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Prologue

He wanted to know what it would be like … to be a prisoner … to be utterly helpless … without an end in sight.

Although we’ve played in bondage and domination for many years throughout our marriage, it was never anything like this. When a couple plays on a random weeknight or even disappears for a sexy getaway together, there’s still that finite end to the excitement where both of you eventually have to come back down to reality and leave your kinky selves behind so that you can go on with your regular, day-to-day lives.

That was all well and fine until he got this bug in his head that he wanted to experience more. He hid it under the guise of research for his next book, but I could tell by the sparkle in his eye that this was more than just preparation for his next bestseller … that he had a curiosity that he needed to have quenched, and after 12 years of marriage, I’m the one who he comes to when he needs to quench things like this…

There’s no denying it – 30 days is a long time. And while I would juggle both my everyday life as well as the responsibility of keeping someone in long-term bondage, it was no secret that the challenge was to be a million times harder for him than it was for me. He was to be completely cut off from the outside world, from his sex, and even from me … the darkness and the isolation was to envelope him fully without remorse for his well being.

Of course, I had some reservations of my own – I told him that if I was to entertain this in depth fantasy of his to its fullest, then it was only fair that *I* was the one with the final say in his keep, and it didn’t take long for him to see the appeal of my proposal. I had no intentions of making things easy on him, and in fact, he could certainly vouch that I’d grown well versed in just the opposite as our relationship had matured over the years.

By the end of our first conversation about it, I could tell that he was a little nervous of the reality in what was about to unfold, to which I simply smirked and reminded him that this was only the beginning…


Chapter One – Welcome to Our Dungeon

For a house that’s raised three girls and is a frequent gathering place of friends and family, our home serves surprisingly well to entertain me and my husband’s kinky needs as well. Over the years we’ve learned a great deal about concealing this private part of our lives from our family, from what hides in the back of our bedroom closet to an even more elaborate dungeon space tucked away downstairs in the basement…

The girls won’t even go down there because on the surface it just seems dank and dirty, and for the longest time I was onboard with them 100% until one summer David proposed the idea of turning the glorified storage area beneath our house into the play space that he’d always dreamed of. After weeks of sketches and research on the Internet, admittedly I was kind of blown away by the plans that he unveiled to me of how exactly he would turn someplace so dark and cold into an area that we’d not only want to frequent, but where we would feel comfortable being intimate in that special way that only two enthusiastic kinksters can enjoy!

At the end of the day, aside from a few design suggestions, I only had two requirements:

	It needed to be 110% secure from prying eyes, be they visiting guests or our own nosy, teenager daughters.
	It needed to be clean. 


Now after seeing all of the effort that he’d put into his initial designs, the second one was fairly easy, and although I knew that it was going to come at a pretty penny, I honestly had little doubt that my husband would be able to create an immaculate play area after considering all that he’s done to renovate the rest of our home over the years.

Security, on the other hand, was going to be a challenge, both in simply building out the room in the first place without raising any suspicions from those living with us to also making it a quiet refuge where Mom and Dad could slip away for a few hours of fucking and flogging after the girls went to bed. From soundproofing to blocking off outside windows to even simply disguising its entrance to make it appear to be just our same old, dirty basement on one side and our erotic sex dungeon on the other, David certainly had his work cut out for him in that regard!

But considering his drive coupled with the copious amount of free time he’d earned after his latest book had risen to the top of the bestsellers list faster than anyone could’ve possibly anticipated, the whole thing turned out to be a great summer project that not only kept him active and busy seven days a week, but also proved to return on our investment tenfold once the final nail had been hammered and I was finally able to set foot in my own private dungeon for the very first time…

The long hallway that led from our carpeted laundry room towards the main part of the basement remained largely unchanged, with the same stacks of boxes and miscellaneous junk lining both walls just as before, but now with the simple change of an added door – nondescript and otherwise unremarkable – now standing guard at the opposite end. Behind door #1 was a new makeshift workshop that David had created for himself, partially in cover and partially out of necessity for what lay behind door #2! In addition to numerous power tools and other dangerous instruments, he had also relocated our safe here from its home elsewhere in the basement to help reinforce the reason for the lock on the first door.

Mind you, it was behind the second door where our real treasures could be found … a much heavier steel door had been hidden behind a pair of conveniently located filing cabinets, which with just the right touch could be slid to either side just like out of a James Bond movie! The first thing that I noticed was the ornate, marble floor that my heels seemed to musically click against with every step, the tiles alternating in a black and white checkerboard pattern that ran from wall to wall in the space that appeared considerably larger than I ever remembered it.

I didn’t dare ask what was actually done with all that we had been accumulating down there, as my eyes were instead drawn to the myriad of bondage toys that had been spread out around the room. Not only had each and every prized piece from our collection been hung on the walls seemingly for show, but David had also taken the opportunity to add a number of pieces of bondage furniture that up until then I’d only seen from what he’d shown me in photos. A spanking bench, a St. Andrew’s cross, and even a padded throne were among the room’s first new features, and in the three years since then we’ve even added a few new ones like a queen-size bed fitted with incredible, leather sheets, a handful of restraints to secure the wearer in all sorts of particularly uncomfortable positions, not to mention a bonafide steel cage that would unexpectedly come to be featured quite prominently in our latest adventure…

With the basement sprawling literally the entire length and width of the house, David’s newly crafted play space afforded us more room that we could’ve ever imagined to really stretch out and explore our fetishes together, from weekend-long bondage sessions to more in depth domineering, which it became clear that he was getting more and more into as we progressed. The space even boasted a small closet and dressing area for me off to one side so that I had a dedicated area to store my ever-growing kinky wardrobe away from prying eyes, not to mention simply a place to change out of sight so that I didn’t have to spoil all of the magic by changing right there in front of my submissive before getting to work!

We certainly had a lot of fun in that amazing dungeon together and it brought out our kinky desires to new heights, however once we really started to put some thought into David’s latest request, it soon became clear that a few new amenities were going to be required if he was to spend an entire month bound in that dungeon.

For starters, while the cage that he had first built years ago was fine for the occasional visit, long-term stay was definitely going to require, in his words, something … more! 

Although he first proposed constructing a full scale cell like one you might find at the county jail, I frankly didn’t like the idea of how much space that afforded him. The more I thought about it, I decided that I actually wanted a number of different options – a full-size cell where he could stand up and walk around and even lay down on a cot to sleep, but I also wanted something a little more severe – like a cage – for when discipline was being administered. At one point we had seen photos on the Internet of a cage that was barely big enough for the sub to crouch in, wherein any amount of time spent inside would be very uncomfortable, and it even offered steel cuffs built into the walls so that the occupant could be securely bound inside of the cage!

After giving it some thought, David finally settled on a two room, adjustable cell model where the main living area could effectively be shrunken down from about 6x8 feet to less than half of that, with even the ceiling scaling as well from the full height of our eight-foot basement down to a mere two feet off the ground. The second room, which we soon identified to be just as important, was where the facilities would be added for his extended stay – a very simple toilet, much like one would expect in a standard jail cell, along with a small shower area.

We would later plan in more detail how the shower and bathroom area were to be used during his stay and in preparation of, he took care to make this area completely customizable, in that not only can the entire room be locked off and made unavailable, but either hot or cold water could both be disabled from the shower to further impose restrictions as desired.

In addition to the cell where we presumed that David would spend the bulk of his time, I also had him add a few monitoring tools to both the cell and the dungeon as a whole, as just because he wanted to spend the whole month in the dungeon didn’t mean that I had any intention of doing so!

A series of wireless cameras were first installed in key locations, which my brilliant hubby then wired up to be visible from either my tablet or smart phone. At my request, he also installed a more permanent version of the sound system that we had been skimping on with a cheap clock radio and an MP3 player for years! These could all be controlled remotely as well, which gave me a subtle amusement that not only could I spy on him while he was bound, but I could also force him to listen to my pop music that he absolutely hates at any moment throughout the day…

Hey, nobody ever said that bondage was easy!

And finally, speaking of the bondage itself, another big thing that we talked about was new ways that he could be restrained so that not only would he have a little variety and not be imposed with the same uncomfortable positions day in and day out, but also with the simple thought that we needed some less imposing restraints that I would feel more comfortable leaving him bound in all day long while I was at work or all night long while I was sleeping. We both agreed that the effect that he was after still required gear such as bondage hoods and arm binders and such, but in addition, some less intense gear for everyday use would also be needed.

In the end we settled on a line of heavy steel cuffs that he could wear pretty much at any time while he was in the cell, and I also liked them because they were easy enough to attach to the back wall of the cell if I wanted to hang him up like in an old medieval prison! We also selected a heavy-duty cot that was lined in leather, for that special erotic look, and featured about a dozen heavy straps that could hold the occupant pretty much immobile, and as an added bonus could be bolted to the floor so there was no chance of tipping over should my victim get to the point in his stay where he was more actively trying to escape…

I also picked out a couple of new toys for myself that I specifically didn’t share with him in advance for fear of spoiling all of my fun surprises – a couple of new leather hoods with varying degrees of severity and even a new outfit just for me – in black leather with cherry red accents – just to help me get in the mood!

Admittedly it took a good couple of months to get everything in order once we stopped talking about it and the time came for David to get to work, but to be perfectly honest, what took me even longer was coming to understand what my husband actually wanted from me during his unique, little experiment of his and what I was to bring to the table in it all…


Chapter Two – The Psychology of Bondage

Sure, it’s one thing to tie someone up and leave them helpless for an afternoon, or even to lace up a pair of stiletto boots, don my riding crop, and put him through the works, but as I listened to him talk on that first fateful night, it quickly became clear that what he really wanted out of this new ordeal was something very different than what we’d ever done together before…

He used words like helpless and prisoner a lot, and although we’ve certainly used words like those before when we’ve gotten into some of our more intense role playing sessions, I knew that this time he wanted more, and frankly I had a hard time getting exactly what that meant out of David, which was a bit strange because my husband’s never really been a stranger to communicating.

Did he want me to be his harsh mistress who was keeping him locked against his will for my own perverse pleasures?

Did he want me to lock him up in complete solitude and only see him when it came time to keep him fed and clean him up?

Did he want me to randomly barge into his cell at 3am to punish him severely like some sort of compromised spy, whittling away at his mindset until he blabbed to me his inner-most secrets??

As he talked to me more and more about exploring the psychological aspects of being bound for an extended period of time, I could tell that he wanted some sort of power exchange to take place, but I was still really fuzzy on what angle his frame of mind was going to be throughout this whole ordeal, much less my own. I could tell him that ultimately I expected him to give up total control to me, but what did that actually mean?!

It took a couple of conversations going back and forth, trying to dig through every little thing that he had been able to offer up from his mind at that point, before I finally found myself a better plan.

My husband – the writer – was having trouble putting into words what he wanted from me for this divine fantasy of his, so I decided to bring things back into his own comfort zone … I asked him to write about what he wanted for me.

