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Dear Reader, 

Castle Sin is a dark BDSM suspense series.

Castle Sin

Seven Masters

Seven Dungeons

Seven Times the Kink

STONE: MASTER EAGLE

“I should warn you, Master Eagle, I bite and have been known to scratch.” 

Peyton Jackson was a Pulitzer Prize winning investigative journalist, the best in her field, but in Castle Sin, she was known only as Sub PJ.

Peyton had stayed away from the ocean for a reason, yet there she was, on a remote island in Key West, surrounded by the sea, gazing at the majestic castle meant to become her home ... at least, that’s what she made the seven Masters believe ... In reality, she was there for only one reason: to get her cousin off the island.

One unexpected perk ... or detriment ... was that it placed her directly in the sights of her biggest celeb crush. In contrast to finding herself wanting to please her Master at every turn, she also smelled a story, a scoop ... and she had every intention of taking advantage to find out exactly what went on inside the walls of Castle Sin. 

Until she awoke the Beast inside the King of the Castle.

“And it’s going to be such a pleasure to make you crawl and beg,” he promised in a deep growl. “As meek as a little kitten.”

He was known as Stone Rothman in Hollywood ... Stone Sinclair to his family ... and Master Eagle to everyone else in Castle Sin

A powerful Master, a compassionate man, and a hungry and demanding Beast created the enigma that was Stone Sinclair. 

Trust and honesty were paramount in every aspect of his life, and he expected the same from those surrounding him. As the king of his castle, it took a lot to crack his armor ... but this time she had peeved him off. She was one of the trainees who had applied to be a submissive at Castle Sin ... and she was a fake. A liar and an impostor. Two traits this powerful Master had no patience for. 

The moment he laid eyes on the tall redhead, the Beast inside his soul began to stir. She was a deceiver, and he was going to enjoy transforming her into exactly what she’d applied for. 

A submissive ... his submissive.

Meanwhile, unbeknownst to both of them, a conspiracy threatened to yank their entire existence apart. It endangered not only their lives, but spelled disaster for the entire nation, and Peyton was forced into an impossible situation she had no way to get out of. 

With lies and lust and fear at war inside her, helpless to fight the domination of the Master and his Beast, she attempted to find a solution ... but no matter what she did, there was only one way it all would end. 

With Stone Sinclair hating her. 

Editor’s Note:

Stone will make you want to go out and apply to all the local BDSM clubs in the hopes of finding your very own Master Eagle. Sexy as hell, sweet like candy, with just a vein of mystery and danger that we have come to expect, Stone is woven in such a way that will have your head in the clouds, your blood pounding in all the right places, and your heart cracking as you wonder what you would do if you were in her place...

I truly enjoyed writing the first book in this exciting new series. I hope you’ll find the same enjoyment reading it. 

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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“Ugh! I hate all this water.” 

Peyton Jackson couldn’t suppress a shudder of disgust as she stared over the wide expanse of the ocean surrounding her. For once it was all it was, there wasn't the usual terror associated with being on the water. The streaks of the sun danced over her face, turning the amethyst color of her eyes to a deep violet. Her only salvation was the sight of the green patch in the distance growing bigger as the speedboat carried them rapidly closer to their destination. 

She hated everything associated with island life. To her, idyllic wasn’t the description she’d use, rather hot, sticky, and uncomfortable with sand ... lots and lots of sand surrounded by water. Too many dangerous gallons to mention. 

“Five minutes, ladies.” 

Peyton glanced at the tall, muscled man at the helm of the boat. The way he handled her was poetry in motion, effortless, and skillful. Danton Hill was apparently the acclaimed Rothman cousins’ Security Director. 

Gmphf, imagine that, a Security Director! I suppose being celebrities they do need 24/7 protection. I wonder if he swaps their diapers for them too. 

The strangled laugh that escaped her lips drew the big man’s eyes her way. She quickly swallowed her mirth at the childish notion her wayward thoughts brought to mind, but a broad smile remained on her lips. 

She looked at the other six passengers. All of them women, who stared with anticipation and excitement at the lush island that loomed ahead. Peyton had been surprised when she got on the boat to find them already waiting. Not because they were there but because they didn’t fit the stereotypical woman she imagined would willingly submit to a life of servitude on a remote island ruled by seven men. 

Masters, actually, she corrected herself. Powerful Dominants who knew how to make even the strongest woman bow to their command in willing submission. 

Or so she’d heard. 

Castle Sin, on the privately owned, The Sevens Keys Island, in Key West was a hush-hush establishment. Only approved celebrities, politicians, and executive businessmen were members of the exclusive BDSM club. 

Four of the six women were older, at a guess in their early forties, and the other two, she surmised to be her age, mid-thirty, which left Peyton dumbfounded. It shot all the information she’d gathered over the years about the seven Rothman cousins to smithereens. She had expected to find a myriad of young females under the age of thirty on the island. A place that was inaccessible to the public, only paid members—which consisted of male Dominants—or as a submissive or slave employed by the reclusive owners. 

