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Chapter 1: The Sentinel of Howard

	 

	The corset stays dug into Gideon Young's ribs with every shallow breath she took, a sharp and constant reminder of the rigid discipline required of a sentinel at Howard. She stood perfectly still outside the heavy oak doors of the Duke's private study, her spine pressed against the cold stone wall, her gloved hands trembling slightly as they gripped the ceremonial pike. The weight of her family's debts felt heavier than the wool of her uniform, a suffocating burden that had forced her into this masquerade of martial strength.

The doors swung open with a sudden, violent force. Dallas Wright, the Duke of Howard, stood in the threshold. He was a man of terrifying proportions, his dark waistcoat straining against the breadth of his shoulders and his eyes burning with a predatory intensity that made Gideon's knees weaken. Behind him, seated casually in a velvet armchair with a glass of amber brandy, was Omari Boone. Both men were of the highest royal blood, and both possessed reputations that whispered of midnight debauchery and shattered reputations.

"Guard," Dallas commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in Gideon's chest. "Step inside."

Gideon obeyed, her boots clicking rhythmically against the polished floor. She kept her gaze fixed ahead, her heart hammering against the restrictive cage of her silk-laced undergarments. As the door clicked shut behind her, the silence of the room became heavy with the scent of tobacco, expensive leather, and the looming threat of the Duke's displeasure.

"Your salute was lacksadaisical this morning, Young," Dallas said, walking a slow, deliberate circle around her. He stopped behind her, and she felt the heat of his body. "And look at this. A stray lock of hair escaping your cap. Such slovenliness cannot be tolerated in my household."

"I - I crave your pardon, Your Grace," Gideon whispered, her voice trembling. "The wind in the courtyard - "

"Silence," Dallas snapped, his hand suddenly gripping the back of her neck. His thumb traced the sensitive skin just beneath her ear, a touch that was both a caress and a threat. "You are here to serve, to be an unyielding pillar of Howard. Instead, I find a soft, shaking creature hidden beneath this stiff wool. Omari, what do you think of our sentinel’s failure?"

Omari Boone rose from his chair, his gaze raking over Gideon with a cool, clinical hunger. "I think the girl requires a lesson in the foundations of obedience, Dallas. She has forgotten her place. Perhaps she needs to be reminded of the physical reality of her subjection."

Gideon felt the blood drain from her face. "Please, My Lord, I will do better. I will be more diligent."

"You will be more than diligent," Dallas growled. "You will be broken."

He moved with a sudden, fluid grace, seizing Gideon by the waist and hoisting her over the edge of his massive mahogany desk. The movement was so swift that her breath hitched, her lungs struggling against the constriction of her corset. She felt the cool air hit her skin as Dallas unceremoniously hiked up the heavy skirts of her uniform, exposing the delicate, lace-trimmed drawers beneath.

"Omari, hold her hands," Dallas commanded.

Omari stepped forward, his strong fingers locking around Gideon's wrists and pinning them to the far side of the desk. Gideon let out a small, pathetic whimper as she was stretched out, her body arched in a position of complete vulnerability. The shame of her exposure was a physical weight, but the dominance radiating from the two men was overwhelming.

The first strike of Dallas’s hand was a thunderclap in the quiet room. It landed squarely across her backside, the sting of it radiating through her entire body. Gideon cried out, her body jerking against Omari's iron grip.

"Count them, Gideon," Dallas ordered, his voice devoid of mercy.

"One," she sobbed, as the second blow fell. "Two. Three."

The Duke showed no leniency. Each strike was calculated to leave a burning mark of his authority. He moved with a rhythmic, punishing pace until Gideon’s backside glowed a bright, angry crimson. Tears streamed down her face, soaking into the desk's leather blotter. She was no longer a guard; she was merely a woman, a virgin trembling under the absolute power of her betters.

"She is sufficiently tenderized, I believe," Omari murmured, his voice thick with arousal. He leaned down, his lips brushing against Gideon's ear. "Do you feel your skin burning, little guard? That is the mark of your masters."

Dallas did not answer with words. Instead, he reached down and unlaced the back of Gideon’s uniform and the corset beneath. The sudden release of pressure allowed her to draw a deep, gasping breath, but it also left her completely bared to their gaze. He lifted her from the desk and carried her toward the massive four-poster bed in the corner of the study, tossing her onto the silk sheets.

