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  For my readers who asked, "Will we meet Jordan, someday?" 

For the readers who made my first year of being an author beyond my wildest expectations – thank you!








  
  Author's Note


Welcome back to the Bandit Brothers World. If you're new here, hi! I hope you enjoy Finn and Sasha's story.  
The first eight chapters of this book takes place before the events in Flame For You, Bandit Brothers Book One. You don't need to read Flame For You to enjoy this book but it is available for free on all retail platforms.
This book contains consensual spanking, anal play, club scenes, sex and a power exchange between fictional adults that have consented — consent is sexy. The FMC in this story deals with anxiety and loves to play the brat. 
Like all the Bandit Brothers books, this story takes place in Canada and because I am that kind of word masochist, was written using Canadian English.  For example, flavour, favour, centre, towards might look out of place to you. If you find an error that skipped my editing team's notice, feel free to send me a screenshot: raleigh@raleighdamson.com 
Cheers to being kinky and anxious, 
Raleigh Damson 
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  1 SASHA


“Logan! You said you’d take me bouldering.” Sasha Reynolds stomped her foot before she could stop herself. She desperately wanted to boulder because she wanted to make something work, because since her break-up with Troy, things hadn’t been great. And she saw bouldering as a way to challenge her rock climbing skills. She’d found rock climbing to be the perfect blend of challenge that yielded satisfaction, kind of like when she took a bunch of fabric and made it into something new. 
The blond giant pulled his sunglasses down and raised an eyebrow. 
“Darling, I said I would, and here we are.”
“I didn’t think you’d have me climb the playground equipment.” They were literally across from a playground near the outside basketball courts.
Logan strode towards her, that easy grin of his making Sasha’s nerves jump around.
His navy t-shirt stretched across his rippling biceps. Her rock climbing instructor was yummy and a little intimidating. 
“Sasha, this is the perfect beginner boulder. It’s harder than it looks. You got to practice the skills before you go full blast.”
She chewed her lip and sulked. This did not match the bouldering experience she had in her head, of being high off the ground, heart in her throat as her body flew through the air in perfect fluidity.
“I can do it, Logan,” she insisted.
“Hey, if I didn’t think you could, I wouldn’t be taking time out of my evening to show you.”
“I wanted something bigger.” Her cheeks felt warm, and she looked at the ground.
“Sasha, my ropes, my rules. Or, in this case, my bouldering class, my rules. Get climbing, or we’ll call this attempt off.” The look he gave her stopped her protests.
Sasha sighed, dragging herself over to the man-made boulder. It felt smooth, like plastic, and she noticed handholds in the crevices.
She released a frustrated sigh and grabbed the handhold, putting her feet on the flat surface near the bottom. “See? It’s too easy for me. Ahh!” She felt the pull in her shoulder as her hand slid off the grip. “Damn it!”
Okay, so it was harder than it looked.
“You were pulling instead of engaging your core.” Logan’s gentle smile sent her fuming. “Try again, Sasha.”
Sasha shuddered out a breath and stared at the stupid fake rock. She could do this, damn it. Taking a deep breath, she got close to the wall, made sure her feet were in the footholds, and this time, she tightened her stomach muscles before she reached for the next handhold.  
“No!” she cried as she missed the grab with her foot. She hit the ground hard. 
“Good try.”
“Didn’t work!” She cringed hearing how pouty her tone sounded.
“Use your toes, get closer to the surface, and take your time.” His calm tone settled her nerves.  
Okay, so this was way harder than it looked. Sasha nodded, pushed the thoughts out of her head that screamed at her to forget this and leave, and approached the boulder again.
This time she grabbed the hold she had missed easily, engaged her core, dug down with her toe and found the next foothold.
There, I can do this. She gritted her teeth.
Her ex-boyfriend, Troy, thought rock climbing was stupid and pointless. It’s also what he felt about her fashion degree. Troy always made fun of her clothes, telling her the patterns were too loud and the colours too bright.