Reclusive my ass! 

The Rothman clan had risen to stardom fifteen years ago when all seven of them had been cast in a Marvel action movie that became a blockbuster on release day. Everyone thereafter had followed the same track. That first motion picture had set them up for life. The producers were clever enough to ride on the wave of success. They’d turned it into a series that released a new feature film every eighteen months. Of course, all seven men thrived on being in the spotlight. The regular articles in the tabloids about their sexual exploits and the strings of women that always hung on to them like leeches were proof of that. 

The cousins hadn’t stopped their lives the moment they made it big in film. Apparently, they all had various degrees but kept that part of their lives well hidden from the public eye. Apparently, being the key phrase. Peyton had been unable to find any concrete evidence of exactly what they did off the movie set. 

No one knew where they disappeared to in between filming; Peyton had a theory that it was nothing but a smokescreen for the dubious shenanigans on the island. 

“You haven’t joined in the excited blabber since you got on board.”

The deep voice of Danton yanked her from her musings. She did her best to glance at him in a subservient manner, an insecure flicker of eyelids as she peeked at him through her lashes. 

“So, tell me, Peyton Jackson, why are you here?” 

She was hard-pressed not to snort at his haughty demeanor as he looked at her from his towering height at the steering wheel. 

Of course! He’s probably also a Dom. 

Like that mattered any to Peyton. She was beyond irritated. If not for her aunt begging her to talk sense into her impulsive cousin, Savannah, who had already been on The Sevens Keys for close to three months, she’d be happily chasing worthwhile and newsworthy stories—well as soon as she was back at work from the forced vacation she was on. As an investigative journalist for CNN and who made the front pages of all the major newspapers and magazines across the U.S., Peyton could afford to choose which stories she chased. Celebrities and movie stars didn’t interest her unless they committed a noteworthy crime.

“I asked you a question, Miss Jackson.” 

The sharp intonation of her name seared through her. She cursed herself for not having the foresight to use an assumed name. If the Castle Sin Masters did a background check on her, it would put them on guard. It was the one thing she didn’t want. 

“I don’t believe I need to tell you. There’s only one reason all of us are here, isn’t that right?” she hedged with a tight smile. She fluttered her eyes and looked down as Danton’s gaze sharpened on her. It wouldn’t do to harvest suspicion about her. She had to blend in and get her cousin off the island.

“Lies aren’t tolerated at Castle Sin,” he rasped, and a deep slash drew his eyebrows together as he studied her intently. Peyton did her best not to squirm under his piercing stare but failed when an evil smile twitched his lips. “Especially from you. I have a feeling you’re going to catch the Beast’s eye.” 

“Th-the Beast?” Peyton cursed at how small her voice sounded. She couldn’t help the rapid beating of her heart as he chuckled darkly. 

“Yeah, the overseeing Master Dom.” His eyes did another slow foray over her dark red hair blowing behind her in the wind. “I think this time, he’s going to break his own rule.”

“Ehm ... what rule?” she asked, unable to listen to her brain that kept telling her to shut the hell up. 

You sound like a scared little girl, for god’s sake!

Oh, shut up! 

“Not to take a sub for himself.” He nodded as his eyes roamed over her curvy body. “Yeah ... I think our Master is gonna take time to have a little fun for himself.” 

Peyton pressed her lips together, lest she say something that would give her away. She couldn’t afford to be kicked off the island before she even made it through the castle doors. 

She had avoided digging deeper into the lives of the seven Rothman cousins for six years, ever since rumors about their dubious sexual proclivities had been doused as the actions of a woman scorned. At first, she’d started investigating the claim by the woman, Leigh Simms, that she’d been held prisoner by the cousins—treated and abused like a slave. She’d publicly retracted her claim within days, and Peyton had lost interest, especially as there was nothing at the time, linking them to The Seven Keys Island. Still, her curiosity had been pricked and she’d done some research on and off when time permitted. She’d found nothing outside of what the public already knew about them, which didn’t interest her as a reporter chasing dangerous criminals, syndicates, and corrupt politicians. Seven drop-dead gorgeous, self-made billionaire movie stars was nothing but sensationalism. 

Until her aunt had shown her the secret file with information about Castle Sin on The Sevens Keys Island she’d found hidden in the room Savannah used when she stayed over during visits. Leigh Simms had also mentioned an island in her claim six years ago, but she hadn’t given the name or the coordinates of where it was, except somewhere in Key West. It was the first time she’d come across information about the privately-owned club, Castle Sin. Peyton didn’t live under a rock and knew exactly what happened at an exclusive BDSM club. She’d even joined as a member at such clubs since—purely for investigative purposes, of course, or so she tried to make herself believe. She grimaced at the memory of her first visit. She’d been daring that time and ended up with a crisscross butt that had her standing for a week before she could sit down again. To this day, she still didn’t understand why she’d gone back a second, third—hell—a lot more times since. 

