THE NUMBER

HedbangerSA

It would be Chinese food tonight.  My return flight from Philadelphia to Atlanta always left from either the B or C terminal and each had only one restaurant, this one and one with a rock music theme where I always had a burger.  By the time I got this far I was always so tired from the lines at airport security and the hassle of traffic and dropping off my rental car that I didn’t much care what I ate.  

The restaurant was packed but there was one open stool on the far side of the bar, the one right next to the station where the waitresses picked up drinks.  Watching the waitresses and bartenders was one of the pluses about the place, and come to think of it about the rock music/burger place too, where the girls dressed exactly the same way.  All in black, with tight jeans or slacks and a sleeveless knit top that usually left a little bit of tummy showing.  

After I squeezed into the spot and flagged down a waitress to order a beer and ask for a menu, the guy next to me turned and stuck out his hand.  

“Hi.  I’m John and this is Sean,” he said, nodding at the guy to his right.  Both of them looked ten years younger than I was, in their twenties.  Both were grinning and looked like they had a sizeable head start on me in alcohol consumption. John announced that he was from Ohio and that Sean was from England, and that both of them had missed connections hours earlier.

“I’m Paul,” I said, shaking John’s hand and nodding at Sean.   Both were wearing jeans and tee shirts and were smoking, like just about everyone else in the bar except me.  

I don’t usually like it when strangers talk to me, especially that aggressively, but John was hard to resent.  He had that open, big-lovable-puppy quality and knew it – able to be intrusive without offending.  A born salesman.  He was a big guy, maybe 6’3”, and it turned out he played high school football and a couple of years of small college ball, before he realized that he “wasn’t good enough”.  He was on a first-name basis with all three of the girl bartenders and most of the customers within earshot.  There was a forty-something businesswoman named Mary on the other side of Sean, and a chain-smoking grandmother next to her.  I think her name was Betty.

Sean was quieter and closer my size, a little over six feet.  He was clearly coat-tailing on John’s charm and enjoying it, especially the extra attention we were getting from the bartenders.   I recognized Brenda, a brunette in her late twenties, from earlier visits. She was tall and slim, and definitely spent serious time in a gym.  Her jeans were skintight and really low-cut and she had a big-handled metal bottle opener sticking out of the waistband in the back, nestled between amazing butt cheeks she could have used to crack walnuts.  

Marilee was about the same age, blonde and very pretty in a hard-edged, tough way.  Her hair was fairly short and spiked on top, and she had a huge tattoo on the small of her back.  

Our waitress was Josie.  She looked five years younger than the other two, and…different.  The bar was packed and all three were busy, but where Brenda and Marilee oozed experienced efficiency and detachment, Josie looked frantic and flustered, eyes a little glazed.  She was pretty, in her own way maybe prettier than Marilee.  Nice eyes, light brown hair pulled back from her face on the sides and loose on her shoulders in the back.  Kind of like a grown up Shirley Temple, with features more cute than beautiful.  Josie had hips that were maybe a touch too wide, but not heavy – just feminine.  Small waist for her frame, and though her bare arms and shoulders weren’t defined like Marilee and Brenda’s, they were firm and smooth.  And she had a great rack that bounced just a little when she ran around behind the bar.

I had an hour and a half to kill before my flight, so I decided to relax and enjoy the show, which mainly consisted of John flirting with the bartenders and with Mary, who worked for an investment banking firm in New York.  Sean worked in construction and was on his way to visit relatives in Chicago. I told John that I was a lawyer and talked too much about my job and personal life.  I’d been divorced for two years and it still irritated me more than I usually admitted; other than that I didn’t have much of a personal life. 

By that time I was on my fourth beer, my dinner was finished and the cigarette smoke was no longer bothering me.   The bar was clearing out a little; there were a half-dozen open stools, including Betty the grandmother’s.   Josie was starting to calm down, and when she had time she stood by the cash register across from us pretending not to listen.  I’d decided that she had a pretty nice butt. 

Forty minutes before his flight John announced that it was time for him to get going, and told Josie to settle his tab.   While she was busy at the register, Marilee walked by.

“So Marilee, you going to give me your number?” John asked, loud enough so the whole group could hear it.   Marilee rolled her eyes and shook her head.  John gave her his best sad puppy-dog look.

“When I come through here again you can show me the town. Come on, we’ll have fun!” he said.  Marilee looked impressed by his act but shook her head again.

“Come on, Marilee.  Give me your number.  You’re not going to embarrass me in front of my new friends, are you?” he cajoled.  She laughed, opened a couple of beers for other customers and walked away.

“I think she just did,” I said, smiling.  John took up the challenge.  

“Hey Josie.  Give me your number,” he said, as she handed him his change.  She looked surprised, blinking a couple of times.

“I lost my cell phone and I don’t have the new one.  I don’t know what the number will be,” she said.   

“Tell them you want the same number.  Come on, we’ll have fun.  You can show me the sights,” John said.

