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Dear Castle Sin fans, 

First and foremost I have to issue a heartfelt and warm thank you to all of you who have allowed these nine couples into your lives ... that you have come to love them and live their lives as much as I have over the past two years. 

Secondly, I wouldn’t have been able to achieve it without the wondrous support of my editor, Kristen Breanne, and my group of proofreaders, Marie Vayer, Charlotte Strickland, Melanie Marnell, Chasity Mahala as well as Katherine Evans. You ladies are awesome and I appreciate all your hard work to assist me with these stories. 

Who knows... maybe there’ll be a couple more Masters popping out of the woodwork in future!
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Dear Reader, 

A castle on a remote island, a training academy only for the selected, ten masters with skills you can only dream off... A series you don’t want to miss.

Castle Sin

Ten Masters

Ten Dungeons

Ten Times the Kink

This is the culmination of a journey between two people whose trust was tested and shattered.

Stone and Peyton’s closing story is a tale that'll make you laugh, curse, and cry...

In trust, I become we—a fate sealed as one. 

Peyton's heart soared the day Stone came to save her. The high didn't last. He made it brutally clear from the moment her feet touched Castle Sin that he wanted her gone the second she recovered.

But Peyton wasn't the kind of woman who took kindly to being told what to do. She had something worth fighting for. And as long as there was a single spark of heat in his eyes when he looked at her, she wasn't giving up.

She loved him. Come hell or high water... she'd make him love her again.

"Believe me—hating me is the only way you'll survive... if you insist on staying."

Stone Sinclair was a tangled web of contradictions. Having his love and trust thrown back in his face had severed the fragile thread that let anyone touch his heart—the one he'd painstakingly spun the day he'd fallen for Peyton.

Forgiveness wasn't on the table. Not anymore. The dark demon had taken up residence in his soul again, and it wasn't planning to leave.

But how did the Dom in him ignore the submissive who challenged him at every turn? How did he reconcile the savage need to be the only man to dominate her with the bone-deep refusal to ever trust her again?

They say home is where the heart is. For Stone and Peyton, home had become an elusive dream.

Would they find their way back to each other? Or would they suffer forever beneath the weight of pride and betrayal?

Only time would tell.

Editor’s Note:

In this final book of the Sinclair Doms and their subs, all loose strings are woven back together in an emotional, cathartic, titillating, and satisfying closing act. Couldn’t have asked for anything more! Brava!!

I trust you will enjoy this story.

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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​Chapter One
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In trust, I become we—a fate sealed as one.

Durwawa Settlement ... North of Maiduguri in the Firki swamps, Borno state, Nigeria.

There was something about hunger that robbed the spirit as well as the body, as if in such a state the mind was unable to feel love at all. In the throes of severe malnourishment, all emotions that could hinder the person's ability to fight and be selfish were switched off. And then there was the thirst ... Peyton’s had risen from a quiet background song to dance-rave loud. 

“Water ... please,” she croaked in the silence of the dark and dank dungeon where she had been a prisoner for the past two weeks. She’d been fed and given something to drink, yes, but barely enough to keep her alive. The guards took pleasure in teasing her with goblets of water late at night, only to take it away after offering her a mouthful at best. Last night was no different, except this time, they hadn’t given her even a drop. Maybe an oversight but she highly doubted it. 

She swallowed painfully. Her throat was dry and sore; every lungful of hot air robbed more water from her body. A throbbing pain at the back of her head threatened to grow into a powerful migraine, a sure sign that dehydration was winning the battle she’d been fighting ... of survival.

“How much longer can I hold out? God, help me. Please, I don’t want to die, not without seeing him one last time. Stone ... please come and find me! I beg you, please! I know you hate me now but don’t forsake me here.”

She curled into a tight ball and grimaced as her heart contracted in shattering grief. He didn’t know where she was and hadn’t been interested to find out when she’d left. It was time to face reality. Unless her team had managed to get a message to Cyril Douglas, her boss, she was dead ... or would be soon. 

“What the fuck is the meaning of this?”

