
        
            
                
            
        

    
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! 

For more information on my books etc, please visit: http://darkriderstories.wordpress.com ; 

http://darkridersfacesittingamazons.tumblr.com/

About this Book

 Smother Frontline 1 contains material previously published in my online newsletters. 

PLEASE BE WARNED: if you have read my newsletters, then you may not want to buy this book as it simply reproduces the same material. 

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. 

At the end, I’ve included a short story, Rachel’s Revenge! This story also appeared in one of my newsletters, so, again, if you read the newsletters, you’ve probably read this story. 

If you enjoy this book – and any others I’ve written – perhaps you’d be kind enough to leave a review. It would be a huge help to me. Many thanks! 
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THE DAILY SMOTHERGRAPH: INTERVIEW

AN IN-DEPTH LOOK AT THE WORK OF THE CITY’S

SMOTHERCUTION DEPARTMENT … AND THE WOMEN

WHO WORK IN IT

‘Our work is vital to the security of the state,’ insists Helena Barton. At 27, Helena is the youngest woman to have held the post of Chief Suffocatrix in the city’s Smothercution Department. 

Capital punishment is a divisive issue, with polls regularly showing an almost equal split between those in favour and those opposed. Helena , for her part, has no doubts. ‘As well as carrying out sentences handed down by the Supreme Court,’ she argues, ‘we reinforce an important message: crime doesn’t pay, and the penalty for offending is a heavy one.’

Over the past twelve months, the city’s Smothercution Department has overseen the execution of 78 convicted criminals: a wide range of offenders from rapists and murderers to drug dealers, corrupt politicians and corporate fraudsters. The women who make up the Department are among the most dedicated of our public officials. 

Helena has been a suffocatrix for the past six years, and Chief Suffocatrix for the past three, having started as an intern while at university. Assisting at smothercutions during her summer vacation, she realised she had found her vocation. 

Before we talk about your days as an intern, can you give us a brief run-down on how the smothercution procedure actually works? 

Certainly. There are actually several stages to the process – beginning with what we call ‘comforting’. For the entire 24 hours leading up to his suffocation, a team of Comfort Nurses will ensure the condemned man is kept in a constant state of arousal. He has toilet and food breaks, but no sleep. It really is almost round-the-clock masturbation. The aim is to focus the man’s mind on pleasure, and, with it, his need for relief – which will only be granted if he willingly consents to smothercution. Our hope is: when his time comes, he won’t turn away or try to resist when the suffocatrix sits on his face. In return, he’ll be pleasured throughout, brought to orgasm and rigorously milked. It sounds peculiar, I know, but research has shown that, if sufficiently aroused, men will invariably opt for relief over survival. 

Occasionally, exhaustion sets in – hardly surprising in the circumstances – and the man will lose his erection. If that happens, a Comfort Nurse must revive him as fast as possible. It’s vital the man is kept on edge until it’s time for him to enter the Smother Room. Any loss of arousal and he may panic. We need to keep him focused on the pleasure the Nurses are giving him. That way, we keep his mind off the fact that he is going to be suffocated. On average, a Nurse can bring a man back to full erection in under a minute. Any longer and we run the risk of the man breaking down and losing it altogether. 

I’m guessing men do panic from time to time. When that happens, how do you deal with it? 

You’re right, it does happen – though it’s mercifully rare. If a man loses his erection, it’s almost like being woken from a trance. As I’ve already said, without his pleasure to focus on, the condemned man will concentrate more on the reality of his situation. Namely, that, very soon, a woman will sit on his face and smother him with her bottom. Men are only loosely restrained during arousal. They can’t get away, but they are able to move their arms and legs. We do that because medical research shows that being able to move – but not being able to escape – increases a man’s excitement. But the downside is: he can lash

out, and wriggle around quite a lot. That not only makes smothering him more difficult, but it can be upsetting all round. Especially for any young interns who might be involved. 

How difficult is it to calm a man down? 

The Nurses work in teams of two, which is generally enough to keep the man aroused, or bring him back under control if he’s started to panic. But if he’s really lost it – kicking, screaming, and so on – more girls will have to be called in. The Nurses have all sorts of tricks to resolve the problem. For example, one might lick his ear – which most men find exciting – while another will say rude things to him. Psychological profiles are prepared on all the men we suffocate, so a Nurse can tailor her response to the man’s particular needs: any fetishes he may enjoy, that sort of thing. Nurses aren’t allowed to sit on a man’s face during arousal, but, in an emergency, one might straddle his head and show him her private parts. Often, the sight of a woman’s anus, or her pussy – while another Nurse works on his cock – will focus the man’s mind, and help to calm him down. 

Have you ever had to suffocate a man who’s lost it completely? One who makes it clear he doesn’t want to be smothered? 

It’s rare for a man to resist – largely because the Nurses do such a good job in keeping him aroused. Also, before ‘comforting’ begins, I’ll have a private chat with the prisoner – one to one – in his cell, and explain what will happen. 

Ignorance isn’t bliss for a man who’s going to be suffocated. The more he knows about the process, the more he can come to terms with it. 

I’ll tell him, for example, that there’s an easy way to go about things and a hard way. The easy way is to submit to pre-smothercution arousal and enjoy what is, 

in essence, a humane and intensely erotic experience, albeit I will sit on his face and smother him at the end of it. The hard way is to resist – which won’t save his life but will result in a less enjoyable final few minutes for him. Especially as he’ll be masturbated throughout, but not brought to orgasm. 

I explain what will happen once he’s in the Smother Room. How he’ll be strapped down, face-up and the sentence read out. I’ll then approach the Smother Bench and take up the execution position with my legs either side of his head, and my bottom over his face. I tell him how I’ll reach back and open myself up, exposing my anus. He’ll be asked if he has any last words, after which I’ll gently lower myself onto his face, taking his nose and mouth into my crack. I’ll then allow my buttocks to drop so that they form an airtight seal around his face. It’s at that point I’ll begin to suffocate him. It won’t take long for him to pass out –

three, maybe four minutes. He’ll be masturbated throughout, and will be brought to orgasm just before he goes under. As long as he focuses on what’s happening between his legs and not on the fact that I’m sitting on his face, it will be a relatively painless procedure. That’s my hope, at any rate. 

Even though I try to be as friendly as I can, it’s natural for the condemned man to feel frightened at this stage. I’ll do my best to put him at his ease. For example, I might put an arm around his shoulder and give him a cuddle. It’s important to show you understand what he’s going through. That even though you’re going to sit on his face and smother him, you want to make things easy. If I think a man is particularly sensitive, I’ll ask if he’d like a Comfort Nurse to sit in with us, so he can suckle on her breast while I’m explaining the procedure. 

Some men are almost baby-like at this point, unsure of anything at all. Suckling on a teat often helps to relax them. I suppose there’s something natural and reassuring for a man to have a woman’s nipple in his mouth. 

