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The IKEYA parking lot was buzzing with the usual Saturday morning chaos, families piling out of minivans, couples arguing over Allen wrenches, and children already sticky with cinnamon bun glaze. Lily, however, had a glint in her eye.

“Come on, Kal,” she sang, grabbing his hand and dragging him across the crosswalk. “We need a dresser, remember? Something cute. With little pink drawers maybe.”

Kal blinked. “Pink? I thought we were getting something neutral, like gray or black.”

Lily squeezed his hand tighter. “Mmm, maybe you’re right. But I think I’ve earned a say, don’t you? After all…” She leaned in close, whispering into his ear, “You’ve been such a messy little one lately. You still haven’t grown into the adult furniture we’re using, isn’t that right? Isn’t that why we need to get you your own special little ones?”

Kal’s cheeks flushed as they stepped into the cool, clean air of the store. The scent of plywood and Swedish meatballs hit immediately. Lily led him past the showroom and directly toward the bright, cheery forest mural of Small land.

He stopped walking.“Wait… isn’t that the kids’ play area?”

“Mmhmm,” Lily said sweetly. “And it’s exactly where you’re going.”

Kal looked at her like she’d lost her mind. “I’m… I’m not a kid. That’s for toddlers, Lily.”

She giggled, tapping his nose. “Well technically it’s for little ones under four feet tall, who wear special undies and still take naps after lunch. Sooo…”

“Lily—”

“Shh. Don’t make a fuss, cupcake,” she cooed, wrapping an arm around him and steering him forward. “The staff knows all about you. We filled out the special form. They even prepped a ‘sensitive guest’ playpen just for you.”

Kal glanced around, alarmed, but oddly, no one seemed to notice the blush rising on his cheeks. In fact, one of the employees, tall, blonde, and wearing a suspiciously pastel apron over her blue-and-yellow uniform, was waving cheerfully at them from behind the Small land desk.

“Welcome, little Kal!” she chirped. “We’ve been expecting you!”

He froze. “You told them my name?”

Lily’s grin widened. “And your favorite plushie. And your diaper brand. Oh, and that you’re very shy about being changed in front of others, but secretly? You like it.”

Kal’s knees nearly buckled. Before he could bolt, the employee stepped out from behind the desk and gently took his hand.  “Don’t worry, sweetpea,” the Staffer purred. “We’ve got a princess outfit waiting for you, with sparkly bows, and everyone in the store has been told to say how precious you look.”

Lily waved daintily. “I’ll be shopping for our grown-up things, Kalipop. Maybe a new changing table. One that locks.”

Kal didn’t even have time to argue before the door behind him softly clicked shut with a sound that felt much too final. The woman holding his hand gave it a gentle pat. “Let’s get you settled in, Kalberry. We’ve got a busy schedule for you today!”

Kal blinked. “I—I think there’s been a mistake. I’m not a kid. I’m just here shopping with my girlfriend, I—”

“Oh, don’t you worry your silly little grown-up head about it,” the staffer smiled, guiding him into a softly padded foyer with cartoonish forest murals, oversized foam mushrooms, and, was that a… a changing table?

His feet stopped moving. “Okay, no. Seriously. I don’t know what this is, but I’m an adult. I’m supposed to be picking out furniture right now.”

“You are furniture, honey,” said a second attendant, appearing from around the corner with a puff of baby powder trailing behind her like a magician’s cape. “Or at least, you’re about to match the décor. Pastels and padding. Just how Lily ordered it.”

Kal’s mouth opened and closed like a fish. “She—what?”

“She picked the princess set for you,” said the first woman, now unzipping a ridiculously poofy romper, lavender with ruffles so voluminous it could double as insulation. “Told us you need a gentle nudge. Poor thing still thinks he’s big.”

Kal stumbled back, but a padded gate rose behind him with a thunk, cutting off the exit. He turned to see a smiling IKEYA employee tapping on a tablet.

“Kalipop has entered Zone One,” she said sweetly into a headset. “Initiating Orientation Protocol.”