Gideon tried to scramble away, her modesty screaming in protest, but Omari was already there, blocking her path. Dallas stood at the foot of the bed, discarding his waistcoat and unfastening his trousers. The sight of his masculine power made Gideon’s breath catch in her throat. She had never seen a man, let alone two, in such a state of carnal intent.

"You have never known a man’s touch, have you?" Dallas asked, his voice dark and satisfied as he climbed onto the mattress, pinning her hips down with his weight.

"No, Your Grace," she whispered, her eyes wide with terror and a strange, burgeoning heat she didn't understand.

"Then tonight, you shall know two," Omari said, joining them on the bed. He moved behind her, his hands roaming over her breasts, his thumbs teasing her nipples into hard peaks.

Dallas forced her legs apart, his hands firm and unyielding. "You belong to Howard, Gideon. And everything at Howard belongs to me."

He guided his rigid length to her entrance, the sheer size of him making her gasp. With a single, powerful thrust, he breached the barrier of her maidenhead. Gideon let out a sharp, Piercing scream of pain and shock, her fingers digging into the silk sheets. The sensation was overwhelming, a tearing fullness that seemed to shatter her very soul.

"Shh," Omari whispered, kissing the back of her neck even as he began to use his own hands to prepare her for further intrusion. "Take it for him. Be a good, submissive girl."

Dallas began to move, his strokes deep and possessive, claiming every inch of her. The initial pain began to mingle with a heavy, throbbing ache that pulsed through her loins. Just as she thought she could bear no more, Omari moved into position, his body pressing against her back.

In a choreographed display of high-class depravity, the two men shared her body. Dallas continued his relentless assault from the front while Omari found his own way to claim her from behind. Gideon was caught in a storm of sensation, her voice lost in a litany of soft, broken moans. She was being used, her innocence discarded as a sacrifice to their status and their hunger.

The class disparity was never clearer than in that moment - she was the servant, the debtor, the virgin, and they were the kings of her world. When they finally reached their peak, spilling their seed within and over her, Gideon felt a profound sense of displacement. Her identity as a sentinel was gone. She was now the private, ruined toy of the Wicked Duke and his companion, forever bound to the dark secrets of the Howard estate. As she lay weeping and spent between them, Dallas reached out, stroking her hair with a terrifyingly possessive tenderness.

"You are a guard no longer, Gideon," he whispered. "You are ours."

	 


Chapter 2: A Daughter's Heavy Debt

	 

	The sharp, rhythmic thud of the brass door knocker shattered the heavy silence of the Duke's bedchamber. Gideon Young flinched, her body tensing between the two powerful men who had spent the night dismantling her innocence. She lay on her stomach, her face pressed into the silk pillows, her skin still burning from the marks Dallas Wright had left upon her. The Duke’s hand, large and possessive, rested firmly on the small of her back, pinning her to the mattress.

"Enter," Dallas commanded, his voice a low, sovereign rumble that vibrated through Gideon’s frame.

The heavy oak door groaned as Charles White, the Duke’s stern steward, stepped into the room. He kept his gaze fixed strictly on the floor, an expert in the etiquette of high-class depravity. He approached the foot of the massive canopy bed where the wreckage of Gideon’s virtue was on full display. Omari Boone sat up beside her, his dark, muscular torso glistening in the dim morning light. He reached down, idly tracing the line of Gideon’s inner thigh, which was still slick with the cooling evidence of their shared conquest.

"A message, Your Grace," Charles White said, holding out a silver tray. "Delivered by a rider from the city. It is marked urgent from the offices of Holden McEntire."

Gideon felt a cold spike of dread pierce her chest. Holden McEntire was the man who held the ledger of her family’s ruin. Dallas took the parchment, his fingers brushing against Gideon’s shoulder as he moved. She let out a soft, broken whimper, her body aching from the relentless assault she had endured. The Duke had been merciless, and Omari Boone had been equally demanding, together teaching her that a servant’s body was merely another piece of Howard property to be used at their whim.

"Leave us, Charles," Dallas ordered.