Unless the man objects – and very few do – at some point, I’ll bend over and show him my arse. If he wants to, I’ll let him sniff and kiss the hole – so he knows what it smells, feels and tastes like. I think that’s important. The more you can do to familiarise the man with all aspects of the procedure the better. 

Some men have actually tried to put their tongues inside me. Right up into my passage. I don’t mind. If it helps relax them, that’s fine with me. 

Despite all that, however, some men do break down towards the end, however hard you’ve worked to make it easy for them. Any show of nerves can be traumatic – not just for the prisoner, but also for the younger girls on my team. 

We had an intern once, Anne – a bright, cheerful girl. She’d performed so well I decided to let her take my place on the condemned man’s head and smother him with her bottom. We do that with those interns who are looking to pursue a career in the Department. It’s a great way for them to gain experience. See if they’re really cut out to be suffocatrixes. Dear Anne was so proud she’d invited her mum and two older sisters to come along and watch. But the man struggled so much, she couldn’t get a proper grip. In the end the poor girl broke down in tears and had to leave the room. At that point, I’d have normally stepped in and smothered him myself. But, on this occasion, there was a different outcome which I’ll talk about later if you don’t mind. I seem to be wandering off the point, which is what happens when a man panics. 

What generally happens is that if he refuses to leave the condemned cell and make the short walk to the Smother Room, medically trained security officers will take over. The man will be lightly sedated, which calms him down, and makes him easier to move. He’ll then be forcibly removed from his cell. 

Once we’ve got him into the Smother Room, he’ll be strapped down as fast as possible and gagged. Sometimes we’ll blindfold him, too – if we think the sight of a woman’s arse will upset him too much. It’s odd – with some men that will actually calm them down again. But others will go bonkers, and kick up more of a fuss, even though they’ve been sedated. 

When that happens – when they just can’t be controlled – I’ll sit on the man’s face and finish him off as fast as I can. Often without the aid of a Comfort Nurse to masturbate him. If I can, though, I will try to bring him off, if only because it

weakens him and speeds things up a little. Also, if he’s that frightened, I like to give him some pleasure if possible, before the end. 

Tell me more about your time as an intern. It obviously sparked your interest in becoming a suffocatrix. 

Yes, it did. As an intern, of course, I was involved at every stage of the process –

from arousal and comforting through to the smothercution itself. 

I remember one smothercution, I was allowed to help the Comfort Nurse by playing with the man’s balls, while she kept him erect. A little trick they taught us was to push a finger into the man’s back passage – sometimes two if we could manage it – and pump his arse. That always seemed to excite them, especially towards the end, just before they came. 

There were always three interns going through the system at the same time, and sometimes one girl would be given the chance to smother a low-grade prisoner, such as a drug dealer or a fraudster. 

I should explain: generally, when the court passes a sentence, it can’t be altered. 

There are three possible forms of capital punishment: Death by Bottom, Death by Pussy (with the woman wearing knickers) and Death by Pussy in the nude. If an intern is given the chance to smother a man, then if the man has been convicted of a low-grade capital offence – for which the sentence is Death by Pussy – he can opt for an alternative: hand, breast or bare bottom. Most will opt to be bum-smothered, though it also depends on what the intern is capable of. 

Bottom and hands aren’t usually a problem, though breast-smothering might be if she’s not a big girl. 

The bottom line – if you’ll pardon the pun – is the sentence can only be altered if an intern carries it out. It’s a trade-off sanctioned by the courts in order to give a potential suffocatrix some experience. To see if she’s cut out for the role. 

What sort of percentage of men agree to be smothered by an intern? 

Bearing in mind they’re young, inexperienced and might take longer to finish a man off? 

Almost all of them. That’s partly because most men, given the choice, would rather be smothered at the arse than at the cunt. Some also believe – mistakenly

– that if the intern can’t finish them off it’ll count as a botched smothercution and they’ll be given a reprieve. 

It doesn’t work that way, of course. The fact is: an intern will almost certainly take longer to suffocate a man, simply because she is untrained. I know I did, though I still did a reasonable job and had a good Comfort Nurse to keep the man aroused throughout, which helped. In asking for the intern to smother him, the condemned man almost certainly prolongs his suffocation. Sometimes – not often, because we take great care in selecting a girl – she just can’t finish him off, however hard she tries. In those circumstances, the official suffocatrix will usually step in and smother him as fast as she can. 

However, if the man deliberately makes the whole thing impossible for the poor girl, we’re given more of a free rein and can finish him off in any way we choose. Sometimes, if there’s a female relative of, say, the condemned man’s victim, present, she’ll be asked if she’d like to suffocate him. In the case I mentioned earlier – where the young intern, Anne, couldn’t go through with it because the prisoner kicked up such a fuss – we asked her mother if she’d like to step in and finish him off. Obviously, she’d never done anything like that before, but she said she’d be happy to smother him because of the way he’d embarrassed her daughter. 

As you can imagine, he didn’t like that idea at all. She was about 42 and quite heavily built, so we knew she could do it – and so did he. He just wasn’t sure how long it would take and he knew he’d probably suffer. We put some tape over his mouth, in case he tried to bite her. Then two of us held on to his head so he couldn’t move it out of the way. It took two of us to hold him down because he was struggling so much. Anne’s mum took off her knickers, walked over and just sat on his face. She didn’t hesitate or anything. She had quite a big arse, which made things easier, and with two of us holding on to him he couldn’t drag his head out of her crack. He was going absolutely ballistic under there, but he couldn’t get away. She kept saying things like, ‘This is for my daughter, you bastard!’ and then she’d wriggle from side to side and really grind herself down. 

She was pressing so hard she said afterwards that she actually felt his nose go up into her hole. Because she wriggled so much he kept getting little breaths of air. 

Not much, but enough to keep him going. In the end, it took her almost 15

minutes to suffocate him, which is much longer than usual. If he’d let Anne smother him, he’d have passed out in under four minutes, so he only had himself to blame. Anne’s mum thanked us for letting her finish him off, and Anne was grateful, too. The poor girl said she felt she’d let everyone down, so it was good to know her mum has saved the family’s honour. Which was silly, of course, because we didn’t look at it like that at all. But it was nice that it made her feel better. 

Did you ever smother a man during your internship? 

Yes, I did. It was a great honour because it doesn’t happen to every girl. The condemned man had embezzled a small fortune in funds from several children’s charities – money that could have saved lives and almost certainly cost some. 

He’d been sentenced to Death by Pussy, with the woman wearing knickers. 

That’s often one of the slowest – and least enjoyable – forms of suffocation, so he jumped at the chance of having a bare-arsed woman sit on his face and finish him off. 

