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Bedwetter Camp | 1. 

 
 

“Not again, Chris!” Miranda Collins shouted to her 17-year-
old son as she ripped back the quilt on his bed. “Why must we do 
this every morning?” 

The teenage boy tried to look away as the soaking wet bed 
became apparent to the assembled gathering. The pee-soaked 
sheets were sodden from edge to edge and had even lapped at his 
pillow. 

Chris Collins was not just wet. He was awash. The bed was 
truly flooded. 

“Look at the sissy bedwetter!” laughed his older brother, 
Blake, taking great delight in his humiliation. 

“Mommy, he’s so wet!” shouted Matilda, his much younger 
sister who had abandoned wet beds many years before, a fact she 
repeatedly reminded him of. She also enjoyed taking shots at her 
older brother who still wet his bed like a baby. 

Chris’ face blushed bright red as the shame of his nightly 
bedwetting was laid bare in front of both of his siblings, once again. 
A wet bed was not a new thing. In his entire life, he had wet every 
single night. The only thing that was different that morning was the 
coverage. Normally, the patch was average to large size in the 
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middle of his bed but somehow this time, the pee had flowed more 
than usual and his bed was more than simply damp, or even soaked. 
When he sat up, a small pool of pee formed around his bum, 
showing just how bad it was. He was wet in record quantity 

Mommy had noticed the pool. And she was angry. Very 
angry. 

“Assume the position,” she shouted angrily. 

“Make them go away!” Chris pleaded to his mother, pointing 
to his two siblings. “I don’t want them here.” 

“No, they can stay since you want to act like a baby. Maybe it 
will help you learn not to piss you bed like a bloody baby!” 

Slowly, Chris stepped out of his bed, his pajamas dripping 
onto the floor, showing just how wet he truly was. He knew the 
protocol and he bent over, placed his face in the center of the wet 
bed, and put his arms to the side. He felt, rather than saw, his 
soaked Spiderman pajamas being pulled down to his knees ready 
for his punishment. 

“This is for wetting your bed like a bloody BABY!” Miranda 
shouted and then she swung her hand onto his wet backside. 

It stung, but he knew better than to say anything. 

Miranda spanked him a dozen times before calling to her 
youngest daughter to go and retrieve the wooden spoon. 

“The biggest spoon, please,” she added. 

A few moments of respite ensued as Chris laid face-down in 
his own urine, his bottom already on fire. 

Then she struck. 

Hard. 
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He couldn’t help but cry out. 

“Are you going to keep wetting your bed, baby Chris?” she 
asked, trying hard to humiliate him by referring to him as a baby. 

“No, mommy,” he blubbed.  

He desperately wanted to scream YES, he did intend to keep 
wetting the bed until she gave him what he wanted. He wanted 
diapers, but he had been refused. 

Give me diapers and you want have to do this! he thought. 

She hit him five more times. 

“I don’t believe you,” she exclaimed.  

Shit! She knows what I want. She thinks I wet the bed 
deliberately! 

Chris didn’t wet the bed deliberately. However, he didn’t try 
and stop it either.  

She hit him five more times until Chris was finally sobbing, 
as much from the abject humiliation of being seen by his siblings 
being spanked harshly as from the pain itself. 

Every wet bed meant a spanking, but it was normally just 
ten with the hand and delivered in private. But the morning’s pee-
pool meant it was one of the severe ones. And with an audience. 

I don’t understand what the problem is? Chris thought to 
himself as the shower washed away the pee from his body.  

The hot water was a blessed relief even though it stung his 
still bright-red backside. 

No one cared at Bedwetter Camp! They accepted being a 
bedwetter without any worries! 
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Just over a year earlier, Chris had attended the 
humiliatingly-named Bedwetter Camp along with 32 other kids 
and teens who all still wet the bed. About half of them were in 
diapers at night while Chris was one of those relegated to wetting 
his sheets. His own diapers had been taken away several years 
earlier and he had been devastated by their loss. He desperately 
wanted to wear diapers again and had hoped that his endless wet 
sheets would deliver them.  

The idea of his parents however, was that the abject 
humiliation of Bedwetter Camp would stop his embarrassing habit, 
but they clearly failed to understand what it would be like. Sleeping 
in four 8-bed dormitories, they awoke every morning to the sight 
and smell of wet sheets and wet diapers.  

No one cared. At least, not the campers. And Chris secretly 
loved the sight of the diapers and even the wet beds. It felt okay to 
him. 

