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Dear Reader, 

This is the prequel to Castle Sin, a dark suspense series with ten Masters you don’t want to miss! To get into Castle Sin, you first have to pass the rigorous training sessions at Club Sensations under the tutelage of Master Crow.

Do you have what it takes to survive his tormenting tests?

They whispered warnings about Master Crow. He had the touch of Midas, the fire of a dragon, and the endurance of a tiger—and he devoured submissives who couldn't keep up.

Hunter Sutton, owner of the notorious Club Sensations, was a Dominant who excelled at tormenting women into beautiful submission. Only the rarest survived his rigorous mastery, vying desperately for that coveted free pass into the submissive training academy at Castle Sin.

Lilith Prince never wanted any of it. She was on a quest of her brother's making—one she despised—because no matter how prettily he dressed it up, what she was doing at Club Sensations was corporate espionage, plain and simple. A natural introvert, she found herself prancing across an auction stage in stilettos she could barely walk in, half-naked beneath a hundred hungry stares. It was torture. She wasn’t the seducing kind. Hell, she couldn't even flirt properly.

Then she saw him. Masked. Breathtaking. Dangerous. And her body betrayed her in a rush of fire and ice she had no business feeling.

She shook it off. The academy mattered. Hunter Sutton mattered. Master Crow... did not.

Until Master Crow did the one thing he never did at an auction—he claimed her.

Hunter knew she was lying the moment he laid eyes on her. He still snapped his personalized ownership band around her trembling wrist, because her reaction to him waved like a red flag before the dormant sadist he kept caged. She deserved to suffer for her deception. 

When he uncovered the full truth, he obliterated her family's legacy and walked away from her shattered heart without a backward glance.

Then Lilith vanished.

Hunter had to choose, either to forget her... or risk everything to find her.

I loved writing this full-length novel. It’s a brand-new story, a prequel to the bestselling Castle Sin series—the place to be. I hope you’ll enjoy reading it just as much.

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Prequel

One Castle

Ten Masters

Ten Dungeons

Ten Times the Kink

HUNTER SUTTON, 

the Master who decides who ends up at Castle Sin. 

Do you have what it takes to pass his tormenting tests?

Beware of Master Crow. He has...

The touch of Midas.

The fire of a Dragon.

The endurance of a Tiger.

Hunter Sutton, owner of Club Sensations, is a powerful Dominant who excels in tormenting women into submission. Only the best survives his rigorous mastery, his powerful demands as they vie for that elusive free pass to attend the submissive training academy at Castle Sin.

Where they’ll meet ten Masters.

Train in ten dungeons.

Experience ten times the kink.

But only once they graduate from the Sensations Sub Academy.

Come inside, my pet... if you dare.
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Club Sensations, Seattle, WA...

Hunter

“It seems we have a full house tonight.” Hunter Sutton stood at the balustrade of the mezzanine level, which overlooked the revolving round platform, aka the pit. The stadium-like seats surrounding the area were packed with eager members awaiting the parade to begin.

“Yeah, as is usual on sub trainee selection nights. The Doms love fresh blood and seeing as it’s been longer than normal since we started a new term, they’re hungry.” Reece Jackson, aka Master Scrooge, the Training Master, leaned his elbows on the balustrade next to Hunter.

The atmosphere at Club Sensations was eclectic. This usually occurred when a new group of eager trainees applied as potential candidates for entry into the training academy.

“I’m looking forward to some interesting pairings tonight. We have a strange variety of applicants to select from.” Hunter sipped the smooth single malt whiskey he was nursing as he studied the potential trainees milling around on the platform in the pit. This was the pre-parade informal show-off of the trainees to the crowd. A tease... a little taste to warm up the bidding, which happened if there was more than one Dom interested in a sub. The proceeds of such informal bidding were added to the academy funds.