“Okay,” Josie replied.  She went over by the register for a minute and returned with a bar napkin, neatly folded.  She handed it to him, smiling nervously.  She wiped her hands on the hips of her pants, and backed away.  She bumped into Brenda, apologized and then escaped toward the other side of the bar.

I was amazed.  Mary the investment banker’s mouth was hanging open.  

John smiled at me.  “I had to try for the cute one first,” he explained.

“I don’t know, I think you got the cute one,” I said, shaking my head.  

“Watch my bag, okay?  I’ve got to pee,” John said, then hurried off.  

“Can you believe that guy?” I asked Sean. “Talk about shameless, and it actually worked!  I wonder if he’d have hit on Brenda next.”

Sean nodded.  “I agree with you about Josie.  I like her way better than Marilee.  More…genuine.”  

John came back and shook hands with everyone.  Josie reappeared.

“So you’ll call me?” she asked quietly.  John reached over and squeezed her shoulder.

“Sure.  Next week. We’ll have a blast,” he promised, and then left.  

After that things quieted down.  Sean and Mary both left, and I gave Josie a credit card to settle my tab.  When she brought the receipt back she looked nervous, or self-conscious; I assumed because I’d witnessed the whole episode with John.

“Man, it’s hot in here.  My hair can’t take the heat,” she said, running a hand over the loose curls at the back of her neck.  I added a healthy tip to the bill and signed it.

“Your hair looks great, Josie.  Thanks for everything.”  I stood, then reached down for my laptop case.  

On the floor next to it was a bar napkin.  Neatly folded in half.  I palmed it and grabbed my computer, then waited until I was out of the restaurant before I looked.

It read: 

555-7814

Josie

Call me!

Instead of dotting the “i” she drew a little flower over it.  I stuck the napkin in my pocket and headed for my gate.

After the plane took off I tried to sleep, but couldn’t.  I kept thinking about John, and Josie.   He could have dropped the napkin by accident, but I sure wouldn’t have.  The more I thought about it, I decided it had all been a game for John. He probably never intended to call either Marilee or Josie.  Maybe he wasn’t even coming back to Philadelphia, and if he did the last thing he needed was female companionship.   A guy like John, with his smooth line of bull and all that charm could get laid whenever he wanted to, by just about any girl he wanted.  For him the challenge was getting a stranger, especially one that was on the job at the time, to agree to go out with him. 

And what would possess Josie to give John her phone number? The guy could be a serial rapist for all she knew.  She had to have heard him ask Marilee first, and get shot down.  She was such a pretty girl, surely she had more self-respect than that.   

Life was funny that way.  You cross paths with strangers every day; you see a little slice of their lives but have no idea where they’ve been or where they’re going.  John could be rapist, or he could be studying for the priesthood.  He might have been sincere about Marilee and Josie, liking them both, or could have been playing a macho game with his buddies where you get five points for a bartender.  Josie could be what she seemed; sweet, a little naïve, and lonely.  Or she could be some nymphomaniac who picked up guys in the bar all the time.  I would never know.

I thought about throwing the napkin away when the stewardess came by collecting trash but didn’t.  Even if the note meant nothing to John, it was valuable.  It represented a leap of faith from one stranger to another, against all logic.  Reason says ‘don’t take chances.’  But that’s what human beings do, and though Josie reached out to someone other than me, I couldn’t throw the napkin away.  As I finally fell asleep I was thinking about the look on Josie’s face when John asked her for the number, and about the way her tits bounced when she walked. 

~~~   

The case I was working on took me to Philly again the next week.  When it was time to return home I went back to the Chinese place even though my flight left from the other terminal.  This time the bar was nearly empty; plenty of seats, but I still took the last stool on the far side, where I sat before.  There were only two bartenders working, Brenda and Josie.  

When Josie walked over with a menu, she looked at me and frowned.  Then she smiled.  

“Hi.  You’re the lawyer, right?” she said.  Now I smiled.

“Yeah.  Name’s Paul,” I said.  We looked at each other; I knew Josie was thinking about the John episode.  I ordered a beer and the pepper steak.

Josie brought my dinner and then hung around, hands in her back pockets. 

When I was driving to the airport that afternoon I thought about telling Josie about the napkin.  I had it with me.  I decided not to, telling myself I was protecting her. 

“So, did he call you?” I asked.  Josie blinked, just like the other time.

“No,” she said.  I could tell it bothered her.

“Maybe his plans changed, or maybe he lost your number,” I said.  She shrugged.

“Nah.  He just forgot about me.  Story of my life,” Josie said, then walked away.  A customer on the other side of the bar looked like he wanted another beer badly.  Josie definitely had a nice butt.

~~~  

That weekend I played a round of golf with a couple of friends, both married.  After my divorce their wives had banned me from the party and dinner invitation list; I might be a bad influence.  But golf was still okay.  I worked with Ron, and Bill was a friend from college.  I had a horrible round.  At least one bad shot a hole because I wasn’t concentrating.  We went to the clubhouse bar afterwards for cigars and drinks.

