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Iris lay awake in bed, her mind reeling as she remembered the recent events which had turned her life upside down. She felt like her life had fallen out of her control and was a mix of nervous excitement and stress to see the next notification on her phone which meant Julian had more plans for her. In just a week, he had turned her boring life into something from her deepest, darkest fantasies that she had not even realized existed. What kind of a woman let a younger man treat her like this? What kind of a woman would be on her knees, naked in an empty office, hoping that it was her blackmailer and not a random student who came in and used her like a slut? Her breathing quickened against her will as she remembered how he had forced his cock deeper and deeper down her waiting mouth, how he had grabbed her hair and made her deep throat the entire length of his thick cock, how he had cum on her naked breasts and how she had been forced to work with his stickiness on her still, reminding her constantly that she was being used by him. It scared her how easily he had seduced her, how easily he had made her break the rules and fuck a student. Had this been his plan all along? To use the rules to blackmail her into doing whatever he wanted? Iris reddened as she realized with shame that his plan never would have worked if only she had pushed him away, if only she had not let him ravage her in the study room that first time. Remembering the way he had made her cum so easily while she was on her back, taking his thick cock as he pounded her into submission was making her wet again, and the way he had treated her like a piece of meat turned her on in ways she did not understand. Her hand moved to her wetness, rubbing her clit with her finger as the words, the dirty, dirty words he had said to her as he fucked her came back in her mind, how he had called her a cock hungry slut, how he had cum all over her and she moaned as she played with herself, hating how she had lost control of her life but craving the way he treated her like a complete whore, like a plaything to be used and dominated. She whimpered in pleasure as she came and then lay in bed, trying to push thoughts of Julian out of her brain, dreading what he had in store for her on the morrow.  

She awoke to the sound of her doorbell ringing, and yawned groggily as she looked at her alarm clock. It was 630, 15 minutes before her alarm usually brought her out of her slumber and she stepped out of bed sleepily, pulling on her housecoat and walking to her apartments door. Who in their right mind would be ringing so early? She peered through the peephole and saw a man in a brown uniform with a name tag and opened the door.

“Hey there, we have an overnight delivery for an Iris, special instructions to have it here before 640. Must have cost a pretty penny to get it here so fast!”

“I didn't order anything,” said Iris, confused. 

“Well, the order is for an Iris at this location, so could you please sign for it?”

Iris reached out, fully awake and signed for the cardboard box. She closed the door and sat at her dining room table, grabbing a kitchen knife and cutting through the packaging. She opened it up and pulled out clothing without a clue why it had been sent. It was a short black skirt, a white long sleeve top and a thin black belt, along with a pair of tall black heels. Hers eyes opened as she pulled out the final pieces, lacy white lingerie. All of it was from a label she had never heard of before, something Italian that she was going to have to research because although the clothing was far sexier than she would wear every day, it looked as if it would suit her. She could tell the skirt would not cover much of her thighs, and that the top was sheer enough that she would have to wear a white bra with it as any other colour would be clearly visible. If she was going to wear it, of course, wondering if it had been some mistake that it had been sent. She heard her phone beep in her bedroom and walked to her bedroom with the box of clothing, and grabbed her phone off her dresser. She could see that she had a new text from the red blinking icon. Her eyes opened wide as she saw the full body picture of Julian in a change room, naked and looking into the mirror with a cocky smile. She could not take her eyes off of his toned, muscular body and his thick, soft cock that hung between his legs, huge and juicy. It was impossible not to remember how it had felt in her mouth, sliding in and out as he had forced her to suck his cock. The picture was accompanied by a text. 

“I sent you a picture, and I'll be expecting one back in return of you in that sexy new outfit you are going to be wearing to work. You have a gorgeous body and you should really do more to flatter it and show it off. No need to thank me, the view will be thanks enough when I come to see you at work today.”

