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Chapter 1: The Polished Silver of Mansfield

	 

	The silver tray rattled with a rhythmic, treacherous chime as Jamila Robinson crossed the threshold of the royal apartments. Her breath was a shallow, frantic thing, trapped behind the punishing whalebone laces of her corset, which bit into her ribs with every trembling step. She was a lowly housemaid, a creature of the shadows and the backstairs, yet here she was, thrust into the presence of the most powerful men in the realm.

Prince DeShawn Hill stood by the hearth, his massive frame cutting an imposing silhouette against the leaping flames. He did not turn immediately, but the very air in the room seemed to thicken with his presence. To his left, leaning against a mahogany sideboard with a glass of dark brandy in hand, was Prince Chadwick Whitaker. His gaze was sharp, predatory, and it pinned Jamila to the spot more effectively than any command.

"Set it down, girl," DeShawn commanded, his voice a low, resonant rumble that vibrated in Jamila’s very marrow.

She scurried forward, her eyes cast down at the polished floorboards. "Yes, Your Highness," she whispered, her voice barely audible. As she bent to place the tea service on the low table, the silk of her skirts rustled, a loud sound in the oppressive silence of the suite.

She felt a hand, large and warm, settle heavily upon the nape of her neck. She froze. The heat of Prince DeShawn was behind her now, his body a wall of solid, royal authority.

"Look at me," he ordered.

Jamila forced her head up, her gaze meeting the dark, commanding eyes of DeShawn Hill. He looked at her not as a servant, but as a prize. Beside him, Chadwick Whitaker moved closer, the scent of expensive tobacco and cedarwood clinging to his fine wool coat.

"She is even more delicate up close, DeShawn," Chadwick remarked, his voice smooth and dangerous. He reached out, his gloved fingers tracing the line of Jamila’s jaw. "A rare blossom hidden in the grey stone of Mansfield."

"A blossom that has never been plucked," DeShawn added, his grip on her neck tightening just enough to demand her total submission. "Is that not right, Jamila? You have remained untouched in this house of service?"

"I - I am a good girl, My Lord," Jamila stammered, her heart racing so hard she feared it might burst from her chest.

"Good girls are meant to be rewarded," DeShawn said, his lips curling into a predatory smile. "And we have decided that your reward shall be of a most intimate nature."

Before she could protest, DeShawn’s hand moved from her neck to the front of her bodice. With a sharp, authoritative tug, he began to undo the buttons of her uniform. Jamila’s breath hitched. "Please, Your Highness, I must return to my duties. If I am found here - "

"You are exactly where you are meant to be," Chadwick interrupted, stepping behind her. He began to unlace the back of her gown, his movements practiced and swift. "The doors are locked, Jamila. There is no one to save you from your station, or from us."

The dress fell to her waist, leaving her in her thin chemise and the restrictive white corset. The cold air of the room hit her skin, making her shiver, but the heat emanating from the two princes was far more overwhelming. DeShawn reached out, his large hands spanning her waist, squeezing the whalebone until she let out a soft, helpless gasp.

"You are so small," DeShawn muttered, his eyes dark with a hunger that terrified and enthralled her. "So ready to be broken."

He pulled her toward the massive, canopied bed, the velvet hangings a deep, royal crimson. Chadwick followed, his hands already working at the cravat at his neck. Jamila felt the heavy weight of their status, the sheer impossibility of refusal. She was a maid, a commoner, and they were the masters of her world.

DeShawn pushed her back onto the silk coverlet, her dark hair spilling out from her cap. He hovered over her, his presence suffocating and magnificent. "We shall share you, Jamila. You will learn the touch of royal blood this night."

Chadwick joined them on the bed, his hands roaming over Jamila’s trembling thighs as DeShawn moved to strip away the last of her modest garments. The corset was cast aside, leaving her bared to their combined, intense scrutiny. She felt small, vulnerable, and utterly possessed.

