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Preamble

Imagine, just for a moment, that your sperm could cure acne on contact. Would women secretly plot to have you apply your remedy to their face? This is the story of Hal, and the joys and challenges that he encountered when blessed/cursed with this initially unknown gift.
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[image: ]




Friday night, 9:15 p.m.

Karen’s apartment in Placentia, California

Why does it seem that all women bend at the waist, with knees straight, and why do they assume this posture when a man is stationed directly behind? Such were the thoughts of Hal as he watched Karen finish up in the bathroom while he sat in bed. Is it intentional, as a means to drive all men into a frenzy? Well, it works!

Of course he stared straight into “it.” How could he not? His current girlfriend, Karen, afforded him an unobstructed view as she bent over the sink, completely naked. 

“Why won’t my face behave?” she bemoaned, nose within inches of the bathroom mirror. With her right arm over her head and the left elbow on the sink counter, both index fingers exerted the likes of 100 pounds per square inch of pressure on a microscopic zit just lateral to her right nostril. “It’s like every time I get rid of one of these pimples, two more pop up,” she continued.”

Unfortunately for Karen, her lament rang pretty close to the truth. The poor thing suffered from a fairly bad case of acne. Like a gang of aphids all over a Lincoln rose, the dots marred an otherwise attractive face. Not like a ten or anything, but a strong seven-plus.

On the other hand, the major draw, as far as Hal was concerned, was her body. Perhaps not as tight as that of a swimsuit model, but fine nonetheless. Heck, 135 pounds packed into a five foot, seven-inch frame with a healthy B-cup rack added up to one tidy package. The fact that Karen jogged five days a week didn’t hurt, either. Her rear end had to have been designed by a sex-crazed mathematician using quadratic equation parabolas. Its shape where it met her pubic area and thighs displayed a harmonious blending of clean, crisp lines. Additionally, her thighs were as firm as her tush. You could bounce a dime off them. Of course, right now Hal had visions of bouncing something else off them.

“Can you hurry it up a bit, Karen? I’m really in the mood tonight and you promised,” he said.

“Got it!” came her comment from the bathroom, although not in response to Hal’s request. “That blackhead is history. Did you say something?”

“Yeah. Please come to bed now. I really want you, and you did promise over dinner that we could have some fun tonight.”

Standing fully upright, with her thing almost completely hidden from sight now, Karen spoke to Hal while watching his face in the mirror.

“Sigh. Yes, I did. But that was two hours ago. I’m really tired, and you know I have to catch a plane first thing in the morning. I can’t blow this meeting. I’ve never returned to the office without a check and I don’t plan on ruining my win streak at this time.”

“Can’t you forget about work for just a minute? I took you out to a nice dinner, didn’t I? Besides we won’t see each other for a full three days. Don’t you love me?”

What a cheapskate, mused Karen to herself. The butt took me to Sizzler and he used a coupon on top of that. Big whoop! No I don’t love you. Mom was right. This guy will never amount to much.

Karen then marched into bed beside Hal and lay on her back, resigned to fulfilling her promise while consoling herself with the fact that she wouldn’t have to stay with this loser much longer. One of the company’s more well-to-do clients already expressed a serious interest in her, and she knew she stood a good chance of hooking up with him.

“Tell you what, Hal. I had a stupid-busy day boning up on this account I’m going to sign tomorrow, and I really am bushed. So I’m just going to lie here and go to sleep. Do what you want. Surprise me. But please don’t expect me to participate. There, I’ve kept my promise.”

With that, Karen yanked the covers up to her neck and closed her eyes, obviously intent on discouraging Hal as much as possible while genuinely hoping to fall asleep as fast as possible.

Momentarily stunned, Hal took a couple of minutes to contemplate his next move while sitting upright in bed next to her. His flag was flying at full mast and he couldn’t have been more turned on. Karen drove him crazy all day at work, and then dinner, wearing her casual-Friday jeans that hugged her buns like a second skin. The sleeveless top didn’t hurt either, revealing that ribbon of pectoral muscle that extends from a woman’s clavicle toward the outside edge of her breast. The vivid images replayed in his head for the next few minutes with increasing intensity.

