
        
            [image: cover]
        


The Royal Cucking Ep. 2

Princely Paranoia and Erotic
Exodus

Fantasy Erotica and Hotwife






By Dex O’Donald


Copyright
© All Rights Reserved

Stay in touch with Dex!

Twitter - @Dex_ODonald


Author's note: All
characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18
years of age or older.


Table of Contents

​Chapter 1

Chapter 2


Chapter 1

​
Prince Klaus sat upon the throne, his eyes fixated
upon the emissary before him. The man, Rashid, had come from afar,
bearing the promise of aid in the upcoming war. Klaus listened
intently, his mind racing with the possibilities of what such an
alliance could mean for his kingdom.

“Your generosity knows no bounds, my
prince," Rashid Al-Maktoum said, a sly smile creeping across his
face. "It is no wonder that your people hold you in such high
regard. Even in matters of the heart, you show a selflessness that
is rare among men. I am sure your lady is blessed to have you as
her champion."

Klaus furrowed his brow. "What do you
mean by that?" he asked, suspicion creeping into his
voice.

Rashid's smile grew wider. "Only that a
man who would put his lady's happiness before his own desires is a
true noble," he said. "Such devotion is a rare and precious
thing."

“Aye,” the prince said, uncertainty
filling his tone.

Rashid continued to speak, and Klaus
couldn't help but be drawn in by his commanding presence. The man
was an imposing figure, towering over the prince with broad
shoulders and a chiseled jaw. His voice was thick with the accent
of his people, and Klaus found himself hanging on every
word.

As the two men delved deeper into the
terms of the aid, Rashid's demeanor shifted. His eyes grew sharp
and penetrating, and his voice took on a low, dangerous tone that
sent a ripple of unease through Klaus. For a moment, he found
himself transfixed by Rashid's gaze, unable to look away even as
the other man leaned in close.

"There is one condition," he
said.

“And that is?” Klaus raised his
eyebrows.

The emissary paused, a wry smile
playing at the corners of his mouth.

"My people will only offer their aid,
if you agree, to…surrender your wife, to me, for a
night."

In the tense silence that followed,
Klaus's thoughts turned to his wife. Isabella, the woman for whom
he had once held great love, but who had now betrayed him. His
feelings toward her were complicated, but he knew one thing – he
despised her paramour, Demetri, and a chance to inflict emotional
punishment on him was enticing.

"What kind of man do you take me for?"
Klaus demanded, rising to his feet. "I would never dishonor my lady
wife in such a way!"

Rashid remained standing; his face
impassive. "Your choice is clear," he said. "Take the aid and
secure victory, or refuse and face certain defeat."

Klaus clenched and unclenched his jaw.
The thought of surrendering Isabella, even for a night, was a
bitter pill to swallow. But the thought of losing his kingdom to
the impending threat was even worse.

He turned to the knight at his side.
"Escort Rashid to the guest chambers," he said. "I will consider
his proposal. Speak of this to no one."

Klaus made his way through the castle,
his thoughts racing. He knew what he had to do, but the thought of
confronting Isabella filled him with dread. He had not spoken to
her since their argument in the gardens, not since he’d placed his
lips against the soft, used folds of her sex.

As he walked, he could hear the sound
of water splashing in the distance. Following the sound, he found
himself in the royal pools, the shimmering waters reflecting the
pale moonlight.

And there, lounging by the water's
edge, was Isabella.

Klaus took in Patricia's naked form,
and he couldn't help but notice the water droplets glistening on
her skin, running down the curves of her body like tiny rivulets.
They clung to her heaving breasts, and trailed down her stomach,
disappearing between her thighs. Despite his urgent mission, Klaus
found himself mesmerized by the sight, his eyes lingering on every
inch of her flawless skin.

"Isabella," he said, his voice
weak.

She looked up at him from the pool, her
eyes filled with surprise. "Klaus," she said, pulling herself out
of the water. "What are you doing here?"

Klaus’s gaze roamed over Isabella's
naked form as she stepped out of the water, droplets cascading down
her flawless skin. Her curves were perfect, every inch of her body
a work of art. He felt a stirring in his loins, but he pushed it
down, focusing on the matter at hand.

