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If a down and dirty insta-smut story consisting of one sugar baby’s rough and dirty fantasy come true on Halloween night, then continue on if you dare.
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Prologue

 

When Gavin laid out his most outlandish and brazen proposal to Sydney, his hottest sugar baby yet, he was uncertain of her reaction. Yet, with his burgeoning business ventures promising a flood of wealth, he was prepared to sweeten Sydney's allowance substantially. The question lingered—would she consent to the bespoke demands of Gavin's new client, demands that outlined in vivid detail the intimate, debauched and bound interactions they desired from her?

To the seasoned sugar daddy accustomed to making such lascivious requests, there was a flicker of surprise when Sydney, the quintessential good girl next door on her journey of self-discovery, nodded her sanction to those men using her bound flesh for their pleasures.

A few hours on, from his vantage at the front of the limo, Gavin watched in a mix of awe and arousal as his sugar baby, Sydney, serviced three Saudi Arabian businessmen with her mouth. Bound in the intricate art of shibari, her arms tied in a tight box tie, her thighs and ankles secured, she was a vision of submission, her head rhythmically moving over each erect shaft.

And Gavin, seasoned with working out such deals with his sugar baby’s, not even he could believe what she demanded as her price for such a performance. The kink that was within her good girl persona even took him back a little bit.

As the Arab men maneuvered Sydney's bound form, indulging in their desires with her, her sounds filled the limo—a mix of struggle, squeals, moans, and outright screams from the intensity of their actions upon her willing submission. Gavin, stationed at the back, sipped on his brandy, arousal evident through his trousers as he calculated how best to fulfill his favorite sugar baby's audacious kinky request of extreme roleplay amid this scene of opulent debauchery.

With Halloween looming just a week away, there was much to orchestrate, yet Gavin, ever resourceful and connected, felt the challenge was within his grasp. As he observed one of the businessmen delivering harsh slaps to Sydney's perfect, pert breasts, her near-screams filling the air, he considered the risks of her request. But he knew, she thrived on pain, relished the roughness, and this was but a prelude to the dark festivities to he had to arrange for her.

In that very moment, the scene within the limo escalated to raw, unfiltered roughness. They desired to bind Sydney, to torment her, to ravage every orifice she possessed in the opulent confines of the vehicle. And there sat Gavin, an observer to the depravity, watching as those three men unleashed their darkest desires upon her willing, vulnerable form, she taking every act with a mix of pain and dark pleasure.

Amidst her screams, which pierced the air with the intensity of the acts inflicted upon her, Sydney never once uttered a word for them to stop. 

Gavin pondered if this was her way of proving her mettle, showing she could handle the wild, untamed desires she harbored deep within. Or perhaps, she was simply giving in to the debauchery for her own climax. Either way, Gavin couldn't help but marvel at how this seemingly innocent, nerdy girl into cosplay was blossoming into a connoisseur of the darker arts of pleasure, embracing her role as a bound and claimed entity.

Sydney thrived on the edge of fear and pain, the rougher the encounter, the more it fueled her desire for something even more extreme. 

Gavin, with a knowing grin, shook his head as he watched her enduring the harsh anal intrusion from one of the men, her grunts echoing in the limo's confined space. She was bartering her body's resilience for an even wilder escapade once the price was settled. 

After all, her kink was deeply tied to her love for cosplay, a world where fantasy and reality blurred, and who was he to withhold what was rightfully hers in this dark exchange?

 




Chapter One

 

In the dimly lit corners of the Whiskey & Wander, a pub cloaked in the shadows of campus life, Lisa Smith found her gaze ensnared by Sydney, whose presence was nothing short of intoxicating. Draped in a costume that hugged every curve, Sydney was the living embodiment of Red Riding Hood, her allure as potent as the aged whiskey lining the shelves. "Wow," Lisa's voice barely managed, thick with admiration and a burgeoning desire, "you look stunning. I mean, like, wow! The body on you! Where did you get that Red Riding Hood costume?"

