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Disclaimer & Content Warning

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only (18+). All characters depicted are over the age of 18.

This book contains explicit sexual content including:

	BDSM themes (dominance, submission, spanking, restraints) 

	Humiliation, degradation, and rough sex 

	Anal play and anal sex 

	Dubious-consent scenarios within a consensual fantasy context 

	Interracial 

	BBC Big Black Cock 

	Slut training 

	Exhibitionism 



If you are under 18, or if any of the above themes may offend you, please do not purchase or read this book.

This is an erotic fantasy. It does not depict real-life practices, and it should not be taken as an example of safe or healthy sexual relationships. Always practice safe, sane, and consensual sex in reality.
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Prologue: The Showers

Steam curled off the tiles, the hiss of water filling the communal showers. Dahlia leaned back under the spray, dark hair slicked to her shoulders, soap sliding down the curve of her waist. Beside her, Freya wrung out her blonde ponytail, laughter still in her throat from Dahlia’s last remark.

The door squeaked open.

A slim figure padded in, towel draped over one arm, cheeks flushed from her workout. She moved without hurry, as though oblivious to the other two, and found a hook along the wall. The towel dropped.

Both girls fell silent.

Aria.

Even damp from exertion, she was breathtaking. High, full breasts with tight pink nipples; a taut, smooth stomach tapering to the swell of her hips. Between her thighs, a faint, natural strip of hair framed her sex in a way that made her seem untouched, unpolished, unbearably tempting.

Then she turned to step beneath the spray.

Dahlia inhaled sharply. Freya’s eyes widened. Aria’s ass was perfection, firm, round, the kind of heart-shaped curve sculpted by youth and discipline. Water beaded and slipped over the twin globes, catching in the crease as she shifted her weight from one leg to the other.

Dahlia’s lips curved in a slow, knowing smile. Freya bit down gently on her own, and the two girls exchanged a glance, hot, hungry, conspiratorial.

Fresh meat.

They stood silent as Aria tilted her head back beneath the water, raising her arms to work her hair. Streams cascaded down her breasts, tracing her navel, gliding over the flawless curve of her backside. She closed her eyes, unaware, or maybe not caring, that she was being devoured by their stares.

Freya’s whisper was husky. “God, look at that ass…”

Dahlia didn’t look away. “She’s beautiful,” she murmured, then added with certainty, “And she’s ours.”


Chapter One: The Student Bar

The campus bar was already buzzing when Dahlia and Freya slid into a booth, bottles of cider in hand. Music thudded in the background, low chatter rising and falling all around them.

Freya leaned across the table, a sly smile tugging at her lips. “Did you see her?”

Dahlia’s eyes narrowed in amusement. “Hard to miss.” She took a slow pull from her drink, then set it down. “That body… Jesus. She’s wasted in first year.”

Freya laughed softly, twirling her straw. “That ass, Dahl. Like a fucking peach. I could barely stop myself staring.”

“Mm.” Dahlia’s grin sharpened. “She’ll be perfect.”

Freya tilted her head, pretending innocence. “Perfect for what?”

“For us,” Dahlia said simply. “It’s time we took another girl under our wing. You know… initiate her. Show her what real student life is all about.”

Freya’s cheeks dimpled with mischief. “You mean break her in.”

“Exactly.” Dahlia’s voice dropped lower, predatory. “And she’s begging for it. You saw the way she moved, the way she flushed. She’ll fold the second we start pushing.”

Freya licked her lips, eyes gleaming. “So, how do we play it?”

Dahlia leaned back, confident as ever. “We’ll be friendly. Helpful. She’s new, she’ll cling to us like a puppy. And once she’s comfortable…” A slow smile spread across her face. “We start bending her. A dare here, a touch there. Before long, she’ll be ours to do whatever we want.”

Freya’s pulse quickened, the cider forgotten. “God, I love when you get like this.”

Dahlia smirked. “Then you’re going to love Aria.”


Chapter Two: After Lecture

The lecture hall emptied in its usual blur of backpacks, chatter, and clattering feet. Aria slid her notebook into her bag, pushing her hair back from her face as she joined the stream of students heading for the door.

“Hey.”

She turned.

Two girls were leaning casually against the row behind her, one tall, raven-haired, with sharp cheekbones and an easy confidence that radiated authority. The other, blonde, smiling, eyes bright with friendly mischief.

Dahlia and Freya.

Aria paused, clutching the strap of her bag. “Hi?”

“You’re new,” Freya said warmly, as though it wasn’t obvious. “First year, right? Criminology?”

Aria nodded. “Yeah. Just started this week.”

“Well, welcome to the madhouse.” Dahlia’s voice was velvet-smooth, a touch of amusement behind it. “I’m Dahlia. That’s Freya. We’re second years. Thought we’d say hi before you get swallowed up.”

Freya leaned in a little. “It’s a lot, isn’t it? First week, new course, new faces. Don’t worry, we’ve been there.”

Something in their easy confidence made Aria’s chest loosen. She smiled, a little shyly. “Thanks. Yeah, it’s… overwhelming.”

“Tell you what,” Dahlia said, sliding her bag over her shoulder. “We’re heading to the bar for a drink. You should come with us. Meet some people, get a proper welcome.”

Aria hesitated, biting her lip. She had planned to head back to her flat, shower, maybe FaceTime her mum. But the way both girls were looking at her, friendly, inviting, like she belonged already, was hard to resist.

“Sure,” she said finally.

Freya grinned, looping her arm through Aria’s as if they were already friends. “Perfect. Come on, freshers don’t get to be shy.”

As they walked out together, Dahlia fell into step behind them. Her gaze dropped, just for a second, to the sway of Aria’s ass in her jeans. Round. Firm. Exactly as it had looked under the spray that morning.

Her smile curved slow and wicked.
Yes, she thought. This one will be fun.


Chapter Three: The Student Bar

The three of them squeezed into a booth in the corner of the campus bar, bottles of wine and glasses between them. The place buzzed with chatter and music, groups of students spilling laughter across sticky tables.

Freya leaned across, pouring generously into Aria’s glass. “So,” she said brightly, “tell us, any hook-ups yet?”

Aria blinked, startled. “Hook-ups?”

Dahlia smirked, resting her chin on her hand. “Yeah. Boys. Girls. Whoever you’ve fucked since freshers started.”

Aria flushed, her eyes dropping to the rim of her glass.

“I… I haven’t. Not even dated, really.”

Both second years laughed softly, trading a glance.

“Dating,” Freya teased. “Oh honey, no. We’re not talking about candlelit dinners. We mean casual sex. Quick, dirty, fun. No strings.”

Aria’s face burned crimson. “Oh.” She twisted her fingers around her glass. “I… I don’t really…” She trailed off, embarrassed.

Dahlia leaned closer, her voice low and smooth. “You’re shy.”

Aria nodded, biting her lip.

“That’s okay,” Freya said kindly, reaching to touch her hand. “We were shy once too. It doesn’t last.”

They clinked glasses, coaxing her to drink more. The wine loosened her shoulders, flushed her cheeks.

After a while, Aria giggled softly. “There are some hot guys on my course,” she admitted. “But… I think I prefer older men. Some of the third years are really…” She searched for the word, settling on: “Dishy.”

Freya’s grin widened. “Dishy, huh?”

Aria’s blush deepened. “And there’s this one lecturer, young, really attractive. He’s…” She trailed off again, shy but glowing with her own confession.

Dahlia chuckled darkly. “Careful with that one, Aria. Older men, lecturers? It’s fun, sure, but get a bad reputation and it sticks.”

Freya nodded with mock solemnity. “You don’t want people whispering. This place eats up gossip. One slip and suddenly you’re the campus slut.”

Aria looked down, mortified, her pulse quickening.

But Dahlia’s smile softened as she raised her glass. “Don’t worry. We’ll make sure you’re safe.”

Freya clinked Aria’s glass again, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Yeah. Stick with us and we’ll show you the ropes. Properly.”

Aria smiled nervously, sipping again, grateful for their warmth, and oblivious to the hunger in their eyes as they watched her lips wrap around the glass.

Aria flushed, her eyes dropping to the rim of her glass.
“I… I haven’t. Not even dated, really.”

Dahlia arched a brow. “Come on, nothing? No boyfriends back home?”

Aria hesitated, the wine loosening her tongue. “Well… there was one. For like six months. But…” She bit her lip, embarrassed. “It never really… happened.”

Freya leaned in, eyes wide with delight. “What do you mean, never?”