He wasn’t naive. The prospect of receiving the coveted sponsorship he offered for full submissive training at the recently opened Castle Sin was the actual enticement and why they received thousands of applications every year. Not that it bothered him. At least the Sensations Training Academy gained trainees who truly wished to learn the path to unlock their true submissive. That was the only reason he opened training academies across the States wherever there was a Club Sensations—to teach proper skills and skim those who were only after some excitement.

The training they offered varied from BDSM 101 to Advanced BDSM 102. For experienced subs who couldn’t afford Castle Sin’s admission fees but wished their boundaries to be pushed further to develop well-homed submissive skills, they had the opportunity to enroll in the BDSM Gold package.

Tonight, the applicants varied more than usual. Some were newbies to the lifestyle, others had limited knowledge, and the largest group was experienced but wanted to advance further. Those weren’t the trainees Hunter concentrated on. He preferred the ones who needed proper guidance and coaching to unleash their true desires, which most of them didn’t even know they had hidden deep inside them. Numerous applicants in the past could only describe their desire for training as a need to discover what was driving them to be different. There were those who believed it was a sin to crave sexual domination and didn’t understand the true concept of power exchange.

That was where his, aka Master Crow’s, strengths were. The Dom who tormented newbies into submission until the walls that had been keeping their true selves contained crumbled around them, allowing the natural sub to bloom and excel.

“I don’t recall an applicant with red hair.” Hunter’s sharp gaze homed in on the lithe shape of a woman below. “Who is that tall woman trolling on the same spot while attempting to look like she’s more confident than she is?” He had studied every applicant’s folder to the minutest detail. This woman wasn’t among the batch he had approved for tonight’s parade.

Reece checked the list on the tablet he always carried with him. Since he took the trainees’ well-being seriously, he needed to have all their statistics on hand, should anything untoward occur.

“Her name is Lillian Pringle. Her application was submitted late but was properly evaluated. All the background checks were done and verified.” Reece looked at Hunter. “If you didn’t approve her as a candidate for the parade, how the hell did she end up on my list?”

“How the hell, indeed.” Hunter handed his empty glass to a passing waiter. His gaze returned to the redhead. “Even if she changed her hair color, I would’ve recognized her face since she’s sinfully beautiful and sexy. Her name is different, not something you hear every day, so it would’ve stuck as well. Something shady is going on, Reece, and I want to know what. Prepare the trainees now. Get the show started. Don’t wait for me. I’m going to talk with Meredith.”

Meredith Right was their IT specialist, responsible for all background checks and keeping their members’ information safe and secure. Confidentiality in this business was key.

“Do you think we’ve been hacked?”

“I’ll be severely pissed if we were, especially since neither Meredith nor one of her team picked up on it.” Hunter nodded at Reece descending the stairs to the pit while he ascended to the top floor, where the offices were.

“Strange to see you here on parade night, Boss,” Meredith chirped as he walked into the buzzing operations room. It was the reporting center, where every nook and cranny of the club’s CCTV footage was filtered. Teams watched every scene to ensure no one defied the rules or protocols of the club. If the club safeword was used in any location during a scene, the technology was of such advanced nature, the club monitors were immediately alerted via a location alert sent to their iWatches.

“We might have a potential leak, Meredith.”

She immediately picked up on the seriousness of the matter.

“Fucking hell we do,” she muttered and stomped toward her office, where she immediately began running system checks. “We do security protocols three times a day, once before we open the doors of the club, once after we close, and I do one every morning when I scan the business network.”

“Run a deep sweep. Someone slipped in a trainee who I didn’t approve. I want to know how her name was added to the list without me seeing her application.”

“Name?”

“The name is irrelevant, Meredith. That’s what I want you to check. You have the original list of those I approved. Find the anomaly that doesn’t belong and who slipped her in. I want to know even the smallest details you find that stand out. Instinct tells me the name we have might be an alias.”

“Are you saying someone is attempting to sabotage your business by penetrating the club as a trainee? Corporate sabotage?”

“It’s one possibility. Find me when you have something.”

“If anyone as much as scratched at our back door, I’ll find the motherfucker.”

“Good. I’ll be in the pit.”

