“Father Figure” – Chapter 1 – Part 1 
Before you read, I highly recommend reading the post description for some context and character descriptions. Thank you and enjoy!
*DISCLAIMER* - All scenarios depict anthropomorphic animal people and are entirely fictional.
For the vast majority of my life, I had never imagined myself as a father, or a figure of one at the very least. In my late teens and early 20s, all I could think was – ‘Kids? Ugh, no thanks!’ However, as I begin inching closer and closer to my thirties, I’ve started to appreciate and sometimes even enjoy the presence of kids. Though, if I’m being totally honest, some of those little brats I’d never want anything to do with. Particularly my next-door neighbors – I live in a condo, so not too much privacy there – and to make it worse, they have these bratty little shits that spend much of their time running around throwing rocks, screaming their heads off for seemingly no apparent reason, spewing offensive profanities and attempting to re-enact scenes from crude adult television shows, etc. The kind of kids that would’ve most likely picked on me in elementary school, I could gather that much. Some kids are just jerks, you know? Ugh. 
Anyway… There’s always that special little one, if that makes any sense. For example – a good friend of mine, Corey. His sister has the cutest little boy! Well, I’m lying – the second cutest little boy. A raccoon, just five years old, the oldest of two younger brothers. His favorite color is yellow! He’s rather rambunctious, rebellious, and a bit… Rude, at times haha. Though I don’t blame the kid. His father is rather crude and obnoxious, wouldn’t be surprised if he taught him the absolute worst or the bare minimum when it comes to values, morals, etc. Poor thing, I do my best to guide him in the right direction but at age five, there’s not much I can do, he’s still such a young little tyke. The kid makes me laugh, though! It’s a blast playing Minecraft or something with him, even though he doesn’t fully understand the concept or what he’s doing, plus he seems indifferent with me – whether it’s me, a friend, or whoever. He just doesn’t care all that much about spending a ton of time with me. Still, not a bad experience overall.

This other boy, on the other hand…  The cutest little dude I’ve ever seen. Elephant, short black curly-ish hair, big blue eyes, light-ish gray smooth skin, with these adorable freckles on his cheeks, his midriff and thighs, and his bum! … Hey, don’t judge! He’s my best friend Erin’s son, and I’ve watched him many times over the years. I’ve seen him at nearly all ages; when he was a baby, his toddler years, and now, at nine years old. So, it’s only normal that I’ve seen him naked on occasion, like for instance; he’s finally old enough (or at least his mother thinks so) to bathe himself, however… It’s often that you’ll hear him shouting from the restroom as the bath goes; ‘Mooom! I need help!’ struggling to perform simple tasks like opening the shampoo bottle, etc. So you end up with random moments like so - him straight up walking out of the bathroom naked, holding a towel in his hands, and then running off to his bedroom to dry himself off getting water everywhere in the process. It seems he constantly forgets to bring pajamas into the bathroom with him, to change into! This little boy is endlessly adorable, I’m telling you. 
You may be asking yourself; ‘why is this dude always over at this kid’s house? He’s not his father!’ and it’s simple – as I said, Erin is one of my best friends. I’ve known her since elementary school, so essentially… What, nearly 25 years now? Wild! Regardless, she went through a tough patch in her life which resulted in a lot of experimental drug use, unprotected sex… You know, the norm for a neglected teenager in a rust-belt small town. Eventually it caught up with her I suppose, and she ended up pregnant. Fortunately, she nearly immediately turned herself around. It’s almost like a child is what she wanted all along, but she just didn’t quite know it. Once she found out, her motherly instincts kicked into full gear. On the plus side, she had this beautiful being on the way – on the downside, she had a dead-end job, and hardly an income to support herself, let alone a child. Miraculously she managed to make it work. Early mornings into the afternoons, school hours, things along those lines. It was working out fine for a good while, but the nature of economics tends to treat those with less than a healthy amount of income poorly… So we made a deal. Some days, he’d spent the night at my condo. Other days, he’d be at his mom’s, etc. Lately it had seemed as if he’d been spending more time at my place than his mother’s, but this didn’t really bother me. I was blessed to work from home, allowing me to take breaks when I wanted/needed, and so the boy wasn’t alone all the time. It was great for the mother – she could accrue money at a higher rate to pay down her debts, things like that. I was happy for her! And, for me, it’s surreal. It’s like a dream, how could I be so… Lucky?! To have full access to this precious little shy boy. Okay okay… I need to calm down, relax. It’s not all sunshine and… Roses. Ahem. As I was saying… 
Where was I? Oh, heck! I’d never even mentioned the name of the sweet little elephant boy in question! His name is Orlando. But his mom had been referring to him as “Ori”, for short. Gotta give the girl credit – she named her son something interesting and unique, rather than most folks haha. They had an excellent mother/son dynamic going on for them. He was her best friend, and vise versa. But one day we were having dinner – myself, Orlando, and Erin… It was a rather chill experience, though I could tell something was on the woman’s mind. Luckily, Orlando being absorbed in his food, treats, and the colorful environment of the restaurant, he was totally oblivious to our conversation. Most of the time he managed to blank out everything me and Erin said to each other, though he’d peer in once in a blue moon and question pretty much everything, haha. The boy was such an inquisitive little one. Anyway, we’d discuss the terms and conditions of our agreement – how long Orlando would stay with me, when she’d pick him up, yada yada. And so, it was decided – and don’t get Erin wrong, here. She’s an excellent mother! But we’d had known each other for ages, and the level in trust in each other was as good as it can get, so it made sense for her to trust me with her beloved child, whom she’d guard with her own life. To her, Ori was her greatest possession and the best thing to happen in her life. It gave her meaning, and purpose. I was happy for her, too – I know she’d enjoy the time alone, the time to spend with her other friends, etc. Everyone needs a break every now and again after all! Plus, our discussion ended in one ultimate conclusion: this boy could benefit from a father figure in his life! Not that I was totally prepared or trained but…. How hard can it be?
So at this point, I had been watching over the boy for nearly a week in total – sure he’d be at home days in between, but it still totaled to about a week for me with him. At the beginning it was tough, the poor kid had never really spent the night over at someone else’s home – no doubt he was neurodivergent, had trouble making friends his own age and at times struggled getting his words out with someone he isn’t used to living with, and especially strangers. Though at this point he was quite comfortable with me, but still had that awkward feeling bothering him relatively badly about not being in his own safe space. It was hard for him, you know? He’s special… He just needs that extra bit of care and attention, which was totally okay with me. It felt as if every time I looked at him, every time he asked me a question, just seeing him walk around my home, making himself at home… It melted my heart! He’s so precious, so adorable, so sweet and kind… He wasn’t like other boys. He wasn’t rude, he didn’t like to break stuff or make his parents mad. I’d say his biggest flaw is how gullible he can be. He used to watch those big YouTubers online – and would believe anything they say, regardless how predatory they were in getting clicks and views. With me though, he always had something to do, as I made a relatively comfortable living, I was able to provide him with toys and technology that he isn’t incredibly used to. Okay, maybe I have been spoiling him a little bit. How could I not? 
Speaking of spoiling the kid – Halloween was coming! Ori had been getting sucked into watching cartoons on TV recently, mostly My Little Pony for whatever reason, and he seemed particularly obsessed with the male characters, especially the white unicorn, erm… Shining something? I can’t remember, I’ll have to ask the boy! I also asked him once what he’d like to dress up for Halloween, if anything, and he appeared rather excited at the thought of participating and told me that he’d like to be a unicorn! Of course, I obliged… And planned a surprise for him. The next time he’s over, I’ll show him the outfit I got him (albeit rather simple and cheap, though I was sure it would please the boy). Essentially a big… Kigu? Or a ‘kigu’ would be a better word. Super fuzzy, light blue exterior with a white neck, belly, and crotch, two big equine-esque ears at the top along with the glorious unicorn horn, made of some sort of soft cotton material of course. It had a cute little blue mane, too, obviously with a cutout for the wearer’s face and a zipper that went from the neck down to the crotch. Thank goodness, too, considering the boy seemed to… Struggle, controlling his bladder. He’s somewhat of a bedwetter, and if he's really invested in a game… Forget about it! But like I was saying – I’m sure he’ll love the outfit. He’s due to come over tonight, and to sleep over for the next few days. The holiday was a few weeks away, sure. But I’d might as well have him try it on and see if it fits, after all. 
It's nearly 5:30 PM, a Friday night. It’s the weekend so Orlando doesn’t have school, how exciting! I should be able to take off work, as well. The freedom of freelance programming work has its perks. His mother and the boy were on their way – maybe he can stay until Monday or Tuesday? I had this discussion with his mother before and it’s not a massive deal to take him to school. He’s nine years old, and just started fourth grade in a new building, so I’m sure he’s got a lot on his mind. Either that, or he’s desperate for a weekend where school just… Isn’t a thing. It’s not his favorite place in the world, after all. Everything was set up as it already was – since he’d been staying over here and there recently, I’ve had the guest bedroom set-up with a small bed and a new drawer for his clothes and such… And extra sheets in the closet, for that special little professional pee-er! Sure, the room was also my office, but he enjoyed my company so much and he was slightly uncomfortable with sleeping by himself at night in the dark. My PC provided itself useful as a nightlight as well, so it worked out in the end. 
Oop, there they are! I tidied up as much as possible as they exited their vehicle and gathered their things, and… Yep! The Switch is charged up all the way, good! He loves playing on that thing, which is good because I never use it anymore haha! Afterwards I ran down the stairs into the garage of my building (each building having a garage on the first floor, and the primary living space on the second floor). I usually welcomed them into the garage as it had more space, considering they’re carrying some of their stuff in. I sneaked past my car and pressed the garage door opener, door opening slowly until the boy and his mother were in sight. 
“Heyo!” I said enthusiastically and almost in a flamboyant manner, greeting the two wonderful folks in my driveway. Erin greeted me with a smile, albeit a tired and almost defeated look. Orlando, naturally, looked wide awake and his eyes lit up and ears perked outwards as he saw me. 

