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Introduction

“So, Sherry, how’s the studying going?” my stepdaughter Megan asked me.

“It’s going just fine,” I replied, not raising my eyes from my textbook. “I’ll be happy to help you with your homework when I’m done.”

“Sounds great!” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “We can stay up late, have a slumber party, talk about our crushes! Oh, wait! I already know yours: You’ve got a crush on my Dad, right?”

“Listen, Megan, I know you’re not comfortable calling me ‘Mom,’ yet, and I can understand this is difficult for you,” I began, trying to be conciliatory.

“Difficult doesn’t begin to describe it,” Megan said. “I’m 16 and you’re a 22-year-old gold digger, married to my 50-year-old father!”

I slammed my textbook shut after letting out a long sigh.

“I don’t know how many times I have to say this: I didn’t marry Charles for his money,” I said. “I really love him. I signed a prenup. Doesn’t that mean anything to you?”

“No, it doesn’t,” said Megan, smacking her lips and giving me a glacial stare. “You’re still just another trophy wife.”

I sighed, and reached over to my snack platter to grab a handful of celery and bell peppers, and washed it down with a glass of coconut water, my favorite drink.

“Got anything real to eat in this house?” Megan asked.

“This is real food,” I said defensively. “I’m just trying to lose five pounds, OK?” 

I knew I was already thin, but one could never be too careful about ballooning up. 

“Whatever,” Megan said as she rolled her eyes.

She was by no means heavy, but she certainly didn’t starve herself to stay slender like I did. Just as well, I thought. She didn’t have a man to please.

I heard the door open, and rose to my feet.

“Charles, honey, how was your day,” I said, draping my lithe frame around his arm. 

I cast a sideways glance at our profiles in the foyer mirror. His leathery, wrinkled skin was pinched into a big smile, and his faded eyes still lit up whenever he saw me. A vision of beauty, I had spotless tan skin, a mane of gorgeous raven hair and a leggy slender body.

““Fantastic! And to celebrate, I brought home a surprise for you,” he said, unveiling a one-pound box of Belgian chocolates.

“Thanks, sweetie, but I read in ‘Natural Living’ that sugar is poison,” I said, causing him to frown and put the box down. “What was so great about your day?”

“The rest of the senior partners at the firm agreed to sell short on oil,” he said. “You see, originally there was a debate over the direction of commodities futures...” His voice trailed off. “Well, enough shop talk, I don’t want to bore you.”

“I am an economics minor,” I reminded him. “In fact, I was just studying for an econ class. I’d love to hear more about your genius deal.”

“Hmm...” Charles said, rubbing his thumb across his silver-flecked mustache thoughtfully. “Alright. See, the price of crude plummeted after Saudi Arabia decided to flood the market, hoping to disincentivise investment in alternative production methods, cementing their share of the long term...”

I smiled and nodded, but I knew things were getting over my head. I bent over to pick up my notepad to take notes. Charles gave my butt a playful swat as I did so, and I rewarded him with a girlish giggle.

“Gross,” Megan complained as she stomped out of the room. 

“Where were we?” I asked, my pen ready.

“Right about here,” Charles said, wrapping his arm around my back and leaning in to kiss me. 

I let my body go limp, which he’d told me was always a big turn-on for him. He tightened his grip on my tight-fitting top, grinding his hips into my side a little. Being in control, I thought . . . was that every man’s fantasy? 

~

An hour later, we were tangled together in the bedsheets, spooning. Charles was the big spoon, of course. I turned my head around to get a look at his face. He had his eyes closed restfully, but I could tell from his breathing patterns that he wasn’t asleep. 

“Hey, Papa Bear, want to go clubbing later?” I asked eagerly. 

It was an odd nickname in my book, but he told me it really “got him going” when he heard it.

“Nah,” he demurred. “I hate all that ‘wub wub’ stuff you kids call music.”

“I sense a ‘back in my day’ is coming,” I said.

“Can’t deny that,” he said with a chuckle. “Now, I guess I’ll keep it to myself.”

“Charles?” I asked him after a few moments had passed. “Do you think I should get a part-time job?”

“Who put that idea in your head?” he asked. “Megan? Don’t let her get to you, she’s just getting used to us being married.” 

“But I’d like to contribute to the family.” I insisted.

“Nonsense, Sherry, I like taking care of you while you’re finishing up school.”  

I paused for a moment. Megan’s comments had really touched a nerve. As much as I appreciated Charles’s generosity, it was feeling a little stifling. 

“Do you think I’m a trophy wife?”

“What makes you say that, sweetheart?” he asked.

“You didn’t answer the question,” I pressed.

