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When Lily pushed the stroller through the front door, Kal knew nothing would ever be the same. Gone were the cool neutrals of their shared apartment, the blacks, the greys, the adult minimalism he once clung to. In its place bloomed a landscape of pastel surrender.

The nursery began at what used to be the guest room, but the theme had bled beyond its borders. Pink ruffle curtains fluttered at every window. A custom alphabet mat spelled out MOMMY’S LITTLE PRINCESS in bubbly letters across the hallway floor. The air smelled of baby powder, lavender, and faintly of vanilla-scented wipes.

Kal sat stunned in the stroller, the crotch strap firm against his freshly changed padding, pacifier bobbing slightly as Lily wheeled him past the threshold.

“Let’s give you the full tour,” she said, locking the stroller brakes. “You should see how adorable your new life looks.”

She unstrapped him slowly, then scooped him into her arms, one hand planted beneath his crinkly bottom. Kal clung to her by instinct, face burning as she carried him into what was once a bland little office. Now? It was a full-scale nursery.

The first thing that caught his eye was the changing table. It stood where his desk used to be, now reimagined in baby-pink lacquered wood with locking drawers and brass handles shaped like cartoon clouds. Thick vinyl padding covered the surface, embroidered with butterflies and a big heart in the center labeled: “Changing Princess Zone.” A wipe warmer sat quietly in the corner, already glowing. Below the table, soft cubbies were filled with neatly stacked diapers, some printed with unicorns and tiaras, others with rainbows, pacifiers, or the humiliating phrase “Mommy’s Messy Girl” across the seat. There were pastel bottles of lotion, powders, creams, and baby oils, all arranged by scent: lavender, vanilla, cotton candy, and then there were the straps. Four of them. Pink, padded, buckled to the corners of the mat, two for wrists, two for ankles. Each tipped with tiny golden buckles shaped like hearts. Kalixy stared at them in horror. Lily noticed. “Oh, don’t look so surprised,” she said sweetly, patting the mat. “It’s important that princesses stay still during changes. No more kicking, no more hiding. That’s a big girl’s rule.”

He whimpered behind his paci, but didn’t resist as she gently lifted him under the arms and laid him back onto the mat. The vinyl was warm. He sank into the heart-shaped padding, legs dangling slightly off the edge. His diaper crinkled beneath him like a surrender flag. Then the straps came. “Wrists first,” Lily hummed, gently pulling his right arm up and guiding it into place. The strap hugged snugly around his wrist and clicked shut with a soft snick. Then the left. Kal squirmed. “Shhh,” Lily whispered, brushing his cheek. “You’re lucky I didn’t get the vibrating ones.”

His legs were next, bent at the knee and raised slightly so that when she fastened the ankle straps, they held him open, leaving him helpless and available. He gasped around the pacifier, body trembling as Lily stepped back and admired her work. “There,” she said, hand on her hip. “Now that’s what I call a properly secured princess.”

She opened the top drawer with a flourish and pulled out the lavender-colored enema bulb, holding it up to his face with a devilish grin. “Just in case your tummy gets fussy,” she cooed. “Orrrrr someone’s in need of some good girl lessons.” Kal squeaked and Lily winked at him. “Don’t worry. We’ll get there.” She set the bulb aside for now, close, visible, threatening, and slid two fingers into the waistband of his diaper. With slow, deliberate care, she peeled back the tapes. One side. Then the other. The thick padding sagged open to reveal the warm, flushed skin beneath. Kalixy shivered.

“You’re already a little damp,” Lily murmured, dabbing gently with a warm wipe. “Looks like someone needed this change more than he realized.” The straps creaked slightly as Kal flinched under her touch, but there was nowhere to go. No way to hide. The pink vinyl padding below and the soft straps above had made sure of that. Lily continued humming as she wiped him clean, her touch tender but clinical. She powdered him with a swirl of pink shimmer dust, letting it settle like fairy magic on his skin. Then she slid a new diaper beneath him, this one decorated with glitter tiaras and stars, the word “PRETTY” repeated in cursive across the waistband. She fastened the tabs, patted the front, and leaned close. “All done,” she whispered. “You didn’t wiggle even once.” She kissed his cheek, soft and warm. “Maybe I’ll let you pick the pacifier next time. If you keep being my good girl.” Kal closed his eyes and sagged against the table, cheeks burning, legs still spread, wrists still bound. He didn’t even notice that the drawer hadn’t closed all the way. The enema bulb was still sitting just inches from his thigh, waiting for its chance to pounce.

Next came the crib, and it was massive. White pearl rails wrapped around a mattress lined with pink silk sheets and an overstuffed quilt covered in plush bunnies. Above it, a mobile spun slowly, playing a lullaby version of Dancing Queen, the same melody from IKEYA’s Small land. Kal’s name, Kalixy, was embroidered across the pillow, surrounded by hearts and tiaras.