I remember being excited and terrified in equal measure. What worried me most was he’d struggle and try to shift me. During a normal smothercution, the man is strapped down so tightly he can’t move. But if an intern sits on him, he’s secured more loosely and the other interns help to hold him down. That’s so we can all be involved in the process. 

The three of us – that’s me and the other two interns – had helped to arouse him prior to smothercution, so he knew who we were, which, I think, made it easier. 

It’s always been my belief – and this is something I’ve tried to instil in others since becoming Chief Suffocatrix – that if a man is comfortable with the women who are going to smother him, then the process can be an erotic rather than a frightening one. 

Capital punishment is a divisive issue. I appreciate you’re in favour – but what do you say to those who reject the idea? 

As you say, capital punishment has always divided opinion. At one extreme, there are those who favour it as a necessary form of punishment; at the other, those who view it as an abuse of human rights. In the old days we used to hang, shoot, electrocute and even poison condemned men. Whether you favour capital punishment or not, there’s no doubt – in my mind at least – that the methods we use today are more humane. 

I think we need to remember that even though our work is aimed at making the world a better place, it’s a necessary evil. Nothing more, nothing less. I do take pleasure in my work, of course, but the pleasure is in doing a good job. I want to ensure that the man I’m smothering suffers as little as possible. At the end, many of them are genuinely sorry for what they’ve done. And, of course, though great care is taken to ensure we’ve got it right, there’s always the possibility – rare though it is – that the wrong man has been convicted. Even if it’s only one in a thousand, we should still make every man’s smothercution as comfortable as possible just in case we have made a mistake. 

How was your first smothercution as an intern? Did it go as well as you hoped it would? 

Absolutely. I spoke to the condemned man beforehand, much in the way I would today. A Comfort Nurse never leaves his side, and he was massively aroused all the time I was explaining the procedure. His balls were huge. There I was –

telling him I was going to sit on his face and smother him with my bottom – and all he could say was he didn’t care, he just wanted to come. I remember the Nurse had him so worked up, his cock was actually leaking semen. 

I also remember walking into the Smother Room and thinking ‘Wow! This is it. 

I’m really going to sit on a man’s face and suffocate him with my bottom.’ The other interns were very supportive, even though, of course, they wished it was them, not me, sitting on his face. 

The man was loosely secured face up on a bench. He couldn’t get away, but he did have restricted movement. The Nurse was sitting on a high chair to one side, massaging his cock. She’d oiled it, so her hands could slide up and down very smoothly. He was moaning a lot, but it was a happy moan – even though, of course, he was desperate to come and he knew he was going to be smothered. 

The interns held on to a leg each. I don’t know why, but men seem to prefer having their legs held down to having their arms restrained. His arms were restrained, of course, so he couldn’t use them to push me off. But there’s something about being able to kick – or rather not being able to kick because two women are holding you down – that seems to arouse a man even more. 

To cut a long story short, I sat over his face while the court’s order was read out

– which is standard procedure. When it got to the bit where the priest asked if he had anything to say before sentence was carried out, he said he was sorry for what he’d done, but wanted to thank me for being the one to smother him. He said I had a sweet little hole and he wanted so much to bury his face in it. To be fair, at that point – if we’ve done our job properly – most men are begging to be finished off. They lose all sense of what’s about to happen and just want to be relieved – whatever the consequences. But it was still a nice thing for a young girl to hear. 

Was it over quickly, or did your inexperience mean it took longer than usual? 

The Chief Suffocatrix at the time, my predecessor as it turned out – a woman by the name of Taylor Kennedy – said I did a very good job in the circumstances. I took longer to finish him off than she would have done, but not so much that he suffered unduly. I was pleased about that. A good indication as to how well you’ve done is the extent of a man’s orgasm just before he passes out. It was a big one, I remember that – jism all over the place – and seemed to go on forever. 

That pleased me, because you try to time it for the moment they go under. After that, it’s a case of sitting still for the regulation period – eight minutes. Some men will pretend to have passed out in the hope you’ll get off them. It’s happened to me once or twice. You can’t afford to relax even for a few seconds because if you do they can grab a breath of air and you have to start all over again. Which isn’t fair on them, either, because they can’t shift you so it just prolongs their agony. Especially as, second time round, they can’t come. 

One last question if I may. After six years as a suffocatrix, do you still enjoy your work? 

Oh, very much so. I’d have to say that answering in any other way would be a disaster. I honestly feel that to do this job properly you’ve got to love what you do. Sitting on a man’s face and smothering him with your bottom is such an

intimate, personal, act. I absolutely love it. At some level, I believe, you have to connect with the man you’re suffocating. If you’re able to do that, then it makes it easier for him when his time comes. Also, I don’t want the man to suffer any more than he has to. I always try to finish a man off as quickly as I can. If I can pass just one thing on to the girls I train, it would be: get to know your man. That way, he can be confident that when you sit on his face – and take him into your crack – it’s all going to go well. He won’t suffer. I think that’s very important. 

I thank Helena for her time and move on, confident that, with such a dedicated young woman at the helm, the Smothercution Department is in safe hands. With her permission – and assistance – I conclude this article with a few short interviews with other members of her team. 

Suzy Adams, 19, Trainee Comfort Sister

Suzy Adams, aged 19, is a recent addition to Helena’s team. A cheerful young woman, with an academic background, Suzy joined the Department on leaving school and, to date, has assisted at 14 smothercutions. A trainee Comfort Sister, she hopes, eventually, to take and pass her smothering exams and qualify as a full suffocatrix. 

So tell me about your work since joining the Department. What exactly is involved in being a Comfort Sister? 

Basically, my job is to hold the man down while he’s being aroused. His arms and legs are restrained, of course, but he has a lot of up-and-down movement. 

There are four of us – two holding on to his arms and two onto his legs. It’s tiring work, especially in the early stages when the man can be quite lively. We’ll take it in turns to talk to him, get to know him, tell him a bit about ourselves and so on. The idea is to build a rapport so he feels we’re his friends not his enemies. 

A lot of work has gone into the psychological aspects of smothering. I studied psychology at school and it’s something that’s always interested me. The purpose of arousal, as you know, is to make the experience as pleasant as possible. That might sound weird, bearing in mind an entire team of women is dedicated to exciting, holding him down and then suffocating him. But it doesn’t mean we have to be cruel about it. In a way we’re trying to demonstrate our moral superiority if that makes sense? 

You must get to know the men quite well. Does that create any problems? 

Any danger you might feel sorry for them, for example? 

Not really. I mean, you’re right, I do get to know the condemned men quite well before they’re smothered. And, in an odd sort of way, we do become quite close. 

The ethos of the Department, as I’m sure you know, is that although these men deserve to be smothered – because they’ve done bad things – it doesn’t mean we shouldn’t be as kind as possible both before and during their smothercution. 

