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It had seemed like a good idea at the time. I was twenty years old. Having a year out from college to travel and see a little something of the world. I'd been hitching around the USA for part of the way, reckoning that by doing that, I'd see some more unusual places and meet a whole different bunch of folks.

The first month or so had gone really well, and I was getting settled into my routine of travelling; sightseeing; eating and sleeping.

It was, looking back now, my first taste of freedom from being in education - which both of my parents had been so fanatical about. Although I had understood its importance, I wanted some independence. That independence was thrust onto me somewhat unexpectedly however.

[bookmark: _GoBack]I was called out of a lecture one day to be told that my parents had both been killed in a motoring accident... and that was it. In that moment, the direction of my life changed. The next few days and weeks went by in a blur. It fell to me, as an only child to deal with Dad & Mum's estate and all the legalities that settling that entailed.

"Life's too short..." "You never know what's going to happen next..." "One day you're here, the next day..." Oh boy! I got so tired of all those 'pearls of wisdom' and home spun homilies from well-meaning people but I got to thinking about the truth behind them.

Dad & Mum had worked hard all their lives and were getting closer to retirement. Dad had been talking about getting a dog when he retired so he could go for long walks at the beach with a 'four legged friend'. He'd had a dog before I was born but she had died suddenly and I always felt he'd never really got over it. I could see the excitement and anticipation in his eyes when he talked about getting a dog. Mum had been looking forward to working in her garden and being free to travel to see her sisters whenever she chose to do so. Of course, they were both also looking forward to simply being able to spend more time together. To die at that point in their lives, after working so hard for so long seemed particularly cruel.

Once everything was settled, I chose to rent the house out to a professional family. Doing that would provide me with a steady income and also meant that I could retain ownership of the family house. Once I'd made those arrangements, I decided to start my travels as soon as possible. I needed a break. A long break from reality. There was no way then of knowing how soon that need would be satisfied.

Naturally, coming from a relatively small town, I wanted to see some of the places I'd seen on TV for myself. So, it was New York, Washington, up to the Poconos for a week or so and then from there I planned to head across country.

I stayed a couple of days at a Ramada hotel at a place called Lake Harmony. While I was there, I looked at a few maps and brochures, deciding where I would head next.

I-80 was a couple of miles away (and presumably, it still is!) It stretched the full width of the country, finishing in San Francisco. Using that as a sort of 'main road' for my life over the next few months seemed like as good an idea as any. I decided that I would hitch rides as much as I could. It would save me some money – although that wasn’t the main consideration – and it would allow me to meet others as I travelled. Life in our town had felt pretty insular and I wanted to ‘spread my wings’ and see a little more of the world.

I managed to get a lift on the hotel bus to I-80 pretty early one morning and, within around 20 minutes I was on the road again. This time with a family who had a couple of teenagers who weren't a great deal younger than me. They were really friendly and I was with them for a few hours before they said that they were heading Northwest towards Chicago shortly afterwards and the town we were in at that point seemed to be the most likely place to catch a lift further west. I was a little sad to see them driving off as we’d got on so well during our short time together. With the kids being only a little younger than me, it had been easy to find things to talk about.

I decided to take a look around the town while I could and ended up at a small 24 hour diner, 'Judy's', where I got a decent meal at a good price and a constant coffee refill on the house.

Chatting to Judy, the owner, I even managed to get her to pay me for helping with some clean ups and furniture moving. It wasn't a fortune for sure, but it would give me a few dollars in cash to pay for my food for the next few days, so it was a welcome bonus.

By the time I'd finished helping with the chores though, it was later than I had thought. It was almost dark outside and I hadn't reserved a hotel. It was pretty quiet so, with Judy's agreement, I decided to grab a nap in a booth in a secluded corner, taking advantage of the free coffee refills and warm surroundings.

The night passed pretty slowly. Even though the diner was right beside the Interstate, there weren't many folks stopping. It was, Judy said, 'a pretty typical night.'

Looking back now, I remember that just after midnight a couple of young women came in. I'd seen them coming into the car park. Actually, it would have been hard to miss them! They were in a huge RV motor home. I'd seen one like it in movies and on TV as well as passing by on the highway, but I'd never seen one up close like this one. It was enormous. Maybe around the length of three or four cars and about as high as a Greyhound bus!

At a guess, I'd say the two women were both in their mid to late twenties. Both pretty without being stunningly beautiful... but certainly pretty enough to make a horny 20 year old look twice.

I watched them as they found a table and sat down. The blonde haired one sat with her back to me while the other, slightly older woman sat facing me.

Her dark hair was a little shorter, long enough to keep her flicking it away from her face. I'd always thought that hair flick thing looked alluring and sexy when a pretty woman did that.

As I watched them over my coffee cup, I decided to try and stay awake while they were there. It was sure better than falling asleep and missing such pretty ladies.

They ordered their food and chatted animatedly. Clearly, they were very close and at ease with one another.

Their meals arrived and although I continued to watch them through tired eyes, I didn't want to appear like some creepy voyeur. I might be many things but I pride myself on knowing how a lady should be treated and respected. The importance of good manners and respect for others had been drilled into me since I was a little kid.

In between glancing at them, I looked through the window of the diner, past the reflections, towards their RV. Heavens! It really was huge. They must have everything they needed plus the kitchen sink!

I continued to sip my coffee, running through plans for tomorrow and the next few days, doodling randomly on the paper napkins. Priority number one of course was to sort out how I was going to get to the next place... wherever that might turn out to be.

As I considered the options I had, I sat back and closed my eyes, opening them occasionally as a noise disturbed me from the kitchen or from the traffic passing by.

Next thing I knew, Judy was shaking me gently by the shoulder. For those few seconds, I didn't know where I was. It took me a second to refocus on her as she stood beside my table.

"Hey Steve. C'mon sleepy head, wake up!" she smiled. "Time to make a move."

I was confused. Judy was the one who had said it would be OK to snooze in this booth before the early morning breakfast rush of folks.

"But..." I said sleepily, "I thought you said..."

"Oh I remember what I said! That's not why I'm pushing you awake."

She gestured towards where the two young women were still sitting. The dark haired woman was looking across towards me smiling. I returned her smile, still half dazed from sleep.

"Those two ladies over there?" she said.

"Yeah, what about 'em?" I replied, still baffled by what was important enough to wake me for.

"Well," she lowered her voice. "I got talking to them and it turns out they're travelling across the country on a long vacation."

"Yeah?" I replied, slightly irritated at being pulled out of a deep sleep. "And your point is...?"

"I mentioned to them that you were doing some travelling as well and that you'd mentioned needing a ride tomorrow. And..." she looked over her shoulder, "I think they're going to ask if you want to ride with them in their RV. I thought you'd be interested!"

"Er, yeah....I er, guess so." I mumbled, sitting up straight and struggling to get my thoughts together.

"I said I'd speak to you and that you'd maybe go over and sit with them. Maybe you can organise something?" she said enthusiastically as though she'd done me the biggest favour in the world.

"Go on!" she encouraged me. "I'll bring you all some fresh coffee over." She nudged me and picked up my cup of now stone cold coffee. As she left the table she winked at me.

I shuffled round the table, along the seat and stood up, conscious that I probably didn't look at my best, whatever that may have been! I hadn't shaved for a couple of days and, as I approached these two pretty ladies, I found myself wishing that I had.

"Hi!" I said, as casually as possible. "I'm Steve. Steve Hardy. The manageress told me that she'd spoken with you and mentioned me?"

Both women looked at me and smiled warmly.

"Hello Steve," the dark haired one said, holding out her hand in greeting. "I'm Kelly and this is Natalie. How you doing?"

"I'm good, thank you. How are you?" I replied shaking both of their hands.

Their hands felt so smooth to me and I imagined them thinking that my skin would have felt like rough sandpaper.

"Yes, we're fine too." Kelly said, moving along the green leatherette bench seat, indicating that I should sit beside her.

I sat down, a little nervous still. Up close, these were two very attractive women. Both were total strangers and here I was sitting down with them. If Judy hadn't forced the introduction, I wouldn't have had the courage or foresight to approach them.

"Here we are!" Judy's voice interrupted. "Three coffees. One black for you Steve, a latte for...?" she looked at Kelly and Natalie.

"That's mine thanks." Kelly held out her hand and took the cup.

"And that leaves the capuccino! So that must be yours!" she chuckled, placing the cup on the table in front of Natalie. "These are on the house. It's always good to have company when it gets to this time of night."

We all mumbled our appreciative thanks and looked awkwardly at our cups, stirring the coffee while waiting for someone to break the silence.

"The manageress says you might be needing a ride across country." Kelly said.

"Er, yeah. I'm taking some time out to do some travelling around the country before I go back to college...maybe next year. Depends how things go. I'm just taking things a day at a time right now."

"I see," she replied. "We're doing the same thing. Just travelling wherever we feel like going. We decided to buy this RV a couple of months ago. We'll use it for a year and then sell it. We reckon it'll be cheaper that way than using trains, planes and buses to get around. Plus, it's got three bedrooms and just about everything you could need in a home."

"It looks enormous!" I said, glancing out of the window to where it was parked. "Is it not really difficult to drive?" I cursed myself inwardly for asking such a stupid and predictable question.

"No, not really. It's doesn't feel so big once you're on the highway." Natalie spoke for the first time. "Feels like a big van is all. Long as you don't expect it to accelerate and handle like a sports car you're OK." She smiled as she sipped her coffee.