“What the heck was wrong with you today, Paul?” Ron asked.  He didn’t usually beat me.  I shrugged.

“Head wasn’t in it, I guess,” I said.  Ron smiled.

“A woman, I bet.  Pussy is the only thing that trumps golf,” he said.

“Yeah. But not like that.  Something that happened in Philly that I can’t figure out,” I said.  Ron snickered.

“Sure.  I still say it’s pussy.  Relax.  You’ll never figure them out,” he said, then leaned back in his chair.  I could tell that a story was coming on.

“Here’s one for you.  Two weeks ago I was flying back from Memphis.  This lady accountant was sitting next to me, not super hot but decent in a soccer mom with nice tits sort of way.  I started talking to her and pretty soon we were both flirting big time.  Next thing I know she told me she’s going to the bathroom, and asked if I wanted to join her.  I asked for what.  She said she was going to leave the door unlocked, and that I should wait a minute or two and follow her.  So I did.”

Bill interrupted.  

“No way, there isn’t room for two people in one of those johns,” he said.

“There is if one of them has her naked ass in the sink,” Ron said, grinning. “I banged the daylights out of her right there in the can. Talk about a howler; I had to put a hand over this babe’s mouth to keep the noise down.  But here’s the weird part.  When we got back to our seats I asked her for her e-mail address.  I figured we could hook up again.  She acted like I asked for the head of her firstborn on a freaking platter.  Then she ignored me the rest of the flight. Explain that one to me.  What a weird bitch!”

I was sitting there trying to figure out what kind of flirting it took to get this woman to go to the bathroom, drop her panties and sit in that little sink.

Bill was nodding appreciatively.  Then he drained his beer and smiled.

“If it’s weird you’re looking for, I can top that one,” he said.

“I was in New York last month, and one night I went to this classy oriental massage place. You know, where the girl gives you a bath first?” he said.

“Yeah, and then a hand job at the end of the massage?” Ron asked.  Bill nodded.

“That’s the drill.  Anyway, I should have known something was up during the bath because the girl, a real knockout by the way, was spending a lot of time soaping up my ass, and even worked her finger in there to make sure I was good and clean.”

Bill paused as our waitress brought another round of drinks.

“So then we got into the little room and I was on the bed face down for the massage.  Like I said, the girl was gorgeous.   Hair that hung down to her butt and big knockers for an Asian girl, and she’s wearing a bikini top and a little sarong.  She started at my neck and worked her way to my feet, giving me a terrific rubdown.  Then she started back up, doing that thing where she trails her hair over you and blows little puffs of cool air from real close.  By now I’m about half-asleep.  That’s when I felt something strange.  There’s a mirror next to the bed so I can look, and the first thing I noticed was that this chick was buck-naked.  The second thing was that she had her face buried in my ass up to her ears.”

“What?” Ron said, leaning forward.

“Yeah.  She was spreading my cheeks with both hands and I can’t even see her forehead.  That’s when I felt her tongue,” Bill said.

“She was licking your butt?” Ron gasped.

“No, she was licking in my butt.  She had her tongue halfway to my prostate, and she didn’t seem satisfied with that.  I’m watching, like ‘what the fuck!’ and it’s the most amazing sight ever.  This babe had her cute little ass in the air and she started to moan, real quiet-like.  She pulled out of there all of a sudden and I thought it was over.  Her eyes looked strange, kind of glazed over, and then she pushed my butt cheeks apart really wide and dove back in for more.  It was the most incredible thing I’ve ever felt, especially when she reached under and started playing with my balls.”

“Holy shit,” I said.

“Double holy shit,” Ron added. 

“So this goes on for maybe ten freaking minutes, and by now I’ve got my legs spread, feet dangling off this little bed making room for her, and I’m about ready to cum. Then she pulled out and told me to flip over.  She finished me with a hand job and while she was doing it I reached between her legs.  She’s soaked.  Her pussy’s dripping and she’s got juice running down the inside of both legs.  She had to have been cumming like a bandit the whole time she was licking my asshole.” 

“And then what?” I asked.

“And then nothing.  She finished and charged me the normal amount and acted like it was nothing,” Bill said, rolling his eyes.  “I didn’t know whether to feel like I’d been raped or to thank her.”  

“That’s weird,” Ron said.  “You win.”  

