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MY FINGERS TREMBLE as I pick up the priceless jeweled egg. The diamonds and rich red rubies threaten to blind me. Selling this one small egg would give me enough money to pay off my parents’ debts...

And would get my ass thrown into prison.

Stealing a priceless jeweled egg is bad enough. Stealing a priceless jeweled egg from the king’s private collection is a crime punishable by imprisonment with a minimum of five years. It used to be a crime punishable by death, but thankfully, King Lance did away with capital punishment as soon as he took the throne.

I stroke the egg. I should put it back and resume cleaning the king’s chambers. But my heart aches as I recall the phone call that I had with my parents last night.

“Mama, have you been crying?” I asked. Her voice sounded weak and shaky.

“Oh, it’s nothing, dear,” she lied. “Menopause is just an emotional roller coaster.”

“Mama, tell me what’s wrong.”

I heard her burst into tears. “Your father and I made such a stupid mistake.”

An acquaintance of a friend had told them about this thing called Moxcents, supposedly a type of cryptocurrency. This acquaintance had said that Moxcents was the next big thing and pretty much guaranteed riches. Because my cousin Chen had made a killing with Bitcoin, my parents were eager to get in on Moxcents — a little too eager. They invested thousands of dollars in it and even took out a second mortgage on their condo. They were convinced that they would become millionaires.

But of course, that acquaintance turned out to be a conman, and Moxcents was nothing but a sham. Now my parents are in danger of losing everything.

“Is there anything I can do to help?” I asked Mom, gripping the phone tightly. “What if I send you my next few paychecks?”

“Oh, my sweet girl,” she said sadly. “Even if you could help us, you shouldn’t have to fix your parents’ mistakes. Your dad and I...we’ll try to come up with something.”

I study the sparkling jewels on the egg. I don’t want to go to prison for stealing from the king, but I also don’t want my parents to lose their home. And I know they won’t be able to come up with something. My parents are too old to work, and even before the Moxcents scam, they lived a frugal lifestyle.

I look around my surroundings. King Lance has so many priceless things. He has dozens of jeweled eggs, paintings from the Renaissance, vintage Rolex watches, and Ming vases. Surely, he wouldn’t miss one tiny jeweled egg.

Ignoring the voice screaming in my head, Prison, prison, PRISON! I slip the egg into my pocket.

“What are you planning to do with that?”

I freeze when I hear the male voice. Is it someone from the castle’s staff? Is it one of my superiors? With dread coursing through me, I turn around.

All the color leaves my face.

Standing in front of me is King Lance himself.

Shit, shit, shit.

I fall on my knees and lay my forehead on the floor. “Please have mercy on a pitiful subject like me, your majesty!”

Sounding amused, he asks, “Were you attempting to steal one of my jeweled eggs?”

I wince. Instead of directly answering his question, I repeat, “Please have mercy on a pitiful subject like me, your majesty!” Maybe if I suck up hard enough, I’ll end up going to prison for only three years.

“Stand up,” he says.

Because he’s the freaking king, I have no choice but to obey. My legs tremble as I lift myself off the floor. Part of me is relieved when he grabs me by the waist because I’m not sure that I would be able to stand on my own with how bad my legs are shaking. And the other part is thinking, Shit, is he going to strike me? I hope that King Lance wouldn’t strike one of his servants, but his great-great-grandfather King Frederick was known to viciously abuse his staff (Old Mad Fred often threw his just-used chamber-pots at footmen who so much as left a smudge on the silver).

He raises his hand, and I flinch, expecting a slap. However, he only strokes my cheek, his gentle touch belying his powerful muscular body.

“You are a lovely thing,” he murmurs. A rakishly handsome smirk breaks out across his face. “Much too lovely for prison.”

I flush. “Please have mercy on a pitiful subject — ”

“Say that again, and I might choose to show a decided lack of mercy,” he says, still sounding amused.

Despite the cold fear running through my veins, a stupid little voice in the back of my mind comments, Wow, he’s fucking attractive. While his ancestors showed definite signs of inbreeding — you think the Habsburg jaw is bad? Look up a portrait of Old Mad Fred — King Lance has been featured in many “World’s Hottest Men” lists. He has silky black hair that is the envy of both men and women, emerald green eyes that reportedly made the First Lady of the United States swoon, and a strong jawline like a ruggedly handsome American cowboy’s.

