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Chapter 1: The Stone Walls of Woburn Abbey

	 

	"Pull it tighter, Virginia! I cannot breathe, but I must not be seen in such a state!" Dixie Thomas gasped, her hands gripping the cold edge of the stone basin in the servant’s quarters.

Virginia Smalls grunted, her boots bracing against the floor as she yanked the silk laces of the corset. The whalebone groaned, compressing Dixie’s waist until her curves were thrust upward, a display of pure, virginal invitation. "If I pull any tighter, Dixie, you shall faint before the first course is served upstairs. You know how the head butler, LeBron Holloway, feels about a scene in the dining room."

"Then let me faint," Dixie whispered, her heart thudding wildly against her restricted ribs. "Anything is better than the way the Duke looks at me. It is as if he is peeling back my very soul."

The heavy oak door to the preparation room creaked open, and the atmosphere shifted instantly. The air grew thick with the scent of expensive sandalwood and the undeniable weight of authority. Duke Knox Shakur stood in the doorway, his tall frame cutting a shadow that seemed to swallow the room. He was a man of immense power, a royal whose lineage was as old as the stones of Woburn itself. His eyes were cold, dark, and utterly dominant.

"Leave us, Virginia," the Duke commanded. His voice was a low, resonant rumble that demanded immediate obedience.

Virginia Smalls dropped a hurried curtsy and scurried past him, her eyes fixed on the floor. Dixie remained, half - dressed and vulnerable, her breath coming in shallow, jagged gasps. She dared not look up, her submission a mantle she wore as heavily as her skirts.

"Look at me, Dixie," Knox said, his footsteps slow and deliberate as he approached her.

She slowly raised her gaze, her eyes wide and misted with tears of exertion. The Duke was a predatory figure, his dark eyes tracing the line of her throat down to the swell of her breasts. He reached out, his large, calloused hand moving to the laces Virginia had just tightened.

"You are a rare jewel in this cold house," Knox murmured, his fingers grazing the sensitive skin of her back. "A creature of shadows and silence. Do you know how long I have watched you, Dixie? I have watched you scrub these floors, and I have imagined you on your knees for a far different purpose."

"I - I did not know I was noticed, Your Grace," Dixie stammered, her voice barely a whisper.

"You are noticed by more than just myself," a second voice rang out from the threshold.

Dixie flinched as Earl Travis Smalls stepped into the room. He was just as imposing as the Duke, his eyes filled with a scandalous hunger that made Dixie’s skin prickle. "Knox, you did not exaggerate. She is a masterpiece of modesty and hidden fire. The way she trembles is - quite intoxicating."

Travis walked behind her, his presence a secondary wall of heat. Dixie was trapped between the two most powerful men in the county. The Earl’s hand came to rest on her hip, his touch bold and possessive, ignoring the social chasm that should have kept him at a distance.

"The hunting season is upon us, Travis," Knox said, a dark smile touching his lips. "But I find the sport within these walls to be far more enticing."

"I agree," Travis replied, his thumb tracing the edge of her corset. "Why settle for a stag when such a delicate doe is already caught in the snare? I believe our arrangement shall be most satisfactory."

Dixie’s knees felt weak. The scandal of such a thing - two royals, two masters, and one lowly maid. "My Lords, I am but a servant. I must return to my duties. LeBron Holloway will be looking for - "

"LeBron Holloway does what I command," Knox interrupted, his hand moving to cup her jaw, forcing her to meet his dominant gaze. "And I command that you belong to us tonight. The rules of etiquette do not apply within my private chambers, Dixie. There, you shall learn the true depth of your submission. You shall be shared, used, and cherished as we see fit."

He leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear, sending a jolt of illicit electricity through her. "You are to be our common prize. Our secret scandal. Do you understand, little one?"

"Yes, Your Grace," Dixie breathed, her reluctance melting under the sheer force of their combined will.

"Good," Travis whispered, his breath hot against her neck as he leaned in from behind. "We shall see how long that corset holds against our desires. I suspect it will be on the floor before the clock strikes midnight."

The Duke pulled away, his expression turning back to one of cold, royal detachment as he signaled for the head butler who was waiting in the hall. LeBron Holloway appeared as if from the shadows, his face a mask of practiced indifference, though his eyes betrayed the strain of maintaining propriety in the face of such blatant debauchery.

