

Wildest Fantasies: Press Start 


"Hey, do you want to come to mine and play a game of 40k?" 


Heath Davis' hand gripped his backpack strap as the teenage boy walked home with his best friend, Phillip Thomas. They both got off at the same bus stop, their houses just a block apart, growing up together from diapers to high school diplomas. 

Well. They hadn't gotten the diplomas yet... And Heath blushed as he thought about the other thing. Diapers were a secret fetish of his - along with half a dozen others, as you might expect of a horny teenage boy. 

"Nah," Phil said, sniffing. "I need to get home. History paper to write. I'll see you tomorrow though, ay?" 

"Tomorrow," Heath agreed with a grin, bumping Phil's fist with his own. "Later." 

The bespectacled, floppy-haired teenager sighed and turned to make his own way back home. He could probably find something to do when he got in, maybe a new video game... Or he could- 

The ground crunched loudly as Heath took another step, looking down in surprise. He lifted his foot - underneath it was a blocky handheld game console. Curious, Heath reached down and flipped it over, picking it up. 

"'wildest Fantasies'... I never heard of them," Heath muttered as he read the hot pink writing underneath the cracked screen. "Shit... did I do that?" 

He ran his fingers along the hairline crack, feeling it carefully. Hitting the power button did nothing, not even turn a light on. Popping open the opening to the batteries revealed that they were long corroded - but maybe the compartment itself could still be salvaged? 

"Well, this is definitely something I could do this evening," Heath said, glad to have another project. "I wonder what the games are like on it..." 

*** 

A few hours later at his desk, Heath had nearly gotten the console working again. 

First he'd taken it apart and cleaned it inside and out, getting rid of the debris that had built up since however long it had been on the ground for. Now the outer black case shone, and a new screen from an old phone had been scavenged to replace the cracked one. 

The corrosion from the battery terminals had been cleaned off as well, and now Heath only had to screw the whole thing back together and add new batteries. 

"Here goes nothing," he muttered as he slid one AA battery into the clean, refurbished console. 


Another one followed a moment later, and finally, Heath firmly closed the battery compartment, turning it around in his hands to admire his work. The console looked brand new - not that Heath had any idea where it had come from or what it might look like when it was new. 


Googling it hadn't turned up any results, so he'd been doing the repair blind. It seemed fairly straightforward, but having a guide was always reassuring. Heath shrugged - there was no time like the present to test it... 

Pressing the light grey power button in, Heath heard a happy tone from the speakers as the screen flicked on, white at first - then fading to a moving blue and pink background with male and female symbols on, a big 'start!' icon in the center of the screen. 

"Uh, start... Okay," Heath pressed the 'select' button, and the screen changed once more. 

Heath squinted at what he was looking at. A pixelated image of the world rotated slowly, with 'DEFAULT' contained in a yellow bubble above it. Three buttons on the side of the screen were selectable, and Heath used the D-pad to highlight them in turn. 

"World, Player... NPCs," he muttered to himself, frowning as he selected that option. "Male. Female... All... Specific? What?" 

Two minutes into playing the game and Heath had no idea what it was for. He clicked 'specific' on a whim - and was surprised to see a pixelated woman appear on screen, standing on a pedestal. 

'Amelia Andrews' the pedestal said. Heath frowned. He felt like he vaguely knew that name, actually - it sounded like a girl from his school? He pressed the d-pad to the right and the image was instantly replaced by one of a boy: 'Adam Carr'. Now Heath was certain he'd heard that name... and seen that person before as well. 

The image was a little grainy, the character on screen made up of polygons like in old life simulation games... But it was definitely Adam, the boy who sat two seats away from Heath in class. 

For a second, Heath was alarmed... How did they get all this information on him? After a moment though... 


Well, companies were always collecting data on consumers, right? And the console had two lights, so, most likely one of them was for wifi... It seemed kind of old to be using an internet connection, but that was the only thing Heath could think of to explain this. 

It stood to reason the game had just accessed his internet connection and looked at his online profiles. Maybe there was a camera in it with facial recognition, so it didn't use the wrong data? 

Whatever it was, Heath was intrigued. Maybe the fact it used such advanced technology on the back end was why the graphics were so poor - you probably couldn't have both. 

"Okay, let's look for... Jasmine... Perfold," Heath muttered, using the in-game keyboard to type her name into the searchbar. "Oh, there she is!" 