Her cheeks flushed red as she read the text, feeling prettier than ever at the compliments of the jock who was, in her opinion, way out of her league. Then she remembered that he was blackmailing her, that this was not what she wanted and she felt ashamed that she loved his compliment, loved the way he made her feel so sexy and wanted. She could not deny that she loved the way he ordered her about, how he knew what he wanted and refused anything less. She slipped out of her pyjamas and into the white thong that he had sent her, turning to see how it looked in the mirror. It was thin enough that you could almost see her ass, and she had to admit she looked good in it, and would look even better bent over with her ass up. She pulled on the bra and had no idea how he had managed to pick a bra that fit her perfectly, a feat that she had failed to duplicate many times before even when trying them on. Somehow, a bra that fit in the store suddenly seemed to poke and prod her as soon as she put it on again at home, and yet this one cupped her breasts as if it had been tailored to her body. She slipped on the tight black skirt, white long sleeved top and the black belt, realizing that she looked like an office slut, but at least a very classy one. The outfit was just on the verge of what would get her in trouble. There was no rule against dressing well, and from behind the desk it would be hard to see that the skirt was dangerously close to being too short. Iris bent over her bed and looked back, watching the skirt ride up until you could almost see her panties. She was used to throwing something casual on before work, and knew that an outfit like this would have the students staring – the men with lust, and the women with a mix of jealousy and scorn. There was a reason she woke up at 645 for an 830am shift, and that reason was that while she was casual with her clothes, she liked to spend her time making sure her makeup and hair was perfect. She took her time, wanting to look pretty enough to warrant the clothes. When she was finished she posed in front of the full length mirror, taking seven different pictures before she found one that was flattering enough. As soon as she sent it, she regretted it instantly. His control over her was only growing. Now he had a picture of her on his phone, which would be all the proof he needed to expose her sluttiness to the entire school and her boss. She could only hope that his interest was in fucking her, not in humiliating her and ruining her life. It was all worth it when she got his text back. “You look so fucking hot. Can't wait to see those panties I sent you...” 

It was 8am when she pulled out of the parking lot, driving to her job and at the first red light she noticed that the man in the lifted truck beside her was stealing a glance at her. He was nowhere near the man Julian was but she still felt his gaze as a compliment. She had never met a man like Julian before, never met a man that she wanted so badly to please, and even though he was not giving her much choice, she loved the way he made her feel. 

She parked and walked into the empty library, seeing that Megan was already sitting at the front desk. Iris smiled as she saw Megan's eyes light up with surprise. 

“Oh my god Iris, you look incredible! Since when do you get all sexy for work?”

“Oh, I've been on a dry streak so long, it's time to start looking for opportunities everywhere. Who knows, maybe a sexy Latin professor will come down and whisk me away.”

Megan brayed with laughter, picturing the 80 years old Mr. Santero who taught Latin. “You'd have better luck with the french profs, they got a smoking hot new TA who I think would be just your type.”

“Well, then he'll have to come down and get me, won't he,” said Iris, feeling supremely confident in the clothes which must have cost a fortune, especially with overnight shipping. She had a feeling that Julian was not just your average jock, and that he had access to funds that were not the norm for a college student. While he had the confidence of a self-made man, there was a certain arrogance to him that bespoke of a trust fund baby. Iris did not mind either way, she was too turned on by his direct, dominating approach to care and she realized that events were out of her control now. She would not risk her job by refusing his advances, and she had to admit to herself that she was looking forward to what Julian had planned for her today. Remembering the way he had forced the entire length of his huge, throbbing cock down her throat was making her horny already and she wanted so badly to feel his cock in her pussy again. 

“Look at you, all sassy and sexy,” laughed Megan, “so you're ready to take on any smoking hot professors and TAs, but how will you handle the early morning Monday rush as student's race to finish the papers they should have completed over the weekend and print them off!”

“The same way we handle it every week,” yawned Iris, “and just hope that no freshman pukes up her vodka coolers like last Monday, God these kids don't know how to drink.” Iris sat down and booted up her computer, nodding to the security guard who had unlocked the front doors and was now making his morning rounds. She had nothing but smiles for old Gordon, who had been working security since the college had opened and who was a sweet and gentle white haired old man, until someone threatened the staff or students. In her first week of work, a drunk had waltzed into the library and spat on her, yelling about discrimination and she had never seen a sixty year old man move so fast. She suspected Gordon had been a linebacker in another life, because he sent the drunk flying and earned himself a smile everyday and a batch of cookies come Christmas time. 

