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Chapter 1: The Stable Master's Secret

	 

	The stallion kicked out, a frantic explosion of muscle and fury that nearly sent Isis Gary sprawling into the filth of the stable floor. She gripped the lead rope, her breath hitching in her chest as she struggled to maintain the charade of the gruff, capable Stable Master. Her father's oversized tweed coat felt like a heavy shroud, concealing the trembling of her limbs and the softness of her form.

"Easy, Apollo, easy," she hissed, her voice a low, forced rasp. 

"Is this the best Rosings has to offer? A boy who cannot even manage a simple hunter?"

The voice was like cold velvet, dripping with an authority that demanded immediate, knee - buckling surrender. Isis froze, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. Standing in the sun - drenched threshold of the stable was Javon St. Claire, the Duke of Rosings. He was a man of towering stature, his riding leathers molding to powerful thighs, his gaze sharp and predatory. 

"I - I crave your pardon, Your Grace," Isis stammered, keeping her head bowed, the brim of her cap low over her eyes. "The beast is spirited this morning."

Javon stepped into the dimness of the stable, the scent of expensive tobacco and masculine power preceding him. He did not stop until he was inches from her. With a sudden, brutal movement, he reached out and snatched the cap from her head. Her long, dark hair cascaded down her shoulders, shimmering in the dusty light.

"A woman," Javon murmured, his eyes narrowing as they raked over her delicate features. "A common, impertinent girl playing at a man's trade. This is a grave scandal, an insult to the order of my house."

"My father passed, Your Grace," Isis whispered, her face flushing a deep, shameful crimson. "I had no other way to survive."

"You shall learn that survival under my roof requires a different set of skills entirely," Javon declared. He grabbed her arm, his grip like iron, and hauled her toward the ladder leading to the hayloft. "You have been defiant, pretending to a station that is not yours. You require a lesson in the humility of your sex."

Isis let out a soft cry of protest as he forced her up into the loft. The air was thick with the scent of dried grass. Javon did not hesitate. He sat upon a crate and hauled her across his lap, her rough breeches offering no protection against the strength of his hand. 

The first blow landed with a sharp, stinging crack. Isis gasped, her fingers digging into the hay. 

"You will learn to obey, Isis Gary," Javon commanded, his voice dark and steady as he delivered another firm, bare - handed strike. "You are not the master of anything here. You are a servant, a girl who has forgotten her place."

He continued the discipline until her backside glowed with heat and her eyes were bright with unshed tears of submission. When he finally stood her up, she was trembling so violently she could barely keep her feet. 

"But you are not yet ready for my table," Javon said, his gaze lingering on her hidden curves. "Dorian!"

From the shadows of the stable below, a second man emerged. Dorian Thomas, the Earl and the Duke's most trusted confidant, climbed the ladder with a slow, graceful elegance. He carried a bundle of shimmering silk and white lace.

"The girl is quite a find, Javon," Dorian remarked, his eyes gleaming with a shared, aristocratic hunger. 

Together, the two noblemen stripped Isis of her father's heavy garments. She stood shivering and exposed in her thin chemise until they forced her into a corset of rigid whalebone and ivory silk. Javon stood behind her, his large hands guiding the laces.

"Pull them tighter, Dorian," Javon ordered.

Dorian pulled the strings with a sharp jerk. Isis gasped as the air was squeezed from her lungs, her waist cinched into an impossibly small circle, her breasts pushed upward in a provocative display of lace and skin. 

"This is your true uniform," Javon whispered into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "The restrictive embrace of your betters."

They led her from the stables, a scandalous sight in her finery and her shame, straight to the Duke’s private chambers. The room was a sanctuary of dark wood and heavy velvet curtains. Javon threw her onto the expansive, silken bed, while Dorian locked the door behind them.

"You are a virgin, are you not?" Javon asked, his fingers already unfastening the gold buttons of his waistcoat.

"Yes, Your Grace," Isis sobbed, her hands clutching the embroidered coverlet.