Aria ducked her head, cheeks burning. “We tried. A few times. In the back of his car. But he… um… never got it in. Just sort of… poked around until he made a mess. Then it was over.” She gave a helpless laugh, mortified. “After three tries we gave up.”

Dahlia’s smirk deepened, her eyes gleaming with something Aria was too shy to recognise. “Now that,” she said smoothly, “is interesting.”

Aria laughed nervously, hiding behind her glass, not noticing the glance Dahlia and Freya shared across the table, a spark of hunger, triumph, and conspiracy.

Freya’s gasp turned into a wicked grin. She squeezed Aria’s arm, eyes sparkling.
“Oh. My. God. Babe, you’re a virgin. Perfect!”

Aria hid her face in her hands, groaning. “Please don’t make a big deal out of it.”

But Dahlia only leaned closer, her voice low, smooth as velvet. “Relax, Aria. No one’s judging. Honestly…” She let her gaze linger just long enough to make Aria shiver. “It makes you even more interesting.”

Freya nodded eagerly, lips brushing the rim of her glass. “Yeah. Fresh start, clean slate. University’s the place to experiment. To find out what you really like.”

Aria peeked at them through her fingers, half-embarrassed, half-curious. “Experiment?”

Dahlia’s smirk curved slow and knowing. “Exactly. You don’t need clumsy boys fumbling in cars. You need… someone experienced. Someone who can show you properly.”

Freya giggled, leaning in until all three of their heads were almost touching. “Babe, we’ll take care of you. Ease you in. Make sure you don’t miss a thing.”

Aria’s cheeks burned hotter, her pulse racing at their conspiratorial tone. “You’re teasing me.”

“Maybe,” Dahlia murmured, eyes glinting. “Or maybe we’re dead serious.”

They clinked glasses, all warmth and laughter, but beneath the surface Aria felt a tug she couldn’t name, as if these two knew something she didn’t, and she was already in their hands.


Chapter Four: Study Night; Truth or Dare

Aria balanced her books on her lap, perched on the edge of Dahlia and Freya’s sofa. A half-empty pizza box sat on the coffee table beside their open laptops. The air smelled of melted cheese, wine, and scented candles, cosy, harmless, exactly what she’d expect from a girls’ night in.

“Okay,” Freya said, stretching out across the cushions, wineglass in hand. “We’ve done enough criminology for one night. My brain is fried.”

Dahlia smirked, clicking her laptop shut. “Agreed. Time for something more interesting.”

Aria looked between them nervously. “Like what?”

“Truth or Dare,” Freya said, grinning. “Classic. No uni experience is complete without it.”

Aria laughed, shaking her head. “Seriously? I haven’t played that since… God, school.”

“Exactly.” Dahlia poured her another glass of wine, sliding it across. “It’s fun. No pressure. Just us girls.”

They started light.

	Freya’s dare: eat a spoonful of hot sauce from the kitchen. 

	Dahlia’s truth: what was the worst essay grade she’d ever got. 

	Aria’s truth: what subject she almost studied instead of criminology. 



Harmless. Funny. Aria relaxed, giggling, shoulders uncoiling with each sip of wine.

Then the dares edged forward, gentle, testing.

	Aria’s dare: show them her phone’s last text conversation. 

	Freya’s truth: how many people she’d kissed. (She exaggerated, making Aria blush.) 

	Dahlia’s dare: kiss Freya on the cheek… which she did slowly, lips lingering just a second too long. 



Aria laughed nervously, heat creeping into her cheeks. “That’s not fair, you two are already best friends.”

“Exactly,” Dahlia said smoothly. “We trust each other. That’s the point.”

The game circled back to Aria. Dahlia leaned in, eyes glinting. “Truth or dare?”

Aria chewed her lip, the wine warm in her belly. “…Dare.”

Freya squealed in delight. “Ooooh, bold. Okay…” She pretended to think, then grinned. “Kiss Dahlia.”

Aria froze. “What?”

“Just on the cheek,” Freya added quickly. “See? Easy. Harmless.”

Dahlia tipped her chin, waiting. Not pushing, not smirking, just… waiting.

Aria’s heart thudded. She leaned in fast, pressing a shy peck to Dahlia’s cheek before pulling back with a nervous laugh.

The two older girls exchanged a glance over her head, triumphant but subtle.

Freya clapped her hands together. “See? Perfect. You’re a natural.”

Dahlia smirked faintly, eyes lingering on Aria just a beat too long. “Yeah,” she murmured. “She’s going to do just fine.”


Chapter Five: Second Study Night; Deeper Truth or Dare

Another week, another “study session” at Dahlia and Freya’s flat. Books and laptops scattered across the coffee table, takeaway containers pushed to the side. The girls had fallen into an easy rhythm, “work” first, wine later.

By the time Freya cracked open the second bottle, Dahlia was already smirking. “You know what time it is.”

Aria groaned, though her smile betrayed her. “Truth or Dare again?”

“Of course,” Freya sang, topping off their glasses. “It’s tradition now.”

The first rounds stayed silly, like before.

	Freya’s dare: do her best impression of their criminology lecturer. 

	Aria’s truth: what she thought of the dining hall food. 

	Dahlia’s dare: text a random emoji to someone in her contacts. 



Aria laughed more easily this time, wine softening her shyness.

Then the game tilted.

Dahlia’s eyes gleamed as she asked:
“Aria. Truth or dare?”

Aria hesitated, then grinned. “…Dare.”

Dahlia’s smirk curved. “Show us your bra.”

Aria’s mouth fell open. “What?”

“Come on,” Freya coaxed, playful. “It’s just us girls. Nothing we haven’t all got.”

Aria’s cheeks flamed, but she bit her lip, tugged her top up just enough to flash the lace edge of her bra. Freya squealed in delight, clapping her hands. “See? Cute. You’ve got good taste.”

The next round escalated further.

	Freya’s dare: bend over and touch her toes. When she did, Dahlia gave her a sharp playful smack on the ass, making Aria burst into giggles. 

	Aria’s truth: who she thought was hotter, third-years or lecturers. (She mumbled “lecturers” into her glass, making both older girls howl with laughter.) 

	Dahlia’s dare: let Freya sit on her lap for one round. She did, their closeness making Aria fidget. 



Finally, it circled back.

“Aria,” Freya said, eyes twinkling, “truth or dare?”

Aria took a long sip of wine. “…Dare.”

Freya grinned wickedly. “Come here.”

Aria shuffled closer, heart hammering.

“Over my lap,” Freya said sweetly.

Aria blinked. “What…..?”

“It’s a dare,” Dahlia cut in smoothly, her voice low, persuasive. “Just for fun. A little spanking, nothing serious.”

Aria laughed nervously, glancing between them. The look on their faces, teasing, coaxing, conspiratorial, melted her resistance. Slowly, she draped herself over Freya’s thighs.

Freya’s hand came down in a quick, playful swat. Smack.

Aria squealed, half-shocked, half-giggling. Another swat, firmer this time. Heat bloomed across her cheeks, and not just the ones on her face.

“Perfect,” Freya purred, running her palm over the curve of Aria’s ass before letting her up.

Aria scrambled back onto the sofa, face scarlet, tugging her skirt down. She laughed breathlessly. “You’re insane.”

Dahlia and Freya only shared a glance over their glasses, victorious.


Chapter Six: Third Study Night; Innocent Dares, Revealing Truths

The flat was warm with fairy lights and the hum of music from Freya’s Bluetooth speaker. Pizza boxes and half-drained wine glasses crowded the table. By now, Aria felt almost at home here, laughter flowing more easily with each sip, nerves melting under the older girls’ easy charm.

“Truth or dare?” Dahlia asked, eyes glinting as the game circled back to Aria.

Aria tucked her legs under herself. “Truth.”

Dahlia smirked. “Okay. Last week you said you thought the lecturers were hotter than the third years. So… how old would you go?”

Aria spluttered into her glass. “That’s not fair!”

Dahlia’s smirk curved. “Alright then. Which professors do you think are hot?”

Aria blinked, startled. “Professors? I….”

“Come on,” Freya coaxed, eyes bright. “Don’t pretend you haven’t thought about it. Everyone has.”

Aria’s blush crept higher. “Well… maybe Dr. Khan. He’s young, and he’s got nice eyes.”

Dahlia nodded approvingly. “Fair. He’s mid-thirties at most.”

“And…” Aria hesitated, then giggled nervously. “Professor Ellis. With the glasses.”

