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      Seattle Doms is a collaborative series written by Kate Oliver and Becca Jameson.

      

      Welcome to Edge—the elusive BDSM club you've always wanted to try. Top tier membership is highly coveted, expensive, and exclusive. Fall in love with our Seattle Doms as they find their happily ever afters.

      

      Her life is perfect…until everything disappears in an instant.

      

      After a bank robbery gone very bad, Paige has no choice but to go into witness protection. She leaves behind a man she’s falling in love with and her intended career path.

      

      Dane has never recovered from the death of his girlfriend. Her birthdays are always the hardest. Thank goodness for friends who try to lift his spirits with a night at the club.

      

      But who is the woman who just walked into Edge? It can’t be her. It’s not possible. She’s been dead for three years.
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      Paige

      

      “Baby, where are you?”

      “Ugh. I’m at the bank,” I tell Dane. “The line is long. I need to deposit my check before they close.”

      “Okay, well, get here as soon as you can. We’re all waiting for you. You’re missing your own birthday party.” He chuckles.

      I love his laugh. It’s infectious. It makes me smile every time. “I’ll be there as soon as I can.” I end the call, stuff my phone in my purse, and sigh. What the fuck is holding everything up? I lean to one side, and all the blood runs from my face.

      “Hands in the air!” shouts a masked man holding a rifle. “NOW! Every fucking one of you.”

      Fuck.

      “On your knees!” This voice comes from behind me, and I twist to see a second man in a ski mask.

      I’m shaking violently as I drop down to the tile floor. This can’t be happening. A bank robbery? This town isn’t large enough to warrant a bank robbery. I doubt there’s enough money in this bank to be worth it.

      A gunshot goes off, and I jerk my gaze back to the front to see the man up by the tellers has shot at the ceiling. Drywall rains down. Everyone screams.

      There are sirens in the distance. Don’t bank tellers have some sort of button they can push that automatically alerts the cops?

      “Hurry the fuck up!” barks the man at the door.

      “I said to open the drawer, bitch,” yells his accomplice, who’s next to the teller, swinging the rifle around.

      People are crying. Sobbing. Many of them have dropped to the floor, huddled together. I’m frozen in my spot, and my ears are ringing from the gunshot.

      The sirens get louder. They must be closer.

      A man in front of me jumps up and charges at the robber who’s trying to get in the drawer.

      The masked man shoots him in the chest, causing everyone to scream louder as the man drops to the floor, dead.

      I slap my hands over my ears. My heart is racing. I’m going to die right here in the fucking bank. It’s my twenty-fourth birthday, and I’m going to die.

      Dane…

      He’ll be devastated.

      Someone else tackles the man with the rifle, and it goes off again. It’s large and ominous—a machine gun or something.

      Suddenly, the thief starts shooting. I watch in slow motion as he depresses the trigger and mows down everyone in the bank from one side of the room to the other.

      I fall forward as a bullet hits me. I can’t find my voice to scream. All sound is stuck inside me. It won’t come out. It’s jammed. All I hear is the loud ringing inside my head. I open my eyes, wondering why I’m able to. No one is screaming any longer. It’s eerily silent except for the residual sound of the machine gun echoing off the walls.

      I lift my head. My body won’t cooperate. My breath catches as someone comes from behind the gunman, jumps on his back, and pulls the ski mask off his face. I’m frozen as I stare in horror. The gunman shrugs off the man, turns, and shoots him several times.

      I jerk my gaze toward the door to find the other robber dead behind me. His partner shot him.

      When I glance back at the gunman, he’s doing something with his rifle. Reloading it? I’m flat on my stomach, and I twist my head to look around. No one is moving. All I see is blood. There’s no more screaming. No crying. Not a single word or sound—except for the sirens getting louder.

      The gunman scans the room. He sees me. We make eye contact. I stop breathing. I’m staring right at him. I don’t know how injured I am. Adrenaline is pumping so hard through my veins. I don’t know what part of my body was shot. I only know I can’t move more than my head.

      Dark eyes stare at me. They narrow. He grins a wicked grin that chills me to the bone. He will kill me. He has no choice. I’ve seen him. I can identify him. When he smiles, I find myself staring at crooked teeth. He has on a black tank top. There’s a tattoo running down one side of his face and a sleeve on his arm. His hair is dark and cropped short. His jaw is square.

      He jerks his gaze toward the door. I think the police have arrived.

      He lifts his weapon, aims it at me, and shoots. “Fuck,” he shouts as no bullet comes out.

      He glares at me, turns, and runs out the back of the bank.

      It doesn’t matter. I’m dead anyway. The room is fading. I can’t hold my head up any longer.

      I love you, Dane.

      Everything goes black.
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      Three years later…

      

      Dane

      

      “Hi, this is Paige. Sorry I missed your call. Please leave a message, and I’ll get back to you as soon as I can.”