When I was a kid and saw King Lance on the TV for the first time, I said, “Mama, he’s so handsome! I want to marry the king!”

Mama laughed. “Oh, honey, he’s your father’s age. Maybe you could marry a prince.” She frowned. “Well, if King Lance ever decides to take a wife and produce an heir.”

Though His Royal Highness is now in his 40s, he still has yet to take a wife. I overheard some of my coworkers gossiping, and they said King Lance’s advisors are freaking out. They beg the king every day to meet princesses from neighboring countries, but every day, he refuses them. If the king never produces an heir, then Aska’s next king will be Lance’s cousin Jacob Archibald. If that happens, everyone in Aska will freak out because by all accounts, Jacob is a war-hungry idiot who wishes to bring back capital punishment.

“What shall I do with you, Jingyi?” he asks, touching the side of my neck.

I ask with wide eyes, “You know my name, your majesty?” Though I’ve worked as a maid in the king’s castle for two years, I’ve never spoken to His Royal Highness before today. After all, why would King Lance ever need to speak to a lowly servant like me?

“Yes, I do, Jingyi.” When he says my name, it feels like a caress, and I find myself wanting to shiver with delight. Then he asks, “Do you wish to avoid going to prison?”

I nod. “Of course, your majesty, but I’ll accept any punishment you deem appropriate.”

The corners of his lips curve up into a wicked smile. “You’ll accept any punishment?”

I want to say, Well, yeah, you’re the king. It’s not like I exactly have a choice. I bow my head. “Yes, your majesty.”

“Then I’ll make you a deal. I won’t sentence you to prison. In exchange, you have to do whatever I say for the next hour. Do you accept these terms?”

Why does the look in his green eyes fill me with equal parts dread and anticipation? “I accept those terms, my king.”

He walks toward the center of his bedroom, toward his bed, which is king size (duh) and covered with fine red silk sheets. After he sits on the mattress, he tells me, “Come here, Jingyi.”

I swallow, then walk to him as if I’m marching toward my own execution. Once I’m within his reach, he seizes my hips and bends me over his lap. Gasps leave my mouth as I feel his manhood harden under my belly.

“What...what are you planning to do to me, my king?” I whisper.

He laughs, tugging at the waistband of my pants. “Isn’t it obvious? I’m going to spank you.”

Every inch of my face reddens when he pulls down my pants. Humiliation tinged with arousal heats up my body as he strokes the white lace of my panties.

“Lovely,” he murmurs.

As if I wasn’t embarrassed enough, he pulls down my underwear, allowing him to see my most intimate parts.

“You have a pretty little pussy, Jingyi.”

His dirty words heighten both my sense of humiliation and arousal.

“Every time after I spank you, I want you to say, ‘Thank you for showing me mercy, my king,’” he says. “Understand?”

I remind myself, This is better than five years in prison. “I understand.”

He slaps my naked ass. I cry out, the sting bringing me a confusing combination of pain and pleasure.

“Thank you for showing me mercy, my king,” I say.

“Good girl.” He massages my butt, soothing my skin. But the comfort doesn’t last for long before he delivers me another spanking.

Through clenched teeth, I breathe, “Thank you for showing me mercy, my king.”

A yelp of surprise escapes me when he presses his finger on my clit. Though I’m 20, I’ve never had a boyfriend, so no man has ever touched my pussy before.

He frowns. “Does that hurt?”

Surprising myself, I answer, “No.” In fact, I kind of enjoy his touch.

His frown turns into a smile. “Do you like having your king touch your cunt, Jingyi?”

I confess, “Yes, your majesty.”

My answer invites him to rub my clit harder, faster. Groans jump out of my throat as his finger becomes slick with my wet heat. The moment I begin to feel an orgasm building up in my feminine core, he removes his finger from my sex, producing an involuntary whimper from me.

He chuckles. “This wouldn’t be much of a punishment if I allowed you to come.”

If he wasn’t my king, I would curse him.

He swats my ass. Again, I say, “Thank you for showing me mercy, my king.” I glance at the clock. 45 more minutes until the hour is over. Oh God, is he going to spank me for the rest of the hour? I don’t know if my poor butt would be able to handle that. I remind myself, Getting your ass spanked
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