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ADDICTED TO LUST


Chris Westlake


 


The big round clock ticked past six o’clock, signaling the end of the working day and the beginning of the quiet after the storm. Colleagues trickled out of the door until, at long last, she was left alone, free from the deadly “Ds” – distractions, demands and deadlines. Her body ached, but it was nothing to the relentless aching between her legs. She pressed her heels into the carpeted floor, rolled her chair back, allowed easy access. Her pin skirt was quickly pulled high over her thighs. She slipped a finger inside her waiting sex, then flung her head back and sighed as it penetrated inside, deep and hard. Her mind raced – she imagined bending a girl over the photocopier, pulling her skirt up over her buttocks and . . . and she was instantly brought back to reality by a loud cough from the other side of the office. She opened her eyes and met the terrifying glare of her manager.


The musty smells of the hallway were so familiar to Joanna Reid that, even if she were blindfolded, she would have known precisely where she was. Joanna was filled with the usual sense of dread as she took her plastic seat in the circle of chairs. She stared intently at the floor, and waited. She did not raise her eyes until she heard the familiar words, the words she heard every Tuesday night at seven o’clock prompt.


“Hello, my name is Amy, and I am a sex addict.”


Initially, Joanna was instructed to attend the meetings by her manager, after he had discovered her in the office, frilly pink panties laid on the floor, finger between her legs. Joanna had broken down in tears, confessed that she could not help herself, that she fucking craved sex, all day, every day. Her manager, a straight sort (when he was not drinking), always impeccably dressed in a dire gray suit, had wiped the steam from his glasses, placed a plastic folder over his lap to hide his obvious erection, and informed Joanna that the first stage of recovery was accepting that she had a problem.


Six weeks later, and she was still attending. It had become her lifeline, something she depended on. And it was working. It had been thirty-three dull days and counting since she had last masturbated in public, since that wonderful explosive orgasm on the back of the thirty-nine bus.


Joanna was woken from her daydream by a late arrival. She checked her watch: 19.15. Nobody turned up late for a meeting; it was an unwritten rule. Joanna looked up with casual interest, but, instantly, her attention veered right off the Richter scale. Most of the group members were surprisingly dull and unattractive. She wondered how some of them had ever had sex in the first place, let alone become addicted. The new arrival, however, could not have been more different. She wore blue faded jeans, which highlighted a tight little arse, and a cropped top, which exposed just a few tantalizing inches of midriff. Flame-red hair nestled deliciously between her creamy, firm breasts. The girl must have been mid-twenties at most.


Joanna listened as the rest of the group droned on about their dull sexual urges, but it became background noise. She kept eyeing the new girl, who appeared to be completely oblivious to her attentions. The girl crossed and uncrossed her long legs and listened intently to what the others were saying. Joanna checked her watch. The session would be over soon, and then she had another long evening fighting her destructive urges to look forward to.


“Anyone else have any contributions?”


Silence followed. The group started to gather their belongings.


“I have a contribution.”


Joanna put her handbag back down. It was the girl with the red hair. Now, she definitely wanted to hear what she had to say.


Usually, newcomers were nervous and emotional. They stared at the floor, spoke quietly, or fought back the tears. There was none of this with the new girl. She was at ease. She spoke clearly and with confidence. “Hello, my name is Nicole and I am new to the group.”


“Hello, Nicole, welcome to the group,” they said in unison.
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