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Bought by My Dad’s Boss
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IF YOU TOLD ME LAST year that I would end up selling my v-card to the highest bidder, I would’ve said that you were sniffing insane amounts of glue.

But here I am, dressed in nothing but a yellow lace camisole and panties, getting ready to auction off my virginity to some rich guy.

“Um, do you by any chance have a camisole in a bigger size?” I ask, sounding like a timid mouse. The camisole is tight on my not-exactly-size-zero body and showing off a little too much cleavage for my comfort.

Jared, one of the “gentlemen’s club” staff members, narrows his eyes at me, failing to hide his contempt. “That’s the biggest size we have.”

My cheeks burn. He might as well have said, You fat girl.

His eyes travel down to my chest, causing my blush to deepen. “Besides, that top really brings out your tits. Might as well work your best asset.” He smirks. “Or your only asset.”

I clench my teeth, tempted to kick him in the family jewels. But alas, I can’t do violence to him. If I piss him off, I can’t auction off my virginity. And if I can’t auction off my virginity, I can’t pay off Mom’s debt.

A sigh leaves my lips. Oh, Mom. I love her, but she truly fucked up this time. She got herself sucked into yet another pyramid scheme.

“Mom, you spent 15,000 dollars on leggings?!” I shouted when I looked at her most recent credit card statement.

“It’s an investment,” she said.

My heart dropped. “An investment?”

She said with painfully sincere excitement, “Yes, my friend told me about this business opportunity. She says the leggings sell like hotcakes.”

My heart fell to the center of the earth when she showed me pictures of the leggings. They were some of the ugliest things I’ve ever seen.

Predictably, the leggings did not sell like hotcakes. And predictably, Mom said, “I can’t believe it was a pyramid scheme!”

Because I’m a hopelessly Chinese-American daughter who believes in filial piety, I took responsibility for Mom’s debt (again).

The first time she found herself in a pyramid scheme — one of her “friends” convinced her to invest thousands of dollars in essential oils — I dropped out of college and got a few part-time jobs to help her pay off the debt. It took a year of endless shifts at various stores in the mall and serious coupon-gathering to get rid of the debt. I remember crying tears of joy when we paid off that last credit card bill.

But tears of frustration filled my eyes when I found her latest credit card statement. I couldn’t believe Mom was stupid enough to fall for another scam. And I couldn’t believe I was stupid enough to help her a second time.

I tried paying off the debt the legal way, but two of the stores I worked at went out of business, and the two other stores were being stingy with the hours. Then I attempted to find another part-time job, but no one was getting back to me despite me sending in application after application.

I was in the middle of filling out my 30th job application when I came across a post in the more shady corners of the internet. Are you a virgin? Want to sell your innocence to a rich man for upwards of $5,000?

Normally, I would ignore a post like that because rarely does anything good come out of clicking on such things. But I was — am — desperate, so I clicked on it.

And now I’m standing in this “gentlemen’s club” which is oh-so-subtly-named Secrets. I peek behind the curtain, looking at the wealthy men who might buy my v-card. I shudder as I see a man snort a line of cocaine off his credit card. I have no idea what sex with a cokehead would be like, and I certainly don’t wish to find out.

“Remember to smile,” Jared says. “It’ll make you look slightly prettier.”

My foot trembles with the urge to kick his groin. “Thanks for the advice,” I say with the faintest hint of sarcasm.

In 5 minutes, my urge to kick him grows stronger when he not very gently pushes me toward the center of the stage.

As I go through the curtain, I swallow. When the cokehead stares at me with something like lust in his drugged gaze, I have to stop myself from hauling ass and getting the hell out of this club. Hey, the cokehead is kind of cute in, well, a cokehead way, I try to tell myself, wincing as he snorts another white line off his credit card.

The auctioneer is wearing a sequined suit that makes him look like a green disco ball. “Good evening, gentlemen,” he says into his microphone. “Standing in front of you is Maeve Huang, who traveled across the Pacific Ocean to be here tonight.”

I hold back a snort. I came here from the suburbs.

“Isn’t this untouched beauty as lovely as jade?” the auctioneer continues. I bite down on my teeth hard. Christ, trying not to laugh is going to be a challenge.