"We need to discuss Rashid's proposal,"
he said, trying to keep his voice steady as he tore his eyes away
from her. "It could have major implications for our
kingdom."

Isabella's eyes narrowed as she wrapped
a towel around herself, but Klaus couldn't help but feel
disappointed as she covered up her perfect form.

"What kind of implications?" she asked,
her tone wary.

"We need to talk," he said.

Isabella wrapped a towel around
herself, her expression guarded. "What does he want?" she
asked.

"He wants you," Klaus said, the words
leaving a bitter taste in his mouth. "For a night."

Isabella recoiled, her hand flying to
her chest. "What? Klaus, I..."

"I need your answer," he said. "Will
you do it? Will you surrender yourself to Rashid for the sake of
the kingdom?"

Isabella hesitated, her eyes flickering
with uncertainty. Klaus could see the conflict within her, the
desire for self-preservation warring with her loyalty to him, to
Demetri.

But then, to Klaus's surprise, Isabella
began to laugh. It was a bitter, humorless sound that grated on his
nerves.

"What's so funny?" he
demanded.

"You," she said, still chuckling.
"You're actually considering it, aren't you? Giving me away like
some kind of... commodity."

Klaus felt a pang of hurt at her words,
but he refused to let it show. "It's for the good of the kingdom,"
he said.

Isabella shook her head, her eyes
flashing with anger. "And what about me?" she spat. "Am I not worth
anything to you anymore? Or am I just a pawn to be used and
discarded when it's convenient?"

Klaus’s resolve faltered, the weight of
his guilt crushing down upon him. He had betrayed her first, after
all. He had pushed her into the arms of another man.

"I'm sorry," he said, his voice
quavering.

But Isabella wasn't finished. "Do you
even love me anymore?" she asked. "Or am I just a reminder of what
you've lost?"

Klaus didn't know how to answer. His
feelings for Isabella were complicated, a tangled mess of love and
betrayal and anger. But he knew one thing – he couldn't bear the
thought of losing her completely.

"I don't know," he said, his voice raw
with emotion. "But I do know that I can't let our kingdom
fall."

Isabella's expression softened, her
anger dissipating. She sighed heavily, as if the weight of the
world was on her shoulders. "I understand, husband" she said. "But
I can't just be handed over like a piece of meat. If I do this, I
have a condition of my own."

Klaus's eyebrows furrowed in confusion.
"What condition?"

"Demetri," she said. "You have to
promise that he'll be safe. That he won't be punished for our...
affair."

Klaus felt hot anger in his chest at
the mention of Demetri, but he pushed it down. If promising
Demetri's safety was what it took to secure Isabella's cooperation,
then so be it. It was, after all, for the kingdom.

"I promise," he said, his voice heavy
with regret.

Isabella nodded, her eyes filling with
tears. "Then I'll do it," she said, "For the kingdom."

Klaus didn't know what to say, the
emotions swirling within him too intense to put into words. He
simply reached out and took her hand, squeezing it
tightly.

"Thank you," he said, his voice choked
with emotion. "Thank you for understanding."

Isabella gave him a small, sad smile.
"I'll do what I must," she said.

And with that, she turned and walked
away, leaving Klaus alone with his thoughts and his
guilt.

The night wore on, and Klaus paced
restlessly in his chambers. His mind was consumed with thoughts of
Isabella, and the possibility of her surrendering herself to
Rashid. He had not heard from her since their conversation by the
royal pools, and the silence was driving him mad.

But then, a knock came at his door. A
servant girl, her face flushed with excitement.

"Your Highness," she said, gasping for
breath. "It's Isabella. She's on her way to Rashid's
bedchamber."

“Tell no one of this,” he
spat.

Without another word, he was out the
door and racing through the castle. He knew the secret passageways
well, having used them in his youth to escape from his tutors and
explore the hidden corners of the keep. He used them now to
navigate to the emissary’s private chambers in total
concealment.

Running the hidden halls, Klaus
imagined Demetri's face upon learning of Isabella's infidelity to
them both.. It was a petty thought, he knew, but the bitterness
within him refused to be quenched. He wanted Demetri
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