“Ken!” The little boy shouted, seemingly interrupting his mother, and begun running towards me, holding a grocery bag full of what appeared to be clothing. He practically piled into me; the side of his head pressed against my moderately thick belly. I should start working out, or… What am I saying. It’s as great pillow for the boy! 
“Ey! Ori! Don’t drop those.” Erin exclaimed, closing the car door while carrying the rest of his stuff. Seemed to be just a few food items and such. 
“Uh, I didn’t!” Ori groaned back while shaking his head and rolling his eyes, though in a playful/sarcastic manner. He gets his sarcasm from his mom, that’s for sure! The boy leaned off of me and opened his bag, showing his mom that he definitely did not drop anything. But except for maybe that one thing. And that other thing. But it’s just two things! One being a little white tank top for boys, and another… A pair of boy’s briefs – they were white with blue stripes, and an orange waistband. How adorable, he hasn’t ‘graduated’ to boxers yet!
“Hey Ken, thank you so much for this,” 
“It’s no problem Erin, we’ve talked about this haha. It’s really not an issue, it’s a good time! This boy is just buckets of fun, ya know?” 

I said, as I pulled him towards me and stuffed my right paw up his shirt, tickling the hell out of his smooth belly! 

“RRGH! STOP st-AHAH-Stop! Ahahah!” The boy couldn’t help but chuckle and laugh uncontrollably, dropping his bag – this kid had so many sensitive tickle spots! But I let him go… For now!
We exchanged some words, some thoughts, etc. Boring preliminaries. All while little excited Ori rambled on and on about what he’d want to do, what game he wants to play, why that game is his favorite, ‘oh but that game is actually my favorite, and it’s my favorite because of… Reasons!’ He’s such a cutie. Maybe a handful, but in a good way, if that makes sense? Next thing I know, we had all moved to my kitchen, laying out all of the goodies they had brought in. Me and his mother went over some things, what he likes to eat, what he likes to watch – as if I didn’t already know! I can’t blame her, though. It’s her child! 
“Ugh, I know I keep going over this but-“

“Haha Erin, you’re good! He’s been here before,”

“Yeah but, not for more than one night in a row, know what I’m saying?”

“I getcha, you’re good. Try to get some sleep, I know you’re probably dying for it.” I said, as I could tell – she hardly sleeps well. Not only does she have insomnia, but watching after a kid and working a full time job? I’m lucky that my wage is high enough for me not to work ridiculous hours!

“Haha… Yeah, about that. Can I talk to you for a minute?” Erin began, though I remarked,

“Aren’t we talking already?” She sighed and rolled her eyes. We both paused for a moment, turning our heads to face my livingroom – there was Ori, helping himself to my belongings; specifically my Nintendo Switch. He mumbled to himself, as if we could hear, but he seem distracted enough to have a private talk with his mom. 

“Dude,” Erin replied. 

“Hahaha I’m sorry, go ahead. He seems… Preoccupied.” 

“… Right, yeah. Remember what we talked about, the last time we all went out to dinner? At the Korean barbeque place.” Erin said. I nodded with an acknowledgement ‘mhmm’, and she continued.
“We talked about him wanting… A dad, you know? He was laying in his bed, crying and –“ 
I interrupted, “I know Erin. I told you that I’m okay being his… ‘masculine’ figure, or whatever,” I paused then leaned in, whispering, “despite me being a massive homo, haha.” 

“Oh my god Kenzo,” Erin sarcastically slapped the kitchen counter and rolled her eyes, laughing. We both had a moment and chuckled. 
“You know what I mean Ken. It’s not about… That ‘alpha male’ bullshit, or whatever. You know that. But there’s just… Something, I dunno. I can tell you’re the… Presence…? That he needs in his life. I mean, not saying like- not saying like, you can’t have two dads or-“ 
“Hahahaha Erin chill! I get what you mean, I don’t think you’re a homophobe! It makes sense, because, like…” I paused, to think, and to power on my single-serve coffee brewer, and Erin interrupted. 

“He keeps…” Erin paused, shaking her hand around as she fumbled finding the right words. 
“He keeps asking me about his… Parts. You know.” 

“I know, you’ve told me this before. It doesn’t bother me, but it’s probably best that you tell me what’s off-limits. Do you want me to bring it up? Er, should I ask him about it? I think I know where to start, at least.” I said, as I placed a cup under the brewer and inserted a k-cup and began the brewing process. I leaned back against the kitchen counter as my coffee brewed.
“Ugh, I feel so terrible about this, I can’t believe I’m asking you to do this. It’s my job as a parent to-“ 

“Girl, it’s fine! Would you chill? Haha-“

“Ummmm what are you guys doing?” The little inquisitive elephant boy inserted himself into our conversation abruptly, interrupting us, while he remained seated on my plush couch, leaned back with his feet up on my coffee table, videogame console in hand, eyes locked to the screen. 