Freya gasped, clutching Dahlia’s arm in mock outrage. “Ellis? Babe, he’s over fifty!”

Aria buried her face in her hands, mortified. “Oh my God, I didn’t mean it like that!”

But Dahlia was already grinning, her voice smooth and wicked. “So, you’d have a hook-up with a fifty-year-old professor.”

Freya leaned closer, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Your first fuck, and he’s over fifty. Imagine that.”

Aria squealed, laughing and protesting, trying to hide behind her cushion as the two girls dissolved into laughter.

“Stop it!” she groaned, cheeks blazing.

But the glance Dahlia and Freya shared over her head said it all, they’d found another button to push, and Aria had no idea how easily she’d given herself away.

Dahlia chuckled darkly, stroking the stem of her glass. “No wonder you get all dreamy eyed about the lecturers. Dirty little professor’s pet.”

Aria groaned, hiding her face in her hands. “You’re horrible.”

“Honest,” Dahlia corrected smoothly.

They moved on, the game bouncing back and forth until another question pulled them deeper.

Freya leaned in, eyes twinkling. “Okay, next truth. Ethnicities. Who do you think is hottest? White guys, Asian, Latino, black…?”

Aria froze, her blush creeping higher. “Oh my God, you can’t ask me that.”

“We just did,” Dahlia said smoothly. “Come on. No one’s judging.”

Aria hesitated, twisting her glass between her fingers. “…Black.”

Freya’s mouth dropped open in exaggerated shock, then she collapsed against Dahlia in giggles. “I knew it!”

Dahlia’s smirk sharpened. “BBC, huh?”

Aria looked blank. “BBC?”

Freya nearly choked on her wine. “Oh my God, she doesn’t even know. Big. Black. Cock.”

Aria’s eyes went wide. “You’re awful!” She buried her face in her hands, laughing despite herself.

“Honest,” Dahlia repeated, eyes glinting.

Then, with the casual cruelty of a cat toying with its mouse, she added: “Maybe you should have Joshua as your first.”

Aria blinked. “Joshua? From criminology?”

“Mm.” Dahlia’s smirk deepened. “Six-four. Built like a tank. You’ve seen the way he looks at you.”

Freya snorted into her drink. “He’s huge, babe. Maybe too big for your little virgin pussy.”

Aria squealed, mortified, burying her face in a cushion as the older girls dissolved into laughter.

“Don’t worry,” Freya said sweetly, patting her knee. “We’re only teasing. Sort of.”

Aria shook her head, laughing nervously, her cheeks aflame. But the warmth low in her belly betrayed her.

“Don’t worry,” Freya said sweetly, patting her knee. “We’re only teasing. Sort of.”

She leaned in closer, lowering her voice as though confiding a secret. “We’d make sure he took it nice and slow. We don’t want your little virgin pussy all torn up and wrecked.”

Aria stared at her, taser-shocked, mouth falling open.

Dahlia burst out laughing, and Freya clutched Aria’s arm, giggling. “Oh my God, look at her face!”

“Relax, babe,” Dahlia added, smirking. “We’re joking, Babe, chill!”

Aria buried her face in the cushion again, cheeks burning hot, while the older girls exchanged another wickedly satisfied glance over her head.


Chapter Seven: The Pub in Town

The pub was warm and crowded, chatter spilling across the low hum of music. Dahlia, Freya, and Aria squeezed around a small wooden table with their drinks, laughing at nothing in particular.

Then Freya’s gaze shifted across the room. She elbowed Dahlia with a grin. “Hello.”

Dahlia followed her line of sight, a tall, broad-shouldered black guy leaning casually against the bar, pint in hand. Not a student; his confidence marked him as local. Strong jaw, sharp eyes, that easy swagger that turned heads without effort.

Freya giggled, leaning toward Aria. “Now that is more your type.”

Aria blinked. “What?”

Dahlia smirked. “Don’t play dumb. You’ve already confessed you’ve got a thing for black guys.”

Aria’s blush flared instantly. “I didn’t….”

“Yes, you did,” Freya cut in, eyes twinkling. “So, here’s your chance.”

Aria shook her head frantically. “No way. I can’t just go up to some random guy.”

“You can,” Dahlia said smoothly, her voice low and certain. “And you will.”

Aria stared at them, heart thudding. “I can’t.”

Freya leaned closer, her voice honey sweet. “Get his number…” Then her grin sharpened. “Or we spank your fat ass when we get back.”

Aria gasped, scandalised. “You wouldn’t!”

Dahlia raised her glass, eyes glittering. “Try us.”

Freya gave her a playful swat on the thigh under the table. “Go on, babe. What’s the worst that happens? He says no? Big deal. What’s the best? He buys you a drink and you get some fun.”

Aria bit her lip, torn between humiliation and curiosity. The two older girls leaned back, sipping their drinks, watching her squirm.

Finally, with a nervous laugh, Aria slid out of the booth. “I hate you both,” she muttered, cheeks blazing.

“Love you too!” Freya sang after her, grinning wickedly as they watched Aria weave her way toward the bar.

Dahlia smirked into her glass. “She’s already ours.”


Chapter Eight: Back at the Flat

The wine was flowing again, fairy lights glowing soft against the walls. Aria sat cross-legged on the sofa, hugging a cushion as Dahlia and Freya lounged opposite her with wicked grins.

“So,” Freya sing-songed, twirling her glass, “our little virgin has a new friend.”

Aria groaned, hiding her face. “Please don’t start.”

Dahlia’s smirk was razor sharp. “What? We know you like black guys. We know you like big cocks.”

Aria squeaked into the cushion. “Stop!”

Freya leaned forward, eyes sparkling. “I wonder how big he is…” She held her hands a few inches apart, then widened the gap, then widened it again, until Aria’s eyes went wide.

“No way,” Aria gasped, laughing despite herself. “They don’t get that big!”

Dahlia raised a brow. “Oh, sweetheart. They do.”

Before Aria could protest further, Freya flipped open her laptop. “Time for an education.” A few clicks, and the Pornhub logo flashed across the screen.

Aria’s mouth fell open. “You’re not….”

“Oh yes we are,” Freya giggled, typing quickly and hitting interracial. Within seconds, the thumbnails filled the screen with oiled skin, moaning women, and massive cocks.

“Look at that,” Dahlia purred, clicking one at random. The speakers filled the room with wet slaps and breathy cries. A tiny blonde on the screen whimpered around a cock that looked impossibly thick.

Aria was frozen, speechless, her face scarlet. “There’s… there’s no way something that big would fit in me.”

Freya closed the laptop with a snap, grinning wickedly. “Bad girl. Watching porn.”

Dahlia leaned forward, patting her thigh. “You know what that means.”

Aria blinked. “What?”

“Punishment,” Freya sang, grabbing her wrist and tugging her gently forward. “Over my lap, babe.”

Aria squealed in protest, laughing nervously, but didn’t resist as she toppled across Freya’s thighs.

Smack. A sharp swat landed on her ass, making her jolt.

“Bad girl,” Freya scolded, grinning down at her. Another spank, firmer.

Aria kicked her feet, giggling helplessly, her face buried in the cushion. “Stop!”

Dahlia sipped her wine, eyes glinting with satisfaction. “Oh no, Aria. You’ve got to learn. Naughty little sluts get spanked.”

Freya’s palm came down again, the sound echoing in the cosy flat. Aria writhed, torn between mortification and laughter, her cheeks hot for more reasons than one.

When Freya finally let her up, Aria collapsed back onto the sofa, breathless, hugging the cushion like a shield.

“You’re insane,” she panted.

Dahlia and Freya only shared another triumphant glance over their glasses.


Chapter Nine: Fourth Study Night; Physical Dares

The flat felt familiar now, almost like home. Aria padded in barefoot, carrying a bottle of cheap rosé as her contribution. Dahlia and Freya were already sprawled on the sofa, grinning like cats who’d set the trap.

“Perfect timing,” Freya said, patting the spot between them. “Come on, fresh meat in the middle.”

Aria laughed nervously but obeyed, sinking between them with her bottle. Within minutes, the books were forgotten, the wine poured, and the inevitable words came.

“Truth or dare?” Dahlia asked, eyes glinting.

Aria groaned, already blushing. “Again?”

“Tradition,” Freya said sweetly.

The first rounds were harmless again, but Dahlia steered the game toward something more daring.

“Aria,” she purred. “Dare.”

Aria hesitated, then nodded. “Dare.”

