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		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.  Nothing I write is meant to be taken as a depiction of real life. This is fantasy, pure and simple, and is to be read for enjoyment only.

		In real life, remember:  you owe it to yourself and others to take care, and to 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!
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		Tom (The Condemned Man)

		

		I’m sitting in a red-bricked room, counting down the minutes till Jenny comes for me. It won’t be long now and I suppose I should be frightened, but I’m not.  How can I be, when I know I’m going to die inside a woman’s ass, my head held tight between her butt-cheeks and my nose pressed up against her little hole?

		Well, perhaps I am a little frightened.  It’s a big thing, after all, to know that the last thing I’ll ever see will be a woman’s anus as her ass comes down over my face. That the last air I’ll ever breathe will be the scent from her passage as her anal ring opens around my nose and drags me inside.

		My thoughts drift back to the trial – what a month that was – and the day the jury found me guilty.  Even now, I remember standing naked in the dock as the court guard, Amy, oiled her hands, preparing to masturbate me.

		When twelve women, each of them displaying a bare breast, filed in, I almost choked.  They’d made their decision, and I think, deep down, I knew what it was.  My lawyer had warned me that exposing a breast meant they hadn’t tied their vote at 6-6.  Under Amazon law, that would have meant my immediate acquittal.  I knew there was still hope – they might have found me not guilty.  But they might have voted to convict me, too, and it was that thought that turned my stomach. I felt a sick thrill as the forewoman rose to address the Judge.

		‘How do you find the prisoner, Thomas J Ferris?’ she asked.  ‘Guilty or not guilty?’

		That part was a sham, gone through for form’s sake and nothing else. There was a gleam in the forewoman’s eye and I knew I was a dead man long before she replied, ‘We find the prisoner guilty.’

		Judge Alyssha spoke again, in a flat, emotionless voice: ‘And that is the verdict of you all?’

		‘It is, my Lady,’ said the forewoman. 

		‘Thank you,’ said the Judge, turning to address me.  ‘The prisoner will stand and prepare to be sentenced.’

		I rose and gripped the dock’s wooden rail, my legs apart to keep my balance.  I felt giddy and my arms shook.  Amy – the court guard – approached, took hold of my cock and rubbed it gently. I was already half-erect and had been since I left the holding cell.

		I was vaguely aware that the Judge was still speaking.

		‘Thomas J Ferris,’ she announced, ‘you have been found guilty as charged and I will now offer you a choice of punishments.’ She reached out and set an egg-timer running.  White sand began to trickle through from top to bottom.

		‘You will either be sent to prison for life without parole,’ she continued, ‘or, in seven days’ time ... I will sit on your face without knickers and put you to death with the hole in my ass.’

		She paused to let her words sink in.  I had known this would happen, my lawyer had warned me after the jury had retired to deliberate.  It was what she had called, ‘Trial by woman’s hand’.  As if one trial hadn’t been enough ...

		‘Three minutes will pass until the sand runs its course,’ the Judge explained, as my cock continued to stiffen. ‘Remain unmoved and you will go to prison.  Ejaculate ... and you will die at the hole.’

		The moment she finished speaking, she stood, turned her back and pulled up her robe to display her bare ass. A moment after that, she reached behind and dragged her butt-cheeks wide to expose the dark, mottled ring of her anus.  Her opening was more of a slit than a hole, the chocolate-brown strands of flesh a contrast to the paler skin around them from which a wall of sharp, curly hairs protruded. 

		As I gazed, open-mouthed, into her plump anal gorge, I was aware of the jury rising, and those members of the public who had witnessed my trial chanting rhythmically:

		‘The brown hole is good and the brown hole is kind, the brown hole is good and the brown hole is kind ...’

		My lawyer had warned me that this would happen, too.  That it was all designed to make me want to come: to willingly accept my fate inside a woman’s ass.

		Their words became a fog as I stared straight ahead, my cock now rigid as Amy’s hand swept up and down my shaft, her oiled fingers coaxing the seed from my sacs.

		I took a deep breath to clear my mind.  The thought of dying inside a woman’s ass should have terrified me but instead – to my surprise – I felt curiously aroused.  A moment after that, reality dawned and I saw myself trapped between a pair of fleshy buttocks, struggling for breath with a sweaty brown hole over my nose.  And a hairy one at that.  My stomach lurched and my cock subsided. But only for an instant.  Gazing into the well of the Judge’s ass, I imagined its rich, earthy scent, its rugged texture and the gloomy passage beyond.  I hardened again and, this time, jerked my cock through the funnel of Amy’s fist.  I lost track of time as I continued to thrust, unable to control myself.  It made no sense. I didn’t want to be smothered.  I wanted to go to prison. I wanted to lodge an appeal. I didn’t want to die...

		And yet, despite every sensible objection, I continued to pump furiously, glad of the friction provided by Amy’s hand, all my attention now locked on the wrinkled well of the Judge’s anus.  All around me, the chanting seemed to grow louder:

		‘The brown hole is good and the brown hole is kind, the brown hole is good and the brown hole is kind ...’

		And, God help me, I believed it was true.  A woman’s brown hole was good and it was kind.  How could any man not want to end his life inside a woman’s ass, with her anus pressing down on him?

		The white sand had almost run its course as I thrust one last time and felt a familiar jolt in my balls.

		A moment after that, I ejaculated, spurting wads of creamy semen high over the dock rail.  As my cock continued to jerk, I was vaguely aware of women cheering.  From the jury to the public gallery, they clapped and yelled as I spunked my balls dry.

		Suddenly exhausted, my legs buckled and I sagged, gripping the rail even tighter as I fought to keep my balance. Judge Alyssha had already straightened, turned round and sat down. As I recovered my breath, she reached for a black square of silk and carefully placed it on top of her judicial wig.

		An expectant hush fell as she addressed me again.

		‘Thomas J Ferris,’ she began. ‘Your cock has made its decision, and now the court will make its own decision in return. You are hereby sentenced ... to Death by Woman’s Asshole.’

		

		An audible sigh ran round the room, an agreeable murmur from every women present.

		‘It is therefore the order of this court,’ she continued, ‘that you be taken from this place of judgment to a place of lawful suffocation where, in seven days’ time, I will take off my knickers, sit bare-buttocked on your face and smother you to death with the hole in my ass.’ She paused briefly before concluding, ‘And may God have mercy on your soul.’

		After that, I was returned to my room, where I was cleaned up, and spoke to my lawyer for the last time. From there I was transported to the Amazon State Prison where I’ve been held for the past seven days.

		I’m now less than an hour away from being taken to the Suffocation Room, just a short walk across the landing from where I’m sitting. And not long after that, Judge Alyssha will take off her pants as she promised, sit bare-assed on my head ... and execute me with her anus.

		

	
		Judge Alyssha

		

		Passing a sentence of Death by Woman’s Asshole on a man found guilty of a capital charge is the most rewarding part of my judicial duties.  Not because I’ve sentenced him to die, but because I’ve sentenced him to die ... inside my ass.

		The choice is always the man’s to make, of course, yet, invariably, it’s the choice he will make.  Very few felons, given the option of life without parole, will choose incarceration.  For most, the prospect of taking their final breath inside a woman’s ass is by far the happier one.  The only men I’ve ever pitied are those who, having made up their minds to be smothered, find it impossible to ejaculate within the three minutes allowed and thus are deemed to have rejected suffocation. 

		I’ve never seen a man cry or beg for mercy when I sentence him to die at the anal hole.  But I have seen several men break down in despair when I’ve not been able to pass that sentence.

		From the day he was arrested, Thomas J Ferris vehemently denied the charges levelled against him.  For my part, I must confess, I was inclined to believe him.  Much of the evidence was circumstantial and, given his previously unblemished record, he struck me as an unlikely suspect.  His lawyer fought hard on his behalf, but the prosecution fought harder and it was the latter whom the jury ultimately believed.

		Given all that, and the chance of an appeal – however unlikely it was to succeed – I expected him to restrain himself once aroused. Though a court guard will stiffen a convicted man’s cock, it’s his decision whether or not to pump himself in her fist until he comes. Displaying my asshole is meant to focus his mind on what will happen if he chooses suffocation.  If the sight of my anus frightens him, a man will keep himself in check.  If it excites him, however, it’s because, like most men, he’s aroused at the thought of ending his life inside a woman’s ass, with his nose pressed up against her anal fissure.

		Before the Capital Punishment (Death by Woman’s Asshole) Act was passed, much research was undertaken into analysing the male psyche with the goal of fixing on the least distressing form of execution.  Death by pussy, hand, breast and anus were each explored and tested not just for the pleasure they might bring, but also for their swiftness in ending a man’s life with the minimum distress.  Death by Asshole was ultimately chosen as guaranteeing a pleasurable and swift execution due to the airtight seal a woman can achieve once she has a man’s nose and mouth lodged between her buttocks.

		Tests confirmed that nothing arouses the average male more than the sight, smell and touch of the female anus, and that this state of joy overcomes any distress he might otherwise suffer at the prospect of ending his life inside a woman’s ass.

		And so, when I showed Thomas J Ferris my anal opening, I knew that whatever decision he made would be the right one for him.

		Although that decision surprised me, it confirmed my belief in the merciful nature of capital punishment. If an innocent man is happy to die inside a woman’s ass, we have clearly found the right approach.

		The moment I place the black silk of death on top of my Judge’s wig, I’m aware of an excitement in the court, both from the jury and from those members of the public present. The day I sentenced Tom Ferris was no different.

		‘Your cock has made its decision,’ I told him, ‘and now the court will make its own decision in return.  You are hereby sentenced ... to Death by Woman’s Asshole.’

		

		I remember the collective sigh that ran around the courtroom.  Just then, I doubt there was a woman present who would not have happily sat on Tom Ferris’s face herself if I could have allowed it.

		‘It is therefore the order of this court,’ I went on, ‘that you be taken from this place of judgment to a place of lawful suffocation where, in seven days’ time, I will take off my knickers, sit bare-buttocked on your face and smother you to death with the hole in my ass.’ I paused briefly before adding, ‘And may God have mercy on your soul.’

		Though every condemned man reacts differently, his happiness, just then, is always apparent.  No man ever shows fear – largely, of course, because he has willingly chosen to die at the hole.  But what is always so clear is his relief that he has been sentenced to Death by Woman’s Asshole and not imprisonment for life without parole.  The look on Tom Ferris’s face was enough to warm the coldest heart.  I knew, when I offered him a choice of punishments, that his instinct – as it is with many men – was to choose imprisonment.  It offered him the remote possibility of an appeal or, if not, his life at the very least. I had hoped that the sight of my anus would change his mind though I couldn’t be certain.  It was lovely to hear him orgasm, because it meant my asshole hadn’t frightened him.  On the contrary, it had helped him make up his mind that it was preferable to end his life inside my anal crack than to go to prison.  And that, for me, is what makes my job worthwhile.

		

	
		Laura (Juror)

		

		Since the trial, several of my friends have asked if I found it difficult to convict a man knowing he might end up being smothered to death inside a woman’s ass. I tell them what I tell everyone. No, it wasn’t difficult at all, because if he is guilty then he deserves to be punished. And if the law says he has to die inside a woman’s ass, that’s a decision for the law not me.  On top of which, it’s the man who decides how he’s going to be punished, no one else.  He doesn’t have to opt for suffocation, he can always ask to be sent to prison.