“Nap time’s scheduled after lunch,” Lily said. “The rails lock, obviously. Don’t want you wandering.” Kal shifted nervously, diaper crinkling loudly.

The high chair was next. Custom-built. Adult-sized, but designed with humiliating baby features: tray with suction toys, adjustable chest harness, and a footrest with velcro booties attached so his ankles would stay together. A placemat sat on the tray with sparkly letters: PRINCESS MANNERS ONLY.

“You’ll be eating all your meals in here,” Lily said cheerfully. “No forks. Just soft foods and a bib. Maybe Daddy will hand-feed you if you behave.” Kal whimpered.

In the corner stood the playpen, pastel mesh sides, foam floor, filled with oversized blocks, rattles, and plushies. She gently lowered him into it, brushing a kiss on his forehead.

“Go ahead, sweetie,” she whispered. “Make Daddy a pretty tower.” Kal obeyed. Wordlessly. His diaper squished slightly as he knelt on the mat, stacking plastic blocks with cartoon princesses. His hands shook. His legs spread wide without resistance.

“You’re such a good little Kalixy,” she praised.

And then came the final horror: the vanity station. Where the bookshelf once stood, it was white with gold trim, shaped like something out of a fairy tale, complete with a heart-framed mirror surrounded by LED lights that twinkled like stars. A bouquet of hair ribbons and glitter lip glosses lined the surface, alongside a pink plastic tray filled with pacifier-shaped lip balms and sparkling blushes labeled things like “Sissy Rose” and “Tutu Tint.” But Kal’s eyes caught on something else: the booster seat.

It was mounted to the vanity chair, glossy and pastel pink… but there was something strange about it. A subtle bulge rose up from the middle of the cushion, shiny, silicone, and unmistakably shaped. Kal’s breath hitched. “Lily…?”

She leaned in, brushing his curls back into neat symmetry. “It’s to help you sit like a good girl, baby.”

“But—”

“Shhh. No fuss. Mommy made a special modification just for you.” With one quick motion, she laid Kal back across the padded changing mat, humming softly as she unfastened the fresh diaper she’d just put him in minutes earlier.

“We’ll make a little hole,” she said sweetly, snipping through the padded front with a pair of gold baby scissors, “just big enough for your new seat buddy.”

Kal whimpered as she taped it back around him, a ring of frilly white padding still framing the exposed area.

Then, gently, she sat him down on the booster. The tip met him perfectly. Kal gasped, body clenching instinctively as the soft silicone pressed upward firmly. It was unmoving and present as it filled him fully.

“Now,” Lily purred, handing him a heart-shaped blush brush, “Show Mommy how pretty you can make your cheeks while you learn to stay seated like a real princess.”

Kal’s trembling fingers took the brush. His eyes flicked to the mirror. The pacifier bounced softly in his mouth. His thighs quivered, and behind his fluttering lashes, shame and heat bloomed.

He didn’t fight her as she applied powder blush to his cheeks and styled his hair into twin curly puffs. A pink bow sat dead-center atop his head.

Kal stared at himself in the mirror. His wide eyes, glossy lips, rosy cheeks, frilly romper, and bulging diaper made him look like… her baby, her doll. Lily hugged him from behind.

“You look so precious I could cry,” she whispered. “And we’ve only just started.”

Before nap time came lunch, and Lily had everything prepared. Lily gently guided Kalixy toward into high chair they had past earlier, her hand resting on the back of his frilly bloomers, steering him like he needed the supervision. “Up you go,” she cooed, lifting him with ease and lowering him into the seat. Kalixy’s legs splayed instinctively. The thick diaper made sitting upright awkward, no, impossible, without the built-in curve of the chair that cupped his padded bottom and kept him tilted slightly back. The tray clicked into place in front of him with a firm snap, locking him in. Lily fastened the five-point harness, one strap across each shoulder, one between his legs, and one across his chest. They were soft, but snug. Decorative, but firm. There was no standing up from this without help.

Kalixy whimpered behind his pacifier as Lily tied a bib around his neck, this one pink satin with white lace trim and the words “Little Messy Missy” embroidered across the front.

“Today’s menu,” Lily said with dramatic flair, placing a silicone plate on the tray, “includes banana mush, applesauce, and a bottle of warm oat milk. All your favorites, babydoll.”

The spoon was rubber-tipped and shaped like a duck. She scooped up a glob of banana mush and brought it slowly toward him. Kalixy turned his head. Lily didn’t say anything. She just gave him a look. He turned back. The spoon slipped past his lips. The taste was soft and sweet, harmless, but the humiliation swelled as Lily cooed, “Good girl! Big bite for Mommy.” He squirmed. She kept feeding him, one spoonful at a time, wiping stray dribbles with the bib, tapping the tray every time he swallowed.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered as he took the last bit of applesauce. “You’re going to be so sleepy after all that hard work.” She popped the bottle into his mouth, warm, milky, gentle. Kalixy suckled automatically. It soothed something in his chest, even as his legs shifted beneath the tray in quiet discomfort. When the bottle was finished, she unstrapped the tray, unbuckled the harness, and lifted him into her arms. “Alright, now its time for nappies, princess.”