As the steward retreated, Dallas unrolled the scroll. The sound of the parchment crinkling was like a death knell in the quiet room. Gideon’s corset lay discarded on the floor, a tangled mess of silk and bone, much like her own sense of self. She was no longer the guard who stood at attention; she was a ruined woman, her maidenhead sacrificed to settle a debt that seemed to grow heavier with every passing hour.

"It seems your father, Ezekiel McGraw, has been more industrious in his failures than we anticipated," Dallas said, his voice devoid of pity. He tossed the letter onto Gideon’s bare, bruised buttocks.

Gideon scrambled to sit up, her movements clumsy and pained. The sheets were stained with the blood of her defloration, a stark reminder of the price she had paid. She grabbed the letter, her hands trembling as she read the harsh script of Holden McEntire. Her father had not only failed to pay the interest on his gamble - he had been caught attempting to sell stolen military secrets to cover his tracks. He was now being held in a cell, and the debt had been transferred to the Crown’s most ruthless collectors.

"He will hang," Gideon whispered, the words catching in her throat. She looked at Dallas with wide, tear - filled eyes. "He is a disgraced soldier, but he is still my father. Please, Your Grace."

"He is a traitor and a debtor," Omari Boone remarked, leaning back against the headboard with a predatory grin. He reached out, grabbing Gideon’s chin and forcing her to look at him. "And you, Gideon, are the only collateral left. This letter demands the immediate payment of five thousand pounds to keep him from the gallows."

"I have nothing," Gideon cried, her submissive nature collapsing into pure desperation. "I have given you everything. My honor, my body - I am ruined."

Dallas leaned over her, his presence suffocating and absolute. He took the letter from her shaking fingers and tore it in half. "You have your life, Gideon. And you have the capacity for further service. If you wish for me to intervene with Holden McEntire, if you wish for Ezekiel McGraw to breathe another day, your debt must be restructured."

Gideon felt the weight of her position crushing her. The class disparity was a chasm she could never bridge. She was a toy for their amusement, a virgin they had broken for sport, and now she was to be their slave in earnest.

"What must I do?" she asked, her voice a mere shadow.

Dallas smiled, a slow, wicked expression that promised more pain and deeper ecstasy. He moved behind her, his chest pressing against her back, his hands sliding down to grip her hips. "You will remain here, at Howard. You will resume your duties as a guard by day, cinched into that corset until you can barely breathe, standing as a symbol of my authority. But by night, you will belong to us entirely. You will endure whatever discipline we deem fit. You will be used by me, and by Omari, and by any guest I choose to honor with your submission."

"A public guard and a private harlot," Omari added, his eyes dark with hunger. "The scandal would be delicious if anyone ever found out. A daughter’s heavy debt paid in the currency of her own flesh."

Gideon closed her eyes, a single tear tracing a path through the grime and sweat on her cheek. She thought of her father in a cold cell, and then she thought of the way Dallas’s hands had felt as he took her innocence, the terrifying power of his dominance. She was a creature of Howard now, bound by blood and debt.

"I accept," she whispered.

Dallas gripped her hair, pulling her head back to expose her throat. "Then let us begin the next installment of your payment, Gideon. Omari, I believe our guard needs to be reminded of her station before she begins her morning watch."

Omari Boone moved with the grace of a wolf, pinning Gideon’s arms above her head. The Duke reached for a leather strap resting on the nightstand, the same one he had used to warm her flesh before they had claimed her. Gideon let out a sharp, jagged sob as the first blow fell, the sting of the leather a brutal punctuation to her new reality. She was no longer a woman with a future; she was a daughter whose debt was written in the scars on her back and the seed of royals within her womb.

	 


Chapter 3: The Stiffened Whalebone

	 

	The person I was yesterday died the moment the first drop of my virtue stained the Duke's silk sheets. There is no returning to the girl who believed in the sanctity of a soldier's duty or the quiet dignity of a common life. My father's debt is a chain forged in gold and blood, and Dallas Wright holds the key. Every breath I draw against the unyielding whalebone of my corset is a reminder that I am no longer my own. I am a creature of Howard now, a submissive entity designed for the pleasure of my betters. The air in this room is thick with the scent of expensive tobacco and the musk of two powerful men, a scent that will haunt my dreams until I am nothing but a shadow of their desire. I feel the sting on my flesh as a brand, a permanent mark of my transition from a woman of honor to a vessel of royal iniquity.