“We’re almost done, bud! We’re just getting coffee.” I answered, and returned my attention to Erin. 

“Like I said. It’s not going to bother me. I know he wets the bed. I know he’s been a bit… Much, lately, with his… ‘Boy’ stuff. It’s fine, I promise.” I reassured the elephant boy’s mother. She sighed, as she ran her hands through her hair. 

“Okay, but like I said… Call me if you need anything, alright?” And at that, we said our goodbyes and I was left alone with the little boy. 
I had made my coffee – mixed with an almond vanilla creamer, steam emanating from the top. I made my way over to the couch in my livingroom, where Ori had seated himself. I kneeled in front of him and the couch, and opened my arms. He immediately noticed and removed his attention from the videogame console, tossing it to the side, and jumped off the sofa, plopping his body into my chest as I wrapped my arms around him and held him tight.
“Missed you bud. How’s school?” I asked, still holding him in my arms. I could feel tension in his body release – he was a hyper boy, though I could tell he took this moment to truly stop for a moment and pause all of the thoughts and desires racing through his head.
“Uhh, it’s okay.” He said abruptly. 

“… Yeah? Just okay? Are you sure?” I questioned.

“Uh-huh.”

……

“OH-“ he exclaimed, and pulled away from my hug, looking at me eyes wide, smile on his face, “I can do art class again! They took it away but-but-but they brought it back, and then I’m-I’m in it now so like ‘member when I made the cool clay pot thingy?? It’s like that and-but, but I’m drawing now. Like I’m learning to draw. So I can draw like, like cars and ponies and stuff, like –“
He went on and on, though I intervened; “Oh yeah? That’s awesome bud! You wanna show me?” I asked.

“YEAH! Here it’s in my backpack, ummm I put it right… There!” He walked away at a fast pace, then kneeled down to unzip his school backpack he brought over to take out his artbook, provided to him by the school.
“Yeah okay, you grab that – I’m gonna be right back okay? I’ve got a surprise for you!” I said, as I stood up and began walking to my bedroom slowly. 
“MMKAY!” He shouted back, shuffling through wrinkly paperback books and tossing crumbled papers out of his backpack onto the floor. I continued making my way to my bedroom, followed by searching through my closet for the Halloween costume I had picked for him. ‘There it is’, I thought to myself as I dug it out from the bottom shelf in my closet, but then I turned around and – 
“Here!” The boy exclaimed, standing at the doorway of my bedroom. 

“Woah! You scared me, heh! You were supposed to wait out there, little dude!” I said and chuckled, as I held the box that contained the costume in my paws.
“Oh, sorry!” 
“No worries buddy,” I paused to place the box on my bed for the moment. “So whatcha got there? Your drawings you wanted to show me?” I asked as I sat myself on the edge of my bed.
“Yeah! They’re really cool. Uh- But don’t look yet. I’ll say when you can look.” Ori declared, pointing his finger. 

“Hah, no worries kiddo. Just show me the ones you want to show me, I’d love to see them!” I said, and he approached me on the bed, standing directly in front of me. 
“Okay, ummm…” He mumbled, as he anxiously flipped through the pages of his small artbook, holding it close to his face, studying it closely. “Oh, like this one,” He mentioned, quickly turning the book towards me. “This is your car. You like cars a bunch, so-so I thought um, I thought it would be cool to draw yours for you. See it says BEE-EM-DOUBLEYOU on the front.” He explained further, as he showed me his simple drawing depicting a side shot of my BMW, pointing at each part. It may have been just a few lines and a rough shape with circles for wheels vaguely depicting the wheels on my car, but to me it was the greatest thing ever. How sweet! Was he really thinking about me at school? I took a moment to appreciate his work, I felt warmer and joyful, I couldn’t help but have a big smile on my face.
“This is awesome, bud! Can I keep it? I wanna hang it up so I can always look at it!” I said as I reached out my left paw to grasp gently onto his shoulder, rubbing it softly. 
“Ummmmmmm yeah! Uhhh hold on,” Ori said, as he quickly turned his artbook back around to face him, then attempting to rip the page out from the notebook. 
“Here, want me to do it?” I asked.

“Nonononono.” He declared, shaking his head. He pulled at it with care, slowly, gently tearing it off of the inside of the notebook. “Got it!” He exclaimed, as he closed his notebook and handed the single sheet of paper with the drawing on it to me.
“Ah, thanks! Hey uh, listen…” I began. “Come up, sit with me!” I patted the empty spot by my side on my bed. He nodded and hopped up, sitting beside me. “You know I think your art is really cool. You can show me all of your drawings, I don’t want you to be embarrassed, okay bud? I’m sure you’re becoming a fantastic artist, I’d like to see your other drawings! Even if they’re the kinda drawings like… Just for practice, it would be cool to see ‘em! That okay with you?” I calmly explained to him, paw rubbing his back softly. He looked to the floor, kicking his feet back and forth. He seemed anxious – his cheeks were turning a slight red color, and his arms and hands appeared tense. 

“Of course, if you’re not comfortable with it, you don’t have to show me. I just want you to know that no matter what you do, I’ll never make fun of you, or think you’re weird or anything. In my book, you’re the coolest dude ever, and I mean that! If you think that it’s dumb, or weird, or gross, or bad, whatever – I promise you that it’s okay.” 
“… Mm, well, it’s like… Private. Like it’s just for me to see.” He answered timidly. 

Damn, I feel terrible. At this point I was conflicted – do I continue pushing the boy, or do I let it go? Deep down I can sense that he’s lacking confidence, and even trust. I’d absolutely love to give him a boost in his confidence, at least with me. Plus, I’d like him to trust me to the maximum degree. We were really close to each other at this point, and in order for him to seek the guidance he needed, he needed to fully trust in me. 
“Oh, er yeah! Of course! You don’t have to show me. I bet they’re awesome though!” I quickly responded, then I leaned my head in to smoosh my cheek against his. I pulled away and he giggled. Good! I think he’s okay. The last thing I wanted, is to bring him down literally as soon as he comes over to my place. My dream is for him to feel at home in my place – to feel like nothing can judge him or bring him down here. We locked eyes for a moment and smiled. He looked at me almost in an inquisitive way, head tilted slightly and darting his eyes around me and my body, and it made me think he was subliminally asking me ‘so now what?’ and while he did that, I took a moment to appreciate how much of an adorable little boy he was. Those big blue eyes, his short floppy trunk, the lack of visible tusks, his Minecraft t-shirt (he friggin’ loves that game), and his loose, oversized running shorts. This kid never wore pants, even when it got cold he’d insist on wearing shorts though of course we’d make him wear pants to cover his smooth bare legs in those colder days. 
I took a deep breath, and cleared my mind. “So you wanna see that surprised I told you about earlier?”

“Heck yeah bro!” He exclaimed as he jumped off the bed, unconsciously and nonchalantly tossing his artbook onto the floor. His mood shifted positively rapidly. Oh, I’ve also noticed him using the term ‘bro’ more often, as if he’s trying to act like a ‘cool dude’ like those young guys all over YouTube that use the word ‘bro’ in literally every sentence. It didn’t bother me when he did it though, I thought it was adorable! While I may not particularly enjoy that kind of content that he enjoys, at the very least he doesn’t act like a total douchebag like they do. He’s incredibly caring and kind, almost to a fault! Though I’m much happier with him watching his favorite shows like My Little Pony or something like that rather than some random jackass on YouTube flashing their egregious amounts of money to a milk views out of a bunch of kids and teens on the internet for money. At times he genuinely enjoys watching the old Top Gear with me, though I made sure to skip over parts where it’s just people talking. He’s never shy about reminding me how boring that is. He just wanted to see the cars driving around! Fortunately we haven’t reached the episode that flashes a large, erect, horse’s penis, which also happens to be dripping pre-ejaculate fluid all over… That’s going to be a tough one to explain! Uh, maybe I’ll just skip over that one for now!
Anyway, finally I stood up, and whipped it out… The costume box, you perverts! 

