
        
            
                
            
        

    


Obeying daddy’s orders




A DDLG ABDL Book Story of Diaper Discipline, Military Submission, and Deep Daddy Dom Control in the Littles Obedience Camp




Introduction











The Breaking Point Before Obedience











There were too many notifications again.










Emails. Meeting invites. Two flagged invoices. A passive-aggressive message from her supervisor asking if she could “please not take personal calls on company time.” Her eyes blurred reading it—though she hadn’t made a call in days. She’d barely spoken at all.










Zoey clicked the browser closed. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard for a moment, then dropped to her lap. She didn’t cry, exactly. That had stopped two weeks ago. But something behind her eyes stayed tight, like a scream caught somewhere between her spine and her lungs.










The office was gray. Soundless. Everyone around her hunched behind glowing screens like rows of obedient cattle. No one looked at each other. No one breathed too loud. God forbid anyone leave five minutes early.










She checked the time.










3:02 PM.










Still hours until she could go home and sit on the edge of her bed, staring at her laundry like it might fold itself. Still hours until she could pretend she’d cook, and then order cheap takeout she’d eat cross-legged on the floor with a glass of wine and a rerun of something that didn’t make her feel things.










It had been months like this.










No sex. No cuddling. No softness.










Just pressure. Expectation. And a slow, suffocating decay of something she couldn’t name.










She didn’t remember when it started exactly. Maybe after her last breakup. Maybe after the third promotion she didn’t get. Maybe the first time she looked at her own reflection and didn’t recognize the woman staring back. The tight jaw. The dull eyes. The aching shoulders always holding her up like she was still waiting for someone to punish her for being tired.










She used to dream of being free.










Now she just dreamed of rest.










And when the latest Slack ping popped up—“Need you to reformat the client deck before 5”—something inside her twitched.










Not broke.










Not yet.










But close.










So she stood.










Walked calmly to the bathroom.










Locked the stall.










And sat with her head in her hands.










She didn’t cry.










Just… sat.










Breathing. Still. Quiet. Waiting for something to make her feel again.








It didn’t come.







Chapter One: The Ad That Didn’t Make Sense










Zoey didn’t remember clicking the link.










One moment she was scrolling through job postings she knew she’d never apply to—higher pay, bigger teams, more buzzwords. The next, her screen was black with gold text.













The Army Wants You.





For women who are tired of pretending.




For girls who crave structure, not chaos.




For the ones ready to surrender.

















Recruits accepted by private selection only.






You don’t find us. We find you.

















⏤ Apply anyway. We’re already watching.














She blinked.










It wasn’t flashy. No pop-ups. No contact form. Just a single button at the bottom of the screen that said

 

"I Want to Be Chosen."











Zoey hovered her mouse over it, heart ticking faster.










A prank? Some art project?










But something about it pulled her in.










The language was odd. Military, sure. But not in the way recruiters normally advertised. There were no mentions of physical fitness, patriotism, or combat. Just… obedience. Structure. Letting go.










Letting go.










She closed the tab.










Too weird.










And yet, that night in bed, the words came back.











Tired of pretending. Crave structure. Ready to surrender.











She shifted under the covers. The sheets felt scratchy against her skin. Her pillow was too flat. Her phone buzzed—another Slack ping from a colleague working late.










She turned it face down.










And whispered to no one:










“Ready for what?”










The next morning, the ad was gone.










She searched her history. Nothing. No trace of the link. No cached pages. It was like it had never existed.










But something lingered in her chest.










A slow pulse. A warning. Or maybe a promise.










Because something had seen her.










And it hadn’t needed her name.










Not yet.









Chapter Two: A Glimpse Behind the Curtain










It had been five days since the ad disappeared.










Zoey told herself she didn’t care.










She had bigger things to worry about—like her upcoming review at work, the rent hike notice on her apartment door, and the fact that her latest situationship had ended with a four-word text:

 

“You’re a bit much.”











A bit much.










She was always

 

too


 
something. Too talkative. Too cold. Too tired. Too intense.










She wasn’t intense. She was just holding on.










Barely.










Her fingers trembled every time she hit snooze. Her coffee intake had doubled. Some days she couldn’t even make it through a Zoom meeting without fantasizing about packing up, disappearing, vanishing into some quiet place where no one expected her to keep performing.










That’s why she took the walk.










No music. No distractions. Just noise-canceling headphones turned off so she could hear the real world. Birds. Distant traffic. Her own shallow breath.










The park near the river was nearly empty. Families were gone for the season. The cold had settled in, but not enough for snow.










And that’s when she saw her.










A girl. Maybe her age, maybe younger. Wearing… something.










At first Zoey thought it was a costume. But as the girl bent to tie her shoe, Zoey saw the unmistakable

 

bulk


 
under her short pleated skirt. Not just layers.

 

Padding.


 
Thick, high-riding, white and slightly crinkled.










What the fuck?










The girl wasn’t embarrassed.










She looked proud.










She was jogging in loops around the tree path, each motion deliberate. She passed a tall man who watched her closely—not with lust, but with discipline.










Military vibes.










He wore a dark green jacket, boots polished to shine. His arms were crossed. There was a clipboard in his hand.










Zoey paused by a bench.










The girl jogged past again, flushed, panting, beaming.










And her shirt—Zoey could finally read it—was black with golden letters that said:





LITTLES UNIT 3: EARN YOUR RANK











Something buzzed inside her.










The man blew a short whistle. The girl dropped to her knees instantly, hands behind her back, posture rigid. He made a note on the clipboard.