The break-up had sucked, but Sasha was glad to be done with him. She wanted a guy who viewed her brattiness as a challenge, not a deterrent. Tears pricked the corners of her eyes and she swallowed, determined not to cry.
Looking ahead, Sasha saw the next hold. She reached and put her right foot securely on the foothold. She followed the direction of the slant.
“Yes!” She cheered as she made the grab. 
“Come off nice and easy. That’s enough for today.” Logan’s directive made her stomach knot.
“No, I can go on.”
“Sasha, we always end the climb on a high note.” Logan took a step closer to her.
“Fine,” Sasha spat out. She eased herself off the wall, landing on her feet.
“Good work today. Next time, you’ll be faster, and it’ll feel easier.”
“Still not ready for the bluffs?” Sasha asked. She uncapped her water and guzzled it down.
“Afraid not.” Logan smiles. “You’ll get there.”
Sasha nodded. After taking his classes for over a year, she could trust Logan.
Sasha toed off her climbing shoes, sliding her feet into her favourite sneakers with the smiling emoji on the heels and zipped her bag, hefted it over her arm and squared her shoulders. After every class, she told herself she was going to ask him, but always chickened out. But right now, she was determined to ask the question.
“See you Friday night at the centre?”
“Yes,” Sasha pressed her lips together.
“Anything else?” Logan gave her a questioning look.
Her stomach dropped to the ground. God, she couldn’t bring it up. But she had wanted to ask Logan for weeks. Sasha’s pulse raced. She felt frozen with nerves.
Rock climbing had helped her with her anxiety, and Logan’s patience was legendary. Even if she was wrong, he’d probably be kind about it. 
Sasha swallowed. Only one way to find out.
“That’s a nice bracelet you wear.”
“This?” Logan flicked the braided black strands against his wrist. “My little sister Hana brought it back for me from her last trip to Hawaii.”
“You know how to tie good knots.” As soon as the words left her mouth, Sasha blushed furiously.
Logan raised his eyebrow, took two steps towards her, and suddenly her whole space was eaten up by his wall of muscles. “Sasha, if there’s something you’re fishing for, just spit it out.”
“There’s this streaming site I go on sometimes, just to watch… things. And the person who ties good knots…I don’t know. His voice reminds me of you and the bracelet.” Sasha looked down, her cheeks so hot she knew she could cook an egg on them. They never showed faces in the videos, but she was sure it was him.
“Hey, you found my channel cool. My rope bottom, Clara, and I will film some simple chair ties next week.”
“You don’t care that people know?”
“That people know I can tie a good knot?” Logan shrugged those broad shoulders.
“That you like to tie girls up?” Sasha didn’t consider herself shy, but she wished the ground would open her up and swallow her whole. The last thing she wanted to do was risk losing her rock climbing classes.
Logan laughed. “Life’s too short for any of that nonsense, darling. I don’t care if anyone knows I’m a kinky fucker. What’s it to them?”
Sasha stared at him, her mouth wide. She had never met someone as brazen as Logan.
“My father would hate it,” she mumbled.
And as an appealing idea as it was to be out and loud to annoy him, she knew it’d come back on her. The media wouldn’t stop if they got a hold of that.
“You got to live life on your terms,” Logan said. “C’mon, I’ll walk you to your car.”
As they walked through the park, Sasha wondered how she could ask more questions. If Logan was as open as he claimed to be, it shouldn’t be a problem. The problem was her being repeatedly rejected for wanting things or having people laugh at her for expressing her wants.
“Logan?”
“Yes?”
“I’ve been thinking of going to a club downtown, the Rude Bar or whatever it’s called. Have you ever been there? Is that a good place to meet people…people who are …?”
“Kinky. It’s not a bad word, Sasha.” Logan looked her up and down, and she felt about two inches small. What did he think as he studied her? Sasha bit her lip, afraid that Logan would reject her, tell her not to come back to his class.