Standing next to her barstool, ready to storm out of that pub, despite the sting of being stood up gnawing at her, Sydney couldn't help the flush that rose to her cheeks under Lisa's admiring gaze. Compliments about her body were nothing new, especially not with Gavin, her sugar daddy, practically worshipping every inch of her. Yet, the attention from Lisa, dressed provocatively as a cheerleader for Halloween, made Sydney's heart race. 

Lisa's eyes wandered unabashedly over Sydney's form, taking in the dangerously high hemline of the mini skirt that kissed the tops of her thighs, and the plunging neckline of her top that offered a generous view of her cleavage. "Like thank you," Sydney murmured, her earlier irritation melting away as she took a moment to bask in her own audacious choice of costume. She lifted her leg slightly, showcasing the black leggings and black suede knee-high boot, a playful smirk tugging at her lips. "I was going to go with fishnets, but it was a little too cold."

With Lisa's boyfriend's gaze lingering on her, Sydney, feeling the weight of his scrutiny, turned her attention back to Lisa, who was breathtakingly clad as a cheerleader. "You look super cute in your uniform. Did you like buy it? Or were you on a squad?"

They chatted, the trivialities of their conversation lost in the ambient hum of the pub. Yet, amidst the laughter and clinking glasses, Sydney's mind was haunted by the text from Gavin—a promise of retribution for the night in the limo where she was the centerpiece of a rough, binding encounter that left her body trembling with climaxes. She had demanded her repayment, and she was unwavering—it was to be tonight, on Halloween!

And Gavin had agreed, with a simple, "Yes."

Then two hours earlier that night. Gavin said it was on. Walk eight fucking blocks to the pub. Then wait for his text.

Which she did.

Did he text? Yes.

Was it instructions on where to go next? What was going to happen? How her fantasy was going to go down?

No!

Ten minutes before crossing paths with Lisa, Sydney had received Gavin's message: the plan was off. "Can't do it tonight. Sorry. I'll make it up. Text me tomorrow afternoon." 

Now, as she engaged with Lisa, her smile was a mask, a contrast to the seething anger that brewed within her, Gavin's betrayal like salt in the wound of her anticipation.

With Lisa leaning in, her voice lowered to a conspiratorial whisper, she asked, "You're like nineteen. How did you get in here?"

The simplicity of the question ignited a flare of anger in Sydney, her mind flashing back to Gavin's betrayal because it was Gavin who got her that fake ID. Sydney's response was equally hushed, "My ID is a little modified."

Lisa and her man shared a chuckle at the revelation, the irony not lost on them.

Sydney's fury was a complex cocktail of betrayal and frustration, directed at Gavin, her sugar daddy, who not only had provided her with the fake ID that allowed her access to these places but had also stood her up and left an unpaid debt hanging over them. The irony of her situation wasn't lost on her; the very tool that allowed her this night out was supplied by the man now causing her this distress.

"We're just getting here. Want to stay for a drink? My treat!" Lisa offered with an inviting smile.

Sydney flashed a grin, retrieving the red cloak from where it lay on the barstool. "No. I've already been here for a while. So I'm going to go home and like chill." With that, she slid the cloak over her shoulders, enveloping herself in its fabric.

"Alright," Lisa nodded understandingly, "if you change your mind, shoot me a text, and we'll have a drink ready for you."

Sydney stepped out of the Whiskey & Wander, the door swinging shut behind her with a muted thud, cutting off the warm buzz of conversation and the clink of glasses. The cool night air hit her like a splash of reality, her breath visible in the dim glow of the streetlights. The cloak of her Red Riding Hood costume billowed slightly with each determined stride she took, her boots clicking against the pavement in a steady rhythm. The anger at Gavin simmered within her, fueling her pace despite the long eight block walk ahead. Each step was a silent curse at him, her mind replaying his message, the anticipation of the night crumbling into disappointment.

 



cover.jpeg
A~S'UGAR DA'D'DY""S=
HA'L'L'OWE'E‘'NA*T-RILCK:

¢ %
4 .






