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Well, everything started when we, Harold and I, looked for help to improve our "bed situation". You know. The typical thing in a mature marriage: I wanna nothing and he can't do a shit. I mean, he had become useless in bed. Too bland, too weak to perform. Surely you get the idea.

This situation enraged my hubby. Especially because they were rare occasions that I didn't reject him at all in our bed. Watching him curse his seventy years old dead cock in the entrance of my lubed pussy (yes, I had renounced getting wet by natural titillation) is a sad spectacle. It made me feel pity, guilt. And ugly. Now you know why I had rejected him in bed in the first place. I didn't even want to talk about that with him. So, on the rare nights I didn't say “not tonight”, I preferred to finish him with my hand. As cheap street whores do. Furthermore, they say that sperm is good for the skin. I read it in a magazine.

But, to be true: Am I guilty of his “bad luck” in bed? Perhaps someone would point out that I don't shave at all. Not my clam, not my legs, not my armpit. Despite this, why might that detail be important? It wasn’t when we met, decades ago. 

Besides that, many men fuck well even in worse conditions. Think about the men who fuck those big black prostitutes. I watch them downstairs in our building, on the street. Superb women with enormous butts, big pussy lips, trading sex in the street. How isn’t impossible for their clients to plug their rods into a butt that smells like sweat, cheap spice and worse? Aside from the inconveniences of the street, how can those men fuck and my hubby cannot? I wonder. 

But wait. A crucial difference is that a man doesn't mind that butt in the street if it's attached to a woman with a pair of big melons, right? But, precisely, my boobs are big and nice. Indeed, men used to whistle at me on the street. Even if my face is not that of a teen girl but a mature lady. And I'd say they don't whistle at me because they think I'm pretty (I am not a model). But because I am hot, desirable. A hot, white, mature wife. Or perhaps they do like me precisely because they smell my dissatisfaction? My lack of good sex? Of a hard, swollen, wet shaft. This surely is an added attraction.

Aside from all this, Harold himself could perfectly consummate his love for me in these first twenty-two years since the day he owned me for the first time. Almost throughout our entire marriage.

So, my unshaved condition should not be relevant at all. But it seems that it is now to my hubby. Is my twat a kind of a monstrous creature for him? Like those marine animals or deep-space nightmarish creatures of TV? Is my pinky, bushy crack like a giant clam? A scary dick-devouring abyss monster? Probably yes. I was a scary abyss to my silly, flaccid husband. 

So, one afternoon Harold brought me this pamphlet. At the moment, I was thinking, "he's gonna propose me to get into swinging" or something like that. No, he proposed something else. The pamphlet was about some kind of "biofeedback" therapy. 

"What is this?" I asked him. “Sounds like crap.”

"Karen," he replied, "let's look and give it a chance."

"Quantum Entanglement Synchronization," the pamphlet proclaimed in a font that tried desperately to look futuristic, succeeding only in looking cheap. The illustration was of two silver, egg-shaped objects connected by a wavy line, floating over a nebula. Next to it, a photo of a couple, easily a decade younger than me, smiled with the serene idiocy of people in pharmaceutical commercials.

Despite his pressure, I only said, “I don’t know, honey. Let me think.”

Of course I had to consult this with Debra, my bestie.
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"MATURE MEN ARE SHIT," Debra -my divorced best friend- told me. "They use you and then make you feel guilty because of their failures. They can't accept they are old and failed," she told me when I asked her for some advice about the treatment thing. "Then they accuse you to be too difficult. As if your desire was a mathematical problem they can't solve. Then you must deal with their impotence, their frustrations, their flaccidities, their saggy balls. You'll end up hating him but you'll remain. By the fear of being alone."

"Well," I replied to her. "Not all men are equal, right?" 

"You are right, Karen. And yours is the exception." She said with a sarcastic smile, and added, "Sis, I learned that is better if you stop lowering your expectations. You are still young and he has used you for enough time." 

I knew her implications. Debra was a serial cheater during the time she was married. She had a little black notebook with an index. I once got a peek. All young studs contacts, her personal “flesh catalogue”. Young men in their twenties who made her feel young, she had told me once. At the bar of a mall, while she waited for one of them. "20 minutes," she said, "he lasts 20 minutes! I orgasmed twice, and he still kept thrusting into me, unstoppable!” My friend was so happy she almost wept.

"He's 23 and works at the gym. The kid has a tongue that..." Debra described another stud. All on similar terms. All of them exuded stamina, size, and youth. Her words had the quality of a prayer or an ad for a new product. Debra knew how to hide it from her husband until the day she got caught. The divorce was nasty. Her husband, a pathetic, old, flabby man, who could never make her happy, got to keep most of the money and the house after exposing her. But she didn't give a shit. Debra made public in the trial that her cuckold husband owned "a cocktail wiener for a dick." The phrase was all over town for weeks. A lifelong torment for him. 

"Young studs love mature women like us," she told me. "They call us 'MILF'." She said the last word with perverse pride. “It means moms they would love to fuck.” She proclaimed. 

A couple of elders turned and looked at us. 

I blushed. "But Debra, they are in an age of being our sons!"

"That's why it's so hot! Because it's so wrong, isn't it? And besides, kids don't want commitment. They just want to fuck. A mature, experienced woman like you... it's a fantasy for them. All my bed-boys adore me for my maturity, big ass, hairy cunt. I'm a kind of sex-goddess for them. I am a 'Milf', a 'Cougar', a ‘Hot-Mom’...” She loved the porn labels.  

“Karen,” she insisted, “you have the money to pay for a cheap room, you have the free mornings while Harold is at his stupid job... what are you waiting for? For his flaccid cock to get hard on its own?”

I was speechless until I wasn’t. It’s that I am not like Debra. 

“I don’t know. I need to mate with a man, only one, the same man, no more. It took me decades to get used to Harold’s. To learn his and my kinks. Debra, I don’t have your bed powers. I can’t bed an endless list of men, just one. And that’s him.” 

“At least you should try it," she said to me more than once, while I finished my beer and asked the waitress for the bill. 
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“WHAT IS THIS? HOW DOES it work” I asked Dr. Smith in our interview. “You must be completely honest with us; otherwise, this is a waste of money and time,” I declared with a charming, yet bitter smile. 

He was a young man, maybe thirty, with a lab coat over a t-shirt and an earnest, unblinking gaze. He smelled faintly of lavender and condescension. With teeth like perfect Chicletts.

The doc leaned forward, steepling his fingers. "Mrs. Cook, It's quite simple, yet revolutionary. We believe sexual dysfunction is fundamentally a problem of energetic dissonance. You and your husband are no longer vibrating on the same frequency." He paused, as if waiting for the sheer profundity of this statement to land. "I get it," my hubby said. He looked at me with a happy face. Harold bought the whole thing. "So we measure your baseline psycho-emotional output using these sensors." He gestured to a tray holding what looked like silver-coated clothespins with wires trailing off them like tails.

"So, you are going to plug the machine to my clammy?" I asked. 

"To your vagina, yes." He said.  "And one for your husband, on the base of his penis. They monitor biometric feedback—heart rate variability, galvanic skin response, minor neuro-electrical impulses—and translate them into
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