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Regressing the Rookie

Chapter 1

Ollie
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AFTER GOING THROUGH all their tests, I finally made it to the police department of the city where I lived. It was a tall building with so many floors I didn't even bother to count before stepping in there with all my required documents.

The secretary told me what she was going to need. I handed her the documents, went through some interviews, and by the end of the day, I had everything that I needed to work as a police recruit.

I was not going to be an officer until after getting the necessary experience though, which was fine.

I was, however, nervous as fuck. I was a wreck, to put things in more simple terms. My hands were shaking when I left the department building.

The second day came and it was then that I noticed the most handsome man in the building. His name was Carlos, and he was one of the most experienced officers. He outranked me by quite a lot, and I felt so small in comparison to him because he was such a big and dominating man.

Whenever he walked, people stopped to greet him or just to eye him as if he was a dangerous predator. It didn't surprise me that people had reactions like the last one.

Carlos was very tall. I didn't catch his last name, though; that was going to be something that I was going to do later when I was not focused so much on admiring his body and face. That stubble, though...

I was gay, and I knew that I had no chance with him. I mean, who in their right mind was going to be gay when he could have all the women for himself?

It didn’t help things for me when he said on the second day on the job, when I was getting ready for a mission, "I will be the one leading this operation today."

He was wearing a different uniform from ours. We were wearing mostly dark blue, whereas he had a set of shades of dark grey.

He didn't really need that, though. Just his presence, voice tone and overall shape of his body made him stand out from us.

Him being near me was going to be a problem, I thought while getting into the back compartment of the van that was going to take us to deal with a bunch of criminals that were shooting up a bank.

I thought that I was not going to be able to take my eyes off him. It just seemed impossible to do so. Carlos was going to be my reason to jerk off before going to sleep every night. I wanted to see and feel his big cock plunging deep into my ass as if I was nothing more than his ragdoll.

However, I reminded myself that such a thing had little to no chance of happening. It was just how things were, for me, in this medium-sized city.

Carlos took us there, because of course he had to be the one driving the van and make him look even more manly. When he stopped and shouted, "Everyone, out!" I froze because I just realized that, on my real first day on the job, I was going to be fighting a group of criminals where my chances of dying were very high.

I was the only recruit at that time. I was the only unlucky one to pass all their tests. I didn't really know what was happening now because, during said tests, I was doing so well, but right at this moment... it was when things were real and not made up. Everything seemed too different for me. It was nothing like the training I had.

"Hey, recruit!" Carlos shouted before coming over to me with a rifle in his hand, "Wake the fuck up! We need all the men here to deal with those terrorists. There won't be any deals or any of that shit with them. We came here to kill them all!"

He was holding the collar of my shirt while he shouted right at my face. His words made me come back to reality, and I blinked a couple of times before tightening the grip of my handgun. They only gave me that small thing for this mission.

He went ahead and looked for cover behind a wall. I tried to follow him, but almost fell over when my foot got stuck on something. He didn't even look behind to find out if I was keeping up with him or not. Nobody did, in fact.

I was all alone.​
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Chapter 2

Carlos
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WHEN THE NEW RECRUIT showed up, I didn't know what to think of him. Was he like all my colleagues, who had some years of experience and were ready for battle, or would I have to keep him on his toes because he had no idea how to even aim and shoot his gun in the middle of an intense battle? Working for the police in this city was like fighting a war in the Middle-East.

He was very cute, though. I should not be thinking that sort of thing about a man that was soon going to be under my command, but who said I had any control over my feelings?

I could keep my people thinking that I had everything under control, but it was far from that. In the police force, I had to make sure that people weren't going to use my weaknesses against me. I believed and trusted most of the people that worked under me, but some of my other colleagues - my equals and superiors - were more than willing to see me on my knees, begging for their mercy.

When my boss said, "You have a mission and it is a big one,” I was not thrilled. I really didn't want to go to any mission

However, criminals had to be a pain in the ass again. They didn't even go there just to rob the bank and be done with it. No, they needed more. They went there to kill... and be killed too, because I was going there with every intention of doing that.

“Men, prepare for battle! We are going out!” I shouted, announcing for my underlings to get ready.

They all went for their guns, put them behind their backs, and then followed me to the van. The little guy whose name was Ollie didn't even seem as if he knew that he was supposed to come with me, though. He was still trying to put his uniform on.

I went over to him, towered over him and stood in front of his skinny body, seeing his muscles flinch, and then said, “You are coming too, or are you thinking that just because you are new here, you don’t have to work? We are taking every man we can use for this mission.”

He didn't seem as if he knew what was happening. His hand was not gripping his handgun with resolution. His eyes were shaky. Were we really suffering that much when it came to new recruits?

I took a good look at him. He was so cute and adorable. I wanted him to be my little. I wanted him a diaper because a man like him didn't deserve to be dealing with adult things like we were.

Ollie didn't seem to be the kind of man that enjoyed doing the kind of things that we were going to do. His eyes, even though they were looking straight at mine now, were still kind of shaky. He was scared, as he should be... of me.

