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DISCLAIMER: This is a work of fiction. All characters featured in this story are adults. This story cannot be posted anywhere else without my permission and consent. 
Monkey See, Monkey Do!

It was a cloudy day in the jungle as Tommy made his way down a winding path. The purple furred bunny dabbed at his forehead with his large ear. He was sure he was heading in the right direction. The bunny has violet fur with a few forest green spots, notably the inside of his large ears that extended halfway down his chest like two sweeping kidney beans. The fur around his eyes was green and he had two green stars on his chest. The bunny had big orange eyes and a small pink nose. He had large circular glasses which compounded his tiny incisor teeth that stuck out of his mouth. His fur bunched up on his head giving a fingerling like appearance to his hair.
The bunny rubbed his paws together. “Why did I take this job?” He looked down at the crayon map again. Tommy was an average size—curvy in the right places. His youth held onto him stubbornly, his face seemed to still hold traces of baby fat giving the bunny a very youthful appearance. 

He adjusted his glasses and his nail dug into the tape holding the frames together. “Oh yeah I need the money.” Tommy scratched at his shirt. The sun was beating down on him, yet he had chosen to wear a sailor’s outfit.

Why did I listen to that puppy? Tommy kept walking along the path. He knew he was close, as Flo had told him that the monkey had personally scrawled the do not litter signs along the path. 

The bunny was dressed in an adorable sailor’s outfit. It was almost silky white- a top and shorts. There was a solid series of navy stripes around the bottom of his shorts, the end of his shirt sleeves and neckline making Tommy look dignified. He even had a cute sailor’s cap on which barely fit on his head. His swirly bushy tail stuck out of the back of his shorts. He carried a used black leather bag that had seen better days. 
Tommy knew about the new guy. I mean who didn’t? When someone new walked into Polka Dots Adult Daycare everyone noticed. The charges may all need a diaper change like they were two, but they gossiped like a bunch of old hens. Pardon the actual hens in the daycare. 
The bunny tripped over a vine and yelped as he started to fall. Tommy pushed himself against a log to steady himself so that he wouldn’t dirty his clothes. He had to look good. He wasn’t going on a playdate. This was work. 
“G-g-g-gosh…that was close.” The bunny stuttered as he steadied himself and pushed himself up. 

“Now Tommy. Monkey is a bit strange. Don’t mistake his diaper. He is a proper gentleman. He’ll give you something fancy to eat and drink. He doesn’t have a toilet, so you better clutch those cheeks with everything you got.” 

At least that is what the silly puppy had told him. The bunny sighed. He had dressed up in his finest outfit. 

I mean I think I saw him get a diaper chance once. He wasn’t wearing a shirt that day. He never wears a shirt. So, thin and lean…big paws that could smash a
“He needs someone to repair his PC. It’s an easy job and he pays…very well. Now get on over here so a pupper can…” Tommy blushed and clutched his cheek.

“I have to focus.” The bunny clenched his little fist. “I mean I still have my diaper if need be, but I had to put on one of my thin fits to jam them in these tight shorts.” Tommy stepped over another series of roots. 

A large kanop tree loomed before him and the bunny could see the tree house that the doggy has described. The solar panels blinked from above.
“I’ll have to ask him about his energy needs when I get up there.” The bunny made his way around to the lift. He stepped onto the platform and rose up in the air. The air was warmer as Tommy approached the entrance of the tree house. 

The bunny gulped as he took a step off the lift. He gripped the railing that circled the house and peaked his head inside. 

A rust furred monkey was sitting on a sunflower coloured leather couch reading a book.
“H-h-hello.” Tommy took a step inside.

The monkey put down his novel. “Oh. You must be the PC Repair Guy. Come in.” 

The bunny stepped inside. Flo was right.

The monkey’s tree house could be divided into small sections and was open concept with no dividers. It was roughly six hundred square feet. There was a small kitchen complex with all the appliances and shelving you would expect. On the northern end was a clawfoot bathtub with brass feet. No toilet! Most of the furniture including the monkey’s bed, bookshelf and changing table were made out of reconstituted wood. There were small step stools to help little furs get around.

Tommy could see someone had recently been painting as there were streaks of pumpkin orange on the walls and some painter’s tarps covered some of the furniture and on the floor.

On the western side there was the couch with lilac cushions where the monkey was sitting. The bunny could see a laptop sitting on the red painted coffee table with tapered legs. Between the couch and the television was a carpet made out of palm tree leaves. 

