
        
            
                
            
        

    
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 2 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 second 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. The first series of interviews appeared in Smother Frontline 1. 

I’ve also included two short stories, By a Woman’s Hand and Payback Smother. 

These stories also appeared in one of my newsletters, so, again, if you read the newsletters, you’ve probably read these stories. 

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

THIS MONTH’S SPECIAL FEATURE: THE WORK OF THE

CITY’S MUCH-LOVED, AND – IN THE CASE OF OUR MEN –

MUCH-FEARED, SMOTHER GUARDIANS! 

It’s not always easy subduing a man,’ explains Laura Foxe, one of thirty Smother Guardians charged with keeping order on the city’s transport system. ‘I can suffocate most men,’ she tells me, ‘once I trap their heads inside my crack. But sometimes – if the man’s on the big side, or frightened and struggling a lot – I’ll ask a woman passenger for help.’

‘And they don’t mind getting involved?’ I ask. Laura flashes me a bright smile. 

‘Not at all,’ she replies. ‘Most are happy to hold a man down while I sit on his face. Sometimes they’ll even ask if they can smother him.’ She registers my look of surprise and smiles again. ‘I don’t let them, of course. Most women have queened their husbands or boyfriends for fun. But taking a man against his will –

a man you have to finish off’ – she giggles girlishly and I find it hard to believe this slightly built young woman has the highest kill-rate in the city – ‘is a different matter altogether.’

Laura has been a Guardian now for over three years. Before that, she served as a warder in a men’s prison. She blushes a little as she admits, ‘That’s where I sat on a man properly for the first time. All the way, I mean, until I’d smothered him. It was against the rules, but we all did it. The place was so overcrowded, the authorities turned a blind eye.’

I press her for more details, which she’s happy to provide. ‘It was an initiation rite all the girls went through. We’d choose a man – often at random – and one of us would sit on his face. Sometimes we’d take it in turns to ride his head, then draw lots to see which of us would suffocate him.’

‘Tell me about the first man you smothered,’ I ask, because I’m keen to know how this all began. 

‘His name was Jake. He was a burglar, about 30 years old, and really short –

which was why we chose him. We knew he’d be easy to hold down. Also, it was his third time in prison and there was an unwritten rule of “‘three strikes and you’re out”.’ Though I immediately grasp what this means, she adds, with a light giggle, ‘So he knew we all had the right to sit on his face … and bum him to death.’

I suggest to her that knowing they might be smothered at any time must have made the men anxious. ‘It did,’ she confirms. ‘But it also made them behave better. They tried not to break the rules, or draw attention to themselves. Oddly enough, there were some men who didn’t seem to care. Ones who actually went out of their way to break the rules. Almost as if they wanted a woman to suffocate them.’

‘Was Jake like that?’ I ask. 

Laura shakes her head, and falls silent for a moment or two, as if gathering her thoughts. Finally, she says, ‘No. He tried to keep a low profile. To play by the rules so we wouldn’t pick on him.’

‘But it didn’t stop you?’ Again, Laura shakes her head. ‘It wasn’t my idea,’ she insists. ‘One of the older women chose him. She said he wouldn’t want to be smothered, so he’d put up a fight. Which would make it more fun. And she was right. Jake went absolutely crazy when he realised I was going to sit on him.’

‘So what exactly happened?’ I ask. ‘Did you smother him in secret, or in front of the other prisoners?’

‘In secret,’ says Laura. ‘We had a special room – which was where we did the actual smothering itself. One evening, we just walked into his cell and dragged him out. We told the other men if they looked the other way we’d leave them alone. But if they tried to interfere, we’d smother them, too.’

I jump in quickly with, ‘I’m guessing that worked,’ and Laura laughs. ‘Jake was holding on to a table leg,’ she recalls, ‘and begging the other men to save him. 

Screaming the house down, and crying like a baby. “I don’t want to die!” he kept yelling. “Not up a woman’s arse!” But they kept out of it. Apart from one man who actually helped prise his fingers free so we could carry him out. I don’t think he could stand the noise any more and just wanted it all over.’

‘What happened after that? It couldn’t have been easy for you. Even if he was a little man.’

‘It wasn’t,’ she admits. ‘We got him onto his front and tied his hands and feet together. Then we put some tape around his mouth to shut him up. But he was still wriggling furiously. It took us ages to drag him into the room we used for smothering. He fought us every inch of the way.’

‘With all that noise, the other prisoners must have known what was going on,’ I suggest. Laura giggles again. ‘They always did,’ she says. ‘None of the men ever went quietly. But it was good for discipline. The atmosphere the day after a suffocation was always subdued.’

‘And after you got Jake into the room – did you take it in turns to sit on him?’

‘No,’ says Laura quickly. ‘It was just me. Because it was my first time we left him tied up – so he couldn’t push me off when I sat on him. But we removed the tape. The other girls said it would be too easy otherwise, because all I’d have to do was block his nose with my arsehole and he wouldn’t be able to breathe. 

Which was true, of course.’

I ask if she was nervous, about having to finish him off on her own. 

Laura surprises me by blushing. Just for an instant she resembles a shy young schoolgirl – not a highly respected Smother Guardian, trained to kill with her bare arse. ‘A little, I suppose,’ she concedes. ‘But the other women were very supportive. I said we didn’t take it in turns – that it was just me. But one of the others – a girl called Shelley – sat on his face first. To show me how to get an airtight seal. That was a big help. I think I’d have still managed it in the end, but it would have taken me longer. I wanted to finish him off, of course, but I didn’t want to hurt him any more than I had to.’

