
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
    About the Author 
 
      
 
    I am a published mainstream erotic (and non-erotic) novelist and online author with hundreds of stories (erotic and otherwise) to my credit.    
 
      
 
    Under the pen name, Dark Rider, I specialise in erotic, off-the-wall adventures – often in the fantasy genre – with a particular emphasis on femdom and facesitting. 
 
      
 
    In real life, remember:  you owe it to yourself and others to take care, practise safe, legal and consensual sex.  
 
      
 
    However, if fantasy, adventure and powerful women appeal to your sense of fun, then hold on tight and get ready to enjoy an erotic, action-packed ride! 
 
   


  
 



About this Book 
 
      
 
    Bethany’s Revenge was originally published on a popular facesitting site back in 1999.   It was the first facesitting story I ever wrote, and I remain very fond of it. It helped launch my career as a writer of facesitting adventures, one which I still pursue, some 18 years on. 
 
      
 
      
 
    It tells the story of a young wife who, finally pushed too far by an abusive husband, takes her revenge as only a big-bottomed woman can … 
 
      
 
      
 
    If you haven’t read this story before, then I hope you enjoy it.  If you have read it before, then I hope you enjoy revisiting it, 
 
      
 
      
 
    I will warn you that it is a short story. It’s approximately 1800 words in length. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    BETHANY’S REVENGE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dark Rider 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Copyright © 2017 Dark Rider 
 
      
 
      
 
    Cover photograph produced under licence from www.123rf.com  
 
      
 
    Copyright: <a href='https://www.123rf.com/profile_vukvuk'>vukvuk / 123RF Stock Photo</a> 
 
      
 
    This is an adult story – with aggressive facesitting scenes – and should not be sold to, or read by, minors. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



TABLE OF CONTENTS 
 
      
 
    About the Author 
 
    About this Book 
 
    Message from the Author 
 
    Other Books by Dark Rider 
 
    Non-Facesitting Books by Dark Rider 
 
    Plot Summaries of other Books by Dark Rider 
 
    
 
    


 
   
  
 



BETHANY’S REVENGE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dale had mistreated Bethany for years. 
 
      
 
    Big mistake. 
 
      
 
    Finally, she told him she wanted a divorce.  
 
      
 
    ‘Over my dead body,’ he replied, adding for good measure that she was a big-assed good-for-nothing whore. 
 
      
 
    Even bigger mistake. 
 
      
 
    He looked her up and down dismissively. ‘You could kill a man with that butt,’ he declared, and slammed the door behind him.  
 
      
 
    Which was what gave her the idea. 
 
      
 
    The following day when he was out, Bethany placed a large melon on the bed, covered it with a pillow and sat on it. Just to see what it felt like. She imagined it was Dale’s head. She wriggled around and made believe he was struggling. She reached out with her arms and clenched her fists, pretending that Dale was fighting back, his hands clawing the air. She tightened her butt and felt a ball of nerves unroll across her belly. She had climaxed over the pillow.  
 
      
 
    My God, she thought, I could do this. I could REALLY do it. 
 
      
 
    She practised a lot over the next few days. The pillow was soon discarded. Her first idea had been to put it over the fat bastard’s head, sit on it and smother him just like that. Very easy, and, she considered, very effective. But there would be a police investigation. They’d find traces of fabric in his lungs.  Someone would put two and two together and she would be in big trouble. Murder One. Nasty. 
 
      
 
    But if she sat on his face butt-naked the only traces there would be, would be of her. Her juices, her hair. What could be more natural?  She could tell them it was a game they played; one that got out of hand. They were both a little drunk. Just a tragic accident. Or maybe she wouldn’t have to. Maybe they’d think it was a heart attack.  Even better. 
 
      
 
    Should she wear a pair of panties when she straddled him?  Her black G-string, perhaps? Or the open-crotch French knickers she’d bought two years ago in the vain hope of spicing up their love-life? 
 
