind, she was far too happy for 7:30 in the morning. 

“Morning, Alice,” he replied, quickly. “Er… I forgot to ask you 
yesterday where the linen basket was for my… you know…” he 
stammered and went quiet, a red flush spreading across his face. 

“Your wet things?” she filled in. 

“Yes.” 
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“Don’t you worry about any of that, love,” she replied, with a 
strong maternal voice. “I will take care of all your wet things in a 
moment.” 

“Oh, I will strip and do the washing,” he explained. “I said I 
would on the phone. I just need to know where the basket is and - “ 

“No, you won’t,” Alice interrupted. “God gave me two hands, 
a washing machine and sunlight. That’s all I need. Now, let’s take a 
look at the damage, shall we?” 

With that, Alice walked off to the bedroom with Richard in 
her wake. 

“Well, I am glad I bought the pillow covers!” she exclaimed, 
looking at the pee-puddle that stretched up to and was now 
touching the pillows. “And it looks like a queen bed was definitely 
right for you! Anything smaller and there might have been 
overflow!” 
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Richard looked at the wet sheets and saw that it had spread 

over more than half the width of the bed. 
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“How did you handle a single bed growing up?” she 
exclaimed, rhetorically. 

It was as if she had grown up with him in his teenage years. 
Up until he turned thirteen, the edges of his single bed were never 
threatened, but after that, he regularly overflowed his bed and his 
pillow was a sodden and stained reminder of a bladder that 
conspired against him. 

“Now go and make yourself some breakfast, while I take care 
of this.” 

Richard ate silently, both in gratitude for Alice’s attitude and 
help and in surprise at the fact that someone so accepting even 
existed. Growing up as a bedwetter as the sole child of a single mum 
was not anywhere near as pleasant. 

He had been spanked for his bedwetting. Every morning. 
And it wasn’t even the worst thing. 
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Twenty Spanks 

Fifteen-year-old Richard stood silently by the edge of his bed 
in the morning, just as he did every morning. His pyjamas were wet, 
and his bed was pee-soaked over two- thirds of its area.  

It was nothing new. 

“Bend over,” his mother demanded. 

Richard bent over, pulling his pyjama bottoms down as he 
did. 

“Face in the sheets!” she yelled. “Do I have to remind you 
every morning?” 

She roughly pushed Richard’s face into the wet sheets. 

“Leave it there and don’t you dare move until I tell you!” 

Richard’s mother truly hated her son’s bedwetting and took 
great pleasure in letting him know it. She told his few friends about 
it and anyone else whom she managed to befriend, however briefly. 

Richard could smell the pungent soaking wetness of his bed 
as his face was firmly planted in the sheets. 

Then came the wooden spoon. 

Crack! 

His still-wet backside received a punishing wallop from the 
wooden spoon. Seconds later, another and then another, until ten 
hits to his bottom had been delivered. 

“Next cheek!” she announced, as the next ten spankings of 
his posterior were also delivered. 
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“Now you can keep your face in that piss for the next thirty 
minutes,” she said. “I will teach you not to wet your bed like a 
baby!” 

And with that, she was gone. 

Richard knew better than to take his face out of the soaking 
bed, even for a second. He had done that a few weeks earlier and 
had been spanked a second time that morning and given an extra 
hour of ‘face time’, as she called it. 

The spankings were not new. Far from it, in fact. Richard’s 
very first memory was at age three being smacked for his wet bed. 
His night nappies had been thrown out and now, only the sheets 
were allowed to absorb his wettings. The hand smacks had been 
every morning from then on, along with tears - which eventually 
stopped. 

Once he started school, the stress of change only made his 
bedwetting worse and the wooden spoon made its first appearance 
with three hits to each preteen wet cheek. The only waterproof 
protection his mattress had at the time was a baby’s cot waterproof 
that sat on the middle of his mattress. By the time he was about six 
years old, his bedwetting exceeded the coverage of that waterproof, 
leaving his mattress to take the brunt of the damage. 