"Then today, you shall be initiated into the service of royalty," Javon said, his voice a low growl of possession.

Javon moved over her, his weight a dominant pressure that brooked no resistance. At the same time, Dorian took his place at her side, his hands roaming over the tight lacing of her corset. Isis felt the world narrowing down to the two men, their high - class decadence overwhelming her senses. 

Javon took her mouth in a demanding, territorial kiss while Dorian’s fingers worked at her sensitive skin. The pain of the corset, the lingering sting of the spanking, and the terrifying anticipation of her defloration swirled into a single, intoxicating haze. 

When Javon finally drove himself forward, claiming her maidenhood with a sharp, authoritative thrust, Isis cried out, her voice lost against his lips. Dorian held her hands pinned above her head, his presence a secondary force of mastery that ensured she could not flee. 

In the quiet aftermath, as the scent of sex and expensive tobacco filled the room, Isis Gary lay between the two noblemen, her spirit broken and her body claimed. She was no longer a Stable Master. She was the secret, submissive plaything of Javon St. Claire, bound by silk, lace, and the absolute power of the high - born.

	 


Chapter 2: The Hoofbeats of Fate

	 

	The heavy brass knocker sounded against the oak door with the force of a gavel, shattering the fragile silence of the Duke's private study. Isis Gary started, her breath hitching painfully against the rigid whalebone of her new corset. The garment, a masterpiece of silk and cruelty, forced her chest high and her waist into an impossibly narrow curve, a physical manifestation of Javon St. Claire's ownership.

"Enter," Javon commanded, his voice a low rumble of velvet and steel. He did not look up from the map spread across his mahogany desk, though his hand remained firmly planted on the small of Isis's back, feeling the tremors that raced through her submissive frame.

The door creaked open to reveal Henry Hall, the Duke's most trusted steward. The man's face was a mask of professional neutrality, though his eyes flickered briefly toward the girl standing in such scandalous proximity to the Royal Duke. Isis lowered her gaze, her cheeks burning with the shame of her station. She was a Stable Master in name, but in this room, she was nothing more than a plaything for the high - born.

"Your Grace," Henry Hall began, bowing low. "A carriage has just passed through the gates. It bears the crest of the Presley family. Lady Beatrice Presley has arrived, and she demands an immediate audience regarding the rumors of the new... Master of the Horse."

The air in the room seemed to freeze. Isis felt a cold spike of terror. Lady Beatrice Presley was a woman of formidable reputation, a guardian of Victorian morality who would surely see through Isis's thin disguise and the even thinner veneer of her respectability. If the truth of her gender and her late - night visits to the Duke's chambers were revealed, the scandal would destroy what little was left of her life.

Javon finally looked up, his dark eyes flashing with a predatory light. He did not seem worried; rather, he looked like a man who had just been presented with a new game. "Beatrice. The woman has the nose of a bloodhound for anything that smells of impropriety."

He turned his full attention to Isis, his fingers tracing the line of the silk laces at the small of her back. "It seems our secret is under threat, little bird. What shall we do with you? If she sees you in your breeches, she will suspect a lark. If she sees you in a gown, she will suspect a mistress."

"Please, Your Grace," Isis whispered, her voice trembling. "I should return to the stables. I can hide in the hayloft until she departs."

Javon’s grip tightened on the corset, pulling her flush against his hard, muscular thigh. "You will do no such thing. You are mine to command, and I find I do not wish to hide you. In fact, I believe a lesson in public composure is in order."

He looked toward the doorway where Dorian Thomas stood, having entered silently behind the steward. The Earl was dressed in a hunting jacket of deep forest green, his eyes raking over Isis with a familiar, hungry intensity.

"Dorian," Javon said, a dark smirk playing on his lips. "It seems we have a guest. Lady Beatrice is here to inspect the stables. She has heard whispers of a girl masquerading as a man under my roof."