"Holloway," the Duke barked. "See that Miss Thomas is brought to the north wing at midnight. And ensure the velvet - lined doors are locked from the inside. We are not to be disturbed."

"As you wish, Your Grace," Holloway replied, bowing low.

As the two royals strode from the room, Dixie was left trembling, the stone walls of Woburn feeling less like a fortress and more like a cage. A cage she was increasingly eager to be locked within, at the mercy of the men who intended to ruin her.

	 


Chapter 2: The Maid and the Morning Mist

	 

	LeBron Holloway slammed the heavy ledger onto the servant's communal table, the sound echoing through the stone basement like a gunshot. Dixie Thomas flinched, her hands trembling as she clutched a silver polishing cloth.

"Dixie Thomas, you are to cease your labors immediately," the head butler commanded, his voice a cold rasp of authority. "The Duke Knox Shakur has issued a formal decree. You are no longer assigned to the general staff. Your trunk is to be moved to the dressing room adjacent to the royal suite. You are now the private property of the master and his guest, the Earl Travis Smalls."

The blood drained from Dixie’s face. The scandal of such a demand was unthinkable. To be plucked from the safety of the shadows and thrust into the light of the Duke's obsession was a fate that promised both ecstasy and total ruin.

"But Mr. Holloway," Dixie whispered, her voice small and fragile. "I am a simple maid. I do not know the ways of - "

"You will learn the ways of a plaything, or you will find yourself in the gutter without a character to your name," Holloway interrupted, his expression a mask of rigid propriety that hid the underlying tension of the Duke’s command. "Go to them. Now. They are waiting in the solar, and His Grace does not tolerate tardiness."

Dixie stumbled toward the grand staircase, her heart hammering against the restrictive cage of her corset. The garment was laced so tightly that every breath was a shallow struggle, forcing her breasts upward against the thin fabric of her bodice. As she reached the heavy oak doors of the solar, she paused, smoothing her apron with shaking hands. She was a virgin, a creature of modesty, and the thought of facing two of the most powerful men in the realm made her knees weak.

She pushed the doors open. The room was bathed in the soft light of the early hours, the scent of expensive tobacco and brandy hanging in the air. The Duke Knox Shakur stood by the fireplace, his tall, muscular frame cutting an imposing silhouette in his silk dressing gown. Beside him, lounging with a predatory grace, was the Earl Travis Smalls.

"Ah, the little bird has arrived," Travis Smalls remarked, his voice a dark, melodic baritone. He rose from his chair, his eyes raking over Dixie with a hunger that made her blush a deep, burning crimson. "She looks even more delicious when she is frightened, Knox."

"Come here, Dixie," Knox Shakur commanded. It was not a request. The royal power in his voice acted like a physical pull, drawing her toward the center of the room. "Do not keep your masters waiting. You belong to us now. Every inch of your skin, every breath you take, is ours to command."

Dixie walked forward until she stood between the two towering men. Knox reached out, his large, calloused hand cupping her chin and forcing her to meet his piercing gaze. His dominance was absolute, a weight that crushed her will and replaced it with a desperate, submissive heat.

"You are trembling," Knox observed, his thumb tracing the line of her lower lip. "Is it fear, or is it the realization that your life of drudgery is over? From this moment on, your only duty is to provide us with pleasure. Travis and I have reached an agreement. We shall share you, little maid. We shall break that shy spirit of yours and teach you the true meaning of service."

Travis Smalls stepped behind her, his hands settling on her narrow waist. He leaned down, his breath hot against the sensitive skin of her neck. "I can feel how tightly this corset is laced," he murmured, his fingers dancing over the ties at her back. "It must be painful to be so restricted. Shall we release you, or shall we leave it on so we can see how high your heart beats when we touch you?"

"Please, My Lords," Dixie gasped, her head falling back against the Earl's shoulder. "I - I do not know what to do."

"You do nothing but submit," Knox growled, his hand moving from her chin to the laces of her bodice. With a sudden, forceful tug, he tore the top button of her dress away, exposing the creamy swell of her bosom above the white cotton of her chemise. "You will learn that our word is law. You are the prize of Woburn, and we intend to claim you together."