It strikes me that although Laura has smothered over 500 men in the past three years, she has a gentle side. She doesn’t smother men because she hates them. 

She does it to ensure order in a peaceful society. A society in which men – who once not only ran the world, but were responsible for most of its problems – are kept in check for the good of all. I tell her so because I’m keen to hear her views on this. 

‘In the old days,’ she informs me, ‘men did more harm than good. It’s taken hundreds of years, and a sea-change in our social outlook – but since women

took over and we made the decision to introduce smothering as a form of control

– the world has become a better place.’

I ask if she thinks men may have learned their lesson, and that we no longer need to treat them so harshly. 

Laura puffs her cheeks and I realise I’ve touched on something about which she feels strongly. ‘Definitely not,’ she insists. ‘We’re on top of the problem because we’re ruthless. Men’s basic nature remains unchanged. But by making an example of the few, the many can enjoy better lives.’

I realise I’ve strayed from the story of Laura’s first ‘official’ smother and hurriedly retrace my steps. ‘Tell me how it all went,’ I ask. ‘And what it felt like when you smothered Jake.’

She throws me a thoughtful look. ‘It must be almost seven years ago now, but I remember it very clearly. As I’ve said, he was lying on his back, hands and feet tied together. He was crying a lot, swearing – and, of course, begging us not to finish him off. When Shelley was sitting on him, he wriggled so much I was amazed he didn’t break free. When she got up, his face was bright red and he could hardly breathe.’

I ask how she felt at that point. Seeing how frightened he clearly was. 

She frowns and says, ‘All sorts of thoughts were going through my head. Part of me was aroused – because I wanted him to wriggle like that under me. And part of me was jealous, too, because Shelley was sitting on his face and I wasn’t. 

Does that make any sense?’

I tell her it does and ask her to go on. ‘Shelley said if I could force my bumhole over his nose and press down really hard it wouldn’t take me long to suffocate him. She warned me he’d wriggle, and that the biggest danger wasn’t that he’d shift me – it was that I’d feel sorry for him and want to let him go. She said because we were women, we had a soft, maternal side. But I had to remember that men like Jake were a drain on society and had to be eliminated for the good of all.’

‘Did you say anything to him?’ I ask. ‘Before you began?’

‘I told him I’d never done this before, but that I’d make it as quick as I could. 

And surely there were worse ways to die than inside a woman’s arse? 

Unfortunately, that just seemed to set him off. He started crying and begging me not to do it. Said he’d never break the law again. Just needed one more chance, that sort of thing.’

‘But you didn’t take any notice?’ I ask unnecessarily. Laura shrugs. ‘It wouldn’t have mattered if I had. Shelley would have sat on his face and smothered him instead. I still felt sorry for him, though. If it had been up to me, I’d have probably let him go. But it wasn’t, so I didn’t.’

I ask how long it took her to finish him off and she tells me it was about ten minutes. ‘Nowadays, I can smother a man in under four,’ she announces proudly. 

‘But back then I wasn’t very good at it. I’d take a man so far, then slacken off. It meant he could grab a breath. Not much – but enough to struggle on for a few more seconds. Which just prolonged his agony, of course. Every man I smothered – and I must have sat on at least 20 prisoners over the years – suffered far more than I wanted him to. But it wasn’t deliberate. I was just young and inexperienced.’

Did she enjoy the act itself, I ask, and what – if she can remember – was the last thing Jake said to her before she smothered him? 

‘I felt amazingly happy,’ she tells me. ‘It’s so empowering to sit on a man’s face and know he can’t get away. That you can finish him off with your bottom. I’ve smothered so many men now, but the first time is special.’ She breaks off for a moment to take a sip of water, then continues like an eager young schoolgirl keen to tell me about her first kiss. 

‘I was squatting over his face, towards his feet, cheeks well spread so he could see right up into my crack. Shelley said the moment men see your arsehole it frightens them so much they can’t move. Because they know it’s coming for them. But in some peculiar way they want it, too, because it’s naughty. They get very confused. I asked Jake if he wanted to kiss around the edges, or put his tongue inside. I said if he sniffed the hole itself, it might calm him down. But he just lay there blubbing and shaking his head. He kept moaning about not wanting to be smothered and saying he was too young to die. In the end I just had to get on with it. It took a while to get a proper grip because he kept trying to turn his head away. I pressed so hard his nose actually went into my passage. That was brilliant because I knew I had him then and he wasn’t getting away, even though he kept trying. In the end, I just wore him down and after about ten minutes he finally stopped moving. And that was that. My first smother! We went for a drink afterwards, and all the girls kept telling me they thought I was a natural. 

The following day I walked around the prison with my head in the clouds. I kept thinking, “All these men know what I can do to them now”.’

‘So what made you become a Smother Guardian?’ I ask, returning to the nub of our interview. 

Laura grins sheepishly. ‘It’ll probably sound silly, but I wanted to make a

difference. To make the world a better place. And, like I say, the other women all thought I was a natural so it seemed the obvious thing to do.’

I ask if she can tell me about her work. What, for example, is a typical day in the life of a Smother Guardian? 