I wasn’t thinking about that.  I was thinking about who lost.  Me.  I was the single guy and stuff like that never happened to me.  Why?  Because I didn’t let it.  If I’d been sitting next to that soccer mom accountant with the nice tits I’d have been too worried about getting caught.  There has to be an FAA regulation against fucking in the lavatories, whether or not you disable the smoke detectors.  As far as Bill’s story went, I wasn’t 100% sure I wanted some girl’s tongue up my ass, but he said it was fantastic and how the hell would I ever know if I didn’t try things? 

~~~   

When I got home from the golf course I changed and heated up some leftovers.  And I kept thinking about Josie, and about how she wasn’t afraid to take chances.  Not that it got her anywhere.  If only John held onto the napkin long enough to call her, so she wouldn’t feel so exposed, and rejected.  It wasn’t that I cared that much about Josie of course.  It just didn’t seem right.

That was when I saw the bar napkin on my kitchen counter, and the idea hit me.  If all Josie needed was a phone call to make things right, I could call her.  The bar was noisy and John had been pretty drunk and had no accent I could remember.  How was Josie going to know?  After all the thinking I’d done about taking chances, it seemed like a good idea.

She picked up on the third ring.

“Hello.”  

“Hi, is this Josie?”  I felt like I was sixteen again, calling for a first date.  My hands were sweating like crazy.

“Yeah, who’s this?”  

“It’s John, I met you at the bar where you work a week or so ago and you gave me your number?”

“John!  Wow, I didn’t think you were going to call.”  She was really excited.

“Sorry about that.  I got home and came down with this killer flu and was flat on my back for a week.  I had to cancel my trip back to Philly,” I lied.  

“That’s horrible.  Are you okay now?” Josie said, but she sounded relieved to hear the excuse.

“I’m fine, but I feel like a jerk to have kept you hanging like that.  It was great of you to give me your number and I was really pumped about hooking up with you.”

“That’s okay…well, I did feel bad when you didn’t call.  I thought you asked for my number like as a joke or something,” she said, her voice getting a little quieter.

“Heck no!  You’re really hot, Josie.  I’ve been thinking about you a lot,” I said, hoping I wasn’t saying too much.  I kept reminding myself that I was supposed to be John, and he was a guy who pretty much spoke his mind.

“Thanks, John. That’s really nice,” Josie said.

When I called, I was only planning to make an excuse for John and build Josie’s confidence up a little.  Once we started talking though, it felt so natural and easy that an hour and a half went by before I knew it.  I was counting on Josie not knowing much more about John than I did; that he lived in Ohio and was into sports.  The rest I just made up, sticking as close to my real facts as possible because that was easier and less likely to trip me up.  

Josie talked more than I did.  She told me about the boyfriend she broke up with a week before I met her in the bar and about her friends and family and her apartment.  She told me about the college classes she was taking in art and art history, and how she hoped to get a job in a museum or gallery some day.  She talked about her job at the airport bar, and how being a little shy made it hard sometimes.  It turned out she was twenty-four, which technically wasn’t too young for me under the old half my age plus seven rule.  Not that it mattered, I was just curious.

By the time we finished it was late, but I was glad I’d called.  Josie was a breath of fresh air, and talking to her was so easy – probably because there was no pressure since we weren’t really going to date.  Before we hung up she asked me what I was wearing, and where I was in my apartment.  The made-up John shared an apartment with a friend in Dayton.  Then she told me she’d been lying on her bed and was just wearing panties and a tee shirt.  When I cradled the receiver I had a raging hard-on that refused to go away without help.  

I knew it was stupid, and would only make matters worse but I called Josie again the next night.  And twice more later that week.  I used my cell phone and told her I had an Atlanta number because my Dad paid for the phone.

The day after my last call to Josie I got a voicemail from her.  She was calling from work.

“John? This is Josie.  I’m so excited about seeing you!  I wasn’t sure why you left the message at the bar, but I can’t wait to see you next Tuesday!  I know exactly where Club Envy is, and eight o’clock works great for me.  See you soon, I can’t wait!”

So John called after all.  Of course he called the bar; he didn’t have her home number anymore.  The dirt bag didn’t even wait to talk to her in person.  The conversation would be interesting when they met at this club, but John was so freaking smooth that he probably wouldn’t miss a beat over the calls from me.  

I should have been happy for Josie.  Making sure she didn’t get ignored was why I called her. Instead I got more and more depressed as the evening wore on.  Damn it, John didn’t deserve Josie; she was a sweet kid and she was smart and funny and way too trusting.

I almost picked up the phone a dozen times to call Josie that night and the next.  The problem was that I knew nothing about this club, or what else John might have said in his message, and if she asked me to change the plans for Tuesday, what would I say?

That didn’t mean there was nothing I could do, though.  I was planning a trip to Philadelphia that week anyway.  I could see Josie at the airport, and confess about my phone calls to her.  And warn her to be careful.  I booked a flight to arrive in the late afternoon on Monday, when I knew Josie would be working.

~~~  

My flight was late but Josie was still there.  I took my regular spot at the bar and watched her mix some drinks.  She delivered them and then noticed me.  She broke into a big smile as she walked over.  She had her hair down on her shoulders and the top she was wearing was shorter than normal, exposing a terrific eight-inch band of firm but soft-looking tummy.  

“Hi!  Let me guess, you want a Miller Lite and the pepper steak, right?” Josie said.  I was pleased that she remembered.

“Right.  Good to see you again, Josie,” I said, loving the way her smile lit up her face.  As I stared at her, Josie gave me an odd look. 

