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I CAN’T BELIEVE I’M standing here dressed in nothing but a toga dress that barely covers my butt. And I really can’t believe I’m going to auction off my v-card tonight.

“Um, is there any chance that I could get a dress in a bigger size?” I ask Jared, one of the club’s employees. In addition to the dress being way shorter than I’m used to, it feels like my boob is going to pop out at any moment. 

He says in a flat voice, “No.” When he sees me fidget and adjust the top of my dress, he adds, “You should leave it. If you treat the audience to a nip slip, you might fetch a high price even with your clown makeup.”

Jerk. Though he’s not wrong about me looking ridiculous. The makeup artist intended for me to look like a Greek goddess, but I look more like a sorority girl who never went beyond reading the CliffsNotes on The Iliad and who did her makeup while intoxicated.

“Are you criticizing my skills, Jared?” Gisele, the makeup artist, hisses, her fair cheeks flushing with indignation.

“No, you’re the Picasso of makeup, darling,” Jared deadpans.

Gisele must not understand the art of sarcasm because she flashes him a bright smile and tells him with full sincerity, “Thank you, Jared.” She cups my cheek. “Don’t you feel beautiful, my Oriental treasure?”

A part of me dies inside at being called an “Oriental treasure.” But I force myself to curve up the corners of my mouth and say, “I feel like a sparkling jewel. Thank you, Gisele.”

After she walks away on a cloud of false praise, Jared smirks at me. “Wow, you’re not a bad actress. Hope you got some fake moans of pleasure in your repertoire.”

Nausea creeps into the pit of my stomach. God, I hope the man who’ll buy my virginity won’t expect me to have an orgasm. It’s going to be hard enough to keep myself from vomiting all over the floor, let alone pretend to enjoy having a strange man’s dick inside me.

I close my eyes, holding back tears and the nausea threatening to climb out of my throat. I’m supposed to be a sophomore at Arthur Marshall University, eating shitty dining hall food with my friends and struggling to make sense of college-level Physics. I shouldn’t be in this shady club getting ready to sell my innocence to a rich pervert.

My heart aches. I loved being a college student. I felt like I belonged at Arthur Marshall University—until Michael Lucas took away that feeling. 

By all accounts, Michael is the richest guy on campus, being the son of billionaire Henry Lucas. And by most accounts, he’s the most handsome guy. And by my account, he’s Arthur Marshall University’s most evil bastard. He transformed my college experience into a living hell, having the entire student body turn against me. Worse, he framed me for plagiarism. Because Arthur Marshall has a zero-tolerance policy when it comes to academic dishonesty and its administration would never believe a lower-middle-class scholarship student over the son of one of the university’s biggest donors, I was kicked out of my dream school.

Why did Michael do all this? Because I committed the unforgivable crime of rejecting his romantic advances. Though “romantic” is a stretch. Seriously, how was I supposed to respond when he asked, “Are you down to fuck, scholarship girl?” How could anyone expect I would say anything but “Um, no thanks,” to that? 

Apparently, Michael expected that I would say, “Yes, sir.” When I rejected him, he was so shocked and furious. 

Then he proceeded to ruin my life.

Maybe something in his brain broke when someone had the nerve to say no to his impossibly privileged ass. Why else would he be so obsessed with destroying me when he could literally have sex with many other prettier girls who would jump at the chance to, well, jump his bones? 

After I got kicked out of college, my parents told me, “Don’t bother coming back home,” which, I’m not going to lie, left a wound. My parents were never the most affectionate people, but I thought they loved me under their stoic demeanors. 

I guess not.

Since I’m 19, they’re no longer legally obligated to take care of me, so I have to take care of myself, which has been so fucking hard. Though I must have sent my resume to every business in town, not one place called me back, something that I suspect has to do with Michael.

When I was down to my last dollar, I came across an ad in the dark parts of the internet. 

Want to make $10,000 in one night?

Under normal circumstances, I wouldn’t click on an ad like that. Under normal circumstances, I wouldn’t listen to the ad when it told me to go to a “gentlemen’s club” called Secrets for more information. Under normal circumstances, I wouldn’t have signed up for one of Secrets’ virginity auctions. 

But of course, these are not normal circumstances.

“Don’t cry,” Jared says in a flat voice. “You wouldn’t want to ruin your makeup.”