A soft lullaby version of “Dancing Queen” began to play overhead. He spun, heart racing. “Wait?! What’s going on? Lily!” he called. “Lily!”

No one answered. At least, not her. Instead, a third staffer with glitter on her cheeks stepped in with a pacifier clipped to her apron. “Now, now, no shouting in the playpen, sweetpea. That’s not very princess-like, is it?”

“I’m not a princess,” he snapped. “I’m a grown man. I don’t know what kind of weird roleplay this is, but I’m done.”

The glittery one gave him a pitying look. “Awww. He doesn’t even know yet.”

Kal turned in a frantic circle. There was no door handle, no exit sign, only thick plastic jungle vines hanging over softly lit play areas, and a row of highchairs bolted to the floor. His face flushed hot. He knew humiliation. He’d seen it, flirted with it, sometimes even played with it in private. But this? This was scripted. Organized. Polished. And everyone was in on it but him.

“I want to go back,” he said, lower now. “Where’s Lily? Just let me out and I’ll forget this happened.” A small chime echoed overhead. The lights dimmed slightly, casting everything in a soft, dreamlike glow.

“Attention Small land Team,” a robotic female voice cooed through hidden speakers. “Protocol Kalixy is now in effect. I repeat: Protocol Kalixy has been activated.”

Kal turned slowly. “No,” he said. “No-no-no. What the hell is Protocol Kalixy?!”

The first attendant was already snapping pink elastic around his wrist. “It’s the step where we help you stop pretending, Kuddlebug.”

Before he could resist, two of them were on him, smiling, cooing, moving with practiced choreography as they pulled the romper up over his arms, zipped it tight around his torso, and sealed the footie snaps. The third staffer unfastened his jeans and tugged them down, revealing the crinkling, padded underlayer Lily had somehow gotten him into earlier that morning, ‘just in case the showroom bathrooms were gross.’

“I knew she was up to something!” he groaned, too late, as a pacifier was popped between his lips and clipped to his collar.

“Oh, my Kalixy,” one cooed. “You’re going to be the prettiest little princess in all of Small land.”

Kal’s cheeks burned. He wanted to run, to fight, to scream, but all he could do was stand there, padded, powdered, and dressed like a frilly toddler while the staff clapped politely. One snapped a photo for the “Mommy updates” app.

And Kal? Kal tried to sink into the floor. But all he could do was crinkle in place, mouth gagged by a pacifier shaped like a heart. He was supposed to be holding a cart, looking at displays for a dresser. Now he was on display, strolling around the store coming dangerously close to ending up inside a cart. The playpen gates hissed open. Kal, no, Kalixy, apparently, was gently herded inside by two attendants, who held his hands like he might topple over at any moment. His padded thighs brushed together with every shameful step, the frilly romper rustling with pastel betrayal.

Inside the playpen, the world was… bright. Offensively bright. Squishy foam flooring in rainbow patterns. Oversized building blocks. A pastel-pink kitchenette with glittery fake burners and smiling cartoon fruit on the cupboards.

And worst of all? Other people. There were at least three other inside, just like Kal. One was laying on her tummy with a coloring book, humming around a pacifier. Another, red-faced and drooling, was strapped into a highchair while a staff member spoon-fed him mashed peas, cooing the word “open” like it was some ancient incantation. The third one, however, spotted Kal immediately.

“Ooooh! Fresh meat,” she giggled, bounding over on all fours. She was petite, dressed in a yellow onesie that read Potty Training Dropout, and her pigtails were tied with bows that sparkled under the fairy lights. Her eyes were wide and impish.

Kal stiffened. “Don’t.”

His please went unnoticed. She flounced up, pressing her face far too close to his. “You’re new,” she sang. “What’s your name? Or is it one of those, you know, involuntary rebrands?”

He turned slightly. “I’m not… I don’t belong here. My girlfriend…”

“Oh, honey,” she giggled. “That sentence never ends well in here.”