Peyton startled awake at the grating voice echoing dully through the cell. She must have dozed off and blinked her eyes to shake off the newels of sleep curled around her consciousness. The unexpected brightness of the overhead light, that had never been used during her incarceration, blinded her and she squeezed her eyes shut again. 

“Water ... p-please,” she stammered in a trembling voice. 

“You’re a bunch of fucking morons! Get her water. Move, goddamn it!”

Peyton searched her hazy mind to place the voice that sounded familiar but even that effort took too much energy and she gave up trying. 

“Here ... drink.”

Her eyes fluttered open—one was purple, swollen, and half-shut from the hard blow one of the guards had given her a couple of days ago when she’d spat in his face. She was startled to recognize the Nigerian Vice President, Dumi Asanyano, as he pressed the water bottle against her lips. She gulped the precious liquid down, moaning in relief at the cooling slither easing the burning dryness of her throat. 

“More,” she begged as he took the bottle away.

“Easy. We need to re-hydrate you slowly.” He frowned viciously at the uncomfortable guards watching him. “Who the fuck told you to starve her and not give her water?”

“But, sir, you said to feed her the scraps from the dogs!” one complained sourly. 

“Yes, and we thought that meant—”

“Clearly, you fucking assholes shouldn’t attempt to think! And who the fuck hit her? Did I at any point instruct you to hurt her?”

“The slut spat in my face,” the one guard muttered angrily.

“Which I have no doubt was well deserved. You’re a fucking useless prick! This woman is here on the order of one of the most powerful International News Channels. What the fuck do you think is going to happen when they find out about this? I wanted to teach her a lesson. Not fucking kill her!”

“You should! She knows too much!”

“Indeed she does, especially since I was so kind to offer her the information,” Dumi said thoughtfully as he watched her suck down more water. “But maybe she values her life more than a star headline for a few weeks of fame ... or am I mistaken, Miss Jackson?”

“Are you saying you’ll let me go if I promise not to report any of my findings?”

“What findings, dear woman? You came to my office with wild speculation and assumptions. You have nothing concrete.” He smirked. “Do you honestly think you have any way of proving the information I shared with you about me?”

“That you are now the leader of ISIS?”

“Did I say that? Or is your mind scrambled from lack of water?”

“Why else would you have me locked up here? To make sure I keep my mouth shut!” She cut a hand toward the guards. “They refused me water and starved me. Believe me, no one is going to doubt me when they see the condition I’m in.”

“You underestimate me, Miss Jackson. Your incarceration was a short term solution to make you realize you are in a country where no one can help you ... except me. I regret that my men mistreated you and I apologize for that. I promise you; they will be reprimanded in an appropriate way for their actions. On the other hand, this was an example of what you can expect if I hand you over to the forest dwellers ... the Boko Haram members who hate people like you delving into our culture, our beliefs, and force your modernized bullshit down our throats.” He leaned closer. “For one thing, they love having white sex slaves at their beck and call.” His eyes glimmered darkly. “Believe me, you wouldn’t even fight them because you’d be so doped up, you’d beg to be fucked all day long just to guarantee your next snort.” He straightened. “Is that what you want, Miss Jackson?”

If Peyton had thought she could feel any more miserable she’d been mistaken. Dumi Asanyano just proved he had the upper hand. He might be loved by the entire Nigerian population as an emphatic and understanding Vice President who worked for the people to improve their way of life, but beneath the surface swirled a devil who cared for no one but his own power and achievement of a personal agenda. How could she in good conscience allow such a man to walk away free? 

On the other hand, did she really want to take a chance on her life for a story? One, like he’d rightfully said, she had no way of proving. 

“You’re right. I have no story.” For the first time in her career as an investigative journalist, she was walking away from an assignment. Not only for her own survival but to go back to the man who had taught her that life revolved around more than a career. That love conquered all. At least it had for her ... before she’d destroyed his trust in her. That, more than anything, was what had driven her over the past two weeks not to give in and fight to stay alive. To go back to him and make him trust her again ... to remind him of the strength of their love. 

