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Number 49 ****

Who: Peggy Hanson

What: The usual

When: Patriot’s Day

Where: Jason’s Bar & Grill

Why: “I noticed Peggy’s smile as soon as I walked in for supper and drinks with Matt and Buddy.  With a view of her at my table, I could see she was distracted by me as she tried to converse with her two girl friends.  I could also see her tight blouse, C-cup size bra maybe, tiny waist with flat tummy and her skirt pulled halfway up her long, slender thighs.  The top of her head would probably reach my forehead so her breasts would rub on my chest when we slow danced and I could easily caress her lips.  Looking forward to having Peggy for dessert, I notified Matt and Buddy that she was taken so they would look elsewhere.  When I finished my meal, a few drinks and a breath mint, I approached her and she was waiting for me.  Four hours later, she lay in my arms asleep, satisfied, and I had to use the bathroom.  When I came out of the bathroom, I pondered having a second helping of Peggy but decided to go home.”

This was Scott’s entry for Number 49, his 49th lover that he rated four stars.  He didn’t write that he would be avoiding Jason’s Bar and Grill for a while to prevent a second encounter.  Nor did he write that the encounters were not as exciting as they used to be - more like a chore than a pleasure now - and, maybe after his 50th encounter, he would stop recording.  Still, he was hoping that Number 50 would be memorable at least; the best ever at most.

Number 1 was memorable at age fifteen, almost sixteen.  The girl, Susan, same age, moved into a house down the road from him and they rode the same bus to school.  Though Scott was a virgin, he had paid close attention in all the sex education classes so he knew the mechanics.  On their first car date, Susan was easily led and he was able to penetrate her.  After that, of course, she became his main sexual outlet and, because she thought they would be together forever, she became somewhat of a pain, wanting him to call her and expecting him to be at every event with her.  Unknown to her, while they were ‘going steady’, he racked up Numbers 2, 3 and 4.  When they graduated from high school heading to college, she went to a different university, probably orchestrated by her parents; he was then surrounded by a grand buffet of college women.  

Recording the encounters was a result of Scott not remembering Number 3; it was like losing part of a collection that could not be replaced.  Along the way, Scott learned some things.  Second encounters are bad because the woman interprets it as ‘interest’ with expectations of regular phone calls and regular nights out.  Scott learned this after he encountered Number 10 more than a few times which was nearly the end of the collection; she got pregnant but then, thankfully, miscarried, as far as he knew.  He also learned to prolong the one-time experience so that once was enough.  Prolonging included exploring the woman’s body thoroughly, searching for those places that made her react and lingering there.  Second was to let the woman do what she wanted so she stayed engaged, not offended.  Sometimes that was very little and sometimes it was a lot.  Finally, he put off the “pièce de résistance” as long as he could, never rushing to end it and savoring the afterglow; resting inside her until he felt she had enough.  Occasionally, the afterglow reignited before he withdrew giving him a second helping; he loved those nights, easily four-star.  Most encounters were threes or fours; for anything under three stars, he felt he could have done better. 

At the law firm the next day, where he was nearly finished with his internship, both Matt and Buddy stopped by for a minute to compare notes and they claimed their encounters were both three and four star.  Scott sighed after they left because he was not looking forward to their next night out.  He wanted to put them off just a few weeks until football season and holidays which would replace nights out until the new year.  Something in him wanted Number 50 to be spectacular so he could close the collection.  Internship would be finished and maybe he would visit his parents, Mike and Betty, in Florida, before taking on a full time position in a law firm.  

When Matt and Buddy inevitably approached him a few days later asking about the next night out, Scott said he wasn’t going and they demanded an explanation.  He explained that he kept a diary and Peggy was Number 49.  Both joked that they wanted him to leave the diary to them in his will.  

“There’s something serious about Number 50,” Scott mused.  “I want it to be spectacular.”

“That’s creepy,” Matt stated.  “It’s like your going to die or something.”

“Yeah,” Scott responded. “It would be cruel to die at Number 49, wouldn’t it.”

“That’s why you should come with us!” Buddy declared.  

“I’m not going to die, Fool!” Scott laughed pushing Buddy; Buddy pushed back.  “Hey just go without me.  I’ll see you at Stan’s for the first game.  Humor me!”

With high-fives, Matt and Buddy took off.

“Hey,” Scott called after them, “I bet Peggy would take both of you!”

The two men turned toward Scott cheering their agreement with thumbs-up then kept walking.

When football season started, Stan, Matt's dad, hosted sports parties showing games in his basement which had been transformed into a massive entertainment hall.  Scott, Buddy and twenty-five or so other guys gathered early for pre-game shows.  Everyone brought drinks and food.  If weather permitted, a variety of meat was grilled.  Some wives and children also attended but most of them stayed upstairs or outside.  At the March party, as the men filled their plates with food to take to the basement, Scott was surprised to see Tiffani, who was recently widowed, talking to Stan’s wife.  Tiffani, about Peggy’s height, was wearing a tasteful pale pink blouse with slim beige skirt and beige heels.  Her soft looking light brown hair stopped just above her ear lobe; a delicate diamond ear ring showing.  As she laughed, her gestures were graceful and her voice was soft.  Scott was immediately jealous of the husband who got to love her.  Though he thought she would be a spectacular Number 50, he also knew he would probably see her over and over after the encounter.  Amazingly he wondered if that would be so bad.

Asking Stan why he never saw Tiffani at parties before, he said that Tiffani was usually at church while her husband was here and her eight-year-old son wanted to come today because he had been attending the parties since he was five.  According to Stan’s wife, Tiffani would prefer not to bring her son but, at the same time, she knew this was a special place where her husband and son spent time together.  With his curiosity satisfied, Scott thought nothing more of her.

When his internship was done, Scott was granted some time off and he visited his parents, Mike and Betty, in their sixties, financially stable and physically fit.  His brother and sister also lived in Florida so it turned into a family reunion.  Spending the days in the March sun, not too hot, on the beach, on boats and on tennis courts, it was tough to say good-bye to all of them.  He vowed to start looking at property so he could join his family as soon as possible.  

Back at the law firm, both Matt and Buddy were transferred to different offices so Scott was relieved he didn’t have to deal with nights out.  With his first real law cases, he focused on his work abandoning all social activities.  When Stan opened his swimming pool in May, Matt invited Scott to a party and Tiffani was there.  Unlike other women who wore bathing suits or bikinis, she wore a sleeveless lightly flowered, loose blouse with pale blue capris and sandals; toe nails painted.  She also stayed under an umbrella and drank water.  All of her attention was on her son who was a year older now and having a great time.  Matt noticed Scott looking at her.

“Number 50?” Matt suggested.

“Don’t know,” Scott laughed with embarrassment.  “She’s not a ‘Peggy’.

“Make up your mind or stop staring at her,” Matt commanded.  “You think she doesn’t know you’re staring at her?”

“That obvious, huh?” Scott admitted sheepishly.  “It’s been a while since Number 49.”

Scott, in swim trunks, shifted uncomfortably with arousal and walked toward the patio for another beer, thinking he should leave.  To his utter dread mixed with utter delight
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