Dorian stepped forward, his hand reaching out to tilt Isis's chin upward. "A scandal indeed. And what does the Duke propose? Shall we present the girl as she is, or shall we show Beatrice exactly how a Royal treats a commoner who dares to overstep her rank?"

"We shall do both," Javon decided, his voice dropping to a tone that made Isis's knees weak. "Henry, show Lady Beatrice to the drawing room. Tell her I shall meet her in the stables in twenty minutes. I wish to personally introduce her to my most prized possession."

As the steward retreated, Javon turned Isis around. With a sharp, authoritative motion, he began to tighten the laces of her corset even further. Isis gasped, her hands clutching at his forearms as the air was squeezed from her lungs.

"You will stand straight, Isis," Javon hissed into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "You will wear your boots and your breeches, but beneath them, you will wear this silk and this lace. You will feel every stitch, every bone pressing into your skin. And when Lady Beatrice looks at you, you will remember the sting of my hand upon your flesh. You will be shy, you will be submissive, and you will not speak unless I grant you leave."

Dorian moved behind her, his hands sliding over her hips, tracing the outline of the heavy trousers she wore to hide her femininity. "And if you fail to play your part, if you show even a hint of the independence you once thought you possessed, the punishment will be far more severe than a simple spanking in the hayloft. We shall have you stripped and bound before the entire household, a common girl taught her place by the men who own her."

Isis closed her eyes, a single tear escaping to trail down her pale cheek. The hoofbeats of Lady Beatrice's carriage echoed in her mind like the ticking of a clock. Her fate was no longer her own; it was bound by the whims of two powerful men who found pleasure in her degradation. 

"Yes, Your Grace," she whispered, the words a surrender of her soul. 

Javon gave the laces one final, agonizing tug and tied them in a tight, decorative bow. "Good. Now, let us go and greet our guest. I believe the sight of you trembling under her gaze will provide a most exquisite entertainment."

He grabbed her arm, his fingers bruising her skin, and led her toward the door. Behind them, Dorian followed, his gaze fixed on the swaying of her hips, his presence a secondary weight that ensured there was no escape from the decadence of Rosings Park. The scandal was coming, but in the heart of the Duke's domain, the only law was his desire.

	 


Chapter 3: A Royal Presence at Rosings Park

	 

	The heavy weight of my father's leather boots has been traded for these fragile silk slippers, and with every step I take across the polished marble, the reality of my surrender sinks deeper into my soul. I am no longer the master of horses; I am a creature of the Duke's making, a girl of low birth caught in a trap of lace and whalebone. There is no going back to the hayloft, no returning to the quiet, dusty dignity of the stables. I am to be a secret kept behind velvet curtains, and the terror of it makes my breath catch in my throat - though perhaps that is merely the corset. My ribs ache with every shallow gasp, a constant, biting reminder that my body is no longer my own. It belongs to the Duke. It belongs to the Earl. I am a plaything, a piece of property to be displayed and disciplined at their whim. The anxiety of what lies ahead is a cold stone in my stomach, yet beneath it, there is a traitorous heat, a shameful thrill at the way they look at me - as if I am the only thing in this vast, cold estate that truly matters.

Javon St. Claire tightened his grip on my upper arm, his thumb pressing into the soft flesh above my elbow. The bruise he had left there earlier was a hidden badge of my new station. "Lift your chin, Isis," he commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through my very bones. "You are entering the presence of the cream of the Ton. If I see you slouching or hiding your face like a common stable boy again, I shall have Dorian find a much more restrictive set of stays for you."

"Yes, Your Grace," I whispered, my voice trembling. My legs felt weak, the unfamiliar weight of the heavy silk skirts dragging at my hips. 

Beside us, the Earl Dorian Thomas chuckled, a dark and melodic sound. He reached out, his fingers grazing the nape of my neck where the fine hairs stood on end. "She is a quick study, Javon. See how she quivers? It is a pity the gown covers the marks of your hand from the hayloft. The sight of her reddened skin against the white silk of her shift was a vision I shan't soon forget."