Tommy looked above and a black net that stretched across the entire unit like a sleek spider web.

“I’m Simia. I’ve seen you around.” The monkey offered his paw.
The bunny shook his paw. “I’m Tommy. Thanks for hiring me.” He felt the monkey grip his paw hard and he gave a tiny squeal. 

Simia wore a black buttoned dress shirt that barely concealed his diaper that had a tropical fruit pattern with mangos, pineapples and bananas. He had rolled up his sleeves carefully tucking them back. His hair was gelled and combed back into a slick straight cut.
The monkey swished his tail. “Come. Come. You must be thirsty. My computer is over there.” He nodded in the direction of his couch.
Tommy put his bag down by the computer. “You have a nice place.”

“I’m sorry for the mess. Sometimes I get bored and I feel the urge to redecorate. Out with the old and all that. I see I made a good choice of paint. It matches your eyes.”

The bunny tried to cover his face as he followed Simia towards the kitchen. “Thank you. Um. I’ve seen you around Polka Dots.”

“Please sit.” The monkey pulled back a yellow with black trim arrow-back chair with turned legs. 

Tommy stepped onto a step stool and pushed himself onto the chair. 

The rabbit ran his fingers across the table. He sat behind a dark green pine drop leaf table that had a H-stretcher. 

“I just got those. I think they will match my new colour scheme. Coffee?”

“Ahhh. Sure. I don’t know a lot about paints. I always say yes to coffee.”

“Good man. Me to. But, you know.” Simia turned around, his hands were on the espresso machine. “It goes right through me.”

Tommy puckered his lips. When was the last time I went potty? Before I came? No. Before I got changed? 
“Maybe I’ll skip the coffee.”

The monkey climbed on his shelves and pulled down some glass goblets. “That’s okay. We can have some cider.”

The bunny wiggled in his seat. He was a long way from his burrow. 

Simia opened his fridge and pulled out a dark bottle and an apple. Tommy watched the monkey filled up the two glasses with a bubbly mixture and cut tiny pieces of Granny Smith apple into the drink. The monkey opened a container and proceeded to put some cookies onto a plate.
The monkey presented the bunny with a bubbly glass and the cookies that looked like orange snowflakes. 

The bunny gripped the stem. He noticed that the goblets had a diamond pattern imprinted in the glass. 

Simia pulled up a chair close to him. 

“This isn’t silly juice is it?” 

“No no bun-bun. This is sparking apple cider.” Simia crossed his legs and took a sip of the cold beverage. “Tastes good on a hot day like this.”

The monkey plucked a cookie off a plate and munched on it silently. 

Tommy took a sip of his cider and licked his lips. The cold apple flavours mixed with the slight sourness of the apples quenched his thirst. He took a much longer sip and he emptied half his goblet. The bunny fingered a cookie carefully almost studying it.

“What is this?”

Simia leaned forward. 

His top button is undone. I can see his chest. I bet he has broad shoulders Tommy thought as he fingered the stem of the glass.

“This is a French lace cookie made with sliced almonds and the zest of an orange. It’s quite simple really.” Simia finished his cookie and sat back.

The bunny grabbed a cookie and bit into it. It was browned and crunched perfectly. He could taste the sweetness of the almonds and the citrus flavours of the orange. 

“It’s really tasty. It would taste good with chocolate.” Tommy downed the rest of his cider and wiggled in his chair. 

“That would be the Italian Florentine. A bit of dark chocolate drizzled on top.” The monkey licked his lips. “I’m sure we can all do with a chocolate bunny.”

The bunny gulped. He reached for another cookie.

“So, what is the problem with your computer?” 

The monkey refilled the bunny’s goblet. “Well Tommy you see my PC is very slow. I can barely do anything on it. Flo said you were the perfect repair bunny.”

Tommy sipped at his second glass. “By the way this is very refreshing. Anyway, I can think of a couple of different things. I can examine your hard drives, RAM, check for viruses and look for bloated programs slowing down your PC. 

“I’m glad you’re enjoying it. Nothing like a cold drink on a hot day.” The monkey finished his first glass. “Shall we get to work?”

The bunny finished his second glass and cookie. He pushed back and hopped off the chair. They made their way to the couch. As they walked over Tommy put a hand lightly on his stomach. 

“UUURRRRPPP,” The bunny blushed as he belched loudly. 

“Excuse me” he said. “The bubbles.”

The monkey didn’t seem phased as he stepped passed the bunny and turned on his computer. It was clearly an old laptop. It was bulky and heavy. Simia brought the coffee table closer so Tommy could work. 

