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It was a beautiful sunny day in the jungle and the trees seemed to almost dance in joy as nature soaked in the strong rays. Flo wiped the sweat off his bro as he made his way down a worn trail between a thicket of cascading vines and sweeping branches. The brown puppy had his cute little yellow sunhat on to protect his adorable face from burns. The canine was feeling a bit giddy today meeting his monkey friend, so he dressed himself in a ruffled lavender polka doted dress that fell down to his knees. It was nice and airy, which Flo was thankful for considering the heat. His diaper which had a pink and red heart motif was sticky and moist from his doggy sweat. The canine even combed his hair because let’s face it, if you’re going to wear your little lavender dress you better look the part.
“Now where is that dirty monkey?” The doggy looked down at the map that was scribbled in crayon. Flo adjusted his square glasses and looked up. 

“Platform with a pulley. Solar panels. House built into a big tree and…” The canine bent over, putting his nose to the ground and his diapered butt into the air and took a big sniff.

“Yum Yum. Monkey was definitely here.” Flo walked over to the platform which was about seven by seven and made out of reclaimed wood. The doggy could see the pulley mechanism hidden under some undergrowth. Flo pushed a button on the control panel and a pulley system pulled the platform slowly into the air. The canine held onto his sunhat as the platform rose towards the monkey’s house. 
The platform stopped at twenty feet and the doggy stepped onto the balcony of the treehouse. Flo approach the backdoor and peeked inside. 
Simia’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. There was not surprisingly no toilet to be found beside the sink. 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.

On the western side was a sunflower yellow couch with lilac cushions. Between the couch and the television was a carpet made out of palm tree leaves. 

Flo looked above and could see something dark bouncing up and down on a black net that stretched across the entire unit like a sleek spider web.

The doggy smiled and stepped inside. That looks very fun. His eyes followed the primitive staircase cut into a branch that curved around. He watched Simia bounce up and down a few times. The monkey’s diapered butt pressed into the net before he was launched upwards like a rocket. A doggy could get all kinds of ideas.

Flo waited for a minute to see if the monkey would notice him. But, Simia bounced away with the occasional giggle and cry. The doggy sighed. He put his fingers and his mouth and whistled loudly. Simia collapsed on his next bounce and fell into the net. The canine could see those green emeralds sizing him up from above.
“What’s a dog gotta due to be noticed around here?” Flo gave a little curtsy.

“Oh. Hi Flo. Gosh.” Simia scrambled along the net like a spider towards the doggy. The canine noticed the monkey unhook something that allowed him to climb down past the netting. Simia lowered himself down a vine, and Flo closed watched the monkey’s diapered tushy descend towards him.  

The monkey dropped down a few feet from his friend. In the comfort of his home Simia only wore a diaper. Today he had a diaper on which was designed with something scribbled on in many different languages. The rust furred monkey took a few steps forward and than scratched his head.
“I’d hug you, but I’m all sweaty,” The monkey smiled.

“Silly monkey. Woof. I’m already soaked. Get over here.” Flo used only one finger to beckon his friend.

Simia giggled and gave his friend a big hug. Their diapers squished softly. “You look pretty today.” The monkey observed.

“Thanks, handsome.” Flo replied. The doggy took off his sun hat and placed it on a stool. Indeed, in the sunlight, the monkey’s brown-red fur did glisten as did his swampy eyes. The canine couldn’t help but notice the sweat dripping down the monkey’s two little pebble sized nipples. 

“Nice diaper. What does it say?” The canine circled the monkey to try and find a phrase in a language he knew. 

Simia smirked and leaned towards Flo. He whispered something into the puppy’s ear. The canine wagged his tail and he blushed madly. 

“My my.” Flo fanned the air in front of him and bit his lip. 

“So, do you like my place?” The monkey took the doggy’s hand and led him to the couch. They sat beside one another and Simia passed Flo a pillow with his tail. 

“I do. Its looks very fun!” Flo set the pillow under his bum. 

“Thanks.” Simia smiled. “I think it is nice to breathe some fresh air and get away from all those smells. I like things stinky, but not from the city.” The monkey scrunched his little black nose. 
The doggy giggled and moved a little closer to the monkey. “Awwww. You don’t like city boys?”
“No. Um.” The monkey folded his paws together and scratched his chin with his tail. “Its just I like my freedom. Up here I can be who I want.” 

Flo responded by inching just a bit closer and gave the monkey a small peck on the cheek. “And a doggy appreciates that freedom and your company.” 
Simia blushed not even daring to look at the canine and being entranced by those rich dark eyes.

The monkey hopped off the couch. “I bet you’re hungry after your journey. I actually have a surprise for you.”

The canine followed suit. “I love surprises, but puppy has a gift for you as well.” 

