
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Wilderness Contract (book 1 of the littles army)




A DDLG Book Story of Diapers, Discipline, and Surrender in the Arms of a Muscled Daddy Dom




Introduction










It started with her toothbrush.










That was the moment she knew something was wrong.










She was standing in her apartment bathroom at 7:42 p.m., staring at the same electric toothbrush she'd used every day for three years, and suddenly… she couldn’t remember how long she'd been brushing.










Her jaw ached. Her wrist was tired. And she was so exhausted, she had no idea if she'd already done the bottom row.










She looked in the mirror.




Same tired face. Same eye bags. Same chapped lips.




Her mascara had flaked under one eye, and there was still eyeliner from yesterday smudged in the corner.










She hadn’t cried. But she looked like someone who had.










Ivy Stone wasn’t a failure.










She had a job—technically two. A cramped apartment she paid for herself. A skincare routine that sometimes worked. People called her independent, focused, a little cold. She took it as a compliment.










But lately…




Lately, everything felt like holding her breath underwater.




She didn’t know how to rest. How to slow down. How to be soft.










That night, after the toothbrush, she poured herself half a glass of cheap white wine and curled up on the couch in oversized socks and an ex-boyfriend’s hoodie she never gave back.










She scrolled. Not for fun—just to escape.










Videos of girls organizing their pantries by color. Dogs doing little dances. “Clean girl” routines that made her feel messier than she already did.










She kept scrolling until her thumb hurt.










Then, between a TikTok of someone whispering affirmations and a guy chopping wood shirtless, it appeared:













“Ready for something different?”






“Let go of control. Just for a little while.”






“Join our retreat. No phones. No pressure. Just care, discipline, and freedom.”















She blinked.










The video was short. Just ten seconds. A quiet trail in the woods. Soft light breaking through trees. A wooden sign swaying in the wind:













THE LITTLES ARMY






For women ready to be guided.















She should’ve kept scrolling.




But the ache in her chest cracked a little wider.











The Form











She clicked. Just to look.










The website was plain, like someone had tried not to impress her on purpose. Clean. Private. Secure. A form popped up.










The questions were… strange.










●

 
       

 
What do you need help letting go of?



 









●

 
       

 
Do you respond better to kindness, firmness, or both?



 









●

 
       

 
Have you ever worn a diaper, or are you curious to explore it?



 









●

 
       

 
Would you rather be praised… or punished?



 









●

 
       

 
Are you ready to hand over your choices?



 









She stared at the screen for a long time.




Then typed:












I don’t know what I need. But I’m tired. And I want something real. Even if it’s scary.














She hit submit. Then closed the laptop and went to bed, cheeks burning and stomach fluttering in a way that felt completely unearned.










She forgot about it by morning.











Three Days Later











Her phone buzzed with a strange number.




She let it ring out.










Then came the email.













“We’ve reviewed your application. You’ve been selected for the 7-Day Trial Retreat under the care of Coach Dax.






Pack light. Bring no tech. You’ll be met at the station.






Welcome to The Littles Army.”















At the bottom:




A signature line.





Daddy Dax – Lead Regression Guide











Ivy sat at her desk, staring at the screen, heart thudding. Her breath came short. She closed her browser. But the words stayed with her all day.










She didn’t respond.










Until the next night, when she stood in front of the mirror again. Not brushing her teeth this time. Just staring at the girl who looked so put together… and felt like she was falling apart inside.










She replied.











The Bag











Packing felt like preparing for an apocalypse she couldn’t name.










The instructions were clear:












One small duffel.




No makeup. No razors. No electronics.




Bring a stuffed animal if you have one.














She hesitated before adding the bear she’d had since childhood.




Then paused again… and slipped in a few pairs of underwear she didn’t mind losing. Just in case.










She didn’t know what the diapers were for.




She didn’t ask.









Chapter One: Daddy Dax










He hated town days.










Too much noise. Too much choice. Everyone rushing, everyone on their phones, everyone pretending they weren’t starving for something real.










Dax Maddox stood in line at the feed store with a coil of rope in one hand and a case of biodegradable wipes in the other. The cashier was half his size and couldn’t stop glancing at his arms.










“Big project?” she asked, pretending to scan slower than needed.










He just nodded. No smile. He didn’t offer explanations to people who wouldn’t understand. She didn’t need to know the wipes weren’t for cleaning tools. They were for the girls. For the moments when regression wasn’t just emotional, but physical.










He liked when they needed him like that. Really needed him.










When they stopped pretending they were fine. When their sass cracked. When they reached that trembling, diapered stillness that whispered:

 

please don’t make me decide anything anymore, Daddy… just tell me what to do.











His retreat wasn’t on any map.










Three miles off the last gravel road, buried in forest that grew so thick even cell towers gave up. That was the point. No distractions. No social games. Just surrender.










He called it

 

The Littles Army


 
—not because it was militant. But because it was structured. Safe. Strong. A place for soft hearts that had been scraped raw by the outside world.










He had rules. And when followed, they healed.










Back at the lodge, he poured himself black coffee and opened the portal on his laptop:













New Applicant: Ivy Stone.















He skimmed the basics.











Age:


 
27





Status:


 
Single





Occupation:


 
“Trying not to quit my job every five minutes”





Allergies:


 
None





Safe words preferred:


 
“I trust you”










He paused at that last line.










Not red. Not yellow. Not even a joke.




Just…

 

I trust you.











That hit deep.










Then came her written section.













“I don’t know what I need. But I’m tired. And I want something real. Even if it’s scary.”















She hadn’t mentioned diapers directly. Hadn’t said much about submission. But he knew the type.










The ones who weren’t here for kink. Not really.




They were here to fall apart. Gently. Completely. In strong hands.










Dax leaned back in his chair and exhaled slowly.




This one wouldn’t be easy. But he liked the quiet ones with shaky hearts. They made the softest Littles once they finally broke.










He typed her name into the schedule.





Ivy – Trial Week – Full Regression Potential











Later, as the sun dipped below the pine ridge, he stood at the trailhead with her printed contract in one hand and a care bag in the other—stuffed with her welcome supplies: baby powder, a fresh folded diaper, and a pale pink pacifier on a soft elastic clip.










He didn’t know what she looked like yet. Didn’t need to.




The girls all had the same eyes when they arrived.










Worn.




Worried.




Waiting for someone to tell them,

 

“You don’t have to be the strong one anymore.”











He planned to tell her that by the end of the first night.









Chapter Two: The Arrival










The bus was empty.










Not literally—but emotionally.




Everyone had headphones. No one made eye contact. Ivy sat near the back, duffel at her feet, arms wrapped around her stomach like she was keeping her ribs from shaking loose.










The trees thickened as they drove.




First came the fields. Then the hills. Then the forest that didn’t look like it had been touched in years.










No signs. No signal.










Good.










She didn’t want to back out now.










They stopped at what looked like nothing.










Just a gravel pull-off, a wooden post with no name, and a man standing beside a rust-colored pickup.










Ivy’s breath hitched.










He was… massive.




Not just tall, but built like a shelter—broad shoulders, thick chest, arms corded with strength. Beard trimmed. Jaw set. Calm. His shirt clung to his body like it belonged there. His boots looked broken in but ready to stomp through a storm if needed.










He didn’t hold a sign. He didn’t smile.










He just looked up at the bus windows like he

 

knew


 
she was the one.










Ivy swallowed hard, clutched her bag, and stepped into the air that smelled like pine and firewood.










He met her halfway down the steps.










“Contract?” he asked.










His voice was lower than she expected. Deep, warm, and steady. Like something you could lean on. She handed it over without speaking.










He scanned it. Nodded once.










“You’ll ride with me from here. No talking unless I ask. You’re under rule from now on. Do you understand?”










She blinked. Then nodded slowly. “Yes.”










He stared at her. His gaze wasn’t harsh—it was heavy. Focused. As if he saw right through the sarcasm she usually wore like armor. Right through to the soft, trembling pieces underneath.










“Say it,” he said.










“…Yes, Daddy.”










Her cheeks burned. The word felt foreign in her mouth, but something inside her melted.










He nodded again. “Good girl. Let’s go.”










The ride was silent except for the tires crunching gravel. Ivy sat stiff, gripping her bag, watching the trees blur past like a memory.










No signs. No lights. No people.




Just woods. Deep, thick, ancient.










And him.










She could feel him in the driver’s seat. That quiet, commanding presence. He didn’t speak, but she felt… watched. Protected. Owned.










Her thighs pressed together.










She didn’t know what would happen next. She only knew that she wanted it—whatever

 

it


 
was—to come slowly. Carefully. Like being undressed one layer at a time, until there was nothing left but skin and honesty.










They arrived at a clearing. A small lodge. Three canvas tents set up in a wide semi-circle around a low, smoking fire pit. The air was crisp. The birds had gone quiet.










He parked. Got out. Walked around to open her door like a proper gentleman—or a warden.










“This way.”










She followed.










He led her to the edge of the fire pit and pointed at a log bench covered in a folded blanket.










“Sit.”










She sat.










He knelt in front of her, reached into a side pack, and pulled out a small cloth bundle.










“I’ll explain the rules tonight. For now, you need your welcome gear.”










She watched as he unwrapped:










●

 
       

 
A folded pale pink diaper



 









●

 
       

 
A small tube of powder



 









●

 
       

 
A pacifier clipped to a soft white strap



 









●

 
       

 
A wooden tag with her name burned into it:

 

IVY




 









Her breath caught.










“I—I don’t know if I’m ready,” she whispered.










He looked up, one eyebrow raised. “You came here because you’re tired. You came because you want something different. This is different. And you don’t have to be ready. You just have to

 

let go.


 
”










She stared at the diaper.










He leaned in closer, voice low.




“I only put these on good girls. So you’ll have to show me.”










Her knees wobbled.









Chapter Three: The First Diaper










She could’ve said no.










He wasn’t forcing her. He hadn’t even touched her yet. The diaper lay folded on the blanket beside him like a question.










But Ivy’s body had already answered. Her legs were trembling, her cheeks burning, her breath short.










She didn’t want to run.










She wanted to

 

curl


 
.










“Stand up,” he said softly.










She did.










“Hands behind your back.”










Her fingers laced behind her hips. Not tight. Just… held. She didn’t know where to look. The fire? The trees? His eyes?










He reached forward and lifted the hem of her hoodie, folding it gently upward until her stomach was bare.










“No more big girl clothes after dark. That’s one of the rules,” he said as he tugged down her leggings. “You’ll get used to being seen.”










Her panties followed—thin, pale blue, embarrassingly damp.










She gasped as the cool air hit her skin.










He didn’t comment. He simply laid her back onto the soft blanket he’d unrolled by the fire, then positioned her legs carefully—one, then the other—until they were spread, knees slightly bent, feet flat on the mat.










He didn’t stare. He didn’t rush.




He worked like a man folding ritual into every motion.