The staffer behind him gave him a gentle nudge. “Why don’t you two get acquainted while I prep Kalixy’s sippy cup?”

“I’m not thirsty,” he protested weakly.

“Protocol says otherwise,” she smiled, vanishing behind the cushioned divider. Kal exhaled slowly, trying to hide the way his chest was heaving. This wasn’t just playtime. This wasn’t even punishment. This was deliberate.

“So what’d you do?” the girl asked, flopping backward onto a beanbag shaped like a giant penguin. “Forget to put the seat down? Get caught wearing her panties? Oh! Wait… did you say the word ‘daddy’ unironically?”

He didn’t answer.

She cocked her head. “Strong silent type, huh? That won’t last. Not once they bring in the giggle gas.”

Kal blinked. “The what now…..?”

“Relax. I’m teasing.” Then after silence for a beat she added. “Probably.” She licked a lollipop she’d pulled from seemingly nowhere and stared at him with innocent menace. “I’m Crissy. Been here three days. Or maybe it’s been three hours. Time stops working when you’re this padded.”

Kal’s legs buckled slightly as he lowered himself to the floor, overwhelmed. He crawled over to another beanbag next to Crissy, shaped like a dolphin.“IKEYA doesn’t do this,” he muttered to no one. “This isn’t legal. There’s no way this is part of the real store.”

“Mm-mm,” Crissy chirped. “Well, the waivers have been signed.”

“I didn’t sign anything.”

“Can you be certain your girlfriend didn’t, though?”His stomach dropped as he knew the answer all too well.

Just then, the staffer returned with a glittery plastic sippy cup and a bib that read I cry when I’m crinkly. She knelt beside him, beaming. “Okay, my Kalixy. Let’s hydrate those pouty lips, hmm?”

Kal looked up. “I don’t need—” But the pacifier popped, stopping whatever sentence and thoughts he was having. It was then promptly replaced by the sippy spout before he could finish. Sweet, oddly floral milk flooded his mouth, warm, thick, and mildly sedating. He sputtered. “What the?! What is this?”

“Organic nap nectar,” she said cheerfully. “Our special blend. Helps little ones settle in before group snuggle.”

“I’m not settling in,” Kal hissed. “I want out.”

Crissy giggled while rocking back and forth on her overstuffed diaper. “You’re already in, might as well enjoy your time here. Whatever time is, anyway.”

Kal tried to stand, but his knees wobbled. The romper’s frilly layers were sticking to his thighs now. The sippy cup was suction-clutched in his hands, and his tongue betrayed him, he was drinking from it between protests, out of habit or hunger or some embarrassing blend of both. The speaker overhead chimed again.

“Kalixy has entered the Adjustment Phase. All hands prepare for Cuddle Calibration.”

Kal turned to Crissy, panicked. “What’s Cuddle Calibration?”

Crissy patted the penguin beanbag and smiled sweetly. “Let’s just say… you’re about to find out who’s a top snuggler.” Crissy wiggled closer onto Kal’s dolphin beanbag, her pigtails bouncing with each shuffle. Kal tried not to think about how soft the beanbag was, as it molded around him with plush finality, trapping him in a crinkly cradle. The sippy cup was gone, he didn’t even remember handing it back, and a bib had somehow been tied around his neck while he was distracted by the saccharine aftertaste blooming across his tongue. The lights dimmed again. This time, twinkling overhead stars flickered to life. The playpen had entered Snuggle Mode.

“All right, littles,” came the voice overhead, soothing but firm. “It's time for Cuddle Calibration. Pair up, find a snuggle buddy, and remember: cuddles are for sharing.”

Kal stiffened. “No,” he whispered. “No, no, no. I am not—”

“Shhhh,” Crissy crooned, already worming her way under his arm like she belonged there. “We’ll  get flagged for noncompliance if you act up. Trust me. You don’t want the tickle mittens.”

“The what?!”

She didn’t answer as Crissy just snuggled in and threw one leg across Kal’s lap, pinning his padded hips to the dolphin. His whole body tensed. He could feel every humiliating puff of his diaper under her warmth as it squished and rubbed against hers. The romper’s frilly leg holes rode up slightly, revealing a glimpse of pale pink waistband beneath.