Heath's crush of the past two years span slowly on the same pedestal, smiling and waving blankly at him. Her green-brown eyes blinked several times as Heath moved upwards using the d-pad. 

There were a lot of options to choose from, almost too many. Heath wasn't really sure what was going on, until he pressed a random button and it changed Jasmine's shirt from purple to red. 


"Oh, it's like.. A weird dress-up game?" he said to himself, uncertainly. "...Or maybe like, the sims?" 

Whatever it was, the buttons at the top of the screen apparently corresponded to different settings he could change on the character he was currently editing. Curious, Heath looked through the small icons, finding the underwear button easily enough. 

He was surprised when he scrolled through the options and found an adult-sized pink printed pull-up, Jasmine's onscreen skirt disappearing briefly to show it off. Instantly, Heath selected it, grinning as he went back to choose other options. 

One icon that immediately stood out looked like a male and female symbol intertwined. With the sudden interest of a teenage boy getting a whiff of possible sexuality, he pressed A to select that one. 

"Whoa!" 

As he'd suspected, the tab that opened listed several sex acts, and Heath felt his cock twitch in his boxer briefs as he looked through them. Glancing up at the door to make sure nobody could burst in on him, Heath soon selected 'blowjob' from the list. 

"Uh, location...? School," Heath sniggered, feeling the beginnings of a boner lazily forming in his jeans. "Target... Heath Davis..." 

As he selected his choice, the screen blinked blue for a moment, but nothing else changed. Frowning, Heath jumped around on the top set of icons, but it stayed on the same image, Jasmine looking down at her hand in an idle animation. 


"How do I... 'view in world'... Is that it?" 


Heath's cock throbbed in anticipation, hoping to see an in-game image of Jasmine doing the debauched things he'd selected. The game zoomed out, spinning the pixellated world on screen... and then zooming back in rapidly on a small house that got bigger until it filled the whole screen. 


Soon the picture was somebody's bedroom - Jasmine's, it looked like. Heath looked at the image eagerly, waiting for something dirty to happen... But nothing did. Jasmine's figure lay under the covers in bed, snoring softly, doing nothing sexy at all. 

He tried to highlight her character, but every option was greyed out. Frustratedly, Heath mashed buttons randomly, but nothing onscreen changed. Hitting start didn't bring up any kind of 'save' menu - only the picture of Jasmine remained. 


"What a piece of crap," Heath groaned as he hit the power button, disappointed that his new toy wasn't any fun. Maybe the main point of the game was just dressing them up weird? 


"Whatever," Heath said as he put the blocky console back down on his desk along with his glasses, jumping backward onto his bed as he unzipped his fly. 


Even if the game hadn't worked, he still had a hell of a hard-on... And the fantasy of Jasmine blowing him in a pull-up was pretty hot. 


Grasping his throbbing cock with one hand, Heath sighed, closing his eyes as he worked himself into masturbatory pleasure, dreaming of his crush padded and sucking his cock, until he finally drifted to sleep... 

*** 

The next day at school, Jasmine ignored Heath as usual, but he spent half of homeroom sneaking glances at her, wishing he could kiss her perfect pink lips. Her sandy blonde hair caught the light just right from where she was sitting near the window, and Heath sighed longingly, remembering his fantasy from last night... 

"Hey, Heath," Phil said, gently punching him in the shoulder. "C'mon, man. What about... Lisa and Marcy, one on each side... while the cheerleaders strip for you." 

Heath had told Phil about the 'Wildest Fantasies' console he'd found, and the subsequent disappointment when it hadn't shown Jasmine sucking his avatar's cock. He'd left out the detail that Jasmine was supposed to be in a pull-up... Now he and Phil were discussing in hushed voices what else they'd like to see, if the game had worked how Heath hoped. 

"Sounds good," Heath admitted. "What're Marcy and Lisa doing?" 

"Uh... you're fucking one doggystyle," Phil said. "...And she's eating the other girl out." 

"Hot," Heath said, with a grin. The bell went a moment later. 


"We should get going," Phil said, eyeing the clock. "I have an algebra exam this morning." 


"Ugggh," Heath groaned. "I don't want to be at schooool..." 


"Suck it up, buddy," Phil said, grinning. "I'll see you at lunch?" 

"Yeah, I need to take a piss," Heath sighed, as he and the rest of his classmates shuffled out of the door. "See ya." 