“This is your first one, so I’ll take care of it,” he said, popping open the powder cap. “But eventually, you’ll earn the right to ask.”










“To ask what?” she whispered.










“To be changed.”










She shivered.










He dusted the powder with slow, practiced care—starting low on her belly, circling gently, before brushing the soft warmth between her thighs. She twitched.










“Ticklish?” he asked.










She shook her head, but her lips parted.










“Sensitive, then,” he murmured. “Good.”










The diaper was thick.










Not cartoon-printed, not medical. Just soft. Padded. Heavy enough to remind her exactly what it was. He slid it beneath her with one fluid motion.










“Lift for me.”










She did. Her hips rose, her breath caught, her body responding even as her mind screamed,

 

You’re letting him diaper you.


 
But something about it… felt safe. Like she was finally being taken care of the way she never knew she needed.










The tapes fastened snugly. The warmth settled in.










And when he clipped the pacifier to her hoodie and tapped it once, she nearly melted.










“All done.”










He helped her sit. The diaper crinkled softly. She gasped.










“I can’t wear this—” she whispered.










“You already are.” His voice was calm. “And you’re doing beautifully.”










“I feel… small.”










“You are. That’s the point.”










She wanted to argue. But her chest was tight with something close to relief. For the first time in weeks, someone else had made a decision for her. Someone else had

 

seen


 
her.










And she didn’t want to run away.










“Tonight,” he said, “you’ll sleep in Tent Three. Alone. Tomorrow, we talk about schedule, rules, and rewards.”










He stood, towering above her in the firelight.




“You’ve taken your first step, Ivy. There’s no going backward.”










She nodded slowly, pacifier clutched in her palm.










But as he turned to walk away, she whispered—










“…Daddy?”










He paused.










“Will you… check on me later?”










His shoulders relaxed.










“I always do.”









Chapter Four: Wet Morning & the First Rule










The forest breathed around her.










Ivy stirred in the pale light of early morning, her cheek pressed against the cool nylon of her sleeping bag. She blinked slowly, confused by the silence. No sirens. No neighbors. No buzz of her phone. Just birdsong and the soft hush of wind moving through the trees. Something had pulled her from sleep. Not fear. Not noise.










A sensation.










Heavy. Warm. Cushioned heat between her thighs. She froze.










Her hand slipped beneath the edge of her hoodie, down over her stomach—then paused at the thick bulk taped around her hips. The diaper. Her breath caught.










It was swollen.










She didn’t need to squeeze. She didn’t need to press. The change in weight, the spongy, bloated squish—her fingers felt it all. Her legs trembled.










“Oh my god…”










Ivy bolted upright. The diaper squelched beneath her. Her cheeks flamed, and she scrambled to sit fully, legs splayed and heart hammering. She had no memory of waking to pee. No pressure. No dream.










And yet—she’d soaked herself in her sleep.










Not just damp.

 

Soaked.











The shame hit first. Fast. Flooding her chest, choking her throat.










How could she? She wasn’t a child. She wasn’t broken. She wasn’t—










A shadow moved outside the canvas wall.










She gasped, heart leaping. Her hand flew to the zipper flap just as a low, familiar voice slipped through the quiet.










“Good morning, baby girl.”










Daddy.










She fumbled the zipper. “Daddy—wait—I—I need—”










But he was already there.










He crouched low in front of the tent opening, head tilting as he took her in. His gaze was calm. Steady. Not surprised.










Her face burned. “I think I… I had an accident.”










His smile was soft. “You did.”










“I didn’t mean to—”










“I know.” He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a small device with a blinking blue light. “Sensor strip. First nights are always tracked. You started wetting around three forty.”










Ivy’s throat closed. “You… you knew before I did?”










“I always know. That’s part of my job.”










He stepped inside and reached for her chin. She didn’t resist. The moment his thumb stroked her jaw, her panic slowed. Her body responded to his calm like it had been waiting all night for it.










“This is what happens when your nervous system finally rests,” he said gently. “You let go. You’re safe now.”










Tears welled up. She hated that she believed him. Hated that some part of her—deep and private—ached to be told it was okay.










“I’m not… broken?”










His eyes searched hers. “No, Ivy. You’re healing.”










Her lip trembled.










“I’m going to clean you up, and then we’ll talk about rules,” he said, already unfolding a fresh blanket beside her. The same soft, worn material as the night before. She let him guide her down, trembling as the tent flap fell behind them.










Outside, the woods stirred with signs of life. A faint whistle sounded in the distance—high and short. Then another. She heard crinkling, giggles, a rustle of movement through underbrush. Ivy blinked toward the flap, brow furrowed.










“Are there others…?” she whispered.










Daddy didn’t answer immediately. He gently peeled the tapes of her soaked diaper, lifting it away like it was something sacred, not shameful. He dropped it into a canvas disposal bag and began to wipe her slowly—back and forth, gentle, warm. Her thighs trembled.










“You’ll see them soon,” he said. “Recruits. Tent One is more advanced. Tent Two is training through punishment. Tent Three…” He looked down at her with a knowing smile. “Is where the new ones go.”










“I’m… a recruit?”










“You are now.” He set the wipes aside and opened the powder. “You joined the Littles Army the moment you asked me to check on you.”










Her heart flipped.










“I didn’t mean to wet,” she whispered again, but it sounded weaker now. Less like shame. More like a question.










“I know.” He dusted her with care—warm circles of powder over her belly, down between her thighs. “But your body is smarter than your pride. And now that it’s spoken, we listen.”










He slid the new diaper beneath her—thicker than the last—and positioned it with practiced grace. She couldn’t help but notice the way he folded the front upward, cupping her so perfectly that her breath caught. He fastened the tapes snug, and just like that… she was padded again. Secure. Small.










He helped her sit. The crinkle was louder now. More obvious. Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t pull away.










“You’ll need this,” he said, unclipping a small red badge and snapping it to her pacifier string. The plastic tag was laminated and printed in block letters:

 

RECRUIT – TENT THREE


 
.










Ivy stared at it. “This is real.”










He nodded. “Color-coded. Everyone wears their rank on their chest. Some are orange, some are blue. Yours is red. New. Untrained. Hungry for rules.”










She swallowed hard. “What happens if I… disobey?”










Daddy’s smile deepened. “You’ll find out.”










Outside, the whistle blew again. This time longer. Then came the sound of marching—slow crawling thuds in grass. A high, humming chant. Ivy couldn’t make out the words.










“Inspection starts soon,” he said, lifting a soft pullover sweater from his bag. “You’ll crawl to the red flagpole at the center field. No walking. Recruits haven’t earned standing rights yet.”










Her mouth fell open. “But I’ll be seen—”










“That’s the point.” He pulled the sweater over her head, smoothed her hair, and tucked her tag so it rested square on her chest. “You’re part of something bigger now. And obedience begins with exposure.”










The sunlight filtering through the trees was soft and dappled as Ivy pushed open the flap of Tent Three.










Her knees sunk into dewy grass.










She hesitated on all fours, eyes adjusting to the new world beyond her little sanctuary. Everything about the clearing felt surreal. Like something out of a dream—or a twisted, beautiful fantasy she’d never dared voice aloud.










There were others.










Girls.










Not many. Maybe six, maybe more. All crawling. All diapered.










Some in pastel onesies. Some in oversized shirts and nothing else. Some had pacifiers clipped to their collars like hers, dangling brightly as they moved. And every single one had a laminated badge like hers—red, orange, blue—marking them like soldiers in a war of obedience.










A few crawled in quiet lines toward a tall red flagpole at the center of the clearing. Others waited in still silence beside tree trunks, chins lifted, backs straight, knees spread apart on patches of matting. Their eyes were downcast, as if trained.










It hit her then—this wasn’t a loose community of kinksters. It was a system. A discipline.










A bootcamp.










And she was the newest recruit.










She blushed as a girl passed her, thickly diapered, with a pacifier in her mouth and a determined look in her eye. Ivy’s body jolted with heat. The crinkling was louder now. Her own, and theirs. Every step forward on her knees reminded her: she was no longer a woman in charge of her body.










She was in diapers.










And she wasn’t alone.










She crawled slowly at first, unsure where to go, but the moment her knees left the shaded tent entrance, a whistle pierced the air.










“New recruit on field!” came a female voice—not Daddy’s, but commanding, sharp.










Ivy flinched.










Heads turned.










A girl with a short ponytail and a blue badge—“SERGEANT – TENT ONE”—stepped forward, clipboard in hand. Her pull-up was visible beneath a short baby-doll tee. She smirked when she saw Ivy.










“Name?” the Sergeant barked.










“I—Ivy,” she stammered.










“Say it properly, recruit.”










She swallowed. “Baby Ivy.”










“Badge color?”










“Red.”










“Status?”










“Untrained.”










A wicked grin. “Very good.”










The Sergeant turned to the rest of the girls, who’d all now assembled in a crooked line near the flagpole. “Looks like we’ve got a fresh dribbler, girls.”










A few giggles rippled through the group. Ivy’s cheeks burned. She wanted to run. But she didn’t stand. Couldn’t. Her legs had lost that right.










“Crawl her forward,” the Sergeant ordered.










Daddy’s voice came from behind her. “No need.”










He stepped beside Ivy and placed a firm hand on her lower back. “She’ll make it on her own.”










The Sergeant nodded once.










And Ivy crawled.










Every inch forward was a lesson in surrender. The grass was cool against her palms. Her diaper swayed between her thighs. The pullover covered little. With each step, she felt eyes on her.










But no one mocked.










They watched.










With curiosity. With recognition. Some even with longing.










They’d been her. They knew.










When she reached the red flagpole, Daddy knelt beside her and lifted her chin.










“Do you feel embarrassed?” he asked softly.










She nodded, lips trembling.










“Do you feel seen?”










She hesitated. Then whispered, “Yes.”










“Good. Because this is your first test.”










She blinked. “What test?”










He pointed to a short log lying in the grass. “Up and over.”










“What?”










“You’re going to straddle that log, Ivy, diaper fully exposed, hands behind your back. You’ll count to thirty. And you’ll do it without crying.”










Her heart pounded. “In front of them?”










“In front of everyone. They’ve all done it too.”










Tears pricked her eyes. “Why?”










“Because in this Army, obedience begins with exposure. You can’t be cared for until you’ve been unwrapped. Can’t be trained until you’ve been humbled. And you, baby girl, are just starting to understand what it means to be small.”










She looked at the log.










At the girls watching.










At her badge.










Then she nodded.










And climbed.










The bark was rough beneath her thighs, the cool air rushing up between her legs as she sat. Her diaper was on full display. Her cheeks burned as she placed her hands behind her back and lifted her chin.










“One…” she whispered.










“Louder,” Daddy said, stepping back.










She took a deep breath. “One.”










“Count to thirty, baby girl.”










The other girls joined in softly. Counting with her.