“Check it out dude!” I said as I opened the box, and pulled out the costume, holding it up to myself to show him the entirety of it. Part of me was slightly afraid of what he’d think – I know he can be gullible at times, and his peers and ‘friends’ at school like to tease him for the pettiest things. He’s a kid dammit, let him be a kid! He doesn’t need to be watching South Park to be ‘cool’! I had a feeling deep down he’d like it, but wouldn’t allow himself to, due to the peer pressure. 
… But, good news! His eyes widened and a smile grew on his adorable little face once again! 

“This is like… Exactly like, what I wanted to do for Halloween. Like, yeah!” The cub boy exclaimed and chuckled. 
“Haha I knew it! I’m glad you like it!” I said as I dropped it down onto the bed near him, allowing him to pick it up. “You want to try it on now? Er, and it’s okay if you don’t want to wear it. I won’t be upset if you wanted something else!” 

“Um,” Ori paused, and held his little hands together twiddling his fingers. “Uh, I wanna wear it but like… I don’t wanna get made fun of or anything.” The boy mentioned, in an apprehensive tone. 

Crap. Those darn kids making him feel bad, I knew it. Halloween was a few weeks away, though… So maybe… Yeah, I have a plan. 

“No problem, it’s okay! Maybe it’s too… Kiddish, do you think, bud?” I asked. I did my best to get on his level – I didn’t really know what I was doing. Maybe I was full of shit? Maybe this is too childish for a nine year old? But then again, why would manufacturers make this costume for boys in this age group? I thought it was harmless, and I thought it was great! It kind of ripped me apart inside knowing what I knew – I knew he’d shown enthusiasm for this just recently. I’m willing to bet he told some of his pals at school, and they put him down for it. I wasn’t going to let that happen. I wasn’t going to force him to wear it, but I wanted him to do what he truly wanted, so I had a plan.
“Um, y-yeah. Like, I’m big and stuff now.” He mumbled, almost cowering away from the idea. 

“Okay so, what if you just wore it in my house? You don’t have to go outside or anything. It would just be me seeing you, and I don’t think it’s too kiddish. I think it’s pretty cool, actually.” I reassured him. 
“Umm… Yeah. Yeah! Heh… You like unicorns too. And you like unicorn BUTTS, too! Hehehe!” The boy teased. 

“Hah, w-what? What are you talking about bud?” I asked, but then immediately realized what he meant. He was referring to a certain refrigerator magnet I had – one that was an image depicting an anthropomorphic unicorn, naked, urinating a rainbow. Woops.
“The picture on your fridge!” Orlando continued teasing, pointing at me. 
“Hahaha oooh, that picture! Yeah, haha you’re silly… Errr anyway uh, you gonna wear that or…?” 
“Pbbbt! Unicorn butts!” He continued playfully teasing. 
“Hahaha okay okay little dude. Yes it’s a unicorn butt, I can explain what it means later, okay?” I tried my best to move on! 
“Yeah-huh, it means you like his big butt, and he’s peein’, too… But it’s not like normal pee when I do it, and he’s coverin’ his-“ 

“ORI! Hey! Uhhh want me to help you get into that now? Let’s see if it fits you good okay?” I quickly interrupted. I’ve got a few other risqué art pieces lying around the house, but he’d never noticed them before! Or maybe he did and he’s too embarrassed to ask about them? No matter, I thought I’d at least have a few minutes before having to explain the concept of sexuality and sex to him! 
“… His- oh. Um, okay! Yuh, that’s a good idea.” Orlando said. He looked left and right as if he were confused or distracted, “Um-“ 
I knew exactly what he was thinking. He was looking at his own clothes – probably wondering whether or not he should take them off before he gets into the kigu. It was a mixture of ‘on the spot’ pressure, which he was very susceptible and fragile to, and general confusion, especially since I interrupted him and brought it up so fast. At this moment, I felt like time stopped. The pace of my beating heart increased, I could feel the heat burning my cheeks. Was this 4th grader about to get naked? Right in front of me? It was so much – and it all happened so fast. I’ve seen him naked before, sure, but during those times, he was much younger, and it was his mothers’ home. Now, here he was, just me and him, my own home…
“A-Ahem! Er… What’s up bud?” I had to break the silence. I had to hear what he had to say, what he was thinking. Before I knew it, the boy had already unzipped the kigu and began twisting and twirling it around, contemplating how he was going to dress himself with it.

“Um, how do I do this? Do I gotta wear my underwear?” Orlando asked.

Does he have to wear his underwear? I don’t know what I was thinking when I bought this for him! For a normal person, like his mother, this would’ve been over and done with. But of course, I have to be weird about it. I just needed to relax and be casual. Who cares if he got naked? Like I’ve mentioned before, I want this to be his home too. Heck, if he felt more comfortable being naked all day, so be it! As long as I kept the curtains and blinds closed, I suppose!
“Erm, well, you don’t have to take your clothes off sweetie, you could just-“
“But it’s gonna be soooo annoying, like my shirt n’ stuff!” The boy insisted, somewhat sternly shaking the kigu as he declared. 

“You know, I think you’re right. It’ll probably be better if you didn’t wear anything under that.” I said, and intentionally left it there. I sat back on the edge of my bed, watching him with a smile on my face, hoping he was as comfortable as possible. I could tell, however, that he wasn’t aware that getting naked meant… Getting naked. In front of an older guy. Like, penis showing and everything. I could tell it was getting to him emotionally. Was he ashamed? Was he scared? At least I knew now that he was taught correctly, in one way at least. It partially ensured me that despite his naiveté and overly-friendly personality, he kind of knew that it wasn’t appropriate to undress in front of strangers... But at the end of the day, I wasn’t a stranger! Heck, I’ve bathed the boy! Granted it was years and years ago, but regardless – I can’t dwell on it too much. I can talk to him about it later. This was part of that whole… ‘father figure’ thing, right? His mother had told me about a plethora – albeit vaguely – of awkward occurrences between her and the boy, him and his friends, etcetera. 
“Uh,” Orlando mumbled, as he looked at me, though nervously looking below my eyes, unable to make eye contact. 

“Oh! I’m sorry bud! I’ll just be right out there okay? I’ll close the door for you. Just holler if you need me alright?” I said, giving a gentle pat on his shoulder as I got up and walked past him, out the bedroom door and closing it on my way out. Poor kid, I thought. It didn’t make any sense for him to be so anxious – especially considering the experiences I’ve had with him as short as a year back; knowing how he’d often walk around his home in just his underwear, even in my presence! It was only a few months ago when he fell asleep by my side on the couch, wearing only his undies! It made me wonder if something had occurred at school – excessive bullying leading to lack of confidence and comfort even with someone who he had nearly already considered a father figure, in his mother’s own words. Could that have been it? Or, maybe… Maybe I’m wrong? I’ve never been a father. I don’t have cubs. Regardless, it still didn’t sit right with me. To me, he was upset – end of story. I wanted him to be truly happy and comfortable. My mind wandered all over the place until I finally snapped out of it, and noticed short thumps, bumps, grunts and groans. Oof, yeah that makes sense. Even I’d struggle to put something like that on! 