I wish I was back there again! This morning’s bed would win 
the competition! 

Unknown to the camp leaders – or perhaps not – the 
campers that didn’t wear diapers had a competition for whose bed 
was the wettest, based on the area every morning. After showers, 
but before breakfast, the wet beds were assessed, and a winner 
announced. Jessica, a girl Chris admired greatly and was infatuated 
with, was the winner on three occasions, her wet sheets exceeding 
everyone else. Even now, Chris was unsure why he was so excited 
by her wet bed. 

The diaper-wearers were not left out, however. They too had 
an informal competition to see whose diapers were the heaviest. 
They all wore disposable diapers at camp even though many wore 
cloth diapers at home. Disposables were easiest to dispose of and… 
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Easier to steal. 

On the third morning of the camp, Chris had woken to an 
average wet bed and his neighbor – Terry – had woken to a 
thoroughly drenched  - and very heavy - diaper. He won the 
competition that morning and his now used diaper went into the 
diaper-bin in the dorm. All through breakfast that morning, Chris’ 
stomach churned with the thoughts running through his head. 

I want to wear that diaper! So bad! 

Answering the unquenchable desire in his head, he excused 
himself from breakfast early, rushed back to his dorm and retrieved 
the soaked diaper and hid it in a plastic bag in his bedside 
cupboard. He desperately wanted to put it on there and then, but he 
knew that the ladies that made the beds would be around soon to 
change his wet sheet and the four others in the room. 

That night, after lights out, he quietly retrieved the wet 
diaper and gently slid it up his body. It took a few minutes to warm 
up but he quickly relaxed and grinned as he enjoyed the diaper and 
the sensations it gave him. Every night after that one, he wore one 
of the other bedwetters’ wet diaper to bed knowing he would not 
be discovered. He was so desperately envious of the other boys and 
girls who were allowed to wear diapers. Some of them were even 
older than he was and he had once spied one of the girls wearing 
her diaper and he was entranced… by the diaper.  

What he didn’t know was that in another dorm, another girl 
was also slipping into her neighbor’s wet diaper from the night 
before. He was not alone in his thoughts and desires. There were 
others like him, but he didn’t know that. 

Chris sighed audibly as he turned the water off in his shower 
and gingerly dried himself off ready for school. He had enjoyed 
Bedwetter Camp for all the wrong reasons and because he wanted 
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to go back, his parents had said no. It was supposed to be 
humiliation and yet, he enjoyed it, therefore he was not to go back. 
He constantly thought of what he would do if he did go back and he 
planned to steal one of the girl’s wet diapers and even to start 
wearing them during the day but, it would never happen. 

Shit! That is so unfair! 

As he walked back into his bedroom, he saw that his 
humiliation was not yet complete.  

The wet sheet was still on the bed.  

Normally, his mother stripped his wet sheets at the first 
opportunity, but occasionally she left it on to dry, leaving pee stains 
on it as punishment and humiliation. Apparently, his flooded bed 
was being left to dry – assuming it actually did. The weather was 
cool and a few times before, he had gone to bed and the sheets were 
still slightly damp and smelling of pee. It was a deliberate 
punishment, designed to embarrass and humiliate him.  

As he stood there, looking at the flooded bed, his mother 
appeared behind him. 

“You want to wet the bed so much then I will leave it on!” 
she said in her scary controlled voice. 

“I’m sorry,” Chris offered meekly. 

It was not enough. 

“Since you want to act like a baby then you can sleep like 
one.”  

Chris briefly thought that he was about to be put back into 
diapers, but his hopes were quickly crushed. 

“I wash twice a week for everyone else and the same is for 
you. Your bed gets stripped twice a week. No more. If it’s wet, then 
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you sleep in it. And if it keeps up, it will be once a week or once a 
month. Get it?” 

Chris was crushed. 

There was to be no return to the diapers he wanted. But the 
threat of getting back into stained sheets held no horror to him. He 
didn’t care. Weekly sheet changes also didn’t scare him. He was 
used to the feel and smell of bed pee and it didn’t worry him in the 
slightest. What his mother didn’t know was that Chris was proud of 
his wet bed and the wetter it was, the prouder he was. His bum 
might be sore but his heart soared. 

Great wet bed this morning! A competition winner for sure! 

A week later and just two sheet changes, everything went 
from bad to worse. Far worse. 
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The Decision | 2. 