Over the next thirteen years, his mattress got wet most 
nights. The stains were deeply coloured and all over it. Even when a 
new sheet of plastic was added to the bed, it merely reduced the 
damage as it didn’t cover the entire bed – and Richard’s wetting 
routinely did. 

Richard had deeply conflicted feelings about his stained 
mattress. Every Saturday, he dragged it outside to dry in whatever 
sun the seasons were delivering. It was deeply humiliating and yet 
was a powerful and not unpleasant memory. 
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Sometimes, the mattress was still dripping when it stood 
outside, leaning against a side fence, facing the sun. In summer, he 
would flip the mattress, trying to dry both sides. It was the only 
season it was ever properly dry.  

Richard’s bedroom smelled of pee. Old pee mixed with fresh 
pee. He never had friends over to his house, never mind to actually 
sleepover, and just as painfully, he never slept over anywhere else 
either. 

When the thirty minutes of ‘face time’ was over, Richard 
stood up, his backside still stinging from the twenty wooden spoon 
hits. On his thirteenth birthday, his mother had announced that 
now that he was a teenager, his morning spankings would “have to 
increase, to teach you the lesson you still have not learned”. And so, 
his previous ten spankings moved up to twenty.  

Only the day before, she had informed him that if he was still 
wetting the bed at sixteen, it would be thirty spankings and at 
eighteen, it would be fifty. He shuddered to imagine thirty wallops, 
never mind fifty. 

Richard’s spankings were not mere swats. His mother swung 
the spoon wide and hard and to make it worse, it was on a bottom 
fresh from marinating in a wet bed overnight. He had cried the first 
week of twenty spankings before he had gotten used to it - as much 
as he ever did. He imagined that even as a brave sixteen-year-old in 
a few months’ time, he would cry many times when the number 
went to thirty. 

Taking off his wet pyjamas, Richard inspected his bed, much 
as he did every morning. He had taken a morbid fascination with it 
many years previously. Despite the punishments and humiliation, 
there was a sense of something else about it that intrigued him. It 
wasn’t quite pride as such; more a sense of something special.  
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“It looks good! The tide marks are growing!” he thought to 
himself, as the stinging sensations reduced to a dull throb that 
would remain with him for hours to come. 

There was yet another punishment his mother had meted 
out to him when he had hit that all-important age of thirteen. 

Sheet changes. 

The daily sheet changes would be no more. 

“I am not going to waste my time with you and your pissy 
sheets every damned day!” she shouted, just after his first twenty-
hit spanking. “From now on, your sheets get washed on Saturday 
along with everything else.” 

Richard’s eyes opened wide, even though his face was still in 
his wet sheet.  

“She isn’t going to wash my sheets?” he wondered silently. 

“Since you so obviously like wetting your bed like a baby, 
you can stay in them. For a week. And if you complain, I will make it 
a month!” 

The next night, as he got ready for bed, he pulled back the 
blanket and saw that his sheets had indeed, not been changed. They 
were dry, but a faint yellow stain declared that it was not a fresh 
sheet as he was used to. And his pyjamas were smelly too. However, 
he slept well and solidly and the next morning as he stood next to 
his bed ready to receive his spanking, he could see overlapping pee 
stains, like tide marks on a beach. He smiled briefly before the first 
solid crack of the wooden spoon brought instant tears to his eyes. 

And now, the threat had been carried out with just weekly 
sheet washes. 
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Richard was used to it and as he looked at his ‘day six’ bed, 
he gave the tiniest grin as he saw the overlapping stains of his 
embarrassment all around the edges of his bed. His bedwetting 
confused him, but he couldn’t help feeling a nascent sense of pride 
in his ‘stain work’. 

He was proud of his wet bed and without thinking it through 
entirely, decided he would be wetting his bed for the rest of his life 
and staining it nightly. 
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The Second Morning 

Richard had a moderately good job. He worked in a bank, 
doing a mid-level job that was dull and repetitive, but which paid 
well. He was a loner, occasionally mixing with his peers, but 
preferring his own company most of the time. When he bothered to 
think about it, he put it down to his desire to be alone to his history 
of chronic bedwetting.  