I flushed a deep crimson, the memory of the Duke’s firm hand delivering justice to my bare bottom making my skin tingle with a mix of shame and desire. I had been so defiant, so certain that I could maintain my masquerade, until Javon had bent me over a bale of hay and stripped away my pride with a series of stinging cracks. 

As we turned the corner into the grand gallery, we encountered Nia Floyd, a young maid who had once been a friend to me when I brought the horses round to the front. She stopped in her tracks, her eyes widening as she took in my transformation. The bucket of soapy water she carried sloshed precariously. 

"Isis?" Nia breathed, her gaze darting from my tightly cinched waist to the two powerful men flanking me. 

"Address her properly, girl," Javon snapped, his presence looming over the maid like a thundercloud. "She is under my personal protection now. You will treat her with the same deference you show any guest of Rosings Park, or you will find yourself seeking employment in the village by nightfall."

"I - I am sorry, Your Grace," Nia Floyd stammered, dropping into a deep, clumsy curtsy. "My apologies... Miss Gary."

The pity in Nia’s eyes was almost more than I could bear. She saw me for what I was - a fallen girl, a commoner being used for the pleasure of the high - born. Javon did not give me time to linger or speak. He pulled me forward, his pace relentless. 

"Do not look at her," Dorian whispered in my ear, his breath hot against my skin. "She is part of a world you no longer inhabit. You belong to the upper floors now, Isis. You belong in the Duke’s chambers, and in mine."

We reached the towering oak doors of the drawing room. Two footmen, one of whom I recognized as Henry Hall, stood at attention. Henry’s expression remained stoic, but I saw his gaze flicker toward the way Javon’s hand possessed my arm. He knew. Everyone in the house would soon know that the Stable Master had been broken and brought to heel.

"The Lady Beatrice Presley awaits," Javon said, his tone shifting to one of cold, aristocratic boredom. He looked down at me, his blue eyes piercing. "Remember what I told you. You are to be silent, submissive, and perfectly still. If you embarrass me, the punishment tonight will make the hayloft feel like a caress. Do you understand?"

"I understand, Your Grace," I said, my voice barely audible. 

The doors swung open, revealing a room bathed in the golden light of a hundred candles. Lady Beatrice Presley sat upon a damask sofa, her posture rigid, her fan clicking rhythmically. She was the epitome of Victorian propriety, and I felt like a wolf in sheep’s clothing - or rather, a common cur dressed in the finery of a lapdog. 

"Javon, Dorian," Lady Beatrice said, her sharp eyes immediately landing on me. "I had heard rumors of a new... addition to the household. I must say, the reports did not do justice to the scandal of it."

Javon led me forward, forcing me to stand before the noblewoman. He did not release my arm. "Isis Gary has retired from her duties in the stables, Beatrice. She has found a new calling as my ward. I am sure you will find her most... accommodating."

I felt Dorian move to stand directly behind me, his hand resting firmly on the small of my back, pushing me slightly forward so that the swell of my breasts, pushed up to an impossible height by the corset, was on full display. I lowered my head, my long lashes casting shadows on my cheeks, the very picture of the submissive girl they had demanded I become. The life I knew was gone, burned away by the heat of Javon’s gaze, and as the doors closed behind us, I knew there was no path back to the girl I used to be. I was theirs now, body and soul.

	 


Chapter 4: The Piercing Eyes of Javon St. Claire

	 

	The air inside the Duke’s inner sanctum was thick with the scent of aged brandy and the heavy, musky aroma of expensive tobacco. It was an atmosphere that felt intentionally suffocating, a grand display of masculine power that seemed to press against my very skin. The walls were lined with dark mahogany shelves, groaning under the weight of leather - bound volumes, and the flicker of the hearth fire cast long, dancing shadows across the Turkish rugs. This was a world of absolute privilege, a place where the laws of common men did not apply, and I was the latest acquisition to be displayed within its gilded cage.