"Thing is," Kelly said, "we've got no plans that are set in stone. We can travel where we want, when we want. If we don't like somewhere, we can just keep going. We're not running to anyone's timetable but our own."

"That sounds great." I replied. "It sounds pretty much what I'm doing. I think I want to get to San Francisco at some point but it doesn't matter if it's next month or the end of the year!"

Kelly looked at me as she picked up her coffee cup.

"Natalie and I were just wondering whether maybe you needed a ride?" She paused and explained more. "We've got enough space for sure. Three bedrooms, one's a little small but it's cosy and warm. We've just got odds and ends in there right now but we could move those things out and move you in so quick you wouldn't know what hit ya!" She smiled kindly.

"Well er...., I don't really know. I hadn't figured on having any arrangement like that. Especially with two such good looking ladies!" As I said it, I could sense that I was blushing a little, surprised by my own honesty.

"Well thank you!" Kelly said, emphasising the final word.

"We thought maybe if you were interested, we could share the cost of the gas a little?" Natalie added. "Maybe we pay 75% and you give us 25%? That could cover your share of the gas and we can just pay for what we each eat while we're travelling. I'm sure we've got lots of food already that you'll eat."

It was beginning to sound more tempting.

"It would be good to have a guy around too. A variety in conversation would be good wouldn't it Nat?" Kelly said teasingly.

"Yeah! I think it might be fun!" Natalie agreed.

"Well, I dunno.." I said, trying not to appear too keen. It was though, a great chance to travel and eat cheaply and with a couple of pretty hot ladies. I pretended to look as though I was giving it consideration, although I'd already decided to accept.

I looked from one to the other and said, "Well, if that's OK with you two ladies, then I'd really like to accept your offer to travel with you."

Kelly and Natalie's faces brightened as I said it.

"Excellent!" Kelly said. "Don't worry Steve. We'll look after you! Real well!"

It seemed an odd comment but I took it as I thought it was meant, in a jokey and friendly way.

"Why don't we finish our coffee and we can show you around the RV?" Natalie said. "Do you think Judy would mind if we just stayed on her parking lot tonight?"

"I wouldn't have thought so," I replied. "I'll give her a shout and ask her..."

I turned round and saw Judy towards the rear of the kitchen, tidying things up - it looked like.

"Judy?" I yelled.

She turned in response. "Yeah?"

"I'm gonna be travelling tomorrow with Kelly and Natalie. Is it OK if we leave in the morning? Sleep in the RV in the car park? Hmmm?"

"Yeah, that's OK. No problem. Just don't go cranking up any music. I'm gonna need my beauty sleep pretty soon!" She laughed..."Gonna need one hell of a lay down to make a difference!"

So that was that. Situation resolved.

We chatted as we finished our coffees. The conversation quickly became easier and more open.

When I spoke about my parents' deaths they both listened intently and sympathised. I remember thinking that it felt like the first time anyone had actually allowed me to talk about my feelings about their passing. I had had to be 'the strong one' when it had happened and, I felt as though everyone else had been allowed to grieve but me. It was good to let those emotions out a little. If I'm honest, talking about Mum & Dad made me a little teary eyed, which I hoped hadn’t been too obvious.

Soon, the last of the coffee was drained from the cups and Kelly said, "How about we get a few hours’ sleep; come back in for breakfast around nine and then head off west around ten tomorrow morning?"

Natalie and I nodded our agreement and stood up to leave.

"See you in the morning!" I called to Judy.

"Yep! That's if God spares me!" Judy laughed. It was clearly one of her 'standard' lines used to amuse customers but also perhaps an indication of some repressed religious beliefs.

The RV seemed even more massive as we approached it. Unlocking it from her remote key, the RV flashed it's lights twice like a welcoming, friendly Christmas tree. The headlights flashed once and remained on, illuminating our path towards it. I noticed that the act of unlocking it had also triggered some of the interior lights. 'Very posh!' I thought.

Kelly swung the door open and the pneumatic hinge hissed as it pushed the door to one side.

Natalie climbed on board first and Kelly gestured that I should follow her. I'd never been in anything like this before. I'd seen mobile homes in Britain of course but this was something completely different. Whereas the British mobile home was like a cramped single room, this was like a house on wheels! I was taken aback by it's luxury.

The furnishings were leather and the fittings had clearly been finished to a high standard. I realised I'd 'fallen on my feet' here. Two attractive women and a place to stay that was better than many of the hotels I'd stayed in...and, in addition, it could move across country at 60 miles per hour!

"For tonight Steve, it's going to be easier for us all if we make a bed up out here for you in the living area. The sofa pulls out. Your room is at the back at the right as you look from here but right now it needs some sorting out and rearranging." Natalie said. "Kelly and I can organise that in the morning. OK?"

"Yes, of course. Whatever is easiest for you." I agreed gratefully.

I put my bag to one side as Natalie pulled the sofa bed out and found some blankets that I could cover myself with. I felt more than a little self-conscious and decided it was probably best, for tonight to sleep in my clothes. It was already very late.

"The bathroom is here." Natalie said, opening a small door. I'd never understood why Americans always referred to the toilet as the 'bathroom'. Two nations divided by one language indeed.

"Thanks very much. Both of you..." I said, anxious to express my gratitude for their generosity.

"Oh, you're very welcome." Kelly said. "I think we're going to have fun while we're travelling together."

I saw no reason to disagree as they both bade me goodnight and went to their rooms.

I lay down on the sofa bed, and turned off the last remaining light in the living area, scarcely daring to believe how fortunate I'd been in meeting Kelly and Natalie.

-ooOoo-

My first realisation of consciousness the next morning was the sound of one of the girls in the shower. As the shower pump kicked in, the RV was filled by a low throbbing noise. I half opened my eyes and took a deep intake of breath as I stretched my arms. It was already light outside. I felt as though I'd only been asleep for an hour or so and the sofa bed felt very warm and comfortable.

I decided to get up and at least look fully awake before the girls came through to the living area. I folded the blankets I had been given and stacked them up beside the bed.

Having watched Natalie set up the sofa bed, it was easy for me to return it to its 'sofa' state.

I had just done that as Natalie entered the main area from her room. Her freshly washed blonde hair shone as it caught the light from the vents in the roof. She looked younger this morning and I noticed how naturally beautiful she really was.

"Hi Steve!" she said cheerily. "Sleep well?"

"Yes thanks. Like a baby..." I replied.

"Really?" she answered. "I must have slept through your crying!" We both laughed at her joke. "I've never understood that saying..." she said. "Most babies can't sleep through the night without needing something and screaming for their Mommies!"

"Yeah, you're right. At least I was better than that." I laughed again.

"Clever boy!" Natalie commented, smiling.

Natalie brushed her hair languidly. As I watched her, it was easy to see that her casual dress this morning had extended as far as not wearing a bra. Her breasts filled her tight t-shirt and it was all I could do not to stare.

"Good Morning!" Kelly said as she came into the main area. "Sleep well..?" she asked me.

"Yes thanks. Not bad." I replied.

"He says he slept like a baby last night..." Natalie told her, turning towards her as she spoke.

"Yeah?" Kelly observed. "Sign of a young, untroubled and innocent mind eh?" She winked at me.

I returned her smile a little uncertainly, unable to think of an adequate response.

"How about we have breakfast then and then head off?" Kelly said, picking up a map. "We'll take a look at this while we're eating and decide how far we're going."

"You know what?" Natalie said, putting her hairbrush down. "I'm not real hungry right now. Why don't you two go and have breakfast in the diner and maybe you can get me a bagel that I can eat when we're on the road? Plus, it'll give me half an hour or so to sort out Steve's room for him."

"Yeah, OK..." Kelly agreed. "I'm happy enough with that."

"Do you want me to give you a hand Natalie? I'd hate to think of you going to all that trouble on my behalf." I said.

"No, it's fine. Thanks for offering though. There's just a few things to straighten up in there. We want the room to be just right when you 'take up residence'. She mimicked my British accent as best she could and we all laughed.

Breakfast felt leisurely, knowing that I had my transport and living arrangements for the foreseeable future all sorted. Kelly and I chatted easily.

She and Natalie had gone to school and then college together. Both were nurses. Natalie worked in paediatrics with young children while Kelly had worked primarily in operating theatres, training as a theatre anaesthetist.

Kelly had married at twenty years old but it hadn't worked out and they had divorced after only four years. The trip was the fulfillment, she said, of a long held desire to travel across the country together. Something they'd talked about since their early teens but the opportunity had, they had both thought, passed when Kelly had married.

Natalie, Kelly told me, had had many boyfriends during college, but nothing like a long-term relationship. She confided to me that the guys she had gone out with had wanted someone who was more likely to be 'the little wife' at home. "She's not like that at all," Kelly said.

"Yeah.." I replied. "I can see how she'd maybe want more than that out of life."

"Oh, you bet!" she laughed stirring her cooling coffee absent mindedly. She hesitated before speaking again. "You any plans of what you're going to do once you get to the West Coast?"

"No... really nothing at all. I'm just going to take things as they happen. See a few tourist things probably...I think I might hire a car for a few days and do some driving up the Pacific coast. I hear that's a cool thing to do."

"Yeah. You'll love that." she agreed and glanced at her watch and then out towards the RV. As she did so, Natalie stepped out of it and waved, smiling broadly.

"Good timing!" Kelly said. "Looks like Natalie's all done!" she said straightening up on the bench seat. "You ready then?"

"Er..yeah. I guess so." I patted my pockets to check I still had my phone and wallet. "Yep! Let's go."

