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Pushing open the front door of the unassuming red brick house in the middle of an unnoteworthy suburban street, I walked inside. The radio was on, filling the empty shell of the building with an echoing jaunty tune that seemed almost eerie given the lack of any other signs of life.  

Josh’s voice floated to me from somewhere deep within the house.  Greeting me as he usually did, with a cheerful  “Morning Becca!”

We’d met a little over three years ago at a housewarming party for a mutual friend. He’d been sitting in the kitchen talking to her about replacing the cabinet doors, and I couldn’t help but overhear the conversation and poke my nose in.  In the middle of a kitchen renovation myself, I was curious to pick his brain and get some ideas, and he was more than willing to spend the rest of the night chatting to me.  Even offering to come over and help with some carpentry I needed - for free!

He was gorgeous, and at first I thought he might have been as charmed by me as I was with him - despite the fact I’d had a boyfriend at the time and shouldn’t have been thinking of other men.  But then he casually mentioned his boyfriend, and sadly, that put an end to that.  

So, hiding my inappropriate lustful feelings away, we’d gone on to form a solid friendship. It turned out he had indeed been more interested in my kitchen renovation than he was in me, but that was alright.  I got a great new best friend and a lovely new kitchen!

He’d been impressed with the work I’d already done renovating other rooms in my apartment, telling me I had a flair for the decorating side of things. All I’d been lacking were the more construction based skills that he happened to have.  So after a little discussion and brainstorming, we decided to combine skills and try flipping houses together.  Not something I’d ever have imagined doing, but it actually turned out to be quite satisfying.

We pooled our savings to buy our first property, renovated it, then sold it for a substantial profit which we split evenly and invested in the next property.  It wasn’t something that was going to make us rich, by any stretch of the imagination, and definitely not something I’d want to do forever.  However it did beat working a desk job or in retail, and it meant I got to spend the days chatting, breaking stuff and turning something old and ugly into something new and desirable. All while working with my best friend who didn’t care when I was dirty and sweaty. Overall it was quite fun.

This house we were now working on would be our fourth, and so far things had been going well.  We enjoyed working together, and our houses had turned out beautifully.  Apparently we had a knack for finding the potential in houses others had found less appealing - maybe it was our super power.

Walking further into the house I dropped my lunch cooler off in the terribly outdated kitchen. I would be very glad to see the end of the beige wall tiles and stained countertops, but we had other rooms to do before this one.  Josh’s cooler was already on the bench, with his ‘word of the day’ post-it-note on top. Today was apparently ‘unflappable’, so with that in mind, I went off looking for him.

I poked my head into the main bedroom and found him.  He was struggling with the unwieldy old carpet he was pulling up in the corner of the room, his back to me and that delicious ass I wasn’t supposed to be looking at was wiggling back and forth as he moved. I couldn’t resist sneaking up behind him to catch him unaware, tickling the alluring patch of bare skin above his waistband where his t-shirt had lifted slightly, and making him jump a mile.

“FUCK!  Goddamnit Rebecca, you scared the shit out of me!”  He turned and looked at me with a mixture of amusement and pure hatred.  “You trying to kill me?”

I grinned and gave him the usual good morning hug. “Of course not.  Then I’d have to continue ripping up the carpet on my own, and that looks like hard work.  Besides... You’re kinda useful to have around - You always get a discount at Hank’s plumbing because my feminine charms won’t work on him, whereas your manly ones do... and I’m not paying full price for the faucet I want in the kitchen.” 

Giving me a squeeze before releasing me, he showed there were no hard feelings.  “Good thing your feminine charms work on the barista at the coffee shop though, because we buy more coffee than we do plumbing supplies.”

“So...”  I shook off the residual fuzzy warmth from his hug and got back to business.  “Did you want me to start in the second bedroom or the bathroom?”

“Bathroom... I’ll be ripping out the carpet in the other bedrooms after I’m done here.”