“You can’t trust this bitch!” the oldest guard exploded. “She’s going to—”

“Shut up,” Dumi snapped, his eyes never leaving Peyton as he studied her intently. “If I wanted your opinion, I’d have asked for it.” He slanted a sideways glance at the two guards. “Fetch the women. Now!” he shouted when they hesitated. He watched them as they scrambled out of the cell, grumbling under their breath. “Fucking idiots.”

He turned back to Peyton. “I think myself to be a good judge of character, so I am going to give you the benefit of the doubt.”

“I have more to live for than making headlines. I should never have taken this assignment but I had my reasons. Now, I just want to go back home.”

“Remember that in the months to come, Miss Jackson. I’ll let the women take care of you, ease you back to health, and then we’ll discuss you returning to America. Believe me, if I have even the slightest doubt about your sincerity, you won’t be going home. You will agree to write what I give you and you will ensure it is reported exactly like I want it to be. If it’s not ... I will come for you.”

“There wouldn’t be a need for that. As long as what I report is supported by the truth and documentation you provide, the channel won’t question its authenticity.”

“Then we’re in agreement. Ah,” he said as four women arrived to stand with their eyes lowered to the floor. Removing a pocketknife from his pants, he cut through the ties holding her arms behind her. He watched her stoically when she moaned at the pain in her arms as she brought them forward, frantically massaging her muscles and wrists. 

“It seems my men were a tad negligent,” he muttered as he removed the iWatch from her wrist that she’d hoped to keep hidden to send a message to Stone or Cyril when she’d been caught. Except they’d tied her hands behind her back straight away and she never had the opportunity. Now, it didn’t matter anymore since the battery must have died within a day of her imprisonment. 

Dumi glanced at the women. “Accompany Miss Jackson to the bathing chamber. Get her cleaned up, dressed, and fed. Also, have the doctor treat her eye and get her fit for traveling. I’ll be staying over tonight but we’re leaving after lunch tomorrow. I want her ready and don’t want to be kept waiting.”

The women curtsied and with the utmost care, assisted Peyton to her feet, half-carrying her up the stairs and outside toward a different building. She breathed in deeply, closed her eyes, and tipped her head back.

The sunshine had warmth in its brilliance, reflecting a shimmer from the ends of her eyelashes, deep brown though they were. It invited her eyes to rest so that she might see the strong rays even without looking. It was the kind of sunshine that came at any time of year, illuminating summer meadows and alpine slopes all the same. It was the kind of thing one realized how much it brought to your life when you’d been deprived of it for so long. 

Her soul shifted, celebrating the fact that she was still alive to experience the warmth infiltrating her body. 

“Sunjoy,” she whispered. Never again would she take it for granted. Nothing in life worth having should be seen as a right. It was a privilege ... like the love of Stone. 

“Lovejoy.” Her voice trembled with sadness. She wasn’t a fool. The road to winning his heart back was going to be a long and hard one but one thing he had taught her as part of molding her as his sub, was that she had an inner strength unsurpassed. She’d have to dig deep because one thing she knew without any doubt, was that he wasn’t going to make it easy on her. In fact, he’d fight her all the way. 

“I will make you love me again, Stone. Together we will find our Lovejoy. I just know it!” 
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Be Secure Enterprises, the Seven Keys Island...

“Cyril, I didn’t expect a call from you.” Stone’s voice sounded curt since he was concentrating on a difficult security system design for the Air Force. Besides that, he had made it clear to him that he had no interest to know what Peyton was up to.

“Is Peyton back home?”

“What kind of question is that?” Stone was taken aback but at the same time, the sense of doom that had been hounding him for the past couple of weeks intensified exponentially. 

“The kind one asks when your star investigator disappears.”

Stone’s body turned into a statue. His mind went blank and his brain stammered. Reality hit of why he’d been haunted by so much unease. Unconsciously, he’d known something was wrong, that Peyton had been in danger or in some kind of trouble. Hardheaded fool that he was, he ignored it, brushed it off, and told himself he didn’t care. That it was over between them and whatever she was up to didn’t affect him. 

Fuck! How wrong he’d been! 

He forced himself to calm his mind, and relaxed his body. “From past experience with Peyton, when she’s on an assignment, it’s not unusual not to hear from her for weeks. Why the concern now?”