“Sit on Freya’s lap until your next turn.”

Aria’s mouth fell open. “What?”

Freya patted her thighs with a grin. “Come on, babe. It’s just a game.”

Cheeks blazing, Aria climbed awkwardly onto Freya’s lap. The older girl’s arms settled loosely around her waist, warm, steady, as Dahlia smirked over the rim of her glass.

When Aria’s next turn came, Dahlia leaned forward. “Truth or dare?”

Aria, flustered and pink, whispered, “Truth.”

“Have you ever kissed a girl?”

Aria’s blush deepened. “…No.”

Freya giggled behind her, her breath tickling Aria’s ear. “Perfect.”

The round came back again, and this time Freya’s eyes sparkled. “Dare.”

Aria swallowed hard. “…Dare.”

“Kiss Dahlia.”

Aria gasped, twisting to stare at them. “No way!”

“Yes way,” Dahlia said smoothly, leaning forward, her smirk unreadable. “It’s only a kiss. Unless you’re scared.”

Aria hesitated, her pulse hammering. Then, with her eyes squeezed shut, she leaned in and pressed her lips quickly to Dahlia’s.

“Not bad,” Dahlia murmured as she pulled away, her smirk sharpening.

Freya clapped, delighted. “Adorable! Our baby’s first girl kiss.”

Aria hid her face in her hands, but laughter bubbled up all the same.

The dares kept circling, each one bolder. Finally, Dahlia’s voice dropped low. “Aria. Dare.”

Aria groaned, shaking her head, but whispered, “Dare.”

“Flash us. Just for a second.”

Aria’s whole body went rigid. “What?”

“Top up,” Freya coaxed, grinning wickedly. “Come on, babe. We’ve all got tits. It’s nothing.”

Aria stared between them, mortified. But the wine, the closeness, the steady eyes on her… slowly, she tugged her top up, revealing the swell of her breasts, bra straps slipping. For a single heartbeat she was bare to them, blushing furiously. Then she yanked it back down, squealing into her hands.

Freya and Dahlia exchanged a look of pure triumph over her bent head.

“Perfect,” Dahlia whispered.

The wine was low, the air warm with laughter and something thicker, heavier. Aria still clutched her cushion to her chest, cheeks hot from flashing her breasts just moments before.

Dahlia leaned back lazily, eyes gleaming. “Alright, Freya. Dare.”

Freya smirked. “Hit me.”

“Take your top off.”

Freya gasped, mock scandalised. “Here? In front of our sweet little fresher?”

Dahlia’s smile sharpened. “Exactly.”

Without hesitation, Freya peeled her top over her head, revealing a lacy black bra. Aria’s eyes went wide as Freya arched her back, deliberately teasing.

“Not done,” Dahlia said smoothly. “Bra too.”

Freya’s grin widened as she reached behind, unclasped, and let the straps fall. Her breasts bounced free, firm and high, nipples tightening in the cool air.

Aria’s heart hammered.

“Your turn,” Freya shot back, eyes glinting. “Dare.”

Dahlia didn’t flinch. Slowly, deliberately, she pulled her own top over her head, then unhooked her bra, tossing it carelessly aside. She sat back, bare breasts on full display, smirk carved across her face.

The two older girls now lounged topless, breasts jiggling with every laugh, every shift, every tease. Aria’s mouth had gone dry.

“Truth,” she blurted quickly when her turn came, clutching her cushion tighter.

Freya’s eyes sparkled wickedly. “Perfect. When was the last time you masturbated?”

Aria nearly dropped her glass. “I….what….”

Freya leaned forward, breasts swaying as she grinned. “Don’t go shy now, babe. When, where, and most important…” She drew out the words. “What were you fantasising about when you came?”

Aria’s whole body burned crimson. She opened her mouth, closed it again, unable to look at either of them.

Dahlia tipped her glass lazily, eyes never leaving Aria’s face. “Well? We’re waiting.”

Aria squirmed, clutching her cushion so tightly her knuckles whitened. “I can’t…”

Freya leaned forward, breasts swaying, her grin wicked. “Oh, you can. We said truth, babe. Out with it.”

Aria’s cheeks flamed. She stared at her lap, voice barely above a whisper. “It was… the other night.”

“The other night?” Dahlia prodded smoothly. “Which night?”

Aria buried her face in her hands. “…At the pub. When you made me go talk to him.”

Freya’s jaw dropped theatrically, then she burst into laughter. “Oh. My. God. You rubbed one out thinking about him?”

Aria squealed, horrified. “Don’t say it like that!”

Dahlia’s smirk sharpened, her eyes glinting. “And what exactly were you fantasising about, Aria?”

Aria groaned into her hands, muffled. “…How… how big he might be.”

For a beat, silence. Then both older girls collapsed against each other in hysterics, laughter spilling across the room.

“Oh my God,” Freya gasped, clutching her stomach. “She’s hooked. Our little virgin’s lying in bed, touching herself, thinking about big black cock!”

Aria covered her face, her ears burning. “Stop it! You’re awful!”

“Honest,” Dahlia corrected silkily, her voice low with triumph. She reached across, tugging the cushion from Aria’s grip and tossing it aside, leaving her flushed and exposed between them. “And you just proved it. We’ve got you thinking about it already.”

Freya leaned in, eyes sparkling. “Babe, you’re so ours.”

Aria sat frozen, torn between mortification and the guilty throb in her belly, and the sound of their laughter only made it worse.

The room buzzed with heat, laughter, and wine. Freya and Dahlia still lounged topless, bare breasts bouncing lightly whenever they giggled. Aria, flushed from both alcohol and embarrassment, finished the last sip of her glass.

Her pulse quickened. They’re going to make me do it anyway, she thought. Might as well lean in.

When her turn came, she lifted her chin, defiant and nervous all at once. “Dare.”

Both older girls’ eyes gleamed. Dahlia’s smirk curved slow and deliberate. “Show us.”

Aria blinked. “Show you what?”

Dahlia leaned forward, voice smooth as velvet. “Show us how you masturbated. That night. Thinking about him.”

Aria’s whole body jolted, her face flaming. “No! I can’t….”

“Yes, you can,” Dahlia cut in, calm and certain. “You don’t have to strip naked. Just take your top off, like us. Bra too. Be fair.”

Freya gave a wicked grin. “Then slide those pretty fingers under your waistband. Play with yourself. Get wet for us.”

Aria’s breath caught, horrified and mortified at once. “I can’t… I….”

“You said dare,” Dahlia reminded smoothly. “It’s the rules. Don’t back out now, Aria. Not when we’ve gone topless for you.” She leaned back, deliberately arching her chest, breasts bare and unapologetic.

Freya’s voice softened, coaxing, almost sweet. “It’s only us, babe. No one else will ever know. Just a little touch. Show us how you do it.”

Aria sat frozen, trembling, heart pounding in her ears. Her hands fidgeted in her lap, eyes darting between their bare chests, their hungry smiles, and the empty glass in front of her.

The air was thick, waiting.

Aria’s chest rose and fell, breath quick and shallow. The wine hummed in her veins, making everything hazy, tilting the room.

“I… I don’t know if I can,” she whispered.

“You can,” Dahlia said firmly, her tone brooking no argument. “Top off. Bra off. Just like us.”

Aria’s hands shook as she tugged her top over her head, tossing it onto the sofa. Her bra followed, straps slipping from her shoulders, nipples tightening in the cool air. She hunched forward instinctively, trying to cover herself, but Freya reached across and gently pulled her arms away.

Both girls’ eyes drank her in.

“God, look at those tits,” Freya murmured, grinning wickedly.

Dahlia’s smirk curved sharper. “Perfect. Round, perky, begging to be touched.”

Aria’s blush deepened, her chest rising and falling as their eyes lingered hungrily on every curve.

“Beautiful,” Freya murmured, eyes glinting.

Dahlia’s smirk deepened. “Now. Show us.”

Aria swallowed hard. Slowly, almost as if in a trance, she slid her hand down, fingers fumbling at the waistband of her leggings. She hesitated, cheeks burning.

“Do it,” Dahlia coaxed, her voice low and commanding. “Like you did the other night. Thinking about that big black cock.”

Aria whimpered, but her fingers slipped beneath the fabric, brushing the damp heat waiting there. A shiver coursed through her body.

Freya giggled, eyes bright. “Good girl.”

Aria closed her eyes, face crimson, as she began to stroke herself, hesitant at first, then with tiny gasps she couldn’t hide. Her breasts lifted with every trembling breath, nipples stiff, thighs tensing as her fingers worked clumsily over her clit.

