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The windows of his small rented apartment on the edge of London’s Battersea Park were open and they were cuddled close, cooled by the crisp small-hours air as he began touching and exploring the woman he had met only that night in a Kings Road bar. 

Neither of them were inexperienced, despite the difference in their ages, and had known almost from the off exactly where the evening would end after sharing a few drinks with each other while their friends did likewise.

Their was no future in it for either of them and there was certainly nothing either of them felt guilty about.

They were just two magnetic impulses temporarily drawn to each other who would drift from each other’s orbit the moment those impulses were sated.

No matter how swiftly or how long it took. 

Now, on his bed with clothes and undergarments shed, her glorious and ample arse thrust back into the very willing cock pressing lengthwise against its crack as she reached back to wrap a hand around his engorged cock and begin  fondling it. 

Squeezing gently, she allowed her fingers drifted upwards and then back down. 

Repeating the same action as he reached around and played with the hardened nipples of her equally ample breasts before running the flat of his hand over and around them over and over again while thrilling to the mewls of appreciation he drew from her. 

Loving the sense of being the one in control of their encounter and, as usual, feeling his self-regard soar at the way she responded to him. 

When he reached his free-hand between her legs he smiled at the wetness waiting to greet him and knew she was ready.

Pride again soared in his own breast for the fact he was still attractive enough – and virile enough – to still have such an effect on a woman some fifteen-years younger than himself. 

With one arm encircling her chest and the between her legs, he pulled her closer to him and rolled them both over to place himself astride her as she arched her back and moved her left leg forward to give him access to a pussy that was by now fairly dripping with desire for him.
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Pride again soared in his own breast for the fact he was still attractive enough – and virile enough – to still have such an effect on a woman some fifteen-years younger than himself.

With one arm encircling her chest and the between her legs, he pulled her closer to him and rolled them both over to place himself astride her as she arched her back and moved her left leg forward to give him access to a pussy that was by now fairly dripping with desire for him.

Before she could guide him into her, he simply thrust forward and allowed the spear of his erection to impale her waiting warmth and moistness before moving in and out slowly just inches at a time. 

Then stopping... Before starting again.

Almost pulling all the way out before sliding back in once more and reveling in the intensity of the feeling as he rested upon his supporting arms and gazed down at the squirming female his own lust was controlling. 

It was, for him, what sex was all about.

Yes, the release of his manly sperm into a willing female orifice was wonderful, but it was what brought him to that release he truly crave.

The exercise of control over another living breathing soul.

No matter how short that control’s duration.

For some minutes longer they remained in position, both of them sensing the anticipated crisis growing closer as he stared into her eyes to let her know who was in control and slowly sawed in and out of her until, after some fifteen minutes, both became aware of the approaching tsunami and moved together in a frenzy of pure lust to ensure it burst over them with all its power.

Which it did not seconds later as, to hell with his sleeping neighbours, both welcomed their release at the top of their lungs before he rolled his body away and collapsed next to her upon the bed and, in true narcissistic fashion, congratulated himself for having what it took still to sexually dominate a woman in such a complete and fulfilling way. 

A sexually dominating way he was not to know he was experiencing for the very last time...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​ANDY WESTCLIFFE


[image: ]


[image: A plane flying over a town

Description automatically generated]

Tobermory

The day had arrived.

A day Andy (never “Andrew”) Westcliffe had dreamed long and hard about.

And especially lately.

Was he sad about the death of his sole remaining relative, he asked himself?

Not really, was the answer he was at least honest enough to supply to himself. At eighty-seven, his late-mother’s older sister had lived a good-innings. And besides that, had never been the warmest bird in the stratosphere. 

Far from it.

He recalled the two years he had spent in her home in Scotland, this after the death of his parents had followed on not a year after Dougray, Aunt Glenda’s husband, had himself taken leave of the coil for pastures either elevated or subterranean.

A final destination, not having known the man, on which he was without an opinion.

Andy, only ever having met him the once during an extended family visit to Scotland when he was only nine, recalling him only as a bald and rather serious man who, just the same, his aunt obviously doted upon.

Those two years or so in her home with his aunt and her latest companion-cum-housekeeper of the time, consisting mostly of lectures on his fecklessness, lack of ambition, and idleness.

Though he did manage to at least finagle exam scores that saw him accepted to a less than stellar southern university and was rewarded for this unexpected achievement when his aunt made him an allowance that not only allowed him to attend but to return to London and re-connect with the former school-friends even his own parents before their deaths in a road accident had described as “wasters”. 

An allowance, if he wanted to remain in receipt of it, that meant he did have to show his face in Scotland on special – and most inconvenient - occasions such as Xmas and birthdays. 

Occasions, as hinted at above, that were not enlivened any by the presence of whatever personal assistant – normally of the dour and sexless variety to his mind - of the female sex was in his aunt’s employ at the time. 
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GLENDA

The joy of any occasion hard to feel, he told anyone who would listen, when one had to spend it with a relative who spent the whole time of his stay hectoring and haranguing him about his lack of a career, a wife, and children.

Ect., ect., etc...!

His whole life, she never grew tired of telling him, was one in dire need of supervision and strict discipline that, one day, she was determined he would receive.

Andy’s reaction never varied and he would simply shrug fatalistically and nod agreement with arms wide, as if to say:

“It’s my nature. What can I do?”

He could not have been expected to know back then the effect the determination of the once glamorous aunt he’d had many childhood fantasies over would soon ensure he received that “discipline” in a way that would ensure not just his life but his very
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