As they walked over the white pearl rails gleamed under the nursery lights, high enough to keep even the most squirmy “little” from climbing out. The mattress, more visible, was deep and plush, lined with pink silk sheets that shimmered faintly with every movement. At the corners: oversized plush bunnies with bows stitched to their ears, sewn directly into the fabric looked like guardians of the crib. A fluffy quilt sat neatly folded at the foot, covered in embroidered tiaras, rattles, and tiny pastel heels. It looked comically oversized… until Lily unfolded it. Then it looked suffocatingly appropriate. Above, the mobile spun slowly, each hanging charm shaped like a glittering princess wand, a heart-shaped pacifier, or a golden diaper pin. As it turned, it continued to play a lullaby version of Dancing Queen, that same hauntingly sweet melody piped through the daycare back at IKEYA’s Small Land.And there, in the center of the crib, lay the pillow. Embroidered in glimmering thread, Kalixy: surrounded by hearts, tiaras, and bows.

Kal didn’t speak, he just stood at the end of the crib, his knees wobbled slightly from the booster seat and the vanity’s. His fingers trembled at his sides. “Up we go, babydoll,” Lily said gently, scooping him into her arms. She carried him like he weighed nothing. Like he wasn’t a grown man who’d been reduced to a passive little girl. Like he wasn’t still processing the fact that he’d just been wiped, strapped down, and taped into a glittery princess diaper, forced to ride a dildo chair, wear make up, strapped down and fed food. Lily laid him down onto the silk sheets with a loving softness that made it worse.

“Let’s get you cozy,” she whispered, pulling the quilt up to his chin and tucking it around him with practiced hands. “My sleepy little Kalixy.” Kal blinked slowly, the soft, haunting notes of the mobile filling the room.And then came the side rail. With a low click, Lily pulled it up, locking it in place. Kal’s breath hitched. He sat up slightly, only for her to place a hand on his chest and ease him back down.

“None of that,” she said sweetly.

“You know the rules. Once you’re tucked in, it’s crib time. You need rest to be a pretty princess tomorrow, and then next day, and the day after that, and the day after that.”

Lily continued to ramble on as she reached for the edge of the crib and, click, pulled out a set of soft restraints. Silk ribbons sewn into the quilt itself, matched perfectly to the color scheme. He stared at her as she smiled back.

“These are just for naptime,” she said. “So you don’t wander.”

Kal didn’t resist as she gently tied the ribbons around his wrists, looping them through the rails, not tight, just enough to keep his hands from going anywhere but down. Then his ankles. By the time she was done, he looked like a doll in a box. A doll neatly wrapped, fully packaged, and completely owned. Lily kissed his forehead. “You’re finally where you belong,” she whispered. “Wrapped in pink, named by Daddy, and sleeping to a princess song.”

Kal whimpered softly as she slid the pacifier into his mouth and turned off the nursery lights. The mobile spun as the lullaby looped and he felt his diaper crinkle as he drifted off intoxicated into slumber.   When Kalixy finally came to, he stirred beneath the pink quilt, the soft notes of the Dancing Queen lullaby still playing on loop as the mobile spun gently above her. His wrists tugged against the silk restraints, lightly tied now, but still firm enough to remind her that getting up required permission. The diaper between his legs had grown warm and swollen. Not soaked, but just enough to squish softly when she moved. Lily’s voice, sweet and playful, drifted in before the door even creaked open.

“Is Mommy’s sleepy princess ready to rise and rhyme?”

Kalixy blinked. The side rail clicked down. Lily leaned over and brushed a curl off Kalixy’s damp forehead, then slipped two fingers into the waistband of the diaper. “Hmmm. We’ll get you changed after your lesson,” she said with a wink. “Wobbly legs are perfect for ribbon time.” Before Kalixy could whimper, he was scooped up, quilt and all, and carried to the middle of the nursery mat like a well-wrapped gift. Lily set him down gently, then unrolled a silk wand from a velvet pouch.

It was long, glittery, and tipped with a fat, satin bow the size of Kalixy’s hand. From the bow trailed a curling stream of pink ribbon, printed with golden letters that read: “Practice Makes Princess.” Kalixy’s eyes widened. “No… please—”

Lily popped a pacifier into his mouth before he could finish. She held up the wand.

“This is your Rhyme-Time Ribbon Wand, sweetheart. Remember what it’s for?” Kalixy shook her head slowly.