“That was weird.  For a second there you reminded me of someone but I can’t remember who it is.  That ever happen to you?” she asked.

“All the time,” I said.  The smile returned.

“I’ll get your beer,” she said, and turned.  I loved the way her hips moved when she walked.  

I needed to figure out how to break my deception to her, and I was dreading it.  Especially since I was enjoying being with her so much.  I was pretty sure she would be pissed.

She sat the beer bottle in front of me and bit her lower lip.

“By the way, he called,” she said.

“John?  That’s great, I guess.  You’re going to see him?”

Josie nodded, and got a dreamy look on her face.

“He’s wonderful.  And I thought there weren’t any great guys left.”  She hugged herself, and then sighed.  “I bet your dinner’s ready.  It’s Paul, right?”

I nodded, and she sauntered away.   By then I knew I wasn’t going to tell her the truth.  She was too happy.  Regardless of what happened Tuesday night, I couldn’t take that away from her.

~~~   

I had dinner at a steak place near Rittenhouse Square on Tuesday night.  It was pretty good, and it happened to be just ten or twelve blocks from the club where Josie was meeting John.  I thought I might stop at the club for a quick drink, and if I happened to see how things were going, fine.   It was almost nine thirty when I got there. 

The club was packed, but there was no line to get in.  The crowd looked like they were all on their way to audition for that American Idol television show.  I went to the bar and ordered a beer, then wandered over by the dance floor thinking that John and Josie might be there.  Josie told me that she liked to dance.  I just wanted to see that they were getting along and that Josie looked happy, then I would leave.

They weren’t on the dance floor, and a quick tour of the rest of the club came up empty too.  They must have decided to go somewhere else, which was probably a pretty good sign.  Going to the club to check on them had been silly.  I finished my second beer and decided to hit the bathroom and then leave.  That was when I saw Josie.  She was sitting alone, at a small table near the restrooms.  It was dark and you couldn’t see the rest of the club from there, which was probably why I missed her before.  She was slumped in her chair, head down, and I could tell something was wrong.

“Josie.  How’s it going?” I asked.  She looked up and I could tell it was not going well.  Josie’s eye makeup was smeared and her eyes were red and puffy from crying.  She squinted at me.

“The guy from the bar.  What are you doing here?” she asked.  I sat across from her without an invitation.

“I was…just having a beer.  Some friends said they might meet me here,” I said.  Josie was staring at her lap.  

“What happened to John?” I asked.  That got her attention.

“What?  Is he the friend you’re meeting?”  Josie looked angry.

“No!  I just figured that must be why you’re here.  You said you were going to see him; and you’re all dressed up and all…” A pretty lame response, but it was the best I could come up with.  She wiped her eyes with the wad of tissues she was clutching.  Then she sat up a little straighter, defiant.

“John’s gone.  We…didn’t hit it off,” she said.  I felt horrible, knowing it was my fault.

“But why?”

“I wasn’t what he was looking for,” she said.  

I looked her over.  Josie was wearing a tiny suede skirt and a tight, pink sequined top that left her shoulders and most of her chest bare.  She looked fantastic.  

“I don’t get it.  You look great, especially your hair.”

Josie smiled a little. “Thanks.  I got a perm.  I didn’t mean for it to be this curly.”

Her hair was highlighted a little, and was curled in tight little spirals that came almost to her shoulders.  Even with the smudged eye makeup she was beautiful.

“Look. Can I get you something?” I asked.  There was an empty wineglass on the table.

“White wine would be nice.”  She fumbled with a tiny purse until I shook my head.

By the time I got back with her wine and my beer she had wiped most of the makeup off.

“If it would help to talk about what happened with John, I’ll listen,” I said.

She took a deep breath. “There’s not much to tell.  I was so wrong about him.  He got here late, and he was already pretty drunk.  Right away he grabbed me, you know, all over,” she said, looking down at her chest and lap.  “Then he…” she took another breath.  “He said we should go out to the parking lot for a quickie.”  Her hand went to her mouth and she looked like she was going to cry again.

“Oh Josie, I’m so sorry,” I said.  I reached across the table and she took my hand.  

“No.  I should have known better.  Coming here was stupid.  Besides, it’s not your fault,” she said, wiping at her eyes with her free hand.

“What are you going to do now?” I asked.

“Get home somehow.  I had a friend drop me here.  I’ll get a cab.”

I knew that she lived way south of Philadelphia, in Chester.  A cab would cost a small fortune.

“I’ll give you a ride,” I said.  She looked surprised.

“No.  It’s pretty far.  But thanks anyway,” she said.

“I’ve got nothing better to do.  And I promise I won’t try anything; just a ride home.”   Josie stared at me for a moment, biting her lip, then took a gulp of her wine.

“Okay, that would be great.”  

~~~  

“Nice car,” Josie said.

“It’s a rental,” I replied, glad I’d gotten upgraded to a full size sedan with leather seats.   She leaned her head back and stretched, as I tried not to stare at her legs.  Driving on I-95 was hard enough without that kind of distraction.

