

Controlled by the Jock
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Working at the college library was about the worst place a girl could work on a dry spell. Iris bit her lip as the last hunk of a student walked away from her counter. She had no idea if the students had suddenly gotten more fashionable, or if they had all started working out or something, but recently it seemed like each guy that came up to her counter to check out a book was hotter than the last. It was a constant struggle not to undress them in her mind. She had definitely picked the wrong line of work for a dry streak. Iris’ coworker Megan at the next desk over giggled as she caught her staring. 

"How long’s it been now Iris? 6 months?”

“Oh god, I wish. Nine months now, and that was unremarkable to say the least. Are the students getting hotter or are my standards just lowering?”

“I’m not sure which, but by the way you were devouring that last one with your eyes I think it’s time we get you laid!”

Easier said than done. Iris knew she could go to the bar, have some drinks bought for her and have another underwhelming lay, just like the one nine months ago. The truth was, a vibrator could do what a drunk guy who only wanted to get his rocks off could not. And, a vibrator did not piss itself overnight while in your bed. She grimaced as she remembered the last time she got laid. Beer goggles and poor judgement had combined to give her a night she absolutely regretted. After that night, Iris had promised herself that she would never bed a man who did not know her name. She only wished that the students of the college were not off the table. Being enticed and teased by the sight of early twenties men in their prime was so unfair, especially when the college restricted any unprofessional relationships between students and staff. 

Her thoughts were interrupted by the approach of student carrying a stack of books so thick and high Iris was surprised he was not falling over. She felt her jaw open as she stared, unable to take her eyes off him. She had never seen him before in her life. If she had, she would never have forgotten it.

He was tall, with jet black hair cut short and neat. He was wearing a tight shirt and his biceps strained from the load of the books he was carrying. He was drop dead gorgeous, with a five o’clock shadow and pensive brown eyes that made him look deep in thought. His broad jaw and equally broad shoulders projected power and authority, but he had a stressed look as he approached  that made Iris want to take care of him. Iris consciously closed her mouth. She felt her heart beating quicker as he got closer, close enough to touch. She imagined him throwing the books to the ground, pushing her files off her desk and picking her up easily onto the desk as his lips hungrily kissed her deep and strong, and tried desperately to push the image out of her head as she gave him a slight smile, hoping she did not look too eager. 

The sound of the books thudding heavily onto her desk brought her out of her fantasy as he dropped the books and reached into the pocket of his form fitting jeans for his student card.

“Hello there, checking out all of these today?”

“Yeah, all six of these tomes.”

“Big project due?” Iris asked, lifting the first hefty book and scanning it. 

“More than one. With lacrosse practice 4 times a week and the gym on top of that, I’ve gotten so far behind in my work it’s not even funny.”

Iris looked closer at his face. His pensive brown eyes had bags around them she had not noticed at a first glance. A tired, intense energy was pouring off of him, but she could tell that he had reserves of energy far beyond the tiredness he was feeling right now. She could see the stress and wanted to let him take it all out on her, wanted to massage his tired muscles and kiss his gorgeous body. It was hard not to imagine letting him take out all of his stress on her body. Iris was surprised by the thoughts in her head. Never before had she felt such a raw, animal attraction to a man.

“It can be so tough to balance it all,” Iris said as she scanned his books, “we all need ways to deal with the stress.”

“Well, you’ll be seeing me around here lots in the next little while. This library is going to be my second home until I’m done my last terms papers. At least I’ll have a friendly face to look at,” he said, a weary smile coming to his face as he gazed at her and Iris felt her mouth dry at his compliment. 

“Don’t hesitate to ask for help if you need it, we librarians are good for more than just checking out books!” 

“With the way these papers are going, I might just need all the help I can get,” he said with a resigned role of his brown eyes. l

Iris was transfixed on him as he walked away, his toned ass and powerful legs outlined by his tight jeans. He had a body like a jaguar, toned and lithe, and she was fixated by the intensity that was in each step. 

She heard giggling and her cheeks turned red, and not just from embarrassment. She was imagining pulling the tight shirt from his back, feeling his taught flesh with her hands and had to struggle to push the image out of her mind to talk to Megan.

“Iris, that guy is totally into you. He was staring at you almost as much as you were staring at him!”