“Look at her,” Dahlia murmured, eyes locked on the sight. “Our shy little fresher, touching her pussy for us.”

Aria moaned softly, mortified, but the sound only made Freya laugh wickedly. She leaned close, whispering, “Get yourself wetter, babe. Let us see.”

Aria’s hips shifted involuntarily, her hand moving faster, her breath catching. The humiliation and arousal tangled, burning through her. She couldn’t stop, not with both of them watching, topless, smirking, their eyes devouring her.

Finally, she cried out, muffling the sound against her shoulder as she came, body shaking, fingers sticky with her own wetness.

She collapsed back against the sofa, panting, unable to meet their eyes.

Freya clapped slowly, grinning from ear to ear. “Adorable. Absolutely adorable.”

Dahlia leaned in, tilting Aria’s chin up until their eyes met. Her smirk was pure victory. “And now you’re ours.”


Chapter Ten: A Week Later: Truth or Dare Escalates

Another Friday night, another bottle of wine uncorked. The ritual had become routine now: books shoved aside, pizza boxes stacked, the three of them curled on the sofa.

But things were different. Faster.

Within minutes, shirts were tossed onto the floor, bras unclasped, laughter echoing as all three girls sat in the warm glow of fairy lights, breasts bare and swaying with each movement. Aria’s blush was still fierce, but not as paralysing as it had once been. She was topless with them now, as though it was normal.

“Truth or dare?” Freya asked, eyes sparkling, glass in hand.

Aria’s pulse raced. She took another sip of wine for courage. “…Dare.”

Freya’s grin widened, wicked. “Tell us about him.”

Aria blinked. “Who?”

“That big black cock you made yourself cum to.” Freya leaned closer, her voice dropping husky. “Describe it. Every detail. How you imagined it. How you touched yourself thinking about it.”

Aria’s whole body flushed scarlet. “I… I can’t….”

“You can,” Dahlia purred, smirk sharp. “It’s a dare.”

Aria twisted her hands in her lap, staring down. “I don’t… I don’t know what to say. I don’t have that much experience.”

Freya’s giggle cut through the heavy silence. She nudged Dahlia with her elbow. “Look at her. Our sweet little virgin doesn’t even know how to describe a cock.”

Aria covered her face, mortified. “Please don’t make me….”

Dahlia reached out, tugging her hands away. “No one’s making you do anything, Aria. But if you want to play with the big boys…” Her smirk deepened. “…you’d better start learning.”

Freya laughed again, breasts bouncing as she shook her head. “God, babe. We’re going to have so much fun teaching you.”

Aria sat cringing, cheeks burning, unable to find the words. Freya and Dahlia’s laughter filled the room, warm and merciless.

“See?” Freya teased, leaning back, her breasts jiggling as she laughed. “She can’t even say it.”

“Mm,” Dahlia murmured, eyes glittering. “Maybe words aren’t her thing.”

Aria blinked, confused. “What do you mean?”

Dahlia reached casually behind the armchair and pulled out a plain canvas tote. She set it on the coffee table, the weight thumping against the wood. With deliberate slowness, she reached in and drew out three dildos; one small, one thick, and one long, jet-black monster that made Aria’s eyes go wide.

“Show and tell,” Dahlia purred.

Aria’s mouth fell open. “What….? No!”

“You said you can’t describe it,” Dahlia said smoothly. “So show us. Show us how you sucked it.”

Freya giggled, reaching to line the toys up on the table like prizes. “Start with the smallest, babe. Then the middle. Then…” She tapped the black one, her grin wicked. “…the biggest. Always best to work up to it.”

Aria stared at the toys, frozen, her heart pounding in her ears.

“I can’t,” she whispered, mortified.

“You can,” Dahlia corrected, voice calm and commanding. “It’s just us. No one else will ever know. You want to play with big black cock, don’t you? Prove it.”

Freya leaned closer, whispering sweetly. “Don’t think of it as a dare. Think of it as practice.”

Aria trembled; every nerve lit with shame and heat. She glanced at the toys again, at the two girls watching her topless and smirking, and realised with a sinking certainty that the game had already been decided.

Aria sat frozen, eyes wide, staring at the line of toys glistening on the table. Her face burned hot, her pulse hammering, her mind spinning between no way and the traitorous heat spreading low in her belly.

Freya tilted her head, her grin sly. “Maybe it’s not fair to throw our baby straight in at the deep end.”

Dahlia arched a brow. “Meaning?”

“Meaning,” Freya said brightly, reaching across to pluck up the medium toy, “we should demonstrate. Show her how it’s done.”

Aria’s jaw dropped. “You can’t….”

“Oh, we can,” Dahlia purred, picking up the smallest dildo between her fingers like a treat. She slid to the edge of the sofa, topless breasts swaying as she lowered herself, eyes locked on Aria. “Watch closely, sweetheart. This is how you do it properly.”

Aria could barely breathe as Dahlia parted her lips and drew the toy in, slow and deliberate, sliding it over her tongue with a wet, obscene sound. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, eyes glittering with amusement at Aria’s expression.

Beside her, Freya giggled, then wrapped her lips around the thicker dildo, bobbing her head with exaggerated enthusiasm. She made little moans, saliva glistening down the shaft, her blonde hair tumbling around her bare shoulders.

“God, listen to that,” Dahlia drawled between sucks, sliding the toy in deep, then pulling off with a lewd pop.

Aria’s thighs pressed together unconsciously, her nails digging into the cushion. She couldn’t look away, their topless breasts bouncing with each movement, their mouths stretched around silicone cocks, their laughter mixing with wet, slurping sounds.

“You see, babe?” Freya gasped breathlessly, stroking her toy with spit-slick hands before taking it deep again. “Nothing scary. Just fun.”

Dahlia licked a glistening bead of saliva from the tip of hers, smirk curving sharp. “And once you’ve started…” She pushed it deep into her throat, gagging slightly, before pulling back with a wicked grin. “…you won’t want to stop.”

Aria sat trembling, speechless, her face blazing, shocked, humiliated, but arousal flooding her so intensely she couldn’t even deny it.

Freya set her toy down and leaned close, eyes gleaming as she stroked Aria’s arm.
“Now it’s your turn. Don’t worry, babe, we’ll guide you. You want to learn, as soon you’ll be sucking the real thing like a pro.”

Aria’s breath caught. “I….I can’t…”

“Yes, you can,” Dahlia cut in smoothly, lifting the biggest dildo from the table. The thick, jet-black shaft gleamed under the fairy lights, heavy in her hand, obscene in its sheer size. She placed it in Aria’s lap, the weight of it making her gasp.

“Start with this one,” Dahlia purred, her smirk wicked. “Best to learn on the biggest. Everything else will feel easy after.”

Aria stared at it, her pulse hammering. “It’s… it’s huge. There’s no way…”

Freya giggled, sliding a hand to the small of her back, rubbing in slow circles. “There is, babe. You’ll see. Just open wide, wrap your lips around it. We’ll talk you through.”

Dahlia tipped Aria’s chin up until their eyes locked. “Show us that pretty mouth. Show us how you’ll take big black cock when it’s finally real.”

Aria whimpered, torn between terror and heat. Her hands shook as she lifted the dildo, holding it awkwardly, staring at the massive tip. Slowly, trembling, she brought it to her lips.

She couldn’t understand it, but the more they urged her on, the wetter she felt. Heat pulsed low in her belly, her panties already damp with arousal. She was scared, humiliated, every nerve screaming no, yet her body wanted it. Wanted this: being forced, being made to do something so illicit, so filthy, as sucking a big black cock.

Her tongue darted out, a quick, nervous lick. Freya gasped, clapping her hands together like it was a show. “Good girl!”

Dahlia’s smirk only sharpened. “Deeper, Aria. Don’t just kiss it. Take it.”

Blushing furiously, Aria opened her mouth and slid the toy past her lips. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, gagging softly before pulling back in shock.

Freya stroked her hair, soothing. “That’s it, babe. You’re doing amazing.”

“God, look at her,” Dahlia murmured, eyes gleaming with victory. “Our shy little virgin, sucking down BBC already.”

Aria whimpered again, but her lips stayed sealed around the thick shaft, humiliated, aroused, and completely under their control.

Dahlia’s voice cut through the wet sounds of her mouth working the toy. Smooth, low, wicked.