We both stood up and made our way to the cash register where Judy was writing up our bill.

"$15 please." she said, passing the till receipt to me. Kelly intercepted it and handed a $20 bill in return. Judy thanked her and opened the register. "It's OK," Kelly said. "Just keep the change. Thanks for all your help! Maybe see you again sometime?

"Thanks very much!" Judy replied gratefully. "Yeah, who knows? Maybe we will. Bye now!"

We left the diner satiated and ready for the day ahead. As we approached the RV, I was curious as to what my 'room' was going to be like.

"Hey you two!" Natalie said. How was breakfast?"

We both nodded our satisfaction. Kelly passed the wrapped bagel to Natalie as we climbed on board. I looked around, not quite sure where to sit or indeed what was expected of me.

"Why don't you ride up front with me Steve?" Natalie said. "You get the second best seat in the house and you can relax too!"

She indicated the plushly upholstered, leather passenger seat. It reminded me of the type of chair that would more usually be seen occupied by a yacht captain. As I lowered myself into it, there was a gentle 'sigh' as the leather compressed.

Kelly sat a little behind me, at the small table. She picked up a magazine and placed it in front of her, smoothing the pages flat on the table's surface.

The RV shuddered as Natalie started the engine. Almost instantly, the engine noise settled to a low, powerful 'burbling' sound.

"OK...West Coast! Here we come!" Natalie shouted enthusiastically as she engaged 'Drive' and eased out of the diner car park.

We settled quickly into the west bound traffic, travelling at between 50 and 60 miles per hour. It seemed quite leisurely to me. Back in England, traffic travelled nearer to 80 miles an hour on roads that weren't as good as these. 'Still', I thought, 'I'm in no hurry to be anywhere..'

The three of us chatted effortlessly as the miles went past. Kelly and Natalie seemed curious about my upbringing and family in England. My teen years had seemed a lot more innocent and care free than theirs had seemed to be.

They asked about the girlfriends that I had had back home and I sheepishly replied that one way and another I'd never had a 'steady' girlfriend. Of course, I'd had friends who were girls - at school but never one who had been special to me. I hoped they wouldn't pursue the topic as I felt embarrassed to admit that I'd never had a 'proper' girlfriend...and consequently was still a virgin at twenty years of age. Of course, that hope was a forlorn one. Natalie pressed for more information.

"So, who's the special one at home Stevie? Who's the girl who's going to be missing you tonight?" She smiled and half laughed. She was teasing me and we both knew it but couldn't admit that we both knew.

"Oh, I don't know that anyone will be missing me particularly," I said, glancing at the floor to avoid her interrogative gaze.

"There must be someone Stevie...?"

I really didn't want to dwell on it and could feel myself blushing increasingly. I looked up at Kelly and, as forcefully as I thought appropriate I said, "No. No one."

An awkward silence followed as it became clear to them both that I didn't want to discuss it further.

"Oh...OK" Kelly said, breaking the uncomfortable silence. "Maybe you’ll meet someone on your trip who will become the special one eh?"

"Yeah...maybe." I mumbled.

The gentle rumble of the tyres seemed to grow louder by the second, seemingly in an effort to obscure awkward conversation. Natalie looked across to me and said,

"Why don't you put some music on Steve? The MP3 player plays through the RV's sound system. Put anything on that you like!" She smiled, recognising my discomfort at the way the conversation had developed.

I scrolled through the songs on Natalie's iPod. So many of the songs were by artists I'd never heard of, but thankfully I found something to play that I knew and liked. It seemed appropriate somehow to listen to The Eagles singing 'Take It Easy' as we headed towards the West Coast of America.

The following hour or so passed pleasantly with all of us relaxing into the journey.

"How about I pull over at the next stop Kels?" Natalie said. "We can stretch our legs and then you can take over the driving?"

"Yeah sure," Kelly replied. "You can show Stevie his room while I'm driving maybe?"

"Good idea." She turned to me. "It'll give you a chance to unpack your things and get properly settled in. OK?"

"Yes thanks. That'll be fine." I replied gratefully.

The rest stop came up shortly afterwards and Natalie manouevred the RV to the back of the parking lot, in the shade of some mature trees. The RV seemed oddly silent as its engine shuddered to a stop.

"I'll go get some odds and ends from the store while you show Steve his room." Kelly said.

"OK Great." Natalie replied.

"You want anything?" Kelly said, looking at me.

"No thank you. I'm fine."

"Oh boy...British manners...don't you just love them?" she said rhetorically and smiled as she stepped off the RV and pressed the button to close the door behind her.

As the door hissed closed, it felt a little odd being alone with Natalie. I found her an easier companion than Kelly. She seemed more open and friendly. She seemed to have a way of looking at me that brought out my shyness and awkwardness when I was in the company of an attractive woman. I felt as though she knew it too, and enjoyed seeing my reaction to her.

"Your bedroom is through here Stevie...you don't mind me calling you Stevie do you?" she asked. "It just sounds more affectionate and fun than 'Steve'... don't you think?"

The truth was that I wasn't wild about being called 'Stevie'. It sounded like she was talking to a little kid rather than someone who was a man when judged by most social norms. As it was her though, I didn't want to make her feel awkward and found myself replying "No, that's fine. Stevie is good."

"Oh, I'm glad you like it. I wasn't sure," she said moving towards the bedroom door.

She pulled the handle towards her and it opened with a loud click. I followed her into a compact but tidy room with a bed and small storage area for clothes. It was no suite at the Savoy but it would do me fine.

"The bed's pretty comfy I think. I've slept here myself a couple of nights, and there's space in those closets for your things. The window's a little high up but it means you can see the stars as you fall asleep, which is kinda nice!"

I sat on the corner of the bed and did the same tentative 'bounce' that I imagine everyone does when they're 'confronted' with a new place to lay their head and I made the same stock comment..."Yeah, that's fine! Thanks!"

I moved my bag onto the bed and was still unpacking when Kelly returned carrying a small shopping bag which looked pretty full.

"I got all the things we talked about..." she said to Natalie.

"Oh cool! You want to just put them on the bed in my room for me please?"

"No problem." Kelly replied, closing the door behind her.

I had no idea what Kelly had bought but assumed that it was none of my business anyway so put it out of my mind.

""Well, I'll leave you to get settled in ...Stevie," she smiled at the term, suspecting that I had, a little reluctantly, agreed to her using it.

She closed the door behind her and it felt good to know that I had a door to close if I felt the need for privacy.

It wasn't long before I felt the engine turn over and start. I decided to stay where I was for a while and literally watch the world go by through my elevated window. It wasn't long, I guess, before I fell asleep.

When I woke up, we were still travelling but I could see it was starting to get dark outside. I could smell cooking too and, through muddled, half dazed thoughts assumed it was early evening and that the evening meal was being prepared. I stretched my arms and legs and clicked the door open. Kelly was still driving and Natalie was by the hob frying some steak.

"Oh! Hey sleepy! " she laughed. "We were just wondering whether we'd need to wake you or whether you would come back to the land of the living yourself!" Kelly glanced over her shoulder, smiling.

I returned their smiles. "Yeah, sorry. I must have been more tired than I thought. Have I slept long?" I asked.

"A couple of hours is all." Natalie said, adjusting the flame under the pan. "You've just woken at the right time. You hungry?"

"Yeah, I am actually. The steak smells great too." I complimented her, looking over her shoulder at the slowly browning lean meat in the pan.

"We thought you'd like a real American steak. Our next stop is around three or four miles away so we'll be ready to eat just after we stop." She smiled warmly. "I've opened the wine, if you want to get some glasses," she said.

I took three small tumblers from the cupboard and began setting the table. Setting some plates on the bench beside the hob, I soon heard Kelly announce that we'd arrived and I felt the RV slowing down as we turned off the main road. Expertly, she parked up on the side furthest from the building.

"We don't need anything from in there tonight," she said, indicating the rest stop building. "We may as well park here and we're less likely to be bothered by the noise."

Natalie was right. The steak was good. Better than I'd had in a long while. The wine was flowing pretty freely too and it wasn't long before I started to feel its effects.

"More wine Steve?" Kelly said as she lifted the bottle towards my glass. I placed my hand over the top of my glass.

"No thanks. Better not. I think I've had enough for tonight. I'd like to be able to walk to bed...any more and I'd have to crawl!"

"What about a final nightcap Steve?" Kelly said. She stood up and took out a bottle of Southern Comfort.. "It's for special occasions and well, with you here with us now, it feels special to me!"

It seemed rude to refuse.

"OK then. Just a small one..." I said, hoping that it wouldn't be the one drink that made me feel too drunk.

Kelly turned away to pour the drinks while Natalie sat quietly. I thought she'd probably had sufficient alcohol too. She smiled. Tired.

"There we go!" Kelly said, placing the glasses on the table. "That's yours Steve. In our very best crystal glasses!"

I laughed at the Coca Cola glass in front of me. The golden liqueur covered the lower half an inch or so. I remembered seeing a movie once in which Humphrey Bogart, or someone like that, swirled his large, bowled glass to warm the liquor and, in a silly, half drunken way, I swirled the liquor in the glass too. Both of the girls laughed.

"Drink it down in one Steve! Go on! In one!"

My intoxicated brain took her comment as both a challenge and well, it seemed a fun thing to do. I raised the glass to my lips and tipped the Southern Comfort into my mouth. I swallowed, unused to the taste and coughed.

As I opened my eyes to look at Natalie and Kelly, I had a flash of realisation that it hadn't been a good idea to drink it all off at once. Not a good idea at all.