Bedwetters without a bath or shower were noticeable to 
others – especially other children. Because other kids at school 
knew from first-hand experience what a bedwetter smelt like, he 
was easily identified and teased for it. Ironically, his worst 
tormentor – a girl who was taller than him at the time – was also a 
bedwetter. Her parents, however, knew the value of bathing and 
hygiene and freshly laundered clothes and so, she smelt pristine 
and undetectable. Richard’s experience was of less regular morning 
baths and the frequent, unmistakable smell of… pee. 

When he returned from work that first evening, he saw in 
his room, a perfectly made bed with dry, clean sheets and even a 
new pillowcase. The room itself was airy, light and free of pee smell. 

It was incredible. And it was a new thing to him. 

His last two rooms had never really smelt all that clean. He 
had stripped and washed his sheets every single morning – at 
additional cost – but it still smelt slightly of pee. 

By the time his mother had died when he was nineteen, his 
bedroom was quite smelly. His sheet washes were down to about 
one in ten days at best, often weeks at a time, and his ancient 
mattress was nearly ruined. 

When the house had been sold and the large mortgage paid 
off with the proceeds, he had been left with a smallish amount of 
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money. He couldn’t afford a house and he was terrified of living 
alone and so, he decided to rent a room with someone else. The 
mattress had been set on fire in the back yard and while it had 
struggled to burn, it was a symbolic act of moving on past the pain 
of the previous nineteen years. 

“I hope you like your room?” Alice asked, surprising Richard 
as she came and stood behind him in the bedroom. 

“It looks wonderful,” he replied. “Thanks so much. I could do 
all the washing, you know.” 

“I said it before, and I will say it again. It is only wet sheets 
and pyjamas and it is no problem at all. So, don’t you worry about it 
one bit.” 

As he turned to face her, a small tear formed in one eye. It 
did not go unnoticed by Alice. 

“Dinner in fifteen minutes and after that, I wonder if you like 
playing cards?” 

Without waiting for a reply, she turned and disappeared, 
leaving Richard to wonder how this place could be so wonderful 
when the last two had all been so unpleasant and demeaning. 

**** 

The following morning brought a familiar outcome as he 
rolled out of the bed and once again inspected ‘the damage’. It was 
thankfully, less than the previous night. Not that it really mattered 
at all. 
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The pillows, however, had been saved! But it was still a wide 
patch and quite sodden. The bed was quite awash. 

“Well, it looks like I won’t have to wash the pillows this 
time,” came the unexpected commentary from Alice, as she breezed 
through the partly open bedroom door. 

“I saw you were up, and the door was open,” she explained. 
“So, what do we have here?” 

Alice ran her practised eye over the scene and announced. 
“Top sheet dry, pillows dry and bottom sheet…” she grinned and 
continued. “Is under water!” 

Richard was shocked and a little disoriented by the presence 
of his landlady in his bedroom, literally assessing the state of his 
wet bed only minutes after he had gotten out of it. 

“And obviously, those pyjamas are in need as well!” 

Her impossibly cheery demeanour made no criticism 
possible. Oddly, Richard felt a little chuffed by her invasion of his 
room at such an embarrassing moment. It both reminded him of his 
mother and yet, underlined just how very different the two women 
were. 

For just a split second, he felt like he should pull his pyjamas 
down, put his face in the middle of the wet bed and prepare for his 
spanking. It was confusing and yet, comforting at the same time.  

His spankings were the most intimate times he had with his 
mother. She was aloof, distant, harsh speaking and didn’t really 
want a child and made that fact very obvious. She would spend her 
sparse money on a gift for him on his birthday and then just a day 
later, deliver a double strength, wet-bum spanking. She could give 
him a rare cuddle one evening and then refuse to do the Saturday 
washing, thus leaving his wet sheets on the bed for two or three 
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weeks. She was an enigma and he never really knew what to expect 
from her. 

As a young child, he tried to punish her by not using the 
toilet before bed, thus wetting it more than usual. All that happened 
was a much wetter bed - which was scarcely even noticed. 

Richard went to shower and in the corner of the bathroom, 
he saw the laundry basket. He had had no need to even open it, but 
curiosity got the better of him and he lifted the lid. Right on top sat 
a pair of women’s panties. Alice’s panties. 