It took me about a day between my other work to formulate the five questions that I wanted to ask him, and a couple more once I handed them over for him to work out his own responses, but once I finally had them in my hand, he watched from his side of the bed a big smile grow across my face as I began to picture my own role in this intricate experiment that for the first time had leapt out of his head and was beginning to take shape there on the written page for me to explore and elaborate on to help make it my own just as much as it had started out to be his and his alone…

Why do I have you locked up in my basement?
I have done something incredibly bad, and for that I am being punished. Although you still love me, you’re hurt and at times very angry, and you feel that corrective measures must be taken to ensure that it doesn’t happen again.

Do you deserve to be there?
The extremity of my deeds causes me to be grateful to simply have a chance at redemption with you, and so not only do I fully acknowledge that I deserve to be there, but I implore you to do whatever it takes to find the retribution that you are owed.

What are you most afraid of during your time?
I don’t know how intense everything will mix together, and I’m not sure that I will be able to handle it. In a way, I’d somewhat like to be forced to handle it because I feel like that might be the only way that I’ll ever be able to truly quantify such an intense scenario, whether I like it or not.

What are you most intrigued about during your time?
I think that over time the isolation and full-time experience of being a true prisoner will further intensify feelings of submission, sensations, and both physical and mental endurance, and I’m curious to see over the long term what new depths all of this takes me to above what we’ve ever done before.

What if I don’t feel like releasing you at the end of 30 days?
I’m not sure how to answer this question because I don’t know how I’ll handle the first 30 days, let alone any more. Also, I do have this book to start writing once this is all over…

“So do I get to pick the thing that you did???” I asked him with a curious smile after I finished reading what he had put down on the single sheet of paper that I held between my fingers.

“If you want…” he replied, catching a glimpse of my grin before looking back up at the ceiling. “I don’t want you to feel like I’m orchestrating this whole thing – I think it will be more fun, and more intense, if you were to help write the story in a way that’s appealing to you.”

We’d certainly done our share of role playing before, but never to this depth, and it took me a couple of weeks of bouncing around ideas to really start to narrow down my persona that was supposed to drive me to lock up my husband and discipline him for a full 30 days with no break in sight. There were a handful of times where I found myself getting frustrated and thinking that 30 days was way too much, and that maybe something like a week would’ve been better for us to tackle, but as I worked through my frustrations with David over coffee each night, I came to find a better appreciation for what he was really after and eventually I started to understand why a full month really made sense from his perspective.

The way he described it to me was like this – a week, while long in days, is still something fairly quantifiable in our lives that we contend with all of the time … we have a work week where we work for five days and then enjoy two days off before doing it all over again, or we go on vacation for a week which always seems like a long time until we get to that halfway point and then feel it start slipping back towards the daily grind that we went on vacation in the first place specifically to avoid…

…but a month, in a simplistic sense, is a much more impending duration of time. We might say that a birthday or Christmas is X months away, but that’s still a long time, relatively speaking. Typically when we get to the end of the year, we look back through the months and wonder, “Where has all the time gone?” and if you’re anything like us, there will be certain months that don’t even stick out at all in the grand scheme of a full year’s time. Days and weeks are more real in a sense that we tend to be conscious of them day in, day out, whereas I guess the months seem to pass at their own pace, if that makes any sense.

It did to me, anyways, because the more we talked about it, the more I came to appreciate that what my husband really wanted to experience was a feeling of helplessness without any hope in sight. In his mind he had cooked up this story where I was beyond upset with him, and he had no idea just how long the endurance of his punishment would actually take. He didn’t want to know that there were only a couple of days left or that brighter futures were just around the corner – he wanted that helpless feeling of when something feels so far away that it might just the same never come…

It was an interesting concept, to say the least, and as much as it was certainly too intense for my blood if I were the one at the other end of the whip, all in the same I also knew that his readers in particular really enjoyed that style of intensity in some of his more recent books and if he truly wanted to offer them something even more lifelike and realistic than ever before, then this would be one way to do his research!

I still felt as if I needed a little more guidance, though, because if total desolation was what David was really after, he knew as well as I did that it was going to be vital for me to drive the entire experience once we both dove in headfirst. More so than anything that we’d ever done in our years and years of playing together, no topping from the bottom was going to be what could make or break this experience for him, and so it was really important for me to have everything that I needed ahead of time to ensure that I could push him to where he wanted to go … or at least to where he thought he wanted to go over that next 30 days…

We ended up putting together another list – this one of rules and guidelines describing what would be expected over his 30 days. Some of them were his ideas and some were my own, and many of them grew out of some intense, late night discussions where I pried more and more little bits of what he was hoping for out of him a few at a time. 

	Once the 30 days began, the only way that it would end early was if I felt that he was in danger, physically or mentally … although he was quick to note that I should expect some mental changes – possibly significant - as he adapts to his isolation.
	Chastity would be mandatory, as I could imagine him otherwise trying to pass the time by just masturbating excessively, as men are wont to do. He reluctantly agreed, as I’m pretty good at making him do!
	Tease and denial and even humiliation were all up to my discretion, though I could tell that he was really big on the isolation factor. I told him I had some ideas on mixing the best of both worlds, which I could tell intrigued him.
	We both agreed that given the vague back story that he had written, pain would be a promising method for me to take out some of my anger for whatever it was that he had allegedly done to me. And though we’ve always made a solemn vow not to play when we were angry with one another, we also agreed that purely from a role playing perspective it could lead to some interesting effects…
	From a nutritional aspect, David understood that hot meals didn’t exactly play into his storyline. I would need to do some research into our options, but there was definitely potential to make his food an active part of his punishment as opposed to just a lunch break.
	Cleanliness was also a concern because I certainly had no desire of playing with a stinky sub after he’d been sweating himself for a few days on end. Much to my surprise, he offered to make his showers part of the experience, which further made my gears turn as he added another element to my arsenal.
	And lastly, my persona was a big one that I didn’t want to entirely discuss in fear of giving away my ideas, but needless to say he definitely left the door wide open with regards to how a woman might carry herself if locking up her man for a month at a time was something that she might be into…


Make no mistake, David loves female domination and on the surface, I almost immediately began to see a multitude of opportunities to really stretch my wings and take advantage of the long term timeline to push myself to a new level. The one reason for his punishment that I kept circling back to definitely welcomed the idea of a strict and fierce dominant who was kinda bitchy and kinda pissed at her husband, and without tipping my hand too much I certainly got the impression that whether he wanted it or not, that type of persona would likely play well with the master plan that he was trying to orchestrate.

One last thing that David said to me one night that really resonated with me, though, was alongside the importance of all of this planning that we were doing, the equal importance of spontaneity and specifically not planning so that to some extent the characters within us could grow just as the experience itself was growing at the same time…

I’d never really thought about character development from my own perspective before, but David had been emphasizing so much the idea of his experience intensifying as the 30 days progressed that it hadn’t even dawned on me up until then that maybe my experience would grow and blossom along with his as well. It was then for the first time that I really started to look at myself not only as the conductor of his little fantasy, but more so as an active participant whose role could grow and flourish just as much as his during this entire ordeal.

For me there were definitely two very distinct sides to it – the fantasy of locking someone away ruthlessly for 30 days, and also the reality of doing so in a way that ensured that they would still be of use to society when they were released! And in a way it was just like the responsibility that a dominant has in any bondage scene, but this felt so much more real and imposing and significant.

It was certainly going to take me some time to find a solid balance between the two, but as David cleverly reminded me, while he would be locked away with only his thoughts and whatever else I permitted him to pass the time, *I* on the other hand would have 30 whole days to figure out what each piece of the same puzzle truly meant for me.


Chapter Three – The Last Supper

After all of the construction projects and as much planning as we both could muster, the time had finally come for my hubby’s stay to officially begin…

I wanted our last day together to be somewhat special because we both knew that the next 30 days were going to be unlike anything that we’d ever done together in our relationship, which was saying something when you considered what’s been in our basement long before this new, month-long scheme ever even came into fruition!

Our day started with a simple cup of coffee while we watched the birds fly around the backyard from our open patio. The air was just starting to warm up as the summer heat began to peek out from behind the clouds, and I nonchalantly asked David if he was going to miss something as simple as fresh air while he was being imprisoned in our basement, below ground and in the dark.

He took a deep breath and confirmed that of course he would, but then also added that he wouldn’t know the other side of what he was missing until he also experienced that for himself, too. David’s like that sometimes, and it’s one of the grand things that I love about him – certainly not only limited to kink, but he’s always wanting to explore new things and experience things that he’s never felt before – both the light and the dark, and I’ve always been grateful afterwards when he insists on pulling me along with him to do the same…

His response kind of made me smile as I mulled about it for a minute, sipping my coffee, until I realized that this was simply another one of his crazy adventures that he was pulling me along for … despite the fact that *I* would actually be the one pulling him along soon enough!

After coffee and a light breakfast, David had some things that he wanted to wrap up at the last minute before going away for the next month, which gave me an opportunity to head out to get my hair and nails done for a little pre-domme pampering. The girls had already left for their grandparents’ house earlier in the week, where they would be staying the entire summer well out of our hair, so the house was nice and quiet and gave him a good environment to get some actual work done before everything changed…

As I was getting ready to walk out the door, I gave David a short honey-do list of a few things I wanted him to pick up from the store for me at some point before we went out for the romantic dinner that I had planned for that evening to kick everything off…

	a pad of pink legal paper
	a black pen and a purple pen, a step above the cheap ones from the big box stores
	a bottle of wine – something that *I* would like…
	a pair of steel handcuffs
	and a pack of ladies cigarettes


I could tell that the last item caught him a little off guard because admittedly I haven’t smoked in years … and honestly I didn’t even know what I was going to do, if anything, with them yet, but I guess just the mental picture of a woman in leather with a glass of wine in one hand and a lit cigarette in the other as she tortured her husband mercilessly kind of spoke to me and so while I was making my list, I figured … why not?!

Granted, I could only imagine how the time passed for David who would be going through all of it firsthand, but it was a rather strange afternoon for me as in one hand I did my best to relax and enjoy my pampering, but honestly I was also incredibly nervous for the opening night of my big performance. Would David like the new character that I had sort of been crafting in my head to play the lead role in his new story? This was a man who created new characters for his stories day and night … I suppose I only hoped that I was on the right track with what I had thought was a good direction to take the experience because I knew how important it was to him and I didn’t want to let him down…

Upon returning home, I set off to prepare for our evening out after peering in on my husband to find him feverishly pounding away on the computer in his office for something that I dared not disturb him even long enough to briefly inquire what he was working on. Dinner was still a couple of hours away, but I really wanted to take my time getting ready as I prepared for the new role that I was about to undertake. One of my favorite, dark purple dresses hung out waiting for me after having been freshly picked up from the dry cleaners the other day, and I had already begun to set aside the makeup that I wanted to pair with it from the night before in preparation for such a momentous occasion!

I stared at myself back in the mirror for a good twenty minutes, sitting quietly at my vanity without touching a single brush before I finally decided to change pace and slip into my lingerie first … an odd act in and of itself when the thought crossed my mind that for the first time in seemingly forever, my husband wouldn’t be the benefactor of my sexy attire that night when all was said and done.