Gideon Young felt the cold bite of the morning air against her heated skin as the Duke finally allowed her to rise from her knees. Her legs shook with a tremor she could not suppress, and the heavy fabric of her guard’s trousers felt coarse against the tender, reddened flesh of her thighs. She reached out a hand to steady herself against the mahogany bedpost, but a sharp look from Dallas Wright made her retract it instantly.

"Stand straight, Gideon," Dallas commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in the small of her back. "A guard of Howard does not slouch, even when she has been thoroughly spent."

He moved toward her, his silk dressing gown billowing like the wings of a predatory bird. His fingers, long and elegant, reached out to adjust the collar of her uniform. The contact made her flinch, a soft whimper escaping her lips. Beside him, Omari Boone leaned against the heavy wardrobe, his dark eyes tracking every movement of her throat as she swallowed her fear.

"She is still so fragile, Dallas," Omari noted, his tone one of academic interest mixed with a dark, simmering hunger. "The whalebone seems to be the only thing holding her upright. Perhaps we should tighten it further. A lesson in the physical reality of her new constraints."

"An excellent suggestion, Omari," the Duke replied, a wicked glint appearing in his eyes.

Dallas turned Gideon around with a firm grip on her shoulders. He began to undo the buttons of her tunic, exposing the white cotton of her chemise and the rigid structure of the corset beneath. Gideon kept her eyes fixed on the heavy velvet drapes of the window, wishing she could simply disappear into the fabric. The world she knew - the world of simple barracks and the hope of a modest marriage - was a fading memory. She was stepping into a dark abyss of aristocratic depravity, and there was no hand to pull her back.

"You are thinking of the gate, are you not?" Dallas whispered into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "You are wondering if you could run. If you could find some magistrate to hear your plea. But you know the truth, Gideon. My word is law in this county. Your father would be swinging from a rope before you reached the village limits."

"I know, Your Grace," Gideon whispered, her voice cracking. 

"I cannot hear you, little guard," he provoked, his fingers tugging at the laces of her corset.

"I know, Your Grace!" she cried out, the desperation of her situation finally breaking through her stoic facade.

Omari Boone stepped forward, his presence a heavy weight in the room. He reached out and placed a hand over Gideon’s mouth, his palm smelling of sandalwood and power. "Silence. Your cries are for our ears only, and only when we invite them. You are leaving the world of the commoners behind, Gideon. In this house, your only duty is to the Duke and to those he chooses to share you with."

Dallas pulled the laces with a sudden, brutal jerk. Gideon’s breath was cut short as the whalebone dug into her ribs, forcing her chest up and her waist into an impossibly narrow circumference. The physical pain was a sharp contrast to the dull ache of her lost innocence. She felt the world tilting, the boundaries of her identity blurring. She was no longer a woman; she was an object of discipline, a plaything dressed in the guise of a soldier.

"There," Dallas said, stepping back to admire his work. "Now you feel the weight of your station. Every movement you make today will be a reminder of who owns you. You will stand guard at the library door, and you will not speak, you will not move, and you will certainly not forget the feel of my hand or Omari’s touch."

Omari walked a slow circle around her, his gaze lingering on the way her breasts were pushed high by the tightened stays. "She looks like a doll, Dallas. A beautiful, terrified doll. I wonder if she will be able to maintain her salute while the memory of our night together burns between her legs."

Gideon felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks. The shame was a physical weight, heavier than the corset, more restrictive than the Duke’s rules. She thought of her father, rotting in that cell, and the sacrifice she had made. But as she looked into the eyes of Dallas Wright, she saw more than just a master. She saw a man who had seen the darkest corners of her soul and claimed them. 

"Go now," Dallas ordered, pointing toward the door. "Take up your post. And remember, Gideon - if I see so much as a flicker of hesitation in your eyes, the strap will be the least of your concerns."

Gideon bowed her head, her movements stiff and pained. She walked toward the door, each step a testament to her new reality. The heavy oak door of the Duke’s chamber clicked shut behind her, the sound echoing like a gavel. She stood in the dim hallway of Howard, the stiffened whalebone of her corset a cage that she would never escape. The path back was gone; the only way forward was deeper into the Duke’s shadow. She was his guard, his servant, and his toy, and as she took her place by the library door, she realized with a terrifying jolt of desire that she no longer wished to be anything else.