"Please," she whimpered, though whether she was begging for them to stop or to begin, she did not know.

"Open for us," DeShawn commanded, his voice leaving no room for hesitation.

He moved between her legs, his massive strength parting her knees with ease. Chadwick positioned himself at her side, his mouth finding the sensitive curve of her throat, his teeth grazing her skin in a claim that made her arch her back.

The first intrusion of DeShawn’s fingers was blunt and demanding, seeking the proof of her innocence. Jamila cried out as he found the tight, narrow path that had never known a man.

"So tight," DeShawn hissed, his eyes locked on hers. "Chadwick, feel how she trembles for us."

Chadwick’s hand joined DeShawn’s, their fingers tangling at the entrance of her sex, stretching her, preparing her for the conquest to come. Jamila was lost in a storm of sensation, the dominance of the two men stripping away her shame and replacing it with a desperate, heavy heat.

"Now," DeShawn growled.

He surged forward, his member thick and uncompromising as it breached her maidenhead. Jamila screamed into the plush pillows, a sharp, white - hot pain radiating through her as her virginity was claimed by the Prince. He did not pull back, instead holding her still, pinning her to the mattress as her body adjusted to his size.

"You are ours now," Chadwick whispered into her ear, his own hands busy stimulating her clitoris, driving the pain away and replacing it with a mounting, frantic pressure.

DeShawn began to move, his thrusts powerful and rhythmic, each one a reminder of his absolute authority over her body. Chadwick moved to her other side, his mouth claiming her breast, his tongue swirling around her nipple until she was sobbing with the overwhelming intensity of it all.

The room was filled with the sounds of their passion - the slap of skin on skin, the heavy breathing of the Princes, and Jamila’s broken, high - pitched moans. She was being torn apart and remade in their image, a common girl serving the highest purpose.

As the climax built, DeShawn’s pace became frenetic. He gripped her hips, his fingers bruising her pale skin, and with a final, guttural roar, he spilled his royal seed deep within her. At the same moment, Chadwick’s expert touch brought her to a shattering release, her world exploding into a thousand shards of light as she shook beneath them.

Jamila lay spent, her breath coming in ragged gasps, the weight of the two men a comforting, terrifying brand upon her soul. The silver of Mansfield might be polished to a mirror shine, but her life would never be the same again. She was the property of Princes now, a secret treasure bound by the scandalous pleasure of the night.

	 


Chapter 2: A Maid in the Shadows

	 

	"Jamila Robinson!"

The voice of Zaire Gonzalez, the stern head butler of Mansfield, sliced through the morning silence of the servants' quarters like a sharpened blade. Jamila flinched, her fingers fumbling with the stiff stays of her corset. Her body was a map of new, tender aches - the physical testimony of the night she had spent beneath the heavy, demanding bodies of Prince DeShawn Hill and Prince Chadwick Whitaker.

"I am coming, Mr. Gonzalez!" she called back, her voice trembling with the residue of her recent submission.

She shoved her chemise into her skirt, her heart hammering against her ribs. The secret of her defloration felt like a brand upon her skin. When she opened the door, she found Zaire Gonzalez standing there, his face a mask of cold professional disdain. In his gloved hand, he held a piece of heavy vellum, sealed with the unmistakable royal crest in crimson wax.

"This arrived by express rider from London," Zaire said, his eyes narrowing as he took in her flushed face and disheveled hair. "It is from Lord Matthew Strait, the King’s own chancellor. You are to be removed from the general house staff of Mansfield immediately."

Jamila’s breath hitched, her hands clutching at the coarse fabric of her apron. "Removed? Am I to be cast out into the streets, sir?"

"Worse, perhaps," Zaire replied, his voice dropping to a low hiss. "You are to be transferred to the personal service of His Royal Highness, DeShawn Hill. You are to report to the royal suite at once to begin your new duties. Do not think your redirection has gone unnoticed by the rest of the staff, girl. Ebony Boone found your discarded lace ribbon in the Prince's dressing room this morning. The scandal is already fermenting in the kitchens like spoiled wine."