“Morning Gordon,” she said, smiling as he walked by.

“Morning ma'am,” he said, and she noticed a little twinkle in his eye. “You're looking quite beautiful today, if that's not too forward,” he said.

“You're a sweetheart Gordon,” she said, pleased at the compliment. Everyone likes being called beautiful, even if it is by a white haired security guard who thinks of her more as a daughter to be protected than anything else.

As soon as Gordon was out of earshot, Megan chuckled. “Well look at that! First guy you see and you get called beautiful. You should start dressing so hot all the time!”

“Oh Megan, it's not such a big deal. You make it seem like I look like a ghoul most days,” she said, hiding her pleasure behind fake annoyance.

“Didn't you show up in sweats and a hoodie a couple weeks ago?” 

“Shut up Megan, I was getting over a cold, that doesn't count!” 

“Fine, fine. Ah, our first client of the day,” said Megan, pointing to a hungover looking student who was clutching a coffee like it was the only thing keeping him upright. 

“Hey,” shouted Iris to him, “No drinks in the library!” 

He turned back, took a last sip of his coffee and threw it out with an annoyed look. Megan and Iris shared a look of annoyance together.

“To serve and protect these beautiful books,” said Megan sarcastically.

“God, most of these student's just take articles online and only step into the library for a quiet place to sit down. And can you blame them? Remember how much time we wasted with indexes and misplaced books? Now all they have to do is control f, and they still manage to turn in their papers late.”
 

“I know, we had in tough back in our day. Had to walk uphill both ways to university too! God Iris, you make us seem so old, we aren't that much older than a lot of the students here. Some of the guys here are 25, just like that hottie who was making eyes at you last week.”

Iris blushed. “Oh, so you remember him!” Megan teased Iris, seeing her face turn red but she could have no idea that the embarrassment was not caused by simply remembering talking to the student in question, Julian, but by how he had dominated and taken control of her.

“Wait a second, isn't that him?” Megan looked at the doors, and Iris' heart leaped as she saw that it was indeed Julian who was striding in, all cool confidence. He was in sweatpants and a hoodie, which was a huge change from the tight jeans that he usually wore, and had obviously just come from the gym. Iris felt her mouth go dry as he walked closer to her. What would he say? Would he bring up their secret in front of Megan? She knew her friend would never say anything, but she wanted nobody to know that she was being dominated and used by this cocky jock. She breathed a sigh of relief as he walked by her without even slowing down.

“No, I don't think so,” said Iris, trying to looked bored and uninterested.

“Really? There aren't that many guys in this school that are that jacked, normally it's impossible to tell under a hoodie but you can see that guys been hitting the gym,” said Megan, unconvinced.

“No, I'm sure, just another meathead trying to put together a paper by the end of midterm season.

“Mmm well if he's a meathead, I'd love to give head to his...” Megan trailed off, giggling. She had always loved ogling the attractive student's, and Iris found that she was as bad as a construction worker and twice as dirty the way she talked about the admittedly attractive student's who walked through the library. The building was starting to fill up more as student's came in to put the finishing touches on their projects and papers before heading to class. Iris heard the low vibration of her phone in her purse, and she looked around to see if she could sneak a look without drawing too much attention. She bit her lip and took her phone out, not really caring if Megan saw her checking her texts and saw it was another message from Julian.

“Looking hot in those new clothes... can't wait to be staring down at you sucking my cock. Meet me in the Roman Architecture section in five minutes, both of us know it never has anyone in it.”

