
        
            
                
            
        

    
About the Author

I am a published mainstream erotic (and non-erotic) novelist and online author with hundreds of stories (erotic and otherwise) to my credit.  

Under the pen name, Dark Rider, I specialise in erotic, off-the-wall adventures – often in the fantasy genre – with a particular emphasis on femdom and facesitting.

In real life, remember:  you owe it to yourself and others to take care, practise safe, legal and consensual sex.

However, if fantasy, adventure and powerful women appeal to your sense of fun, then hold on tight and get ready to enjoy an erotic, action-packed ride!


About this Book

Facesitting Forever – The End of an Era is the last book I will publish on Amazon Kindle.  To date, I’ve published 29 Dark Rider books on Amazon and have enjoyed writing them all.  If you’ve read them – or any of them – then I hope you’ve enjoyed the experience, too.

In recent times, Amazon have banned a number of my books.  Curiously, two of these were among my ‘gentler’ stories, which leaves me unable to determine any longer what is acceptable and what isn’t.  

I’ve been told that I run the risk of having my account closed down altogether.  As I publish mainstream literature for a living under my own name, this is a risk I cannot afford to take. 

Reluctantly, therefore, I’ve decided to jump before I’m pushed and, in the near future, will unpublish all my Dark Rider facesitting books.  

I didn’t want to disappear and have anyone who has been kind enough to buy my books puzzling over what’s happened.  I’m hoping, therefore, that if you read this book you’ll understand why I’m no longer around.  (I’m particularly concerned that anyone who has been following my Smother Rampage! series shouldn’t miss the final instalment which will be published within the next month, though sadly not here.)

If you are one of my fans, then you will still be able to find my books on another well-known e-book site. Just go to your search engine of choice and type in ‘Dark Rider facesitting books’ and you should find me.  Alternatively, feel free to email me via amazondarkrider@gmail.com.

Amazon Kindle has been very good for me, and I have no complaints. I’m just sorry that I have to leave.

This book is an odd one.  It’s neither a novel nor a series of short stories. Basically, it’s a compilation of several blog ‘shorts’ which I’ve written over the years.  Though some are of a reasonable length, some are very short indeed.  They were all written to accompany photographs which – not owning the copyright to – I’m unable to print here.  But I hope you enjoy them, and that, perhaps, they spark your own imagination.  You can always find them – with photos attached – on my Wordpress and Tumblr blogs.

This is the end of an era for me.  But facesitting is forever in my life.  And yours, too, I hope.

Again, thank you for having been on this journey with me.  (And I hope it’s not necessarily over!)
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A Soldier’s Duty

‘My name is Private Lucy Brown,’ she said, leaning over him.  ‘You’re a prisoner of war and I know we should look after you, so I’m sorry.  Sorry for what I’m about to do, because it’s wrong.  Very wrong.   I just hope … before the end … you can bring yourself to forgive me.  

‘We can’t take you with us, and we can’t leave you behind.   Which means someone … has to finish you off…    

‘Captain Pearce wanted to shoot you in the head, but I begged him not to.  I said there was a kinder way.    Something … something only a woman could do.  

‘I’m naked, John.  I’ve taken all my clothes off.   Even my panties.    You must try not to be frightened, but in a moment I’m going to sit on your face … and suffocate you with my bottom.    I’ll press down really hard,  so hard you won’t be able to breathe.   I’m a big girl … down there.   I don’t think it will take long. Not if I use all my weight … 

‘There’s no one else here, so it doesn’t matter if you cry.   It’s just you and me, sweetheart …  

‘I have to do it.   You see that, don’t you?  It’s my duty.   As a soldier.  But a soldier who’s a woman, too … 

‘I’ll give you a minute to prepare yourself.   Say a prayer, maybe, or … just think about something nice.   Then I’ll sit on your face … and smother you till you pass out.  It won’t hurt after that.   I’ll hold your hand if you like.  So you won’t feel alone.    I hope you’ll be a brave boy for me.   I wish there was another way, but there isn’t.    I really am so very, very sorry…’ 


Next Time It Could Be You

Before the act of suffocation – when she would hold a man to her cunt and smother him long and hard – Karen liked to straddle her victim, her thighs either side of his head.   Happiness came in many forms, but to see a man wriggle on the gurney between her legs, and his eyes widen with fear in the knowledge that she was about to sit on him … was surely the most exquisite pleasure of all.  It was the moment many men – for all the resolve they had previously shown – would finally break down and beg her for mercy.  They would promise her the earth, scream, weep and sometimes even call for their mothers.  As if anything could save them now…   

The man on whom she currently gazed was no different from the rest.  ‘Please don’t sit on me!’ he cried.  ‘Please don’t smother me!  I’m frightened!’    

She smiled. ‘Thank you,’ she replied gently,  ‘for making this moment such a beautiful one.’  


And then, as he continued to wriggle, weep and beg her to have pity on him … she lowered herself onto his face… 


When The Clock Strikes Two …

Her hands slid quickly around his head.  One big, powerful palm clamped itself over his mouth;  two fingers pinched his nostrils shut, and he jerked involuntarily.   

Stay calm, he told himself.  She’s not going to hurt me… 

He tugged on the ropes that held him in place, testing their strength against his.  They gave a little, but not enough for him to wriggle free.  She had secured him too well for that. 

Between his legs, his penis bobbed, the shaft beginning to thicken already.  A naked man, strapped to a chair, with an equally naked woman holding on to him who might never let go.  He was terrified and exhilarated at the same time.  And when she leaned in close and whispered in his ear, ‘I’m going to smother you to death’, he knew he was in heaven. 

He’d wanted this for so long. To test himself; to live the dream.  To be helpless at the hands – quite literally – of a big, bare and utterly ruthless woman.  A woman who could do whatever she liked to him.  With him.  He had given himself over completely; surrendered all control.  He didn’t want her to smother him to death.  Not really.  That would have been silly.  But the fact that she could … if she wanted to … if she changed her mind and decided to finish him off … that thrilled him more than anything had ever thrilled him before. 

Staring at the clock on the wall in front of him, he watched the second hand sweep down, past the ‘6’, and realised half a minute had gone by.  He’d only ever held his breath for one minute before – and even that had been pushing it.  He’d practised hard over the past few weeks, trying to strengthen his lungs, but improvement seemed beyond him.  One minute was his maximum.  Always had been; always would be. 

That was why he had asked her to hold him for two.   He knew it would hurt.   It would hurt a lot.  And it would frighten him, as well.  But he wanted to be frightened.  He wanted to believe he couldn’t get away; that she was really going to smother him.  With her big, bare hands.  Holding on to him as tightly as she could.  A ruthless, hired killer.  An assassin paid to finish him off.  Without mercy… 

‘I’m not going to let you go,’ she whispered, her breath warm against his skin.  ‘I’ve told you.   I’ve been paid to do this.  To take you out.  With my bare hands.  Your wife wants you dead.  But she wants you to suffer first…’ 

He wasn’t actually married,  but that didn’t matter.  It was the story he had given her … the one he wanted to hear.  