“Megan, shut up. He’s ten years younger than me and looks like a friggin’ model. A girl can dream but even I know my limits. Plus, you know the rules. The fastest way to lose your job around here is to flirt with the students, even if, and I am not saying this particular one is, they are into you.”

“Bullshit Iris, he’s not going to be able to think about studying tonight. You have the worst sense of when a guy is into you! Bet he comes in asking for extra help tomorrow...”

Iris finished up her shift and went home for the night. But as soon as she sat down on the couch after dinner, her thoughts were intruded by thoughts of the chiseled lacrosse player. It felt so dirty to imagine his body, she knew that students were off limits to all staff, not just professors. She had never had to fight her attraction so hard before. She bit her lip as she thought of him, of his muscular body outlined by his tight jeans and tight black shirt. Surely there could be no harm in just imagining him, it’s not like there is any rule against imagining a student, especially not one who is obviously in his third or forth year of university. That was all it took to let herself imagine him pulling his shirt off after a hard workout, his tanned and sweaty body lithe and muscular. She imagined the feel of his strong hands lifting her, his intense brown eyes looking into hers with lust, then closing as he leaned in to kiss her deeply and passionately. Her hand was moving over her body, running over her breasts in her white t shirt, and she moaned as her nipples, hard and desperate, sent electricity through her body as she ran her hands over them. She loved teasing herself. She imagined how easily he would carry her into the bedroom, how his arms would ripple and tense as he lay her softy on the bed and pulled her t shirt off, his hands moving to her hard nipples and pinching them gently but firmly as he kissed her, making her moan. Her hand moved down to her wetness, wishing it was his fingers rubbing her pussy as she imagined his hand sliding down her shorts, sliding into her tightness, and she was in blissful desire as she played with herself on the couch, wanting so badly to feel his body on top of her. She imagined watching him pull down his boxers, wanted to know badly what he was hiding beneath them. She rubbed her clit as she imagined taking his hard, thick cock in her hand, sucking it while she looked up at his abs, his firm chest, his piercing eyes staring down at her. She had never had the desire to submit to a man, but for some reason the thought of being on her knees in front of a him turned her on like nothing else, imagining him placing his hand behind her head and guiding her mouth onto his thick cock, imaged him losing control in his lust and forcefully plunging his member down her willing throat. She moaned and came to the thought of him cumming into her mouth as one hand pushed her deeper onto his cock and the other pinched her nipple hard.

She lay on the couch, sweating and panting, feeling instant shame and regret. Sure, she had looked at students before, thought they were hot or sexy, but never before had she came to one. She knew that she was not supposed to even dream about them. She knew that there were strict rules in the university and that a professor had recently lost his job over a fling with a student. But even the relief of an orgasm could do nothing to keep him out of her mind. She guessed that he must be in his early to mid twenties, too young for her and way out of her league. She turned her movie up, trying to get back control of her thoughts. 

The next day at work, she was not sure if she wanted to see him or not. It had been intense thinking about him the previous night, and she had no need for any more temptation. She felt guilty enough cumming to imagining him the night before and had promised to herself not to think about him again like that. 

That day at work Iris had trouble concentrating. Every time a tall, male student walked past, she would always look up, startled, before realizing it was just some random student she had never seen before. She did not know if she wanted to see the stud from the day before. She hoped he was too busy at lacrosse, or working out his abs, getting sweaty and - she forced herself to snap out of imagining him. Student’s were strictly off limits, and she would not allow herself to break the rules, even in her head. Her cheeks reddened as she remembered last night’s events shameful, the intensity of the orgasm as she had imagined being on her knees with his cock sliding in and out of her waiting mouth. 

The afternoon went slowly. 

“These students think all we do is sit here and check out books,” complained Megan, yawning at her desk.”

Iris hid a smile and turned to her coworker, who was always fast to complain. “Aren't we? The last time a student checked into the research methods sessions I offer was two weeks ago. Almost makes you regret getting a masters, doesn't it?

“Almost? Are you kidding me? I’m drowning in student debt, and for what? To lecture students on the evils of late returns? Shoot me Iris, shoot me.”

Iris felt the corners of her lips twitching upwards at her over dramatic coworker and friend, and then looked with surprise at her computer.

“Well, looks like I spoke too fast. I have one signup for my research methods session in an hour! Just when I thought the day was going to be dull, now I get to help some first year figure out how to find the philosophy section.”