“I’ve been there once, and I’d never set foot in that sleazy place again. It’s not a safe place to play, in my opinion. Go if you’re looking for a quick hookup. I’d wash my clothes after I left.”
“That’s my car.”
“Parked right next to you.” Logan leaned against his motorcycle. “Sasha, what are you looking for?”
She bit her lip and turned away from him. “It’s fine.”
He placed a hand on her shoulder. “Sasha, talk to me. You brought it up. Don’t you want to see if you can get what you need?”
How the hell was this big giant that perceptive? She closed her eyes and exhaled. “I broke up with my boyfriend a few weeks ago. I feel kind of raw. I just want to play and explore a little, you know?”
“Sure, I get it,” Logan said. “It’s okay to want that, Sasha.”
She met his green eyes and smiled. “Thanks for talking to me about it. And taking me here. I want to try it again.”
“You will, and you’ll be flying over that boulder in no time.”
“Okay.” Sasha nodded, going towards the little grey Mazda her mom gave her when she left for London. The car had seen better days, but it got her around.
“I can’t promise anything, but if you want, I’ll ask around, check in with my friends, and see if anyone is up for a meet.”
“Really?” She smiled, feeling lighter. “Thanks, that’d be amazing.”
“No problem. Have a good night, Sasha.” He put on his helmet, swung his large body around his bike, and started the engine.
“Bye, Logan,” she waved, got into her car and sat there for a moment, getting her bearings.
Glancing at her phone, she saw Mitch had called her four times. She shook her head. The guy couldn’t get a clue. She should just block his number completely, but knowing him, he’d show up at her door. And she’d rather be single forever than have her father on her doorstep.






  
  2FINN


“Rise and shine, Krawiec! Get your sorry ass out of bed.” 
What the hell?
Finn detangled from the sheet, tossing it to the side. His head was fuzzy with the kind of hangover that comes not from alcohol but sleep deprivation. 
He marched over to the window and should have known immediately who was behind the amplified voice. Finn laughed despite himself.
“You’re absurd,” he called. This was totally typical of Jordan Kelly.
His friend lowered the megaphone and shrugged, flashing his straight row of pearly whites.
Finn strode downstairs, pulled the curtains open to the living room window and flipped Jordan off. He made sure the living room windows were closed and headed back upstairs.
But the knocking on the front door did not let up.
Fine, better to open the door and get rid of him. Finn turned back downstairs and threw open the front door.
“Hey buddy!” Jordan set down the megaphone against the railing, then picked up a box of doughnuts and a tray from the step.
“What’s your objection to a guy sleeping on his day off?”
“I come bringing espresso — with extra foam and chocolate shavings — and doughnuts.”
Jordan breezed past him right into the kitchen, setting the takeout tray and the box of doughnuts on the counter.
“And it’s a lie that you were sleeping.”
“Why’d get me some hipster drink?”
“Because you like the fancy drink, even if you won’t admit it.”
Finn closed the door, resigned. He wasn’t going back to sleep, and after working three weeks straight on a detail for a pop star, he was off the clock. And he hated being off the clock.
Because now he had time to think, and he was aware of what day it was. Six months ago today, he lost the love of his life.
Jordan waved his hands in front of him.
“What?” Finn reached for the drink.
“You going to put some clothes on?”
“Hey, you came uninvited. You can take in the show.”
“No thanks. Drink your espresso with extra foam and chocolate shavings.”
Finn shook his head, took the drink from the tray, and sipped.
Jordan opened the box of donuts. “Apple fritters.”
“I blame your mother for this. It’s that bullshit Irish hospitality.”
“What? Because I take care of my friends. Yeah, you can thank her.”
“For bribing me with sugar and the caffeine I like. I’ve seen her in action.”
Jordan smiled, his dark eyes merry. “It works, right?”
“Depends. What do you want?”
Jordan took a fritter, ripped it in half, and popped it in his mouth.