		Of course, in real life it’s not that straightforward.  In Tom Ferris’s case, the jury was split 5-6 in favour of conviction and I had the deciding vote.  I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that the responsibility weighed on me.  If I voted to find him not guilty, we’d have been tied 6-6, which, under Amazonian law, meant he would have walked from the court a free man. If, on the other hand, I voted to find him guilty, then he’d be convicted and given the choice of imprisonment or death.

		Knowing that the choice was his helped a lot, especially in the circumstances. My problem was that there had always been something about Tom Ferris that had bothered me.  He seemed like a nice man and the evidence against him, well, it felt a bit iffy. On the other hand, there were several witnesses who came across as honest and sincere, so it wasn’t easy to decide.

		In the end it was something one of the other jurors said that convinced me to vote guilty. 

		‘If he did it and you vote not to convict him,’ she said, ‘then a guilty man will go free, which is wrong. But if he’s innocent and you vote guilty, he can ask to die inside the Judge’s ass; to have her suffocate him with her anus.’  I remember how she shrugged her shoulders and smiled. ‘I mean,’ she said, ‘isn’t that how every man wants to die when his time comes?  Inside a woman’s butt?’

		I hadn’t thought about it like that before, but I could see her point.  I’ve read all the figures, and it’s amazing how many convicted men – something like 97 per cent, I think – opt for suffocation over prison.  It’s something in the male psyche, I suppose. The thought of being smothered doesn’t frighten them.  It’s something, deep down, that they all want:  for a woman to finish them off with her hole. So in the end I knew what I had to do.  The kindest thing I could do.  I sided with the majority and we found Tom Ferris guilty.

		Having made our decision, we told the Judge’s clerk, and she went off to tell the Judge.  Before we filed back into the courtroom, we had to undo the black tunics we’d all been issued with so we could expose one breast.  It’s a judicial ritual that goes back years.  Something to do with our Amazon past, I’m not sure exactly why but it’s a way of reminding an accused that we’re women, with control over everything that happens to him.  Exposing a breast tells him we haven’t tied 6-6, we’ve made a decision, even though he doesn’t know, just then, what that decision is.

		Walking back into the courtroom was an exciting experience, especially with a bare breast on show.  I glanced across and saw Tom Ferris look up from the dock.  His face was almost white and I saw him stare at our exposed teats.

		When our forewoman read out the verdict, I thought Tom was going to faint.  For a moment my heart went out to him. What if he wasn’t guilty and opted for prison?  A life behind bars for something he hadn’t done?  That didn’t bear thinking about.  Then I reminded myself that he always had a choice.  He could die inside the Judge’s ass.  He didn’t have to go to prison.

		Watching him being masturbated was surreal.  We’d been told it would happen if we found him guilty but it was still incredible to see.  A part of me wished it was me tossing him off, not the guard – and I know from speaking to the other jurors afterwards that we all felt the same.  Not that she was masturbating him, of course, she was just giving him the chance to shoot out a load if he wanted to.

		We’d been told that as soon as Tom was erect, we had to recite the ancient Amazon war cry: ‘The brown hole is good and the brown hole is kind’.  It was something our forebears used to yell when they went into battle. It always unsettled the enemy because they knew the women would try to sit on their heads and kill them with their assholes.  According to the history books, when they heard the cry, armies of men would often surrender there and then so they could be suffocated. They couldn’t help themselves; the moment they saw the women coming for them – completely bare-assed – they just lost it.  All they wanted was for an Amazon to sit on their heads and finish them off.  It sounds crazy when you hear the stories, but when you see how men behave in court, you know why it all makes sense.  It’s part of the male psyche to want to be smothered at the ass.  And that’s a good thing because it means no man is ever afraid when he’s sentenced to death. 

		Though the man will usually opt for suffocation, the idea is that if he hears us talk about the hole while he’s looking at the Judge’s anus, it will encourage him to make the right decision.  A bit like the old days when men were grateful they could die inside a woman’s crack instead of being run through with a sword or whatever. I mean, it’s no contest, is it?

		That’s why the death penalty is there. So a man can pass away inside a woman’s ass.  Which is a kind and almost loving way to go.  Not like years back when a man would have been hanged or electrocuted. That was barbaric, we know that now, and thank heavens we live in more enlightened times because men aren’t frightened anymore, even if they’re innocent.  At least they know they’re going to die in the best possible place.

		Even so, it was exciting when he started to shove his cock up and down because he wanted to come.  I thought he’d left it too late and wouldn’t ejaculate in time.  That would have been awful, his going to prison instead of ending up inside the Judge’s ass.

		When Tom did shoot off his load, we all went wild, clapping and cheering, we couldn’t help ourselves.  I don’t think he realised we weren’t cheering because we wanted him to die, but because we were genuinely happy for him, knowing he was going to die inside a woman’s ass.

		I can still remember watching him leave the court.  The guard who led him out – the one who’d held his cock – put her arm around his shoulder as if she wanted him to know he wasn’t alone. I thought that was lovely.

		It’s not the last time I’ll see Tom because, as one of the women who voted to convict him, I’ll be present at his suffocation. I’m really looking forward to that because I know it won’t be a sad occasion.  I’ve never been to a suffocation before and it will be interesting to see how the Judge goes about it, and how long it takes, that sort of thing.  I can’t wait and, having seen the look on Tom’s face just before he came, I’m pretty sure he feels the same way. 

		

	
		Amy (Court Guard)

		

		I’ve been a court guard for the past three years.  My official title is personal court attendant but that’s a mouthful, and court guard works fine, especially for the men I get to supervise.

		When a man is on trial for his life, he often gets anxious which is hardly surprising, given the fact that he could end up being smothered to death inside a woman’s rear end.  My job is to keep him calm. Capital trials can last for up to a month which is a long time for a man, not knowing if he’s going to live or die.  Some men find it easier to cope than others – the guilty ones in my experience. The innocent – and, sadly, there are still a few who slip through the net – are the ones who really suffer.  They know they haven’t done it and they know there’s a good chance they’ll be found guilty because the conviction rate in the Amazon Supreme Cout is about 99 per cent.  And that means they’re facing either life imprisonment – or death between a woman’s buttocks. 

		I may be wrong, but I’m pretty sure Tom Ferris didn’t do what they say he did.  I think he was just in the wrong place at the wrong time.  It’s not my problem, of course, but when a case lasts four weeks, as this one did, it’s hard not to get attached to a prisoner.

		Tom seems nice.  He’s quiet, polite, and has never given any trouble.  Not like some of the men I’ve had to guard.  Men on trial are kept in a holding cell below the court. It means there’s no travel involved, other than up and down in a lift four times a day.  As well as the start and end of each day, there are two breaks – one for lunch and one in the afternoon.

		Under the Comfort of Prisoners (Capital Offences) Regulations, an accused male is entitled to three wanks a day.  Most ask to be jerked off first and last thing, and again at lunchtime.  Very few opt for an afternoon wank, probably because they don’t want it to ruin the chances of a good milking before bed.

		For the first week, Tom didn’t ask to be masturbated, which is unusual.  Most men will grab any chance to be jerked off, which convinces me he’s innocent.  It was only at the end of the second week when things were going badly and he wasn’t sleeping well that I asked if he thought a wank might help and he finally said ‘Yes’.  Well, what he actually said was, ‘That’s very kind of you, but only if you don’t mind.’ 

		I was going to tell him that it’s part of my job to milk prisoners if they need it but I thought that would put him off so I said, ‘No, of course not, I’d be happy to toss you off if it helps you to sleep.’

		After that, he was happy to be masturbated twice a day. Once before he went into court in the morning, and once in the evening before he went to bed.  He wasn’t greedy and never asked for a wank in between. 

		As well as giving a man relief, my job involves answering any questions he might have about what happens at the end of the trial if he’s found guilty.  His lawyer will have prepared him, of course, but often a man will ask me directly, and, if he does, I’ll do my best to explain the procedure so it doesn’t come as too much of a shock. 

		Tom held off asking me until the day before the verdict was announced. It was obvious, by then, that the trial was coming to an end and I think he finally wanted to know the score before his lawyer filled him in.

		‘I’m not allowed to masturbate you for the next 24 hours,’ I explained.  ‘If you’re convicted, you’ll be offered a choice of life without parole or death by suffocation inside the Judge’s ass. But for that, you’ll have to ejaculate in front of the court while Judge Alyssha shows you her anus.’

		He looked shocked, which didn’t surprise me.

		‘She’ll show me her anus?’ he muttered and shook his head. ‘I don’t understand. Why?’

		‘It’s part of the sentencing procedure,’ I said.  ‘The Judge shows a convicted man her little hole because she’s going to use it to suffocate him and she wants him to know what it looks like, because he won’t see it again until she puts him to death.’

		‘I don’t want to see her anus!’’ he said firmly, as if it was the worst thing anyone had ever said to him.

		‘You don’t have to look,’ I said, ‘though most men do.  They can’t help themselves.’  I stroked his hand because I could see he was anxious. ‘It will help to calm you down and make you feel less afraid.’

		‘I don’t care!’ he said, but I could see that he did.  ‘I won’t be asking to be suffocated. I’ll go to prison if I have to.’

		‘A lot of men say that,’ I told him, ‘but most change their mind once they see the Judge’s hole and realise it’s not such a bad place to end their lives.’

		I could see he wasn’t convinced but I pressed on.  ‘The decision is yours,’ I assured him, ‘but you may surprise yourself on the day.’

		He assured me, in turn, as I knew he would, that there was no way he would ever agree to be suffocated, and certainly not between a woman’s buttocks. 

		‘Even so,’ I went on, ‘I have to stiffen you before you make your decision.  Rub your cock until you’re erect.  Once you are, I’ll hold your shaft very loosely.  It’s up to you whether you decide to pump. If you do, I’ll tighten my grip a little to give you the friction you’ll need. It’s important you don’t panic if you find it hard to come. Just focus on the Judge’s asshole and keep thrusting.  You’ll get there in the end if it’s something you really want.’ 

		‘It isn’t,’ he repeated with so much feeling that I almost believed him.  But in the end, I didn’t.  He wasn’t the first man to tell me he had no intention of letting a woman sit on his face and put him to death with her anal ring and I knew he wouldn’t be the last. I let it drop, there was nothing else I could do. He’d make his decision on the day whatever he said now, and I was pretty sure I knew what that decision would be.

		It's quite a responsibility, helping a man to spill his load in the courtroom.  Hold him too tight and the discomfort can slow him down.  Hold him too loosely and he can’t get the friction he needs to ejaculate.

		I remember one of the men I held onto in the early days.  He was a nasty piece of work and deserved to be convicted. The woman who had taught me the best way to ensure a man ejaculated also told me how best to ensure that he didn’t.  Some men, she said, didn’t deserve a woman’s ass, and there was no reason I should make it easy for them.

		The trick, she said, was to close my fingers into a light fist, giving the appearance of a firm grip while not holding the man’s cock at all. If he altered the angle of his prick, I could move my hand, too, preventing him from jacking off.  It was a lesson I quickly took on board. 