Across the room, a male little softly whined next to his buddy admist a pile of stuffed animals. “I—Miss Elise? I think I need to go potty…”

Kal’s head snapped up. One of the staffers appeared instantly, kneeling beside the whimpering boy and stroking his hair. “Oh, sweetheart,” she said sweetly. “You know the rules. You’re not big enough for potty time yet. That’s what your big bum napkin is for, remember? It’s gonna wipe all your messies up.”

“I—b-but I’m really—”

“Shh, little one..” She pressed a finger to his lips. “No need to overthink things. No need to think at all. Just look up at the night sky and count the stars, and let your body do all the rest. Now be a good boy, hm?”

Kal watched, mortified, as the boy’s face crumpled against his cuddle time partner. His knees pressed together. He whimpered louder. And then it happened. The boy gasped, flushed, and let out a muffled cry as his body gave in. A soft, telltale crinkle filled the silence. Then… the faintest squish. Kal gagged.

Crissy giggled. “First timer,” she whispered. “They are  always so dramatic.”

The staffer praised the boy like he’d just passed an exam. “Good job, my little marshmallow. Such a brave baby! Let’s get you into your special reward onesie.”

Kal turned to Crissy, wide-eyed. “They expect me to do that? In front of people?”

“Mmmm,” she said with a lollipop in her pop before popping it out. “They don’t expect anything, really. They just wait you out.”

As if on cue, a staff member drifted over to him like a bedtime ghost. She was holding a clipboard covered in stickers and a plush llama with a pacifier in its mouth. “Kalixy,” she said softly, “your cuddle readings are below optimal. Is something wrong, princess?” Kal opened his mouth, ready to argue, to demand answers. Before he could get even a puff of a sound out, the staff member slid a finger under the elastic of his leg cuff, checking his diaper without a word. He gasped. His thighs clamped shut instinctively. “Still dry,” she noted, scribbling something on the clipboard. “But we’ll get there. Let’s try the lavender lullaby next.”

“I don’t need to get there!” he snapped, voice cracking. “I’m not—I shouldn’t even be here! I’m a grown man!”

The staffer, undisturbed, placed the plush llama into Kal’s lap. “He’s just having a little regression resistance,” she cooed into her headset. “Recommend mild sensory reinforcement and half-dose of sleepy snuggles.”

Kal’s blood ran cold. “Half-dose of what?!”

But the lullaby had already begun, soft, slow, and unnaturally calming. His body sagged. Crissy shifted against him, her arm around his waist now, holding him like a pillow as they sprawled on the dolphin.

“You’re doing so good, Kalipop,” the staffer said as she watched them both. “You’ll be wetting your onesie in no time.”

He wanted to scream. Instead, he drooled a little onto the bib that read Lily’s Little Lamb.  Kal’s body was betraying him. Everything was too soft. Too sweet. Too… cozy. He sagged further into the beanbag with Crissy, thighs pushed apart by the humiliating bulk of his diaper, his body limp and sluggish from whatever they’d put in his sippy cup. Crissy curled closer, her warmth pressing into his side, her fingers idly toying with the lace trim on his romper’s puffed sleeve.

“There’s a good girl,” she purred, deliberately condescending.

Kal flinched. “I—I’m not a—”

“Not a what?” she teased, twisting one of his curls around her finger. She crawled on top of him and then pressed hard her diaper into his rubbing it back and forth and whispered in his ear,“Not a baby? Not a princess? Not a sweet little thing who’s going to melt into all of this so soon?” His face burned as she mounted him. He was too lethargic to shove her off as she used him as she pleased. He also had no idea how she made it sound so certain.