“You’ll be in the pit?” Meredith’s head snapped up so fast, a faint crack sounded through the room. “Since when do you enter the pit on parade nights? You usually monitor and evaluate from the balcony.”

“True, but tonight I’ll be keeping a close eye on a certain redhead... a very close eye.”
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Lilith

“Please line up, ladies. The parade is about to begin. At this time, under no circumstances are you allowed to initiate any kind of negotiation. You will be approached by interested Doms. Of course, as is the case under normal circumstances, it’s your choice to accept or decline as many offers as you wish. Just know this. Once the offers dry up, that’s it for you. You will not have a play partner for the night, nor will you be assessed as a suitable candidate.”

“Will Master Crow choose a play partner from one of us?”

The gaze of Master Scrooge, named thusly due to his strictness and the penance to scowl during training, cut to the tall blonde who had asked the question.

“Please pay attention, Miss. This isn’t your normal meet and greet session. You are here because you applied to be considered for one of the available spots at our training academy here in Seattle. Those who make the cut will meet Master Crow later this evening.” He tossed a nod toward the entrance, from where loud chattering floated to them. “When the music starts, you will circle the pit in single file. For the purpose of this exercise, you will be evaluated for your restraint, your form, and most importantly, how you present yourself as a submissive while being inspected by a Dom. Fail this, and I’m afraid it’ll be the end of your journey.”

Lilith Prince—aka Lillian Pringle, as her application stipulated—shifted her weight from one leg to the other. She had done a good job maintaining a low profile. As a natural introvert, parading in front of a crowd wearing a skimpy mini skirt was the most daring and challenging thing she had ever done.

“He truly is a real Scrooge, isn’t he?” the tall blonde said under her breath as she suddenly appeared next to Lilith. “Hi, I’m Delia Lovett. Is this your first time applying?”

“I’m Lilith—” Lilith coughed to hide her faux pas. Less than thirty minutes in and she almost blew her cover! “Sorry, something in my throat. I’m Lillian Pringle, and yes, it’s my first time. To be honest, I didn’t realize you’re allowed to apply again once you failed.” She looked around. In total, there were twenty female and five male submissives vying for one of the ten available spots at the academy.

“If you make the pre-selection process right up to the end, but lose out because of the limited spots, you may apply again.”

“And you? Is this your first time?”

“Second. The first time, I made it right up to the final selection. Sadly, it came down to a choice between me and a male sub, which is one of Master Crow’s eighty-twenty golden rules in relation to male versus female subs. This time, I will make the cut. I can feel it in my bones.” Her eyes glimmered as she tossed back her hair. “But this is only a steppingstone. I’m after the big prize.”

“The big prize?”

“Yes! Don’t tell me you don’t know about it? That’s one of the main reasons experienced subs apply at this academy. It’s the gateway to get in at Castle Sin Training Academy. It’s the only academy that offers on-site training with accommodations over the entire period. Every aspect of becoming the perfect submissive is covered in ten months.”

“Ten months! Good Lord, what more is there to learn than what Club Sensations BDSM 101 and advanced courses don’t offer?”

“Oh, little innocent, there’s so much more to becoming the perfectly trained and experienced sub that Doms have a preference for.”

“I can’t even imagine,” Lilith muttered quietly.

“After graduating,” Delia continued, unperturbed, “some subs are offered permanent positions as club subs and slaves at the Castle dungeons. Best of all, it’s on a remote island somewhere in Key West. No one knows where, so if you need to go incognito for a while, that’s the perfect hiding place.”

“I suppose it also comes with a hefty price tag.” The excitement Lilith experienced in finding the perfect hiding place, if only for a couple of months away from her demanding brother and their business partner, aka, her ex-fiancé, dimmed as quickly as it popped up inside her.