Iris felt her heart start to beat quickly as she imagined sucking his cock in the middle of the library where anyone could see her. He was right, the Roman Architecture section was not only dead, especially this early in the morning, it offered some privacy as it was around a corner and she would probably be able to hear if anyone was coming. But the worry was that Julian had absolutely nothing to lose if they were caught. He would be a legend in the school for having the librarian on her knees in front of him, sucking his cock in a tight skirt and heels, and she would be known as the local slut who could not resist sucking off a hot jock. She also knew that if she did not meet him there, and quick, there was nothing to stop him from walking to her bosses office and telling him everything. He could just show the picture of her in the clothing he had sent, and it would be enough if not to prove everything but to prove enough that she would be out of her job by midday. 

“I'm going to just take a walk around the library, see if I spot any books put back wrong. These student's have no respect for the amount of time we spend sorting their misplaced books!”

“Ugh, I know. Did you know that the most misplaced books are the law textbooks? The field is so competitive, the students literally hide books from each other to make themselves score higher on the curve. What ever happened to solidarity? You're fighting a losing battle but you go right ahead.”


Iris stood up and left her desk, feeling her hips swishing as she walked. She could feel the glances of student's as she walked, and she could not blame them. She knew she looked good. She walked into the emptiest portion of the library, outdated sections on early Greek and Roman architecture and as she walked through the stacks of books, breathing in the wonderful scent of old books, she started to wonder where Julian was. Was he really going to make him suck him off in the middle of the library? Anyone could turn the corner and see them, and she could only hope that they would be so shocked and surprised that they turned around if they happened to witness what she was about to do. That would be much preferable to the though of them taking a cell phone video and putting her all over the internet. Somehow that thought excited her in its humiliation. She was imagining the feeling of Julian's cock in her mouth when he suddenly appear around a corner and pushed her gently but firmly back into a row of books, kissing her deeply. He took her by surprise and her yelp was cut off by his lips on hers as he kissed her passionately, his hand grabbing her ass and squeezing hard making her moan as he kissed her. Iris had not realized just how strong he was until now, as he lifted her up easily with his hands on her ass, her legs spread around him. Iris' heart was beating intensely as she imagined a student or Megan seeing her lifted in the air, making out with a sexy jock. She could feel his hard cock through his sweatpants pushing against her, rubbing against her panties. One of his hands was suddenly gone from her ass and she moaned as she realized he had pulled his sweatpants and boxers down, his thick, hard cock rubbing tantalizing against her pussy. The fear of being caught was intense and she knew that she needed to make this encounter quick to minimize the chance of getting caught but rational thought was leaving her mind as she felt her body heating up with desire, wanting to feel his thick cock sliding in and out of her. She had never been picked up by a guy like this, never been manhandled so easily before. He growled as pushed her panties aside and shoved his cock into her wetness forcefully, bouncing her up and down on his cock as she slid lower and lower onto it from gravity. She could feel his cock stretching her pussy and it was uncomfortably large in her, but she bit her lips to stifle a cry of pain, closing her eyes tight as he pounded her mercilessly. She wrapped her hands around his back, holding on as he had his way with her, bouncing her up and down on his cock with wet slapping sounds that scared her. What if someone found out? What if someone saw her? Rationally, she could do nothing to stop him and she only hoped he would cum soon and be done with her. But she was not thinking rationally. All she wanted was his cock deeper and deeper inside her, and she moaned as she felt his full length entering her, felt his thick, full balls as she slammed up and down onto his cock. 

“I bet you want to get caught you little whore, you want everyone in this school to know what a slut you are,” growled Julian low and rough in her ear and the words excited her even more. “You have to be some kind of cock whore to get fucked in the middle of a library you work at, you desperate little slut,” he said, loving the feeling of power he got from holding her in place against the bookshelf, easily holding her up, trapped and being fucked hard by his cock. “Does that excite you? Being known as a whore to the entire school?”

“Yes, yes it does, but please don't tell anyone what a slut I am,” moaned Iris, not believing the words coming from her mouth but knowing they were true. She loved the way he humiliated her, the way he treated her like a personal fucktoy, and she craved being submissive and forced to serve him in public. 

Julian knew she was submissive, but the words surprised him too and he could feel himself getting close to cumming by the way she had admitted to her deepest desires. The way he had transformed a respectable librarian into his plaything was intensely erotic and he yearned to know just how deeply he could dominate her, how deeply she needed to be humiliated and used by him. “Tell me what a little whore you are,” he said gruffly in her ear as she moaned in pleasure, having no control as she was bounced up and down his massive, throbbing cock.