“Hey, you alright?” I asked, after knocking three times, with my right ear pressed up against the door. 
“Rrf. It won’t go on!” He groaned.

“Do you need help?” 

“Um, uh-huh. Can you help me?” 

“Of course silly, but that means I’m going to see your privates. Is that okay with you?”
“Um-“
“Here I’ll tell you what; can you get your legs and feet in?”

“Oh, uh-huh. Kinda. But then the back falls-“

“That’s fine sweetie. Just get your legs and feet in there and you can cover your privates with your hands. Is that okay?” I did my very best to show compassion, warmth, and positivity in my voice. It helped that I had somewhat of a high-pitched, stereotypical ‘gay dude’ voice.

“Um… O-Okay. Yeah that’s cool. Okay.” 
Great! That’s a start. Ulterior motives or not, I genuinely wanted the boy to be happy and comfy. That’s all. I took a deep breath, and twisted the door knob, pushing the door open at a slow pace. There he was – Orlando the little elephant boy, looking directly at me with his two little hands entirely covering his penis and testicles, his body halfway in a unicorn kigu; his feet covered entirely, the bottom half of his legs covered and the rest of it lying on the bed behind him, propped up with the bed height being about up to the boy’s bare chest. 
“Hey, smart thinking! I see you’ve got the costume on the bed like that, so you can get it on easier right? You’re almost there.” I mentioned quickly, hoping to distract the cub from any embarrassment or negative thoughts. I couldn’t help but look, though. His tummy was…. Smooth. Being a young elephant, his skin was as smooth as ever and even shiny. And… Yep, there’s those little gray freckles! He’s got a bunch around his waist! 
“Um, yeah I think I almost did it. But like, um-“

“Oh, the arms right? We’ll get ‘em. You don’t have to cover yourself, silly. I won’t look.” I said, as  I approached him closer and arched my back down slightly. 

“But… Yer not gonna be mad?” 

I raised a brow, and tilted my head. “Mad? Why would I be mad?”

The boy took a deep breath, and his eyes darted all around the room. 

“Um, well um, it goes like this…” He stopped, still unable to maintain eye contact. 
“Hey listen to me. You’re fine, bud. I could never be mad at you, you understand? Well, maybe if you punched me in the face! Haha.” There, that worked. I got a tiny smile out of him! I then positioned myself to sit on the floor next to him, slowly and painfully – I’m not super slim, give me a break!

“Well um, it’s like… Me and my mom were in the store and like there was l-like, I had to go pee but then I peed in the toilet thing on the wall and then like my mom left me in the bathroom alone so she was like ‘hurry’ or something and then like I tried to go fast but then my-my pants didn’t stay up like-like,” The cub was so expressive as he spoke. Shoulders shrugging, arms moving, head tilting left and right, etcetera. It was so cute! He was telling me a little story! Hands still tightly covering his privates, of course… Though he seemed to be loosening up a bit.
“Like I tried doing the hole thingy in the front of my pants but I-I couldn’t get the zip down, so um I just made my pants go all the way down and then I was like ‘yay I’m peein’ finally’ and then I tried pullin’ my pants back up but the button thing uh, it fell off or something and my pants wouldn’t stay on!”
“Woah, for real? Did you get your underwear back on?”

“Nuh-uh. Hmm-mm.”
“Oh, what happened to your underwear?”

“I didn’t get any.”
“Hmm? Heh, how come, silly? Doesn’t your mom give you underwear to wear every morning?”
“Uh-huh. But umm…. I dunno. Oh maybe I was playing before. I dunno.”
Playing? What could that mean?
“Er, gotcha. So then what happened?” I glossed over it. He suddenly opened up all over – I didn’t want to overwhelm him with questions. 
“OH! Yeah so, and then so, like I tried to hold my pants but it was hard to and then I went outside the bathroom in the store and my mom yelled at me, because like my privates were showing I guess. And then sometimes my thing likes to point up for some reason. So it was like, pointing up and everything and my mom got really mad and we had to go to the car. But it was cool cuz she fixed my pants. But she was mad.”
Holy crap, what an earthquake of information. He’s been… playing, and his thing likes pointing up? For a moment I felt stunned; I blinked my eyes rapidly a few times and cleared my throat. The best thing I thought to do here was normalize the conversation between us as much as I could, and to be as casual as possible; not to react too much, in fear of him growing concerned whether he upset me or not.
“…. So, I understand. I don’t think your mom was mad though. I think she was worried for you. I’m sure she told you, but it’s not the best idea to have your penis out in the open like that in front of strangers at a grocery store. I think she just… Got too worried for a minute. Just very worried that someone else might get mad at you. And trust me, it’s much better to have your mom tell you to do something than some random stranger. Right?” I explained. He looked at me curiously, and there was silence between us for a few seconds.
“Pee-ness? What’s a pee-ness?” Orlando asked. 

This was bad – I had to gather all the strength in me not to laugh and avoid even giggling at the very least! This boy was ultra-sensitive in that regard; he’d get so unbelievably embarrassed if you laughed at him when it isn’t clear why you’re laughing. Hearing his first time attempting to pronounce ‘penis’ will forever be in my mind though as one of the most adorable moments I had ever seen! I didn’t want to laugh at him, I just thought it was the cutest shit ever!
“H-heh, uh, that’s your thing! It’s called a penis. Like; ‘pee-niss’. And the little sack under it is called your testicles. But you can just call them your balls. Kind of like…” I reached over to poke at his elbow. “That’s your elbow, right?” I then poked his belly button, causing him to jerk back slightly due to being very ticklish there. He giggled. “That’s your belly-button,” and then finally I pointed to where he was covering himself. “… And that’s your penis, and your balls. There just other body parts. But those you have to be extra careful with, but I know you’re a smart boy. I’m sure you take good care of them.” He looked followed my finger as I poked and pointed, watching closely. 

“…. Yeah-huh. I hurt my balls real bad one time. My pee-niss was okay tho. It didn’t go up for a few days tho I think.” 
“Aw, I’m sorry bud! I’ve hurt my balls before too. But don’t worry, they’re okay now. And don’t worry about your penis going up either, that’s normal. We can talk about that later, okay? You wanna get the costume on still?” I asked, knowing he had totally forgotten about it. It almost seemed as if a few times during his story he’d accidentally uncover himself too.
*gasp* “Your thing goes up too?” Ori quickly added.

“Er. Yes, bud. My penis goes up too. I promise we’ll talk about it later, okay kiddo? Don’t let me forget. Now let’s get this thing on ya real quick alright?” As much as I wanted to talk about our penises going up and down, and as much as I felt tight in my jeans at that very moment, I wanted to take care of the issue at hand first. It just wasn’t the right time to talk about that. I began to lift myself up and stood on my footpaws, somewhat towering over the boy still covering himself.
“Ok, cuz like my pee-niss does this thing where it goes like-“ 
“Ori ori, slow down bud! We’ll talk about your penis later, okay? Let’s get this outfit on ya!” I said as I reached my right arm out, grabbing the fabric of the left arm of the costume. 
“Oh, um, do I uh,” Ori paused, looking down at his little hands cupping his boy parts.
“Mhmm, it’s okay sweetie. Remember how I said your mom was worried about you – how she didn’t want strangers to see your penis?” I asked.