Although they’re fully restrained during the smothercution itself – unlike the arousal process – some men ask if I’ll still hold on to them. That way, they say, they feel as if they might be able to escape if only I wasn’t keeping them pinned down. It sounds silly, I know, but it adds to their excitement and keeps their minds off the suffocation itself. 

One of my jobs, both during comforting and just before the suffocatrix sits on his face, is to talk to the man. Sometimes it’s dirty talk, aimed at arousing him. I’ll say things like I wish he could stick his tongue up my hole, or I’m getting wet just thinking about how he’s going to struggle when he’s trapped inside a woman’s crack. How I might even – and I know this sounds silly, but it seems to excite most men – toss myself off when I see him being smothered. Sometimes –

especially when he’s being aroused – I might stroke his forehead, or let him fondle one of my breasts. On occasion, I’ll put a couple of fingers up my bottom, and let him have a sniff. That always seem to get a man going. 

Just before a man is taken to the Smother Room – which is where the suffocatrix sits on him – I’ll speak to him one last time, to try and calm him down. Men are kept in a constant state of arousal, so they’re usually off their heads with excitement by then, and just want to be finished off. But I like to give them a cuddle and tell them I hope they’ll be brave. And that I’ll be there, holding their hand if they want, that sort of thing. 

Men have often told me they wish it was me sitting on their heads and finishing them off. I think that’s such a sweet thing to say. It’s a huge compliment to a woman, to tell her you wish it was her suffocating you. I remember one man held my hand really tight and said he wouldn’t be afraid if it was me sitting on his face and smothering him with my little hole. He said he wished I could do it there and then, because I was so friendly and put him at his ease. He didn’t want to be smothered, he said, but if he had to be, he really wished I could do it to him. So, what with all that, and the fact that I enjoy it so much, it seems a natural career progression to move to full suffocatrix status. 

There’s a theory exam you have to take – which is all about the psychology involved. The best ways to keep the condemned man happy and so on, even though you’re going to sit on his face and suffocate him. I don’t think I’d have a problem with that because I studied psychology at A-level, and it’s something I’ve always been interested in. 

Then there’s the practical – where you have to suffocate three condemned men. 

You have to smother two men with your pussy. One while wearing knickers, and one in the nude. We have to shave down there, so we’re not hairy when we do it. 

We have to be smooth. The final exam involves suffocating a man with your bottom. We only get to sit on low-grade prisoners. In return for agreeing to let us smother them, they get the chance of a reprieve. We have 12 minutes to finish them off. Four to get them to pass out and another eight to make sure we’ve done the job properly. If they’re still alive after that then their sentence is commuted to life, though they’ll probably be released in about ten years, so it’s worth them

agreeing. 

Anyway, I can’t wait. It must be a great feeling to sit on a man’s face and take him all the way! 

Tina Harris, 32, Comfort Nurse

What’s the difference between being a Comfort Nurse and a Comfort Sister. 

You’ve been both, I believe. 

That’s right. I began as a Sister – which is where most of us start. A Sister has responsibility for helping to hold a man down physically if he panics, or shows any signs of getting out of control. A Sister also speaks to him during arousal, both to comfort him if necessary and to excite him if she can – but verbally rather than physically. 

A Comfort Nurse, on the other hand, has to physically arouse the condemned man during the pre-smothercution process and keep him aroused during smothercution. We work one-hour shifts in teams of two, and there are usually eight of us assigned to a prisoner. 

It can be quite challenging – tiring, too – keeping a man erect. As part of the pre-smothercution process, we masturbate the prisoner around the clock for 24

hours. The procedure, as you’ll know, having spoken to Helena Barton, our Chief Suffocatrix, is intended to distract him from the fact that at some stage –

and not very far off – a woman is going to sit on his face and smother him with her bottom. Our purpose is to arouse him so much that, when the time comes for him to be taken to the Smother Room, he wants to go, because he’s so excited he

just wants to be smothered and brought off as fast as possible. 

As I say, it’s exhausting work but very satisfying. One of us will be chosen to masturbate the prisoner during his actual smothercution. We’ll bring him off –

just before he passes out. It’s always nice to see the end results of your work. 

Their balls are often so bloated by then that you wonder if they’ll ever stop coming! But it’s nice to know you’ve given them pleasure – right up to the last. 

Julie Carter, 27, Smother Nurse

If, after sentence has been passed, a prisoner is subsequently judged insane, smothercution must be carried out under strict medical conditions. Julie Carter, a trained psychiatrist, working in the private sector, has been seconded to work in the department six times in the past three years. 

Your work, as I understand it, is a sort of halfway house between being a suffocatrix and a Comfort Nurse. 

You could say that, yes. The work isn’t as frequent as normal smothercutions, for obvious reasons. My background – and full-time job because I’m not called on to work regularly for the Smothercution Department – is in the Euthanasia Service. Basically, I smother elderly male patients who have chosen suffocation as their preferred method. In an average year, I probably smother about 30-40

elderly men, and about two mentally disordered criminals. 

Sometimes a man may be suffering from an underlying mental condition that kicks in without warning. On other occasions, the fact that he knows he’s going to be smothered can tip him over the edge and occasion trauma that renders him

insane. 

When that happens, the normal smothercution process has to be curtailed and made more personal; very private in fact. The man is straitjacketed and I’ll smother him in his cell. To lessen any trauma, the suffocation will take place without prior warning. The man will also be mildly sedated. I’ll go in, sit on his face and do the business as fast as possible. It’ll always be a bottom-smother even if the man was originally sentenced to Death by Pussy. Pussy always takes longer and we don’t want the patient – which is what he effectively now is – to suffer any more than he has to. 

For some reason, being aroused seems to heighten their fear, so we don’t bring them off either – another reason I’ll use my bottom so that it’s over as fast as possible. 

You say you try to get things over quickly. Does the man ever guess what’s going to happen to him? Presumably, if you go into his cell without wearing pants he must have some idea? 

You do have to be careful. Though the man has suffered a mental breakdown, he generally remembers he was going to be smothered. Sometimes they’ll want to talk about it and have you reassure them it’s not going to happen. 

What I’ll generally do is visit the man several times over a period of two or three days. That way he gets to know, and – more importantly – trust me. I’ll get him to lie on his back and I’ll stroke his forehead. Encourage him to close his eyes and relax. They’re nervous at first, because they think you’re going to hurt them. 

But if you keep repeating the process they get used to it and let their guard down. 

I wear my regulation nurse’s uniform, but I take my knickers off before I go in. 

I’ll do that from the start, just in case an opportunity presents itself early on. I remember once, I thought a particular man would take at least three days to prepare. But on the second day, he closed his eyes and looked so peaceful, I just did it there and then. Pulled up my skirt, shuffled forward and sat on him. He went wild, of course – started wriggling all over the place, screaming into my arse. They all react like that – when you sit on them – and, unfortunately, there’s nothing you can do about it. You just have to hang on tight until they slow down. 