“Hey, you volunteered to host those sessions Iris. Remember, you were going to give these students... how did you put it? Solid research foundations and critical thinking that would help them for the rest of their lives?”

“Sue me Megan, we were all young and idealistic once.” 

“I might just, you’re going to leave me all alone to deal with the afternoon rush,” said Megan dryly, stifling a yawn as she looked around the almost empty library. It was three PM, and the sun shining outdoors was enough to keep all but the most studious out of the library. 

The hour passed, slowly, and Iris logged out of her computer and walked to the private classroom that she had once imagined would be full of students, eager to learn how to get the most out of the library and gain valuable tips for their research papers and projects. She shook her head at how naive she had been when she started working as a librarian, thinking she would instil her love of learning into the students. She opened the door to the classroom and stopped dead in her tracks as she saw who was waiting for her. 

“Hey there, you offered yesterday to give some extra help and I thought I’d jump to the chance to take it,” he said casually, standing up from the chair in the classroom. 

Iris felt her heart beating quickly at the thought of being alone in the room with him. Her cheeks flushed red as she remembered what she had done the night before, how she had made herself cum imagining sucking his cock. She quickly glanced upwards as she realized she had snuck a look at the bulge between his legs, trying not to imagine unzipping his jeans and getting onto her knees in front of him. 

"Of course, I love to help students," she said, her mouth feeling dry as she spook. 

"That's perfect, you're going to be a lifesaver I can tell. I'm Julian, by the way," he said, extending his hand and she walked forward and shook it, watching her hand disappear in his firm but gentle grip. The touch of his skin was electrifying and Iris was having trouble keeping her composure. She had never had a reaction like this to a man before and she was feeling breathless in his presence. Up close she realized just how much of a presence he had. As she shook his hand he towered over him, and she saw the muscles in his arms rippling. She had the feeling that if he wanted to, he could easily pick her up, or turn her around over a desk and take her no matter how hard she resisted. The thought was intensely arousing and she had trouble forming words as she imagined him fucking her hard from behind. 

"I'm Iris, it's a pleasure to meet you. So what paper is giving you a headache?"

"All of them. But I have one due tomorrow that is particularly troubling, I have to write on classical Marxism and the professor is a left wing nut. I have no idea where to start."

They sat down beside each other at the table that was offered in the study room, with two uncomfortably hard wooden chairs that they pulled together as he opened up his laptop and brought up the paper outline. 

"Well, have you tried the Communist Manifesto," questioned Iris, wanting to judge if he had done his homework.

"Yes, yes, but the English of the time period is a huge barrier to getting through it. Plus, I need to somehow relate it to a current problem. I know I should have made a lot more progress ages ago, but you know how it is with school, I'm sure you're not completely innocent when it comes to procrastination."

Iris thought back to her first bachelor's degree and the amount of bullshit she had hastily inscribed on a page during the coffee fueled all-nighters that were customary to term paper time and grimaced as she remembered the stress associated with a degree.

"Oh, trust me, I know. And you must find it even harder to get through your workload when you have so many other commitments related to the lacrosse team." 

Iris loved to imagine him in the gym, straining and grunting as he lifted hard. She wanted to see him sweaty and exhausted. If only he was not a student, she thought to herself, if only he was not off limits. Even if he was not a student, there was no way a jock like him would ever go for a woman like her, not when every twenty year old blonde haired cheerleader was begging for his attention. 

"You're telling me. I'm incredibly sore from last night, the coach had us in the gym for two hours straight," he said, stretching.  Iris felt herself glance down uncontrollably, catching a glance of his hard abs as his shirt lifted from his stretch. She looked up quickly and noticed his eyes staring deeply into hers. He had obviously noticed her checking him out. They were sitting close together and Iris felt electric, trembling and unable to take her eyes away from his intense stare. Oh no, she thought to herself as he leaned forward, kissing her. Her heart pounded as he kissed her deeply and passionately, and she felt her nipples harden from the touch of his lips on hers. She backed away, shocked. 

"That... you can't do that," she said, wanting more than anything to feel his hands all over her body, feel him take her and use her for his own pleasure. 

He could hear the lie in her voice, the desire to be kissed again and he leaned forward again to kiss her, and this time she kissed him back, her head swimming in desire. It was hard to think of losing her job as she felt his tongue invading her mouth but mixed with her desire was the knowledge that if someone happened to open the unlocked door to the study room, they would see her kissing a student, and soon the entire school would be laughing at the slutty librarian who could not resist a jock. It made her heart beat even faster as she felt his strong hands starting to roam over her body, one hand inching up her skirt and the other behind her head as he kissed her passionately. 

