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Lida
Lawrence took a deep breath and got out of her car. She couldn’t
believe Sandy had talked her into visiting a sex doctor. Oh, he had
some kind of fancy title but the bottom line was that Dr. David
McKenna was a sex doctor who specialized in women’s sexual
dysfunction.

Goodness knows she needed help in that area. Her sex life
with her husband was pretty much DOA. They’d been high school
sweethearts and each other’s first
everything — first kiss, first time
playing doctor, first
time going all the way. They’d beaten the odds and stayed together through college
and had married right after. Things had been amazing at first and
the passion had run high, but then the kids had come along and they
had less and less time for each other. Now, they had been married
for almost fifteen years and had three children under the age of
ten. They rarely had a moment alone together except when they went
to bed at night, and nowadays, when they went to bed, they went to
sleep.

It had
been weeks since she and her husband had sex. And it was even
longer since they’d had good sex. For too long, she’d just been too
damned tired to make the effort, but that was no excuse. She loved
her children, but she was neglecting her husband. He was patient
and understanding, but she knew he had to be feeling ignored. He
had needs too. And he was a good man. He deserved better and she
was determined to make a change.

And it
wasn’t that she thought he was cheating. He wasn’t that kind of
man. He made a commitment to her and their family, and she knew
he’d never violate it. It was part of why she was so determined to
recharge things with him. He’d never even complained when the kids
came first. And now with the dog, sometimes it was like he’d
dropped to fifth on her priority listing, and that just wasn’t
right. She needed to rediscover her own libido, though, before
she’d have anything to offer her husband, hence the visit to Dr.
McKenna.

Her best
friend Sandra had recommended the doctor, claiming he’d done
wonderful things for her own marriage. It was just a bit strange
that Sandra wouldn’t tell Lida exactly what he did. Sandra did say
he was a licensed medical doctor and a therapist. But his
techniques, she said, were proprietary and unorthodox and couldn’t
be revealed without first signing a Non-Disclosure Agreement. No
Agreement, no finding out his secrets.

She also
said he had not only an extremely high success rate, but he worked
faster than most sex therapists too. Lida liked the fact that he
didn’t claim to be perfect. That would have been a big red flag.
But everything she’d heard sounded great, including the fact that
he worked quickly. With three kids, she didn’t have a lot of free
time.

No,
strike that. Most everything sounded great. She’d feel a lot better
if she knew exactly what his process was, but maybe it was better
if she didn’t. She didn’t know much about sex therapists, but she
was pretty sure she’d be uncomfortable with any of them. At least
with Dr. McKenna, she had a recommendation from a
friend.

Taking a
deep breath, Lida walked up to the front door. Dr. McKenna’s office
was in an old home. She knew from Sandra that patients came in the
front door and left by the side door so they never met. It was a
way to maintain confidentiality, which she appreciated.

She
turned the knob and pushed the door open. Entering, she found
herself in a pleasant foyer. There were several doors, all closed,
and one open. She presumed the other doors led to the doctor’s
private quarters. Turning, she entered the waiting area. There was
a couch and several chairs, as well as a door on the opposite wall.
She hadn’t even seated herself when the door opened.

 


* * *
*

 


Dr. Dave
McKenna walked into the waiting room. He checked the file. Lida
Lawrence. Thirty-six. Married. Three children although you’d never
know from looking at her. She wasn’t a skinny waif by any means.
She had a womanly body with curves in all the right places. Maybe
as a doctor he shouldn’t be noticing her this way, but he was also
a man. Damn, some days he really loved his job.

He
observed she wore her long blonde hair down around her shoulders.
She wore just a touch of make-up that highlighted her blue eyes.
She was wearing jeans and a lose-fitting t-shirt with sneakers on
her feet. She was clearly dressed for comfort. Nervous too, as she
held the strap of her purse and twisted it in her hands.


Definitely nervous, he concurred as she jumped, dropping her
purse, when he walked into the room. He quickly knelt to help her
gather her spilled belongings, but she jumped back, losing her
balance and landing on her very shapely ass when their hands
accidentally touched as they both reached for an errant tube of
lipstick.

Smiling,
he quickly gathered up the last of her belongings and handed them
to her. She opened her purse and dumped them it, all the while
watching him warily. He started to stand when he saw one last item,
a photo, which had drifted underneath an end table. He handed it to
her and she snatched it out of his hand, cradling it to her
chest.

“Nice looking family.”

“Thank you. DJ’s almost ten, Michael is eight, and our baby
girl is three.” She was babbling. Clearly she was nervous, which
was only to be expected.

“She looks like her mom. Very beautiful.” He saw her gaze
suddenly snap up from the photo and focus on him. “You all look
very happy in the photo.”