Laura’s eyes narrow for a few seconds as she collects her thoughts. Finally, she says, ‘Every day is different. Though in some ways that’s the beauty of it. When I first began, I used to patrol the streets. We worked in teams of two, partly for our own safety – the streets can be riskier than a crowded train – and partly because, given the wider spaces, it’s often easier for two women to bring a man down. I remember the first man I arrested. He was a serial mugger. We caught him on a busy high street. Helen – my partner – straddled his chest and pinned him flat while I phoned in the arrest. Once we had him on his back, a couple of passers-by held on to his arms and legs to make sure he couldn’t get away. My commander phoned through to a judge who authorised me to smother him there and then. I couldn’t believe it! I’d never done it in public before and I was so nervous I actually began to shake! Helen asked if I’d rather she sat on him instead, which was sweet, but I said no, because I knew if I bottled out then I might never do it. The women helping us were brilliant. They said I mustn’t worry. That they’d hold on really tight so he couldn’t get away however much he tried. That gave me confidence. 

‘While Helen and the others held the man down, I squatted over his face and showed him my arsehole. He told me he was sorry and wouldn’t do it again. Said he was married wth children, that he wasn’t a bad man, really – all the usual stuff. I had to steel myself. I mean don’t get me wrong. I love being a Guardian. 

Smothering a man who really deserves it is the best feeling in the world. 

Especially if he struggles a lot, and begs you not to finish him off. But there are men you can’t help but feel sorry for. Still, the law’s the law and it’s there for a reason. I told him he’d been sentenced to death by suffocation and that I’d been authorised to carry out the order. I asked if he had any last message, and he said could I tell his wife he loved her and he was sorry. I said I would. Then I sat

down hard on his face and covered his nose with my anus – which is always the quickest way to finish a man off. He was rattling all over the place. If Helen and the others hadn’t been holding on tight, I’m sure he’d have shifted me. A small crowd had gathered by now and they were all cheering me on. It made me feel so proud – knowing I was doing this for them. That probably sounds silly, but it was the way I felt at the time. It must have taken about six minutes before he went still. I didn’t get up straightaway. You have to keep sitting on a man’s face for eight more minutes to make sure you’ve done the job properly.’

I ask how she felt afterwards and she smiles broadly. ‘Over the moon! They give you a wristband after your first smother so men know what you’ve done, and that you’ll do it to them if they break the law. They’re much more wary of you after that. I used to love walking down the street, looking at men and thinking, 

“They know I’ve sat on another man’s face and smothered him with my arse. It’s a great feeling. A bit like that first time in the prison.’

Though I’ve been putting it off until now, I ask her about one of the more controversial aspects of the Guardianship system: suffocating men who haven’t committed any crime. 

She chews her lip thoughtfully for a few seconds. ‘You’re right, of course,’ she admits. ‘It’s one of those things people argue about. Is it right to smother a man just because he’s a man? Strictly speaking, it isn’t, of course. But it’s important, I think, to instil a sense of fear within the male community. We need to show men that women are in charge now, and random smotherings help reinforce that.’

I ask when was the last time she performed a random smothering and her answer surprises me. ‘This morning,’ she says. ‘On average, a Guardian will suffocate three random males a week. There’s no precise quota and no specific criteria. It’s just something we do as and when we feel necessary. But three is fairly common.’

So how, I ask, do you select a random male? 

‘It’s gut instinct, really,’ she tells me. ‘You look at a man and think: I’m going to smother you. Just like that. Other times, you do it because it’s a challenge. You look at a guy and think, “I wonder if I could take you down? Your face, my arse.” Sometimes’ – and here she blushes again – ‘you do it just because you’re feeling randy. I’ll often come on a man’s face when I’m sitting on him. So if I’m feeling horny, and I see a guy who turns me on …’ She lets the sentence hang in the air. 

‘So tell me about the man you smothered this morning,’ I ask. ‘What category did he fit into?’

‘All three, really,’ she replies. ‘I’d been feeling randy since I woke up. The train I was working on wasn’t packed, and I’d been up and down the carriage a few times hoping I’d find someone I could smother “officially”. But everyone was acting within the law. Then this man got on board. About six feet tall, good-looking, well-built and hit all the right buttons. Straightaway, I thought: I’m going to have you! You’re going out under my arse!’

‘You didn’t feel sorry for him?’ I prompt, a little surprised. 

She gives a little shrug. ‘I wouldn’t say that. You have to remember: what I do, I do for women everywhere. And men, too, in a way. And it’s not like shooting a man, after all, or anything horrible like that. I don’t think going out under a woman’s arse is the worst thing in the world.’

I tell her I’m not sure all men would agree, and she responds with another girlish giggle. So what happened next, I inquire. 

‘I asked him for his papers. I was hoping they wouldn’t be in order – that way he’d be fair game. But they were fine. He thought he’d got away with it. I could tell from his body language, and the way he relaxed. You should have seen how he tightened up when I threw his ID on the floor, and said, “Under Section 3 of the Public Order Act, I condemn you to random suffocation, the sentence to be carried out at once. There is no right of appeal. We can do this the hard way, or the easy way…”’

I ask what she meant by that and she explains. ‘If a man accepts his fate without fuss, he’ll be taken to the nearest police station. Each one has a room where a man can be smothered in private. It has a bed, with straps. He’s tied down, so he can’t move, but we make things as comfortable as possible. We’ll jerk him off, too – before the end – as part of his reward. Sometimes we’ll do it in the street as well, to weaken a man, or humiliate him in front of his friends. But that’s optional and doesn’t always happen.’

On this occasion, it seems, the man did not choose to go quietly. ‘He said it wasn’t right. He hadn’t done anything and didn’t deserve to be smothered. He actually pointed at another man, who was sitting with his head down trying not to be noticed, and said I should smother him instead because he looked shifty. 