“The crew contacted me ten days ago. She’d gone off to investigate a hunch she had but didn’t take anyone with her. When she didn’t return five days later, they became worried and since her phone went directly to voicemail, it sparked their concern. They’ve been searching high and low for her. It’s been two weeks since she disappeared, Stone. They can’t find any trace of her.”

“What kind of story is she chasing?”

“She’s a political investigative reporter. What do you think?”

“For fuck’s sake, Cyril! Do I have to drag it out of you? Where did you send her and what was she after?”

“There’s been rumors of certain U.S. politicians involved with ISIS.”

Stone went cold. His curse echoed through the room.

“Don’t fucking curse at me. You’re the dickhead who told me to make sure the assignment is of such a nature she wouldn’t be able to say no.”

“I know but I didn’t think you’d be so stupid to send her into a hellhole filled with murderers. Where is she?”

“Nigeria.”

This time, the string of expletives didn’t stop until Stone ran out of breath. They weren’t aimed at Cyril but at himself. He was devastated to realize she was caught in the midst of a ravaging war with terrorists. If she'd been hurt or killed, no one but he would be to blame. 

Since she was missing, the hunch she’d been following had probably involved one of the high level politicians in Nigeria. After BSE had assisted Mongo and Billy to find and kill Abukar Shedau, the region leader of Boko Haram, they had believed they had found the entirety of his followers. How fucking wrong they’d been? At the same time, Mongo’s son, Isaac, had also been found, and according to him, there were more corrupt government officials than even Mongo had thought possible. 

“Jesus! Vice President Dumi Asanyano. I forgot about him,” he muttered as his mind raced through the possibilities. 

“Do you think he’ll know something?”

“He’s corrupt, Cyril, and directly associated with Boko Haram.” He briefly told him the recent events. “If anything, he might be the one whom she went to see.”

“That’s fucked up.” Cyril went quiet for a moment, considering the options. “I’ll get ahold of my contacts in the military. Maybe they can—”

“No. This is on me. I’m the one who pushed her into this assignment. It’s my fault and I will fix this.”

“How the hell are you gonna do that? With all due respect, we need someone with experience to extract prisoners, not a celebrity playing at being a hero. Don’t forget, Stone, we’re talking about a country ravaged by terrorists and militia wars.”

“There’s a little more to me than being an actor, Cyril. I assure you; no one is better equipped than my cousins, my team, and I to handle this matter. Discreetly and quietly.”

“I’m worried, Stone. Two weeks! What are the chances that she ... that she—”

“Speculation isn’t going to get us anywhere. Email me all the information her team gathered in their investigation. It’ll give us a starting point to know where to begin digging. I’ll keep you updated, but for now, I need to get the team together. We’ll be leaving for Nigeria in the morning.”
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​Chapter Two
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“I’m afraid the intel Cyril supplied isn’t of much use.” Parker didn’t look up from scanning the GeoEye and NASA feeds they had hacked into. “We’re running facial recognition on every available satellite and CCTV camera or bank scanners we could hack. The only thing we know for sure is on what day she disappeared, so we started our search there. If she was out on the street, we should find her.”

“Should doesn’t fill me with confidence, little brother.” Stone paced behind them, casting an eye at the flashing images on the wall of monitors in the operations room of BSE. Everyone on the team had been issued a task in the investigation. He wasn’t leaving any stone unturned. It was imperative to arrive in Nigeria armed with as much knowledge as possible. Finding Peyton was the only priority, nothing else mattered. The sole purpose of going there was to bring her home. 

In and out. 

Nothing more. 

Whoever was responsible for her disappearance would be dealt with at a later stage—after Peyton was safe and back where she belonged. Here, or rather in the U.S., the devil inside his soul was quick to remind him that he wasn’t ready to forgive her and allow her access into his heart. 

“Do we know what time she left the hotel that day?” Zeke asked as he switched to a different satellite. 

“Around ten in the morning,” Parker said as he glanced over his shoulder at Stone. “Have you managed to arrange approval for flight access into Nigeria?”