They said something Zoey couldn’t hear.










Then the man reached into a satchel and handed her a clear bottle. She drank like it was routine. Like it was

 

earned.











Zoey’s chest tightened.










She stood and walked away before they saw her watching.










But that night, she dreamed of the ad again.










Only this time, when she clicked

 

"I Want to Be Chosen"


 
, the screen didn’t go black.










It showed a training yard.










Girls in uniforms. Crawl drills. Spreader bars. Rules. And a voice—deep, calm, commanding—that said:











“Every soldier starts small. But the best ones never want to grow back up.”











Zoey woke up soaking with sweat.










And aching between her thighs.









Chapter Three: The Second Invitation










Zoey couldn’t stop thinking about the girl in the park.










It wasn’t just the padding—though

 

that


 
was impossible to ignore. It was how calm she’d looked. Centered. Like all the chaos had been stripped away, leaving only rules, routine, and quiet pride. Like she

 

belonged


 
to someone who told her what to do, when to breathe, how to move—and she didn’t mind.










She

 

loved


 
it.










Zoey hadn’t loved anything in years.










She told herself it was just a kink thing. A weird, performance-art lifestyle fetish. But the clipboard. The whistle. The obedience. It had looked like… structure. Control.










Discipline.










And maybe, just maybe, a kind of twisted safety she didn’t know she was starving for.










By the next morning, Zoey had gone full rabbit hole.










She found the ad again—buried deeper this time. Not on social media. Not even on a website. It appeared in the sidebar of a late-night blog she’d landed on after clicking through three dozen mental health articles with titles like

 

“Burnout or Breakdown?”


 
and

 

“Why High-Functioning Women Feel the Most Alone.”











There it was.










Same ad.










Same soft font:











Ever wonder what it feels like to finally let go?











But this time, the button read:





“Step Into Formation.”











Zoey hesitated.










Then clicked.










The page that opened was darker this time. No pastel palette. No smiling girls. Just rows of camo-tinted images: heavy boots lined up under bunk beds, girls kneeling in formation with their hands on their thighs, thick collars, soft padded mats, a series of glowing gold stars on a reward chart labeled

 

Zoey (Candidate #83)


 
—her name.

 

Her


 
name.










Her heart skipped.










This wasn’t just an ad.










They already had her.










At the bottom of the page was a form.











Do you want to be told what to do?





☐ Yes




☐ Not yet




☐ I’m scared but curious










Zoey checked the third box.










A loading symbol spun.










Then came the final message:











You will be contacted soon, Private.











She closed the browser.










Turned off her laptop.










But the ache didn’t go away.










Neither did the heat between her thighs.










She didn’t even touch herself. Just curled under the blankets, pulled a hoodie over her face, and whispered into the dark:










“Maybe I need this…”









Chapter Four: Voice on the Line










She almost didn’t answer.










The number was unknown. No caller ID. Just a soft vibration against her palm at 7:03 a.m. sharp.










Her head was pounding from another sleepless night.










She hesitated.










Then swiped.










“…Hello?”










The voice that answered was low. Calm. Measured. Not unkind—but firm. Almost like it belonged to a man who’d once shouted orders across a battlefield but now used that same voice to teach someone to kneel.










“Zoey.”










Her name, like a command.










She swallowed. “Yes?”










“You clicked the ad.”










She sat up straighter. “I… I guess I did. I didn’t think—”










“You clicked it twice.”










She blinked. “Wait, how do you—?”










“We see everything, Private.”










That word.










Private.










Her skin prickled.










“I—I’m not joining anything,” she whispered. “I just… I’m not ready.”










“Ready?” the man repeated. Then, slower: “Zoey, how many nights have you stared at the ceiling asking for something to change? How many mornings have you wondered what would happen if someone took the pressure away—if someone else decided what mattered and what didn’t?”










She didn’t answer.










He didn’t need her to.










“You don’t need permission to feel this way,” he continued. “And you don’t need to be punished for wanting order. You’re tired of choosing. We get that. That’s why we train Littles. We build routines. We establish safety. We assign rewards. And yes… we give rules that you’ll learn to love.”










Zoey’s cheeks flushed. “This sounds like some kind of—some kind of kink cult.”










There was a pause.










Then: “Would you prefer chaos?”










She froze.










“Because that’s what you’re living in now. Endless choice. Zero peace. No softness. No structure. You work. You obey bosses who never praise you. You hold in every tear. Every moan. Every need. And when you finally break, they’ll just tell you to take a vacation.”










Her lips parted.










The silence between them throbbed.










“I’m not saying yes,” she whispered.










“No,” he said, voice quieter now. “You’re saying

 

maybe.


 
And that’s the bravest thing you’ve done all year.”










Then a

 

ping


 
.










A text arrived as the call ended:












Initial Evaluation Appointment Confirmed.




Uniform to be provided.




Report in civilian clothes. No makeup. No jewelry.




Saturday. 0600 hours.




You will be met at the gate by Sergeant Kane.














Zoey stared at the message until the screen dimmed.










Then whispered into the empty room:










“…Sergeant?”









Chapter Five: Arrival at 0600










The gravel cracked beneath her boots.










She had packed light—just a duffel bag slung over one shoulder, no makeup, no phone. She wore the clothes they said to wear: plain black hoodie, tight jeans, hair tied back. No jewelry. No questions.










The gate stood open.










Beyond it: pine trees, fog, and silence.










And him.










Sergeant Kane.