“We are.” He heard her tone soften and saw the way she gazed
down and stroked her husband’s face unconsciously. “I love my
husband so much. I just…” He could see the tears filling her eyes.
“I just have no desire for sex and when we do have it, I never come
anymore. It has to be affecting him. He doesn’t say anything, but I
know he wants his old his wife back. Hell, doctor. I want to be his
wife again in every sense of the word, but since the baby was born,
it’s like I lost all interest in sex. I don’t miss it. I have no
interest in it. I don’t masturbate. I don’t orgasm. And I don’t
miss it. What’s wrong with me?”

“Lida, can I call you Lida?” She nodded, wiping her eyes with
the back of her hand. “Lida, come into my office. Let’s
talk.”

He
reached down and waited. She hesitated but then wiped her
tear-streaked hand on the seat of her jeans. Then she put her hand
into his, letting him help her to her feet and taking the first
steps towards trust.

 


* * *
*

 


Lida
took a deep breath as she settled into the comfortable chair in Dr.
McKenna’s office. She placed her purse at her feet, but she
clutched the photo of her family to her chest as she studied the
doctor. He was younger than she expected, close to her own age. He
was above average height with sandy hair and light blue eyes. He
had a nice smile and something about him just made her feel
comfortable. Or it did until the questions started.

“I need to know a little bit about you, Lida, so I can tell if
you are eligible for my treatment plan. If you pass the interview,
then you have to sign a confidentiality agreement before I give you
a full exam.”

“But isn’t everything between a doctor and patient already
confidential?”

“On my side, yes. But nothing prevents your from talking about
your treatment, hence the agreement.”

“But what’s so secret about what you do? Is
it…safe?”

“Safe, yes, but unconventional and original. I’m not exactly
mainstream in my methods. However, I’m very effective. Therefore,
while I want to be able to help patients, I also have to protect
myself and my techniques from copycats who wouldn’t be as ethical
as I am.” He smiled. “Ready to begin, Lida?”

“I guess so.”

“Don’t worry. These are just a few preliminary questions. If
you have trouble with them, then maybe you should find another
doctor.

“First of all, how old were you when you lost your
virginity?”

“Sixteen.”

“And how many lovers have you had in total?”

“Just the one.”

There
was a pause. Lida found herself coloring and rushing to explain.
“We were high school sweethearts. We were each other’s first
everything. We’ve been together for twenty years now.”

“That’s very sweet. It doesn’t happy often nowadays. And how
old were you when your first child was born?”

“Twenty-six.”

“So, you had sex for ten years before your first
child?”

“Yes.”

“And did you generally climax from penetrative sex when you
were first sexually active?”

She
blushed. Oh, God, he was a doctor, but it was still hard to talk
about things like this. She hesitated, looking up in to his light
blue eyes. His expression was…professional. Yes, that was the word.
He wasn’t getting turned on by this. Of course he wasn’t. This was
his job.

Then he
reached out a hand across the desk and laid it on one of
hers.

“Ms. Lawrence. Lida. I need to know this to know how to treat
you. If you’ve never been able to come, the treatment is different
than if your body has just forgotten how.”

That
made sense. She took a deep breath.

“Yes, Doctor. I used to love having sex with my husband. I
would come, well, multiple times. It was wonderful. But it always
took a long time for me to become aroused.” She was blushing hard,
but determined to continue. “And then…”

“Go on, Lida.”

“And then…we had the first baby. Things were still good in the
bedroom, but rushed. We had less time. Lovemaking became rushed. It
was always pleasant, but I need time to really enjoy myself. To
come.

“Then we had baby number two and then number three. Doctor, I
lied to my husband. He realized I wasn’t becoming, er, wet, and I
told him it was because of the babies and we just needed to start
using a lubricant. But…Doctor, it’s been more than a month since we
made love. I just have no interest since I know I won’t
come.”

“And how does he feel about this?”

“He doesn’t know.”

She
looked at Dr. McKenna who just raised an eyebrow for her to
continue. Damn, she hated people who could do that.

“He doesn’t know. I would never tell him. I know he would take
it personally, like he had failed me in some way, so I fake orgasms
now when we make love which isn’t very often. I’m sure that deep
down, he knows something is wrong. I see him looking at me
sometimes, like he’s puzzled about something. And now he initiates
sex less and less often.”

“But you don’t talk about it?”

“I don’t want him to think I’m not attracted to him anymore.
Doctor, he’s still the handsomest, sexiest man I know. It’s me,
Doctor. I’m broken and I want you to fix me so that it doesn’t cost
me my marriage. Can you help?”

When he
nodded, she felt
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