-ooOoo-

When I finally woke, it was daylight. The confused thoughts of semi-consciousness laboriously began to organise themselves as my mind made the shift towards waking up.

I still felt tired but felt warm and knew I was in bed. I turned slightly, to adjust my position and felt resistance as I moved my right leg. I opened my eyes

in an instant, the sunlight from outside blinding me and adding to my confusion and disorientation. Instinctively and in mild panic I moved both legs and realised that both were tethered, limiting my movement. What was going on? I made to sit up and realised with growing anxiety that not only had my legs been secured but also my arms. Each wrist had a thick leather band around it, the silver buckles catching the light as I turned them, wondering how to unfasten them.

"Kelly!....Natalie!" I yelled loudly. I listened, hoping to hear them. "Kelly! Nata...."

The door of my small room clicked open. Natalie stood in the doorway, a smile playing on her lips. "Natalie! What the fuck is all this?" I screamed at her.

"Oh don't get all worked up Stevie. That's not going to help. Think of your blood pressure..."

She came into the room and coolly straightened the bed covers over me, making sure I was covered and warm. She was serenely calm and in control.

"How did you sleep then hmmm?"

She lightly stroked my cheek with her fingers.

"What?" I answered angrily. "I don't know how I slept! I want to know why I’m fastened up like this!"

"Oh those?" she chuckled as she sat down on the chair beside the bed. "Oh they're just so you don't get over excited and do something silly. It seemed the easiest way to keep you safe and in one place." she said. "At least for now."

"But why've you done this...? How did..?

She cut me off.

"After that drink you had last night you passed out pretty quickly. I guess that would have been the anaesthetic that Kelly had put into it." She smiled broadly. "She did say that it wouldn't take long to work and she was right. I think it hit you in about twenty seconds. I suppose that's an advantage of working in operating theatres for so many years. She knows just how much to administer."

I listened disbelievingly, hoping her explanation would continue.

"So, once you'd fallen asleep we just put you to bed. That's it basically."

She lifted her eyebrows as if there was no more to add. As if the leather wrist and leg restraints were normal.

She read the look on my face and continued.

"Once we got you in here we got you undressed and ready for bed. The straps are just there to keep you where we want you for a while. Don't worry though they'll come off soon enough."

"But..." I stammered.

"It was quite funny though," she said casually as though our circumstances were perfectly normal. "When Kelly and I undressed you, it was pretty clear why there's no girlfriend waiting at home." Her eyes moved away from my face and down the bed. "If you know what I mean..." she smiled.

I knew exactly what she meant. I'd always felt that my penis was smaller than other men's. Ever since I'd had to undress in school changing rooms, I’d been self-conscious about my size.

"But don't worry Stevie. "It's an absolutely perfect size. Really. It's adorable."

I took a deep breath.

"OK Natalie. You've had your fun. I'd really like you to unfasten these and let me up? This is a bit weird to be honest and maybe if this is what you two are into, it's probably best if I just get dressed and look for another ride."

"Ah, you see..." she said calmly, "that's why we were right to fasten you up like that. There'd be no point in unfastening them now would there? Not after where we've got to."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean that if we did unfasten you and you went looking for another ride, you might feel really pissed at Kelly and I and then let your mouth run away with you. That wouldn't be good. Not good at all."

"No...I wouldn't say anything. Really I wouldn't." I replied.

"Yeah. Well you'd say that wouldn't you?" she smiled. "Anyway, the simple fact is that we don't want to let you go."

Her words and her matter-of-fact tone hit me hard. She stared, unblinkingly at me. "The thing is Steve...it's taken us most of three years to find someone like you. Someone who is drifting along. Someone that no one is going to miss for a long time."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. She was crazy. I tugged again at the restraints, realising that I might be in real danger.

She sat back and chuckled to herself as she watched me. "Go ahead Steve. They're good and solid believe me. Unless we unfasten them, you're not getting off that bed."

I knew she was right. There was no way I could loosen them so I stopped tugging at them.

"Yeah," she continued. "Three years pretty much that we've looked and I would say you're about perfect."

"Perfect for what?" I said, trying to hide the growing panic in my voice. "Oh, you'll see." she said. "But I don't want you to worry none. We're not going to hurt you...as long as you do as we say...we're not going to hurt you at all. We're just going to look after you in a special way."

I felt a moment of relief when she said she wasn’t going to hurt me but I had no idea of what she meant by 'a special way.'

"Natalie," I began, trying to speak calmly…"look, I don't know what you're planning but can we talk about this please? How about you let me up and the three of us can sit down and talk this through. Really, I wouldn't tell anyone about this...and well," I felt myself blush as I said it, "I really need to pee right now."

"No Steve. We're not going to talk at all. In fact, you're going to do the exact opposite." She stood up and unlatched the door. "Kelly! You there? He needs quietening.."

"Don't drug me again! Please don't do that."

Natalie smiled at me. "Don't worry sweetie. We're not going to knock you out this time. We want you to know what's happening to you from now onwards." Kelly appeared at the door and she was carrying what I knew was a bondage ball gag. I'd seen pictures of them but hadn't seen one in real life before. Natalie took it from her.

"This is just temporary Stevie..." she leaned over me. "Open your mouth." I did as she bade me. There clearly wasn’t a choice and I didn't want to annoy either of them. The rubber ball tasted faintly bitter as my tongue touched it. Natalie fastened it quite tightly behind my head, rendering me unable to make any intelligible sound.

"That's better!" she said, standing over me. "Nice and quiet. I like that." Kelly was leaning against the door frame grinning broadly.

"Now then," Natalie said. "To go back to your previous point... You need to pee." She looked thoughtful. "Normally that would mean unfastening you and taking you to the bathroom and then bringing you back and strapping you in again...but we don't have to do that now."

I didn't understand.

"While you were asleep last night and we got you into bed, we put you into a diaper, so you can just lie there and do your wee wees and not worry about wetting the bed! Isn't that clever?"

I moved my backside and realised, for the first time, that she was right. I could feel some bulky material around my groin and I knew she was serious.

"Don't worry about it though Stevie. Wearing a diaper is fine...really. It's just going to make it a lot easier for us to take care of you. You can use it when you need a poo as well! So that's two things to look forward to isn't it?"

This was unreal. I shook my head.

"No use shaking your head honey pie. You're just going to have to get used to the idea that you'll be in diapers until we say otherwise. So go ahead and use your diaper like a good little boy and I'll come check on you in a while." She turned to leave and then stopped. "I almost forgot... You haven't mentioned it so I will. I want you to know that we're serious in keeping you with us. We've put a little collar around your neck...and it's locked on. It's a little extra insurance to make sure you do as you're told. It's what's called a 'shock collar'. It's really to use on poorly behaved dogs when they're being trained to follow their owner's commands. I don't see why it shouldn't work to train a man to behave and follow commands." As she spoke, I became more aware of the soft felt material on the inside of the collar as it rubbed gently against my skin.

"Kelly and I each have a remote control that we're going to be carrying with us all of the time. We can adjust how powerful an electric shock the collar can give, just from this little pad." She held it up so that I could see it. "From a little' reminder to be a good boy tingle' all the way up to 'Very bad boy!"." Her smile was cold now. "Want to try?" she said, pointing the remote control at me.

I shook my head.

"There's also a little boundary wire outside your room. You come out of there without either Kelly or me and you'll be shocked by the collar without us doing anything...and that would make you a very bad boy indeed! The place we got it from reckons the shock of it would knock you to your knees...so it's maybe a good idea to not put yourself into a situation where you'll get zapped is it hmm?"

I shook my head, indicating that I understood.

"OK now. I think that's all for now. We're getting back on the road pretty soon so you just lie back, wet your diaper and enjoy the ride."

She grinned as she closed the door behind her. I felt my body sink into the bed. Defeated and anxious. I could feel the dampness of my saliva beginning to form around edges of my mouth as my tongue pressed repeatedly against the rubber ball that filled my mouth.

"What the hell is going on?" I thought. "These two are crazy women. What's she talking about 'training'. They want me to be a dog for them?"

As I lay there, so many thoughts ran through my mind. 'Where were we? Where were we going? What were they going to do to me? Was I going to end up dead in a ditch somewhere?' I was conscious now of the collar around my neck. I could feel an object towards the back of the collar which I took to be whatever would generate the shock. I didn't even want to think about that. Until that wasn't a possibility or there was no alternative I resolved to stay as calm as I could and do what these crazy bitches wanted.

I felt the RV start to move. The road felt uneven and, even with its soft suspension, the RV jolted and bounced. It certainly wasn't a major road that we were on. Pretty quickly though, we began to pick up speed and I could see the shadows of cars and trucks flashing by the window, which, by now, was my only connection to the outside world.

My thoughts soon turned to my overfull bladder which was still bursting from the drinks I’d had last night. What could I do? I couldn't hold it in. Reluctantly, I closed my eyes and tried to let go into the diaper. I was trying to negate all those years of toilet training and not pee my pants. Something inside me told me it was wrong to need to do this but I had no alternative. I felt a small, reluctant dribble ease from the end of my cock. I couldn't remember when I’d last put this much effort into peeing. I pushed down again, and once more, a small spurt of urine escaped into the ever accepting padding. Slowly, I was able to relax into it and I began to pee freely into the diaper. I hadn't done this since I was tiny. I felt the warmth and moisture slowly growing around my groin and soaking downwards towards my bottom. I turned my head away, trying almost to avoid confronting what I was doing to myself.