“Snort! Huh?” erupted from Karen’s lips, while her eyes opened for an instant and then shut again.

Dang! She must really be falling asleep, figured Hal.

Usually, when Karen wasn’t in the mood, for whatever reason, Hal resorted to jerking off. He was prepared to take care of business in just that manner when a different thought popped into his mind. Something he had never done before.

Dare I squirt this all over Karen? She said I could do what I want, thought Hal. Oh, he’d had head before. Always a great alternative. But this would be different. Emptying everything onto this woman’s upturned face without any pretensions of having it end up elsewhere. The thought initiated a quick shot of adrenaline that quickened his pulse.

It seemed the only natural thing to do, if based solely on the element of proximity. With his back against the headboard of the bed, and her head on a pillow just below it, only about eighteen inches separated her head from his left hip.

Hal rolled to his left 90 degrees, positioning his dick in the direction of her face. He grabbed hold of his tool with his right hand and started a rhythmic beat he knew only too well. He never really got much action, being sort of heavy set and not what you’d call a Brad Pitt looker. Karen was one of the best things to happen to him. With little delusions of grandeur about his appeal to the opposite sex, Hal reckoned his previous paychecks, fairly hefty at one time, might have been the only reason Karen let him spend Friday nights at her apartment.

At that moment, Karen’s head jerked a little to the right, putting it directly in the flight path of his upcoming outburst. A light snore confirmed that she was actually sleeping.

Hal couldn’t believe his luck. This was simply too much. Pulse keeping pace with his quickening hand, he shook his gear-shift handle like an excited race car driver shaking a bottle of champagne on the winner’s podium.

With just two inches separating the tip of his thing and her cheek, he couldn’t miss.

He didn’t. Hal watched intently as the first bolus burst forth with the vengeance of a popped cork off a bottle of Moet & Chandon brut. The white foam raced across the top of Karen’s near cheek, clipped the bridge of her nose and momentarily “caught air” like a snowboarder going over a mogul before landing in a horizontal swath that stretched almost to her forehead.

Just as quickly Karen involuntarily shifted her head away from the “slimed” assault. As a result, most of the subsequent blasts missed the right side of her face.

A split-second later came the second onslaught, this one packing an even greater wallop. Having lowered his aim a bit, this one slammed lower into her near cheek, ricocheted off the septum where her nostrils meet, and then beached itself on her lip.

Of course, more followed. Like a professional cake decorator, Hal repositioned his frosting dispenser to cover as much area as possible along the left side. The next volley caught the closest corner of her mouth, traipsed across the zone between her lip and chin, and then slowly meandered down her neck.

One more big gush followed, crashing into the center of her chin and then stretching itself across the lower jaw.

As for the last few dribbles, Hal let them fall near on her forehead, carefully trying to avoid actually making penile contact with her brow. The last glob refused to let go, bridging the short gap between Hal’s dick and Karen’s forehead with taffy-like tenacity.

With a sudden involuntary twist of her head to the right, the bridge finally collapsed and fell towards her hairline.

“What the...?” Karen was semi-awake by now. Hal imagined automatic rain-sensing windshield wipers as her left hand autonomously went to her face.

“Geez, Hal. Couldn’t you have been more subtle? What a mess.” 

By now, the semen was on the move, slowing dripping down the regions of the left side of her face which initially got bypassed.

“Hey! It’s getting in my hair.”

Karen’s fingers immediately started shoring up the errant drips, pushing them back to the center of her face in hopes of not having to wash her hair in the morning.

“Unfair,” said Karen, eyes closed again. “If I wasn’t so tired, I’d get up and make you wash it off. Geez!” she muttered, as she wiped her hand on the top sheet. 

Hal just sat there motionless, quietly hoping this little tempest would quickly blow over. He stared intently at Karen, like when you’re driving through a stale yellow traffic light hoping that it will hold as long as your gaze does. Within a minute, Hal heard the recommencement of a light snore. Karen was back asleep.