Finding out that her younger cousin had signed an employment contract that included a tight non-disclosure agreement, to live on the island for a minimum period of one year after being trained as a submissive slave, had stumped her. It made her wonder if her attitude toward Savannah over the past five odd years had perhaps driven her to it. She’d shrugged it off. It was too farfetched. But the woman’s claim from six years prior had come back to haunt her. She began digging deeper and elicited the help of her bestie and next-door neighbor, Taylor Banks. Taylor was a real estate attorney. She’d pulled a few strings to uncover the locked information of the corporation The Sevens Keys Island was registered to.

It listed seven names. The surname wasn’t familiar but the names sure as hell were. They might be known to the world as the Rothman cousins but in real life, she now knew they were from oldest to youngest, none other than Shane, Kane, Stone, Hawk, Ace, Zeke, and Parker Sinclair. Suddenly, she had an angle that sparked the interest of the bloodhound inside her for a story. One she had every intention of writing. Finding her cousin became secondary.

No matter that she was about to come face to face with the ‘Beast’ who would apparently claim her for himself or that he could be there ... the one Rothman or rather, Sinclair cousin, who caused her ovaries to break out in a slow foxtrot until her loins throbbed with lust every time his face appeared on the big screen or television. 

Cousin number three.

Stone Sinclair. 



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter Two

[image: image]




[image: image]

“Taylor Banks? I’ve heard of her. She’s a highly sought after real estate attorney, especially by big corporations and property developers. Why would she be interested in information about Seven Keys?” Hawk Sinclair rasped. He got up to fill his cup with coffee, dragging in a deep breath as the rich aroma filled his nostrils.

His dark eyes sought out his cousin, Stone, who stood in front of the large mullion bay windows of the boardroom at Castle Sin gazing out over the ocean surrounding them. His straight shoulders and aristocratic tilt of his rigid chin was a clear indication of his anger. 

“Peyton Jackson.” The name spat from Stone’s lips. He didn’t bother to hide the disgust he felt, nor the violence that swirled inside him. If there was one thing he abhorred, it was dishonesty. He spun around and looked between the six men sitting at the large boardroom table. “Any of you heard the name before?” 

“Fucking hell, the investigative journalist that never leaves a stone unturned once she smells a story?” Ace straightened in his chair as he gave Stone an inquiring look. 

“The same, known in the industry as the bloodhound bitch.” Stone sat down at the head of the table. 

He was the CEO of Be Secure Enterprises. A company that no one in the acting industry knew about or was aware they owned. They had made sure the ownership papers were locked tight and not available for public scrutiny.

Acting was a career Stone and three of his cousins had never coveted but had been drawn into when the two oldest family members, Shane, and Kane—who had been successful actors since their youth—had coerced them into a onetime only Marvel movie eighteen years ago. It had been more of an adventure than a challenge for the cousins to do something that big as a team. They’d enjoyed it and the experience had brought them closer as a family. Unfortunately for them, it hadn’t ended there. The movie became an overnight blockbuster and they all shot to instant stardom. The producers immediately signed them up for an entire series of the action filled, Marvel themed films. Each of them was forever encased in action figures of the parts they played in the movies. 

Mostly, it had been fun but for Stone, Parker, and Hawk; it had run its course. Stone was the first to indicate he wanted out, five years ago already. Of all of the cousins, he hated the limelight the most. He had always been a private person and the one who kept to himself outside of shooting movies and attending the bare minimum of social gatherings. Hawk and Ace, along with him and his younger brother, Parker, had concentrated over the years on quietly building an empire they could fall back on when the time was right. All seven cousins owned shares and had supported and been involved in Be Secure Enterprises to a certain extent over the years, knowing at some point, stepping away from acting was inevitable. 

For Stone, who had just celebrated his forty-fourth birthday, the time had come. Be Secure Enterprises was already a well-known international company that developed and designed top level security systems. Software and hardware, as well as supplying a full system security portfolio to the corporate world, government, and legal institutions all over the globe to safeguard their data, buildings, and people. Acting had become a chore to him, and he hated the months it dragged him away from the company and being involved in the operations on a day to day basis.

Then there was Castle Sin. The kind of club that had been Stone’s secret fantasy from a young age. It had come to fruition when he’d inherited billions when his grandfather passed away ten years ago. It had taken him two years to find the perfect island, another year to design and build the exclusive club to his specifications. It didn’t take much to convince his cousins to buy into the idea. Although registration papers indicated Sinclair Corporation, a secret addendum showed Stone as the sole owner of the island and the primary shareholder of the club with the rest of them owning a combined forty-five percent in shares. Over the past four years, Castle Sin had become home to them.

“Do you think one of the women we kicked out of the club is trying to exploit us again, like Leigh Simms a couple of years ago?” Shane, at fifty-one, was the oldest of the Sinclair clan, a couple of months older than Kane, who was also his best friend. He didn’t suffer fools easily. As the resident psychologist of Castle Sin, he was also the best judge of character and spotted fake submissives the moment they set foot on the island. 