As he got to the urinal, Heath dropped his backpack to the floor, unzipping his fly. This bathroom didn't get a lot of traffic, which he preferred - there were only two urinals, and it was awkward peeing shoulder to shoulder with another guy. 

"Ahh..." 

As Heath relaxed his bladder, a thin stream of urine running into the bowl below, he heard the door creaking open behind him. He stiffened slightly, but didn't turn around, trying to pretend he wasn't self-conscious as another guy walked in. 

"Um, excuse me..." 

Heath straightened up in surprise. That was definitely a girl's voice. He tried not the blush as he glanced backward, still not able to see the girl as he hurried to finish using the urinal. 

"Excuse me?" she asked again, and Heath cringed. 

"Uh... you... this is the boy's bathroom," he mumbled, as he finally managed to empty his bladder, moving to stuff his flaccid dick back in his pants. 


"I know," the girl replied, and now Heath swore her voice was familiar. "I'm just here to suck your cock." 

Heath was so shocked he span around without doing up his fly, staring into the big hazel eyes pointed his way. Jasmine blushed, smiling sheepishly as she brushed away a strand of dirty-blonde hair. 

"Uh... you are?" 

"Yes," Jasmine said, quickly. "I don't know why, but... since this morning, I haven't been able to stop thinking about your hard, throbbing cock sliding down my throat." 

Her cheeks were bright red. Heath's mouth continued to hang open - he'd never heard Jasmine say anything like that in his life, and now she was saying it to him in a school bathroom... 

While his mind was having trouble catching up, his penis was speeding ahead, already stiffening in his pants again. As Jasmine noticed the bulge in his pants, she dropped to her knees, grabbing at it desperately. 

"Whoa, hold on," Heath blurted out suddenly, pushing her away as he backed up. "Let me just..." 

He backed up into the door, effectively holding it closed with his body weight in case anybody came in. Jasmine looked at him hopefully, her mouth practically watering as Heath shifted his fly open, letting his fully-erect cock slide out, throbbing in the stale air of the bathroom. 

"Oh thank God," Jasmine cried in relief. "I'm sorry, I just... I really need to do this... Mmf... Here... At school..." 

As she spoke, she wrapped her hand around Heath's shaft, giving it gentle kisses and licks. Heath's brain short-circuited, sweat beading on his forehead as he tilted his head down to watch as Jasmine took the spongey tip of his length into her mouth, moaning lustily as she stroked up and down. 


His glasses slid down his nose as he looked down more intently, his own mouth gawping in awe at the way her tongue pressed his cockhead up to the roof of his mouth, massaging it rhythmically. Heath had fantasized about this for years, but the real thing was beyond his wildest dreams, wet and warm and embracing the end of his cock with feverish sucking. 

"Nmmgh... nmmghh... oh shit," Jasmine panted, yanking her head away suddenly. "Hold on... I have to show you something." 

Heath's heart sank slightly, not wanting to lose the feeling of his crush's beautiful, plump lips around his dick... But it was worth it, for what she showed him next. 

Hand trembling, Jasmine grabbed the bottom of her pleated skirt, and began to slowly lift it up. For a moment, Heath thought she might be about to show him her pussy, but as the skirt lifted higher, he audibly gasped as he saw what she was wearing. 

The same pull-up he'd picked out on the game last night was hugging Jasmine's hips tightly, the pattern on it much clearer in real life, purple flowers contrasting with the light pink. Jasmine bit her lip, as if nervous about what Heath might think, but displaying it anyway. 

Heath's mind reeled. Somehow the game had done this, he knew. This was much better than seeing the pixelated image of Jasmine wearing a polygon diaper, but much harder to comprehend. How had this even happened? Heath was generally a skeptic, he'd never believed in the supernatural... But this... He couldn't think of any other explanation. 

"T-touch it," Jasmine urged him, softly, and Heath moved instantly, pressing the dry padding of the pull-up up against Jasmine's mound with one eager hand. "Ah-h!" 

Suddenly, figuring out how the game's reality-warping properties worked didn't seem to matter. He had a real girl here (assuming he wasn't dreaming - but if so, this was a dream he never wanted to wake up from) who was wearing a pull-up just for him, inviting him to touch between her perfect peach-colored thighs. 

"I... I think I'm going to use it," Jasmine mumbled under her breath, as if she was embarrassed by saying it, but couldn't stop herself. "Do you want to feel?" 