“Two… three… four…”










With each number, the shame twisted into something deeper. Something warmer. As if the humiliation was a balm instead of a wound. As if it stripped away the last layers of who she used to be.










By the time she reached “Thirty,” her eyes were wet. But she was still sitting tall.










The Sergeant clapped once. “Accepted.”










Daddy returned to her side, helping her down gently. “You did beautifully,” he said. “Now we talk about rules.”










Daddy guided her back from the log, one hand firm on the small of her back, helping her crawl through the watching eyes and soft whispers of the other Littles.










Her heart still pounded, but something had shifted. She wasn’t trembling now. She was burning. Humiliation hadn’t broken her—it had carved something open. A door inside she didn’t know existed.










And now it couldn’t be closed.










They reached a small shaded corner marked with red rope and a padded square on the grass. A nameplate sat in front of it:

 

Baby Ivy – Recruit


 
.










She blinked at it.










“This is yours,” Daddy said. “Until you graduate to the orange rank.”










She crawled onto the mat, the cool padding squishing beneath her thick diaper. She knelt, unsure where to put her hands, until Daddy placed one beneath her chin.










“Today begins your training. But before that, your first rule.”










Her breath caught.










He leaned in close. “From this moment forward, you do not use the potty without permission.”










She blinked. “What?”










“If you need to go, you ask. If you’re denied, you hold it. Or you let go. But either way, the decision is no longer yours. Potty privileges are earned.”










She swallowed hard. “But—what if I have an accident?”










“You already did,” he said gently. “And look what happened: you were changed. You were cared for. No yelling. No shame. Just warmth and new padding.”










“I didn’t mean to…”










“You don’t need to.” He brushed a strand of hair from her cheek. “Your body belongs to this training now. We track every accident. We celebrate the surrender. When you earn potty privileges again, we’ll let you know.”










Tears rose again, but not from fear this time.










From… relief.










She wasn’t broken. She was guided. Held.










“And if I don’t ask?” she whispered.










He leaned close, his lips at her ear.










“Then you stay wet, baby girl. And Daddy keeps you that way until you beg.”










Her thighs pressed together. The diaper crinkled, and she whimpered.










“Now,” he said, “you’ll spend the next hour kneeling. Hands on thighs. Eyes forward. Watch the others. See how they move. Listen for the whistles. This is the Army’s quiet hour.”










She nodded.










“But first…” He reached into his pouch and pulled something out.










A spreader bar.










Ivy’s breath hitched.










It wasn’t large—only about a foot wide—but it clipped easily to the inside of her ankles and held her legs apart just enough to make her crinkly padding visible under her hoodie.










“Training position,” he said. “You’ll wear this until we trust your posture.”










She gasped. “All of them wear these?”










“Every recruit earns one. Some keep them longer. Depends how much they squirm.”










He clipped the final lock into place and sat back. Her knees were spread now, and the bulk of her diaper was on full display. There was no hiding.










No privacy.










No escape.










“Eyes forward.”










She obeyed.










“Hands on thighs.”










She placed them down.










“Back straight.”










She straightened.










He brushed her cheek once. “Good girl.”










Then he walked away.










The world narrowed.










The sounds of the forest faded behind the rush of her heartbeat. Ivy kept her eyes locked forward. She didn’t dare move. She felt every breath between her thighs, every inch of her swollen diaper pressing back as a reminder.










She was part of something now. Something with structure. With rules. With purpose.










And for the first time in her adult life, she didn’t have to figure it all out alone.










Someone had already done that for her.










And all she had to do… was obey.









Chapter Five: Ivy’s First Public Wetting, Confession Time & Daddy’s Private Reward










The sun was already high when the first whistle blew.










Ivy startled awake in her tent, the sound sharp, echoing through the clearing like a command meant to jolt every girl upright. Her heart pounded. Her diaper squished as she shifted under the blanket—warm, thick, and still dry.










Barely.










She sucked in a breath and sat up, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. Her thighs were sticky with sweat and powder. She hadn’t leaked overnight, but her bladder ached. She’d been holding it for hours, too nervous to let go again after last night’s accident.










She peeked outside the tent.










Already, the camp was alive. Littles were crawling through obstacle courses on their hands and knees, training pull-ups riding high above their cheeks. A few were strapped to bottle-feeding posts, their hands tied in padded mittens while older girls tilted milk-filled bottles to their lips.










There were ranks to the system, Ivy realized. Some girls wore red bracelets like her. Recruits. Others had orange ones. Some wore full pastel uniforms with matching booties and pacifier clips labeled with numbers instead of names.










This was more than play.










It was military.










She shivered as the morning breeze blew across her bare legs. The uniform Daddy had laid out for her was folded neatly at the foot of her mattress—a long pastel hoodie with the camp crest over the heart, no panties, and one thick white pull-up.










A note was tucked inside the diaper.












"No potty today. Wait for my signal.




—D"














She swallowed.










Daddy hadn’t even visited her tent this morning—but his presence already wrapped around her. Her bladder throbbed in protest. She crossed her legs tight.










Wait for my signal.










God.










She dressed slowly, the diaper tugging snug between her thighs. Every movement reminded her how thick it was, how ridiculous she looked in it. And yet… how seen she felt.










How safe.










When she finally stepped outside, Daddy was waiting by the pine tree at the edge of the training yard. His arms were folded, dark t-shirt stretched across his chest, and sunglasses hiding those unreadable eyes. He didn’t wave her over.










He simply watched.










Ivy made her way to the center of the field. Recruits were standing in a wide circle. Some diapered, some in nothing but oversized t-shirts. A stern woman in boots—Coach Lana, they called her—paced the center with a clipboard.










"Recruits!" she barked. "Today's drill: Control & Surrender. All red-band Littles will hold their bladders until a supervising Daddy or Mommy gives permission. Any leaks before then earn time in the wet box. Any holds past the limit get rewarded. Understood?"










A ripple of nervous nods passed through the circle.










Ivy stood frozen. Her thighs pressed together. Her pacifier clip swung from her hoodie, bouncing against her belly with each heartbeat. This wasn’t just cute discipline.










This was a test.










And Daddy was watching.










The first ten minutes passed in agonizing silence, broken only by the occasional rustle of a diaper, the muffled whimper of a girl losing control too soon, or the sharp bark of Coach Lana's voice correcting posture. Ivy tried to stay still, to breathe through the pressure pulsing in her lower belly, but her legs had begun to tremble.










She clenched her thighs tighter, heart racing. Her bladder was screaming, her muscles twitching. A drop had already slipped past during the last squat drill, and she’d barely held the rest in. Around her, other girls were shifting too—some biting down on pacifiers, others staring at the ground like it would swallow them whole.










“Back straight, shoulders down, hands laced!” barked Coach Lana, stalking between the trembling Littles.










Ivy obeyed.










But every breath made her want to squirm.










She glanced across the field to the tree line—where he stood.










Daddy.










Arms crossed. Sunglasses on. Silent, commanding, immovable.










He hadn’t moved in fifteen minutes. But then his fingers lifted, slowly. Two fingers. Just like yesterday.










Her signal.










Her chest tightened. Her knees buckled slightly.










Oh god. Now?










Panic rose in her throat. She wasn’t ready. Not in front of all these girls. Some were strangers, some were giggling quietly, a few whispered. She couldn’t—she wouldn’t—










But the warmth between her legs begged for release.










And then she felt it.










A leak. A tiny, traitorous leak. Just enough to make her gasp.










Her body had already made the decision. Her mind was just catching up.










She shut her eyes, clenched everything, but another dribble followed. Her hands fisted. Her breath hitched.










She was going to wet herself.










In front of everyone.










And still… Daddy didn’t stop her. He didn’t rescue her. He just waited. Watching. Giving her the space to choose.










Shame crashed into her. Her thighs trembled harder. Her whole body shook.










And then it happened.










With a soft hiss, her bladder let go completely.










The heat spread fast—first soaking the front of her pull-up, then down her thighs. Her knees buckled as she gasped, the wetness streaming down her legs, soaking into her socks. The flower pattern on the front of the training diaper darkened visibly. Her cheeks burned as the warmth pooled between her thighs, squishing audibly when she shifted.










Laughter rippled behind her.










“Cadet Ivy,” Coach Lana called sharply. “Do we have an accident?”










“I—I—” Ivy couldn’t look up.










“She had permission,” came Daddy’s voice from across the field. Calm. Firm.










Coach Lana raised an eyebrow, checked her clipboard, and said nothing more.










But the humiliation already burned inside Ivy’s chest.










Her head lowered. Her hands twisted at her sides.










Daddy moved at last.










He crossed the field in long, purposeful strides, not sparing a single glance at the other girls. When he reached her, he didn’t scold. He didn’t smile. He didn’t tease.










He simply took her hand.










And kissed the back of it.










“You did well,” he murmured.










She choked on the tears in her throat. “Everyone saw…”










“I saw,” he whispered, brushing a damp strand of hair from her cheek. “That’s all that matters.”










He lifted her into his arms effortlessly, the soaked diaper crinkling loudly, leaking slightly against his sleeve. She buried her face in his chest, shivering.










And he carried her off the field—past the circle of Littles, past the judging eyes and whispers—into the quiet, shaded privacy of the reward tent.










The tent flap dropped shut behind them with a soft

 

thud


 
, muffling the outside world.










Inside, the air was warm and still. A padded mat lay in the center, beside a low bench draped in soft towels. Ivy’s breath was shaky as Daddy knelt and gently laid her down, her legs trembling, the diaper squishing beneath her as she settled.










He didn’t speak at first.










He just looked at her—really looked. Not with disappointment. Not with pity. With something that burned even deeper than praise:

 

approval


 
.










“You obeyed when I asked,” he said quietly, crouching beside her. “Even when it embarrassed you. Even when you were scared. That means more to me than perfection ever could.”










Her lips trembled. “I didn’t want to like it…”










“But you did.”










Tears stung her eyes. “What’s happening to me?”










“You’re being seen. And accepted. And now…” He smiled softly, stroking her inner thigh. “You’ll be rewarded.”










Her body jolted.










He peeled the soaked training diaper away with steady hands, exposing her glistening skin to the cool air. She whimpered, but he hushed her with a kiss to the knee, then carefully wiped her clean. His touch was slow, reverent. There was no teasing now—only quiet mastery.










By the time she was bare, trembling, and lying open for him, her whole body was flushed with heat.










“Lift your hips,” he said, voice gentle but firm.










She obeyed instantly.










He sat back on the bench and pulled her forward into his lap—her knees bent on either side of his thighs, her bare bottom pressed against his pants.










The moment she felt him—hard beneath her, hot and thick—her breath hitched.










“Shh,” he murmured, kissing just beneath her ear. “Don’t think. Just feel.”










His hands gripped her hips as he guided her downward, slow, careful, so she felt every inch of him entering her. Her lips parted with a moan—so full, so deep, it felt like she was being rewired from the inside out.










She clutched his shoulders, eyes wide, legs shaking.