Lily raised a brow. “Tsk. Then let’s review.”

She tapped a button at the base. The wand chirped once, and a sweet, sing-song voice filled the room: “Twirl and curtsy, soft and sweet, Princesses must stay light on their feet!” The ribbon pulsed with color. Kalixy didn’t move as his eyes grew large in fright and wonder. Lily knelt beside her and whispered, “You can’t stop until the wand says ‘Good Girl Complete.’ And you don’t want to hear what it says when you fail…”

Kalixy stood slowly, cheeks flushing as the diaper forced her legs apart in that crinkly, waddling posture she could never quite correct. She lifted the wand with both hands. The ribbon trailed behind her like a leash. Another rhyme rang out: “Wave your wand and wiggle your hips, Practice your pout and purse your lips!” Kalixy obeyed. Shakily. She waved the wand in soft circles, letting the ribbon flutter through the air, then gave a tiny, awkward hip wiggle.

Lily clapped. “That’s it! A little more swish in those steps, baby.” The wand chimed again. “Skip, spin, then drop to your knees. Blow Mommy a kiss and say ‘Pretty please!’” Kalixy twirled. Stumbled. Landed hard on her knees with a soft padded thump.

She blew a kiss, eyes locked with Lily’s, then whispered through her paci: “P-pwitty pwease…” The wand blinked pink and paused. Then: “GOOD GIRL COMPLETE.”

Kalixy collapsed forward in relief, cheeks burning, arms heavy. Lily reached out and caught her, pulling her close with a chuckle.

“Oh, my little dancer’s learning fast.” She kissed Kalixy’s forehead and tapped the front of her diaper.

“Let’s get you changed, ballerina. Then maybe a lesson in sissy spelling before your bottle.” Kalixy didn’t protest. The ribbon wand trailed from her hand like a leash she’d never let go.

A week later, and Kal had all but resigned himself to this way of life, not with a scream, but with a soft sigh behind his pacifier as he sat on the foam alphabet mat, surrounded by the pastel clutter of toys designed to shape him into the perfect little princess. In one hand, he held the Rhyme-Time Ribbon Wand, its glittering trail looping lazily behind him as he repeated the rhyme for the third time that morning: “Twirl and curtsy, soft and sweet, princesses must stay light on their feet!” Nearby, the Sissy Stacking Rings lay in a neat pile, each ring a different shade of blush and stamped with words like “Obey” and “Hold Still.” Kalixy had arranged them perfectly earlier, earning a single gold star on her Chore Chart Puzzle, though she’d lost one for hesitating before blowing Lily a kiss. The Lip Gloss and Giggle Game sat open at the vanity, still chirping instructions to smile and say, “I’m the prettiest girl in the room!” into the mirror until it blinked pink. Across from her, the Babble Baby Doll had begun to whimper, her diaper turning blue with a “wet” indicator as Kalixy crawled over, trembling fingers grabbing one of the frilly cloth nappies from the Dress-Up Trunk to practice a proper change. Behind her was her IYKEA Shark, dressed in a tutu and tiara, leaned against a giant stuffed unicorn, waiting patiently for his own “princess inspection.” The Crinkle Choir Plushies were lined up in the crib, each one ready to sing a lullaby if squeezed long enough, though one had gone off earlier when Kalixy hugged it too tightly during a change. This was his world now. He didn’t ask why anymore. Why the furniture had safety buckles or why the mirror only turned on once a ribbon was clipped into his hair. He didn’t question why Lily always smiled when he stuttered his name as Kalixy. He just played. Practiced. Performed. And obeyed, because that’s what good girls do.

As he sat in the middle of the nursery rug, legs spread wide, frilly bloomers bunched up around his thighs, and a lace-trimmed bib velcroed around his neck. The bib read “Spilled Milk, Still Cute.” His fingers were sticky with purée, and a faint milk mustache curled above his upper lip. He wasn’t allowed to wipe it off.Across the nursery, Lily hummed as she adjusted the curtain tieback ribbon bows with bells that jingled when the windows opened.

Kal looked down at himself. His romper was new, layers upon layers of candy-pink chiffon, with puffed sleeves and pearl buttons down the back. The waistband cinched tight with a satin bow that practically screamed “open me,” and his legs were completely bare, save for a thick, white diaper covered in purple tiaras and the word SPOILED printed across the seat in glitter letters. He was polished, powdered, and completely mortified when the doorbell rang.

“Oh, they’re here!” Lily sang. “Be on your best behavior, Kalixy.”

Kal’s stomach sank. ‘Be on my best behavior for Who?’ He thought as the door opened, and in stepped Crissy, hitching up a ruffled yellow dress, pacifier dangling from a clip shaped like a duck, pigtails bouncing. And behind her came a tall man, he had broad-shouldered. He had tanned skin, warm brown eyes, a neatly groomed beard. He wore a soft olive sweater rolled up at the forearms and black jeans that made him look like he belonged in a European lifestyle catalog. Calm. Confident. Masculine is in a way that is hurtful to look at. Kal swallowed around his pacifier.