The Earl’s hands moved lower, pulling her hips back against his firm thighs, while the Duke’s fingers began to unlace the front of her gown. The etiquette of the household was forgotten, replaced by a scandalous, primal hunger. Dixie felt the cool air hit her skin as her dress was pushed down her shoulders, leaving her shivering in her undergarments.

"Look at her, Travis," Knox said, his eyes darkening with lust. "See how she blushes for us. She is a perfect, submissive jewel. And she is ours to ruin as we see fit."

"I intend to be very thorough in her education," Travis replied, his teeth grazing the shell of her ear. "The morning mist is still thick on the grounds, Dixie. No one will hear your cries of " - he paused, a wicked smirk crossing his handsome face - " 'gratitude' as we show you what it means to serve a royal master."

Dixie’s resistance, already thin, vanished entirely under the weight of their combined presence. She was a maid, a commoner, and they were the gods of her world. As Knox Shakur pulled her closer and Travis Smalls began to work on the heavy laces of her corset, she knew there was no turning back. The fire of their desire was a flame that would consume her, and she found herself leaning into the heat, eager to be destroyed by the two men who now owned her soul.

	 


Chapter 3: The Lace of Dixie Thomas

	 

	I am lost, Dixie thought, the realization blooming in her chest like a dark flower. There was no returning to the life of a simple maid after this morning. She could not imagine going back to the servants' quarters to gossip with Hazel Wilson or share a meager meal with Lillian West. Those girls belonged to the world of shadows and soot, while she was being dragged into a terrifying, gilded light. The weight of the Duke’s gaze felt like a physical brand upon her skin, and the proximity of the Earl made her breath hitch in a way that felt entirely like a betrayal of her station. She was a commoner, a girl meant for nothing more than scrubbing floors and remaining invisible, yet here she was, the center of a royal storm. The anxiety of the unknown gripped her heart, a cold shiver that contrasted with the heat radiating from the two powerful men who hemmed her in. There was no way back; the door to her old life had been slammed shut by the Duke’s command.

"You are trembling, Dixie," Knox Shakur murmured, his voice a low, vibrating hum against her neck. "Is it fear, or is it the realization that you belong to us now?"

Dixie could barely find her voice. "Your Grace, I - I am but a maid. Mr. LeBron Holloway will be expecting me in the kitchens. The silver must be polished."

"The silver can wait," Travis Smalls countered, his hands moving with practiced ease to the back of her bodice. "LeBron Holloway knows better than to question where my friend keeps his most precious treasures. You are no longer at the beck and call of the head butler, little one. You are at ours."

The Earl’s fingers found the first of the heavy stay - laces at the small of her back. With a firm, authoritative tug, he began to loosen the constraints that had defined her daily existence. Dixie gasped, her hands clutching instinctively at the Duke’s velvet coat for support. The restriction of the corset had always been a reminder of her place, a literal cage that kept her modest and upright. As the laces gave way, she felt a frightening sense of liberation, a shedding of her former self.

"Look at her face, Travis," Knox commanded, his hand cupping her chin to force her eyes upward. "She is terrified of the freedom we are giving her. She has spent her whole life bound by duty and cloth. I think she finds the release quite scandalous."

"It is a scandal she will learn to crave," Travis replied, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin of her shoulder. "Hold her steady, Knox. I want to see her spill out of this common rag."

Knox Shakur pulled her closer, his large hands splaying across her lower back, pressing her soft, trembling frame against the hard, unyielding line of his royal body. Dixie felt the heat of him through her thin chemise, a sensation so intense it made her head swim. She was caught between them, a fragile bird held by two predators who had no intention of letting her fly.

"Please, My Lords," she whispered, her eyes fluttering shut as the Earl’s busy fingers worked lower. "I do not know how to be what you want. I am only Dixie."

"You are whatever we command you to be," the Duke growled, his dominance absolute. "And right now, I command you to be still while the Earl unfastens your virtue. You are ours to mold, Dixie Thomas. From the tips of your toes to the very soul you think you still possess."

The final lace gave way with a sharp snap of tension. The corset, which had been her armor against the world, fell slack. Dixie felt the sudden rush of air against her skin, the weight of her own breasts settling heavily against the fine linen of her shift. She felt exposed, ruined, and yet a dark, traitorous part of her felt the first spark of a forbidden fire. The Earl Travis Smalls did not stop there; he reached around to the front, his hands sliding beneath the loosened fabric to find the warm, soft curves of her waist.