“Daddy…”










“Good girl,” he groaned. “Now ride.”










She didn’t know where the strength came from—maybe from the submission, maybe from the ache that had been building since her first diapering—but she moved. Slowly. Rhythmic. Each grind of her hips sent sparks through her.










Her soaked, swollen clit dragged against his base.










Her nipples grazed the fabric of his shirt.










And with each bounce, her wetness grew louder, hotter, sloppier.










“Say it,” he whispered, holding her hips tighter. “Say what you are now.”










“I’m your baby,” she gasped. “Your obedient, diapered baby.”










His mouth claimed hers—deep, slow, devouring.










Her orgasm crept up on her, not like a scream but like a surrender—slow, building, unstoppable. Her body clenched around him. Her breath caught. Her legs quaked.










And she came.










Hard.










Soaked.










Shaking.










Collapsing in his arms as her cries filled the tent.










He held her through it all, murmuring praise, kissing her temple.










When she finally calmed, breath hitching and hair sticking to her flushed skin, he whispered:










“Next time, you’ll wet with me inside you.”










She whimpered, nodding.










Because some part of her had already given in.










And the rest of her never wanted to leave.









Chapter Six: The Plug, the Paddle, and Ivy’s Public Punishment










They called it the

 

Pine Circle


 
.










A ring of thick, ancient trees wrapped around a clearing where obedience was taught—not just through words, but through demonstration. The dirt in the middle was soft from the knees of those who had knelt before. The air here always felt heavier. Quieter. Like the forest itself was watching.










And now Ivy knelt there too.










Her bare knees dug into the moss-laced soil, hands clasped behind her back in the formal “punishment position” Daddy had drilled into her over the last day: shoulders rolled back, chin slightly down, thighs spread no more than a palm’s width apart. Any wider was considered defiant. Any narrower, dishonest.










She was naked, save for the pink silicone plug locked deep in her bottom and the soft leather collar snug against her throat. Her eyes stayed down—staring at the damp earth beneath her—but she could feel them.










The others.










Some of the Littles sat on blankets nearby, pacified and sippy-fed, watching through wide eyes. Some whispered behind pacifiers. A few, older in training, gave her a knowing look. They’d been through it. They recognized the flush on her skin. The trembling thighs. The shame and hunger mixing into something raw.










And behind her stood Daddy.










His arms were folded, boots planted firm in the dirt, his commanding presence coiled tight like a leash around her chest.










To his left stood a new figure Ivy hadn’t seen before—tall, masked, dressed in black, the word “ENFORCER” stitched into the chest strap of his tactical vest. His gloved hands held a flat wooden paddle, polished and scarred. A trainer, clearly. Maybe one of the top ones in the camp. She’d heard whispers of them—used only when a Daddy requested public reinforcement.










Daddy had requested it.










She had failed a

 

protocol


 
.










Earlier that morning, she’d slipped into the feeding tent without permission. Her belly had grumbled. Her mind had gone soft. She hadn’t meant to break the rules… but

 

intent didn’t excuse action


 
. Not here. Not in the Army of Littles.










She’d skipped the chain of command.










And now she would be corrected.










“Ivy,” Daddy’s voice rang across the clearing. Deep. Sharp. Like a call to order.










She lifted her head just slightly. “Yes, Daddy?”










“What is today’s lesson?”










Her throat tightened. She spoke from memory, from the training exercises he'd drilled into her.










“Obedience before instinct. Permission before pleasure. Littles wait. Littles ask. Littles obey.”










A nod of approval.










Daddy stepped forward and crouched beside her. His eyes softened only slightly as he tucked her hair behind her ear.










“This punishment isn’t because I’m angry. It’s because you’re ready to learn at a deeper level. You need to be held in place—not just physically—but emotionally. Understand?”










“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered.










“And when you’re done, you’ll stand taller. Crawl lower. Obey faster. That’s how you grow. That’s how Littles become perfect.”










She swallowed. “Yes, Daddy.”










He stood and nodded once to the Enforcer.










The man stepped forward with slow, deliberate movements and took position behind Ivy. The hush across the clearing deepened. Even the birds in the trees seemed to stop.










“Ivy,” Daddy said, voice commanding. “You’ll

 

count


 
. You’ll

 

thank


 
. You will not cry out, unless it’s a moan of growth. Do you understand your posture order?”










“Yes, Daddy. Punishment Kneel. Hands behind. Thighs open. Chin low.”










“Good girl,” he murmured.










Then he stepped back.










The first

 

crack


 
of the paddle echoed through the clearing like thunder.










Ivy jolted forward, her breath caught in her throat, the plug inside her shifting with a cruel nudge. Her cheeks burned—both sets.










“One… thank you, Daddy…”










The Enforcer waited five seconds.











Smack.











“Two… thank you, Daddy…”










Tears pricked her eyes, but she didn’t let them fall. The training was clear: tears were not weakness, but they were still controlled. Everything was earned here. Even your breakdowns.











Crack.











“Three… thank you, Daddy…”










Each strike pushed her deeper into her own surrender. Her knees ached. Her thighs trembled. Her spine curved to keep posture. But the thing that pulsed brightest inside her wasn’t pain. It was clarity.










Daddy was still watching.










She could feel his pride in the silence. In the way he didn’t have to correct her posture. In the way he let the punishment continue without interruption. He trusted her to endure. And that… that made her ache in a whole different way.










By the fifth strike, she was openly shaking.










“Five… thank you, Daddy…”










The sixth strike landed just slightly lower. Purposeful. The edge of the paddle grazed the top of her thighs, and she gasped—but corrected instantly, straightening her back to reset her form.










“Six… thank you, Daddy…”










A whisper from one of the Littles nearby floated through the trees: “She’s so good.”










The seventh and eighth came quicker. A rhythm. A song.










Her breath grew ragged.










Her mouth dry.










The plug throbbed with her heartbeat.










“Eight… thank you, Daddy…”










The Enforcer paused.










Ivy dared not move.










Then the ninth fell.










Hard.










She collapsed forward slightly—just an inch—but enough for the collar to tug. A clear breach.










Before she could speak, the Enforcer’s voice echoed, distorted through the mask:










“Correction.”










Daddy was already moving.










He stepped into the circle, crouched beside her again, and tilted her chin.










“Form,” he said calmly.










She nodded, repositioning—knees wide, hands locked, chin dipped.










“Why did you slip?”










“Because I let the pain become more important than my posture,” she whispered.










“And what matters most?”










“Obedience.”










He kissed her forehead.










“Then finish strong, baby.”










The final strike came.










And she welcomed it.










“Ten… thank you, Daddy…”










The silence after the last strike was louder than the punishment itself.










She didn’t collapse. She didn’t break. She stayed kneeling, trembling and flushed, plug still deep, ass burning, pride pouring down her spine.










Daddy crouched again. This time, he pulled her against his chest.










“What have you learned, baby girl?”










Ivy’s voice was hoarse. But steady.










“To wait. To ask. To obey.”










“And why do we obey?”










Her eyes met his.










“Because we are strongest when we surrender.”










His eyes darkened with something close to reverence.










“Perfect,” he whispered.










He sat on the nearby wooden bench and held out his arms. Ivy crawled across the dirt—plug shifting, cheeks burning—and climbed into his lap with no shame.










She didn’t care that the others watched.










She didn’t care that her plug pulsed with every shift of her hips.










Because Daddy was proud of her.










Daddy’s arms wrapped around her like a weighted blanket of command—solid, grounding, unshakable. His hands didn’t tremble, even as hers still did. She could feel the calloused roughness of his palm against her spine, the gentle pressure guiding her head to his chest. He held her like something earned. Not broken—but

 

tempered


 
.










She settled into his lap, legs bent, her freshly spanked bottom raw and exposed against his thigh. The pain grounded her. The humiliation steadied her. And the plug still nestled deep inside her pulsed with every tiny shift, a reminder that her body no longer belonged to her alone. She was being reshaped—inch by inch, rule by rule, stroke by stroke—into something better.










Into someone worthy.










The Enforcer stepped back into the trees without a word, the paddle left behind on the bench beside them. A symbol, now. A promise.










Daddy didn’t rush. He didn’t praise her like a child or kiss her like a lover. Not yet.










He simply ran his hand down her thigh, then across the welted heat of her ass, his fingers tracing the outlines left by the paddle like a sculptor inspecting his work.










“You took that well,” he said quietly. “Posture slipped once, but you corrected without needing to be told.”










“I wanted to make you proud,” she whispered.










“You did.”










His hand moved lower, past the curve of her thigh, brushing the edge of the plug, now sticky with slickness. He pressed a finger around the base, rotating it just slightly. Ivy gasped, body stiffening as the pressure sent ripples of pleasure up her spine.










“Still tight,” he murmured. “Still trembling. Still soaking.”










She bit her lip, grinding softly against his thigh without thinking.










“You’re wet, baby.”










She nodded, breath shallow.










“Even after punishment?”










“Yes, Daddy.”










His hand stopped.










“Why?”










She blinked, confused by the question—but she knew it had an answer. And she searched for it in the weight of his gaze.










“Because… because it means I’m yours,” she said slowly. “Because when I’m corrected, I feel safe. I feel held. It’s not pain. It’s… belonging.”










A pause.










And then the softest smile tugged at the corners of his mouth.










“Very good,” he breathed.










His free hand reached for the paddle. Ivy felt the air shift as he lifted it, fingers tightening around the handle. She tensed—but didn’t move.










“I told you to finish on my lap.”










“Yes, Daddy.”










“Then take this last one like a soldier.”










Her stomach fluttered. Not a Little. Not a pet. A

 

soldier


 
.










She braced.










The paddle came down once—just once—sharp and fast and final, right across the tenderest part of her punished cheeks. She cried out against his chest, more from shock than pain, but stayed upright. She didn’t collapse. She didn’t sob.










She obeyed.










And in that moment, something locked into place inside her.










When the paddle was set down again, Daddy’s hand replaced it—warm, soothing, tracing the heat he’d created. Then his fingers slipped lower. Past her thigh. Between her legs. Into the squishy wetness soaking the backs of her thighs and the folds between.










He didn’t speak as he touched her. He just

 

owned


 
her—slow, purposeful strokes over slick flesh, his palm guiding her into breathless, helpless need.










She whimpered, forehead against his chest, hips rocking subtly into his hand.










But she didn’t come.










Because he hadn’t given permission.










“You did well,” he said again, his voice like warm oil. “You took your punishment. You kept your form. You stayed present.”










His fingers circled her clit once, deliberately slow.










“You are learning to carry shame without losing posture. To take correction as love. To beg without fear.”










She moaned.










“To serve with obedience.”










His fingers pressed, firmer now.










“To submit completely.”










She gasped.










And then he stopped.










Her whole body tensed.










“Not yet,” he whispered.










She whimpered.