The diapered monkey faced his friend. He shuffled. “Yeah. I put in a request to Rough and Tough Childcare.” Simia took Flo’s paw. “Monkey may have said that you were a little malnourished being an artist and all. I thought you could use some special attention.” The monkey paused and looked towards the front of the tree house. “But I thought the sitter would have been here by now. Apparently, they are really swamped, so I was told they got a third party to fill in. Someone named Lynx.”

Flo giggled into his free paw. The monkey could see that the puppy had the biggest smile on his face. Flo looked positively elated and the canine wagged his tail. 

“Woof-woof. Oh, don’t worry my little monkey.” The puppy pulled Simia in close. “Lynx is really good at giving special attention.” The doggy wiped some drool off the corner of his mouth with his sleeve. 
On cue the tree house seemed to shake, and Flo could feel the monkey squirm. Simia looked towards the door. He could feel the canine’s grip tighten and his breath seemed to soften. 

The crunching sound increased with each second that passed until a shadow emerged from below. 

“Yay mommy is here.” Flo squealed.

“Mommy?” Simia asked.

The monkey could only describe the crux that entered from below as the most gorgeous, wild and terrifying beast standing over him.

Simia gulped. He stepped forward still holding onto the puppy. “Ahhhhhhh.”

Lynx was a crux. The monkey could only describe the beastly woman in front of him as a cross between a jackal and a raptor. All claws and teeth. Her fur was snow white with black stripes across. She has a long thick tail like a lizard. She has dark green eyes like the monkey and straight lilac hair that fell to her strong shoulders.
“Hello boyz.” The crux smiled revealed rows of sharp teeth like knives. Lynx fell to her knees and stared at them like a predator eyeing her prey. “I’m very hungry.”

Simia looked at Flo who only beamed. The monkey was about to ask the crux for ID when she charged them. For Lynx though, who towered over the diapered furs, it was less a charge and more two or three steps. 

The monkey screeched and immediately flooded his diaper, but there was no escape. Flo’s grip was iron. The monkey couldn’t make out what Flo said when Lynx swept them both up into her large claws into a big bearhug. 
“Doggie your friend is cutey and look at you so pwetty. Me simple lookin.” 

The monkey shivered in the crux’s hands and even started to whimper. He looked at Flo who was all smiles and sunshine until Simia felt a strange warmth. At first, he was scared of Lynx with her claws and long tongue. But, the way she held him with one claw, it was careful and deliberate. His tushy was safely protected and his feet dangled from above. She even was careful of his tail which was safely free of her grip. The monkey squeezed Lynx’s chest and it radiated heat and the monkey sniffed the air…something sweet. 

Simia looked up and saw through the fabric of her dress a bright blueberry; a beacon protruding from the from the crux’s massive mammary. The monkey brought his finger to his lips. Milk? That isn’t a beacon. That’s her nipple!

“Simi right. Oh noz. I sorrie I scared you. I very scary.” She leaned forward. “But don’t worry, I don’t bitey.” 
“Oh momma.” Flo said with a chuckle. The doggy naturally couldn’t take his eyes off Lynx’s giant titties. After all…I’m malnourished.

“It’s okay, I just didn’t expect you.” Simia wiped his tears so that Flo couldn’t see him. 

On closer inspection the monkey could see that Lynx wore a yellow sleeveless dress that went down to her waist, but barely concealed her hulking breasts that looked like they could rip through the fabric at any moment. 

Lynx put the two pups down on the floor. “Simmi I’m sorrie that I made you soggy.” The crux licked her lips. “I make you num-nums.” 

“Okay.” Simia wagged his tail. When Flo put his paw on the monkey’s moist padding he just smiled.

“Now.” The crux stepped into the kitchen and bent down. “If you have some apples, I’ll make you sauce. Yum Yum.” 

“There should be some cortlands in the bowl to your right.” 

“Monkey.” Flo put his arm around his friend and directed his gaze forward. “Welcome to heaven.”

They both stared at the crux’s diaper which was a light shade of violet. Frankly, it could serve as a parachute for both boys and there would still be room for some friends. Simia felt himself stiffen a little as he starred at her booty and thick thighs. Gulp
With one motion, before either fur could protest, Lynx picked them both up with her tail and set them both down on the counter. “I teach you.” 

She turned on the stove and readied a pot of water. “I make sauce which is a yum yum for tiny pups like you.” 

Simia giggled watching the crux delicately handle his pots and measuring cups with her claws. 
As Lynx worked Flo explained to Simia how he knew the crux. She wasn’t actually his mother. Just a friend he picked up in the forest. But, being that she was a ferocious beast and he a tiny little doggy, she naturally mothered him. 
Simia watched Lynx peel and slice apples with just one finger.

“And of course, I get lots of milkies to help me grow big and strong.” Flo concluded.

“Doggy make stinkies after ma milk.” The crux responded. She mixed ¼ a cup of water and ½ of sugar with 8 apples. Lynx set the water to boil.