“For you to leave the house. It’s a beautiifuuuul daaaaaaay,” Jordan sang.
“No.” Finn took another sip of his espresso. He wouldn’t put it past Jordan to snatch it back.
“Finn, you’ve been buried in work for weeks. You’ve been out to Club Bandit maybe two or three times, and I don’t know, I hear the membership fees are astronomical. You’re not getting your money’s worth.” Jordan hopped up on a stool, pointing his finger at him.
“Kind of you to care about my finances.”
“Hey, I’m a caring guy,” Jordan spread his arms, grinning.
Finn laughed. It was impossible not to smile around Jordan. Most of his friends were grumpy bastards, but Jordan stood out for rolling with the punches.
He met Jordan in the service, and like their friend Quinn said, the guy was the unlikeliest soldier, but he always had your back.
When Jordan got recruited for Axis Management, he gave Finn a call. Finn took a position as a bodyguard on their Personal Threat Assessment Team.
Jordan worked as a private security operative on Team Stealth, but being a bodyguard suited Finn fine.
“You’re a honourary member and never set foot in there.”
Jordan drummed his hands on the counter. “Yeah, I’m a honourary member because I let Zee use the name for his club. You could have been a Bandit Brother, too, if you had stayed one more year,” Jordan grinned.
Finn rinsed his fingers and shook his head. Jordan had run a bit through the squadron for years, where he’d take a piece of kit from one guy and put it in another guy’s bag. He somehow managed to talk other guys into joining the thieving, and those guys went on a mission together and became known as the Bandit Brothers.
“I had done my time.” Finn reached for a fritter.
“You’re a Bandit Brother in my mind,” Jordan grinned, extending his hand.
“I don’t need a title, man. I’ll always have your back.” Finn clasped his hand.
“So, what are you doing tonight?” Jordan waggled his eyebrows.
“Nothing.”
“You have to leave the house, Finn.”
“Don’t have to. I planned to sit on the couch and watch the game.”
“Oh yeah?” Jordan gave that grin again. “What game would that be?”
Finn shook his head. “Any game I can find.”
“You hate sports,” Jordan popped the rest of his fritter into his mouth. “If you told me it was a horror movie marathon, I would have believed you.”
“I’m not in the mood for whatever scheme you have.”
“It’s not a scheme. It’s getting you out of the house. Come see a few friends.”
“I haven’t forgotten what they look like yet. I’m good.” Finn strode out of the kitchen. “You weren’t supposed to follow,” he called over his shoulder.
In his bedroom, he grabbed a pair of jeans from his closet and threw them on.
“Finally, the man gets clothed. Zee and Ella are having a party tonight at their house. Haven’t you heard the news? The weather is unexpectedly warm, so they are going to roll out the patio or move the pool or something and have a few people over.”
“Sounds like a fantastic time. Have fun.”
“You’re coming, Finn. You’re my plus one.” Jordan leaned against the door, batting his eyes dramatically.
Finn splashed water on his face in the bathroom and brushed his teeth. He glanced at this friend and saw that calculated look on his face.
“Jordan, I can’t. I’m not in the mood.”
Jordan shrugged. “So what? Show up anyway. I’ll pick you up at seven.”
“You’re not going to give up, so fine, I’ll be your plus one.”
“Perfect,” his friend called, turned and took the stairs two at a time. Finn heard the door slam and shook his head. You couldn’t argue with Jordan; the guy wouldn’t give up, and he’d pelt you with sugar, caffeine, and that smug grin until you gave in.
Finn didn’t know why Jordan could pull it off. There was just something that magnetic about his personality; Jordan could do things that’d make Finn want to deck anyone else.
Finn cleaned away the takeout cups and the empty doughnut box and vacuumed his living room floor. He felt itchy, like he had nowhere to go, nothing to do.
Grabbing his cell, he dialed his boss, Xander Montague. It rang and rang, and Finn threw it down. He knew Xander wouldn’t pick up. They were serious about downtime.