A low moan escaped her mouth as she felt his hand rubbing against her panties, and she knew he could feel her wetness through the thin material. Suddenly his other hand moved from the back of her head to under her legs and she was picked in the air like she was a feather and placed delicately on the wooden study table that looked as if it had been there since the opening day of the college. The wood was cold against her flesh and her skirt rode up, exposing her legs and panties to the jock. She was on the edge of the table sitting up with her legs half spread and he pushed her panties to the side to slide a thick finger into her wetness, rewarded by her panting with lust.

Iris could not believe what was happening. His finger was driving her crazy, teasing her and making her want to feel his cock deep inside of her. She could barely think. She reached forward to unzip his jeans and he pulled his finger out of her, leaving her feeling empty. She unzipped his jeans with a satisfying sound and slid her hand down the front of his black boxers, feeling his hard, thick cock. She could barely wrap her hand around it and her eyes widened as she felt its rock hard girth pulsing in her hand. Julian pulled down his pants and his cock jumped free, bigger than even in her dreams, with a thick head and heavy balls that she simply watched, in shock at its size. She wrapped her hand around it and stroked, hearing Julian grunt in response. He was not one to wait and he grabbed her thighs, spreading her legs as she put her hands behind her for balance, and he lifted her right to the edge of the table and rubbed his cock against her slick wetness. She was driven wild and moved her pussy closer to him, wanting him to slide his cock completely inside her. The thick head pushed against her opening and he pulled his shirt off, exposing his well muscled tan body. His abs tensed as he pushed his cock into her, stretching her as he worked the head in and then inch after inch thrust harder and harder as she panted. 

"So it's true what they say about librarians, secretly you are all just cock hungry sluts, isn't that true?" 

His harsh voice oozed confidence, and she was shocked by how he was talking to her. She wanted to tell him to stop, wanted to tell him not to talk to her like that, to treat her with respect, but his words turned her on more than ever. They were true. She had been dreaming of his hard cock all last night and just one day later she was getting fucked like a whore. She only moaned in reply as his cock filled her completely, and she lay back listening to the slapping of his flesh on hers as he powered into her over and over. His hands moved to her top, pulling her shirt off and expertly unclasping her bra, leaving her wearing only her hiked up skirt and panties that were pushed to the side as he fucked her on the desk, his fingers pinching her nipples hard enough that it hurt, the pain mixed with pleasure. She was being used completely for his pleasure and she could tell that he was getting off on dominating her, of being able to turn a woman like her into a slut with just his cock. She could barely see the door behind his thick, muscular body but she knew that if anyone came in they would see her on her back, taking cock like a slut from a hunky student and the idea that everyone in the college would know within a day that she was fired for being a whore excited her in ways that she did not understand. 

She could not take her eyes off of his body as he took her. His abs flexed with every thrust, and his biceps and arms were huge and powerful. His hands on her nipples were pulling and twisting, making her gasp in pain and pleasure. Her head rolled back as she felt her orgasm rolling over her body as he fucked her harder and harder, slapping his full balls against her ass.

"Oh fuck me hard Julian, make me cum," she begged as she felt her orgasm overwhelming her. 

"Come for me, you little slut, cum on my cock," Julian said in his deep, commanding voice, and it drove her over the edge, almost screaming in desire as he pounded her. She was not used to a strong, demanding man like him, a man who knew he could get any women he wanted. Her pussy became increasingly sensitive after her orgasm but he did not stop, he simply fucked her harder and harder as she tried to withstand the intense pleasure. 

"Where do you want my load, in your pussy or on you?"

She tried to think quickly, sweating and with her head swirling. "Come on me," she said, not wanting him to cum inside her. He pulled out of her pussy and stroked his cock, sending thick waves of hot cum over her chest and nipples. Some squirted onto her open, panting mouth and she tasted his cum in her mouth. She looked down at herself, breathing heavily, the white pearly cum covering her upper body. 

He unzipped his pants and pulled his shirt on, a smile on his normally stressed face.

"Thanks for that Iris, I really needed to get that out of my system. You're so fucking gorgeous, there's nothing like a good fuck for stress relief. Was that good for you too?" he asked, knowing the answer.