He knew how much I loved doing the bathrooms, and he was letting me at this one, bless his soul. I gave him another quick hug and my thanks, then headed off to the main bathroom.  Everything needed to be removed and replaced, but for now I was going to start on the old tiles.  It was one of my favourite demolishing jobs to do.  There was something cathartic and deeply satisfying in hearing the tiles smash onto the floor below - when you were breaking them intentionally that is.

Getting my safety glasses and dust mask on, I set to work prying the ugly old tiles off the wall. Thankfully in an ageing house like this with cracked and brittle old grout, they didn’t take much effort to remove at all.  Many fell off themselves with very little encouragement needed.

A few minutes later Josh called out.  “Umm... Bec... You’re gonna want to come see this!”

Intrigued by the strange tone of his voice, I dropped my safety gear and hurried back to the bedroom where I assumed he still was - but he wasn’t there.  The old carpet he’d removed was rolled up in the middle of the room, he hadn’t yet taken that outside.

“Josh?”  I called out, trying to work out where in the house he was.

“In here,” he replied from somewhere very close, but also somewhat muffled, and... below me?  

It sounded like it was coming from the closet, but I could see inside from where I was standing, and it was empty.  Thinking I was going insane, I walked towards it, finally noticing an open trapdoor in the centre of the closet floor that would have previously been covered by the carpet Josh had pulled up and tossed to the side.

A hidden trapdoor in the closet?

Leaning over and peering down the hole, I could see a short flight of dusty and cobwebby stairs, and a bit of a hallway, but nothing else.  

“Are you down there?”  I called out to Josh, the whole situation seeming surreal.

His reply sounded amused, and definitely coming from inside the hole.  “Yeah. Come on in.”

Cursing under my breath, I carefully descended the steps one at a time, holding onto the floor above and craning my neck to see where I was going.  The steps led to a short dimly lit hallway ending in an open doorway that Josh was standing in, blocking it with his chunky shoulders, so that I wasn’t able to see whatever was behind it.

“What the fuck?”  I went down the narrow hallway that shouldn’t be under a house in any situation other than a horror movie. 

He turned to look at me with a huge grin on his face. “You haven’t seen what’s inside yet.”

Josh stepped to the side so I could see past him and I stopped dead in my tracks in the doorway as he had done, unable to believe my eyes.

A dungeon!

A fake one, obviously, but a room designed very well to look like a dungeon.  The walls were covered in what was either real or very convincing fake stone blocks, with several pairs of chains and manacles to help sell the dungeon theme. There was a wooden pillory on the far wall, and the ceiling was covered in anchor points for some reason. 

Then I noticed what was in the centre of the room and my heart almost stopped.  I looked away quickly, feeling my face instantly flush.  

While the rest of the dungeon was able to be passed off as someone's idea of a medieval castle room, or  perhaps some sort of weird ‘man cave’ situation - the horizontal X-shaped padded red leather table with cuffs attached to each corner made it abundantly clear what the true intention was for this room. 

Josh pushed past me and walked over to a metal cart on wheels.  He bent over and theatrically blew off a layer of dust as if he was unearthing an archeological find, then started opening the drawers. 

“Damn,” he sounded disappointed.  “They didn’t leave any toys.”

My mind was reeling and I didn’t know what to say. I was embarrassed that I recognised what the table was, and embarrassed that I knew next to nothing else about what sort of things would go on in a room like this.  All I knew was that it was kinky sex stuff, and that alone made me embarrassed. 

I didn’t realise I’d walked forward until it suddenly felt like simply being in the room was enough to make me feel dirty.  And not in a dusty way.

I was sure my face must have been flaming like a tomato, so I backed out of the room to stand in the short hallway and try to make sense of it all.  The stupid ‘word of the day’ note came to mind - unflappable.  That was certainly not me today!

“You okay?” Josh asked, following me out with a concerned look on his face.

“We should board it up.”  I looked back at the room in revulsion, deflecting my uncomfortableness with a dose of attempted humour.  “Just weld the hatch closed or something...”

He laughed until he realised I was somewhat serious.  “Why?”