		I can still remember the way this particular man thrust, increasingly desperate as the sand flowed through the timer.  At one point, the Judge flexed her anus so that it opened and closed, which is usually guaranteed to make a man come. But it wasn’t enough, not with me barely holding on to him.  When the three minutes was up and he was still thrusting, I finally tightened my grip.  It was wicked of me, I know, but I wanted him to come too late just to make the bastard suffer.  It gave me such a thrill to watch him shoot out a full load, knowing it was pointless now, and that he was going to prison for the rest of his life; that he wasn’t going to die inside a woman’s ass. He actually cried when the Judge passed sentence. Imagine that.  Blubbing his heart out because a woman wasn’t going to take off her knickers and end his life with her hole.

		With Tom, of course, my worry was the opposite: that he wouldn’t try to wank himself.  That he’d close his eyes and just stand there till the three minutes was up.  Even when I was stiffening him in the holding cell, just before we went back into court to hear the verdict, he looked like a man trying hard not to become erect.  I was sorry, because I know what prison is like. I worked in one before I became a court guard and no way would I wish it on a nice man like Tom.

		I watched him closely when the verdict was announced, and again when the Judge offered him a choice of punishments.  During my three years as a guard, I’ve developed a knack of knowing how a convicted man will respond, but on this occasion I was at a loss.  In fact, for a short time, I really believed Tom was going to opt for prison – maybe in the hope he could somehow appeal and prove his innocence.

		I don’t know what it is about looking into a woman’s asshole, but it seems to be a tipping point for men. One minute they’re determined to opt for imprisonment, and the next they’re desperate to be sat on.  That’s how it was with Tom.  He had said he wouldn’t look at the Judge’s ass but he did because, like all men, he couldn’t help himself.  The moment she showed him her hole, he was transfixed.  But, of course, that didn’t mean he would change his mind and accept what she was offering him.

		He must have been staring at her anus for over a minute before he made up his mind. I could see the instant his objection dissolved and, a moment later, he thrust his cock high and began to pump. Because he’d left it late and I hadn’t been able to squeeze him, his shaft had softened.  I promptly tightened my hand to give him the friction he needed, though it was almost another minute before he recovered his erection.  Even then, whether from panic or fatigue, he struggled to come and I genuinely feared for him.

		With one hand on his cock and one eye on the timer, I found myself willing him to come and, when he did, I think I felt as relieved as he must have been to know – despite his earlier misgivings – that he would end his days inside a woman’s crack.

		After it was over and I took him back to his holding cell, he sat down and cried. My first thought was that he’d changed his mind and wished that he hadn’t ejaculated, but I was wrong. He told me he was happy; that he’d never been so happy in his life and couldn’t understand why.

		‘I’m going to die inside a woman’s ass,’ he muttered, as if it was a surprise to both of us.  ‘She’s going to suffocate me with her anus.’  And then he shook his head and cried again.

		It’s funny how the knowledge that a woman is going to execute him with her butt affects each man in a different way.  I’ve known some men who have changed their minds the moment they’re back in the holding cell.  As the excitement wears off and they calm down, they start to panic.  In the courtroom, looking at the Judge’s hole and doing their best to ejaculate puts the rest of the world on hold. All they can think about is having a bare-assed woman wrap her buttocks around their heads, hold them in the crack of her ass and suffocate them with her anus. As the image overwhelms them, their balls fill with seed and all they want to do is come. The moment they’ve emptied themselves, reality dawns.  A man suddenly realises what’s actually going to happen to him: that a woman is going to take off her knickers, sit on his face, and suffocate him with her anal opening.

		For some men, that’s where they lose it altogether and panic.  It’s my job, if that happens, to settle their nerves as best I can before they’re sent to the state prison. It’s never easy, though I find that talking things through often helps. I’ll remind a man how he felt when he was looking at the Judge’s anal opening, that he wasn’t afraid because there is nothing to be afraid of.  It’s just a little brown hole, sandwiched between her buttocks. And the buttocks are nothing to be afraid of, either, because they’re soft and warm and will hold him in place while she finishes him off with her ring.

		Almost every man, once it’s been explained to him, will quieten down and realise there’s nothing to fear.  If he can’t, I’ll administer a sedative, after which he’ll be taken to the state prison and it’s someone else’s job to sort him out.

		Fortunately, Tom had come to terms with what was going to happen to him.  I found that remarkable, given that he continued to insist he was innocent.

		‘You could have gone to prison,’ I pointed out, ‘and hoped that someone else would be caught, or confess.’  I remember shrugging as I went through the list of possibles. ‘Something, anything,’ I said, before finishing. ‘Why didn’t you?’  It didn’t matter now, but I was curious. 

		Tom didn’t reply at once but, when he did, he seemed genuinely content.

		‘I suddenly realised – just as you’d said – that it must be a lovely way to die.  I wouldn’t last long in prison and I know my chances of appealing aren’t good.  The Judge was offering me a merciful way out.  I know that now.’  He sighed gently.  ‘I’d have been crazy to turn it down.’

		‘I’m glad you feel that way,’ I said. ‘And you’re right. It is a lovely way to go.’

		I was sorry to see him leave, but at least I knew he’d made the right decision and was at peace with it.  I just hope the next man I hold in my hand is as positive as Tom. 

		

	
		Helen (Lawyer)

		

		Having been a defence lawyer for over 20 years, I’m one of those women who remember the ‘old days’, when condemned men were put to death in a variety of cruel ways.  Thank heavens we’ve moved on and now despatch a man humanely.

		In the three years since the passing of the Capital Punishment (Death by Woman’s Asshole) Act, more than 250 men have been executed inside a woman’s butt – all of them having volunteered for suffocation rather than imprisonment.  In my early days as a lawyer, if a man was found guilty and sentenced to death, he would often be distraught, and it was heart-breaking to see how his world collapsed around him.

		Today, it’s different.  Today, a man is only distraught when he realises that he’s not going to be executed.  It’s hard to believe, I know, but men really do look forward to ending their lives inside a woman’s ass, with their heads jammed up into her anal crack and her tiny hole pressing down on them.

		Even so, I was fearful for Tom Ferris on the last day of his trial, when the jury retired to consider their verdict.  In the holding cell, where we could talk in private, I knew he was concerned that things weren’t going well.  The Prosecution rarely brings a case it’s not confident of winning.  That doesn’t mean a man is always guilty but it does mean the evidence is stacked against him and hard to discredit.

		I’ve defended enough clients over the years to know when a case is going badly, and this one was.  I’d scrutinised the jury and could see where they were heading. It wasn’t where I wanted them to head.  Our best hope, it seemed to me, was a 6-6 tie which, in law, would equate to an acquittal.  There were six members I was sure would convict and five I felt, just as confidently, would vote for Tom.  That left one woman, Laura Johnson, who still looked undecided.  Whenever I made a point in Tom’s favour, or criticised the Prosecution, I smiled at her, doing my best to get her onside, to detach her from the others. It’s worked before, but it’s a risky ploy and doesn’t always pay off.

		The last meeting with a client, while we wait for the jury to return, is always hard.  It’s the first time I have to address what might happen: that if the jury convicts, there’s a procedure to be followed.

		I knew that Tom had agreed – belatedly – to be wanked twice a day by Amy, his personal court attendant.  It was something I’d encouraged him to ask for as I know it can take a man’s mind off a case if it’s not going well.  He’d got so used to being relieved that he was disappointed to learn that he wouldn’t be tossed off on the morning the verdict was due to be given, or for 24 hours beforehand.  Amy had told him why she couldn’t wank him, because it’s her job to explain these things not mine.  When I confirmed that what she had told him was correct, he was quite despondent and it was some time before I could talk him through the procedure again so that he knew what to expect. 

		Arguments had concluded the previous afternoon, leaving the final morning for summing up, after which the jury retires for one hour and then returns with its verdict.

		Because Amy had already spoken to him, Tom knew that if he was found guilty, the Judge could either imprison him or sentence him to death inside her ass. 

		So that he would be left in no doubt, I went over matters afresh, filling in any gaps in his knowledge.

		‘When the jury returns,’ I explained, ‘if they’ve split 50:50, nothing about them will have changed and you’ll know, even before the verdict is delivered, that you’ve been acquitted.’  I paused briefly.  Tom was shaking a little, aware, after weeks of legal debate, that his fate would soon be decided.

		‘If they’ve come to a majority decision – whether to acquit or convict – they’ll have pulled back their tunics to expose a single breast. It’s their way of saying, “We’re women and we’ve passed judgment on you.”’  I paused again. ‘Do you understand?’

		Tom had nodded, but he clenched his hands anxiously.

		‘If they’ve voted to acquit you, you’re home and dry,’ I said, then hesitated.  This is always the hard part, but it has to be gone through. ‘If they vote to convict, as you know, there’s an official procedure, one that’s always followed.’

		‘Amy told me,’ he said.  ‘The Judge will show me her ass and give me the choice of going to prison for life ... or I can let her suffocate me with her anus.’

		‘And how do you feel about that?’ I asked him.

		‘How do you think I feel?’ he replied, astonished that I could even ask such a question. ‘I told Amy, and now I’m telling you: I’d rather go to prison than die inside the Judge’s ass. Who the hell wants to have a woman suffocate him with her anus?’

		‘Has it never crossed your mind?’ I asked, as I ask all my clients.

		‘Of course it hasn’t!’ he replied indignantly. 

		I didn’t respond for several seconds, weighing up my next remark.  It’s curious, but over the years every one of my clients has, at this stage of the proceedings, refused point blank to consider the possibility of being put to death inside a woman’s ass.  Yet not one of them, on being given the choice in court, has ever failed to pump himself freely in the hope that he will, after all, be sat on and smothered.

		Finally, I said, quite simply, ‘You may well change your mind in court ... when you see the Judge’s asshole for the first time.’

		‘I fucking well won’t!’ he yelled, losing his temper for the first time since the case had begun.  He shook his head and his mouth curled miserably. ‘They can’t find me guilty. I didn’t do it!’ There was a desperation in his voice and I knew, as I had known throughout, that he was innocent.  Which only made this all the more difficult.

		‘Prison isn’t an easy option,’ I told him. 

		‘Neither is having a woman sit on my face!’ he countered bitterly. That made this all the harder for me, for both of us, because I still had to prepare him for the worst. 

		‘The Judge will offer you the choice of life imprisonment or ... or death inside her ass.’

		‘Then I’ll take prison,’ he said quickly. ‘And appeal.  You can do something, I know you can. Find more evidence. Find the people who really did this thing.’

		I wanted to give him hope, but I knew that would be unkind.  I had looked for more evidence, for other suspects, and had drawn a blank at every turn.  Amazon law allows a three-month time limit after sentencing to lodge a credible appeal.  After that, the case is permanently closed.  There was no way I was going to build a new defence in just 12 weeks. 

		‘We can try,’ I lied, because I heard the distress in his voice and couldn’t bear to see him suffer any more. ‘But in the meantime, I need to tell you what will happen.’ I pressed on quickly, because this had to be done, however he felt.  ‘After the Judge has given you a choice of punishments, she’ll ask for your decision.  But it’s not just a case of saying “Yes” or “No”. You’ll have three minutes to make up your mind.’

		‘I won’t need three minutes,’ he said.

		‘Hear me out,’ I continued. ‘There’ll be a timer. An old-fashioned sand-egg.  The Judge will turn her back on you, lift up her robe and expose the hole in her ass.’

		I watched as Tom’s jaw dropped, and his entire body stiffened.  He’d heard all this before, of course, but it seemed as if it was only now that he really understood what it meant.