“So what kind of lawyer are you?” she asked.  

“Mainly general corporate work and some securities law,” I said.  

“That sounds hard.  Do you like it?”

“It’s okay.  Not very exciting sometimes but it pays the bills.”  

Josie didn’t look like she felt like talking, so I did.  I told her about my job and the case that was bringing me to Philadelphia.  She looked over every so often and smiled, looking tired.   It was incredible having her in my car, next to me.  I could smell her hair and her perfume, and she looked so relaxed.  Her legs were straight, crossed at the ankles and the skirt was riding up just a little…

All of a sudden she sat up and turned toward me, her back against the car door.  She had a shocked look on her face, eyes wide. I knew what was wrong.  Sitting there in the dark, eyes closed, listening to my voice.  She figured it out.

“It was you.  How did you…” she stammered.

“I’m sorry, Josie.  I didn’t mean to hurt you,” I said, then pulled the bar napkin out of my shirt pocket and handed it to her.  “John dropped it right after you gave it to him.  I felt bad for you, and I thought if I called and pretended to be him…”

“You called because you felt sorry for me?” she said, voice quiet.

“Just at first.  After we talked it changed.  I loved talking to you; that was why I called back.  And then I got the message from you about John, and I couldn’t figure out what to do.  Please don’t be mad.”

Josie was quiet for a minute.   Then she relaxed a little, easing back into her car seat but still staring at me.  

“I’m not mad, just a little surprised,” she said.  “So you came to the club to check on me?”

“Yeah.  I was worried; afraid John wouldn’t be what you expected.”

Josie laughed.  A beautiful infectious laugh, and I joined in.  It felt great to break the tension of the moment, and to see her happy again.

“Boy, you got that right.  What a jerk, I thought he was going to pull my boob off, right there in the club,” she said, rubbing herself.  “Hey, this is my exit.”

I pulled off the Interstate, and then followed Josie’s instructions into the big apartment complex where she lived.  It was a maze of identical two-story buildings that were supposed to look Victorian.   I stopped the car and there was a long uncomfortable moment.  I didn’t want to say goodbye to her; afraid it might be for good.

“Would you like to come in for a while?” Josie asked, sounding nervous.  

“Are you sure?” I replied, aching to accept.

“Yeah.  I cleaned my place for two days.  Someone might as well see it,” she said, smiling.

The apartment was very small, just two cramped rooms.  The main room combined all of the critical housing functions except sleeping, with a tiny kitchenette and table, wedged next to a sofa and television.  

“This is…nice.  So efficient,” I said.  Josie laughed.

“Actually it’s a dump, but thanks anyway.”  

She opened the compact refrigerator and pulled out a bottle of white zinfandel.  Two glasses and a corkscrew were already neatly arranged on the counter.

“I’m not very good at opening bottles; I always break the cork,” she said.

“I’ll do it,” I said.  She handed me the corkscrew.

“While you do that I’m going to go wash my face and change out of this hooker outfit,” Josie said.  

She didn’t leave right away though.  She looked at me for a moment, and then stretched up on her toes and kissed me.  Not passionately but still nice, her lips lingering on mine and then brushing my cheek as she pulled away.  

“See you in a minute, Paul.  Thanks for everything.  You’re sweet,” she said, and then disappeared into what I assumed was her bedroom, closing the door most of the way.

I poured two glasses of wine and carried them to the sofa.  There was no coffee table, but the stand that the television was on was close enough.  The kiss from Josie was a very pleasant surprise, but I didn’t think it meant she was really interested, especially since she called me ‘sweet’. 

When she returned, Josie had brushed her hair out and it looked more full, natural.  Her face was scrubbed to a healthy glow and she was wearing a pair of pale pink shorts and a matching tank top.   She climbed onto the couch next to me and folded her legs under herself.  She was barefoot and had a little gold chain on one ankle.  I handed her a glass of wine.  She accepted it and then leaned a little closer.

“What do you want to talk about?” she asked, looking serious.

“Whatever,” I said, at a loss for words.

“Or we could just make out,” Josie said, still not smiling.  So I kissed her.

Josie’s lips were full and soft, much better without the lipstick.  I felt her tongue probing my upper lip and mine met it eagerly.  I pulled her toward me and felt the warmth of her body; her breasts pressing against me.

“Mmmm.  Hold up.” Josie said, pulling back.  My heart sank.  She sat her wineglass on the floor and then pounced on me, arms around my neck.  She leaned back, pulling me with her until she was lying down with me half on top of her.  

As we kissed, I slid a hand slowly up her stomach, waiting for an objection that never came.  I massaged her right tit, feeling the nipple harden as Josie’s breathing quickened.  She had a bra on, and I could feel the fabric sliding over her firm breast as I kneaded it gently.  

“You can take it off,” she said, panting a little.

“What?”

“My shirt.  You can take it off.”  