"Yes, that was intense but Julian, I am an employee of the college. We can't tell anyone about this and we can never do anything like this again. You should leave before someone comes in, I could lose my job!"

"Anything you say Iris," he said, grabbing a box of tissues from a nearby desk and handing it to her and walking away. He opened the door he looked back at her, and she wanted to yell at him to close it before someone happened to walk by. "But I'm not leaving this room until you give me your number." 

Iris felt panicked. She needed him to leave quickly in order for her to clean up and every second that he stood there with the door open was another second that a student could walk by and see her covered in cum and shirtless. Every second she waited was another second that someone could burst in. Although the study room and the outside hallway were barely used, there was always the risk. And if she gave him a fake number, there was nothing to stop him from coming up to her at the desk and causing a scene. She quickly gave him her digits and he walked away with that infuriatingly cocky smile, shutting the door behind him and she breathed a sigh of relief. 

She cleaned herself off quickly, pulling her clothing on and rushing to the bathroom to clean up. Thankfully it was empty, and she fixed her hair and clothes to look presentable. As she looked at her reflection in the mirror she tried to understand what she had just done. Had she gone crazy? What was she thinking, letting herself get fucked by a student? She bit her lip with stress, hoping that he would be discreet. The way he had been talking to her while he fucked her made her feel like he would go and brag to his lacrosse team friends that he had turned the librarian into his slut, and although she felt fear for her job the idea of him describing to his equally hot teammates about how he had fucked her like a whore turned her on. She did not understand what was happening to her. Since when did she risk so much for a cock? Maybe when the cock in question was attached to a gorgeous, alpha male like Julian, she thought ruefully, remembering how it had felt stretching her pussy as it rubbed against her g spot. 

She cleaned up and went back to her desk.

"How was the research methods session Iris?" asked Megan, looking bored as she started to put away her things for the end of the day.

"Oh boring, just another student needing help with where to start. Were we as hopeless when we took our degrees?"

"Damned if I know, I spent my first four years partying and sleeping around," said Megan with a laugh. 

They packed up their things and closed up the library, making sure that everyone was out and turning off the lights. They said their goodbyes and Iris drove home, her mind reeling over the events of the day. As soon as she got into her apartment she poured herself a glass of wine, trying to calm herself down. She could not stop replaying the events of the day over and over in her head. How it had felt when he rubbed his cock teasingly against her wetness, how he had pushed himself into her like he owned her. Instead of thinking of the impact of fucking him on her job, she found herself imagining him fucking her doggy style in her bed, slapping her ass hard as he called her dirty names that turned her on. She loved the way that he had fucked her like he owned her, how confident and cocky he was. Of course, with a body and a cock like that, he had every right to know the effect he had on her. 

She dreamed of him that night. Dreamed of his sweaty, naked body on top of hers, fucking her into submission and making her cum over and over, and she woke up wet and with her nipples hard and sore. She could feel where he had pinched them the day before, and as she showered and got dressed the feeling of her sensitive nipples against the fabric was a constant reminder of the day before. She decided to be more casual on Friday, and slipped on a pair of tight jeans and a blouse over he favorite black bra. 

Thankfully work was slow, as it generally was on a Friday when students decided they had the entire weekend to worry about projects. Because if Iris was being honest with herself, she was not ready for a busy day. She was shocked to discover the effect that Julian was having on her. She was daydreaming about taking his cock into her mouth, even though she knew he was far too big for her to handle. She tried desperately to push the thoughts out of her mind but found herself completely helpless under his spell. Suddenly, her phone vibrated in her pocket. She pulled it out surreptitiously. It was from Julian.

"Hey there beautiful, thinking about me?"

She blushed red. How had he known? She replied back and hoped that her text would put things on hold temporarily. 

"Sorry Julian, I'm working. We can't talk right now." 

Her phone vibrated again and she pulled it out, sneaking glances around to see if anyone was paying attention. She did not want to be known as the librarian who was constantly on her phone at work.

"Go on break, meet me in room 132b of the Heart building in ten minutes."

Her eyes widened. She bit her lip, imagining it. She could easily take a coffee break early and spend 15 minutes with him before running back to work. The thought of it, the risks excited her but she tried her best to act rationally.

"No Julian, I am working. You're a student and we can't meet up, please don't contact me again."