Jamila felt the world tilt. Ebony Boone was the most vicious gossip at Mansfield. If she had found evidence of Jamila’s presence in the royal chambers, the entire county would know of her shame by sunset. 

She hurried through the narrow servant passages, her breath coming in short, panicked bursts that made her corset feel like a cage of iron. When she reached the heavy oak doors of the royal suite, she hesitated only a moment before the doors were flung open from within.

Prince DeShawn Hill stood there, his tall, commanding frame clad in a silk banyan that did little to hide the powerful musculature of his chest. Behind him, lounging by the fireplace with a glass of dark brandy, was Prince Chadwick Whitaker. The room smelled of expensive tobacco, aged spirits, and the lingering, musky scent of the previous night’s carnal exercise.

"Come in, Jamila," DeShawn commanded, his voice a low, resonant rumble that sent a shiver of both fear and involuntary heat down her spine.

She stepped inside, falling into a deep, submissive curtsy, her eyes fixed firmly on the polished floorboards. "Your Highness. Mr. Gonzalez said - "

"We know what the butler said," Chadwick interrupted, standing up and walking toward her with a predatory grace. He reached out, his blunt fingers catching her chin and forcing her to look up into his piercing, aristocratic eyes. "Matthew Strait has sent word. There are rumors beginning to circulate in the capital about our... unconventional interests here at Mansfield. He demands we return to London immediately and leave the distraction behind."

"You are going to leave me to face the scandal alone?" Jamila whispered, her wide eyes filling with tears of terror.

"Leave you?" DeShawn laughed, a dark, dominant sound that vibrated in the small space between them. He stepped close, his heat radiating through her thin uniform. "On the contrary, little servant. We have decided that if the world is to whisper of a royal scandal, we shall give them a roar instead. You are no longer a maid of Mansfield. You are our private ward. We have signed the papers ourselves. You leave for the city in our carriage."

He reached out, his large hand wrapping around her throat - not to choke, but to assert a terrifying level of physical ownership. "You belong to us now, Jamila. In London, in the country, in every bed we occupy. Matthew Strait may send his letters, but he does not own the flesh and soul of a Prince’s favorite. You are our property, to be used as we see fit."

Chadwick moved behind her, his hands sliding over her shoulders to the laces of her corset. "And since the carriage does not depart for another hour, I believe we have just enough time to remind you of your new, permanent station."

Jamila gasped as the laces were jerked tight and then loosened with practiced, royal ease. The dominance of the two men was an intoxicating weight she could not hope to fight. DeShawn leaned down, his lips brushing against her burning ear.

"Spread your legs for your masters, Jamila," he whispered. "Show us how well a common girl can serve the Crown."

He didn't wait for her verbal consent; her submissive posture was all the invitation he required. He hiked her heavy wool skirts up to her waist, exposing her trembling, pale thighs. Chadwick’s hands were already roaming her breasts, his thumbs flicking over her nipples through the thin, damp fabric of her chemise.

"Please," she moaned, her head falling back against Chadwick’s broad shoulder. "I am still so tender from the night..."

"Then we shall be slow," Chadwick promised, though his voice held no mercy. "But we shall be thorough in our reclamation."

DeShawn dropped to his knees before her on the plush Persian rug, his hands gripping her hips with bruising force. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue finding the sensitive bud of her desire with a sudden, sharp flick that made her knees buckle. Jamila cried out, her fingers clutching at Chadwick’s silk - clad arms for support as the Prince of the realm feasted upon her like a commoner at a banquet.

The class disparity was never more apparent than in this moment - two of the most powerful men in England using her common body for their collective pleasure, while she was expected to simply endure and provide.

"You like this, don't you?" DeShawn asked, looking up at her, his lips glistening with her essence. "Being used by your betters? Knowing that while Matthew Strait writes his angry letters from the palace, you are being filled by Royal blood?"