“Obedience isn’t just about pain. Or pleasure. It’s about discipline. If you can kneel through punishment, you can wait through desire.”










“Yes, Daddy…”










He pressed a kiss to her temple. The gentleness of it cracked something open inside her chest.










Then he held her there, rocking her slowly, one hand still resting between her legs—not moving, not teasing. Just

 

claiming


 
.










“My sweet, aching, obedient little girl,” he murmured.











And the whole clearing seemed to exhale.










Her body stayed raw and pulsing, her plug still locked in place, her thighs still trembling. But her mind… her mind had gone still.










She had endured.










She had pleased him.










She had become a little more his.










And that made everything—every rule, every stroke, every humiliating second—worth it.










Tomorrow, she would crawl again.










But tonight, she would sleep in his arms, plugged and punished and glowing with something more powerful than pride.









Belonging.








Chapter Seven: Crawling for Her Bottle, Praised in Public, and Daddy’s Fingers Under the Table

The bell rang once through the trees—soft, musical, deliberate.










Ivy froze.










The sound was clear and sharp as a command, echoing across the early morning hush like a call to arms. Feeding time. The Littles across the camp stirred. Ivy, kneeling by the side of the discipline tent, straightened her posture on instinct, remembering the morning protocol Daddy had drilled into her.










"Posture check,” she whispered to herself, breath shaky.










Back arched. Chin lowered. Knees apart. Hands resting flat on thighs, palms down. Her diaper, still warm and damp from the sunrise inspection, crinkled beneath her bottom as she adjusted. The plug inside her remained untouched since yesterday—still firm, still sealed, still her quiet torment.










She was allowed no talking. No eye contact unless instructed. Daddy had made that clear in this morning's whispered rules:












“Today you prove discipline, Ivy. You don’t crawl for food. You crawl for the privilege of being chosen.”














A gust of wind blew through the clearing. Ivy shivered—but not from the cold.










From the pressure of anticipation.










The Littles gathered slowly, crawling on elbows and knees from all corners of the woods. Some wore bibs. Some were already holding bottles, their Daddies guiding them gently by the leash. Others moved with eager hunger, diapered bottoms high in the air, trying to earn a place near the feeding circle.










But Ivy waited.










Still.










Her eyes remained downcast. Her thighs trembled from holding position.










That’s when she heard it—Daddy’s boots over soft pine needles. Steady. Unhurried.










He moved like he owned every inch of forest, every breath she took, every thought she hadn’t yet dared to think. His presence loomed before she even saw him.










And then—he was there.










He didn’t speak at first. Just watched.










Let the silence stretch.










Ivy’s heart pounded.










“Good,” he finally said, low and quiet, just for her. “You're remembering who you are.”










She felt her cheeks burn.










He raised one finger.










The signal.











Crawl.











Ivy dropped onto all fours instantly, her knees wet with dew. Her hands sank into the moss as she obeyed, diaper swaying between her thighs, pacifier bobbing slightly in her mouth. The leash clipped to her collar dragged softly behind her, and every movement made the plug inside her shift and pulse. She whimpered once, but kept moving.










She felt eyes on her. Littles and Daddies alike watching her form, her obedience.












“Crawling cadence is three-count,” Daddy had instructed last night.




“Left hand. Right knee. Right hand. Left knee. Controlled, elegant, submissive.”














She followed it perfectly. Slower than the others. More deliberate. Every inch of her posture screamed,

 

this one has been trained


 
.










She reached his boots.










Kissed them.










“Permission to serve, Daddy,” she whispered against the leather.










He looked down at her like she was the only thing in the world worth owning.










“You may enter the feeding zone. Under the table. Crawl through. No noise.”










She didn’t speak.










She didn’t need to.










The tablecloth brushed her back as she ducked beneath it. The space underneath was dark and warm, filled with the faint scents of formula and soft plastic. She moved quietly, following the base of Daddy’s chair until she reached his side.










A tap on her collar.










That was her cue.










She rose slowly onto her knees. Back straight. Eyes lowered. Breasts rising and falling with short, anxious breaths.










Above her, Daddy reached for the bottle.










It was pale pink. Thick. Full.










The formula inside was warm, lightly steaming. She saw it swirl behind the nipple as he held it above her mouth.










“Open,” he ordered.










Her lips parted.










The bottle slid in with practiced grace, the rubber nipple thick and full on her tongue. The first taste was sweet. Creamy. Familiar. Her body relaxed into the warmth as she suckled, slow and rhythmic, every gulp making her feel more like the baby he wanted her to be.










But then—his hand moved.










Down.










Under the table.










She gasped around the nipple.










His fingers slid along her thigh first, stroking the soft skin outside the diaper line. Then they pushed forward—cupping the thick padding between her legs. Pressing into the warm, soaked cotton with just enough pressure to make her shift and twitch.










Her breath stuttered. The milk nearly spilled from the bottle.










“You're already wet,” he murmured, just above her ear. “Is that from crawling?”










She moaned behind the bottle.










“I think my little cadet is dripping from pride.”










His finger traced slow circles across the front of her diaper, rubbing through the layers until she could feel it on her clit—dull, aching, powerful.










And then—he slipped two fingers under the elastic. Past the warm padding. Past the sweat-slick folds. Straight into the heat.










She arched.










But she didn’t stop drinking.










The training held.










“Don’t drop your bottle, Ivy,” he whispered.










She suckled harder, legs shaking now.










Each stroke of his fingers was deep and slow. Every pass teased her edge, pushed her higher, until her body was tight with heat, her thighs trembling. Her plug ached. Her clit throbbed.










She tried not to moan.










She failed.










Her whimper turned into a sharp cry as the climax hit—silent at first, then full, then desperate. She writhed under the table, unable to stop the gush of arousal that soaked her already wet diaper. Her body convulsed. Her toes curled.










But Daddy never stopped holding the bottle steady.










And when it was over—when she was slumped against his thigh, pulse fluttering—he withdrew his fingers, wiped them clean on the inside of her diaper, and whispered:










“Cadet Ivy: orgasm protocol complete.”










She collapsed fully into his lap, head heavy against his knee.










Above the table, the Littles and Daddies watched as he lifted her onto his arm, cradled her like a newborn, and tapped the last of the bottle against her lips.










“This one’s earned her next level,” he said aloud.










The others clapped.










Ivy didn’t hear it.










She was too far gone in warmth. In pride. In the scent of Daddy’s shirt against her face and the taste of milk still on her tongue.










Because submission wasn’t shame anymore.










It was rank.










And Ivy had just been promoted.









Chapter Eight: All Fours, All Day – Ivy’s Deepest Submission Yet










The morning mist clung to the edges of Ivy’s blanket like a whispered warning. Dew gathered on her lashes as she blinked awake, the quiet weight of her soaked diaper pressing against her thighs. Her pacifier remained in her mouth—chewed slightly in sleep, tethering her mind to that infantile haze. Her stuffed bunny, damp and matted, was still clutched to her chest like a security token.










She didn’t stretch.










She didn’t sit.










Because she remembered the rules.










Last night, Daddy had knelt beside her before bedtime, thumb brushing her cheek, and whispered:












“Tomorrow, you crawl. All day. No standing. No kneeling tall. No asking why. You are a crawling little. That’s your posture. That’s your place.”














The rule had burned into her dreams.










Now it was her reality.










She rolled slowly onto all fours. The plug inside her didn’t shift much—it was already deep, already tight. But the position made it press in a new angle. Her thighs trembled slightly. Her shoulders tensed. But she didn’t hesitate.










Daddy would be watching.










A moment later, the tent flap rustled.










He stood tall in the golden fog, arms crossed, boots slightly muddy. His face was unreadable, like a soldier inspecting his unit.










Ivy bowed her head.










“Present,” she whispered.










He crouched beside her.










“Cadet Ivy,” he said gently, fastening the leash to her collar. “Posture check.”










She adjusted instantly. Back flat. Knees wide. Hands under shoulders. Head down.










“Good girl,” he said. “Now let’s review today’s command protocol.”










She swallowed.










Daddy’s voice took on that rhythm again—that ritual cadence she’d grown to both fear and crave.












“Crawling position: all fours, head down.




Movement: slow, silent, diaper swaying.




Touch: none without permission.




Speech: only when prompted.




Relief: none unless ordered.




Orgasms: denied.”














Ivy whimpered quietly.










Daddy leaned closer. “Why are you crawling today, Ivy?”










“To learn,” she breathed. “To surrender.”










“To become?”










“Your good girl.”










He nodded once and tapped her collar twice—

 

Go.











She crawled.










Her knees sank into the damp pine needles. Her palms scraped softly across the earth. The leash tugged gently with each movement—guiding, correcting, owning.










They passed through the camp, and the world watched.










Some Littles knelt in the posture circle, practicing bottle discipline. Others giggled from the fingerpainting mats or sat in highchairs being spoon-fed. But all turned when Ivy crawled past. None laughed. None pointed.










Because everyone knew what this meant.










Crawling Day wasn’t punishment. It was transformation.










It was the moment a Little let go of standing tall and started

 

belonging.











Her diaper swished with each movement. The plug pulsed inside her with every shift. By the time they reached the central clearing, her knees were soaked through and her thighs were flushed.










Daddy led her to the obedience square.










There, in full view of others, he clipped her leash to a low stake in the ground.










“Feeding protocol,” he said.










She dropped her elbows to the moss, lowered her chest until her nipples brushed the soft ground, and arched her diapered bottom high.










She didn’t move.










Daddy returned with a bowl and bottle—mashed banana with soft cinnamon, and warm almond milk in a bottle marked with her name.










“Stay,” he whispered.










She did.










He spooned the banana into her mouth bite by bite. Between each bite, he traced a finger across her diaper, checking the wetness, teasing her folds beneath the padding, reminding her of her place.










“You’re doing so well,” he said. “But your arousal is a problem.”










She whimpered around the spoon.










“I didn’t give you permission to be wet.”










“I’m sorry, Daddy…”










“Sorry doesn’t dry your diaper, Ivy.”










He pressed two fingers to her clit—through the diaper, slow, firm.










“But it’s expected.”










The bottle followed. She suckled, chest still pressed to the ground, bottom high, humiliation rising with every squish of the plug and every stroke of her slick heat.










By midday, her body ached.










Her arms shook. Her thighs trembled. Her back felt like it had been carrying shame as a weight.










She wasn’t allowed to sit.










Not allowed to rest.










If she slumped or paused, Daddy tapped the leash—once for posture, twice for speed.










Then he added a new command:












“You will hold your bladder until I say. No leaks without orders. If you fail… tomorrow becomes a double-crawl day.”














Ivy nodded.










But her body was betraying her.










She’d already had two bottles. Her bladder throbbed with pressure. The plug kept her belly tight. Her body begged for release, but her mind clung to the rule.










Daddy brought her to the nap circle.










She wasn’t allowed to sleep.










Just kneel—still in all fours—beside the warm fire while the others were swaddled into their blankets.