"So soft," Travis breathed, his voice thick with a hunger that terrified her. "The skin of a commoner, yet it feels like the finest silk. Knox, she is even more exquisite without the whalebone."

Knox Shakur didn’t respond with words. Instead, he claimed her mouth in a kiss that was less a request and more a conquest. It was a royal decree in the form of a caress, his tongue demanding entrance, his hands sliding down to her hips to pull her flush against his mounting desire. Dixie moaned, a soft, broken sound that was lost in the cavern of his mouth. She felt the Earl’s hands moving higher, his thumbs grazing the undersides of her breasts through the thin chemise, and she knew she was drowning.

The room, filled with the scent of wax and old wealth, felt like a prison and a sanctuary all at once. She thought of the long corridors of Woburn, where she had once walked with her head down, hoping to avoid notice. Now, she was the secret obsession of the highest men in the land. The impossibility of the situation crashed over her like a wave. If any of the other staff, perhaps the stern Merle Gary or the watchful Quincy Knowles, were to walk in, her life would be forfeit. She would be cast out, a fallen woman with nowhere to go.

"You are thinking of the world outside this room," Travis whispered, sensing her withdrawal. He moved his hands to her throat, his touch light but possessive. "Forget it. There is no world outside these velvet curtains. There is only the Duke, the Earl, and the girl who serves them both."

"Open your eyes, Dixie," Knox commanded, breaking the kiss but remaining so close she could feel the heat of his breath. "Look at the men who own you. Look at the men who will give you more pleasure in one hour than a commoner like Brody Torres or Felix Nguyen could give you in a lifetime."

Dixie opened her eyes, her vision blurred by tears of confusion and arousal. She saw the Duke’s dark, predatory gaze and the Earl’s wicked, handsome smirk. They were the gods of Woburn, and she was their sacrifice. She realized then that she didn't want to go back to the kitchens or the cold attic dormitories. The terror of the unknown was being replaced by a desperate, shameful need to see just how thoroughly these two royals could ruin her.

"Yes, My Lords," she whimpered, her resistance finally shattering like glass. "I am yours."

Knox smiled, a slow, triumphant expression that sent a jolt of pure electricity through her. "That is the only prayer I wish to hear from your lips. Now, Travis, let us see if the rest of her is as submissive as her tongue."

The Earl began to pull the chemise over her head, and as the cool air hit her bare skin, Dixie Thomas knew she had truly left her old life behind. She was no longer a maid. She was a prize, caught in a royal web of lace and sin, and the only way out was to sink deeper into the heat of their shared desire.

	 


Chapter 4: LeBron Holloway's Stern Direction

	 

	The Duke’s private bedchamber was a shrine to opulence, a place where the scent of expensive sandalwood and aged brandy clung to the heavy silk hangings like a physical weight. Dixie Thomas stood trembling in the center of the plush Persian rug, the golden light of the silver candelabras casting flickering shadows against the dark oak paneling that seemed to close in around her. Everything in this room was designed to remind her of her own insignificance - the towering canopy bed draped in midnight-blue velvet, the intricate gold leaf carvings of the fireplace, and the two powerful men who now regarded her as their most prized possession. The air felt thick, charged with a predatory energy that made her knees weak and her breath hitch in her constricted chest.

Knox Shakur, the Duke of Woburn, sat in a high-backed leather chair, his long legs stretched out before him with the casual arrogance of a king. Beside him, leaning against the bedpost with a wicked glint in his eyes, was the Earl, Travis Smalls. They were both still in their evening finery, their starched cravats and dark frock coats making them look like statues of cold, unyielding authority.

A sharp rap at the heavy oak door broke the silence. LeBron Holloway, the head butler, stepped into the room. His presence was as stiff and formal as the silver tray he carried, his face a mask of professional indifference that Dixie found more terrifying than the Duke’s open desire. 

"You summoned me to oversee the girl’s final preparations, Your Grace," LeBron Holloway said, his voice a low, resonant baritone that brooked no argument.

"Indeed, Holloway," Knox Shakur replied, his dark eyes never leaving Dixie’s blushing face. "The girl is clumsy. She does not yet understand the posture required of a woman in her new position. Give her your stern direction. I want her to understand exactly what is expected of her tonight."