He stood up, his trousers already discarded to the floor. His member was thick and turgid, a daunting sight that made Jamila’s breath catch in her throat. Beside her, Chadwick was also ready, his hand guiding Jamila toward the edge of the grand mahogany bed.

"Down on your hands and knees, girl," DeShawn ordered, his voice cracking like a whip.

Jamila obeyed instantly, her submissive nature taking complete control of her senses. She crawled onto the cool silk sheets, her heart racing. DeShawn moved behind her, his large hands guiding his length to her aching entrance. He pushed inside her with a slow, agonizing deliberation, his size stretching her until she felt she might break under the weight of his status.

"Oh, God," she sobbed, her face pressed into the lavender - scented pillows.

"Not God, Jamila," Chadwick whispered, moving to the front of her. He knelt on the mattress, his own hardness pressing against her trembling lips. "Your Princes. Take me."

She opened her mouth, taking him in as DeShawn began to pound into her from behind with rhythmic, unrelenting force. The sensation of being filled by both men, of being the focal point of their shared, royal lust, was overwhelming. She was no longer Jamila Robinson, the housemaid. She was a vessel for their elite desire, a secret hidden in the shadows of the aristocracy.

As the intensity built, DeShawn’s thrusts became more frenetic, his fingers digging into her hips. "You are ours," he growled, his voice thick with the coming release. "Do you hear me? You are Royal property now!"

Jamila could only moan in response, her body shaking with the force of an impending, shattering climax. When it hit, it was like a tidal wave, drowning her in a pleasure that bordered on physical pain. DeShawn let out a guttural roar as he emptied himself deep inside her, and Chadwick followed suit a moment later, his release coating her tongue as he groaned her name.

They collapsed onto her, their heavy, sweat - slicked bodies pinning her to the bed. The letter from Matthew Strait lay forgotten on the floor, a mere scrap of paper against the reality of their carnal claim.

"We leave for London within the hour," DeShawn said, his breath hot and ragged against her neck. "And you, Jamila, shall be in our carriage. Hidden behind the velvet curtains, where we can reach you whenever the whim strikes us. You are a servant of the bedchamber now, and your service has only just begun."

Jamila closed her eyes, her soul bound to the men who had stolen her innocence and replaced it with a gilded chain of scandalous, unending ecstasy.

	 


Chapter 3: The Tightness of the Stay-Lace

	 

	The weight of the crown was not on my head, but between my thighs, a heavy, pulsing ache that reminded me I was no longer my own mistress. I stared at the velvet canopy above the bed, my breath coming in shallow, ragged hitches. I was a housemaid. I was a virgin. Or rather, I had been those things until DeShawn Hill and Chadwick Whitaker decided that my innocence was a prize they wished to dismantle. The ache between my legs was a constant, throbbing reminder of my transgression - a scandal that would ruin me if the world ever found out, yet one I was now forced to live within every waking hour.

There was no turning back to the quiet life of polishing silver and avoiding the gaze of the upper staff. The threshold had been crossed, the blood had stained the sheets, and my soul had been signed away to the two most powerful men in the realm. My mind raced with the terror of the unknown. London was a den of vipers, a place where a girl of my station could disappear without a trace, especially when she served as the secret plaything of royalty.

"Get up, Jamila," DeShawn Hill commanded, his voice a low, resonant rumble that made my very bones vibrate. He stood by the window, already dressed in his fine coat, the embroidery catching the dim morning light. He looked every bit the dominant royal, his posture radiating an effortless authority that demanded total submission. "The carriage is readied. We do not keep the road waiting."

I tried to pull the silk sheet higher to cover my nakedness, my hands trembling. "My Lord, I - I have nothing to pack. My things are in the servants' quarters. If I am seen leaving with you - "

"You will not be seen," Chadwick Whitaker interrupted, stepping toward the bed. He was partially dressed, his shirt open to reveal the broad, muscular chest that had pinned me down only an hour before. He reached out, his fingers hooking under my chin to force me to look at him. "Your belongings have already been burned. You have no need for coarse wool and cheap cotton where we are taking you. From this moment on, you wear only what we provide. And you will provide us with whatever we desire."

