CAUGHT

By: R. Smith
It took me a moment to catch my breath.  My heart was pounding.  I knew I was in trouble, but I didn’t know how dad would take it.  I keep thinking about how disappointed he must be after finding out about our little escapade.  As long as we’ve been friends, we both knew it had to happen sooner or later.  Of all the times I tried to tell dad how much she means to me, I don’t think he really understood.  Or maybe he did and I’m just over-analyzing it, as he would say.  I guess what hurts me the most is that I know how much he loves me, and to think that he might consider this some kind of betrayal... well, it hurts more than anyone can imagine.  How can I, or anyone for that matter, come up with a good explanation for what we did last night?  I really hope he understands.


I opened the front door, only to see my father standing there with his arms crossed and a most discerning and disappointed look across his face.  My ears folded back as I moved closer to him, the door shutting behind me.  He put the palm of his hand underneath my chin.  I felt like trembling.  My knees were getting weak by the second.  I felt the pressure of his fingers firmly squeeze my cheeks.  I will never forget the look in his eyes.  He was so hurt, so confounded by what I had done.  It must have taken him a great deal of patience and understanding not to slap me.  I don’t think, if I were to ever ask him in the future why he didn’t, when I knew he most certainly had the right to.


“Azlynn Michael Smith!”  For the first time I could a knot in his voice I’d never heard before.  I couldn’t quite grasp the magnitude of it at first.  I knew I did some sort of wrong, but I had to second-guess myself constantly as to what was wrong about two friends simply sharing the love they felt with each other.  All I could do was stare back at him as if I were in agony, only knowing of the pain I caused him.  “Do you realize what you did to each other last night?  Do you know what kind of danger you put yourselves in?”


“I... I...” I became choked for words, except for those that mattered.  I knew he wouldn’t understand, no matter how I tried to explain it.  It’s either that or he simply wouldn’t expect it, even as the understanding and caring man I knew him to be.  “But I love her!”


Dad asked me to sit with him on the couch.  “Azly, I don’t think either of you understand what love like that is.  What you did with each other up there... that’s a very special thing, and it’s something you don’t have the capacity to comprehend the complications of.”  I could see the look in his eyes.  It was one of concern, but it wasn’t the kind of concern I normally noted of him.  He was extremely disappointed in me this time; I think he was more concerned for how he would look to her parents in light of what we did.  I thought that was very naive to say to me.  How could anyone understand the love we shared or why we shared it?
*****************


She and I sat blissfully among the cool evening air.  She was wrapped tightly around me and I smiled at the warmth and sound of her beating heart.  That’s when things began to slowly change.  She caressed my body, her hand moving further down, past my belly button.  I felt the familiar waves of pleasure race from my brain and throughout my body. I felt this way a few times before, but this time was different.  I wiggled back a bit as she started to undo my pants.  She stopped for a moment, looking into my eyes and knowing that, with what we were about to do, I needed to get more comfortable.  She continued to run her hand down my pants, stopping suddenly when she felt it.  I knew from the look in her eyes what she wanted to say, but I simply took her hand in mine and guided it gently, letting her know it was okay.

A tingling sensation I never felt before washed over me as she touched my tiny phallus.  Her hand continued to slide down to the base of it, and I almost squirmed as she ran her fingers over my testicles.  They were nearly cold to the touch.  I almost jerked back, but stiffened my body up real quick to counteract the nervous reaction.  I could only imagine what she must have been thinking at that moment.  I could see it in her – it was the first time she ever touched a boy in that way, even if she only fantasized about it.  At the same time, I was surprised too.  I never imagined what it would be like to see a girl care about me in that way, and to be completely comfortable and trusting to boot.  Her eyes only reflected what she wanted me to do next.

I hesitated mildly as she took my hand and slowly guided it down her pants this time.  She slipped off her shirt suddenly, moving her pelvis forward until my fingers were covering a small slit, an opening I didn’t expect.  At the end of my palm I felt a tiny prickling that came from a few hairs that were there.  She almost wailed aloud as I stuck my middle finger in between the slit of her private area.  Upon entering I felt a small bulb, my hand now becoming soaked in some kind of perspiration.  All the while I just stared into her eyes, and only then did I notice something I didn’t think I would ever see.  I knew, she knew, she was completely comfortable with me.  In that moment I felt both scared and yet a strange bit of relief.