“Yes, via an old friend who is also the Ambassador to the U.S. Embassy. We will land on the helipad there. We’ll be going in under the radar in an attempt to ensure our arrival remains unnoticed.” Stone stopped pacing. “Just to be sure, ensure the radar scrambler is activated so the chopper won’t be picked up by their aviation. I don’t want the bastard Dumi Asanyano to be forewarned of our arrival.”

“Danton is already preparing the chopper. We’re also taking all the technology we’ll need for a ghost operation.” Zeke squinted at the screen. “Hold on. I think I’ve got something.” He rewound the visual and played it back at half speed. He pointed at a woman wearing a floral scarf over her hair. “There! I’m sure that’s Peyton.”

“Zoom in.” Stone leaned closer. His heart beat faster as his eyes studied the woman’s form. It seemed all too familiar but his mind refuted the claim. “It’s too grainy and from that viewpoint, I can’t be sure. See if there’s another angle from a different camera.”

“There,” Parker pointed to the city map. “There’s a bank across the street. See if you can hack into its ATM camera feed’s history.”

“That might be tricky. Live ATM feeds are usually the only way to utilize those cameras since some banks don’t keep records of old recordings, but lemme see what I can find.” For long moments, the only sound was the dull tapping of his fingers on the keyboard. “I’m in. I found their storage files. The question is how far back they stored the recordings?”

“Found her yet?” Hawk said as he came to stand next to Stone. He leaned forward to stare at the visuals on the screen. “That woman has the same build as Peyton. Pity for the scarf covering her hair and part of her face though.”

“Yeah, which is why we’re trying a different angle,” Stone said with his eyes glued on the woman weaving her way through the people on the sidewalk. 

“Yes! I found it.” Within seconds one of the screens flickered as Zeke started playing the recording and fast forwarded to the same timestamp as the GeoEye feed. “Oh hell, yes. That’s Peyton, all right,” he said as the visual offered them a full face view of her as she rounded the corner. 

“Good job, Zeke. Just don’t lose her on the GeoEye feed. If we know where she disappeared, that’s where we’ll start looking.” Stone’s expression remained stoic as he stayed rooted to the spot, watching silently along with the others. He cursed as she got into a cab a couple of minutes later. “Don’t lose that fucking cab.”

“We’re on it. I’ve zoomed in on the registration plate and our system will automatically log its route.” Parker and Zeke kept typing codes into the system, ensuring all avenues were covered and a switch to a new satellite was in place should the one they were tracking fail. There was no way they were losing sight of Peyton in that cab. She was one of them and they always took care of their own. They didn’t believe the breakup between her and Stone was permanent and come what may, they would ensure they got back together again. 

“The cab stopped at The Statehouse in Abuja. There are no cameras past the gate, so we have no eyes but we’ll keep watching to pick her up when she leaves.” Parker felt dread weigh heavy on his shoulders. They had all been present when Isaac had told Mongo about the Vice President being in cahoots with Boko Haram. 

“Or any vehicle that leaves from that point on. Including ones heading to a private airstrip. If the VP is involved, he’d send her to one of the secret Boko Haram holdings.” Stone clipped in an acerbic tone. “And the majority of them are in the Maiduguri region. It’s too far to travel by road, so they’d probably take a chopper.”

“You keep your eye on those feeds, Zeke. I’m going to check aviation records of any aircrafts leaving Abuja around that time frame.” Parker’s fingers flew over the keyboard. 

“Don’t bother, lover boy. I already found her.” Ava, Parker’s fiancée chirped as she breezed into the room. As a master hacker she was just as capable, if not more so in these situations, as Parker and Zeke. She planted a loud kiss on his lips as she nudged him off his chair and took over his keyboard. 

“Oh, you did, did you?” he growled but with much less heat as she offered him a sweet smile over her shoulder. 

“Don’t pout, honey. You know I’m good at what I do.” She smirked. “But I have to say I rather love the feeling that this time I beat the two of you.”