I felt as though I was wetting for a long time although it was probably not long at all. The weight and bulk of the diaper was suddenly more noticeable to me and, as the minutes passed, I felt the damp padding starting to cool around me. It didn't feel as bad as I had imagined. I knew though that at some stage, the diaper would have to be removed. Maybe putting me in a diaper was simply an act of convenience on their part? Maybe when we got to wherever we were going the need for me to wear a diaper would be gone? I hoped so.

The repetitive flashing of the shadows mesmerised me and, as sure as if I'd been hypnotised, I soon closed my eyes and fell asleep.

It was Kelly who woke me. She'd just come to check that I was OK.

"Lift your head sweetpea..." I raised my head slightly and felt her hands go behind my head and unbuckle the strap on the ball gag. I flexed my mouth in an effort to relieve the stiffness of having my jaw forced open for what I imagined was two or three hours.

"That's better I guess isn't it hmm?" Kelly said, laying the gag to one side. I nodded and quietly said, "Thank you."

"Oh, you're welcome sweetie. I just came through to check on you and make sure you're not uncomfortable."

I raised my eyebrows at her as though she was joking. As I did so, I pulled at my straps.

"It could be better..." I said sarcastically.

She smiled indulgently. "Yeah, I know sweetpea, but it's not going to be for too much longer. There's about another three hours driving to do and then we can take them off you."

"Really?" I said, delighted at her words.

"Yeah, really." she paused, "'course, then we've got to make sure you don't run off while we're moving you, but for sure we're unstrapping you from the bed. The wrist and ankle straps and your collar stay on though."

A moment's hope had been snatched away...and I could sense an element of pleasure in Kelly's expression.

"Natalie asked me to check your diaper." I closed my eyes in humiliation. "She wants to know if you're just wet or if you're dirty."

I turned my head to her. "Just wet..."

"Oh. OK. It can stay on a while longer then. It'll probably last you until we get there." She stood up. "You're being a good boy so far. Natalie will be through in a little while with some food for you. I'm going to drive the rest of the way and it'll give her a chance to get you ready for the next part of your adventure." She grinned. "Exciting isn't it?"

I didn't respond. She picked the ball gag up once more. "Do I need to put this on you or can you be a good boy and stay really quiet for me eh?"

"I'll stay quiet."

"Alright then I'll trust you. Just don't forget..." she held up her remote control so that I could see it clearly. I nodded resignedly knowing that I had no option.

I had no way of marking the passage of time. I couldn't see how quickly we were travelling nor see landmarks which would allow me to guess where we might be. The restraints were irritating me now and the diaper had gone through simply being cold to feeling like a leaden weight...added to that, I knew I would have to pee again soon. I tried not to think about having to use the diaper for anything else although I had realised by now that that may prove inevitable.

I felt the RV stop, although the engine kept running. Maybe we had stopped for a minute or so in traffic? Whatever, it wasn't long before Natalie came into the room carrying a small tray. She set the tray down beside the bed.

"I've brought you something to eat. Just something light because we'll be eating properly when we arrive. Got to keep your strength up haven't we eh?"

I glanced across at the tray and saw what looked like a thick, smooth soup. A sort of green colour. Reminded me of pea soup. Next to it was what looked like a toddler sippy cup and a small terry towelling cloth.

Natalie saw my puzzled face.

"Oh don't worry sweetie. The toddler cup isn't for always. Just for now so we don't spill anything while you're drinking. You won't need that after today. Don't fret." She smiled and I felt a little easier. "I'll bet your mouth is really dry isn't it eh? All that time and nothing to drink. Still, it's here now. Have a little drink before I give you your soup."

I watched as she eased the plastic drinking spout to it's vertical position. She leaned towards me, placing her free hand behind my head, lifting it slightly.

"There you go. Just gently now. I don't want you choking on your juice..."

She carefully placed the soft, rubber spout in my mouth and tipped it a little and I felt the first, refreshing dribble of watery fruit juice on my tongue.

"If you suck it, you'll get more juice honey. Show me how you can suck it."

Her voice was soft and gentle and sucking suddenly seemed the most natural thing on earth for me to do. Although the juice was very weak and watery, it was refreshing. I turned my head slightly to indicate I had had enough. Natalie eased it from my lips and I felt a few drops land on my chin and trickle down towards my neck.

"Ooops a daisy. That wasn't supposed to happen." she chuckled. She turned and picked up the small cloth and gently wiped my chin and neck. "There we are. That's better." She tucked the cloth gently under the leather collar. "Better not get soup all down you now had we eh?" I was helpless to resist as she began spooning the thick, luke warm soup into my mouth. It tasted a little like pea soup but it was bland.

As each spoonful was eased past my lips, I wished it was warmer and had more taste. Still, it was doing it's job of filling me. When the bowl was empty, Natalie wiped my mouth carefully.

"What a good boy!" she said condescendingly. "All gone!" She smiled at me, looking delighted that I had eaten the entire bowl. "Now..." she said. "That will help you fill that diaper of yours real soon." My eyes widened. "Oh don't worry. I'll be the one who's changing your diapers in future, you just let me worry about what's in them!" I shook my head disbelievingly. "Yessums..." she said, suddenly talking to me like an infant. "Auntie Kelly mixed up some Duculax fibre into your soup to help you make a poo poo. Wasn't that nice of her eh?" I sighed resignedly, realising I had created another dilemma for myself by willingly accepting the soup.

She tickled my chin and her eyes became colder. "Now you just lie there and fill that diaper like a good baby. I'll be back in a little while and it had better be needing changing. Now... lift your head honey."

I raised my head slightly from the pillow as she refastened the gag in my mouth. Standing up once more, she opened and closed her hand as though waving to a child. "Bye bye! See you soon!"

'Auntie Kelly'? Laxative fibre in my food? What the hell...?

As my brain tried to make sense of what was happening, I felt a mild cramping sensation in my stomach. Oh no...this couldn't be happening! Another and then another - stronger this time. She hadn't been joking. There really must have been a laxative in the soup!

I closed my eyes at the next cramp, trying futilely to delay the inevitable.

I held out for as long as I was able but eventually the cramps became too much and it was easier to succumb to them. Once I had made that decision, and my stomach cramped again, harder this time... I filled my diaper - just as Natalie had demanded.

Even though the sensation of wetting the diaper hadn't seemed quite so awful, this felt as though it was on a different level entirely. The warmth that came from me this time felt thicker and more cloying as it made its way out of me, enveloping my entire backside and groin. I grimaced, repulsed at my own actions - albeit involuntary ones. Once the initial pressure from my bowels had diminished, my bladder released once more, adding to the humiliation I felt. Over the course of the next five minutes, I continued to expel less and less into the diaper, until finally my body felt empty.

I gazed at the ceiling of what was beginning to feel like my prison cell, hardly able to comprehend that this was real. I could feel the contents of the diaper slowly beginning to cool around me. The initial smell was starting to fade...or was it just that I was becoming accustomed to it? I no longer knew.

I listened for the sound of any approaching footsteps that might put an end to my misery, at least for a time. I had no way of gauging how quickly or slowly time was passing, only the passing shadows cast by cars and trucks confirmed that time was, indeed, passing.

Eventually the door clicked open.

"Pheweee!"

Natalie stood in the doorway, grimacing.

"Well somebody's filled a diaper in here haven't they?"

She walked slowly towards me, her eyes never leaving mine.

"So how are you doing Tiger hmm?" She touched my face softly. "Tummy feeling a little better now eh sweetie?" I nodded reluctantly. There seemed no point in denying it.

"We're nearly home now so I won't change you just yet..." She saw my worried look. "Oh don't worry baby...Mommy change you soon."

'Mommy'?

My eyes widened and I looked directly at her.

"Well, I think it's better that you start to think of me as your Mommy from now on. It'll make your life that much easier you see. You'll be depending on me for everything because you're going to become my baby. My special ickle baby boy."

I could feel my heart pounding hard in my chest, fuelled by a mixture of horror and foreboding. She sat down beside the bed.

"You see honey," she said quietly stroking my hand, "Kelly and I have been looking for someone...just like you for a few of years now, like I said earlier. Someone that we could take home that no one would really miss. Someone who we could turn into our baby forever."

She smiled but it wasn't a comforting smile. It was the smile of someone determined and strong...someone who was used to being in control.

"So...Kelly and I started making plans. Making things ready for the day our little, tiny baby boy came home to stay. And today's the day! We'll be home in just a few minutes now and once we get you inside, we'll get you all cleaned up and smelling all sweet and baby like. There's nothing quite like the smell of a squeaky clean baby!"

I shook my head once more, finding her calmly spoken words and their implications just too unreal.

"Now listen Steviekins...when we stop and park, we're going to let you stand up and we're going to walk you into the house. We'll be parking right next to a side door so you'll only have two or three steps to make. No one will be able to see you and you're going to still have that ball gag in your mouth, so there's no point in trying to yell either is there?"

She tapped the exposed rubber surface of the ball between my lips. "Trying to run isn't really an option for you either. Remember this?"

I felt her fingers ease gently under the shock collar and fumble for a second or two. "I'll lead you in and Kelly will have her remote control for your collar." She removed her hand and smiled. "I've just turned the shock level up baby. Believe me, you don't want either of us to get angry with you." She rubbed my stomach lightly. "But I think you're going to be a very good boy. Aren't you?"

As she spoke, I could feel the RV braking slowly and stopping. Almost imperceptibly, we began to reverse. It felt as though we were backing up a small incline. There was an orange glow from the street lights clearly visible through the window, which dimmed suddenly. A loud hissing noise filled the RV as the airbrakes were applied, followed almost immediately by a shudder as the engine came to a stop.