He playfully rumpled my hair with his rough hand.

“Of course not,” he said. “You’ve got a great head on your shoulders. By the time you’re my age, who knows what you’ll accomplish?”

“But today, I’m just a naive student,” I pointed out. 

“Sherry, you’re young,” he said. “You’re not supposed to know everything at your age.” He flashed a tight-lipped grin that reminded me a little too much of his daughter's caustic smile. 

“Sometimes I wish I was older,” I said wistfully. If only our age gap wasn’t so big...

Charles chuckled as he stroked his chin. “Sherry baby, if you want to get older, you don’t need to wish for it. You can just do what I did: Wait a while.”

“I guess you’re right,” I said with a long sigh. “I’ll just have to be patient.”

Chapter One

“Hi, Sherry,” Megan said, after I arrived home in the afternoon. “You busy?”

“Never too busy for you,” I said, setting down my briefcase. “What’s up?”

“I was wondering if I could have some help studying for my econ quiz,” she said. 

“Sure thing, kiddo,” I said. “Let me just make us some snacks.”

“Thanks. Having a stepmom that’s a teacher rocks,” she said with a grin. 

I popped out of the kitchen a few minutes later carrying a tray and two sodas.

“Wow, paninis!” Megan said. “You shouldn’t have. Or at least you should have let me help in the kitchen.” 

She took a bite of one and let out a soft, low moan of satisfaction. “Wow, that’s good. What kind of cheese is this?”

“Double-cream gouda,” I said in between bites. “They say a moment on the lips, forever on the hips, right? Well, then let’s make it a really good moment.”

We both laughed. 

“Want a soda to go with that?” I asked.

“Would I ever! You know, when I visit my mom, she never lets me have anything this good,” Megan said. “She says it will ruin my figure. That’s probably why I’m so hungry when I come over here.” 

“I was so worried about that ten years ago,” I said. “You should have known me back then. I was eating nothing but celery!” 

I had a strange feeling as I spoke the words. It wasn’t quite deja vu. We didn’t have this conversation before, but something about it seemed so familiar.

“You? Please,” Megan teased. “I can’t imagine you being one of those.” 

I frowned a little. “Hey, I was once scary skinny.” 

Megan looked skeptical. And, truth be told, I probably would be too, if I met someone who looked like me. I glanced into the mirror at the far wall. It was true that I’d let myself go a little since my college days. 

The angular, pointed chin that used to define my face had melted away, hidden under a small, rounded little bubble of fat. My angular cheekbones, once a prominent facial feature, had become hidden by big, round, cheeks. Cheeks that gave me a hearty, warm, welcoming smile - a mom’s smile, though I didn’t yet have children of my own. It was a smile I wore often, the faint little laugh lines that slightly marred my cheeks bearing testament to that. 

Once I’d finished my undergrad and started grad school, my priorities had shifted. Work on my doctorate became more important than working out at the gym. Nailing an interview with a perspective school grew more important than nailing my wardrobe. And who had time to count calories when I was busy with counting grades for my students? 

Besides, I thought as I saw Megan munching down my sandwich, I’d rather be the cool, cooking stepmom than just another promoter of shame and self-denial. Life was to be lived and enjoyed now, not spent worrying about what might happen later. Now is the time to thrive. I mean, I’m certainly not going to get any younger!

Something about that thought caused me to pause, though I wasn’t sure what. I certainly wasn’t getting younger, so that meant that I must be getting...

My train of thought was derailed as I heard the door open up. Charles was home.

“Charles, how was your day?” I asked.

“Terrible,” he exclaimed following a long, defeated sigh. “I said that the price of oil was going to slip again, but the senior partners said there was going to be a reversion to the mean and overruled me. We weren’t in the money, not by a long shot.” 

We made our way up the stairs together.

“Any analyst worth his salt would have seen that coming a mile away,” I said consolingly, as I helped him take off his coat and started working on his shoulders. “At least they all know you were right all along.”

Charles shrugged.

“Nobody likes an ‘I told you so’ at the office,” he said. “And even though I would have made the call the other way, everyone’s bonus goes down. I know we aren’t exactly in the poorhouse, but still, it’s the principle of the thing. Anyway, I’ve droned on long enough. How was your day?”

“Not so good, either,” I replied. “My tenure evaluation is being delayed. With the recent budget cuts, they’re not even sure if they’ll have a slot for a full-time faculty member.”

“How awful,” he said. “So we both had terrible days.”

“Parts of mine was good,” I said, as we headed for the bedroom and sat down on the bed. “Megan and I had a fun lunch together.”