The door creaked open, and I gasped, shrinking back. A young woman entered, her eyes fixed firmly on the floor. It was Morgan Presley, one of the senior maids. She carried a bundle of fine silks and a corset of such exquisite craftsmanship that it looked more like an instrument of torture than a garment. She did not look at me, but I saw the way her lips thinned. The scandal was already beginning, even if it was whispered in the shadows of the servant's hall.

"Assist her, Presley," DeShawn ordered, his eyes never leaving mine. "I want her laced tightly. I want her to feel the constraint of her new position with every breath she takes."

Morgan Presley stepped forward, her movements stiff. She helped me from the bed, and I felt the sticky evidence of the Princes' shared conquest trickling down my inner thighs. I was forced to stand as she began to dress me. When it came time for the corset, Morgan pulled the laces with a sudden, violent jerk.

"Hnnn," I whimpered, my ribs protesting as the whalebone dug into my skin. 

"Tighter," DeShawn said, walking behind me. He took the laces from Morgan’s hands, dismissing her with a sharp nod. Morgan Presley scurried out of the room, leaving me alone with my masters.

DeShawn’s hands were strong as he braced his foot against the small of my back. He pulled the silk cords with a ruthless strength, cinching my waist until I thought I might faint. "You are a royal favorite now, Jamila. That means you must be shaped to our liking. You will be narrow, upright, and always ready."

Chadwick approached from the front, his hand sliding down the front of the stiffened silk of my stays. He pushed his fingers inside the top of the garment, pinching my nipple until I cried out. "The tightness reminds you of us, does it not? Every time you struggle to draw breath, you will remember how we filled you. You will remember the way you wept when we claimed what was ours."

"Please," I whispered, my head light. "I cannot - I cannot breathe."

"You will breathe when I allow it," DeShawn growled against my ear, tying the laces in a permanent, intricate knot. 

They led me toward the servant’s staircase, a route designed for invisibility. My legs felt weak, the memory of their heavy bodies still echoing in the soreness of my core. As we reached the carriage waiting in the mists of the courtyard, I saw a figure watching from the stables. It was Matthew Strait, the man my father had hoped I would marry. He looked at me, his face a mask of confusion and heartbreak, seeing me dressed in the finery of a harlot, flanked by the two most dangerous men in England.

DeShawn gripped my arm, his fingers bruising the soft skin above my elbow. "Do not look at him. He is the past. You belong to the crown now."

I was shoved into the dark, velvet - lined interior of the carriage. The door slammed shut, the sound echoing like the closing of a tomb. Chadwick climbed in after me, followed by DeShawn. The carriage lurched forward, the wheels churning the gravel of Mansfield for the last time.

The space was cramped, the air thick with the scent of leather and the lingering musk of our morning activities. DeShawn sat across from me, his legs spread wide, his gaze predatory. Chadwick sat beside me, his hand immediately finding the hem of my new, expensive skirt.

"The journey to London is long," Chadwick murmured, his hand sliding up my thigh, past the silk stockings, to the raw, sensitive skin that still bore the marks of their teeth. "And we find ourselves quite bored already."

"The corset, Chadwick," DeShawn noted, his eyes dark with a sudden, sharp hunger. "See how it heaves. She is terrified. It is a delicious sight."

"I am... I am afraid, My Lords," I confessed, my voice barely a thread. "What will become of me in the city? If the Queen finds out, if the court sees - "

"The court will see only what we allow them to see," DeShawn said, leaning forward. He reached out and unbuttoned his trousers, his member thick and already straining against the fabric. "And as for your fear, Jamila, we shall find a way to use it. Put your hands on the seat. Lean forward. I want to see how the lace of that stay holds up when you are stretched thin."