Because they’re screaming so much they run out of air faster, and it doesn’t take long before they pass out. But you know they’re frightened, which I’m always sorry about. 

How does it compare to your work in the Euthanasia Service? I’m guessing it’s more difficult? 

It is. But more challenging, too. When a man comes to me for euthanasia, it’s a deliberate decision on his part. He wants to be sat on and smothered. He often has a fetish for being facesat in the first place and thinks it would be a nice way to go. Which it is. Also, if he’s married, his wife is usually there, holding his hand so he doesn’t feel alone. 

With condemned men, it’s very different. At least those I have to deal with. At the end, it’s just them and me. Their face, and my bottom pressing down on them. So I have to make it as nice and relaxed as I can – which isn’t always easy. 

At the end of the day, I prefer my work in the Euthanasia Service, but I do genuinely believe I do a good job suffocating condemned men who have had a breakdown and have to be smothered more gently. 

Conclusion

There is no doubt that the work of the Smothercution Department arouses strong feelings among people everywhere, with many in favour and many against. But, in the final analysis – given the current climate in which capital punishment is seen as a necessary social safeguard – I’m left with the overwhelming impression that the women who are charged with the task of executing our criminals do a fine job, in difficult circumstances and with a concerned, caring outlook. 

We should be grateful to them for their selfless devotion to duty and the task, ultimately, of keeping us all safe. 

I thank them – and I hope you will, too. 

RACHEL’S REVENGE! 

‘How much do I owe you?’ she asked, reaching for her bag. 

‘Forget it,’ said Paul. ‘It was a pleasure. Bloke like him … I’m happy to do it for nothing.’

‘I prefer to pay my debts,’ said Rachel. 

Paul gestured towards the basement door. ‘He’s certainly going to pay his.’ He hesitated, then said, ‘I don’t suppose…’

Her eyes narrowed but she didn’t speak. Rushing on, Paul said, ‘Instead of paying me – could I stay? And watch?’

She looked surprised. ‘You want to see … what I’m going to do to him?’

He nodded. ‘Yes.’

‘It won’t be pretty. He’ll struggle. Scream, too, probably. He might even piss himself.’

‘I don’t care. He’s a bastard. He deserves what he’s going to get. It’s just…’ He shrugged. ‘I can’t believe you’re going to do it. I’m not even sure it can be done.’

‘Oh, it can be done,’ Rachel assured him. ‘And I’m going to do it.’

‘So can I watch?’

Rachel hesitated for a few seconds then gave a little shrug. ‘Why not?’ she said. 

‘It might make it worse if he knows there’s someone there who could save him. 

But they won’t…’

‘Thanks,’ said Paul, grinning. ‘I’m going to enjoy this.’

She returned his gaze coldly. ‘I’m not sure you are,’ she replied. 




*****

Duncan was sitting on the floor in a corner of the long, tiled basement room. 

There was no furniture, the walls were stark white and a single, bare bulb hung from the middle of the ceiling. He started sharply when the door opened and Rachel walked in, followed by the bastard who had spiked his drink, bundled him into a car and brought him here. He’d have him once he got out of here. 

He’d make him wish he’d never been born. He’d have jumped up and ripped out the fucker’s windpipe there and then if they hadn’t trussed him up like a Christmas-sodding-chicken. He’d been strapped into a straitjacket and his feet

were cuffed together. 

Finding his voice, he said, ‘Kidnapping’s against the fucking law. You better let me go now if you know what’s good for you!’

Rachel shook her head and sighed. ‘You really are a prize cretin, aren’t you? You just don’t get it. You’re not going anywhere. Ever…’

He took a deep breath and his nostrils flared. ‘You’re fucking crazy, you are. You want locking up!’

Crossing the room in three quick strides, Rachel regarded him with open loathing. ‘You tried to rape me!’ she said angrily. ‘If those two people hadn’t been in the park…’

‘I never fucking did!’ he snapped. Then muttered, under his breath, ‘You wish…’

Rachel felt her rage building. She tried to remain calm. There’d be time enough to let him have it. It wouldn’t be long now…

‘And I’m not the only one,’ she said bitterly. ‘The police have a file on you a mile long. Only they can’t prove anything. So you keep getting away with it.’

He snorted defiantly. ‘Stupid bitch,’ he muttered. 

‘Well it stops now. In this room. Tonight.’

He shot her a filthy grin. It made her want to smack him in the face. ‘Says who?’

he smirked. 

‘Says me,’ she replied. Crouching down to look him straight in the eyes, she said calmly, though her pulse was racing, ‘Because I’m going to sit on that nasty little face of yours … and smother you to death with my arse!’

This time he didn’t respond. Instead, his eyes widened for an instant and she heard the catch in his throat before he spoke. ‘You wouldn’t fucking dare…’

Standing up quickly, she reached for the hem of her dress, bunched the material in her fingers and tugged it up over her head. 

‘Fucking hell!’ muttered Duncan as Rachel threw her dress to the floor and took two steps back. Behind her, Paul felt his stomach hollow. Whatever he had expected, it was not this. Beneath her dress, Rachel was naked. No bra, not panties …nothing. He gaped at her bare body and felt his penis harden. Her breasts were full and round, with wide, dark areolae, tipped with thick, thimble-shaped nipples. Her waist narrowed dramatically above a pair of broad, fleshy hips. Her vagina was soft and hairless, the lips either side of her tapered slit puffy and plump. 

Before Duncan had a chance to react, Rachel came forward, bent down, grabbed his feet and dragged him into the centre of the room. Regaining his senses, 

Duncan twisted sharply and kicked out twice. Rachel held on doggedly and laughed. But, kicking again, he caught her on the elbow, making her yelp and drop him. 

Rubbing her arm, she turned to Paul and said, ‘I need your help. I need you to hold him down so I can sit on his head.’

The colour drained from Duncan’s face. ‘You mad fucking bitch!’ he cried. ‘You wouldn’t dare!’

Paul appeared to hesitate, as if reluctant to involve himself. Then, making up his mind, he said, ‘OK. I’ve come this far. What the hell.’

Duncan’s eyes blazed open and he began to scurry away, crab-like, his backside jiggling across the floor. Rachel followed his retreat with some amusement. 

‘You’re not going anywhere,’ she told him, grinning with contempt. ‘Except out of here in a sack…’

As Paul edged forward, taking care to avoid his vicious feet, Duncan’s face twisted horribly and he screamed. ‘You stupid fucker! Don’t listen to her! She’s going to fucking kill me!’

‘It’s no more than you deserve!’ yelled Paul, jumping out of the way as Duncan launched a furious kick. As his legs flew through the air he lost what little balance he had and his head struck the floor. Immediately Paul grabbed the cord between Duncan’s legs and pulled hard. 