“It’s possible. If memory serves, she was the bloodhound on the story at the time until Leigh retracted her claim.” Stone shrugged. “I suppose chasing a dead lead didn’t interest her. She’s more into hardcore investigative journalism, not sensationalism.” 

“Which poses the question, why would she be digging into the ownership of the island?” Zeke grumbled. His tall frame was relaxed as he slumped in the chair, chomping on a sandwich he’d just pinched from the plate in the center of the table. 

“Parker, care to fill everyone in on what you found?” Stone’s moss green eyes turned to his brother.

“Sure thing.” Parker quickly linked his tablet to the large overhead screen against one wall. A picture of a petite blonde flashed on the screen. 

Ace straightened and leaned forward. “That’s Savannah Thorne, aka sub ST. She’s currently in Hawk’s dungeon, isn’t she?”

Each woman who signed up for an employment contract or applied to the training program with Castle Sin as a slave or submissive, was called by their initials from the moment of their arrival. It was done to keep the lines clearly drawn between the seven Masters and their trainees. Each cousin was in charge of his own dungeon, where all the slaves or submissives received specific training. Only once they successfully passed their training in all the dungeons, were they christened with a club name and allowed to attend to the members in the club. Those who only attended the training program were offered the opportunity of employment first before they returned to the mainland. 

“That’s correct,” Parker said. “And from all reports, she’s doing very well and completely embracing the new life she signed up for as a Castle Sin slave.” 

“I forgot how innocently young she looked.” Shane stared intently at the picture of the beautiful young woman on the screen. He recalled the assessment interview he had with her clearly. 

“We were all surprised at how much older she is than she looks. She just celebrated her thirtieth birthday last week.” Parker tapped on his tablet and Savannah’s social security details appeared on the screen.

“So, what does she have to do with Peyton Jackson?” Shane tapped his fingers on the desk as he searched his memory banks for useful information on Savannah Thorne.

“That’s what triggered our suspicion. There’s some kind of connection between them. A couple of searches kept connecting their names, but we have no idea what. Even on the dark web, any data seems to just disappear into pixels,” Stone said. His expression turned thunderous as he paged through Peyton’s application as a Castle Sin submissive. 

“That does raise a red flag. Who has the ability to erase someone’s life from the dark web and why would a Pulitzer Prize winning investigative journalist apply for a yearlong submissive employment position?” Kane looked at Stone. “And sub ST? If I recall, you and Shane had your reservations about her too.”

“Care to fill me in?” Zeke said. He had been on a business trip to Australia and had decided to extend it a couple weeks longer for a well-deserved vacation. Therefore, he hadn’t met Sub ST as he’d only returned a couple of days ago. 

“According to our background checks, sub ST had been laid off as part of a merger and that led to her marriage falling apart and not too amicably either. Shane and I believe that sub ST’s decision to apply as a live-in slave at Castle Sin was part of cleansing herself of past demons and regaining her confidence.” Stone continued to page through Peyton’s file. 

“Which in itself isn’t a problem, but she’s completely new to the lifestyle and we weren’t sure she understood what being a BDSM slave entailed,” Shane said.

“And are you still of that opinion? The first month of her training was spent in your dungeon, wasn’t it?” Ace sipped his coffee, watching Shane.

“Oh, she now understands what would be expected of her. Personally, I’m not entirely convinced she’s slave material. She’ll make a much better submissive but she’s too feisty for a slave. I’m still scheduling regular talks with her. Deep down, she’s a very troubled young woman. I got the feeling she came here not just to face her inner demons but to hide.”

“The question is, from who,” Stone muttered. “And with the possible link to sub ST, one thing is for certain. Peyton Jackson’s interest in The Seven Keys Island isn’t a coincidence or something to be taken lightly.” 

“Why do you say that?” Hawk narrowed his eyes. He was aware that Stone was angry. It was there in every taut line of his body. 

“Because she’s one of the new applicants I approved as a Castle Sin submissive.” His head turned, his jaw rigid. He watched the speedboat slowing down as it approached the mooring bay at the marina of The Sevens Keys Island. The new trainees had arrived. “Miss Jackson scratches where she has no business. She’s here for a story, mark my words.”

“Relax, Stone. She might have details on the owners of the island, but she also signed a tight NDA. If she blathers about Castle Sin and the training she willingly applied for, I’ll make sure she’s discredited and caught in litigation for years,” said Hawk, the resident attorney. 

“Peyton Jackson is a prize-winning journalist, Hawk. She’s not stupid. I’m sure one way or the other, she’s already got her escape route planned and found a way to write her story.” Stone grimaced ruefully. “Blackmail comes to mind.” 

Ace frowned in thought. “Blackmail? Do you think she’s already put two and two together about us as actors?”