“Uh-huh, but its cuz yer like,” Ori mumbled his words.

“I’m like… Your uncle! Or you can call me your-step dad? I’ve seen you naked before, silly. I promise you it’s okay.” I reached out, placing my right paw on his left shoulder. I won’t lie, I bent my back a bit to take a peek at his smooth little tush.
“Can you be my daddy?” He said, planting his eyes on mine. I paused for a moment, and my heart sank. I wanted this boy to have a father, or at least someone he could call a father. Am I fit for that? Would it be toxic for me to call myself his father? To groom him into thinking I was his father? 
“Hm… Yeah. Sure bud! Do you want me to be your daddy?” I asked. I mentally decided that it was mostly harmless, at least for now. And who knows, maybe it was beneficial for the boy? It’s all a learning process and I was willing to learn, as was the boy. 
“Yeah-huh. I think yer a good dad because you look out for me and stuff and you play videogames with me and stuff and and… Like yer really cool and stuff. Oh and this is my pee-niss. That’s my balls too.” He went on and on before he removed his hands from his genitals. 
“Aw, thank you so much little pal. I think you’re the best son ever.” Wow. There he was, the naked nine-year-old stood before me, my paw placed on his shoulder and my eyes planted on his little prepubescent penis. He was circumcised, too. Well, I already knew that – but to see it at his age now, to see how his penis had progressed and grown. The shaft of his penis was the same color as his tummy, and there were no freckles on it. His glans however, was an almost black color, and the circumcision scar was a dark gray ‘ring’ around the shaft, with a slightly dark gray skin past the scar up to the head. It gave his penis a two-tone effect. Beautiful! I probably looked longer than I should have; and I was shamefully tight in my pants. I could feel my erection pushing on my jeans at full force, pushed up to the side with my penis going up towards my pocket. Hearing him audibly say ‘here is my penis,’ and showing it to me right in front of my face – It made me throb. How is this not a dream? A fourth grader standing before me, desperately wanting to talk to me about his genitals and show them to me. I kept it together though, as best as I could. I thought – as long as he didn’t ask what that large cucumber shaped object pushing up in my jeans was, I think I’d be okay. 
“… Yep, that’s right! You’re a cool lookin’ little dude, you know that?” I mentioned. My paws trembled ever so slightly. So badly I wanted to place both of my paws on his thighs, brushing gently on his body and crotch, feeling the hairless, pure cub body that stood before me… But not now. I took my attention quickly from his penis to his testicles. The shape and level of sag – it was obvious that the boy couldn’t produce semen yet. It was a tight little sack, perfectly rounded off as if it were a little golf ball, and again… Completely hairless and practically wrinkle free.
“Hehehe.” The boy giggled then grabbed onto the shaft of his penis with his forefinger and thumb, and gave it a little wiggle. Fuck!

“Here lemme see your arm,” I said abruptly, distracting myself as to avoid putting my large throbbing penis on full display in front of the boy. 
“Oh, here!” The boy uttered. He stretched his left arm out at full length, and I pulled the opening for the arm up towards him.
“Now bend your arm like- Yeah there you go.” We fumbled around, getting him all dressed up in his cute kigu. My pervy eyes couldn’t help but gawk at his small genitals flopping around as we stumbled… Then finally after a few minutes, he had it totally on! The only thing left was the zipper. The boy’s balls and penis stuck out just above the zipper, his sack rested on the metal zipper which caused his penis to point upwards slightly as it rested on the heightened nutsack. I’d better do something, I don’t want him to hurt himself when he zips that up!
“Woah woah, hold on. I don’t want you to hurt your privates.” I quickly stated. I kneeled down, resting my weight on my knees directly in front of the boy, and extended my right arm out, followed by gently placing his testicles and penis on my paw. He looked down intensely and watched as I placed his incredibly sensitive and precious parts in my paw, and he flinched once my paw made contact. Oh my god, I have a nine year old’s genitals in my hand! My heart rate continued to increase, though I managed to keep it cool and maintain a comforting appearance for the boy. I could tell however, the moment I touched him that something unsettled him.
“You okay bud?” I questioned softly and calmly. 

“Mm, uh-huh. It’s just kinda funny I guess.” 

“What do you mean? Because I’m touching your privates? It is kind of a funny feeling isn’t it? That’s normal though bud. I just wanted to fix this-“ I continued, then lifted his genitals as gentle as I could, using my left paw to pull down the zipper further, then pulling the zipper outwards and finally up – sliding the zipper just above his penis and balls, and I released my grasp. There! His privates are safe and secure under the kigu! 
“There we go. See that wasn’t so bad right?” I asked.

“Heh, uh-huh.” The boy mumbled, then subconsciously looked down to the little bulge in his kigu and began feeling around, gripping and sliding his hands around the outline of his penis. 

“How’s your penis? Is your penis okay?” 

“… Mm, yuh. It’s ok.” He mumbled once more, still seemingly hyper focused on messing with himself. He didn’t seem to know what he was doing or why – his hand movements were apparently vague attempts to either repeat the same odd feeling he experienced when I touched him down there, or it was him discovering new sensations as his penis brushed tightly against the fuzzy coat of the costume interior. 
“Are you sure? I can tell you’re playing with it.” I said, still kneeled before him. While I tried my best to avoid staring, I could tell he was getting ‘excited’ down there. The little nub appeared a tad longer and made a more refined imprint in his kigu.
“Uh! Am I not allowed?” He responded quickly and concerned, as he lifted his hands away from his body and held them in the air.

“No silly, that’s not what I meant! Listen – in my house, you can play with it all you want. I promise I won’t get mad or think it’s weird. Sometimes I have to do it too, because it gets that kind of… 
Uncomfortable feeling, right? Like where you feel like you really need to move it somewhere because it’s pushing on something, or get it unstuck or something.”
“Mm! Yeah! Like that! I don’t like it when it points down when it wants to point up. Cuz it hurts. So I make it point up, see?” He explained, then looked back down at his bulge and pressed the fabric of the kigu against his own body, causing the outline of his now seemingly erect cub penis to become significantly more visible, or more obvious at least. 
“Mhm! I’m the same way! I’m glad you found a way to make it feel better.” I said as I reached both arms towards his body once again and grabbed the zipper which was adjacent to his belly-button. I pulled the zipper up below his neck, closing the kigu fully, and grabbed the ‘hoodie’ of the costume and pulled it up from his back and onto his head, covering his hair and now giving him a big hard unicorn horn pointing straight up!

“OH! Do I look cool??” He asked, as he held his hands together.

“You sure do, bud! It looks like it fits perfectly! How does it feel?” I said as I stood myself up onto my feet, cracking my knees in the process. 

“It’s like, soft and warm! It feels good!” He exclaimed.
“Aw, good! I was worried it might not fit,” I mentioned, as I continued gawking at his little kid bulge pushing outwards against the costume. He was still hard! “But it looks like it fits pretty much perfect.” This was just too cute. I felt like I desperately needed to capture such an adorable moment as this was… Oh wait, perfect! I can take a picture with my phone! I don’t think he’ll mind, he enjoyed taking selfies with me in the past!
“Nuh-uh, it fits good.” He mumbled, and then once again looked down at his bulging member and began toying with it, pushing it left and right, pulling the fabric closer to his body, etc.

“Ahem… Is it okay if I take a picture? You look so cool and handsome!” 
“Mm?” The kid paused playing with his stiffened body part, “Oh, um okay!” 