But he felt like he was crawling out of his skin with no work and nothing to do.
Grabbing a cloth from under the sink, he dusted the TV, sound system, and pictures on the wall.
He lost his breath as he swiped at the black-and-white photo of the vintage motorcycles with the Rockies in the background. 
His phone rang, and he nearly fell over in his hurry to grab it, thankful for the interruption. “Hey Gabe, what’s going on?”
“I didn’t get my run in this morning. I know it’s going to be a hot one, but do you want to meet me at Stanley Park and do the loop?”
“Yeah, sounds perfect. I’ll be there in twenty.”
“Great, see you soon,” Gabe said.
Changing out of the jeans and into running clothes, Finn breathed a sigh of relief. He might not be in the Bandit Brothers, but these guys were his brothers, and they had him.
* * *
“Man, every time I drive up to this place, I can’t believe it’s real.”
The black iron-wrought gates, with a monogrammed “CB,” opened onto the massive tree-lined estate of Zee and Ella Riddell.
“You glad you came out?”
Finn shook his head. “You never give up, do you?”
“Never ever.”
“Yeah, today’s been hard.”
Finn didn’t want to admit it, but Jordan was right. He needed to get out of the house and be around people. The job kept his thoughts occupied when he was working, but even though he was around people, he wasn’t really connecting with them.
Jordan drove past the rectangular building that housed Club Bandit, the private BDSM Club Zee owned, following the curving driveway that brought them to the back of the angled roof and glass windows of the West Coast style house. 
The house wasn’t his style, but it was gorgeous. Finn had heard Zee say every so often he gets a phone call asking to feature his home in a magazine or a website, and his answer was always a firm no. Finn didn’t think Club Bandit would always be a secret, but the membership was select and few for now.
Stepping out of the car, Finn stretched. “You need a bigger car.”
“I’m good,” Jordan said. “I need shorter friends.”
“You wish.” 
Finn had no comeback but couldn’t help a huge grin spreading on his face. Jordan whistled as they made their way towards the house. They passed two women sucking each other’s faces against an oak tree. 
As they got closer to the house, Finn heard the thumping music. People shouted and waved to him and Jordan. Finn waved back, with an effort shoving the feeling of the day out of his mind.
A thong of people were on the lawn. Some in fetwear, some in bathing suits or shorts and a t-shirt. Some people had forgone clothes altogether. 
As Finn returned greetings, taking in the sight of debauchery, the tension he had woken up with eased. Here he was surrounded by friends, by community, and he needed it.
The scent of grilled meat through the wafting smoke made Finn realize he hadn’t eaten much today as he strode up the path to the back of the house.
“I could eat,” Finn said.
“Yeah, let’s grab plates.” Jordan led the way to the buffet, where he stopped to talk to everyone while in line. Finally, with filled plates, they took their food to the patio by the pool.
The sliding glass doors had been flung open to the indoor Olympic-sized pool. People were shrieking, swimming and splashing.
“Look who I brought!” Jordan said as they approached a table where their friends were at.
Logan Marrock waved from his seat where he was talking to Nick Laurent. Erik Knight was beside them on a lounger, reading something on the tablet in his hands.
Quinn Walsh came striding over to Finn, clapping him on the back. “Good to see you in the daylight. How are you holding up?”
“I’m okay. Where’s Rachel?”
“At her sister’s,” Quinn growled.
“Hey Finn, Jordan, help yourself to a cold one,” Zee called from the next table.
“I’d offer to get you one, as would be the proper host thing to do, but someone tied my arms behind my back.” Ella smiled from her seat, sitting next to Clara and a couple of women Finn didn’t know.
“And I’ll take away your ability to speak if you keep up with the backtalk, woman,” Zee growled at his wife and submissive, but smiled as he said it.
Ella shook her head, but wisely remained silent. Miss Helena stretched out on a lounger next to her, patted her arm. “He is a kind master for giving you a break, Ella. Finn, you’re looking well.”