“Is it making you wet, babe? Thinking about that big black cock… the one you’re sucking?”

Aria’s eyes watered, cheeks hollowed as she worked her mouth clumsily around the thick shaft. Without even thinking, all her attention fixed on doing a good job, she gave a tiny, desperate nod.

Freya squealed with delight, clapping her hands. “Oh my God! She is! She’s dripping just from sucking it!”

Dahlia’s smirk deepened, eyes gleaming with triumph. “Perfect. Our pretty little virgin slut loves it.”

Freya leaned in, eyes blazing with mischief. “Play with yourself! Make yourself cum while you’re sucking him.”

Aria gagged softly around the thick shaft, her eyes wide. She tried to pull back, but Freya’s hand pressed gently against the back of her head, holding her steady.

Dahlia’s smirk sharpened as she reached for Aria’s waistband. “Take the rest of your clothes off. Slide your panties down and push your fingers into that tight little hole.”

Aria whimpered, shaking her head, still working the toy in her mouth. She pulled back just far enough to gasp, “I can’t…. I can’t get naked in front of you!”

Freya chuckled, stroking her hair almost tenderly even as she guided her mouth back down the shaft. “Don’t forget, babe, we’ve been in the showers together at the gym. We’ve seen you naked already. No need to be shy.”

Aria moaned, her cheeks burning as the words hit home. Her jaw ached, saliva dripping down her chin, her pussy throbbing with unbearable heat. Humiliation warred with raw need, but still, she couldn’t stop sucking, not with Freya’s hand steady on her head, not with Dahlia’s hungry eyes fixed on her, not with the deep, aching truth that she wanted this.

Aria’s body trembled, torn in two, shame blazing in her chest, arousal burning between her thighs. Freya’s hand held her gently but firmly at the back of the head, guiding her rhythm, while Dahlia’s words slid like silk through her ears.

With a broken whimper, Aria sat back on her knees. Her hands fumbled at her skirt, yanking it down clumsily over her hips, tossing it aside. Her panties followed, peeled down her trembling thighs and kicked away to the corner of the sofa.

She was bare now, flushed from chest to thighs, nipples stiff, pussy glistening in the soft light.

“Good girl,” Freya breathed, eyes glittering with triumph.

Aria snatched the thick, black dildo back up with shaking hands, lips parting to take it deep into her mouth again. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, saliva dripping freely down the silicone shaft. Her free hand slid between her thighs, fingers brushing her swollen clit. The first touch made her hips jerk, a desperate moan vibrating around the toy.

“Yes,” Dahlia purred, watching hungrily. “Touch that tight little cunt while you suck him. Show us how bad you need it.”

Aria obeyed, her fingers moving faster, slick with her own heat. Her eyes squeezed shut as she worked herself, her breasts bouncing softly with every movement, the obscene sounds of her mouth and pussy filling the room.

She was so close, so hot, so needy, she couldn’t stop.

Freya stroked her hair, cooing encouragement. “Look at you, babe. Our perfect slut. Cumming on your fingers while you choke on big black cock.”

Aria whimpered, the pleasure cresting too high. She didn’t notice Dahlia lean back slightly, lifting her phone. The faint click of the camera was lost beneath the wet suck and muffled moans.

The screen glowed as Dahlia filmed, capturing every second of their sweet fresher’s downfall; totally naked, trembling, fingers pumping furiously between her thighs as she sucked the dildo like her life depended on it.

“Spread your thighs, babe, show us,” Freya commanded. Lost in her own collapse, she obeyed. Dahlia zoomed in on Aria’s fingers circling her clit, then plunging into her wet little hole.

Her climax broke over her with a sharp, muffled cry, her body arching, shuddering, the toy still buried between her lips.

Freya laughed softly, clapping her hands in delight. “Perfect. She’s ours now.”

Dahlia smirked behind the phone, still recording, her voice a low purr. “And we’ve got proof.”


Chapter Eleven: The Message

The week rolled by in a blur of lectures, seminars, and guilty daydreams Aria couldn’t quite shake. Every night she thought about it, the way Dahlia had watched her, the way Freya had stroked her hair, the obscene stretch of that big black dildo in her mouth while her fingers worked frantically between her thighs. Knowing that Dahlia had filmed her.

When her phone buzzed late that afternoon, her heart jumped.

Dahlia: Same time at ours tonight. Wear your sexiest look.

Aria stared at the message, pulse hammering. Sexiest look? What did that even mean? A joke? Another dare waiting to happen?

Still, she found herself standing in front of her mirror, biting her lip as she rifled through her wardrobe. Finally, she settled on a tiny black thong, a short skirt that skimmed the tops of her thighs, and a white blouse she could knot beneath her breasts. She hesitated over her bra, then shook her head. No point. We always end up topless anyway.

Her nipples tightened at the thought, shame prickling across her chest. She flushed, brushing it off with a nervous laugh. “It’s just them. Just another game.”

But as she tied the blouse high under her braless breasts, the reflection staring back at her told a different story. She looked… sexy. Wanton, almost. Like she was ready for something. She could see the shape of her nipples pressing against the thin material of the blouse. She felt a little reckless. She might even impress Dahlia and Freya.

And deep down, part of her knew, that was exactly what Dahlia and Freya wanted.

Aria’s stomach fluttered the whole walk over, every step making the hem of her short skirt swish against her thighs.

The short walk across campus felt different this time. Heads turned. Groups of students lounging outside the library glanced up as she passed, their conversations dipping for a beat. A pair of girls gave her a look that was half-surprised, half-appraising. Two guys coming the other way slowed, one letting out a low whistle, the other grinning. “Looking good,” he called, and she flushed, hurrying on. She’d never been noticed like this before; usually she slipped through the crowd unseen. Now every step made her skirt sway and every glance seemed to cling to her bare legs. The attention made her heart pound—part embarrassment, part something warmer that she didn’t want to name.

By the time she reached the flat and knocked, her cheeks were already warm, her pulse racing.

The door opened to Dahlia’s smirk. Freya peered over her shoulder, eyes glittering.

“Well, well,” Dahlia drawled, letting her gaze sweep slowly down Aria’s outfit, the knotted blouse, the bare skin beneath, the hem barely covering her thong. “You understood the assignment.”

Freya clapped her hands together. “Perfect, babe. Absolutely perfect.”

Aria shifted nervously, tugging at her skirt. “It’s… just what I had.”

“Sure, it is.” Dahlia’s smirk didn’t soften. “Come on, in.”

They led her into the sitting room, and Aria froze.

On the sofa sat Joshua, the tall, broad black guy from their course, muscles stretching his t-shirt tight. Beside him lounged another man she recognised vaguely from around campus, darker-skinned, shaved head, even bigger than Joshua, his heavy arms resting casually along the back of the sofa.

Aria’s breath caught, her whole body stiffening.

Freya shut the door with a click, then leaned close to Aria’s ear, her voice sweet and sing-song. “Surprise, babe.”

Dahlia slid past, sinking into an armchair with a lazy smile, her eyes glinting like a predator’s. “You remember Joshua. And this is his friend Malik.”

Both men looked her over openly, slow and deliberate, as though she were already stripped bare. Lions assessing their prey. And she did feel exactly like a piece of meat int their gaze.

Heat flooded Aria’s face. She tugged at her blouse instinctively, but the knot only made her breasts push up higher. Her legs pressed together, but she felt the traitorous throb between them all the same.

Freya brushed a hand down her arm, her tone soothing but loaded. “Relax. You look gorgeous. Doesn’t she, boys?”

Joshua’s grin spread slow. Malik’s deep chuckle rumbled low in his chest.

Aria swallowed hard, trapped between terror and a hot, unbearable pulse of need.


Chapter Twelve: Truth or Dare with an Audience

The first bottle of wine went quickly. Dahlia poured generously, Freya kept the chatter flowing, and even Aria relaxed a little as the five of them talked about their criminology course, lectures, essays, and the usual campus gossip. Joshua chimed in here and there, teasing Freya about always sitting in the back row. Malik mostly listened, his deep chuckle punctuating the conversation whenever someone cracked a joke.

By the time the bottle stood empty on the table, Aria’s cheeks were warm with more than just embarrassment. She was laughing, twirling the stem of her glass nervously, but she couldn’t stop glancing at the two men. Both were sprawled comfortably on the sofa, their eyes occasionally sweeping over her bare thighs, the knot of her blouse, the nipples clearly, taught and hard, pressing against the fabric. Every look made her shift in her seat.