“See, Kalipop,” she continued, her voice taking on a sing-song lilt as she pressed his lower in the beanbag from above while rubbed her diaper back and forth, “I’ve seen this before. Big tough boys dragged in here, all huffy and growly—” she poked his bib-covered chest, “—but then the paci stays in a little longer. Then they start to like the attention.” She pulled her hips back farther that time, as far as she could in her oversized diaper, before she slammed back into him. “And before you know it? Drippy princess.”

His stomach lurched. “I—I don’t—”

“Aww, look at you blushing,” she cooed, pressing a manicured finger to his cheek. “Pink suits you. And speaking of pink—”

Before he could react, she slid her hand down his stomach, tracing slow, feather-light circles just above the humiliating ruffles at his hips. He gasped. His whole body clenched.

“Oh-hoh,” she giggled. “Sensitive little thing, aren’t you?”

Kal swallowed hard, heat blooming across his face, down his chest, pooling between his thighs in a way that made his stomach twist with confusion and shame. “I—I d-don’t like this,” he whispered.

Crissy grinned. “Oh, sweetheart.” She leaned in, lips just brushing his ear. “Your diaper says otherwise.”

Kal whimpered. Before he could break entirely, a bell chimed overhead.

“Group playtime is now open!” the speakers announced. “Please escort our littles to the Magic Meadow.”

Kal barely had time to process the words before gentle hands were lifting him under the arms, pulling him unsteadily to his feet. His legs wobbled. His balance was off, too much fluff, too much thickness between his thighs, too much mortification clogging his brain like syrup.

“Come along, Kalixy,” cooed one of the attendants, giving his padded bottom a light pat that sent an electric jolt of shame through his spine. “Let’s get you somewhere fun.”

Somewhere fun turned out to be a ball pit.

The moment Kal saw it, his stomach dropped. It was deeper than he expected, the plastic spheres piled high in a shimmering wave of red and blue, shifting slightly as another “little” tumbled in with a delighted squeal. Above them, the ceiling twinkled like a storybook night sky.

“I—” Kal started, but Crissy was already behind him, pushing him forward.

“Come on, cutie,” she chirped. “Let’s see how well you swim.”

“I don’t want—” But it was too late. With a final shove, he tumbled forward, landing plop in the middle of the pit, the plastic spheres parting around him like water. The air whooshed from his lungs. He flailed slightly, trying to find footing, but the balls shifted, swallowing him deeper into their embrace. A giggle from behind. He turned sharply, only to find Crissy perching daintily on the edge, swinging her legs.

“Now, that is an adorable sight,” she grinned. “Kuddlebug Kal, right where he belongs.” Kal pushed up on his hands, trying to sit, trying to gain some control, but every movement made him crinkle, the sound amplified in the enclosed pit. His stomach twisted. It was getting harder to ignore that sensation now, the one creeping in, low and insistent. The “organic nap nectar” had done its work, loosening everything inside him, filling him with a pressure that made his thighs clench and his breath hitch.

‘No. No, no, no. Not here. Not now.’ He swallowed hard, shifting in place, but every wiggle sent a new wave of embarrassment crashing over him. The playpen attendants watched with knowing smiles, clipboard in hand. He could already see how this would go. They wanted this.  They expected this. They waited for this.  And the worst part? They knew it was inevitable.

Kal sucked in a breath, squeezing his thighs together as discreetly as he could. It wouldn’t happen. He wouldn’t let it. But then…

“Uh oh.” Crissy’s words were a soft, sing-song, teasing but still had the power to stop Kal’s heart. Crissy’s eyes sparkled as she continued and pointed at Kal. “Someone’s squirming.”

He glared at her. “I’m not—”

“Oh you’re not?,” she interrupted, kicking her feet in the pit making balls fly around them. “Gee, I’m sorry then. I wouldn’t want to be a liar. See, I’m a good girl? I’d never tell a light but—“ She got closer to Kal, “I promise you, you don’t want to fight out what they do to bad girls. Because if you think you’re the first princess to fight this? It’s like kinda  what we all do here, duhhhhh. We get all cute and crinkly and helpless and—” she leaned in, voice dropping to a whisper, “—we give in.”