After first slipping the sheer lace purple garter belt around my hips and fastening it behind, I couldn’t help but notice an unexpected smirk on my face as I then pulled the long, black stockings past my freshly painted maroon toes and up my fair skin to clip them to the awaiting garters that hung down from my belt. Lifting myself next into the matching bra that presented my bosoms in a way that always brought David to attention in the past, I then slowly slipped the dark purple panties up my legs and over my exposed garters before finally walking back into the closet and fishing out the shiny, black strappy stilettos to go on my feet.

“This isn’t for him…” I told myself in my head as the confidence from the sexy woman in the mirror flowed back through my veins. “Fuck him!” I thought with a laugh as I slipped the low-cut dress from the hanger over my head and then marveled once again at the transformation taking place before returning to my vanity, this time with much more purpose than when I first sat down to decorate my face in awe of the world.

“The first step to controlling a man is reminding him what he can’t have…” I told myself as I painted deep, seductive lines and shadows around my eyes before coating my lips with a simple gloss to add the shine that would make him melt when he first saw me moments from then.

Stepping up to quietly close the door to ensure that I wouldn’t be interrupted, I then spent the next 10 minutes or so making faces into the mirror and reciting the lines that I’d written for myself in my head over the past couple of days, searching for just the right looks to help jumpstart my debut performance. It was admittedly weird, but as I felt myself somewhat slipping into the manufactured mind of this woman who had been inexplicably hurt by her husband, a bit of a calm settled over me as the attitude that I was fishing for seemed to find its way to the surface and teased me a little more with a seductive grin as I prepared for her to make her appearance known to the world…

Thankfully not until I was nearly done anyways, I soon heard a soft knock at the door and opened it to find my husband coming to get ready himself, and I felt my heart warm a bit inside as I saw his jaw more or less drop to the floor as he entered the room to see the full view of his wife that I’d been toying with for the past ten minutes.

“You look incredible, Jodie!” David gushed as he took a step back and marveled in my beauty like no other man could.

“Thanks, sweetie…” I replied coyly, doing my best to stuff the other me back down inside for just a bit longer until it was time for her to come out.

“How long will it take for you to get changed? I’m almost ready myself,” I told him as I walked over to our dresser and sorted through my jewelry box to retrieve the gold necklace that he had given me for our 10th anniversary that always seemed to bring even more attention to my chest than the girls seemed to attract on their own.

“Give me twenty minutes,” he quipped back before jumping into what he didn’t realize would be his last proper shower for the next 30 days. I snickered as I heard him audibly moan as the hot water poured over him after he had been running around all afternoon, then returned back to my vanity to apply a few finishing touches and drop a few essentials into my purse for the evening’s festivities.

All through dinner my David was the perfect gentleman, to the point where it was almost hard to tell if it was all in preparation for what was to come or in an effort to throw me off my balance, but I soaked up every ounce of his courtesy and gentle looks just the same as we savored a glorious meal at one of our favorite Italian restaurants downtown, gushing over each other like we were on a first date despite the thing that floated in the back of my head just waiting to be unleashed…

“So are you still sure that you want to do all of this?” I asked him gingerly as I took a bite of my dessert after twirling it around several times on my fork.

“Oh – is it starting now?” he replied somewhat startled, as if it had managed to somehow skip his mind considering that we actually hadn’t talked about it since that morning.

“No, not yet…” I replied with a coy grin as I set my fork down on the plate between us and slid my hands over to meet his. “Why don’t you give me a quick dance while we wait for the server to bring the check?” I asked him doe-eyed as I stood up from the table and smiled as I watched his eyes follow my legs all of the way to the dance floor…

Pulling his arms around my waist and pulling me tight as I leaned into his ear, we began to slowly sway back and forth to the music in the middle of the restaurant as everyone else continued with their meals without giving us a second glance.

“You sure do look ravishing tonight…” he whispered as I felt his words tickle the back of my neck.

I simply purred back, pulling him in a little closer and noticing the beginnings of his arousal taking shape as my body nestled against his.

“What do you say we head straight home and have a little fun, and then maybe we can kick this thing off first thing in the morning?” David asked as he leaned down to steal a kiss from my glossy lips.

Though my body was begging to agree with him and indulge in one last night of bliss before our big experiment, my mind took over and I merely giggled softly as we continued to sway back and forth ever so gently to the sounds of the music.

“Or maybe we could do it tonight,” he bartered desperately, “but just after one quickie in the car…” adding shortly thereafter, “…a month is going to be a long time to go without you, especially leaving me seeing you dressed like this!”

“David?” I asked him quietly, interrupting his advances while keeping him pulled close to me. “You know that I love you, right?”

“That I’d do anything for you?”

He turned and looked down at me before responding concerned, “Of course, sweetie … is everything ok???”

That was my cue.

I felt a chill run down my spine as I braced for what was about to come next, then as the music shifted into its final chorus and I watched out of the corner of my eye as the waiter dropped our check on the table, a straight look passed over my face and my jaw started to shake until I pulled back just enough to be able to look him in the eyes as I trembled with a small tear in my eye, “Did you think that I wasn’t going to find out???”


Chapter Four – The Reckoning

The icy stare that I had practiced in the mirror burned into my husband’s skull as I watched the color drain from his face and I could tell that he hadn’t realized that it was an act yet, and not wanting to give him the opportunity to find out, I bit my lip and pulled away, returning to the table just long enough to grab my purse before looking back at him as I fought back tears in front of the crowded room, telling him under my breath, “I have to use the ladies room – can you just pay the check so that we can go?!”

Storming off without looking back, I knew that I had attracted at least a couple of curious gazes from the nearby tables as they watched the woman dressed to the nines rush off to the rest room in tears. Once I made my way inside and I realized that I was all alone, I couldn’t help but chuckle as I looked up at myself in the mirror. Taking a few moments to blot my fake tears away with tissues, I told myself, “Nice start, Jo, but the real performance is still yet to come…”

After waiting an abnormally long time to ensure that David would be waiting and ready to go when I emerged, I quickly touched up my makeup and then took a few deep breaths to make my eyes watery once again before storming back out of the ladies room and making my way to the front of the restaurant where I gratefully found that my husband had already called for our car to be brought back around by the valet. Walking right past him without a word and climbing into the open door that the valet had been holding for me, I did my best to fix my icy stare out the window as I glared while David begged all of the ride home to find out what had upset me so much.

Whether he had figured it all out and was just playing along or he was still genuinely concerned, the panic in his eyes followed me as I jumped out of the car the moment the car stopped in our garage. 

“I talked to my sister this afternoon, you fucking asshole!” I screamed at him with everything that I had the moment the door to the house had closed behind him, storming across the house and slamming my purse down on the kitchen table before disappearing into our bedroom with David in hot pursuit.

“Sweetie, I…” he stuttered as he followed my rampage across the house. “…I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Twelve years of marriage, David!” I shouted as he met me in the doorway to find me frantically filling an overnight bag on the bed. “Twelve goddamn years, and you repay me by fucking my sister?!”

Whether he believed it or not, I certainly had myself sold as I ran into the bathroom to grab my toothbrush and a few other items before throwing them on the top of my travel bag and fighting to zip it shut while David stared at me dumbfounded in the doorway.

“…but…” was all that I let him get out before I shoved my way past him, bag in hand and still in my high heels as I continued on with my narrative as hysterical as I could muster.

“Melissa met me at the mall this afternoon and she confessed the whole fucking thing, David! How the two of you slipped away on Memorial Day and you comforted her during a really difficult time by sticking your dick into my sister’s vagina while I was waiting with our three girls for you to take us all sailing at the family picnic!”

Nearly every detail except for the most important one was spot-on – we had spent Memorial Day with my family at the park, and we had gone out on the water after David seemed to take forever to meet us with the boat. He had even commented about my sister’s ass in her bikini in ways that on the outside I was completely ok with, but for storytelling purposes it all seemed just about perfect…

“I’m going to stay at my mother’s house with the girls, you fucking prick!” I yelled over my shoulder as he followed me back through the house still bewildered.

“Jodie, wait…” he pleaded, “…there’s got to be some sort of misunderstanding. I didn’t… Please don’t go…”

I paused, then turned and looked back at him with the angriest face he’d ever seen me produce, then I glanced down at the bag on the table that I had verified earlier contained my bottle of wine and the other items that I’d asked him to fetch for me.

Dropping my travel bag to the floor, I reached inside the shopping bag and quickly grabbed the pair of steel handcuffs still in their box, then looked back at him and sneered, “You want me to stay?! Then come on…”

I turned and stormed downstairs without looking back, whipping open the two doors leading into our dungeon and making my way around the corner just in time to catch him in the balls with my knee as he was coming through the door. He instantly doubled over in pain, something that I admittedly felt a little bad about until I reminded myself over a glass of wine later that truth be told I would be doing much worse things to him than that in the 30 days to come!

“Jodie, what the hell?!” he creaked as he knelt there in agony, to which I shouted back, “Shut the fuck up!” as I grabbed onto his collar and dragged him over to the corner of the room where his new home was located. I began ripping his clothes off rather crudely as he lay there in front of the cell door in pain that was further intensified when I landed my shoe in between his legs with a couple of well-placed kicks as well to make sure that he would remain disoriented until I had done what I needed to do…

David just whimpered and cried a bit as his defensive instincts kicked in and he curled up into a ball at my feet. My husband has always been so much more of a lover than a fighter and I wouldn’t even want to think about what it would be like if he were to find himself in a real fight one of these days. And again, maybe it all was for show, although the grunt that I heard him make each and every time I connected with his balls was certainly for real from my previous experience!

Once he was down to only his boxers and the rest of his clothes had been strewn haphazardly around the dungeon, I tore open the box of handcuffs, discretely slipping the keys into my bra, and then reached down to slam the first of the two cuffs around his left wrist that was closest to me at that moment. Then pulling up harshly on his arm via the cuff, I used all of my strength to force him through the open cell door while he was still on his knees before pushing him roughly over onto his face, grabbing his free wrist and slamming it into the other cuff behind his back, and then finally reaching down and ripping his underwear off so that he laid there completely naked on the cold concrete floor of the cell as I pulled the heavy, iron door shut and locked it with a resounding clank.

“Jodie, wait…” I heard him moan, though I didn’t look back until I stood at the door with my finger on the light switch.

Flipping the room into pitch darkness, I shouted back, “I’m going to my mom’s house anyways, you piece of shit. At least your stupid dungeon is good for something down here. I’ll be back sometime tomorrow, or the next day, or whatever!”

I finally added just before stepping out and shutting the door behind me, “Try not to fuck my sister again while I’m gone…”

My heart raced like a thousand horses as I braced myself against the closed door from the outside and caught my breath before realizing that A) even if the room was completely soundproof, I didn’t want to give anything away by him hearing me just outside the door, and more importantly B) I wanted to see how he was reacting to it all on the wireless cameras that were installed around the dungeon and most recently inside the cell, too!

