Horny Kitty Afternoon With Helpful Monkey Host
It was a sunny day out without a cloud in site. Simia checked the clock by his bed. He expected the kitty to be arrive soon. The monkey looked around his place. 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.
Meanwhile, Yure was coming to visit Simia while wearing just a shirt, backpack and a pink cloth diaper, snapped with buttons. He had to pee, but he was holding it, like usual, because he enjoyed the thrill of having a full bladder. He rubbed his big, squishy tummy, feeling his fur. Finally, he reached his destination. Although he had received Simia in his house a few times, it was the first time he would visit Simia’s place.

Monkey heard some rustling below and walked out to the platform. He noticed a familiar blue kitty approaching his tree.
“Yure.” He shouted from above. Simia grabbed a nearby vine and swung down. His rust coloured fur glistened in the sunlight. Today, he wore a diaper with a bright mango pattern. He stepped down beside the kitty.
“Hi. Hi.”

Yure, without warning, hugged his friend, as if it was natural to. In doing so, their squishy bellies and thick diapers pressed together. Yure sniffed Simia, while hugging him. The cat smelled minty, as he is very fond of catnip.
“Hia, brother!” he said, smiling at Simia and now looking at the monkey.
He kissed Simia on the lips, then gave the monkey’s forehead a lick.
“Came to visit you. How have you been?” asked Yure.
While they talked to each other, Yure sometimes pressed his diaper harder on Simia. Never mind the fact they were out in the open. But, since Yure had both arms around Simia for a hug, he could not grab his crotch to stop himself from weeing.
“I’ve been good.” The monkey replied. He felt himself thicken against the kitty as their diapers sloshed. “Oh no.” Simia heard his friend’s breathing get lighter. He patted him on the back with his tail.
“Did you spring a leak again Yure?” the monkey asked. He pushed his friend inches closer with his tail so he could feel the full impact of the kitty’s swelling diaper.
“I guess I’ll have to change you.”

“But does it have to be now?”, Yure asked, “I’m not messy, nor leaky, and diapers can be quite expensive.”

He continued to wet himself. The diaper filled up, becoming poofy, droopy, yellow, musky and very warm. It hugged Yure’s genitals nicely and was a nice addition to his overall round frame. He pushed his diaper against Simia’s own, giving it a bit of a hump. They haven’t even gone inside the house yet and the kitty was already that frisky...

“What have you planned for today?”, Yure asked.

His chronically small pecker was hardening. He hugged Simia harder for more pressure. He already felt ready but didn’t want to do it immediately.

“No. I guess you aren’t leaky.” Simia squeezed the kitty’s diaper and his fingertips came away slightly moist. Yet. The monkey let go of his friend. He licked his lips seeing how badly the kitty’s pee-pee was trying to escape its moist prison. Pressing. Protruding. Squeezing.
Simia took Yure’s paw and led him to his tree house. 
“Well I’ve prepared a nice meal fit for a king.” I wonder. The monkey clenched his free paw.
“Yure my lift is malfunctioning. I think you’re going to have to climb the tree. I’ll take your backpack though to lighten your load.” The monkey put his paw on his friend’s shoulder. 

Yure nodded. He clung to the tree and started to squish-climb it. His motions made his diaper massage his private, that was now softening, with him focusing on the climb. He reached the top, but not before giving Simia, who was at the base of the tree, a yellow full moon. He entered the house and waited patiently for Simia. While waiting, he sat down, squishing the soaky diaper on his tush. He sighed, enjoying the feeling. Knowing that Simia doesn’t mind his sexuality, Yure felt much less inhibited around him. And it’s always a buzz to do something naughty away from home.

The monkey watched from the bottom as he leaned against a large trunk. His tail swished behind him. He eyed the kitty carefully as he made his ascent. He couldn’t help but grip his padding when the cat pointed his large soaked rear at him. 
“No one fills a diapie like you my sweet.” Simia said to himself as he started to climb. He was very quick, and the bag barely held him down. He waltzed in and pushed back his sweaty hair. 
“Yure, come sit on my couch.” The monkey directed his friend to his sunflower yellow couch with rounded armrests. “You must be thirsty and…sweaty.” Simia chewed on his words as he set the bag down. 

Yure is indeed sweaty. He wiped some sweat off his forehead. “Very thirsty, indeed!”, he assured. Sitting on the couch caused his diaper to squish further. He casually pat his diaper, legs spread, turning his attention to the lake he made inside, while Simia got him water. He squishes it in his paw, groping and feeling it, rubbing up and down. He stops after a while. That felt really good and doing it in a place where he normally would not made it even better! But he wanted to play naughty with Simia later and that couldn’t be done if he was all spent. He relaxed, kept his legs spread, tenting.