      
 
    In the end, she decided no.  Flesh on flesh. Her body against his. His nose up her ass; his tongue in her pussy. Choking on the raw meat of her bare butt.  The butt he thought was such a joke.  Nicer for her, and maybe quicker, too. He might not like it, but what the hell. She wasn’t doing this for him. She was doing this for her. 
 
      
 
    She cooked him a special meal that evening. There would be no hearty breakfast for the condemned man. A hearty dinner would have to do. 
 
      
 
    But he came home drunk, as always. He kicked the table, he kicked her. The food went flying and so did she. All her second thoughts and all her doubts shattered on the cold stone floor, along with two of her best plates. 
 
      
 
    On any other morning, he would have woken with a bad head, breathed his obnoxious breath over her face, rolled on top of her and taken her hard, fast and without feeling. Then he would tell her, as he always told her, that she was an ugly, fat-assed cow. 
 
      
 
    But not this morning… 
 
      
 
    This morning, he woke to find he couldn’t move. His ankles hurt. He looked down and blinked. Bethany was standing at the foot of their big brass bed. It had been his parents’ bed, and their parents before him. He had been born in that bed, he had told Bethany, and he would die in it, too.  
 
      
 
    That thought had amused her as she went about her silent business, making sure that everything was as it needed to be when he finally stirred. 
 
      
 
    A rope had been drawn around his legs. What the hell was going on? Still drunk, still unable to fathom out what was happening, he watched as Bethany tightened the cords around his ankles and secured his feet to the base of the bed. 
 
      
 
    An icicle of fear began to form in his stomach. He tried to lift himself, then started with surprise. His arms were fastened, too. Bethany had tied the legs of two pairs of pantyhose around each of his wrists. The material was knotted behind his back so that although he could raise his hands several inches, he couldn’t release himself. 
 
      
 
    ‘You stupid bitch!’ he yelled, pulling himself up, falling back, then kicking vainly with his legs. 
 
      
 
    Bethany undid her bathrobe and let the gown slip to the carpet. Underneath, she was naked. He grunted in disgust. Bethany naked was not what he wanted to see first thing in the morning. 
 
      
 
    ‘Put some clothes on, woman,’ he told her. ‘And untie me!  You’re going to regret this, you crazy whore!’ 
 
      
 
    His wife sat on the bed and gently stroked the side of his face. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Dale,’ she said quietly. ‘But I’ve decided to kill you.’ 
 
      
 
    Her tone was very matter of fact. He grunted and she had to turn away to avoid a wave of stale breath. 
 
      
 
    ‘You’re mad!’ he replied. ‘I’m going to have you put away.’ 
 
      
 
    Bethany raised herself onto her knees and straddled her husband’s chest. Pushing his head back onto the pillow, she stared down into his small, bloodshot eyes. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m going to sit on your face, Dale. Do you understand? I’m going to smother you with my –’ she deliberately emphasised the last three words – ‘big fat ass.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Don’t talk crazy!’ he responded, but his lips were trembling now. Bethany smiled. She knew he was afraid. 
 
      
 
    She reached out and smoothed back a few strands of hair that had fallen across his forehead. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ve been practising all week,’ she told him. ‘Only with a melon, of course, but the principle’s the same.’ She grinned broadly. ‘Mind you, a melon doesn’t struggle. But I suppose you will.’ 
 
      
 
    His pale, mottled tongue flicked out and stabbed nervously at the corners of his mouth. 
 
      
 
    ‘Get off me now and we’ll say no more about it,’ he told her. 
 
      
 
    ‘Really?’ she answered. ‘You’ll forgive little me for being so silly?’ 
 
      
 
    He tipped his head towards her in what passed for a nod of agreement. ‘Yes,’ he said. 
 
      
 
    ‘And you won’t beat me? Or try to have your wicked way with me? Or anything like that?’ she asked hesitantly. 
 
      
 
    ‘No,’ he promised. ‘We’ll – we’ll just forget it ever happened.’ 
 