      “Hey, baby. It’s Dane…” I rub a hand down my face as I hold my phone in a death grip and stare out the window of my Seattle office. It’s dark outside. That doesn’t matter. I don’t see anything. My mind is on my girl.

      I close my eyes and set my forehead against the glass. It’s late. Everyone who works for me has gone home. I’m alone and free to express myself. “Happy birthday, Paige... God, I miss you so fucking much. There’s a hole in my heart, and it won’t heal. It’s just there. Always. I miss your smile, your laugh, and the way you tossed your hair over your shoulder. I miss the intensity on your face when you sat at your computer, trying to hack into the most impenetrable systems in the country.”

      I choke up. I can’t speak for a moment. The world lost not just a beautiful soul that day but one of the brightest minds in the country. There’s no telling what she would have done with her master’s degree if she’d lived to take any of the jobs she’d already been offered. She’d even chosen one, and she’d been fucking excited to start.

      “Fuck, baby. It’s so hard. I hate living without you. I had so many plans for us. I’m stuck. I know you would want me to move on. I’m sure you’re shaking your head at me from heaven. You’re probably disappointed in me. I’ve tried. I’ve dated. I’ve scened with women at the club. But things never progress beyond anything superficial. None of them are you.

      What sort of crazy man still pays for his dead girlfriend’s phone just so he can call her, hear her voice, and leave a message? I should stop. I should let this number go and throw away your phone. I just can’t.”

      I inhale sharply, trying to hold my emotions at bay. It’s too hard. Tears escape anyway. Silent tears that run down my cheeks. I don’t think I had cried in over twenty years before Paige died. I cried often in the weeks that followed her murder. I’ve gradually stopped getting teary from just the thought of her over time, but today is her birthday. Today, I will let myself feel the deep loss and allow myself to grieve.

      I realize there’s been a long pause in my message. I lick my lips and inhale deeply. “I guess I should go. I just wanted to wish you a happy birthday. And, Paige… Fuck, baby. I love you. I’d give anything in the world to tell you that in person. If I had a do-over, I would tell you that every single day. Ten times a day. I hope you knew you were loved. I hope you can feel it from heaven. I miss the fuck out of you, and I still love you, baby.”

      I end the call and glance at the phone. It’s eight o’clock. I’ve spent yet another Friday night working late to avoid my pitiful life.

      My phone pings, and I look at it again. It’s Easton. I answer it. “Hey, what’s up?” I wander back to my desk and drop into my chair. I know exactly what’s up. He’s going to try to talk me into coming to Edge tonight.

      “The usual. You?”

      “Working too hard. Playing not enough,” I say. It’s the truth. This week has been harder than most. I’ve worked late every night, hit my home gym hard afterward, and dropped into bed exhausted. It’s the only way I can sleep.

      “Come to the club,” Easton says. He doesn’t ask. He’s telling me.

      I sigh and run a hand through my hair. “I don’t think so. Maybe next week.”

      “You didn’t come last weekend or the weekend before that. I’m worried about you, Dane.”

      I turn my chair so I can look out the floor-to-ceiling windows at the Seattle skyline again. My security company is on the tenth floor, so I can’t hear the traffic below, but I can see the lights. It’s life-affirming. One of the reasons I chose to relocate to Seattle was because I wanted to be in a big city where the hustle and bustle around me would remind me I was alive.

      I’ve been here for two years. I joined Edge soon after I arrived and became good friends with the owners, Easton and Drake. When a spot opened up on the third floor for top-tier membership a year ago, I snagged it. If it weren’t for the brothers and the two stand-up guys they’re also friends with from college—Asher and Isaac—I would probably be a miserable bastard existing on ramen and old sitcoms.

      “It’s not a good day,” I tell Easton.

      “I know, man. It’s on my calendar. That’s why I’m calling. That’s also why you should come in tonight. You shouldn’t be alone. If you don’t feel like picking up a play partner, at least come hang in the office with Drake and me. We’re gonna be bored. Faye and Lily are having a ladies’ night at home.”

      I chuckle. “You two have never been bored a day in your lives. Aren’t you working on the latest cell phone app? Something that will beam users up to the moon or something,” I joke.

      “We were, but we finished that one last week, and we don’t start working on the Mars app until next week, so come hang with us.”

      I laugh, but then I groan. “You have a bottle of scotch in your office?”

      “You insult us. Have you ever known us not to have scotch or any other beverage in the third-floor office?”

      He’s right. It’s a haul down to the bar on the first floor, and Easton and Drake are too fucking kind to their employees to ask them to bring drinks upstairs throughout the night, so they stock their own small bar.

      “It better be expensive.”

      “Only the best,” Easton says.

      This is a terrible idea. I’m horrible company. But my entire body is sore from working out far too much this past week. Maybe I should switch to getting shitfaced instead. At least I’ll be able to sleep well afterward. It might get me through the night.