Absolutely awesome! thought Hal. It doesn’t get any better than that. Even in his old age he was certain he would remember this event. Reaching over to turn off the bedside lamp on Karen’s side of the bed, he took one last look at the glaze he painted onto his girlfriend’s face. Like a sidelight on a studio set, the lamp highlighted the three-dimensional excursions of his load across this woman’s face. Piled high in some areas, like the dell of her chin, and stretched thin in others, like the corners of her mouth, the silvery margins outlined a map on Karen’s face that he would never forget. 

Damn. Sometimes life is really good. With that final thought, Hal scooted down into bed to put his head on the pillow. The second he closed his eyes, mental instant replays of what just took place began and continued over and over as he drifted off to sleep.
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Saturday morning, 5:00 a.m.

Karen’s apartment

“... traffic still backed up on the southbound 405 starting from about Sherman Way and heading up the hill toward Getty Center Drive. That due to cleanup from a serious multi-vehicle accident which took place earlier this morning. Over in Orange County you’ll find a little congestion on the...”

Karen’s left hand reached over and smacked the snooze button on her clock radio, which was always tuned to the local news station. Five a.m. She rolled out of bed, never looking back, knowing that Hal would likely sleep another couple hours since it was Saturday.

She tiptoed into the bathroom, shut the door, turned on the light, and peered into the mirror.

The reflection of light off her cheeks was the first indication that something was different. She touched her face, felt a slight stickiness, and her memory snapped awake. That Hal. He sure did it to me last night, didn’t he? she thought.

A scant grimace crossed her lips, accompanied by the sensation of the cracking of a facial peel. She pulled on the other side of her mouth and more hairline cracks broke out. An off-white outline delineated the cracks as well as the outer limits of the long-dried excursions of sperm across her skin.

Man, he really covered me. At least it looks like nothing got in my hair, she continued to muse.

Karen turned on the cold water, filled her hands, and splashed it on her face.

At that instant the smell of Hal’s semen overwhelmed her senses. The sticky paste gave way to a slippery liquid. Karen kept splashing water on her face until the sperm facial finally relinquished its overnight hold. 

Raising her head from the horizontal position over the sink, she glanced squarely into the mirror. Karen couldn’t believe her eyes.

Can’t be? she thought. I must be seeing things, but I swear my face looks much better this morning, especially on the right side.

Poking and prodding, she surveyed every inch of the affected skin, confirming an immediate improvement in her acne.

Did that expensive stuff finally work? she wondered, her gaze landing on a tube of mail-order acne treatment. Why all of a sudden?

“Give that old clunker to Cars for Clauses. Bring happiness to hapless children everywhere by donating your gas guzzler to the one charity that enables Santas to doll out toys to poor families at Christmas...”

The clock radio interrupted Karen’s dermatologic reverie. She dashed out the bathroom, hit the snooze button and switched off the radio for good. Hal never budged.

Five-oh-five. Better hurry up. she thought. Got a plane to catch.

As an account manager at a public relations firm, Karen’s job entailed signing up new clients. Carving out a unique niche for itself, this particular firm specialized in writing and placing magazine articles for small to medium sized business-to-business companies. Most of them produced products of a technical nature that ranged anywhere from a fifty-angstrom-diameter strand of copper wire all the way up to stainless steel presses the size of a single-family residence.

Not having the headcount to run their own PR department, these small-cap companies occasionally resort to third-party publicity firms to handle non-advertising campaigns. The company’s engineers and marketing managers supply raw material—such as product specifications—to the publicity firm’s writers, who then interview satisfied customers to yield a story of interest to other potential customers.

Of course, writing a great technical story is one thing. Getting it published in a trade journal of substantial weight to influence a buyer to sign a big purchase order is quite another. At this point, the rubber hits the road and the amateurs get separated from the pros. The company Karen worked for ranked as one of the best in the country, partly on the strength of its employees who actually pitch to the media. Better known as “callers” in the parlance of this business, their job entails contacting editors of trade magazines by phone or e-mail and convincing them to read the technical “good news” story and ultimately publish it. Once circulated, the story would, theoretically, attract customers for the PR firm’s clients. They’d increase sales and everyone would end up happy.

