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         Today is our anniversary. But we have had so many before. For how long have we been married? Eight years? We don't really do anything special on our anniversary. For a few years you took me out to dinner. Last year we were on vacation and forgot about our anniversary entirely. There was also a year when we argued so strongly on our anniversary that we didn't make up until the next day.


I was supposed to have the night shift at the hospital tonight, but you asked me to take the night off. So I slept late. I barely noticed that you kissed me goodbye as you left this morning. But when I woke, there was a large, flat box next to me. In the box were a bra and a g-string in a beautiful midnight blue silk satin with lace inserts. There was also a blue silk kimono.


I was confused. You, with your practical mind! You hadn’t bought me any lingerie since we were first married. For a brief moment, I felt on the verge of crying. What if it was because you’d been unfaithful to me...


But the card was so sweet.

“My love!

Thank you for being there for me. For telling me how much you love me. For always being so happy when I tell you I love you. For sending me those sweet emails when I’m at work. And for making me so happy. You give me the confidence and energy I need to keep fighting for the firm, even when things are looking bleak.

Today I want to make you happy. Go out and buy two bottles of good champagne, a box of strawberries and some good dark chocolate. Dip the strawberries in the chocolate, put the bottles in the freezer and take a long, nice bath. When I come home, I want to find you in the bedroom, perfumed, wearing this set. With a bottle in the cooler, the strawberries on a plate and several candles on the windowsill.

I will be holding on to this image all day, and I already can’t wait to get home to you.

Happy anniversary, my dear! I love you!

Kisses, Markus.”


I almost had to physically restrain myself from getting up and calling you. But I managed, and instead, I sat down at the computer and wrote a brief email:


         "Happy anniversary to you too, my dear – and thank you for the lovely gift. Can't wait till you get home...

See you at 5. Love, Saskia.”


I’ve done everything you asked me to. I’ve also cleaned up extra good, made the bed with clean satin sheets and laid out my new lingerie. It looks beautiful against the cream-coloured satin bedding.


But the day is going by so slowly. Even though I got up late and took my time having breakfast and reading the paper, it is as if the clock were standing still. I’ve gone out shopping, which took a while. I’ve dipped the berries in chocolate, they are in the refrigerator now. I’ve taken a bath, for over half an hour. Taken my time rubbing scented lotion all over my body, fixing my hair, putting on a hint of makeup. And still, it’s just a quarter past three.


I smear cream cheese on a couple of crackers, pour a glass of milk and settle down in the living room. I surf through the TV channels. Just old TV series that I can’t bother to follow. I pick up a book. I can’t focus. I thumb through a magazine. Peek out the window.


Why am I so excited? So restless? We’ve had sex so many times before. Hundreds of times. There isn’t a single fibre in your body that I don’t know. And your hands are well-accustomed – almost mechanical – when they touch my body. Nothing new under the sun...


Still, there is something. Perhaps a tone in your card that I haven’t heard before. That’s it – it’s unsettling.


I peek at the clock for the millionth time today. A quarter to five. Time to take off my tracksuit and switch to the fine blue silk. I take a critical look in the mirror. We apologise for the poor quality of the image...


But. Although I am not as young, slim, nor firm as I was when we got married, the cheeky lingerie actually suits me. And in the blue kimono, I really look sexy and seductive. It's obscenely short. When I knot the belt, it just goes down to the edge of my panties.


It gets dark early, this time of year. I’ve lit the candles and have just poured myself a glass of champagne when I see the headlights come around the corner at the end of the road.


I lie down on the bed. I hear the car door slam. Once. Then again. You must have forgotten something. Then I hear your steps on the stairs. The bedroom door opens. There you are. With 21 long-stemmed red roses in your arms. And an impenetrable look in your eyes.


Once again, I am starting to feel nervous, as if something were not as it should be. But just as I'm about to get up, you come to me, sit on the edge of the bed and kiss me.


“This is so pretty. And you look beautiful!”

That voice can’t be lying. A lump rises in my throat.

You have brought a vase with you, and now you place the roses on the bedside table. You hang your coat up in the closet.

I take a sip of champagne and follow you with my eyes. You seem restless. Yes, almost nervous. 

“I have a gift for you,” you say.

“Yes, but... I’ve already received a gift,” I answer, looking down at myself.

“Yes... but one more gift. Please, come in!”


I barely manage to stare in surprise as a strange man enters the room. He gives me a friendly smile, extends his hand towards me and introduces himself: "Hello, Saskia. My name is Rasmus, and I am an anniversary gift from your husband."


?!?

You see my obvious confusion, pick up the champagne bottle and top up my glass.

“Drink,” you order. I dutifully empty the glass in just a sip. You pour again, and the scene repeats itself.

“Now listen: Remember that time we talked about fantasies?”

You look questioningly at me, and I nod.

Then it dawns on me, and I cry out, “Oh!”

“Yes. You told me that you fantasised about having sex with another man as I watched you. And then you wanted to make love with me...”

I nod, incapable of saying anything. Then I pull myself together.


Oh, what you must have gone through before you could make the decision. I can barely imagine what you must have thought. And felt. But if this isn't love – giving your wife the gift of an experience with a stranger – what is? I think.


Rasmus has fetched a third champagne glass. The two men are sitting on the two sides of the bed, and we solemnly toast to each other. The champagne is beginning to work its magic, and I feel myself relaxing.


He is younger than us. Eight or nine years younger, I'd guess. Short blond hair. He is sharply dressed. An olive-green turtleneck, a dark grey suit jacket, new jeans. An expensive brand, I can tell.