Before I knew it, she had slid my boxers down, completely exposing my penis.  I sat there staring at it almost in disbelief.  Standing straight up it must have been at least five inches or better, throbbing intensely and leaking out a clear, runny fluid.  As she rubbed it gently, I could feel myself tense up a bit with a slight tickling sensation beginning to build.  The feeling itself was becoming more intense with each passing second.  She only had my penis in her mouth for a few seconds before the tickling, warm sensation completely overtook me.  I moaned aloud as I felt my phallus contract and pump out a warm, thick, slimy fluid into her mouth.  I watched, with almost tired eyes as she raised up.  I saw my penis start deflating rapidly, a stream of thick whitish fluid dribbling from its end.  The contractions from the waves of pleasure were decreasing, but I still felt a few isolated ones sneak in, expelling more of the fluid.
To my surprise, Eryn leaned in and began kissing me.  It was only a few seconds later that I realized she expelled the white stuff from her mouth into mine, simultaneously moaning gently with the final flick of my middle finger against her bulb.  I felt a warm squirt of wetness cover my hand, while at the same time was completely revolted by the salty, bland taste wash to the back of my throat.  When she lifted herself up and pushed back, I could not find the words to aptly describe what I felt, let alone ask her how she felt.  She just stared at the whole of my body, completely in awe, safe, and secure in what she saw.  That’s when she moved in closer and laid me down.  She removed the waist band of her own panties and completely exposed herself to me.  I had no idea about what she was going to do, but I knew from a lack of experience that she must have read something somewhere.
She positioned herself over me, legs bent forward at the knees, spread into a v-shape which reached its crevice right around my penis and balls.  She hugged up against them tightly as I watched her tower over me.  She looked down upon me with a smile on her face.  I only stared back at her radiant beauty.  Even in the dim light unto darkness, it was like artistry I’d only seen but in my dreams.  Just a few moments of looking produced it again.  I felt my penis begin to swell up, and although I couldn’t see it, I felt myself push up against and enter into the area where my fingers once danced.  For me, it was like the perfect fit.  It slid in rather gently, then it felt like lotion wrapping all around my phallus as it pressed in snugly against her inner walls.  She moaned again lightly, beginning to move back and forth in a slow thrust motion.  I let out a shallow grunt as she kept moving, running her hands up and down my body as I held firmly onto her sensitive thighs.  I began to move my hands around, exploring the purity of her frame with a certain boyish curiosity.  There was not much else I could have wanted in that moment, except with the knowledge that she and I were one.
We only knew each other for a couple of years – she was eleven, I was twelve, but it felt in that moment like we had lived a whole lifetime together.  I could see her staring closely into my eyes, piercing them directly into my mind.  I did not have to tell her, as she knew what I thought of it.  It was in that moment I finally figured out what love meant to me, and what I had spent the last two years trying to figure out in earnest, was laid out like a red carpet right before me.  I only thought that, for someone to tell me that I didn’t know what love was, would be the gravest of insults, even to a boy of my age.  After all, how could anyone tell me of what I was feeling or how I could not possibly understand it?  Maybe not in the sense that society would have me think, but I understood it very well.  It was that moment, I knew, could never be replaced, nor erased from my consciousness.

I felt my body begin to seize up again as she kept moving up and down along my shaft.  She was coursing her fingers through my hair, caressing my ears gently when I felt myself freeze for a couple of seconds.  I felt another strong wave of pleasure accompany a second set of penile contractions, my loins having tensed up to their maximum.  I let out a light moan this time, feeling her hands run smoothly across the sides of my face.  She limped over towards me as my boy stuff erupted inside of her, me not realizing the intense pleasure that must have given her.  The only thing she could do was lift herself off of me and curl up next to me, her face directly across from mine.  She smiled gently and gave me a kiss on the cheek.
“You don’t know how long I was waiting for that.” She said.  I only looked back at her and smiled as best I could.  “And you did it in such a wonderful way.”
Then tears.  I could not find the words to say to her.  I could only well up with the happiness and purity I felt with the experience, falling fast asleep from the dreariness I felt minutes later.

*****************


Dad put his arm around me while I was sitting on the couch.  He could tell by the look in my eyes that his assumptions about what I knew only served to hurt me.  “Your eyes have never lied to me, Azlynn, and I’m sorry.  I had only wished this would have happened farther in the future, that’s all.  It doesn’t mean that I think you don’t understand.  You and Eryn are incredibly intelligent for children your age.  It’s almost safe to say you’re both adults trapped inside childrens’ bodies.  The bottom line is that, no matter whether I agree with it, children your age do experiment with sex if they think they can get away with it without getting caught.  Furthermore, I have to accept the fact that you’re growing up.  Soon you’ll no longer be the boy, but the man that I love, cherish, and wish unto my dying day to protect.”

“I only thought I knew what love was before we did what we did.  Only after did I finally know what it meant.”  I said.  I almost stumbled over my words.  I still didn’t think dad understood what I was trying to say.


“I know you know what love is son,” he said, “I taught you this lesson well.”  There was still disappointment in his tone, something I knew I couldn’t remove on my own, no matter what I said nor did.  He leaned over and kissed me gently.


“I have one more thing for you son,” he said, “no matter what you do, you’ll never look at her the same way again.  You better consider it your solemn duty to be with her for the rest of your life, because you made that commitment when you broke the ice with her last night.”

Only one thing remained, and it was something I knew my father would have a hard time forgiving me for, the only thing that exacerbated his disappointment in me – how are we going to explain this to Eryn’s parents?