“Thanks for having us,” the man said with an easy smile, setting down Crissy’s diaper bag. “Someone’s been babbling about her playdate all week.”

Crissy skipped forward and plopped beside Kal with a happy bounce, her diaper squishing audibly. “Hiya Kallixy!” she squealed, her words slurring into a bubbly lisp. “We gonna pway wit bwocks? Or dress-up? Or—” she leaned closer and giggled, “—do nappies get checked first?”

Kal couldn’t speak. He was too aware of the way a person he didn’t know, a man, was watching him. That subtle, amused smile. The way his eyes swept over Kal’s outfit made his cheeks flush and his posture tremble.

The man looked at Lily, “She’s adorable,” he said.

Lily smiled. “She’s been working very hard on her manners.”

Diego turned back to Kal and crouched down to his eye level. Even squatting, he was still somehow tall and commanding. He reached out and brushed a lock of Kal’s hair behind his ear. “You’re the prettiest little princess I’ve seen in a long time,” he said softly. Kal’s ears burned as he tried to shove his love of compliments down, deep inside him, his diaper still twitched.

“Such a good girl, letting Lily dress you up like this.” Kal felt his breath catch behind the pacifier.

Crissy snorted. “He’s blushin’!” she sang. “Kalixy’s gonna ‘splode!”

“Crissy,” The man said gently, sitting cross-legged behind her and pulling her into his lap, “What did we say about being a polite playmate?”

She stuck her tongue out. “Thorry, Daddy. I jus’ wanna tease da pwetty pwetty baby.”

Crissy’s Daddy kissed her head and patted her diapered bottom. “Little girls who tattle get tummy tickles.”

Crissy squealed and curled up in his arms, instantly regressing further, babbling nonsense and kicking her feet. “Nooo Daddy don’ tickle mah tum! I be good!”

Kal stared. She had been so dominant in the Small land playpen. Now she was limp in his arms, a bratty baby, totally gone. He looked at the man again. There was no shame in his expression. Just control, ease, and ownership. And Kal, dolled up like a crinkly cake topper, was shrinking in comparison by the second.

“You wet yet, princess?” Crissy asked from her Daddy’s lap. Kal whimpered. Crissy’s Daddy gave him a look that stripped him down to the changing mat.

“Why don’t we check, hmm?” the man offered. Kal scooted back instinctively, only to be stopped by Lily’s hand on his shoulder.

“Oh no, sweetheart,” she whispered. “You show Deigo now. I’ve taught you manners. Now, be polite to our guests.” Kal shivered then, trembling, lifted his skirt. His diaper was only slightly damp. Just enough to squish.

Diego smirked. “Good girl.” Kal’s heart flipped.

Crissy giggled again and began clapping. “Kallixy’s a leaky leak!”

“Looks like someone is due for a game,” Lily said, stepping over with a grin. “Maybe Pretty Princess Dress-Up?”Kal looked up at her in silent dread. She leaned down.

“Winner gets cuddles. Loser? Well… loser gets a double diaper and ten minutes in the blushy corner while Daddy Diego takes pictures.” Kal’s knees buckled. Crissy licked her lips. Diego smiled.

“But first, before any games can get played,” Lily cooed, tapping the seat of Kal’s diaper with her manicured fingers. “Somebody’s crinkly and soggy.”

Lily patted the vinyl mat beside her, and Kal crawled over on trembling hands and knees, cheeks glowing and diaper squishing loudly. Kal settled in, eyes darting nervously between Lily and the calm, watching presence of Diego. His legs were already spreading without him thinking.

“Let’s get my pretty girl freshened up,” she said sweetly, unsnapping the onesie at his crotch and peeling back the diaper.

Kal whimpered as the cool air hit him. And then, Hiss. She opened a small tin of baby powder. But it wasn’t white. It was pink and shimmering. She dusted it slowly over his twitching length with deliberate circles, the soft cloud settling over him like a blush come to life.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” Lily said with a mock gasp, glancing back at Diego and Crissy, “This one’s the special kind.” She shook it back and forth in her hands for her audience while giving Kal a wicked smile.

“It’s for little boys who can’t stop getting excited in their princess panties. It helps calm things down. Reminds them what they really are.” While Kal knew all too well that wasn’t true, the powder was pink because Lily found a brand that put calamine in some body powder and enjoyed its calming effects on the skin, but the shame he felt at this moment was all too real.

Diego chuckled as Crissy squealed. “He got girlie glitter dick powder! He got da sissy sparkle!”