It bears repeating that the hardest part of the process is contacting the editors of the magazines and encouraging them to consider the story. Writers of technical stories are a dime a dozen. But a good caller who can coerce the editor of a prestigious trade magazine to carry a PR piece is worth his or her weight in gold.

Hal was a caller, and a damn good one at that. Having parents from New York gifted him with just the right amount of chutzpah to dish out the hyperbole of any given story with a straight face. All the account managers, of which numbered anywhere from three to six at this particular PR firm, liked to have Hal on the phones for their clients. As a result, he often received some of the more choice stories to sell. As good callers often got a commission, he ultimately garnered some of the more heartier paychecks.

Unfortunately, Hal’s gift of gab did not carry over to getting girls. It was only his stellar success on a few high-profile clients at the time Karen got hired that accounted for her interest in him in the first place.

A Type-A personality by any definition, Karen took to public relations like a duck to water. Like Hal, she had a background in sales. But while Hal initially worked in telemarketing home improvement projects, Karen earned her chops in the face-to-face world of real estate sales. Compared to the business of selling houses, currently in the doldrums, selling stories about technical products proved a piece of cake.

The human resources director at Richardson Pro-Tech Publicity, the PR firm they worked for, recognized Karen’s hard-charging talent during her initial interview and hired her on the spot as a caller. Karen did not disappoint. Like an AA pitcher whose big-league debut comes too early, but yet rises to the occasion, Karen quickly rose through the ranks, becoming an account manager in record time.

In her own calculating way, Karen latched onto the, at-the-time, rising star of Hal in belief that he would speed her chances of promotion by getting him to reveal his secrets of successful story pitching, while also under the belief that Hal was an admired golden boy of the firm. As she later found out, Hal was appreciated for his hard work and excellent results, but he simply lacked the spark and charisma to go higher in the company.

Had she initially known that, Karen would have never invited him to spend Friday nights at her well-appointed apartment in Placentia, just ten minutes from Richardson Pro-Tech Publicity’s location in Yorba Linda. Placentia had some nice areas, but not like Yorba Linda, which is a best-kept-secret of a city that in some censuses, boasts a higher per-capita earning than even Newport Beach. 

On the other hand, Hal lived in a modest apartment in the working-class city of Ontario. Aside from any disparities in socio-economic standings, Ontario and Yorba Linda separated themselves by a distance of approximately 25 miles. Even by Southern California standards, the commute from the “Inland Empire” bedroom communities like Ontario to Orange County jobs in Yorba Linda and beyond ranked as one of the most grueling. Friday afternoons exacted particularly painful drives, as Los Angeles and Orange County workers heading home, coupled with those bound for a weekend in Las Vegas, squeezed though four lanes of the 57 Freeway in numbers exceeding 10,000 vehicles per hour. The dreaded slog could take well over an hour, even up to 8:00 p.m. 

Karen knew that Hal would jump at the chance to avoid the Friday-afternoon grind by sleeping over at her apartment in Placentia, which bordered Yorba Linda. How could he refuse? Besides, Karen was good looking, aside from her rotten luck of having acne.

With my face looking much better this morning, maybe I can catch the eye of the marketing manager at Piper Pumps and Valves, thought Karen as she finished brushing her teeth. For the past couple of weeks she had only spoken to this Richard Kemp guy on the phone, trying to bring his company on board at Richardson. Kemp sounded smooth and confident, and she knew he wasn’t hurting for cash as Piper did a solid business of selling its valves from its manufacturing plant in Tulsa, Oklahoma, to water treatment plants throughout the country. It’s not like she necessarily wanted to sleep with the guy, but good looks and a little flirting could always help close a deal, and Karen was intent on getting this company to sign a big-bucks PR contract.

With that thought, Karen proceeded to prepare for her busy day. On went her bra, next her underwear, and then her pantyhose. A silk blouse followed, and as she slipped into her straight black skirt she kept thinking about why her acne medicine suddenly yielded some results. “For what that Pimps-Be-Gone stuff costs, it’s about time it started working,” she muttered out loud.