They sat down together. 

The bunny started to open programs and work the computer to discover all it’s secrets. The monkey sat beside him leafing through the novel he was working on before. 

“You’re getting a little red in the face Tommy. Is the heat getting to you?” Simia asked.
The bunny wiped his forehead, careful to not knock off his sailor’s cap. 

“No. I’m just a little filled up.” The bunny bit his bottom lip.

The monkey leaned in. “What have you found?”

“The virus scan hasn’t come up with anything, so that is good. Let’s see what programs you have installed.” The bunny worked his fingers and screens popped up and than darted away on the PC.

“That’s good. You’re perspiring on my couch though.” The monkey noted.

“Okay. I don’t see any programs running in the background that could interfere with the speed. I know. I’m sorry. I sweat when I need to…let’s check the hard drives next.”

“You could have asked if you needed to use the washroom.”

Tommy looked at the monkey at the moment. “I don’t see a toilet here.”

Simia smiled. “I guess not.”

The bunny was visibly sweating through his outfit now. He started to cross his legs. Oh no. I’ll go through this diaper like tissue paper. Tommy started to bob up and down.

He turned his attention back to the computer and dove into the hard drives. “Ah I see you have a lot of files here. Like you literally have no more space on your drives.”

“That is a problem.” The monkey retorted. He closed his novel.

Tommy arranged the files by size and opened the largest folder labeled “Friends.” But it was empty. The bunny licked his lips as he went back and adjusted the properties of the folder to show all files. 

The bunny started to pant lightly. Why did I drink two glasses of cider? It felt like his rod was burning a hole against his diaper, as if he was about to squirt out acid.

Tommy re-entered the folder. He set back against the couch. The computer lit up as thousands of photos covered the screen.
“I s---e----e you like guys in diapers.” The bunny nodded. He put his paws to his crotch like a child would and started to squirm.” I think we found the source of your problem.”
“That is a problem.” Simia responded.

Tommy took short breaths. He grasped at his crotch and looked down. His attention turned to the monkey’s novel. It looked like an old book with a dark green and brown cover. 

“Bunnies were Built For…” 
Simia put the book aside. His tail zipped under the couch and pulled out a leather wallet. 

“It’s a very good erotic novel. I learned a lot.”

The monkey turned to face the bunny.

“Now Tommy how would like to be paid. In cash or cum?” Simia presented a few hundred-dollar bills.

Tommy cried out. “Please give me your diaper!” The bunny shook the monkey sending his wallet flying. “I don’t want to wet my clothes.”

Simia gasped. “Okay if you insist.”

The monkey let Tommy rest on his couch. Simia pulled down the bunny’s blue and white shorts revealing his thin diapie. He undid the tapes revealing his pee-pee that looked ready to burst.

“Hurry!” The bunny urged. He clenched his paws and squirmed. “I don’t want to make a mess.”

Simia undid his diaper but instead of placing it on the bunny he rested his protection on Tommy’s tip.

“Tommy how do you want to get paid?”

The bunny started to pant loudly. “You’re a pervert you know that. I need the money.”

Simia nodded and started to tape his diaper around the bunny’s waist.

“But, I want your banana cream more.” Tommy wrapped his paws around the monkey and pushed him into his chest as he screeched loudly as he started to wet his new padding. 
The diaper expanded and swelled a milky yellow as the bunny filled it with his urine. He somehow found Simia’s mouth in all his euphoric wetting and managed to give the monkey a wet kiss.

Tommy continued to hug the monkey until he was sure every last drop was out. He released Simia, who pressed back. The bunny blushed slightly when he saw that not only was the monkey hard, but there were actually a few pee droplets staining his fur. 

“I guess I really had to go.” The bunny giggled.

Simia folded Tommy’s pants that he thankfully had moved. He didn’t bother reaching for the bunny’s diaper. 

He grabbed the money that had went flying off the ground. He stuffed a few hundreds into the bunny’s pants. 

“I will have to buy an external for all my family photos.” The monkey smirked and helped the bunny off the couch. Tommy’s diaper squished and swelled with every move. His entire front was stained a bright yellow.

“I’m really wet.” The bunny smiled. He adjusted his cap. 
“I know.” Simia motioned Tommy forward. “I thought you said you didn’t want to make a mess.” He wrapped his paws around the bunny. “You’re a naughty bunny.”

“I am.”

“Wearing a big boy outfit to meet me.” The monkey pushed them both forward towards the wooden planks that led upstairs. 