Time passed like slow torture.










She shifted. Moaned. Squeezed her thighs.










He waited.










He always waited.










Only when her legs were shaking uncontrollably, her diaper near bursting, her eyes glassy with desperation—did he step forward.










“Knees apart,” he said.










She obeyed.










“Back arched. Head down. Breathe.”










She did.










“Now… let go.”










She sobbed with relief. Her body let go in a single, flooding rush, hot liquid pouring into the overfilled padding. It leaked slightly down her thighs, soaking into the grass. She whimpered from the heat, the shame, the unbearable relief.










Daddy stroked her hair.










“You’ve learned bladder discipline,” he said softly. “That’s step one.”










She nuzzled into his hand.










“Tomorrow,” he continued, “You’ll crawl again. But this time, I’ll tie your wrists behind your back. You’ll learn balance. And if you beg sweetly enough… I may let you orgasm for the first time all week.”










She moaned into the grass.










Her body shaking. Her mind blank with surrender.










And as Daddy lifted her in his arms, she didn’t care that her diaper was soaked, her knees were bruised, or that Littles and Daddies were watching from all sides.










Because she wasn’t Ivy anymore.










She was

 

his.











His crawling, soaked, submissive soldier.










And she had never been prouder.









Chapter Nine: Leashed, Plugged, and Put on Display










The morning began with the sound of a whistle.










Three short bursts—sharp, crisp, and final.










It wasn’t just a call.










It was a command.










Ivy jolted awake in her crib, heart racing. Her body was already sore from the previous day’s crawling discipline—shoulders tight, thighs aching, her plug still seated so deep inside her that every breath reminded her of who she belonged to.










Daddy stood at the end of the crib, dressed in his regulation greens: dark canvas cargo pants, a buttoned-up olive shirt rolled at the sleeves, and his training boots laced tight. A brass whistle hung from his collarbone. His belt had rings for gear, cuffs, rope.










She shivered beneath his gaze.










“Inspection,” he said.










She rolled to all fours instinctively, spine arching, knees wide. Her thick nighttime diaper squished beneath her—heavy, soaked, yellowed. She wore the assigned display outfit: a cropped camo-printed training vest with no sleeves, no bottoms, and a shiny silver nameplate over her heart:

 

Cadet Ivy


 
.










That was it.










The vest stopped just above her belly button. Everything beneath was exposed—the diaper, bulging and clearly used; the plug’s base, visible just between her cheeks when she crawled; the faint pink of her skin beneath the translucent tapes.










Her uniform.










Daddy clipped the leash to her collar with a practiced click.










She kept her head down.










“Posture,” he said.










She raised her diapered bottom, lowered her elbows to the mat, and waited.










Daddy walked a full circle around her.










“Visible humiliation: check. Plug secured: check. Diaper sag: adequate. Posture: acceptable.”










He tugged the leash once.










“Crawl.”










The leash tightened as she followed him out of the tent. The sun had barely risen, but already the central clearing bustled with movement. Other Daddies stood at attention with their Littles lined up behind them, hands bound or mouths gagged in silence. The obedience ring—ten meters wide, surrounded by benches and stones—was filling fast.










Ivy’s heart pounded in her chest.










She’d seen this before.










But now… now it was her turn to be put on display.










Daddy led her toward the ring without speaking, her leash taut between them. Her diaper crinkled loudly with each crawling step. She felt the dampness spread as her thighs moved. Her plug shifted constantly, reminding her how open she was. The cropped vest flapped gently with each motion, but never covered what mattered.










People watched.










Other Littles gasped softly, recognizing her. Some had seen her crawling the day before. Others whispered.










That’s the one who wasn’t allowed to kneel.










That’s the one who wet herself at command.










Now she was in

 

uniform.











When they reached the ring, Daddy stopped in the center. He wrapped the leash once around his wrist, anchoring her to him. Then he raised one hand, commanding silence.










“She’s here for review,” he said calmly. “Her name is Ivy. She is mine. And today, you will witness her progress.”










He turned to her.










“Display posture.”










Ivy dropped her chest to the dirt, arched her back, and raised her hips high. Her diapered bottom faced the group. Her knees trembled.










Daddy walked around her slowly, like a drill instructor inspecting a soldier.










“She is plugged, leashed, and has not orgasmed in four days. She is diapered full-time. She crawls without question. She pisses on command. She accepts public humiliation as her place.”










A few Daddies murmured.










One snapped a photo.










Another nodded slowly in approval.










“Crawl,” Daddy said again.










She moved.










Around the circle. One slow lap. Her plug shifted with each movement. Her diaper squelched. The grass brushed her skin. Every eye followed her, watching the sway of her exposed padding, the twitch of her thighs, the wet trails down her inner legs.










She wanted to disappear.










She wanted to be seen.










When she reached the far side of the ring, Daddy stopped her with a whistle tap.










He crouched beside her, fingers brushing her collar, then slid down her chest, over her belly, and pressed into the thick bulge of her diaper.










“She’s soaked,” he said. “But still usable.”










Then he leaned in closer, just for her.










“Eyes on me, cadet.”










She lifted her gaze.










“I’m going to make you come in this diaper. Right here. Right now. And you’re going to thank me, aren’t you?”










She nodded frantically.










“Good girl.”










He pressed his hand between her legs, rubbing slow, deliberate circles into the swollen front of her diaper. The padding squished under his palm. Her plug shifted. Her breath hitched.










He didn't rush.










He didn’t let her.










He forced her to earn it.










“You’ve crawled. You’ve leaked. You’ve submitted. But now I want to hear you.”










Her moan broke through the clearing like a crack of thunder.










She shook.










Her orgasm hit without permission, and she screamed into the dirt—soft, raw, broken—her entire body trembling as the plug kept her stretched and the soaked diaper turned to squelching heat between her thighs.










When it ended, she collapsed forward.










Daddy lifted her leash again.










But he didn’t pull her away.










He turned to the group.










“This is my soldier,” he said. “This is what it means to be trained.”










Then, with quiet finality, he added:












“Tomorrow, she will ask—publicly—for her plug to be removed. Not in private. Not in shame. But with legs spread, diaper off, voice proud. Because that’s how we honor surrender in this camp.”














He tugged the leash gently.










Ivy crawled behind him, dripping, shaking, diapered and destroyed.










And still…










Glowing with pride.









Chapter Ten: Morning Mess, First Spanking, and Full Submission Ceremony










The squish was instant.










The moment Ivy shifted in her sleep, the pressure beneath her hips reminded her what she had done. Heat clung to her skin. Her thighs stuck together. Her diaper—thick, warm, and humiliatingly full—had swelled to its limit under the weight of her mess. The spreader bar locked between her ankles kept her legs wide. Her wrist cuffs were still clipped to the crib bars, gently restricting movement, ensuring she wouldn’t roll away from her shame.










She whimpered, curling slightly despite the restraints.










This wasn’t an accident.










Not entirely.










She had felt it coming in the night—tightness in her belly, the slow cramping that had built beneath her plug. She could’ve whispered Daddy’s name. Could’ve asked for permission like he trained her to. But some deep, depraved part of her… wanted this.










To wake up ruined.










To be found unworthy.










To need correction.










The zipper on the tent shifted. Heavy boots stepped closer. She didn’t even lift her head. She didn’t need to see him.










“Inspection hour,” Daddy said softly.










The locks on her crib released. One side dropped.










He didn’t flinch when the scent hit the air. He didn’t scold. His expression was calm, focused—like a general assessing damage on the field.










“You soiled yourself in your sleep, Cadet Ivy.”










She nodded, voice cracking. “Y-yes, Sir.”










“And did you request permission to release?”










“…No, Sir.”










His silence was worse than shouting.










He lifted her carefully, arms strong beneath her limbs, and carried her across the padded floor to the

 

Discipline Mat


 
. It lay near the firepit now, warm and rubber-backed, marked with the words

 

TRAINING ZONE 2B


 
in military stenciling. Around the edge, her gear lay neatly packed: wipes, powder, extra thick diapers—some in camouflage print, others with humiliating pastel prints and ruffles. A side pouch was labeled

 

Plug Kit


 
in white lettering, holding three graduated plugs, a vibrating bullet, and two enema bulbs, one clear, one gray.










Her training satchel.










Her

 

obedience pack.











She wasn’t just Daddy’s baby anymore.










She was his cadet.










He laid her flat on the mat, and began unfastening the tapes.










The diaper peeled open with a sticky noise, revealing the disaster inside. Her entire core flushed red.










“I’m sorry…” she whispered.










Daddy didn’t answer. He wiped her thoroughly, efficiently. Warm cloths. Firm hands. No hesitation.










“This wasn’t your first warning,” he said finally. “You’ve ignored the pressure before.”










“I… I was afraid to disappoint you,” she breathed.










His hands paused.










“You disappoint me

 

when you lie to yourself,


 
Ivy.”










A chill passed through her despite the heat.










He folded the used diaper and sealed it in a disposal pouch with the military label

 

WASTE – BIO


 
before sliding it into the corner bin. Then he picked up the gray bulb.










“No plugs until after you’re cleansed,” he said. “You’ll hold this. Entirely. Until I say otherwise.”










She trembled, eyes wide.










He slicked the nozzle and pressed it to her entrance.










The enema slid in slowly—deep and relentless. She gasped, back arching, hands digging into the mat.










Daddy massaged her belly as the bulb emptied inside her. “Deep breaths. Obedience is about endurance.”










Once it was fully emptied, he pulled it free and replaced it immediately with the medium training plug—one that made her whimper when it slid in behind the heat.










It locked in place with a

 

click.











Then came the cuffs.










Daddy buckled her wrists behind her back.










“Face down.”










She obeyed.










He lifted her hips, laying her belly across his lap.










“No diaper. No protection. Just you. Me. And the lesson.”










The first smack echoed across the tent.










The second made her hips twitch against his thigh.










By the third, she was moaning—not from pain, but the

 

depth


 
of it.










The plug shifted each time. Her core burned. Her thighs clenched. Daddy spanked in cadence—ten precise strikes, spaced with military discipline.










“You’ll learn to ask.”





Smack.





“You’ll learn to speak up.”





Smack.





“You’ll learn to be mine.”





Smack.











Her whole body trembled.










When the tenth hit landed, she was sobbing into the mat.










Daddy held her close, one arm wrapping tight around her belly, his lips to her temple.










“I correct you because I love you, Ivy. Never forget that.”










He eased her onto her back, wiped her gently once more, and reached into her

 

obedience pack


 
. From the sealed inner pouch, he removed one of the

 

CAMP ALPHA REGULATION NIGHT DIAPERS


 
—the thickest kind, army green outside, with a wide yellow warning stripe across the rear labeled:





FOR TRAINED USE ONLY.











She whimpered as he lifted her hips and slid it beneath her.










He powdered her, patted the front, and pressed the padding flat over her pussy—then pulled the tapes snug with practiced force.










