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Chapter Eight

 


“She needs it,” Kurt said.

They were sitting side by side at the bar of the pub
just down the street from Kurt’s house. Jeremy wasn’t much of a
drinker, but he had accompanied his wife’s dom to the bar because
he knew that his wife would want him to.

“I know,” Jeremy agreed. “It’s just hard to
understand.”

Kurt shrugged and sipped at his beer. “I’m not a
marriage counselor, but one of two things is going to happen.
Either she’s going to leave you or you’re going to find a role for
yourself in her new life.”

“Shit,” Jeremy cursed. “I’m not like Donnella. I
mean, I love her, but I’m not like her.”

Kurt looked askance at the man next to him. “Let me
ask you this: in the sexual relationships you’ve had in your life,
have you been the dominant one, or the submissive? Do you like to
tell your partner what to do or do you like to be told what to
do?”

Jeremy looked nervously at the bartender who took no
interest in the men’s conversation. That didn’t make Jeremy relax
at all. The place was busy enough that they had some privacy but
they were still in public.

“I don’t know. Some of column A and some of column
B. It depends on the woman and the circumstances, I guess.”

“You might be a switch,” Kurt told him.

“What? I’m not gay!”

Kurt actually laughed. Jeremy was a nice enough guy,
a little boring and work-obsessed, but nice enough. He just wanted
to save his marriage which he was certain was falling apart because
his wife had sought out the services of a professional dom. That
was the opposite of the case.

“No, no. No bi, that’s something different. A switch
is someone who is happy to be either dominant or submissive. Your
wife is most definitely a submissive. She gave me no indication
what you are, but it seems you’re a switch. Unless…” he trailed
off.

“Unless what?” Jeremy demanded and nervously took a
pull of beer from the mug in front of him.

“Unless you’re vanilla.”

“Vanilla?”

“Plain. Boring. Dull. No interest in kink,” Kurt
explained. “Your wife is not vanilla. Neither am I. She’s a
submissive who is into kink, especially bondage and pain. It’s who
she is.”

“Yeah. Okay.”

“If you’re vanilla, you have two choices. Either you
can participate in her kink to make her happy even though it does
nothing for you, or you can let her have her separate life and be
content in the knowledge that she’s getting her sexual needs met
outside your bedroom.”

The dark look that passed over Jeremy’s face gave
Kurt his answer.

“I don’t like what she was doing with you,” he all
but growled.

Kurt wasn’t nervous. He had seen this reaction
before and Jeremy wasn’t the type to make a giant scene in a public
place. “Did you not like that she wants to be tied up and whipped
or did you not like that someone other than you was doing it for
her?”

The question gave Jeremy pause.

“I saw you in my playroom after I whipped her. You
loved her reaction. You say you love her. You loved her enough to
fuck her in front of me. What you saw excited you.”

Jeremy stared straight ahead, unable to directly
confront what Kurt was telling him.

“I can teach you how to be a good dominant. I can
show you the pleasures of being a submissive. Or I can give you the
name of a good divorce lawyer. It’s your choice.” He stood up and
dropped a few bills on the bar to pay for their drinks. “You know
how to contact me,” he added before walking out of the bar, leaving
Jeremy alone with his thoughts.

 


Jeremy came home late that evening to find Donnella
in bed reading.

“Did you have a good discussion with Kurt?” she
asked him.

He didn’t directly answer her question. “Do you
really like getting tied up and beaten?” he asked her as he sat
down on the corner of the bed.

Kurt understood her without her having to voice her
feelings about her sexuality. Speaking to her husband, the man who
she should be able to say anything to, about how she had grown to
desire sex a certain way, was almost impossible. “Sort of. The
process is exciting. I’m not so into the rituals roles that some
people into BDSM like. What I really like—. No. What I really need
is the mixing of pain and pleasure. When we have sex, sometimes I
can cum, sometimes I can’t. The orgasms are only okay.” Once she
had warmed to her subject, Donnella found it easier and easier to
speak. The words came spilling out. “When I get tied up and Kurt
uses the flogger or a paddle on me…it hurts, I won’t lie. But then
when I cum afterwards, the orgasm is a hundred times better than
plain vanilla sex.”

“Are you telling me I’m terrible in bed?” Jeremy
asked, half angry and half disappointed.

Donnella sat up and put her hand on his arm. “No.
You’re fine. It’s me, it really is. I need something much more
exciting and adventurous and…well, painful to really satisfy
me.”

“I don’t understand,” he said, shaking his head.

“Me either,” she agreed. “But I had these thoughts
and desires running around in my head for so long. When the kids
started going to school…I just had too much time on my hands and I
was bored and I needed to do something about it.” She let her chin
fall to her chest and slowly shook her head. “I realized that I was
probably spending the same amount of money on Kurt as I could have
spent seeing a shrink. I think I got better results too.”

Jeremy scoffed. “How would you know that?”

She looked up at him. “Back in college, before I met
you, I was really depressed. I saw a counselor for most of my
freshman year. The therapy was okay…but what really helped was when
I would go back to my dorm after my sessions and masturbate. He’s
was incredibly hot.”

“You never told me that.”

She looked away. “It’s a little humiliating. Seeing
a shrink to feed sex fantasies and getting almost nothing out of
the therapy. It was kind of stupid.” She smiled, remembering. “He
was a big guy. He must have been an athlete before becoming a
therapist. He had big, strong hands and I would always shake his
hand when I left, to thank him. I would always wonder what it would
be like for his hands to be on me, to throw me around, to choke me.
I wanted him to hurt me because I needed to feel some pain.” She
shuddered. “Dark fantasies but they got me through college.”

Jeremy just stared at her. “I had no idea. It’s like
I don’t know you.”

“I’m sorry. I kept a lot of things hidden from you.”
She put her book aside and, without any warning, slipped the straps
of her nightgown off her shoulders, revealing her breasts. They
were still perfectly sized and shaped even after two kids and many
years of marriage. “No more secrets. Do you want to have sex?”

“What?”

“Do you want to have sex? It’s been a week since you
fucked me at Kurt’s and I really need an orgasm.” She smiled and
pushed her chest out a bit, showing him what she was offering, even
though he was already well familiar with her body.

Not knowing what else to say, Jeremy replied, “I
suppose you’d like me to tie you up and hurt you too.”

She smiled. “That would be nice,” she agreed. “We
don’t’ have any bondage stuff here, or a flogger or a paddle,
unless you secretly bought something…?” She ended the sentence with
a hopeful tone.

“You’re not kidding,” Jeremy said.

Taking in a deep breath, Donnella said, “This is who
I am, Jer. I’d love to have sex with you right now. Hold me down.
Fuck me. Choke me. Slap me. Spank me. I need it to be rough and
painful and I’ll cum for you and I’ll make sure you cum too.” She
grabbed his hand—he wasn’t as big and strong as her counselor in
college, but he was strong enough—and brought it up to her breast.
“Please,” she begged.

Anger rose in Jeremy. This was not his life but he
still loved Donnella. He hated that she needed pain but he still
loved her. Without thinking, his fingers found
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