 
 

Chris' face blanched as his parents revealed their next plan 
to him. The three of them were standing in his bedroom. The quilt 
was pulled back revealing the dried pee stain of his two previous 
night’s bedwetting. The sheets accused him of his ‘sins’. 

“I’m not going there!” he shouted angrily. 

“You bloody well are!” his father shouted back. “If you are 
going to keep pissing your bed, then you are going to go to a place 
that will get you dry - one way or the other.” 

“But I don’t want to go!” Chris blubbered, now beginning to 
cry. 

“It’s just two weeks over summer, Chris,” his mother added. 
Her voice was her ‘scary controlled voice’, the one that hid her 
emotions. She could be angry or consoling but he could never tell. 

“Two weeks?” he cried. “Two weeks of some stupid doctors 
prodding me?” 

“It won’t be like that at all,” she lied. “You will wear diapers 
to bed and they will monitor everything during the night and teach 
you to stay dry.” 

Diapers? Did she say I’d be wearing diapers? 
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“I can stop on my own!” Chris countered, not really believing 
that the hated program could include his beloved diapers. 

I would wear diapers? I dunno… Still don’t like the idea of 
doctors, but diapers? 

“We’ve been down that road before, young man,” his father 
responded in a welcome, much calmer voice. “It just doesn’t work 
and there is no point in promising something that doesn’t work. 
The Institute is very successful at ending bedwetting.” 

“It’s a lovely place and you will be with eleven other 
teenagers like yourself all with the same problem. Girls and boys 
from…” Miranda paused trying to remember the information the 
Director had told her. “Girls and boys from ages eighteen to twenty-
five.” 

“That old?” Chris exclaimed, genuinely shocked. 

“Yes, dear,” Miranda replied. “Bedwetters as old as twenty-
five. Do you want to still be a bedwetter at twenty-five?” 

Chris shook his head. It was the right response but he didn’t 
really feel it.  

If wetting my bed gets me diapers, I’ll never stop! 

He knew better to say what he really thought. 

“It’s time for bed now, Chris,” Miranda announced. 

“Yes, mommy,” he replied, feeling defeated. Calling her 
mommy was his now standard refrain when cornered and beaten. 
He had always felt the clarion call inside hi to wear diapers but also 
to feel like a baby. He hadn’t dared mentioned that he sometimes 
wanted to be a baby. He wanted a pacifier as well as diapers and the 
teddy bear he had played with as a child had long since been 
thrown out and he really wanted another one. Most of the kids at 
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Bedwetter Camp had a teddy bear or other bed companion, but not 
Chris. One night he cuddled a stolen wet diaper and it had actually 
comforted him. 

As he slid into his pee-stained bed, the smell triggered all the 
memories of Bedwetter Camp. The memories were all good. He had 
worn wet diapers most nights. He had played games with other 
teens and spent time with people like himself. And he had found 
three boys and one girl exactly like him. They either wore diapers 
or wanted diapers and bedwetting was the way to have them. 

He still wanted diapers, but the Institute scared him just the 
same.  

I hope it is like Bedwetter Camp and the adults are nice. 

 
“Do you think he suspects anything?” Miranda said to her 

husband Brian as they slipped under the sheets that night. 

“Not a chance,” he replied. “He thinks it is just like that 
bloody Bedwetter Camp we wasted money on. And he thinks he is 
going back into diapers.” 

“He hasn’t asked for diapers in months now. Maybe he is 
over it.” 

“Maybe. Maybe not. But he is in for one hell of a shock when 
he gets there!’ 

Miranda giggled at the word ‘shock’. 

“Quite a ‘shock’,” she added. “It will be very ‘shocking’!” 

“Stop it, you sexy beast!” he replied, rolling over on top of 
Miranda. “You know how ‘shocking’ it will be.” 
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Brian slipped down his pajama bottoms as Miranda kept 
repeating, ‘shocking, shocking, shocking’. 

“Someone’s very excited,” Brian whispered as his fingers 
found Miranda’s pussy. She was indeed, excited. And very wet. 

“Did you enjoy the video?” she asked. 

They both knew what video she was referring to. The video 
the Institute Director had shown them. 

“Fuck, yes,” Brian said as he slid full-length into his wife. 

“I wish there had been sound,” Miranda said, between 
thrusts. 

“There will be…” 

They both knew what that meant as well and it only 
increased their ardor.  

“The Institute is going to be wonderful!” Miranda shouted as 
the first of her orgasms wracked her body. 
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The Institute For Enuresis Treatment 
| 3. 