She slipped into her black pumps, picked up her purse and briefcase, and with one last self-admiring glance in the mirror, grabbed her suitcase handle and rushed out the door to catch her shuttle to the United terminal at LAX airport.

Saturday morning, 8:38 a.m.

Karen’s apartment

Hal never heard Karen leave. The fate of a caller involves waking up way too early each weekday. How else can a PR firm on the west coast reach east coast editors in their offices first thing in the morning? Hal’s workday usually began at 6:00 a.m., which meant rising at 4:30 a.m. to allow 30 minutes to throw on some clothes and eat breakfast, and 60 minutes to drive the 25 miles to work. Small wonder that Hal stayed in the sack as long as possible come weekends to make up for the sleep depravation suffered Monday through Friday.

What eventually woke Hal this morning was the TV switching on in the apartment next door. 

Was that a dream or did all that really happen? he asked himself rhetorically as he slowly awakened and began recounting the events of last night. What a picture, he recalled in reference to his view of Karen’s face smothered in semen.

While still lying in bed he broke into his morning calisthenics. Up, down, up down, about twenty times. Then he worked on the other eyelid.

Hal wasn’t that much into exercise. His portly shape bore testament to that. Except that he truly did enjoy racquetball, a holdover from his college days. Like many stocky guys, he used his weight to drive serves past many of the younger guys and gals. He could also cover the court with surprising alacrity.

Alas, there’s no bending the laws of physics. Rapidly starting, stopping and turning 190 pounds on ankle bones with barely one inch of contact surface area with each respective tibia runs the risk of a sprain, or worse.

Hal suffered “worse” four months ago when he twisted his right ankle trying to return a dink shot in the corner. More than just tearing the ligaments on the outside of his ankle, though, the injury managed to break the end of his fibula.

Ordinarily, such an injury recovers without incident with the placement of an internal metal brace, fixed into place with screws along the lower end of the fibula. The surgery is simple enough, and Hal’s orthopedic surgeon assured him that recovery should take place uneventfully over the next several weeks.

Too bad I didn’t get that in writing, thought Hal as he swallowed two antibiotic pills. Four times a day he had been taking them for the past month, with another seven weeks to go. All because of a stowaway bacteria that hid on the metal brace within his leg. Even after six weeks of “post-op” reduced activity, the break would not begin to heal until the infection passed.

Still, by this time the lingering malady hardly prevented Hal from getting around, and it really didn’t hurt much. But the lower left leg remained red and swollen, and his doctor warned him that unless the infection completely cleared up, the metal brace would have to come out via another surgery, with another six weeks of restricted activity—this time in a below-knee cast. Now that would cramp his style. So down the pills went, wrapping up the end to his morning ablutions.

Hal put on the same clothes he wore to the office on Friday. Since he really hadn’t moved in with Karen, his toothbrush in her medicine cabinet revealed the only evidence that he spent Friday nights there.

As he pulled the door shut behind him—he had no key—he wondered how Karen was faring with the new client.
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Saturday night

Tulsa, Oklahoma

Isn’t it funny, or perhaps more of a pity, that after a while all hotel rooms look and smell the same. At least, those of equal caliber. Take the business-class hotel room Karen walked into at 9:00 p.m. in Tulsa. Only two months as an account manager, and already these client “sign-on” trips were becoming routine.

Oh well, at least she never got tired of finalizing the deal. Plop! went the folder of signed documents, binding the Piper Pump and Valve Company to a six month publicity campaign, onto the desk. Within the folder lie the check for the first month’s payment.

Sweet, she whistled through her teeth. Another successful trip.

When it came to getting clients to sign on the bottom line, she found businessmen far easier prey than women considering the purchase of a house. Heck, Karen could bat her eye and show a little thigh, and most objections would melt away. Give a guy the feeling that he had even a one-in-a-million chance of bedding a gal and he’d go along with the program despite the odds.

Karen would never sleep with a client just to close a deal, but she was not above going out to dinner and engaging in the harmless flirting that conveys sexual interest. While she dined at a nice steakhouse with this particular client, the evening progressed with proper decorum adhered to by all parties.