Kal’s mouth dropped open behind his pacifier. Lily even began to giggle herself but saw Kal’s distress and began to calm him. “Shhh, Kalixy. It’s okay. You can twitch all you want, but Mommy will keep you soft and sweet where it counts.” She pressed the front of the fresh diaper up between his thighs and sealed the tabs with a snap. The pink powder clung to his skin like shame itself.

“Now,” Lily purred, “I think it’s time for our Pretty Princess Dress-Up contest.”

Crissy clapped, bouncing in Diego’s lap with a pacifier dangling from her mouth. “I gets mah wibbon twunks!”

Diego laughed and kissed the side of her head. “That’s right, baby girl. Only if you’re the prettiest.”

The vanity sparkled beneath fairy lights as Kal and Crissy stood side by side in front of the mirror, both in matching pastel bloomers and puffy training bras that barely covered the frilly seams of their little chests. Their reflections were a riot of pink, bows, and padded shame.

But while Crissy wriggled and chirped, clearly thriving in the spotlight, Kal stood still, tense, trembling, cheeks pinker than his bows because his vanity seat was not like hers. Lily guided him gently to the booster chair in front of the left mirror, humming as she fluffed his curls. The chair looked innocent at first glance with its pink plastic, gold-edged, glittery exterior. But nestled in the center of the seat, rising from the cushion like a pacifier for his other hole, was a glossy pink dildo. This was bigger than the one on the seat previously; that one hadn’t really been a dildo. It had been more of a training set…training him for this. This was designed for slow, girlish surrender.

Crissy climbed into her soft beanbag vanity stool and began to smear glitter on her cheeks with both hands. Kal, by contrast, was lowered carefully into place. The tip met him before he could react. Lily smiled sweetly and pressed down on his shoulders, seating him flush against the shape. Kal gasped, his knees knocking. He clutched the vanity’s edge with trembling fingers.

“There,” she whispered. “Perfect posture, princess.” He whined through his pacifier.

“Oh, don’t worry,” Lily added brightly, lifting the hem of his bloomers to peek at the modified diaper underneath. “I already cut a perfect little hole for you, remember? Just enough to feel it.”

Diego chuckled from behind. “I think she’s already feeling it.”

Crissy looked over and grinned through smeared lip gloss. “Kawwixy sittin’ on da tickle stick!” Kal whimpered.

Lily placed a glittery blush brush into his hand. “Go on then, baby. Make your cheeks as pink as your princess parts.”

Kal’s whole body trembled as he began to apply blush, slowly, awkwardly, rocking just slightly with every stroke. The dildo didn’t move, it didn’t have to. His own tension did the work. Crissy was already swiping purple sparkle shadow across her lids with both fists, tongue poking out of the side of her mouth. “Dis one fow Daddyyy~” she sang.

Kal looked at himself in the mirror. Twin ponytails. Padded bloomers with hearts. Training bra with a pink bow in the center. Cheeks flushed with glitter and shame. And in the very center of his reflection, the seat pressing inside him, subtle, teasing, inescapable. Lily knelt behind him and kissed his cheek.

“Whoever wins gets a reward,” she murmured. “Whoever loses gets reminded what little princesses are really for.” Kal bit down softly on his pacifier and kept brushing. Because he already knew he was going to lose.

Lily clapped her hands. “Okay, my pretty babies. Makeup’s done. Now it’s time for the Talent Round!”

Kal blinked at her through teary lashes, still seated firmly on the vanity’s booster dildo, cheeks shimmering with glitter. His blush was uneven. His lip gloss smudged. And he was so painfully, obscenely aware of the soft pressure pressing against him beneath his diaper.

Crissy was already bouncing in place. “Oooh me fuhst!” she squealed, her bloomers puffing out with every jump. “Me gunna twirl n’ dance fuh Daddyyyy~!”

Diego nodded like a proud coach. “Go show ’em, sparklebug.”

Crissy launched into a series of high steps and floppy twirls, arms flailing like she was spinning in a tutu for the first time. Her pigtails bounced with each hop. She stumbled twice. Once she even fell flat on her padded butt and let out a dramatic baby-wail, but then quickly popped back up with a giggle.

“Oopsies!”

Lily chuckled. “Flawless recovery.”

Crissy ended her routine with a full-on curtsey, then blew two kisses: one to Lily, one to Diego.

“Ten outta ten,” Diego said, clapping slowly. “She even nailed the tantrum.”

“Your turn, Kalixy!” Lily sang, turning toward him.

Kal hesitated. He was still on the dildo seat. Still trembling. ‘I don’t have a talent.’ He thought as anxiety bit into him. ‘I don’t have anything.’

Lily crouched next to him, brushing a glittery curl from his cheek. “Would you like help standing, baby?” He nodded silently.

She lifted him off the seat. He whimpered as he slid off the silicone, knees buckling slightly as he waddled toward the rug. The hole in his diaper chafed slightly now, his body clenching instinctively around phantom pressure.