		‘The court guard – Amy – the girl who’s been masturbating you each day – will ensure you’re erect. In fact, she’ll do it before you even go into court. Then she’ll close her hand lightly around your penis while the Judge tells you that if you want to go to prison, you need to remain perfectly still to ensure you don’t come. If you want to die inside a woman’s ass, however, you’ll need to pump yourself vigorously, and ejaculate in the dock.’

		‘That’s crazy,’ Tom had muttered.  ‘I’m not going to do that.’

		‘You might change your mind,’ I said. ‘A lot of men do, once they see a Judge’s hole.’

		‘Well, I won’t, Tom insisted.

		‘But if you do,’ I ploughed on, ‘you need to know how to react.  If you decide you want to come.’

		Tom shook his head. ‘How many times do I have to tell you?’ he sighed. ‘Nothing’s going to happen.’

		‘But if it does,’ I insisted, ‘you need to be ready. The longer you put it off the more likely it is you’ll have gone down. You’ll need to pump yourself quickly and not take your eyes off the Judge’s hole.’

		Tom gave the sort of exasperated shrug that says, ‘You’re an idiot but carry on because nothing I say is going to stop you.’

		‘I want you to be prepared for every eventuality,’ I told him. ‘You’re my client. I have a duty towards you. If the worst comes to the worst.’

		‘Fine,’ said Tom, though he clearly didn’t care. He’d made up his mind and nothing was going to change it. ‘If I feel the need to wank, I’ll pump myself up and down in Amy’s hand until I come.’  He sighed again. ‘After all,’ he muttered idly, ‘what man doesn’t want to die inside a woman’s ass?’

		‘You’d be surprised,’ I told him, but I don’t think he heard me.

		

	
		Jenny (Comfort Nurse)

		

		I’ve only been a comfort nurse for the past six months but I’ve enjoyed every minute. Before that, I was a court guard, regularly wanking the accused in a capital case – so I’m used to dealing with men who know they’re going to be sat on and suffocated.

		On paper, my job is simple enough: I’m there to masturbate the condemned man both before and during the smothering procedure.  In practice, there’s more to it than that.  Though the men have all chosen to die inside a woman’s crack, it’s not unusual for them to become a little anxious the closer they get to the day itself. 

		My first meeting with a condemned man is when he arrives at the state prison.  After that, I’ll see him at least twice a day, and more if he needs me.  I’ll give him a wank first thing in the morning, again at lunchtime and once more before he goes to bed.  It’s all part of trying to make his last few days on earth as happy as they can be.

		Manual relief ends 36 hours before suffocation. This gives a man’s body enough time for his balls to re-fill.  It’s important he can shoot off a full load just before he passes out inside the Judge’s ass, and anything less than 36 hours makes it difficult.  The less seed he can produce, the less pleasure he’ll derive from the process. That can cause him distress which is the last thing we want.

		I say ‘manual relief’ ends but I will offer him one last fuck. Aside from its being a final act of kindness, the fuck has another purpose which is to encourage him to associate the sight of a woman’s anal opening with pleasure not pain.

		To achieve this, the man takes me from behind – doggy style.  In this position, he can look at my anus while he fucks me.  I talk to him throughout and encourage him to imagine it’s the Judge’s anus and that it’s coming down over his nose.  In that way, he’ll associate excitement with a woman’s little hole and that will help him feel more comfortable once he’s inside the Judge’s crack.

		I remember when I met Tom Ferris for the first time.  Not every condemned man is easy to work with. Most are, but there’s always the guy who doesn’t care what he did and sees the fact that he’s going to die at the hole as a wonderful bonus.

		Tom Ferris was different.  He was polite, unassuming and, from the way he behaved, I was sure he hadn’t committed the crime for which he’d been convicted.  I was struck by how content he was with what was going to happen to him.  He told me, early on, that it surprised him, too. He said he’d never intended to choose death by suffocation until he looked at the Judge’s hole and realised how lucky he was to have the option – instead of going to prison.

		He said that after he’d chosen to die inside the Judge’s ass, his lawyer had told him there’d been no realistic chance of an appeal so he’d made the right call.  That helped him.  And it helped me, too, because we all want the condemned man to be happy with everything that’s going to happen to him.

		The first thing I asked was: would he like a wank, and I was pleased when he said ‘Yes’ because it got us off to a good start. He was relaxed with me and I was relaxed with him.

		I suggested that it might help if, while I was wanking him, I talked about what would happen on the morning of his execution.  Some men don’t want to know but I think that’s a mistake. It means they go 7 days with no idea of what’s in store and, when they do find out, it can come as a shock. On top of that, I’ve discovered, since I’ve been doing this job, that once a man knows what’s going to happen he looks forward to it and that helps him relax even more.

		Fortunately, Tom said he was happy with that, so I asked him to lie down on the bed while I oiled up my hands and began ...

		‘Tell me if I rub you too hard,’ I said, as I closed my fist around his shaft and stroked him gently. 

		‘I will,’ he muttered, and closed his eyes as he began to stiffen.

		‘OK,’ I said. ‘For the next five days I’ll give you as many wanks as you need.  Most men like one first thing in the morning and another just before they go to bed. It helps them sleep better. You can also have one at lunchtime, mid-morning, afternoon, whatever you feel you can manage.’

		As I moved my hand a little faster, he arched his back and groaned.  That’s a good sign because it meant I was getting through to him and he wasn’t frightened.

		‘The day before your execution, you can fuck me.  Do me like a doggy from behind and pump out everything you’ve got. That will be first thing in the morning.  You won’t be suffocated till the following evening, which will give you 36 hours to fill up again.’

		His penis gave a little kick and I felt his balls roll against my hand as they filled with seed.  Even though he’d been wanked in court, I was confident of squeezing out a reasonable load if I could get him sufficiently worked up.  It would be his last wank of the day and would ensure he got a good night’s sleep. 

		‘On the day itself,’ I told him, ‘I’ll be the one who collects you from your cell and takes you to the Suffocation Room – which is just across the landing.’

		As I mentioned the word ‘Suffocation’, Tom’s penis jerked again.  It was good to know the prospect aroused him. I’ve known some men’s cocks to wilt on hearing me say it, which is sad because it means they’re anxious and will need encouragement.  I’ve never yet taken a reluctant man to the Suffocation Room, but it makes life simpler if he’s in the right frame of mind from the word go, and Tom was.

		‘Once we’re in the Suffocation Room,’ I told him – and to my delight he jerked again – I’ll strap you to the smothering bench.  It’s a Y-shaped table, which means your legs will be parted. That allows me to stand between your thighs and masturbate you – just like this – while you’re being put to death.’

		At that point, he gave a loud groan, and his cock jumped so sharply that if I hadn’t slackened my grip he would have come. 

		‘The Judge will be there, of course, though you won’t see her face.  The first you’ll be aware of her will be when she comes forward and positions her legs either side of your head.  You’ll only be able to see her ass, her pussy and, of course, her little hole.  She’ll peel her cheeks wide so as to expose her anal opening. A minister will say a few prayers and then the prison governor will read out the order of the court. She’ll also give you a chance to say a few last words if you want. After that, the Judge will lower herself onto your face and take you into her crack. I’ll have already begun to masturbate you so there’s nothing to be afraid of.’  I paused at that moment because I could tell he was close to coming – which is what I wanted. Holding him gently, I leaned in close and whispered, ‘And I’ll bring you off just before you pass out inside the Judge’s ass.’  That was his tipping point. I tightened my grip and pumped quickly, squeezing the semen from his balls.  I was surprised by how much seed he still had, given the fact that he’d been masturbated so recently. That was all to the good, of course, because it meant he’d probably be full on the day, even after a final fuck the previous morning.

		After I’d cleaned him up, he cried because he said he was so happy. I gave him a hug and told him he could have as many wanks as he liked over the next few days and that I knew how much he’d enjoy the suffocation itself when the time came for him to be sat on.  He said he was sure I was right and cried again.

		It’s times like that when I know I made the right decision in becoming a comfort nurse because there’s no better feeling than to know you’ve made an innocent man’s last few days on earth as happy as they possibly can be. 

		

	
		Tom (The Condemned Man)

		

		I look at the clock on the wall. It’s ten to six and I know it’s almost time.  When the door opens and Jenny comes in, I get a cold knot in my belly, halfway between fear and excitement. I’ve had a whole week to prepare for this but I realise, just then, that nothing can prepare me. Not now, not ever.

		Jenny smiles and straightaway I feel more relaxed.  When she sits beside me, puts her arm around my shoulder and says, ‘How are you doing?’ I want to cry because she’s always been so kind.

		I can still remember how she let me fuck her yesterday morning.  We stripped off, and she gave me a nice wank to stiffen me up. After that, she knelt on my bed with her ass in the air and said, ‘Put yourself inside me, nice and slowly.  Take your time, enjoy the feeling.’ And then she added, ‘And don’t forget to look at my asshole.’ 

		To stand between her legs, easing my cock into her vagina, was an incredible experience.  How I didn’t ejaculate there and then, I’ll never know.  Especially when I looked at her anus. Unlike Judge Alyssha’s hole – which I remembered from the courtroom was a chocolatey brown slit fringed with dark, wiry hairs – Jenny’s was small, smooth and pink.  It had opened a little which thrilled me even more. It wasn’t enough to expose her anal passage, but enough to show the darker flesh inside the well.  Her asshole was slick with sweat, and when a bead of moisture broke free and dribbled into her crack I almost lost control.

		Following her instructions, I pressed on slowly, enjoying the heat of her pussy as it clung to my shaft, damp, soft and exquisitely tender.

		‘Good boy,’ she sighed as, having probed as far as I could, I rested for a moment. ‘Keep looking at my little hole,’ she urged me.  ‘I know it doesn’t look like the Judge’s anus but imagine it’s me sitting on your face, and that I’m trying to finish you off – the way the Judge will finish you off tomorrow.’

		I groaned and had to bite my lip. I wanted to come, but I needed to hold off, too.  This was the last time I’d ever be inside a woman’s body and I wanted to savour it.  But it wasn’t easy.  My cock was pulsing and, as I leaned forward, my balls grazed the underside of Jenny’s buttocks, sending a fresh jolt of pleasure into my groin. 

		‘Hold off as long as you can,’ she said. ‘Enjoy the moment – as if you’re already struggling for breath inside the Judge’s ass and know you’re close to passing out.  I’ll be wanking you, remember, so it will be just like this – a lovely feeling in your balls.’

		I couldn’t delay much longer, not with looking into Jenny’s ass and listening to her talk like that. I tightened my hold on her hips and jerked forward, forcing my cock deeper than I had previously thought possible.  Lodged in her vagina, time stood still as I focused on her anal ring, imagining myself trapped between the Judge’s buttocks, her asshole over my nose and pressing down hard.

		‘Time to die, sweetheart,’ Jenny whispered, at which point I lost it. My balls gave a brisk jolt as a wave of semen entered my cock, surged along the shaft and spurted into Jenny’s pussy.

		I squealed like a stuck pig, withdrew, then pumped again and again as if I was being spanked.  It was the best come of my life and I didn’t want it to end.  With every lurch of my hips, I focused on Jenny’s perfect asshole, enthralled by the way the small pink button opened and closed as I emptied my semen into her cunt.

		When it was over, I sagged dramatically, tumbling across her back, exhausted.  She didn’t push me off or move away but said how much she’d enjoyed the fuck and how she hoped her asshole hadn’t frightened me.

