Keeping Karl
by Allen Baker

Keeping Karl is not easy. He's young, I'm not. He's fit, I'm pudgy. He's handsome, I'm ordinary. He's vivacious, I'm sedentary. But I love him, and my life is centered around keeping him as my lover.

Do I sound paranoid or preoccupied? I try to balance my thoughts and lead a normal life. But it is so difficult to do when he invades my every waking thought - and my dreams as well.

We met at Barry Thompson's New Year's Eve party. I continue wondering if he'd been totally sober if he'd have ever given me a second glance. I like to think so, but I wonder any way. He was so gorgeous. About two inches taller than me, his twenty-three year old frame was swimmer built. Under his sport jacket, his knit shirt tapered tightly to his chinos. They too were tightly fit and left no doubt that he packed a hefty package in those pants. His curly blond hair had that natural look that went with his blue-blue eyes and ultra-fair skin. And then there was the smile! It radiated and flashed. And he shared it about the room as he roamed and easily chatted with everyone.

As usual, I stood by the window and watched the party. I loved parties. The activity, the noisy chatter, the laughter. But I'm a spectator, not a participant. I'd venture away from my self-appointed spot only long enough to retrieve some food or a drink or to hit the john. Along the way I'd nod or quietly respond to inquiring statements, but could never force myself to actually stop and join in to conversations. Back at my window, I'd observe and listen. Continent to be this close to the action, content to watch the others maneuver and flirt and pair off into the world of lovers from which I was banned.

So when Karl walked over and started to talk, I hardly knew what to do. I was a forty-four year old stammering adolescent without social skills. I blushed and didn't know how to respond. But Karl didn't seem to mind, in fact didn't acknowledge that he even noticed. That was part of his allure: his ability to put people at ease. He certainly had worked his charms on me. Suddenly, I found he had his hand on my elbow and was escorting me to the door, graciously making our excuses as we left.

In the hallway, I was stunned. What could this wonderful, vibrant young man see in me? Prematurely into middle age, I was not a striking man. Thinning hair of a washed​out, mousy brown. Sallow skin from years of office work. A slight paunch showed through my clothing and was even more unsightly without them. Socially gauche and conversationally deficient. What could attract Karl to me?

On the way back to my apartment, I started to suspect pity. A lonely man on New Year's Eve? Maybe his heroism forced him into appointing himself as my savior for the night. Well, whatever his motivation, I was more than willing to spend the night glorying in his attentive lovemaking.

And attentive he was. Back at the apartment, I offered another drink. But he declined, saying he didn't want anything more between us.

"In fact," he continued, "I want less. Far less." And he stepped close and gently placed his lips on mine. A gently affectionate pressure that slowly dissolved into a passionate tongue probe. His hands slid the jacket off my shoulders and onto the floor. They slithered over my chest and back and hips, then flickered across my groin. I was harder than I'd been since my first blow job. He slipped out of his own jacket, then reached for the buttons on my shirt. They were quickly undone, and I gave a fast intake as his fingers found the tips of my chest and gave a gentle squeeze. A slight moan escaped my lips and made him grin. He tugged the shirt from my waistband and flung it aside. Then he unbuckled my belt and lowered my zipper. My white BVD's instantly were pushed through the opening by my expanding crotch. He chuckled and rubbed the palm of his hand across the fabric. I shuddered and sighed. He quickly had me out of my shoes, socks, and pants. He seated me in my underwear on the sofa and stood before me.

"Just sit there and let me look at you while I get undressed." It was so difficult to just sit there and not reach out to him. He slowly and sensuously stripped for me. It was as if he'd been placed in the stage's spotlight and was putting on the show of his life. He tortured me with its slow pace. He took off his shirt, and rubbed his hand across his chest. I followed the hand as it dipped lower and slipped into the top of his chinos. Oh, how I longed to be that hand. Then he stepped out of his pants and stood there in his silk boxers. I couldn't believe my eyes. They tented straight out at least ten or eleven inches. And below the hem of his left pant leg I caught glimpses of a skin pouch! How low must they hang to be viewed below boxer shorts? I began to sweat in excitement.

He pulled me to my feet and into a passionate embrace. Our bodies rubbed across each other. Our groins vied for space between us. He slid his mouth from mine and over to my ear. "Take me to your bed, lover."

My knees nearly buckled. I'd never been called that by anyone before. It was such a sweet sound that it nearly brought tears. I took his hand and led him down the hall. Once in the bedroom, he pulled back the covers and exposed the bottom sheet. He stared into my eyes as he lowered his shorts and lay back on my bed. I nearly swooned to see his raging manmeat standing high from the middle of that bed. He held out his hand. I stripped and joined him. He pushed my shoulders down till my mouth found his dick. I moaned as his head slipped bast my lips and inside. His oozing tasted wonderful as it slicked up my tongue. I had thought him hard already, but my mouth soon had him extended another inch and expanding to stretch my lips. And while erect before, now he had become a steel rod without a smidgen of give. Wow, was he wet and ready.

About then he pushed me off and flipped me onto my stomach. He showed me what his talented tongue could do to a tight asshole. In no time at all, my pucker was winking and urging him on, sloppy with his spit. He didn't need much encouragement. He slid up my thighs and aligned his spear with my opening. He rested his chest against my back and with one fell swoop buried himself in me.

I cried out and shuddered, but wouldn't have traded that delicious pain for anything else in the world. He lay still, nibbling on my earlobe and crooning into it. Soon I was panting from the invasion and his verbal monolog. I began to rub my ass into his crotch. He responded with a slow withdrawal to the tip of his prick, then again plunged full length into me. I moaned again, this time in pleasure. Soon he was plowing at professional quality. He grunted, and I groaned. And I had never know such power and pleasure before. All too soon, we were both crying out in ecstatic gratification. All too soon, our bodies had pulsed out their liquid rapture. All too soon, we lay in a tangle of heaving torsos and limbs as we regained our normal breathing. All too soon, round one was over.

And I was in love. He dozed off from the lateness of the hour and our frantic exertions. I watched his face and plotted how to keep Karl as a permanent lover.

