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Reaction Shot

A BDSM Thriller

by

Parker Avrile

♥♥♥
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What happens in the dungeon doesn't stay in the dungeon.

MY SEX STUFF WOULDN'T make my father happy, but the feds didn't mind it at all. In fact, the official story was that I was the ex-boytoy of some now-disgraced Chinese billionaire. The gay wasn't an issue. Even the BDSM wasn't an issue. The issue was money-laundering. As long as they saw me as just another party boy, I was safe.

Or so he thinks. And then 22-year-old reformed bad boy Shale Shelby becomes involved with an A-list Hollywood action star with a strong taste for dominating younger men. His life may never be the same.
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EXCEPT FOR BRIEF PASSAGES quoted for reviews and/or recommendations in magazine, radio, or blog posts, no part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying or recording, or by information storage or retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.

Please do not post my work to free, sharing, or pirate sites.

This book is fiction, and all characters are adults over age 18 who should not be confused with any real person living or dead.
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ANY TIME I WRITE A story inspired, however faintly, by so-called true events, I feel a need to remind people that a work of fiction is not a thinly veiled confession. The characters and events in this story are entirely fictional and don't represent any real person living or dead. I am not Shale Shelby, and I did not have a kinky encounter with an A-list actor. But I'll forever wonder who emailed the photo of me wearing an alternate name at some glittering event seated next to that celebrity far out of my league. Alas, sports fans, the guy seemed pretty vanilla to me.

This novel is intended for mature readers over age 18 who enjoy reading explicit descriptions of sex between men. This is not a depiction of a sane, safe BDSM relationship. It's an erotic thriller. Although the characters are consenting adults, they make some risky choices and find themselves in some intense situations.

I don't really have to tell you not to copy any of the illegal or dangerous activities you read about in this book. But, because lawyers, I'll make a statement for the record that it's usually a fairly terrible idea to play heavy scenes without a safe signal. And, please, for the love of all the holy saints, try to avoid annoying the Department of Homeland Security. They have a real job.

Brief references to real celebrities, locations, and products are used fictitiously and in accordance with the rules of fair use. The characters in this story are completely fictional and do not represent the actual adventures of anyone living or dead. The cover model is just that, a model for the purposes of illustration who has no knowledge of or involvement in the events of this story.
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A CINEMATOGRAPHER'S term for that moment when the camera cuts away from the main scene to focus on a close-up of a character's face in order to record his emotional response.
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Episode 1: Audition
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HE STARRED IN THE KIND of movies I'd only seen when I was wrecked. Sometimes they were dubbed in Mandarin, although you wondered why anybody needed the dialogue. The action was always the same. Somebody stole somebody's money, somebody needed to rescue the girl from the bad guy. Gunfire, a car chase, an airplane going down in flames.

You've seen them on 52-inch TV screens in any five-star hotel suite. Vegas or Shanghai, once you're indoors, you don't know or care where you are. Watch with the sound turned down if you bother to watch at all. Mostly they're just background noise while you're on your knees blowing some guy almost as bored as you.

Anyway the point is he wasn't the guy I was expecting. I met that guy in a bar, Joshua or Jordan or whatever the name he had that was like the name all the other 35-year-olds had that year. It's like my grandmother Lang always said: "What kind of man you expect to meet in bar? Meet man in casino, meet generous man who know how to spend money." 

She came to Biloxi from Vietnam, where they allegedly believe age brings wisdom. That's the wisdom age brought her. Why meet men in a bar when the drinks are free in the casino?

But I thought this bar was OK. The cheapest martini was eighteen dollars. Even in Vegas, prices like that would keep out a lot of the riffraff.

Jordan—we'll kind of arbitrarily call him Jordan until the great if and when I remember his actual name—told me he was staying at a central strip resort. There was some reason I wasn't supposed to call him. Jealous hubby, oblivious wifey? Don't remember. Besides, the real reason was he CBA to buy a burner phone for a one-night hookup.