 
 

Chris stood gloomily in front of the foreboding building that 
housed The Institute For Enuresis Treatment. 

It looks more like a haunted house than a medical center! 

The large multi-story building was indeed very old and the 
façade was dark stained brickwork with a large old-fashioned 
double-door entrance. Apparently all patients had to be 18 years of 
age and older which terrified him even more. And he was only 
weeks past his birthday. 

What could they do to us that requires us to be adults? 

“Well, here we are, Chris,” announced his mother as they 
stepped out of the car. “Grab your bag and let’s go in and get you 
sorted out.” 

Chris grumbled back something unintelligible to 
demonstrate his unhappiness. His backside was very, very sore, the 
result of one of the hardest spankings of his life. In his anger at 
what he was being forced to do, he had not gone to the toilet before 
bed and as a result had awoken to a thoroughly drenched bed, the 
likes of which he had never before produced. It had not only 
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reached his pillow, but soaked it. The wet patch had flowed to the 
end of the bed and lapped at the edges. When he had woken, he 
immediately emptied his bladder onto the sheets and then smiled. 

This will teach you to make me go to this shitty center! 

It was a stupid ploy because Miranda immediately 
recognized it for what it was – rebellion. And the hand smacks were 
replaced with the wooden spoon and the light hits replaced with 
hard ones. Before the fifty strokes were completed, he was crying 
face down in his pee-soaked sheets but she completed the spanking 
regardless of the crying. His bum was still hot and the rubbing of his 
jeans caused a little pain on his very red backside. Chris was still 
defiant. It was diapers or he was never stopping. And a pacifier… 
maybe. 

Miranda and Chris opened the imposing door and quickly 
found the reception area. He was surprised to find it had several 
other teens and their parent sitting down and waiting. One boy who 
looked like he was only twelve, but had to be 18,  had tear stains on 
his face and another girl who was about his age was also pale-faced. 

They are all bedwetters like me! 

As they were waiting, the door opened, and in came another 
mother with her teenage daughter. Chris immediately recognized 
her as Jessica, the girl from Bedwetter Camp with the impressive 
record of three wins of the ‘wettest bed’ competition. 

He smiled at her in an effort to connect with her, but she 
remained glum-faced and looked directly ahead, looking at no one. 
For Chris, it was the first bit of good news he had had all day. 
Someone he knew and liked was in the program with him. He 
briefly though about chatting her up, but then quickly realized that 
a bedwetting treatment center was the worst place on earth for 
such an attempt. 
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Chris’ reverie was short-lived, however. 

A tall middle-aged woman walked into the room, holding a 
clipboard. Her hair was pinned back and she was imposing, but not 
attractive. The thick glasses and her demeanor suggested 
intelligence but not compassion. 

“Good morning everyone,” she announced crisply. “Parents 
will already know who I am but to the children here…” 

Children? Chris groaned inwardly. She called us children? 

“… I am Doctor Elizabeth Grant, the Director of this center. 
You may call me Doctor Grant. Now, parents, please say goodbye to 
your children and I will take them to find their rooms. Please don’t 
delay. It is no good to anyone to put this off.” 

The young-looking boy immediately burst into tears and his 
mother attempted to console him while the rest of the teenagers 
groaned and after perfunctory hugs, followed the doctor carrying 
their single bag of belongings. 

“Do you remember me from Bedwetter Camp?” Chris 
whispered to Jessica as they walked briskly along the double-wide 
corridor. 

“Yeah,” she replied, barely looking at him. Jessica was almost 
a year old than Chris and she absolutely intimated him. “Mom and 
Dad have sent me to this shithole for two weeks.” 

“Me too,” Chris replied, shrugging his shoulders and trying to 
act cool – as if going into a bedwetting treatment program as 
teenagers had anything even remotely ‘cool’ about it. 

“Now, children,” Doctor Grant announced. “This is the 
starting room for our program. Seven children came in earlier and 
have settled themselves in. The five of you will make up the twelve 
in this intake. Find one of the beds and put your belongings in the 
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cupboards and I will be in with Nurse Linda to explain what 
happens next.” 

She swung open the wide door and the five teenagers 
walked in. 

You’ve got to be kidding! We are all sleeping in one room? 

Mouths dropped open as they saw the very large room with 
twelve single beds against the walls. 