I was the Alpha of this little incursion, and little Ollie seemed to have gotten that from the very beginning, which made my heart warm for him.

Still, I was going to treat him the way that he deserved. I could not have a weak policeman under my command.

When we got to the bank that was being robbed, Olli was, once again, a nuisance. At this point, I was not even surprised anymore. I didn't know him for very long, but it was clear as day that he didn't have the experience for what was demanded of him

I was still aware of what he was doing, when I went to shoot some criminals after hiding myself behind a wall. He didn't follow me like I was hoping he would. He stayed behind as if he could not quite bring himself back to reality just yet.

I was shooting at the criminals when he finally showed up beside me. "Over there!” I gave the order because he had come to a spot that was mine and he was making me feel pissed. Poor little guy could not even figure out where to position himself.

Once the altercation with the criminals was over, Ollie was the last one to come to where all the bodies had been piled up. He didn’t even help us with that, which made me feel annoyed. He stayed at a corner, far from the action, puking so much that I thought he was going to faint.

I knew that he was barely 20, but... come on, dude.

Still, I was kind of having a father-son relationship with him. Or, at least I liked to think that I was having one. Ollie was small, short and the kind of man that needed someone to take care of him. I could be that for him, but would he accept me? Would he see me as someone that was trying to take advantage of him? I did outrank Ollie by quite a lot, after all.

I was having wild thoughts about him for sure, but right now I didn't want to have them. So, after the first mission was done and we were back at the department, I tried to forget about Ollie.

However, that was easier said than done. Much easier said than done, in fact. Ollie was in my mind all the time. I was crushing on him so badly, and despite having some very good experience with gay men, I didn't feel that he was approachable.

The days passed, and then it had been months since he had been with us, and I still felt like Ollie was not really one of us. He didn’t seem to shoot well, had moments where his eyes were petrified, and was always the last to get into the van when going to missions. Was working for us really his dream?

I tried to take care of him, be with him when needed, but I didn't feel that doing that was something that I was used to. I had always been a hardass. I had always put on a mask when dealing with people, and with him, that was no different. Maybe my aforementioned relationship with him was one of those where he was going to hate me for the rest of his life, even after I was dead.

Things with him were getting better, though, if only slightly. Our conversations were beginning to last longer than a couple of seconds.

It was not too long before we were having talks without either of us stopping because they felt too awkward. It was nice to have one or two lines with him without thinking that I was only making me hate me. That damned mask that I put on to make people believe that I was tougher than I really was...

Moreover, with me being so much taller, and him looking so vulnerable and weak were making me feel that I truly needed to protect him; that I needed to keep him from any danger that might show up.

I was sitting behind my desk one night when I received a call to a crime that was happening in his house. Ollie was not the one who called me, though, which made me think about so many things that, in other circumstances, I would not even have considered. It must have been someone he knew. Maybe a friend? His boyfriend? I didn't want to even consider something like that last one. I wanted to believe that he was free; that he didn't have anyone to protect him when he was not in the department.

My heart was beating so fast after I ended the call. I never had the courage to go to his home before, even though I wanted. And now, going there was an obligation. I was the only one available...​
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Chapter 3

Ollie
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I DIDN'T WANT TO TALK to Jerry when he opened the door. He was about my height, and we had been together for a while. He was bringing a gift in his hand, which already made me feel less inclined not to open the door for him. It was a somewhat medium-sized box wrapped in a colorful gift wrap paper. Jerry knew how to make me feel better.

"Hey,” he said after I opened the door.

I didn't want to talk to him because I had seen him kissing my best friend last week. I told him that I was done with him, but he as a stubborn man, and I was a fool for letting him in. I could almost pound my head against the wall for being so stupid. Why did I have to make him think that he had a fifth and fair chance with me? Jerry had fucked me so many times before, and infidelity was not always the reason.

We sat down and I didn't open his gift.

I began, "Look, I don't really want to see you again."

“Then, why did you let me step into your living room?”

“I didn’t have a choice.”

“You know you did. You could have shut the door in front of me; not even let me have a chance to speak.”

“Yeah, I should have done that,” I told him.

“No, you really shouldn't have,” he rebuked.

“You really think that I am that stupid? You were kissing my best friend!”

“Look, it doesn't mean that I don't love you. Have you ever heard about the men in the Middle-East who have multiple wives? I think I am like them,” he said in a mocking and joking tone. Jesus, was he really going to use that excuse for what he did?

I looked at him, incredulous that he was saying that sort of thing. The right corner of his mouth was brought up. I still found him cute, and that was one of the big reasons why I didn’t just go over to where he was sitting to punch his face, but that smile... he was using that to try to manipulate me. He still thought he could get away with everything that he did wrong.

I kept my serious and unchanged face. He, then, realized that I meant business this time and got rid of that shitty smile of his.

"Look at the gift I bought for you, at least,” he said, his finger pointing at the box on the coffee table.