CBA. Couldn't be arsed. British English. That's the trouble with living in Macau for three years. Nobody spoke the same kind of English, if they could be bothered to speak English at all. I'd only been in Vegas for four months, and sometimes I still came out with the odd foreign phrase that sounded a little goofy in my Mississippi drawl.

So the hotel. At the desk I gave my name, Shale Shelby, which happens to be my real name. I was done with using fakes. Burned all the fake driver's licenses, all the fake passports. Cut up all the credit cards in the names of people who never existed. I was only twenty-two. It wasn't too late for me to have a normal life. Well, a normal life with more money. I still had a lot of my ill-gotten gains, some of it in a metal safe deposit box in the Aria poker room, but most of it all legal and aboveboard in the good old Bank of America. 

"Ah, Mr. Shelby." The clerk at the desk who was giving out the key cards had a big smile for me. Most people do. The Vietnamese grandmother gave me more than advice about to how play cards and catch men. I had her slender, slinky grace and creamy complexion. My long legs came from my redneck father, a former high school basketball player.

To get to Jordan's floor, I had to use the special VIP elevator and swipe the key card before it would engage. It was one of those elevators that's just a mirrored box. I looked at my infinity of reflections and figured I was going to like Jordan. Unless maybe he was a Jared. I never had good luck with Jareds.

A smooth ride to the top. The door pinged open to reveal a marble table with a bank of fresh orchids on it and some velveteen couches overlooking a wide window. Nobody on the couches, of course. They could see the same view of Vegas from their suite without the bother of wearing clothes.

There weren't many doors on this floor. Each suite must be huge. The kind of place a basketball team leases for a victory party. It was very quiet. I guess maybe it wasn't basketball season. I didn't follow the sport. Sometimes I could feel like a real disappointment to the old man. Sometimes? Most of the time. We hadn't spoken since the day I left for Macau over three years ago.

I slipped the card in the lock, the light flashed green, and I waltzed into a long, narrow foyer past another bank of orchids on another marble table. I could hear somebody talking in the great room, declaiming almost. Fuck. If Jordan wasn't alone, I was going to get the fuck out of here. I don't do bondage scenes in groups. The whole point is the one-on-one between you and the guy fucking with your head.

Maybe it was the TV. The voice sounded kinda stagy.

I didn't put up the deadbolt behind me in case I wanted to get out in a hurry. The foyer was maybe an eight or ten foot long tunnel, but I could move fast if I had to.

When I reached the great room, I stopped dead, losing all my momentum. I've been in my share of VIP penthouses, but this one was something else. Ballroom big, with floor-to-ceiling windows that gave a dizzying view of the Vegas skyline. A chandelier with ten thousand pinpoint glittering lights in it that wouldn't have looked out of place in the lobby.

The guy was turned away from me to face the night city, a stapled-together print-out that might have been a script in his hand. Funny. Jordan hadn't seemed all that Hollywood. I'd made him for a tech guy.

"Hello?" I asked. "I'm here?" They say you shouldn't uptalk, say you shouldn't sound too hesitant, but plenty of guys like it when I play hesitant. Yeah, they like it just fine. It appeals to their fantasy that they're the one in charge.

He dropped the script and turned. Now I saw for sure what I suspected from the first moment I noticed the ripple of those white shoulders in the sleeveless T-shirt. This wasn't Jordan. This was so much not-Jordan that I hardly knew where to begin.

Late twenties or early thirties. Tall, toned, unmarked skin. A dimple in the right cheek, another in the chin. Cheekbones. Blue eyes with a sort of dark circle around the iris. Shaggy blond hair overdue for a trim.

The hem of the T-shirt had been hacked off to match the missing sleeves, exposing a few strategic inches of well-sculpted abs. His happy trail was blond. I could see just enough before it disappeared into the hipband of low-rider jeans that were well-faded, well-ripped vintage from a previous decade. Those little golden hairs had a way of catching the light from the chandelier.

"The fuck is this?" he said. "What the fuck is this?"

I should go. Jordan didn't have the right to set me up with another dude. I wondered if he was getting paid. Fuck me, I'm not an escort just because I like to get tied up once in a fucking while. But there was something about this guy... I kind of wanted to see where he was going with this.