      
 
    Bethany smiled. 
 
      
 
    ‘I don’t think so,’ she announced tartly. ‘I think my first idea was the best one. Sit on your head until you stop breathing. Shouldn’t take too long. Five or six minutes. Not much more.’   
 
      
 
    Raising herself on one knee, she swivelled around, turning the globes of her bare butt towards his face. She reached back and parted her heavy, dimpled cheeks so that he could see right up into the dark runnel of her ass. 
 
      
 
    ‘Take a deep breath, lover,’ she told him. ‘It’ll be your last.’ 
 
      
 
    His face was red with anger. ‘You’ll never get away with this, you bitch!’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh I rather think I will,’ she smiled. ‘Now you can struggle if you like, but it won’t make any difference. I’m pretty sure that if I use my full weight, you won’t be able to open your mouth. But if you can and you try to bite me, I’ll tape it up and sit on your nose. Either way they’re going to be carrying you out of here, Dale.’ 
 
      
 
    She looked over her shoulder with a wicked, almost child-like grin. ‘Now,’ she said. ‘Shall I pucker up or will you?’ 
 
      
 
    He frowned briefly, then caught a sudden movement out of the corner of his eye. Her ass-hole began to soften and pulse as she squeezed the muscles of her rectum. 
 
      
 
    Panic flooded his belly with ice. His hips twisted furiously against the mattress. Bethany edged the cushions of her butt down over his head. 
 
      
 
    ‘No, please, Bethany! Please!’ he screamed. ‘Not like this! Not like this!’ 
 
      
 
    Bethany’s heart was racing. It was the moment of no return. The moment when she had feared her courage might desert her. 
 
      
 
    ‘Deep breath, my darling,’ she told him for the second time, her lips trembling around every word. She suddenly wasn’t sure that she could do it.  Not now, not when it came to the crunch… 
 
      
 
    ‘You big, fat-assed whore!  I’ll kill you! I’ll kill you!’ screamed Dale, his head shaking violently. 
 
      
 
    Bethany took a deep breath of her own. He would kill her, too. Oh dear. It really was him or her now. No going back. 
 
      
 
    With a sharp twist of her hips, she dropped her butt onto his face and sat upright, centring her entire weight over his nose and mouth. Her ass-hole opened up around his nostrils. Her vulva pressed against his lips, the mass of her cheeks forcing his mouth shut. His legs began to bend at impossible angles. His back arched and his hips jerked towards the ceiling. His penis unravelled and bobbed between his legs. 
 
      
 
    Dale was grunting into her ass; his hot breath damp against the sweat-soaked bulge of her flesh. 
 
      
 
    His hands scraped the mattress and clawed the air. 
 
      
 
    Poor Dale. He was struggling so hard.  
 
      
 
    But she couldn’t let him go now... 
 
      
 
    Bethany tightened her thighs and hardened her butt. She wanted to bounce up and down; to ride his face in triumph. But that might let him catch a breath. She had no wish to give him hope. To prolong his torment would be cruel. 
 
      
 
    His legs began to kick more heatedly; his fingers ripping into the sheet beneath his hands. His head was a hot, hard oval of flesh squirming in terror against her ass. 
 
      
 
    Bethany felt almonds of sweat break out on her forehead and run down her face. 
 
      
 
    ‘Not long now, Dale!’ she grunted through narrowed lips, her fingers fanning across the hard, hairy curve of his chest. ‘Don’t fight it, my darling. Don’t fight it. I’m on your face, sweetheart. You can’t shift me now…’ 
 
      
 
    Between her husband’s legs, the thick column of his penis jerked a drunken dance of thwarted lust. 
 
      
 
    Bethany was not a cruel woman. She owed him one last moment of pleasure, she told herself. 
 
      
 
    Reaching out, she closed her fingers around his trembling cock. Another savage grunt burrowed a muffled path deep into her ass as she moved her tiny fist up and down. 
 