He had given her a detailed scenario – and she had followed it faithfully.  She had come to his flat, and rung his doorbell as arranged.  When he opened the door he had pretended to be surprised.  She had asked his name and, when he had told her who he was, she had pulled out a gun and forced him back inside. 

After that, she had made him strip off, removed rope from her bag and tied him to the chair. 

‘Why are you doing this?’ he had asked. ‘I don’t understand!’ 

‘You’ll find out soon enough,’ she had told him.  ‘Now shut the fuck up if you know what’s good for you!’ 

‘Please,’  he had muttered more than once.  ‘Don’t hurt me.  I’ll do whatever you say…’ 

The moment she had secured him to the chair, and satisfied herself he was helpless, she had stripped off herself, down to her black bra and pants, then stood in front of him and said, ‘There’s no easy way to tell you this.  I’m going to kill you.’ 

‘Oh, fuck,’ he muttered, amazing even himself with the fear he was able to inject into his voice.  ‘Please don’t shoot me…’ 

She shook her head wearily, and proffered a weak smile.  ‘I’m not going to shoot you,’ she said.  ‘Someone might hear.’  Then, without another word, she unclipped her bra and peeled down her panties, kicking them to one side. 

It was when he saw her naked for the first time that he began to shake.  With fear and excitement.   She was a tall woman, with long, chestnut-coloured hair, big, gourd-like breasts and plump hips.  Her pussy was smooth, with a long, pink and puffy slit. 

‘What are you going to do to me?’ he asked quietly. 

She smiled indulgently, as if he were a troublesome child who had been sent to bed early and couldn’t understand why.  Before he had a chance to react, she came forward, legs either side of his and straddled his lap. She wrapped her arms around his neck, hugged tight and pressed her lips to his, forcing her tongue into his mouth.   Her big breasts flattened against his chest and she rubbed her pussy up against his cock, making it tighten and grow. 

Suddenly breaking away, she leaned a warm cheek against the side of his face and whispered, ‘I’m going to smother you with my bare hands.’ 

He groaned as she wriggled her body,  pressed a little closer, and added, ‘It might take a long time, though.  It might take a really long time…’ 

She wriggled again, bouncing lightly in his lap and making little moaning sounds.  ‘It’s going to be so good,’ she sighed.  ‘So fucking good…’ 

And then she withdrew, climbed off his lap and walked around behind him. 

He immediately tightened.  This was it!   Oh, fuck, this was it! 

He waited and waited and nothing happened.  Then, ever so slowly, she eased her hands around his head.  Her touch was so light, it tickled.  She skimmed her hands across his face before withdrawing.  She repeated the process again and again, each time just a little bit more firmly, teasing and tormenting him with delay. 

Finally, just when he thought he could take no more … she had struck! 

And now, the struggle had truly begun… 

His eyes bulging,  the pain in his chest now making itself apparent, he watched the second hand flow towards the minute mark.  As it slipped past the ‘12’, he gave a violent jerk of his shoulders.  He had told her, ‘Two minutes.  No mercy.  However much I struggle.  However much pain you think I’m in.’ 

She had agreed because, in her opinion, two minutes was safe.   It might hurt dreadfully, but he was in no danger.  No chance of him passing out … or worse. 

But it didn’t stop her tormenting him.  ‘It hurts, doesn’t it?’ she hissed cruelly. ‘It hurts so fucking bad.’ 

It did!   He couldn’t stop shaking.  And worse than that, he was terrified!   This was what it felt like – to be smothered!    To have a woman suffocate you with her bare hands!  

‘Almost over now, darling,’ she whispered. ‘Not long to go.  You’ll soon be gone.’ 


As both his fear and his excitement hit new peaks, he all but jack-knifed out of the chair.    He couldn’t take any more!  Oh, fuck, he couldn’t breathe!  She was suffocating him!  Taking him too far.  Too far! 

He grunted into the palm of her hand and shook his head from side to side, in the desperate hope he might somehow free himself.  But she held on tight, refusing to give an inch. 

‘You’re not the first man I’ve smothered…’ she sighed.  ‘And you won’t be the last…’ 

He jerked again, his buttocks beating a fleshy tattoo against the seat of the chair as he thudded up and down.  His penis was rock-hard between his legs, bobbing in the air, his swollen balls rolling with need. 

The hand reached two minutes, and he jerked again.   His head was swimming, and his chest felt as if would surely explode. 

And then it was over.  Her hands slipped away and he was breathing freely again.  He roared as he sucked in air; greedy gulps that filled his lungs and made his head swim even more. 

It took him almost five minutes to recover; for his heart-rate to return for normal and for his head to clear. 

Finally, still shaking with fear and arousal, he looked up at her and said,  ‘I’m not afraid of you.  You’ll never get away with this!’ 

She smiled, and stepped back out of sight again behind his head.  

He took a deep, shuddering breath … and prepared himself for the next two minutes … 


When A Man Has Served His Time

As her man-steed limped into camp, Layla made up her mind.  Tarquin had served her well for many years.  He had borne her on his back without complaint; cooked for her, tended her and licked her clean at the end of a hard day’s ride.  When she had taken prisoners in battle, he had held them down, ignoring their cries as she straddled their heads and despatched them without mercy.  

But now Tarquin had grown old and weak, and both knew his time had come.  

Tonight, she would have him lie down in the stable and close his eyes.  She would sit over his face and have him suckle on her arse’s hole, as he had suckled on it so many times before.  But as he closed his lips around her little mouth, she would press down hard … and hold him in her crack until he stopped moving. 

It would be her final act of kindness to a good and faithful servant… 


To Serve Their Queen

As Aurora slept, she dreamed of waging battle: a Warrior Queen, her haunches striking terror into all men’s hearts. 


Taking one man to her cunt, she held his tiny head against her slit and heard him scream.  Her backside gripped another tight, hugging him between her cheeks.   


‘Mercy!’ he cried, before her crack enveloped him. 

Suckling on their monarch’s holes, her servants trembled. 


Few men survived a night between Aurora’s legs. 


Each drew a last, fearful breath … as her firm young body closed around him … 


While a Woman Sleeps …

Gazing down at her, asleep on the bed, he felt a stab of longing in his belly. 


He shook with need: the need to reach out, peel her big, fleshy cheeks apart … and bury his face in her warm, voluptuous arse! 


A Fight to the Finish

Jamming the dildo home, she wrapped her legs around his head and pushed down hard. 