“Why I would want anything else from you?” I questioned, trying to control my rising anger.

“Because it was really expensive and I had to sacrifice so much to buy it.”

“What, did you like have to find a lost treasure to buy this for me?”

“No, nothing like that,” he smiled, maybe still thinking that he could play me like a damn fiddle.

Jerry had come from the couch he was sitting on and sat beside me. He grabbed the gift and held it in front of my hands.

I took it from his fingers, looked at it for a second or two, and then undid the red lace and took off the plastic tapes. The gift paper which encased the box fell down to the floor.

The gift was not really a gift. It was more like his way to play with me, even when the moment was asking for him to be serious.

What he bought for me was... a diaper, which represented a part of my life that I was trying to forget after failing so hard during my first few months of working for the police.

“Look, you know that I am trying not to think about diapers and that sort of thing anymore. I want to be a real adult. It’s the only way I will make it as an officer of the law.”

“You are never going to stop liking and wearing diapers, dude,” he said in a calm and soft voice tone.

I looked in his eyes. He was right, but also... I really needed that job, and after my dad died, I felt I needed to become part of the police force he once worked for. I owed it to him.

“You are just pretending to be an adult, dude. You have never been one. I have always been the one who took care of you and changed your diapers when needed.”

“I am not pretending that I ain’t anything. Look, get out before I get too mad at you,” I told him, distancing myself from him on the couch.

“You getting mad at me?” He said, smiling. He moved sideways on the couch, approaching me.

I could feel his perfume now, and his shampoo too. Jerry had just taken a shower, and he groomed himself before coming here. He really didn’t want to leave my house without getting what he came for, despite my insistence to get rid of him.

And then, he kissed me. It came out of nowhere because I didn’t feel in the mood for that. Our lips connected. I didn’t want to kiss him, so I broke it after some seconds and said, “Get out of here before I lose my mind with you."

"Or what?" He said before kissing me again.

This time, he took me to my bed, which I regretted. I left the diaper on the coffee table. I tried to fight back, but it was in vain; my body needed him. My muscles were working against the desires of my rational mind.

I meant it when I said I didn't want anything else to do with him. However, I could not deny that he made my cock swell, especially when he was being this needy and dominating with me.

What happened after was going to be ingrained in my mind for the rest of my life. I had sex with him, but I still remembered him kissing my best friend the following morning. I stopped speaking with her after that. We had a horrible discussion. I didn’t even want to think anymore about what happened.

When I woke up, Jerry made me remember why I really hated him sometimes. It was not just him kissing my best friend that I could not swallow, but also his tendency to play tricks on me.

When I saw the blue and red blinking lights outside, I knew that he had done it again. He was ‘sleeping’, but I slapped his face to make him stop pretending that. He must have called the police at my house to make me think that his presence here was okay, or whatever his reasoning was.

"I can't believe that you have done this same thing again."

“What? It will be more fun this time, especially now that you have some friends there. Maybe one of them will come. It will be like a reunion of sorts for you."

I shook my head in disbelief, and I remembered that, because it was New Year, there was not going to be many people there to go to crime scenes and deal with criminals. That meant that there was... a good chance that Carlos himself had come here, a thought that made my stomach drop.

I didn't tell Jerry about my crush on my boss, and that could make things even more awkward for me once he realized I didn’t have eyes just for him anymore. He was a smart guy. He was going to notice my real feelings the moment he noticed my pupils dilating for Carlos.

I looked outside and... was not too surprised to have found Carlos there. He was not holding his handgun, but his eyes were set on his objective ahead; a normal thing for him during every mission.

He knocked on my door and his other hand went for the grip of his handgun. Jerry stood up and whispered, “I am going to play a trick on him too. Just you wait.”

Before I could even do anything, he was already gone. I tried to say something to stop him, but it was too late.

He went to where my handgun was, I soon discovered when I got to him. He was pointing it at me, and I had no choice but to raise my arms. What the fuck was he thinking right now? I could never quite figure him out sometimes... or too many times, to be more precise.

When I was going to ask him to stop doing that, Carlos kicked the door open. I could already imagine what was probably going on in his mind right now.

Jerry had always been too playful, too idiotic for his own good, and this moment was him being him. That was also... one of the reasons why I fell in love with him. Love is blind, as so many people told me before.​
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Chapter 4

Carlos
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WHEN I LOOKED AT HIM pointing his handgun at Ollie, I had no choice but to kick the door open. Who was that little guy that looked just like Ollie, and why was he on his underwear only?

Well, there was no time to ask questions, so after the door fell down, I pointed my gun at him and announced that he was going to jail. Just like that, I made my presence known.

Whoever was pointing a gun at Ollie - using Ollie's gun, I now noticed - seemed to know him. It was either that or something quite close to it. Their eyes told me as much, especially Ollie's; he didn’t look at all scared.

"Oh, look what we have here,” the little man said while still pointing his gun.