“I can’t tell you how good it is to know you two get along,” Charles said, squeezing my hand. “I know not every girl enjoys having a stepmother.”

“She’s a real gem,” I replied. “She takes after her father that way.” 

I stroked the side of his face. Charles was in his mid-forties, but he could have easily passed for a man a few years younger. He was successful, handsome, and a gentleman. He could have picked anyone, even a girl young enough to be his daughter. But, instead, he had picked me. 

What a lucky woman I was.

We both gazed into each other’s eyes, and we had the same thought. Charles started to take off his shirt, and I ran my hands all over his torso, and then his arms. 

“You’re so strong,” I cooed into his ear. 

He reached behind me and pulled down the zipper on my dress. 

My body bore the consequences of both the passage of time and my abandonment of my strict dietary regimen. I knew that pound after pound had slowly crept up on me, year after year, but looking down at my nearly-naked self right then, I felt as though I’d gained all the weight overnight. 

The contrast between the skinny twenty-something I once was and the thicker thirtysomething I had become was quite striking. I felt relieved that Charles didn’t seem to mind my body’s other new developments: fuller arms, slightly wider hips, a shrunken thigh gap, and a small but distinct little tummy pooch. With every little undulation, that pooch seemed to quiver a little. But Charles never complained about it, or suggested I lose weight.

Fortunately, the best change about my figure was also the most eye catching and obvious. My breasts formerly flat breasts had blossomed quite impressively. As a teenager, I’d starved myself so strictly that I’d nearly short-circuited puberty. I remember my mom had tried to comfort me by telling me I had a ‘dancer’s figure,’ whatever that had meant. 

But now that I was letting myself indulge, my breasts were finally reaching their intended size. Who would have thought I was naturally busty, I wondered, as Charles roughly yanked off my bra, and then sunk his fingers into my firm, rounded flesh. 

Charles climbed on top of me, and buried his face in my hair, which was longer and wavier than it had been in my twenties. I wrapped my arms around his back and held him as hard as I could.

~

“I’m sorry again about work,” I said, as we cuddled together. 

“I’m sorry about your job, too,” he replied. 

“I know you’ll make senior partner eventually,” I said reassuringly. “I just have a feeling.”

“Well, they’d be fools not to give you tenure,” Charles said.

“It’s such a shame,” I mused. “The two of us, in the prime of our lives, and not getting the opportunities we deserve.” 

“My last job I had a lot more respect,” he said. “A much smaller firm, less drama, less office politics. Of course, less money, too. But I was happier there, overall.”

“Well, money isn’t what’s important. You can’t put a price on waking up and being excited to go to work,” I said. “I wish we could both have that. I’d give anything to have that.”

“Me too, sweetie,” he said. 

Charles gave me a kiss on the cheek.

Chapter Two

“Ok, what’s with the big grin?” I asked Charles as he drove us home from the office.

“Oh, nothing,” he said, his smile only growing wider.

“Come on,” I said. “That’s an ‘I’m in the money’ grin.” 

“Maybe my big bet going short on crude oil paid off,” he said. “44% return.” 

“Good job,” I replied. “I bet against oil today, too. Heating oil. Only a 42% return.”

“Hey! Our ages,” Charles said. “I beat you by two percent. I guess that makes me the man today.” 

Our car pulled up to the driveway. He quickly sprinted out of the door, ran around the car, and opened my door for me. 

“Hang on there, partner,” I replied as I took his hand and stepped out. “I made a 42% return there, but that was just half of my portfolio.”

“And...the other half?” he said.

Charles’ face grew pale. We walked to the front door, and I kept silent. I wanted to keep him in limbo as long as I could.

“The other half I put in Enerjex Resources Incorporated. Up 92%,” I announced confidently. I knew it would bug him a little, but I couldn’t resist trumpeting my success.

“Damn!” he said, gritting his teeth.

“Hey, I know you like the competition game, but a win for me is a win for both of us. Right?” I asked, hoping that would serve to mollify him.

Charles opened the door, and stomped inside angrily, then all but ran up the stairs. 

I sighed as I walked in after him and took off my shoes. 

“Hi, Mom,” Megan said as she saw me. “What’s with Charles?”

“Oh, your stepdad’s just sore ‘cause I made more money than him today,” I explained, rolling my eyes.

“That’s been happening quite often lately,” Megan said. “Why does he feel so threatened by it?” 

“Charles is just an old-fashioned kind of guy, I guess,” I replied. “And here today I thought I’d be celebrating.”

“Who says we can’t celebrate, just the two of us?” Megan asked.

“Sounds like a plan to me,” I agreed. “Why don’t we bake a pie?” 