It wasn’t just protection.










It was uniform.










“Cadet Ivy,” he said firmly, crouching beside her now, opening the final pouch.










She watched with wide eyes as he revealed the collar.










Pale pink. Soft leather. Gold-ringed. A metal tag shaped like a dog tag hung in the center, engraved with:











IVY – PROPERTY OF COMMANDER DAX






FULL STATUS: OWNED











She gasped softly as he fastened it around her throat.










A

 

click


 
sealed it.










No trial. No probation. No test left to pass.










Daddy leaned in close, forehead to hers.










“You’ve earned this.”










Her body melted.










The collar hugged her neck. The diaper hugged her hips. The plug filled her. Her enema sloshed with every breath. She was cuffed. Spread. Trained.










And now?










Owned.









Chapter Eleven: The Plug Comes Out, the Little Stays In










The sun had set behind the pine ridge hours ago, but Ivy hadn’t noticed. Not really. Not with the heat between her thighs, the fullness inside her, the ache in her core that wasn’t just physical anymore—it was emotional.










Daddy led her by the leash through the snowy dusk toward the central lodge. Her diaper crinkled with every step, sagging under the weight of a full afternoon’s surrender. She wore nothing over it but the oversized army-green hoodie with the

 

Littles Army


 
patch sewn crookedly on the chest, her collar clipped, pacifier swinging from a satin ribbon.










They passed two other Littles crawling toward the mess tent, both clearly plugged, both squirming. But Daddy didn’t stop. This wasn’t about them. Tonight was her checkpoint.










The main door of the lodge opened with a soft groan. Inside, it was warm, dimly lit by lanterns and candles. A fire crackled in the hearth, throwing soft shadows across the wooden walls. And waiting near the edge of the padded mat was

 

Sergeant Willow


 
—Daddy’s second-in-command, a sharp-eyed woman with steel in her spine and soft mercy behind her smirks.










Ivy dropped to her knees immediately.










Daddy’s voice was low, but firm. “Crawl.”










She obeyed. Slowly. Her thighs trembled with each movement, diaper bulging, plug shifting with every forward push. She whimpered softly behind the pacifier. The mat was cold against her knees, but the leash tugged her forward, and she didn’t need to be told twice.










“Diaper off. Plug in. Knees spread.”




The sergeant’s voice.










She froze. Her heart thudded. Her hands reached automatically to the tapes.










It wasn’t Daddy giving the order—but that was part of the training.










By now, she knew the difference between humiliation and growth. Knew that tonight wasn’t about embarrassment. It was about readiness.










The plug came out with a slick pop. Ivy gasped—more from the sudden emptiness than pain. Her hole fluttered instinctively. She felt exposed. Weak. Needy.










“Daddy said you were almost ready for real conditioning,” Sergeant Willow said, stepping closer. Her boots thudded softly on the planks. “You want to graduate from plugs to cock, baby girl?”










Ivy looked up, cheeks pink, legs still wide. “Yes, Sergeant…”










Willow crouched low beside her, pulling a pair of black nitrile gloves from her pocket. “Good. Let’s see if that little hole is as obedient as your mouth.”










She didn’t wait for permission.










Two gloved fingers slid into Ivy’s pussy—slow, firm, not rough, but trained. Not playful.

 

Evaluating.











Ivy gasped, her body tightening instantly, and Sergeant Willow smiled.










“You’re twitchy,” she murmured. “But wet. Did Daddy tease you again and leave you plugged?”










Ivy nodded helplessly, her hips starting to rock.










“Uh-uh.” A firm smack to the inner thigh. “You don’t move unless instructed. And you don’t come unless I say.”










“Yes, Sergeant,” Ivy whimpered, blinking tears.










Willow began to finger her in precise rhythm, her free hand gripping Ivy’s thigh to hold her open. “You’re being trained now, baby. Every night from now on, you’ll be stretched. Fingered. Edge-tested. You’ll learn to hold back your climax until your trainer says

 

now


 
. And if you fail?”










“I stay plugged,” Ivy whispered.










“And?”










“I get denied… or spanked. Or worse.”










Willow’s fingers curved. Ivy moaned. Her knees buckled slightly. The humiliation of being trained like this—publicly, clinically, by another woman—sent her deeper into submission than she’d ever imagined.










Daddy sat just behind her, watching.










But not stopping it.










Because this was what she’d agreed to.










She was in the

 

Littles Army


 
now. This was training.










Sergeant Willow's fingers moved in smooth, practiced strokes—never too deep, never too soft. Just enough to make Ivy tremble, to keep her on the knife-edge of release. Every breath she took came out in short gasps, fogging the cold lodge air. Her thighs were slick now, not just from wetness, but from the pulsing, desperate need that bloomed like fire in her gut.










She had never felt like this. Not even when Daddy teased her with toys. Not when she’d been plugged and paraded. This—this

 

training


 
—felt different.










More real.










More permanent.










“You’re clenching,” Willow said calmly, curling her fingers again, rubbing her G-spot in slow circles. “You’re not ready to come. Not yet. If you do, you’ll be plugged for forty-eight hours.”










Ivy cried out, head dropping low.










But she held still.










Daddy’s voice came from behind her. “Is she ready?”










Willow gave one last firm stroke and withdrew her fingers, gloved hands slick with Ivy’s arousal. “She held back,” the sergeant said, standing. “Barely. But she obeyed.”










There was a pause.










Then Daddy’s hand was on her back.










“Good girl,” he murmured, and those two words made her sob.










She had done it. She had passed.










“On your back,” he said.










Ivy turned slowly, legs falling open without thought. The cold air kissed her slick folds, and her breath hitched.










Daddy knelt between her thighs and pushed the hoodie up to bare her belly. His eyes were locked on hers.










“You’ve done everything we’ve asked,” he said. “You’ve wet when told, worn your kit without complaint, been plugged and trained and used. But tonight, baby girl… tonight I’m going to make you come.”










Her heart stopped.










“Not because you begged. Not because I wanted to tease you. But because you

 

earned it


 
. Because you’ve proven you belong here.”










She nodded furiously, mouth parted behind her paci.










“Hold your knees,” he said.










She did.










Daddy lowered his mouth to her pussy, tongue warm and wet and devastating. It wasn’t teasing anymore—it was deliberate. Deep. Loving. Possessive.










His mouth worshiped her.










His tongue circled her clit, flicked it gently, pressed and sucked until her moans echoed off the lodge walls. One hand came up to rest over her lower belly, pinning her down. The other slid two fingers inside her without warning—deeper, firmer than Willow’s had been. This was claiming, not testing.










She broke apart.










Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave—loud, sobbing, unstoppable. Her whole body shook, and Daddy didn’t stop. He lapped and fingered her through the climax until her voice cracked and her thighs trembled like jelly.










“Another,” he said softly.










“No—Daddy—I—”










“Yes, baby. Give me one more.”










And she did.










This one was sharper, shorter, but it left her sobbing into the mat, fingers tangled in her hoodie, eyes unfocused. Daddy pulled away only when she went limp.










He wiped her gently. Diapered her slowly—army-print this time, extra-thick. Taped her up with soft finality.










Then he scooped her into his arms, holding her like a doll.










“You’ll sleep without a plug tonight,” he said. “You’ve earned that, too.”










She whimpered in his chest. “But… I feel empty…”










“You’ll learn to crave that,” he whispered. “But only when I say.”










He carried her to the crib, laid her down, and kissed her forehead.










Just before she drifted off, he tucked the pacifier back in her mouth and whispered:










“You’re not just trained, Ivy. You’re mine now. All the way in.”









Chapter Twelve: All the Way In










They made her crawl for it.










Not because they wanted to humiliate her. That part was long past. Ivy

 

needed


 
this now—the squish of the soaked army-print diaper between her thighs, the sting on her knees from hours of crawling drills, the weight of the leash clipped to her collar tugging her forward.










Each inch across the lodge floor was a test she

 

wanted


 
to pass.










Daddy waited in the command chair near the fire, sleeves rolled, forearms exposed and glistening faintly with the heat of the room. His posture was calm. Dominant. Patient.










He’d already seen her crawl across the training field, run morning laps in a pull-up, hold postures through squats with plugs shifting inside her. He had overseen her vaginal drills. Corrected her posture during bottle feeds. Whispered her new name during punishment and praise alike.










But tonight was different.










Tonight, she wasn’t coming for instruction.










She was coming for use.










She reached his boots and dropped her forehead to the wood floor. The pacifier bobbed against her lips, the ribbon swinging with her exhausted breaths. Her soaked diaper clung low and heavy, leaking slightly around her thighs, a faint pink blush across the pattern where the heat of her shame still lingered.










“Up,” he said, one word—calm but final.










She rose shakily to her knees. He pulled her into his lap without effort, adjusting her so her legs straddled one thigh and her head nestled beneath his jaw. The towel beneath them had been warmed. Everything was prepared. Always.










One hand rubbed her back in slow circles.










The other slipped under her diaper.










She gasped, already trembling, already soaked. Her folds were slick—raw with submission. Her plug had been removed earlier during her evening exam, and the emptiness left her clenching against his hand like she was afraid to be hollow.










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










She whimpered. “Please…”










“Use your voice.”










“Please, Daddy. Please give me more. I want to be filled. I want to be—” her voice cracked, “—used.”










He peeled the soaked diaper open slowly, exposing her flushed, open folds. She didn’t resist. She didn’t cover. She simply breathed.










Daddy stroked her slick pussy with thick fingers, spreading her wetness as his voice remained steady in her ear.










“All week we’ve trained your body to open. To stretch. To receive.”










She nodded desperately. “Yes, Daddy.”










“You’ve worn your plugs without complaint. You’ve held them in during marches, drills, even bottle time.”










“Yes…”










He lined himself up beneath her, his cock hot and hard between her thighs.










“And now, little soldier…” he lifted her by the hips, “…you’re going to take your final reward.”










She was already crying before he lowered her.










Tears of gratitude.










Tears of need.










He slid inside her slowly—inch by inch—until she was fully seated in his lap, her thighs trembling, her lips parted in a gasp of disbelief. He was

 

so deep


 
, so thick, and her body opened for him like she’d been made for this.










She clung to his shoulders, diaper still half-wrapped around her hips, her collar tag jingling softly with each shallow breath.










“I’m so full,” she whimpered.










“You’re

 

home


 
,” he whispered.










He rocked into her slowly, letting her feel it all—the stretch, the rhythm, the claim. There was no rush. No frenzy. Just power. Presence. Possession.










Every thrust made her tremble.










Every moan came out softer, higher, until she sounded more like a helpless baby than a grown woman.










“I’m yours,” she sobbed. “I’m all yours, Daddy.”










His hand slid between them and circled her clit.










“Say it again.”










“I’m yours—

 

only yours


 
—I belong to you—I want to be trained forever—”










She broke then. Came hard.