“Go ahead, princess,” Lily said sweetly. “Show us what you can do.”

Kal turned to face the room. Crissy smirked from Diego’s lap, pacifier bobbing. Lily gave him an encouraging smile. Kal blinked. And then, without thinking, he dropped into a wobbly curtsy. He flailed into a clumsy twirl.

He lifted his wand, tapped his head, and said in the tiniest, most broken voice:“P-princess spell… make me pwetty…”

There was a pause, and the room held its breath. Kal stood frozen, eyes glassy, lashes thick with tears, lips quivering behind the gloss. For a split second, he braced himself for laughter. For teasing. For Crissy to explode with giggles or for Diego to scoff. But that didn’t happen.

Crissy’s lips parted in awe. “Ooooh…” She didn’t laugh. She clutched her stuffed bunny tighter and pressed it to her chest. “He doin’ da spell,” she whispered, her voice soft and wonderstruck. “Da real pwetty pwincess one…”

Lily stepped forward, hand at her heart. “Oh, Kalixy…” she breathed. “You did it.” She knelt beside him, brushing a glittery curl behind his ear. “You’re not just doing the spell. You are the spell.” Kal blinked at her, uncertain.

“You’re so pretty, baby,” Lily whispered. “You don’t even need magic. But you used it anyway. That was the bravest thing you’ve ever done.”

Diego, still seated with Crissy on his lap, gave a quiet nod. “She’s right,” he said, voice low but sincere. “That was beautiful.”

Crissy slid off his lap and toddled over, wobbling slightly in her thick diaper. She stood in front of Kal and reached out her arms. “C’mere…”

Kal hesitated. Crissy tugged gently on his frilly sleeve. “You da pwincess too now,” she said. “We can share da tiwaa…”

Lily smiled, eyes misty. “Can Kalixy finish her routine, sweetie?” Crissy nodded and stepped back.

Kal stared at them all, his mouth trembling, his body still buzzing from the dildo seat, the blush deep in his cheeks, but now it was a different heat. Not just shame. Something softer. Acceptance. He lifted his wand again.

“Pwincess spell…” he whispered, stronger this time. “Make me sparkle.”Crissy clapped. Lily clapped fastly and gave many nods of approval.

And Kal, finally, twirled. Not perfectly. Not gracefully. But openly. He twirled like he meant it. Like a little girl who knew she was safe.

And when he finished, Lily walked over, knelt again, and slipped a tiny crown onto his head. “There,” she said gently. “That’s my Kalixy.”

Crissy bounced. “We da pwincesses togedder!”

Diego raised a hand in mock solemnity. “I motion we give her full twinkle sparkle status.”

“Seconded,” Lily grinned.

Crissy held up her bunny. “Bunbun sez yesh!”

Kal didn’t speak, but he smiled. Through the pacifier, through the mist in his eyes, through the heartache and heat and softness of it all. He smiled because for the first time… being pretty felt safe.

After Kal’s final twirl, the room was still. He stood there swaying slightly, curls bouncing with each soft breath, the tiny tiara perched delicately on his head. His chest rose and fell beneath the puff of his training bra. The glow on his cheeks wasn’t just makeup. It was something warmer. Something real. Crissy waddled back to Diego, content, thumb in her mouth and bunny in her other arm.

Lily and Diego exchanged a glance. Then Lily stood, brushing her skirt flat and clapping her hands gently. “Alright, my sparkly little darlings,” she cooed. “It’s time for our judges’ decision.” Diego lifted Crissy into his lap again as Lily turned toward him, hands clasped behind her back like a formal emcee.

“So, Mister Diego,” she said with a smirk. “We have two contestants. One bratty ray of sunshine who nearly tore her bloomers mid-spin… and one precious little spellcaster who just discovered her sparkle.”

Diego chuckled. “Tough call.”

He leaned down, whispering into Crissy’s ear. “Did you have fun, baby girl?”

Crissy nodded rapidly, curls bouncing. “Uh-huh! I danceded! I falled! I shared mah tiwaa!”

“Such a good girl,” he murmured, kissing her cheek. He looked at Lily. “I think the crown still goes to Crissy.”

Lily turned back toward Kal, who was sitting cross-legged on the foam rug now, skirt puffed around him like frosting, still catching his breath. He looked up, nervous but calm, hands in his lap. She smiled. “Princess Crissy,” she announced, “you are our Pretty Princess Dress-Up Champion!”

Crissy shrieked with joy, kicking her legs and squealing, “I WIIIIINNNNN!”

Kal clapped softly for her. Lily knelt beside him. “But Kalixy,” she whispered, “you won something even more important.” He looked up at her. “You let yourself be seen,” she said. “And you let yourself shine. That makes you my winner.” She kissed the tip of his nose and pulled him into a soft hug. Kal melted into it.