“The opening bid for one night with Maeve is $8,000. Do I have $8,000?”

For a full minute, no one raises his paddle, making me want to die of humiliation. Oh my God, what if no one wants to buy my virginity? How am I going to pay off Mom’s debt?

Relief fills me when the cokehead lifts his paddle. But the relief quickly evaporates because well, he’s a freaking cokehead.

“Great!” the auctioneer exclaims. “But Maeve deserves better than that. Do I have $10,000?”

The cokehead raises his paddle again, causing the auctioneer to chuckle and me to want to puke.

“Someone here really wants Maeve,” the auctioneer says. “And who can blame him?”

$10,000 — it won’t take care of all of Mom’s debt, but it’ll pay off a good chunk. I can live with that. I suppress a wince when the cokehead inhales another line off his card. Hopefully, he isn’t a violent cokehead.

“We have $10,000 for Maeve. Can I get $12,000? Going once, going twice — !”

“One million dollars.”

My jaw drops when I see Austin Love stand up with his paddle raised high in the air. I haven’t seen him for three years, and I sure as hell didn’t expect to see him here.

The auctioneer lets out a whistle. “Can I get 1.1 million dollars? Going once, going twice, and sold!”

When Austin stares at me with his gray eyes, I feel like shuddering. With his silky black hair, arresting eyes, and perfect bone structure, he definitely qualifies as handsome. But he’s also intimidating. In high school, I felt a vague anxiety around him, like he would punish me if I did the slightest thing wrong.

I remember Dad whispering to me, “That’s Mr. Love. He’s the CEO of my company.”

I’m going to lose my virginity to my dad’s boss.

Mr. Love marches toward the stage, then pulls me off it and into his arms.

“Hello, Maeve,” he murmurs.

My heartbeat quickens. Does he remember who I am? I doubt it. I only met him twice, when Dad would take me to his company on Take Your Daughter to Work Day. And he’s a billionaire CEO while Dad is an operations associate who’s pretty low on the totem pole.

My eyes turn big as he carries me out of the room. He’s about the same age as my dad, but while Dad would struggle to lift me an inch off the ground, Austin is carrying me effortlessly, as if I’m as light as air.

“Um, I can walk on my own,” I say awkwardly.

He lifts an eyebrow, seeming amused. “Thank you for that piece of information,” he says dryly.

Although I’m relieved that the cokehead didn’t buy me, I don’t know if I should be relieved. For all I know, Mr. Love’s sexual preferences could be on the sadistic side. The idea makes me shiver.

“Are you cold?” he asks.

“I’m okay,” I say.

With a frown, he holds me closer to him, to his body heat. I catch his scent. He smells good, like one of those cologne samples in men’s magazines.

“Does your father know what you’re doing tonight?” he asks.

I blink. “What? Do...do you remember who I am?”

A corner of his mouth tilts up. “Of course. How could I forget someone who’s as lovely as jade?”

I flush. “Ugh, I can’t believe the auctioneer said that,” I grumble.

He says, his voice low, “I can.”

My stomach twists in a not totally unpleasant way as his eyes darken with lust. He paid a million dollars for my virginity. For that kind of money, he must be intending to collect.

“Are you going to answer my question?” he asks.

Now my stomach twists in an entirely unpleasant way. Up until the last day of my senior year of high school, my father was always there for me. But once I went off to college, he divorced my mom, which I could understand. It had to be hard to be married to a woman like her, and I know they had a shotgun wedding (I was a “happy accident”). What I couldn’t understand was how he cut me out of his life. Since the divorce, which was two years ago, he has only contacted me once, and the contact came in the form of a birthday card that only contained a 20-dollar bill. I guess to him, I wasn’t a “happy accident” — I was only an obligation that ended once I turned 18.

“My dad has no idea about tonight,” I say.

“Why did you agree to sell your virginity? I like to think I pay your father a decent enough salary.”

My belly twists again. Mom and I tried calling Dad for help, but he wouldn’t pick up our calls. “My mom fell into a lot of debt.”

Another frown appears on his face. “Your mother’s debt shouldn’t be your responsibility.”

I shrug. “Yeah, well...”

“Will the million dollars take care of it?”

A smile tugs at my lips. With a million dollars — well
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