The monkey brought back a glass of water and ice. Simia set the glass down on a coaster. The monkey revealed a cold damp compress in his tail.
“You’re so wet my friend.” The monkey started to dab at the cat’s face and chest with the cloth. 
Simia’s turns and pulls out an ice chip out of the glass and slips in on his tongue.
“Here, let me cool you down.” I move close to the kitty and give him a cold kiss on the lips as the ice slips between our tongues.

Yure cringes a little, as he never swapped things between mouths. Thankfully, he trusted Simia’s cleanness. “So, what now?”, he asks, chewing on the ice cube. He swallows the fragments, then shudders, as it gave him some brain freeze. “Gosh.” He grabs one of the cubes from the water cup and, while drinking the water, he slips the cube into Simia’s diaper all of sudden! He chuckled. “There, we are even”, he said, “Don’t put things in my mouth without telling me first, pal.” Yure watched Simia’s reaction to the ice, as it slid down the monkey’s private parts, particularly the scrotum. Yure’s still aroused. It almost looks like he is desperate for it.

The monkey yelped and pulled on the kitty. 
“Ahhhhh.” His eyes expanded and his tail slapped the floor.
“Get it out. Get it out!” He pulled on the lip of his diaper.

Yure stuck his paw into the diaper and grabbed the ice cube, but, after that, he took the opportunity to tug at his friend’s penis. Yure was such a frisky little monster. “Here, let me help you.” He starts to stroke and friction the monkey’s tiny dong, warming it up and encouraging the warm blood to rush into it. “This should work...”, says Yure. He rolled the foreskin back and forth, enjoying how loose it was, compared to his own tight prepuce. Yure was very hard by then.

The monkey sighed and leaned towards the kitty. 
“I’m so cold…ah…” Simia licked his lips. He stuck his paw’s in the kitty’s diaper. 
“You’re so wet kitty. So very wet. I don’t see a point in changing you now.” The monkey started to tug on Yure’s pecker. “Oh you’re so hard.” Simia started to tug harder. He felt how firm Yure was in his paw.
The monkey put his hand on his friend’s shoulder and leaned into him.
“Time to give kitty a kiss.” Simia tilted his head down and kissed the cat square on the lips. His tongue clicked against Yure’s.

Yure leans back, causing them to hug on the couch where they were. Their bodies press together and Yure hugs with arms and legs. “Wanna take these off?”, he asks, tugging at Simia’s diaper. When he pulls Simia’s waistband, he feels the smell coming from the monkey’s tush. Smells like baby powder. Yure sticks both paws into Simia’s diaper, squeezing and massaging that butt. “So nice, so soft, so comfy...”, he said. Yure’s penis throbs in Simia’s hands. Yure is getting ready to fire again. He tries to not pay attention to it, so he can last a little longer, just a little longer.

The monkey squeals as his friend massages his butt. He looks into the cat’s big yellow eyes drowning in his smile, the slight blush in his cheeks and his wagging tongue. Simia carefully removes the cat’s diaper with a wet plop which frees his pee-pee in his paw. The monkey nods as he lets Yure remove his own diaper.
He feels Yure throb and edge in his paws. 
Simia strokes the cat’s cheek.
“Not yet kitty. Not yet.”

“You are such a tease”, says Yure, laying back and spreading his legs, showing his tailhole. His kittyhood is pointing straight up. “But I can be a tease too.” He releases his legs, tho, letting them fall limp. “What you wanna do?”, he asks. “I can’t stay here thinking about naughty things, or I’ll come hands-free.”

Simia smiles and crawls on top of the kitty’s legs. “I won’t let you get blue balls.”
The monkey lower’s himself and starts to lick Yure’s balls before sucking on them fully. 
Simia stops and he licks the salvia around his lips.
“I’m getting a little peckish.” The monkey returns to his sucking lavishly sucking on the cat’s little balls. Simia launches his tail up and starts to tickle the kitty’s nipples. 

“Peckish?”, asks Yure. He wonders if that meant erection. “Wanna, you know?” He gropes his friend’s crotch. “We can 69.” That’s progressing very fast. Yure is willing to give his friend’s monkey’s balls some licking and sucking like those he is receiving. He adjusts his friend’s position, shoves their diapers away, so that both are naked. He looks at Simia’s eyes, almost romantically, before leaning over and kissing him. Their privates touch. Yure’s very warm down there and it adds to the hotness of his urine. He breaks the kiss, then gets in position, resting his crotch on Simia’s chest, giving him a fine view of his kitten ass. “How do we do this?” he asks, not wanting to do anything disgusting.