Her fingers flew over the keyboard as she signed in and linked Parker’s laptop to hers. “While you were scouring the past, I went ahead and looked into the future. I know that Boko Haram’s camps are concentrated in the Maiduguri region, so I started my own facial recognition search via overhead satellites there, and voila ... I found our lovely little Petals.” Her voice darkened. “Although even though the images are grainy, from all appearances, she wasn’t treated as one would expect a foreign political investigative reporter to be.” She pointed to the man following the four women half-carrying Peyton from a building in a compound. It was situated in an opening within a forest. “Anyone recognize this bastard?”

“Dumi Asanyano,” Stone spat. The anger emanating from him reverberated in his voice through the vast space of the ops room. “Where is that camp?”

“Durwawa Settlement, North of Maiduguri in the Firki swamps. It’s a well-known gathering camp for leaders of Boko Haram.” She pointed to the timestamp at the bottom of the screen. “This is a live feed.” Her gaze softened as she noticed how carefully the women handled Peyton’s weak body. “At least it appears the women are going to care for her.”

“Parker, ping the team. Instruct them to gear up. We’re leaving in thirty minutes.” Stone looked at the three men. “Make sure Billy and Mongo know this is a rescue mission. We’re going to get Peyton. In and out. Nothing more. We’ll deal with that bastard later ... once she’s back on home turf and safe.”

“That’ll be a hard sell, big brother. You know they’ve been itching to get back there to take the bastard out since they returned from their honeymoon.”

“Either they commit to this cause, or they stay. It’s not up for debate. Peyton’s safety comes first.” His gaze hardened as he stared at the VP of Nigeria sauntering to a group of men. “Assure them that we’re not letting that fuckface get away with what he’s done. He will pay for what he did to Mongo, his family ... and now to Peyton ... and soon.” 
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The next day at nine AM ... Two miles inside the Cameroon border, fifteen miles from the Firki swamps...

“Ava just confirmed that no one has left the settlement since the first sighting, which means Peyton and VP Asanyano are both still there,” Parker said as they stepped from the Sikorsky helicopter. 

Due to the location of the Durwawa Settlement, Stone had managed to obtain flight clearance to land just inside the Cameroon/Nigerian border. From there, they planned to cross the border and take a boat to reach the Firki swamps. It was the best way to reach the camp undetected. From the live satellite feeds, it had been evident that there were no guards on that side since the Boko Haram clearly didn’t expect anyone to dare cross the swamp that was infested with alligators and poisonous snakes. 

“Let’s move. Our contact taking us across the border is expecting us in ten minutes.” Stone immediately set off at a brisk run, ignoring Parker’s grumbling that they’d never make it in time. 

“On a good day it takes most of us seven minutes to run one mile, let alone three in ten.”

“Stop grumbling, Parker, and speed up,” Zeke spurred him on with a hard slap on the shoulder. “Besides, you’re as fit as a fiddle and your usual morning run is four times that.”

“Yeah, but not at top speed with a fucking rucksack on my back.” Parker kept a running commentary in the hope to draw Stone out but he stoically ignored him, continuing on the grueling pace he’d set. The hard glimmer in his eyes worried him. It was like staring at the unemotional man he used to be, the one who had given over to the dark demon inside him. Ever since the showdown with Rebecca Lomas where Peyton’s full betrayal of him had been unveiled, the bleak blackness had intensified. If no one could reach the man he’d become since she’d come into his life soon, Parker feared he’d never return to the loving, caring, and laughing man they all preferred over the dark beast ruling him now. 

“Listen, pup, either you stop your fucking complaining or I’m going to throw you in the fucking swamp,” Danton grumbled as he eventually had enough. 

“You and what army?” Parker sneered.

“Me and my pinky, you little asshat.” Danton nudged him from behind but it was hard enough to make Parker stumble. He snorted a laugh but decided he had no desire to be lunch to the alligators that eyed them from the shallow banks of the river they were running along. The rest of the route was done in silence with only the dull thuds of their feet slapping the earth in their ears. 

Stone was aware of every word and grunt uttered, but his mind was focused on one thing—finding Peyton and getting her to safety. The guilt riding him hollow dictated his actions, no matter how hard the demon inside him tried to dampen the feelings swirling inside him. Feelings he wasn
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