“It wouldn’t take a genius to figure that out, Ace. We might have changed our surnames as a protection mechanism when we joined Shane, Kane, and Zeke on that movie, but our first names are the same. Trust me, the moment she noticed that, she made the connection.” A volatile frown darkened Stone’s face. “She’s here for one reason only. To get the scoop of a lifetime.”

“Which is why I drew up the NDA with the sub clause, Stone. To ensure our identities remain intact. Our asses are too well known out there not to take the precaution. So, unless Miss Jackson has written approval to publish or disclose any information about us, she’s going to be locked in litigation for years and the station she works for will be sued for millions. No news station will touch her afterward, I’ll make sure of that. Besides, not one of the other trainees, live-in subs or slaves will corroborate her story. You know everyone who comes here is one-hundred-percent loyal to us. Leigh proved that—in the end at any rate. And I’ll make sure to kill the story before she even puts anything to paper,” Hawk said in a gruff voice as he studied Stone. 

He knew how it had hurt Stone when Leigh Simms had broken his confidence by going public with the story about Castle Sin. All because Stone hadn’t returned her feelings at the time. He might not have loved her, but he’d come to care deeply for her. He had taken personal care of her the entire time she’d been on the island. When she’d made demands of marriage, Stone had realized he’d made a mistake and she had misinterpreted his actions. Leigh had been livid when instead of offering marriage, he’d banned her from the island and the club. 

They had all learned a lesson from that episode. Since then, they assured that they kept their association with the trainees purely professional.

Leigh had retaliated in true woman scorned fashion. The fact that she’d withdrawn the allegations the moment Hawk had offered her the five million dollars Stone had put on the table, had cut his cousin deep. She had proven once again to Stone that no woman could be trusted with his emotions—something he’d learned as a young boy at the emotionally abusive hand of his mother. 

“That wasn’t loyalty, Hawk. It was greed and we all know how exposed we are to that.” 

“Maybe.” Hawk grabbed another sandwich and bit into it before he continued, “But since then, we’ve tightened up our screening of new applicants and do intensive background checks.” 

“That poses the question: why did you approve her application, Stone?” Shane asked. He watched him closely. Stone never did anything without reason. 

“I followed her investigation at the time of Leigh threatening to expose us. There was something about her that I found intriguing. Besides that, she’s not a virgin to BDSM. She’d been a regular visitor at various exclusive clubs all over Seattle, Club Sensation being one of them. Hence her application.” He paged through her documentation. “The fact that she indicated she’s a vanilla was the first thing that sparked suspicion.” 

“That sparked suspicion. Not the fact that she used her real name, and you knew she’s an investigative journalist?” Shane prodded. 

A Cheshire grin split Stone’s lips apart. His usually warm eyes turned chilled as he looked at his oldest cousin. “No, that just made me more adamant to teach little miss know-it-all she should keep her busy nose out of business that doesn’t concern her and that the Sinclairs aren’t a family to be trifled with.” His eyes darkened as his expression turned serious. “To be frank, I’m concerned that there’s more behind this than meets the eye.”

“Meaning?” Kane leaned forward and pulled the file closer to scrutinize the content.

“I want to know if there’s someone else involved and why. Parker found too many discrepancies in the background checks he did. Information black holes, so to speak and too many variables that don’t add up.” Stone stood up and started to pace. 

“You’re talking in circles, Stone. Just spit it out,” Hawk rasped. 

“Peyton Jackson had been deep undercover in Sudan, chasing a story for a year about the U.S. government’s involvement in their political upheaval, or so the reports indicated. Then, three months ago, she’s suddenly replaced with Luke Bene. It doesn’t make sense. She’d already won the confidence of many politicians in the country by then, even hobnobbing with some of them. Why pull her out at a time when she was that close to the core of the problem? Only to arrive on our doorstep now?” 

The seven men silently mulled over the information, each studying Peyton’s file thoroughly. Shane glanced around the table. “I have to agree with Stone. Something doesn’t add up.” He tapped a finger on the folder he’d just closed. “For all we know her, and sub ST are working together. I just don’t understand why.”

“I’ll be damned if I do,” Ace grumbled. A deep frown marred his forehead. 

“It’s an assumption at this stage, but yes, Parker and I came to the same conclusion.” 

“I still don’t understand why you approved her application if you knew there was a chance she might expose us.” Zeke ran his hand through his spiky hair. “Don’t get me wrong. I don’t give a shit about the world finding out about Castle Sin or that we live a BDSM lifestyle, but I’d prefer to make the decision how and when to release the information myself and not have it splattered all over the news in a biased and unsavory manner.” 

“Which is exactly why I want her here. I’m going to get to the bottom of this. Parker is looking deeper to see if he can uncover who tampered with their data. Something warns me there’s more to this than meets the eye. I’m concerned it might have to do with Be Secure Enterprises’ association with the federal government. Keep your enemies close as they say. In the process, Miss Peyton Jackson is going to find out what a real Master/sub relationship is like. Once I’m done with her, she won’t want to leave, let alone tell the world about us.”