		I told her that no man could ever be frightened of her anus, and then I cried. I seem to have cried more in this past week than in the rest of my life, but every tear has been a happy one.  As I slipped from her body, I lay on the bed, utterly exhausted.  Jenny lay alongside me, stroking my face and, though I had only been awake a short time, I drifted off to sleep and didn’t wake for another hour, by which time she had gone.

		After that, I was on my own. Jenny had warned me that this ‘alone’ time was to allow me to prepare myself for the following day without distractions. It was difficult at first, but as the hours passed, it became easier.  My meals were delivered through a hatch in the wall and a mounted camera kept watch on me throughout.  I wondered if Jenny was watching and hoped she was.

		And now she’s back, and I’m almost out of time.

		She reaches across, takes hold of my cock and slowly masturbates me.

		‘I have to get you stiff,’ she says, not that I need reminding, ‘before I take you into the Suffocation Room.’  She smiles as my prick hardens, which makes me harder still.  ‘Everyone’s waiting,’ she adds.  ‘They can’t wait to see the Judge finish you off with her hole.’

		You might think that my being told that several women are keen to see me put to death inside another woman’s ass would have horrified me, but it didn’t.  Instead, it aroused me even more.

		‘The jury members will be there, too,’ says Jenny. ‘On the other side of a viewing screen. It’s part of the judicial process, to see that justice is done. But you’re allowed to object, if you’d rather they didn’t watch.’

		‘I don’t mind,’ I reply honestly because I don’t.  I have no family to mourn me and no problem with having others view my final moments.

		‘Do you mind if they masturbate?’ she asks.  ‘While they’re watching the Judge suffocate you?  You can say no if you like but it can be quite exciting for them, watching the Judge finish you off.  They find it hard to control themselves.’

		‘Not at all,’ I answer quickly. ‘I think it’s lovely that they want to do that. I don’t mind at all.’

		‘I didn’t think you would,’ says Jenny.  ‘The Judge will come, too, while she’s sitting on your face.  It’ll be just before you pass out. Her anus will be over your nose and her pussy will be in your mouth.  Just so you know, she’s a heavy squirter. You might gag if her juice hits the back of your throat.  Try not to let it worry you. By then you’ll be so close to passing out, that if you do gag it won’t be for long.’

		‘What about you?’ I ask. ‘Will you be allowed to masturbate?’

		She shakes her head. ‘I can’t,’ she mutters sadly. ‘I need both my hands to toss you off.’

		‘That doesn’t seem fair,’ I say, ‘if everyone else is having fun, you should be, too.’

		‘I will,’ she replies, smiling now. ‘In my own way.  Don’t forget, I’ll be tossing you off. It will make me happy to know I’m making you happy, too, just before you pass out.’  She strokes my cheek and her smile widens.  ‘As long as I know that I’m giving you the best wank of your life, I’ll be fine.’

		‘I know you will,’ I answer.  ‘Give me the best wank ever, I mean,’ I add quickly in case she’s in any doubt.

		‘You’re not afraid?’ she asks. ‘Now it’s almost time to be smothered?’

		I shake my head. ‘No.  How can I be?  I’m going to die inside a woman’s ass.  With you tossing me off.  I can’t think of a better way to die.’

		Jenny smiles again. ‘Talking about tossing you off,’ she says, relaxing her hold on my cock. ‘I’d best not get you too excited. Can’t have you coming too soon.  I just need you hard enough to lead you in by the cock and show everyone how happy you are.’

		‘Of course,’ I reply in a thin voice because my cock is already painfully stiff at the thought of what’s ahead of me.

		‘OK, then,’ she says. ‘Are you ready to die?’

		I nod briskly.  I know it seems madness, how I feel, the lack of fear, the happiness, but that’s the way it is.  That’s the power of a woman’s asshole, I suppose.  It drives fear away and replaces it with a warm, contented feeling that no one can ever know until they’ve experienced it for themselves. As I’m experiencing it now. 

		Jenny stands, still holding my cock, and I stand, too, taking several breaths to steady myself.

		‘Everything’s going to be fine,’ she says brightly, then leans forward and kisses me on the cheek.  I feel a rush of emotion and my legs give a wobble.

		‘Thank you for everything,’ I say. ‘You’ve made it all so easy.’

		‘Thank you, too,’ she says. ‘You’ve done the same for me.’  She smiles again. ‘Now let’s get you inside a woman’s ass.’

		I nod and we turn together, walking towards the door. She opens it smoothly and we step onto the wide landing.  About ten feet away, directly opposite, is a large white door, with a square brass plaque attached. On it are stencilled the words, ‘Suffocation Room’.  Walking just ahead, my cock standing tall and proud in her fist, Jenny leads me across the landing, opens the door, and we enter the execution chamber.

		

	
		Helen (Lawyer)

		

		It’s the day of Tom Ferris’s execution and, as his lawyer, I’m here to see justice is done, standing alongside the 12 jurors whose verdict has condemned him to die inside a woman’s ass.

		I’ve attended several executions over the years. As I’ve previously mentioned, in the days before Death by Woman’s Asshole was introduced, men were not always so sanguine about their fate.  I’ve seen several men cry like babies in their final moments, and I won’t pretend those occasions were anything other than horribly distressing for all concerned.  Now that men are put to death in a more humane fashion, everyone is relaxed and I’ve not yet attended an execution where the condemned man hasn’t been completely at ease with the procedure. 

		It seems extravagant to suggest there’s a party atmosphere to the event, but the truth is that everyone, from the condemned man to the judge, jurors, other officials and myself is relaxed and happy to be here.

		As Tom’s lawyer, I have to remain dispassionate throughout, especially today.  The jurors, by contrast, have been given permission – generously agreed to by Tom – to masturbate freely once the execution begins. They’ve already removed their knickers and one or two have begun to fiddle with themselves, keen to get into the mood before the Judge sits on Tom’s face.  Once she does, it generally takes from three to four minutes for the condemned man to pass out, depending on how much energy he expends. I was going to say ‘struggles’, but that might suggest he’s uncomfortable or trying to escape.  Any movement – and it’s often vigorous – is down to a natural excitement at finally being inside the Judge’s ass and the pleasure he derives from being energetically masturbated.  These factors combine to give the impression of distress whereas, in reality, the condemned man has never been happier.

		That said, because every movement expends energy and uses up precious oxygen, it’s impossible to say how long any individual will last.  I attended an execution last year where the condemned man passed out in just over a minute, and another a few months later, where he continued to move, albeit increasingly slowly, for just over four.  Both, in their own way, were exceptional. The average is generally from two to three, which means that any jurors hoping to reach orgasm themselves need to time their release accordingly – hence the tendency to give themselves a good fingering before the execution begins.

		When the door to the Suffocation Room opens and the comfort nurse – Jenny, today – walks in, leading Tom by his erect cock, several of the jurors groan as if they’re close to reaching orgasm.

		Tom looks remarkably calm, which is reassuring.  He hasn’t changed his mind, and doesn’t appear in the least distressed. On the contrary, he’s smiling and, from the way he occasionally murmurs, it’s clear that Jenny is already making him happy with her hand.  That augurs well for when she masturbates him on the suffocation bench.

		Everyone is present in the room except for Judge Alyssha who, by tradition, will enter from a doorway off to the right, positioned behind the top end of the bench so that the first time Tom will be aware of her will be when she moves into position, legs either side of his head and her backside over his face.

		Though I’ve attended many executions over the years, I still get butterflies in my tummy to see the condemned man being strapped down, his arms by his sides and his legs spread wide so as to create the open space a comfort nurse needs to masturbate him. 

		The moment Tom is secured, Jenny takes hold of his cock again and rubs gently, but enough to restore his erection.  His head is in a hollowed area at the far end, tilted a fraction so that he can’t raise it, and he’s unable to see her smile as she goes about her work.  This arrangement is to ensure that once Judge Alyssha straddles him he can’t move his head in any way at all, even when he’s approaching orgasm.

		The jurors and I watch as a door quietly opens and Judge Alyssha enters. Her hair is tied up and she has a black cotton mask around her eyes.  She’s also wearing a tight-fitting black ceremonial tunic, with holes cut out to expose her breasts, and we can all see that her nipples are standing proud.  Her legs are bare, as are her feet.  She walks up behind Tom, but remains just out of sight.  Though we’re viewing the suffocation lengthways on, the Judge stands to one side and we’re immediately aware of her plump, fleshy butt-cheeks and the long, cavernous trench of her crack.  She’s wearing a thong, but the string has cut so deep into her ass that it can’t be seen. It’s clear that once she sits on Tom’s face and secures him in her anal gorge, he wouldn’t be able to turn his head away even if it wasn’t locked into position. 

		We can’t see her anus, but we all know it’s there and doubtless throbbing eagerly at the task that awaits it.  Though the butt-cheeks hold a man in place, it’s the hole that executes him, positioned as it is over his nose as the Judge bears down with her full weight.

		There are two other women in the room.  The Prison Governor, whose job it is to read out the execution order and an ordained minister present, rather pointlessly, to offer the condemned man a few words of comfort.  As I think I’ve made clear more than once, no man ever needs support at a time like this, but it’s a tradition from the old days and we follow it still.

		As the bare-breasted minister comes forward, her silk gown flapping around her shoulders, I can almost hear Tom take a deep breath.  He knows this is the start of proceedings, that the endgame has begun.

		‘Tom,’ says the minister, with genuine compassion, ‘your time on earth is drawing to a close, but as you prepare to leave us, know that you have nothing to fear.  In a few moments, a woman will remove her pants and straddle your head with her bare ass.  As you gaze into the cleft of her buttocks, she will open herself up ... and show you her anal opening. Her little brown hole. Again, you have nothing to fear for the brown hole is good and the brown hole is kind.  We all give thanks that your parting from this world is so joyful and pray that, as your final sleep overtakes you, your cock will also know joy at this happy time.’

		I’m not entirely convinced this adds anything to the proceedings and it wouldn’t surprise me if Tom hasn’t heard a single word, given the fact that Jenny has just coaxed a bead of semen from his urethra and it’s dribbling down his shaft.  The sound system picks up everything and we all hear him groan happily more than once while the minister is talking.

		As she steps away, her work done, the Prison Governor, a middle-aged woman in black pants and also bare-breasted, takes her place, reading from a scroll she has just opened.

		‘Thomas J Ferris,’ she intones gravely. ‘On the last day of the last month, you were found guilty as charged by a jury of 12 women and, at your own request, sentenced to die inside a woman’s ass.  In accordance with the order of the court, which is that you are to be sat upon and smothered to death by a woman’s anal opening, Judge Alyssha of the Amazon Supreme Court will now remove her knickers, sit on your face and put you to death with her anus.’

		She looks up and asks, in time-honoured fashion, ‘Do you have any last words for those assembled here to see justice done, before a woman sits on your face ... and ends your life with the hole in her ass?’

		This is always a solemn moment and though several of the jurors have been masturbating throughout, they all stop – or at least slow down – so as not to miss anything Tom has to say.

		When he speaks, as he does now, you could hear a pin drop.  His voice is firm, clear and you know he means every word.