Heath couldn't nod fast enough, and Jasmine whimpered, biting her lip as she spread her legs slightly. Heath swore there were tears glistening in her eyes as she shuddered, relaxing her muscles. 

As he felt the front of the pull-up growing warmer, Heath pushed his palm frantically between Jasmine's legs, crushing the thin padding against her pussy. She moaned softly as the urine began to fill the pseudo-diaper, swelling the lining quickly. 

Heath's dick pulsed with excitement as he felt the warmth growing and spreading, the pull-up slowly growing outwards, bulging with hot piss. As Heath pressed more firmly, he could feel his fingers digging in, making grooves in the swollen crotch of the diaper. 

"Oh my God," he gasped, hardly believing what he was seeing and feeling. "Oh my God!" 

"Ahh... fu...fuck!" Jasmine squealed suddenly. 


Heath looked up to ask what was wrong, but a moment later he felt wetness on his hand, looking down as Jasmine continued to wet herself even though the pull-up wasn't catching it anymore. 


Jasmine sobbed quietly as she kept emptying her bladder, yellow liquid running down the inside of her thighs, dribbling onto the floor below. A small puddle formed on the floor of the boys' bathroom below her as she finally finished, whimpering and stepping awkwardly away from it, Heath's hand still between her legs. 

"D-did you like that?" Jasmine squeaked, trembling, sniffling. 


Heath's dick throbbed, although he felt a little guilty. Jasmine seemed humiliated beyond belief by the fact she'd wet herself, apparently not enjoying the experience at all - but doing it for him, because the game dictated it. Heath nodded, curtly - but now his hardness was demanding attention loudly. 

"Uh... suck it," he commanded, palms sweaty as he leaned back against the door, grasping the base of his cock using his free hand. "...Diaper-wearing sl-slut..." 

Heath regretted the derogatory language a moment later, but Jasmine didn't seem to notice or care. Shuddering, she moved to her knees once again, grasping the base of his swollen erection in one hand. 

Carefully, Jasmine parted her lips and took Heath's cock into her mouth, moaning in what seemed like overwhelming lust as more of his length slid deeper, towards the back of her throat. 


Again, she bobbed her head slowly back and forth, smooth fingers grasping Heath's length as she stroked it firmly up and down. Heath moaned, panting, overwhelmed as one hand gripped the door, the other grabbing Jasmine's head awkwardly. 


Her long hair felt like feathers against his skin, but there was another sensation he was more focused on now... Grunting and moaning, Heath watched his long-time crush's cheeks bulge and hollow, her head sliding back and forth, the wonderful suction wrapped around the end of his cock as she moved. 

Heath wasn't sure what to do, close his eyes to focus on the sensations, or keep watching, glued to the image of his fantasies come real. Eventually it overwhelmed him and his eyes clamped shut, nails digging into Jasmine's head as he whimpered, knees wobbling. 

God, Jasmine was really doing this, to him, in the bathroom. She'd really worn and wet a pull-up in front of Heath, he'd really felt it growing swollen and soggy beneath his palm, really seen her soak the floor in her hot piss. 

The possibilities of what the wildest Fantasies console could do seemed endless, and for a moment, Heath's mind span as he imagined it - Jasmine in diapers, the girls in his class begging him to change them, his own cock being stroked through thick padding... 

All of that paled in comparison to Jasmine, right then and there, sucking him off... 

And wearing a soaking pull-up. 

"NMM!" 


Jasmine's complaint was muffled around Heath's pulsing erection, the throbbing length kicking and spasming in her mouth as he came. Heath moaned, balls throbbing as he unloaded them down Jasmine's throat, eyes closed in bliss... 

After a few moments, his hand slipped from her head, and Jasmine tumbled back, Heath's next spurt of cum hitting her across the face and glazing her lips. Heath quickly reached down to squeeze out the last couple squirts from the end of his cock, splattering Jasmine's neck and then drooling onto the floor below. He panted, knees wobbling hard as he leaned back against the door, needing it to hold him up. 

"Oh my God," Jasmine groaned, as she coughed, voice sticky with Heath's cum. "I really did that..." 

Heath was too wiped out to reply, but he felt Jasmine grabbing him and pulling him away from the door with surprising strength. 

"Move!" she commanded, face burning with shame as she pulled the door open and dashed down the hall, presumably to the girls' bathroom to clean up. 

"Wow," Heath finally said to himself, grabbing a sheet of paper towel from above the sinks. "That... Wow." 