      
 
    Bearing down with all her weight, Bethany squeezed his penis smoothly; like a young milkmaid at the udder. Gobbets of warm semen arced through the air as Dale came, his big, heavy hips jerking furiously.  
 
      
 
    A muted bellow struck the ridge of her vulva as Dale roared his release into the suffocating dungeon of her ass. 
 
      
 
    Bethany threw back her head and screamed as a cluster of nerves erupted inside her groin. Her butt-cheeks melted over the hard ridge of Dale’s face as she came, flooding his mouth with her juices. His hands locked bird-like in the empty air, and he bucked his trembling hips towards the ceiling one last time… 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Message from the Author 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading this story.  If you like it, I hope you’ll hunt down others I’ve written, and maybe even leave a review somewhere.  Anywhere will do!   
 
    If you want to be added to my email list, so I can let you know when new books will be coming out – or if there are any themes or plots you’d like me to consider in future books, feel free to contact me at: 
 
      
 
    amazondarkrider@gmail.com. 
 
      
 
    I also have a Tumblr blog at: https://darkridersfacesittingamazons.tumblr.com/ 
 
      
 
    Thanks again! 
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Non-Facesitting Books by Dark Rider 
 
      
 
    If you enjoy my facesitting books, but would like to read other non-facesitting-themed erotic stories, I also write under the name ‘JD Lang’. 
 
      
 
    Writing as JD Lang 
 
      
 
    The Taking of Amy 
 
    Come Into My Parlour 
 
    Pounded by Studs! 
 
    Pounded by Her Teacher! 
 
    Spanking Hot!  A Right Pair! 
 
    Victorian Prison Girls – A Prequel: For Her Mother’s Sake 
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Plot Summaries of other Books by Dark Rider 
 
      
 
      
 
    A is for Assassins! 
 
    War is a nasty business.  There are many innocent casualties,  and, very often, armies will stop at nothing in pursuit of victory. 
 
      
 
    In A is for Assassins!, three women soldiers set out on a mission that could help to save hundreds, if not thousands of lives.   They have been trained to liquidate their enemy in a unique fashion – in the nude and without mercy! 
 
      
 
    An important communications base must be secured and only these women possess the skills to breach the complex security that protects it.   
 
    The stakes are high; their orders are simple. 
 
    Secure the base at all costs. 
 
    And take no prisoners…! 
 
      
 
      
 
    B is for Bride! 
 
    For more than thirty years, a vicious war has raged between the kingdom of Eraldore and the queendom of Rhardhur. To end hostilities, a royal marriage is arranged: between King Seegal’s son, Hengrid, and Princess Naenia, only daughter of Queen Ghanee of Rhardhur. 

For poor Hengrid – a sensitive poet not a soldier – the match is a miserable one. In love with his childhood sweetheart, Layla, he has no wish to marry another. But that, as it turns out, is the least of his concerns. Naenia is of Amazon blood – and Amazons treat their mates not as husbands, but as enemies in battle. 

As Hengrid prepares for his marriage, he knows that on the wedding night itself, Naenia will mount him in the ancient Amazon fashion, taking his head between her bare buttocks and riding him as only a woman can. Whether he survives to see another dawn is no longer in his own hands. His new bride will decide if he lives or dies. And Amazons, as Hengrid is well aware … are not known for taking prisoners! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Bared for Battle! 
 
    As the war with Queen Eirwhen moves towards its inevitable conclusion, Landorh, King of Staveling, readies his men for a final stand at Castle Brandor. With the Army of Women gathered in overwhelming numbers outside the castle walls, Yarna, their supreme commander, marshals her troops for one last, triumphant assault. In a battle the men of Brandor cannot hope to win, their Amazon opponents eschew the swords and shields of conventional warfare. Instead, they set about ending the war armed only with the weapons Nature herself has gifted them… 
 
      
 
      
 
    C is for Condemned! 
 
    France, 1789 - and revolution is in the air. 