Money was a major concern for her. Yes, she was CFO of a very lucrative company, but during COVID years, things weren’t going well. Most of her and her brother’s, Gustav, savings went into maintaining their staff and keeping the company running. Both docked their own salaries for almost a year, which completely cleared out her savings. Building everything back to where it was took time. Her savings account was going to take much longer before she would be comfortable splurging without turning around every penny. It was going to be scraping the bottom of the barrel, so to speak, to afford the two basic sub training courses that Club Sensations were offering, should she be selected. Luckily, her brother had paid the enrollment fee to participate in the parade, but since her being here achieved the outcome they were after, he wouldn’t cover the rest.

So, Castle Sin wasn’t an option for her... even if she was desperate to get away from Rocco Butler, her brother’s best friend, ex-fiancé, and COO of DevelopMate—the reason she was here in the first place.

Neither is hiding, little missy. You cannot escape from reality. That asshole deserved to be dumped. It’s time you accept it and embrace life. Allowing him to force you into this hairbrained—

This is neither the time nor the place. Just keep quiet!

Lilith wasn’t in the mood for self-recrimination. Definitely not tonight and not here... the last place on Earth she wanted to be.

“That’s why everyone is so keen to be selected here. Master Crow sponsors one of the graduates of their training academy to attend at Castle Sin every year. Best of all, he selects the top five candidates, who then also have a chance to be selected by the Castle Sin Master Dom. The CS Academy sponsors the best one and the remaining successful ones are offered the training at a fifty percent discounted rate.”

“Now I understand why the pre-evaluation tests were so difficult.”

“What I love about Club Sensations is that they have different entry levels of experience. Even someone completely vanilla to the BDSM lifestyle can apply. Of course, the training is more stringent for them since Master Crow needs to be assured that becoming a submissive is what the applicant truly desires.”

“Do you ladies have something you wish to share with the rest of us, or shall we inconvenience the crowd a little longer so you can finish your little chitchat session?” Master Scrooge’s brittle smile belied the friendliness of his tone.

“We apologize, Master Scrooge,” Lilith said as she plucked nervously at her fingers under his icy stare.

He acknowledged her apology with a dismissive nod and looked around the room.

“Those of you who are selected and agree to a scene will be evaluated throughout the course of the night. Note that we’re not evaluating your looks. We’re interested in your level of natural submission and whether you’re a fit for our training academy.”

“What is the delay, Master Scrooge? The participants should’ve been in the pit five minutes ago.”

Lilith was startled by the deep voice behind her, reminiscent of a good background, yet dark, measured, authoritative, and with flawless pronunciation. A chill chased down her spine as the echo of his voice wrapped her in a cocoon of powerful domination.

Bombarded by the weirdest sensations, her senses reeled. The desire to look back over her shoulder grew exponentially. Instinct kept her gaze glued to Master Scrooge, but she couldn’t shake the shivers wracking her body. If the phantom was a real phenomenon, this was what his presence would feel like. Searing heat infiltrated her from every direction, causing a flash of gooseflesh to race over her skin. A warm breath tickled her ear, triggering the vellus hair at her nape to stand on edge as desire burned a hot spot in her belly. That he stood so close unsettled Lilith even further. The way Delia’s mouth gaped as she looked back was proof that she wasn’t the only one affected by the power of the man standing way too close for comfort.

Lilith treasured her personal space but suppressed the desire to take a step forward. Perhaps this, too, was part of her evaluation.

“We’re ready to start the parade, Master Crow,” Master Scrooge’s response had a tinge of mirth, which made Lilith wonder if this was part of the build up to the parade.

The briefest touch brushed over Lilith’s back as Master Crow moved past her. Butterflies formed in her stomach at the tingling sensation on her skin, their wings fluttering inside the most intimate parts of her body. This man must be potent in full seduction mode if this was how a graze of his fingers affected her. Her legs shifted as her pussy throbbed in response to the teasing touch—all without her laying eyes on her tormentor.

She sucked in her breath as he stopped next to Master Scrooge and faced them. Tall with solid muscle, he had an edge that was rugged, raw, and rough.

Holy cow! I thought men like him only existed in fashion magazines. Oh, my... he’s the perfect age too. A gorgeous salt-and-pepper half-silver fox for a horny mid-thirty-year-old woman.