Damn, but they know how to cook good steaks here in Oklahoma, she mused as she brushed her teeth in preparation for bed. 

Since she got up so early, Karen couldn’t wait to hit the hay. Yet, no matter how tired she was, she always washed her face and applied her acne medicine. Tonight, of course, she relished the opportunity to pile it on.

Maybe things went so well today because my acne wasn’t so noticeable? she thought. If this continues, I can really go places. Maybe even work for a high profile firm on the Westside like PKY in Santa Monica. I bet they pay twice as much as I’m getting from Richardson.”

With thoughts of doubling her income and all the baubles it could buy, Karen crawled into bed and fell fast asleep.

Sunday morning, 5:30 a.m.

Karen’s hotel room

RING! RING! “This is your wake-up call,” droned the A-I voice.

Karen placed the handset back onto the receiver, stretched her back, and bound out of the hotel bed for the bathroom mirror.

“Damn!” she blurted in mild frustration. Last night’s application of her acne medicine failed to yield the same quantum leap in improvement that Friday night’s treatment did. Karen shook her head side to side. At least it’s still a hellova lot better than before.

Fortunately, the sweetness of yesterday’s economic victory quickly overtook the momentary halt toward complete resolution of her complexion problem. Karen prepared for her Sunday morning flight back to LAX in good spirits.
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Friday evening, 5:00 p.m.

A restaurant in Brea

The next week progressed quickly at the modest offices of Richardson Pro-Tech Publicity, which was pejoratively referred to as “Repeat Publicity”—thanks to its acronym, RPT—by its less-than satisfied employees.

Count Doreen among them. Hired on as a caller three years ago, and still a caller, Doreen was considered an old-timer in this business which sees employees come and go like fast food workers. While only in her early thirties, Doreen still realized that she had to hang onto any decent job offered her way, as her lack of a college degree drastically limited her employment options. Having a bit of a weight problem along with a case of acne, though much less severe than Karen’s, limited her opportunities for advancement on the strength of looks. Yet, her open and bubbly personality came through both in person and over the telephone, making her an amazingly effective caller.

Still, she couldn’t deny an envy of those who advanced ahead of her, like Karen. All during this past week, the rest of the RPT team lauded Karen for her successful signing of the Piper account. As luck would have it, Doreen was assigned to call the editors on behalf of the story that the RPT writers would create for this client. Oh well. At least Doreen and Karen got along OK, and occasionally went out for drinks.

“Congratulations, again, on bagging the Piper account,” said Doreen as she handed her credit card to the bartender at the restaurant lounge. With a view of the 57 Freeway below and Cal State Fullerton in the distance, this high class Korean-food restaurant attracted many white-collar professionals from the surrounding area.

“Thanks,” responded Karen. “Likewise, I’m glad I got you to pitch the story to the magazine editors.”

“My pleasure,” said Doreen. “After all, you are the master account manager.”

Giving Karen her props did not come easy for Doreen. Besides envying Karen for her bigger paycheck and better body, Doreen harbored a small crush on Hal. You could almost call it a sympathetic love, because both Doreen and Hal were a bit portly. For all of these reasons, Doreen couldn’t resist pushing one of Karen’s most sensitive buttons.

“By the way, how are your visits with the dermatologist going?”

Karen shot her a disgusted glance, but internally had to acknowledge Doreen’s observation that her acne, though tremendously improved, still dominated her countenance. Making the jibe all the more painful, Doreen’s case of acne was always much less extant than Karen’s. 

“Not well. In fact, I quit the guy. All that UV light therapy and expensive Retna-X stuff didn’t help at all. I finally resorted to this over-the-counter medication called, get this, Pimps-Be-Gone. I got great results once, about a week ago. In fact, it was the day I flew to Oklahoma. But not much else happened after that.”

“Well, I must say that your face does look noticeably better. I say go with whatever works. If I could rub mud on my face and make it look like Michelle Pfeiffer, I’d head to the nearest pig sty tonight.”

