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The Silk Dungeon

By Feral Sephrian

Are you free tonight? I have some plans if
you want to come over.

Nick squeaked with delight. He would have
been louder, but he didn’t want to draw the attention of his
coworkers. Most were busy on the phone, but a few of the ones who
weren’t were notorious busy-bodies looking for anything to spice up
their dull afternoons. Nick had felt the same way, working in a
call center day in and day out directing the calls of people who
either had no idea what they wanted or thought they were entitled
to only speak to the person in charge. As a result, he had spent a
lot of weekends perusing the local club scene looking for a
one-night thrill on the dance floor. Eventually one of his friends
had dragged him to a speed-dating event, assuring him that “having
a regular thing can be fun too.”

That was where Nick met Victor. After the
initial awkward hastened introductions, the two had begun to hit it
off. They were both neat freaks, both liked Greek cuisine, and both
enjoyed spy-genre action films, although they were at odds about
which actor was the best James Bond. That had been a few months
ago, and even though Nick had wanted to jump into bed with Victor
after five minutes of chatting, he decided to be classy and wait
until the third date to bring up the subject. It took another week
or so, but Nick was not disappointed.

Their relationship was new enough that every
date felt like an adventure. Victor was a film critic for the local
paper, so occasionally he took Nick along to a movie and they both
received special treatment from theaters who wanted good reviews.
Even if they simply met up for dinner, they were still learning new
things about each other. Now Victor had plans. Nick’s
imagination ran wild and he happily replied that he was free.

“Whaaatcha doing?” a voice came from over
Nick’s left shoulder.

Nick jumped with alarm and turned to glare at
his coworker. It was Lianne, one of the nosiest women Nick had ever
known. “Just sending a quick text. Get back to your desk, someone
might call.”

“Might call? We’re a call
center. People always call.”

“And we’re here to answer. Now shoo.”

“Aw, don’t be like that. I was only making
small talk.”

“Yes. Small. So small I only need one word:
scram.”

Lianne pouted. “Well, someone is
grouchy today.” Suddenly she grinned. “Were you sexting someone? Is
he cute? Are you ever going to bring him to office parties?”

Nick threw up his hands. “For the love of
God! Get your own life!”

Lianne gasped. “Why are you so rude?”

“Because you’re a pain in the ass, Lianne,”
their coworker Hank replied from the next cubicle over. “He has a
point. Get back to your own work space and leave him alone.”

Outnumbered, Lianne stormed back to her
chair, red-faced and muttering, “Some people are just so
antisocial…”

“Thanks,” Nick said.

“No worries.” Hank lowered his voice. “How
many times has she sent you friend requests on Facebook?”

“Twice, then I blocked her.”

“You can do that? Damn. She sends me a
request every other month. I’ll have to look into that.” Hank
smirked. “So, were you sexting someone?”

“Yes. Your brother. And your dad. At the same
time.” Fortunately, several calls came in within seconds of each
other, saving Nick from further awkward conversations. Instead he
went back to daydreaming about what Victor could possibly have in
store for him.

* * * *

That night, Nick practically pranced up to
Victor’s door and rang the bell. Victor had a nice spacious
one-floor house in a quiet neighborhood. He had told Nick he picked
it because there weren’t many kids or noisy households to distract
him while he wrote. Nick agreed it was a lovely house, and he
admired the well-kept window boxes while he waited for Victor to
answer.

Victor opened the door with a smile, his
honey-blonde hair neatly parted save for one lock of hair that
stuck out in the back. Nick bit his lip to suppress a giggle as he
checked out his new boyfriend. The two of them were similarly
dressed, except Victor was wearing black corduroy instead of slacks
like Nick, and his polo was dark blue whereas Nick’s was white.
“Great minds think alike, huh?” Victor remarked, his blue eyes
sparkling.

“Looks that way,” Nick said with a laugh.
“May I come in?”

“Certainly.” Victor stepped back and gave
Nick a gentlemanly inviting gesture.

Nick grinned and allowed Victor to lead him
to the living room. “You said you had plans?”

“I do!” After sitting Nick down on the couch,
Victor dashed off to his bedroom for a moment. When he returned, he
was holding what looked like a typical trendy magazine. “I was
flipping through this while I was in line at the store and, aside
from having some very nice male models in it and an article
about making your own healthy smoothies that I wanted, what
really made me want to buy it was this…” He sat down next to
Nick and turned the magazine to a bookmarked page.

“‘Ten Tips to Make Relationships
Last’?” Nick’s heart fluttered. “You want this to last?”

Victor smiled sheepishly. “I suppose I’m not
being very subtle, am I? I like you a lot, Nick. I didn’t even
think I was a relationship kind of guy, but when I sat down with
you at that little table I got the feeling that we could have
something special.”

Nick melted. “That’s so sweet! I—I felt the
same way. And these past couple months have been amazing.”
He leaned over and kissed Victor briefly. “I want it to last
too.”

“Then do you want to try some of these with
me?”

“Sure!”

The first few items on the list were
no-brainers, like “Try to see an argument from your partner’s
point of view” or “Share the responsibilities equally.”
There was one, however, that gave them both pause.

“Share one secret sexual desire every
month; you’ll keep things fresh and interesting and you may find a
new favorite activity!”

Nick read the sentence over again carefully
to make sure he understood it correctly then peered over at Victor.
“Did you want to go first?”

“Not really,” Victor admitted with a
chuckle.

“Oh, I see how it is,” Nick teased playfully.
“You bought this whole magazine just so I would reveal my secret
fetishes, right?”

