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​ Wendy looked up at the apartment window. Was it the right
one? She was almost sure. There was a light on inside, anyway — so
if she was right, Lana was home.

With a deep
breath she got out of the car, locked it and crossed the street,
heels clicking on the tarmac. Her stomach was tight with nerves;
she hadn’t felt like this since her first time. She’d been
seventeen, going to her boyfriend’s house while his parents were
out for the night, knowing what was going to happen and
simultaneously thrilled and terrified. But that had been a
different time, and she’d been a very different girl.

Wendy almost
turned back at the front door, nerves overcoming her — what would
she say when she pushed the buzzer, if Lana answered? But then a
little old lady with two small, bustling Yorkshire terriers let
herself out through the doors — two long strides got Wendy to the
door and she slipped through before it closed.

The concierge might have been a problem, but he was deep in
discussion with a young blond-haired woman; Wendy slipped past his
desk and pushed the button for the lift, all the while waiting for
him to call out, Excuse me, miss, do you live here...?

But he didn’t
look round, and within seconds there was a soft chime as the lift
doors opened, and Wendy jumped inside, pushing the button for the
fifth floor.

She was alone
in the lift, which was a relief; it gave her a few precious moments
of calm. Wendy studied herself in the mirrored wall and opened the
long coat she wore. Underneath, her tight black dress, black
stockings and black-heeled shoes stood out against the coat’s red
lining, and the dress clung to the ripe roundness of her breasts
and her full hips. She turned side-on and saw the dress was moulded
just as tightly to the swell of her bottom. Her black hair was
swept back, and she’d chosen the reddest lipstick she could find.
Surely Lana couldn’t resist.

And yet so
far, Lana had. It had been three weeks since that wild afternoon of
passion at Lana’s flat, and in that time she’d heard nothing. She’d
gone back to the cafe where they’d first met, but never found her.
Perhaps Lana had expected Wendy to contact her. Or perhaps she’d
just meant it to be a single afternoon and nothing more.

Please, let it not be that. That afternoon had been one of the most
amazing experiences of Wendy’s life; all she’d been able to think
about for days afterwards were Lana’s green eyes and soft red lips,
her small firm breasts and the thick, beautiful cock that had
filled Wendy’s every orifice in turn. Fierce, tender, dominating,
yielding, funny, passionate; all the things Wendy and Barry had
long ago forgotten to be to one another.

Barry. He’d been due back that night. After she and Lana
had come for the last time, Wendy had drifted off to sleep in her
lover’s arms — only to wake and find it dark. She’d fled,
panicking, with mumbled excuses, but when she’d switched her phone
back on outside there’d been a message from Barry: he’d been
delayed, would have to stay overnight in Plymouth. She could have
stayed; she could have gone back to Lana. But she hadn’t. She’d run
away instead. No wonder I’ve heard nothing.

Finally,
tonight, she’d nerved herself to come back. She couldn’t keep away.
It felt as though that afternoon, a door had been opened, with a
world of bright colours, clear sounds and new experiences behind it
— and then been slammed shut.

It might, she
knew, already be too late to salvage anything. But she had to
try.

There was a
soft chime as the lift reached the fifth floor. Wendy took a deep
breath as the doors opened, then stepped out into the corridor. Her
feet made no sound on the thick pile carpet, and within seconds she
was at the door of Lana’s flat.
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