“Thanks, Miss Helena,” Finn said. Seeing his co-worker and buddy, Oliver, at the Domme’s feet, he approached Miss Helena. “May I say hello to your sub?”
Helena leaned forward and tapped Oliver on the shoulders. “He’s earned a reprieve. Go ahead.”
“Thank you, Miss Helena,” Oliver said, kissing her hand and rising to his feet.
“Hey! How was that last week? I heard it was pretty dicey.” Oliver clapped Finn on the shoulder.
“Got the job done.”
“You always do. I thought of her today. She’s missed.”
Finn nodded, a lump in his throat. “Thanks.”
“Hey, everyone!” Ivy Powell called, striding over to the table on the arm of Gabe Arthur.
“Hey guys,” Finn shook Gabe’s hand and moved off to the side as several women came to chat with Ivy. Gabe looked so out of place.
“You look like how I felt this morning,” Finn said.
“We were having a good time at home,” Gabe grumbled.
“I hear Zee’s going to break out some poi later,” Logan said, joining them. “I’m up for that.”
From the corner, a light flared, the DJ changed tracks, and soft neon light spilled from the hanging lanterns.
“Nice light show,” Finn commented.
“Yeah, Zee is always tinkering with something,” Quinn said.
A girl wearing a gag stumbled into their group. Finn grabbed her arm, steadying her. She sent him a cheeky look and ran off.
“Oh, going to be like that? I have my cane, missy,” the woman’s Dom called after her.
Finn grinned, and for a moment, a pang of grief stabbed him. He loved carefree play, casual play. He enjoyed the chase a certain kind of submissive could give, and watching the Dom playfully chase his sub through the thong of people around the pool twisted his heart with longing.
“Good that you came out,” Quinn said to him.
Finn blinked. “Thanks. Jordan insisted.”
“You can’t say no to him,” Quinn said. “I’m going to get some food.”
“Jordan, how does it feel to be the only vanilla in a room of kinksters?” Ivy asked.
“I don’t know, Ivy. What does it feel like to be the smartest woman at that office you go in and out of every day?” Jordan asked.
Ivy’s fair skin blushed bright red as they all found seats around the table. Gabe pointed to the floor, and Ivy knelt beside his feet.
Finn took a slug of beer, the thoughts of wanting a sub unsettling. He had always been content to play with subs, to give them what they needed. But a permanent relationship had never been in the cards. Why commit when he had perfection waiting in the wings?
“She’s pleased with herself for bringing Metric another high-profile client,” Gabe said, patting Ivy’s head.
“Who is it?” Logan asked.
“Can’t say,” Ivy mumbled.
Gabe stroked Ivy’s cheek. “She did good, though.”
“What’s going on with you guys?” Finn asked.
“Working,” His friends chorused in unison.
“I have a feeling we’re going to get busier. Are you sure we can’t convince you to join us, Finn?” Quinn asked, sitting next to him.
Finn shook his head. “Nope. I’ve talked to the Montagues about this and told them it was off the table. Being a bodyguard is enough risk-taking for me.”
“Hell, I feel I should do that some days,” Erik said, sitting beside Quinn.
“We need you on the team,” Quinn said. “Nobody does recon like you.”
“I got skills,” Erik said, grinning.
“But can you speak four languages?” Nick asked.
“You know I can’t,” Erik said.
“Oh man, this girl I saw last night tried to convince me she could speak German. She was pretty until then,” Nick said.
“Ahh, poor Nicky can’t get a date,” Erik teased.
“I don’t want one. I just need someone to whip and fuck.” Nick grinned. “Erik, I haven’t seen you with anyone.”
“Taking a break, man,” Erik said.
Finn tapped his beer bottle against Erik’s can of pop. “I know the break-up with Stephanie was hard.”
“Yeah,” Erik said. “What about you, Finn? Are you ready?”