But this is not the France we know. In this ‘alternative world’ facesitting fantasy, the rule of men – who have held sway for centuries – is about to be overthrown. La guillotine is no longer the favoured means of despatching the New Republic’s enemies. As the ancient ways of the Amazon re-assert themselves, men have more to fear than the sharp end of a blade. 

Six men languish in a Bastille prison cell – counting down the hours until they face revolutionary justice. They know they are to suffer an ancient and unusual punishment. One that is raw, primeval – and terrifyingly female… 
 
      
 
    College Smother! 
 
    In 'Revenge of the Facesitting Schoolgirls', three students set out to punish the college janitor, after they discover he’s been spying on them in the showers. Having tested their skills on a young man from a neighbouring boys’ school, they lure the janitor into a trap from which there seems no escape… 

In 'Smother Slave', another young man is caught spying on a group of female students. The girls imprison him in a secret hiding place, and proceed to teach him the error of his ways. But when a new girl, Lucy, arrives at the school, their debauchery threatens to reach new, unspeakable levels. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Devil Queen 
 
    When Lorcan, an innocent innkeeper’s servant, is sold by his master to Dorian scouts, he faces a night of ruthless ravishment at the hands of the four Amazon warriors; with certain death his only reward. But Lorcan has a secret gift: one that the Amazon Queen is eager to make her own. On the perilous journey to the Royal City, a captive Lorcan must face danger and depravity, not only at the hands of the Dorian scouts, whose taste for debauchery has no limits, but from warrior tribes of rival Amazons who stand between the scouts and home. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dungeons of Despair! 
 
    ‘Few men last long,’ said Anya,  ‘once we take them between our legs …’ 
 
    ***** 
 
    In the Dungeons of Zendor, men are punished with ruthless efficiency.  All those given into the charge of Jhaleera’s Maids know for certain their fate is sealed.   The wise tell everything they know at once; the stubborn suffer long and hard, but all submit in the end. 
 
      
 
    When Lharra, a young Amazon woman, enters service as a Dungeon Maid, little does she know that her innocent world is about to change utterly. 
 
    Armed with only the weapons Nature herself has gifted her, she sets about her training, helped by her fellow-Maids, Anya and Delphi. 
 
      
 
    Breaking a man on the bench is one thing, but, when a treasonous plot is uncovered, Lharra must venture further afield, and use her new-found skills not only to defeat an evil man … but to save the very Queendom itself! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Fantasy Smother 
 
    In Smother Wish, Giles pays Jessica, a beautiful dominatrix, to fulfil his ultimate facesitting fantasy. One that involves not Giles, but another helpless, terrified young man… 

In Hostage Smother, Jackie and her daughter are kidnapped. To ensure their release, Jackie must punish a man also being held prisoner by the kidnapper. Punish him in the way only a big-bottomed woman can… 

Smother Room is pure and unadulterated fantasy. Set in another country, on another planet, in another galaxy where anything you’ve ever dreamed of can come true, a team of dedicated young nurses fight desperately to ‘save’ a patient with nothing but their hands, and their voluptuous bare bodies. This story could only take place … where anything is possible … 
 
      
 
      
 
    Fantasy Smother 2 
 
    In Sisters of Suffocation,  Lucy wants to join a secret organisation dedicated to the ruthless facesitting of men. But first she must lure a willing victim to their altar… 

In Smother Pact, two friends embark on a dangerous adventure. One that leads to a terrifying date with destiny… 

In Movie Smother,  Tony has no idea what torments await when two beautiful women accost him at the local nightclub. He thinks he has died and gone to heaven, but he couldn’t be more wrong… 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mission of Mercy 
 
    In the Dungeons of Trelfor, two condemned men, Andhor and Lucian, spend a last, anxious night before going to their deaths. But they reckon without Elwyn and her daughter, Hyldra – renegade Amazons in a world that has turned its back on the old ways. Tricking their way into the dungeon, the women make the men an unusual offer. One that seems also to offer no way out. But are things always what they seem…? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Schoolgirls at War! (No Knickers … No Mercy!) 
 