He gagged as her cunt drove into his mouth, and a thud of breath broke against her little hole. 


Relaxing her rump for an instant, she wriggled her anus around his nose, shutting off the last of his breath, then stiffened her bum-cheeks and held on tight. 


His penis jerked between her breasts and his body hardened with fear. 


This was Nature’s battle now – man against woman – a raw, primeval struggle to the finish. 


His head – her arse – and only one of them would walk away… 


Where No Man Has Kissed Her Before …

Easing her thong to one side, Helena bent low and offered him her arse. 


‘You may kiss me now,’ she whispered. ‘Where no man has kissed me before!’ 


When Women Hunt!

There were men in these woods. The Amazons could smell their fear!  

As they picked their way through the clearing, their pussies tingled with excitement. 


They were closing in; it would not be long now.   


Soon each hunter would take a man between her mighty cheeks … and smother him as only a woman could! 


He Pays the Price For Treachery!

They had served their employer for many years.  He was a cantankerous old man:  mean, moody and difficult to cope with.  But cope with him they had.  And, in return, he had made them a promise.  Childless and unmarried, he had long ago drawn up his will – bequeathing them the house, its lands and his not inconsiderable fortune.  It was, they reasoned, a fair exchange. 

And then, one day … a letter had arrived.   A letter that brought with it the most unlikely – and devastating – news.  A nephew – long assumed dead – had surfaced in Calcutta.  Alive and well, he planned to follow by boat – and would dock at Southampton in a week’s time. 

The old man summoned his staff and gave them the news.   His will would be changed.  They must send for his lawyer at once.  He would brook no dissent.  Family came first: there was nothing more to be said. 

They convened a meeting in the servants’ quarters.  A decision was taken.  It was unanimous.  They had waited too long – put up with too much – for the old man to cheat them at the last. 

Mollie volunteered to be the one.  The one … who would do it. The one who would make things right… 

She entered the room without a word.  The old man was lying in bed, his head propped up on a cushion, drowsy with sleep.  He knew something was wrong.  He could see it in the way she walked … the look of cold determination in her eyes. 

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, climbing on to the bed, straddling his lap, and lifting up her dress. 

Underneath, she was naked, and the old man screamed. 

Outside the door, the others heard his shrill, plaintive cry.  The cry of a man who 


knew the end was near… 

But no one moved to help him. 

Inside the room, Mollie looked down between her legs.  The plump, hairy folds of her vagina trembled with anticipation. 

This was woman’s work now.   Only her pussy could make things better. 

She lowered herself onto his head … and the old man screamed again! 


Her First Conquest

Her first conquest was a rite of passage for every young Amazon. To mount a man, and take him to her arse’s hole, transformed a girl into a woman. 

From her vantage point high in the valley, Lhoona opened up her bottom, allowing a gentle breeze to cool her hot, excited hole. Flexing her sphincter, she felt her mighty weapon wink and tremble, as if it, too, longed to do battle. 

Soon a man would lie between her buttocks. A man who would beg her to have mercy on him – not to take him to her arse’s mouth and conquer him as only a woman could. 

A man whose cries she would ignore … 

Her tummy tingled with excitement, and a bead of juice broke from her pussy. 

It was time to enter the fray… 

It was time to become a woman! 


He Pays for His Sins

Jenny had found the old man sunbathing in the woods. Asleep on his back, eyes closed, he looked so peaceful … so harmless.  But he was far from that, of course.   She knew who he was, and what he had done. He imagined he had escaped justice. Men like him – rich and powerful, with friends in high places – always thought themselves untouchable.   

It was now or never – she knew that – her chance might never come again. With a deep breath, she quickly stripped off and dropped to her hands and knees, balling her knickers into her fist. Another gulp of air to steady her nerves, then she crept out from behind the cover of a ragged bush: a naked avenger, with one thought on her mind… 

Quietly, desperate not to waken him, Jenny inched her way forward, crawling towards his big, vulnerable head. Her heart was pounding furiously now, her lips were dry and sweat broke from the small of her back, dribbling between her big, meaty buttocks. A puff of warm air struck the well of her anus and her tight, hairy hole shuddered. 

She flexed her cheeks, like a tigress circling her prey … and prepared to strike! 

Her knee cracked a twig, and, ahead of her, the old man stirred.   His eyes and mouth opened. This was it – no going back now! With a wild, animal-like cry, Jenny threw herself forward, pushing her bunched-up knickers into the old man’s mouth. 


He bit down hard and gagged, his senses still fuddled with sleep. 

When her bare backside came over him, legs either side of his head, he gurgled stupidly. The bulb of her long, hairy cunt hung open, two plump panels of flesh trembling with deadly intent. 


He watched, stunned, as her hands come down and pulled her cheeks apart. As she eased herself forward a fraction, he gazed into the small, hairy hole of her anus as it flexed and opened above his head. 

It was the last thing he saw as, finally shocked into life, he tried to turn away. But she was too quick for him, pressing down with her arse, cheeks either side of his face, trapping him inside her crack. 

He gagged as her pussy pressed against his lips, locking her pants inside his mouth. 


A damp, fishy taste spilled across his tongue – the flavour of cunt drowning his senses.   His world was in darkness as something pulsed around his nose, cutting off the last of his breath. A rich, earthy scent filled his nostrils.   Her arsehole!   The bitch was smothering him with her arsehole! 

Above him, Jenny clung on for dear life. The old man’s hands came up, clawing at her buttocks, but she held on fast. His cock bobbed into life and, without thinking, she closed her lips around the glans, drawing the shaft into her mouth, suckling furiously. His penis jerked and his body rocked from side to side. 

He was a frightened old man fighting for his life. But she was a woman – with a woman’s thirst for vengeance! As his penis went into spasm, she tightened her hold on his head and pushed down with her bottom. This was it. It was him or her now … a fight to the finish. She felt him wriggle, heaving beneath her, his nose against her anus, her pussy in his mouth, pushing hard against her knickers. He grunted, groaned and sobbed like a child, his fingers tearing at her flesh. 

She tightened her buttocks as the first of his seed hit the back of her throat. His hips gave one almighty lurch and he wept into her crack. With his nose firmly lodged in her passage, she held on grimly. He was a bad man, who had done bad things to women. Now a woman was doing a bad thing to him. Finishing him off … as only a woman could! 

‘You’re not getting away,’ she muttered as he writhed and bucked between her cheeks. His weakened old body shook violently and he moaned. 

‘My bottom’s got you now,’ she whispered, as his grip on her arse began to weaken, ‘and she’ll never let you go …’ 


His Time is Coming …

Anna was furious. How dare he? How fucking dare he?   

‘I don’t want you to sit on me,’ he had told her. ‘It’s not something I do. I’ve never sniffed a woman’s arse, and I never will.’ 