My breath came in shallow, jagged gasps, restricted by the merciless pull of the silk - laced corset that Javon St. Claire and Dorian Thomas had forced upon me. Every time I attempted to draw a full lungful of air, the whalebone stays bit into my ribs, reminding me of my new station. I was no longer the master of the stables, no longer the girl who could ride astride a stallion through the morning mist. I was a bird trapped in silk and steel, my breasts heaving against the delicate lace of my chemise, pushed upward in a provocative swell that made me flush with a deep, burning shame.

Javon stood by the hearth, his tall, broad - shouldered frame cutting a silhouette of terrifying majesty. He did not look at me immediately; instead, he poured a measure of amber liquid into a crystal glass. The clink of the decanter against the rim was the only sound in the room, save for the frantic thudding of my heart.

"Come closer, Isis," Javon commanded, his voice a low, resonant rumble that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards.

I hesitated, my legs trembling beneath the heavy skirts of the gown they had dressed me in. I felt a firm hand on the small of my back. Dorian Thomas, the Earl who had assisted in my transformation, was standing directly behind me. His presence was a constant, looming pressure.

"The Duke gave you an instruction, my girl," Dorian whispered near my ear, his breath warm against my neck. "Do not let your former life’s impertinence cloud your judgment. You are here to please."

I took a tentative step forward, my head bowed, my gaze fixed on the polished tips of Javon’s boots. The Duke turned then, his piercing eyes sweeping over me with a possessive intensity that made me feel entirely exposed. He reached out, his gloved hand catching my chin and forcing my face upward so I was compelled to meet his gaze.

"You are a rare beauty when you are properly trussed, Isis Gary," Javon murmured, his thumb tracing the line of my lower lip. "The stables were a waste of such exquisite features. You were meant for silk, for lace, and for the discipline of a master who knows your worth."

"Please, Your Grace," I managed to whisper, my voice cracking. "The corset... it is so tight. I can hardly breathe."

Javon’s expression did not soften. If anything, his eyes darkened with a predatory satisfaction. "It is tight because you must learn to be contained. You have spent too long living like a common creature of the fields. This garment is the first lesson in your new life. It teaches you that your body is no longer your own to command. It belongs to me."

He stepped closer, his body heat radiating through the fine fabric of his waistcoat. I felt Dorian move to my side, his hand resting on my waist, his fingers brushing against the laces of the corset at my back. I was caught between them, two of the most powerful men in England, and I was nothing more than a servant girl they had plucked from the hayloft.

"She is still quite stubborn, Javon," Dorian remarked, his tone conversational yet laced with a cruel edge. "Perhaps she needs a reminder of the lesson we began in the stables. The sting of the hand has a way of softening the most resilient of wills."

Javon looked at me, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his handsome features. "Indeed. But tonight is not merely about discipline, Dorian. It is about the final surrender. The scandal of her presence here will be sealed by the blood of her innocence."

My heart gave a violent leap against my ribs. I knew what they intended. I had heard the whispers in the village about the high - born lords and their secret rituals, but I had never imagined I would be the centerpiece of such a decadent display.

Javon reached for the silk ribbons at my shoulders, his fingers deft and certain. "Gabriel Brown has ensured we will not be disturbed," the Duke said, referring to his loyal butler. "The household knows better than to intrude upon my private chambers when I am... educating a ward."

As the silk gown was pulled away, leaving me in only the restrictive corset and the thin, translucent chemise, I felt the cool air hit my skin. I tried to pull away, my natural shyness flaring into a panicked resistance, but Dorian’s grip tightened on my arms. He held me fast, forcing me to stand before Javon.

"Look at me, Isis," Javon ordered, his voice dropping to a dangerous, velvety whisper. "Do not turn away. You are the Stable Master no longer. You are the plaything of Rosings, and you will learn to relish the mastery we exert over you."

He moved his hand down, his palm flat against the stiff front of the corset, feeling the rapid, terrified beat of my heart beneath the fabric. I felt a sob rise in my throat, not of sorrow, but of an overwhelming, intoxicating terror. The dominance he exuded was like a drug, pulling me under a tide of submission I could not fight.