“Awesome! Let me just…” I reached into my pocket and painfully slid my large phone out – why do they make jean pockets so damn small?

“Okay, smile bud!” I asked as I pointed my phone at the boy in portrait mode and snapped a few pictures for good measure. He stood looking at me with a goofy big smile, hands awkwardly off to his sides attempting to act as natural as he could. “Got it!” I said. Thankfully my phone had excellent digital stabilization, otherwise the photos would’ve came out blurry due to my hands shaking! 
“Can I see?” Ori asked. I took my attention from the adorable photo on my phone back to the boy. Yeah okay maybe I was zooming into his little boner outline, I can’t help it!
“Sure!” I said and turned my phone around as Ori stepped closer for a look. 

“Hehehehe!” He began to giggle and squirm a bit, pointing at my phone. “You can see my thing!” He mentioned, then chuckled after.

“Hah, yeah! That’s okay sweetie. I think you look awesome!” 

We fooled around with multiple poses and angles – he seemed to be loving it, and that darn thing between his legs just didn’t seem to want to go down! 

“AAH! AAH Don’t tickle me!!” The boy yelled as I chased him around my bedroom. 

“GOTCHA!” I yelled as I grabbed the boy from his armpits and pulled him towards me, his back facing my front. He shouted playfully and laughed so hard he was almost in tears! I wiggled my fingers under his arms and on his belly, this kid was such a little laughbox! 

“Heheheh! STOP stop yer gonna make me pee!” He yelled, uncontrollably laughing as I, the self proclaimed tickle monster, tickled the hell out of the cute kid! 

“Oop! Don’t pee in that!” I exclaimed, as I turned him around to face me. 
“Hahah... Heheh… Hah. You almost made me pee!” He blurted out again, though in a joking and positive manner. He took a few deep breaths along with myself, both of us exhausted and somewhat dizzy from running around my small-ish bedroom in circles over and over, tripping over each other and him even moreso tired out due to my excessive tickling!
“Haha, I’m sorry dude! Do you gotta go? I’ll stop ticklin’ ya for now.” 

“Heheheh. Good.” He said followed by him leaning forwards and jabbing his finger at my belly, causing me to jump and chuckle. “Yuh-huh, I gotta go pee.” He looked down again towards his privates, then to the zipper, placing his little fingers on the zipper and attempting to pull it down… Though it seemed stuck? No problem!

“Here I gotcha, let me show you a trick.” I said, as I leaned down to the boy yet again and held the chest part of his costume with one paw and the zipper with another, tugging down at it until it set loose and began separating the front of the outfit. “You don’t have to take it all the way off, just pull the zipper down like-“ I paused as I continued unzipping his outfit, my right paw down far enough to accidentally bump into his bulging erect little kid boner. My heart skipped a beat – that felt rigid. I hoped he wasn’t in any pain, the poor boy’s penis seemed to be erect this whole time! Or maybe it had been going limp-to-hard and vice versa? Whatever it may have been, he didn’t seem bothered, and this was great! I was impressed with how rapidly he had developed trust with me in regards to his private parts and private business. I was about to find out he trusted me even more than I originally thought, too. Finally I had reached the point far down enough on the zipper for his little penis to pop out and bob left and right a couple of times. He flinched as his penis slid across the inside of the fabric and release – I’m sure he was met with unfamiliar and intriguing sensations. There it was, the nine year old’s erection pointing straight up, directly in front of my face. Was it… Twitching? Or was that just residual wiggling from when it popped out? 
“Hmm,” the boy mumbled to himself quietly, holding both hands into fists by his face. He may have been attempting to hide his embarrassment or his reaction to these new and unusual sensations, as I could tell his cheeks were turning very red.
“See? Now you can go pee, like this, without taking the costume all the way off. This works with your pants, too. And some of your shorts. You know how they have little holes, or buttons or zips kinda where your penis is? That’s for your penis to go through, so you can pee or if you need to get it out.” I explained, both of my paws now resting on his rear-end, though covered by the fuzzy costume. 
“Mm, ok.” He mumbled quietly again, then placed his fingers and thumb on the base of his shaft, followed by closing his eyes and a short grunt. “Mmph. But see? My thing is being dumb and it dusn’t let the pee come out when its doin the thing.” 
Oh dear! Another teachable moment? This was all coming in like a fucking earthquake… He’s been here no longer than two hours for god’s sake! Would it be wrong for me to assist him in urinating with an erect penis?  Sure, it was likely that I was enjoying the moment a little too much, so I let my desires lead the way… At least, to a limit. 

I reached my hands out to block him momentarily as soon as he made the move to go around me to head to the restroom. “Hey wait, I know another trick. It’s hard to pee when it’s hard, right? I know a special way you can make it pee.” 
“Huh? But I tried. I get to the toilet and just push until it comes out.” He told me. 

“Right! But there’s a trick you can do if you don’t feel like waiting. Wanna try?” I pulled him back towards me, him still standing and myself sitting on the floor once again.
“Hmm, ok sure! You gonna do magic to make the pee come out of my pee-niss? Pbbt!” He teased and chuckled. 
“Hahaha, no you silly little dude. It’s something you can do yourself. But first…” I paused, and grabbed his hips to turn him aside a bit, and he took a few steps to now face towards a wall rather than directly at me. “There, I wanted to get out of the line of fire!” I joked, and he giggled once more. In all honesty, I wouldn’t particularly mind if the boy urinated on me…
“You mean I’m gonna peeeee? Right here?” He asked in a sarcastic tone.
“Yeah! Why not? It’s just one little mess, I can clean it up real easy.”  
“Like, on the floor?! But my mom says-“

“Shhh, don’t worry bud. This isn’t your mom’s house right? It’ll be fine.” 

“WOW.  One time I peed on the floor next to my mom’s computer and she was like ‘what are you doing???!!’ Heheh. But I think she was mad and it made me get kinda sad but she just said ‘don’t do it again’ or somethin’. Sometimes when I’m playin’ a game I start peein’ in my underwear but then when it gets too much and it starts making my pants get wet I gotta stop playing my game and go to the bathroom. But then there was this one time I was at school and the teacher didn’t let me get up and-and-but then she finally did and so like, and so I like did-I went up and RAN to the bathroom and-but I was ALREADY PEEING. And so I got to the bathroom but it all came out already and I like, didn’t have to pee anymore. But my pants were really really wet. It was dumb because I got sent to the office.” The kid spoke rapidly with significant emphasis, waving his arms around, etc, all while his exposed penis bobbed left and right, up and down.
 Like I said, the cutest little boy on the planet. As I listened, I glanced down at his boy parts and noticed his erection had… somewhat subsided. Unsurprisingly though, there was still something tingling down there – as his penis stood at half-mast.
“No way. Really? Well I hope you didn’t get into too much trouble. You won’t get into any trouble with me if you have any accidents, okay? Just… If you think you’re going to pee, or if you have an accident you can let me know alright? If you end up peeing on the floor I promise I won’t be mad or upset with you. It happens to all of us, though when you get older it starts to get easier to hold it.” I left it there, I didn’t want to tease him about his bedwetting since I knew that was a very touchy subject for him, though I’m sure it’s something I will have to have a discussion with him at some point within the next few nights. 
As I spoke, the boy had his two little hands down to his crotch at this point, looking back down, elephant trunk pointed upwards, and his forefingers and thumbs gripping the base of his own penis, flicking it up and down mindlessly. This definitely wasn’t helping it ‘go down’, as it seemed to have grown fully stiff yet again the more he twiddled with it. Thoughtless and random ‘playing with your penis’ moments might’ve bothered a lot of other people and parents – but it did not bother me. Hell, I supported it. Although did he hear what I just said? Oh well, no matter!
“It’s up.” He blurted out, further confirming that he may have not been paying attention whatsoever. No need to get mad at the boy though, just let him play with his penis! 
“Mmhmm, I see it. You know, the more you play with it like that, the more it’ll go up. Or if your underwear rubs on it a weird way. Remember how you said you wanted to pee, right? I was gonna show you how?” Like literally two minutes ago? Haha! I tease I tease. This boy’s forgetfulness and his uncanny ability to get so easily distracted by his own genitals was just the most precious and adorable thing ever. I had to push him just a tiny bit though to pay attention and remember what we were talking about, otherwise everything would happen way too fast. This was the very first time an adult man had any sort of conversation with him even moderately relating to the special parts of his body, and how they work. It's a ‘one-step-at-a-time’ business, I can’t let him get too distracted just yet. We’ll get there, cutie. We’ll get there. Patience was a skill that this child could not utilize well! Haha.
Ori looked over at me, then quickly freed his arms from the soft enclosed unicorn costume. “It’s getting hot.” He stated, then further continued undressing himself by pushing down the sides of the opened costume and freeing his legs. He kicked the costume off to the side with his foot. 
“Oh, yeah that’s fine. You can be naked if you want, just don’t stand in front of any windows. You wanna try to pee now?” I asked yet again.