That seemed a bit unfair – trying to get another man smothered. In a way it made it easier to smother him, because I didn’t think that was a kind thing to do. Then he backed towards the door, as if he hoped he might get away. Which was when I called out, “Officer in need of help”, and about half a dozen women jumped up from where they were sitting and stood in front of the door so he couldn’t get out. It didn’t stop him trying, though. He was a big man, as I’ve said, and he managed to shove his way through, back on to the platform. It was a stupid thing to do because there were women everywhere. The moment they realised what was going on they piled into him and brought him down. They were holding on to his hands, his feet, everything. One of them even pulled down his zip and

grabbed his cock.’ At this point, she gives a loud laugh. ‘There’s always one woman who tries to have a feel. But he was a good-looking man, with a big cock, so I couldn’t blame her.’

She lets out a long breath, then says, ‘There were at least twelve women holding him down, a couple on his chest as well as all those who were holding on to whatever they could grab. One girl, in a mini-skirt, was kneeling with her bum in the air and I saw him look right up into her crack. It was obvious he didn’t know whether to be turned on or terrified.’

‘Anyway,’ she continues, ‘I came forward quickly and the women on his chest moved back so I could stand over him, feet either side, before squatting down. I asked two women standing nearby, who looked as if they wanted to be involved but weren’t sure how, if they’d hold his head. Big men are sometimes hard to get inside your crack, especially if they move around a lot. It helps if someone can hold them face-up. That way you can wrap your arse around them properly and get a good grip.’

‘And did they?’ I inquire, though I’m sure I know the answer. 

‘Like a shot!’ says Laura, throwing me her trademark grin. ‘It was real team-work. Women working together for the common good. He went ballistic, of course, as you’d expect. Twisting all over the place, legs kicking, hands punching. He was yelling something about them all being wives and mothers and it wasn’t fair, he hadn’t done anything. 

‘You looked up a woman’s skirt!’ I reminded him, pointing at the girl on her knees, holding on to one of his arms. ‘He objected, of course. said that wasn’t fair because she was practically shoving her arse in his face. That’s when I said, 

“Now I’m going to shove mine in yours!” – and that really set him off. He

started swearing and yelling and called us “a mob of heartless bitches”. Which was another offence. He was just digging his hole deeper all the time.’

As if a thought has suddenly struck her, Laura taps the side of her head twice in quick succession and says, ‘He was screaming so much, I had a wicked idea. I asked all the women standing around if they could lend me their knickers for a short time. Naturally, they were all happy to help out and the next minute I was holding about twenty sets of pants, briefs and thongs – all of them warm and some of them damp. Scrunching them into a ball, I handed them to one of the women who’d pulled hers off and asked her if she’d mind shoving them in our man’s mouth like a sort of makeshift gag to shut him up. She needed some help, of course, to hold his mouth open, and it wasn’t easy because they had to watch out for his teeth. But eventually they forced their pants inside his mouth and that quietened him down, though he was obviously still swearing as hard as he could.’

I suggest that, even with so many women holding him down, it must have been difficult work smothering him. ‘It was,’ she agrees. ‘As always, we’d attracted quite a crowd, with women stumbling over each other, trying to get a closer look. The girl who was holding the man’s cock asked if she could bring him off. 

I shouldn’t have let her, really, because he’d resisted arrest, but I said yes because I knew the crowd wanted to see him come. She was very good –

managed to time it for just before he went under. It kept him on edge throughout, which tired him out and allowed me to smother him faster. You should have seen how much spunk he had in his balls. It went everywhere. I came, too, wriggling my bum all over the place, I couldn’t help it. All the women cheered. It was like being at a party. Absolutely brilliant. He kept jerking on and off for another minute, then went still and everyone knew it was over. Not long after, a van arrived, and took him away, and that was that.’

Though patrolling the transport system is the major part of Laura’s working life, there is another side to Guardianship – the so-called ‘student scheme’, which I’m keen to talk about. It is, I discover, a side of the job which Laura especially

enjoys. 

‘It’s important to train up the next generation of Guardians,’ she begins with real enthusiasm. ‘Twice a year, I visit the local sixth-form colleges, chatting with girls who might be thinking of a career in the Smother Service. If they want to take things further, they can enrol in our work experience scheme.’

I ask her if she’ll elaborate and she becomes even more animated. ‘If a girl is interested in a career as a Guardian, one of us will take her out on patrol. 

Guardians work in the nude, largely because it inspires fear when a man sees us coming. Girls on work experience are almost nude, but they have to wear knickers to show they’re not fully qualified.’

I ask if that means they’re not allowed to smother a man themselves. Laura hesitates for a moment or two before replying. ‘Not on their own authority,’ she tells me. ‘But they can if it’s under strict supervision. For example, if I think a girl is up to it, I’ll sometimes let her sit on a man. Some of my random smothers have been chosen so the girl can get an idea of what it’s like to have a man wriggling between her legs. It freaks some girls out and they can’t go on. But others take to it like a duck to water.’

I ask how far a student is allowed to go and am surprised by the answer. ‘In most cases,’ says Laura, ‘I’ll let the girl take off her knickers, sit on a man’s face and weaken him with her pussy. Some women – especially if they’re not well-built –

find it easier to use their cunts rather than their bottoms. Just before the man’s ready to pass out, I’ll take over and finish him off with my arse. But if the student’s very keen, and I think she has it in her, I might hold his head still and let her smother him with her cunt.’

