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Chapter One

Introductions
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I found myself on a leather couch in someone’s homey office.

“So tell me,” she said, “what brings you in today?”

I looked around, awkwardly, a little shy and embarrassed to say. But I had to tell her. I was paying her by the hour to tell her. I had tried everything else. Self-help books. Advice from friends. Sheer determination and willpower. But nothing was enough. I was stuck. And I needed help.

She noticed my hesitation.

“This is your time, Mr. Roberts. Take as long as you need.”

“Well,” I said, avoiding eye contact, staring at one of her plants. Was it a real plant? It sure looked real. Then again, they’re really good at making realistic fake plants these days. Still, it made her office feel more comfortable. She had one of those little pebble rock water fountains in the corner too. The gentle sound was quite soothing. I took a deep sigh. Looked back at her. Kinda shrugged my shoulders. “I need help... being a little less inhibited, I guess.”

“Less inhibited?” she asked.

“Yeah. I mean, with girls. With sex,” I finally admitted.

She nodded slowly, softly biting the tip of her pen. She wore glasses—something sharp and somehow sexy. A professional yet comfortable blouse. Black skirt. Silk leggings. Matching heels. Professional, elegant, sexy. A powerful woman. Yet, somehow at the same time, approachable and very likeable. There was a very calming presence about her. Maybe it was her kind smile. Or the soft, compassionate way she looked at me. Like I wasn’t just some client. In her eyes, I felt like a close friend. Maybe even a family member. Someone she genuinely cared about. Someone she wanted to help from her heart.

Paying her was just secondary. She chose a career where she could help people transform their lives. She chose this path because she cared and wanted to help – not to get rich.

I felt that. I saw that. And in her presence, I felt safe. I felt like I could trust her. With anything.

She adjusted her glasses. She held eye contact with me, patiently, gently. She didn’t need to say any words. She let me know by the way she looked at me, we could take as much time as we needed. I was in charge here. She wanted me to feel comfortable. As much or as little as I wanted to say, as fast as I wanted to move, she’d be here to listen, ready to help, as soon as I was ready to ask.

How’d I know all that? Hard to say. Somehow, I just felt it. In my soul. The soothing sound of the pebble waterfall and the lush fake—or maybe they were real, they were beautiful either way—green plants in her cozy little office... The soft leather couch, so comfortable and inviting. All of it was so relaxing. I could just... relax.

“Performance anxiety?” she finally asked.

“No, not exactly,” I said.

“Confidence to ask out a girl you like?”

I smiled. But no, that wasn’t it.

“Then what, Alan? May I call you by your first name?”

I nodded. Sure.

I sat up in the couch, centered myself, and just decided to go for it. “Okay, so the thing is... I don’t exactly have a whole lot of sex experience. I mean, I’m not a virgin or anything, but... I guess you could say I was a late bloomer. I’ve only been with two girls. Neither relationship lasted that long. The first one, well, you know how it is. The first time is always awkward.” I laughed lightly. Mostly trying to break the awkward tension I felt sharing this. “We did it a couple times, then she broke up with me. Couple years later, I dated this other girl. Really amazing girl. But she lived far away. We hardly got to see each other. Eventually it was too much so we broke it off. Needless to say, we didn’t exactly have a whole lot of opportunities to enjoy each other physically much...”

“I see,” she said nodding, nibbling on the tip of her pen. “Wait, did you say two years?”

I nodded.

“You didn’t date anyone else during that time?”

I shook my head no.

“You’re a handsome young guy. Why not?” she asked.

I shrugged. “Shy, I guess?”

She seemed to understand.

“And, um,” I admitted, “I also grew up in a really, like super conservative religion. Starting at like age 11 or 12, they started warning us about the dangers of sex, and how it was this horrible sin, and it could ruin your life, and...”

“I know what you mean,” she said. “I get a lot of clients who see me to help overcome toxic beliefs like that from religious upbringings.”

“Yeah. My family’s super religious. We went to church all the time. I had to go to Bible studies every Wednesday night. Went to a Christian school. Everywhere around me, everybody was making chastity vows to save themselves for marriage, and teaching us to resist temptation and avoid anything and everything that’s the tiniest bit sexual.”

She nodded, understanding.

“I know it doesn’t affect everybody the same, but for me, it really went deep. I was afraid to even look at porn for years. Afraid I’d have some lustful thought and end up in hell or something.”

She giggled. Then caught herself. “Sorry. Go on.”

“So in high school and college, I only dated other religious girls who were also saving themselves for marriage. Honestly, I thought I’d be married by the time I graduated, or soon after. But...” I shrugged, “that never happened. Now I’m in my thirties, still single, virtually a virgin for all practical purposes, everyone around me’s either married and having kids of their own, or just not interested in me. I wish...” I stopped myself.

“Go on,” she encouraged.

“I feel like I missed out on my twenties. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I regret saving myself for marriage for so long. I didn’t date much. Didn’t have sex until I was almost thirty. I feel like your twenties are a good time to sleep around, experiment, have fun, date lots of people... Now I’m older. So many women my age carry tons of emotional baggage and refuse to date anyone unless he’s Mr. Perfect. Or they want to rush into starting a family right away. I’m not ready for any of that. Part of me wishes I could go back in time, back to when I first started college, and live my life differently.”

She nodded, listening fully.

“But that’s the thing,” I admitted. “I can’t get past all this conservative religious conditioning. I’ve read all the books. Even tried listening to a self-hypnosis audio at home. I can’t help it. I’m still shy, still too reserved, still feeling way too inhibited. It’s like... it’s like I can’t give myself permission to just enjoy my body and my sexuality. I’m afraid to enjoy sex. I know it’s messed up. I don’t want to be like this way. I know it’s all in my head. But—”

“But conditioning is a powerful thing,” she said compassionately. “And it sounds like you were inundated with anti-sex messages during your formative years. Instead of being encouraged to explore your new feelings and desires, you were taught to shut them down and fear them. Instead of being taught how to enjoy sex safely and responsibly, you were taught to feel guilty and ashamed about it. That’s not healthy. And if no one’s said it to you before, let me be the first to say, I’m sorry,” she said. “No one deserves to be told their body and their sexuality is wrong or forbidden. Sex is a very natural, healthy, and fun part of life. I’m sorry you were so strong taught to fear and avoid it. To feel guilt or shame around it. You don’t deserve that.”

“Thanks,” I said with a half smile and weak shrug.

“So how can I help you, Alan?”

“You’re a hypnotherapist,” I said. “One of the best, according to the Yelp reviews. I know my fears, guilt, shame, inhibitions... it’s all in my head. All from that negative conditioning all around me growing up. Can you... undo all that? Make me less inhibited, more confident, more, I dunno, like comfortable in my own body? I want to re-condition my mind to enjoy sex, to want sex, without all that guilt and fear in the way.”

She nodded, understanding.

“I know it’s too late to start over,” I said. “Somehow, I feel if I wasn’t so awkward around sex, I would’ve found someone long ago and probably be married with a family of my own right now. But you’re a hypnotherapist, not a magic genie. I know my twenties are gone and I’ll never get to re-live them. But I need hope for the future. Hope for tomorrow. That my thirties and forties and the rest of my life won’t be this stuck way. I need to get past this. Get over this. Get through this somehow. But everything I’ve tried on my own, just isn’t working.”
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