He had long bare feet. We all know what they say about long feet.

"I'm, ah, I'm Shale Shelby," I said. "You called for me?"

"I didn't call for any-fucking-body." He looked me up and down. "How the fuck did you get in here?" Those jeans were a little too tight in the crotch to hide much of what he was thinking. The words might be angry, but he liked what he saw. "I'm so fucking done with the fucking stalkers. So fucking done."

"Where's Jordan?" I asked.

"Who the fuck is Jordan?"

"Joshua, Jared, Jason... the guy who set up the meet."

"Fuck me. Nobody has the right to set up a meet without my permission. Call my fucking agent. Now get the fuck out of here unless you want your ass kicked."

So that's how he was going to play it. OK. I don't mind going directly into the gamesmanship. I don't care what they told you in Fifty Shades of Grey or some rich guy's porn palace in San Francisco. Some of us don't mind doing a scene where we just do the scene, instead of having all kinds of fucking angst about contracts and lawyers. 

The guy was hot, and he was in an expensive place. In theory, anybody can be a serial killer, but let's get real. He had too much to lose to be a real bad guy. Call me shallow, but strictly on the basis of looks, I was interested in getting into his pants, and I didn't mind playing along with whatever crazy script was currently unscrolling in his beady little brain.

I had no idea what to call him. At that point I still hadn't recognized him. He had an actor's voice, rich and slightly dramatic, but he was playing a scene, so why not? One of those neutral Midwestern accents. Michigan, maybe. Chicago. 

"I'd like to see you try to kick my ass." I took three steps closer and looked directly into those flashing blue eyes. "What's your name, good-looking? You already have mine." I really poured on the Mississippi when I said that. I wanted to see how much the sugar would inflame him.

"Don't pretend you don't know my name." He closed the distance between us and wrapped his hands around my slightly too-long straight dark hair. Up close, I could see a reddish glint in his stubble to match the sparks in his eyes. "You have a choice here. Never let it be said I didn't give you a fucking choice."

He was about two inches taller than me, which put him at about six foot one. He was a lot bulkier though—all of it muscle.

I looked up and batted my eyelashes at him. "What are my fucking choices?"

"I can call down and have you arrested for breaking into my hotel room, or you can take your punishment from me like a man."

"Well, that's an easy choice. I still don't know your name. What do I call you, baby?"

He shoved me hard toward the nearest sofa, but I collided first into this huge brown leather armchair, the kind with those roly-poly padded arms.

"Call me sir," he said. "Right now I don't like your fucking tone. I don't like it at all."

"Sorry about my fucking tone, sir."

"Get your clothes off."

A real romantic, this guy.

The curtains were wide open. There was a sightseeing helicopter giving tourists the night views. I don't know how good a cell phone capture looks taken from a helicopter, but I had the idea that video technology was getting better every day. "Maybe I should close the curtains first?"

"It's reflective glass. They can't see in. You know that. Stop stalling."

I wouldn't call it "stalling." I prefer the term "teasing."

I shook off my jacket, danced around a little as I gripped the hem of my black T-shirt to pull it slowly, slowly up and over my head. I'm long, lean, and sleek. Creamy skin the color of French vanilla ice cream that turns a lickable shade of honey-gold if I spend any amount of time on the beach. One mole, just one, a couple of inches to the right of my belly button. Nobody can resist kissing the mole.

"I'm not interested in the strip show from a stalker. Get the fucking pants off."

"Yes, sir." I hadn't spent much time on any beaches in Vegas. The one hundred fifteen degree desert sun doesn't exactly invite even a masochist to linger outdoors. So no tan today. My skin was that same French vanilla all over—a shade of pale that compels the more dominant types to mark it up. Maybe this guy wasn't ready to admit it, but his cock was so leaky he already had a damp spot on the front of his jeans. I kicked away my shoes, kicked away my trousers, wiggle-danced my way out of my briefs.

"Bend over."

"Don't you want to kiss it a little first?" I twirled, twitching my ass cheek in a way he wasn't going to be able to resist.

"You don't deserve a kiss, breaking into my room like that. Do you have any idea how invasive that is?"