Finn’s heart twisted. “I don’t know. I might be up for some play.”
The words sounded hollow. He shifted back in his chair, trying to relax.
“I know this girl,” Logan said. “She comes to my rock climbing classes. I think you’d like her.”
Ivy moaned softly beside Gabe as his hand did something under the table.
“You think she’s a sub?” Nick asked
“Yeah, she found my channel.”
“I can’t believe you have that thing still,” Quinn said.
“Yeah, I do, and I love it,” Logan waggled his eyebrows. “She asked me about going to the club downtown.”
“Fuck no, save the girl from that shit,” Erik said.
“Exactly. What do you think, Finn? Can I throw your details to her?” Logan asked.
Finn saw the looks of concern on his friends’ faces. He missed playing. And what the hell, it didn’t have to be a commitment.
“Sure.” He nodded, ignoring the lump in his throat.
“I’m sure she’s a brat. I know you like the challenge,” Logan said.
“You don’t want one of those. Rachel is a brat.” Quinn said.
Everyone looked away from Quinn and shuffled in their seats. Except for Jordan. Jordan stood up, strode behind Quinn, placed his hands on his shoulders, and leaned into his ear.
“The girl is not good for you. Let her go already.” Jordan staged-whispered.
“Yeah, she’s not a brat, Quinn. She’s a bitch,” Nick said.
Gabe’s face pressed in a line, and Ivy slid back into her seat a moment later. “She’s kind of mean.”
“She doesn’t treat your little sister nicely, either,” Logan said.
Quinn sighed. “Look, I know, okay? But I’m not ready to let her go yet.”
Finn shook his head. That relationship train wreck had been going on for a while, but Quinn was a stubborn bastard.
“What else do you know about this girl, Logan? Does she have a name?” Finn asked.
“Her name is Sasha. She’s young, finishing up her fashion degree or something,” Logan said.
“Why do you think she’s a brat?” Finn asked.
“She doesn’t just take my word for it. She always pushes back. I’ve had to go totally authoritarian on her just for her safety. But she does listen and wants to learn, so I haven’t taken her out of my class yet.”
“A brat that can be tamed,” Erik said. “I might like one of those myself.”
“Next one I find goes to you,” Logan said. His face broke out in a grin as he spotted Clara, his rope bottom, making her way to their table. “Hello, darling”
Clara waved to the group and giggled as Logan pulled her on his lap.
“Hi, Clara,” Finn said. “How’s Alex?”
“She’s good, Finn,” Clara said. “No hard feelings, if you were wondering.”
Finn sipped the rest of his beer. Alex was the last submissive he played with, and that was…a while ago. Halloween, Alex had been his date. He trained the willing submissive, played with her and then the day came when he lost his heart.
“Thanks.”
“Hey guys, check out our latest shoot,” Logan held out his phone.
“I think it’s our best yet,” Clara said.
Logan tickled her ribs lightly. “That’s because you look gorgeous in this suspension.”
As Finn watched their interactions, he could admit he was a little envious, and a part of him hoped Sasha would call him.
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Sasha texted him. 
He texted her back, but he couldn’t find a moment to call her during his busy work week.
So he sent her funny memes.
And she sent him back memes.
There were worse ways to start a relationship. The last meme he sent her was about watching campy horror movies because that was kind of what he liked to do in his downtime, and he figured he should put it out there, though he didn’t mention playing Dungeons and Dragons…yet.
Sasha texted him back the Scream painting, with “No!” and a cat on the side of the image.
Finn loved that she had a sense of humour and readily participated in this meme-sharing thing they had going on.
His phone buzzed with a new text.
Call me when you can.
Right off a job, Finn couldn’t stop pacing. It was too early to sleep, and he didn’t want to go for a run. What he really wanted was a sweet, willing sub to play with.
He brushed his hand through his hair, his heart lurching as he thought of Annie.
Logan was right. There was no set amount of time to move on. Maybe for him, now was the time.