I bite my lip, resisting the urge to ask, Are you always this bitchy? Instead, when he isn’t looking, I glare at the back of his head. It’s not nearly as satisfying, but I can’t risk being removed from this auction. The nausea returns when I think about all of the unpaid bills in my apartment. 

Want those bills to go away? a voice asks in my head. All you have to do is let some rich dude break your hymen.

Somehow, that doesn’t make me feel any better...

Jared pushes me through the curtain. “It’s show-time, my Oriental treasure.”

When I stand in the center of the stage, I’m on the verge of hyperventilating. There are so many men in the club, and it feels like they’re all staring at me like I’m a rare piece of luxurious meat. 

“Stop looking like a deer in headlights,” Jared hisses behind me.

I make myself smile at the crowd, like I want nothing more than to give my virginity to one of these wealthy douchebags. 

To my right is the auctioneer, who is wearing a glittering gold outfit that almost burns my corneas. “Hello, gentlemen. Who we have on the stage is Noelle Liu, a beauty who came all the way from Beijing to offer herself up to you tonight.” 

For a moment, my anxiety is replaced with amusement. I was born and raised in Ohio. Not once did I set foot in China. 

My anxiety returns when the auctioneer adds, “Doesn’t the thought of exploring this virgin territory fill you with excitement? The opening bid for one night with Miss Liu is $5,000. Do I have $5,000?”

I hope I’m not turning visibly green as a spray-tanned man who is old enough to be my grandpa raises his paddle. 

“Fantastic!” the auctioneer shouts. “But Miss Liu is worth so much more than that paltry sum. Do I have $10,000?” 

“$20,000,” a guy with a bad toupee says. I can’t help thinking, He can afford to spend $20,000 on my v-card, but he can’t afford to buy a decent wig? 

“That’s more like it!” the auctioneer says. “Can I get $30,000?”

The spray-tanned man’s paddle shoots up. 

My eyes dart back and forth between Mr. Spray Tan and Mr. Bad Toupee. Neither man makes my nausea go away, but I like to think they both have kind faces, though that just might be my optimistically delusional side talking. 

The bidding goes up to $120,000, which leaves me a little breathless. That kind of money would allow me to move to another state, somewhere far away from Michael Lucas. I look at Mr. Bad Toupee, who has a determined look on his face as he keeps his paddle high in the air. Minus the ill-fitting toupee, he’s not unattractive. Maybe having sex with him won’t be a totally miserable experience.

The auctioneer claps his hands, absolutely delighted. “Marvelous! Do I have $130,000? Going once, going twice—!”

“One million dollars.”

I nearly faint when a man with streaks of gray in his chestnut hair stands up. He is gorgeous, the owner of brilliant green eyes, a bone structure that looks like it was sculpted by Donatello, and a muscular body that is complemented by his tailored black suit.

And he is Henry Lucas, the father of my bully.

I’ve never met Mr. Lucas, but I recognize him because I’ve seen him on multiple magazine covers and his face tended to pop up around Arthur Marshall University since he’s one of the school’s most distinguished alumni and biggest donors. 

Dread courses through my veins. Could this be part of a scheme devised by Michael? Could Henry be helping his son with further ruining my life?

“One million dollars!” the auctioneer exclaims. “Does anyone wish to best Mr. Lucas? Going once, going twice, and sold!”

Henry gazes at me like I’m the first steak he’s seen after being stranded in the desert for weeks. I suppress a shudder, resisting the impulse to run away from the stage and into the night. 

My bully’s dad walks toward me, his pace only slightly slower than a full-on sprint. He takes me into his embrace. When he tightens his arms around my waist, I feel a shiver climb down my back. 

“Hello, Noelle,” he says in a low voice. 

I flush, seeing the hardness in his pants out of the corner of my eye. Maybe he wants to ruin me, but he definitely is attracted to me, even with my ridiculous faux-Greek-goddess makeup. “Hi, Mr. Lucas.”

“Call me Henry.” A command, not a request.

I swallow. “Okay...Henry.” 

“Good girl.” Making me widen my eyes, he lifts me off my feet and takes me away from the club. He’s strong. Like father, like son. Michael is Arthur Marshall University’s star lacrosse player and has never been known to lose a fight.

Henry’s green eyes hungrily take in the sight of me. God, Michael really takes after his dad. It’s unsettling, and it makes me shudder in Henry’s
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