“Yeah after all this time I see it just all ended up in your diaper.” The monkey patted Flo on the head who was a little shorter than him.

Flo huffed and looked away. Simia wrapped his arms around the doggy. “But, that’s okay because you’re just a smelly smushy puppy.” The monkey’s tail snaked underneath Flo’s legs and rested on his diaper like a long red snake.
“Hehe.” The canine smiled.

“Monkey funny.” Lynx giggled showing rows of teeth and her long blue lizard like tongue. 

Flo grabbed Simia’s tail and pressed it against his cheek. He rubbed it gently.

The monkey tensed as he felt his friend touched his sensitive spot. 

Flo pulled the tail towards his mouth and stuck out his tongue.

Not the tip! The monkey thought as he stiffened behind the dog.

“Oh. Water hot.” Lynx said. The crux turned the heat down. “We wait a bit for yum-yums.” 

The monkey unwrapped himself from the canine and pulled his tail back. He used the opportunity to pull out some bowls and spoons for their food. The crux wrapped Flo in his tail so the doggy could reach the higher cupboards. Flo pulled down a blue-white porcelain sugar dish with a tiny silver teaspoon. 

“Gosh monkey has fancy stuff.” Flo helped set the table. It was faded in a robin’s egg blue paint.
Simia blushed. He rubbed the back of his head. “Monkey is good with numbers. I play the market.”

“The only market I ever play is the one that is down and dirty.” Flo sat on a small stool. 

Simia giggled. “Well I hope you don’t think of a monkey any differently.” He sat perpendicular from the canine at the end of the table.
Flo rested his head on both paws. “No, it makes you interesting. First monkey used his tail in a fun way, then made me my own hotdog.” The dog paused and lifted his chin ever so slightly. “Now I want to make a banana cream pie.” 

The monkey fiddled with his spoon. Lynx turned the oven off after the apples had simmered for ten minutes.

“Banana cream.” Simia repeated the words slowly. 

“Sauce done.” The crux put the pot down on the table. The monkey quickly put a wooden board underneath, so the heat wouldn’t peel the paint. 
Lynx sat parallel to Simia. She carefully spooned some sauce for the two furs. Then she kept the pot for herself.

“We eat now.” The crux raised the pot to her mouth and engulfed the sauce in five seconds. 

Simia blew on his apple sauce. Lynx has done a good job. The sauce was a little chunky. Not too sweet. A little tart. The monkey swallowed his first spoonful. “Its really good.”

“Yay! I’m glad Simma likes.” Lynx pushed forward almost crushing the table. 

The puppy agreed though he added a little sugar to his meal. He ate the whole bowl not wasting a scrap.

Simia ate slower. “I’ve never made…a banana cream pie before.” He announced almost in a whisper.

Flo pushed back his empty bowl and laid down his spoon. He adjusted his glasses.

“I haven’t either. My oven is always just so.” The doggy smiled. “Dirty.”

“Yay we have pie.” The crux jumped in on the conversation. “I think though.” Lynx put her claw to her chin. “We need milk with the pie.” 

The monkey looked at them both. My Friday nights are never going to be the same. Simia finished his apple sauce and put his spoon down.

“Shall we go to the living room.” Simia pulled back his chair but before he could turn, the crux grabbed them both and in two shakes, they were on the couch sitting on Lynx’s lap.

“I was told pupper very hungie.” The crux looked down as they  heard a snipping sound and the yellow dress fell on top of them. Lynx pulled the fabric away and tossed the dress across the room.
The monkey looked up and saw a massive blueberry starring at him. He gulped.

Flo to his immediate right got into position. The dog lied down and rested his head on a pillow. Simia now sat beside his feet. 
Lynx leaned forward and Simia almost fell off the couch when her right breast whacked him in the head. But Flo was sitting perfectly. The canine reached up and pulled the nipple towards his mouth. 

“Yay milkies.” He said as the canine started to suck on the fat nipple filling his mouth with rich, creamy milk.

The crux blushed and made a strange low howl as the puppy started pawing at her.

“Simmy can have milkies too.” 

The monkey felt himself stiffen, but he clenched his fist. “No. I’m okay right now. Thankies though. I have something else to attend to.” 

Simia crawled on top of Flo. The monkey could see his friend was already hard in his pretty diapie.

The crux growled loudly and the padding they both sat on suddenly became warm as Lynx flooded her own diaper. Simia looked over and saw Flo’s face bright red as he sucked every last drop from the crux.

The monkey put his paw around Flo’s dicky that pushed against the padding.

“Wait.” Simia looked up and the puppy stopped sucking. Milk ran down Flo’s chin staining his dress.
Lynx reached into her chest spraying a little milk everywhere. “I do job. I do job right.” The crux pulled a tiny bottle and handed it to the monkey.