He grabbed a sports drink and flopped on his couch, reading Sasha’s text.
It was time to be straightforward and call her.
He liked being direct, and Logan said Sasha wanted to play.
Suddenly feeling shy, Finn shook it off and called her.
“Hello?” After two rings, a cheery voice greeted him.
“Hello, Sasha, its Finn. How are you this evening?”
“I’m… okay. I thought you wouldn’t call, that we’d be stuck in a meme war.”
“That last one you sent me wins, for sure. You’re that opposed to horror movies?”
“Yes.”
“Have you ever seen a 1950s horror movie?”
“Nope. I’ll pass.”
“Maybe I can entice you.”
“Maybe,” Sasha said. “But don’t count on it.”
Finn stretched his legs on his coffee table, loving the laughter in her voice.
“Is now a good time to talk about kinky stuff?”
“Yes. I don’t think we can meme it out.”
Finn grinned. “Best not to. I like to be crystal clear about expectations from the start.”
“Good. I don’t like surprises,” Sasha said.
“Logan said that you were looking for someone to play with. What about BDSM or kink interests you?” Finn smiled at the sharp intake of breath.
“Everything,” Sasha said.
The eagerness in her tone had Finn pacing his living room. He loved the initial negotiations with a submissive. “Give me more. Is it just playing? Is it a twenty-four-seven relationship? What do you want? It’s okay if you don’t know, too.”
The silence stretched, and Finn cursed, thinking he’d been too direct. He was sure she wasn’t going to answer.
“It’s supposed to be fun, right? I like kinky play for fun. It also kind of…soothes my anxiety. I like playing. I don’t know if I want anything serious.”
Finn paused, turning what she said over in his head. “As long as it’s safe, it can be fun. How does it soothe your anxiety?”
“It gives me a focus. I don’t know how to explain it. I used to be shy, and my anxiety was out of control. When I found kink…it gave me the confidence to be less shy, and the side effect was…things that I used to get anxious about didn’t matter as much. Turning over control to a Dom helps. That doesn’t mean my anxiety is cured or anything and sometimes during play it surfaces.”
“Okay,” Finn said. He hadn’t had any experience playing with someone with anxiety. “It sounds like something you’ve managed for a long time.”
“Yes, forever,” Sasha said. “I’ll tell you if something can trigger my anxiety.”
“That’s fair,” Finn said. “How did you first learn about kink?”
“There’s a BDSM club for university students. I joined that, went to a few public play parties off campus…tried some casual play. Then I had two relationships with Doms that I met from a dating app.” Her voice halted.
“Anything you want to share about those relationships?”
Silence for a moment, and Finn wondered if he was throwing too much at her at once.
“No…one lasted for six months and had a series of rules that I couldn’t keep up with and he constantly told me I wasn’t submissive enough. The other started off fine and then got terrible and that’s as much as I want to share right now.”
“That’s fair, Sasha. But if we come against something from past experiences that’s going to bring back bad memories, I need you to tell me.”
“Thanks for not pushing me on sharing details.”
The relief in her voice was so strong, Finn wondered about her past partners respecting her boundaries. “What are you looking for?”
“I’m not looking for a serious commitment right now, but if we find we are compatible, I’m up for some play and open to see where it goes.”
“That’s what I want,” Sasha said.
“Anything you don’t like?”
“All of it, I can handle all of it.” She spat out the words as if the question made her angry.
Interesting, Finn thought, immediately wondering about her experiences.
Finn smiled. “Do you like bondage? Impact play?”
“It’s fine. All of it,” Sasha said.
Finn frowned. “So what about electro-play?”
“Okay, not all of it,” she said, her voice shaky.
Yeah, I thought not. Everyone had limits and if a submissive wasn’t going to tell him their limits, he was going to pass. 
“Sasha, would you like to switch to video chat?” He wanted to see her facial expressions.
“No…not at the moment. I want someone who can play with me