“Jerry, lower that fucking thing right now!” Ollie shouted.

Well, there it was. They knew each other quite well. So, who was he? His boyfriend?

"Right, fine," Jerry said before lowering Ollie’s handgun that I gave to him on his first day at work.

I didn't lower mine, though. I went over to him, handcuffs in my other hand, and then locked his wrists with them.

"Hey!" He said while raising his eyebrows.

"You have pointed a gun at one of our policemen who is off-duty. You need to come with me to the police department. Be glad that I didn't just shoot you instead of doing this.”

His jaw was still dropped when I began to push him toward the police car. Ollie stopped in front of us and pleaded, "Look, I know that my former boyfriend is an idiot, but he doesn’t deserve to go to jail.”

“No chan-” I was saying, but then I noticed the impossible. My heart stopped for a bit. It was a diaper. It was on his coffee table, like it wanted me to notice it.

Were they thinking of adoption or something like that? Other than the diaper, I didn't notice anything of the sort in the living room, so that possibility didn't make any sense. It had to be. He had to be a little. They were into that fetish.

The sight of the diaper made me think that, maybe, I had a chance with Ollie. Perhaps, it could happen, but I didn’t really know for sure.

Now that I knew that Ollie and I shared the same fetish, and that he was a little without his Big, things were beginning to look up to me.

"Sorry, Ollie,” I continued, “The law is the law. I am merely one of its subjects.”

And with that said, I put Jerry into the car. After that, I closed the door, and Ollie pleaded one last time, "Please, Carlos. He doesn't deserve to go to jail. You have to understand that it was all a misunderstanding."

"Yeah, you shi-" Jerry was saying, but I turned my head to look at him, and he changed his mind about that.

"Like I said, Ollie. I need to obey the law, just like you have to."

I got myself behind the steering wheel and drove away, but not before noticing another thing about Ollie's house that my mind didn’t quite register before: it was a complete mess.

There were plates and cutlery to be cleaned in the kitchen sink, pillows on the floor of his bedroom, boxes of pizza everywhere, and a very smelly bathroom. Didn’t he take care of his own house or something like that? I imagined that what I saw would explain why he always showed up unprepared for work. Up until now, he still seemed as if he was on his first day on the job.

I reached the police department, put Jerry in his jail, where he was going to be until his trial - if there was going to be one because, if Ollie was very insistent about his case, I could just release him.

I proceeded to resume my daily routine on the department until it was early in the morning and someone else could come here to replace me.

Ollie

I could not believe it. When I was going to open my mouth to make Jerry stop with that insanity of his, Carlos broke down the door to my house. Or course, he was going to send me money to pay for the repair, but still... what he did was wrong and incredible at the same time. It made me crush on him even harder, even though it was going to be tough sleeping while knowing that anybody could come into my house and do whatever he or she wished. I was never going to have the necessary strength to stop a criminal on my own, considering the kind of policeman that I was.

Tomorrow, I was going to find a way to get Jerry out of jail. Carlos was not going to keep him there for too long because he had more dangerous people to put there in his place, and we were running out of space, after all. There were so many criminals acting as if they were kings of the city still roaming the streets.

Moreover, I was also going to finish things up with Jerry. I didn't want him in my life anymore. That one night I had with him was more than enough to make his mind forget me. He got what he wished, and now he could go find someone else to fool. I was done being his idiot.

He kissed my best friend, made me look stupid, played too many tricks on me, and I didn't even know if he was serious about his love for me. He was just like one of those guys that liked being a nuisance and act as if they were time bombs. One way or another, he was going to explode right on my face, and by then, it could be too late for me.​
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Carlos
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OLLIE AND I SORTED things out with Jerry. I unlocked his cell and let him walk out. The two of them proceeded to go outside for a conversation, where after one hour, Ollie finally came back. We had a normal day without much to do - it was still the holidays - so I didn't complain.

We didn't have many calls to save people and apprehend criminals during the day, which made me feel relieved. It seemed as if things were finally taking a turn for the better for the city, though I didn’t hold my breath for that. This land was cursed.

It was night time now, and since he had just broken up with his boyfriend, I knew that I had to take the first step with Ollie. I had been crushing on him for months, ever since he came here for the first time. He had been in my mind all the time.

I wanted to ask him out for a date with me. He was going to be surprised, of course, because he didn't even know that I was gay. Most people didn't know that fact about me; I liked being discreet.

I didn't know how he was going to react to that, so when I went to his office room, my heart began to race.

He looked up at me as if he could not quite comprehend what I was doing there. His eyes were wider than usual, and his lips were parted.

"Hey, Ollie,” I said. Well, that didn’t start well. I could feel how fake and forced that moment felt.

"Carlos," he said after standing up.

"I... was thinking that maybe we could get to know one another better. Feeling like going to a Japanese restaurant with me? I go there with all the men that come to work for me. I like to know all of my subordinates.”

His cheeks blushed as he blinked more times in a row than usual. I didn't know if that was because he liked me and wanted the date, or if it was because he was caught by surprise after my invitation. It could as well have been both things at the same time.

