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​Dinner Date: An Unexpected Night of Rediscovery

​The Drive
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I expected that the convergence of our sexual appetites would occur some time into our middle age. When my menopause kicks my sex drive into a higher drive as my body stops worrying about pregnancy.

If there was a convergence, it must have been brief. What likely happened was that my husband, Kevin, just had a reduced desire.

We have always been private. This doesn’t mean that we are standoffish or are afraid of asking for help. Deciding to meet Matthew and Lisa about our problems was a giant leap for us.

Matthew and Lisa were those couples who were a barometer about the state of your relationship. They way into each other, which sometimes gives you a perspective on your relationship—it was either nauseating before the realization that you have never been loved like this; or it made you all warm inside as you remember your lover.

It was a surprise when Kevin told me that they had a problem like ours. They seem like they were made for each other at first glance.

Kevin always says that my being turned on is the biggest turn on for him. The most obvious fix was that this could be easily remedied with toys. We did play with them for a while however this wasn’t working even though I was clearly enjoying myself. After doing this, the new goal post was that maybe my pleasure wasn’t the whole thing, that the main thing was me being absolutely lustful. He says that maybe I’ve gotten used to his body and I no longer throw myself at him as I once did in our honeymoon phase.

I have had anxiety that things will come to a head tonight. I have a little suspicion that he may be more familiar with how Matthew and Lisa solved that bedroom problem than he lets on.

I look at him to see if there is any tension on him. He is calm as he drives. This gives me some comfort. Maybe he is calm now when he drives and the stress of the date will come when we arrive at the restaurant.

“Do you remember the first time we went to Cristo’s,” I say. Cristo’s is a starred restaurant at an upscale hotel.

He breaks into a smile. “Of course,” he says. “I’d never taken a girl to a place that fancy before.”

“And?” I say. “Was it worth it?”

“I mean, look at my passenger, princess. I’d say that I made out alright.”

That’s the thing about Kevin, he still knows how to say the right thing. The frustrating thing is that I know that he still loves me. I briefly wonder if the whole thing would have been better if he were more absent. I really hope that the night goes well.

Maybe going to a therapist first would’ve been ideal. Kevin said that Matthew and Lisa solved them without going to therapy. The way that this night was being mysteriously presented did give me pause that we were going head first into the claws of some cult.

I am indulging him this one time because I knew that his potency was worrying him. He has always had this funny idea that if he received an official diagnosis, then his problem became more real and that he would become a statistic to be solved. The symptoms could be anything—lack of sleep, taking on too much at work, and so on. If a doctor told him that he wasn’t producing a certain hormone, then he would feel that he was defective in some way. Having to take some injection or pill while still in his early thirties was daunting to him.

I understand his worry, but I also understand this is one of the blind spots caused by his masculinity.

“I am confident,” he says, “that everything will work out tonight.”

He maintains his steely gaze. I also hope things work out, but he has given me little reason to be confident like he is. I worry that he already knows what Matthew and Lisa are going to propose to fix our relationship, and he has determined that for him, it is a cure. I would hate to be manipulated and to be put on the spot like that.

Matthew and Lisa are acquaintances I always have fun meeting and promptly forget after going a few days without seeing them. They leave very little impression, except that they are still in love. Once, from across the room, I perceived what seemed like flirting between Kevin and Lisa. I brushed it off because it was Kevin and Lisa. There was little chemistry between them.

“Lisa is very pretty,” I say.

Kevin shifts a little, clears his throat, and says nothing.

Lisa is a few years younger than me.

I have never worried that there was something wrong with my body. Even our reduced sex drive has never made me insecure about my body or felt like it was the reason Kevin was no longer jumping on my body like he used to. I still get validation from other men on the street and at work.

It’s a good body I can look at without embarrassment. I think I can say that I was maybe a little plain when Kevin fell in love with me. I got very little sun. With time, I did grow into my skin, became more feminine as I learnt how to apply makeup to bring out my features and color matched. I can say that I’m now objectively more attractive, and well put than when we met.

There was also nothing significant which had happened with Kevin physically since we’ve been together that could explain his condition. As far as I know, he never masturbated to an intensity that he would lose all feeling for me.

I still want to climb his body, despite what he says about my apparent loss of desire for him. This is one of those, an accusation being a confession. I have to repress some desires now so that I don’t make him uncomfortable. But he is still my desire. Nowadays, I find myself being turned on by his presence and the little things he does. Like his sleeves when he has rolled up a shirt, his thighs and back when he gets out of the shower or just by walking by me. Even the explicit things he does, like absentmindedly slapping my ass when I walk by. The anticipation whenever his hand makes contact with any part of my skin, how his slow caress generates a gradual electricity which courses throughout my body. Does he notice my body when he does this, or hear my heavy breathing? My desperate yelps? In these moments, I ask myself how someone this sexual could lose the spark.