"Dorian," Javon said, his eyes never leaving mine. "Help her to the bed. It is time we conclude her education."

I was led to the massive, four - poster bed, the velvet hangings casting deep shadows over the silk sheets. As I was pushed back onto the soft mattress, the corset kept my spine arched, my body presented to them in a way that felt both humiliating and strangely arousing. I watched as Javon and Dorian stood over me, two giants of the aristocracy, their eyes filled with a hunger that I knew would change me forever.

The scent of tobacco and expensive cologne filled my senses as they moved closer, and as the first touch of Javon’s hand met my bare skin, I knew there was no escape. I was the submissive girl they had demanded, and tonight, under the piercing eyes of Javon St. Claire, I would lose everything I once was to become exactly what they desired.

	 


Chapter 5: Dust and Deception

	 

	"Move, boy, unless you wish to be crushed underfoot!"

Javon St. Claire’s voice boomed through the rafters of the Rosings stables, a sound of pure, unadulterated command. I kept my head low, the brim of my tattered cap shadowing my eyes as I struggled with the leather harness of the Duke’s massive black stallion. My hands, calloused and stained with the grease of the yard, trembled. I was Isis Gary, the daughter of a common groom, and if the Royal Duke discovered the curves I hid beneath this heavy wool coat and rough breeches, my life would be forfeit to scandal.

"I said move!" the Duke roared, his patience evaporating.

Before I could step aside, the stallion, spooked by the master’s thunderous temper, reared back with a terrifying neigh. I slipped on the hay - strewn floor, my boots finding no purchase in the dust. I braced for the impact of the horse’s hooves, certain my deception would end in a bloody mess upon the stable floor. Instead, a pair of powerful arms wrapped around my waist and yanked me backward with violent, masculine force.

I was slammed against a chest as hard as iron. The impact knocked the cap from my head, and my long, dark hair, which I had pinned so carefully, tumbled down my back in a silken, scandalous cascade. I gasped, my breath hitching as I looked up into the piercing, sapphire eyes of Javon St. Claire.

The world seemed to stop. The Duke’s grip did not loosen; instead, his large hands moved upward, spanning my ribs and settling firmly over the unmistakable swell of my breasts. His eyes narrowed, the fury in them replaced by a dark, predatory curiosity that made my knees weak.

"A woman," he whispered, his voice a low growl that vibrated against my spine. "A common girl masquerading as my Stable Master. This is a deception of the highest order, an impertinence I have never before encountered."

"Please, Your Grace," I whimpered, my voice small and shaking as I felt the heat of his body through my thin shirt. "My father... he had no sons. We needed the coin to survive after he passed. I meant no disrespect to the estate."

"Silence," Javon commanded, his fingers digging into my flesh through the fabric. "You have stood in my presence, looked me in the eye, and offered me your service while harboring this filth of a lie. You have invited the Duke of St. Claire into your web of deceit, and you shall find that I do not take such transgressions lightly."

He didn't let go. He spun me around, forcing me to face him. He was a giant of a man, his royal stature and expensive velvet coat casting a shadow that seemed to swallow the entire stable. Behind him, the stable door creaked open, and the Earl Dorian Thomas stepped into the dim, dusty light.

"Javon? What is the delay? The hunt begins in an hour," Dorian asked, stopping short as he saw me. His gaze swept over my disheveled appearance, my hair tangled with straw, and the terror written across my face. "Good heavens. Is that the Gary boy? Or have my eyes deceived me?"

"It is no boy, Dorian," Javon said, his lips curling into a cruel, handsome smile that sent a shiver of dread down my spine. "It is a creature that requires a firm lesson in the natural order of things. She has forgotten her place, and she has forgotten the respect due to her betters."

"An impertinence indeed," Dorian remarked, walking closer until he stood on my other side. He reached out, taking a lock of my dark hair between his gloved fingers. "And quite a pretty one, despite the grime of the pits. What do you intend to do with her, Javon? Such a scandal could ruin the reputation of Rosings if it got out."