As she rode the pillow hard and fast, she closed her eyes and thought of him. Imagined he was underneath her now, his head between her big, bare buttocks … trapped inside her long, sweaty crack. 

He was wriggling furiously, and his hands clawed at her hips. Crying, too, like a terrified child, begging her to let him go. Begging her not to smother him… 

‘Kiss my hole!’ she moaned excitedly. ‘Kiss my hole, you fucking bastard!’ 

Fingers of pleasure tickled her sex as she rocked back and forth on his face. He couldn’t breathe! Her arse wouldn’t let him … 

‘I’m going to smother you,’ she squealed. ‘I’m going to smother you with my bottom!’ 

And one day, soon – she knew she would… 


Guilty Pleasures

With his head lodged deep in her crack, Julie squeezed her buttocks tight and pressed down hard. She felt him lurch between her cheeks, his nostrils flat against her anus, his mouth stretched wide around the bulb of her cunt. A ball of pleasure unravelled in her belly, and exploded through the lips of her sex. 


She was coming!   Oh, my God … she was coming on his face! 


To Save Themselves …

Corporal Anders saluted, spun on her heel and left the room.   Outside, she leaned against the door and took several long breaths to regain her composure. She licked her lips, aware of the Major’s salty taste on her tongue. The need between her legs was like a hunger now; an empty belly pleading to be fed. 

Recovering herself, she crossed the room and exited through the far door. From there, it was a short walk along a narrow corridor to a low, granite archway; and from there, down three flights of stairs to the darkened chamber of the cells. She walked past several cubicles, aware of the men who backed away at her approach, crouching in the shadows in the hope she would ignore them. Finally, she stopped at a cell in which three men cowered.   She smiled – a crude, wicked smile. This would do nicely, she told herself. 

Unlocking the door, she stepped inside and studied each of them in turn.   Reaching a decision, she addressed two of the men, ignoring the third. 

‘I had it in mind to sit on all of you,’ she lied. ‘But I’ll spare you two if you hold your friend down while I sit on his face and smother him with my bottom.’ 

She knew their reply before the question had left her lips. There was not a man in the cells who had not already endured the weight of a woman’s arse on his face. 


Most would do anything to escape further punishment – even if it meant holding another man down while a woman took him into her crack. 

The one she had selected scuttled into a far corner of the cell, his eyes wide with fear, his arms crossed protectively across his chest. 

‘For God’s sake, no!’ he screamed, as his companions advanced. ‘We’re friends! Please! Don’t let her smother me!’ 

‘One of you grab his arms, the other his legs!’ barked Anders excitedly. The thought of what she was about to do had already dampened her vagina. She loved it when a man struggled; it made the moment of truth all the sweeter. 

Though he fought hard to remain free, the prisoner was quickly overpowered, thrown on to his back and pinned down. He wept uncontrollably as Anders approached, stepped across his wriggling torso and squatted over his chest, her big bare arse opening above his head. 

‘For God’s sake!’ he screamed. ‘Have mercy on me, please! Not your bottom! Not again!’ 

Anders closed her eyes and savoured the shriek of terror in her victim’s voice.   Some men were so exhausted by the time she mounted them, that they put up little resistance when she closed her buttocks around them. Smothering a man like that was no fun at all. But the man who railed against his fate, and begged her not to sit on him – he was a joy to mount and smother. Deliberately, she flexed her hole, so that it opened and closed like a hungry mouth eager to consume him. To suck him up into her passage… 

She felt her tummy shiver with delight when he screamed again.   The sight of a twitching anus always terrified a man.  Anders liked to wriggle her hips, following the movements of her victim’s head as he tried in vain to escape her inevitable embrace. 


As he grew ever-weaker, she would guide her bum-hole closer to his mouth, her anus pouting as if ready to bestow a lover’s kiss. 

Sometimes, if she judged the moment well, and luck was on her side, she could drop her arse so quickly that her hole brushed past a man’s lips and into his mouth. Then a furious struggle would ensue: her victim tearing his face this way and that, while she pressed ever harder, refusing to be budged, awaiting the inevitable thrust of his tongue into her sphincter. 

More often than not, she would cover the man’s nose, her big bloated hole opening around his nostrils, her powerful scent filling his lungs. She would force her plump vagina into his mouth,  cutting off all chance of breath. 

Looking up at the man who was holding on to her victim’s feet, she said, ‘He’ll struggle once I get him into my crack. Hold on tight – both of you. If you don’t, then 

I’ll sit on you as well!  You’ll both suck arse. Do you understand?’ 

The man in front of her nodded briskly and the one behind cried, ‘We won’t let you down, Mistress!’ 

Anders smiled. It was a cruel, lascivious smile. Only one thing remained before she lowered herself onto her victim’s face. One last act of humiliation for both the man and his companions. 

‘Tell me to punish him,’ she demanded. ‘Tell me to smother him without mercy. And mean it!’ 

There was a brief hesitation in the face of the man who held her victim’s feet, and she relished the tormented look in his eyes. ‘Tell me!’ she cried. ‘Tell me what I have to do!’ 

‘Smother him, Mistress!’ yelled the man at her rear, jumping in quickly to fill the void. 


‘Sit on his face and smother him with your bottom!’ 

‘Don’t show him any mercy!’ cried his companion, finally sparked into life. ‘Take him up your arse!   Smother him with your bum-hole!’ 

The man beneath her screamed and wriggled. He arched his back and shook his head, weeping freely. 

Anders closed her eyes and smiled again. Today these men were holding down their friend. Tomorrow, perhaps, he would have the chance to avenge himself and hold one of them down while she wriggled on his head.  But for now, it was his time to suffer. And hers to enjoy. 

She took a deep, triumphant breath.   Then, very, very slowly, she lowered her big bare bottom onto her victim’s face… 


The Battle Below …

Catching Jane unawares as she sunned herself by the pool, the man had flung himself on top of her. Tearing at her flimsy thong, he had ripped it from her body, his penis hard between her legs. Instinct had kicked in. Rolling sideways, she had caught him off-balance and the two of them had tumbled over the edge. Stunned, the man had lost his grip, his arms flailing wildly. 

As they fell through the water, Jane wrapped her legs around his neck, her strong thighs holding him tight. Grabbing the back of his head, she pulled his face into her cunt, the panels of her slit opening around his nose and mouth. 

Floundering on the floor of the pool, he clawed at her hips, struggling to break free. 


As he gagged on her flesh, panic took hold and he let out a bubbling shriek. She was suffocating him! The bitch was smothering him with her pussy!  As he opened his mouth to breathe, water rushed into his lungs and he kicked – terror-stricken – desperate for some sort of purchase, anything so that he might push himself to the surface. 

But Jane tightened her hold, forcing him back, her merciless vagina denying him air. It was him or her now. A fight to the finish. A fight she knew she must win. 