I looked at him, horrified.  “It’s a...” I couldn’t bring myself to say it out loud.  So, like a prude trying to speak with my Grandmother in earshot, I dropped my voice to a whisper. “Sex dungeon.”

“And?”

What did he mean, ‘and’ ?  How on earth was he not as embarrassed as I was?  “And I’m not selling a house with a sex dungeon in it... It’s obscene.” I shook my head.  Was I the only sensible one here?  Was I more prudish than I thought I was?

Josh clearly didn’t think it was a problem, he looked excited.  “You never know, it could increase the value, for the right buyer.”

Ohh God.  I shuddered at the thought of having to describe that on a real estate listing.  I could imagine it now.  


‘Quaint, newly renovated three bedroom home.  Complete with open plan kitchen and dining, central heating, and a fully appointed sex dungeon accessed the master bedroom closet.’



I could also imagine the look on the faces of buyers coming to look at the property. Unsuspecting buyers walking down the steps and then recoiling in horror as I had, thinking it was something we’d created for the house. A thought occurred and it made me feel physically ill - what if my mother found out it was here and thought I was into this stuff?  That would make for an awkward conversation around the dinner table.

Josh still looked like a happy child at Christmas and clearly didn’t share my view on the matter.  “I’d totally buy a house with this in it!”

I slapped his arm and stared at him in disgust.  “Eww.  I don’t want to know that about you!”  

“See,” he grinned playfully, rubbing his arm.  “You’d fit right in.”

Annoyed and embarrassed beyond my ability to cope any more, I turned around and stomped up the stairs and back into the closet.  The presence of the room and the whole conversation was making me incredibly uncomfortable.  While Josh and I talked about a lot of things, sex was never one of them.

Not because I was a prude. I certainly hadn’t thought I was one until today. I happily talked about sex with female friends and occasionally other guy friends.  But I specifically avoided discussing anything even slightly related to sex with Josh because I couldn’t.  It was too hard to think about him and sex in the same conversation while hiding the crush I still had on him after all these years.

But apparently the idea of a sex dungeon was enough to make me blush like a virgin teenager again, which would have been funny if it weren’t so horrifyingly embarrassing. I couldn’t help it.  That sort of stuff was just not something I’d ever been interested in, and it was a shock to discover it with Josh standing there next to me.

I could feel him behind me, he’d followed me out and closed the hatch behind him.

Walking into the bedroom, he poked the rolled up carpet with the toe of his work boot. “Seems a shame to waste all that extra space though.  Maybe we could turn it into a wine cellar? Or, since I assume it’s soundproof in there, maybe a home theatre room?”

Ignoring his comment about the soundproofing, which had the possibility of derailing my thoughts, I addressed his ideas.  “Accessed via the closet though? I think that would be a little weird for either option. Otherwise I’d have been with you on the home theatre idea.”

He shrugged.  “Fair point.  Extra closet storage?”

That could work. Extra storage was always useful, and to have that accessed via the closet made sense.  It probably wouldn’t reveal the room's original purpose.  “Maybe...”

“How about we give it a week or two, work on the rest of the house while you decide,” Josh proposed.

“Fine,” I agreed.  “But for now I’m going back to work on the bathroom... and try to pretend there isn’t a creepy sex dungeon under us!”

I heard his laughter follow me as I left the room.

————————
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At lunchtime we sat on the back lawn eating lunch under one of the large shady trees, enjoying a break out in the fresh air as we did whenever the weather was nice.

I’d been unable to get the damned dungeon out of my head all morning.  The more I thought of it, the slightly less embarrassed I was becoming, to the point where I was now curious... and you know what they say about curiosity and cats.

“So...” I took a bite of my ham sandwich to give my brain a chance to buffer a little before I spoke, trying to put as much nonchalance into it as I could muster.  “You seemed pretty excited about that hidden room... Have you ever?...”  My words faltered then as I got closer to the forbidden topic and my brain screamed at me to ABORT!

Josh raised an eyebrow.  “Ever what?”