Her body convulsed in his lap, her cries sharp and wet, her hands clutching his shirt like it was her anchor in a storm of surrender.










But he didn’t stop.










He held her tighter, drove into her deeper, whispered filth and love in equal parts into her ear as he pushed her over the edge again and again.










“Good little soldier…”










“My messy little recruit…”










“The best fuck Daddy’s ever owned…”










By the time he came, she was boneless in his lap—soaked, trembling, whispering nonsense.










He filled her deep, held her still.










Then—ritualistically—he diapered her again. Carefully. Lovingly. Thick and tight and secure. He inserted a smaller plug, one she could sleep in, kissed her inner thighs, then wrapped her in the army-issued baby blanket, soft green with the Littles Army crest stitched along the edge.










He lifted her in his arms like she weighed nothing.










And carried her to the steel-framed crib at the end of the lodge.










Her lips found her thumb before he could even offer the paci.










But her eyes stayed locked on him.










“Did I pass?” she asked softly.










He brushed hair from her face.










“You didn’t just pass, baby girl. You’re ready for graduation.”










She smiled, drunk on pain and pleasure and praise.










Then whispered the words she never thought she’d say:










“Then I want to

 

train


 
others someday.”










He kissed her forehead.










“You will.”










And as she drifted off—plugged, stretched, sore, and freshly claimed—she dreamed of standing in front of a new line of Littles.










Wearing her trainer’s badge. All the way in.









Chapter Thirteen: Marking Night










The first snow of the season had fallen silently over the lodge grounds, frosting the pine branches and tent roofs in a glittering white veil. The air was crisp, the scent of smoke and winter mingling in a stillness that felt sacred.










The Littles Army had gone quiet.










Even the most bratty recruits knelt with bowed heads, their thick diapers crinkling with every shiver. Plugs were in. Collars secured. Ribbons and pacifiers gleamed in the firelight, and bare thighs flushed pink from the cold peeked from beneath oversized army-print shirts.










But not Ivy’s.










She stood tall at the lodge threshold, diaper thick and proud between her thighs, her Little uniform customized now: black boots, forest-green jacket with leather shoulder straps, her rank patch stitched in cream on the chest.











Trainer First-Class: Ivy.











The belt around her hips bore the same crest Daddy had once buckled onto her as a trembling initiate. Now she wore it like armor.










She had helped change seven Littles that evening. Two had wet themselves mid-confession. One had been plugged and spanked for lying about using the potty. Ivy had handled all of it without hesitation. Her hands steady. Her eyes soft. Her voice strict but full of praise when earned.










She was no longer the girl who cried at her first wetting.










No longer the one afraid of crawling.










No longer the one who needed to ask for permission to be kept in diapers.










Now, she

 

asked


 
to never be taken out of them again.










Daddy’s voice echoed through the clearing: “Bring her forward.”










Ivy didn’t need to be told twice.










She walked barefoot across the packed snow, the heat of the firepit just ahead drawing closer. The circle was already formed—Littles kneeling in neat rows, Trainers standing behind them, each holding a leash or bottle or both. The elite ranks—the ones who had graduated the full obedience cycle—watched from stone benches, plugged, padded, and perfectly still.










At the head of the circle, Daddy Dax waited.










Her Daddy.










His arms folded, his black coat dusted with snowflakes, eyes glowing with the pride of a man who had broken and built his favorite girl piece by trembling piece.










“On your knees,” he said.










She obeyed instantly, her thighs spreading wide to accommodate the bulk of her custom-printed army diaper. She kept her posture perfect, hands resting on her thighs, eyes downcast.










But inside?










She was burning.










Waiting.











Ready.











“This is Marking Night,” Daddy said to the crowd. “And tonight, we honor a Little who didn’t just submit—but became a foundation for others to learn from.”










He stepped closer, cupping Ivy’s chin.










“She has crawled. She has cried. She has begged. But more than that… she chose to return to the mat. Every day.”










He turned to the girl kneeling beside Ivy—a trembling recruit with fresh pacifier marks around her lips and swollen eyes from her third enema this week.










“She is what you will become,” Daddy said. “And she is the one who will show you the way.”










He handed Ivy the ceremonial leather belt—the one once buckled around her trembling waist a year ago.










Now she fastened it around the girl before her.










“You’re one of us now,” Ivy whispered, her voice like a lullaby soaked in steel.










Then she kissed the recruit’s forehead and stood again.










Daddy didn’t need to ask her to kneel this time.










She dropped before him the way she always did—willing, graceful, obedient.










“Diaper check,” he said simply.










She lay back, legs spread.










Before the fire and the full army.










Her trainer’s uniform jacket slid open, exposing the bulk between her thighs. The diaper was dry—pristine—and Daddy smiled.










“You’ve earned a new one,” he murmured.










He stripped the old off with ceremony, slid a thicker, bulkier one beneath her—a triple layer with reinforced leak guards and a soft blush pink inner lining—and powdered her with a fragrant blend the recruits had come to associate only with Ivy.










Then he slid in a

 

trainer’s plug


 
—one larger than anything she had worn before. She gasped. Bucked. Cried out.










But she held still.










Because obedience was no longer a struggle.










It was her

 

identity


 
.










“You still want this?” he whispered at her ear as he taped the diaper closed tight.










She moaned. “Yes, Daddy. I want to be used. I want to be filled. I want to wear your colors and your cock for the rest of my life.”










The crowd was silent.










No one breathed.










And then Daddy stood, unzipped his pants, and exposed his thick length—already hard, already waiting.










“Ride,” he said simply.










Ivy straddled him on the ceremonial bench, hiking her new diaper aside, guiding him in with practiced need. Her thighs trembled. Her mouth opened in a desperate moan.










And then she began to move.










Not like a shy Little begging for forgiveness.










But like a trainer earning her final stripe.










Every bounce. Every gasp. Every cry of “Daddy” echoed through the firelit trees.










When she came, she came screaming. Wetting slightly into the new diaper as her plug pulsed inside her, her climax dripping down onto Daddy’s thighs.










He filled her right after—hard, deep, complete.










And the Army cheered.










She curled in his lap, thumb in her mouth, heartbeat thunder in her chest.










Daddy held her.










Wrapped her in the thick wool army blanket. Tucked her plug. Kissed her forehead.










“You’re not the new girl anymore,” he whispered.










“No,” she murmured behind her paci. “I’m the example.”










And when the night ended, and the fire burned low, Ivy slept in Daddy’s arms in front of the whole Army—diaper swollen, plug secure, belt buckled across her hips, and her name stitched in honor across the back of her blanket.











Trainer Ivy.












Littles Army.












Obedience earned.










Epilogue: Big Girl in Diapers – Ivy’s New Forever










Morning rolled in over the training grounds with a silver haze, dew clinging to the edges of tents and crickets fading into silence. The retreat was calm—but never still. Diapers crinkled beneath fleece onesies. Pacifiers bobbed between lips. And Ivy woke in Daddy’s arms, her diaper warm and swollen from the night, her plug still gently pulsing inside her with every sleepy twitch.










She didn’t rush to move.










Big girls in diapers didn’t need to prove anything.










They were

 

already chosen.











Daddy stirred behind her, kissing the nape of her neck and wrapping the blanket tighter around her naked shoulders.










“Another perfect morning,” he murmured. “My prized girl.”










She smiled behind her pacifier, nuzzling closer. “Do we get a new one today?”










“We do,” he confirmed. “Nervous thing. Asked if she could wear her own clothes to orientation.”










Ivy giggled—a crinkly sound muffled by the thick padding she rolled against. “She’ll be in a onesie before dinner.”










By noon, Ivy was dressed in full ceremonial kit: camo-print onesie snapped snugly beneath her bulging army diaper, a gold pacifier clipped to her chest, collar tag polished to a shine. She wore her

 

Trainer First-Class


 
belt with pride, a leash clipped neatly at her side—not to control her, but as a sign of ownership.










Her Daddy’s girl.











The Army’s example.











As she stepped past the new recruit’s tent—where a girl in a hoodie and jeans stood nervously fidgeting—Ivy paused.










She didn’t speak.










Just smiled, shifted her hips a little so the thick diaper peeked from beneath the onesie snaps, and gave a subtle salute.










The girl’s eyes widened.










She stared.










Then glanced away with a blush that told Ivy

 

everything


 
she needed to know.










Later that day, Ivy helped with inspection. Two Littles had wet themselves mid-crawling drills. One girl had hidden her paci under a pillow and tried to deny it. Ivy gave out three spankings, three stickers, and earned two whispered “thank yous” through shaking sobs.










She glowed.











Big girls didn’t just behave. They helped others surrender.











Daddy watched it all from the lodge steps, his arms folded, a quiet pride in his eyes.










“Your chart’s full,” he said when she returned to him, pink-cheeked and panting from a training lap. “Perfect oral session. No bratting. Controlled wetting in public. Comforted a homesick Little. Rewarded a confession.”










She looked up at him through her lashes. “Did I make you proud?”










He lifted her easily and sat her on the inspection bench in front of everyone. His fingers slipped under the legband of her diaper, checking her warmth. His other hand rested on her neck.










“You don’t just make me proud,” he said, voice low. “You make them

 

want


 
this life.”










That night, the circle gathered again for another initiation.










The new girl had changed into a camp-issued shirt and thick pink training pull-up. Her jeans were folded on the crate behind her, forgotten. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted around the first paci she’d ever accepted without protest.










She hadn’t spoken in twenty minutes.










Ivy knelt beside her.










Held out something soft.










Her old bunny. Ragged now, the ears chewed, the body flattened with years of love, scent-marked from nights of fear and safety and trembling trust.










The girl took it, confused.










“She’s named Star,” Ivy whispered. “She kept me from trying to run. She reminded me it’s okay to be scared.”










Tears brimmed in the new girl’s eyes.










And when Daddy stepped forward with the collar, the girl didn’t resist. She bowed her head. Ivy buckled it gently around her neck. Then kissed her forehead with a reverence that melted the last of her fear.










Daddy leaned in and whispered to Ivy alone:










“You’re the best I’ve ever trained.”










She whimpered, heart hammering, diaper already wet again from nothing but those words.










That night, back in their tent, he diapered her slowly, with practiced tenderness. Powdered. Plugged. Massaged. Praised.










“You’re not my trainee anymore,” he whispered into her skin.










“I know,” she said dreamily.










“You’re the Sergeant of the Littles Army now.”










Her breath caught.










He slid two fingers inside her, and she cried out into the pillow, body clenching around his praise.










He gave her three orgasms that night.










Then tucked her against his chest, wrapped in fleece and love, diaper thick, plug deep, collar locked.










And as she drifted into sleep, bunny pressed between her breasts, she whispered through her paci:










“Big girls

 

still


 
wear diapers.”










Daddy kissed her temple. “And the Army follows your lead.”










And Ivy smiled.










Because she was exactly where she belonged.










Forever.
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