Hugging him close, she felt the young man squeal – thuds of terrified breath against the tender flesh of her cunt. He twisted, heaved and clawed as she held on tighter still.   A raw, primeval urge kicked in – her need to survive at any cost. 


As he threshed and bucked between her legs,  Jane knew with all her heart, as she had never known it before … only her pussy could save her now! 


Her Body Is Her Weapon Now!

As her attacker fell, he struck his head against the wall and slumped unconscious. With no other weapon to hand, Mycah pressed her bottom into his face, trapping him inside her crack. Only her butt-hole could save her now.    

She had to finish him off before he came round! 


Never Speak to Women in the Park: Anna’s Story

Old man is sitting alone on bench again.  Old man sit on same bench every day, always by himself.   I walk by many times over weeks and he always do the same. 


He look up and admire me. Think I not notice, but I do. He look first at my legs, and then at my bottom. He think he is so clever, but I see into his soul. He is dirty old man, with dirty old thoughts. Thoughts about women. Thoughts a woman can use for her good. 

I hear stories about old man. People speak freely before me because they think I do not understand their English. That I speak only Russian. But though my English is not so good to speak, it is good to listen. And when I listen, I hear of things to my advantage. 

I hear old man has money. Much money. He does not trust banks. He say they will steal it all away or lose it. He is stupid old man, but stupid is good. For me.  They say he keep all his money under bed. They say it is big surprise no one steal it yet. So much money. And such stupid old man. 

I make plan. It is simple plan. I tell Svetlana about it. I tell her all my plans and she tell me hers, too. We share plans. And we share what plans bring us. Money. Lots of money. From stupid old men. 

I tell old man I have no friends. That I am lonely. I speak to him in my English which is poor and which make him smile. 

I sit next to him, hold his hand and tell him, ‘I wish I had friend like you. Proper man. Man who can do things to me.’ 

He ask what sort of things. I look away and say nothing. It make him smile again. 

He say he would like to lick me. In woman’s naughty places. He say, ‘I would like to kiss your bottom.’ I pretend I do not understand, and it make him say other things. Things that much excite him and make him grow big. 

‘I want to sniff your hole,’ he say. ‘The one you keep in your bottom. I want to kiss it. Want to put tongue inside. Want to push it up into your passage.’ Again, I shake my head as if I do not understand. This make him speak more. He is so happy now. Happy to be saying things to give him pleasure. ‘I wish you could push me up your hole,’ he say. ‘I wish you could keep me there forever. I wish I could live inside your bottom.’ 

I wonder how long it is since he has had woman. Fifty years, I think, when he was 70. I laugh at this, but only a little. I sound like young girl giggling at boys, and he grow excited again. Poor stupid old man. 

His willy is hard. I see it move around inside his pants, getting bigger. I reach out and put my hand on top. Give him little kiss on side of face. 

‘You are nice man,’ I say. ‘Good man.’ I breathe into his ear and his willy move again. ‘Man I would like to make happy,’ I whisper, and squeeze him a little. Then I say, but this time in Russian, so he not understand, ‘Man whose head I would like to sit on – and smother with my bottom… Until he stop moving …’ 

Then I move other hand to my skirt, so fingers press close to where pussy is. I say, 


‘Would you like to do licky-licky? On my woman hole?’ 

He say, ‘Yes, please. I would like very much to do licky-licky.’ 

‘And on other hole, too?’ I ask him. ‘In bottom?’ 

He look back at me, so happy, and say nothing. I think he die and go to heaven that woman ask him if he like to kiss her on bottom. 

‘We go into wood,’ I say. ‘Where no one see us? I take panties down – and you kiss hole, yes? Pussy hole? And little hole in bottom?’ 

He nod – like naughty boy with cake – and say, ‘Yes, please.’ I say, ‘Put nose up bottom, yes? Into hole? And tongue?’ 

He hardly speak at all now. Such a happy old man. I give his willy big squeeze and he make noise like man dying. 

I say, ‘I sit on you? On face? So you can do licky-licky?’ 

He say, ‘Yes, please,’ again. ‘You sit on my face. Rub holes on me.’ 

‘And rub willy, too?’ I ask him. ‘Make white stuff come?’ 

He nod head again but say nothing. So happy he cannot open mouth. 

Poor old man. Not long for him now … 

I tell him I make call. Important call. Before we go into wood. I tell Svetlana to come. 


That man is ready. I need Svetlana to hold him down. Sometimes she hold man down, sometimes I hold man down. Today her turn. Today I sit on man and do him in… 

‘I call friend,’ I tell old man in Russian, so he not understand. ‘She come soon to help me sit on you. Help me smother you till you stop moving. Then we go to your house and take all your money.’ 

He smile at me. Think I say nice thing in Russian. ‘Yes, please,’ he say. It make me laugh. And then it make him laugh, too. 

‘You soon to die,’ I tell him. ‘Up woman’s bottom hole.’ And he smile again. 

It take Svetlana only five minute to come. Not long. She know where to meet me. 

I take old man into wood. Find private place. Make him lie on ground. He so very happy. 

I take panties off and he make funny noise again. I sit over him and show him holes. 

I ask, ‘Which one you like best? Pussy hole or bottom hole?’ 

He say, ‘Bottom hole.’ 

I let him kiss holes. And sniff bottom. I see Svetlana come with big smile on face. I smile, too. It is almost time… 

I say in Russian, ‘I smother you now, old man. Put bottom on your face so you cannot breathe. Smother you with little hole until you dead.’ 

He say, ‘Yes, please.’   Poor stupid old man. 

I press bottom down. Cover him so he cannot breathe. Svetlana jump on him. Hold arms so he cannot push us off. 

He is old man, but he fight like young man. All men fight. Try to get away. Not want bottom to kill him. Not want smelly little hole to finish him off… 

Poor old man. 

Not long now … 


An Act of Kindness

All states rely for their survival on a vigilant security service.   Amazonia is no different, with interrogation units working round the clock to keep the people safe.   At any given time, it is estimated that up to 300 males are undergoing questioning at cells around the country.   After a thorough debriefing,  those judged to be low-level threats will be dealt with by the courts and sentenced accordingly. 

Some men, however, are deemed too dangerous to be released.  These men are dealt with internally.  Once a prisoner has been broken by his inquisitor and confessed to his crimes, the penalty, if pursued through the courts, would be death by hanging, firing squad or lethal injection.    A public trial, however,  might risk exposing female agents in the field.    In these cases, men are generally sentenced to summary execution in private. 

Securing a firm hold on his nose and mouth, his inquisitor will suffocate her victim quickly.  Kindness, not vengeance, is her watchword, and she has no wish to prolong his agony.  To ease his fears, she speaks to him throughout, using soothing words in a bid to comfort him.  Though he struggles fiercely,  aware that she means to finish him off,  she does her best to make his last few moments as happy as possible. 