Kal’s breathing hitched. His body was aching now, too full, too tense, too on the edge. “I can’t,” he whimpered.

Crissy beamed. “That’s exactly what the last one said. You sawwww him. Now stop being a llllaiirrrrr.”

Kal trembled. “No,” he whispered. “I not a—” Just as he was about to finish he sentence, Kal tripped on a ball as he was walking over. As Kal tripped he lost control of his bladder, which he’d been holding onto for dear life. The pressure surged. His body shuddered. And then, the fight was over. It started with a slow, terrifying warmth. A soft gasp. A full-body shiver. And then, hissssssss. Kal’s face burned. He clapped a hand over his mouth, shaking, frozen in horror as his body betrayed him completely. The warmth spread thickly through the padding, saturating the soft cotton layers, swelling them, making them heavier, clingier obvious.

Crissy beamed. “Welcome to the good little girl cwub,” she said shaking her own tushy which had gotten full during cuddle time.

Kal felt sick from the ordeal. Meanwhile, Crissy, meanwhile, was relaxing in the ball pit, letting herself  sink into it as she spoke. “See? Sooooo much better. And now you’re officially a Small land baby. Betcha feel really small.” Crissy giggled.

Kal just laid in the ball pit, red-faced, drenched in his own warmth, while Crissy was humming nursery rhymes beside him. Staffers walked past occasionally, smiling and whispering as Kal sunk deeper into pit trying to hid his shame. The soaked padding between his thighs had swollen past subtlety. He felt small as every slight shift brought a sticky squish, every breath reminded him of his failure. He wasn’t just dressed the part anymore. He’d given in. And worse? They all knew. He whimpered and hugged the nearest plush for comfort, one of the big stuffed toys tossed lazily into the corner of the pit. It was the store’s iconic shark stuffie, wearing a tiara. Kal buried his face in the shark’s fuzzy side, trying to disappear.

He could hear Crissy snort from across the mat. “Aww, wook! She need da baby sharkie to make her poopies!” He didn’t answer. He was too far gone.  The shark stayed silent, too like a good little princess.

One of the attendants finally leaned over the pit, smiling down at him in a maternal gaze. She reached down like the previous staffer checking his diaper in a similar fashion, except this time finding what he was trying to hide. “Oh dear,” she clicked her tongue. “Has someone made a princess puddle in their princess panties?” Kal buried into th pit while he covered his face with his hands. “Protocol requires a clean change before Mommy can see her little treasure,” she said lightly, snapping her fingers. “Can someone go fetch the changing mat?”

Kal looked up in horror. “Wait—no. I can walk. I can—” He tried to stand, but slipped again, the ball pit squeaking beneath him. Another staffer was there in an instant, scooping him up like he weighed nothing, one hand firmly under his padded bottom.

“Aww, you’re leaking, Kalixy.”

“I—I’m not—”

“Don’t fuss, baby girl,” she whispered. “You’ll make it worse.” Kal whimpered in response clinging to the staffer holding him.

“Me next! Me next!” Crissy shouted while throwing balls from the pit up in the air.

“Of course, Crissy-Wissy.” A staffer replied. “Well get Kalipo wrapped up in no time and then it's your turn for clean up, and I can see you made and awfully bigggg mess this time missy. More than usual. Did Kalixy have anything to do with this?”

Kal turned to dig his head into the staffer carrying him in response to the accusation.  She carried him out of the pit and onto a pastel-pink playmat already laid out beside a wall of foam daisies. Soft music played overhead, something flute-heavy and almost hypnotic. A low table nearby held wipes, lotion, powder, and, Kal choked, a lineup of diapers decorated in glittery cartoon ponies and hearts.

The three staffers surrounded him like well-rehearsed performers. They moved with gentle ease, as though changing a sobbing, trembling adult man was the most natural thing in the world.

“Legs up, princess,” one sang. Kal didn’t move. The second raised an eyebrow. “Someone forgot their manners.” The third, the one with the clipboard, knelt beside him and stroked his hair. “Kalixy, baby. If you want your soggy little bottom changed, you have to ask nicely.”