“That spark in your eyes worries me, Stone,” Parker said as he looked at his brother. Stone had a dark side, one that he kept hidden from the outside world, but here at Castle Sin, he sometimes let go of the reins that held back the black Beast inside him. Parker suspected that this time, he wasn't going to hold back; he intended to release the full force of the darkness on the unsuspecting woman. 

“You’re not the one who should be worried, bro,” Stone said with a cold smile. 

“Yeah,” Parker and the rest of the men chuckled. “If she knows what’s best for her, Peyton Jackson would be better off to turn tail and run the moment the boat docks.” 



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter Three
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Stone didn’t relax once his cousins left to welcome the newcomers. He was in no hurry to follow them downstairs. They would wait until he arrived before proceedings began. He stood at the window with binoculars, watching Danton ease the boat into the docking bay. His eyes narrowed on shining auburn hair as the sun caught the luxurious tresses the moment the tall woman jumped with agility over the rails. She landed like a graceful feline on the wooden dock before the sleek boat came to a standstill.

With an expressionless face, he watched as she turned to stare at the imposing castle. He refused to acknowledge the punch in his gut the moment she tilted back her head and he saw her face. She had a classic Audrey Hepburn kind of beauty, her heart-shaped face enhanced by the deep red of her hair that tumbled in loose curls over her shoulders. The view through the lenses did nothing to blur his reaction to her. Tall, at least five feet seven or eight, she carried her curves with a gentle sway of her hips. She wasn’t catwalk model thin, but he felt the effect of her rounded hips and full breasts in the twitch of his cock. Not to mention the excited purr of the Beast inside his soul. 

Stone had master control over his emotions and body. It shook him that lust exploded in his loins and stirred forgotten emotions in his mind by just looking at her. He’d instantly recognized her from memory and the latest photograph included in her application. 

Peyton Jackson.

“Not very clever to use your real name, sub PJ, especially since you’re here under false pretenses.” His voice sounded deep, guttural, and vibrated with a hidden promise in its depth. His eyes turned dark, swirling with silver flashes, like a tumultuous sea during a storm. A grin twitched his lips. “Two can play at this game, little one. You undoubtedly know who we are but probably think we’re clueless about you. Let’s see how long you can keep up the pretense.” 

Stone picked up a molded iron half-mask that covered the top part of his face and fitted it in place before he strapped it around his head. They always wore these masks at the initiation meeting. Each cousin’s mask was shaped in the form of the animal totem they chose as their Master name in Castle Sin. 

Wearing them served a double purpose. Not only did it keep their true identities intact until the new trainees committed their loyalty to them and the program, but it also aided in the mystery, the danger, and the fear among the trainees. In the end, they all came to care for them, not wanting to leave the dungeons but wishing only to be submissive to the Masters who spent seven grueling months to turn them into perfect submissives or slaves. 

Tears generally flowed at the graduation ceremony where they were allocated to their private living quarters in the massive five-story medieval designed castle with seven training dungeons and three luxurious Castle Sin Dungeons for members. One entire floor was dedicated to house fifty full-time submissives and slaves that chose to become Castle Sin employees to serve the exclusive members of the club. 

Members were handpicked and invited personally. Only those who could afford the exorbitant fees and wished to be ensured of total privacy and discretion because of their status in the community were considered. It was rare that a Dom who accepted their invitation wished to bring along his own sub or slave. They generally stayed over for a couple of days to play and enjoy their kink with the variety Castle Sin offered.

By the time Stone arrived at the Gathering Hall the seven new trainees were waiting meekly in the Castle Sin present position, standing upright with their hands clasped behind their backs, shoulders straight and eyes lowered to the floor. His approach was so quiet, none of the women were aware of his presence. He stood watching their posture, silently assessing, as did the six men standing around them. Two of the women appeared uncomfortable and squirmed under the intense regard, the other four were relaxed and in true submissive form, awaiting the attention of their Doms. 

Stone wasn’t surprised to find that Peyton Jackson was one of them. He already knew she was into BDSM. 

She’s failing her mission so soon, he grimaced inside his mind. He was disappointed in a way, having expected her to play the part of a vanilla sub to perfection and yet, here she was, portraying complete subjugation.

And so, the plot thickens, my little dove.

It had been a long time since Stone had felt the excitement of the hunt, circling his prey, and finding the weaknesses that would allow him to get inside a sub’s head. He experienced it now and it thrilled him with a profound intensity that stunned him. 

Fuck, I want this woman. 

He listened to the voice echoing in his mind. It had been a forgotten sensation. The lust searing through his entire frame, the thrill of dominating a submissive and the utter satisfaction of watching a woman helpless and writhing in his grasp. A woman he wasn’t training but enjoyed for his pleasure.

What the hell, why not? Now that I’m done with acting, it’s time to settle down. 