    July 1942 – and in a private girls’ school in England, four young women are keen to do their bit for King and country. When an enemy spy falls into their clutches, they decide to interrogate him in their own – perverse – way. One helpless Nazi agent – and four young women determined to break him at all costs. There can surely be only one outcome. But to protect both their country and, ultimately, themselves, just how far are the girls willing to go? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Smother Frontline 1 
 
    This book contains the first of three fictitious interviews with women from an imaginary future where state-sponsored punishment by facesitting is the norm. The articles purport to appear in the popular newspaper, The Daily Smothergraph.

Also included is a short story, 'Rachel’s Revenge!', in which a young woman sets out to punish a man who has assaulted several vulnerable females, including herself. The vengeance she wreaks is both merciless and total. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Smother Frontline 2 
 
    This book contains the second of three fictitious interviews with women from an imaginary future where state-sponsored punishment by facesitting is the norm. The article purports to appear in the popular newspaper, The Daily Smothergraph.

Also included are two short stories, 'By a Woman’s Hand’ and ‘Payback Smother’, in which men get their come-uppance in two very different, but equally final ways. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Smother Frontline 3 
 
    This book contains the third of three fictitious interviews with women from an imaginary future where state-sponsored punishment by facesitting is the norm. The article purports to appear in the popular newspaper, The Daily Smothergraph.

Also included is a light-hearted short story, ‘A Christmas Facesit’. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Smother Frontline 4 
 
    This book contains yet another series of interviews with women from an imaginary future where state-sponsored facesitting is the norm.    At Farms across the city, herds of unwilling men are milked for their seed.   At Alderbury Farm, a revolutionary new approach has been pioneered in which volunteer Milking Maids use their bottoms to increase production of sperm, vital in the manufacture of life-saving medicines.  The article purports to appear in the popular newspaper, The Daily Smothergraph. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Smother Jungle (From where no man returns alive!) 
 
    In 1879, a group of explorers sets out to explore the uncharted upper reaches of the African Delta. Little do they know that none of them will return alive. Captured by a tribe of naked, big-bottomed Amazons, they are mercilessly despatched one by one between the women’s legs, their dreadful suffering recorded in the diary of the expedition’s leader, Professor Arthur J Rowston. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Smother Maid 
 
    In this rip-roaring tale of Victorian facesitting, Master Edward enjoys the dubious pleasures of his housemaid - Emmy's - bare bottom. But when an intruder breaks into his house, things quickly take a darker turn. Having discovered that the man - Donald Bridge - is a convicted murderer, on the run from the gallows, Emmy and her bare-bottomed friends decided to take the law into their own hands ... and punish him as only women can! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Smother Me Hard, Mrs Parker! 
 
    With her daughter’s life at stake, the eponymous Mrs Parker is tricked into sitting on a young man’s face – with consequences she couldn’t possibly foresee…   
 
      
 
      
 
    Smother Plateau 
 
    When a young, dishevelled stranger, Francois Le Pois, bursts into his Pall Mall rooms in London, Professor John Devereux’s life is turned upside down. Poor half-mad Le Pois’s story is hard to believe: a lost Amazonian plateau, a tribe of ruthless facesitting women and a doomed expedition from France. 

Gathering together a small group of friends, Devereux and his fellow-explorers set sail for the Amazon Basin. Arriving on the fabled Perriera Plateau, they soon come face to face with women whose creed is a simple one: We Take No Prisoners! But as the explorers soon discover, the ruthless facesitting warriors are not the greatest threat they face in a deadly race against time… 
 
    (Note:  This story is also available in two parts as Smother Plateau: Part One, and Smother Plateau: Part Two.) 
 