Though it may sound cruel,  it should be remembered that the man’s actions may, by his own admission,  have caused many deaths.   Surely few would deny that suffocation at a woman’s hands is preferable to those barbaric alternatives generally practised by the state.  And kinder to the man also. 


Until the Next Time…

This latest Smothering had proved long and hard – and at times she had feared he might shift her from his face.  


He had wriggled like a madman between her buttocks, and fought for his life as no man had ever fought her before.    

Finally, she had weakened him past the point of no return.  It had taken almost an hour to finish him off, and he had wept and begged her for mercy throughout.   But, in the end, her bottom had triumphed.  As it always did. It was over. 

Until the next time … 


When  Women Dream

In her dreams, it was not a pillow she held between her legs, but a man.  A man who squirmed and wept, and begged her for mercy!   

She shut her eyes and gripped his head a little tighter.   Oh, the poor, frightened thing was struggling so hard!  Didn’t he realise there was no escape?   That she would never let him go?  

She tightened her bottom and felt his warm, fearful breath against her hole.  Her pussy tingled and she jerked as the first convulsion hit her.  Not long now, she told herself.  Not long now at all… 


A Fight to the Finish

Jamming the dildo home, she wrapped her legs around his head and pushed down hard. 


He gagged as her cunt drove into his mouth, and a thud of breath broke against her little hole. Relaxing her rump for an instant, she wriggled her anus around his nose, shutting off the last of his breath, then stiffened her bum-cheeks and held on tight. 


His penis jerked between her breasts and his body hardened with fear. This was Nature’s battle now – man against woman – a raw, primeval struggle to the finish. 


His head – her arse – and only one of them would walk away… 


Smother Clinic

Since Anna had opened her private euthanasia clinic, the phone had never stopped ringing… 

‘I can book you in for suffocation this afternoon,’ she said. ‘I’ve had a cancellation. Three o’clock. Yes, you’re very lucky, otherwise we’d be looking at next month. 

‘Knickers? No, I don’t wear pants. I do it all in the nude. You’ll get my bare bottom. Inside the crack, the little hole, everything… 

‘A photo of my anus? Yes, of course, I can send you one. It’s a dinky little thing, I’m sure you’ll love it. How big am I? About 39 inches round the hips. I have a deep crack. You’ll be nice and snug down there – when I sit on you… 

'Yes, you’ll be well secured… Don’t worry, you won’t be able to push me off. 

'Your head will be locked inside a smother box. That’ll hold you nice and tight… You won’t be able to look away … when I lower my hole… 
  

‘I’ll press down nice and hard. It won’t take long… 

'Yes, of course, I can wriggle – no problem at all. And I’ll bring you off at the end. I like to milk a man dry. I think it’s much nicer that way. No, there’s no extra charge… Of course not, you’re welcome. My pleasure. No, thank you for calling me. See you at three, then.  

‘I look forward to smothering you…’ 


Smother Hit

Though the pills had been enough to make him drowsy, he was still conscious when she entered the room.  She was sorry about that.  She had hoped to finish him off in his sleep.  So he wouldn’t be frightened… 

The moment she had closed her hands around his nose and mouth, his eyes had fluttered open.  Only for an instant, but long enough for her to sense his fear; for him to know she meant to smother him … 

She steeled herself and pressed down hard.  He tried to turn his head, but she held on tight.  She couldn’t let him get away.  Not now.  However much he struggled … 

‘I’m sorry you’re still awake,’ she whispered gently.  ‘I’m sorry you know what I’m doing to you.  I’m so, so sorry …’ 


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! 

If you want to be added to my email list, so I can let you know when new books will be coming out, feel free to contact me at:

amazondarkrider@gmail.com.

I also have a Tumblr blog at: https://darkridersfacesittingamazons.tumblr.com/

And a largely discontinued Wordpress blog at: https://darkriderstories.wordpress.com/

Thanks again!
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A is for Assassins!

War is a nasty business.  There are many innocent casualties,  and, very often, armies will stop at nothing in pursuit of victory.

In A is for Assassins!, three women soldiers set out on a mission that could help to save hundreds, if not thousands of lives.   They have been trained to liquidate their enemy in a unique fashion – in the nude and without mercy!

An important communications base must be secured and only these women possess the skills to breach the complex security that protects it. 

The stakes are high; their orders are simple.

Secure the base at all costs.

And take no prisoners…!

B is for Bride!

For more than thirty years, a vicious war has raged between the kingdom of Eraldore and the queendom of Rhardhur. To end hostilities, a royal marriage is arranged: between King Seegal’s son, Hengrid, and Princess Naenia, only daughter of Queen Ghanee of Rhardhur. 


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


As Hengrid prepares for his marriage, he knows that on the wedding night itself, Naenia will mount him in the ancient Amazon fashion, taking his head between her bare buttocks and riding him as only a woman can. Whether he survives to see another dawn is no longer in his own hands. His new bride will decide if he lives or dies. And Amazons, as Hengrid is well aware … are not known for taking prisoners! 

Bared for Battle!

As the war with Queen Eirwhen moves towards its inevitable conclusion, Landorh, King of Staveling, readies his men for a final stand at Castle Brandor. With the Army of Women gathered in overwhelming numbers outside the castle walls, Yarna, their supreme commander, marshals her troops for one last, triumphant assault. In a battle the men of Brandor cannot hope to win, their Amazon opponents eschew the swords and shields of conventional warfare. Instead, they set about ending the war armed only with the weapons Nature herself has gifted them…

C is for Condemned!

France, 1789 - and revolution is in the air. 


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


Six men languish in a Bastille prison cell – counting down the hours until they face revolutionary justice. They know they are to suffer an ancient and unusual punishment. One that is raw, primeval – and terrifyingly female… 

College Smother!

In 'Revenge of the Facesitting Schoolgirls', three students set out to punish the college janitor, after they discover he’s been spying on them in the showers. Having tested their skills on a young man from a neighbouring boys’ school, they lure the janitor into a trap from which there seems no escape… 


In 'Smother Slave', another young man is caught spying on a group of female students. The girls imprison him in a secret hiding place, and proceed to teach him the error of his ways. But when a new girl, Lucy, arrives at the school, their debauchery threatens to reach new, unspeakable levels. 

Devil Queen

When Lorcan, an innocent innkeeper’s servant, is sold by his master to Dorian scouts, he faces a night of ruthless ravishment at the hands of the four Amazon warriors; with certain death his only reward. But Lorcan has a secret gift: one that the Amazon Queen is eager to make her own. On the perilous journey to the Royal City, a captive Lorcan must face danger and depravity, not only at the hands of the Dorian scouts, whose taste for debauchery has no limits, but from warrior tribes of rival Amazons who stand between the scouts and home.