He wore fatigue pants and a tight olive shirt with a name patch that simply read

 

KANE


 
. Broad shoulders. Veined forearms. Sunglasses, even in the morning shade. His arms were folded, legs spread just wide enough to take up space. Control radiated off him in waves—like he didn’t just own the path behind the gate, but

 

was


 
the gate itself.










“You’re late by forty seconds,” he said.










Zoey’s heart stuttered. “I’m sorry, I—”










“Don’t apologize. Earn it back.”










He didn’t smile. Didn’t even move.










“Bag. Down.”










She set it beside her boots.










“Hands. Behind your back.”










She obeyed.










Something in her chest clenched—sharper than fear, deeper than shame. A pull.










He circled her.










Slowly.










She felt his gaze crawl up her spine, over the curve of her hips, down her thighs, like he could see through her layers and measure exactly what she’d buried.










“You look soft,” he said, finally stopping in front of her.










“I’m not—”










“You

 

want


 
to be soft,” he corrected. “That’s why you’re here. You want rules. You want someone to take the choice away. You clicked the ad. You answered the call. Now you’ve arrived.”










He leaned in closer.










“And if you’re lucky, you’ll leave as

 

property.


 
”










She gasped.










Not from offense.










From heat.










He stepped back.










“Strip to underclothes. Fold your clothing. Kneel beside the bag.”










Zoey hesitated only a breath.










Then obeyed.










The hoodie came off. Then her boots. Her jeans. She folded each item with shaking fingers and knelt, bare-legged, in a plain sports bra and cotton panties.










Sergeant Kane nodded once.










“Better.”










He pulled something from the box beside him—a sealed package labeled

 

INTAKE: RECRUIT 23


 
.










Inside: an olive-green onesie.










Sleeveless. Zip-up front. Tight around the chest, with reinforced seams along the hips and thighs. A stitched patch at the collar:











L.A. – UNSORTED.











He handed it to her wordlessly.










She stepped into it.










The zipper hummed up her belly, stopping just beneath her sternum. The uniform clung tight, hugging her figure. No pockets. No bra. No hiding. Her nipples pressed against the fabric, already peaking.










And beneath the hem… the crotch was snug. Flattening.










Secure.










No room for choice.










Just obedience.










“Welcome to Phase One,” Kane said. “You are now under observation. Your job is to follow, listen, and complete all commands. Speak only when addressed. Disobedience will be noted. Praise will be earned.”










Her pulse thudded.










“You have one hour to orient. At 0700, you meet the others. Until then: memorize the camp map, organize your issued gear, and begin hydration. Five bottles per day minimum. You will thank us later.”










He handed her a small clipboard.










And then he whispered—low, almost too quiet to hear:










“Look around one last time, civilian.”










She did.










Birdsong.










Fog curling over wood cabins.










Trees that stood like soldiers.










“Because from this moment forward,” he said, “you belong to the Army of Littles.”









Chapter Six: Observation Drill










The common yard was quiet when Zoey arrived.










Six others stood already in formation—two rows of three, spaced perfectly apart, facing the raised flagpole where a soft wind tugged at the Littles Army banner. A plain white flag with a stitched green teddy bear at the center. It flapped once. Twice. Then settled.










Zoey stepped into the empty seventh space, heart thudding.










Everyone wore the same intake onesie. No shoes. Hands behind their backs. Eyes forward. Hair pulled back tight.










But it wasn’t the uniformity that unsettled her.










It was the way they breathed in sync.










Like someone had taught them when.










She tried to match it—slow inhale, silent hold, slow exhale—but her pulse was too loud, her mind too crowded. The fog from earlier had cleared, replaced now with a clear morning sun that made the fabric cling tighter. Sweat beaded between her shoulder blades.










And then she saw

 

her


 
.










A girl in the back row. Strawberry blonde. Soft face. Onesie zipped all the way to her collar, but it didn’t hide the obvious bulge between her thighs. Not padding exactly—at least, Zoey didn’t

 

want


 
to believe that—but the shape was there.










The girl caught her glance.










Smiled.










Then shifted her hips just enough for Zoey to see the

 

pull-up waistband


 
above the seam.










Her stomach flipped.










Before she could react, Sergeant Kane’s voice cut through the air.










“Ten-hut.”










Every head snapped forward.










Zoey froze, unsure what to do.










Too slow.










He approached, boots crunching in the gravel.










“Eyes on me,” he said.










She obeyed.










He looked her over—slowly, like weighing every inch of her obedience.










“You’re not behind, Recruit Twenty-Three,” he said. “But you’re not ahead either.”










He stepped closer.










“You know what we do to recruits who linger in the middle?”










She swallowed. “No, Sir.”










His lips twitched. Not quite a smile. Something colder.










“We show them what the bottom looks like.”










He turned to the group.










“Today is Observation Drill. You will each be assigned a guide—someone who has already completed Phase One. You are to follow their lead. Repeat their steps. If they wear something, you wear it. If they crawl, you crawl.”










Zoey’s gut clenched.










The blonde girl from earlier raised her hand.










“Sir. May I take Twenty-Three?”










Kane nodded.










“Proceed, Cadet Rina.”










The girl stepped from her row and walked straight to Zoey—barefoot, confident, her padded hips swaying subtly with each step.










She didn’t offer a handshake.










Just tugged Zoey forward by the wrist and whispered, “Welcome to the real camp, baby.”










Zoey blushed. “I’m not—”










“Hush,” Rina said, tugging her behind the cabins. “Lesson one: this isn’t about who you were. It’s about how fast you’re going to break.”










