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Going through a tote that had been buried in the deepest part of the bedroom closet for the better part of three years, Dawn found a small card she thought long gone. Made by her husband it was the only remnant from their first valentines as a married couple and the one she treasured the most. Holding it in her trembling right hand, she read the words over and over as the possibilities ran rampant through her mind.

Valentine’s Coupon

YOUR WISH IS MY COMMAND

Bearer may make any single command

That will last a full 24 hours. 

No questions. No complaints. No refusals.

This is it! Dawn thought. He can’t deny my desires any longer. Fuck! Glad I decided to deep clean today. Tossing everything back in the tote, she shoved it and the others back into the closet, tucked the card in her panty drawer, and then took the trash out before planning out an evening she hoped she and her husband would never forget. Putting a loose-fitting sundress over her panties, she grabbed her purse and then left the house hoping to get everything done before her husband got home from work.

Driving to U-Haul, Dawn rented the largest moving truck they offered and then drove next door to the self-storage facility where she had been paying on every month for the last five years. Backing up, she got out, opened the unit, then the truck, and then got to work loading the belongings her husband forbid in the house. God, I can’t wait to finally put this stuff to use again. I’m going to completely wreck him – turn him into the biggest cock-sucking, cum-slurping sissy sex slave the world has ever known! Domination and Dick. Thanks to finding that coupon it's all he’ll know from now on. Oh, honey, the things I’m going to do to you... you’ll see... you’ll see what you’ve been missing out on all these years and when you’re coming from being spit-roasted like a fucking pig you’ll beg to be my sissy fucktoy! You’ll beg for dick. You’ll beg to be dominated in every humiliating and degrading way imaginable.

Driving home, Dawn unloaded the U-Haul as quickly as possible before taking it back to the company and picking up her car. Returning home with only a few short hours remaining, she went into overdrive solely focused on rearranging the basement into the bdsm dungeon playroom she had always dreamed of. Removing knickknacks from floating shelves, she replaced them with dildos, vibrators, butt plugs, anal beads, and bottles of lube. Gone were pictures and in their place were hung gags, clamps, cuffs, rope, and all manner of implements of discipline. Moving furniture into the utility room for now, she set up the spanking bench, Saint Andrews cross, pillory, kneelers, sex machines, an octopus chair, cages, and stockades. Then she unpacked all the accessories from boxes of nitrile gloves and bottles of rubbing alcohol, to long candles and packages of needles.

Playroom set up, Dawn ran upstairs where she took the quickest shower of her life before putting on her favorite lingerie – a burgundy lacey bra and panty set including garter belt and thigh-high stockings, just in time to hear the front door opening and closing. Coupon in hand, she sauntered out to the living room to greet her husband with a kiss.

“Mmmm... what’s the occasion?” Hudson asked as he gave his wife another kiss.

“It’s the most special occasion in the history of occasions!” Dawn exclaimed. “You’ll never guess what I found while cleaning this morning,” she said, holding out the coupon. “I honestly thought you threw it away so I could never claim it, but it somehow made it’s way into a tote in the back of the closet. Wonder how it got there? Anyway, since it has no expiration date I’m claiming it tonight!” she said, as her husband took the small card.

“Your wish is my command,” Hudson read even as his heart sank in his chest. 

The bearer can make any command without question or complaint and you cannot refuse. So, you ready babe?”

“Your wish is my command,” Hudson said, regretting the day he made that stupid valentine’s coupon book.

“You will spend the next twenty-four hours as my sex slave. That means obeying every command without question, complaint, or hesitation whether you like it or not. It means surrendering yourself to me completely – ceasing being human and becoming an object with the sole purpose of fulfilling my every perverse desire. You will have no limits or inhibitions to speak of. I command and you obey.”

“You know damn well I’m not into that bdsm shit so make another...”

“No question. No Complaint. No refusal. You wrote that yourself,” Dawn cut her husband off. “If you’re the man of your word you claim to be them you’ll honor it and my command. Otherwise you’re nothing but a disingenuous, manipulative, lying asshole that only cares about himself! So, what’ll it be? Twenty-four hours as my sex slave, or me never trusting you again which will undoubtedly lead to divorce and you losing everything?”

“Divorce? Seriously? You’ll divorce me for not wanting to be a sex slave?”

“No, I’ll divorce you for being a self-centered, lying asshole! It’s only for one damn day, Hudson! Are you telling me you can’t give me one day even after I’ve spent the last seven years of our relationship giving you everything you ever wanted? Do you know how many times I was fucked up the ass before we met? None. I refused you time and time again but eventually caved and now you pound my ass daily. Same goes with fisting. Do you honestly believe I wanted my holes stretched big enough to fuck an elephant and not feel it? No, but it’s something you love so I let you do it and now I can take two hands in the same hole with relatively little warmup. I got my nipples and hood pierced for you. I... I’ve spent the last seven years being denied my desires, but that ends right here and now. You can either accept the coupon you made and be my slave for the next twenty-four hours, or you can get the hell out of my house!”

“Before I accept anything there are going to be some ground rules that...”

“NO! Absolutely not!” Dawn cut in. “The coupon very clearly says no question. No complaints. And no refusals. I gave you my command. It’s up to you to accept or deny it. I’ll be in the basement. If you don’t join me in the next five minutes I’ll assume you denied it and have found somewhere else to live.” And with that – barely holding back tears of anger and frustration, she turned and walked out of the living room leaving the fate of their marriage in her husband’s hands.
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