“Mmm...sounds great!” said my daughter. “I’ll grab the rolling pin!”

“Cherry okay?” I asked, pulling preserves out of the fridge.

“You know it’s my favorite,” she said as she grabbed the flour off of the top shelf. 

“I’ll make some hot cocoa for us to have with it,” I said, turning on the electric kettle.

~

A couple of hours, two hot cocoas, and half a cherry pie later, I trudged upstairs to deal with Charles. I found him laying on the bed, looking listless, like an empty shell.

“Charles, we’ve gotta talk,” I said.

I sat down next to him and gently stroked his arm. Even though I felt his behavior was immature and selfish, I couldn’t help but have some sympathy for the pain he was going through. 

“What’s bothering you?”

“Sherry, when I met you a couple of years ago, you were a nobody,” he said slowly. “An adjunct economics professor at a small college. Then, you join my firm, and suddenly... you spend all your time trying to show me up.” 

“I’m not trying to show you up. I’m just trying to be successful,” I replied.

“Why do you need to be this successful? You could quit and just look after Megan full-time,” he proposed.

“Why would I want to do that? She’s old enough to take care of herself, and she’s at school most of the time anyway. Besides, I’m earning a bigger paycheck, so if anyone should quit, it’s you,” I pointed out.

“See! You’re just rubbing my nose in it, now!” he said.

“I’m proud of my accomplishments. I admit it. What’s wrong with that?”

“Nothing, I guess,” he said, his voice trailing off. “Let me ask you this, would you have still felt attracted to me if I was shorter than you?” 

“Sure, I don’t think women care about that as much as men think we do.”

“Not true! First year of college, there was a woman, more of an Amazon, really, six feet tall, at least! I had the biggest crush on her. But when I asked her out, she laughed and said she couldn’t consider dating a man who wasn’t bigger and stronger than her,” said Charles. “I guess what I’m saying is if you see yourself as more successful than me, how could you ever respect me as a man?”

“That’s just . . . so childish, Charles. You really think that’s the only way to earn my respect?” I asked.

“My job means everything to me,” he explained. “And every day, in not so many words, you say you’re better than me.”

“Marriage isn’t a competition,” I said, rising to my feet as my blood began to boil. “And you don’t get demoted to ‘wife’ status just because you’re not as good at calling stocks. How’s that supposed to make me feel? Like you’re only comfortable if you feel superior to me?” 

“I didn’t mean it like that, I love you,” Charles said.

A tear rolled down his cheek, but my heart was unmoved. I rose to my feet.

“Don’t walk away from me,” he begged.

“I need a shower,” I said, turning my back. “When I get back, I’d like the bed to myself, if you don’t mind.”

He nodded weakly and trudged out of the room. Would Charles be happier if he was an old sugar daddy, and I was his trophy wife? I wondered. The thought caused a chill to go down my spine, but I couldn’t say why.

I slowly took off my pant suit piece by piece, tossing the garments in a crumpled pile on the floor. After the excitement of the office, the warm glow of a hot oven, the emotional upheaval with my husband, and the sweat induced by my body’s irksome hot flashes - well, let’s just say I wasn’t planning on wearing those clothes again when I got out of the shower.

When I unclasped my bra, I frowned a little. My big, bodacious breasts were beginning to hang down a little lower than I was comfortable with, and my nipples were starting to aim towards the floor. It seemed like only yesterday that I was admiring how firm and lovely they looked. How had time caught up with me so quickly?

I headed into the shower, turned the water as cold as it could go, and closed my eyes. I didn’t want to get too close a look at myself. I applied soap, then shampoo. When I’d started work at the firm last year, I’d cut my long, flowing hair and given myself a silver-streaked, bouffant, businesslike hairdo. 

It seemed more appropriate, but I also had to admit Charles never looked at me quite the same way again. The fiery lust in his eyes seemed to dim a little. It wasn’t much, but a wife notices these things. I might consider growing it out again, if I didn’t feel like I was married to a pouting little baby. 

When I stepped out of the shower, I caught a glimpse of my profile in the mirror. I was shocked by how I looked. I knew in my head that I didn’t look any different than yesterday, but somehow I felt as though I’d turned into an old woman all of the sudden. I shrugged. I suppose this is how every woman going through a midlife crisis feels, right?

My laugh lines were now deeply set in my cheeks, and my green eyes seemed to have lost just a little of their pleasant sparkle. Underneath them were little creases, and crow’s feet were starting to form on their sides. My chubby arms jiggled as I reached for my bathrube, and even my elbow looked different. When I was younger, the skin was stretched thin over the bone, giving my arm a sharp angle whenever I bent it. Now there was so much flab coating it that it formed a pert-looking little knob. 