Then, he spoke, "Okay, I would love some Japanese food tonight. Feels like a good time to go there.”

I thought that he was saying that because he didn't want to make dinner himself tonight. I still remembered, when I went to his home, his sink filled with dirty plates and cutlery.

Whatever was his reason to accept my invitation, I was just happy that I seemed to have gotten his attention. I was not hopeful that things were going to work this well, for me, from the start.

Once we were done with our things in the department, Ollie and I headed to the aforementioned Japanese restaurant in my own personal car. He was on the passenger seat, and he looked so cute there. It was so hard to keep my attention on the road ahead with him sitting beside me.

Right now, I wanted to keep my secrets for him a surprise, so I just made some small talk until we got to the restaurant. That was when I was going to tell him about the diaper, and from there, I was going to see what his reaction was going to be.

Ollie

I could not believe it when Carlos said that he wanted to have dinner with me, and in a Japanese restaurant to boot. It was a date, I was sure of. He was asking me out and we were going to have dinner together.

Things could only get better for me if he were to tell me that he loved me just like I loved him...

I was already having some hope that he was gay and that he liked me. I was that desperate about becoming his boyfriend. I didn't feel too bad about what happened between me and Jerry, so finding someone else was a non-issue for me.

I could feel the tension in his body too when he asked me out. His muscles were more tense than usual, and his forehead was glistening with his sweat. He didn't sweat much usually, so it was clear to me that he was not in his usual habitat when he asked me out.

I wondered what we were going to talk about in the restaurant. The job? His life? My life? I didn't want to think that he was going to pretend that nothing was happening between us. There had to be something there that he was not telling me.

When we got to the restaurant, we chose a table with a good view of the city. Despite the many criminals, it was still a good place to live in, especially if we made it safer for the good citizens.

“So, Ollie,” he began and my heart was already thumping hard in my chest, “I saw a diaper in your house.”

What? He just started the conversation like that? What was even going on in his mind for him to think that was something like that was okay to be used as a conversation starter?

"Yes...  I had a diaper there. It was Jerry who brought it."

“And... it was next to a paper for gift wrap. Did he give it to you as a gift?”

He was probing, looking for answers, and I didn’t feel like holding them back from him. Carlos was just so handsome. I didn't stand a chance against someone like him. He probably interrogated so many people so much better than me that getting the answers was going to be something very easy for him.

"And why did he bring you something like that as a gift for you? Are you a bedwetter or something like that?" He continued.

His question made me readjust how I was sitting in my chair. "No, it's nothing like that."

"So, you wear diapers just for fun?"

"No, it's not that too.'

“Is it a fetish?"

He hit the head of the nail with that last question, and thanks to me having almost spilled my sake, I had no choice but to tell him the truth.

"We used to do some age play, like... well, you can imagine what we used to do,” I said, showing him a shy smile and blushing quite a bit.

I was muttering and didn't want him seeing me in this situation, but he was the one putting me in it. He was my boss and becoming a true officer depended on him, so I didn’t want to appear weak and pitiful even during a normal dinner moment like this one. Maybe this was also his way of assessing if I was worth a promotion or a raise.

What’s more, he was my crush and I didn't want to look weak in front of him​
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Carlos
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I COULD FEEL HOW MY questions were making him feel. If he was not a little, then he would have just shrugged off what I was throwing at him. However, that was not what was happening.

"I see," I said before opening a smile.

So, he was a little. He told me so after answering that last question. It was all making sense to me. He could not keep his life straight, his whole house was a mess, he liked to wear diapers, and on the job, he still acted as if he was on his first day.

"Are you going to kick me out of the police force because I wear diapers?” He asked.

"Are you wearing one now?"

His eyes widened after I made that last question. Once again, he had to adjust how he was sitting on his chair.

“No, definitely not,” he said before opening a smile, but it was an unconvincing and shy one.

I made the question, but it was unnecessary; I knew he was not wearing a diaper. I didn't like wearing them myself but I knew when an adult had one on him. I was experienced enough to detect that sort of thing.

"Do you want to know a secret about me? It’s something that nobody from the department is aware of."

He took a while to respond, “Uhh, sure. I don't think that this dinner can get any more awkward for me anyway.”

Once again, he tried to smile, but it came off shy. It was forced. His eyes didn’t smile alongside his lips. He was still trying to act tough, attempting to prove that he was an adult like everyone else when, in fact, that could not be any further from the truth.

"I like diapers too," I told him, my stomach warming up thanks to the sake and also a rush of feelings I just had. It didn't help that this whole thing felt forced, but how was I going to approach something so delicate and awkward as a grown man wearing diapers anyway? There was not much that could be done about that.

Ollie took it better than I expected he would, though. He looked at me after blinking a couple of times, but he didn’t run away or scream.

Seeing his reaction made me feel that I really was doing the right thing. There was a good chance that this was going to work in my favor.

