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The house was unusually
dark as Mia pulled down her long winding driveway. Bracing herself
for the inevitable jump scare, she gingerly unlocked the back
door.

“Surprise!” Two dozen or
so of her closest friends and family jumped out of every imaginable
nook and cranny of the living room. A rousing rendition of Happy
Birthday followed the surprise, along with a decadent cake studded
with candles.

“Happy Birthday Baby,”
James whispered in his wife’s ear as he presented her with the
pastry set ablaze with forty candles.

Closing her eyes, Mia made
her wish and blew out the candles. Smiling wide behind tiny trails
of smoke, she joined the group in the living room and celebrated
her fortieth.

Turning forty was
something Mia Richardson had dreaded every day since her last
birthday. In her opinion, she was washed up, over the hill, and no
longer desirable. Her mother had gotten divorced in her forties,
and she watched her struggle to navigate the dating scene. When her
mother’s biggest competition was vivacious, perky,
twenty-somethings without baggage, she often went overlooked. Mia
saw forty as the death knell for her sexuality. Goodbye thongs, hello granny panties.

Staring at her reflection
in the bathroom mirror, Mia stretched and pulled at her face trying
to erase the tiny lines time had blessed her with.
Maybe I should get botox, she thought running her fingers over her frown
lines.

“What are you doing babe?”
James asked, watching his wife inspect her face.

“Oh, I am just looking at
this old lady in the mirror wondering where the sexy girl went.”
Mia sighed deeply. What I wouldn’t give to
be twenty-five again. She lamented,
eyeballing her reflection.

“Stop it! You are very
sexy,” James said, wrapping his arms around his wife’s
waist.

“Seriously James, If I
walked into a bar right now, not one head would turn. I doubt any
man would even notice me.”

“You are crazy; you would
be the hottest one there. I bet you would get multiple offers in
the first thirty minutes.

“Fine, let’s bet on it. I
guarantee that I can walk into a bar and no one approaches me. Mia
stuck out her hand to shake on the deal.

“OK, you’re on. I bet that
someone will not only approach you but try and pick you up in the
first thirty minutes.” James shook his wife’s hand accepting her
bet.

“They are going to take
one look at you, and find you as irresistible as I do.” James
leaned forward kissing a trail down Mia’s neck.

“Can’t resist me eh? Do go
on Mr. Richardson. She ran her fingers through his wavy hair as his
lips teased her erect nipple through her nightgown.

“How about I show you
instead,” James said as he slid the straps of her nightgown down
her arms, and on to the floor. His mouth found her lush breasts and
nibbled gently at the hard pink peaks. Her back arched into the
delicious pain as his hands and mouth worked in unison over her
voluptuous mounds. A lusty feeling of warmth stole over her as his
hand slid between her legs, parting her supple thighs. James
dropped his pants to the floor revealing his rock-hard
erection.

“I want you so much Mia,”
James said pressing his generous manhood against her panties.
Wetness grew between her soft folds as his expert hands pushed
aside the small strip of lace between her legs. Pressing her body
against the bathroom wall, James slid himself inside her slick
opening. Mia wrapped her leg around James’ hips pulling him in
closer. His rigid staff moved hard and fast, jackhammering toward a
desperate climax. Grinding her pelvis against his, Mia felt her own
orgasm fast approaching. Friction on friction, their bodies were
fused together at the hip, sharing in one hot sticky
release.

“See, you still got it,
baby,” James said panting, spanking his wife playfully on her
behind.

“I guess we will see if
that’s true tomorrow night.” She replied, winking at her handsome
husband.

The next day at work,
Mia’s mind replayed the bet she made with James the night
before. This is
nuts, I am just going to end up making a fool of myself.
I can’t wait to say I told you so to
James. She scoffed, certain that her
hypothesis would be proven correct at the bar that night. As much
as she was
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