I’m aware, sadly, that we’ve come to the end of the interview and that Laura

must go back on patrol. I thank her, not only for taking time out of her busy schedule but, on behalf women everywhere, for doing so much to make our streets and transport system a safer place for all of us. 

BY A WOMAN’S HAND…

The woman was huge, over six feet tall with proud, gourd-like breasts, broad hips and long, muscular legs. She wore a black, cotton hood, draped over her face, with sockets for her eyes and mouth. 

Strapped to the Execution Chair – fixed in the centre of a stark, clinically white room – the condemned man followed her approach with mounting terror. His downturned mouth shook uncontrollably and tears welled from his eyes and ran down his cheeks. 

As she stepped behind him and out of sight, the man threw back his head and released a long, mournful wail. 

The prison governor came forward, accompanied by a short, raven-haired young woman. The latter was naked, with small, apple-shaped breasts and a smooth, hairless cunt. She knelt between the man’s legs, took hold of his cock and held it gently. 

The governor unfurled a long paper scroll and began to speak. 

‘Here is the judgment of the court, Thomas Maykin, you have been found guilty as charged. Our law allows for only one punishment: Death by Suffocation–’

Another wail, as the man rolled his head from side to side, sobbing quietly. 

‘It is the order of the court that you be taken from this place of judgment to a

place of lawful execution. In that place, on the third day thereafter, a woman will smother you with her bare hands until you are dead. And may the Lord have mercy on your soul.’

Folding up the paper, she turned to the man and addressed him directly. ‘Do you have anything to say before sentence is carried out?’

For several seconds, his mouth trembled silently, all attempts at speech beyond him. Finally, his voice breaking, he cried, ‘I didn’t do it! It wasn’t me! You’re smothering the wrong man!’

‘You lodged an appeal against sentence,’ said the governor in a flat, emotionless voice. ‘That appeal was turned down. I’m sorry. Judgment must be carried out. 

Nothing can save you now.’

Turning her attention to the girl who knelt between his legs, she said, ‘Take him into your mouth.’

‘God, no, please!’ cried the man as a pair of soft lips closed around his shaft. ‘I don’t want to die! Not like this! Not like this!’

He bit down hard, drawing blood, willing himself not to respond. He knew what would happen the moment he became erect. The woman behind would clamp her hands around his face, and then … it would begin! 

He shut his eyes, blocking out the sight of a young, naked woman sucking gently

on his cock. But when her soft little hands slid beneath his balls and cupped the sacs, he felt his world start to crumble. In spite of his fear, his shaft began to stiffen: a ripple of pleasure in a sea of unrelenting pain. 

He opened his mouth wide and bared his teeth – a last desperate bid to delay his fate. The moment the bitch tried to cover his face, he would bite off her fingers! 

Just see if he wouldn’t! 

But as the seconds slowly passed and turned into a minute, he realised she was biding her time, waiting for him to weaken, as he surely must. When his cock stiffened sharply and he felt a familiar surge of pleasure in his balls, he knew the dreadful moment was almost upon him. 

Caught between fatigue and pleasure, his jaw weakened and his lips sagged. 

Suddenly two powerful hands swept around his face, the palm of one clamped around his mouth, the fingers of the other pinching his nostrils shut. 

He had time to grab one last, desperate gulp of air and then his final battle began. 

He threw his head from side to side in a desperate bid to free himself from her powerful grip. It was useless. She held on fast, moving with him, refusing to budge. He grunted into her palm, using up precious air, his eyes beginning to bulge. She tightened her grip even more, hugging him hard, her big, bare breasts pushing into the back of his head. 

With his lungs at bursting point, he felt his penis jump with excitement as the girl between his legs continued to suckle on him gently, her fingers teasing his balls. His head was spinning, and his body began to shake, every nerve spiralling

out of control. Tears were running down his cheeks, and, without meaning to, he thrust with his hips, driving his cock into the young woman’s mouth. 

Suddenly, he was coming, wad after wad of hot, creamy seed jetting from the eye of his urethra, spilling into her throat. She gagged, but held on fast, determined to drain every last drop from his balls as he continued to come. 

As he squealed his final breath into the hand of the woman who was slowly suffocating him, his entire body jerked, tightened, then jerked again. He screamed, in both morbid terror and pain, as his vision blurred and his head threatened to explode. Then, incredibly, he came again, and, for one exquisite moment, he felt an all-consuming pleasure he had never known before. 

He slumped forward, his body now completely limp. The woman held on to him as tightly as she could for another minute. It would not have been the first time a man had pretended to pass out in the hope that she would release him. She never did…

A moment later, his body jerked violently upright and, as his head swung back, he stared up at her – the last sight he would ever see. He had been pretending. 

She gazed down at him and he was certain that, behind the hood, she smiled. 

And then he heaved one last, dramatic time, and finally fell still. 

 It was over…

PAYBACK SMOTHER

 What the fuck had he been drinking? 

Jarvis Cole shook his head and groaned. He’d been fast asleep – though for how long he couldn’t say. He tried to move and realised he couldn’t. There were big leather cuffs around his wrists and ankles. The cuffs were attached to thick lengths of rope, looped around the four corners of the bed on which he was currently spreadeagled. 

And that wasn’t the worst of it. Someone had covered his mouth with parcel tape. He couldn’t even cry out for help. For a moment or two he hoped this was a dream. But he knew it wasn’t. He knew this was real. It wasn’t make-believe. 