Finally kicking off my heels, I ran upstairs and grabbed my iPad before sitting down on the corner of our bed and tapping on the icon that I could use to view the cameras. They took a few seconds to load, but once the night vision setting picked up, there I saw my captive husband – still sprawled over exactly where I had left him, barely moving as he lay there alone in the dark naked with his wrists cuffed behind his back, naked and exposed.

I watched the pictures curiously for a few minutes, wondering if I had actually hurt him or something before I remembered him showing me that I could zoom in, which though it revealed a considerable amount of wincing still, was also able to confirm that everything was ok long enough for me to go retrieve my travel bag from the kitchen and then slip out of my dress before beginning to unpack the bag again, glancing back at the screen every so often to check in on his current status…

It was probably a good twenty minutes before I saw him move from that place, by which time I had relocated out to the couch in the living room with a glass of the cherry wine that David had bought me and my feet kicked up, still in their stockings, as I waited for something … anything to happen on the screen in my lap. As I walked back through the evening leading up to his imprisonment, I was actually rather proud of my own acting and there was a part of me that wanted to stick my head through the cracked door just enough to quickly whisper, “So, how did I do?!”

But I knew as I watched him slowly get his bearings and then attempt to wiggle his way across the cold, stone floor so that he could simply lean upright against the wall that there was no turning back now. This was what David had wanted all along, and now that we had started wading our way out into the deep end, I couldn’t spoil it for him just because *I* was having cold feet.

I sat there watching the expressions on his face for another hour before I finally grabbed the TV remote on my way to pour my second glass of wine, and from there as I occasionally glanced back and forth from my recorded shows to see my loving husband slumped there bound and abused, even though we both knew that the story had just been made up, I could already see on his face that his surroundings were starting to slowly whittle away at him even then as he closed his eyes and fell asleep without attempting to climb onto the cot next to him, a remorseful look seemingly taken shape on his face subconsciously as I watched in on him from afar…


Chapter Five – Embracing the Darkness

The next morning was a new day and I made no rush springing into it after waking up briefly at the sunlight’s first appearance to quickly glance over at my iPad which had followed me into bed, confirming that my husband was in fact still alive and breathing in his cell downstairs before rolling back over to nab a couple extra hours of sleep just because…

I had actually put a lot of thought into the next day’s portion of my script – in fact it was one of the few days that I had fully outlined already over my husband’s 30 day sentence, and so as I leisurely cooked myself up a nice breakfast, my iPad always within reach so that I could glance over at David’s predicament from time to time, I had to somewhat work myself back into the mindset of the woman whose husband cheated on her with her own sister after getting a surprisingly refreshing night’s sleep despite never fully changing out of my lingerie from the chaotic evening before.

I love my sister Melissa, but admittedly I’ve probably always been a little jealous of her. She was always better than me in school, always seemed to have all of the boys’ attentions in high school and college, and even in our adulthood she sometimes clings to this competitive attitude that she had from our childhood that I never really bought into anyways, but always seemed to fuel her to beat me at anything that she possibly could all the same.

The one thing that she’s never been able to “beat me” at, though, is family. I was lucky enough to meet David my senior year of college and we bonded almost instantly, got married a year later, and now twelve years in we’ve got three beautiful girls together, whereas my older sister is still single and these days many of us wonder regrettably whether she’ll just always be like that. She’ll date random guys for a year or two here and there, but none of them ever really stick, and knowing how friendly she’s gotten with David over the years, and how attractive I knew that he found her, the thought of her sneaking around behind my back wasn’t entirely out of the question…

In a way I hated to rope her into our little fantasy, but I supposed considering that I already did, what was the harm in pushing things a little further with some real world influences that she never needed to know about??? Glancing up at a photo of the three of us up on the wall from earlier that year, I randomly stuck my thumb up and placed it over myself in the picture so that it only showed the two of them standing together with his arm around her, and as I felt my blood begin to boil between his betrayal and my sister’s ability to get under my skin like only a sibling can, the anger that I had manifested the night before began to return once again.

Exactly where I needed to be.

As much as I knew that neither of them would ever do anything like that to hurt me in real life, the fantasy was beginning to take hold and I told myself that the more *I* believed it, the easier it would be to sell the story to David, too … even if he knew that deep down this adulterous tale had never actually taken place just the same…

Walking back into the bedroom, I turned to see myself again in the mirror – the same dark purple bra and panties, matching garter belt, and long black stockings from the night before that coincidentally I had ended up falling asleep in. I looked crossly at the woman in the mirror as I bent over and retrieved my stilettos, feeling that air of confidence … yet scorned this time … flooding back over me. “He’d still be lucky to fuck me,” I thought, “but that sure as hell isn’t going to happen anymore.”

Then scooping up my dress from the floor and pulling it back on over my head, the look that I had been hoping for was complete – a shattered version of the beautiful woman who he’d enjoyed dinner with last night, one who’d slept in her clothes and spent every waking moment agonizing over ways to make him suffer…

After making a quick stop in the bathroom to retrieve a small shopping bag of my own that I had hid away from my last trip to the store, I returned to the kitchen just long enough to grab a silver platter for my next move before I made my way back downstairs to where my cheated heart’s unfaithful mate would be found.

Opening the second door to the dungeon, I made quick work of announcing myself by turning the lights on as bright as they would go before stomping across the room towards the cell loudly in my high heels. David looked up at me, squinting his eyes from the same position slumped over against the wall that I’d seen him in the night before and subsequently had been watching him assume throughout morning. There was a part of me that felt a little bit sorry for him, laying there alone and naked all night, his arms pulled roughly behind his back, but then I remembered him telling me that there would probably be times where I would be shocked at his appearance and how I couldn’t give in during those times…

I also remembered what he had done to me and that managed to whisk away the rest of my pity like it didn’t even deserve to be in the same room.

“Jodie, I’m sorry…” he croaked as his eyes strained to look up at me with the bright lights illuminating the room for the first time in 12 hours.

“Don’t say a fucking word – I don’t want to hear it,” I told him coldly as I set the tray that I was carrying down nearby, then took the comically large, iron key from its hanger on the wall and inserted it into the cell’s lock. Before pulling open the door, I retrieved my tray and carried it into the cell with me – its contents including a plain, pink razor and a small can of shaving cream, a cheap toothbrush and a travel-size tube of toothpaste, a small pair of scissors, a bar of the most boring, unscented soap that I could find at the store, and a tall glass of water that I had filled moments earlier from the tap in the kitchen.

Setting the tray down on the cot next to him, I instructed him to lean over and used the key that I had earlier stashed in my bra to unlock the handcuffs around his wrists. Without saying a word, I glared down at him rubbing the indentations on his wrists as I backed out of the room, waiting until the cell door had clanked shut again before explaining to him my demands…

“You have one hour to clean yourself up before I get back. With the razor and scissors, I want every last hair off of your body from head to toe.”

“I’d also recommend cleaning yourself out down there while you’re at it,” I curtly added. “It might be a while before you have the privilege of using the toilet again.”

With that, I stepped over to the wall beside the cell where David had built the controls into place and first flipped the switch to disengage the locks between the main part of the cell and the toilet area, then looking back at him with an evil smirk, also turned the knob that disabled the hot water to the shower inside the cell.

“Jo, please – wait…” I heard him beg as I held my head high and walked back towards the door, though just shy of my exit, something implored me to stop and turn back to him once my hand had reached the doorknob.

Looking back at the pitifully nude man who had allegedly slighted me, I told him confidently, “Let me give you a bit of advice, David. When I come back down here in an hour, I’m going to have to figure out how to deal with you for what you’ve done. Maybe I want to divorce you, maybe I don’t, but there’s one thing for certain that I can tell you now – there’s absolutely nothing that can come out of your mouth right now to improve your situation in the slightest, so unless you want me to walk right back out this door and let you stay down here until somebody finds you, I would suggest that you don’t speak my name anymore. Ever again.”

Another chill ran down my spine at what I thought was an award-winning performance as I closed the door to the dungeon behind me and walked back upstairs to our bedroom where I would carry out the next part of my plan. After watching him on my iPad stare at the tray for a good five minutes before finally standing up and taking the items into the shower area, I was ready to do a bit of cleansing of my own, though thankfully at least *I* had hot water with which to do so!

Concluding my luxuriously long and hot shower that hinted I probably would be arriving late for the one hour deadline that I had imposed upon my husband, I stared into the mirror opposite the shower and began to envision a new, yet familiar face looking back at me – that of the poignant domme, but this time with a different repertoire at my disposal than ever before. In all of the times that I’d played dominant to his submissive in the past, as much as I truly enjoyed taking charge and bossing him around from time to time, there was always something that felt lacking that I didn’t even realize was lacking until just then as I felt that strange rush of being in control like never before…

…an attitude to fuel my femininity with every brushstroke as I painted my face with the blacks and greys and crimson reds of a domina on a mission…

…a fire to drive my passions as I looked over the eroticism-ignited black and red leather ensemble that was going to make him rue the day that he sought the embrace of my sister instead of my own and beg for the forgiveness that only a scorned wife with a heavy hand could possibly offer…

The pieces that hung waiting in the garment bag in front of me looked even more stunning than they had when they first arrived – a sleek and sophisticated black leather corset with cherry red embroidery up the side of it depicting the pursuit of a fiery, oriental dragon … the same in style to the finishing touches that I had asked them to add to a pair of supple, 4” leather knee boots that I had sent along after discussing my custom order. Coupled with an ultra-tight, leather skirt that fell dangerously above the knee and a brand new pair of black fishnet stockings, I just knew that his jaw was going to drop when he saw the magnificent mistress that I had transformed into…

And yet as I slipped into each piece and cinched them up tighter than I’d ever dared in the past, somehow I realized that his true helplessness seemed to brew a new level of excitement in me that made the character feel all the more real as I looked back at her in the mirror, a blonde perched on high heels, ready to take back the dignity that had been stolen from her, one tiny slice at a time.

Glancing back down at the tablet on the bed, I saw David sitting patiently on the cot awaiting my return, still rubbing his wrists from the marks that the handcuffs had left overnight, but now purely bald from head to toe. It was strange to see his head fully bare after knowing him with a healthy head of brown hair for as long as he’d been a part of my life, and yet it was also oddly arousing to have given him such a blunt and debasing order that he seemed to have followed without question…

I watched him for a few minutes, wondering what was going through his head and if this was the experience that he had wanted … wondering if I was being too hard on him, or potentially even not hard enough. I wondered what he thought of the conflict that I had concocted for him, and what he had spent the previous night thinking about in that cold jail cell after I had stripped him and cuffed his wrists behind his back.

It was odd because in all the times that we’d played before, at that point our scene would’ve long been over and we’d have already had a chance to decompress and share with each other what parts we had and hadn’t liked over cups of tea or hot chocolate, and yet in this latest adventure, the scene was truly only still just beginning and it was going to be a very long time before I could dig into those thoughts in his head without disturbing what he had wanted to brew with this whole experiment.