With shaking hands, he picked up the garment and lifted it 
carefully to his face and in reverence, inhaled the scent of a woman. 
He immediately erected and as one hand held the crotch to his nose, 
his other hand completed the task and he ejaculated powerfully on 
to the floor. 
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Panties 

It was not Richard’s first experience with women’s panties. 
Far from it. 

As an impressionable fourteen-year-old, he had found his 
mother’s panties on the floor of the bathroom and had picked them 
up, curious about how they differed from the plain underwear he 
wore. It was the smell that got to him. 

At first, the smell repelled him, but seconds later, his penis 
told him that he actually liked it. A lot. And so, for the first time, he 
sniffed worn panties and ejaculated on the bathroom floor in mere 
seconds. 

He was hooked. 

He had to do it again. 

Casually discarded panties were not that common, but when 
he found them, he would run to his room, sniff and masturbate with 
fury and return them only minutes later. 

Wearing them was a natural step up and before long, he was 
pulling the scarily attractive garment up his legs and around his 
pulsating penis, only to be worn for a few minutes before teenage 
hormones released semen all through the panties. 

Being fourteen, it never occurred to him to clean the panties 
before returning and for a long time, nothing was ever said.  A year 
later, he decided that he wanted to wear panties for more than 
masturbation. He wanted to wear them ‘for real’. 

His only source of panties was his mother. He had no female 
relatives and friends of his mother seemed to be a stretch too far. 
And he had the advantage of being only one or two sizes smaller 
than his mother in underwear. And with a bulging penis, that was 
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an advantage. And so, it came about that Richard grabbed a pair of 
his mother’s worn panties and slipped them on under his school 
uniform, ready for a day of secret thrills. 

He could barely concentrate on his classes that day and 
when he finally came home, he rushed to his bedroom. His soaking 
wet bed had still not dried out and the overlapping stains were 
obvious. Pulling down his trousers he stared at his bed and at his 
mother’s panties in quick succession and in moments, was spurting 
his release into her underwear. It never occurred to him about just 
how much of a line he was over-stepping. 

Weeks later, he decided to wear her panties to bed. He just 
had to experiment with how they made him feel. 

As he snuggled down under the blankets, he was acutely 
aware of his bed and how it felt and smelled. The weather was 
cooler now and so the bed was still slightly damp. Not enough to 
ever worry him, but that night, the panties combined with the smell 
of pee become deeply intoxicating to him. Once again, he 
masturbated into the panties before falling into a deep sleep. 

Too deep. 

The next morning came too early and worse still, with his 
mother shaking him awake. 

“Get up!” she shouted. “You’ll be late!” 

As he staggered out of his sodden bed, he saw with horror 
that she was holding the wooden spoon already. 

“I’m in a hurry,” she added. “Face down. Pyjamas down. 
Now!” 

Richard remembered he had panties on and hesitated, not 
knowing what to do. 
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His mother grabbed his pyjama bottoms and pulled them 
down.  

“What the hell is this?” she asked, in a threateningly quiet 
voice. “You are wearing my underwear?” 

Richard didn’t know what to say and when he began to 
mumble something, his mother grabbed his head and pushed it into 
the wettest part of the bed. 

“I’ll teach you not to violate my underwear, young man!” 

She thrashed his bottom well past the usual twenty, past 
thirty and as he sobbed into the sheets, his backside grew numb 
and he stopped counting. Richard sat down at school gingerly for 
the next two days and yet, considered it worthwhile, just for the 
chance to wear panties. It was a week later at the morning spanking 
that he finally spoke to her about it. 

“I’m sorry for stealing your underwear, mum,” he 
stammered. “I didn’t mean anything by it, really.” 

“I know you didn’t,” she replied, with more compassion and 
understanding than he expected. “But you know you can’t have 
them, right?” 

Richard nodded as the sting of his just-paddled backside 
began to subside. After his shower, he returned to his room to find a 
pair of small girl’s panties sitting on his pillow and his mother 
standing next to them. They were clearly not his mother’s. 