"I intend to break her spirit until she understands the gravity of her sin," the Duke declared.

He grabbed my arm, his grip like a vice, and dragged me toward the rear of the stables where the fresh hay was stacked high. I stumbled, my legs weak with a mixture of fear and an intoxicating, terrifying heat I did not understand. "Your Grace, I beg of you! I will leave Rosings this instant! I will never return!"

"You will leave when I am finished with you," Javon countered. He threw me toward the ladder leading to the secluded hayloft. "Climb. Now."

I had no choice but to obey the royal command. Under the watchful, hungry eyes of the two noblemen, I climbed into the loft. When they followed, the space felt impossibly small, thick with the scent of dry grass and horsehair. Javon did not hesitate. He reached out and tore the heavy coat from my shoulders, leaving me in nothing but a thin, sweat - stained shirt and breeches.

"You have played the part of a man," Javon said, stepping into my personal space until I was backed against a pile of hay. "Now you shall learn the submission of a woman. Dorian, hold her."

The Earl stepped forward, his hands firm and unwavering as he forced me down over a large bale of hay. I cried out, my face pressed into the rough stalks, as Javon’s hand came down with a resounding crack across my backside. The shock of the blow was immediate, a burning heat that radiated through my thin breeches and made my toes curl in the dust.

"That is for the lie," Javon growled, his voice thick with dominance.

Another blow landed, harder than the first, marking my flesh with the Duke’s authority. I sobbed, my body jerking under Dorian’s hold, but there was no mercy to be found in the hayloft. 

"And that is for your insolence," the Duke continued, delivering a rhythmic series of stinging swats that shattered my remaining resolve. "You are nothing but a servant, Isis Gary. A common girl who thought she could outwit a Duke."

The discipline continued until my skin felt as though it were on fire, a physical manifestation of my new reality. By the time Javon stopped, I was gasping for air, my face wet with tears of shame and a strange, burgeoning arousal. I felt small, exposed, and utterly mastered.

"She is ready for the next stage," Javon said, his voice calmer now, though his eyes burned with a dark fire. "She cannot remain in these rags. If she is to be our plaything, she must be dressed as one."

They did not take me to the servant’s quarters where I belonged. Instead, I was hurried through the back corridors of Rosings Park and into the Duke’s private, opulent chambers. The room was a sanctuary of high - class decadence, filled with the scent of expensive tobacco and lavender. 

Dorian produced a bundle of silk and lace from a nearby wardrobe. "A gift to ensure she remembers her gender," he said, his eyes dancing with anticipation.

They stripped me of my rough breeches and shirt. I stood before them, shivering and naked, trying in vain to cover myself. Javon’s eyes raked over my virgin body with a possessive intensity.

"The corset," Javon commanded.

They forced me into the restrictive garment, the stiff whalebone stays digging into my hips and ribs. Javon stood behind me, his boots clicking on the polished floor, as he took the silk laces in his powerful hands. He pulled with a sudden, sharp jerk.

"Ugh!" I gasped as the air was forced from my lungs. My spine arched involuntarily, my chest thrust forward by the tightening fabric.

"Tighter, Javon," Dorian encouraged, watching from the velvet armchair. "She needs to feel the weight of her new station with every breath she takes."

Javon pulled again, his muscles rippling as he cinched the laces until I could only take shallow, panicked breaths. My waist was narrowed to a fraction of its size, my body molded into a shape of helpless, high - born elegance. I was no longer the Stable Master; I was a submissive doll, a creature of lace and silk at the mercy of my royal masters.

"Now," Javon whispered, leaning down to press his lips against the sensitive skin of my neck. "You are ready for the final lesson in your education."

He led me to the massive, four - poster bed, the velvet hangings casting deep shadows over the silk sheets. As I was pushed back onto the soft mattress, the corset kept my spine arched, my body presented to them in a way that felt both humiliating and strangely arousing. I watched as Javon and Dorian stood over me, two giants of the aristocracy, their eyes filled with a hunger that I knew would change me forever.