She sent the text with a feeling of finality. She knew she needed to put a stop to this and while she knew she would miss his body and cock she needed to end things now before they spiraled out of control. 

Her phone vibrated again and she looked at the picture he sent her, of his hard, erect cock. She could do nothing but imagine feeling it in her mouth, imagine licking and sucking the sensitive head. The picture was accompanied by a message that made her gasp audibly.

"Be in room 132b in 5 minutes on your knees and naked and with the door unlocked or I am telling the dean that you fucked a student."

Her heart started to beat insanely fast. Things had taking a horrible turn. She realized with horror that all it would take was him to explain that they had fucked and then questions would be asked. They would see that he had signed up for the research methods class the day before and that they had been together alone, and Iris knew she was nowhere near good enough a liar to make this type of scandal go away quietly. After the professor had been found out banging a student during study hours, the college had a fire first ask questions later policy and Iris knew her job was in danger. She felt trapped and powerless and somehow it was making her nipples harden and her pussy grow wet as she realized that this was her life now, that she had no control and that he could make her do whatever she wanted. 

"Megan, I think I'm going to take a quick break, I'm feeling really tired and I could use a coffee."

"Sure thing Iris, I have no idea what I will do without you," said Megan with a roll of her eyes, gesturing to the almost empty library. Iris walked quickly into the break room hall and then excited the library, walking into the nearby Heart building which had students milling about. It was possibly the busiest building in the school but luckily most students were in class, at least for another 15 minutes when they would be let out in a swarm. 129, 130, 130a - ah, there it was, 130b, a small door that she opened to see an abandoned office. Her heart raced as she realized that if she left the door unlocked, anyone could burst in. But what choice did she have? Maybe he would not go to the dean, but maybe he would and she could not risk her job. She breathed deeply to calm herself and then slowly pulled off her blouse and jeans, putting them neatly on the desk that had probably belonged to a professor in the 80s. The college was filled with old, abandoned rooms that no one went into, and the layer of dust that she had had to sweep with her hand before putting her clothes down spoke to the fact that this room was rarely used. Still, it was exhilarating to be able to hear the laughter and talking of students outside as they walked by, completely oblivious to the fact that the librarian who many had fantasized about was stripping naked just a few feet away from them. What would happen if one of them walked in? Most students had been in the library before, and since there was only two librarians it was a certainty that they would recognize her. Would the student snap a picture of her with their smartphone, email it around and cause the whole town to know what a slut she would? Would they blackmail her, shutting the door behind her and making her suck their cock? She imagined that a student would happen in and make her suck him off and then text a friend to come join the fun, a trail of male students taking turns getting off in her mouth as she stayed helplessly on her knees, hoping Julian would come to save her. 

Iris pulled off her panties and bra, placing them on her little pile of clothes and got to her knees. Her heart was beating furiously. She had never done anything remotely like this in her life and she felt an exhilarating mix of fear that some random student would walk in and intense desire for Julian. The way he was treating her was addicting. She had never felt like such a slut before in her life and she could not wait for him to barge in and make her suck his cock. It was intense to be able to just turn her brain off and be a whore for him. There were no awkward first dates or hesitant, boring men who did nothing for her. This was a man who was taking what he wanted, and she felt like a truly sexy woman for the first time in years. 

The hallway was quiet and she could hear no sounds from outside. She tried to breathe normally but it was difficult to control her mix of fear and arousal. Suddenly, she heard the door click open and she winced, gasping at the thought of a student barging in when Julian walked in with his confident smile, looking down at her and closing the door behind him. His crotch was at the level of her mouth and he towered over her, his thick legs in front of her. 

"I knew I'd find you here, I knew you could not resist being on your knees for my big cock. What are you waiting for, pull it out, you know you want to."

The words enthralled her and she unzipped his jeans, pulling them down and his cock reared up at her, thick and veiny and already half hard. She reached out to grab it when he pushed her hand away. 