 Something began to stir at the back of his mind. Memories beginning to return …

He tried to lift his head and look around, but the room was pitch black. The curtains, he realised, must be pulled shut, because not even a chink of light broke the gloom. He suddenly realised he was naked. Why that hadn’t occurred to him before, he couldn’t say. Odd the way the mind worked. The way it made you forget. 

 And then he remembered…

 Oh, shit! 

He pulled on the ropes above his head and the bed made a harsh, groaning noise. 

He bounced up and down and grunted into the tape around his mouth. Shit, shit, shit! 

 It had all come back to him now …

Harry Irwin’s daughter, Maddie – the bitch must have spiked his drink! He shook his head from side to side and felt sick. Not a good idea. If he threw up with a yard of tape around his mouth, he’d probably choke to death. 

He’d come round to the house in the late afternoon. She’d phoned him, said she wanted a word. In private. About her dad. About the money he owed. Wondered if they could come to an arrangement. If he knew what she meant. Then she’d put the phone down and left him to make up his mind. 

Irwin owed him a packet. A hundred grand advanced to buy some shares. Shares that were going cheap and about to double in price. A deal that couldn’t go wrong. Except that it had, because the company had gone bust. He’d asked for time to settle the debt. His wife was a doctor; she earned good money. In a year or two, maybe three, he could pay him back. 

But Jarvis didn’t want to wait a year or three. He wanted payment now. Irwin had signed over the house as security. Just a formality. He never imagined he’d run the risk of losing it. 

Jarvis had met the daughter once. At Irwin’s office. She was 18 years old, off to college in a month’s time. Big breasts, broad hips, long legs and an arse to die for. Of course he knew there wasn’t a chance in hell of shagging her. Not until now. After she’d put down the phone, he’d gone through the maths in his head. 

How much was it worth for her to give him one? No more than a few hundred. 

Hardly worth the effort. 

Then again, if he were to delay foreclosing on the loan; put it off for three years as Irwin wanted. That must be worth something. Three years of interest-free fucking. From 18 years old to 21. Once a week for three years – what was that, over 150 shags with a big, busty brunette? She could probably still fit into her school uniform. Even better. He liked the idea of screwing a schoolgirl. With luck she’d let him spank her, too. Or take a shower with him. 

But more than that. More than anything … he wanted her to sit on his face. To sit on his face and smother him senseless with her big, bare, 18-year-old arse …

He groaned and shut his eyes as the memories flooded back. 

He’d turned up at three o’clock. She was dressed in a tight black t-shirt and jeans that looked as if she’d sprayed them on. They’d sat beside each other on the settee and she’d be completely open about what she could offer him. 

‘You can have me,’ she said. ‘As often as you want. If you promise not to ruin my dad.’

He’d narrowed his eyes and hoped with all his heart this wasn’t a wind-up, or something she’d change her mind about in the morning. The thought of jumping on her young, nubile body made his heart race. He felt like a love-sick teenager, knowing the girl of his dreams is about to pull down her pants and let him have his way with her. 

She’d opened a bottle of wine and poured him a large measure. Told him her parents were away for the weekend, so there was no hurry. They could get to know each other better. He could have his first fuck tonight if he wanted. She wasn’t a virgin. She knew how to shag. And if he wanted her to do anything else, well, he only had to ask …

It was when she said, ‘I’ve always wanted to be tied up and taken from behind’

that he almost lost it. He threw back his wine and didn’t refuse her generous refill. He’d been so desperate to get into her knickers he hadn’t noticed she wasn’t drinking anything herself…

‘I tell you what I would like you to do for me,’ he said, having decided there was no point in beating about the bush. 

‘What’s that,’ she had asked, leaning in close, her breath warm and sweet against his face, one hand sliding up his leg. 

He swallowed hard and struggled to find his voice. ‘I want you to sit on my face,’ he had announced quickly, before his nerve failed him. ‘I want you to take off your knickers and smother me…’

For all her earlier, unashamed bravado, his request appeared to shock her. He felt her tighten and withdraw a fraction. But any hesitancy passed quickly. ‘I’ve never done that before,’ she told him. ‘Had my pussy licked like that...’

‘It’s not just your pussy I want to lick,’ he had told her, rushing on. ‘It’s your

bottom. I want you to rub your arsehole in my face. Make me sniff it, kiss it, everything…’

This time she had leaned into him, her mouth against his ear. ‘You’re such a rude man,’ she had whispered. ‘Wanting to put your head up a girl’s bum. I’ll have to have a wash. Make sure I’m nice and clean for you. If you’re going to lick my little hole…’

That had almost done it for him. He was hard enough already; had been for the past few minutes, When she leaned in close and pushed her thigh against his crotch, he very nearly spilled himself in his pants. 

‘Dear God above!’ he squealed, crossing and uncrossing his legs, fighting the urge to come. He didn’t want it to end like this. He either wanted to shoot off inside her cunt, or with her bare backside clamped around his face. Preferably the latter. 

‘Are you all right?’ she had asked. ‘I think you’re getting excited, aren’t you? 