Some of this, I knew, was age-related, but I couldn’t deny the fact that that I hadn’t worked out in forever. But between analyzing Fibonacci patterns on stock market charts and being a devoted wife and loving mom, when was I supposed to hit the gym, exactly? What was I supposed to do? Bake a cherry pie with my daughter, and deny myself a slice? What kind of a message would that send to her? 

Life just wasn’t fair.

I looked further down and saw the spare tire around my waist, which was now making a muffin top even when I was in my birthday suit. The excess fat formed a giant love handle that oozed over hips and my groin. For a moment, I considered getting a tummy tuck, but what was the point? Sucking the fat out of my gut wouldn’t fix our marriage.

I walked back into the bedroom and found Charles waiting for me on the bed. I pulled my bathrobe a little tighter, trying to makes sure he didn’t see me in all my flabby glory. I knew he’d seen me loads of times, but somehow I felt as though I’d never been this old and this fat in front of him.

“I know you told me to go, and I will if that’s what you really want,” Charles began. “But I wanted to apologize. Really, I’ve been an ass.”

“That’s a good start,” I said, sitting down next to him.

“Sherry, you’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I know I’ve got some issues, but I’ll change, I promise,” he pleaded.

I squeezed his shoulder reassuringly, but inwardly, I was panicking. I flashed back what my mom had told me when I first announced I was engaged. 

“Do you love him the way he is?” she asked me. “I hope you do, because people don’t change.” 

“Charles, change isn’t so easy,” I said. 

He placed his hand on my chubby, cellulite-marked thigh, stroking me gently. At least when his hand was there, I thought, I couldn’t see the little purple and blue spider veins that had started to break out. 

“It’s not like we can just wake up tomorrow and feel differently about this,” I told him. 

“I know, I know,” he agreed. “But I’ll do my best.”

“It would probably be easier if I could change - into a young, hot thing, for you to take care of, right?” I said. 

Charles looked down at his feet and didn’t say anything. 

“Or, since I’m the breadwinner now,” I began, knowing I’d be provoking him, “you could change into a boy-toy and I could be your sugar momma.”

I thought he’d get mad, but instead, Charles chuckled. 

“Yeah, sure, you wish” he said, the idea apparently too fantastical to be taken seriously, even as a provocation. 

But the truth was, the more I thought about it, the more I did indeed wish it. We were two competitive people. That would never change. And I’d proven myself to be better at the job we shared. 

So if someone had to take that role, why not me?

Chapter Three

“Honey, I’m home!” I said as I opened the door.

“Hi, Mom!” said Megan, running towards the door. “How was your day?”

“Pretty damn good,” I said. “Where’s Charlie?”

“I think he’s still on the exercise bike” said Megan. “He’s a great guy, Mom, but why’d you have to pick a guy so hot? He’s closer to my age than yours!”

“The heart wants what the heart wants,” I said. A few moments later, Charlie walked into view. He was wearing a waffle tank top, and his hair looked slicked back and wet with sweat. It made him look even younger than his 22 years, and I loved it.

“Hey there, honey” he said, trying to make his still youthful sounding voice a little lower. “How are you? How was your day?”

“I’m perfect, now,” I said, kicking off my high heels and slowly pacing towards him. “Today I made a million dollars.”

“A million? In one day?” he said, his eyes wide. “Wow, how’d you do it?”

“Because of the instability in the oil market, I had the fund short a holding company that invests in high-yield bonds for energy exploration firms . . . ” I began.

“Wait, wait,” Charlie said. “Let me write this down.” 
 

He grabbed a piece of paper and searched frantically for a pen. “So, start from the top. You said you bought what kind of oil?”

“I didn’t buy oil, I shorted...I mean, I bet against a company that invests in the debt of...never mind,” I said. “It’s probably a bit too confusing for you.”

“Hey, no fair. I’m trying my best,” he protested with a little pout. “You know, I’m thinking about minoring in econ.”

“I’m sure you’ll do just fine,” I said, as I leaned in and gave him a kiss.

“Gross, I’m outta here,” my daughter said, though I could tell by her friendly tone that she was more concerned with giving us privacy than her own disgust.

I squeezed Charlie’s firm butt through the towel, and grinned a little. 

“Want to go celebrate a hard day’s work?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said, his eyes lighting up. “I got a surprise for you.”

“Oh?” I asked, heading upstairs. 

Waiting for me on the bed was a two-pound box of Belgian chocolates. 