Dahlia caught it, of course. She set her glass down, smirk curving slow. “Well. I think it’s about that time.”

Aria blinked, heart skipping. “What time?”

Dahlia leaned back, crossing her legs lazily. “Truth. Or. Dare.”

Freya clapped her hands like a child at Christmas. “Yes! Tradition!”

Aria’s stomach lurched. Her eyes darted to Joshua and Malik, both watching now, curious, entertained.

“I don’t think….” she started, but Dahlia cut her off with a silky drawl.

“Of course you do. It’s our game. And tonight…” Her eyes glinted. “We’ve got an audience.”

Joshua grinned, leaning forward to top off his glass. “This I’ve got to see.”

Malik’s chuckle was low, rumbling. “Same.”

Aria’s pulse hammered. She knew she should get up, laugh it off, make an excuse. But instead, she stayed frozen in her chair, her body hot and needy, her throat dry as wine.

Freya winked at her. “Don’t worry, babe. We’ll start easy.”

Dahlia toyed with her glass, eyes glittering. “Alright. Let’s start with Aria.”

Aria froze, her pulse hammering. “Me? Why always me?”

“Because you’re the baby,” Freya teased sweetly, brushing her arm. “Truth or dare?”

Aria swallowed, glancing nervously at Joshua and Malik. Both men were watching intently, grins spreading across their faces. Heat climbed up her neck. “…Dare.”

“Perfect,” Dahlia purred. “Sit on Joshua’s lap.”

Aria’s stomach dropped. Joshua leaned back, spreading his thighs a little wider, grinning like he’d already won. “Come on, sweetheart. I don’t bite.”

Her legs shook as she crossed the room, easing herself down onto his lap. The short skirt rode high as she settled awkwardly, and her breath caught, she could feel him beneath her. Hard. Thick. Pressing right up against her through his jeans.

Joshua’s smile widened knowingly as he shifted slightly, letting her feel all of him. Aria bit her lip, trembling, her blush betraying everything.

Freya clapped her hands. “Perfect! Next round.”

When it came back to her, Dahlia’s smirk sharpened. “Dare again.”

Freya leaned forward. “Kiss me.”

Aria’s blush deepened. She leaned in hesitantly, lips brushing Freya’s, but Freya’s hand caught the back of her head, holding her there. Their mouths opened, tongues sliding together, Freya moaning softly into the kiss.

The men let out low laughs of approval, Dahlia’s voice smooth and coaxing. “That’s it. Tongues, babe. Show them you can do it properly.”

Aria whimpered but obeyed, her tongue clumsy against Freya’s, heat rushing to her core.

When the kiss finally broke, Freya wiped a finger across Aria’s flushed lips. “Good girl.”

The game moved faster now. Dahlia leaned forward. “Next dare: show the boys your panties.”

Aria’s eyes widened. “I can’t….”

“Yes you can,” Dahlia said silkily. “Just lift your skirt. Quick flash.”

Freya giggled, tugging the hem herself. The short fabric flipped up, revealing Aria’s little thong stretched tight across her round ass and damp heat. Joshua and Malik both chuckled low, their eyes darkening as they took her in.

“Delicious,” Malik rumbled.

Aria squealed, yanking her skirt back down, but her cheeks burned hotter at their approving looks.

Then Freya leaned close, her eyes wicked. “Alright, babe. Dare. Over Joshua’s lap. Time for a spanking.”

Aria gasped. “What? No….”

Dahlia smirked. “Rules are rules.”

Joshua patted his thigh with a grin. “Come on, sweetheart. Won’t hurt. Much.”

Shaking, Aria bent across his lap. Her short skirt flipped up immediately, baring her perfect round ass in its tiny thong.

Joshua’s large hand rubbed across her cheeks, testing the shape. Then, smack. A light swat.

Aria squealed, kicking her feet.

“Again,” Freya urged, clapping.

Joshua chuckled, landing another, firmer. Then another. The sound echoed sharp in the room, her cheeks reddening fast under his broad palm.

Aria gasped and wriggled, her thong slipping tighter between her cheeks, her skin glowing rosy. Her face burned, but she couldn’t stop the hot pulse throbbing deep inside her.

Freya leaned against Dahlia, eyes shining. “Look at her. Our baby’s ass is gorgeous.”

Dahlia’s smirk sharpened, her voice husky. “And now it’s ours to play with.”

Joshua’s hand came down harder, steady rhythm building until both cheeks were glowing red, bouncing under each smack. Aria whimpered, humiliated, and achingly, undeniably wet.

When he finally stopped, he ran his palm over the tender flesh with a grin. “Sweet little thing.”

Aria scrambled up, face scarlet, tugging her skirt down, but the glint in Dahlia’s eyes told her there would be no going back.


Chapter Thirteen: The Game Pushes Further

Aria had barely settled back into her seat, cheeks still glowing from Joshua’s spanking, when Dahlia’s voice cut through the room. Smooth. Commanding.

“I think,” she said, lifting her glass, “that since the last couple of weeks we’ve ended up topless anyway… we might as well skip to it. Let’s carry on the game, but tits out first.”

Freya squealed in agreement, already tugging her top over her head and unclasping her bra, her breasts bouncing free with a grin. “Tradition!”

Dahlia smirked, peeling her blouse off slowly, letting her bra fall away before sitting back in her chair, topless, unbothered, eyes glittering with challenge.

Both men chuckled low, their gazes heavy as they watched the two second year students bare themselves so casually.

All eyes turned to Aria.

Her hands shook as she fumbled at the knot of her blouse. She tugged it loose, fabric falling open, her nipples stiff and aching in the cool air. She pulled it off and dropped it onto the floor beside the sofa. She crossed her arms instinctively, but Dahlia’s sharp look made her lower them again, leaving her tits bare, flushed, and perfect under the men’s hungry stares.

“Beautiful,” Freya cooed, reaching out to squeeze one playfully. “Our baby’s growing braver every week.”

“Dare,” Dahlia announced, her smirk curving sharp. She turned to Aria. “Your turn, sweetheart.”

Aria’s heart thudded. “What… what is it?”

Dahlia leaned back, voice velvet smooth. “Give Malik a lap dance.”

Aria gasped, eyes flying to the bigger man. Malik was already grinning, his dark eyes steady on hers, his huge frame relaxed against the sofa.

“I can’t,” she whispered, shaking her head.

“Yes, you can,” Dahlia corrected. “Skirt and thong stay on. Just a dance. Grind on his lap, make him feel you.”

Freya leaned in, eyes sparkling. “You’ll be amazing, babe. Show us what you’ve got.”

Joshua chuckled, shifting to give Malik room. Malik patted his thigh slowly, a deep rumble of amusement in his chest. “Come on, pretty thing. Don’t be shy.”

Aria’s body burned with humiliation, but her legs moved anyway. She rose, her bare breasts bouncing lightly, and crossed the room on trembling feet. Slowly, she lowered herself onto Malik’s thick lap, her tiny skirt riding up, her thong pressed tight between her cheeks.

“Good girl,” Dahlia purred.

Freya clapped softly, delighted. “Now grind.”

Aria’s hips shifted awkwardly at first, her ass brushing against the hard bulge beneath her. Malik’s breath deepened, his big hands steady on the sofa, letting her move.

The room buzzed with low laughter and approving murmurs as she found a rhythm, grinding her thong-clad pussy over Malik’s lap, her breasts bouncing with each sway, her face burning as both men and both girls watched her every move.

Aria’s hips moved in a shaky rhythm, grinding her thong-clad pussy against Malik’s lap. She was already flushed and trembling, mortified to be topless in front of them all, but the hot bulge pressing up against her made her thighs quiver.

Malik’s deep chuckle rolled through his chest. “Mmm… pretty thing moves well.”

Before Aria could react, his huge hands rose to her hips, gripping firmly, guiding her movement against him. She gasped, her body jerking, but his strength held her in place as he rocked her harder over his lap.

Dahlia smirked, swirling the last of her wine. “That’s it, Aria. Let him feel you properly.” Freya lifted her phone and started filming Aria lewd lap-dance.

Freya squealed with delight, clapping her hands. “God, babe, you’re so hot. Look at you, grinding like a pro!”

Aria whimpered, torn between humiliation and the unbearable ache between her thighs. Her nipples grazed Malik’s chest as she leaned forward, and he took the opportunity to slide one large palm up her side, closing around her bare breast.

She cried out softly, her eyes flying wide.

