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Gary

When I got that letter, I thought about giving up on my dream. Being in the military was going to make it hard for me to continue being a little. I didn’t have a daddy, but still enjoyed roleplaying and thinking that I had that. I even wrote down my own rules, which I followed to the letter, except when I wanted to spank myself.

Moreover, here I was, about to hand my ID and other documents for the mean guy that was sitting down behind his table and writing down some things before allowing the recruits to go into the camp. Sweat was forming on my forehead, and it was not just because it was hot here, but also because I was nervous as fuck.

The line moved forward until I was the one going through the interview. He asked my name, checked my face so that he was sure it matched the one on my ID, and then asked, “What are you taking there with you?”

I almost fainted when he asked that. I didn’t have a choice, though, but to open my luggage anyway. It was either now or never, and if he noticed that I had a hidden compartment in my luggage for the diapers and other things, I was screwed.

His hands rummaged through my items on the normal compartment, and then he went back to sitting on his table to check some other things out. He grabbed my ID and held it in front of me before stating, “You can go.”

I almost sighed out of relief before stepping into the camp and making my way to where I would be sleeping. Some signs helped me with that, which I was thankful for because I would not have found my way otherwise.

When I got to the communal room filled with bunks, I put my stuff beside my bunk and laid down on it because I was tired after being forced to stand in the line for a couple of hours. But then, when I thought I was going to have some time to relax, I heard heavy footsteps coming into the room.

My colleagues, who were talking or also lying down on their bunk beds, turned their attention to the man that was coming in. He looked mean, and was tall as fuck. Compared to him, I was nothing, and he made me feel afraid of him too. I comforted myself with the thought that if I did everything he asked, I would have nothing to be scared of.

His name was Axel. T. Lombard, and he was a Sergeant. He was even wearing the typical Sergeant-y cap. He looked around, and I felt his eyes staring at me for a bit longer than normal before he stepped forward.

Everyone saluted him when he stopped and said, “Welcome to the academy, boys. I am here to turn you into real men.”

It was then that I knew that I was not going to have an easy time here. Not only was it going to be difficult to wear diapers and suckle on my paci in this room that offered no privacy, but I was also fucked because a hardass Sergeant like him didn’t have patience for guys like me.

Sergeant Axel walked over to me, and then stared me down as if I was nothing. I was really nervous, so I didn’t look at his eyes, but then he grabbed my chin and forced my head up. He looked into my eyes as if he was seeing something that he would rather kill than train.

“And I will make sure that I will treat recruits like you the way you need to be. Can’t have boys remain boys under my command.”

His voice was rash and deep too. I felt so small in comparison to him, and that was about so much more than his weight and height. He had the age, maturity and the attitude that a Sergeant like him needed.
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