		‘I just want to thank everyone,’ he says, with feeling. ‘You’ve all been so kind.  Amy, who helped me to wank off in court, my lawyer, Helen, for all her support, the jury for convicting me, Jenny for doing what she’s done for me this past week –’ His voice rises an octave as she coaxes another bead of semen from his balls.  ‘And ... and for what she’s doing for me now.’ His breathing is rapid, as he struggles to get the words out, and I’m sure there are tears in his eyes.  ‘But most of all ... most of all I want to thank Judge Alyssha for her kindness, and ... and her mercy. For showing me her anus in court and ... and for making me realise that being suffocated isn’t something to be afraid of but something ... something to be grateful for. Thank ... thank you...’  And then the effort becomes too much and he shudders as his voice trails away.

		And I know he’s ready to die ... 

		

	
		Laura (Juror)

		

		It’s amazing to be here for Tom Ferris’s execution. I can hardly believe it’s about to happen; that I’m actually going to watch a man I helped convict be put to death inside a woman’s ass.  That he’s not afraid to be smothered by a woman’s anal opening; to die at the brown hole.

		All the jurors arrived together about an hour ago. The State put on a bus to bring us here and all we did for most of the trip was talk about how good It felt to know we’d played our part in making sure that a condemned man ended his life in the best way possible.

		On our arrival, we were led into the viewing chamber; a nice big area separated from the Suffocation Room by a large glass screen that will allow us to see everything that happens.

		It was fascinating to see the suffocation bench for the first time. It’s a Y-shaped piece of furniture with straps along the edges to secure the condemned man’s arms and legs so he can’t move.  The Y-shape is designed to keep his legs apart so that the comfort nurse can give him a good wank while the Judge is suffocating him. There’s also something like a hollowed-out bowl at one end which is where his head goes. It means he can’t lift himself up or move from side to side once the Judge sits on him. I’m sure he wouldn’t try to get away but it stops him just in case he panics and can’t help himself.

		We’re told that Tom has given us permission to masturbate so we all take off our knickers and start to get ourselves warmed up.  We know that once the Judge gets Tom inside her ass it won’t take her long to finish him off so we need to be well aroused by the time his head is up there or it may be too late for us to reach orgasm.  The idea – though it’s not easy to time it exactly, of course – is to finish when Tom does, too, so that we all climax simultaneously.  Easier said than done, of course, especially as we can’t be sure when Tom will shoot off his load.

		We have comfortable chairs in which to sit, and plenty of room to spread our legs and masturbate.  Tom’s lawyer – Helen, I think her name is – is standing off to one side. She’s fully dressed so I’m guessing she won’t be fiddling with herself.  I suppose she has to maintain a professional detachment, something like that. Well, good luck to her. The rest of us plan to have some fun. It’s not every day we get to see a man smothered to death by a bare-assed Judge. 

		By the time Tom arrives, my fingers have been working overtime and my pussy is sopping wet.  When I see he’s being led by the cock and it’s already so big it could put someone’s eye out, it’s all I can do not to finish myself off and I know, from the way the other women groan, that they feel the same.

		It’s even worse when they tie him down and the Judge comes into the room.  Her ass is much bigger than I remember from the court and, though none of us can see her anus, we know it’s there, of course, and, if it’s anything like mine, it will be hot, sticky and throbbing like mad.

		I don’t really take any notice of what the minister is saying, or the Prison Governor. I’m too fixated on watching the comfort nurse go about her masturbation work and I could swear I saw some pre-come leak from Tom’s cock which shows he’s not afraid.  I wonder what he’d think if he could see how big the Judge’s ass is close up. Probably just as well he can’t. He might shoot off a full load here and now and that would ruin everything.  All I can think about is how that ass is going to cover his face completely and I’m wondering how deep inside her he can go.  I find myself wondering what it must feel like, to have a man between your buttocks like that, your asshole over his nose pressing down really hard. Does he actually go inside you, right up into the passage? Fuck, that must be something else, to have a man all the way up there, inside your ass, while you suffocate him.

		When the Judge comes forward, and positions herself over his face, one of the other jurors loses it completely and comes.  That’s my cue to ease off, which I do, though with difficulty.  Thank God I do, because when the Judge reaches back and peels her ass cheeks wide, we all know that Tom is staring right up into her anus, knowing it’s about to come down on him, and that’s all it takes to drag another of the jurors over the edge.  Honestly, it’s all I can do to keep my fingers away from my clit but somehow I manage it as another woman bites the dust.

		And a moment after that, I chew my lip hard ... as Judge Alyssha lowers herself onto Tom’s face.

		

	
		Judge Alyssha

		

		It’s been a long week for me and, I imagine, an even longer one for Tom Ferris.  He’s been on my mind a lot since the trial, and I hope he’s ready to face justice inside my ass.  I’ve been in regular contact with his comfort nurse, Jenny, so I know that everything seems to have gone well, thank goodness.  Though it’s never happened to me yet, no Judge wants to straddle a man’s head on the day of his execution only to have him beg her not to suffocate him because he’s changed his mind.

		Preparing to suffocate a condemned man is much like an athlete getting ready for their main event, or an actress gearing up to step onto the stage.  Even though I’ve done this many times before and it’s something I genuinely enjoy, I still get wobbles in my tummy as I wait in the ante-room.  Though I’ve showered earlier in the day and am perfectly clean, it’s tradition not to wash again as it’s been shown that the body’s natural odours have a positive effect on a man, both in terms of calming him down and, conversely, arousing him, too. 

		Today has been an unusually warm day and I’ve been rushing around quite a lot. As a result, I’m warm and sticky and the hairs around my hole are soaked in sweat.  As I undress and change into my execution robes, I’m aware that some hairs have worked their way into my anus and I carefully ease them free before putting on my official black knickers.

		If I’m nervous waiting in the ante-room, that’s as nothing to how I feel when I step into the suffocation chamber itself.  I’m aware that all eyes are on me at that point – or on my ass at least – and I can’t afford to get anything wrong. You might have thought I’d be used to the burden of duty, having been a Judge for over a decade.  But passing judgment is one thing. Carrying out the sentence of the court is a different matter altogether.

		I do my best to take everything in, even though I’ve heard it countless times before.  The minister’s prayers, the Prison Governor’s address, and the condemned man’s final words.  Every statement helps to focus me, to clear my mind and prepare me for the onerous task of ending a man’s life with my rear end.

		When Tom thanks me for what I’m about to do, I feel a lump in my throat because he clearly means it, and it’s humbling to realise that a man is genuinely grateful to me for sitting on him.

		Slipping off my pants, and placing them aside, I step forward, aware that my buttocks are clinging to each other as I walk, my anus slick with sweat.  I move into position over Tom’s head, reach down and open up my ass.  There’s an audible plop as my cheeks part, exposing the wrinkled muscle of my anal ring.  Almost at once, I hear Tom whimper as he catches sight of my asshole.  But it’s a happy whimper and warms my heart.

		It’s now my turn to speak – some of the last words Tom will ever hear:

		‘Thomas J Ferris,’ I say calmly, though inside I’m shaking.  ‘You have heard the lawful order of the court and thanked us for our kindness. You have also thanked me for the mercy of my little hole for which I am grateful.  I will now give you a moment to prepare yourself, after which I will sit on your face ... and put you to death inside my ass...’

		

	
		Jenny (Comfort Nurse)

		

		It’s a been a lovely week, taking care of Tom.  I wanted him to go into the Suffocation Room full of confidence and without any fear and I know that he has.

		When he fucked me yesterday – while looking at my little hole – I knew, from the way he first held off (which I’m sure wasn’t easy) and then came so furiously, that my work was almost done.  I was sorry to leave him after he fell asleep, but those are the rules and they exist for a reason.  The week can pass in such a rush of excitement that it’s vital for a man to have a period of quiet and reflection before he goes to his death.

		When I saw Tom earlier this evening – just a few minutes ago, in fact – I was pleased to see that he had made use of the time to prepare himself.  For a man who almost certainly did not commit the crime for which he’s about to be punished, the fact that he has accepted his fate isn’t just a testament to his spirit and resolve, it’s a testament to the comforting power of the female anus.  Tom is about to die inside a woman’s ass and he’s not afraid.  There were some dissenting voices when the Capital Punishment (Death by Woman’s Asshole) Act was passed, but the fact is that it’s been a resounding success because men have not only accepted it, they’ve also – as in Tom’s case – willingly embraced it as a merciful punishment even when they’re not guilty.

		I feel a sense of pride when I lead him by the cock into the Suffocation Room.  His penis is tall and rock hard and I’m aware of the lustful looks on the faces of the jurors watching in the observation chamber.  Tom makes no attempt to resist when I ask him to settle himself on the suffocation bench and stretches out both his arms and legs to make it easier for me to strap him down.

		After I’ve secured him, I take up my position between his legs and ensure his cock is stiff before the minister comes forward to speak.  To be fair, he’s barely wilted at all which, again, shows how much he wants this to happen.

		My job now is not only to maintain his erection, but to take him as close to ejaculation as possible without him coming.  On a couple of occasions I manage to squeeze a drop of seed from his balls which I know is both a torment and a delight for any man.  I have to be careful.  Pump too hard and Tom could easily lose control and start spunking, which would be disastrous.  It’s vital that he remains aroused and on edge throughout because once the Judge sits on his face he’ll struggle to breathe and, without stimulation, he could become distressed even though he’s happy to be smothered.

		When the Judge comes forward and straddles his head, I look directly at her for a moment, while holding Tom’s cock as gently as I can, aware that he’s already so excited that the slightest movement could trigger an orgasm.  A few years ago, there was a suffocation where a comfort nurse miscalculated and accidentally brought a man off.  The Judge hadn’t yet settled herself on his face but, as the execution had officially begun, she was forced to go ahead and sit on him.  According to eyewitnesses, the poor man began to struggle within half a minute and was lurching all over the place. He suffered for several agonising minutes without relief before he eventually passed out. Even then he continued to heave until the Judge was able to finish him off.

		The thought of triggering a man’s ejaculation too soon is every comfort nurse’s worst nightmare though it’s not yet happened to me and I hope it never does.  The other side of the coin is that to keep a man on edge throughout, knowing he’s thrilled with what you’re doing to him while he’s inside a Judge’s ass, is what every nurse dreams of because it ensures the man is happy right up to the end.

		I look at the Judge because, until she sits on Tom’s face, I have to be careful.  After she takes him into her crack, and begins to suffocate him, I need to keep Tom in what I can only describe as a state of ecstatic distress.  That means ensuring he’s as close as he can be to coming, without being taken over the edge. The moment the Judge senses he’s about to pass out, she’ll shout, Now!’ and that’s when I’ll do whatever it takes to empty his balls ...

		

	
		Tom (The Condemned Man)

		

		––––––––

		

		I’m lying on the suffocation bench, staring up at a clear white ceiling.  Jenny has strapped me down, a minister has spoken, the Governor, too, and I’ve just thanked them all for their kindness, the Judge especially ... before she sits on me.

		In the silence that follows, I take a deep breath to steady myself.  I know I’ve given the impression that I’m perfectly at ease with what’s about to happen to me and that’s largely true in that I’m not afraid – well, maybe just a little – but I am anxious.  After all, this is it.  Finally, after a month-long trial and a week’s incarceration to prepare myself, I’m about to be smothered.  A part of me is fearful ... but not because I’m afraid to die, I’m not.  We all have to go at some point and, given the fact that the alternative for me was life imprisonment without parole, then, yes, I’d rather end my life now, between a woman’s butt-cheeks, than drag out the rest of my days in a small room, with no hope of ever leaving it.