"Oh! We're here baby! You're home! Isn't that exciting?" she cried excitedly.

The door clicked open. Kelly stood in the doorway. "Well...we're here.." she paused and sniffed the air. "Oh boy! Someone did a good one in their diaper didn't they?" She looked directly at me and I felt myself redden. I couldn't look at her and I turned my head to one side.

"Oh yeah!" Natalie replied. "He's filled it up pretty well. I guess that's the sort of thing we're going to have to get used to with a baby around the house!" She laughed.

Kelly began unfastening the straps around my ankles while Natalie loosened the ones around my wrists.

"Remember what I told you baby. Two or three short steps and you're home. Remember Mommy will be with you. Don't get scared...nobody's going to hurt you."

Her words felt strangely reassuring. I had no plan for escape. That would have to come later. 'Act in haste, repent at leisure' had been one of my grandmother's favourite sayings. It seemed appropriate now.

They both stepped back from the bed as I swung my legs round and onto the floor. I felt dizzy but assumed I had just moved too quickly. The feeling persisted as I stood up and as I reached out to steady myself, Natalie gripped my hand.

"Oh sweetheart! You're so cute! You're not steady on your feet yet. Don't worry though we'll soon have you down on the floor crawling."

I instantly felt the weight of the diaper between my legs and I grimaced as the small of my own waste hit my nostrils. The only thing I was wearing was a diaper, plastic baby pants and a dog training collar.

"Come on then. Follow Mommy. There's a good boy."

Unsteadily I followed her through the door of my room, taking the few steps to the RV door. As I looked outside, I could see Kelly already inside, leaning against the house door, holding the screen door open with her foot. She was staring at me, holding up the hand which held the remote.

"Just a few steps now honey. You know what you've got to do." I turned to look at her and she gave me a warm smile. "It'll be OK," she whispered, "I promise...you'll get used to being my little boy..."

Already I felt weak and increasingly unsteady. I just wanted to lie down again. The quickest way for that to happen was to obey them.

I stepped down from the RV onto a cold tarmac driveway. Almost as my foot came into contact with its rough surface, I felt a firm push from Natalie, guiding me quickly through the door. From leaving the RV to hearing the two doors close behind me must have been less than three seconds.

The hallway in which we stood, was dimly lit but it seemed quite expensively decorated. The soft, shag pile carpet underneath my feet felt warm and inviting. I still felt dizzy and knew that I couldn't stand much longer. Natalie must have sensed it too as I leaned more of my weight onto her hand.

"It's OK Steve. Not far to walk and then you can lie down for a real long time."

She squeezed my hand gently as we took a few more steps. I knew my breathing was shallow. I would have followed them both anywhere simply so that I could lie down. We turned and went into a sort of utility room, full of home appliances, I looked wearily at Kelly who was a little in front of us as she opened another door.

“Just a few more steps. Clever boy..." Natalie whispered. "Just a few..." I reached and looked into the room.

It was dimly lit but the air was warm and smelled sweet. Kelly stood beside me as I took in the layout of the room. It was a nursery. It was exactly like a baby's nursery. A large, white cot stood at one end of the room, it's narrowest end against the far wall. One side of the cot was lowered and the covers on the mattress were covered in pastel colours.

An oversized playpen was to one side of the room. Seemingly everywhere I looked there were soft toys. Shelves were stacked high with things that I didn't recognise. What was happening?

"I think he's really tired Natalie." I heard Kelly say. "Let's get him put down and let him sleep a while eh?"

"What about...?" Natalie said quietly.

"His diaper?" Kelly replied. "We'll change him when he wakes up. He'll have to get used to being in one until we decide otherwise. Anyway, no one ever died from a dirty diaper did they?"

I heard her laugh but didn't care. The crisp, clean covers on the cot mattress looked too appealing. I allowed myself to be guided into the cot and I lay down, grateful that I could rest.

"There we are..." Natalie said softly. "You're in your own crib now. I hope you like it baby. That's where you sleep from now on."

She eased a thin blanket over me, tucking it in gently. She raised herself into a standing position and eased the barred side of the cot upwards. It clicked into place.

"Mommy will be back in a little while baby. Don't you try getting out of the crib or shouting for help. The door will be locked and your nursery is soundproofed."

Kelly approached and stood beside her. They both looked down at me. Smiling with what I took to be satisfaction.

"You can cry if you want to Steviekins..." Kelly said. "After all, that's what babies do. We'll be able to hear you on the baby monitor and we can watch you on the babycam too."

She glanced upwards at the ceiling and I could see two small cameras. One was pointing directly at the crib; the other, on the furthest wall covered, I assumed, the whole room. It felt as though they had thought of everything.

Natalie leaned into the crib and unfastened the leather strap holding the ball gag in my mouth. "Oh we don't need that nasty thing anymore do we?" she said as she lifted it away from my face. "I think this would be more appropriate for my baby." I watched as she took something from a small shelf. It was a small, plastic case containing a baby's dummy. "Your pacifier honey..."

There was a small 'pop' noise as the two halves of the plastic case separated. She removed the dummy and held it towards me, brushing the amber coloured nipple softly against my lips.

"Take it baby. Take it. You'll have to have a paci..."

She opened her mouth slightly in the way mothers do, hoping their babies will learn by copying. Without thinking, and without resistance, I copied her. The rubber teat was eased between my lips. I was too tired to protest and the soft teat felt comforting after the hardness of the ball gag. Instinctively, I began to suckle on it and I must have fallen asleep in moments.

-ooOoo-

I woke to muted sounds around me. My semi-conscious state still leaving me confused. I groggily opened my eyes and realised in that moment where I was. Vertical bars obstructed my view.

I knew I was in a cot but hoped, stupidly, that I had dreamed it all...that I had simply fallen asleep at the diner and had some bizarre dream. The realisation of my new reality came soon enough as I could smell the particular aroma only found in an infant's nursery. A sweet aroma of the scented powders and lotions mixed with the unctuous, cloying stench of a nappy filled with bodily waste.

I lifted my head from the soft pillow, turning to the source of the noise. I could see Natalie sorting through a wardrobe that seemed full of clothes. Moving them around. Arranging.

As I turned, the movement of my body shook the cot slightly which, in turn caused the mobile which hung over my head to emit a sound. Natalie turned as the clockwork musical tone pierced the tranquillity of the nursery.

Setting the clothes hanger to one side she walked quietly across to where I lay...she raised her head a little as if to check on me without disturbing me. I watched intently as she approached the cot. She saw my eyes were open and smiled warmly.

"Hello baby! How are you?"

"I...er...."

"No..no...no..." she cooed softly. Mommy doesn't need you to speak. Babies don't talk. They just listen to their Mommies and gurgle and smile and sometimes they cry a lot too if they need their Mommy to change their wet or messy diapers or when they're hungry and need some num-nums."

She spoke condescendingly, in a lilting manner, as though to a tiny baby, incapable of understanding.

"But...I...."

Natalie's expression changed as she stood looking down at me. Her silence spoke volumes. I felt myself shrinking under her stern gaze.

When she spoke again, it was the intensity of her will and desire that was clear.

"If you utter another word that I can understand that isn't 'Mommy' or Mama', then we will punish you. We will punish you again and again until you get it into your little baby head that this is not a game we're playing here. This is for real. It's your reality. It's your future."

She paused. Her voice calmer and more soothing.

"You're not going anywhere Steven. You're staying with Kelly and I from now on. No breaks and no respite from being our baby boy. Twenty four hours a day...Seven days a week...365 days a year... diapered... babied...dependent."

I listened, increasingly afraid of what I was hearing.

"It's not like we're kidnapping you...or kidnappying you!" She chuckled at her joke. "We're not going to be asking for a ransom for you either. You see, we don't want you to go anywhere. To the police and everyone else, it'll just seem like you disappeared. There'll be no body to be found so everyone will just assume you chose to disappear for a while. Some folks do that."

She smiled.

"Before too long nobody will be looking for you. You'll just be another missing person that no one cares too much about. But you'll be here all along...with Mommy and Aunt Kelly. You're going to learn how to be a baby. It's going to take a while, we know that, but judging by the load in

your diaper you've made a good start!"

She reached down and patted the front of my nappy.

"I'll bet that's not feeling so good right now is it it sweetums?"

I shook my head in reply to her question. The contents of the nappy were cold and I could feel it compacted against my skin where I'd been lying in my own mess for hours.

"I think Mommy needs to get some wipes and a clean diaper and get you all cleaned up nicely hmm?"

She smiled at me and wrinkled her nose playfully. She stood up straight and walked to a small table nearby which I could just see as I tilted my head backwards and to one side. She pressed a button on what looked to be a small intercom. I heard a faint buzz somewhere in the house, beyond the locked nursery door. The intercom crackled slightly and I heard Kelly's voice.

"Yeah?"

"He's awake now so I'm going to change his diaper and get him dressed. You want to come and help?"

"Sure!" she replied. "I'll be there in two or three minutes. I'm just fixing his bottle."

Her casually spoken words sent my thoughts spinning again. 'Fixing his bottle?'

"OK." Natalie replied. "I'll start getting him cleaned up."

OK!" came the reply.

Natalie began taking items from the shelves. I watched her every move, knowing there was little, if anything, I could do.

"So baby boy. Let's get this stinky diaper off you and make you all comfy again!"