LeBron Holloway bowed his head slightly and turned toward Dixie. She felt a fresh wave of heat wash over her as the butler approached. He was the enforcer of the estate’s rigid laws, the man who had spent years ensuring she never looked any member of the gentry in the eye.

"Turn around, Thomas," LeBron Holloway commanded, his tone devoid of warmth.

Dixie obeyed, her fingers clutching at the fabric of her skirt. She felt the butler’s large, gloved hands settle on her shoulders, forcing them back. 

"A woman of this house, even one serving in the Duke’s private quarters, must carry herself with a certain grace," LeBron Holloway continued, his voice close to her ear. "Your spine is as limp as a common kitchen rag. You will stand tall, or you will be made to."

He reached for the laces of her bodice, and Dixie let out a small, strangled gasp. Travis Smalls chuckled from the shadows of the bedframe. "Listen to him, little bird. Holloway knows more about the mechanics of submission than anyone in England."

With a practiced, ruthless efficiency, LeBron Holloway began to yank the laces of Dixie’s corset. The whalebone stays groaned against her ribs, forcing the air out of her lungs and pushing her breasts upward until they threatened to spill over the lace trim of her chemise. Dixie felt a dizzying rush of lightheadedness as the restriction tightened, her waist being pinched into an impossibly narrow curve.

"Plead for your breath if you must, but do not move," the butler hissed. He gave the laces a final, punishing tug, knotting them with a finality that made Dixie whimper. "There. Now you possess the silhouette of a lady, even if your blood is merely common salt."

Knox Shakur rose from his chair, walking toward her with a slow, predatory grace. He reached out, his thumb tracing the line of her trembling lower lip. "Much better, Holloway. She looks as though she might break if I touch her too firmly. It is a delightful sight."

"She is ready for your instruction, Your Grace," LeBron Holloway said, stepping back into the shadows of the room, his duty as the enforcer of etiquette fulfilled. He stood by the door, a silent sentinel to the scandal about to unfold.

Travis Smalls moved to her other side, his hand sliding down the length of her exposed neck. "She is so small between the two of us, Knox. I wonder if she has the stamina for an Earl and a Duke combined."

"She will learn," Knox Shakur said, his voice dropping to a gravelly command. "Dixie, look at me."

Dixie lifted her gaze, her eyes shimmering with unshed tears of shame and arousal. The dominance of the three men - the two royals who owned her body and the butler who had shaped it for their pleasure - was an intoxicating weight. 

"You are no longer a maid of the halls, Dixie," the Duke whispered, his hand sliding down to the tight curve of her corseted waist. "You are the secret of Woburn. You will serve us both. You will obey every command, no matter how much it bruises your delicate sensibilities. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Your Grace," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the pounding of her heart.

"And what of me?" Travis Smalls asked, his fingers dipping below the neckline of her gown. "Will you be just as submissive for your Earl?"

"Yes, My Lord," she moaned, her head falling back against Knox’s broad chest.

The Duke looked toward LeBron Holloway. "Leave us, Holloway. Ensure no one approaches this wing. If a single word of tonight’s activities reaches the ears of the staff, I shall have your head."

"As you wish, Your Grace," LeBron Holloway replied, his expression unreadable. He turned on his heel and exited the room, the heavy door clicking shut with a sound that felt like the closing of a tomb.

Dixie was alone with them now. The Duke’s hands were already busy at the fastenings of her skirt, while the Earl’s lips found the sensitive skin behind her ear. The corset held her rigid, a prisoner of her own body, as the two most powerful men in the county began to claim their prize. The etiquette of the Victorian world was gone, replaced by the raw, unyielding law of royal desire. Dixie Thomas knew she was being ruined, and as Knox’s hands found her bare skin, she knew she would never want to be saved.

	 


Chapter 5: A Duke's Heavy Step

	 

	The porcelain tea service shattered against the floor like the breaking of a fragile heart. Dixie Thomas felt the air leave her lungs as she slammed into the immovable wall of a man's chest. Her corset, laced so tightly by the head housemaid that morning, bit into her ribs, making her gasp in a way that felt entirely too loud in the hallowed, still corridors of Woburn.