“Whatever works?” thought Karen. At that instant, the memory of the dramatic improvement the day after Hal pulled that number on her popped into mind. Could it be? continued the inner conversation. Only the side of my face that was peppered with Hal’s semen was clear of blemishes. That is the only thing that was different, and the dramatic improvement is undeniable. If it worked once, would it work again?

A sense of excitement and anticipation began to build as she seriously considered a repeat performance. Except that this time, she would encourage and welcome the warm sperm bath. Tonight would present the perfect opportunity.

“What were you saying?” said Karen as her thoughts drifted back to the present.

“I just wondered what you thought of Mr. Kemp, the marketing manager at Piper,” replied Doreen.

“Oh, he’s a nice enough fellow,” responded Karen, who then let her mind wander to all the benefits a truly clean face could bring, benefits like Richard Kemp at Piper. Better yet, she had her eye on another client at RPT, one who was close to home. Bruce Jensen owned an electronic part manufacturing company called Transducer International. The guy was handsome and buff, and the studs on this muffin were diamond, as his company grossed a solid eight figures a year. During his occasional visits to the RPT offices—not such a stretch since the Transducer offices sat barely four miles away in Brea—Jenson’s eye couldn’t help but notice Karen’s fetching body. With a hot new face, she knew she could motivate him to make a move. 

“Listen Dear, I really must run. Hal is taking me out to dinner again tonight and I don’t want to be late,” blurted Karen out of the blue.

“Let me guess, the cheapskate has a coupon for Denny’s, right?” said Doreen with more than a hint of sarcasm. Doreen’s educated presumption came courtesy of the fact that Karen often shared her personal affairs with Doreen, especially after a few drinks. This misplaced trust likely stemmed from the fact that she and Doreen shared pimples as well as drinks. Not one to shy from prying, Doreen lapped up any gossip and was not above repeating it. “But you haven’t even finished your Chardonnay yet.”

“Sorry. I really do appreciate the drink. Thank you so much. But I must run. See you Monday.”

With that, Karen was out the door of the bar. 

That same evening, about 7:00 p.m.

Hal’s Apartment 

Doreen was only half right. Hal didn’t take Karen out to dinner at Denny’s, but he did have a coupon for an Italian deli that featured a small dining room.

Hal wondered why Karen couldn’t eat fast enough. It wasn’t too often that Karen wanted to rush him over to her apartment, but who was he to complain? 

Even better, Karen seemed in a rush to hop into bed once they crossed the threshold to his apartment. She practically tore off her clothes in abandon, leaving stockings, panties, bra, etc. littered across the carpet. “Hurry up Babe,” she cooed as she climbed into bed and lay on her back on top of the sheets.

I don’t know what’s got into her, thought Hal, but I’m sure not going to question it. He wasted no time in tossing off his clothes, not wanting to slow the momentum.

“I have this terrific idea. Why don’t you sit on my face?”

“Huh!” Hal’s eyes widened.

“Yeah. Sit on my face and do what you did last Friday. Only this time, I want you to afford me the courtesy of doing it while I am awake to enjoy it.”

Oh my God, thought Hal. Have I died and gone to heaven? Needless to say, such an invitation had its immediate effect. Hal’s dong was at full attention.

He sauntered over to Karen’s bedside, swung his leg over her body, and positioned himself so that he straddled her breasts. All the while Karen never took her eyes off his tool.

This is almost weird, mused Hal. But that’s all the second-guessing he allowed himself. Time to get down to business.

“Just like last week?” he questioned.

“Yes. Use your hand. Let it fly.”

Under such encouragement, how could any guy hold out for long? Not one known for long drawn out love-making sessions in the first place, Hal had little trouble working up to a quick climax. After just two minutes of stroking, the fireworks started.

Not worrying about waking Karen this time, Hal released a few grunts as the first load cleared air and went rocketing toward her face. POW! The blast landed squarely under her nose, almost filling her nostrils.

“Yes!” shouted Karen. “More!” 

Her enthusiasm actually surprised even herself. Funny how one’s perspective can change when there is so much to gain, she thought.

Convulsing with ejaculatory spasms, Hal beat even harder.
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