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[image: ]




The first time Paige saw the strange ad online, she laughed. She was searching the internet for a wedding venue somewhere in the tristate area when she saw it and just had to click on it. The ad was from an anonymous buyer, who was offering $300,000 for one hour with a bride on her wedding day. 

It seemed like a bad attempt at catfishing, and she ignored it, but the ad kept appearing in her search results. Seeing it multiple times made her think about the type of person who would make such an offer and the one who would accept it. If the ad was legit, the buyer had to be wealthy. Extremely wealthy and incredibly kinky. And a girl who would take the offer, well, she had to be a horrible human being, a sleazy tramp. Paige wasn’t like that at all, she said to herself. She was faithful to her fiancé, Sam, and not even the enormous sum of money, if the offer was real, could change that. 

She focused on the wedding plans, found the perfect dress, and a nice venue in New Jersey. Everything was going according to plan, and there was plenty of time, more than six months, to improvise should something come up. In the meantime, she was even promoted to regional manager, the youngest to have that position at Faraday Consulting at 25. The path to a nice future was clearing before her, and all the pieces were coming together. But the ad kept appearing. 

She was in contact with extremely wealthy clients daily, and the thought that one of them might be the kinky buyer of a bride’s time began to trouble her. Doubts grew. Suspicions made her restless. At times, she’d observe her clients, looking for clues, without even knowing what they might have been. Would a man like that be flashy or introverted? Was it even a man or maybe a woman? Thinking it would be a great dinner party story, she decided to find out. It was a mixture of curiosity and a weird need to understand someone so unlike her that gave her the courage to send the first message. 

“Is this offer a real deal?”

She instantly regretted sending it and slammed the laptop closed. It was a silly thing to do. Insane. In her mind, she visualized hackers discovering her IP address, blackmailing her, or doxing her online. She went to bed and hoped to forget. 
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Paige was in her office the next day, minutes after a presentation, when she checked her phone and saw the message:

“It’s real. Are you interested?”

Her face flushed. She looked left and right, as if looking for invisible witnesses. It still seemed like a joke. There was no way it was a serious offer. She decided to call their bluff.

“What if I were? How would that work?”

“I would send you an NDA first,” the message said. “And then we would negotiate the terms.”

“What terms?”

“First of all, discretion is guaranteed. I have ways of ensuring that. And I can offer a few more incentives.”

“So, 300K is not the offer?” she typed, her fingers shaking.

“It is. But I can add some perks to the package deal.”

“Like what?”

“If you’re really interested, I can send you the NDA. Read it. Sign it. And if you change your mind after signing, I will honor your decision. If not, then we’ll talk more.”

“I have to go now.”

Paige breathed heavily. The chat with that stranger was like communicating with some other world, a sick, perverted parallel universe, where people didn’t care about moral standards. It was a frightening look. She felt dirty. But the dirt didn’t feel as bad as she’d thought it would. The more she thought about it, the more the offer seemed fair, albeit a filthy one. The man was paying for his kink, and if someone was willing to take the money, the transaction was honest. What was troubling was that the huge amount of money could have been spent on charity, instead of racy fantasies. Paige decided to forget about it. 
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“What’s wrong?” Sam asked. 

“What?” Paige snapped out of her thoughts. 

“Your food is getting cold,” he said. 

She looked down at the plate of Vienna schnitzel in front of her and smiled. 

“Work. Busy days ahead,” she sighed. 

“Well, you just got promoted. It takes time to get used to it.”

Paige nodded, observing her fiancé. He had no idea what she was thinking about. He would have called off the wedding for sure if he had. Even messaging someone as kinky as that stranger would be enough for him to be mad. And she wouldn’t blame him. She looked around. They were dining at a nice restaurant, but it was far from the fine establishment Paige’s clients always talked about. The elderly couples around them were like the future ghosts of Paige and Sam, people who had said “No” at some point in their lives, people who had settled for something instead of everything. 

As Sam drove home that night, condemning the taxes in New York, she thought about a great investing opportunity. Someone had mentioned it at work. It was a safe bet, and as a risk assessment agent, she knew it was. She just needed 200K, and she and Sam would have made a lot of money. Her life was at a crossroads and not just because she was getting married, but because she had a real opportunity to change their life for the better. 

That night, she sent another message. 

“I’m not saying yes. I just want to review the NDA. Please send it.”

The NDA was everything she’d expected it to be. It guaranteed discretion. It threatened with consequences for both sides should it be breached. But most of all, it gave the buyer the freedom to spend that hour as they wished. No violence. No physical or mental harm would be allowed. Nothing unsafe would happen to the seller. But other than that, the buyer could do whatever he wanted with the seller. In simple words, he could fuck the shit out of the bride. 

Paige noticed the name. Arthur Mason. He was the buyer, and Paige had no idea who he was. She instantly googled the name, but there were too many people named Arthur Mason and none of them was that wealthy. The man probably preferred seclusion. There were ways to hide from the internet; many of her clients did that. Mr. Mason was most likely like them. 

“Remember: even if you sign it, you can decline the offer. In that case, this NDA will ensure the secrecy of our correspondence. Like you, I want it to remain a secret.”

She sent it back signed, just to be safe. She instantly received a copy signed by him. 

“Okay. Paige, nice to meet you,” the message said. “If you decide to do this, you can use my mansion for the ceremony and the reception, and I will take care of the catering, the band, and everything else.”

“How is that going to work?” 

“I’ll take care of it. As for the wedding gown,  I will need you to run it by me. I want to pick the dress with you.”

“So, I won’t pay for anything?”