They stopped behind one of the training sheds. A wooden bench sat in the shade, beside a small plastic bin marked

 

BEGINNER KITS


 
.










Rina pulled out a folded pull-up—green and white, army print.










Zoey froze.










“I’m not ready for that.”










Rina smiled gently. “Nobody is. That’s why it’s called

 

training


 
.”










Zoey shook her head.










But her body didn’t move away.










Rina stepped behind her, hands soft on her hips.










“Just try it,” she whispered. “No punishment. Just curiosity.”










Zoey’s breath caught.










The onesie had snaps along the crotch—she hadn’t noticed them before. Rina unsnapped them slowly, brushing knuckles along her inner thigh, and pulled the fabric aside.










The cool morning air kissed her skin.










Then the pull-up slid up her legs.










Soft.










Cushioned.










Too warm.










Rina adjusted the waistband, tapped her bottom once, then resnapped the onesie around the bulge.










Zoey trembled.








“Good girl,” Rina whispered. “Now let’s go crawl.”







Chapter Seven: The Pull-Up Swing Test










The swings weren’t like anything Zoey remembered from childhood.










Thick chains. Wider seats. Metal rings at the base of each leg to attach restraints. And beside them, a low bench where a clipboard, stopwatch, and padded cuffs waited like sacred tools.










“Recruits line up,” Sergeant Willow barked, her voice sweet but sharp.










She was younger than Zoey expected—maybe late twenties, blonde braid tight beneath her camo cap, black lipstick that matched her boots. Her onesie was the same as theirs, but tailored, glossy, and deliberately cut to reveal the pink pull-up that peeked high above her hips.










Zoey took her place in line behind Rina.










Eight girls total today.










Only one swing.










One at a time.










Rina stepped up first, calm as ever. She sat, spread her legs obediently, and let the cuffs click into place around her ankles. Her onesie stretched tight, exposing the full outline of her army-print padding. Sergeant Willow circled her slowly, then whispered something in her ear.










Rina moaned softly.










Then the test began.










"Begin swing protocol,” Willow commanded.










An assistant began pushing Rina—slowly at first, then higher, until her padded crotch bumped softly with every forward motion. She held the chains tightly. Her face flushed. Zoey watched, captivated, as the swing became rhythm, and the rhythm became arousal.










“This test,” Willow said, turning to the group, “is not just about motion. It’s about resistance. How well you obey when your body begins to beg.”










Zoey swallowed.










She didn’t want to imagine what it would feel like—swinging in a soaked pull-up, body clenching, thighs spread and controlled, everything exposed to the wind and to Daddy’s eyes.










When Rina was lowered from the swing, her legs shook. Her pacifier had been pushed into her mouth halfway through, and now it bobbed softly as she walked back to the bench.










Willow nodded once. “Four minutes. No whining. No dripping. Excellent control.”










Then she looked at Zoey.










“You’re next.”










Zoey hesitated.










Rina leaned in, kissed her cheek, and whispered, “It’s not about liking it. It’s about letting it happen.”










Zoey stepped forward.










The seat was cold at first. Then warm. Then she was locked in—cuffs snug, legs wide. The crotch of the onesie bulged slightly from the padding, the pull-up clinging tightly to her thighs.










Willow didn’t whisper anything to her.










She just smiled.










And pushed.










The first swing was nothing. Just motion. Wind. Her heartbeat in her ears.










But by the fifth swing, the padding shifted.










By the seventh, it rubbed.










By the ninth, she gasped.










Not because of the pressure—but because her body reacted. Her thighs tensed. Her chest arched. And when the tenth swing made her moan, she bit her lip so hard it left a mark.










“Good,” Willow said softly. “Let it happen.”










Zoey shut her eyes.










By the time it ended, she was shaking.










But she hadn’t cried.










She hadn’t begged.










She hadn’t asked to stop.










Willow knelt in front of her, unbuckled the cuffs, and kissed her knee gently.










“You’re not failing,” she said. “You’re blooming.”










Zoey nodded.










Not because she believed it.








But because her body did.







Chapter Eight: The Name Beneath Her Skin










It was inspection night.










The lodge glowed in low, amber light—lanterns flickering like soft warning beacons. Girls stood in rows outside, thighs parted, hands behind their backs. Pull-ups. Diapers. Some still bare beneath their onesies. All waiting.










Waiting for

 

him


 
.










Zoey didn’t know what she expected when they said “Daddy Kane.”










Not this.










Not a man who looked like war incarnate—broad, silent, in dark green fatigues and a tight black shirt that clung to his shoulders like armor. His boots were polished, his eyes unreadable. And when he stepped from the training tent into the moonlight, every girl straightened, as if a ghost had just passed through them.










“Line up,” he said.










No shouting.










Just gravel and steel.










Zoey’s heart pounded. She was sixth in line. Her pull-up still slightly damp from the swing test. She hadn’t changed. Hadn’t dared.










He moved slow. Measured. The kind of man who never needed to raise his voice—because the idea of disappointing him hurt worse than punishment.










One girl had her knees knocked apart with a silent glance. Another whimpered when he lifted the hem of her onesie. Each inspection was the same: squat, touch, whisper, decide. Sometimes a stroke of approval. Sometimes a denied orgasm. Sometimes just a look that made the girl wet from nothing but humiliation.










When he reached Zoey, she couldn’t breathe.










She tried to look forward, like the others.










But he didn’t move right away.










Didn’t lift her onesie.










Didn’t speak.










He just

 

stood there


 
, so close she could smell leather and pine, the kind of masculine scent that sank into your ribs.