“I'm your personal fucktoy Julian, I think about your cock all the time and all I want to do is suck it and fuck it,” she moaned in his ear, and hearing herself saying the words, admitting what a whore she was sent her completely over the edge, moaning loudly in pleasure as her orgasm washed over her. Julian had his hands firmly gripping her ass as he came as well. He had been planning on making her get on her knees and suck and swallow, but he could not resist as he felt her cumming and unleashed himself into her, growling as he came hard. He was starting to get addicted to how slutty Iris had become, how easily he had turned her into his personal slut and he loved the way that moaned loudly, feeling the hot cum filling her pussy. Iris was surprised he had came inside her without asking, and was incredibly happy that she was on birth control. He was doing whatever he wanted with her body, and it was no longer her choice if he wanted to fill her mouth or pussy with his seed. He slid her off his cock and put her on the ground, quickly handing her a handkerchief which she pushed against her leaking pussy, the river of cum sliding out of her as she panted. 

“I'll see you the next time I need to get off, sexy,” he said cruelly, knowing she loved the meanness of his words and he walked away, leaving her there, filled with his cum. He was right. Iris felt burning shame at the way he was treating her but she loved it deep down inside, and the words made her horny again already even after she just came. When she was reasonably sure that his huge load has dripped out of her pussy, she made her way to the washroom where she cleaned up and wrapped his handkerchief in paper towels and threw it away. If he was going to treat her like trash, no matter how much she liked it she was going to treat his belongings like trash as well. At least this time he had not messed up her hair. As she washed up, she wondered to herself just how long this could go on for. Each time they met up, there was a greater risk that she would be caught and lose her job. No matter how hot the situation of being used by such a strong, sexy man was, and the way he was making her hornier than she ever had been in her life, she needed to put a stop to this. She knew that trying to order Julian into anything would not work and she was futile and that he would make her do something even more public as punishment, and she swallowed her pride and sent him a text.

“That was incredible Julian, but if we do that again I'll lose my job... please, would you be able to chose more private locations to use me in the future, sir?” 

She sent the text and felt humiliated that she had called the younger man sir, but she was so scared of losing her job that she would do anything for him. She knew he was getting off on turning her into his personal slut and she was going to play the part if that would just keep her job. She bit her lip as she realized she was trying to rationalize the events to herself. She loved calling him sir. She loved that he chose and that she had no control over what he would do to her. If he wanted to fuck her in the library again, she would be unable to refuse him. She saw that he responded and held her breath as she read the response.

“But didn't you say you wanted to get caught? That you wanted everyone to know what a little whore you are?”

She winced as she remembered the dirty things she had said in the heat of the moment just minutes ago.

“I'm sorry, I said those things without thinking, it turned me on so much. But please, I need this job. Please be merciful, sir.”

She waited a minute, two before he responded. 

“You're right, if I let you get caught then how can I have so much fun making you do whatever I want? Although I bet even if you didn't have your job to worry about you'd still be submitting to me like a little whore. I know sluts like you when I see them, they crave to be used by a man like me. But I'll let you come to my condo tonight instead of a public location... be at 4201 Crestwood Avenue by 9pm. I've sent you something to wear tonight.” 

“Thank you sir, I'll be there ready to do whatever you want,” replied Iris, relieved that he would not make her obey him in public, at least not for tonight. She wondered what he had sent her this time. She looked in the mirror at the clothes he had already sent her and could not help but have a little smile come to her face. No wonder he could not resist fucking her in public. 

She went back to her desk, satisfied and still in the afterglow of the hot, steamy sex she had just had, her heart still pumping and adrenaline coursing through her veins. She had never felt so naughty before. All her life Iris had looked down on sluts who could not keep their legs together, but now she realized that she had been a slut all of her life and that she just needed a man like Julian to help her realize it. Then again, what woman would not be a slut for a man like him? Sexy, tall and strong with a body that looked like he should be on the cover of a men's fitness magazine. When he had first seduced her, she had no idea that he was going to blackmail her into being his personal slut, but now that she was... she had to admit that she loved it. She loved how he used her, how he made her risk everything for his cock and she wanted him badly. She was already looking forward to seeing what he had sent her and what he had planned for her tonight.