“But, now you have a nice adult diaper on.” The monkey’s tail slithered under his legs and bunched up against the bunny’s rear.

“I think you need to make a mess bun-bun.” Simia pushed them up the stairs.
Tommy sucked on his thumb as the monkey led him up upwards towards the netting. 

“I haven’t gone potty since the morning.”

“I know. You must feel so full. Clenching with all your might.” The monkey pressed his tail further against the bunny’s rear.

The bunny stopped and put his paw on the wall. He started to grunt loudly as his face turned red. “MMMMpppHHHH.” 

“I go boom-boom.”

“That’s right Tommy.” The monkey petted his head and played with ears. “Make a big stinky mess for me. You don’t need these adult clothes. You just need my diaper.”
Tommy clenched his small fists and stuck out his tongue as he pushed.

“MMMppphhhh.” The bunny groaned and bent his legs slightly as he started to push out a huge log into Simia’s diaper.

“I could feel you against my tail.” Simia rubbed his fingers into the bunny’s hair.

“I can feel you poking too.” The bunny giggled as he pursed his lips and blorted. The massive piece of dung slipped into his diaper with a splat and suddenly the bunny had a third leg. 

“Good boy Tommy.” The pair started to continue their ascent again. As they stepped up the bunny released hot tiny toots and sometimes added a small almond or two to his massive log.

“This is my exercise area.” Simia held into Tommy’s paw as he led him down to the centre of the black netting. The monkey was careful so that the bunny would not mush his padding. Green vines hung down from various branches. Somehow the air above was cooler and more refreshing.

“Is it safe?” Tommy asked.

The monkey let go of his paw. Simia grabbed one of the vines and started to swing upwards. He landed on a branch above and leaned forward.

“I’ve reinforced the netting with steel pistons and cables. Trust me the only place you’re going is up.”

The bunny felt himself poking at the front of his diapie. “How do you exercise exactly?”

The monkey smiled from above and than jumped down into the net sending them both upwards a few feet in the air.
Tommy screeched and waved his paws as the bunny went up and then hit the net landing right on his diaper sending his mess like a wave all over his crotch and up his bum. The bunny blushed as he went up again and fell on his mush turning his diaper into a soupy brown swamp.
“I’m a big bun-bun.” Tommy shouted as he lost his cap.

The bunny bounced even higher as his pee-pee was coated with his load. He was so hard. His rod pushed at his soaked and mushy diaper begging to be played with.

Tommy looked up and saw the monkey sitting on a series of vines.

Hey when did he get my jacket and my glasses?

The bunny was naked now except for his diaper. But those thoughts disappeared with every bounce and splat. Up and down until his diaper had a brown coating loosely hanging on his hips.

Tommy giggled when he saw Simia visibly masturbating from above. The monkey had a collection of the bunny’s clothes. The bunny reached into his own diaper to feel his fine carrot when he lost his footing and on his next bounce he ended up on his stomach.

“Ow.” He muttered as he belly-flopped again and landed softly. Tommy grabbed into the netting to settle himself giggling along the way. He was sweating profusely and was short of breath. The bunny slid a bit towards the centre of the net.

Like a spider, Simia slid down a series of vines near the bunny. He landed on all four barely shaking the net. He crawled towards his friend who managed to get on his back. His carrot stood at attention pressing into his wrecked padding.

The monkey crawled on top of the bunny resting his butt on Tommy’s crotch. 

“Looked like someone had fun.”  The monkey gave the bunny a chance to catch his breath. Simia wiped a tear from the corner of his friend’s eye.

“I really hard Sim---ii---a.” Tommy pressed his paws into the monkey’s chest and started to undo the buttons of his shirt slowly.

“I know bun-bun, but I have a problem.” The monkey turned around and pulled the lip of the bunny’s diaper up revealing a dark brown interior. “You really stink Tommy.” Simia backed his tush into the diaper until Tommy’s pee-pee touched his rear.

“I don’t have a diaper and I feel really poopy. I guess I’ll have to use yours.” The monkey smiled and wiped the sweat off Tommy’s brow.

The bunny finished undoing the buttons. He was still breathing hard and he felt his little ball’s tingle at the sensation. He put his arms behind him and locked his fingers into the netting.

“Oh go-o-o-s-h Simia. You’re going to make me sticky.” Tommy looked away.

“I know little Tommy. You’re probably going to make creamies all over my bum. I guess you’ll have to stay all night so we can shower, have dinner and maybe share my bed.” The monkey pulled his shirt off and set it aside.
The bunny was very flushed by now as be tried to inch his body just a little closer to Simia. “I’m glad I brought a change of clothes in my bag.”