So I did.  The bra was a fancy one, pink with tiny straps and lacy demi-cups that barely covered Josie’s nipples.  Probably the same one she had on with the club outfit.  As I stared, Josie rolled on top of me and leaned in, pressing her tits against my face.  Her skin was incredibly soft and smelled fantastic.  I pushed with my lips and the bra moved easily, then her nipple popped into my mouth.  I rolled it with the tip of my tongue, savoring the taste of her.  My hands were on Josie’s shoulders; I slid them over and the satin straps fell to her elbows allowing me to tug the bra down, out of the way.

“Oh, jesus,” I moaned.  Josie had beautiful tits, full and round with deep pink areolae.  My hands were on them, cupping and stroking, as Josie reached back and unhooked the bra and tossed it on the floor.  Her torso was slim; long waisted with just a hint of her ribs showing above a smooth, flat tummy.  I let my hands drift down, stroking her, until my fingers were hooked inside the waistband of her shorts.  I could feel the elastic of her panties and the warmth rising from her pussy.  I looked up and locked eyes with Josie, questioning.

She nodded, then closed her eyes as I unsnapped the shorts and worked at the little zipper.  Her panties matched the bra; a set she put on for John, maybe even bought for him.  Or for the guy she thought was John; I liked that better.  I worked the fingers of my right hand under the panties and probed, feeling the tuft of soft, warm hair at the base of her mons and then… shaved skin, slick and moist.  

“Wait.  Not here,” Josie whispered.  She climbed off me and reached for my hand to lead me to the bedroom.  At the foot of her bed she slid her shorts off and then the panties.  I started to pull off my shirt.

“Let me,” she said.  As she pulled the shirt over my head I could feel her nipples brushing against my chest, hard like tiny fingertips.  Then she dropped to her knees and tugged at my belt and zipper with one hand, as she squeezed and stroked at my cock through the fabric of my slacks.  With every touch my breath caught; I was painfully hard.  I closed my eyes and felt the slacks fall away, then the cool air on my skin as Josie lowered my boxers to the floor.  

Josie stayed on her knees, and I felt her fingers and then her lips brushing against the sides and head of my cock.  I ran my fingers through the rich tangle of her hair, waiting.  She kept nuzzling at me, little bursts of warm breath making me twitch with anticipation.  Then her lips slid over me, tongue lashing around the head of my dick, teasing the slit as her teeth scraped gently along my shaft.  

“God…Josie…yes,” I moaned, my hands still on her head, caressing her hair. Josie started to bob up and down, rolling her head from side to side as she sucked.  Her mouth was warm and feathery soft and I knew I wasn’t going to last long.

“Stop, Josie.”  She looked up.  “This is great, but I want you…now.”

She nodded and then slowly released me, letting my cock slap against my abdomen.  She stood, and pulled me onto the bed.

My hand found her pussy and it was deliciously wet.  I wanted to taste her; cover her with my mouth and drink in the sweet girl juice that was oozing from her but I knew I couldn’t wait for that.  I had to have her, be joined with her.  

Josie was on her back; I was kneeling over her.  I hooked my left hand under her knee and lifted, pulling her ass off the bed.  I leaned against her, using my right hand to rub my cock against her swollen labia.  I found the sweet spot and pressed softly, gasping as I slid inside her.  I savored the sensation of that first, slow penetration, as her pussy seemed to suck me in.  Josie had her eyes closed, her mouth open, panting raggedly.  

I shifted my weight for better balance and tugged on Josie’s leg, nestling her ass firmly against my thigh.  I wanted this to be perfect.  I pulled out slowly, watching the lips of her pussy try to hold onto me.  Then I watched the same wet folds disappear into Josie as my cock plunged back into the buttery softness deep inside her.  

My self-control used up, I started pounding into Josie faster and faster, working to a frenzied rhythm.   My cock was working against sensitive upper part of her pussy, where it did the most good.   Josie’s tongue was out, rolling back and forth across her upper lip, and she had her hands on her tits.  Slender fingers squeezing soft flesh that was jostling and bouncing to the motion of the fucking. 

With every stroke my left thigh banged against Josie’s ass; that full, sensuous ass I’d wanted since the moment I saw it in the bar.  

God, she was beautiful.  Really, truly beautiful.  I wanted the moment to last but the stimulation this way was too much. There was more for my eyes to take in than my brain could process; I knew I’d cum too soon.  Besides, I wanted to hold her.

I pulled out, my cock glistening with her juices, dripping.  Inflamed and pulsing with wanting more of her.  Josie gasped, reaching to pull me back inside.  I shook my head and lowered her ass to the bed, her legs still spread wide.  Josie’s labia were bright red and swollen, her pussy open for me.  

I eased down, moaning as the soft smoothness of her body melded with mine.  The points of her hips were cradling me, her legs wrapping around mine, tits pressing, their bulk flowing to smooth orbs at the sides. Josie’s face was close to mine, noses brushing as I pushed up and entered her again.  Easily and quickly this time, no will left to savor small sensations.  Only wanting to fill her, possess her completely. 