“Make any progress in the battle?” said Megan, and Iris blanked for a second and then remembered she had told Megan she was putting misplaced books back.

“Oh, yeah you wouldn't believe how many of our poetry books are misplaced. I don't want to judge, but I'm guessing that half of them are in a different state of mind, if you know what I mean.”

“I know exactly what you mean,” giggled Megan, “I took a few poetry classes myself! Everyone is high as a loon.”

The day passed slowly, filled with anticipation as Iris imagined what was in store for her. When she arrived at her apartment, there was another box waiting outside. She unlocked her door and almost skipped in with the box, wondering what he had sent now. She opened it up and pulled out a gorgeous blue dress, from the same Italian designer and gasped as she saw the pearl necklace that was included with it. She changed in her room, marvelling how the blue dress showed off her body perfectly, with a deep, jutting neckline that was somehow classy while being provocative. “Holy hell, I look like a Bond girl,” she said out loud, twirling in the mirror. She put the pearls on next, rubbing them once they were around her neck and feeling their coolness. She took a picture of herself and sent it to Julian. “Thank you sir, I love how it looks. I can't believe you bought me a pearl necklace!”

She changed again into her lounging clothes, not wanting to spill her dinner on the dress, but she left the pearls on, marvelling at how they gleamed in the low light of her dinner table. As she ate a small plate of chicken and rice, she wondered how a college student could manage to send her such lavish gifts. He did not seem rich, but the address he had told her to meet her at was in the nicest area of the city. It was a beautiful area with shops that were way out of her budget and where rich kids zoomed around in Austin Martins and Maserati’s, trying to impress each other and looking down on women like her who had to work for a living. 

“It's nothing, you look absolutely gorgeous in it. I'm looking forward to seeing you tonight,” he sent back, and Iris was taken aback by the normalcy of it. When he wasn't being a dominant asshole, he was quite sweet. She felt nervous and had a glass of wine and watched TV while she waited, wondering what exactly was in store for her tonight. She wanted to feel his cock inside her again, wanting to feel him spank her hard as he fucked her. She finished the glass at 830 and headed out, marvelling at how beautiful the apartments were in the area of town he was in. She parked at the base of his building, a particularly imposing black building, and as she entered it a concierge opened the front doors for her as if she was entering a five star hotel.

“Madame Somele?” asked the concierge, a distinguished man with grey hair and an English who looked as if he could handle himself just as well in an afternoon tea with the queen as he would throwing out any miscreants who came into his building. Iris was surprised to hear him say her last name.

“Yes, that's me,” she said, as she entered the lobby of the building, which had high ceilings and chandeliers. It oozed opulence and class and she was shocked that a college student lived here. How was it possible? 

“Enchanted,” he said, “Please follow me, Mister Dumont has been looking forward to your arrival.” He lead her past the main elevators and to a small, private elevator which he used a scan card to open the doors, and ushered her in. Iris entered, confused, and realized that there was only one button which read simply 42. She pressed it and the elevator rose silently. Was this a joke? He had a private elevator?  The doors opened and she stepped into an enormous penthouse apartment, her heels clicking on the dark hardwood floor and she saw that Julian was sitting on a couch, holding two martini glasses invitingly. “Come, sit down.”

Iris walked in but paused, not sitting down, marvelling at the apartment she was in. She had never seen anything so beautiful. The floors were all hardwood, with modern furniture. She was in a living room with huge glass windows which overlooked the city and she walked transfixed to them, looking out at the view from the top floor penthouse. 

“The view never gets old,” she heard, and realized that Julian had gotten up and approached almost soundlessly as she had been gazing out into the city. He handed her the glass and clinked it with hers before sipping and she did so as well, the clear liquid smooth and fiery. 