"As I said, don’t tell anybody about that,” I said, making sure that he was not going to forget such a minuscule, yet important detail.

After finally getting his bearings, Ollie said, “Wow, I didn't think we shared something else in common other than the fact that we worked for the same department.”

I felt so overjoyed with how things were going, so I shared another secret about me, “I am gay too.”

“Really? Wow. That doesn’t change what I think about you, but it really makes me feel that we are more similar than I thought. I am gay too, you know.”

We sipped our drinks, and he took a bite off his sushi. We were finding more and more about one another.

"Well, what can I say? I try not to let people have funny thoughts about me."

"It’s the smart thing to do," he told me before sipping from his sake once more.

We talked some more, and I got to know who he really was. I learned about his former boyfriend somewhat more, and I got that he didn’t want to be with him anymore, though that was going to be an issue, apparently. It seemed that Jerry was the kind of guy that was like a time bomb without a clock: he didn’t know when he was going to blow on his face, only that he was going to, one day.

I truly connected with Ollie, and it was not just because I found him really cute. It was also because he made me feel that he needed my protection, and once he was telling me that he could not cook, that he destroyed his clothes when washing them and thus needed someone to do that for him every weekend, I was thrilled at the prospect of becoming his Big. I wanted to become that for him.

And the sake was helping things quite a bit. He was truly loosening himself, telling more about him, holding his glass in his hand as if he didn’t mean business and as if we had been friends for quite a while.

Time flew by. When I noticed it, it was already 11 PM or something like that. I didn’t really care about the time that much when Ollie and I were having such a wonderful moment. Laughs and smiles filled my view and the atmosphere.

He was telling me that he used to be a bedwetter before taking the tests to become a policeman. Ollie also shared, with me, that it took him a while to become a proper adult, though, about the latter, I would say that he was still not one.

Once we were done and about to stand up, I noticed him looking for support on the table so that he would not fall over. His eyes could not quite focus on a single point. His cheeks were blushing, even though he was not feeling ashamed or something like that. His eyelids kept on closing and opening while he tried to fight his sleepiness.

I got to him and put his arm around my shoulders. “Hey there, you gotta be more careful, especially because you will have to put on that uniform once again pretty soon.”

“I know,” he said with a lazy voice tone.

“I will take you to your house,” I said.

He looked into my eyes and said, “No way, I can take myself there.”

“Come on, Ollie. It’s the least I can do for you.”

His eyes contemplated mine one last time and he said, “Okay. Take me there.”

“There we go. I knew you were going to see reason.”

I put him on the passenger seat beside me and drove to his home. I looked at the new door that was put there, and remembered that I should tell him that I felt bad about what I did.

I took him off the car, his arm on my shoulders, and helped him come with me to his door. His hand looked for his key in his pocket, and then he opened the door. I put him on his bed, and asked, “Do you need anything else?”

His eyes shut one last time, and then he fell asleep without answering me. His chest expanded and contracted like the movement of the calm ocean waters. Now that he was sleeping, maybe it was a good time for me to do something else for him. I did feel that we were becoming very good friends, and maybe that was going to lead to something else. We shared so many things in common.

I looked around his house and found some things I didn’t notice the first time I was there. It was all a complete mess. His floor was dirty with pieces of food, his clothes were all over the place, and he had a pile of them with white smears because he probably didn’t know how to use bleach, among other things that made me realize that he truly needed a Big to take care of him.

I wanted him to feel that way about me without straight up telling him, so I decided to clean and tidy up his house while he slept. It took a while, but once it was over, I was happy with the end result. His place finally looked like there was an adult living there. Ollie really needed to embrace his life as a little.

I closed his door after finding his key in his pocket and then headed home. I didn’t know what Ollie was going to think about the favor I did for him, but hopefully, he was going to think of me as someone he could depend on when needed, even outside of work.

Ollie

My eyes took a while to open. I should not have drunk as much as I did, and now my mind was a mess. My body felt heavy when I sat on the bed. I looked around and noticed something different about my place. Carlos was gone, I realized once I walked around and didn’t find him. How embarrassing was it that he had to take me back here?

I wandered some more in my own house, feeling how alien it now looked. What in the world happened here? My clothes were not scattered on the floor anymore, and the latter was shining as if it was brand new, and my dishes had all been cleaned and put in their respective cabinets.

Someone must have done all the cleaning for me. It had to be Carlos. He was the only one in my house the other night. It could not have been Jerry because he was just like me when it came to doing housework.

He didn’t leave any message or anything of the sort. I imagined that he didn’t have to; I was always going to figure out what he did on my own anyway.

It was not a workday, so I didn’t need to worry about having woken up later than usual. I made breakfast for myself and sat at my table. I thought about the other night with Carlos. We found that we had so many things in common.

However, the thing that stood out the most to me about him was that he liked diapers too. A man his age - old enough to be my real daddy - liked that sort of thing, really? It didn’t make sense to me, and yet he was so much more real to me now.