"Yeah, yeah. You feel so fucking invaded. Sir."

He was over to me that fast, his big hands grasping my wrists and pulling them behind my back. Not too low, not so they would protect my ass cheeks, but more at the level of my kidneys. I felt something hard and cold click-clack into place first around my right wrist and then around the left. Fuck. Steel handcuffs.

"Be still," he said. "You want me to lock them properly. You don't want them to keep getting any tighter than they already are."

"Fuck," I said. "OK." By now he had me bent over the rolled arm of the leather chair. I could feel the muscular thighs working in his jeans where he was pressed hard against me. The cuffs were maybe a little tight, but then I flexed my hands and realized they were perfect. I wasn't losing sensation but I wasn't slipping free any time soon either. He had some experience at this. Good.

"How did you get in here?" he was asking. That close to me, I could feel his breath on the back of my neck, his bulge pressing into the curve of my ass. My cheeks parted slightly, inviting his denim package to slip a little ways inside. "Tell me. How did you know I was staying here?"

"I thought I was meeting someone, sir," I said. "The guy at the desk, he told me this room and gave me the key. I'm not the one in the wrong here, sir."

"So you're not sorry."

I know how to clap my buttocks together to put pressure on a guy. It seemed like the right time to demonstrate that talent. "Should I be sorry? Sir?" I squeezed his bulge for emphasis with every word.

"Oh, you're going to be sorry. You're going to be very, very sorry."

"Mmmm."

He pressed back into me, grinding for a long moment. My own cock was shoved hard into the armchair's leather padding. Fuck me, if he didn't get on with it, I was going to implode before the action got started.

"You have protection?" I asked. "Or you just plan to keep your jeans on all night?"

"Fuck you. This isn't about you scoring a movie star." He jerked away. "This is about you learning some fucking limits. Some fucking respect."

He was off me that fast. I felt a little chill where his body weight used to be. Come back, baby.

"Yes, sir. Teach me some fucking limits then. That is, if you know how. I'm starting to wonder. Sir."

"I'm getting a belt. Don't you fucking move." Low-rider jeans don't really lend themselves to a belt. The whole point is they're about to fall off the guy's hips.

So he vanished. The great room was pretty much an echoing cavern, so wherever he went—presumably to a bedroom closet—it took him more than a few steps. I knew I was supposed to stay bent over while I waited. I wondered what the consequences would be if I decided to get up. I wondered if I'd enjoy them.

Probably. I'm a little more of a pain slut than I need to be.

I stood up, stretched, went over to that back wall that was really an endless window. Neon city, dark mountains. No one out there waiting for me in all those endless miles. I don't even know why I came to Vegas to start over, except gambling towns are all I know. My own reflection, white as a ghost, shimmered out there in the darkness. I did a few shoulder scrunches to loosen up. Flexed my wrists within the unforgiving steel cuffs.

This isn't about you scoring a movie star.

What was that? Some fantasy going on in the guy's head that I didn't know about yet? Or maybe he really was some kind of star. He had money, or he wouldn't be in this suite. Nobody paid for the rooms on this floor by putting down a credit card. They paid by losing a fuck-ton on the casino floor and having some host write them a comp.

A shadow came up behind my reflection. Then I felt his hands on me, spinning me around. 

"I told you not to fucking move."

He still wore the jeans. But the shirt was gone. He wasn't obscenely, sarcastically bulky, but he had a well-defined eight-pack. His body looked like it had been sculpted from marble, the whitey-pink Italian kind with tiny freckles in it. I didn't like that kind of marble so much on a floor. But it looked good enough to eat on a man.

"Sorry, sir." I didn't bother to sound sorry.

He used one hand to grip me firmly by my cuffed arms and jerk me back toward the padded armchair. The other hand held the doubled-up black leather belt. I found myself bent over again, cock wedged in the leather stuffing, ass exposed, fingers curled tight into fists held at kidney level. I knew better than to spread my fingers over my ass-cheeks. It fucking hurts when a belt hits fingers.

"Don't," I said. I didn't mean don't. It's just something I can't help saying at times like this.
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