"Forgive me, My Lord! I did not - I did not see you," she stammered, her eyes fixed firmly on the polished black leather of his boots. She dropped to her knees immediately, her fingers trembling as she reached for the jagged shards of the Duke's favored china.

"Stand up," a voice commanded. It was deep, resonant, and carried the weight of generations of absolute, royal rule.

Dixie looked up, her pulse hammering against the high, stiff collar of her servant's uniform. Standing before her was Knox Shakur, the Duke of Woburn. He looked down at her with an expression that was both cold and intensely focused. Beside him stood the Earl, Travis Smalls, his eyes narrowed with a predatory curiosity that made the fine hairs on Dixie’s neck stand on end.

"I said stand up, girl," Knox repeated. Before she could move, his hand reached down, his large, gloved fingers gripping her chin. He forced her face upward, his thumb grazing her bottom lip with a boldness that defied every rule of Victorian propriety.

"I am so sorry, Your Grace," Dixie whispered, her body shaking within the confines of her restrictive stays. The Earl stepped closer, his presence just as suffocating and dominant as the Duke's.

"She has a certain charm, Knox," Travis Smalls remarked, his voice smooth as expensive silk. "Even in her clumsiness, there is a sweetness. Look at how she trembles under your touch. It is quite exquisite."

Knox did not look away from her. His gaze was dark and hungry, stripping away her dignity and leaving her feeling exposed despite the heavy layers of her petticoats. "She is a servant, Travis. She should know better than to run in my house. Such insolence usually warrants a dismissal and a night in the cold."

"Please, My Lord," Dixie begged, her voice a mere thread of sound. Her breath was shallow, caught in the back of her throat as the Duke’s thumb pressed harder against her lip. "I was told the Master required his refreshments immediately. I did not mean to cause offense to your person."

The Duke’s fingers tightened on her jaw, forcing her to look into his piercing eyes. "Offense is a mild word for what I feel, Dixie Thomas. I have watched you in the kitchens. I have watched you scrubbing the floors of the gallery. You are a quiet, submissive thing, are you not? Always hiding in the shadows, hoping I would not notice the curve of your hip or the way your corset heaves when you are tired."

Travis Smalls moved behind her, his hand coming to rest firmly on the small of her back, pressing her closer to the Duke. The contact was scandalous, a violation of the strict class divide that governed Woburn. "Perhaps a dismissal is too kind, Knox. Perhaps she needs to be taught a proper lesson in etiquette. In private. Where we can ensure she learns the true meaning of service."

Dixie felt the heat rising in her cheeks, a flush of shame mingled with a terrifying, illicit thrill. She was a maid of no standing, and these were the two most powerful men in the county. The hallway felt smaller, the very walls of the estate closing in as the Duke leaned down, his breath warm and masculine against her ear.

"The Earl is right," Knox whispered, his voice a low growl that vibrated through her entire frame. "You will come to my study tonight, Dixie. You will explain your clumsiness to us both. And you will do so with the utmost submission. If you fail to appear, LeBron Holloway will have your bags packed before dawn."

"But, Your Grace - the head butler, he will expect me at the servant's table for the evening meal," she tried to protest, her heart racing like a trapped bird.

"Holloway does what I tell him," Knox snapped, his dominance absolute. "And you will do the same. Do not make me repeat myself, girl. Your ruin is but a word from my lips, but your pleasure... that depends entirely on how well you serve your masters tonight."

He released her chin so abruptly she nearly collapsed. Dixie watched, paralyzed, as the two royals walked away, their heavy, synchronized steps echoing like a death knell against the marble floor. She was caught in their web now. As she gathered the broken pieces of the porcelain, the restriction of her corset felt more like a shackle than a garment. She knew that tonight, the divide between master and servant would be bridged by fire, and she was the prize to be claimed.

	 


Chapter 6: The Shadow of Knox Shakur

	 

	Dixie Thomas remained on her knees long after the heavy thud of the Duke’s boots had faded into the distance. The sharp edges of the shattered tea set bit into her palms, but the physical pain was a welcome distraction from the suffocating pressure in her chest. Knox Shakur had not merely commanded her; he had laid claim to her very soul. The way his eyes had traveled over the modest swell of her breasts, confined so tightly by the stiff fabric of her uniform, made her skin burn with a heat she did not understand.