I then noticed a foul smell in the air. It was piss. I looked down at my crotch and... there it was, the wet spot around it. Fuck, I thought, I can’t believe that I drank so much to the point of wetting myself again after all these years without doing so. It had been so long since the last time it happened that I thought I was safe now.

I took off my dirty underwear and pants, put them in the washing machine, and left it on before grabbing something else for me to wear. On my way to my dresser, I looked at the diaper that I left on my coffee table. It was still the only memory I had of Jerry, other than all the things I had in my mind, of course. The only tangible memory...

Well, I didn’t want to think about him anymore, so I grabbed the diaper and put it into the trash can outside. I looked at it one last time before closing the lid.

✽✽✽

I thought that things were eventually going to change for me at work, but they didn’t. Each day was akin to torture to me. I could not handle the kind of missions that were assigned to me. At least Carlos was there to make sure that I was going to do what was needed. Without him, I was worthless.

I became so dependent on him that not even my uniform I could put on without his help. I treasured, though, having him doing that and other things for me. I was crushing on him so hard. I just needed to tell him about that and hope that he had the same feelings for me, but I lacked the necessary courage to do such a thing.

He did tell me he was gay, which opened the possibility. We were still just friends, and I didn’t want to ruin what we had built so far, though, so I kept my mouth shut. I wondered, though, if he felt something more for me. We had become such good friends in such a short while that it made me wonder...

It was not long before my whole house was a mess again, also. I didn’t tell Carlos about that, though. I didn’t want him to think that I failed so hard at being an adult.

And... there was this one time when we were dealing with a group of grave robbers, and I ended up peeing in my underwear. Gosh, that was horrible.

Carlos noticed what happened because he put his hand on his nose after we were done apprehending the robbers, and he looked at me. “I am sorry about this,” I said, tilting my head down in shame.

“It’s fine. Maybe you should wear diapers from time to time.”

“I don’t think that would be appropriate for work,” I told him.

“For me, it’s fine, and nobody else will have to know about that,” he said, whispering to make sure that our colleagues were not going to hear one word.

I sighed, looked at the trees, and wondered if this life really was the one for me. “Okay, fine. I will wear a diaper from now on, just in case something like this happens to me again.”

I didn’t tell him about that night when he took me home and I peed in my sleep. I could not tell him something that made me feel so uncomfortable.
During the next few months, I began to wear diapers for work, and thanks to the underwear I put over them, and also the pants, I could do my things just fine without anyone noticing what was going on.

There was this one time, though, when I had just arrived at work and someone had stopped what he was doing to stare at my butt. His eyes lingered on me for a couple of seconds before he said, “Is something the matter with your pants? They look bulkier than usual around your hips and butt”

“No, there is nothing weird with them,” I told him, keeping my eyes fixed on his. I needed to be cold, despite the growing nervousness.

He laughed and went back to doing his thing. Good thing that he was not insistent. It was better that way.

It was also a good thing that I began to wear diapers again. It didn’t happen often,  but wetting myself during an important mission that made me feel nervous as fuck started to occur. It was something that I didn’t have any control over, so whenever it happened, I was just glad that I had my diaper on.

Also, I began to realize that wearing a diaper didn’t mean I was not going to make it as a policeman.

Carlos and I got closer and closer. He truly seemed like the kind of man that I needed to make my life whole. Jerry showed up again, being the loose cannon that he was, but I just shrugged him off. I told him that I still didn’t like what he made me and Carlos go through.

It had been a couple of years in the workforce already, and despite being a good friend of Carlos, I was still a mess of a policeman, and even worse of an adult.​
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Chapter 7

Carlos
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WHEN I WENT TO HIS office room, I was not nervous like I was the first time I invited Ollie for that Japanese restaurant. We had gotten closer, and he was such a good friend of mine now. I was hoping that we were going to be more than that, but he never once showed me the right signs. He never once said that he would like to be my boyfriend.

Taking him home and putting a diaper on him before he went to sleep became a common occurrence. He didn’t wet his bed a lot, but he also didn’t want to have to wash his mattress and bed sheets because of that at all. Ollie liked to play it safe when it came to his possible incontinence episodes.

I had to be the one who put diapers on him because he was always drunk as fuck. The poor man could not seem to control how much he was drinking. He really liked those sakes.

I didn’t think of controlling his drinking problem because I wanted to be able to put a diaper on him... He looked cute with them on; cuter than usual, in fact. He was always sleeping like a real little when I had to take his pants and underwear off, before taping up a new and fresh diaper on him.

The smell that only diapers had... that was the stuff of dreams, and it really suited a man like Ollie. He barely even had leg hair. If he weren’t too tall, he would be just like a real baby. He was my little whenever I was acting as his Big, and despite not telling him that, I was loving the turn of events between our relationship.

“You want to go for dinner with me again?” I asked, putting my hand on the doorway and leaning against it.

“Sure thing. I would love that,” Ollie said before smiling. His smile always warmed my heart.