	 


Chapter 4: Guarding the Wicked Duke

	 

	The Great Hall of Howard loomed like the interior of a cathedral dedicated to ancient, unforgiving gods. The air here was thick with the scent of beeswax, old parchment, and the lingering, masculine musk of expensive tobacco. Every shadow seemed to stretch with a predatory intent, clinging to the mahogany panels and the silent, armored effigies of the Wright ancestors. Gideon Young stood as still as the statues she mirrored, her boots clicking softly on the cold marble whenever she was forced to shift her weight. Her uniform was a cage of wool and brass buttons, but it was the corset beneath - tightened to a degree that made every breath a shallow struggle - that truly dictated her obedience. Her ribs ached, and the flesh of her backside still throbbed with a rhythmic heat from the Duke’s previous promises of discipline.

The silence of the corridor was shattered by the rhythmic thud of heavy boots and the low, resonant murmur of male voices. Dallas Wright appeared at the end of the gallery, his tall, imposing frame draped in a coat of midnight blue that whispered of his royal blood and absolute authority. Beside him walked Omari Boone, a man whose reputation for debauchery was whispered in the same breath as the Duke’s own. Omari was broader of shoulder, his dark eyes scanning the hallway with a libertine’s curiosity until they landed upon Gideon.

"So, this is the new guardian of your secrets, Dallas?" Omari asked, his voice a smooth, dangerous drawl. He stopped just inches from Gideon, his presence overwhelming. The scent of sandalwood and brandy rolled off him, making Gideon’s head swim.

Dallas stepped closer, his gaze raking over Gideon with the cold precision of a master inspecting a flawed gem. "She is a work in progress, Omari. A soldier’s daughter with the heart of a frightened doe. She lacks the necessary... rigidity."

Gideon kept her eyes fixed on the far wall, her heart hammering against the whalebone stays of her corset. "I am at your service, Your Grace," she whispered, her voice trembling despite her best efforts.

"Silence," Dallas commanded, his voice a low lash. He reached out, his gloved fingers catching a stray, golden lock of hair that had escaped her tightly coiled bun. "A soldier does not speak unless invited. And look at this. Disorder. Already."

Omari chuckled, a dark, melodic sound. "A grievous infraction, indeed. Such sloppiness in a house of this standing cannot be overlooked. What does the protocol dictate for a guard who cannot even maintain her own person?"

"Correction," Dallas said simply. He grabbed Gideon by the arm, his grip like iron. "Follow us, Young. And Omari - I believe you expressed an interest in the finer points of Howard’s disciplinary measures."

Gideon was led into the Duke’s private study, a room where the walls were lined with leather - bound books and the windows were shrouded in heavy crimson velvet. The door clicked shut with a finality that made her knees weak. 

"Drop your trousers and bend over the desk, Gideon," Dallas ordered, his tone devoid of any heat, which made it all the more terrifying. 

"Your Grace?" she gasped, her face flushing a deep, humiliated scarlet. "Please, I - "

"Did I not just command silence?" Dallas’s hand moved with lightning speed, his palm connecting with her cheek in a stinging slap that snapped her head to the side. "The desk. Now."

Submissive by nature and broken by the sheer weight of their status, Gideon obeyed. She fumbled with the fastenings of her uniform trousers, her fingers shaking so violently she could barely function. She lowered the heavy fabric, exposing her pale, trembling thighs and the pristine white of her chemise. She leaned over the cold mahogany of the Duke’s desk, her vision blurred by tears of shame.

Omari Boone took a seat in a nearby armchair, crossing his legs and watching with a keen, predatory interest. "She has a delicate frame, Dallas. Are you sure she can handle the weight of your hand?"

"She will handle what I give her," Dallas replied. He stood behind her, and for a moment, the only sound was the ticking of the grandfather clock and Gideon’s own ragged breathing.

The first blow was a shock of pure, white heat. Dallas’s large, heavy hand struck the soft flesh of her bared bottom with a resounding crack. Gideon let out a sharp cry, her fingers clutching the edge of the desk.

"Count them," Dallas barked.

"One, Your Grace," she sobbed.