I did notice, however, that the longer I stared at him, the more I kinda liked seeing him sitting there, all bald and obedient, and that was what ultimately helped me to stand up and put that smirk back on my face and get to work crafting his next torment…

 “I bet you ‘Liss didn’t dress up for you in black leather when you nailed her behind the boat house…” I jeered at him as I gracefully entered the dungeon and began my approach to his temporary resting place, just waiting for his jaw to drop.

Impressively he followed my last words to a tee and furthermore didn’t even raise his eyes up from the floor as I walked up, though I could only imagine how much it must’ve killed him not to look up and see me in all of my leather-clad glory knowing the fetish thoughts that more often than not occupy his head!

After glaring down at him for a few moments, I reluctantly opened the cell door and walked over next to him, running my fingers curiously over his shaved head while he sat quietly with his hands folded in his lap…

“Looks like you still listen to me every once in a while…” I scolded him as I admired the contrast of my red fingernails against his scalp. Glancing over at the pile of hair now left in the shower around the drain, I muttered, “Maybe there’s still an ounce of hope for you after all.”

“Get up,” I told him next, which he did without question, his eyes still seemingly afraid to wander in my direction. Looking around the cell and out to the rest of the dungeon momentarily to double-check that my plan would work, I finally instructed him to move the cot from the cell out into the dungeon, and in its place to wheel in the padded bondage table that sat on locking wheels in the center of the floor. I knew that it would be a tight fit inside the cell, but once I had finished what I needed to do, it wasn’t like he was going to require much more room than that anyways…

While David did all of the heavy lifting, I made my rounds throughout the dungeon to collect the remaining items that I would require for the bondage that was to keep my cheating husband occupied for the next several days – a heavy, leather sleepsack to ensure that even locked inside of his cell, he still wouldn’t be wandering about; a padded, leather hood that was strict enough to block out most sound and light, but not so much that I needed to be concerned about leaving him bound in it unattended for a long period of time; and probably most appropriate of all, a steel chastity belt – this one featuring a myriad of sharp spikes up and down the shaft to make sure that if the wearer happened to find himself getting aroused by his present situation or memories of anything that he may or may not have done in the past, they would most certainly make him live to regret those idle thoughts!

Once he had managed to strong-arm the table into his cell, I made him stand in the wooden stocks that he had installed in the corner of the dungeon while I first locked the chastity device into place. “Those spikes are going to hurt like a bitch later when you can’t get the thought of me in this outfit out of your head…” I taunted him as I traced my fingers around his lips and chuckled to myself as he finally gave in and gazed upon my new attire openly for the first time. Even before I walked away to retrieve the catheter that needed to be inserted to ensure that he wouldn’t wet himself while he was bound for the next two days, I could already see him starting to swell inside of the steel cage and beads of sweat beginning to form as the spikes reminded him of their ever-boding presence.

Leaving him for only a moment to adjust to his new confines, I then proceeded back inside the cage where I laid out and arranged the leather sleepsack on the padded table for its incoming occupant. Although David had endured some long sessions within its leathery confines in the past, I was about to put all of those experiences to shame as I planned to lock him inside for a minimum of 48 hours … possibly longer, depending on my mood! Once the straps were all spread out and loading him inside would be as easy as I could make it, I released my husband from the stocks and dragged him by the ear back over to the cell, where a simple, “You know what to do…” was all that it took to get him up on the table and sliding his legs into the far end of the sleepsack…

Ready to truly seal him away, I instructed him to lie flat on his back and then stared down at him coldly as I slowly placed the re-sealable eye patches over his eyes that would later allow me to remove the hood itself without granting him the gift of restoring his vision. I could only imagine the emotions crashing through his head as this goddess lorded over him, her perfect body so close within reach, but denied due to his disgraceful lack of judgment. Any other time I’d have loved to have felt his hands on my leather-clad body one last time before then teasing him to no end once he had been fully restrained on that table, but that wasn’t the scene that we were carrying out that day.

Lifting the leather hood to his face that would soon become a part of himself for the next two days, I sarcastically pointed out the phallus-shaped feeding gag inside of the hood and told him, “Just pretend that you’re Melissa, and that the cock is my husband’s, and it should come completely natural!” as the rubber dick slipped between his lips with little resistance. I knew that this hood was vital to his long-term bondage because it was one of the few hoods we owned that came equipped with a feeding tube running through the gag, meaning that later on that evening when I was finally ready to indulge David with a bit of nutrition, sucking that cock would be how each and every one of his meals inside of that hood would be provided to him…

Once the leather headgear had been laced down extra-tight and locked in place with the first of many padlocks, I guided my prisoner to lie back down so that I could finish securing his bondage and get on with my day. Realistically my day consisted of keeping an eye on him on my iPad and enjoying some sunshine in between researching ways to torture him, but he didn’t have to know that and I enjoyed the spice that rushing his restraints added to the atmosphere. His arms slipped cuffed into individual sleeves on the inside of the sleepsack and then further welded to the sides of his body by the closing of the sack’s zipper, and the accompanying straps, and the straps that then held it down to the table, I had little doubt that he’d be doing much wandering around the dungeon, especially once I had clicked the final padlock shut and closed the heavy, steel door behind me once again.

I stood there for a few minutes with my arms folded, watching my blind and immobile husband adjust to his new settings, enjoying the creaks that the leather made as all of the straps and restraints fought against one another with their captive held helplessly inside. I thought about his cock straining against the spikes of his chastity belt as he was overwhelmed by being bound in leather from head to toe, and I wondered just how long the allure would take to wear off before his true agony began to set in…

Knowing that making him wait until that evening for food by no means would kill him, I figured that his first stretch would keep him isolated for about eight hours without any outside interaction – not exactly a record, but I hoped it would at least be enough to start weakening his spirit for some of the ideas that I’d been kicking around next.

I really hoped that he was enjoying it in that sick sort of way, because he had asked me to punish him and that’s exactly what I intended on doing…

Just before I dimmed the lights and closed the door, I called out across the cold dungeon floor just loud enough for him to hear, “Where’s ‘Liss to save you now???”


Chapter Six – Patience & Solitude

I felt a little overdressed when I walked back into our dining room, barely twelve o’clock and done up like I had a full day planned at the dungeon ahead of me! But as I tapped my iPad back to life and stood it up on the table in front of me to watch as I made myself an early cocktail, I sensed a renewed thrill as I glanced over to see my husband bound and fully restrained from head to toe in black leather and decided that it seemed only fair to look my part a while longer, too…

Besides, I had put way too much time into preparing myself to take it all back off again less than an hour later!

Crossing my booted ankles as I sat back down at the table, I began to consider more of the logistics of David’s predicament – both the fun side as well as the practical side, spanning everything from his meals to his bathroom breaks to the things that I could do over the next few weeks to make his stay more interesting. I didn’t plan on keeping him in the sleepsack full-time, as that seemed impractical and also stinky, though it seemed like a good way to kick off his imprisonment with an extended bout of solitary confinement.

After a couple of days on his back, I figured that I’d probably give him freer reign in his cell, possibly wearing the new steel restraints that I’d acquired because they seemed heavy enough to instill that prison-like sensation if he needed to drag the chains around to use the toilet or something.

I also reminded myself that I had the option to close his cell in on him, which I’d only done once before in practice while David was out, but that held potential nonetheless as a good fallback if for whatever reason he started to show some resistance during his stay.

His immediate needs were really pretty simple, though – later on that evening he’d be tasting his first prison meal, which due to his inability to move a muscle would be comprised of a rather unappealing nutrient shake recipe that I’d found online that basically consisted of throwing a bunch of stuff in a blender and then looking the other way while you drank it, which actually wouldn’t be much of a problem for David because he was already blinded by the leather hood! Nonetheless, I was sure that the flavor itself would certainly leave something to be desired, but nobody ever said that prison food was supposed to be tasty…

Once I had a nice vat of his prison slurm chilling in a pitcher in the refrigerator for later, I moved my still leather-clad figure to the couch for some R&R as I flipped between watching TV and playing on the Internet and reading through a couple of books on psychology that I had picked up at the book store the week before the experiment had gotten underway. Because as much as I could’ve used the time to simply lay around and relax while David bided his time in bondage downstairs, there was a part of me that was genuinely curious about all that he was going through, and not only felt a responsibility to understand more about his experience, but also felt intrigued as to other ways that I could help to enhance his experience to its bitter fullest.

As I first sat there glancing between whatever landed on the television and the seemingly static view on the tablet, I wondered what was actually going on in my husband’s head as he lay there strapped helplessly to the padded bondage table. He’d only been locked down for a little over an hour at that point, which was relatively light considering that it was common for either of us to spend 2-3 hours inside when we’d bound each other in the past. From my own experience, I knew that the first couple of hours could be a mix of fantasy and trivial, as whatever last words one heard had a tendency to linger as you floated there in solitude until eventually you either found yourself in either a state of relaxation or boredom.

Of course, either way there’s not much you can do until your captor decides to release you…

I remembered my own “boredom” being amusing for a while due to the self-struggle of wanting to do anything else, but still being captive, and it seemed like an intriguing opportunity for me to keep him away from that lull as much as possible to keep his brain working in overdrive when he would have nothing other than my own suggestions to focus on. Drifting to some websites about psychotherapy and hypnosis, my readings made me start to wonder if there was some way that I could possibly introduce audio into his bondage, like perhaps the occasional crack of a whip or click of high heels across the marble floors.

Upon discovering that there was, in fact, an entire sub-culture dedicated to erotic hypnosis and kinky suggestion, I soon realized that there was a sizeable rabbit hole there that would take some further exploration to truly scope out and determine what could be of use to me!

Pressing on, I then skipped ahead to a section in one of my books that talked about corrective actions, which they didn’t come straight out and title as punishments, but as I sat there in my tight, leather corset with my feet up on the ottoman in a pair of boots that would make most men drop to their knees, I was able to read between the lines just fine as they used clinical terms in place of some of the more dominant nomenclature that I’ve grown used to over the years…

It spoke of several aspects that I already had in mind, such as corporal punishment and the extended isolation that he had already begun, but in addition the book also mentioned some new things like overexposure to force the patient to confront what they had done and even output via writing, which seemed like a surprisingly good outlet for my husband, considering what he did for a living and especially that he had said that afterwards he was (allegedly) hoping to write a new book around the whole experience.

As I eventually set all of my reading material to the side and laid back to veg with just the TV for a bit, ironically I found myself settling on a channel that was showing a marathon of the show Cheaters, in which the host helps people who think that they’ve been cheated on confirm and then confront their worst fears…

…and as much as I don’t think I would’ve otherwise been able to bring myself to watch that show on any other random afternoon, for some reason it really resonated with me that day as I was trying to get a better mindset around that of someone cheated on. Don’t get me wrong, some of their stories were just plain sad and I felt really bad for the ones that didn’t so much get any peace out of their unremorseful exes, and yet for every truly sad story there were three more that were highly entertaining for either a comic factor or simply due to the uncontrollable venom that some of those women showed when they were finally able to confront their spouses, often times while said cheaters were still very much in the act!