He walked around them to stand next to Shane and Kane who faced them, with the rest of his cousins and fourteen resident training Doms surrounding them. Behind them, the sixty odd trainees who were already in various stages of their training, watched silently with the current fifty permanent residing submissives and slaves regarding the initiation process from comfortable sofas on the opposite side of the hall.

“Eyes.” His voice echoed deep, guttural, and demanding through the acoustics of the large room. He couldn’t deny the satisfaction of watching Peyton start when she lifted hers to be caught in the darkness of his gaze that didn’t waver from his regard of her. 

At first, he was startled at the extreme deep blue of her eyes; beautiful and striking. He blinked and realized they were, in fact, a mesmerizing shade of violet. A wayward thought flashed through his mind whether she was a descendant of Elizabeth Taylor who had the exact color eyes. 

She was unsettled. Exactly like he wanted her to be. A raw grin split across his face as he watched her guard rise to hide her feelings from his piercing gaze.

Now that’s the kind of challenge I can’t resist, little dove. Yeah, Peyton Jackson. You just sealed your own fate! 

He looked down the line of women, ensuring he caught each one’s eyes before he moved to the next. Between him and Shane, they had an innate ability to read new trainees with that first glance, that first clash of gazes. The seven women’s emotions varied from excitement, trepidation, and insecurity, to fear. No different than any of the hundreds of submissives that had walked through the castle doors over the past seven years. Employment contracts were limited from six months to a year, where after new submissives were appointed or old ones renewed. They also trained as many, if not more, submissives and slaves, with no interest in a position at Castle Sin but who strived for perfection. 

Their training was thorough—a seven-month process in groups of no more than ten trainees at a time per Master—it was precise and aimed at creating the perfect submissives and slaves. Each trainee spent a full month under the tutelage of one of the Masters of the castle. Only the ones who mastered all the skills expected from each Master ended in the final stage with Stone who did the final evaluations. The ones who didn’t pass his muster, either left the island or re-did the sessions they’d failed. 

“State your name, surname, age, and the reason you’re here.” His voice didn’t sound remotely like the deep, soothing tone of his acting persona. It was harsh, grating, and brooked no resistance from the women facing him. He held out his hand to the side, smiling warmly at the familiar feel of the hard leather handle of his custom made red crop his assistant training Dom placed in his palm. It was made from tough leather with the clapper on the end covered in hard leather knobs which added that extra sting when needed. The subs have aptly christened it, the King’s Sting.

“I don’t like to repeat myself,” he rasped with his eyes on the woman to the far left. He watched her tongue flick nervously over her lower lip. His smile widened. It was going to be fun mind fucking this little trainee. 

“I ... er, my name is Cora Dunning from Louisiana, I’m thirty-two.” She shifted her feet but kept her gaze on him. He silently applauded her courage. From memory, he knew she was new to the lifestyle. “I need a place where I can release the boundaries of suppression I’ve lived under for far too long. I need to be heard, to be understood, and to become the woman I know is desperate to come out of her shell and feel cared for and safe at the same time. I need ...” She swallowed hard. “I’m not exactly sure what else I need, Sir,” she ended softly.

Stone walked closer. His large hand cupped her cheek. She tilted her head and leaned into his touch.

“Ah, little one, you might be new to the lifestyle but you’re a natural submissive. It’s going to be a pleasure to guide you and find exactly what it is you need.” 

“Thank you, Sir.” 

She hissed as a sharp sting landed on her inner thigh. She blinked hurt-filled eyes at him. 

“Who is your sir, sub?” 

Her tongue did another foray over her lips. Stone couldn’t resist the unintended invitation. He swooped lower and caught her surprised mouth in a hard and lustful kiss. He fisted his hand in a tuft of hair and tilted back her chin as he lifted his head.

“Keep doing that, little one and you’ll be on your back with your legs spread wide, getting fucked like a bitch in heat more times than you can count.” 

Her breath came in short puffs; her arousal obvious in the tightening of her nipples and the fragrant aroma that filled Stone’s nostrils. 

“I’m sorry, Sir ... Oww!” she screamed as the crack of the crop found its mark on the outside of her thigh. “Master! I mean Master,” she finally remembered the warning Danton had issued upon their arrival.

“There’s a good girl,” he praised and smiled as she sagged in relief against him. “Get back into position, my pet,” he warned as he moved on to the trainee to her left. “You.” 

“Rose Lovett from Miami. I’m forty-four.” 

The slightly plump but nicely curved woman dared a small smile at the formidable man studying her intently. Her breath caught in her throat as he traced the hard edge of the crop over the full upper slope of her breasts. A sharp sting against her left nipple reminded her to continue. The painful squeak that puffed from her lips stirred awake Stone’s cock. Nothing beat the warm effusion of lust that infiltrated his veins from a painful cry in response to his crop. He could feed his arousal for hours with nothing more than yielding impact tools against soft, supple, and luxuriously marble-like skin of an errant submissive. 