“How the hell does a college student afford this?”

“You know those dresses I sent you,” said Julian, his hand holding her lower back as they looked out the window at the bright lights of the city. “They are from my dad's company, or at least one of them. My older brother is going to be taking over as CEO someday, and me? I get to do whatever I want, which is play lacrosse for one of the best college teams in the country, dabble in the arts program, and seduce beautiful women.”

With that he turned her to look at him, and she stared up at into his deep brown eyes, loving how his body practically burst out of the tight dress shirt which had the top two buttons undone, showing off the top of his defined chest. With her free hand she undid the buttons one by one, staring deep into his eyes as she did so and finally his shirt opened, exposing his entire defined torso and chest. She ran her nails up his chest and he leaned down and kissed her deeply. Iris' life had been turned upside down. Everything had been normal, and then she had been getting dominated and blackmailed by a jock, and now it turned out he was rich, and not just normal rich but extravagant, buy a car because it matches your shirt rich. It would not matter if he did not even have a penny to his name, Iris was hooked by him and she scratched her nails down his strong back, letting the martini glass fall and break on the floor as he kissed her and she gave a little yelp as he lifted her up easily and brought her into the bedroom where he deposited her down on an enormous bed and continued kissing her, his body outlined in the dim light of the room. She was desperate to feel him inside her again and pulled his zipper down and he pulled his pants and boxers to his knees and quickly pushed her panties to the side as he entered her, strong and deep and started to fuck her slowly as he kissed her. She moaned as he felt his huge cock stretching her as he fucked her deep and powerfully, his hands all over her body and she wanted desperately to be out of her dress and feel him eyes and hands on her nakedness. “Get this off of me,” she moaned, and he pulled his cock out of her to help her take her dress off, and she kicked her heels away and wanted dirty, rough sex and went on all fours, arching her ass up for him. Julian looked at the tantalizing view for only a split second before grabbing her hips and plowing his cock inside her, rewarded by her uncontrollable moan as she felt him slamming into her. He fucked her hard and fast, feeling his balls slapping against her. Iris loved every second of it, how she could concentrate on how good it felt and she let out a small moan of pain as his hand slapped her ass, a hard, stinging blow that resonated.   

“You like getting spanked, slut?” said Julian, wanting to debase and use her. When she had been looking out into the city he could only think of how elegant and beautiful she was, but now that he had her on all fours in front of him he just wanted to dominate her and fuck her into submission. He knew she loved being called dirty, filthy names but even he was surprised by her response.

“Yes Master Julian I love when you spank my naughty ass, I've been such a bad girl spank me harder,” she moaned out, each word feeling natural and he slapped her ass again, harder, intensely aroused by the way she not only wanted to be dominated but needed it so badly. Iris had never felt more at home, never felt like she was doing exactly what she wanted, exactly what she needed as she focused on keeping her ass arched as high as it would go to offer him a sexy view as he fucked her hard.

“I bet you'll do anything I order you to, won't you slut? You're a helpless little whore for cock!”

“Yes sir yes I'll do anything, make do dirty, filthy things and be your perfect little whore,” she moaned, panting as she imagined him telling his lacrosse friends what a whore she was, imagined him bragging to them how he had spanked her, imagined them walking into the library and laughing as they passed her, knowing that she was secretly a whore. 

“Bradley, Fred, get in here this whore needs more,” he shouted, and into the room barged two more naked men, members of his lacrosse team that he had been planning on letting fuck his new whore after he was done with her but now wanted her to experience being taken by multiple cocks at the same time. They had been in one of the many rooms of his apartment, just waiting half hard to enter. Iris had no time to protest before Bradley's fat, black cock was in front of her and she sucked it eagerly, feeling it stiffen in her mouth. The two were Julian's best friends, each as muscular and cocky as he, and they were all three blessed with large, throbbing cocks that they loved to watch sluts gag on and try desperately to handle. “I want a turn at this whore,” said Fred, and Julian pulled his cock out of her pussy, Iris instantly feeling empty and needing to be filled before Fred slid his shorter but much thicker cock into her, stretching her even more as she gagged on Bradley's meat in her mouth. Bradley was in front of her on the bed, on his knees as well but with his cock hard and in her mouth and his hand pulling her hair, forcing her to deep throat his enormous cock. Iris had never felt so full before. She was drooling on one cock while another pounded her from behind. “She loves being spanked,” said Julian stroking his cock as Fred slapped her ass even harder than Julian had, and Iris could not even whimper in pain without drooling more on the enormous black cock that was invading her mouth. They fucked her like that endlessly, the sounds of her wet slurping on Bradley's cock and the slap of flesh against flesh rebounding through the room.