The scent of tobacco and expensive cologne filled my senses as they moved closer, and as the first touch of Javon’s hand met my bare skin, I knew there was no escape. I was the submissive girl they had demanded, and tonight, under the piercing eyes of Javon St. Claire, I would lose everything I once was to become exactly what they desired.

	 


Chapter 6: The Heavy Weight of Wool

	 

	My ribs ached under the relentless squeeze of the silk - laced stays, a constant reminder that I was no longer the master of my own breath, let alone the master of the Rosings stables. The rough wool of my father’s old coat, the one I had worn to shield myself from the world, seemed like a dream from a different lifetime. That wool had been heavy, yes, but it had been a protective weight. This new weight, the weight of Javon St. Claire’s gaze and the crushing expectations of his class, was something far more suffocating. 

I lay upon the silk sheets, my body feeling fragile and exposed. I watched Javon through the haze of my own exhaustion. He was a man of absolute, terrifying power. He stood there, his cravat discarded and his shirt open at the throat, looking down at me as if I were a piece of property he had finally seen fit to inventory. Beside him, Dorian Thomas remained a silent, watchful shadow, his involvement in my ruin a testament to the decadence of the high - born. 

The realization of what had just occurred settled over me like a shroud. I was no longer the girl who could tame a wild stallion with a soft word and a firm hand on the bridle. I was a common creature whose virtue had been harvested like autumn wheat by the two most powerful men I had ever known. Javon St. Claire was a predator. There was no other word for a man of his station who looked upon a servant and saw only a vessel for his discipline. 

He was dangerous, not merely because he could ruin my reputation with a single word to the local magistrate, Henry Hall, but because he had found the hidden, shameful core of my being that craved his authority. My heart, once guarded by the rough wool of my breeches and the solitude of the stalls, now felt exposed and fragile. He had not just taken my innocence; he had claimed the right to command my every thought.

"Do not look so mournful, Isis," Javon commanded, his voice a low rumble of velvet and steel. He moved closer, the mattress shifting under his weight as he sat beside me. His long, aristocratic fingers traced the line of my jaw with a terrifying possessiveness. "You were never meant for the filth of the paddocks. You were meant for this. For me."

"I - I do not know what I am anymore, Your Grace," I whispered, my voice trembling. The honesty of it hurt more than the lingering sting on my flesh from his earlier discipline. I felt the heat of his skin against mine, a reminder of the dual mastery I had just endured.

"You are mine," he stated, the words final and absolute. "You are a submissive creature, Isis. You were born to be used by men like us. The wool was a lie you told yourself to survive. The silk is the truth of your station now."

Dorian Thomas stepped forward, his eyes tracking the rise and fall of my constricted chest. "She is a quick study, Javon. Though I suspect she still harbors thoughts of her former life. Perhaps she requires another reminder of who she serves."

I felt a surge of fear, yet it was entwined with a dark, intoxicating heat. Javon’s hand moved from my jaw to the silk of my corset, his fingers trailing over the tight laces. "Dorian is right. You are thinking of the stables again, are you not? You are wondering if you can go back to being the boyish creature who hid in the hay."

"Your Grace, please," I gasped, the sound caught in my throat by the tightness of the garment. "It is all I have ever known."

"Then I shall give you something new to know," Javon replied, his gaze darkening with a renewed hunger. "Dorian, tell the steward that the stables will require a new master. This one is no longer fit for labor. She has much more important duties to attend to in my private quarters."

The scandal of it would be my end, yet I could not find the strength to pull away. I was a common girl, a virgin stolen by the whims of a Duke, and as he leaned down to claim my lips once more, I knew the heavy weight of wool would never warm my shoulders again. I was bound by silk, by lace, and by the undeniable, dominant power of Javon St. Claire. I was his plaything, his doll, and my heart was as much his prisoner as my body.

	 


Chapter 7: An Errant Lock of Hair
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