Finally, he crouched. Fingers brushing her thighs. Then slipping higher—until they met the swollen, sticky padding pressed between her legs.










His touch was clinical.










No teasing.










Just…testing.










And then he looked up at her for the first time.










“You leaked earlier.”










Her face burned. “I—I didn’t mean to.”










“Did you ask for permission to wet?”










“No, Sir.”










“Do you even know the rules?”










Her lips trembled. “Not all of them yet.”










He nodded slowly.










Then whispered, “That’s because you’re still pretending to be a guest. But I see something else.”










He didn’t lift her onesie.










He slid his hand beneath it.










Pressed two fingers right into the wet front of the pull-up. Rubbed slow, like he was teasing an answer from her spine.










Her knees buckled.










“You want rules, little one?” he murmured. “Then let me give you your first.”










Zoey whimpered.










“Rule One,” he said. “You don’t speak unless spoken to. Rule Two: You don’t come unless I let you.”










She shuddered.










“Rule Three?” he whispered against her cheek. “You remember your name.”










She blinked. “Zoey?”










He shook his head.










“No.”










He lifted her shirt.










Pulled a marker from his vest.










And wrote one word just beneath her ribs:











DELTA-06











“Now say it.”










She swallowed. “Delta-06.”










“Good girl.”










Then he leaned in—closer than before—and whispered:










“You’re mine now. Whether you like it or not.”










He walked away without another word.










And Zoey stood trembling, wet, marked, and speechless.










No one applauded. No one dared.










But deep inside her—a heat had started.










Not shame.










Not even arousal.











Belonging.











And it bloomed like fire beneath her skin.









Chapter Nine: Night Drills and Diaper Discipline










The bell rang at 3:12 a.m.










Not the soft chime that usually signaled cuddle time or bottle rotation. This one was sharper. Urgent. A sharp clang that echoed across the camp like a dropped weapon on a silent battlefield.










Zoey—or rather,

 

Delta-06


 
—jerked awake in her crib, heart pounding in her throat.










She was padded, pacified, and half-swaddled in her assigned blanket, her thighs still sticky from last night’s orgasm denial. Her onesie bore the number Daddy Kane had given her—Delta-06—printed freshly in black across her chest. No name. No past.










Just the identity he’d given her.










“Drills,” whispered a voice nearby. Another Little, just out of reach in the next crib. “It’s night drills…”










Boots thundered outside.










Then the tent flap opened, and Sergeant Willow stepped in—barefoot, terrifying, glowing with that unnatural calm she always had at this hour. Her silk robe was open at the front, revealing firm breasts, a strapon swinging heavy between her thighs, and a gleam in her eyes that sent every girl scrambling.










“Everyone on your knees in sixty seconds,” she said coldly. “Diapers exposed. Pull-ups off. No one wears big girl padding to night drills.”










Zoey panicked.










She wriggled from the blanket, fumbled with the zipper of her onesie, yanked her pull-up down, and dropped to her knees on the cold wooden floor. Her bare bottom brushed the chill just as Willow walked past.










A cane tapped the ground.










“Delta-06,” she said, pausing behind Zoey. “Still leaking?”










“N-no, Sergeant.”










“Then you won’t need your plug tonight.”










Zoey froze.










What did that mean?










But she didn’t have time to wonder. Daddy Kane appeared next, clipboard in hand, dressed like always in sleek army fatigue pants and a sleeveless top that hugged his broad, veined arms. His presence silenced every sound.










“Tonight is about pain tolerance, crawling drills, and obedience under pressure,” he said. “You want to be cute? You want to be coddled? You earn that. First you crawl until your thighs give out.”










One girl whimpered.










He ignored her.










Sergeant Willow tossed each girl a diaper—army print, thick, and clearly meant for long use. They were heavier than normal. Bulkier. No girl could waddle in one of those without showing the sag. No one would pass unnoticed.










“No help taping tonight,” she said. “You diaper yourselves. Anyone crooked gets double duty.”










Zoey grabbed hers.










It smelled like powder and fear.










She lay back, lifted her legs, and shakily slid the padding beneath her bare ass. Her thighs were still sore from last night’s grip training, and her pussy was swollen from being denied over and over. Taping was hard—but not impossible. She adjusted it as best she could.










“Inspection,” Daddy Kane called.










Girls crawled forward one by one, presenting their taped-up diapers.










Zoey watched as one was stripped and rediapered on the spot—tightly, painfully, her moans ignored. Another had hers yanked off and replaced by two taped together. “If you can’t tape right, you’ll wear double,” Kane said.










When it was Zoey’s turn, she crawled on hands and knees, diaper crinkling loud enough to echo. She reached him, forehead lowered to the mat, presenting.










Silence.










Then a low growl of approval.










He traced a line down the middle of her padding.










“Tight. Square. Learned fast.” His voice was low. “But is it functional?”










She blinked. “Functional, Sir?”










He nodded to Sergeant Willow.










Willow stepped forward and crouched behind her. Zoey barely had time to breathe before she felt lubed fingers spread her diapered folds—and then something thick and vibrating

 

entered her from behind


 
, pushing slow and deliberate past her trembling resistance.










She gasped.










Not from pain.










From the heat that spread instantly across her body.










“This is your drill tonight,” Kane said. “You crawl laps. In this. Vibrating on level two. If you break posture, we increase it. If you cum, we mark you down.”










She whimpered.










“Yes, Daddy.”










He crouched, hand on the back of her neck.