“If you touch puppers you have to be gentle and ask. Always ask doggo no matter what.” Lynx was very serious. She gave the monkey a toothy grin.

Simia nodded and took the bottle. “Lube.” He said under his breath and looked at Flo. The monkey licked his lips. He eyed the puppy in his lavender polka dotted dress. Purple really did look good on the canine with his dark fur and even richer eyes. 
The monkey watched the crux carefully put Flo over her shoulder. “Pupper makes gassies now.” With only one pat Flo belched loudly. “BRRRRPPPPPPTTT” Lynx sat him down gently and Flo leaned back into the pillow.

“Flo.” The monkey held onto the lube bottle. “Can I touch you in your diaper?” 

“Only if you’re gentle.” The puppy pulled up his dress giving the monkey access to his diaper.

Simia undid Flo’s diaper and starred at his pink pee-pee. The monkey was thankful the canine hadn’t flooded his diapie yet. The monkey pulled the cap off the lube and squeezed the clear gel into his hand. It was cold, but nice. Not too watery. The monkey placed the bottle on the couch beside him. He used his tail to lift up Flo’s foot and then used two fingers to gently lubricate the puppy’s poop hole.
The monkey looked at Flo and smiled. “I have a few minutes before you destroy that diaper.” Simia carefully handled Flo’s pee-pee and covered it with the gel.

Flo giggled as the monkey touched him. Simia was careful and gentle. He didn’t overly stimulate the pupper. When the monkey finished, he retapped the diaper onto Flo with a squish as he imprisoned the puppy’s manhood.

“Good job monkey friend.” The crux proceeded to breastfeed Flo again.

“Yeah silly monkey. You can play with my toys all day.” The puppy was once again happily engulfed in Lynx’s mammary. 

Simia grabbed a fist full of Flo and started to rub the canine through the gel-filled diaper. 

The puppy’s immediate reaction was to pee into his diaper with a hiss which only made him hornier. The diaper was wet and squishy. The monkey made sure to use his free hand to press the wet material into Flo’s genitals.

Flo gulped down as much milk as he could but as Simia fondled him he couldn’t help but bite down on Lynx when he stiffened. The crux growled, but just softly petted the canine on the head. The monkey couldn’t see that Lynx was getting a little red in the face herself.

The monkey could feel Flo getting harder and more confident in his hand as he applied more force. Simia could hear him start to take breaks from his milk and begin to gasp for air.

“PRRRRRRRRTTTTTTT.” The puppy ripped one into his diaper, but that didn’t stop the monkey. 

“Now Flo. I want you to hold your poopies for as long as you can. Hold it doggy with all your strength, so you can make cummies at the same time.” The monkey slithered under the canine’s dress and started to fondle Flo’s nipples with his tail.

“Yes monkey man.” Flo said with a shriek between feedings. The canine curled his toes slightly.
The puppy could feel his guts churning. Being lactose intolerant, milk was his best friend and worst enemy. Flo pawed Lynx even harder to get every last drop, which only made his forest momma squeak louder. The puppy clenched as hard as he could.

“HUUUUUUUUUMMMMGHHHHHHHHHH.” His toot was louder this time. Flo was drenching his dress in sweat. The puppy was wiggling trying to escape Simia’s paws. The canine didn’t notice before how big the monkey’s hands were before. Flo winced and clawed into Lynx’s flesh. 

“Uhhhh WOOF UHHHHHHH.” He cried out. Milky. Poopy and Cummies.
The monkey could tell his friend was close. He reached under the dress and used his free hand to stimulate Flo’s belly button. The monkey’s tail squirmed through the neckline and tickled Flo’s chin. 

Lynx seemed to know it was time, so she just gentle petted her pupper.

“Flo all sweaty and red.” 

Flo was gasping now. He was barely even tonguing Lynx’s nipple. Simia took his paw out from under the dress and grabbed one of Flo’s paw’s and interlocked their fingers.
The puppy was shaking on the crux’s lap. He tried to breathe through his nose, but that just made him pant more.

“UHHHHHHHH UUUUUHHHHHHH.” 

“UH.” “UH.” “Woof.” “UH.” “UH.” “Woof.” 

““UH.” “UH.” “UH.” Flo clenched his little fists and dug his nails into the monkey and the couch.
“WWWWWWWWWOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOFFFFFFFFF.” 

The puppy sprayed his seed into the front of the padding just as he exploded from his backside into the diaper from all the milk. Hot logs like artillery shells stormed into the canine’s diaper with ease from his gelly bum hole as Flo gasped for breath.

“Good puppy.” Simia said as he continued to milk every last drop from the puppy.
“GGGGRRRRR.” The monkey’s stomach growled. I guess I’m still hungry.

The crux looked down and smiled. “Yay dirty pupper diaper,” She watched the fur flood his diaper and stain every pink and red heart a dirty brown.