The second blow followed instantly, then the third, each one more forceful than the last. Dallas showed no mercy, his strikes landing with a rhythmic, brutal precision that turned her skin a violent shade of rose. Gideon’s world narrowed down to the pain and the humiliating heat of her own tears. She was a virgin, her body unaccustomed to such intimacy, yet the raw dominance of the Duke stirred a terrifying, dark pulse deep within her.

"Ten, Your Grace," she choked out, her spirit buckling under the assault.

Omari rose from his chair and walked toward them. He reached out, his hand stroking the side of her face while Dallas continued the punishment. "She is weeping, Dallas. Such a sweet, submissive sound. It makes one wonder what other sounds she might make."

Dallas stopped, his chest heaving slightly. He looked at Omari, a silent understanding passing between the two high - born men. "She is a virgin, Omari. Untouched. Unspoiled. A rare prize for a house like Howard."

Gideon felt a new kind of terror. The spanking had left her body aching and her mind pliable, but the look in the Duke’s eyes promised something far more permanent. 

"The bed," Dallas whispered, his voice thick with a sudden, dark hunger. 

He didn't wait for her to move. He hauled her upright, her trousers falling to her ankles as he dragged her toward the massive, canopied bed that dominated the room. Omari followed, his hands already working at the buttons of his waistcoat. 

Gideon was pushed back onto the silk coverlet, her uniform jacket discarded, leaving her in the constricting grip of her corset and her thin chemise. The two men loomed over her, two giants of the aristocracy who held her life and her honor in their hands. 

"You belong to this house now, Gideon Young," Dallas said, his hand moving to the laces of her corset. He pulled them with a sharp jerk, the sudden release of pressure making her gasp as he bared her breasts to the dim light. "You are no longer a guard. You are ours."

Omari moved to her other side, his hands exploring the softness of her inner thighs. "A double blessing for a wicked house," he murmured. 

Gideon closed her eyes, her breath coming in short, panicked hitches. She felt the weight of Dallas as he moved between her legs, his royal authority manifesting in a physical dominance that left her breathless. At the same time, Omari’s mouth found the sensitive skin of her throat, his teeth grazing her pulse point. 

The pain of her defloration was sharp and sudden, a tearing of her innocence that drew a long, wavering scream from her throat. Dallas held her wrists pinned above her head, his movements powerful and unrelenting, while Omari provided a different kind of pleasure, his hands and lips ensuring she was overwhelmed by sensation. 

In the shadows of Howard, the rigid etiquette of the Victorian era was stripped away, leaving only the raw reality of power and submission. Gideon Young, once a proud daughter of a soldier, was forged anew in the heat of their shared desire. As the night deepened, she stopped fighting and began to cling to them, her body arching in a desperate, wanton search for the very men who had broken her. She was the Duke’s wicked secret, a submissive toy shared between two royals, and as she drifted into the dark bliss of her total surrender, she knew she would never seek the light again.

	 


Chapter 5: The Scandalous Dallas Wright

	 

	The heavy, polished floorboards of the north corridor at Howard echoed with the frantic, rhythmic click of Gideon Young's boots. She was late for her post, a failure that weighed as heavily on her mind as the whalebone stays of her corset did against her ribs. The scarlet wool of her tunic was buttoned to the chin, a stifling mask of masculinity that did little to soothe her racing heart. As she rounded the corner near the Duke's private library, she did not see the towering figure emerging from the shadows.

The impact was jarring. Gideon felt the air leave her lungs in a sharp wheeze as she slammed into a chest as solid as granite. Her shako tilted precariously over her eyes, and she stumbled back, her gloved hands grasping for purchase on the velvet - clad arms of the man she had nearly upended.

"Pick up your feet, soldier, or I shall find a way to nail them to the floor."

The voice was a low, resonant growl that vibrated through Gideon's very marrow. She looked up, her breath hitching. Standing before her was Dallas Wright, the Duke of Howard. He was a man of terrifying proportions, his dark hair swept back from a face that possessed the cold, cruel beauty of an ancient statue. Beside him stood Omari Boone, a gentleman of equal high standing whose predatory smile suggested he found the collision immensely entertaining.