Through the whopping three hours that I watched the show back-to-back before moving on to seemingly more productive forms of entertainment, I began to feel some of their anger channeled in my direction as I let my mind drift in and out of the mindset of one whose own sister became the alternative that her husband sought. I even took a break at one point to give her a call and chat, surprisingly feeling my tensions rising simply from the sound of her voice with the fictional scenario burrowing its way a little deeper into the back of my mind as each hour passed and I coaxed it a little further.

When I hung up the phone and caught myself cursing her name despite our perfectly friendly conversation, I wondered for just a brief moment if there were any negative side effects from pushing a fabrication like this on for such an extended period of time, and yet as I glanced back to my husband in his prison cell and I thought about how much it all meant to him, I told myself that even if it took us a couple of weeks to drift back to normal after he had been released, if it all made for a more overwhelming experience for him during his time in bondage, then it was a sacrifice that I was willing to make for him…

Looking back over the few notes that I had jotted down that afternoon as I prepared to take David his first meal, I liked the idea of exploring audio as a way to get a little deeper into his head especially because time was one resource that we had plenty of with this experiment, and even more so, I loved the idea of incorporating some other reminders of his affair to subliminally drive home the story that this was a thing that had actually happened that he was being punished for! Maybe it was the mind of the cheated that was encouraging me to be a little more wicked than I normally am when I’m dressed in leather, but I had an idea that the next couple of days before he came out of the sleepsack were going to be very busy as I made my own preparations for the weeks to come.

As I walked past a mirrored wall in the family room on my way towards the stairs, a new pair of elbow-length leather opera gloves now gracing my hands as I clenched the cylinder containing the nutrients to carry my incarcerated husband for the next 12 hours, I saw the look of an angry woman whose betrayal could only be requited by fear – the long, slow fear that would manifest itself inside of his mind over the course of days and weeks as I slowly eroded his will for breaking my heart, and as I felt the threat of our story becoming a bit more believable with every step, I made the decision that, in fact, I kind of liked that.


Chapter Seven – Inside His Head

The next two days seemed to pass rather quickly as I spent the majority of my time away from work researching and scheming about the things that I would do to David once I had finally released him from his leathery prison. His feedings went off surprisingly without a hitch, to the point where I found that I could be in and out of his cell in less than two minutes, including the time it took me to walk downstairs!

The process was pretty simple – his “food” was poured into a medical-type bag that hung from the top of one of the cell bars, whereas his catheter emptied into the same type of bag that sat in a bucket on the floor, so it was literally a matter of seconds to swap out the old bags for new ones … and although it may have been tempting to swap them out for each other from time to time, even in my harshest state I had to admit that I wasn’t sure if that was a path that either of us were ready to walk down just yet…

One thing that did occupy a lot of my time was researching and learning all that I could about erotic hypnosis because it seemed like something that would fit in well with what we were doing, and after nearly falling asleep to half a dozen different recordings myself, I finally settled on a couple of very mild audio tracks that I had selected specifically because I knew that I could play them on loop downstairs throughout the night to create a rather alluring effect.

When 48 hours had finally passed, or rather actually turned into 60 hours once I’d decided that the first partial day didn’t really count because hey, we had all of the time in the world to blow anyways, I made my way downstairs – this time in a much more relaxed attire of sweats for the workout that I would be going on shortly – and most notably because what I had in mind really didn’t offer him a view of his mistress anyways!

Walking into the dungeon, I noticed that my tennis shoes were disappointingly absent of the classic high heeled click that I’d grown accustomed to, and I made a mental note to make better shoe choices the next time as I unlocked the cell door and unceremoniously began loosening the multitude of straps that encased my husband’s body. I could only imagine how he felt after being forced into one solitary position for over two days non-stop, though I noted with familiar creaks from the leather straps that his bondage had held its own remarkably and offered little resistance despite his inevitable struggles…

David made little attempt to move as I pulled the sweat-filled, leather sack from around his body, weakly trying to stretch his neck as I released the internal cuffs that held his wrists firmly in place. Once he was able to sit upright, I allowed him a few moments to capture his balance before guiding him over to the corner of the cell, his hands and feet free, but his head still thoroughly locked inside the hood and his manhood even more so within the chastity belt.

In any other situation I would’ve insisted that he be bound in some other way while he waited for me, but at this particular moment as he simply sat there with his hooded head leaned up against the corner, he gave me no reason to believe that he’d be putting up any sort of fight after being kept immobile for the record time that he’d been in bondage!

While David sat in silence, I almost instantly came to regret asking him to fit the bondage table inside of the cell himself because now that he was incapacitated, it quickly became my task to remove it again so that he could have the full use of his cell that he would be granted for the next duration of his stay…

I fought with the bed for several minutes, though thankfully fell short of having to ask for assistance as I finally pinpointed the angle required for the bed to fit through the immovable, steel door, and once the large table had been rolled back to its original home, I was ready to continue with David’s first cool off process which honestly at that point I sort of felt had been well-deserved.

Guiding him back to the cot that had been replaced, I had David sit on the edge while I carefully began to undo the locks and laces that held the heavy leather garment in place over his skull, watching with a satisfied note as he kept his hands folded neatly in his lap the entire time. After finally easing the seemingly huge cock gag out of his mouth and feeling somewhat sympathetic as I backed out of the room, setting the used gear to the side so that I could later take it with me for a healthy cleaning, I closed the cell door once again with an astounding clang before I informed him what was about to happen next…

“Count to 100, then you may remove the eye patches,” I told him as I looked in at him through the heavy, steel bars. “You have two hours to clean up, stretch your legs, and enjoy what little ounce of freedom you’ve been granted. I expect the new eye patches in place and you waiting on your knees when I return…”

With that I dimmed the lights to a quarter brightness, mostly for effect though admittedly if I hadn’t, his eyesight would’ve been nearly shot after having been in the dark for two and a half days anyways. Standing outside the dungeon door and watching him on my tablet, I saw him reach 100 slightly longer than I would’ve expected, which pleased me as opposed to him rushing it, and as he stood up and looked around for the first time after removing his blinders, I could somehow tell by the bewildered look in his eyes that so far the experience was definitely having an effect on him. Even already, he seemed obviously disoriented, but also more docile and submissive, and as he took the small steps that he was permitted, he would occasionally run his fingers down the heavy bars and look out as if trying to see if I was standing just outside, off in the darkness, watching him.

The shower, he was clearly disappointed to find was still set to cold-only, but when he finally noticed the new eye patches that I had left for him and found the shiny, red apple that I had left sitting on the cot for him to find, it gave me a good feeling as I left him to go for my run, knowing that he was aware that I was at least a little bit pleased with him … so far.

* * * * * * * * * *

It was that night after I had returned and bound him into his next position that would encompass his next seven days that I began to employ some of the mind tricks that I’d slowly been planning for David. Having replaced his leather bonds with the much more imposing, steel shackles that I had purchased, I used a second set of heavy chains to fix him in a reclining position on his cot in that he wouldn’t be able to so much as sit up until I released him the next morning.

Over the eye patches was laced a different hood, this one consisting of two separate hoods that were stitched together, save for a zipper that ran from the crown of the head, down the nose and mouth, and under the chin, with the innermost hood offering cut-outs for the facial features so that, in most practices, the wearer could be permitted sight, smell, and taste when the hood was open and then be cut off from those same offerings with the zip of the zipper! In David’s case, however, even with the hood opened the eye patches still prevented him from seeing about, though it served my purpose of simply making his feeding and upkeep easier while giving his jaw a bit of a rest at the same time…

Once he fell asleep, mind you, was when the real fun began because it was several hours later after I’m sure he’d assumed that I’d gone to bed that noises began to randomly echo throughout the dungeon. I had planned them first to be very seldom and discrete – the sound of stiletto heels for maybe twenty seconds at a pass being my favorite, with a couple of stray bullwhips cracking just off in the distance, but enough to keep his ears curiously perked all night long.

As I delved my way through more and more online recordings during the day, I eventually stumbled across a reasonable tutorial that even enabled me to craft a few recordings of my own … which seemed necessary after a few days of being unable to find another female dominant that I thought could stand in for me without the whole thing just getting confusing in all of the wrong ways.

The first scripts that I penned for myself were harsh, but pretty much cookie-cutter from our fight that had started the whole thing… 

“Did you think that I wasn’t going to find out???” 

“Twelve years of marriage, David!”

“I can’t believe that you fucked my own sister…”

…and it wasn’t until three nights later as I sat there staring at the computer, completely blanked as to what would come next, that I hit upon the piece of inspiration as I was flipping through some photos on Melissa’s Facebook page that were a bit sexier than I had been expecting and suddenly I realized that what I was missing in addition to my own recordings was my sister’s voice to haunt him from the darkness, too!

The coordination was tricky, but after figuring out how to rig my computer to record calls from my phone, I spent a couple of hours just chatting with my sister to see what she would give me, and surprisingly after guiding her without hopefully sounding too weird, I actually hung up the phone with some fun, new bits that I knew were just going to drive him wild…

Maybe someday I’ll admit to Melissa that the reason I randomly had to tell her about my weird dream where David was hitting on her was so that I could later use the sounds of her voice to tantalize him during his bondage, but probably not!

Listening back to Melissa’s voice admittedly even creeped me out a bit once I had trimmed it down to a few individual clips, but as the days passed no matter what I had done the night before, there was something inside me that felt the need to push him just a little harder after going down and giving him his latest bowl of slop while temporarily unbinding his hands from the wall or giving him a chance to get up and walk around after 12 hours of being on his back on that horrible cot.

Sometimes when I listened back to the clips that I’d gotten from my sister, I started to think that they were having an effect on me, too…

“I caught him checking me out in my swimsuit last summer…”

“I’m so jealous, Jo – why can’t *I* have a man like David?!”

“If your husband was going to cheat on you, I guess it would probably be with me.”

As the soundtracks that I piped into that cold, dark cell grew more and more complex with whispers from both me and my sister coupled with the sounds of locks and whips and straps and heels, David seemed to become more entranced every day, with little to do but sit or hang there, occasionally jingling his chains methodically, as our voices dominated his mind. He never fought his bonds and never once did he strike out when I came to move or feed him … it seemed like he had opted to just accept his punishment in all of its solitude, in hopes of the time passing sooner rather than later.

By the tenth day when I released him once again and instructed him to clean himself thoroughly, this time with no apple in sight, I don’t think that he had any idea what was about to happen next.


Chapter Eight – True Suffering

The shock of the rattan cane came swift and heavy as it cut into his backside like a samurai dicing fruit in the air for target practice. The wet panties that I had stuffed harshly into his mouth did little to muffle the cries that he was unable to hold back after each blow, however thankfully for my own ears the ten layers of pink and purple duct tape that I had applied over said panties provided a slightly better barrier during his first of many discipline sessions…

With the voices in his head continuing into the evening hours, it seemed like it was time to move into the vengeful wife portion of my husband’s 30-day sentence where I got to flex my muscles a bit and brush up on some of the disciplinary skills that ironically he’d always been hounding me about taking a bit more of during our play sessions.

