




 Arching his neck backward, Connor chuckled as he admired big his butt locked in the 
 preciously pink pamper. His heart fluttered as he playfully smacked his butt, simulating a soft 
 spank. Part of him wanted to throw caution to the wind right then and there and start 
 masturbating. However, fear of someone walking in on him kept him from acting on such 
 naughty impulses, no matter how much his lower brain was begging for release. He jokingly 
 slapped himself across the face. After what Latasha caught him doing yesterday, he wasn’t 
 about to make the same mistake twice. 

 *Creak!* 
 Suddenly, Connor’s eyes shot toward the nursery door as he lowered his pull-up-clad 

 waist behind the changing table. The door was cracked open, forcing him to pause as he tried to 
 remember if he’d previously shut it or not. “Um, hello?” he said, his voice barely audible out of 
 an abundance of vigilance. If someone wasn’t at the door, he certainly didn’t want to attract 
 anyone who might be wandering nearby. 

 Connor stood frozen for a few seconds, waiting to see if anyone responded or barged in 
 on him. Luckily, neither of these things happened. He sighed with relief. “Goddess, I’m so 
 paranoid,” he said to himself. Deciding not to leave himself vulnerable for another second, he 
 quickly put his jeans back on and rushed out of the nursery, raising a fist in victory as he 
 managed to pull off his changing undetected. 

 Entering the kitchen on his way to the backyard, Connor was surprised to see Carol, of 
 all people, hiding away on her laptop at the dining table. “Uh oh, I’ve been caught,” she said 
 playfully as she lowered the screen, but kept it open just enough to keep it from going to sleep, 
 “Mama needed some A/C time. Plus I had to check my emails anyway. What are you wandering 
 around in here for?” 

 “Oh, sorry for being noisy. I was just taking a look around. You have a wonderful house,” 
 he said, casually brushing off Carol’s question while also giving her a compliment to distract her. 
 Seeing as how she was obviously as tipsy as Latasha was, he knew she’d probably take what 
 he said at face value. 

 At least, that’s what Connor thought. Standing up from her seat, Carol walked up to 
 Connor and inhaled deeply through her nose. “Oh, you can’t fool me,” she said as she swung 
 her hand low and gave Connor a hardy pat on the butt. 

 “Eeeeep!” shouted Conner as he hastily shuffled away from Carol’s grabby hands, 
 “W-Wait, it’s not what you think. Latasha, she-” 

 “Shhhhhhhhhh! Latasha already told me everything,” said Carol, cutting off Connor 
 mid-sentence,” Don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me. In fact, I think the whole secret 
 Little-caregiver thing you and Latasha have going on is pretty hot.” 

 With his cheeks flushing deep red, Connor stuttered out, “E-Everything?” All at once, he 
 was forced to relive everything that happened over the past 48 hours, wondering just how much 
 Latasha let slip to her bestie. 



 Sensing Connor’s distress, Carol leaned forward and gave him a loving headpat. “If I 
 had to guess, I’ll bet you went searching for Ellie’s nursery to have a little private playtime, didn’t 
 you?” she whispered sweetly into his ear, her words both comforting and intimidating, “I’ll let you 
 off with a warning this time. In the future, you should know better than to run off on your own, 
 little one.” 

 Connor was at a loss for words. He wanted to dispute Carol’s assertion that he snuck 
 into the house to play in Ellie’s nursery. At the same time, he recognized that this was the 
 perfect excuse to cover for his quick change. “I’ll keep that in mind next time,” he said, lower in 
 his chin. He carefully chose his words so as not to admit to anything. 

 “Very good. Now get that padded rump back out to the party,” said Carol, giving Connor 
 another thump on the keester. She snickered as she watched him speed out of her house as if 
 he’d just shot out of a Road Runner cartoon. Biting her lip, she shook her head while wearing a 
 big smirk, “Well done, Latasha. He’s a keeper for sure.” 

 TO BE CONTINUED… 