He froze. “I—I can’t.”

“Can’t or won’t?” she asked sweetly.

“I… I’m not a…”

The first snapped the waistband of his soaked diaper. “Sweetie, we already know you’re not a big boy. We just need to hear it from you.”

Kal trembled. The heat in his face was unbearable. His mind screamed no, but his body, squirming in a wet diaper, surrounded by women who cooed and laughed and owned every moment, was telling a different story.

The clipboard staffer leaned in, whispering directly into his ear. “Say it, Kalberry. Tell us what you are. Beg us to make your princess parts pretty again.”

He whimpered. “I… I need…”

She waited.

“I need a change.”

“All together now,” one sang.

“I… I need a change, please…”

“And?”

“I—I’ve been a bad girl…”

Giggles all around. One clapped her hands in delight.“There she is!” the third laughed. “There’s our soggy little star!”

With practiced precision, they got to work. Snaps unsnapped. Tabs ripped open. Cool air hit wet skin, and Kal let out a shuddering moan, half shame, half unwilling pleasure. The attention. The scent of baby powder. The firm but gentle hands lifting his legs and wiping him clean like he was some helpless dolly made just for this. Just a dolly meant to be toyed with.

“Let’s play a little game while we get you clean,” said one of the staffers, holding up a bright pink wand tipped with a soft, vibrating heart. “This is called the ‘Good Girl Reminder.’ When it hums, you wiggle your hips like a ballerina.”

Kal blinked. “W-what—” Buzz.

They applied it without warning, just below his tummy, pressing against freshly powdered skin, teasing but never satisfying. Kal gasped, his hips bucking helplessly.

“Good girl,” another staffer giggled on while clapped at Kal’s performance to cheer him on.

“Almost there,” the third staffer  added, guiding Kal’s hands to hold the front of the new diaper open. “Show us how good you can be. Hold your princess panties open for us, just like that.”

Kal obeyed. Mind spinning. Body flushed. Every part of him trembling. He held the diaper while they teased him his pathetic little dick with soft brushes, scented oils, and whispered promises of what good girls get, ribbons, bows, praise on there clitty. He was close. He didn’t know to what, but he was close.

And just as he tipped over the edge. They stopped. The wand was pulled away. The new diaper, bright pink with glitter unicorns, was yanked up and taped snug. Kal whined.

But the third staffer grinned. “Oh no, Kalixy. Big girls don’t finish without permission. You’re still in training, remember?”

He wasn't big enough to hold his feelings back, so Kal sobbed. As Kal sniffled and cried, the staffers sprinkled a little extra powder for good measure, then pulled him upright, smoothing his ruffled skirt back down and sliding a pacifier into his mouth to help soothe his frustration away as he was no longer big enough to manage those actions on his own. Just as they popped the paci in, a soft chime rang out and the speaker crackled. “Lily has arrived for Princess Pickup,” the robotic voice announced. Kal’s stomach dropped.

“There we go,” one of them said, standing back to admire their work. “Nice and pretty. Just in time for Mommy.”

Kal swallowed hard, heart pounding, the humiliating heat still clinging to his thighs. Because soon, Lily would see what they’d done to him. And worse? She would love it.

And behind them, the door to Small land creaked open. When Lily walked in, she didn’t strut, no urgency in her stride, she glided over. Designer sunglasses perched in her hair, a printed IKEYA receipt fluttering in her fingers like a victory banner, and a mischievous smirk blooming on her lips the moment she laid eyes on him.

“Oh. My Kalixy,” she cooed, voice dripping with pride. “You look even better than I imagined.”

Kal stood frozen in front of the changing mat, still dazed with a pacifier lock in place, still trembling, still smelling faintly of baby powder and blushing shame. His pacifier bobbed with every shallow breath. He was clean, powdered, and freshly padded, but emotionally? He was a wreck.

And Lily knew it. She gave the staff a knowing look. “Did she behave?”

“She needed some encouragement,” said one, grinning. “But she got there.”