Josie was gripping me, hands low on my back.  I pushed my hands under her head, into the luxurious swirls of her hair and lifted, pressing my mouth to hers.  I could feel her jaw and neck muscles working, our tongues doing their dance; probing, fucking.  

My hips were pounding against Josie; a staccato cadence of slapping flesh and wet fucking noises, my cock firmly in control of the lower half of my body. Josie was thrusting up, her mons grinding against me as she instinctively met each penetration.  As wonderful as it was I had to break the kiss; I needed to breathe.  Still cradling her head with both hands, I rubbed my cheek against hers, the sweat running from my temple making it slick and warm.

Josie’s breathing got more ragged, gasping; and I felt her body jerking out of rhythm.   A moan started deep in her throat and grew to a low howl as my balls contracted and I started my own involuntary prayer of thanks.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god….Josie.”  

I pressed my groin hard against her as my load surged deep into her womb.  I buried my face against her neck and pulled her shoulders against me as I rocked gently, riding out the storm.  Josie’s pussy was contracting wildly, gripping me, and she was making little mewling noises in my ear.

When our breathing had almost returned to normal I stopped nibbling on Josie’s ear and rolled off her, breaking the sweaty suction between our bellies.  With the arm that was still hooked under her shoulders I pulled her close; there was no way I was letting go of her.  

“That was incredible,” I whispered, my strength and consciousness draining away fast.

“You can stay if you want,” Josie replied, and when I nodded absently she reached down and pulled the comforter, folded neatly at the foot of the bed, over us.

As she nestled back against me I kissed her cheek, the haze of sleep descending quickly.

“I love you, Josie,”

“I love you too, Paul.”

~~~  

Sometime during the night we got under the sheets.  When I woke up the room was full of sunlight and Josie’s naked body was cuddled against me, warm and reassuring.  I pushed up on one elbow and studied her sleeping face.  After a few minutes her eyes fluttered and then opened.

“Good morning,” I said.   She stretched.

“Same to you,” Josie replied.  “What time is it?”

“Almost eight.  I’m going to have to get going soon, it’s a work day,” I said.

“Can I make you some breakfast?” she asked.  I nodded, then kissed her.

She rolled out of bed and walked to the closet, getting a robe.

“You can shower if you want; I’ll cook. You like pancakes?” 

~~~  

The pancakes were great.  I was stuffed and I had a long drive back to my hotel to change but I didn’t want to leave.  

“Thanks, Josie.  For everything,” I said.

“Sure, I had fun,” she replied, then hesitated.  “Look, I know you didn’t mean what you said last night.  This was great but I know it won’t work.  I want you to know I’m okay with that.”  She didn’t look all that okay.

“Why can’t it work, Josie?”

“Take your pick, Paul. You live in Atlanta, I’m here.  You’re a lawyer; I’m a bartender.”

I waited for a moment, wanting to say this right.

“When I told you that I loved you, I meant it.  The sex made me more willing to say it maybe, but it was still real for me.  All that talking last week was real too, Josie.  I started out pretending to be John but most of it was me.”

Josie was looking at me, surprised.  I reached across the table and took her hand.  

“I think it can work, at least I’m willing to try.  I’m going to be coming to Philadelphia almost every week for a while.  After that, we’ll see.  Heck, there are colleges in Atlanta that teach art history.  That is, if you want to try.”

She nodded, eyes glistening.  “Oh, yes!”

~~~  

Three months later I was back in the airport waiting for my flight home.  I’d finished my pepper steak and was working on my third beer, talking to Dave the pharmaceutical salesman who was sitting next to me.  The bar was packed, every stool taken.  Marilee had quit a month earlier; Brenda and Josie were training a new girl, Kara.  Josie was moving around behind the bar with confidence, looking fantastic.  She was so busy that she barely had time to talk to me, but that was okay.  

I gave Kara my credit card to settle up.  She was cute, barely out of high school and she had a terrific butt.  

“Hey Kara, give me your number.  You can show me the sights,” I said.  Kara looked at me and smiled.

“Sorry, Paul.  My boyfriend wouldn’t understand,” she said.

Josie was standing next to her, frowning.

“Okay, then. How about you, Josie?  I’ll show you a good time.”

Dave the salesman was staring at me, dumfounded.

Josie hesitated, then walked to the register.  She brought me a bar napkin, folded neatly.  

“Sure.  Call me, okay?”  She pulled a couple of beers out of the cooler and took them to some guys at the front of the bar.  

On my way to my gate, I looked at the napkin.  

555-7814

See you Tuesday.

Get plenty of rest, old man.

I’ll be ready for you.

Love, Josie.

By the way, it did work out.

The End.

I hope that you enjoyed The Number.   In case you’re wondering, that’s not really Josie’s phone number.  Special thanks to Melissa for her inspiration and help with this story. Whether you enjoyed the story or not, I’d love to hear from you.  