      
 
      
 
    Smother Rampage!: The Nightmare Begins … 
 
    Nathan Blake finds himself catapulted into a terrifying, dystopian world in which, overnight, every woman on the planet is overcome with the urge to sit on a man’s face ... and smother him with her bottom! 

With a motley crew of acquaintances, he must escape from the city. But even then, can he be sure that he, and men like him, will ever be safe again? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Smother Rampage 2:  At the Mercy of Women! 
 
    Nathan Blake and his friends continue their perilous journey to freedom.  With Women ready to sit on them at every turn, they must navigate a succession of perilous adventures if they are to escape from the city.  But, as the Women close in, they are about to find themselves in even greater danger yet … 
 
      
 
      
 
    Smother Rampage 3: The Smother Camps 
 
    As a new world order comes into being, the Women have set up prison camps across the globe. Cut off from his friends, Nathan Blake finds himself trapped in one such camp, along with hundreds of other men, whose sole purpose in life is to be sat on and smothered by their insatiable, bare-bottomed captors. 

When Nathan is made a trustee, it seems to offer a chance of escape. But as the days pass, it looks increasingly likely that not only his fate, but that of every other man on the planet, is now sealed. 

For some men, the torment is too great. But in the brave new world of The Women's Republic ... there is only one way out! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Smothered by Amazons 
 
    This book contains two short stories, Smother Warriors and When Amazons Attack! 

In Smother Warriors, young Ellyn must undergo a sacred ritual in order to become a fully-blooded Amazon warrior. With her sister, Rhanee, she travels to the village of Angor where she takes on a young man in naked hand-to-hand combat. A fight from which only one of them can walk away... 

In When Amazons Attack!, Zanya, a ruthless Amazon commander, leads her warriors in a merciless assault on a village of unsuspecting, and utterly helpless, males ... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When Twins Attack! 
 
    A short story prequel to Dungeons of Despair!   When Twins Attack! recounts the story of the day Anya and Delphi’s mother took them on a ceremonial hunt – and they first took men between their young, Amazonian legs … 
 
      
 
      
 
    When Women Hunt! 
 
    "Behind the bars of their wooden cages, twenty terrified men watched helplessly and in wide-eyed horror as a hundred or more women – naked and screaming – ran across the village square towards them..." 

WHEN WOMEN HUNT! is a collection of three short stories, in which Amazon warriors unleash themselves on hapless, terrified males… 

In The Huntress, a young Amazon girl, Hanna, embarks on a ceremonial Hunt. A dozen men have been released into the wild. To be accepted as a woman of the tribe, Hanna must hunt them down and conquer them in the ancient Amazon way. With her mother at her side, she sets out on the road to womanhood, armed only with the weapons with which Nature herself has blessed her… 

In Warrior Woman, Roman roué, Marcus Domitius, the debauched governor of a distant British province, engineers a perverse form of entertainment for his guests. With freedom as their prize, Iceni warrior Camilla and her opponent, Lysiteles, a simple farmer, face each other in naked combat. Though it is a battle only one of them can win, when the farmer’s wife seeks revenge as only a woman can, has Marcus Domitius finally gone too far…? 

In The Taking, Amazons arrive in Marrakee for an ancient annual ritual. In her quest for the Golden Laurel and acceptance as a woman of the tribe, Layla – and her mother – must wrestle naked with a man in the village square. Her mother has already guided her two younger sisters to victory in the past. As the two women take on a man more than twice their size, will it be a third and final triumph for the Amazonian duo? 
 
      
 
      
 
    When Women Hunt 2 
 
    In ‘For Her Husband’s Sake!’, Marcus Domitius, the debauched governor of an occupied town in the north of Roman Britain, persuades a devoted wife to sit on the faces of several men – her own included – in order to win her husband’s freedom. 

In ‘Storming the Castle!’, the Amazon Army’s triumphant advance through the Land of Men has been halted at Castle Fendrah. Knowing that reinforcements will soon arrive to drive them back, the Amazon commander enlists the aid of Freya, a skilled mountain climber, who attempts the near-impossible ascent of the enemy fortress. Her mission is a simple one. Enter the castle, subdue the guards and open the gates – allowing her fellow-Amazons to storm the fortress and take every living man between their buttocks. 
 