      “Fine.”

      “Great. See you soon. If you’re not here by ten, we’re coming for you.”

      “Got it.” I end the call and stand. Walking toward the window, I stare down at the moving cars and people. Everyone has somewhere to be. They’re all in a hurry.

      I want to shout at them to slow the fuck down. Call their loved ones. Hug them. Kiss them. Make love in the rain. Have wine and cheese on the hood of their car. Because no one knows how much time they have left. It can slip through your fingers like sand.

      I walk back over to my desk and drop onto my expensive chair as though I’m a hundred years old. I feel like it some days. I’m a whopping thirty-five, and I’ve been barely living for three years. Existing.

      I’ve moved. I’ve started over. I’ve relocated my security company to Seattle. I’ve made more money than most people make in a lifetime. I’m rich. I’ve got everything a guy could possibly want. When I go out, women hit on me. When I’m at the club, I have my choice of partners.

      What I don’t have is Paige.

      I stare at the open calendar on my desk. Today is totally blank. I never write anything on this date every year. I don’t make appointments. I don’t schedule calls. I like it blank. Open. Permanently open to celebrate my girl’s birthday.

      She would have been twenty-seven today. Another year without her. Sometimes, it seems like yesterday; other times, it seems like it’s been fifty years. I miss her so much it hurts deep in my chest. A physical pain I reach up to rub that won’t go away.

      I know I’m stuck. I need to move on. But I can’t.
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      Dane

      
      “To friends.” Drake lifts his glass and clanks it against mine at the same time as Easton.

      “To friends,” I mumble. I’m damn lucky to have them and grateful they put up with my moping once a year. I tip back my scotch and take a hearty sip. I should probably pace myself. Drunk is good. Shitfaced is over the top.

      Easton’s phone vibrates on his desk, and he leans over to pick it up. “Sorry,” he mouths. The guys own this club. I wouldn’t expect them to shut off all communications with the first two floors just because I’m with them.

      Easton nods, a funny gesture when people are on the phone. Why do we always forget that the caller can’t see our body language? “Yep. Okay. Let me know if you need anything. We’ll keep an eye on her.”

      Drake glances at Easton as his twin ends the call. “What was that about?”

      “New member. This is her first night on the second floor. Marny says she seems skittish, so she’s trying to find someone to give her a tour. The monitors are keeping an eye on her, but Marny wanted us to have a heads-up.”

      I swirl my drink around in the glass, staring at it, half listening.

      Drake leans over one of the monitors. “That must be her.”

      Easton looks closer. “Yep. Skittish, all right. She’s rubbing her hands together like she’s never been to a fetish club before.” He turns back to me. “Sorry about that. We like to make sure new members are taken care of and feel welcome.”

      I nod. “I get it. The first night at any club can be daunting, even if you’ve already belonged to others.”

      “Especially submissive women,” Drake adds.

      I take another sip from my glass, set it on the end table next to the loveseat, and sigh. Maybe this was a bad idea. I can’t even bring myself to drink. I’m horrible company.

      “How’s the security business?” Drake asks.

      “It’s good.”

      “You’ve been working your ass off lately,” Easton says. “You should take some time off.”

      Time off… What a concept. What would I do? Go on vacation? The idea makes me smirk.

      Easton glances at the monitor and winces. “Damn, she’s green.”

      “Think we should be concerned? Maybe one of us should go down there and check on her,” Drake says.

      I’ll do it. I stand. I need to move around anyway. But what the fuck am I thinking? I’m terrible company. I could go down and give the new girl a tour, but I’d probably end up snapping at her and sending her running from the building.

      Nope. I need the distraction. It will keep me from drowning my sorrows or working out until three in the morning. “I’ll go.”

      Easton and Drake both spin to look at me.

      Easton’s eyes widen. “Really?”

      I nod. I’m out of my fucking mind. “No problem. I’ll do it.” I step closer to the monitor. “Point her out to me.” The monitors are state-of-the-art. Full color. Nothing granular in this office. Not surprising for the two men I just jokingly suggested could teleport people to the moon. Half joking. If anyone could do it, it would be Easton and Drake Riley.

      I set a hand on the desk next to Easton as he points to a woman hovering near the entrance. She’s barely stepped into the club. I take in her outfit so I’ll be able to spot her when I get downstairs. Short black leather skirt, black corset, black knee-high boots. Her hair is blond and hangs halfway down her back. I can’t see her face, but I have enough details to recognize her in the crowd.

      Suddenly, she lifts a hand and rubs her forehead with her thumb on one side and pointer and middle finger on the other. She stands taller, inhales slowly, and arches her spine.

      I stop breathing. She looks so much like…

      It can’t be. It’s not possible. My imagination must be playing tricks on me. If I had a dollar for every time I’ve thought I saw my dead girlfriend in the past three years, I’d be rich. I’m rich anyway, but richer.

