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Is the 7 year itch phenomenon real? Mitch and I celebrate 7 years of wedded bliss tonight. We glide across the marbled floor of the fancy restaurant on the bottom floor of the exquisit hotel. Nothing but the best for us, because we can afford the extravagance.

Mitch, fit and handsome, is among the youngest in his field. We’ve been together for 10 years, but married for 7. In fact, it was him being hired as the curator of the Historical Arts Museum that prompted the proposal. I was still in med school, but that didn’t stop us from wanting to be together. I racked up on medical education loans and he happily started bringing home the bacon, which helped.

“You are more gorgeous now than you were when we married,” he says as he peers into my eyes.

My hand rubs over the tux, straightening the black tie. My body moves with agility thanks to visiting the gym three days a week. Being a plastic surgeon for a prestigious medical practice requires me to look the part. The golden sequined dress hugs my body, dipping low in the front, the slit high on my left thigh. 

“You mean the tired med student bride didn’t cut muster?” I giggle.

“You were my beautiful bride. But like fine wine, you age well.”

I lightly tap his shoulder in a playful show of hitting him. “I’m not old enough to have aged well yet.”

“But you’re more beautiful today.”

“More like relaxed, love my job, have a wonderful husband, so it works out better for me now.”

He hugs me as he chuckles. He’s right, we make a beautiful couple. His debonair features turn the heads of the young ladies. I’m not one for sharing though. 

We enjoy prime rib and the freshest steamed vegetables along with the twice baked potatoes. People here dress to kill, formal, and with deep pockets. I grew up in an upper middle class home so our lifestyle is certainly different from mediocre. We live in a fancy home in a gated community, and drive the latest in luxury cars. Well, he drives a tricked out truck, I drive an upscale SUV. Yeah, our life is good.

“To my lovely wife. May we excel for another seven years,” Mitch says as he lifts the campaign flute.

I lift mine and smile. Clink. We cheer for another seven years.

“I want to plan a European vacation for our ten year. You know, do the whole thing, tours, trains, stay in castles, see the sights.”

I laugh. “Why in three years?”

“That’s how far booked the vacation packages are right now. I want the whole thing. Visit every country, spend a month there.”

“Oh, quite a vacation. I’ll have to pull strings to get off for that long.”

“You’re one of the practice owners. You should be able to do as much,” Mitch says.

“What about you?”

“By then I’ll have a total of six weeks for vacation. I thought I’d do a week in the spring and a week in the fall and a month in the summer for this.” He grins at me.

We’re showy with our wealth. Though I'm still paying on medical education loans, we live very comfortably.

“I’ll see what I can do.”

“Better than that. Do it. I’ll pay the deposit and it will be a sealed deal.”

“Okay.” I laugh at his enthusiasm. 

We are always trying to outdo ourselves with everything we do. It worries me in a way that we’ll reach the plateau and boredom will set in. Then the only thing to do would be to look elsewhere for the thrill. Right now, we buy our way through vacations, weekends away, dinners at fancy, expensive restaurants.

Tenderness sweeps us away. Lying in bed, naked, we roll to each other, our hands roaming, groping, wanting more. In a beautiful display of true love, he rolls to me, drawing me into his embrace. Our lips meet in a sweet kiss. He rears back and smiles at me.

“Seven years. Imagine that,” he says.

“Yeah, imagine that.” Part of me worries about the stalemate and the onset of roving eyes at this juncture. “Mitch, are you happy with me?”

He rears back, grimacing. “What kind of question is that, my love? I think you are the most beautiful woman in the world. Of course, I’m happy with you.”

His hand trails down my body and to my sweet spot. Fingers brush through my soft warm folds, parting and dipping and drawing upward with love juice. My clit instantly stands on end, stiffening and engorging with pleasure.

I moan, my back arching. He knows just how to touch me, how to bring me to the brink and back. He lifts, watching my face, his fingers bearing down, striking the heat. I breathe hard, my pelvis on the verge until I explode. He keeps with me as I rock through the waves of pleasure, until I gently push his hand away.

I roll to him to return the favor, climbing on top of his ripped body. He groans as I hover over his cock, and guide him between my lower lips, fully engulfing him as I sit. He moans, his hands on my hips. The rhythmic moves bring him pleasure, his desire building. He eyes me with lust, his hands pushing me faster and faster. I lean forward for greater friction.

“Yes, that’s right. Come with me,” he chants.

Each thrust down brings me closer. Until we explode at the same time. His coming spurs my second orgasm. We growl and quake through the pleasure, moving in unison, my back arching. 

I roll off, lying next to him. Time to cuddle. That’s our routine. We work up to it with kissing, touching. He brings me pleasure first. Ladies first. Then we move together, bringing him pleasure and if lucky, I come a second time. The snuggling after leads to sweet dreams.
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I sit for the meal Mitch cooked while waiting for me to come home. Comfort food, chicken and dumplings, salad, and baked beans. It comes from his southern roots. I enjoy southern cooking. He’s the cook in the family. I often work later than him, since he has a crew who closes the museum and cleans. I’m one of four doctors in the plastic surgery practice. 

He pours a glass of white wine after. I giggle as I sip it. 

“Aren’t we refined? Chicken and dumplings followed by white wine.”

He cocks a brow. “Would you rather have a beer?”

I laugh as I step into our den to settle on the reclining sofa. “No, wine is fine tonight.”

We sit side-by-side, remote in his hand, and sip the wine while cruising through the TV channels. Our favorite drama fills the screen as we enjoy an hour of the finest.

The worry inches in as I look at my husband. “Should we do more to spice up our love life?”

A look of awe crosses his face and that’s all the answer I need. “Like what?”

I relax. “I don’t know. I don’t want us going stale.”

He chuckles. “You’re worried about the seven year itch?”

I shrug. “Maybe. I mean we’re great together. We’ve sort of slipped into a routine. It’s good, don’t get me wrong. But year after year, it’s the same thing over and over.”
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