‘Fuck you! Fuck you!’ screamed Duncan, twisting violently. 

From a few feet away, Rachel looked on with grim satisfaction. She was pleased to see Duncan struggle. The more he struggled, the faster he would weaken. And the weaker he became … the easier it would be for her to do what she had to do…

Her stomach began to shiver. The more she thought about it, the more she realised how much she wanted this. To sit on his ugly, terrified face … and smother him to death with her bare backside …

But not quickly. No. She wasn’t going to let him off easily. She would make him suffer first. Suffer for all the terrible things he had done to women. What she was going to do to him might not be nice, but then he wasn’t a nice man…

Coming forward quickly, she stepped across him, feet either side of his body. 

Without warning, she dropped onto his chest, making him squeal with pain as she drove the air from his lungs. Winded, Duncan threw back his head and squealed again as she slithered forward. Reaching behind his neck, she tugged his face into her crotch, her big, bloated pussy covering his nose and mouth. 

Taken by surprise, he had no chance to breathe and, terrified as he was, snorted what little air he had into the channel of her cunt. She immediately redoubled her grip, hugging him to her slit, and grinding herself down. Duncan heaved between her legs, his body twisting uncontrollably. She felt her pussy tingle as he grunted his fear into the folds of her cunt: tormented animal-like shrieks of a man being slowly smothered. 

‘Lie across his legs!’ she shrieked, calling to Paul. ‘So he can’t move! So he knows he can’t get away! So he knows my pussy’s got him!’

With some difficulty, Paul changed position, holding on to the cord and using it to lever himself sideways. Then he threw himself down, using his weight to pin Duncan flat against the floor. As the poor man heaved beneath him, Paul felt a momentary pang of pity. Duncan was being slowly suffocated; smothered by a woman’s cunt. He couldn’t move, couldn’t get away. No one could save him now, and, what must have been the most terrifying thing of all … he knew it! 

Paul wondered how long it would take, and found himself hoping it would be quick. Duncan was an evil slime-ball, but to die like this, his face inside a woman’s cunt… God help the poor bastard... 

He wasn’t sure how long had passed. It felt like minutes, but could scarcely have been more than one – if only because Duncan was still alive. But he was hardly moving at all now, just pathetic little kicks of his feet. It would soon be over …

And then it was. But only because Rachel relented, slid back and allowed her victim air. 

‘You can take a break,’ she said wearily, as exhausted by the strain of holding onto Duncan’s head as Paul was grappling with his legs. He eased himself up, sat on his backside and stretched himself. 

‘God, I’m fucking knackered,’ he muttered, before leaning back on his elbows and breathing loudly. 

Rachel remained where she was, gazing down at Duncan’s red, sweat-stained face. His cheeks were puffed and his eyes were closed, but he was still breathing. 

She felt his chest rise and fall beneath her buttocks, his breath coming in fitful bursts. She didn’t wait for him to fully recover, but suddenly slid forward again onto his head. 

The instant she moved, he came to life. His eyes opened wide and there was a look of abject terror on his face. 

‘God help me, no!’ he managed to squeal, before she covered him again, bearing down with all her weight, the lips of her pussy spreading out around his nose. He immediately arched his back, twisting inside the jacket, and shrieking into her swollen vulva. 

Paul clung onto his legs a second time, surprised by how much force Duncan was able to exert, given how shattered he must be. 

Sitting over her victim, Rachel jiggled from side to side, aware of how hot her pussy had become. Duncan was looking up at her now, his eyes wide with fear and loathing, his pupils dilated. He was screaming into her cunt, both cursing her and pleading with her at the same time. 

Gritting her teeth, she pressed down even harder, as if somehow she might force his head right through the floor. She didn’t care if she was hurting him. In fact she hoped she was. But more than that, she hoped he was frightened. And not a little bit appalled to have a woman’s pussy wrapped around his face. A pussy that was slowly suffocating him…

This time, she held him tight for almost two minutes, not easing her grip until she saw his eyes begin to roll in their sockets. Sliding back, she watched with grim satisfaction as he gasped for air. His nostrils flared and sharp little wheezing noises came out of his throat. 

‘Please…’ he murmured, and his lower lip curled like a child about to cry. 

‘Please… Don’t smother me… Not again. Please … I’m sorry…’

Regarding him coldly, she said, ‘I don’t give a flying fuck if you’re sorry. 

Nothing can save you now. Nothing at all…’

His resolve finally cracked, his lips shook and tears broke from his eyes. ‘I’m frightened,’ he muttered. ‘Please, I’m frightened…’

Rachel felt her pulse quicken. ‘Good,’ she said. ‘I want you to be frightened. I want you to know what it feels like. The way all those women felt when you did what you did to them.’

‘I didn’t do anything,’ he insisted in a small, pathetic voice, tears rolling down his face. ‘Please, you’ve got to believe me…’

Rachel gave a light shrug. ‘That’s a pity,’ she said. ‘Because if you tell me the truth, I might have mercy on you.’ She smiled. But it was a cold, unfriendly smile. ‘Now I’m just going to have to smother you again!’

‘Oh, fuck! No!’ he managed to scream, before she slid forward, covering his face for a third time, reaching down and holding him to her pussy. 

‘What’s it feel like, Duncan?’ she asked carelessly. ‘To know you’re being smothered by a woman’s cunt? Is it exciting? Does it turn you on?’

Behind her, Paul clung on as tightly as ever, though he knew he was no longer needed. Duncan was exhausted, his efforts feeble in the extreme. 

‘It’s all right, Paul,’ said Rachel, as if reading his mind. ‘You can let him go. The bastard’s all mine now...’

Releasing Duncan’s legs, Paul eased himself onto his haunches, then rose slowly to his feet. 

‘You can come round to the front if you like,’ said Rachel. ‘And see how the poor sod’s doing.’

For a moment, Paul hesitated. Part of him wanted to look, but part of him wanted to run. This was wrong. Whatever Duncan had done, he didn’t deserve this. The woman was going to suffocate him. With her bare body. Whichever way you looked at it, it wasn’t right. He could put a stop to this now. He could save him. 

All he had to do was reach out and pull her off. 

‘If you like,’ said Rachel softly. ‘I can suck you off. While I smother him…’

‘Oh, dear God...’ muttered Paul. His cock was already up. It shouldn’t have been, but it was. Restraining another man – a man who was being sat on and smothered by a beautiful, bare-arsed woman – had aroused him. He wasn’t proud of the fact, but it was a fact nonetheless. And now she was offering to fellate him. While she suffocated a really, really bad man. 