I tried taking another large bite of my sandwich, in the hope that the food in my mouth would cancel out the need to speak, but I got the sense he was waiting for me to finish the question I’d been stupid enough to start asking.  So, keeping my eyes averted, I asked the question to the sandwich in my hand instead.  “... Done that sort of stuff?”

He didn’t respond for a moment, and I waited with baited breath until I had to look up to check he’d heard me. He was looking at me with an expression I couldn’t read, which was very unlike him.  Normally I could read him like a book, and it made me wonder if I’d crossed a line. 

Of course I had crossed a line.  I’d just asked my best friend if he did kinky shit.  The friend I’d had a secret crush on for years, that I never discussed sex with.  Ever.  And he hadn’t answered... 

I hoped I didn’t need to clarify what I meant by “that sort of stuff”.  Surely he understood my meaning.  

Finally he answered - cautiously, like he knew his answer would make me uncomfortable and had been trying to spare me from it.  “Yeah, I have.”

Letting out a breath, I forced myself to nod nonchalantly while I processed that information.  Wishing again that I’d had better presence of mind not to ask such a personal question.  Now I’d got my answer, I wasn’t sure how I felt about it.  That meant there was a whole new side of him I didn’t know about, and I was trying not to be judgemental.

I could feel my cheeks heating up again as my overactive imagination tried to (ever so helpfully) suggest what he and his boyfriend might get up to.  I could picture them both dressed in black leather, one whipping the other... Though I wasn’t sure which one would take which role. Then I realised to my own horror that I was putting too much thought into this, and I tried valiantly to wrangle my thoughts back into line.  

Unfortunately my mouth was still a few steps behind, and started moving before my brain had a chance to stop it.  “Were you the one who got hurt, or were you the one inflicting the pain?”  

Like a scab you just can’t stop picking at, my inquisitive mind just couldn't let the topic go now that I’d started.  I regretted asking it instantly, even as it was tumbling out of my mouth.  

Josh looked affronted.  “You know it’s consensual, right? and it’s not just about pain. I’m not some sort of monster.”

I felt terrible. Now I’d upset him too. I really hadn’t meant to offend him with the ignorance and bluntness of my words, I’d just been trying to understand.  “I’m sorry. Let’s just pretend this conversation never happened.  It’s none of my business what you do and I shouldn’t have asked.”

He sighed awkwardly, looking like he was trying to work out the right way to respond.  “I don’t mind talking about it, Bec, but you seem embarrassed.  Which is fine, although you don’t need to be.  To answer your question though...  I do both, but I prefer the former... and before you ask, I’m more into the lighter stuff than anything too heavy handed.”

That answer surprised me in a way.  He was a big strong guy and he preferred getting hurt? I felt like maybe that was better than him admitting he liked hurting people, but I still couldn't understand.  Since he seemed to be okay with talking about it, I felt like he’d given permission for me to pry a little more.  

“If you don’t mind me asking... Why do you want to be in pain though?  I just don’t understand the whole appeal.”

“It’s not always about pain,” he argued.  “It can be things like sensory play and teasing.  It’s more about surrendering control really, or at least to me it is.  But I don’t know... in a way pain can help make the pleasure feel more intense.  You’ve heard the phrase ‘there’s a fine line between pleasure and pain’... in a weird way, they go well together.”

Even more confused, I shrugged.  “Each to their own I guess. Maybe it’s different for guys?  Because you are usually the ones in control, I guess I can maybe see how it would be interesting to reverse that, but I fail to see how women could find it appealing.”

He huffed in amusement.  “You’d be surprised, plenty of women are into it too. It’s not just whips and chains, it can be as little as just being tied up and blindfolded... The act of putting all your trust in someone and feeling safe with them. Enjoying the different sensations they are giving you and unashamedly taking pleasure from it.  You know how it feels when someone gives you a hickey yeah?”  He waited for me to nod begrudgingly, then he continued.  “It hurts, but in a good way since you’re aroused... well the pain aspect is like that.”