Flo’s tongue hung out of the corner of his mouth. Milk dripped down his chin. The doggy was heavily blushed and breathed softly. Simia released Flo’s dicky when he was sure the canine had thoroughly creamed his diaper.
Between bated breaths Flo looked up at Simia who sat before him. “Monkey….monkey…” The puppy used the crux’s fur to sit himself up and gather his thoughts. He wiped the milk off his chin. Flo’s diaper sloshed heavily as he pushed his mess around. “Monkey.” The puppy was speechless. 

Simia toddled over and just hugged his friend. “You don’t have to say anything.” 

“Bath time!” Lynx announced as she stood up sending both furs into the air. The monkey grabbed one of the vines in the air and held onto Flo for dear life with his tail and free arm.

“Opps.” The crux put her claw to her mouth. “I too strong.”

The monkey lowered them to the ground slowly giving the puppy his first smush of his loaded diaper.

“Awwwwwww.” Flo gasped and a smile crept across his face. 

Lynx strode over and gathered them both in her strong arms. She placed them down near the bathtub. The crux turned on the hot water faucet for the bathtub. There was a shower tower built into the end with a removeable head. Perfect for messy nights. 
“Me take puppers diaper.” 

“I don’t want a bath.” Flo crossed his arms.

The crux’s smile quickly changed to a toothy scowl. 

Simia stood behind the puppy and with a quick swipe off his tail the canine’s loaded diaper fell to the floor. The monkey took a step back and covered his nose with his paws.

“Wow. You weren’t joking about milk going right through you.” Simia said in a nasally tone. 
Flo’s backside was coated with his mess. The puppy shivered slightly. “But I like sitting in my messes.”

The crux lifted the doggy and his diaper up and walked a few steps over to the changing station. 

“I have to be responable today puppers.” The crux very gently pressed on the pedal to open the diaper pail.

The water loudly filled the bathtub with a soothing shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.

Flo crawled to the edge of the changing station to see that the pail was completely filled.

“Hehe. Kitty was right that monkey liked his loaded pamps.” The doggy looked up at his beautiful crux.

“I guess you have no choice. Woof.” The canine gave a toothy smile. 

Lynx opened her jaw and threw the dirty diaper down her gullet like a candy. There wasn’t a toothmark on it.

She swallowed and rubbed her belly. “Puppers always taste good.”

The canine checked to see if the monkey had seen the crux, but he had climbed up the side of the bathtub and was watching the water.

The crux found some extra strong wipes and started to clean the doggy up. She mopped up all the big chunks incrusted to his bum-bum then cleaned his tushy carefully. 

“Tub is full.” Simia announced. The monkey turned the tap off. He put his tail in. It was a little hot, but it would feel nice on his body.

Lynx finished cleaning Flo. She left the supplies out though, figuring they would need them again. She brought the canine over and dropped her soggy diaper to the ground. The water was crystal clear.

Flo sniffed the air. “Your water smells nice. Hehe.” He took off his glasses and dropped them on the floor.

“Yeah. No municipal chemical dumps here.” The monkey retorted.

The crux stepped into the bathtub with the canine. She howled as the water hit her snatch. Flo whispered something and petted his agitated friend. Lynx slowly sat in the water sending a small wave over the edge. Luckily for her, the tub was built more for someone her size than small furs. The crux stretched her clawed feet over the edge. The water lapped the bottom of her breasts. 
The doggy paddled beside her, holding onto her cleavage like a large buoy. 

“Coming in monkey boy?”

The monkey used his tail to undo his tapes to let his own diaper fall to the ground. Although his tree house was open there was still a bit of warm mist in the air. The porcelain felt cold against his pee-pee. 
He looked down at the puppy. Grrrrrrrrrr. His stomach announced. Okay I need to eat more next time. The monkey thought. His eyes drifted to Flo. It was the first time he saw his friend naked. The canine’s fur folded against the water. He is pretty lanky, though and the monkey’s gaze drifted even lower I see the milk goes right to his thighs and butt hehe. 

Flo splashed some water at the monkey with his tail. 

“Keep staring and I’m going to charge you.” 

The crux squeaked and grabbed Simia. “Hey wait.” The monkey protested.

“Simi go splash splash.” She threw him up in the air.

“Ahhhhhhh.” The monkey yelled as he belly-flopped into the middle of the tub sending a bit of water at his companions.

Simia quickly swam to the surface and spit up some water. He paddled over to Flo and also held onto the crux who didn’t seem to mind them pawing at her.
“I guess you don’t often find a bathtub that fits you Lynx.” The monkey chuckled.

The crux smiled and Simia couldn’t tell if she was blushing because of the heat or just out of pure enjoyment.

“This is nice nice. I’m glad I took two jobs.”

“Two jobs?” Simia asked.