Malik’s thumb rolled across her nipple, squeezing gently before giving it a firmer pinch. Her hips bucked involuntarily, grinding down harder against his thick bulge.

Freya leaned closer, eyes shining. “She likes it. Look at her.”

Dahlia’s smirk sharpened. “Of course she does. Our baby slut’s finally getting a real man’s hands on her.”

Malik’s other hand slid lower, cupping her round ass. He squeezed, fingers spreading wide, his deep voice rumbling with approval. “Tight little thing, huh?”

Aria buried her face against his shoulder, her body betraying her with every desperate grind, her tits bouncing with each thrust of his guiding hands.

The room buzzed with laughter and low encouragement, Freya’s giggles, Dahlia’s velvet drawl, the men’s rumbling approval, while Aria lost herself, humiliated and aroused beyond denial.

Malik’s big hands lingered on Aria’s hips, guiding her against him, his thumbs brushing dangerously close to the edge of her thong. She whimpered, flushed and trembling, her breasts bouncing under his rough squeeze.

Dahlia’s voice cut through the thick air, smooth as velvet. “Alright, Aria. Your turn again. Dare.”

Aria shook her head weakly, breathless. “I can’t… not more…”

Freya giggled, sliding an arm around her waist and tugging her upright off Malik’s lap. “Yes, you can, babe. You’ve been amazing. And now it’s time for the next step.”

Joshua leaned forward from the sofa, his grin wide, his jeans stretched tight at the crotch. He set his drink down with deliberate calm.

Dahlia’s smirk sharpened. “On your knees in front of Joshua. Time for a blowjob, sweetheart.”

Aria froze, her whole body going rigid. “What? No, I….I can’t….”

“You can,” Dahlia corrected firmly. “Topless, on your knees. Put that pretty mouth to use.”

Freya stroked her hair, her tone sweet as honey. “Just like you practiced, babe. Remember the dildo? Now it’s the real thing.”

Joshua unzipped, dragging down his jeans. His thick cock sprang free, heavy and hard, the head flushed dark. Aria’s eyes went wide, her stomach flipping.

“Oh my God…” she whispered, her lips parting in shock.

Dahlia chuckled darkly. “Bigger than you imagined, isn’t it?”

Aria with huge, shocked eyes, “I still didn’t believe they could be that big.”

Joshua patted his thigh, his deep voice calm and confident. “Come on, sweetheart. Don’t be shy.”

Freya gave Aria a little push, guiding her down to her knees on the carpet. The room buzzed with laughter and low encouragement, Dahlia sipping her wine like a queen presiding over a ceremony.

Aria’s trembling hands hovered, then wrapped hesitantly around the thick shaft. Her lips hovered just above the swollen head, her breath shaky, the scent of him filling her nose.

Freya whispered hotly against her ear. “Open wide, babe. Show us what that pretty mouth can do.”

And slowly, trembling, Aria lowered her lips onto Joshua’s cock.


Chapter Fourteen: Stripped and Sucking

Aria’s lips slid down over Joshua’s thick head, her jaw already straining, saliva slicking her chin as she gagged softly around the sheer size of him. The room buzzed with low laughter and coaxing encouragement.

“Good girl,” Dahlia purred, her eyes glinting. “But you’ll do even better without those last little scraps of clothing.”

Freya giggled, crouching beside her, fingers brushing the hem of Aria’s short skirt. “Let’s get rid of this, babe.”

Aria whimpered around Joshua’s cock as Freya tugged her skirt down over her hips. Dahlia leaned forward to hook her thong with one finger, peeling it away and tossing it to the floor. In seconds she was bare, on her knees between Joshua’s thighs, his cock filling her mouth while her flushed pussy glistened in the soft light.

Joshua groaned low, his big hand settling on the back of her head, guiding her down his shaft. “Fuck, she’s sweet.”

Aria moaned helplessly around him, the sound muffled, humiliated by her nakedness, but hotter than she had ever felt.

“Touch yourself,” Dahlia commanded smoothly. “Play with that pretty cunt while you suck him.” Like Freya, she lifted her phone and started to film the lewd scene.

Aria’s hand trembled but slid down between her thighs. Her fingers brushed her clit, and she gasped, her mouth sliding deeper over Joshua’s cock. Her hips rocked instinctively, pleasure and shame mingling as she worked herself with desperate strokes.

Freya’s giggle was breathless with delight. “God, babe, look at you. Naked, sucking, and touching yourself like a filthy little slut.”

Aria’s eyes watered, drool spilling from her lips, her tits bouncing as she pumped her fingers between her thighs. The obscene mix of sensations, the weight of Joshua’s cock in her mouth, her own slick fingers, Dahlia and Freya’s laughter, the men’s rumbling approval, broke something open inside her.

She moaned again, louder, her body shaking as she gave herself over to it. Shaking from her intense orgasm with everybody watching.

Joshua groaned, his cock twitching in her throat. “Mmm… she’s learning fast.”

Dahlia’s smirk was sharp with triumph. “She’s not just learning. She’s ours.”

“Come on, Joshua,” Dahlia purred, rising gracefully from the sofa, her hand sliding into his. She didn’t even glance at Aria as she led him toward her bedroom.

Aria watched as he followed Dahlia his thick, hard erection bobbing in front of him as he walked. “The little slut has made me rock hard and ready for you babe.”

Freya giggled, tugging Malik’s hand. “You’re with me.” She turned back, her eyes bright with mischief. “Babe, follow us.”

Aria’s body burned as she stumbled after them, naked and sticky, her thighs still trembling from her orgasm.

In Dahlia’s room, Joshua dropped onto the bed as Dahlia crawled over him, her laughter low and wicked. Across the hall, Freya pulled Malik into her own bed, her squeals and moans rising almost instantly.

Aria was left on the rug at the foot of the bed, curling onto her side. The mattress above her rocked, creaking with every thrust, every gasp and slap of skin. She pressed her thighs together, aching, aroused, humiliated, the sound of their sex filling her ears until finally, restless and needy, she drifted into a fitful sleep.

Morning light spilled through the curtains when she stirred. The first thing she heard was Freya’s moans again, higher, louder, Malik’s deep grunts driving into her. Aria sat up groggily on the rug, her body hot all over again, breasts bare, thighs sticky.

“Stay naked, babe,” Freya gasped between moans, catching sight of her in the doorway. “Go make us all coffee.”

Aria flushed scarlet, her whole body burning with humiliation — but she rose anyway, padding naked into the kitchen, her breasts swaying, thighs pressed together as the sounds of Freya’s climax filled the flat behind her.


Epilogue: Morning Service

The kettle hissed in the quiet kitchen, the scent of fresh coffee filling the air. Aria’s hands trembled as she poured, her nipples stiff from the cool morning air, her skin flushed with shame. She was still naked, as ordered, thighs pressed tight, hair mussed, breasts sticky from the night before.

Balancing the tray, she padded softly back down the hall. The sounds of sex had faded now, replaced by lazy laughter and the rustle of sheets.

She pushed open Dahlia’s bedroom door.

Joshua was sprawled on his back; sheets tangled around his waist. Dahlia curled against him, bare and glowing, one hand tracing idle circles across his chest.

“Perfect timing,” Dahlia purred, her smirk widening as her eyes drank in the sight of Aria’s flushed, naked body balancing the tray.

Freya’s voice called from across the hall. “Babe, bring ours too!”

Aria obeyed, moving back to the kitchen and make the next round of coffee and then through the door into Freya’s room. Malik was propped up against the headboard, his massive frame relaxed, Freya curled on his lap, hair a tangled halo, her breasts pressed against his chest. Both looked her up and down as she set their mugs on the bedside table, her blush deepening with every second.

“Good girl,” Freya cooed, sipping from her cup without even reaching for the sheet to cover herself.

Dahlia’s voice floated in from the other room, low and commanding. “Get used to it, Aria. From now on, this is where you belong.”

Aria lowered her eyes, her heart hammering, her body aching with arousal and shame. She knew Dahlia was right. Naked, serving them coffee in bed, she was theirs now, completely.


Book Two Teaser

Now Aria was their trained slut. Naked in their flat serving Dahlia and Freya. Sleeping, naked on the rug at the foot of one of their beds, while they enjoy sex with their black lovers.

What will they ask her to do next. They had her in their grasp, wrapped around each ot their little fingers. Ready to serve however they ask.

Will they take her virginity with one of their friends’ big black cocks? Maybe even two at a time; a spit roast. Maybe they’ll humiliate her even further.
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