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He pounded her against the wall. His
hard cock thrust in and out of her, and she tried to quiet her
screams. The orgasm came to her in waves, filling all of her senses
and clouding her eyes. He grunted as he released inside her. With
one final deep thrust they both rode the end of their orgasms,
their bodies shuttering against each other.


He pulled out and she remained
standing against the stall wall of the bathroom. He turned to the
toilet and began pulling the condom off of him. He pinched the tip
of the latex glove and pulled slowly, and then rolled the base
until the entire thing was able to slide off. He knotted the end
and threw it into the toilet then grabbed some toilet paper to wipe
the end of his softening cock from any remaining cum.


Anna watched him; her body falling
into a relaxed state as she pressed against the stall. She felt a
bit guilty. She didn’t even know this stranger’s name; but only a
small part of her cared. The other part was just happy to have
found some release. She patted the man on the shoulder and offered
him a slight smile. She straightened out the short and tight skirt
she wore, and then made her way out of the stall.


This was routine. Every week she came
to the club and found the most attractive man she could. She then
snuck into the men’s bathroom and waited for them to meet her and
have their way with her. She walked to the sink and washed her
hands. She took some paper towels from the dispenser to dry her
hands and then wipe between her legs to catch any of her own juices
that needed to be caught.


Anna had always been a bit of a sexual
deviant. She spent every night with her vibrator and dildo, and
every weekend and sometimes week days with some stranger she met at
the club. Nothing satisfied her the way an orgasm could. However
the sweet release she gained from sex only lasted for a short
period of time before she found herself wanting to fuck
again.


She made her way out of the bathroom
and scurried through the dance floor. Cheryl still sat at the
booth. Two cocktails were sitting on the table in front of her.
Cheryl was pretty, but much to prude for Anna’s taste. Cheryl had
blonde hair and a tiny figure. Anna’s hair was even more blonde,
much like a bleached bombshell and her body was full and
voluptuous.


Her big blue eyes and red
painted lips made most men swoon and
her naturally large breasts drove them wild. She had been blessed
with her porn star looks and brilliant mind, but she had been
cursed with a sexual hunger that could never been
satisfied.


She tried to release
her needs every day. She usually had a boy toy on hand she could
call up to satisfy her. Anna liked all sorts of men, the large
burly men and the thin lanky ones. She had an attraction to penises
of all sorts, and told each man how to use them.


The small longer ones
felt best in her ass, while large thick cocks felt best pounding
away at her waxed pussy. Small chubby ones stretched her insides
and pressed against her g-spot like no other. She couldn’t get
enough. Some days she would have more than one man come and please
her; and every now and then a couple of women to complete an orgasm
filled orgy.


Anna sat beside Cheryl
with a smile on her face. She sipped at the cocktail and brushed
her hands along the tight skirt.


“So, do you feel
better?” Cheryl asked, her eyes scrutinizing Anna from head to
toe.


“Yea,” Anna replied,
avoiding eye contact and continuing to sip her drink through the
straw.


“How long will that
last?” Cheryl demanded, her eyes never leaving Anna’s
face.


“Why does it
matter?”


“I keep telling you,
you should find someone. Slow things down, life isn’t all about
sex.”


Anna rolled her eyes
and once more avoiding looking Cheryl in the eye. Who was she to be
telling her how to live her life? They may have become good
friends, but Anna was still her boss when it came to their
company.


Anna was founder and
leader of the small retail chain and organization. Cheryl was just
a secretary, a good one, but replaceable all the same. Anna
couldn’t help but be annoyed by Cheryl’s suggestions; mostly due to
the fact they were always right.


“It’s kind of
disgusting how you chew up men and then spit them back out
again.”


Anna scoffed and
looked at her friend, “men do it to women all the time. I’m just
giving them a taste of their own medicine.”


“Some men. Not the
hundreds you’ve done it with.”