Something told me that after all of this had come and gone, he wouldn’t be asking me for anything more for quite some time…

He knelt weakly on top of the black, padded spanking horse that I had moved center stage into the middle of the room, the spotlights built into the ceiling beating down on him like he was on fire as I applied each stroke with careful precision, no rush as I occasionally waited several minutes in between each to give his body ample time to go wild with anticipation for the next hit before eventually unleashing another strike and sending his senses into overload all over again.

I spoke not a single word during these sessions, and despite the mirrors that had he had tactfully installed on the walls around the dungeon to make it appear multiple times the size that it actually was, the only time he even saw my face during those hours was when I would lead him out of his cell and back over to the horse where I would first attach his cuffs to the side of the bench using four of the bulkiest, heaviest padlocks that I could find, and then second, I would insert the panties into his mouth that I had worn the night before and hold them in place with as many pieces of duct tape as I desired, sometimes not stopping until his entire jaw from his chin to his nose appeared to be simply one solid piece of multi-colored tape…

My words, however, weren’t necessary, I figured, as I planned to do all of my talking with the strike of the cane as I made it dance into an array that increasingly resulted in a design that no doubt must’ve made it incredibly uncomfortable for him to sleep at night! White stripes turned to red, red strips slowly evolved to purple … first ten, then twenty, then as many as I felt like until I deemed his backside to be indicative of a man seeking forgiveness after violating the trust of his partner.

Dare I say, however, that the excruciating strokes from my cane, tear-inducing as they were, may not have been the most piercing inflictions that David endured during those weeks, for something even more sinister surrounded him during each and every caning that I’m still to this day particularly proud of conjuring up!

For that same night when I had been flipping through my sister’s online pictures, another idea had struck me besides just using her voice to dig a little deeper at my husband’s captive mind, and that was, in fact, using her face as well, and so began the task of sorting through nearly every single photo that Melissa had posted in the last two years to find a half a dozen or so of the sexiest poses which I would then take down to the local printer and have them blown up into full poster size that I could then prop up on easels around center stage in our dungeon so that no matter which direction he looked, there she would be, staring back at him with a wink or a sexy flutter of her eyes as he was forced to look her in the eye while his wife bruised his ass mercilessly in retaliation for his straying…

There was the photo of Melissa getting drunk at the club.

There was the photo of Melissa getting drunk at the beach in her barely there bikini.

There was the photo of Melissa serving drinks at our cousin’s wedding where she seemed to be taking one for herself for every drink that she poured for somebody else!

I had told the guy at the copy place that they were for a bachelorette party, which he seemed fine with as he meticulously “checked the quality” on each print thoroughly before handing them all over to me…

The mindfuck, by my best interpretation, had to have been mind-boggling at best, between him hearing jeers from her at night and then seeing her up close and personal in his most vulnerable state yet during the day, his vision constantly blurred by the sheering pain until maybe he wasn’t even so sure exactly which one of us was actually instituting his torture in the first place. In a way, it kind of made me wonder if the experience would somehow impact David’s relationship with my sister after it was all said and done – hopefully positive, as I think I was doing just as best of a job as I could to reinforce the point that sleeping with my sister was not acceptable!

Over time the sessions began to blur for me just as much as I could imagine that they did for him – for his first couple of sessions, I would deliver a rather intense beating one day and then leave him alone in isolation for the following, picking up with another discipline session on the third day, and so forth. However after the first week of that, I felt as if maybe he needed something more and decided to increase his canings to every day, and then as we neared his third week of being imprisoned, twice daily, until it finally grew to a point where I had to take some time off of work to deliver his pain three and four times a day, each and every time following the exact same procedure as the day before:

	Removed from his cell, bound to the horse…
	Hood would come off, panties and tape would go on…
	A vicious beating while my sister’s portraits looked on in amusement…
	Eventually the gag would come out and back on would go his hood…
	After locking him back against the wall, I’d leave the used panties in a pile in the corner of the cell…


It got to the point where I ended up abandoning the leather hoods entirely in favor of a surprisingly simple, canvas hood made of dark material that secured with a plain, leather collar around his throat and made for a much easier replacement when my goal at that point was to get him back in isolation and disappear as quickly as possible.

By the time his fourth week had passed and the end of his 30 days was quickly nearing, it was quite clear that the entire experience was really taking its toll on him – as one would rightfully expect after being imprisoned for nearly a month and subjected to such conditions.

He’d been isolated from everyone but me for the entire period, and even me he saw for maybe two minutes a day when I was releasing him either to eat or to be punished.

His beatings were nothing short of savage – they would’ve been rough, but tolerable for a single session with plenty of downtime afterwards, however having taken hundreds and hundreds of strokes of my canes over the course of several weeks, day after day after day with little to no recovery time, there were some marks on his thighs and ass that made me wonder if he would ever truly recover from them or if they would be there to serve as permanent reminders of the month that he had spent locked away in prison.

Even harder to judge, however, was the mental toll as he was forced to process all of these feelings and sensations and manipulations alone and in solitary, the voices and sounds being pumped into the room offering him almost no time solely to himself, as I’m sure that by then even his sleep was haunted by everything that surrounded him that I had assembled to craft the utterly helpless realm of redemption that he had asked me to help create for him.

That he had asked for – something that I had to keep reminding myself of as I pushed a little harder or gave him an extra set of smacks when the last was probably sufficient.

“This is what David wanted,” I told myself as I hunted for new ways every day to tweak the experience just a little further for him … a new cane for his ass or a new pair of boots for me that for all I knew he may or may not have actually been with it enough for him to even notice near the end.

My prime gem, though – the ultimate mindfuck that I had devised, even more devilish than incorporating my sister’s voice or even her photos, were the panties that I had been using to gag him each day for his beatings.

The thought had come to me late one night when I lay in bed trying to fall asleep, pondering, “What was the one thing that people who cheated most feared from their partners???”

It wasn’t getting caught, and it wasn’t even not finding forgiveness, oddly enough.

If I reflected back on everyone I’d ever known who had cheated on a partner, the connecting thread that plagued each and every one of them to that day was ironically simple – they were all paranoid about their new partners cheating on them just the same as they’d once deceived another before them.

And so before even a single stroke of the cane had landed, I began to dig around on the Internet in search of another kind of photo – one that I’d have never imagined me searching for, and yet one that was surprisingly easy for me to find … girls who looked like me, having sex.

The photos only needed to be from the waist down, and in a matter of hours I had my choice of several dozen, however those photos certainly wouldn’t be sent off for any copy shop to print! Picking about a dozen that seemed to show their subject getting fucked while her panties were pushed to the side, I then set out on a trip to the mall to buy each and every pair of those panties, which I would then get to work making them authentic myself with the help of a new dildo that I had also picked up especially for the purpose.

No one can ever say that I’m not dedicated to my work…

Because one thing that I’ve never had the heart to tell David, although in hindsight maybe we could have some fun with it, but truth be told I sometimes got a little aroused after beating him – the leather and the sound of the cane and the grunting coming from him bound before me. The reason I’d never confessed this to him, though, was because honestly I kind of wanted to be alone for it, and after a thorough caning, the aftercare required typically just never allowed for it…

But this time had been different, as he went straight to his cage after his beating was done and I went straight to my empty bed to finish things up on my end!

Needless to say, eighteen days gave me quite the workout and helped to ease my mind off of the thought of putting my husband through so much, day after day after day. It wasn’t until that final session, however, when I saw the fruits of my labor truly come to blossom as I led him back into his cell, but kept his wrists locked in front of him instead of against the wall over his head…

The hood, for the first time in weeks, didn’t go on, because I wanted him to see.

…see the pile of wet panties that he had been gagged with, that after each and every session I’d been accumulating only a few feet away from him in the corner of his cell…

…and also see the stack of pictures that I threw down before walking out, the ones that pictured a woman very much like me getting fucked over and over again, wearing panties very much like the ones piled in the corner of his cell…

Just before I turned the lights down – dim, but still enough to squint – I uttered the line that I’d been working on painstakingly for weeks to accompany my final gift to him…

“There - I guess we’re even now.”


Chapter Nine – Remorse & Redemption

Day 29 was a day unlike any other that we had experienced in the past month.

Walking into the dungeon that morning for my first time in weeks wearing my normal, everyday clothes, I found David sitting with his legs crossed on the cot, looking down at the floor. Across the concrete floor, nearly covering the jail cell from wall to wall, he had laid out all of the photos that I had left with him the night before and matched up my used panties with as many of the photos as he could…

I looked at him nervously as I held his breakfast jug in both hands, wondering if it had all gone too far and if we were going to regret playing this little game that a month ago he had so excitedly begged me to help him with.

He didn’t look up at me as I approached, which wasn’t surprising in itself as he had been conditioned not to over the past 30 days. I wondered how long it would take for him to come back to normal and be able to look at me as the loving wife that he had known before.

Unlocking the cell door, I quietly set the jug down just inside the door and then left without saying a word, returning a few minutes later to find that the jug had gone untouched and that he still sat there staring at the photos and panties. Walking into the cage again, I stepped over his collage on the floor and sat down next to him on the cot, not touching him or saying any of the thousand comforting things that were flowing through my mind. Instead, I simply looked over all he had created on the floor, and looked over the grim look on his face, and even took a glimpse of the heavy cane marks that had at some points crept up his back and around to the insides of his thighs…

After we sat there in silence for maybe 10 minutes together, I took his chin under my forefinger and lifted it so that his eyes met mine for the first time in what felt like forever. In them I saw a man who was weary and wilted, but still familiar, and as I got up to leave, I handed him the sheet of paper and pen that I had brought in with me and said the words, “Tell me…” before stepping away and locking the door behind me, leaving the lights at a comfortable brightness as I walked out of the dungeon and went up to make myself a sandwich for lunch.

The piece of paper had been blank – pink from the legal pad that he had purchased at my request, and the pen purple because, well, the teenage girl in me found it emasculating for a boy to have to write in purple … especially one that revered the written word as much as my husband did.

I took my time eating and even went outside for some sun afterwards because I wanted to give him some extra time … time for his apology. I resisted temptation even to look in on him via the cameras because I knew that with only his hands and feet cuffed loosely in front of him, there was little danger that he posed to himself at that point anyways.

Even more so, I was just curious to see what he would come up with – what, after 29 days in captivity, David would take away from his experience and put onto that single piece of paper. Would he call me out after having seen through each and every last one of my mental manipulations and tests of endurance, or would he confess his sins and beg forgiveness … and if he did the latter, would he genuinely mean them despite them very much being fictional even though it sometimes felt hard to tell the difference in my own mind?!

He still had one day left, and although I had high and hopeful expectations of him, I still felt the need to challenge him one last time nonetheless. When I finally returned some three hours later, I wasn’t really sure what to expect when I took the paper from his trembling hands, and yet I guess that after 30 days of playing jailer, there was a part of me that would never be satisfied because a few seconds after scanning over the couple of paragraphs that David had written, I crumpled the page up and threw it back in his face before slamming the door shut and storming out of the room.