“Correct. Before we proceed, I would like to see a picture of you.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes. Nothing obscene. Just a picture of you in your clothes. Head to toes.”

“I will send it if I agree to this.”

“Okay. You have 48 hours.”

Paige spent the day arguing with herself. She weighed pros and cons, scolded herself for even entertaining the idea, and imagined a better future. It was an hour of her life that could turn her entire life around. But it was an hour of the biggest day of her life. She went back and forth, unable to reach a decision. Then, after downing three vodkas, she put on her purple evening gown, black stilettos, placed her phone on the nightstand, and snapped a few pics. Then she sent them. 

“Gorgeous,” Arthur replied. “Absolutely stunning. Does this mean we have a deal?”

“Yes.”
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The mansion was breathtaking. Although just outside New Jersey, it looked like someone had plucked a castle out of Scotland and pressed it into a beautiful, flat estate with its own private lake. Grandiose brick walls, numerous wings and towers, it all screamed of excess and wealth. The ballroom was as big as three basketball courts, and the lobby was worthy of a 5-star hotel. 

“I still can’t believe you got this place,” Sam whispered to Paige after the ceremony. 

“I know. God bless Mr. Hastings,” she said. 

She had spent days coming up with the cover story and went with the non-existent and extremely grateful client who let them use his friend’s home and, out of the goodness of his heart, paid for the catering. Sam trusted her, making her betrayal more painful. He even accepted her demand to give her an hour after the ceremony, so she could go to one of the rooms and relax by herself. He didn’t even ask why. He had no idea that at 4 o’clock, someone would be fucking his bride. 

She began biting her lower lip at 3:30. Her stomach was turning, thoughts raced, and ideas about the ways to ditch the whole deal swarmed in her mind. But as it came close to four, she knew she had to go through with it. She decided to honor the agreement by dishonoring herself. One of the valets provided by Arthur escorted her upstairs, down a long hallway, into a salon, and opened a hidden door in the wall. She entered. 

It was a bedroom, of course. A champagne was on ice, faint music came from somewhere, and the bathroom door was ajar. Paige sat on the bed. She was wearing a white gown Arthur had approved, the one with a corset, a bell-shaped skirt, and shiny pearls strewn all over it. Her underwear was white, as were her stockings and stilettos. All of it was personally picked by the man she had yet to see. He even insisted that her long, blonde hair is tied into a high bun and decorated with pearls, a silver tiara, and tiny white pins. 

Paige was a beautiful bride. Arthur had complimented her lively brown eyes and full, pursed lips many times. She knew that he liked a few other things about her body. He had asked for pictures of her dressed in tight jeans and tight tops. She was fully aware of her body, her ample breasts, long legs, and bubble butt. By complimenting her eyes, she knew he was actually thinking about everything else. 

The hidden door opened. A man walked in. An older man, over 70. Paige breathed faster. Looked at him like a cherry next in line to be picked. He was bald and unattractive. Had a bunch of old-age freckles on his face and hands. Skinny and lanky, he walked with a slight hunch, constantly fixing his wireframe glasses on his prominent nose. His ice-blue eyes fixated on her. He smiled. 

“Hi, Paige,” he said. “We finally meet.”

“Hi, Arthur,” she replied, still sitting on the edge of the bed. 

He licked his lips and smiled again. 

“Thank you for doing this,” he said. “You have no idea how much this means to me.”

“Have you ever done this before?” she asked. 

Arthur pulled a timer out of his pocket, an old-fashioned digital clock the size of a pack of cigarettes. He punched in sixty minutes and placed it on the nightstand. The countdown had begun. 

“Let’s not waste time talking, okay?” Arthur suggested and approached her. “Please stand up.”

She obeyed. The top of her breasts swelled above the rim of her corset in a faster tempo, squeezed together, pale and round. Her hands were shaking.

“Wonderful,” Arthur said. “Please turn around.”

As she slowly turned away from him, he began undressing, throwing the jacket on the floor. Then his shirt. Tie. Unbuttoned his pants. 

“Can you lift your skirt, please?” he asked. 

Paige did so in complete silence. As she pulled her skirt up, revealing her long legs, being watched and admired like that suddenly appealed to her. The rim of her skirt went past the shapely buttocks squeezed into white silk panties. Arthur sighed. His pants were on the floor, his nude body six feet behind Paige. 

“Such a beautiful ass,” he whispered, stroking his cock. 

The man’s eyes were wide open, his lips parted, his cheeks red with blood. His frail and thin physique, wrapped in wrinkled skin, was the exact opposite of the beauty before him. Veins popped out of his arms, lower belly, and legs. Sporadic patches of hair on his chest and arms were white and gray. His age was even more obvious with his clothes off. 

“Turn around, sweetheart,” he ordered. 

Paige gasped at the sight. Arthur was not at all shy, not at all taken aback by her reaction. He stared at her, as if contemplating what to do to her first. She refrained from looking at his penis, but could not ignore its size and width. It looked way too large for that body, and it was still growing in his hand. Arthur picked up a pillow from the bed and threw it on the floor. 

“Get down on your knees, baby,” he said, his voice hoarse now. 

Once she was on her knees, the skirt enveloped her legs and made a big white circle around her, forming a flower from which she looked up at him. 

“You still wanna do this?” Arthur asked. 

“Yes,” she answered in a shaky voice. 

“That’s great. That’s outstanding,” he whispered. 

He spread his legs after approaching her. Held his dick in front of her face. Aimed it at her lips. Paige noted his excitement, the exhilaration that twisted his face and deepened his voice. The man was euphoric. As his dick got closer to her lips, his breath became louder and heavier. 
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