Anna scowled now,
showing Cheryl just how upset she was. For a moment, she was ready
to protest to the statement, but the more she thought about it the
harder it was to deny the simple fact. She had slept with a lot of
men. Hundreds seemed like an overstatement, but there was no way it
was that far off. She suddenly felt a bit
disgusting.


“Find yourself one
man,” Cheryl said, putting a hand on Anna’s lap, “once you date and
fall in love sex will be so much better. If you find that one man
for you, then you will be satisfied.” Cheryl then held up her left
hand and pointed at the golden band on her ring finger. Cheryl had
been married for less than a year now, and it was still apparent
she was an extremely happy newlywed.


Anna glanced at the
ring, but wasn’t sure what to really say. She pursed her lips and
slid the cocktail away. Maybe Cheryl really was onto something; but
marriage meant she would lose her sexual freedom, though if Cheryl
was honest she wouldn’t need another man for the rest of her
life.


***


The following Monday
had been a busy day at work. She wore a simple blouse and vest and
a pain of dress slacks. Her hair was pulled up into a high and
professional bun, and her makeup was dark and solemn giving her an
overall impressive look. Her office was large with a full well
organized desk, complete with lap top and her briefcase of
papers.


She was grateful she
had Cheryl to keep track of her schedule. The entire day was filled
with appointments with important business men and potential
clients. Many people wanted to open more of her stores in their
area, and some wanted to sell their products at all the store
locations.


Anna was intelligent
and knew where she wanted her store to go and how to be. She spoke
with confidence and persuaded everyone she met with to see her
side. Luckily her experience with strangers had made her into a
fantastic business woman and people person.


Growing up she had
never dreamed of opening and running her own business, nor had she
planned on being as financially well off as she was. She knew she
was lucky to run her own chain of stores, and she was as dedicated
as ever to make it go the way she wanted.


By the end of the day
Cheryl came into the office. Anna had been eyeing her every so
often through her windows to watch as her secretary did her job.
For the most part she hadn’t noticed Cheryl come in because she was
busy typing up reports from the meeting.


Cheryl seated herself
in the chair across from the desk and set a pamphlet down in front
of her. Anna finished typing the last words of her report and
looked up at the mousey secretary. She then looked at the pamphlet
and picked it up.


The cover was bright
blue with a picture of a couple sitting across from each other at a
round table. They each had huge goofy smiles on their faces. She
flipped through it for a moment, mostly glancing at the pictures of
couples smiling goofily at each other.


“Speed dating?” She
looked up Cheryl, an eyebrow raised to show she wasn’t
amused.


“I really think you’d
be happier in a relationship,” Cheryl’s voice then rose to a
whisper, even though the office door was closed, “it’d be better
than sleeping around.”


Anna rolled her eyes
and slammed the pamphlet on the desk. She stopped herself from
throwing it back at Cheryl. As irritated as she was she was curious
to see what the pamphlet had to say.


“It’s this Wednesday,”
Cheryl continued, ignoring the pamphlet as it slammed against the
desk, “at the very least is should be fun.”


Anna rolled her eyes
and then slowly picked the pamphlet up again. The couple on the
front page looked so happy. Although they smiled at each other with
goofy fake smiles, it was obvious that they exuded happiness and
contentment. Deep down Anna knew that was what she
wanted.


“Fine,” she said,
“I’ll go.”


***


Wednesday arrived much
faster than anticipated. It was as if Tuesday never happened at
all. Anna spent the entire day trying to work, but she couldn’t
stay focused. She was far too anxious for the late night meeting at
the club for the speed dating. The pamphlet had been shoved into
one of the drawers of the desk, but Anna couldn’t help but sneak a
look at it every so often.


She had read the small
brochure from front to back several times. She would have to sign
up when she came into the club, and they would present her with a
number. She would have to find the table that matched her number
and take a seat.


Then the men would
have five minutes each to sit at the table and talk to her before
moving on to the next table. How was she supposed to know if to
date someone in a matter of five minutes?


Anna couldn’t remember
the last time she had a date. She had to have been about fourteen,
before she had discovered sex and her hunger for it became
insatiable. What did people do on a date at
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