Stone continued down the line, paying special attention to each trainee. He brushed his palm over a straining nipple here, a snap of the crop when needed there, and another heated kiss to unsettle the redhead at the end of the line even further. She had started to fidget the closer he came.

Then he stood in front of her, watching, waiting, his eyes piercing as he stared at her, unmoving like a statue. The rigid line of his jaw offered a fair warning that he was primed and ready to pull apart every lie she was about to spurt forth.

“I’m Peyton Jackson from ...” she hesitated as he tilted his head sideways, allowing his gaze to take a slow, intimate scroll up and down her body. He took careful note of the delicious shudder that caused her body to tremble as his eyes lingered on her voluptuous breasts. 

Crack! Crack!

“Fucking hell! That hurts!” she shrieked as two strikes landed with acute accuracy on the tips of her taut nipples when she didn’t continue. 

“The next ones are going to sting even more if you don’t continue, sub,” he grated darkly. He had difficulty suppressing his smile at the mutinous expression on her face. She was feisty. The challenge she represented grew exponentially ... along with the tumescence that caused the space at the crotch of his jeans to shrink.

“I’m from Se—” She clamped her lips around the word as she remembered the lies on her application form. “I’m from Chicago.” Her eyelids fluttered at the flash of anger in his eyes. “I recently moved there,” she quickly added to save face. She peeked at him through the sooty fan of her long eyelashes and released a relieved breath when he seemed to accept her explanation. “I’m thirty-five and I’m here to become the best person I’m meant to be.” 

She winced at the sharp crack of the crop against his jeans as he continued to study her silently. Her bottom lip disappeared between her teeth as his insolent gaze traveled over her body a second time. He stepped into her, crowding her as he invaded her private space. He was aware of the mammoth effort it took her not to shuffle backwards. It pleased him that she had the courage to stay put. 

“And?”

“And ... er, I’m, well ...” 

It was obvious that being unsettled didn’t sit well with her, something that she’d in all probability never experienced. She had a strong personality, and the research he’d done since Parker had uncovered who she was, showed she was no pushover. She managed to stand firm in a world still ruled by men.

“Come now, sub. If memory serves, your application stipulated that you’re an author. Surely you can articulate your reasons better than a few sputtering words?” 

Stone deliberately pushed her. He wanted to see how far she would go with her deceit as well as learn her tells. So far, he had an entire arsenal of them in his pocket already. Biting her lip when she was insecure or scared, her eyes flashed when she was irritated, and she stammered with fluttering eyelids when she lied. 

Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed sub ST shifting her weight constantly from one foot to the other with one hand covering her mouth. He turned his head and caught her staring at Peyton with a wide-eyed and horrified look. His gaze moved to Ace.

“Correct sub ST’s form, please Master Leo.” 

The Master names referred to their character and strength in relation to the animal kingdom. Ace’s referred to the king of the jungle, the lion. He had the same fierce and protectiveness over those he cared about. 

Stone watched Peyton’s eyes flare as her cousin screamed in response to the four sharp strikes of Ace’s flogger landing in rapid succession on the errant arm. Tears filled sub ST’s eyes as she quickly corrected her form.

“I’m sorry, Master Leo. Please forgive me,” she said in a teary voice. It was well known that she didn’t take well to impact tools and always tried to avoid sessions that included training of such nature. 

“I’m not the one you should apologize to, sub ST,” Ace growled. “You disrespected Master Eagle.” 

The eagle was a power totem and Stone personified its spiritual meaning to a T. He had insight into the most minute of details to see life from a broader perspective. With the same grace as the mighty bird of prey, he had the knack to make people look inward and allow their hearts to guide them. He challenged as much as he guided. 

Sub ST’s eyes clashed with Stone’s, wide and fearful. “I’m sorry Master Eagle, I didn’t mean to be disrespectful.” 

Stone didn’t respond but soaked in the silent communication between the two women as their gazes slinked together. The warning in Peyton’s flashed with a spark of charcoal spots in the deep violet of her irises. 

“Interesting,” he murmured, smiling within himself as Peyton’s gaze swung back to his, watching him cautiously. He leaned closer still. “Do you and sub ST know each other, my pet?” 

“I ... er, no, Master, we d-don’t.” 

“Hmm.” He straightened to stare at her down the length of his aristocratic iron-covered nose. “Lies always come out, sub, and in here, they aren’t tolerated.” 

He crossed his arms without stepping back. His lips twitched as her breath hissed from her lips. He stood so close that his forearms pressed against her nipples, which had gone as hard as stones. They poked with delicious insistence into his skin. 

“Yes, Master,” she said in a breathless whisper. Her lips pulled in a downward slope. It was obvious that she had never been exposed to such a powerful Dom, who managed to turn her as meek as a lamb while her brain must be screaming out orders in direct contrast to her reactions at the same time.

It was refreshing to witness the effect he had on a woman he felt attracted to. More than that. There was something pulling them closer, an electric force that threaded around them and created sparks of awareness, lust, and expectations he had never experienced before. It was enlightening.
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