He doesn’t seem to have any idea how torturous his touches of affection are. I can’t even ask him to stop, since these are the little acknowledgements I know to get.

“She really seems to take care of her body,” I continued on the Lisa tangent.

“You also do, babe,” he says.

We were almost at the restaurant. I grew nervous, wondering how an evening out was going to solve the problems we’ve had for months now.

“Do you still have no idea how they solved their issue?” I say.

“Very little,” he says, and I notice him shift uncomfortably.

“And it was similar to ours, though?”

“Yes.”

I hope that my intrigue doesn’t annoy him. I know that this is harder for him than for him. A man admitting his problem to a friend can’t be easy. I think that it would be easy for me to mention if I was incapable of having sex with my husband with my girlfriends. I would receive a sympathetic ear, which may or may not erroneously pin the problem on my husband not doing enough to be sexually appealing to me. For Kevin, I know opening up to Matthew was an act of desperation. He was afraid of losing me and the marriage. Even though I assured him many times that he was the man I want to spend the rest of my life with, he was never certain, he always believed that this thing would grow so big that it would consume our marriage.

“We are good at sex, right?” he asks. “Even before everything.”

“Yes,” I say tentatively, not getting his point.

He breathes hard, and I wonder if I should’ve been more enthusiastic.

“You are the only woman I want to be with.”

“And you are the only man I want to be with.”

He taps his hand on the steering wheel.

“I don’t understand,” I say.

“This is very strange, isn’t it?” he says finally.

I feel like he wants to say more but is unable. Or is he just hinting at something that he himself is not sure of.

This confirms he knows more about what Matthew and Lisa will propose as a solution than he lets on. He wouldn’t have such an unfettered trust about their ability to help him if he doesn’t.

“What’s strange was them inviting us out to dinner,” I say. “I mean it’s really generous of them to invite us, but we are the ones in need.” I also don’t mention that I don’t want to owe too many favors to people we are not very close with.

“They usually go on dates with other couples,” he says. “It’s not a big deal to them taking us out as it is to us being taken out, you know?”

“I see,” I say. Go on dates with other couples? I cynically wonder if the secret to their happiness is trying to be as around other people as possible.

We arrived at the restaurant. I suppose I should take comfort that we are meeting at a restaurant and not some compound in a nondescript place.

Kevin parks the car and we enter.

If this was my first time and my mind was elsewhere, this place could have intimidated me.

The host directs us to our table and tells us that the waiter will assist us once the rest of our party arrives.

“We are a bit early,” Kevin says when we are alone.

She guides us to our reserved table near the end of the room. We sat at the end facing the entrance.

There is ambiance and few tables around us. It seems private enough.

Matthew and Lisa arrive. They do really look significantly more youthful than us despite being near in age. They look a bit carefree. A few tables turn their heads to them as they pass. They acknowledge some patrons. I notice some women being positively bashful whenever Matthew talks to them and when touches them.

I’m almost embarrassed that they are the people who are supposed to take a mature role in fixing our marriage. It’s hard to imagine that they ever had a problem between the two of them. I have to believe it if this evening is to be a success.

Matthew and Lisa arrive at our table.

“There’s the beautiful couple,” Matthew says.

More than usual, I feel a need to impress them and to show them that we are alight except for this little snag.

“Thank you for inviting us out,” I say.

“It’s our pleasure,” Lisa says. She has a carefree mood about her. She gives off the vibe of a kindergarten teacher. Matthew gives off the chaotic energy of a kindergartner.

They sit down, and the waitress immediately appears with a menu. The staff—along with everyone else—is familiar with Matthew and Lisa. Matthew pulls her closer and whispers something in her ear, which makes her blush. He nibbles her earlobe and she bites her mouth. He looks at me and winks. Finally, she smiles and nods and walks away.

Lisa seems oblivious to all of this. I grew very skeptical about the outcome of the night.

“You can order the main and desserts,” he says. “The appetizer will arrive shortly.”

I look at Kevin and he merely shrugs.

“You guys look lovely,” Lisa says.

“You too,” I reply, too quickly and very eagerly.

“Are you both comfortable,” Matthew says.

I merely nod and Kevin says, “Yes, we’re looking forward to the night.”

Matthew raises an eyebrow and looks at me. I feel like he is trying to feel me out, to see if I understand what was just said. I blush and look away from his intense blue gaze.
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