He was a predator of the highest order. Dixie realized then that her goals - her hope of saving enough coin to support her family and her dream of a quiet, virtuous life - were in grave peril. Knox Shakur did not care for the dreams of servants. He saw only a vessel for his own dark desires, a rare jewel to be plucked and polished until it shone only for him. And Travis Smalls, the Earl with the wolfish grin and the predatory stance, was his eager accomplice. The realization settled in her gut like lead: she was to be shared between them. The thought sent a shiver of pure, unadulterated fear through her, yet beneath the terror, a traitorous pulse throbbed in the secret depths of her body.

"Thomas! What is the meaning of this delay?"

The voice of LeBron Holloway boomed through the corridor. The head butler approached with a gait that brooked no insolence, his silhouette appearing like a dark omen against the flickering candlelight of the hall. He stopped before her, his nose wrinkling in distaste at the broken china and the girl trembling on the floor.

"I was... I was delayed by His Grace, Mr. Holloway," Dixie stammered, scrambling to her feet. She clutched the shards in her apron, her knuckles white with the effort of maintaining her composure.

LeBron Holloway stepped closer, his gaze piercing and devoid of sympathy. "The Duke is a man of singular tastes, girl. If he has taken notice of you, it is your duty to serve him with the utmost discretion and total obedience. But do not think for a single moment that your station has changed. You are a maid of Woburn. You will attend to your duties with the required humility, or you will find yourself on the road to London by nightfall with a blackened reputation."

He reached out, his gloved hand gripping her chin much as the Duke had done, though without the underlying current of magnetic heat. "Go to the servant’s quarters. Wash your face. Straighten your laces. You look like a common street walker with your hair in such a state. If I see you in such a condition again, I shall have you whipped for your insolence."

"Yes, Mr. Holloway," she breathed, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird.

As she hurried toward the back stairs, the restriction of her corset felt like the Duke’s own powerful hands wrapping around her waist. She reached her small, cold room and collapsed against the door, the wood pressing against her spine. The Duke’s words echoed in her mind. - Your ruin is but a word from my lips. - He was dangerous. He was a royal who took what he wanted, and what he wanted was her total submission.

Dixie moved to the small, clouded mirror, her breath hitching as she unbuttoned the top of her dress with trembling fingers. Her skin was flushed, the mark of the Duke’s firm grip still visible on her chin. She was a virgin, a girl who knew nothing of the world of men, let alone the world of royals who lived beyond the laws of common morality. To be used by Knox Shakur was a fate she should flee from, yet as she reached behind her to tug at the laces of her corset, tightening the garment until she could barely draw air, she felt a strange, submissive thrill.

She was caught in a web of velvet and steel. The Earl Travis Smalls would be waiting alongside the Duke in those private, opulent chambers. Two men of immense power, two masters who intended to break her upon the altar of their shared lust. Dixie closed her eyes, imagining Knox Shakur’s dominant hands upon her, and felt the first true spark of a fire that would surely lead to her perdition. She was his prize, and tonight, the master of Woburn would claim his due. She was terrified of the pain, of the scandal, and yet she found herself yearning for the moment his royal command would finally strip away her defenses.

	 


Chapter 7: The Restriction of the Bone Corset

	 

	The heavy oak door of the Duke's private dressing room clicked shut behind Dixie Thomas, the sound echoing like a gavel in the oppressive silence of the chamber. There was no escape. The room was a cage of gold leaf and dark mahogany, smelling of expensive tobacco and the musk of powerful men. Dixie stood trembling in the center of the Persian rug, her hands clasped tightly over her apron. The whalebone stays of her corset dug into her ribs, a constant reminder of her lowly station and the rigid expectations of the house. Every breath was a struggle, her chest rising and falling in shallow, jagged gasps as she felt the walls closing in.

Duke Knox Shakur stood by the window, his tall, broad-shouldered frame silhouetted against the fading light of the afternoon. He did not turn immediately, but the sheer weight of his presence made Dixie’s knees weak. To his left, lounging with a predatory grace in a velvet armchair, was the Earl Travis Smalls. The Earl watched her with a keen, unnerving intensity, his eyes tracking the frantic pulse at the base of her throat.

"Come closer, Dixie," Knox commanded, his voice a low, resonant rumble that brooked no defiance.

