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Chapter 1

Isabella entered the grand throne room
with her chest held high, her bosom bouncing with every step she
took, drawing the attention of every lord and lady present. She
made her way to the throne where Prince Klaus sat, looking as weak
and bony as a malnourished animal.

"Prince Klaus," she began, her voice
ringing with authority. "We need to talk about your
shortcomings."

The onlookers chuckled nervously,
sensing the tension in the air.

The prince's eyes flickered to her
ample cleavage before he composed himself.

"What is it, my dear?" he asked, his
voice thin and strained like a reed.

"It's about your neglect of me at
home," Isabella said, her voice dripping with insinuation. "I feel
as though you barely even acknowledge my existence anymore. You
spend all your time locked away in your study or attending to the
kingdom's affairs, and you seem to have no interest in spending
time with me."

The prince shifted uncomfortably on
his throne, clearly uncomfortable with the direction the
conversation was taking.

"I'm sorry, my dear," he said, his
voice barely above a whisper. "I have been preoccupied with the
affairs of the kingdom. But I promise to make it up to you. We can
spend more time together, just the two of us."

Isabella's eyes flashed with fury, her
bosom rising and falling like the waves crashing against the
shore.

"It's not just about spending time
together, Klaus," she said, her voice thick with implication. "It's
about you showing me that you can satisfy me in the bedroom. That
you're not just a pretty face with a limp sword. That you value me
for who I am, not just what I can do for you."

The onlookers couldn't help but stifle
their laughter at Isabella's thinly veiled jabs.

The prince opened his mouth to speak,
but Isabella silenced him with a wave of her hand, her eyes blazing
with a fierce determination.

"Everyone, out," she commanded, her
voice echoing through the vast chamber. "I need to speak with
Prince Klaus alone."

The courtiers and attendants scrambled
to their feet, bowing and curtsying as they made their way to the
door. But Isabella's eyes flicked to Demetri, who stood silently at
the edge of the room, his massive form clad in steel
armor.

"Not you, Demetri," she said,
gesturing for him to stay. "You will stay.”

Demetri nodded once, his expression
unreadable behind his helmet. As the last of the courtiers filed
out of the room, Isabella turned back to face Prince
Klaus.

"Now, Klaus," she said, her voice
lowering to a deadly whisper. "We need to talk about your neglect
of me."

The prince swallowed hard, his eyes
darting nervously to Demetri before returning to Isabella's fierce
gaze.

"I understand," he said, his voice
trembling slightly. "I will do better, Isabella. I
promise."

Isabella shook her head, her bosom
heaving with frustration.

"It's not just about promises, Klaus,"
she said, her voice rising again. "It’s about action. It’s about
basic, primal needs. The sort of needs I warned you about before we
married, the sort that would be difficult for you to
fill.”

The prince hung his head, looking
defeated and small.

"I know, Isabella," he said, his voice
barely above a whisper. "I will do better. I will make it up to
you."

Isabella studied him for a long
moment, her bosom rising and falling with each breath.

"Now, Klaus," Isabella said, her voice
lowering to a deadly whisper. "We need to talk about something
else."

The prince looked up at her, his eyes
filled with confusion and apprehension.

"What is it, Isabella?" he asked, his
voice trembling slightly.

"I have come to a decision," she said,
her voice cold and hard. "Demetri is now in charge of fulfilling my
needs. Until, if and when, you find the necessary skill to do so
yourself."

The prince's eyes widened in shock,
and he fell back against his throne, as if struck.

"What do you mean?" he stammered, his
voice rising in alarm.

"I mean that Demetri will be attending
to me in every way that you have failed to do," Isabella said, her
voice rising in anger. “And you, Klaus, will stay out of the way
and let us be."

The prince's face contorted in rage,
his fists clenching at his sides.

"You cannot be serious, Isabella," he
spat. "I am your husband, your prince, your ruler. You cannot
expect me to allow you to act as some common whore."

Isabella's eyes blazed with fury, her
heavy breasts rising and falling with each breath.

"I am not some meek and obedient wife,
Klaus," she said, her voice ringing clear and strong. "I am a
warrior princess, a woman of strength and power. And I will not be
neglected and ignored any longer. If you cannot fulfill your duties
as my husband and my prince, then Demetri will do it for
you."

With a determined glare, Isabella
turned to face Demetri, who stood silently in the corner of the
room, his massive form towering over them both. She strode towards
him, her bosom bouncing with each step, and stopped just inches
from his steel-clad body.

"Demetri," she said, her voice
commanding. "Remove your armor."

Demetri complied without a word, his
movements slow and deliberate. Piece by piece, he shed the steel
plates that encased his massive frame. His muscles were thick and
bulging, every inch of his skin rippling with power. His chest was
broad and heavily muscled, with a light dusting of dark hair that
trailed down his chiseled abs. His arms were massive and veiny,
corded with muscles that seemed ready to burst from his
skin.

As he removed the last piece of his
armor, Demetri stood before them in nothing but a simple tunic and
pants, his body a testament to his strength and power. The prince's
eyes widened in shock and perhaps a hint of jealousy at the sight
of Demetri's massive form.

Isabella turned to face the prince, a
smug smile playing at the corners of her lips.

"As you can see, Klaus," she said,
gesturing towards Demetri's impressive physique. "I will not be
wanting for anything with Demetri at my side. This should allow you
ample time to see to those things you find so much more important
than your darling wife."

Prince Klaus' face contorted with
anger and frustration as he glared at Isabella and
Demetri.

"This is madness," he spat. "You
cannot just replace me with this...this brute!"

"I am not replacing you, Klaus," she
said, her voice cold and hard. "I am simply taking matters into my
own hands. I am still your wife. You are still my husband. We are
coming to what in politics you may refer to as, an
arrangement."

The prince opened his mouth to argue,
but Isabella silenced him with a fierce look.

"Enough, Klaus," Isabella said, her
voice ringing clear and strong. "You will stay out of my way and
let me live my life as I see fit. If you try to interfere, there
will be consequences."

With a smug smile, Isabella turned to
Demetri, her bosom heaving with anticipation. "Now, Demetri," she
said, her voice lowering to a sultry whisper. "Remove the rest of
your clothing."

The prince winced.

As Demetri shed his clothing,
Isabella's gaze was immediately drawn to his lower half.

It was a thing of legend, the sort of
thing that bards would sing about and poets would write odes to.
Thick and veiny, it hung heavily between his muscular thighs, a
weapon that promised pleasure and pain in equal measure.

“My God,” Isabella breathed, “I’d
heard the rumors, but…”

Isabella felt a surge of desire run
through her body, her loins burning with a hunger that she had
never known. As if sensing her thoughts, Demetri stepped closer,
his massive member already fully erect and pointing towards her.
Isabella couldn't help but reach out and touch it, feeling the
weight and heat of it in her hand.

“Isabella what are you doing!” The
prince screamed from his throne, too weak willed to dare challenge
Demetri on his own.

With a sly grin, Isabella dropped to
her knees before Demetri, her eyes never leaving his impressive
cock. She could feel the Prince's protests ringing in her ears, but
she was beyond caring at this point. Her body demanded
satisfaction, and Demetri was the only one who could give it to
her.

“Stop this at once I say!”

She took him into her mouth, savoring
the taste and texture of him. He was massive. Her tongue explored
every inch, tracing the veins with an eager tongue and teasing the
sensitive head.

Demetri let out a low growl, his
fingers tangling in her hair as she worked her magic on
him.

"You cannot do this, Isabella!" Prince
Klaus shouted. "I am your husband and your prince! You cannot just
throw me aside like this!"

Isabella glanced up at
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