      The woman holds that position. Paige always did that when she was trying to be brave or thinking really hard. Same exact stance. It’s a coincidence. It has to be. This woman is blond. Oh, and my girlfriend is dead.

      There’s that also.

      “Are you okay?” Easton asks.

      I slowly nod. “She just… She looks so much like Paige.”

      Easton rests a hand on my shoulder. “Her name is Shannon.”

      I keep staring. “Right,” I mutter. “Well, I’ll go check on her.”

      “You sure?” Drake asks. They’re both standing now.

      I nod. “I’m good.” I’m not good, but I need to go face this woman to prove she’s not Paige. I’ll confront her, see for myself, and then give her a tour.

      I turn and leave the office, enter the stairwell, and take the steps three at a time. My heart is racing for no reason. I’m being so irrational. It’s not Paige. It’s not possible. She died. I’m on the other side of the country, but that doesn’t matter because she’s dead. What the fuck is wrong with me?

      When I bust into the reception area on the second floor, Marny jumps and puts a hand over her heart. “You scared me.”

      “Sorry.” I keep walking straight past her and open the door to the club. I scan the area. The woman on the monitor was standing right next to this door ten seconds ago. Now, she’s not. I look in both directions and spot her. She has her back to me. She’s heading toward the bathrooms.

      I follow her, trying to slow the fuck down when she enters one of the individual stalls that are marked for all genders and disabled people.

      I wait. I’m going to freak this woman out when she emerges because I’m too close to the door. Seconds tick by, and then minutes. I’m certain I saw her go in there. Is my mind playing tricks on me? I really should head home and go to bed. I’m losing it. I’ve resorted to following a stranger through a club on my dead girlfriend’s birthday.

      What’s taking her so long? She’s probably trying to build up the nerve to wander deeper into the club. Submissives can be extremely nervous when they first join a club alone. It’s understandable.

      Suddenly, the door opens, and I quickly tuck my fingertips in the front of my pockets, trying to look less like a deranged lunatic.

      The woman stops short since I’m practically blocking her. When she tips her head back to meet my gaze, I gasp, and all the blood drains from my face. I stare at her without blinking while time stops. I’m shaking.

      It’s her. It’s also not her. Yes, it’s her. I lick my lips. “Paige…” The word comes out of my mouth like a prayer. A mere whisper.

      She jerks her gaze away from me and shakes her head. “My name is Shannon.” She starts walking, picking up her pace to put space between us.

      I spin around and follow her.

      She hurries for the exit, pushes through the door, and disappears.

      I shake myself from my stunned stupor and jog to close the distance. As soon as I bust into the reception area, I see her exiting into the stairwell.

      “Is everything okay?” Marny asks.

      I rush past her, ignoring her. I’ll apologize later. I bust into the stairwell and find the woman already halfway down the steps. I take four at a time, unable to stop myself from grabbing her arm forcefully to stop her.

      She tries to jerk free. “Let go of me. I don’t know you.”

      The fuck she doesn’t. This is not some doppelgänger. She may have different color hair and eyes, but her voice has not changed. “Paige.” I grip both her biceps and press her against the wall in the stairwell. “Holy fuck…” I’m staring at a ghost.

      “I don’t know you.” She looks away.

      “Yes, you do. What’s going on? How are you alive? What are you doing here?” I shake her. “Answer me.” About ten different emotions are running through me, but the one winning right now is anger.

      Her eyes go wide as she turns back to look at me.

      I instantly switch to relieved and pull her into my embrace, holding her close. I bury my face in her hair. It may be the wrong color, but it smells the same. Burnt vanilla, she always called it.

      She’s rigid in my arms, not hugging me back.

      I feel like I’ve tumbled into another dimension. Nothing makes sense. I can’t let her go, though. If I’m asleep, I never want to wake up. My brain is desperate for answers while this woman remains stiff in my arms. She’s no longer fighting me, at least.

      Suddenly, I have a thought. I hold her back again and look into her eyes. “Do you have amnesia?”

      Tears trail down her face. She stares at me. “You should let me go,” she whispers. “You never saw me. I shouldn’t have come here.”

      “Paige…”

      “Shannon,” she corrects, looking around. No one else is in the stairwell. No one can hear her, but I get the feeling she’s praying that no one has heard her real name.

      “Okay, Shannon…”

      She glances up and down the stairs again. “I can’t be here.”

      I take her hand firmly in mine and nearly drag her back up the steps.

      “Dane…”

      I jerk my head back to look at her. “You know my fucking name.” I’m angry once more. I was about to give her some slack for having amnesia, but she knows my name.

      She purses her lips.

      I keep walking, pulling her behind me. When I reach the second-floor landing, I stop at the door that leads to the third floor, type
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