Good Lord, where did that come from? I’m not here to find a man.

Pfft, that doesn’t mean you can’t have some fun. Besides, maybe a good hard fuck is just what you need to mend your still fragile heart and unfreeze your libido.

I think this conversation is over.

Pfft.

Lilith ignored the voice of her psyche. Sometimes the little devil was too forward and demanding.

She found it difficult to discount how shaken she was to have had such an immediate reaction to a stranger. A gorgeous, sexy one, but still, she wasn’t the kind of woman to be easily impressed. Glancing sideways, she checked to see if the quick, choppy breaths singing through her ears came from Delia, only to realize she was the one having difficulty breathing properly.

“He throws quite the punch the first time you see him, doesn’t he?” Delia laughed at Lilith’s expression.

“He sure does,” Lilith said with a grimace, forcing a deep breath into her lungs in an attempt to calm her mind before she ran astray in a maze of complete insanity and lost all sense of reality. She wasn’t here to find love. Besides, she was still relatively a newbie, so a Dominant like Master Crow was way out of her league.

The stubble covering his square jaw was so inviting, she clenched her fingers to curb the desire to return his earlier caress with one of her own. The flick of her tongue over her suddenly dry lips turned them into a glistening invitation in the overhead lights. She was captivated by the sexy dimple in the center of his chin that even the stubble couldn’t hide.

With the flair of royalty, he was suave and debonair, with a straight Roman-shaped nose over full, inviting lips that snagged and held her gaze. His dark hair, which had a splatter of silver on the side, seemed as unruly as it was neat—a perfect enhancement to his tanned skin. Chiseled in shape by a master craftsman, his face was extraordinary. Lilith licked her lips as her eyes drifted over his body. Molded in the form of masculine perfection, she felt the energy radiating from his ripped frame.

“Holy fuck, Lillian, that man makes every dormant egg inside me quiver. Just look at those muscles,” Delia cooed.

If that was what was happening inside her own loins, then Lilith was in total agreement. He was dressed all in black. Contrary to most of the other Doms she had seen upon arrival, who were dressed in leathers or jeans, he wore a suit. It fit his broad shoulders as if it was cut specifically to enhance his body. The black silk shirt molded to his chest, emphasizing rather than hiding the rippling muscles underneath.

In one word, he was breathtaking—all six feet something of him. A strange word to describe a man, but she couldn’t think of anything else that would do justice to what she was experiencing from just looking at him.

“As Master Scrooge explained, the moment you step into the pit, your evaluation starts,” Master Crow’s deep voice resonated inside her, forcing her to pay attention. “Here’s a tip. Be yourself. Pretense and putting up a show to draw attention will be noticed. Some of the Doms will be attracted to such bratty behavior but as a candidate for the training academy... well, need I say more?”

For the briefest of moments, his gaze snagged Lilith’s. Over the distance, his eyes shone like glowing silver globes. For her, in that short period, his silvery gaze slashed through all her defenses and penetrated her troubled soul, unraveling the deepest and darkest desires she kept hidden from the world.

A low and pleasant hum warmed her blood until the evil grin on his lips doused the rising heat. A scarlet flush colored her pale complexion as she walked past him, aware of his brooding gaze following her into the pit.
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Lilith

Rubbery legs didn’t make for the most sensual and graceful entry into the pit. The little confidence Lilith had dissolved like mist in the sun. How was she supposed to draw the attention of a Dom who would know how to coax a very reserved submissive to the surface if she stumbled about on spaghetti legs? From the limited experience she had of BDSM clubs, she knew that only a strong, patient Dominant would be able to set her mind at ease and unlock the potential she had as a submissive to come out of her shell and play.

“Until they catch me out and have me locked up for corporate espionage,” she muttered as she listlessly kept her eyes locked on the woman in front of her. Lilith’s movements were automatic, stilted, and in no way representing a submissive set at inviting a Dom to inspect her as a potential playmate for the night.

Good Lord. Corporate espionage? Surely that’s not what Gustav expects from me?