“Yeah.” The crux said. “I get paid double!”

Flo paddled over and put one paw on Simia’s face.

“Yum yum. Monkey ain’t so bad looking nakie.” He took his other paw off the crux and put it on Simia’s erect cock.

“Tall. Handsome. Good with his hands.” The puppy looked around. “Knows how to treat a puppy well. I mean what else could a naughty dog ask for?”

Simia gave a little yelp. “Gosh Flo. I try to treat everyone well.” The monkey splashed some water with his tail.

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr.” The monkey bit his lip. “My stomach.” He turned to see Lynx’s nipple practically parallel to his lips. He felt his mouth water.

“Monkey hungie. Simii take milkies too.” The crux pushed Simia right against her nipple with her tail and with a plop the monkey started to suck.

He looked up at Lynx who just nodded and patted him on the head. “Good monkey.”

Simia took a little suckle and was rewarded with a stream of sweet pure milk. 

“No wonder Flo likes this so much.” The monkey pawed into the crux who only squeaked in response. He started to guzzle the milk even as his stomach roared. Droplets ran down his chin as he stopped to briefly look at Flo.

The puppy was about to have his second helping. Flo has that starry look in his eyes. Where have I seen that before? The monkey thought.
The crux patted them both as they fed from her. She looked across the room at the diaper bin and licked her lips. I wonder, what does monkey taste like?
She looked down when the monkey stopped feeding. “UUURRRRP.” Simia belched loudly. 

“Excuse me.” He reached for the edge of the tub. The puppy paused his milky treat.

“I…my stomach.” The monkey shivered a bit.

“Are you going to explode now?” Lynx asked.

Simia turned and looked up. “What?”

“Make big boom-boom!” The crux slammed her fists into the water sending poor Flo to the other side of the tub. “Weeeeeeeee.” He said enjoying his little ride.

“What do you mean boom-boom.” The monkey gripped his stomach with one paw.

“I get two jobs. I get call from childcare. They need sitter for monkey. I suppose to give milkies to pupper.” The crux paused and leaned very close to the monkey. “Flo give me job too. Says you haven’t made messies in a long time. I give you specials sauce.”
Simia turned just as Flo pulled himself out of the tub. The monkey was about to do the same, but Lynx stood up first. “You stay. Water help you.” The crux stepped out sending a rain shower of droplets onto the monkey. 

The monkey watched Flo and Lynx dry themselves off. The crux used every single towel on the shelf leaving a pile of wet towels on the floor. Simia grumbled. 

The crux kneeled in front of the tub. She had put her diaper back on. Flo grabbed his glasses and brushed his hair back. He crawled up the crux and she held him between her breasts and used her paw as a little platform for him to stand on. 

“Hehe. Best seat in the house.” Flo claimed. The puppy was still naked.

“Why Flo?” Simia asked. “GGGGGGGGGRRRRRRRRRRRRR!!!!!!!!!!!!”

“Oh Simia.” The puppy grabbed the monkey’s paws in his. 

“Don’t you know?” Flo leaned in. “I’m a naughty, dirty bitch.”

“PPPPPPPPPppppppppppppppprrrrrrrrrrtttttttttttttt.” Simia didn’t even have to strain as he released a massive smelly fart. 
The dog immediately covered his nose. “Woosh. That was nasty…” Flo responded.
Simia hesitated to look behind but he saw a dark brown puddle stain the middle of the tub as the water quickly changed to brown.

The monkey turned around and dug into Flo’s knuckle. “I guess I see how you get ideas for all those naughty photos on your walls.” “ppppppfffftttttt.” The water bubbled behind the monkey. Did something just touch my foot?
“Yep.” Flo toyed with one of his massive brown fluffy ears. “I mean people pay big bucks for my arts. But sometimes puppy needs to find inspiration.” He grinned.

The monkey sighed and clenched his fingers against Flo’s. The water was now a soupy brown. 

Simia couldn’t hold his nose even though if he had a knife right now, he would want to cut off it off just to get this putrid smell out of his mouth. Every time he even inched forward his stomach seemed to release another semi-solid slush pile out of his tushie. The monkey started to cry. 

“Ah monkey. Don’t cry. You’ll be finished soon. Just let it all out. I’ll take care of you after.”

“Why is monkey crying?” Lynx asked. 

“Because his butt hurts.” The puppy answered.

“Oh.” the crux said. She leaned forward. “Maybe I’ll gave him too much special sauce puppers.”

Simia grunted in Flo’s arms and the water bubbled. 

This continued for another few minutes until finally it seemed the monkey was completely drained. He looked almost skeletal in Flo’s arms. He shook vigorously and started to sneeze. The water had gone cold by this point. 

“Flo.” Simia tried to clench his fist but just laid his head against the puppy.

The crux reached over and pulled the drain. They both held onto Simia as the swampy mess below him circled downwards through a pipe into the forest below. 