Crissy was bouncing in Diego’s arms, her ribbon trunk now filled with sparkly stickers and pretend jewelry.Kal didn’t need a trophy. He had Lily’s arms. He had his tiara. He had the spell, and he finally believed in it.

Crissy let out another triumphant shriek. “Tanks Daddyyy! I da pweetiest!!”

“It was a class call, we all saw it. Crissy’s got the sparkle and the sass.” Lily said as she led Kal close. “But don’t pout,” Lily added, her voice dropping to a silken hush. “Losers don’t just walk away, remember? They get helped.” She reached into the changing table drawer behind her and retrieved a small pink capsule. It was shiny, smooth, and rounded.

Kal’s breath caught as he opened his mouth to speak. “No… please… no…”

“Ah, ah, ah.” Lily tsked softly, guiding her back down with a firm press to the shoulder. “Silly girl. This isn’t for your mouth, princess.” She had already laid out everything with surgical precision: two thick, crinkly diapers in pastel prints, a bottle of glitter-laced baby powder, a tub of warming wipes, and the soft pink bulb-shaped capsule resting in a velvet-lined dish, The Good Girl Pill. Kalixy whimpered, face burning as Lily rolled her onto her tummy, then gently helped her up onto all fours. The bloomers she’d worn during ribbon practice were already pushed down around her thighs, frilly and forgotten. The first diaper had a custom cut-out flap, perfectly sized and framed in lace, designed for moments like this. Lily peeled it back slowly, humming a tune that matched the mobile’s lullaby. Kalixy’s bare, twitching hole was now exposed, blushing and vulnerable in the soft nursery light.

Diego stepped forward silently, camera in hand, the lens already focusing. “Get a good angle,” Lily said over her shoulder, her voice honey-sweet. “She won’t want to forget her first time being doubled and dosed.” Then, to Kalixy’s eternal humiliation, Lily knelt behind her and gently parted her cheeks. The pill gleamed in the light, rosy pink, smooth, just a little glossy. “Push out,” Lily whispered, tone low and instructive. “Then let me in, babydoll.” Kalixy gasped. The pill slipped past the tight ring with humiliating ease. Lily’s finger followed, just the tip, just enough to press it in deep.

She circled softly, pushing the capsule to its final place before withdrawing, her hand gliding up to Kalixy’s trembling back. “There we go,” she purred. “Such a brave girl.” Kalixy whimpered into her pacifier, legs shaking. The pill was already melting, the heat of her body turning it into something hot and slow and unavoidable. Lily gently lowered her onto her back again, unfolding the second diaper, twice as thick, printed with tiaras and the word “PRETTY” in glittery letters across the front. She powdered Kalixy generously, pressing into her swollen diaper area with slow, soothing motions, and pulled the double layer up between her legs. The tapes sealed with a soft snick-snack on both sides, locking her into a padded prison of her own shame of two diapers, one enema, with no escape

“There,” Lily said, patting the front with affection. “Now you just sit tight and let your training take over.”Kalixy let out a soft moan.

Crissy, still curled up in Diego’s lap like a gleeful toddler, clapped her hands and squealed. “He’s gunna go poopies! I know dat squirmy face!” Kalixy’s cheeks turned scarlet. The first gurgle in her belly had already begun.

Lily kissed her on the forehead, then helped her onto him into her lap for cuddles, diapered bottom raised and crinkling softly. “We’ll stay right here, sweetheart,” she whispered. “All together. And when you’re ready to push, we’ll be watching.” of course they would be, with cameras ready and praise waiting because Kalixy wasn’t going anywhere. She was padded, plugged, and primed to perform.

And Crissy was right. Five minutes late Kal was sobbing as every muscle twitched. He lay himself across the playmat, diaper ballooning beneath him, body arching in helpless, agonizing waves as the enema worked its magic. His pink frilly skirt was bunched up, the elastic waistband pulled tight against his distended belly.

Diego stood calmly with the camera. Click.

“You’re doing so good, Kalixy,” Lily whispered, crouched beside him, stroking his hair. “Just relax. Be a good girl. Make your pushies.”

Kal whimpered, face flushed redder than his lipstick. Click. A soft hiss escaped his lips. Then another. And then came the flood. His diaper squelched audibly. The padding ballooned out behind him with soft, shameful heat. Kal sobbed into his hands. Click.

Diego smiled. “That’s it, baby. Show the camera how much you need this.”

Lily kissed Kal’s cheek. “I’ll keep these pictures somewhere safe,” she whispered. “So whenever you think you’re ready to be a big boy again… I can remind you exactly what happened when you’re not.”

Click. Kal didn't speak. He couldn’t. All he could do was make pushies in front of them because that's what good girls do.

OEBPS/image_rsrc6W.jpg
AN ABDL SISSY STORY N






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