Chris quickly found a spare bed, hoping the one next to him 
would be taken by Jessica. She, however, located one in the far 
corner, well away from him. As he sat on the bed, the crackly sound 
of the plastic protector rattled around the room. But he was far 
from alone. As each of the twelve teenagers sat on the bed to 
arrange their possessions, the crackles were very obvious. But no 
one cared. Each of them had a plastic protector on their own bed, 
even the ones still wearing diapers. But none were as loud as these 
were. They had seen hundreds of wet nights and the cheap plastic 
had quickly become brittle and noisy. And it was all part of the 
deliberate infusion of humiliation into the program. 

Chris introduced himself to the no-longer-weeping boy who 
was bunked next to him. Paul was in fact slightly older than him 
while Sonya, the girl in the bed on the other side was about 
nineteen although she declined to talk to him other than to give her 
name. 

The mood was grim as a few of the teens spoke to each other 
nervously, wondering what their parents had signed them up for. 
None expected to be sleeping in a single room together. As he 
would find out later, each of the bedwetters slept in a room on their 
own to insulate family members from the sights – and smells – of 
their nightly bedwetting – just as he did. They had grown up 
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deliberately separated from their families because of their 
bedwetting. 

Suddenly, the door swung open and Doctor Grant walked in 
followed by a shortish, large woman wearing a nurse’s uniform. 

“Children, this is Nurse Linda Smart. You may call her Nurse 
Smart. She will be managing most of your treatment. Do as she tells 
you and there will be no problems.” 

If the Director was imposing, Nurse Smart was intimidating 
in a way that reminded them more of a prison guard than a 
supposedly loving nurse. 

“Boys and girls, I will be responsible for you for the next two 
weeks and even longer if that proves necessary.” 

“Longer?” whimpered one girl who was standing closest to 
her. 

“Yes, child!” she explained, clipping her words. “Two weeks 
is set aside to get you bedwetters finally dry but if that is not 
successful, you may…”  

Her face softened and a smile that felt more malevolent than 
genuine appeared on her face. 

“If you fail, you may stay here for the advanced treatment 
program. So ,you best work real hard now while you still can.” 

The atmosphere in the room was one of fear, fear of the 
unknown. 

“Now, this room you are staying in is the Assessment Room. 
Tonight you will all sleep here undiapered and unprotected and in 
the morning, I will assess each of your beds. If you are dry, then you 
get to go home tomorrow. If not, you will move into the treatment 
rooms and we can start the program. Do you all understand?” 
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“But we will be wet and everyone will…” asked a tiny voice 
from across the room 

“Yes, girl?” Nurse Smart replied. “Yes, in the morning all of 
you will be wet and yes, everyone will see how wet you are. Is there 
a problem with that?” 

The girl sensed that it was pointless to complain and shook 
her head. 

“Good. Now, for the rest of the day, you can explore the 
grounds of the property and Nurse Melissa and Nurse Susan here 
will show you the dining room, the games room, and the library. 
Today is a free day, but tomorrow, we start the treatment.” 

Nurse Melissa called out each of their names and handed out 
a name tag to be worn on their clothes. It was a humiliating exercise 
as each tag had their full name, age, and underneath, the words 
‘Bedwetter Treatment Center’. Underneath that was either the 
words ‘Diapered’ or ‘Undiapered’ reflecting how they were treated 
at home. 

The twelve teenagers were then free to explore the grounds, 
the embarrassingly childish playground, and the games room. 
Lunch and dinner were surprisingly good and after dinner, 
everyone was told to get into their pajamas early and gather in one 
of the large rooms to watch a movie. 

Chris felt ridiculous in his Batman pajamas in front of others 
his age and older and the others all felt equally ridiculous and 
humiliated. The movie was a Disney animated one better suited to 
twelve years olds and the entire evening felt deeply mortifying. The 
early bedtime of 9 pm came as a kind of blessed relief. 

As they all marched into their joint bedroom, everyone felt 
ill-at-ease. The room crackled loudly as they all slipped under the 
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covers of beds that had supported countless bedwetters before 
them. Every toss and turn produced crackling sounds until the beds 
warmed up and the noise was less pronounced. 

“In the morning please stay in bed until I come in,” Nurse 
Smart commanded. Your wet bed will then be inspected and you 
will be allowed to shower and we will then move to the treatment 
phase. Do not get out of bed during the night.” 

“Not even to the toilet, Miss?” asked one. 

“No, the toilet is out of bounds. Children your age should not 
need to go to the toilet during the night. And since you are all 
bedwetters, if you do wake up, just do it in your bed.” 