‘It’s up to you, Paul. If you want to take your trousers down and put it in my mouth…’

She was being deliberately crude. Whether she meant to excite him or to torture Duncan – probably both – he really didn’t care. What he cared about, suddenly and overwhelmingly, was that an attractive butt-naked woman was offering to suck him off. 

‘I can’t,’ he muttered stupidly. ‘It’s wrong. It’s not fair on Duncan…’

Why he said that, he had no idea. He was confused; torn between what he desperately wanted, and what he thought was right. Or wrong. He was no longer sure of anything. 

‘It’ll be nice,’ she sighed wickedly. ‘I’ll be gentle with you…’

As Duncan’s body heaved feebly between Rachel’s legs, Paul’s resolve weakened, then finally broke. Stumbling round to the front, he looked down at Duncan’s face and saw the fear in his eyes. 

‘Oh, my God,’ he breathed softly. ‘The poor bastard looks terrified.’

‘Of course he’s terrified,’ said Rachel matter-of-factly. ‘I’m smothering him with my vagina…’

She immediately drew back, aware that Duncan was close to passing out. She wanted to keep him alive for a little bit longer. Didn’t want him to miss out on the fun…

He breathed rapidly, pointless gasps for air that scarcely filled his lungs at all before he needed to breathe again. Looking up at Paul, he squealed. ‘Please, mate! Don’t let her do this to me! Fucking help me, please!’

‘Enough!’ said Rachel and dropped onto his head again, her engorged labia spreading across his face. He shrieked, bucked and gurgled as the wave of flesh engulfed him. Looking up at Paul, Rachel said, ‘I won’t ask again. If you want me to suck you off, then get it out now.’

Paul hesitated for an instant and then he cracked. Pulling down his zip, he tugged out his cock and held it in front of her. Rachel closed her fingers around the shaft, then fed it into her mouth until his balls grazed her chin. 

His legs shivered and, for one awful moment, he almost lost his balance. 

Rachel felt Duncan heave between her legs, his eyes locked on the sight of a man being fellated just above his head. He screamed into Rachel’s cunt: formless

grunts muted by the weight of her pussy. He wriggled his head from side to side, but by now he was dreadfully weak and her powerful thighs held him in check. 

She suckled furiously, as if determined to drain Paul’s cock as fast as possible. 

Hardly the gentle approach she had promised, he thought. Not that he cared…

He rested his hands for balance on the top of her head, his fingers trawling through her hair. Almost immediately, she began to twitch as a warm tingle rippled through her groin. As she jiggled her hips, Duncan’s eyes widened like pennies and the blood drained from his face. The bitch was going to come in his mouth! He felt her pussy lips quiver, and when she reached down, took hold of his head and hugged him even tighter to her sex, he squealed, gagged and twisted so hard he almost dislodged her. 

A moment later, Rachel’s buttocks jerked, and a strangled cry broke from the back of her throat. She drove her cunt down hard, ramming it against Duncan’s jaw. At almost the same time, Paul exploded in her mouth, thrusting with his hips and howling with pleasure as he came. Beneath the pair of them, Duncan roared his disgust into the puffy slit of Rachel’s vagina, as it wept freely into his mouth. 

Sagging with exhaustion, Rachel pulled back her head, allowing Paul’s cock to slide from her mouth. He fell to his knees and groaned, holding onto his shaft as it leaked a final dribble of semen onto the cold stone floor. As Rachel eased herself back, and away from Duncan’s face, the poor man released a mournful wail and sucked on the fetid air around her cunt. 

‘You bastards!’ he whimpered. ‘You total fucking bastards!’

Ignoring his protest, Rachel sat back and breathed heavily for several minutes, as she regained her strength. Swallowing the last of Paul’s semen, she licked her lips and sighed. ‘Fuck that was good,’ she muttered softly. 

Still hunched wearily on the floor, Paul looked up at her and said, ‘It was, wasn’t it?’

Finally recovered, Rachel climbed awkwardly to her feet. Her legs were stiff and she stretched them several times to loosen herself up. Then, without even a glance at Duncan, who was still wriggling feebly like a landed fish at the end of its struggles, she crossed to where she had dropped her bag on first entering the room. 

Opening it, she removed a roll of tape and a pair of scissors. Walking back to the centre of the room, she said in a dull, matter-of-fact voice, ‘It’s time to end this now.’

Duncan reacted at once. ‘Oh, my God!’ he cried. ‘What are you going to do?’

‘I’ve told you what I’m going to do,’ said Rachel. ‘I’m going to sit on your face and smother you to death with my arse!’

‘Fucking hell, no! Fucking hell, no!’ he screamed, wriggling away again, his eyes blazing, his face grey with fear. 

Turning to Paul, she said, ‘Will you hold him down again, please? While I tape

up his mouth?’

Paul’s face darkened. ‘You’re really going through with this? You’re going to finish him off? With your arse?’

She nodded wearily, exhaustion etched into her face. ‘It’s the only way. Even if I changed my mind now and let him go, he’d come looking for us. That’s the sort of man he is. I can’t afford to let him live. Even if I wanted to. Which I don’t.’

‘No, please!’ squealed Duncan. ‘I won’t come after you! I promise I won’t! I promise!’

By now he had wriggled back so far, he had reached the wall. He tried to straighten up, and climb to his feet, but the straitjacket made it awkward and he couldn’t keep his balance. 

‘Are you going to help me or not?’ asked Rachel, staring at Paul as if seeking his reassurance for what she was about to do. It was one thing torturing a man with her cunt; it was another thing altogether to smother him to death with her arse. 

‘Please!’ squealed Duncan. ‘Don’t listen to her! She’s fucking crazy!’

Paul hesitated, torn between what he knew was right … and what he thought it was right to do. Finally, straightening his back, he made up his mind. ‘I’ll help you,’ he said. 

‘Oh, God, no!’ cried Duncan, shaking inside the jacket. ‘You can’t! Please, mate, you can’t!’

Taking a long breath to steel himself, Paul advanced on Duncan. He moved quickly, aware that any delay and he might change his mind. He couldn’t help himself; deep down, he felt sorry for the poor bastard. But he had to be strong –

for Rachel’s sake. 

Though Duncan kicked furiously, it was easier this time to grab the cord and haul him back into the centre of the room. The poor man continued to lash out, pleading with Paul to save him. 

‘She’s going to fucking kill me!’ he cried. There were tears running down his cheeks, and he wept like a child. ‘I don’t want to die! Not like this! Not under her fucking arse!’

‘You should have thought about that before you attacked those women!’ said Paul bitterly. 

Before Duncan had a chance to respond, Rachel came forward, stepped over his body and dropped onto his chest, once again driving the air from his lungs. 

‘Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!’ cried Duncan. ‘Help me, someone! Oh, God help me, someone!’

Cutting a suitable length of tape, Rachel held it over Duncan’s face. 

‘Last chance,’ she said. ‘Admit what you did and I’ll show you mercy.’