A few minutes later when I walked back into the room, still stomping just as loudly as I when I had left earlier, he looked up at me that time to see that I was carrying the rest of the pink pad of paper, which I threw into the cell without even opening the door, shouting, “If you want to get out tomorrow, I suggest you try harder!” over my shoulder as I left the dungeon again without ever looking back.


Chapter Ten – Release

I didn’t sleep much that night as I mulled over the experience that I had just enabled for my husband, hoping and praying that I didn’t completely fuck up my marriage by emotionally scarring him for life like a part of me honestly feared.

And yet there was another part of me that felt rather proud of what I had accomplished. I did exactly what David had asked of me, and I made it my own, and I didn’t cave in and show him mercy when things started to get more intense.

There was a part of me that felt strong for standing up for myself when my husband cheated on me, even though he never actually cheated on me in reality.

There was even a part of me that kind of enjoyed all of the scheming and plotting and being put into a position of control that was longer and more significant than any other play session that we’d ever had. Dominating a man to that extreme was definitely a thrill, and seeing what I was capable of, both physically and mentally, and looking back at the pile of panties that I’d fictionally created for him with all of my revenge lovers, I couldn’t deny that the orgasms were very real even if the men they were with were not!

It had been such a crazy journey, I kind of didn’t know how it was supposed to end…

* * * * * * * * * *

Walking across the marble floor of the dungeon, relieved to once again hear that delightful sound of my stilettos against the stone – this time a cute pair of platform booties that I hadn’t worn in a while – I took a long, slow drag off the lit cigarette in my hand as the red wine occupying the glass in my other gently sloshed about.

He had been lying on the worn, but sturdy cot when I entered, but quickly scurried to his knees when I approached the bars.

I took note that the colorful panty collage from the day before had been relegated to one side of the cell – those without photos in their own pile and the rest stacked neatly with their accompanying visuals.

Beneath his cot sat the pink legal pad that I had given him, which appeared to have gotten considerably more use after I had left.

“Don’t you have something for me?” I asked him seductively as I stared down at him, causing him to jerk from his obedient stupor and reach for the pad, clumsily handing it to me through the bars as his wrists were still bound with chain.

Striding over to my leather throne that sat tall in the far corner of the room, I settled into its hold and began to take in the multitude of pages that David had written in his second draft, but not before nonchalantly flipping on the switch that reactivated the hot water in the shower and instructing him to clean up, the jingle of his chains creating an interesting ambiance as I read through my husband’s words of devotion to me while he savored in every drop of the first hot shower that he’d felt in a month, despite his wrists and ankles still being bound…

Reading the words that he had written warmed my heart in ways that I could not have imagined as he talked about living in her presence and never disparaging the one who means most. He even wrote extensively about the fiery strikes of retribution and deserving every last drop of anger she had to part with, citing how the scars would be a constant reminder of his debt to her.

When David had finally finished his shower and dried himself with the same rough towel that had met his skin for the last 30 days, he surprisingly found that the door to his cell had been propped open, and upon peering out of it and catching my eye across the room, I beckoned him over with a sly finger as I continued to slowly sip at the crisp wine that I had saved very specifically for that one day.

Gesturing towards the floor in front of me as he walked up, his eyes clearly dazzled as he noticed my tight, leather pants and the deep crimson, patent leather corset that framed my figure beautifully until again he found himself once more upon his knees in front of me, the first glimpse of a new smile gracing his face as I told him to pay tribute to my boots like he had once before so very long ago…

As my nude husband gently worshipped at my feet, the scantily clad portrait of my sister in her bathing suit gazing at me suggestively from where I had unknowingly left the lot, I felt all of the toils of both of us lift from the room and off of our shoulders and our hands, his quiet kisses pleasing me in a way that I had sorely missed over the last month until finally I caved and led him upward to continue his lapping against the tight leather that padded my crotch while I held the chain between his wrists over his head. When I finally spasmed against his wonderful submission, I wrapped my legs around his head and rode him a while further with my legs draped down his back, wondering for the first time in quite a while what he was feeling inside of that chastity belt of his as he regained his position at his lady’s cusp.

After several orgasms and even more time spent just enjoying his presence between my legs, I finally made the decision that it was time to slowly start to acclimate David to the outside world again and after fastening his favorite collar and an appropriate leash around his neck, I led my man out of the dungeon and upstairs to the bedroom that had been solely mine for the past 30 days…

It was there on new satin sheets that I began the true aftercare that I knew deep down would take much longer than just a couple of hours to suffice. Instructing him to kneel on all fours on the bed, I first examined him from head to toe, taking special note of the hind areas that had been the subject to so much of my caning over the past couple of weeks. His wincing told me that many of the wounds had compounded and thus would take significantly longer to heal, though the careful application of some of my best soothing gels seemed to erupt a whole new array of sounds that most dominants would protest against ever hearing from their battered subs!

Finally as the steel cuffs came off, their presence seemingly forever indented into his wrists and ankles, I guided him onto the bed as I whispered, “Welcome back…” before pressing myself against his body and bringing my lips to his own. His hands wandered, though cautiously, as if concerned that some parts were deemed off limits, though I did my best to slowly coax them back into my world as I nibbled playfully on his lips, then his next, eventually eluding down to his chest and nipples while my hand ventured further south to remind me that his chastity belt was nonetheless still locked firmly in place and was likely causing him quite the painful stir, despite being completely accidental at that point…

As I stroked the impenetrable, steel crotch plate with my red fingernails, I looked at David lovingly in his eyes as I asked him, “So, are you ready to start your rehabilitation and come out of that thing??? I must be making you awfully pained after being away for so long…”

Though admittedly disappointing, it honestly wasn’t entirely surprising when my husband looked back at me sheepishly and quietly shook his head no to having his belt removed. Still, I know that often times it’s actually his chastity that’s his most intense bondage of all and very much shrouded in subspace, I can sympathize that it’s something that I can’t simply plunge him in and out of as *I* see fit.

“Maybe you’re right,” I confided in him as I continued to toy with his perky nipples. “Maybe you need to earn the right before I let you out of that thing … just a little more suffering shouldn’t hurt by this point, now should it???”

Pointing instead to the large, purple dildo that I had tossed on the nightstand the previous night, I cited, “That’s what’s been keeping me company over the last couple of weeks – why don’t you put it to work if you’re not ready to come out and play yourself…” Slipping out of the skin-tight, leather pants as David examined the 9” monster that surprised even me when I first took it out of its package, it was little surprise that I was more than eager to welcome it back as my husband slipped the rubber cock inside of me with ease while I took my place once again on our bed, plunging my tongue inside of his mouth as I implored him to plunge his 9” deeper and deeper inside of me until I screamed out to the point that *I* probably needed a gag after having made my husband wear one to silence his own cries for so many nights!

 “You’re pretty good at that – you should think about getting your own some time!” I chuckled as I took the rubber dick from his hands and threw it to the side before settling into my husband more cozily and purring, “I really missed you…” just before we fell asleep in each others’ arms for no doubt a much needed sleep on his part, to say the very least.

We slept for the majority of the afternoon, myself awaking several times to find that David was still fast asleep, taking a cue from the blissful look on his face as he cuddled close to me as an opportunity to relax and tend to his broken spirit in a more passive sense, though inside all I could do was beam in pride at what he had accomplished and I lined up the questions that I had to ask him like soldiers for when he was finally rested and ready to talk…

As the evening hours approached and David finally began to come to, I took it upon myself to order takeout from the place that I guessed he would’ve missed the most and fired up the hot tub on our back patio to further expand on the healing process over ginormous steak burgers and a bottle of wine that seemed to last forever as we both basked in the cool moonlight, with David of course looking up at the stars that he hadn’t seen a single night since his grueling test of endurance had begun.

I had so many questions to ask him – about the mindfucks and the canings and the feelings of total isolation that had plagued him … about whether I had done well to craft him an alternate reality like what he had imagined … about whether it was ultimately everything that he had hoped it to be.

But instead I myself said nothing, for the first time enjoying myself the same silence that had been all of his world while my iron fist had kept him locked tight. And as he looked up at the stars and tasted the lost flavors and stared at me with a newfound look of wonder that I’d never seen before, it was then that I knew the answer to my biggest question without even having to say the words because the sparkle in his eye told me volumes…


Epilogue

Walking into the living room to find my husband sprawled out on the couch, immersed in another marathon on TV of lord knows what, I randomly asked, “So how’s the new book coming?” as I poured myself a glass of iced tea from the fridge.

David grumbled as he put the TV on mute before looking up, “I guess I’m still blocked. I know that there’s a great story in there somewhere about those 30 days, but I just can’t seem to find it.”

It had been roughly a week since that final day when he had officially been released from his 30-day bondage experiment, and although more than anything after all that I’d put him through mentally and physically, I knew that it was going to take some serious time to recuperate, it still pained me so to see him feeling so hopelessly blocked because it was no secret in our house that writing was one of his best outlets…

After disappearing with my cool glass for about 20 minutes, I eventually re-emerged again – this time at the side of the couch where I looked at the mind-numbing drool coming out of the TV for barely a brief moment before I finally looked down at David and told him, “Come on – follow me…”

“Where are we going?” he asked as he followed me loyally through the house, apparently not coming to notice the familiar, leather booties on my feet until they began to echo across the marble floor of our dungeon as I walked him over to the cell where not long ago he had rededicated his life to me, literally through blood, sweat, and tears.

“Maybe that will help,” I offered, pointing to the pink legal pad that sat on the black, leather cot against the back wall of the cell – the same pad that he’d poured his soul onto during that 29th day of remorse and redemption in his final hours of bondage.

“It was never for me, it was for you…” I explained to him sweetly as I watched him sit down on the edge of the cot, taking the pad in his hands and flipping through the words that he’d written like he’d been handed some sort of treasure map.

It wasn’t until the heavy door closed shut with a loud clank that he looked up at me, just in time to catch the black pen that I’d tossed at him before saying, “It looks like you’ve got a lot of work to do, so I’m going to leave you alone for a while.”

Turning on my heels as I smirked at the thought of him occupying the same jail cell that he’d worked so hard to be released from, with a playful grin adding, “I’m meeting Melissa for lunch … there’s not anything between the two of you that I should know about, is there????” 

Feeling his eyes lingering softly on my ass as I walked to the door, I called out, “Get enough pages done by the time I get back and maybe I’ll bring you dinner in a couple of hours!” before finally blowing him a seductive kiss and then closing the door to the dungeon behind me.

David’s heart raced as he pondered the notion of whether I would actually consider locking him up again without mercy for another 30 days, or whether I’d ever been so bold as to share our kinky adventures more openly with my sister over enough pitchers of sangria, or even whether any of the bizarre, little fantasy that we had shared together that month on either side of those bars had any semblance at all of the slightest hint of truth…

As he looked down at the pad once again where he had crafted the mother of all confessions, that was when he saw the single word that *I* had just that afternoon contributed to his work – written plainly in bold letters at the very top of the first page:

PROLOGUE

And then he started writing again…
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