I hesitated, the modesty of my upbringing warring with the absolute dominance they exerted over me. 

"Now, servant," Chadwick commanded, his hand gripping the back of my neck and forcing my head down toward DeShawn’s lap. 

I obeyed, my heart hammering against the restrictive cage of my ribs. I felt the carriage bounce over a rut in the road, the motion jarring my aching body. I was being stolen away, hidden behind velvet curtains, a common girl lost in a royal storm. As DeShawn’s hands guided my head toward him, and Chadwick’s fingers began to work at the laces Morgan Presley had so recently tightened, I realized there was no escape. I was the property of the Hill and Whitaker lines, a secret to be kept, a body to be used, and a soul bound in silk and scandal. The road to London was paved with my own ruin, and as the first of them forced himself into my mouth, I knew I would never see the light of day as an innocent woman again.

	 


Chapter 4: Arrival of the Sovereign Guests

	 

	The doors to the grand sovereign suite at Mansfield swung open with a heavy, muffled thud, revealing a chamber that breathed of ancient authority and absolute, unyielding power. Gold leaf gilded every ornate molding, and the air was thick with the intoxicating scent of expensive sandalwood, aged brandy, and the metallic tang of wealth. Jamila Robinson felt the plush, crimson carpet beneath her feet - a luxury her worn leather shoes had never been permitted to touch - and the sheer scale of the vaulted ceiling made her feel smaller than the dust she was usually tasked with clearing. The atmosphere was not merely grand; it was suffocating, a silent testament to the centuries of dominance the Hill and Whitaker families held over the common folk. To Jamila, this was a den of lions, and she was the tethered lamb brought for their sport.

DeShawn Hill stood by the hearth, his tall, broad-shouldered frame silhouetted against the roaring fire. Beside him, Chadwick Whitaker leaned against a mahogany sideboard, his movements precise and predatory as he poured two glasses of dark, amber liquid. They did not acknowledge her entrance at first, yet Jamila felt their gazes as surely as if they were stripping the very clothes from her back. 

"Close the door, Robinson," DeShawn commanded, his voice a low, resonant vibration that seemed to rattle the very bones in her chest. "And bolt it."

Jamila’s hands trembled as she obeyed, the heavy iron bolt sliding into place with a finality that echoed through her soul. Her corset, tightened to an agonizing degree earlier that morning by Morgan Presley, felt as though it would crack her ribs as her breathing became shallow and panicked. She was a housemaid, a creature of the shadows, and here she stood before the sovereign might of the realm, trapped in a room where the rules of the world outside no longer applied.

"Come forward, girl," Chadwick added, his eyes tracing the line of her throat. "The tea is getting cold, and we find ourselves in need of a different sort of refreshment."

Jamila approached the low table, her knees knocking together beneath her heavy skirts. As she set the silver tray down, the porcelain rattled against the metal. "Your Highnesses," she whispered, her voice barely a breath. "I... I should return to the kitchens. Lupita Fitzgerald will be looking for me, and if Zaire Gonzalez finds I have been gone so long - "

"Zaire Gonzalez will find nothing but a closed door," DeShawn interrupted, stepping into the light. He was a man of immense, terrifying beauty, his royal heritage evident in the arrogance of his brow and the cold fire in his eyes. He reached out, his large hand cupping her chin and forcing her to look up at him. "You are in the presence of your betters, Jamila. Your only duty is to us."

Chadwick moved behind her, the heat of his body pressing against her back, making her gasp. "We have watched you, little bird. We watched you polishing the silver in the dining hall, and we watched the way you lowered your eyes when we passed. Such a submissive little thing. Such a rare, untouched prize."

"Please," Jamila whimpered, though she felt a treacherous heat blooming in the pit of her stomach. The disparity of their stations was a chasm she could never cross, yet the weight of their combined attention was intoxicating.

"Strip," DeShawn commanded, his thumb stroking her lower lip with a rough, proprietary force. 