      
 
      
 
    When Women Sit! 
 
    A compilation of extracts from several of the Dark Rider stories listed above.  An ideal introduction to the facesitting genre. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    To whet your appetite for more, here’s a short extract from my novel, Devil Queen: 
 
      
 
    ‘Your cock belongs to us,’ Venyn reminded Lorcan, rubbing his length, relishing the sight of the shaft unfurling and growing to its full height.  She heard the young man’s sharp intake of breath.  ‘I will take you to the very edge,’ she said.  ‘Tell me when you are close to fruition. It is important that you do not come, until I give the word.’ 
 
      
 
    With that she began to rub a little harder with the one hand, whole cupping his sacs in the palm of her other.  Anya, meanwhile, moved in a little closer, lifted up a breast and pushed her teat towards Lorcan’s face.  He turned towards her, his lips opening around the fleshy gourd, sucking her into his mouth.   Roseene moved in behind him, pressing herself against his back, moulding her flesh to his, her powerful hands kneading his shoulders.   Not to be outdone, Gellyn knelt down and slid her hands between Lorcan’s legs, parting his buttocks, her fingers probing into his crack, searching for his hole. 
 
      
 
    The young man screamed his pleasure into Anya’s flesh, and Venyn felt his cock jerk strongly.  ‘Your time approaches,’ she whispered into his ear.  ‘Four women cannot be resisted.’ 
 
      
 
    He grunted into Anya’s teat and jerked again.  Venyn reached down, took hold of his balls and pulled. She felt the seed swirling through his sacs: warm, thick and desperate to be free.  The tendons in his cock were tight and trembling.  Venyn closed her eyes and waited for the sudden twitch at the base of Lorcan’s shaft that would signal his release.  The moment she felt it, she pulled hard on his prick and squeezed both his balls.  Lorcan yelped with pain, clamping his mouth around Anya’s bare breast.  She wrapped her hands around the back of his head and held him to her tenderly, aware of his discomfort. 
 
      
 
    Venyn leaned in close and whispered into Lorcan’s ear.   ‘I’m going to suck on you, now,’ she told him.   ‘You will spill some seed.  Not much, just a little.  I’ll help you stem your flow, but you must also try to resist.  Do you understand?’ 
 
      
 
    Lorcan nodded into Anya’s breast, grunting feebly.  Pain and pleasure battled for supremacy in his groin.   He winced with excitement as Venyn closed her lips around his cock and took him into her mouth.  Almost immediately, he felt the semen pump into his shaft and begin its journey up his shaft. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m coming!’ he screamed into Anya’s breast, biting down his pleasure, trying his hardest to hold back.   
 
      
 
    Venyn squeezed the base of his prick and his excitement abated.  She released it a fraction and he surged back into life.  Another pinch, another desperate clench of his buttocks as he sought to restrain himself.  Somewhere, between his legs, a finger touched his anus, then forced its way into his arse.  Too much!  Too much!  He raised his buttocks and pushed against the air, driving his cock through Venyn’s fist.  She squeezed, but it was too late.  He pumped on regardless, emptying himself into Venyn’s mouth, flooding her throat with his cream, wriggling on the finger in his arse, gorging on the teat inside his mouth. 
 
      
 
    Somewhere far off, Anya screamed, ‘I’m coming!  I’m coming!’   Before Lorcan knew what was happening, she pushed him away, grabbed his shoulders and forced him onto his back.  He opened his eyes in time to see her hairy pussy coming down over his face.  Instinctively, he opened his mouth to admit her, stretching his lips around the fat, slippery panels of her slit.   She pumped herself into his mouth, emptying her juices across his tongue as it thrust up, spearing her sex, and sending her to another peak of pleasure… 
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