He looks comfortable. As if this were an everyday occurrence for him. I smile nervously, and you give my hands a little squeeze. You look at me questioningly. "Is he good enough?" Your eyes are asking me. I nod, and you smile cheerfully.


I’m beginning to feel dizzy and realise I should ease up on the champagne, or else I’ll get wasted. I move the strawberries around and bite into one. It’s a bit sour, as imported strawberries often are, but the chocolate tastes sweet and strong.


"Now I'll go take a shower. In the meanwhile, you two can get to know each other better." Markus gives Rasmus a knowing look and completely ignores my panic signals. Then he leaves the bedroom, and the house suddenly falls completely silent.


Rasmus takes a strawberry and feeds it to me. I obediently open my mouth.


“You look like you might need some extra strength,” he says and smiles. His face isn’t conventionally beautiful. It’s pretty. Average. But when he smiles, his whole face lights up.


I don’t know whether it’s the champagne, but I immediately feel attracted to this man. He just wants to treat me well.


“You have a bit of chocolate on your mouth,” he says and grabs my hand when I instinctively raise it to wipe the chocolate away. Then he bends forward, slowly, looking into my eyes – and he licks the chocolate.


There must have been miles and miles between our faces, to say the least, judging on all the confusing thoughts I manage to think as his face approaches mine. The small hairs on my neck stand up. In fear – and expectation.


His tongue is ice-cold on my burning lips, his breath is cool. I open my mouth and welcome him as we fall back onto the bed. We kiss more passionately, and I dare to touch this stranger's upper body, which is partly on top of me. But I still don't dare to give in completely. I feel as if I were standing next to the bed and looking at myself.


Rasmus seems to notice my reservations, because he stands up, pulls off my kimono and asks me to lie on my stomach. I can hear him rubbing something in his hands, and a relaxing scent of citrus and oriental flowers spreads in the room. He begins to massage my shoulders and neck in slow, almost hypnotising movements.


Now that I can't see him, it's easier for me to relax, and while his hands work miracles on the upper part of my back, I almost slip into a dreamlike state. I vaguely notice that first, he pulls down my bra straps, then removes the bra completely. And all the while, his hands are moving in circles over my back.


When he reaches the edge of my panties, he stops. But before I can fully come back to reality, he grabs one of my feet and starts massaging it. My ankle, my leg – all the way up to the knee. Then the other foot.


Then he turns to the back of my thighs. I have gotten a massage before – and I don’t remember it being so exciting. But this is different. While his hands worked their way up on my buttocks, a pleasant, idle warmth began to spread in my body. And the tiny g-string doesn't get in the way, he has a nice hold on my butt. Soft at first, then harder! In the end, he's almost squeezing my ass – and it's awfully exciting!


Rasmus massages my butt for what feels like an eternity. Occasionally his thumbs slide under my buttocks, and every now and then they dive into the crack between them. Then down on my inner thighs. 


“Oh, yes! Continue! Touch me there!” I beg silently, but he mercilessly moves back up to my buttocks. 


Finally, he lets a finger softly graze my swollen sex beneath the blue satin. I writhe and I moan, and he pulls off my panties – and places a couple of pillows below my waist.


It feels amazing to lie here with my ass and my exposed pussy up in the air. And I am more than ready when he starts tempting me, exciting me, teasing me with his hands and tongue. It is insanely arousing.


I sigh and I moan, completely lost, and beg him to take me. Yes, I’m talking now, using a language that I barely recognise as my own.


So Rasmus spins me around, and my blurred eyes spot Markus standing in the doorway to the bathroom. He is wrapped in a large white towel – that can’t quite conceal his hard-on. He smiles encouragingly at me as Rasmus pulls on a condom. It’s only now that I notice that he is naked too. I don’t know when he had the time to take off his clothes, and I don’t really care, either. But the erection he’s sporting – there’s something I’m interested in! Wow!


Rasmus arranges the pillows under my back, kneels down in front of me and enters me in one long thrust. My ankles rest on his shoulders, giving Markus a full view of what’s going on. Before I close my eyes and surrender completely, I see, with a certain satisfaction, that Markus is gasping for breath.


It’s good, so good. And Rasmus skilfully plays me like an instrument – first he leads me into a crescendo, and then, right before I come, he slows down, while caressing my body. I feel myself almost going crazy with excitement. But just as I’m about to sneak a hand down between us to help my orgasm, Rasmus pulls out. I almost scream in frustration!


But then Markus comes over, and we embrace and kiss passionately, we roll around on the bed, completely immersed in one another. He climbs on top of me, and we fumble like two eager teenagers. Then he thrusts inside me and rides me with a fierceness I've never experienced before. He grabs my hands, brings them down between us, orders me to touch myself. 


And I come. It’s like a roll of thunder, coming from far away, and I scream as it spreads to every fibre of my body. My orgasm is so violent that I almost push Markus away. But then he comes too, and we hold each other tight, while he thrusts deep inside me again and again.


I open my eyes just in time to see Rasmus masturbating with eager movements, there where he’s standing in the door frame. Then he comes, on the towel that Markus has left on the floor. He gives me a crooked smile and asks for the laundry basket. I barely have the strength to point towards the bathroom.


Rasmus puts on his trousers and comes towards us, by the bed. We share the last of the champagne and toast ceremoniously. Then Rasmus kisses me on the cheek, says goodbye to Markus and leaves.


“What do you think? Did you enjoy your anniversary gift?” Markus asked. His eyes tell me that he already knows the answer. 


I smile a lazy smile and answer with a question of my own: “How many days to go before our next anniversary?”
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