While in my car, I thought to myself: Okay, you shithead, you gotta tell him your feelings. You two have become so close that putting a diaper on him, when he is drunk, has become a common occurrence. He is a grown man that will probably treasure having someone that takes care of him. Make the invitation. Tell how you really feel about him, and then... wait to see how he will react.

I could almost slap my own face, if I weren’t driving the car. That had to be it, the moment and the night where I was going to make my true feelings for him known. If he were a smart man, then he was not going to be surprised.

We got to the restaurant and found our seats. Ollie was as cute as ever. I wondered if he knew how cute he really was.

“Hey, Ollie, I have something very important to tell you,” I finally said, breathing hard.

Ollie

When he said that, my heart skipped a beat. Was he really going to tell me that he loved me? I could not be sure until he said the words himself. I didn’t want to be disappointed, so I tried to contain my emotions. I kept a solid, rock-like face in case he was being serious.

He continued, “Since we have known each other for a long time, I was thinking that I don’t even need to ask you to keep this a secret.”

He smiled, but he was shy. He looked uncomfortable; his hand was ‘grabbing’ the other, his fingers, moving.

“Sure thing, Carlos. Just tell me what you have in mind. I ain’t gonna tell anyone about it.”

“Okay, so...” he started to say, readjusting how he was sitting, “I have been thinking about how well... we seem to ‘gel’ together, you know? I mean, it’s like we have been friends for a very long time...”

He inhaled, exhaled, and then said, “Maybe even more than friends.”

I looked at him, incapable of blinking. Was he really going to tell me that he was in love with me? With him being the more mature and older of us two, he was the only one who could actually say something like that. My whole skin felt itchy as I waited for him to continue.

“And... I think I have been crushing on you.”

That was it! He was telling me that he was in love with me! I could not believe it. I almost fainted. Carlos grabbed my shoulders, shook me, and his eyes widened.  “Hey! Ollie, what is going on?!”

Before he could get any more worried, I was already opening my eyes and bringing myself back to the real world. “I’m sorry, I just... It’s almost too much for me.”

“What do you  mean?” He asked. His voice was like a whisper, especially in such a crowded place.

“I... am in love with you too. Always have been the first moment I met you.”

Carlos didn’t say anything for a while, so I said, “I am at a loss for words. I didn’t think that we were finally... going to reveal our true feelings for one another.”

“I thought that we didn’t have a chance,” Carlos began to say, “Given that I am your superior.”

“But we can’t control our feelings, can we?” I asked, looking deep into his eyes, probing his thoughts, and thinking that we were connecting now in a way that we never did before.

He was going to say something else - his lips even parted - but then I decided to do the crazy thing. I moved my head closer to his and kissed him. The table was narrow enough for me to approach Carlos and do that.

He didn’t pull away. His lips connected with mine, and we kissed like two good lovers. We didn’t let our kiss become erratic, and I was happy it happened like that. I didn’t want to grab the attention of the people sitting next to us.

His lips were tender and soft. I could feel his tongue coming in and looking for mine. They touched and battled and danced. I closed my eyes as the world around me turned into nothing more than a noise mixture of random chatter and cutlery.

Carlos broke the kiss, and I stayed there, with my mouth somewhat open, still looking for his lips. “That was amazing.”

“I know. I have been dreaming of this moment for a very long time,” I said.

“Me too. And now that it has finally happened, I don’t know what to do next.”

“Maybe we should head back home for a bit more privacy.”

“Your home?” Carlos asked.

“Yes, please. I do need someone to clean it up again.”

Carlos and I giggled, and then he said, “Deal.”

We left the restaurant while we held each other’s hands. Carlos opened the car for me, and then drove to my home. He had done that so many times already that he didn’t have to ask for directions like he had at the beginning of our relationship. I was glad that he was taking me home because, once again, I could not keep my eyes open. I was too drunk to even see more than five feet ahead of me.

Once he took me there, it was not long before I was getting him undressed. I took his shirt off, and then left it on the couch. My eyes found his chest, and I sighed because the sight in front of me was nothing short of spectacular.

His chest looked so much more than what I expected. He had some hair, but not too much. Some of it was greying, and his skin didn’t look as smooth as mine, but he was still... the right man for me. That was what I had been looking for.

“Should I?” I asked.

“You have permission,” he responded, his voice low, but still loud enough to be heard. I had ears only for him at that moment.

I reached down, my mouth open, my eyes closed, and then wrapped lips around his nipple. It got hard on the same instant. My tongue licked and swirled around it while my lips pressed against his hardened skin.

I could feel and hear his heart beating, his body becoming hotter and his cologne filling my lungs. I was lost in my own thoughts of how much I had been wishing for this to happen while I continued my assault on his nipple.

Carlos put his hand on my forehead. I moved away from his nipple a bit, and then looked up. “You are amazing. I just had to tell you that,” he said, his whole face already getting red.

“You too,” I spoke before going for his other nipple and working it.

One of my hands looked for the rest
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