Have another drink and then we’ll go up to my room.’ She giggled. ‘I’ll take my knickers off and sit on your head. You can lick me all over…’

He had needed no further encouragement. Knocking back the rest of the wine, he had filled his own glass and thrown that back as well. He must have got up too quickly because his head had begun to spin a little. He could take his drink, he knew that. Three glasses of a cheap, supermarket Chardonnay wouldn’t affect him. Even so…

She slipped her tiny hand around his. ‘Come on,’ she had whispered. ‘Let’s go

upstairs and I’ll sit on your face…’

Blindly, like a lamb being taken to the slaughter, he had allowed her to lead him upstairs, and into her bedroom. Once they were inside, she had told him to take off his clothes and lie on the bed. She said she was just slipping into the bathroom to freshen up. To make herself nice for him…

He was already stumbling a little and found it hard enough to untie his laces, let alone anything else. Eventually, he just kicked off his shoes, and tugged down his trousers without even undoing the zip. Then he dragged off his shirt and fell backwards on to the bed. 

He closed his eyes for a moment. 

 And that was the last thing he remembered before waking up a few minutes ago

 …

He wanted to believe this was all part of the fun they were going to have. That the dirty little minx had tied him up and gagged him as a prelude to some filthy sex game she’d dreamed up. He wanted to believe it. But he didn’t …

And just then, as he tossed everything over, and began to wish he’d never picked that fucking phone up, the bedroom door opened and a light went on, blinding him with its sudden brilliance. He shut and opened his eyes several times in quick succession until, after about half a minute, though they still stung, they finally readjusted to the glare. 

What shocked him now was to see that Maddie had taken off her clothes. 

Everything, that is, except her bra and panties. They didn’t match. The bra was white, her knickers black. He wondered why that should excite him. The carelessness of it all, he decided. The lack of symmetry. God knows. All he knew was that it turned him on. To see an 18-year-old girl standing over him, in just her mismatched bra and pants, looking down at him, with a cold, lifeless expression on her face. 

He grunted into the tape: a plea for her to take it off so he could speak to her. If nothing else, to ask her what was going to happen next. Was she going to fuck him, or what? 

‘You’re a bastard,’ she said bluntly. OK, he hadn’t expected that. ‘My dad owes you money. He can’t pay it back and you’re going to take our house away.’

He grunted into the tape. He wanted to tell her this was a stupid one-sided conversation. If she wanted him to be nice to her dad, then she ought to be nice to him. He wanted to tell her to stop playing games or she’d fucking regret it. 

He still wanted to fuck her, though – he knew that much. Wanted her to sit on him, too and rub her arse in his face. His cock was up. It wasn’t something he could easily hide. 

As if she could read his mind, she said, to his utter surprise. ‘I bet you want to shag me, don’t you? I bet you want to stick it right up my cunt.’

He hadn’t expected her to be so vulgar; so direct. Whether she intended it or not, her crude statement made his cock a fraction harder. It bobbed against his belly, 

as if sniffing the air for pussy. 

To his surprise, Maddie reached out and closed her fingers around the middle of his shaft. He was a big man and she had a tiny hand. Something about the disparity in their size made him groan with excitement. He let out a short, muted squeal, but as he tried to push against her she moved away. 

‘Dirty old man,’ she muttered. That seemed uncalled-for. OK, so he was in his late forties. But that was hardly old. Cow! 

‘I’m gonna fucking sit on you,’ she said abruptly and he groaned again. But this time it was a groan of happiness. Dear Lord – this was even better than he had hoped. She’d tied him up while he was asleep, and now she was going to ride his face until he came. At least he hoped she’d make him come. It was always nicer when a woman made you come…

He no longer minded the tape. He liked the idea that he was her prisoner. That she could do whatever she liked to him. He could fantasise now. Imagine she was an Amazon warrior and he was her captive. She was going to sit on his face and make a sacrifice of him to her gods. Or maybe he’d been sentenced to death and she was going to sit on his face and carry out the judgment of the court…

He tugged on the ropes that held him in place. Not to get away, but to enjoy the sensation of being her prisoner. 

He was so happy. 

And then she spoke again, and his stomach filled with ice …

‘I can’t let you ruin my dad,’ she said in a soft, faraway voice. ‘That’s why I’ve decided I’m going to sit on your face. And smother you to death with my arse

…’

For a moment he was confused. This was his fantasy. Always had been. One of them, at any rate. To be smothered to death by a randy little schoolgirl. Held down by her friends while she peeled off her knickers and lowered her bottom onto his face. But that was all it was. Fantasy. He didn’t really want to be smothered. Not all the fucking way. That would have been stupid. Jarvis Cole was a lot of things, and none of them very nice. But he wasn’t stupid. 

For a second or two he did nothing at all. Didn’t even move. His brain, still sluggish, was struggling to process the information. It didn’t help that his cock was processing it, too, and reaching a different conclusion. It was when she knelt on the bed and the mattress sagged beneath him, that he finally got it all together and made up his mind. When she swung one long, fleshy leg over his body and settled herself on his chest, he realised – finally – that she wasn’t kidding. 

He arched his back, and yanked on the cuffs that fixed his arms in place. The bed groaned, but the ropes held firm. He tried to draw his legs up, in the hope of freeing his feet. If he could move his legs he had some sort of chance, however small. But if he couldn’t move his arms, couldn’t push her off, couldn’t hold his hands in front of his face …

Maddie glanced back over her shoulder. There was a fierce, determined look on her face. ‘I’m going to fucking do it, you bastard. You’re not going to ruin my dad!’

He wanted to tell her this was stupid. Not because she couldn’t do it. He had no doubt she could. He’d followed her arse up the stairs, and had seen it again when she settled it over his head. She had big hips, and large, fleshy cheeks. The sort of arse a man like him had dreams about. The sort of arse he followed down the street and fantasised about shoving his head into and never coming out of again. 