Dungeons of Despair!

‘Few men last long,’ said Anya,  ‘once we take them between our legs …’

*****

In the Dungeons of Zendor, men are punished with ruthless efficiency.  All those given into the charge of Jhaleera’s Maids know for certain their fate is sealed.   The wise tell everything they know at once; the stubborn suffer long and hard, but all submit in the end.

When Lharra, a young Amazon woman, enters service as a Dungeon Maid, little does she know that her innocent world is about to change utterly.

Armed with only the weapons Nature herself has gifted her, she sets about her training, helped by her fellow-Maids, Anya and Delphi.

Breaking a man on the bench is one thing, but, when a treasonous plot is uncovered, Lharra must venture further afield, and use her new-found skills not only to defeat an evil man … but to save the very Queendom itself!

Fantasy Smother

In Smother Wish, Giles pays Jessica, a beautiful dominatrix, to fulfil his ultimate facesitting fantasy. One that involves not Giles, but another helpless, terrified young man… 


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


Smother Room is pure and unadulterated fantasy. Set in another country, on another planet, in another galaxy where anything you’ve ever dreamed of can come true, a team of dedicated young nurses fight desperately to ‘save’ a patient with nothing but their hands, and their voluptuous bare bodies. This story could only take place … where anything is possible … 

Fantasy Smother 2

In Sisters of Suffocation,  Lucy wants to join a secret organisation dedicated to the ruthless facesitting of men. But first she must lure a willing victim to their altar… 


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


In Movie Smother,  Tony has no idea what torments await when two beautiful women accost him at the local nightclub. He thinks he has died and gone to heaven, but he couldn’t be more wrong… 

Mission of Mercy

In the Dungeons of Trelfor, two condemned men, Andhor and Lucian, spend a last, anxious night before going to their deaths. But they reckon without Elwyn and her daughter, Hyldra – renegade Amazons in a world that has turned its back on the old ways. Tricking their way into the dungeon, the women make the men an unusual offer. One that seems also to offer no way out. But are things always what they seem…?

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

July 1942 – and in a private girls’ school in England, four young women are keen to do their bit for King and country. When an enemy spy falls into their clutches, they decide to interrogate him in their own – perverse – way. One helpless Nazi agent – and four young women determined to break him at all costs. There can surely be only one outcome. But to protect both their country and, ultimately, themselves, just how far are the girls willing to go?

Smother Frontline 1

This book contains the first of three fictitious interviews with women from an imaginary future where state-sponsored punishment by facesitting is the norm. The articles purport to appear in the popular newspaper, The Daily Smothergraph.


Also included is a short story, 'Rachel’s Revenge!', in which a young woman sets out to punish a man who has assaulted several vulnerable females, including herself. The vengeance she wreaks is both merciless and total. 

Smother Frontline 2

This book contains the second of three fictitious interviews with women from an imaginary future where state-sponsored punishment by facesitting is the norm. The article purports to appear in the popular newspaper, The Daily Smothergraph.


Also included are two short stories, 'By a Woman’s Hand’ and ‘Payback Smother’, in which men get their come-uppance in two very different, but equally final ways. 

Smother Frontline 3

This book contains the third of three fictitious interviews with women from an imaginary future where state-sponsored punishment by facesitting is the norm. The article purports to appear in the popular newspaper, The Daily Smothergraph.


Also included is a light-hearted short story, ‘A Christmas Facesit’. 

Smother Frontline 4

This book contains yet another series of interviews with women from an imaginary future where state-sponsored facesitting is the norm.    At Farms across the city, herds of unwilling men are milked for their seed.   At Alderbury Farm, a revolutionary new approach has been pioneered in which volunteer Milking Maids use their bottoms to increase production of sperm, vital in the manufacture of life-saving medicines.  The article purports to appear in the popular newspaper, The Daily Smothergraph.

Smother Jungle (From where no man returns alive!)

In 1879, a group of explorers sets out to explore the uncharted upper reaches of the African Delta. Little do they know that none of them will return alive. Captured by a tribe of naked, big-bottomed Amazons, they are mercilessly despatched one by one between the women’s legs, their dreadful suffering recorded in the diary of the expedition’s leader, Professor Arthur J Rowston.

Smother Maid

In this rip-roaring tale of Victorian facesitting, Master Edward enjoys the dubious pleasures of his housemaid - Emmy's - bare bottom. But when an intruder breaks into his house, things quickly take a darker turn. Having discovered that the man - Donald Bridge - is a convicted murderer, on the run from the gallows, Emmy and her bare-bottomed friends decided to take the law into their own hands ... and punish him as only women can!

Smother Me Hard, Mrs Parker!

With her daughter’s life at stake, the eponymous Mrs Parker is tricked into sitting on a young man’s face – with consequences she couldn’t possibly foresee… 

Smother Plateau

When a young, dishevelled stranger, Francois Le Pois, bursts into his Pall Mall rooms in London, Professor John Devereux’s life is turned upside down. Poor half-mad Le Pois’s story is hard to believe: a lost Amazonian plateau, a tribe of ruthless facesitting women and a doomed expedition from France. 


Gathering together a small group of friends, Devereux and his fellow-explorers set sail for the Amazon Basin. Arriving on the fabled Perriera Plateau, they soon come face to face with women whose creed is a simple one: We Take No Prisoners! But as the explorers soon discover, the ruthless facesitting warriors are not the greatest threat they face in a deadly race against time… 

(Note:  This story is also available in two parts as Smother Plateau: Part One, and Smother Plateau: Part Two.)

Smother Rampage!: The Nightmare Begins …

Nathan Blake finds himself catapulted into a terrifying, dystopian world in which, overnight, every woman on the planet is overcome with the urge to sit on a man’s face ... and smother him with her bottom! 


With a motley crew of acquaintances, he must escape from the city. But even then, can he be sure that he, and men like him, will ever be safe again? 

Smother Rampage 2:  At the Mercy of Women!

Nathan Blake and his friends continue their perilous journey to freedom.  With Women ready to sit on them at every turn, they must navigate a succession of perilous adventures if they are to escape from the city.  But, as the Women close in, they are about to find themselves in even greater danger yet …

Smother Rampage 3: The Smother Camps

'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!

Now imprisoned in the Smother Camp, Nathan Blake finds himself in ever-increasing danger as the Women's primal needs put every man on the planet at risk. When a terrified inmate, Arthur, asks for the camp commander to put him out of his misery, Nathan begins to wonder how much more of this he can take. And when the camp commander sends for him, it seems his luck may finally have run out ...

Smothered by Amazons

This book contains two short stories, Smother Warriors and When Amazons Attack! 