"Your Highness, I cannot - "

"Do not test my patience," DeShawn growled, his hand shifting from her chin to the back of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair to pull her head back. "Chadwick, help the girl. Her stays seem much too tight for the work we have planned for her."

Chadwick’s deft fingers began to work at the buttons of her bodice with practiced ease. Jamila stood frozen, a sob catching in her throat as her modest gown was peeled away, followed by the rough linen of her chemise. When the cool air of the room hit her bare skin, she felt the full weight of her vulnerability. She was exposed, a common servant standing naked before two of the most powerful men in the empire. 

DeShawn’s eyes darkened as they raked over her trembling form, lingering on the pale swell of her breasts pushed up by the stiff corset. "Exquisite," he murmured. "A virgin’s skin is always the softest."

He led her toward the massive, silk-draped bed, his grip on her arm firm and unyielding. Jamila felt herself being pushed back onto the soft down mattress, her legs dangling over the edge. Chadwick knelt between her thighs, his hands smoothing over her calves with a possessive touch that made her skin prickle. 

"You are going to learn what it means to serve your Princes," Chadwick whispered, his voice thick with desire. 

DeShawn stood over her, unfastening his breeches with a slow, deliberate confidence. "You will be claimed this night, Jamila Robinson. By both of us. You will carry the mark of our favor, and you will never belong to a common man again."

The first touch of DeShawn’s hand between her thighs made Jamila cry out, her body arching in a mixture of fear and sudden, sharp longing. She was a maiden, her knowledge of such things limited to the whispers of women like Angela Brooks in the laundry, yet the reality was far more overwhelming. DeShawn’s fingers were demanding, exploring her slick heat with a dominance that brooked no resistance. 

"Look at me, servant," DeShawn commanded, and she forced her tear-filled eyes to meet his. 

As he moved to position himself, Chadwick leaned over her, his mouth finding the sensitive curve of her neck, his teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her toes curl into the heavy carpet. The sensation of being surrounded, of being the sole focus of two such powerful men, shattered the last of Jamila’s resolve. She was theirs to break, theirs to mold, and as DeShawn pushed forward, the sharp, stinging pain of her maidenhead tearing made her gasp against Chadwick’s shoulder.

"Easy, girl," DeShawn grunted, his muscles tensing as he buried himself deep within her narrow channel. "The pain is the price of your initiation. Soon, there will be only pleasure."

He began to move, a rhythmic, powerful thrusting that filled her completely, while Chadwick’s hands never stopped wandering over her, his mouth claiming hers in a kiss that tasted of wine and conquest. Jamila felt her senses spinning out of control. The class disparity that had always defined her life seemed to melt away in the heat of the royal bedchamber, replaced by a raw, primal connection. 

"She is so tight, DeShawn," Chadwick groaned, his own hands moving to guide Jamila’s hips upward, meeting every one of DeShawn’s punishing strokes. "A perfect vessel for us both."

When the rhythm changed, and Chadwick took his turn to claim her, the intensity only doubled. Jamila was stretched, used, and dominated in ways she had never dared to imagine. The scandal of it - the sheer, ruinous weight of what was happening - only served to heighten the frantic beat of her heart. She was being ruined, she was being stolen from her life of quiet service, and she was doing so at the hands of the two men who owned the very ground she walked upon.

As the night wore on, the grand suite at Mansfield became the site of her complete surrender. By the time the fire in the hearth had faded to glowing coals, Jamila Robinson was no longer the innocent maid who had entered the room. She lay between the two Princes, her body aching and marked by their passion, her soul forever bound to the whims of DeShawn Hill and Chadwick Whitaker. She was a royal favorite now, a secret kept behind golden doors, and as she looked at the heavy velvet curtains, she knew the world would never look the same again. The threshold had been crossed, and there was no turning back from the glorious, scandalous ruin of her new life.