“My favorite!” I said. “You shouldn’t have.” 

I paused for a moment. “Actually, you know what? You absolutely should have. Good move, Charlie.”

“I’ve also already got our bath drawn,” he said, taking my hand and guiding me towards the bathroom. 

“Are you going for World’s Best Husband award or something?” I asked.

“Maybe,” Charlie said. “You’re already the best hedge fund manager, and best mother. And best wife. I’m playing catch up over here.”

“It’s not a competition,” I said with a throaty laugh. “But if it is . . . we both win.”

It was true. My marriage to Charlie was a dream. He’d been an intern at the firm while he was working on his degree, a glorified secretary, really, when I met him. A couple of short months later, we were hitched and it was smooth sailing ever since. 

But it felt strange to feel so comfortable with him, as if I was making up after a big fight rather than just picking up where we left off. Odd, because we’d never had a big fight. I shrugged and started pulling off my work clothes.

“You know, before I met you, I was a shower gal through and through,” I said. “I’m so glad you managed to talk me into baths.”

Charlie practically jumped out of his short shorts and  then he tossed his workout tank across the room. I was reminded of an old saying by Mae West: “It’s not the men in your life that count, it’s the life in your men.” Never were truer words spoken.

“Baths are always more fun when you have company,” said Charlie, once he was nude and sliding into the tub.

“As long as you don’t mind the company of a fat old lady,” I said in a half-serious tone. 

I wanted to be cute, but glancing at myself in the mirror made me want to look at my feet. I felt more than a little inadequate for such an attractive young hubbie.

“Hush,” he said, looking serious. “None of that kind of talk. You’re barely middle-aged!”

“I’m 51. Isn’t that old for a woman?” I said, feeling a little self-conscious. 

Had I really become so old, so fast? How time can fly.

“I’ve always had a thing for older women. In fact, I’d guess all young man have loved an older woman at some point in their lives,” Charlie mused.

“Yeah, their mothers,” I said, chuckling and slapping my knee, which caused my blubber to jiggle.

I was dismissing what he said with humor, but I couldn’t deny it was making me feel better. I knew Charlie felt this way, but the words warmed my heart, as though I was hearing them for the first time. 

“And...my weight?” I asked. 

“If I wanted you to diet, would I have bought you two pounds of chocolate?” Charlie asked. 

He had a point. I guess I didn’t need to feel bad, after all. Charlie didn’t love me in spite of my flaws. He loved me because of them. 

I confidently returned my gaze to mirror as I took off the rest of my clothes. I took off my hair clip, allowing my mostly-gray mane to flutter down to my shoulders. Now only a few flecks of brown remained, a rapidly vanishing memento of the young woman I was so long ago. 

My forehead was lined with several fairly heavy creases. My green eyes were brighter than they were in my 40’s, but only because I’d bought tinted contact lenses to correct my worsening vision. Heavy bags had formed under each eye, and even my eyelashes and brows were tainted with gray now. My ears looked a little worse for wear, as the little piercing hole seemed to have partially closed as the cartilage sagged downwards. The lines on my cheeks connected to my listless-looking lips, which hid my teeth...which were getting a little more yellow despite my attempts to whiten. Every aspect of my face was bearing the marks of Father Time.

I took off my suit top and shirt, revealing the girdle I had recently started needing to keep everything in its proper place. My bra, meanwhile, had to be purchased at a specialty store. Those heavy girls would kill any normal-strength underwire. My middle-aged weight gain had only expanded their size, and further accentuated how much gravity was pulling them down. Without my industrial-strength brassiere, they tumbled down to the sides of my wobbly, cookie-dough-textured, stretch-mark-lined big belly.

Next came my “granny panties” and panty-hose, which revealed the creased skin around my knees, my cellulite and vein covered thick thighs with no gap, and my crotch, which contained a fair amount of gray pubic hair.

“I’m so happy to get out of these,” I said. “Hot flashes today were killing me.”

“Still getting those?” asked Charlie.

“Oh yeah. In fact, I’m thirsty. Could you be a dear and fix me a drink?”

“Way ahead of you, Mama Bear,” he said with a wink. 

God, I loved it when he called me that. He flipped up a little compartment on the side of the tub, revealing two glasses and a brown bag. He juggled a bottle of 30-year-old Scotch before mixing it with ice, lemon juice, and a couple of cherries on the side of the glass for garnish. 

“I bartended my way through school before I met you, you know,” he said proudly. 

“Scotch sour, my favorite,” I said, pulling my salmon-colored socks off of my cankles and feet and then slowly submerging my flabby body in the tub. 