“You’re not my baby yet,” he growled into her ear. “But you're close.”










She crawled.










Lap after lap. Through wet grass and mud. Through the cold air. Past the others. Diaper growing warm. Vibe humming inside her. Her thighs shook. Her elbows buckled. But she didn’t stop.










Because Daddy was watching.










Because she didn’t

 

want


 
to stop.










Because every part of her burned for that moment—

 

the moment he finally said she was his.











By the fifth lap, her diaper sagged and her plug pulsed in time with her heartbeat. Her breath came in desperate gasps.










And from the darkness behind her, Daddy Kane called out:










“One more lap, Delta-06. Make it count.”









Chapter Ten: The Crate and the Collar











“You’ll beg to be caged again.”











Zoey couldn’t feel her knees anymore.










Her thighs were sore. Her elbows scraped raw from the crawling laps around the compound. Her diaper—army print, sagging, soaked—hung swollen and humiliating beneath her belly. And yet, when Sergeant Willow pointed toward the wooden crate in the center of the tent, she didn’t hesitate.










She crawled straight in.










Head bowed. Plug buzzing faintly between her cheeks. Diaper squishing.










“Not bad,” Willow murmured, circling the crate like a wolf.










The others watched in silence, lined up on the mat with their own soaked padding and trembling thighs. No one dared speak during crate drills. Not unless they wanted their pacifier taken away—or worse, added time in the kneeling corners.










Daddy Kane entered moments later.










His shirt was gone. Just camo pants and the weight of command.










“Delta-06,” he said coolly. “Close your eyes.”










Zoey obeyed.










She heard the latch of the crate. The lock. A second lock. Then the sound of her leash being unclipped from her collar and reattached to something inside the crate.










Total darkness.










Complete confinement.










A breath caught in her throat.










Daddy’s voice floated in from above. “You’ll stay in here until you understand what surrender really means. Until you’re not crawling because you

 

have


 
to—but because you

 

need


 
to.”










She moaned.










He added, “Use your words, baby.”










“Yes, Daddy…”










A pause.










Then silence again.










No movement. No touch. Just her heartbeat, her breath, and the soft crinkle of her overused diaper beneath her thighs. The crate was small—too small to sit upright, too tight to stretch out. Her legs were bent, diapered ass pressed against the wood. The leash was short, pulling at her collar with every shift.










And after what felt like an hour…










The crate opened.










Light flooded her eyes. She blinked.










Daddy Kane stood there with a silver collar in one hand and a spreader bar in the other.










“Lesson two,” he said simply.










He lifted her out like a doll—gentle but firm. Her body limp. Her padding heavy. Her thighs quivering from exhaustion. And yet, a spark of pride pulsed inside her.










She had stayed.










She had taken it.










And she was still Daddy’s Delta-06.










The silver collar clicked around her neck, replacing the standard training tag. It gleamed in the light—engraved with her new designation:

 

Owned


 
.










Behind her, the other Littles gasped.










Zoey stared at her reflection in the tent’s mirror. Pale skin. Fuzzy hair. Diaper swollen between her thighs, almost dripping. The collar shimmered like a trophy.










Daddy moved behind her and locked the spreader bar to her ankles.










“Legs open,” he commanded.










She obeyed.










He slid two fingers beneath her diaper. Deep. Testing.










“Still wet,” he muttered. “Still needy.”










She bit her lip, trembling.










Sergeant Willow watched with crossed arms. “Time for her first plug-free reward?”










Daddy nodded.










“No plug,” he whispered. “No barrier. Just me.”










She whimpered as he pushed her forward onto the padded mat. Her diaper was opened, folded down, and left under her like a flag of surrender.










He touched her like she was already his.










Because she was.










Every moan she gave him was earned. Every breath was devotion. He didn’t need to fuck her yet. Not fully. Not until she was ready. But his tongue, his fingers, his words—they wrecked her.










“You belong here,” he whispered, licking the shell of her ear. “And you’re just getting started.”








Chapter Eleven: Discipline by Firelight









“A real Little glows when she’s broken.”











The fire crackled loud in the center of the lodge yard, casting long orange shadows across the gravel. Smoke curled into the dusky air, thick with the scent of pinewood and powder. The other Littles sat kneeling in a half-circle, each one dressed in their regulation onesies and thickly padded, their heads bowed in obedient silence.










Zoey stood alone.










Diaper bulging. Collar gleaming. Arms trembling.










Daddy Kane stood behind her, rolling up his sleeves slowly, like a ritual. Beside him, Sergeant Willow held a thick wooden paddle in one hand and a leash in the other.










The leash was Zoey’s.










“This is a training circle,” Willow called out, her voice sharp as steel. “And tonight, one of you learns what happens when a Little forgets her posture. Her plugs. Her place.”










The others didn’t look up.










Zoey did.










She swallowed hard as Daddy guided her forward. Her ankles were still locked in the spreader bar. Her thighs couldn’t close. The army-print diaper crinkled loudly with every step. She looked absurd. Exposed. Like a grown woman made into a waddling, diapered pet. But no part of her wanted to run.










She needed this.










Daddy brought her to the center and sat down on the padded bench, legs wide. He pulled her gently across his lap, positioning her so that her diapered ass jutted upward, the firelight casting a soft glow across the shiny padding.










“You earned this,” he whispered to her.










She whimpered. “Yes, Daddy…”










With slow, deliberate hands, he peeled open the tapes.










The diaper fell away.










Cold air kissed her bare cheeks.