		I hear a slight footfall behind me and I know – even without seeing her – that Judge Alyssha is walking towards me.  When a shadow passes overhead and I’m aware of plump, fleshy legs either side of my head, I know it’s almost time. As my eyes adjust to the change in lighting, I find myself gazing up at a vast expanse of buttock flesh.  I’m sure she’s not as big as she looks but her ass now fills my vision, my world, my everything.

		She’s speaking, and, as she does, my nerves are briefly shredded.

		‘Thomas J Ferris,’ I hear her say, ‘You have heard the lawful order of the court and thanked us for our kindness. You have also thanked me for the mercy of my little hole for which I am grateful.  I will now give you a moment to prepare yourself, after which I will sit on your face ... and put you to death inside my ass.’

		I swallow twice in quick succession as I look up into the abyss of her butt.  When she reaches down and claws her cheeks part, I think I’ve already died and gone to heaven. Suddenly I’m staring at the dark wrinkled opening into her ass: the chocolate brown fissure of her anal ring. Taut, hairy and glistening with sweat: the whorl of female muscle with which she’s going to end my life.

		Jenny is holding my cock so perfectly that I’ve leaked a little semen – twice, I think – and desperately want to jerk myself inside her fist and shoot off the biggest load of my life because I know my balls are bursting.  But though there’s some slack in my arm restraints, my legs are strapped down so tightly that I can’t move at all below the waist.  Which is probably just as well because if I could move I think I would try to jerk myself off.  And when I see the Judge’s asshole and realise that in a few seconds from now my nose will be lodged in her warm and sticky passage, I gurgle stupidly, like a child frustrated because I know there are sweets in the bag and no one will offer me one.

		Having allowed me a few moments to settle myself, Judge Alyssha says quietly, ‘Thomas J Ferris, prepare for suffocation ...’ and slowly bends her legs as she lowers her ass.

		Time slows to a crawl as her backside comes closer, her butt-cheeks widening around my head until her anus hovers an inch or so above my nose and my entire world is focused on her sticky brown opening.

		A rich earthy scent washes over me as she flexes her anus and then, as carefully as she possibly can, she lowers it onto my upturned nose. Her soft, curly hairs tickle my skin and my world turns black.

		I’m so mesmerised by the sight of her hole that I fail to take a final breath and, within seconds, I’m fighting for air.  Between my legs, Jenny pumps gently, teasing me in a way I’ve never been teased before. I know I should be in distress, but I’m not because Jenny is making me so happy in spite of the weight of the Judge’s ass pressing down on my face, stifling me, choking off my air supply and suffocating me with her hole.  Bizarrely, of course, I am breathing, but from the inside of the Judge’s ass, the thick, woody smell of her passage swamping my world, filling my lungs, and feeding into every part of my body.

		My head is spinning and I’m vaguely aware that my arms are flailing, as much as they can, given the restraints.  My fingers curl and uncurl as my hands claw the air and I twist my hips.  I hear myself groan, grunt and something else, too. I cry – with fear and joy as my body goes into spasm.  My cock is on fire, and I’ve never felt so happy to be alive which, given the circumstances, is hopelessly ironic.

		As my cock gives one last, dramatic lurch in Jenny’s hands, a final thought forms on my lips and in my heart.

		‘Thank you,’ I hear myself say, as an avalanche of joy tears through my body, and my life, I now know for certain, starts to slip away ...

		

	
		Laura (Juror)

		

		––––––––

		

		Tom Ferris is coming, and so am I. I watch with a joy I’ve never known as his body shakes and, for one moment, I can imagine him breaking free of his restraints, he’s struggling so furiously.

		We all heard the Judge shout ‘Now!’ just a few seconds ago, which was the comfort nurse’s cue to wank Tom as fast as she could.  When the first streak of snow-white seed sprang from his cock and shot so high into the air that it struck the Judge’s right breast, I clamped my hand tight against my clitoris and came.

		‘You lucky bastard!’ someone next to me moans as she comes, too, and I know what she means.  I hope Tom Ferris feels the same way, squirming as he now is between the Judge’s buttocks, his nose up her ass as he pumps his semen into the air ...

		

	
		Helen (Lawyer)

		

		It’s almost over now and I know, as surely as I’ve ever known anything, that Tom is dying happily.  As happily as any man ever can die ... because he’s trapped inside a woman’s ass, lodged between her sweaty butt-cheeks with her anus over his nose.

		At least three jurors have just orgasmed, and the air is thick with the sound of their squeals and the smell of their come.

		It truly is a happy day.

		

	
		Jenny (Comfort Nurse)

		

		Tom hasn’t lasted as long as I thought he would.  I’m guessing he didn’t take a final breath before the Judge sat on his face.  I’m sorry because it means I didn’t get to masturbate him for as long as I would have liked. But it’s OK, because I know he’s happy, even if he’s being suffocated more quickly than he might have hoped. Mind you, it’s still been almost two minutes so all credit to Tom for eking things out.

		Because he’s run out of breath, his body has begun to react.  His arms are shaking and his hands are like claws, as if they’re trying to scratch the empty air.  He keeps trying to thrust with his cock and I know he’s desperate to come but I mustn’t let him, not yet, even though I know that doesn’t seem fair.

		The moment the Judge sat on his face was quite something.  I couldn’t see her hole, of course, but I could see the way her buttocks parted so I knew Tom was getting a clear view of her anus as it came down on him.

		She hovered briefly, with her anal ring just over his nose, and, bless him, he didn’t flinch or try to move in any way, not that he could have managed it, what with his head being in the restraining bowl.  I know the Judge was trying to manoeuvre her ass so that her brown hole was directly over his nose, which was why she was taking her time so as to get the best grip.  Tom knew it, too, which is why he remained as still as he could to make it easier for her.

		This was where I had to hold Tom’s cock loosely because if my grip was too tight I knew that the instant the Judge’s anus grazed his nose and he sniffed her ass he wouldn’t be able to control himself and would thrust in the hope of coming.  It was only when I saw the Judge press down hard and take Tom’s nose up into her hole that I gave my full attention to his penis again. With the Judge now sitting bare-assed on his face, it was vital for me to keep Tom’s excitement in check, while at the same time taking him to the edge again and again, ensuring he was focused on wanting to come, not wanting to breathe. The more pleasure, the less pain, it really is as simple as that and I could tell, from the way Tom’s shaft twitched and his balls rolled, that he was as excited, just then, as any man has ever been.

		He's making little noises now as his body shakes, snorting into the Judge’s asshole as she drags him screaming to the point of passing out.

		I tease another pearl of pre-come from Tom’s urethra and watch it dribble down his shaft, a worm of seed that’s escaped from the main army mobilising in his balls, waiting to storm the castle of his cock and blast its way across his belly.

		Another squeal, another whimper and another lurch of his tortured body. I’m wondering how much more of this I can take, let alone Tom, when the Judge yells ‘Now’ and I relax, pumping Tom’s cock as hard as I’ve ever pumped any cock in my life, knowing that this is the moment of truth and I want to make it beautiful for him, a last memory to take with him as he leaves this world.

		His body heaves as his cock explodes, sending showers of hot, creamy spunk into the air. It’s like a meteor storm of seed and his cock feels as if it will never stop jerking.  In front of me, I hear the Judge squeal, too, as she spends herself freely, pumping her juices into Tom’s throat as her anus clamps and unclamps around his nose, drawing him in a little deeper as he takes a last, exquisite breath of her warm anal air ... and finally falls still. 

		

	
		Judge Alyssha

		

		I’m standing over Tom Ferris’s face, his head between my legs and I know he’s staring at my ass.  When I reach back and peel my cheeks apart, exposing my anus for the first time, I can’t help but notice that his body tightens and his hands form little fists.  He gives a whimper, long and drawn out – a happy sound that warms my heart.

		I give him a few moments to prepare himself and then I say, as I have said to so many other men before him:

		‘Thomas J Ferris.  Prepare for suffocation ...’  And then I bend my legs, drop my hips and lower my ass towards his face.

		With my hands resting on my thighs for support, I pause briefly, my bare backside now so close to Tom’s head that I can feel his warm breath on my skin.  Staring straight ahead, I look at Jenny, who is holding Tom’s cock as lightly as she can so as to keep him on edge but not trigger an orgasm.  This is one of those dangerous times.  One false move and Tom might come, and the likelihood will only increase as my anus moves closer.  I take a deep breath to steady myself and continue my descent, bringing my asshole so close that it grazes Tom’s nostrils and I’m aware of him sniffing me.  That’s always a good sign and I pause again so he can inhale more deeply.  I watch as his cock jerks awkwardly and Jenny is forced to readjust her grip.

		Closing my eyes, I concentrate, aware, from long experience, that my anus is just where I need it to be – directly over Tom’s nostrils which he has tilted a little so as to allow me to secure a firm grip once I make my move.

		For the first time, I deliberately flex my anal hole, allowing Tom to catch a glimpse of the darker flesh inside, opening myself – ever so briefly – and hoping it will send a message: that it’s a warm and cosy orifice and he mustn’t be afraid.  When he promptly whimpers and sniffs twice in quick succession, I know I’ve made the right call.

		As carefully as I can, I manoeuvre my hole so that it’s now touching him, then flex again to widen the rim in an attempt to lure him inside. As I feel my well open and expand around his nose, I ease myself down and take him all the way into my passage.

		I’m sitting on him now, as firmly as I can, and I’m pressing down hard.  I’m aware of a muted gurgle somewhere in the depths of my crack as my pussy enters his mouth, denying him all hope of breathing.

		Opening my eyes again, I watch as Jenny strokes his cock, the palm of her other hand cradling his testicles as they roll with need.

		A volley of groans breaks against my skin, warming my passage as Tom snorts the last of his air into my ass.  From now on, he’ll only be breathing from my hole which will both arouse and weaken him quickly.  I’m pretty sure, from the way he’s already beginning to spasm, that he didn’t take a final breath. Whether deliberately or not, I can’t say, but I know it will shorten his struggle and this will be over sooner than expected.  In a way I’m glad because it lessens any chance that he’ll be in distress.

		I know he’s close to coming, and, to my surprise, I am, too. I always come, but not usually this fast, and I realise it’s because I know how close Tom is to the end of his life and I want him to drink from my pussy before he slips away.

		As he gives a familiar shudder and his hands claw the air, I know his life is nearing its end.  I stare straight ahead and can see how tall and engorged his cock has grown – another sign that he’s hurtling towards the abyss.  Jenny’s head is bowed as she concentrates on keeping him under control. She daren’t look at me in case she makes a mistake but she can hear me well enough as I call out, ‘Now!’ because I know this is it.

		The moment she hears me, she alters her grip, tightening her hold on Tom’s cock and pulling down hard.  His shaft jerks high and the glans bulges like a ripe, purple fruit.  Out of sight, I imagine his balls rolling one last time, swollen with seed, preparing to unleash his long built-up load. One final orgasm, and, I hope, the best one of all.

		Between my legs he shudders briskly. A squeal of breath pierces my hole and reverberates along my passage walls.  The shock sends me into orgasm and I squeal, too, as my pussy opens and spills her seething juices into Tom’s mouth. At the same time, my anus judders around his nose as if trying to suck him in even deeper than he already is.

		He comes at the same time, a blast of semen hitting the air, spurting high, left, right – everywhere.  Seed hits my breasts, my face, and splatters across his belly as he continues to come.

		His body jack-knifes beneath me and one final scream breaks against the sodden flesh of my anal opening as, with a last, long satisfied moan ... Tom’s body falls still and I know he’s at peace. 