“You look about ready to pop.”

“Please monkey. Please please poop on my pee-pee!” Tommy screeched.

“It would be my pleasure.” The monkey leaned down and kiss the bunny on the chest.

Simia kneeled slightly and felt Tommy stiffen further. 

The monkey started to groan loudly. “MMMMpppppppphh.” He could feel his bowels loosening. His own dick slapped against his chest and Tommy’s as he pushed into the bunny.
“UUUhhhhh.” Simia was beet red as he grabbed onto the bunny’s arms.

“Exercise makes me blort.” The monkey leaned down and licked Tommy’s chest. “Oh I’m turtle heading. Can you feel me Tommy? Can you feel my mess touching your tip?”

The bunny nodded. He wrapped his ears around his face.

Simia smiled and pushed with all his might. “UUUUUUURRRRRRRnnnggggfffff.” He shouted and his first wave of a hot mess came sliding out of his rear all over Tommy’s dick.

The monkey pushed the bunny’s ears away as Tommy tried to hide away in embarrassment, as he whimpered and cummed all over Simia’s ass with ribbons of gooey cum. 

“Good Tommy. Get it all out.” For extra measure the monkey sat down slightly on Tommy pushing his mess into the bunny as he came which sent him into a frenzy.

“AHHHHHHH.” Tommy shouted with a smile as he almost convulsed and rolled to the side sending him and the monkey tumbling around the net. 

“Woah.” Simia shouted as he rolled a few feet with the bunny.

Tommy was laughing as he rolled. He was barely speaking straight as he finished making creamies and settled into the monkey. Somehow, he was now on top of the monkey, his diaper now sufficiently wet, newly loaded and sticky looked like it was hanging on by a thread.

“That was unexpected.” The monkey tried to push up. The bunny put his arm down over Simia.
“Now where do you think you’re going? I still need to give you your change.” Tommy leaned in and kissed the monkey on the lips. 

“Simia pull my diaper off.” He ordered.

The monkey slipped his tail through their legs and easily pulled off the depleted diaper.

“Thankies.” The bunny pulled it from the tail. Tommy rolled the diapie up and covered the monkey’s hard dick in it.

“Time for you to squirt for me you naughty monkey.” The bunny started to press the diaper into Simia who only gasped as he locked his paw with Tommy’s free hand.

“Yes bun-bun.” 

“Good monkey.” Tommy gave him a little peck on the cheek. “We don’t want to waste a good diaper so let’s fill it up to the max.” The bunny started to press harder and faster. He could feel the monkey stiffen in his group.

“Oh my. You’re really good Tommy.” Simia caressed the bunny with his tail. He sighed heavily and bit his lip.

“What you think bunnies can’t be pervy?” Tommy let go of Simia’s hand and started to trace his nipple’s and belly button. “I think you have a lot to learn about Polka Dots. But, don’t worry, I’ll show you.” The bunny pressed his fingers harder into the diaper to give his friend a firmer diaper job.

“Oh bunny. I’m going to ah…” Simia clenched and grabbed Tommy’s shoulder.
“We’re going to have so much fun going to the beach, Halloween parties, oh and we throw the best messy Christmas parties.”

“T-o-o-o-m-y.” Simia shuttered. “I want to have fun too!”

“Look who is stuttering now.” The bunny smiled. “Well you know the saying monkey see, monkey do!” Tommy put both his paws on Simia’s shaft and stroked up strongly.

“EUUUUUUUUUU.” Simia screeched as the monkey clawed into the bunny as his seed exploded into the used diaper. The monkey squirmed and curled his toes as he shot his load into his old diaper. 
Tommy milked every last drop out of the monkey. When the bunny saw his friend collapse into the net, he threw the used diaper away.

“There. Now we’re both nakie.” The bunny used his ears to cover them both. 

Simia kissed his friend on the cheek. “Thanks bun-bun.”

“No problem. I like helping my friends. But,” The bunny looked up. “I’m going to need my glasses if you want me to get into the shower with you.” Tommy blushed slightly and retreated under his ear.

“Of course bun-bun.” Simia fingered his chin. The cool air this high up felt refreshing as his fur was quickly chilled by the air. 

“Now when we go in the shower, you’ll have to tell me about this beach idea.”

“Well.” Tommy paused and raised a paw. “Beach trips are more fun with friends.” 

He raised three fingers.

