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    First Edition


	Chapter One

	Mia Biscuit grew up in a comfortable family. Her father was a businessman, and her mother was a homemaker.

	As a child, when she watched cliché romantic dramas about domineering CEOs, she never imagined such a thing would happen to her—and because of his underwear, no less.

	Yes, the CEO’s underwear.

	Maybe the meet-cute between a domineering CEO and the heroine should happen on a sunny afternoon or a stormy night, always in some secluded place—just the two of them, falling in love at first sight, meeting, getting to know each other, and falling in love amid candlelit dinners and steakhouse ambiance.

	But for Mia, it was anything but. The name “Mia Biscuit” didn’t bring the family fortune. Her father’s clothing business was struggling. Although they weren’t poor, their lifestyle wasn’t as lavish as it used to be.

	Mia took on part-time jobs to help pay for her studies. She applied and was accepted as a waitress at a high-end restaurant.

	Under the soft lighting, there were no princesses or princes, no heroines or CEOs—just her, dressed in a formal waitstaff uniform, carrying plates, moving between interlocking wine glasses and white tablecloths, watching the red wine glisten under the light.

	She cleared a table for a group of rich girls, and she couldn’t help but overhear their conversation—she swore she wasn’t eavesdropping.

	“Have you heard?” Girl A asked shyly, breathless as if she were about to faint.

	“What? What is it?” Girl B grew excited, her voice trembling like a hungry wolf eyeing its prey, baring its fangs.

	“I… I asked my godmother to pull some strings yesterday and got my hands on the underwear of the CEO of Lionheart Group—straight from the trash!” Girl A whispered, embarrassed.

	“WHAT?!”

	“How did you get it? I didn’t even get one!”

	“Ahhhh!”

	All the girls at the table blushed and began squealing. Their excitement pierced the elegant atmosphere of the restaurant, drawing stares from other patrons.

	“What’s the big deal? I have some too,” Mia said, looking at these girls who were barely teenagers. She lowered her voice conspiratorially.

	The group of young teens looked up immediately, their innocent yet suspicious eyes making Mia see dollar signs raining from the sky.

	“Shh… don’t tell anyone,” Mia said before turning and walking away casually.

	“Hey! Wait!”

	As expected, the golden opportunity had presented itself.

	Mia was thrilled. She looked at the eager young faces and suppressed the urge to laugh. She pretended to be nervous and asked, “Yes? What is it?”

	The girls motioned for her to come closer. Several pairs of eyes stared at her intently. Mia slowly walked over.

	“How could a commoner like you have the CEO’s underwear?” one of them asked.

	Mia rolled her eyes internally but stayed patient. After some back-and-forth, she finally relented. “My uncle works at the dump. He brought me a pair.”

	“Oh, I see. Well, since you’ll never meet the CEO anyway, just give them to us!” Girl B cut in. She had a baby face, and no one knew how she’d developed such a strange obsession.

	Mia feigned hesitation. “Well… I don’t know…”

	“It’s fine, we’ll pay you.”

	Thank heavens! Jackpot!

	As soon as her shift ended, Mia rushed to the locker room. The old lady cleaning nearby smiled and said, “Hey, Mia, what’s got you so excited? In a hurry?”

	“Something came up, something came up!” She proudly took off her uniform jacket and hurried out. The group outside had actually waited in the cold for ten minutes.

	She led them to a quiet café, then rushed home. Thanks to her father’s clothing business, the house was still full of inventory. Mia rummaged through the drawers, carefully selecting a pair of custom-made gold-trimmed boxers before hurrying back to the café.

	She arrived flushed, but the girls mistook it for shyness. Under their watchful eyes, Mia unwrapped the luxurious gold underwear—forgetting they were brand new. To make it more convincing, she added, “The CEO is a germaphobe. He doesn’t reuse underwear; he throws them away after one wear.”

	Unbeknownst to Mia, her words matched reality perfectly, making the girls believe her even more.

	Girl A: “Hmm… the pair I have at home also has a gold trim. She’s telling the truth.”

	Girl B was excited: “Three hundred… three hundred, sell them to me!”

	Mia stayed silent.

	Girl C pushed Girl B: “You idiot! How can you buy the CEO’s underwear for so little? I’ll give you a thousand!”

	Girl D: “Fifteen hundred!”

	Girl B gritted her teeth: “Two thousand!”

	Girl E, who seemed the wealthiest: “Five thousand!”

	Mia walked out of the café feeling dazed, as if she’d just dreamed it all. Then she looked down and saw $15,000 in her Venmo account. Finally, her dormant rationality woke up, and she rushed back. “I’ll ask my uncle if he can get more! Here’s my email. Contact me anytime, or refer a friend. But absolutely do not tell anyone else. If the CEO finds out, I’m in big trouble!”

	The eyes of the girls who hadn’t gotten a pair lit up, and they nodded eagerly.

	When Mia left, she felt a little guilty.

	The cost of those custom-made underwear was less than $100. Pure profit!

	(P.S. To prevent kids from picking up bad habits and to avoid online backlash, we’ve increased the cost of the underwear, toned down the comedy, and enhanced the heroine’s image.)

	 


Chapter Two

	“Have you heard?” a girl wearing a massive diamond necklace whispered to her friend. “Have you heard about the private site?”

	Her friend blushed and lowered her voice: “Shh, not so loud… people are staring.”

	The Diamond Girl confidently found a quiet corner and opened the webpage. A security question immediately popped up:

	“Does the CEO wash his own underwear?”

	The girl typed without hesitation: “Wear once and toss.”

	A loading icon appeared on the black screen, followed by a product list showing a dozen pairs of gold-trimmed underwear in the same size with slightly different patterns—all marked “Sold Out.”

OEBPS/cover_image.jpg
wn
%)
—
)
=
=]
=
)
=
=]
—






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

    
  
    		Chapter One


    		Chapter Two


    		Chapter Three


    		Chapter Four


    		Chapter Five


    		Chapter Six


    		Chapter Seven


    		Chapter Eight


    		Chapter Nine


    		Chapter Ten


    		Chapter Eleven


    		Chapter Twelve


    		Chapter Thirteen


    		Chapter Fourteen


    		Chapter Fifteen


    		Chapter Sixteen


    		Chapter Seventeen


    		Chapter Eighteen


    		Chapter Nineteen


    		Chapter Twenty


    		Extra


  