“Kitty is really in heat today” Simia thought to himself. The monkey reached for the cold washcloth and gently dabbed at the kitten’s blue butt. “Yure your ass is soaked.” The monkey sniffed the air and scrunched his nose. “You reek my friend. I think I’m putting you in my tub after this.” Simia finished cleaning Yure and put the washcloth down.
“There there. Now you’re a little cleaner.” The monkey groped the cat and the pads of his paws darted around Yure’s ass. “My favourite position. I have your ass all to myself. Now.” Simia pushed the cat towards him and lifted the cat slightly with a notable groan.
“You just suck on my worm like this.” The monkey tilted his head up and pushed the cat’s cock into his mouth with his free paw and started to suck on his friend.

Yure’s eyes widen and clenched up, causing that dick to bounce into Simia’s mouth. Yure starts to suck Simia hungrily, as if to compensate and discharge his overwhelming arousal. He slurps it audibly. His muzzle is mostly dry, due to the kitty tongue feeling like sand paper. The sensation is oddly ticklish, not bad at all. He moves his head up and down on his friend’s erection.
The monkey presses your bottom with his large paws feeling your sweaty ass. I feel your dick edge along my tongue towards my throat but doesn’t stop me from tightening my legs around you. Simia even used his tail to massage the kitty’s back even in the position they were in. 
I know it won’t be long for kitty but I better suck for all its worth.

Yure starts to feel his self-control slipping away. The throbbing in his penis becomes more frequent, indicating that Yure has stopped holding it. He will allow himself an orgasm, unless Simia stops.

The monkey sucking and licking intensifies as he feels your tense up. I grip your tushie hard and even run my fingers along your ass crack. Simia smiles as he pushes you out slowly and then claws into the kitty as he rams your penis along his tongue and towards his throat. I scratch at your back with my feet in an effort to stimulate you further. 

“Grunt! Yargh!” Yure has his dry orgasm into Simia’s mouth. The penis throbs strongly, as strongly as possible for something so small and infertile, creating a nice taste and smell of pheromone. It’s salty and sweaty. Yure’s entire body suddenly smells much better, smells like sex, like a job well done. He sucks his friend harder, so hard that he nearly bites the dick that is in his mouth.

The monkey wraps his tongue around the cat’s pee-pee like a wet slobbery blanket, so the kitten doesn’t thrash against his mouth. Simia slowly remove’s the penis from his mouth with a plop. The monkey claw’s into Yure’s behind and feel’s the kitty’s fine thick fur against his paws. 
“Yure…I’m going to cum soon.” Simia nuzzle’s his head against your penis and hugs you even tighter. The couch is soaked in their sweat and the apartment is starting to smell musty and damp.
“Kitty…I hope you’ve been practicing your swallowing!” Simia practises short laboured breaths. His tail slaps the couch back and forth but then stops. The monkey gives a big smile and giggles and he flicks his tail downward and pushes it into the kitty's tight asshole.
“Awwwwwwww.” I shutter against Yure with salvia dripping down my chin.

Yure pushes, as if he had done that before, causing his hole to loosen and welcome the tail that goes in. “I don’t need pratice”, he says, “I was born ready.” He relaxes, causing his hole to tighten around that tailtip, before he pushed again, allowing more to come inside. He purrs, enjoying the movement of the tail inside him. He now gently licks and grooms his friend’s penis. He wanted Simia to feel good too!
     The monkey screeches against the cat barely hanging on. He scrunches little paws and feels his muscles tighten. He tries not to bite on his tongue as he struggles to breathe. The kitty's fur is so warm and thick like a soft pillow.
"Yure... I'm going to cum!" Simia shouts with joy as he cries and pierces Yure a bit further with his tail.
"Uhhhhh kitty cat taste my cream!" The monkey holds Yure as if his life depended on it as he started to cum in the cat's mouth.

Yure was quite startled from that. He held the spunk in his muzzle, then wiggles a bit, still sucking. Yure has his own dry orgasm into Simia’s mouth, not filling or anything, but the taste still felt great! After the orgasm subsided for the two, Yure went to the window and spit the cum. He never swallowed it before. He then goes back to Simia, who was tired and catching his breath, then sat his bare rump on Simia’s softening genitals, looking satisfied.
     Simia reaches up and rubs the cat's chin.
"Kitty can I get you a glass of water or maybe a breath mint? I really unloaded in your pretty mouth." The monkey stroked Yure's lips.
Simia wraps his arms around the cat's waist and rubs his belly.
"I guess you'll have to share my bed with me tonight love." The monkey looks over out a window as the sun's dying rays fade away and darkness slowly envelopes his treehouse. 
“Don’t worry, I have a really thick diaper with your name on it.”

Yure lied down and waited patiently. He purred lightly to himself and closed his eyes. The rest of the day would go smoothly... for the most part, as that fun was repeated another two times. It was a good visit. When Yure kissed his friend good-bye, he gave him a hug as well.
“Thanks for today.” Yure said.  “Can I come back next week?”