Lynx placed the monkey gently into the tub. His beautiful rusty fur was now a dark brown. He didn’t look up when the crux turned the shower on and started to wash the monkey down with soap and water.

Flo put his purple dress back on. Luckily, he was smart enough at the time to put it on a stool, so it was mostly dry. He looked through the monkey’s diapers and found one that was striped purple and pink. Good thing we’re the same size he thought as he taped himself up. 

The nice thing about Simia’s open concept is that there was a strong breeze flowing through the open windows. The smell of spoiled milk and hot garbage was slowly being carried away. 
Lynx was very gentle with Simia cleaning every inch of his body. She even found some lotion and applied it to the monkey’s bum. Lynx even licked at his cheeks to remove his tears. 

“Puppers can be naughty…but that’s how he love. He really likes monkey.”

Simia looked up. “I can see why Flo likes you. You’re scary, but really kind.” He hugged the crux, but it was a struggle. He could barely grip her arm. 

Lynx squeaked in joy. She finished cleaning the monkey until his fur glistened like rust against the sunlight. She carried him over to the changing table. 

She placed a pillow under his head. She found one semi-dry towel and dried him off.  The crux lorded over the monkey as she sat down. There were a few bottles and wet wipes still out from before. 
Simia had short shallow breaths. He scratched his belly. He didn’t want a diaper. The monkey rolled to the side.

Flo popped up slowly with a banana in one hand and a baby bottle in the other. It was filled with a blue liquid. 

The puppy rested his arms on the changing table. “Here. I found this energy drink in your fridge. You need your fluids after that big fudging.” He pushed the bottle over.

Simia bit his lip and pushed the bottle away with his tail.

“Hey come on.” Flo drank a bit of the sports drink. “See it isn’t spiked.” 

The monkey shrugged. 

Flo just pushed the bottle in his mouth and Simia started to suck. It tasted like blueberries. He clenched his little fists.

“You know monkey.” Flo let go of the bottle when he was sure his friend would drink it. “I heard what momma said to you. These big ears aren’t just for show you know.” The doggy slowly pealed the banana. “I can be a bad dog sometimes, but I don’t wear my little purple dress for any diapered friend.” Flo licked the tip of the banana. “I also don’t take a naked bath with every boy on the corner.” 

Simia was now drinking the bottle with both paws. It was half empty.

“I’ve been watching you at the centre.” Flo sucked on the upper half of the banana. It plopped out and salvia ran down the flesh. 

“You’re a cute monkey. Being friendly. Nice and smiley.” Flo pulled himself over the changing table. He threw away the peel and held the ripe the banana in his paw. 

“But I know you were lurking and seeing a puppy press his stiffness into diapers all over the room. I know you liked it when you touched yourself.” 

The monkey was almost finished the bottle. 

Flo let his protection drop to the changing table and than diapered the monkey in his former diapie.

 The puppy pulled back the front and started to mash the banana into Simia’s dick.
“I know you’re just as perverted as me when you used your tail in the corner to make stickies.”

“You’re a naughty monkey. You’re getting hard right now as I mash this banana against…” 

Simia pushed himself up from off the changing table. He threw the empty bottle across the room. 

The monkey pushed Flo down with one arm and jumped on top of him knocking the powder bottles down. His breathing was low and steady. Sweat dripped onto the puppy. He held his tail over his head almost like a scorpion.

Lynx immediately bared her fangs and stood up. “Monkey be careful.”

Simia flicked his tail back and grabbed the pillow that the crux had given to him and he gently placed it under Flo’s head. He than ripped his diaper off with one motion and threw it away sending bits of banana everywhere. Lastly the monkey swept across the table with one sweep of his tail and knocked everything off so only they remained.
You could hear a pin drop at that moment. Even Lynx was pretty quiet. She held her claws up to her mouth. Flo started to sweat a bit. He clenched his toes. 
“Monkey…” Flo started.

Simia used his tail to balance his body with his left hand. He reached down and felt the puppy’s dress.

“You really do look nice in this colour.” He paused and grabbed Flo’s ear. He arched himself down carefully. Their rods crossed and hardened. “I’ll try not to rip your dress when I fuck you so hard, the next time someone marks your diaper they’ll see my name scrawled across your asshole.
Flo gasped and Lynx squealed. She put her hand down her moist diaper.

“Mmmonkey…” The puppy stammered and blushed.

Simia rolled up the canine’s dress revealed his fully erect pee-pee and his bum hole. The monkey reached down under the table and opened a drawer. He pulled out a bottle of lube and a condom. 

“You’re so responsible.” 

The monkey put a finger to Flo’s mouth. “Shhhhhhhhh. It’s my turn to talk now.” Simia smiled and threw the condom away.
Simia started lubing up his dick. He reached down and jammed a finger into the puppy’s rear.