His eyes blazed and his mouth dropped open. He tried to speak, but he was shaking so badly it was almost impossible for him to get his words out. 

‘You – you’ll let me go?’ he stammered feebly at last. 

‘Admit you did it! I know you did it. I know it was you! Admit you raped those other women!’

Again he hesitated. Looking across at Paul, Rachel said, ‘Hold his head still. So I can put the tape over his mouth.’

As Paul moved into position, Duncan finally found his voice. ‘All right!’ he yelled. ‘I did it! It was me! All those other women! It was me!’

‘Hold his head!’ said Rachel as Paul dithered. 

Duncan’s face turned white. ‘No!’ he screamed. ‘You said you’d let me go!’

‘I said I’d have mercy on you,’ said Rachel. ‘And I will. I’ll smother you quickly. You won’t suffer any more than you have to.’

His eyes blazed angrily. ‘You fucking cow!’ he screamed. 

Paul took hold of his head and held it tight. ‘Do it!’ he yelled. ‘Do it now before I change my mind!’

‘No, please!’ screamed Duncan one last time. ‘I don’t want to be fucking smothered! I don’t want to be f—’

Which was as far as he got before Rachel plastered the tape across his mouth. He shrieked one last time as the tape touched his lips; after that, his screams were reduced to muted grunts. To be on the safe side, Rachel cut a second length and crossed it over the first, ensuring neither would come loose. 

She saw the renewed fear in Duncan’s eyes, horribly aware, as he now was, of what she was about to do. Glancing up at Paul, she said, ‘I’m going to turn round in a moment … and cover his face with my bottom–’ At which point Duncan’s head came up and he bucked strongly. He continued to grunt and squeal, tears pouring down his cheeks, his eyes blood red, his face a picture of despair. 

‘Will you hold on to him?’ she asked. ‘Till I’ve got him in my crack? It’ll be all right, after that. He won’t be able to get out.’

Paul nodded. ‘Whatever you want. Just make it quick. I know he’s a bad bastard, but even so…’

Rachel forced a weak, reassuring smile. The reason she had decided to finish Duncan off with her arse and not with her cunt was so that she wouldn’t have to look into his eyes as she smothered him. She didn’t want to see his face, in case she weakened. She didn’t want to feel sorry for him…

Paul saw the conflict in her eyes, and knew at once how difficult she found this. 

Now – when it had come to the moment of truth. But she was right: they had gone too far to turn back. Duncan was a dangerous man. If they let him live, he would come looking for him. They had no choice now, either of them. 

‘I don’t mind holding his head,’ said Paul quietly. ‘If it helps. While you’re …

smothering him.’

She looked at him gratefully, and he saw her swallow. All her bravado had fled; she was just a woman now, a nervous, uncertain young woman, getting ready to sit on a man’s head and suffocate him with her arse. 

‘Thank you,’ she said in a soft, trembling voice. ‘I’d like that.’

He smiled warmly, and she smiled back. Beneath them, it almost proved the final straw for Duncan, who heaved, cursed, groaned and squealed. 

‘I’d better put him out of his misery,’ said Rachel, taking a deep breath, drawing on the last of her courage. 

‘Don’t worry,’ said Paul encouragingly. ‘You can do this. I know you can. You

can finish him off with your bottom. When all’s said and done, he’s a lucky bastard. Going out under a woman’s arse.’

Whatever Paul’s view on the subject of acceptable forms of suffocation, it was clear from the way Duncan bucked again that he didn’t see it that way. 

Moving quickly – before her courage failed – Rachel swivelled round and eased herself back onto Duncan’s chest. Taking another deep breath, she raised her bottom high in the air and shuffled back. 

‘Oh, my God…’ breathed Paul in a small, faraway voice. From where he knelt, holding on to Duncan’s head, he could see straight into Rachel’s crack. The big, puffy bulb of her cunt hung down between her legs, a peach of flesh that still dribbled from her recent orgasm. Above her sex, stretched the long, pink gash of her crack, lined with tiny hairs twinkling with sweat. At the very base of her long, hairy groove, perched like a nest above the opening to her cunt, lay the taut, wrinkled hole of her anus. The skin around the chocolate-brown nut was darker than he had expected; smoother, too. He fought back an urge to lean forward and kiss it. 

Duncan looked up and saw it, too, but his feelings were very different from Paul’s. As soon as he saw her anus he knew she was coming for him and he groaned feebly into the tape. He tried to shift his head sideways, but Paul held on tight, keeping him in place. 

‘You have a lovely little arsehole,’ said Paul quietly. ‘He doesn’t know how lucky he is…’

‘Thank you,’ said Rachel quietly. He didn’t see her blush, but she did. Then she swallowed hard, gathering herself for the final push. ‘This is it,’ she said in a soft, almost child-like voice. ‘I’m going to do it.’

Beneath her, Duncan heaved and squealed again. The veins were standing out in his forehead; sweat and tears intermingled and ran down his face. He squeaked and grunted again when she eased herself back, and he saw her tight, wrinkled hole edging nearer. 

Rachel eased herself onto Duncan’s face. Her big buttocks closed around his head, and she took him gently, almost lovingly, into her crack. He grunted and squealed one last time, and then his cries turned to muted thuds in the warm, earthy prison of her arse. 

Paul held on grimly, ensuring there was no way for Duncan to pull his head free. 

With Rachel’s anus pressed hard over Duncan’s nose, they both knew it would not be long now. When she straightened her back and concentrated all her weight over his head, a shrill, muted squeal came from somewhere deep inside her arse. 

Glancing past her shoulder, Rachel said, ‘It’s all right. You can let go now. My bottom’s got him. He can’t get away.’

‘Are you sure?’ asked Paul cautiously. 

Rachel nodded. ‘He can’t breathe any more,’ she said, her eyes misting over sadly, in spite of everything. ‘His nose is inside my arsehole…’

She wriggled her hips lightly, aware of the cruel and hopeless battle being waged between her cheeks. Trapped beneath her arse, Duncan’s head jerked and he

twisted his body this way and that; first strongly, then feebly, then strongly again. 

After almost three minutes, Duncan gave one mighty thrust and immediately went limp. Rachel remained where she was, still bearing down with all her weight. About fifteen seconds later, he kicked again, wriggled furiously, then finally fell still. 

She sat there for another five minutes, breathing heavily, Duncan’s nose lodged in her arse. Finally, satisfied it was over, she sagged forward and let out a long sigh. 

Paul took her by the shoulders and lifted her gently from Duncan’s body. 

‘I’ll take you home,’ he said. 

Rachel said nothing. There was nothing left to say. 

THE END

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 – or if there are any themes or plots you’d like me to consider in future books, feel free to contact me at amazondarkrider@gmail.com. 

Thanks again! 
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