“Good girl,” Lily said softly cooed, walking over and brushing a stray curl from Kal’s forehead. “You know, I wasn’t sure about the unicorn pattern, but wow. Look at you. You’re practically glowing.” Kal whimpered.

“Oh, don’t pout,” she teased, pinching his cheek. “You’ve made Daddy so proud. And lucky you, I bought everything we need to turn your nursery into a full-time playroom.”

She held up the receipt like a scroll. “Let’s see… pink velvet changing table with locking drawers, a crib bed frame with side rails, high chair with adjustable restraints, three sets of unicorn princess curtains, a closet full of baby dresses, and a custom-scented diaper pail with lavender inserts. Oh, and I did find a rug for fun that says ‘Daddy’s Little Sissy’ in bubble letters in the clearance section. There was no way I could turn that steal down.” Kal’s knees almost buckled as she listed ever item out and he imagined how they’d have the room for that all, but he knew that answer. Lily would make the room, by getting rid of what she deemed Kal’s unnecessary adult furniture items.

“But,” she continued cheerfully, “there is one tiny problem.” Ignoring the many problems Kal felt himself facing. Lily gestured toward the mountain of flat-packed boxes beside her. “I bought so much that I can’t push you and the cart to the car. Would one of you help me for a second?”

Kal’s eyes widened at the though of leaving the store looking like this. “No,” he mumbled behind the pacifier.

One of the staffers walked up behind him, “Of course, that’s what we’re here for. To help our customers all the way to the end.” She was already unfolding something massive. “Oh, and it looks like she’s ready to go,” the staffer said sweetly.

Kal turned to see that the staffer had gotten a stroller, but not just any stroller. This thing was custom-built, big enough to carry a full-grown adult, padded pink like a princess’s throne, with adjustable straps, and a  canopy.

He backed up. “No. No, no, no—”

Lily raised an eyebrow. “Kalixy.” He stopped. She didn’t need to raise her voice.

“You’re wet, you’ve been changed, and you’ve begged for it. You’re not walking to the car like a big boy. You’re riding.”

Two staffers stepped in. Gently. Professionally. No wasted movement. Kal struggled, but only for show. His body was too heavy with shame, too soft from submission. His limbs didn’t fight like they used to. The tray was locked down. The straps clicked shut.

Lily stepped forward and tightened the crotch buckle herself, her fingers brushing the swollen front of his diaper with a slow, deliberate tug.“There,” she whispered. “All safe. Daddy’s special cargo.” Kal groaned. His legs were spread wide. The onesie rode up, showing off the ruffled waistband of his new diaper. The pacifier bobbed uselessly as he tried to speak, but no one cared what he had to say anymore. His words didn’t matter, but his image did.

“Okay, Princess Pickup is clear to exit,” called the Small land staffer cheerfully.

And with that, the stroller wheels began to roll, out past the playpen, through the lobby, and into the open IKEYA floor. Kal saw it all in slow motion: parents, shoppers, and children. A man carrying five packs of teal curtains stopped mid-step to stare. A teenager whispered something to her friend and giggled. A dad blinked, then gave Lily a respectful nod before quickly herding his kids in the other direction. Lily waved like she was walking a prize-winning poodle.

“My Kalixy’s had such a busy day,” she said to no one in particular. “We’ll be going home now. Someone needs their bottle and a nice long nap.”

Kal whimpered behind the pacifier, unable to hide the look of complete and total humiliation blooming on his face.

He was being paraded all while he was tied down. All he could do was soak in whatever came his way: praise, mockery, and stares. The same way his diaper soaked in whatever came out from him. All Kall could do, while feeling like a soggy diaper was thinking as they steadily made their way to the parking lot. ‘This is only day one of this.’ Whatever fight was left in Kal eroded like baby powder melting into the damp heat of a soaked diaper, inevitable, and soft. All Kal could figure out to do was suckle on his pack for a form of comfort. ‘I am already here’ he thought, ‘I might as well enjoy my time…..’
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