For the umpteenth time, she questioned why she ever agreed to be part of this crazy scheme. Sometimes, her brother’s actions concerned her. Well, in truth, most times. Only, she was afraid this one topped the worst on the list of bad ideas Gustav had come up with since he took over as CEO of DevelopMate when their father retired. As a custom software development company with vast experience in strategic consulting, cloud services, and Internet of Things, aka IoT, they were classified as one of the top successful software engineering firms in the States. What they didn’t need was to lose that accolade because her brother was driven to be on the top rung of the ladder. This plan for her to seduce Hunter Sutton so Gustav could get some inside information on how his mind worked and which projects he was working on was the worst idea ever, not to mention stupid.

“What happened to hard work to get there, Gustav?” she said sotto voce, still annoyed that he had forced her to play along. A plan that could easily backfire and strip them of the legacy their father had entrusted them with. Lilith wasn’t naive. She knew the mastermind behind this plan was Rocco, and Gustav was the enforcer. If only she could get through to Gustav to make him realize Rocco had his own agenda—before it was too late—and they lost everything they worked their entire careers to build.

“Lillian, concentrate,” Delia whispered from behind her. “If Master Scrooge notices your disinterest in presenting yourself properly, he’ll remove you before the floor opens to the Doms. You won’t be allowed a second chance then. Come on, girl. Push out those tits and add a little swagger to your hips.”

“I can barely walk straight in these damn stilettos, let alone swagger,” she complained under her breath. Since she was tall, she hardly ever wore high heels. With these spikes, she stood out above most of the female subs. At least three of the male subs were as tall as her, so she didn’t feel like a giant among them all.

“Ladies and gentlemen, Club Sensations proudly presents our latest submissive trainee applicants!”

“Oh, fuck me, here we go,” Lilith wailed as the voice echoed over the speaker system, drawing thunderous applause. She used the opportunity to attempt correcting her form. At times like this, she hated having big boobs. As it was, they were already pushing against the corset for escape.

The best Lilith could do was to take shallow breaths while pushing them forward. Hopefully, it would help keep the ladies contained and happy to stay where they were. Her hands, which were clasped behind her back, itched to reach up and tuck the corset higher. “With my luck, they’ll pop out if I try to push them out any farther.”

“One more round, then the gates will open,” Master Scrooge voice droned over the intercom system. “Only twenty-five Dominants at a time are allowed on the platform. You are free to inspect and give instructions to the trainee you approach. Remember, whoever you select and scene with will be evaluated throughout the process. No private room scenes are allowed for tonight, but we expect every Dom to be familiar with the limit list of the sub you choose beforehand. We do, however, expect you to push their boundaries since it’s key to our evaluation process to assess how they react.”

Lilith’s brain fizzled as she approached the arch where Masters Crow and Scrooge stood watching. When Master Crow’s silvery gaze hijacked hers in passing, she promptly forgot her left foot from the right.

“Don’t fucking stumble, Lilith! Keep it together,” she swore at herself, doing her best to appear cool, calm, and collected.

And submissive. Don’t forget why you’re here, Lilith.

Oh, shut up! I don’t need my own subconscious to add to my aggravation.

As fate would have it, the next step she took made reality of her fear. The floor suddenly loomed a lot closer to her nose than before. The squeak crawling from her lips was cut short as a strong hand caught her arm and stemmed her fall.

“Oh!” A breathy gasp escaped her lips, moist with a whiff of mint wafting to her nostrils as the next moment, her breasts were flattened against the rock-hard chest of Master Crow.

“Careful, my pet. It would be a pity to lose out on joining the academy by spraining those pretty ankles.” Lilith’s cheeks burned scarlet as his warm breath teased the tendrils at her temple.

“I... ehm, I’m not a big fan of stilettos,” she mumbled, struggling to get her thoughts to line up. Every time she attempted to align one, it tumbled down, scattering the rest... hence her lame excuse for the near tumble. “What are you...?”

Lilith swallowed the rest
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