“To you, Sherry,” Charlie said, as he raised his glass, and we clinked.

“You certainly know how to take care of me,” I said. 

“Just, you know, repaying the favor,” Charlie said, a sparkle in his eye as he pulled out a chocolate and handed it to me.

“Mmm...the drink compliments the chocolate very nicely,” I said. 

“The sweet is never as sweet without the sour,” Charlie said. “Quick, guess what that’s from?”

“That’s from Vanilla Sky,” I said, after a moment of hesitation. 

The line struck me as somehow very poignant. I couldn’t quite explain it, but I felt as though the hard times I’d endured with Charlie had made today all the more pleasurable. Of course, I couldn’t remember any particular hard times we’d gone though. 

How odd.

Charlie handed me another chocolate, and this time I ate it directly from his hand, and then sucked the smear of chocolate off of his finger. I drifted towards him through the water. In here, my creaky hips and achy back gave me no trouble. I could be nearly as nimble as I was when I was 20.

“I’m a very lucky woman,” I said, kissing him on the forehead.

“No, I’m the lucky one,” he said.

I ground my hips against his, and he groaned with pleasure. I wrapped my arms around his strong, strapping shoulders, and he limply wriggled around in my arms as I kissed his neck. Being in control - it was the best feeling on Earth.

I could see a couple of smears of chocolate on neck from where my lips were, and I licked them off. I could feel his hands grasping my big, saggy tits, squeezing them eagerly. I undulated my back as we fit together, so I could rub my soft torso against his hard one. It felt fantastic.

I wrapped my arms around the back of his neck as we grinded underwater. We both came together, my groans of pleasure a little lower in pitch than his.

~

“What would you like to do with the rest of tonight?” Charlie asked. 

“Let’s hit the town, celebrate,” I suggested. “There’s a new dance club called Delancy I want to try.” 

Charlie looked a little surprised, but agreed to go. I had that odd feeling again. I loved clubbing, didn’t I? Then why didn’t I remember the last time I’d done it?

Charlie and I both got pretty. He wore a silk shirt and I wore a champagne-colored chiffon dress. After telling Megan not to wait up, we headed out in my silver Rolls Royce Wraith. I drove, of course; when you earn a car like that, every moment driving it is a pleasure and a privilege. When we got at the club, I made sure to get out first and open the passenger door for Charlie.

There was a line for getting into the club, and we parked ourselves in the back. It moved fast, because the doorman was turning so many people away.

“You can go in, bro. Your momma’s gotta stay outside,” he said gruffly.

I rolled my eyes a little. 

“I’m not his mother, I’m his wife.” I said. “And I’m heading in. General Grant, though, he can stay outside here with you.” 

I placed a fifty-dollar bill in his hand.

“Alright, you in,” he said. 

“I hate having to pay creeps like that,” Charlie said.

“It’s no big deal,” I said, trying to shrug it off. “I mean, we’ve got the money, right?”

“Nah, it’s just, I hate to see him rewarded for his stupidity,” said Charlie.

My husband was right, of course. Had the doorman just let me in, I probably wouldn’t have thought to give him money. And had I not been rich enough to blow $50 on anything, I might not be in the club at all. 

And of course, had I not been rich, I might not have caught Charlie’s attention in the first place. My daughter did occasionally say she thought he was a gold digger…

I tried to push those thoughts out of my mind and just enjoy the bright lights of the dance floor. When I first went dancing with Charlie, I was shocked by this new style of dancing. Back in my day, couples showed of real talent, dancing the swing and the Charleston. Now everyone was just mindlessly grinding each other! But of course, grinding had its upsides…

After a few of what they called “songs,” which were really just rhythmic noises, my hip started acting up, so I hobbled over to the bar. I noticed some of the younger girls gazing at me suspiciously, like I didn’t belong there.

“You go ahead and keep on dancing,” I said to Charlie. “You’ve got so much more energy than me, I don’t want to tie you down.”

“You could never tie me down,” Charlie said. “I’ll sit here with you.”

“No, go dance, I insist. I want to look at you shake that ass of yours while I recuperate,” I said. 

He shrugged and returned to the floor, staying within eyeshot. With an unladylike grunt, I pulled myself up onto a small stool that wasn’t quite big enough to contain my pasty, flabby butt. 

“I’ll have a coconut water,” said the twenty-something toothpick sitting next to me. 

My God, I thought – people really do drink that vile stuff willingly! 

“Scotch sour, top shelf,” I said. 

The bartender, who also looked college aged, twirled the bottle and garnished it with an orange. 

“Not bad, but my husband can make one better,” I said as I took a swig.