He clumsily cleaned himself off, then stuffed his cock back into his pants. He was going to be at least 10 minutes late to class - but it was honestly hard to care about that right now. 

*** 

Phil didn't believe Heath when he told him. 

Once again, Heath left out the excessive ABDL details (although come to think of it... those were the most exciting parts), but he didn't omit anything else. Jasmine's shame, her oral skill, her demandingness... Heath told his friend everything. 

Even the fact his teacher hadn't seemed to care at all that he was late to class. Heath walked in in the middle of him talking, and Mr Hassen just nodded politely and carried on. Like it hadn't even happened. 

"Fuck off," Phil said, rolling his eyes. "You're telling me Jasmine, one of the hottest girls in school, who barely knows you... Gave you a blowjob?" 

"Exactly," Heath replied, his breathing heavy from the swift walk towards the bus. "I swear!" 

"And you think it's because of-" 

"Because of the game, yes," Heath insisted. "Look... it all happened just like on the screen last night. She came in and... sucked my cock... Started begging for it.." 

There was a lull in the conversation as they got on the bus, but once they were sitting down, Phillip carried on: 

"Not that I believe you," he hissed in a low voice. "But even if that did happen, maybe it was just a coincidence? Like... maybe subconsciously, you got kind of a... Dick-sucky vibe off of her, and that's why you made her do it in the game?" 

"Nah, no way," Heath scoffed. "The details were way too similar." 

"What details?" 

Heath blushed. 

"Uh, just, like, the color of her panties," he stammered. "I don't know, it doesn't matter. It was just... exactly like the game." 

Phil still looked skeptical, but Heath's insistence was starting to wear him down. As they approached their stop, Heath finally suggested Phil come inside and see for himself what the console could do. 


"So what does it look like?" Phil asked as they stepped into Heath's bedroom after saying hi to his mother. "The game thing." 

"Uh," Heath pulled several things on his desk aside, frowning. "I... Fuck... where is it?" 

"Oh, now you've lost it?" Phil chuckled. "Figures... If it was ever even real..." 

Now Heath was starting to panic, ignoring Phil's amused comments. Had he somehow imagined the whole thing? Maybe it was like, a single-use deal, and now it had disappeared? 

"Mom! MOOOMM!" Heath said, as he pushed open his door. "Mom!" 

"Jesus Christ Heath, what?" Candy Davis replied up the stairs. "Don't yell like that!" 

Heath rolled his eyes - this was important! 

"Mom, were you in my room?" he asked. "Did you move my games' console?" 

"What console?" his Mom asked, as she climbed up the stairs. "I didn't see any games' console..." 

"Are you sure?" 


Heath was getting more paranoid now... Maybe he really had imagined the whole thing. Was he really that crazy? 

"Yes... Oh, I did see your little sister playing with something earlier..." she added nonchalantly. 


Gulping, Heath felt sweat breaking out on his forehead... What the hell kind of things could his little sister be seeing on that tiny screen? 


"In fact, I think I saw her with it downstairs..." Heath's mother went on, as she finally reached the top of the stairs, frowning as she looked at Heath and Phil, hands on her hips. "...What on earth are you two dressed up like that for?" 

"Like what?" Heath asked, a bad feeling in his gut before he even asked the question. 


"Those pants!" Candy said, waggling her finger in the boys' direction. "You should take them off... Otherwise, how on earth am I ever going to check your diapers?" 

"What the fuck?!" 


It was Phil who spoke first, and Candy gasped, clapping her hand over her mouth. 

"Language!" she hissed. "Especially while Mina is in the house. I don't want her to be influenced." 

"Mom, we don't wear diapers," Heath said, hurriedly. "Don't be... don't be crazy." 

As much as Heath hoped his mother would just accept that, she didn't seem swayed at all. Heath groaned, knowing for sure now that the games' console must have been in somebody else's hands... And honestly, his little sister was probably one of the least-terrible options. At least he could probably get it back later... 

There was no time to focus on that right now, though. Heath's mother lunged for both of them, and with what seemed like superhuman strength, heaved one full grown teenage boy over each shoulder. 

"Well, that won't do at all," Candy said cheerily. "Let's get you two boys padded up!" 

"What the hell!! Mrs Davis! Put us down!" Phil complained in a dangerously squeaky voice. "Dude! Your Mom's gone crazy!" 