The canine blushed as Simia fingered him and got him nice and gelly.

“So, you like to play dirty don’t you Flo?” Simia got on his knees, he pushed Flo’s legs up against his shoulders and pulled him towards him. 

“Always.” The puppy reached around and wrapped his arms around the monkey’s waist.

“What did you say to me earlier. Naughty.” Simia enter the puppy who yelped slightly.

“Dirty.” The monkey thrust a bit forward. He felt the canine clench his fingers around him.

“Bitch!” Simia drilled into Flo as much as he could, and the puppy gasped. 

“There we go. Nice and tight. I think we all feel a bit safer now having you blocked up.” Simia put his hands around the doggy’s waist. 
Lynx giggled next to them. There was more visible motion in her diaper. Squeak. Squeak.
“Now that I have your attention.” Simia leaned forward and gave the puppy a big kiss on the lips. 

He pulled back. “Do you want a banana cream pie?”

“Yes you silly.” The monkey didn’t let Flo finish as he stuffed his tail in the dog’s mouth. “I didn’t say you could talk.”

Simia started to thrust forward and clenched the puppy’s waist as he pushed into his rear. He could barely hear the muted howls of the dog through his tail.

The monkey started to go faster rocking back and forth and pulling Flo up higher.

“You enjoyed toying with me. Making me shit myself in my own bathtub.” 

He almost exited the puppy and than pushed forward mightily. He saw the puppy almost bite down on his tail as he squirmed on the table. Not yet.

“I saw the art on your walls. I knew you were a dirty pervert.” The monkey saw one of Flo’s arms drop to the table. He slowly removed his tail from the canine’s mouth.
Flo was blushing. He just nodded. 

Simia grabbed Flo’s ear with his tail and squeezed it. The puppy cried out and the monkey could feel him squirm. Simia momentarily let go of Flo’s waist. He clenched the dog’s free hand in his and their fingers interlocked.

The monkey leaned forward hard. “I knew what you were…because you’re just like me. The difference is, when I fuck someone, they don’t come back next week. They don’t need to. Because Flo…” Simia put his paws around Flo’s waist again and wrapped his tail around Flo’s erect pecker. “Once you taste banana cream nothing tastes sweet again.”
Simia growled and started to pound Flo with everything he had. He clawed into the pup to get every last inch of himself into the tight doggy butt.

Flo drenched his dress in his sweat. He was already very hard and his pre-cum dribbled down his little shaft. He looked over and saw his momma growling softly. 

“Oh Simia. You’re going to get my doggy seed all over my dress.”

Simia responded by moving Flo’s dick with his tail until it was aimed at the dog’s chin.

“Woof. Woof. Woof. Uhhhh.” The canine braced the edge of the table and clenched his toes as he came all over himself. The monkey had aimed well as Flo’s seed splattered against his neck drenching his dress thoroughly. He milked every last drop!

The monkey giggled. “Such a dirty dog.” He leaned in and kissed Flo gently. “I’ll clean you up after.” Simia was very red and the doggy could see he was close. 

Flo breathed softly. He latched himself around the monkey so it would be easier. 

“Please…bake me a pie.” The dog reached for Simia’s tail and than started to suck the tip.
“Oh Flo…not my tail.” Simia started to thrust harder. The canine bobbled the monkey’s tail and licking it like an ice-cream cone.

The crux stood up now and leaned over the pair like a large demonic shadow. 

“I want to see pie.” She shouted.

The monkey dug into the puppy and squeezed him hard. “Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh. UHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” Simia pulled his tail away and quickly pushed Flo towards him. The doggy gave him a big wet kiss on the mouth as Simia blew his load into the canine’s tushy. He exploded shots of creamy cum into Flo, drenching his rectum in his seed. The puppy yelped and gently cooed the monkey.
The monkey shook in Flo’s arms as the puppy stroked his back. 

“Yay. Monkey make pie.” Lynx announced.

Simia gasped for air and panted as he fell on top of Flo. He lurched a bit as he finished cumming, his waves turned into drops and than sputtered into nothing.
He slowly pulled out his load and his cum gushed out of the canine’s bum all over the table.
“Wow.” Flo said. “You made a lot.” 

Simia chuckled. “There goes the cream.” He started to cuddle with the doggy. They didn’t seem to care that they cuddled into a pool of the monkey’s cum. They held hands and kissed each other lightly. 
“No more poopy, please, unless I feel like a spicy night.” Simia requested after he pulled back.
Flo put a finger to his mouth. “Okay, but…” The puppy smiled. “You know when you said I don’t have to come back next week; you didn’t say you couldn’t come with me somewhere.”

The puppy petted his friend. 

“Where are we going?” Lynx asked.

“Yeah.” Simia added. “Where are we going?”

The canine giggled. “Where indeed…and with whom?”