Her plug was gone—removed earlier, replaced by strict silence. And now she was open. Bare. Lying across his thighs in front of the whole camp. Her hands curled into fists. Her toes stretched. The spreader bar kept her open.










The first smack landed hard.










She cried out.










Not from pain, but from the shock of it—Daddy’s hand, firm and practiced, finding the exact center of her shame.










The second came faster.










And the third.










Soon her ass was glowing red. Each strike pushed her deeper into the role—each sound of skin on skin echoed across the lodge yard like a hymn. She sobbed into the mat, the tears mixing with ash and heat and surrender.










And the others? They watched.










Not in disgust. Not with pity.










But with awe.










Because they saw what Daddy saw.










A girl not being punished—but transformed.










Her cheeks were wet. Her thighs trembled. And when he reached between her legs, he found her soaked.










He smiled.










“Just like I thought,” he said.










Sergeant Willow handed him the paddle.










Zoey moaned.










She didn’t resist.










The paddle struck harder than his palm, thudding into her flesh with heavy rhythm. Five strokes. Then ten. Her hips shook. Her voice cracked. But still—she didn’t use her safe word. She didn’t crawl away. She stayed.










Because she wanted this.










Because she needed it.










When he was done, her ass was cherry red, hot to the touch, with faint paddle outlines blooming like tattoos of obedience. Daddy leaned close, whispering into her ear:










“You took that like my soldier.”










She nodded, dazed, limp in his arms.










He diapered her again—this time with a special one. Black and gold. The Littles Army emblem stitched into the waistband. He slid it under her, powdered her with slow care, and taped her up tight.










Then he carried her back to the circle.










He didn’t sit her with the new recruits.










He laid her at his feet.










A sign to everyone watching:











This Little is mine.









Chapter Twelve: The Deepest Obedience






He made her crawl for it.







Not because he wanted to humiliate her—she was past that now—but because she needed it. Every squish of the soaked padding between her thighs, every tug of the leash, every inch her sore knees moved across the wooden floor pulled her deeper into the role she’d once resisted. There was no fight left. Only need.







Jenna crawled into the candlelit barracks, thighs trembling, breath ragged. She hadn’t been changed since lunch, and the warmth of her last wetting still clung to the heavy army-print diaper. The plug was back inside her, filling her, making her ache. The leash clipped to her collar. Her pacifier bobbed softly with each breath.







Daddy waited in the officer’s chair, broad shoulders filling his uniform shirt, sleeves rolled up, forearms thick and veined. A soft towel was spread across his lap, the kind used only for reward sessions. The Sergeant watched from the shadows—clipboard in hand, marking progress, but saying nothing. This was a private moment.







She stopped at Daddy’s boots and whimpered.




“Up,” he commanded, voice deep and final.







She climbed into his lap, padded bottom squishing against the towel. He adjusted her legs so they hung across his thigh, chest resting against his, head tucked beneath his chin. One hand on her back, the other already slipping beneath the diaper, fingers pressing into the heavy, soaked padding.







“I think you’ve earned something more,” he murmured. “Something bigger.”







Her pulse jumped. The plug had trained her all week, but she hadn’t taken anything else. Not really. Not like this.







His fingers rubbed her slowly, coaxing her slick and trembling. She gasped as he slid one thick finger inside her, then two. She bucked forward, but he held her still, lips brushing her temple.







“I’m going to take the plug out now,” he whispered. “And then I’m going to put something else in. Do you want that, baby?”







She nodded, desperate. “Please, Daddy… please.”







He unfastened the diaper, peeled it open, and exposed her dripping, needy folds. The plug came out with a slow, deliberate pop, and she whimpered at the sudden emptiness.







Then he lifted her.







Her legs were spread wide, diaper half-open, her hips straddling his thighs. She wore only her army shirt and the collar with her name tag—her bare skin warm against his.







He didn’t undress her. He didn’t undress himself. He just freed himself, lined her up, and slid her down.







Her cry wasn’t pain—it was surrender. Her body opened for him, soft and wet, trained to take what he gave her. She clung to his shoulders, mouth open, breath ragged. He moved slowly at first, letting her adjust, letting her feel the stretch where the plug had been, letting her gasp and mewl and soak the towel beneath them.







“You’re so little now,” he groaned, voice vibrating through her. “So open. So ruined for anyone else.”







She sobbed into his neck, trembling with relief. “I’m yours, Daddy. All yours.”







He took her right there on the chair, her diaper half-off, her collar tight against her throat, her whole world shrinking to his hands and his voice and the rhythm of their bodies. The Sergeant watched—silent approval, marking down the moment as another step in Jenna’s total surrender.







Her climax built like a fever. It wasn’t just physical—it was emotional, psychological, inevitable. Daddy whispered things into her ear—how proud he was, how wet she’d been, how he’d known from the first day she’d be the perfect baby soldier for him.







And when she came, she screamed. Loud, high, and broken.







But he didn’t stop.







He held her tighter. Fucked her deeper. Let her ride wave after wave of surrender until her body shook, her legs gave out, and she collapsed in his arms, limp and panting and soaked in arousal and trust.







After, he cleaned her—not with wipes but with gentle cloth, soft words, and kisses on her brow. He diapered her again, this time in the thickest, crinkliest army-issue diaper they had. Then he swaddled her in a warm blanket, clipped the pacifier to her shirt, and carried her to her cot in the barracks corner.







She didn’t speak. Didn’t need to.




Her thumb slipped between her lips, and her eyes fluttered shut.







And Daddy whispered:




“You’re not the new recruit anymore. You’re my example. My favorite little soldier.”