Chris was shocked as were many of the others. 

We’re supposed to piss in our beds if we wake up? What kind 
of place is this? 

Seconds before the light went out, he peered across the 
room at Jessica. She was smiling. Chris knew ‘that smile’ intimately. 
She was already wetting her bed. Nothing was going to break her 
spirit or… her bedwetting. 

It was the first thing in that awful day that made him smile 
and he wet his own bed slightly as an act of heroic defiance. 
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The Treatment Center | 4. 

 
 

Chris awoke the next morning as he did every morning. He 
was wet. Very wet. 

He sat up in his bed remembering the instruction to stay 
there and he noticed the smell. The smell of wet bed. No… the smell 
of wet BEDS. While he couldn’t see exactly, he suspected that there 
were twelve very wet beds all around him. 

There was subdued chatter among the teens, a few of whom 
were still asleep. Jessica was one of them. Clearly well used to 
sleeping wet, she was happily sleeping away – the champion 
bedwetter of Bedwetter Camp. 

7:30 am came around and the door swung open and Nurse 
Smart strolled in, her uniform impeccably pressed and her short 
squat body clearly in charge. 

“Good morning, children,” she announced. “Time for bed 
inspection. Would you please pull back your blankets and show me 
the entire bed and stand next to it. And would someone please 
wake up the Princess in the far corner?” 

Carly carefully shook Jessica who slowly rose from her 
slumber. 
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Feeling deeply embarrassed, twelve teenagers – eight girls 
and four boys – stood to the side of their beds and pulled the 
blankets back, revealing their shame. With the tall windows opened 
to the sun and the bright lights on, there was no hiding from the 
ignominy of their drenched beds. 

Every bed was wet. Every bed was very wet. Chris’ bed was 
average for him, but still a patch four feet long. He spied over at 
Jessica who, unlike most, was smiling and confident. Her bed was 
almost covered in pee. The wetness reached over one side and 
nearly reached the end of the bed. 

She’s still playing for the prize of best wet bed! Chris 
observed, eliciting a grin from him as well. And I think she won! 

Nurse Smart walked slowly around the room taking a photo 
of each wet bed and making notes. When she came to Jessica’s 
extraordinary bed, she stared at the bed and then at the teenage girl 
and scowled. She knew a deliberate wet bed when she saw one – as 
did they all. Chris wondered how many others deliberately wet or 
at least added to their beds. 

“Well it looks like no one is going home today,” she 
announced to no one’s surprise. None had expected to be dry that 
night. None of them had ever been dry a single night. 

“Take yourselves to the showers and put on clean pajamas 
and then wait upstairs just past the top of the stairs and wait for 
me.” 

An hour later, twelve teenagers in blessedly clean pajamas 
stood nervously chatting among themselves. The wet bed 
inspection had ironically broken the ice and they started to get to 
know each other. There was nothing left to hide now, not after the 
humiliation of the open wet beds. Once someone has seen you at 
your most shameful, little else mattered. Picking up a few 
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whispered conversations, most of the group had been exposed as 
bedwetters to family and friends and had a few up-close 
observations of their nightly accidents. 

Maybe, I’m not as alone as I thought? He mused. 

 
“Chris, it’s your turn now,” announced one of the nurses.  

The original group of twelve was down to just four. The 
others had been called individually and been taken by the nurse 
into the mysterious ‘Treatment Center’. 

Chris walked nervously in his pajamas into the first room. 

Diapers? Am I about to wear diapers? 

“Chris, in the treatment program, all participants wear 
diapers,” the kindly nurse explained. So far, she was the only nurse 
that could be described as pleasant and ‘nice’. 

“But, it’s not just for bedtime,” he queried. 

“That’s right and according to your records, you are a sheet 
wetter rather than a diaper wetter, but here, all patients wear 
diapers at all times.” 

“All the time?” he asked, trying to mask his enthusiasm. 

“Yes, for the two weeks of your time here, you will wear 
diapers all the time.” She then went into her clearly rehearsed and 
repeated spiel. 

“All patients here will wear and use diapers the entire time. 
Urination is only to be in diapers while soiling is permitted in the 
toilet – if you ask. If you don’t ask, you will be expected to soil into 
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your diapers. Diapers are for babies and the mantra here is that 
only babies wet the bed and only babies wear diapers, so you will 
wear diapers. Only staff will be permitted to change your diapers. 
You will not change yourself under any circumstance.” 