She unfastened the side of the cot and lowered it. She pulled back the oversized baby blanket that covered me and I splayed my legs, unconsciously anticipating the need to give Natalie unimpeded access to my thickly nappied groin.

"There's a good boy." Natalie praised me as my legs separated without any intervention from her. "Let's get this nasty, dirty diaper off my baby."

I couldn't look at her as she set about her task. I looked, it seemed, everywhere other than Natalie but still remained conscious of every move she made. The sensation of her warm and gentle touch of her hands gave me some pleasure in skin on skin contact.

Her fingers gently pulled the elasticated waistband of my plastic pants away from my stomach. Slowly and carefully, she eased them from me, instructing and encouraging me to lift and lower my bottom at her command.

"Up you go...and down again..."

It became like an infantile mantra. She said it and I did it. "Oh," she said, "we're not going to be able to deny to anyone that you wear baby pants are we eh?" she said as she placed them to one side. I looked at her, not sure what she meant. "You've got lovely plastic panty lines on your tummy and thighs. They're so cute! Just like a real tiny baby's! So cute and chubby."

I felt myself redden slightly as she compared me to a real baby. "Now then..." she said. "Shall we see what you've done for Mommy hmm?"

I closed my eyes with shame as I felt the sticky tabs on the diaper being unfastened. There were four and Natalie counted each one as she pulled it free. I expected her to fold the front of the diaper back as soon as she had unfastened the fourth tab but instead I felt her hand pressing lightly on the front of the diaper, compressing my cock a little.

"Mommy had better make sure to have some baby wipes ready hadn't she eh?" I heard the wipes being tugged from the box which was lying next to me on the cot mattress.

"There we are. That should be plenty." The words had barely left her lips before I felt the front of the diaper being eased upwards.

"Hooo boy!" Natalie said. "You did a good one Stevie! That's one dirty diaper."

I flinched momentarily as the cool baby wipe touched my skin and she began to wipe me clean. "Front to back..." She muttered to herself. "Front to back...."

The freshness and sweet smell of the wipes was very welcome.

"All of the baby books remind new Mommies to always wipe their baby's bottoms from front to back. I'm still a new Mommy so I'll follow their advice."

She chattered on, not expecting, or seeking any response from me other than a satisfied gurgle or sigh.

"Into all the little creases...that's where diaper rash can start...and we don't want that now do we?" She rubbed my tummy with her free hand.

It only took her a minute, or so it seemed, to clean me up.

"Up you go baby..." As she said it, I felt the dirty diaper being pulled from under me. I looked at her as she rolled it into itself and tightly refastened the tapes, ready for throwing into the trash.

She picked up a fresh diaper and unfolded it noisily, turning it in her hands.

"A nice clean diaper for my baby boy. The first of many!" on her command, I lifted my bottom, allowing her to slide it under me, positioning it correctly.

"Lots of baby powder and oily!" I felt the slightly warm oil being dribbled onto my hardening cock. Despite my feelings of resentment and concern at being held against my will, it was impossible for me not to derive some sexual pleasure from Natalie's touch. She smiled as she saw the now semi-flaccid state of my penis.

"Oh, someone likes Mommy changing his diaper doesn't he hmmm?"

I felt her hand close around my growing erection and slowly move up and down.

"Mommy's just making sure all of the baby oil is covering your special area." Natalie grinned. As quickly as she had grasped it, she released it. She wiped her oily fingers on the inside padding of the diaper and pulled the front of the diaper over my groin, pushing my cock flat against my lower stomach. As she fastened the tabs on the diaper, she said,

"When you've learned to accept your diaper each and every time Mommy changes you, then Mommy might play with you a little longer as a reward. " Her eyes conveyed her meaning as clearly as her words.

Plastic pants followed as I knew they would, pushing the diaper onto my body. I felt her fingers trace around each elasticated leg hole and then the waistband, smoothing them against my skin.

"So sweet!" she laughed. "Now what should Mommy dress you in today hmmm?"

She moved towards the wardrobe and, from a small pile of clothing lifted an oversized, pale blue bodysuit...the type with poppers in the crotch. As she brought it closer I could see the pale blue material was actually patterned with small toy cars and teddy bears. Natalie smiled as she unfastened the poppers.

"This will be just right for today sweetie. It won't be too warm and you'll be able to move easily and practice kicking your little legs. Sit up."

I eased myself to a sitting position and Natalie pulled the suit over my head. Even the smell of the cloth was that of a nursery. It smelled of baby lotion and powder. Efficiently she had me lay down while she dressed me. There was no way out. Soft, white socks followed quickly. I felt ridiculous but, despite myself, I felt comfortable and snug.

Natalie stood tall, admiring what she had done. Simultaneously, I heard the door buzz and click open as Kelly entered the room.

"Oh, you've just missed me getting him dressed." Natalie said. "What do you think?"

Kelly stood by me, towering over me and laughed at the adult infant in front of her.

"Oh, he's just perfect Natalie. Such a cutie!"

She leaned over a little and cooed, "Who's a good baby eh? Who's a good baby?" She shook her head, laughing again. "You are snookums! You're a good baby!" She turned to Natalie. "Here's his feed. Just as we said. Baby formula...nice and warm."

Natalie too the bottle, shaking it gently as she did so. She looked at me, a smile forming on her lips. I knew this was something she had looked forward to.

"You look so comfy there baby, it seems a shame to move you but Mommy needs to give you your baba...and to do that Mommy needs to hold her baby. So...come on. Out of the crib you come and crawl after Mommy."

I rolled myself out of the crib, quickly going onto my hands and knees. I knew it would be expected. I glanced at them both as I did so. It was hard for them to mask their satisfaction with my obedience.

"Now then," Natalie said. "Mommy wants you to put your little nose on her bottom and keep it there while Mommy walks to the feeding sofa."

She turned her back to me and I shuffled forward, raising my head so that the tip of my nose touched the fabric of her skirt.

"I can't feel your nose little one. I need to know that you're there and haven't got lost."

At that, she pulled the rear of her skirt upwards exposing her beautifully pert bottom. Covered only by her underwear and thin, denier, black tights I couldn't help but feel instant, adult masculine desire for what was literally in front of my nose.

"Get your nose in there baby. I want to feel it between my ass cheeks!"

I heard Kelly giggle as Natalie directed me. I did as she bade me, easing my nose between her cheeks. Natalie gently pushed her bottom backwards.

"There we are! Good boy!" I felt her hand on the top of my head as she patted my hair gently as though I were a dog. "Good boy...now crawl after Mommy and keep your nose where you've been told. Then you can have your lovely, warm baba..."

Natalie edged forward slowly and I did likewise...my nose still pressed to her flesh. "Good boy...good boy..." It was perhaps only half a dozen steps or so but it took a fair amount of concentration on my part to stay in contact with her as I'd been told.

Upon reaching the sofa, Natalie turned and sat down...smiling at me on all fours in front of her. I returned her smile. Glad that she seemed pleased with me.

"Up you come baby..." she patted her lap softly, indicating where I was to position myself. I lowered myself onto her, unsure where my head was to be. On her lap? Cradled in her arms...resting against her breasts? I found out soon enough as she edged me across her body, easing my head against her left breast and supporting my head with her arm. I could smell her perfume...a sweet, fruity smell which felt comforting and welcoming. She smelt good.

I turned my head slightly towards her breast, savouring my closeness to her. Already I was beginning to feel safe with her...as though she cared and truly did wish to look after me.

"I think he's going to be looking for your nipple Nat!" I heard Kelly say from somewhere over my shoulder. "Maybe he wants breast milk?"

I felt myself blushing at her words and was surprised when Natalie replied.

"Well, with that Fenugreek you got and that breast pump maybe he'll get that sooner than he thinks? I started to get a few drops the other day. I need to get more regular with the pump." She paused..."Although...now I've got a baby, I can just put him to the breast every few hours can't I? I'm sure a hungry baby's mouth could really hurry it along!"

With my thoughts swimming in my head now, Natalie eased the protective nipple cap from the bottle and tipped it towards my mouth. I didn't know where to look...at Natalie's smiling face or at the milk filled rubber nipple poised inches from my lips. It seemed unreal. I didn't have time to dwell on my thoughts as the teat touched my lips and I opened my mouth allowing it to enter.

The soft, rubber teat felt warm on my tongue and I felt the first warm drops of sweet milk drop onto my tongue. It tasted incredibly sweet to me. An intense richness. Natalie held the bottle in place as I turned my head in a half-hearted and futile effort to avoid the sickly, creamy taste.

"No... Don't you try and refuse your bottle Stevie. Mommy and Aunt Kelly wouldn't like that at all! You have to have your bottle and drink it all up. This is all you're going to have for quite a while so you'll have to get used to it. It's better that you do that sooner rather than later..."

As I listened to her I realised that I had already begun to suckle on the teat. Her words had distracted me from the initial ghastliness of the formula's taste and suddenly it wasn't too bad. I could manage to drink and swallow it.

And so it was that my days began to merge into a long round of being bottle fed; having my diaper changed; being cuddled; dressed up; played with and sleeping...lots of it.

The passage of time began to mean little to me. Day became night and night became day. My interaction with Mommy and Aunt Kelly quickly became based on my 'needs' - whenever they occurred - time meant nothing.

True to her word, Natalie soon began to put me to her breast. A little while on one before being put to the other. Natalie enjoyed those times particularly. She would direct my suckling...teaching me how to latch on and suckle like a nursing infant but also directing me to lick; lap and bite her nipples gently. When I did that, Natalie would breathe more deeply and gasp...her instructions becoming ever more breathless. Her milk did come in, although initially not in sufficient amounts to feed me so her milk was always supplemented by formula.