“Then why aren’t you out with him?” the barkeep asked.

I was in the middle of another gulp, so I just pointed towards Charlie.

“I think I get the picture,” the barkeep said, grinning. “That’s your boy toy, who you’re having a fling with to escape from your boring husband.”

His version of my reality was far less insulting than the doorman’s, but I still wasn’t content to let it go unchallenged.

“No, that is my husband,” I clarified. 

“Really? Well done,” he said. “But I’d be careful…he seems to have caught someone’s eye.” 

I followed his gaze, and I saw a skinny, young, blonde bombshell hanging all over him. When the song ended, I saw her lean in and whisper something in his ear. He whispered something back to her, and then she headed towards the bar. Was my perfect marriage an illusion, I wondered? Was Charlie only pretending to love me, just using me for my money and cheating on me when he thought he could get away with it?

The woman from the dance floor took a seat next to me. 

“Vodka Red Bull,” she said, and inspiration struck.

“I had my eye on that fellow you were rocking the dance floor with,” I said.

“What are you, like, a hundred?” she said dismissively. “Cougar’s out of her cage tonight.”

I ignored her insult and continued with my plan. “Looks like you exchanged some kind of chit chat out there,” I said.

“Yeah, it’s called a private conversation?” she said, raising her voice at the end of the sentence even though it wasn’t a question.

“Well, would it still be private if paid for your drink?” I offered

“Fine,” she said. “I told him to meet me in the bathroom in five minutes, and I’d make him see stars.”

“And what did he say?” I asked eagerly.

“He said, and I quote, ‘Sorry, I’m happily married.’ I didn’t think anyone actually had a happy marriage, I thought that was just in the movies,” she said. “Whoever his wife is, she’s one lucky lady.”

“Yes,” I said. “I would agree.”

~

We left the club a little later. Megan was already asleep by the time we got back. 

“Feeling tired?” Charlie asked, as we crawled into bed.

“Not really,” I said. 

Between the excitement of earning a million dollars in a single day for the first time, the great sex and the dancing, my heart couldn’t stop racing. I wrapped my arms around him from behind as we cuddled. I loved being the big spoon.

“Sherry, should I get a part-time job?” Charlie asked.

“Heavens, no.” I said. “I love taking care of you. Just concentrate on your studies,” I said. “When you’re older, when you finish school, you could do anything you set your mind to,” I said. 

“I guess you’re right…” he replied. “I just…don’t ever want you to think I’m taking you for granted, that’s all.”

“After today, I could never think that,” I said, stroking his cheeks with one hand as I kissed the nape of his neck.

“That’s good,” said Charlie, breathing a sigh of relief.

“Honestly, Charlie? I wouldn’t want a thing to change between us. I think we’ve got the perfect marriage.” 

“So do I, Mama Bear.” he agreed. “So do I.”

~~~

The End

If you enjoyed this story, leave me a review and let me know your thoughts. I greatly appreciate it. Also visit my blog, My Transformations, where you can learn more about me, my writing process, upcoming projects, or commission your own story. In addition, consider checking out some of my other age progression themed ebooks:

The Candidate: An Age Progression Tale 

(Age Progression, Weight Gain) Becky, a young liberal activist, has been warned that she might grow more conservative as she gets older. But she certainly didn't expect to be targeted by a top-secret GOP group, intent on molding her into the perfect Republican candidate for President. Both her body and mind are radically altered, and there are plenty of unexpected side effects…

Golden Girls Spa: A Tale of Age Progression 

(Age Progression, Weight Gain) A television executive wants to re-create a TV show about older women - but no older actresses return his calls. So instead, he decides to improvise, dropping some young actresses off at a very special spa. A spa that will quickly help them look the part. It's an age progression tale filled with vivid transformation sequences in the perfect setting.

Older and Wiser

(Age Progression, Weight Gain) Sophia Rossi is a struggling college freshman with an unrequited crush on her older friend. While at a cosplay convention, she meets a woman who sells her a "magic potion" that will supposedly solve her academic and romantic troubles. Of course, there is a price…

Claus and Effect

(Age Progression, Weight Gain) A short holiday themed transformation story. Misty, a young woman who thinks Christmas is lame, finds herself working for a Christmas themed fundraising company. She's not sure she'll fit in, but they say this is a job that can grow on you...

Four Friends, Four Transformations

(Various Changes) Four college girls are the best of friends - but their bonds of friendship are about to be tested. A supernatural trickster sets each of the four friends on different paths, altering their reality and changing their identities. This story includes weight gain, "downgrade" changes, age progression, and female muscle growth, all employed via a very unique transformation method.
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