"I - I beg your pardon, Your Grace," Gideon stammered, her voice trembling as she scrambled to snap into a salute. It was a clumsy gesture, her fingers shaking against the brim of her hat. "I did not mean to - to intrude upon your path."

Dallas Wright did not move. He loomed over her, his presence suffocating the narrow hallway. His gaze traveled slowly from her boots to the trembling line of her mouth, lingering on the soft, feminine curve of her jaw that the high collar could not entirely hide. He reached out, his large hand gripping her chin with a firmness that bordered on painful, forcing her to meet his dark, piercing eyes.

"A guard should be a wall, not a stumbling child," Dallas remarked, his voice dropping to a dangerous silkiness. "You are Gideon Young, the daughter of that disgraced wretch who fell in the colonies. It seems your breeding has left you as soft as a courtier's pillow."

Gideon felt a hot flush of shame creep up her neck, her submissive nature warring with the pride of her lineage. "My father was a man of honor, Your Grace."

"Insolence?" Dallas tilted his head, his thumb brushing over her lower lip in a gesture that was both a caress and a threat. "You dare to speak of honor while you tremble in your boots like a frightened doe? Look at you. Your uniform is a shambles, and your posture is an affront to this house."

Omari Boone stepped forward, his eyes gleaming with a shared malice. "Perhaps the girl requires more than a simple reprimand, Dallas. She seems to have forgotten the weight of the authority she serves. Look how she gasps. That corset is laced for a lady, yet she wears the colors of a man. It is a scandal waiting to happen."

Dallas's grip tightened, pulling Gideon closer until she could smell the rich, masculine scent of brandy and expensive tobacco on his breath. The class disparity was a chasm between them, one he seemed intent on bridging with sheer, unadulterated power.

"Is that so?" Dallas murmured, his eyes never leaving Gideon's. "You are a fragile thing to be playing at soldier, Gideon. Perhaps you need a reminder of who truly rules Howard. A reminder of what happens to little girls who fail to maintain the discipline of their station."

"Please, Your Grace, I meant no disrespect," Gideon whispered, her legs beginning to feel like wax beneath her. She felt the heavy weight of his gaze, a physical pressure that made her want to sink to her knees in total surrender.

Dallas laughed, a dark, humorless sound. "Disrespect is a debt, and in this house, I am the one who collects. You will report to my study this evening, Guard Young. We shall see if we can beat some proper etiquette into that submissive frame of yours. And Omari, I believe you should join us. It would be a waste to keep such a delightful, trembling discovery to myself."

Gideon watched them walk away, her heart hammering against the rigid, suffocating confines of her corset. She was trapped in the web of the Wicked Duke, a common girl caught in the path of two royals who saw her as nothing more than a toy to be broken and rebuilt at their whim. The heat in her cheeks was not just from shame, but from a terrifying, forbidden spark of desire that the Duke's touch had ignited within her virgin soul.

	 


Chapter 6: A Tremble Beneath the Wool

	 

	The heavy oak doors of the study felt like the gates to a beautiful, terrifying hell. Gideon Young stood before them, her breath catching in her throat as she struggled against the unyielding constraints of her corset. The whalebone stayed firm, pressing into her ribs, a constant reminder of the discipline she was failing to maintain. She was a fraud in a soldier - s coat, a common girl drowning in the debt of her father, now summoned to the private sanctum of the most dangerous man in the realm. 

Dallas Wright was not merely a Duke; he was a sovereign of shadows and carnal authority. To Gideon, he represented the absolute power of the high-born over the low. Her heart hammered a frantic rhythm against her chest, a pulse of pure, unadulterated fear mixed with a shameful, heat-filled curiosity. She knew she should flee, yet her feet were rooted to the spot by the sheer weight of his command. She was submissive by nature, a creature meant to be ruled, and Dallas Wright had seen that truth beneath her rigid military posture.

"Enter," the Duke - s voice commanded from within. It was a rich, low timber that vibrated through the wood and settled deep in Gideon - s belly.

She pushed the doors open, her gloved hands trembling. The room was bathed in the amber glow of a dying fire and scented with expensive tobacco and aged brandy. Dallas Wright sat behind his mahogany desk, his dark hair falling over a brow that spoke of ancient lineages and cold arrogance. Standing by the hearth was Omari Boone, a man of equally formidable stature and high standing. His presence only heightened the sense of entrapment Gideon felt. Two royals, two predators, and she was the lamb who had stumbled into their den.