	 


Chapter 5: The Shadow of Prince DeShawn Hill

	 

	The heavy silver tray trembled in Jamila Robinson's hands as she hurried through the gilded corridors of Mansfield. Her breath came in short, shallow gasps, constricted by the punishing grip of her corset laces, which Odette Roberts had pulled tighter than usual that morning. The arrival of the Royal party had thrown the entire household into a state of frantic preservation - every surface had to be spotless, every servant invisible. 

She turned the corner toward the South Wing too quickly, her focus entirely on the delicate porcelain and the steaming pot of Darjeeling. Before she could register the sound of heavy, rhythmic footsteps, she collided with a solid, immovable wall of fine wool and masculine strength.

The tray buckled. Porcelain shattered against the marble floor with a deafening crash, and the hot liquid splashed upward, soaking into the dark, expensive fabric of the man's waistcoat. Jamila let out a soft cry of horror, her knees buckling as she instinctively dropped into a deep, trembling curtsy amidst the shards of the ruined tea service.

"Forgive me, Your Highness! Please, I - I did not see - " her voice trailed off into a pathetic whimper, her head bowed so low she could see nothing but the polished shine of his black leather boots.

"Silence," a deep, resonant voice commanded. It was a tone of absolute authority, one that brooked no excuse and expected total submission. 

A gloved hand reached down, not to help her up, but to grip her chin, forcing her face upward. Jamila found herself staring into the piercing, hooded eyes of Prince DeShawn Hill. He was more formidable than the rumors had suggested - a man of striking, dark features and a predatory grace that seemed to suck the very air from the hallway. Behind him stood Prince Chadwick Whitaker, whose arms were folded across his broad chest, his gaze raking over Jamila with a slow, calculating intensity that made her skin flush beneath her starch-white collar.

"Look at what you have done, little bird," DeShawn Hill murmured, his thumb moving to brush against her lower lip. The contact was scandalous, a direct violation of every rule of etiquette, yet his status rendered him untouchable. "You have made a mess of my attire. And you are trembling. Do you fear me?"

"I... I am sorry, my lord," Jamila stammered, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. "I am but a humble servant. I did not mean to cause offense."

Chadwick Whitaker stepped forward, his shadow falling over her. "She is a fresh thing, DeShawn. Look at the way her pulse thrashes in her throat. She is as green as a spring meadow."

DeShawn did not break eye contact. His hand moved from her chin to the nape of her neck, his fingers tangling in the stray dark curls that had escaped her cap. "A servant's primary duty is to please. You have failed in your first task, Jamila Robinson. I saw your name on the duty roster. It would be a pity if Odette Roberts were forced to dismiss you for such a clumsy display."

"Please, Your Highness," she pleaded, her eyes welling with tears of shame. "I have nowhere else to go. I will do anything to make amends."

A slow, dangerous smile spread across DeShawn's face. He leaned down, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear, his scent - a heady mix of sandalwood and expensive tobacco - overwhelming her senses. 

"Anything? That is a very dangerous promise to make to a Prince of the blood," he whispered. "You shall come to my chambers this evening at eight. You will bring a fresh service, and you will be prepared to offer a more... personal form of restitution for the damage you have caused."

He released her abruptly, leaving her shivering on the cold floor. Chadwick Whitaker chuckled, a low, dark sound that sent a chill down her spine.

"Do not be late, girl," Chadwick added, his gaze lingering on the swell of her bosom pushed up by her restrictive stays. "The Prince does not like to be kept waiting, and I find I have a sudden craving for the same tea he enjoys."

Jamila watched them walk away, her body feeling weak and exposed. She was a virgin, a girl of no standing, and she had just been claimed by the two most powerful men in the realm. The scandal would be her ruin, yet as she looked at the shattered remains of the porcelain, she felt a terrifying, traitorous spark of heat deep within her belly. She was being hunted, and for the first time in her life, she realized that her submissive nature was exactly what the Royal wolves desired.

	 


Chapter 6: A Curtsy for Prince Chadwick Whitaker
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