Victor laughed. “Yes, that’s exactly right.
Oh no, you saw right through my clever plan.”

Nick grinned and shook his head. “Hmmm…one
secret sexual desire…” He sat back in the couch. There was only one
he hadn’t told any of his previous boyfriends or one-night stands,
mostly because it was silly but partly because he hadn’t been with
any of them long enough to trust them with this sort of thing. “You
know how it’s almost a rule that action films will have an
interrogation scene somewhere?”

“Of course.”

“And some of them are dripping with
sexual tension?”

Victor nodded. “Like any scene where the hero
gets tied down to something.”

Nick bit his lip. “Yeah, like that.”

It took a few seconds, but then Victor’s eyes
lit up with understanding. “Ohhh, let me guess. You want to role
play as an action hero while your partner seduces information out
of you?”

“Mmhmm. You know, I’d be tied down to a bed,
shirt off, let my partner do whatever he wanted and see how long it
takes me to—” Nick giggled, “—to spill.”

The following silence made Nick’s stomach
squirm. He was about to ask if it was too much when Victor stood
up. “My turn,” Victor said. “But mine is more of a show than a
tell.” He beckoned Nick to follow. They went to a seemingly
ordinary bookshelf up against the wall of the hallway. Victor put
his shoulder to the side of it and pushed. The bookshelf slid
across the hardwood floor and revealed a hidden door.

Nick’s jaw dropped. “Dear God, if you tell me
you’re actually a super villain…”

“No, I’m not. At least, I
don’t think so. Haven’t stolen any priceless artifacts or
threatened any world leaders yet.” Victor opened the door and
flicked on a light inside. Steps led down, and from what Nick could
see, the room they led to was very colorful, wallpapered or painted
a pale silver and furnished in an otherwise warm red color scheme.
Victor made the same gesture he had to invite Nick into the house,
only this was more hesitant. Nick proceeded with caution.

The basement room was nearly as large as the
whole house above it, with linoleum flooring in a darker silver
than the walls. It was not the size that shocked Nick, it was its
contents. The motif was a cross between a sultan’s palace and a
torture chamber. There were several beds, some on frames and some
simple mattresses on the floor, and each appeared to have sheets in
a different luxurious fabric. The walls were lined with racks and
shelves of sex toys and BDSM equipment, a few of which Nick had
never even seen before. There were padded frames and platforms with
straps that hinted at how someone could be bound to them, although
Nick wasn’t sure which end went where. A leather sex swing hung
from the corner near a display of various vibrators. The whole room
smelled vaguely musty, almost the way Nick expected a basement
would smell, except for the soft scent of silks and satin and the
hard musk of leather.

Victor cleared his throat from the stairs.
“So…this is my secret.”

“W-What is all this? Why do you have this in
your basement? Are you a collector or something? Like a hobby?”

“A little of both.” Victor trudged down the
rest of the stairs and sat down on a bed with crimson velvet sheets
and matching pillows. “Like I told you, I’ve been a film critic for
the past year and a half, but for several years before that, I was
a—” He cleared his throat. “I was a sex toy critic for a porn
website.” He gestured around the room. “I’ve personally tested each
of these. And not just on myself.”

Nick swung his head wildly, taking in the
whole assortment, calculating how long one would need to try each
toy individually. “So what? That’s your request? You want me to be
your new test subject?”

Victor shook his head. “No, I haven’t worked
for that site for a couple years. I don’t expect to be making any
additions to this collection unless I get something new as a
present from a friend.”

Nick furrowed his brow. “Does—Does that
happen? Do your friends give you sex toys?”

“Well…” Victor looked down at his hands and
played with his fingers. “That’s the other half of the secret. The
reason I needed a whole room like this instead of keeping
everything tucked away in a closet is…” He took a deep breath and
let it out slowly. “I used to host orgies down here. All-male
orgies. With guys I’ve known since college. We had actually been
meeting before I got my job as a toy-tester. In fact I took the job
so I could vary up our sessions more.”

Nick stood frozen. His overwhelmed brain
could barely comprehend that Victor owned all of this, let alone
that he had used everything himself. The thought of a group of men
Nick had never met congregating in Victor’s basement to have wild
sex parties nearly broke Nick’s brain altogether. He stammered out
some sound of confusion and disbelief, but he didn’t know what he
was trying to say.

Victor put his head in his hands. “Oh God, I
knew this was a stupid idea. I should have eased you into this
better. We were getting along so well and the sex was…well…I
thought maybe you would like to spend some time with me down here…”
He bit down on his knuckle anxiously. “I completely understand if
you want to run back upstairs and drive away and never speak to me
again. This was way too much.”

“Do you still do it?” Nick managed to ask.
“Do you still have…orgies down here?”

“Not for months, no,” Victor said, rising to
his feet, a trace of hope in his voice. “I come down here alone
sometimes, but otherwise this room has been closed since before I
met you. After years of hedonistic group sessions, I started to
yearn for something…something more intimate. I told the guys that I
wouldn’t be part of the group for a while and that I’d prefer they
not use my house anymore. The problem was, I was so out of practice
that I didn’t know where to find someone I could truly connect
with.

“I tried bars and clubs and even a few blind
dates, but it wasn’t until that speed dating event, my last ditch
effort, that I felt anything more than a glimmer of interest for
any of the guys I had met. After my five minutes with you were up,
I knew my search was over. Then when you called me and asked me
out, I was over the moon. The only problem was
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