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


In When Amazons Attack!, Zanya, a ruthless Amazon commander, leads her warriors in a merciless assault on a village of unsuspecting, and utterly helpless, males ... 

When Twins Attack!

A short story prequel to Dungeons of Despair!   When Twins Attack! recounts the story of the day Anya and Delphi’s mother took them on a ceremonial hunt – and they first took men between their young, Amazonian legs …

When Women Hunt!

"Behind the bars of their wooden cages, twenty terrified men watched helplessly and in wide-eyed horror as a hundred or more women – naked and screaming – ran across the village square towards them..." 


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


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


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


In The Taking, Amazons arrive in Marrakee for an ancient annual ritual. In her quest for the Golden Laurel and acceptance as a woman of the tribe, Layla – and her mother – must wrestle naked with a man in the village square. Her mother has already guided her two younger sisters to victory in the past. As the two women take on a man more than twice their size, will it be a third and final triumph for the Amazonian duo? 

When Women Hunt 2

In ‘For Her Husband’s Sake!’, Marcus Domitius, the debauched governor of an occupied town in the north of Roman Britain, persuades a devoted wife to sit on the faces of several men – her own included – in order to win her husband’s freedom. 


In ‘Storming the Castle!’, the Amazon Army’s triumphant advance through the Land of Men has been halted at Castle Fendrah. Knowing that reinforcements will soon arrive to drive them back, the Amazon commander enlists the aid of Freya, a skilled mountain climber, who attempts the near-impossible ascent of the enemy fortress. Her mission is a simple one. Enter the castle, subdue the guards and open the gates – allowing her fellow-Amazons to storm the fortress and take every living man between their buttocks. 

When Women Sit!

A compilation of extracts from several of the Dark Rider stories listed above.  An ideal introduction to the facesitting genre.

*****

C is for Condemned (an extract)

To whet your appetite for more, here’s a short extract from my novella, C is for Condemned:

There was an air of lively anticipation as the door to their private chamber opened and the three judges stepped back into the room.

Behind the low, wooden rail that separated them from the judges’ bench, six naked men huddled together in an anxious line.  High above them, in the public gallery, women crowded close, those at the front leaning forward as far as they were able to  They were anxious, also, but for very different reasons.

Settling into their fat leather chairs, the three judges waited for the gentle hub-bub to fade into silence.  As the room grew quiet, Madame Allais cast her gaze along the row of nervous male faces, took a long breath, and finally spoke.

‘The Council of Men has been found guilty – as charged – of crimes against the Women’s Republic.  After much deliberation, we have decided – by a verdict of two to one …’

A low moan broke from one of the defendants, a young man of scarcely nineteen years, fresh-faced and shaking fearfully.  Beside him, an older man – Elder Paquin, Head of the Council – reached out and slipped a consoling arm around the other’s shoulder.  Madame Allais felt her belly tighten.  She felt sorry for the lad – for all of them, in fact.  She had no wish to prolong anyone’s suffering, even men who had, by their own admission, condemned to death so many women whose only crime had been to ask for freedoms so long denied them.

When the Revolution had come, and women had taken control, Madame Allais had found herself reluctantly thrust into a position of authority.  As a lawyer – and a patriot – she had accepted her role, albeit with misgivings.   The new ruling cadre – the Amazon Council – had demanded that the enemy be punished.  Examples must be made – so men would know their days of power were at an end.

In honour of their Amazon past – a glorious age that had ended a millennia before – women now proudly paraded themselves bare-breasted, as had their warrior ancestors a thousand years earlier.  But there were many who longed to go further: to restore the Days of Empire and return all women to their rightful role, ensuring men would never rise again and rule with violence as they had.

It was in response to such demands that the Council of Men had gone on trial.  And why, even now, the judges’ decision was so keenly awaited.  Their ruling would set the course for a New Republic: one in which women, not men, forever held sway.

‘I repeat,’ said Madame Allais solemnly, ‘The Council of Men has been found guilty – as charged – of crimes against the Women’s Republic.’  She paused for a moment, aware that a fresh, expectant silence had fallen on the room.  Not even a hint of breath could be heard as a hundred or more women – and six frightened men – awaited her judgment.

Reaching for the square of black silk that had been placed directly in front of her, Madame Allais carefully placed it on top of her thick, auburn hair.

‘Our law allows for only one punishment.  By the power invested in me by the Amazon Council, the defendants are sentenced …’  She paused again, aware of the young man trembling in Paquin’s protective grip.  Then, taking a deep breath to steel herself, she pronounced those words that would change the world forever.

‘… to death by woman’s bottom!’

‘Noooooooo!’  An agonising shriek broke from the defendants’ bench, and she saw the young man stumble, tears running down his cheeks.  A moment later, tumultuous applause sounded around the court-room.

Gathering herself, Madame Allais hurried on. ‘As from today, no man shall perish at la guillotine. Instead,  should his sentence demand it, he will lie inside a woman’s crack – as in the ancient days – and be put to death by her arse’s hole!’

A second, plaintive moan broke from the young defendant – so shrill it carried to Madame Allais’ ears above the cries of joy that still echoed around the room.

‘Silence!’ she demanded, addressing the public gallery.   ‘Behave as women should behave – and not as men!

The authority in her voice had an immediate effect and the screams of delight reduced to happy murmurings.

Turning to address the men directly, she continued in a quiet, unemotional voice.

‘On the third day from now, at the break of dawn, you will be taken from your place of confinement, to a place of lawful suffocation…’ 

The young man moaned again,  cutting her short.   Had his friend not held on tight, he would have fallen to his knees.  Madame Allais suppressed a pang of pity for the lad.  It was not death that frightened him, she understood well enough, but its manner.  His neck might not have welcomed la guillotine, but he feared the embrace of a woman’s bottom all the more.

Resuming her speech, she went on more calmly than her thumping heart should have allowed.  ‘There, you will each, in turn, be sat upon by a bare-bottomed woman … and smothered at the arse until you are dead. And may your gods have mercy on your souls.’

‘We are men!’ cried Paquin, finding his voice at last.  ‘We should die by the axe.  Even – mon Dieu! – by the hangman’s noose.  But not this!  Not between a woman’s cheeks!’

‘It is no shame to die at the hole!’ responded Advocate Celice.   ‘It is Nature’s weapon – and given to woman so she might conquer men!’

Paquin shook his head violently.  ‘It is a cruel and heartless punishment! See how this poor lad weeps.  Show him pity, I beg you!   Let him to die at the blade – even if we other men must meet our death inside a woman’s crack!’

‘There can be no exceptions,’ replied Madame Allais solemnly.  ‘You will all perish at the hole.’  She rose quickly, to forestall further argument.  ‘This trial is ended,’ she announced.  ‘Take the prisoners away!’
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