“Mmph, oh yuh!” He grunted as he resumed toying with his genitals, then quickly stopped. “Y-Yeah heheh! I can feel it like I gotta pee bad. But it doesn’t come out until my thing goes down.” He explained, looking over to the side at me, myself still butt-planted on the floor.
“Correct, but there’s a little trick you can do with your hands to kinda…” hmm, how do I word this? “… Tickle the pee out. Does that make sense?” Good one, me!
Ori gasped. “You’re gonna tickle my pee-niss?! But then I’m gonna pee everywhere!” 
“Haha, I don’t need to do it! You can do it! Here-“ I scooted myself closer to the boy. “Take your right hand, and hold your penis at the bottom, like right…” I pointed to the base of his penis. “… there.” 
“Mmkay,” Ori nodded and obeyed, grasping the base of his erect penis with his right hand. “Hehe. It’s really hard.” 
Damn kid, you’re killing me! I’m gonna melt! 
“Mmmyeah, it sure is. Now keep holding it like that, and take your left hand,” I said, as I grabbed his left hand with my left paw, directing it towards his penis, more specifically his glans. “, and you’re going to use your palm, right? You’re gonna take the palm of your other hand, and do it like this-“ I guided his hand further to cause his palm to make physical contact with the glans of his little penis, followed by moving his hand up and down, left in right, gently causing his hand to brush against the glans of his penis. He immediately tensed up, and I saw his belly move inwards as he inhaled rapidly as he flinched, and even his little stiff rod appeared to flex itself almost involuntarily. 
His breathing got louder, and his eyes widened as he watched closely. I released his hand and he let go of his penis.

“You okay bud? I know that probably felt a little bit crazy or different. But remember how I said you’re going to tickle the pee out? And how you get all twitchy and jumpy when I tickle your belly? That’s kinda the same thing, but you’ve probably never tickled your penis like that before.” I looked into his eyes as I spoke calmly, explaining what had just happened to his body. I hadn’t thought too much about it – it’s a pretty sensitive area, and could be even moreso due to his young age. He stood silent for a moment, looking back at me, and then his penis – and then back at me again. I could tell his penis was beginning to go limp, though it still appeared to be maintaining itself at a steady half-mast erection. My heart sank as I thought I had almost scared the shit out of him – he took deep breaths as I sat watching him for a moment. 
“C’mere bud. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.” I opened my arms wide and placed my right paw on his back and gently tugged him towards me, guiding him to fall into my lap and embrace me and my warmth. 
“I-It’s okay, uh. It was just like… Woah.” He mumbled as he plopped into my lap, and I wrapped my other arm around him, both arms now holding him close to me.

“I-I-I guess it scared me cuz like… I dunno. I kinda felt it before like when I’m wearin’ underwear and it gets hard. But I never touched the tip part like that or something I dunno.” The boy murmured. He began feeling less tight, less tense. Part of me had a feeling that he’d touched himself like this before, but just didn’t quite remember, or at the very least he’d never stimulated his glans intentionally like that. In fact just a few minutes earlier he was pressing the fuzzy cotton of the kigu against his glans, though admittedly it was probably brushing more against his shaft and frenulum. 
I held the naked boy close to me and stroked a paw softly against his back. My own erection began to subside, slowly softening in my pants, leaving much less of an obvious outline – though not totally gone or invisible. Seeing him upset, distraught, or uncomfortable was a massive boner-kill. Orlando’s happiness and comfort came before all of that, by far.
He leaned outwards from me, looking out to the wall and door, and then asked “Can we try it again?” 

Huh. This was a surprise!

“Oh, sure! We can try it again, but you have to promise that you want to do it. Don’t do it if you think that’s what I want to do. The only thing I want to do is what you really want to do, okay buddy? Never let anyone make you feel pressured to do something that you don’t want to do. Can you promise me that?” 
“Uh-huh, I promise.”
“Good. You’ve been really brave tonight, you know that?” I slid my paws down his back to his bum as he stood up, and watched the nude 9 year old take a few steps back and regain his balance. 

“I am?” He curiously asked.

“Yeah! I’m very proud of you. Just remember – we’re best buds, right? And I’m special to you, like… Your dad, right? The things that we’ve been doing today, especially the things with our penises, and being naked together… Those are things that are only for dads, like me, to you. Right? So yeah, it’s okay for you to get your penis out and play with it here at my house, but you can’t do that at school, or in the store.” 

“Oh. Yeah. Uh-huh, that’s cool. It’s okay for you and mom to see me naked!” 
As his mood shifted and his spirits lifted, seeing the joyful young boy standing in front of me fully nude had me getting tight in my jeans yet again… And I could feel my underwear getting wet.  My penis was drooling precum just about this entire time. 

“Right! But maybe take it easy around your mom, alright? She doesn’t have a penis, so she doesn’t really understand. That make sense?” 

“Yuh, it means yer better cuz you have a pee-ness! Like me!” He pointed towards my crotch, specifically the outline of my hard junk outlined by my tight jeans. 
I shrugged it off. It caught me off guard, that’s for sure – I wasn’t entirely sure he actually noticed my pulsating erection throbbing in my jeans, or the size of my erect member. I think he just glanced quickly and pointed in the general direction… Hopefully, otherwise he’d have yet another 10,000 questions for me to answer – and as I said before, I wanted him to pace himself. One step at a time! I don’t think I was quite ready to explain to him the dynamics of my adult penis, especially considering how much different it would be compared to his little one.

“Hahahaha noooo silly. Don’t say that, your mom is awesome!” 
“Heheheh I knooooow. I was jus’ bein’ silly.” Ori teased. 
”Gah, you little booger! Don’t make me tickle your penis for you!” I joked with him.

“AAAH! Nonono! There would be SO much PEE! Eheheh!” He flinched and giggled, guarding his privates with his hands. His penis was no longer erect. 

To be continued.