The hours turned to days and the days to months. I felt as though I was thinking more like a baby. Small things interested me...fascinated me even. I had become content to sit in my playpen with a few toys. Happy to lay in my crib watching my mobile gently circulate over my head. I was becoming infantilised and happy to be so. Any thoughts and desires of returning to my previous adult life were becoming fewer and less tempting.

"Hello sweetie!"

I hadn't heard Natalie come into my nursery. I had been too absorbed playing with my teddy bear. I smiled at Mommy allowing my pacifier to fall from between my lips onto the crib comforter.

"Look what Mommy has for you!" She held up some pale yellow lengths of leather strapping with several buckles on them.

I kind of knew what it was that she was holding but didn't want to 'think it out loud'.

"Mommy has bought you some baby reins!" she gleefully told me. As she spoke, she eased them apart allowing me to see their shape. They looked just like the sort of reins I had seen being worn by babies and toddlers in the 1950's and 1960's. Very traditional style. The front, chest section had a stylised, coloured illustration of a bunny rabbit. This style of rein had gone out of fashion years ago to be replaced by the webbing style seen on toddlers nowadays.

"I saw these on the Internet..." Natalie said. I couldn't resist them! Come on. Sit up and we'll try them on you."

The speed and efficient manner in which they were fastened onto me made me think that Mommy had practised this several times already.

"Stand up now sweetie..."

I was surprised that I had been told to stand. For, what I took to be months, I had been restricted to lying down or crawling.

I tentatively stood up and felt my legs wobble a little. I wonder how much my muscles had atrophied by lack of use over time. Natalie sensed my unsteadiness and I felt the reins tighten over my chest and shoulders, straightening me...supporting me in the way that they had been designed to do.

"Oh! Steady there big boy! Mommy doesn't want you to try running before you can walk properly now does she hmm?"

Gentle pulling on the reins eased me to her. I looked at her, waiting on her every word now...and she knew it.

"Now today is a big day for you Steviekins. Mommy and Aunt Kelkel have a surprise for you. You're going to go outside for a little while..." my eyes widened in shock. I didn't want to go outside! Dressed like this? The truth was that I didn't want to go outside. Period. In my nursery...in my crib...in my playpen...I felt safe and cared for. Outside was a different thing. I shook my head but as I did so I knew that it wasn't my choice to make any longer. Babies don't make choices...Mommies do.

Natalie could see my concern and spoke softly to me. For a moment I was not her baby. I was simply hers.

She touched my cheek and said..."You've been here a long time now Stevie. You've become my little boy and Kelly loves you too. We've looked after you...kept you safe and warm and looked after your every need haven't we hmmm?"

I nodded, suddenly feeling ungrateful - even though they had kidnapped me. My treatment could have been much worse.

"Now then..." she continued. "Do you really think that we would do anything to jeapordise what we have here?" She looked at me as though I was a toddler struggling with the most basic problem.

I shook my head.

"Do you really think that Mommy and Auntie Kelkel would do anything to draw extra attention to you in your diapers and baby clothes? Adorable though they are?" She smiled and rubbed the soft, terry towelling of the body suit I was wearing.

Again I shook my head.

"So...come on. We need you to be a good boy and come outside. Mommy's got your reins so you can't fall over or get lost."

I could feel my heart pounding out of my chest. I had to trust her. I could do no other.

"Close your eyes while Mommy unlocks the door." I heard gentle tapping on a keypad and a heavy click as the door unlocked. Natalie swung it open and for the first time in, I didn't know how long, I took my first steps out of the nursery.

In the same way a toddler would be guided without the use of 'left' and 'right', I felt gentle tugging on each side of the reins as I walked unsteadily through the house. The house was decorated well and was scrupulously clean. It was not ostentatious in any way...it looked like what it was...a regular family home. Except the baby in this house was twenty years old...or perhaps even more! In that second I realised that I didn't even know how old I was anymore. Time and age had become an irrelevance.

Natalie leaned around me, pushing the screen door open. It swung easily on its hinges and, for the first time in...I wasn't sure how long I stepped outside.

My first steps were onto a decked area, surrounded by wooden railings. The garden was, I guessed, around fifty yards long...surrounded by mature trees and screened from other houses whose angular shapes I could just about make out through the branches. It was a lot for my mind to take in after months and months of infantile stimulation. The sun felt so good.

"Can you see Auntie Kelkel baby? Can you?"

Of course, I could but knew better than to respond. She was sitting near the largest tree in the centre of the garden. On the ground there was a large blanket and a multi coloured, cloth 'windbreak' to the side.

Auntie Kelly saw me and held both arms out towards me. Encouraging me to go to her.

"See if you can toddle all the way up the garden Steviekins. Find Auntie Kelkel! Mommy's got you on your reins so you're safe..."

My legs still felt weak and unsteady as I stepped forwards. Each step tensed the leather harness around my chest. It was restrictive but not uncomfortable. In fact, it was the absolute opposite. Wearing it felt good.

"Good boy!" Auntie Kelly enthused as I reached her. "Such a clever boy!" I laughed at her enthusiasm and felt pleased that I had managed to walk that far without stumbling.

As I laughed, I could feel gentle tugging on the reins, guiding me onto the blanket. The thick padding of the diaper absorbed a little of the impact as I sat down sharply.

"Ooops a daisy!" Mommy said.

I smiled up at her, still basking in their good humour. Mommy had seated me close to the windbreak, and I guessed that was to hide me from any prying eyes who may have been curious about such a large baby.

"Splay your legs baby...like you've been told. Nice and wide so we can see your lovely thick, tight diaper and baby pants. I parted my knees and, as I did so, Mommy leaned over and ran a finger underneath the elasticated plastic around my thigh.

"He's still dry." she commented nonchalantly to Kelly.

"Oh, I do hope he's not growing up!" she laughed. "We've both grown so used to having a baby around the house!"

Mommy reached into a small bag, lifting out what was obviously a baby bib.

"Here we are baby. Let's get this bib on you. Mommy needs to nurse you for a little while. All of this milk needs drinking!" She reached around me, fastening the velcro behind my neck. Being bibbed was something that felt absolutely natural to me now.

"Come on then baby...come to Mommy. Come for milkie..." I moved to her and lay across her lap. As she cuddled me to her, she unfastened the top few buttons on her blouse and unfastened the small clip on the cup of her nursing bra. She lowered the flap and eased it to one side exposing her heavy breast and milk engorged nipple. A droplet of milk was already forming on the end of her teat. Natalie cupped her breast and lifted it slightly, guiding her nipple towards my mouth. She clicked her tongue encouragingly as she pulled me towards it. I'd become used to nursing over recent weeks. The richness of Mommy's milk was something I craved. Every four hours or so, Mommy would put me to her breasts. This had become our special time. Kelly fed me occasionally but with a bottle full of Natalie's expressed breast milk. Kelly enjoyed humiliating me and reminding me of how pathetic a specimen of a man I really had become. She knew this humiliation excited me and merely bonded me closer to her and even more so to Mommy.

Mommy encouraged me to press gently on her breast as I fed from her. She knew it encouraged her milk flow and her desire to breast feed had, I overheard, been one of her motives for taking me and regressing me.

Her breasts were warm and comforting. I had bonded with Natalie. I knew that. I rarely thought of her as Natalie nowadays. It was always 'Mommy' and 'Auntie Kelkel'.

Mommy moved me to her other breast, pausing only to wipe away a dribble of milk from the corner of my mouth with the soft cloth of my bib.

As I lay nursing in Mommy's arms, I could see that the leaves on the trees were beginning to turn to their autumnal shades. It had been early spring time when I had been abducted by Mommy and Auntie Kelkel... That meant I'd been here almost eight months! In that time they had reduced me to the level of a mewling infant. A diapered, breast milk dependent baby. Their living toy...yet I was happier than I had ever been.

After my feed, I knew that I would be put back into my crib for naptime. There had been no need for restraints in the crib for weeks now. The nursery door still locked from the outside but increasingly Mommy allowed me to play without being fastened to the bars of my crib or playpen. It was a little bit of freedom...just enough.

Mommy refastened her brassiere and pulled her blouse up.

"Can you pass his pacifier Kelly? He's sleepy and I want to get him down for his nap. You know how he can fuss if he hasn't got his paci..."

From my peripheral vision I saw Auntie Kelkel hand my pacifier to Mommy. Mommy placed the nipple into her own mouth for a few seconds, to both warm and moisten it, before removing it and pushing it between my lips. The warm nipple felt good but was a poor substitute for the genuine, lactating nipples which had filled my mouth only moments before. Still, I accepted it willingly.

"Come on baby. Let's get you back inside. It's naptime. Mommy says."

The instruction, 'Mommy says', had become my mantra...my trigger to obey. Once 'Mommy said..' there was no option. I moved onto all fours and Mommy stood beside me. I felt the slackness of the reins being taken up as my harness was pulled gently, giving support as I crawled.

"Come on sweetie..." Mommy said. "Time for bye byes..." I crawled back to the house and into the nursery. Mommy unclipped the leading rein from the harness and tucked me into my crib. She leaned forward and kissed my forehead.

"Good baby...Goooood baby. You go to sleep now."

I sucked on my pacifier and savoured the feeling of a stomach full of Mommy's milk and I knew that I never wanted to leave and I always wanted to be Mommy's baby. I truly was home.

-ooOoo-