Dear God.  The way he said ‘pleasure’ and ‘aroused’ was like some sort of onomatopoeia that did exactly that. Making me tingle and blush.

“How did you get into it anyway?” I tried to nonchalantly change the direction of the conversation I’d stupidly started.  Away from the discussion of who inflicted pain on whom and the whole topic of arousal and pleasure that was getting me hot and flustered.

“Remember Veronica?  I brought her to that Halloween party last year.”  

I felt my mouth drop open. “No way? I assumed that was a costume!” 

He laughed.  “Well, I mean, it is... just one she wears regularly.” 
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The topic of the dungeon thankfully hadn’t come up for the rest of the day.  We’d both worked on separate parts of the house, not intentionally keeping apart, that was just how we normally worked.  I was back wreaking havoc on the bathroom and he was ripping up the dusty old carpets and carting stuff out to the dumpster.  

I spent the afternoon specifically avoiding thinking of both that room and the revelation that Josh was into the stuff that went on in there.  In fact, I tried to avoid thinking about the topic of Josh at all. I didn’t need the distraction, and I found myself being more distracted by him than usual.  

When I found my mind straying, I got out my phone and searched up some hot dudes that looked nothing like him, and then forced my horny brain to think of them instead.

Despite my distractions, we’d made pretty good progress by the time we called it quits for the evening and went home. 

He was already at the house again when I arrived the next morning, which was often how it went.  He always got up earlier than I did in the mornings, eager to get to work.  I was more of a night owl.  

Following the usual routine, I entered the house, stowed my stuff in the kitchen, and went to look for Josh. The first place I looked was the bedroom with the closet trapdoor, and of course it was open. Groaning inwardly, I went down the stairs, hoping there was a chance I’d find him demolishing everything in the room, ready to turn it into storage.

He looked toward me with a cheerful grin as he heard my footsteps approach.  “Good morning!” 

Nothing in the room seemed to have changed and I wondered how long he’d just been standing there contemplating things.

I rolled my eyes at him.  “You’re really smitten with this room, aren’t you?”  

“Come on,” he grinned. “It’s not every day you find a house with its very own dungeon! Sex or otherwise.”

He walked around, surveying the room.  “It’s such a shame the entrance isn’t somewhere better.  There are so many uses for space like this.  It would make an awesome games room and bar.”

Much as the room embarrassed me, I could understand his disappointment with not being able to use it for something.  It was a great space if not for the access. I looked around with him, trying to picture it with an alternative function.  

“But accessed via a closet is weird,” I pointed out.  “I think our only options are to either cover over the hatch and pretend it was never here, or rip out all the dungeon stuff, put up shelving and make it into a storage room.”

Josh sighed. “Can we at least leave it to the last minute, in case either of us wants to use it for its intended use before we remodel it.  Make the best of the opportunity before it’s gone.”

I did a double take. He wanted to use it? Actually use it? I wanted to shut that idea down fast.  “Well for a start, I’m not sure I’d be cool with the idea of you bumping uglies down here... I think it would make renovating with you kinda weird knowing you’d been up to stuff down here.  Also, it would be a bit unfair for you to get a weird sex dungeon all for yourself - I’m not into that kind of thing, but even if I was, I don’t have a boyfriend at the moment so I’d have to go pick up some random guy in a bar or something, and frankly I just can’t be bothered with that at the moment...”

Josh looked horrified. “You can’t dip your toes into BDSM with a complete stranger!  That’s a recipe for disaster.” He turned pale. “I don’t want to come in the next morning to find you’ve been beaten... or worse...”

I suddenly felt sick thinking about the scenario he’d supplied.  “I said I wouldn’t go picking up a random dude for that, but that’s made the decision for me... We’re ripping everything out of this room.”  I couldn’t help looking around in disgust.  “In fact, just hose it out with hand sanitiser then set fire to it all.  I wish we could back up a cement truck and fill it all in, but the cost would be astronomical...”  I turned to walk out, feeling a chill down my spine.
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