"It's the console!" Heath said. "Mina must have it somewhere in the house!" 

Phil's disbelief seemed to dissipate now that he was being hefted like a bag of potatoes over the shoulder of a woman 3/4ths his size as she carried him toward her bedroom to put him in adult diapers. Both of them squirmed and struggled, but it was futile. 

"Well, how can we get it back?!" Phil hissed. "I don't want to be wearing huggies in high school, man." 

"Let's just get through this, then we can make a plan!" 

Heath's surprising calmness didn't reflect the confusion and anxiousness he felt inside. His chest pounded as both he and Phil were laid down on the bed side by side, looking around for an escape. As much as he loved the idea of being put in diapers, this was way too extreme to be happening in real life. 


"Off come the pants," Candy said in a musical voice, smiling cheerfully as if she didn't notice that her son was protesting and resisting every step of the way. "Don't be fussy, Phil!" 

Phil had kicked out at Heath's mom as she undid his fly, but she brushed his foot aside as easily as if it were an annoying insect. Heath looked over at his friend sympathetically, biting his own lip and closing his eyes, face bright pink with embarrassment as his Mom tugged his pants and underwear down and off. 

"Haven't you grown," his Mom commented, and Heath cringed harder. "...But still in diapers, aren't you?" 

"Mom, we ... we don't need diapers!" Heath tried one more time, but Candy ignored him. 

"This is crazy, I'm buck-ass naked here!" Phil complained, his hands between his legs and covering up his manhood. "Heath, tell your Mom to fuck off!" 

"Mom! Stop!" Heath ordered, but his mother just rolled her eyes, grabbing a fresh diaper from a large pack in her wardrobe. 

In the midst of everything, Heath's curiosity was piqued. He'd never seen adult diapers in real life except crappy Depends, and now his Mom was approaching them with two thick, premium diapers. Shivering, Heath couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like to wear one, even in this situation. 

"Oh my God," Phil moaned, as Candy pushed his bottom up high, slipping the thick diaper under it. "This feels so weird..." 

"You're next, Heath-y," Heath's mom said, with a sugary smile. "Let me just get Phil back in his pampers..." 

Heath's mouth was dry as he watched his best friend being forced into diapers by his mom. Phil lay back defeatedly, covering his face with his arm as he cringed, the crinkly padding being wrapped around him carefully like Candy had done this a hundred times before. 

Phil groaned softly in protest as the diaper was tightened and taped up, and despite everything, Heath felt himself getting.. excited. Not from his mother, of course, but just from the diaper itself, imagining it against him... 

"Now you, baby boy," Candy cooed. "Oh dear, we'd better hurry! Some boys love their pampers too much!" 

Heath blushed intensely as she commented so blithely on his semi-erection, his cock lolling lazily along his thigh. Closing his eyes, he forced himself to focus, willing his cock to go down. He was only glad Phil still had his eyes closed and couldn't see. 

"That's better," his Mom went on, smiling. "Nothing I haven't seen before, though... Upsy-daisy, big guy!" 

She lifted him with ease, and Heath's eyes grew wide at the feeling of being so small and powerless. Once the diaper was underneath him, things seemed to move in slow motion, despite how quickly Candy was actually wrapping it up. 

First she smoothed out the back wings, making sure they were in the right place. Heath swallowed, breathing out hard through his nose as he peered down between his thighs, seeing the padded crotch of the diaper being lifted. 

"Hahh..." he moaned softly as it was snugged into place, Phil peering out curiously behind his hand at the sound. "It's... it's soft." 

"It's a diaper, dude!" 

Heath ignored his friend, focusing on the sounds and sensations that enveloped him. The front panel was pulled tautly downwards, as Candy carefully fastened one tape after another onto it. 


The tapes crackled excitingly, the diaper rustling loudly as Heath moved. His face was flushed red, and as he looked over at Phil, his dark skin had a pink glow of humiliation to it that made him look like a scared little boy. 

"All done," Candy said, patting their thickly padded crotches. "...Now you boys come find me if one of you needs a change." 

Phil whimpered as he sat up, slowly, his diaper crinkling. Heath stared at his own crotch as he sat too, mesmerized by the thickness and rustling between his thighs. Hesitantly, he pressed his palm against the diaper, like he'd done to Jasmine the other day. 

He needed to find that console, and fast... But for now, it was just him and his best friend. Sitting on his Mom's bed. 

In diapers. 

To be continued soon... 
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