		

	
		​​​​​Message from the Author

		

		Thank you for reading this book.  If you like it, I hope you’ll hunt down others I’ve written, and maybe even leave a review somewhere.  Anywhere will do! 

		I also have a gallery on DeviantArt you might like to visit:

		
			https://www.deviantart.com/amazondarkrider/gallery
		

		Remember: everything I write is fantasy – and not meant to be taken too seriously.

		That said, I hope you have as much fun reading my stories, as I have writing them.

		Take care, keep safe, and best wishes to you all,

		Dark Rider

		

	
		​​​​​Other Books by Dark Rider

		

		A is for Assassins!

		Astral Smother

		Bared for Battle!

		B is for Bride!

		Bethany’s Revenge

		C is for Condemned!

		College Smother

		Curse of the Devil Queen

		D is for Doomed!

		Devil Queen

		Dungeons of Despair!

		Facesitting Forever!: The End of an Era

		Facesitting Freedom Fighters! Book One: Sitting on the Hostage’s Face!

		Facesitting Freedom Fighters! Book Two: Simone’s Story

		Facesitting Freedom Fighters! Book Three: Lily’s Story

		Fantasy Smother

		Fantasy Smother 2

		French Kiss

		Inside a Nurse’s Bottom

		Mission of Mercy

		Schoolgirls at War! (No Knickers ... No Mercy!)

		Smother Frontline 1

		Smother Frontline 2

		Smother Frontline 3

		Smother Frontline 4

		Smother Jungle (From Where No Man Returns Alive!)

		Smother Me Hard, Mrs Parker!

		Smother Plateau

		Smother Rampage!: The Nightmare Begins ...

		Smother Rampage 2: At the Mercy of Women!

		Smother Rampage 3: The Smother Camps

		Smother Rampage 4: No Mercy for Men!

		Smother Rampage 5: The Final Smother!

		Smothered by Amazons

		When Women Hunt!

		When Women Hunt 2

		When Twins Attack!

		When Women Sit!

		Women At War!

		

	
		​​​​​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

		Victorian Prison Girls – Book One: Anna in Training

		Victorian Prison Girls – Book Two: Anna Tamed!

		Victorian Prison Girls – Book Three:  The Pleasure Hall

		To Serve Their Master

		

	
		​​​​​Plot Summaries of other Books by Dark Rider

		

		––––––––

		

		Astral Smother

		When Peter Halbern discovers he has the ability to travel on the astral plane, it opens up a whole new world of debauchery.  From his next-door neighbour, Phoebe, to strangers in the park and beyond, Peter takes advantage of his new-found power to think himself into women’s knickers ... and worship their bottoms as they have never been worshipped before!

		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.

		

		––––––––

		

		Curse of the Devil Queen

		As Lorcan continues his perilous journey across the Eastern Lands, Queen Orelia plots his downfall, while the ruthless Dorian scouts bring terror and despair to the countless men they take between their legs and sit on!

		

		––––––––

		

		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!

		

		––––––––

		

		Facesitting Freedom Fighters!: Book One: Sitting on the Hostage’s Face!

		In another time and another place, the world is under the harsh, authoritarian rule of a male global government. Men hold sway and women have few, if any, rights. 

		Harking back to a distant, mythological past, when Amazons were said to reign supreme, some females have risen up and formed an army of resistance: the Amazon Liberation Front. 

		Following the example of those fiercesome warriors from whom they draw their inspiration – and their name – the Front eschew the weapons made by men. Instead, they rely on the armoury with which Nature has blessed them. The Amazon ruled with her body, often smothering her foe at the breast or the pussy. But her favoured method of despatch was to sit on a man’s face ... and suffocate him with her bare bottom! 

		Aware of the need to strike terror into the hearts of those they seek to overthrow, the Front – like the Amazons of old – have taken the battle to men armed only with their bodies. Their fight for freedom has begun ... and they will let nothing stand in their way!

		For three months now, one cell of fighters has held an influential man hostage, hoping to extract concessions from the government. When the authorities refuse to bargain, however, they are ordered to deal with the hostage as only women can. One of them must sit on his face ... and smother him with her bare bottom!

		

		––––––––

		

		Facesitting Freedom Fighters!: Book Two: Simone’s Story

		This is the story of Simone Paul, a young French interpreter in the Ministry of State, as she rebels against her sexually oppressive employer and decides to join the Amazon Liberation Front. But first, she must pass a self-imposed test ... and sit on the face of the man who has abused her for so long.

		

		––––––––

		

		Facesitting Freedom Fighters!: Book Three: Lily’s Story

		Book Three charts the journey of Lily Carter, a 23-year-old beautician, from sympathetic onlooker to a fully-fledged member of the Amazon Liberation Front.

		To become a member of the Front, Lily must sit on the face of one of the most powerful men in the Government. A man responsible for the deaths of hundreds of innocent women.

		This is her story. And soon, in the far-flung future in which this adventure takes place, it will be the story of women everywhere!

		

		––––––––

		

		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...

		Inside a Nurse’s Bottom!

		James Aaron has more money than he'll ever be able to spend, and a fantasy he has always longed to fulfil. When he meets Mistress Karen, she offers him an erotic rollercoaster ride that will finally make all his dreams come true!

		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

		'Our bottoms are coming for you, men! There is no escape!'

		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!

		Smother Rampage 4: No Mercy for Men!

		Unable to escape from the Smother Camp, Nathan Blake finds himself in ever-increasing danger as the Women unleash themselves on their prisoners. When Arthur, a long-suffering inmate, begs the camp's commander to put him out of his misery, Nathan begins to wonder how much more he can take. 

		And when Nathan himself is sent for, he fears his luck may be finally running out.

		Smother Rampage 5: The Final Smother!

		In the final instalment of Smother Rampage!, Nathan Blake and his fellow-travellers encounter new friends – and enemies – in their desperate bid to escape from the army of facesitting Women rampaging across the planet. As it becomes clear that the clock is ticking down, Nathan makes the biggest decision of his life in the hope of fulfilling his dearest – and most dangerous – fantasy. But is everything as it really seems ...?

		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.

		Women at War!

		In 1940s’ occupied France, radio operator Simone and her daughter Estelle are religious pacifists who have no wish to become embroiled in the unpleasant side of war.  That is, until a young German soldier threatens to expose their secret. Though dealing with him is simple enough, it sparks a train of events that changes their lives, and their role in the war, forever...

		

	
		​​​​​Extract from Astral Smother

		

		Stripping off as fast as I could, I threw myself onto the mattress, closed my hand around my cock, shut my eyes and thought of Phoebe. 

		Her face seemed surprisingly clear and I wondered if it was part of the gift, the ability to visualise features so much more easily than I had ever done before.  I could see every freckle on her cheeks, the dull blue of her eyes, the untidy sweep of her brows and the ring through her nose.  Having committed her face to memory, I turned my attention to her anus.  I had seen it, of course, close up, and was aware of its rich, earthy scent. I imagined I was breathing her in, poked out my tongue and felt its little hairs tickle the tip.

		‘Oh, Phoebe,’ I muttered, already aware of a growing need in my balls, ‘you have a lovely arsehole ... such a hairy little thing ... I wish you could rub it all over me ...’  I swallowed a groan and pumped myself a little faster.  ‘I wish you were sitting on my face,’ I sighed. ‘I wish you were bumming me to death. I wish I couldn’t breathe ...’

		A familiar tingle swept through my balls and I felt my penis lurch. I jiggled the shaft, aware of my imminent release, and groaned feebly. A moment later, I was airborne, no longer in my body, opened my eyes and found myself back in Phoebe’s flat, floating over her bed.  I looked down and saw that I was naked, my cock firm and jerking fitfully between my legs. Phoebe was lying on her tummy, her pyjama bottoms rucked down a little, to expose the top of her crack and the gentle swell of her buttocks.

		Though the need in my cock remained urgent, I was no longer in any immediate danger of coming.  A warm, pleasurable glow rose from my belly and swept down my legs, along my arms and into my head. I was on fire with happiness and ready to take on the world!

		Drawing a deep breath, I imagined filling my lungs with the smell of her arse and, a moment later, I was nuzzling in her crack, her warm cheeks wrapped around me. I reached out with my hands, and clawed her buttocks wide, exposing the pink, mottled slit of her anus. In my current state (whatever that was), it was as large as me and, for one dizzying moment, it crossed my mind that, whether I liked it or not, Phoebe could suck me inside.

		Ignoring the prospect, I leaned in close and began to lick the edges of her crude little mouth, occasionally nibbling on the thicker flesh, and stabbing my tongue into the well.  I sniffed strongly, as if my life depended on it, and nibbled some more. Once or twice, she wriggled her hips and her anus juddered gently as if responding to my mouth.

		By now, both her taste and her smell were strong on me and I was feasting on her like a starving man. I lapped up and down, the way a cat might gorge itself on a saucer full of milk and, the more I lapped, the softer her anus became until the well itself began to melt and I knew that, if only I had the courage, I could slip inside her passage.

		But I didn’t have the courage and I knew it. And so, instead of pressing on into the darkness, I gave all my attention to the hole itself, sniffing and licking until her anus was drenched in my saliva.

		It surprised me that she didn’t wake, but, from what Uncle Malcolm had told me, and from what I was already beginning to piece together, the two of us – Phoebe and I – were living in different worlds.  We had to be or else she’d have woken by now and climaxed for sure.

		Which was when another idea occurred. I’d been so fixated on licking Phoebe’s arsehole that I’d completely ignored her pussy.  Just now, she was lying on her stomach, which restricted access to her vagina. Then again, I realised, that was for a normal person, not for me.

		Altering the angle of my head, I moved to the gap between her legs, away from her anus and closer to her frontal slit. I had no problem in manoeuvring myself around the bend of her body, sinking effortlessly through the mattress as if it wasn’t there. A moment later, I was face to face with the thick, hairy trench of Phoebe’s cunt, its musky aroma a vivid contrast to the earthy scent of her arse.

		As with her anus, I breathed her in, deep snorts of air that filled my lungs with her warm, fishy smell.  My hands clawed through the hairs that matted her pussy, a thick wiry jungle guarding the opening into her body. I found the long, fleshy panels of her slit and eased them apart, extending my tongue to lap at the diamonds of sweat that hung from her dark pubic curls.

		Aware of my own nakedness, and my stiff, excited cock, I pressed myself into the spongy warmth of her vagina.  It was, I reflected happily, like being immersed in a bubbling hot tub of flesh, with her sticky juices washing over me.

		Tilting my head, I eased forward a fraction until I found the thick, hidden knot of Phoebe’s clitoris. Extending my tongue again, I ran it over the chunky nub of flesh several times until it began to swell. The moment it did, I closed my mouth around the throbbing lump and sucked on it gently. As I did, I was aware of her pussy pulsing warmly against my chest, one heartbeat meeting another as her juices soaked my body.

		As her pussy juddered with delight, the need in my cock grew ever more pressing until, to my surprise, I realised her slit was closing around me.  A storm of pleasure broke from her vagina, swamping me with come as, at the same time, my cock exploded inside her.  I thrust strongly, still sucking on her clit, as the pair of us emptied ourselves into each other.  I felt her body arch strongly, heard a piercing scream as she shook around me and, a moment later, I was back in my bedroom, holding onto my cock as it gushed hot, sticky semen across my belly.
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