"No, today you are only using your mouth. Put your hands behind your back, NOW. You aren't leaving here until you swallow my load. How long until your coworker starts to wonder when you've gone on break? You better start sucking if you want to get back in time," he said, with cool confidence in his voice. She put her hands behind her back and slid her mouth on his cock, feeling it swelling and throbbing in her mouth and she moaned with desire as she started to suck it, focusing on the sensitive head. She was overcome with a desire to have his cock deep in her mouth and tried to bob her head onto it, almost gagging on his length. She had never seen a cock so big in her life and it had turned her into a complete whore, and she had never felt so slutty before as she was on her knees, completely in the control of the younger, mostly clothed man in front of her as she was naked and on her knees in front of him. She sucked harder and was rewarded with a low growl of pleasure from Julian and felt a new sort of power come over her, the power to turn him on and make him growl. She looked up with heat in her eyes, meeting his brown eyes as she bobbed up and down on his massive cock. She started to tongue the head quickly, making him quiver with desire and soon he could no longer take it anymore and he grabbed the back of her head, forcing his cock deep inside her mouth. This was what she wanted more than anything. She tried desperately to breath through her nose, loving the way his cock was invading her mouth but barely able to handle its massive girth as he slid it in and out, deeper and deeper into her mouth as if he was fucking her pussy. Iris could feel drool dripping down her cheek and she knew she must look like a complete whore as she moaned on his cock and he forced her to deep throat. 

Iris was in a wholly submissive position, with her hands behind her back not even trying to push Julian away as he used her throat for his pleasure. Julian was working his cock further and further into her mouth, groaning with pleasure at the sight of the sexy librarian desperately trying to handle his massive cock in her mouth. He could tell that she was overwhelmed by lust and he had taken great pleasure in turning her into his personal fucktoy. He was imagining how she would be firmly in his grasp and was thinking of all of the things he would do to her in the future now that he had complete control over her through her fear of losing her job and also the effect his body and attitude had over her. What would he make her do next? Start wearing slutty clothes and push up bras to work? Make her wear a remote controlled vibrator? Handcuff her and fuck her up the ass? He could feel his cock throbbing and filling with pleasure as his orgasm approached but he was enjoying the sight of her gagging and drooling on his cock so much that he did not speed up but maintained his pace, knowing he could keep from cumming and make her grow increasingly desperate to please him as time passed. Iris was starting to worry about how long it was taking, knowing that her break was only fifteen minutes and she tried to relax her throat, letting his full length inside her and feeling his balls slapping against her chin. Julian could no longer handle it as he was amazed that she had managed to get him completely inside her mouth, something that few women had been able to do and he grabbed her hair and fucked her mouth forcefully, feeling his balls swell with pleasure and then growling as he came into her mouth. Iris swallowed his warm cum eagerly, loving the feel of his cock throbbing and unleashing itself in her mouth, feeling complete power over him as he was lost in the pleasure of her wet mouth as she sucked every last drop of cum from his cock. She was unable to swallow all of his impressive load and felt his cum dripping down her chin and onto her body as he released his grip on her head. His cock started to grow smaller in her mouth and she tongue the slit, sucking on his sensitive end and making him jump slightly. 

He pulled his newly cleaned cock from her mouth with a groan of satisfaction and zipped up his jeans.

"You're an incredible cocksucker, Iris," he said, and she believed every word he said. He adjusted his jeans and opened the door slightly, looking out to make sure the coast was clear and then leaving her naked and alone on her knees covered in his cum. Iris looked around desperately and saw that there was nothing to clean herself up with and saw from her phone that she had already gone five minutes over her break. If she was too late, Megan would start asking questions and Iris was the worst liar in the world. She tried to pat herself dry, but could not get all of his hardening cum off of her chest. She quickly got dressed, feeling his sticky seed on her nipples and exited the abandoned room just as lectures were dismissed and a wave of students flew into the hallway. Iris walked as quick as she could, pushing through the throng of students and knowing that her hair was in disarray and hoping that no one could smell the sent of cum on her. She fixed her hair as she walked and rushed into the library, sitting down at her desk and started typing as if nothing had happened.

"That was a long coffee break, you must really have needed to rejuvenate," said Megan, not in a mean way, as Megan was fond of taking long breaks herself but was just surprised that Iris had gone over time for once.

"You know how it is when you can't sleep, sometimes you just need a few extra moments away from the desk to compose yourself," lied Iris, hoping the flush in her cheeks would not draw any attention. It was hours until lunch hour and she worked with Julians cum on her body, reminding her of the fact that she was now under his control. Iris had never felt so aroused and overwhelmed in her life and could only imagine what Julian had planned for her next...

The end

If you liked the story, let me know by leaving a review. Any story with a positive review gets a sequel, so if you want to see what Julian has planned for Iris next let me know... ;) 
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