Chris gulped. It all seemed too good to be true. He was finally 
to wear diapers again! But the circumstances were far from ideal. 

“We exclusively use cloth diapers with pins and plastic pants 
because they are classic baby diapers. And you are to be treated as 
babies.” 

Chris watched as the nurse expertly folded a very thick 
diaper and laid on an elevated table – one he now understood to be 
a diaper change table. 

“I can’t put them on myself?” he asked hopefully. Exposing 
his nudity and *more* was not part of his plan. He was eighteen and 
erections were part of his life and he knew he would have one 
during changes. 

Damn, I’m getting a boner now! 

“No, only the nurses can change diapers. Now up you go and 
put your butt in the middle of the diaper.” 

Chris was used to being seen naked as part of his morning 
spankings, but that was in front of his parents and occasionally his 
siblings. He was nervous. He carefully pulled off his pajama bottom 
and sat down on the table, carefully placing his bottom in the 
middle of the diaper. His penis stood boldly erect. 

The nurse took no notice and expertly pulled the center 
section up tightly and pinned the side panels together with two 
blue diaper pins. His erection was still visible and bulging out the 
front of his diaper. Chris knew only one way to reduce that problem 
but it didn’t look like there was to be any chance to do so especially 
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if toilets were to be out of bounds except for number two and 
maybe not even then. 

“Blue for boys, pink for girls,” she said cheerfully. “Unless of 
course, you want the pink pins? Do you?” 

It was a genuine question and he shook his head. “Blue 
please.” 

He then stood up and she helped him into his first pair of 
plastic pants ever. As she pulled them up and checked that the 
diaper was fully contained inside the pants, he noticed that they 
were completely transparent. 

“They are see-through for a reason,” she explained to a 
question he hadn’t asked but clearly many had. “When they are see-
through, it is easier to tell when a baby is wet or…” and she smiled 
cryptically. “Dirty!” 

Chris gulped. His first ever cloth diaper was exhilarating but 
the circumstances were overwhelming. 

“Okay, you’re all done. Don’t put your PJ bottoms back on. 
You won’t need them.” 

She opened another door and Chris walked out into the 
stunning sight of a room with now eight teenagers, all of them in 
thick cloth diapers and plastic pants, holding their PJ bottoms and 
looking stunned. 

To Chris’ surprise, Jessica walked up to him, grinning. 

“Well, you finally got to wear diapers without stealing them, 
huh?” she said out loud. 

“Whatcha talking about?” he answered, suspecting she knew 
about his Camp activity. 
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“Everyone knew you were stealing wet diapers!” she replied 
with a laugh. “Don’t worry about it. I did the same thing a few times 
and now look at me!” She patted her thick diaper. “I’ve got diapers 
too!” 

“So, all of this isn’t a problem to you?” he asked, surprised at 
the direction of the conversation or that it was even happening at 
all. 

“Nah… It’s a bit of a bitch to have to do all this crap, but if I 
get diapers, it’s worth it. My parent won’t let me wear them.” 

“Same for me,” he stammered. 

She likes diapers? 

“They think they will stop me wetting the bed? Not a chance! 
Maybe the rest of these pissants might stop, but not me!” 

She wants to keep wetting the bed like me? 

“Everyone knew?” he asked. 

“Everyone. Anyhow, gotta run. Violet’s out and look at her 
diaper! And by the way, your boner is dead obvious!” 

He turned to see another girl who he judged to be the oldest 
among them at around twenty in her own bulky cloth diaper. She 
was crying. 

Before long all twelve were diapered and standing around 
the smallish room – too small to hide from each other in their very 
obvious diapers. Chris, erection had subsided some, but he still 
desperately needed to ejaculate and release the tension inside him. 

“Now that you are all ready to begin, let me explain 
something.” 

Nurse Smart had taken up a position at the front of the room. 
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“You are all way too old to be wetting the bed and you all 
disgraced yourself last night in the Preparation Room with 
disgusting wet beds. Only babies wet the bed and babies wear 
diapers and so you babies will be wearing diapers the entire time 
you are here, day and night. 

“You no longer have access to the toilets to pee and may only 
use your diapers. If you need to empty your bowels you may ask 
one of the staff if they have the time to take you and then rediaper 
you. If they don’t or you can't make it, you have your diapers.” 

Chris’ eye’s widened. He had contemplated what it would be 
like to poop in a diaper but had never had the opportunity to try it 
out. Even at Bedwetter Camp, there were rarely any dirty diapers. 