She smiled, even in sleep. She wasn’t just a Little now. She was his.






Chapter Thirteen: Graduation Day











“Obedience earns the diaper. Devotion earns the rank.”











The morning air carried the scent of cedar smoke and warm powder. Bells chimed softly from the training towers, signaling the final hour of camp. It was Graduation Day—ceremonial, sacred, the moment every Little dreamed of, feared, and lived for.










Zoey stood at the edge of the parade field.










Her posture was perfect. Chin up. Back straight. Hands behind her back, fingers laced.










The other Littles stood in ranks beside her. Dozens of them. Some trembling. Some beaming. All of them in their final uniforms: bare legs, blush-pink camouflage diapers with gold detailing, white crop-tops stamped with their name tags, and the polished Army of Littles collar glinting in the sun.










But only Zoey had the red gem still lodged inside her—her plug. She could feel it throb with every breath.










And only Zoey wore the Obedience Medal on her chest.










She was the star recruit.










The front line parted as Sergeant Willow strode forward in full parade gear, boots gleaming, riding crop tucked under one arm. Behind her came the high-ranking Trainers. And last—commanding, calm, his presence like thunder without sound—Daddy Kane.










His eyes found her immediately.










Zoey’s breath caught in her throat.










The ceremony began.










Willow’s voice rang out: “Step forward when your name is called. Present your posture. Recite your creed. And receive your final rank.”










One by one, Littles stepped up. Some earned basic ranks:

 

Paci-Bear, Trainer’s Helper, Pink Star Private.


 
A few earned second-year designations:

 

Snuggle Scout, Plug Pet, Swaddle Guard.











Zoey waited.










And when her name was called—“Zoey, report”—she didn’t hesitate.










She stepped forward.










She dropped to her knees.










She lifted her chin, pacifier loop dangling against her collarbone.










“Recite,” said Willow.










Zoey’s voice rang out clear.










“I am a Little in service to love.




I give up choice so I can feel safe.




I surrender shame so I can be proud.




I wear my diaper to show who I trust.




My Daddy is my command.




And obedience is my forever.”










A ripple of emotion passed through the crowd.










Willow’s face didn’t soften. But her eyes gleamed.










Daddy Kane stepped forward.










His boots stopped inches from her knees.










“Zoey,” he said, loud enough for all to hear. “You came to us defiant. Hard. Full of pride. But you begged to be seen. And now, you kneel before us not as a girl we fixed—but as the Little we revealed.”










She shook. Not from fear.










From how deeply his words struck.










“You don’t need fixing,” he whispered. “You just needed your right place.”










He reached into the velvet box Sergeant Willow held out.










And pulled out a silver pin.










Shaped like a plug.










“By the authority of the Army of Littles, I grant you the rank of

 

Plug Cadet.


 
Trained. Certified. Forever owned.”










He pinned it beside her medal.










She didn’t cry.










She wept.










Then he lifted her to her feet—slowly, gently, reverently—and turned her to face the watching crowd.










“Who does she belong to?” Willow shouted.










The crowd answered as one:










“

 

Daddy Kane!


 
”










“And what is she?”










“

 

His Plug Cadet!


 
”










He kissed her forehead. “Now let’s get you changed.”










They walked hand in hand to the ceremonial nursery tent, where a warm table waited.










And when Daddy pulled her thick, wet diaper down and saw just how soaked she was from pride alone, he whispered:










“You passed with more than honors, baby. You passed with your heart.”









Epilogue: The Next Recruit










The bus rumbled away, leaving only silence and pine needles and the scent of lavender-soaked wipes clinging to the air.










Zoey stood at the edge of the camp road, boots polished, collar snug, her pacifier clipped neatly to her belt loop beside the new silver badge:

 

Trainer Cadet


 
. The diaper beneath her army skirt crinkled audibly as she shifted her stance, but she didn’t flinch. She was used to the sound. She wore it like a symbol now.










Daddy Kane had given her a new tent near the Officer’s Quarters.










But this afternoon wasn’t about her anymore.










It was about the girl stepping off the next bus.










She arrived just like Zoey once had—tight posture, fake confidence, military duffle bag slung over one shoulder. Her crop-top was too clean. Her eyes scanned too sharply. A woman pretending not to shake.










Zoey smiled.










She knew that look.










“Welcome to camp,” she said gently, stepping forward, hand extended.










The girl paused. “Is this the, uh... fitness retreat?”










“Something like that,” Zoey whispered. “You’ll train. You’ll sweat. You’ll cry. And then you’ll become someone who sleeps deeper than she ever has in her life.”










The girl blinked. “Do you work here?”










Zoey tugged at her waistband.










Let her hear the crinkle.










Let her

 

see


 
the pink-tinted tape peeking under the camo.










“I live here.”










For a long moment, the new girl said nothing. Her gaze fell to Zoey’s bare thighs, the diaper, the badge.










And then—almost inaudible—she asked:










“Do you feel safe?”










Zoey’s eyes warmed. “I feel owned.”










Daddy Kane’s silhouette appeared near the edge of the trees. Watching. Waiting. Already planning the first routine.










Zoey turned back to the girl.










“Come on,” she said softly. “Let’s get you checked in.”










And as they walked toward the camp gates—one woman tall and crinkling, the other tense and curious—the forest whispered with memories.










Because the Army of Littles never stopped growing.










It trained.










It welcomed.










It transformed.










And Zoey was now part of the cycle that saved her.










Forever diapered.










Forever Daddy’s.










Forever home.
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