"You are late, Guard Young," Dallas said, his eyes raking over her form with a slow, deliberate hunger. "A lapse in punctuality is a lapse in character. It seems your training has been as soft as your skin."

"I - I apologize, Your Grace," Gideon whispered, her head bowing instinctively. "The patrol took longer than anticipated."

"Excuses are the refuge of the weak," Omari Boone remarked, his voice smooth as silk. He stepped closer, his gaze fixed on a stray lock of hair that had escaped Gideon - s cap. "And look at this. Such disarray. You look less like a guard of Howard and more like a girl who has spent her afternoon in a haystack."

Dallas rose from his chair, his tall, broad-shouldered frame casting a long shadow over Gideon. He walked around the desk with the grace of a panther. "A lesson is required, Omari. If she cannot maintain the standards of her uniform, perhaps she should be relieved of it entirely."

Gideon felt her knees weaken. "Please, Your Grace. I will do better."

"Indeed you shall," Dallas said, his hand reaching out to grip her chin, forcing her to meet his piercing gaze. "But first, you must be broken of these common habits. Bend over the desk, Gideon. You are to be disciplined."

The humiliation was a physical weight. Gideon obeyed, her movements jerky and stiff. She leaned over the cold mahogany, her wool trousers straining over her hips. She heard the sound of a leather strap being pulled taut. 

"Omari, hold her hands," Dallas commanded.

Omari Boone stepped forward, his large, warm hands pinning Gideon - s wrists to the desk. The dominance of the two men was overwhelming. Gideon squeezed her eyes shut as the first strike of the strap landed across her buttocks. The pain was sharp, a stinging heat that tore through the wool of her uniform and scorched her virgin flesh. She let out a small, broken sob.

"Again," Dallas muttered, his voice thick with a dark satisfaction. 

The spanking continued, a rhythmic, punishing cadence that stripped away Gideon - s resolve. Each blow was a reminder of her place, a commoner beneath the heels of her betters. By the time Dallas ceased, Gideon was weeping openly, her spirit shattered and her body trembling with a terrifying, forbidden arousal. The pain had turned into a throbbing heat that centered between her thighs, a place no man had ever touched.

"Look at her," Omari whispered, his breath hot against Gideon - s ear. "She is ready, Dallas."

"She is ours," the Duke replied.

Dallas reached down, his fingers undoing the fastenings of Gideon - s trousers. He pulled them down along with her undergarments, exposing her pale, reddened backside to the cool air of the study. Gideon gasped, the shame of her nakedness in front of two high - born men almost too much to bear. 

"To the bed," Dallas ordered.

They led her like a captive to the massive four - poster bed in the corner of the room. The silk sheets felt like ice against her skin. Gideon lay there, her corset still laced tight, her breasts heaving. Dallas and Omari stripped with a predatory efficiency, their powerful, muscular bodies a testament to their high - class breeding and unchecked appetites.

Dallas climbed onto the bed first, hovering over her. "You are a virgin, are you not, Gideon?"

"Yes, Your Grace," she whimpered, her legs shaking.

"That ends tonight," he declared.

As Dallas positioned himself between her thighs, Omari moved behind her, his hands roaming over her constricted waist and the swell of her hips. The dual assault on her senses was more than Gideon could comprehend. When Dallas pushed into her, the sharp, tearing pain of her lost innocence made her cry out, a sound that was muffled by Omari - s kiss. 

The Duke was relentless, his thrusts claiming her for Howard and for himself. At the same time, Omari sought his own pleasure, his touch demanding and possessive. Gideon was caught between them, a submissive toy being used by two royals who cared nothing for etiquette and everything for their own dark desires. 

In the heat of the encounter, the class disparity vanished, replaced by the raw, carnal reality of her total surrender. Gideon Young was no longer a guard; she was a vessel for their lust, a shattered virgin who found herself clinging to the very men who had broken her. As the night deepened, she realized she would never be free of them. She was bound to Dallas Wright and Omari Boone, a secret treasure hidden within the walls of Howard, forever possessed by the Wicked Duke and his companion.

	 


Chapter 7: The Disciplined Salute
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