“Has she ever been fucked in the ass?” asked Fred, sliding a fat finger into her asshole, and Iris whimpered on the cock in her mouth as she felt her asshole tightening on the first, then second digit of his finger which slid into her.

“That ass is mine first,” said Julian, grabbing a bottle of lube and rubbing it on his hard cock. Iris suddenly felt Fred cumming inside her, and she was surprised to feel his huge, hot load filling her as he grunted in pleasure, forcing his finger completely inside her ass and then pulling his cock from her as cum spilled out from her pussy. Fred left the room, going to the bathroom to get cleaned up. Bradley was also getting close to cumming but he wanted her to have her ass filled with cock while she sucked on his rod. Julian got on all fours behind her and slid his finger into her eager ass, the lubed up finger invading her and feeling incredible inside her. She wanted more, she wanted to feel his cock take her up the ass. She had never been fucked anally before and she wanted to feel him debase her. She was completely humiliated and felt like a whore, a slut to be used by Julian and anyone he wanted to share her with and she felt his finger leave his ass only to be replaced by his fat, lubed cock-head which pressed against her hole and then popped in painfully. Bradley was forcing his enormous cock in and out of her mouth, and cruelly pinched her nose so she could not breathe as he slid it deeper and deeper down her throat. Iris was getting desperate to breath but could do nothing to fight off the two huge, strong men who were fucking her and as she started to get red in the face he let go of her nose with a laugh and she managed to breathe in just as Julian forced his entire cock into her lubed, stretched ass and started to fuck her slowly but with the entire length of his cock. Bradley was watching the white woman turned into a complete whore and could no longer resist, feeling his balls fill with cum and he pulled his cock out, cumming on her makeup and face, letting thick strands of his load land in her hair, on her eyes, and then shoving his cock back into her mouth to be cleaned off. Iris swallowed the last drops of cum and licked the head, wanting to make it hard again, her eyes closed from the cum that had shot into them. “Holy shit, this bitch isn't even satisfied yet,” he said, unbelieving that she wanted her throat to be abused even more and pulling his sensitive cock from her mouth to her disappointment. Iris loved the way Julian's cock felt in her ass. “Faster, oh spank me master, shove that cock deep into my ass,” she begged, and Julian spanked her over and over, harder and harder as he fucked her ass mercilessly, feeling his balls slapping against her as he groaned, getting close to orgasm. Iris could sense he was near and moved her hand to her clit, furiously playing with herself as he pounded her ass hard, her face shoved into a pillow as she she screamed in pleasure, and as she orgasmed she screamed, “Cum in my ass Julian, come in my ass!” and he did, grabbing her hips and exploding in her tight ass, feeling torrents of cum shooting out of his cock and into her. He finally finished with a groan of satisfaction and pulled his cock out of her now gaping asshole and she collapsed from exhaustion, lying down on the bed. He collapsed on top of her, breathing into her ear as she felt his weight on him, sweaty and perfect. She loved being turned into his whore, she loved that he made her do such humiliating, slutty things and she loved how natural it felt to be debased by him. They lay there, her asshole, pussy and mouth leaking cum and panting for minutes before he finally got up with a grown, kicked out his friends and they showered together. They slept in the same bed but with new sheets, wrapped in each others arms and both overwhelmed by what they had just done.

Fin

OEBPS/images/image_4af63994-53d4-470e-8a3f-3bcd156a97be263976635616049447.jpg