She took a hesitant step forward, her head bowed. "Your Grace, I - I have the linens you requested."

"The linens are of no consequence," Travis Smalls interjected, his voice smooth as silk. He rose from the chair, walking a slow circle around her like a wolf inspecting a lamb. "It is the girl beneath the linens that interests us. Look at her, Knox. She is wound so tight she can barely draw breath."

Knox turned then, his dark eyes burning with a possessive fire. He stepped into her personal space, the heat radiating from his body making her dizzy. He reached out, his gloved hand tilting her chin upward until she was forced to meet his gaze. "The girl is a masterpiece of submission. Are you not, Dixie? You serve this house with such quiet obedience. You endure the labor, the cold, and the restriction of that garment without a word of complaint."

"I - I do my duty, Your Grace," she whispered, her voice trembling.

"Tonight, your duty changes," Knox declared. He moved behind her, his large hands settling on her shoulders. Dixie felt a jolt of pure electricity at his touch. "You find it difficult to breathe, do you not? This corset, it binds you. It holds you in the shape that society demands. But in this room, there is no society. There is only my will, and the Earl’s desire."

Knox’s fingers found the laces at the small of her back. With a sudden, forceful yank, he tightened them further. Dixie let out a sharp cry, her back arching as the bone stays pressed ruthlessly into her flesh. The restriction was total; she was trapped within her own clothing, held upright only by the Duke’s strength.

"See how she gasps," Travis said, stepping in front of her. He reached out to brush a stray lock of hair from her damp forehead. "She is a virgin, Knox. A pure, untouched thing caught between two lords. Do you feel the terror in her heart, little maid?"

"I feel her pulse," Knox murmured against the nape of her neck, his breath hot against her skin. "It beats for us. She knows she belongs to me. And as my guest, Travis, she belongs to you as well."

Dixie’s heart hammered against the constricting ribs of her corset. The impropriety of it was staggering. If LeBron Holloway were to walk through that door, her ruin would be absolute. Yet, as Knox’s hands moved from her laces to the curve of her hips, and Travis leaned in to inhale the scent of her skin, a forbidden thrill surged through her. She was a servant, a common girl of no account, yet here she was, the focal point of two of the most powerful men in the realm.

"Please," she whimpered, though she did not know if she was begging for release or for the finality of her surrender.

"There is no 'please' for a girl of your station," Knox growled, his dominance absolute. "There is only 'yes, master'. Now, Travis, help me rid her of these unnecessary layers. I wish to see the marks the bone has left upon her skin."

Travis Smalls did not hesitate. His hands joined the Duke’s, deft and certain as they began to undo the buttons of her uniform. Dixie felt the cool air hit her skin as the fabric was peeled away, leaving her in nothing but her chemise and the punishing corset. She felt small, exposed, and utterly dominated.

"Look at me, Dixie," Travis commanded, his voice hardening with authority.

She lifted her tear-brimmed eyes to his. The Earl’s expression was one of raw, aristocratic hunger. "You are our prize tonight. You will do exactly as you are told, and in return, we shall show you a world of pleasure that no commoner could ever provide. Do you understand?"

"Yes, my lord," she breathed, her resistance crumbling under the weight of their combined gaze.

Knox gripped her waist, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh above the corset’s edge. "The restriction of the bone is nothing compared to the restriction of my command. You are trapped, Dixie Thomas. Trapped in Woburn, trapped in this room, and trapped in the web we have woven for you."

He spun her around to face the bed, the opulent velvet hangings casting deep shadows over the silk sheets. Dixie’s breath hitched. The forced proximity, the scent of the two men, and the agonizing tightness of her garment combined to push her toward a precipice she had never imagined. She was a maid, a submissive creature of the shadows, and tonight, she would be broken upon the altar of royal desire.

"On the bed," Knox ordered, his voice echoing with the power of his lineage. "And do not think to cover yourself. You are the Duke’s property now, and I choose to share my bounty."

As Dixie moved toward the bed, her legs shaking, she knew there was no turning back. The scandal would be her end, but as the Earl and the Duke followed her into the shadows, she found herself yearning for the moment the corset would finally be cut away, leaving her entirely at their mercy. The fire of royal desire was a conflagration, and she was the willing fuel.

	 


Chapter 8: A Lowly Maid's Silent Vow
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