“Your names are now Baby so and so, because you are 
babies. We are here to make you stop your pathetic bedwetting and 
shame you into being dry. That is what your parents are paying us 
to do. Yes, they all know you will be diapered and babied.” 

Surprised mutterings passed through the group. Their 
parents knew they would be diapered and babied? 

“Now, tonight will be your final test before the treatment 
fully begins. You will all be changed into dry diapers before bed and 
if you are dry in the morning, you can go home. If not, you will stay 
here. And if there are any wet sheets in the morning as well as wet 
diapers, there will be hell to pay, understand? And if there are dirty 
diapers…! Now let’s take you all through to your new bedrooms or 
should I say…” 

Stopping in mid-sentence she strode out of the room 
commanding everyone to follow behind her. Not far down the 
corridor she stopped, swung open the door into a very large room. 

“Your nursery!” 
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The teenagers flooded into the room in shock. There were no 
beds. There were however twelve baby cribs, all big enough to take 
teenagers and adults. 

“Shit,” exclaimed a boy at the front of the group. 

“Baby Nigel!” Nurse Smart exclaimed. “We do not use bad 
language in the nursery. Do it once more and you will lose all diaper 
change privileges today, understand?” 

He understood. They all understood. No changes meant very, 
very wet diapers and the possibility of a dirty diaper.  

“While you are here, you will sleep in cribs and those 
pajamas you are wearing will be changed as well. You will wear 
baby style clothes during the day and baby sleepers at night. Baby 
girls will wear baby dresses and baby boys will wear boy babygros 
unless any of you boys would rather wear a baby dress?” 

She looked around the room intently and the crybaby from 
the first meeting immediately went red. 

“Ah, there is always at least one!” she smirked. “Baby Paul, 
you will be wearing baby girl’s clothes instead of boys and I see you 
already chose the pink pins.” 

Paul’s transparent plastic pants easily revealed that he had 
pink diaper pins. Chris was instantly glad he chose the blue diaper 
pins even if they did look pretty and the idea of baby dresses was 
appealing. 

Stop thinking like that now, you idiot! Don’t let anyone know 
how you feel. Let that other kid wear the baby dress and not you! 

“Now, the nurses here are going to take you in groups of four 
into the dressing room and get you babies dressed properly. And 
remember, if you don’t want to be treated as babies then STOP 
WETTING YOUR BEDS!” 
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An hour later, everyone was wearing baby clothes and while 
most were shocked, three of them were unable to stop their smiles. 
Baby Paul was grinning from ear to ear in his baby dress. Chris was 
very comfy in his babygro while Jessica was very clearly enjoying 
being dressed as a baby. 

“Don’t you wish we could have dressed like this at 
Bedwetter Camp?” Jessica whispered in his ear. 

Chris nodded, still shocked by how he was enjoying 
everything that was happening while most around him were 
unhappy and a couple were in tears. 

Who am I? 

“I’ve got a baby dress hidden at home when no one is 
around!” she admitted. “Do you have any baby things?” 

“No…” he stammered. 

“I’ve got a pacifier hidden away and I’ve seen some great 
baby clothes online. Hey, you sure you didn’t want to wear a baby 
dress? You’re allowed to here.” 

Chris didn’t know how to answer and instead his face went 
red that said everything he couldn’t.  

Yes, I want to wear a baby dress too! 

It was going to be a very complicated two weeks. 
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Nursery Night | 5. 

 
 

Bedtime came early.  

“Babies,” Nurse Linda announced. “Bedtime will be at 8 pm 
which is still quite late for infants like you. The nurses will put each 
of you in a dry diaper and in your night sleepers and then put you to 
bed. You will do exactly as you are told, do you understand?” 

One by one, each of the group was taken to the change room 
which was next door to the enormous nursery. Chris had already 
had his wet diaper changed once that day as had everyone else. The 
first time, he was terrified, but he found the experience quite 
pleasant, something which surprised him. Nurse Kelly, a no-
nonsense and efficient woman took off his babygro and with 
practiced efficiency, unpinned his wet diaper and slid it down his 
legs. She took no notice of his erection or that of any other boy in 
the group. They always had them. 

“Up onto the changing table, baby,” she commanded. “The 
first week we change you privately, but in the second week, you get 
changed and dressed in the open just like any other baby.” 

By now, Chris was not only used to being called a baby but 
was finding it oddly satisfying. He sat down on the already folded 
cloth diaper and after a heavy sprinkling of baby powder, she 