She could smother him, all right. Oh, fuck! What the hell had he got himself into? A stupid thought crossed his mind. She hadn’t taken her knickers off. If she as going to smother him, she could at least do it in the nude. Press her arsehole down on him. Make him sniff it while she finished him off. 

It was a crazy idea. He was about to be smothered and all he could think about was: she wasn’t doing it properly! 

She was breathing rapidly now, he could hear her loud, savage snorts of breath, like a weightlifter gearing herself up to break a world record. It suddenly occurred to him that she was nervous and was steeling herself for what she had to do. She hadn’t done this before. Not sat on a man’s face and certainly not tried to suffocate one with her arse. He didn’t know if he had a chance or not, but he began to breathe deeply himself: slow, rhythmic intakes of air through his nose, trying not to panic, doing his best to fill his lungs, packing his lower belly with as much air as he could…

It wasn’t easy. He was nervous – but he was excited, too. Looking up into Maddie’s young, fleshy arse he wished, with all his heart, that he could have pulled her knickers down and buried his face in her crack. He half-hoped that, as she came down on him, she would reach back and tug her pants to one side and force him to gorge on her hole. 

So many mad, conflicting thoughts were tumbling through his mind that his head began to hurt again. Tumbling out of a fog of confusion, he suddenly realised she was lowering herself onto his face, her backside getting closer and closer now, her plump, rounded cheeks threatening to block everything out. He guessed she was moving slowly because she wasn’t sure how to do this: what the best way was to cover his face and ensure he couldn’t breathe. 

He took one last breath himself as she came down over him. She had paused for a second or two, her covered arsehole positioned over his nose. He’d hoped, if nothing else, to fill his lungs with the smell of her anus, but there was no smell, or, if there was, the cotton of her thin black pants masked what scent there was. 

The sensible thing would have been to turn his head away; to avoid being taken into her crack. But he was mesmerised, couldn’t help himself. He still hoped against hope that this was a game or, if not a game, a battle he could still win. At the back of his mind, something told him this wasn’t all over yet. Maddie was young and inexperienced. But, more importantly, she was nervous. Those nerves might cause her to overcompensate, and press so hard she’d finish him off within minutes. Or they might work to his advantage. Smothering a man was easy if you knew what to do. But if you didn’t …

That was his last, lucid thought before she jammed her backside down over his face, trapping him inside her crack. The plum of her vagina bunched around his mouth and chin – which, taped as he was, made no difference to his breathing. It was her hole – he knew – that would do the damage. If she could force it down over his nose and keep it there, he wouldn’t be able to breath, however hard he tried. The bitch would have him, then. He wouldn’t have a chance in hell of getting out of this alive. 

Somewhere in the darkness, trapped between her cheeks, he felt the soft, wrinkled hole of her anus push through the cotton of her pants. He couldn’t help himself and sniffed, desperate, in spite of the danger he was in, to fill his nostrils

with her young, earthy scent. It was only after he had sniffed several times in quick succession that the obvious thought struck him. He was breathing! Her grip was firm, but it wasn’t airtight. The cotton of her pants had bunched enough to create a small pocket of air – an opening to the outside world of which she was unaware. It wasn’t much, and the air itself was warm and already a little stale – but it was enough to keep him alive. To enjoy lying there, with his face inside a young woman’s buttocks. 

The problem was: he couldn’t stay there forever, however much the idea appealed to him. Sooner or later, she’d realise he wasn’t struggling for breath. 

Then what? Maybe he should fight her a little? Pretend to be in trouble? Pretend, even, to pass out? Maybe she’d untie him. Then he could overpower the bitch. 

After that, he’d be in charge again…

He arched his back, and tugged on the ropes. He felt his cock go rock hard. He’d always wanted to be tied up like this: properly secured and smothered hard. He’d gone to several women over the years. Women to whom he had paid a lot of money to do that sort of thing. But none of them had been any good. Most of them had wanted him to crawl round on his hands and knees and call them

‘Mistress’. That wasn’t his thing at all. He wanted to be smothered hard: by a woman who meant it. That was what was so wonderful about this: Maddie meant it. She was trying so hard. And she wasn’t far off putting him to sleep. The harder he struggled, the more breathless he became. He had to be careful. Once or twice he shifted his head too much and found himself genuinely unable to breathe. The first time it happened, he felt his stomach hollow. She pressed down so hard he thought he’d never break free. Dear God, he realised – that’s what it feels like. When a woman is sitting on your face and really suffocating you…

Seconds turned into minutes and still the battle raged. She, bearing down with all her young, fleshy weight; he, twisting this way and that, his nose in and out of her little hole, the only thing between them the gossamer-thin cotton of her panties. Finally, he gave a huge, violent heave and fell still. He took one last breath and held it as best he could. This was the tricky bit. He didn’t know if

she’d keep sitting on him, to make sure she’d done him in, or get off straightaway because she thought she had. 

And then it all became academic. He was aware, even trapped between Maddie’s buttocks, that the door to the room had opened and a shrill, female voice was yelling at her. He couldn’t be sure, but it sounded like, ‘What the fuck are you doing?’

Almost at once, the pressure on his face was relieved as Maddie jumped up. He kept his eyes loosely closed, and took a shallow, quiet breath. It didn’t take a genius to guess her mum had come back early. Possibly her dad, too. He didn’t really care just then. Better, he thought, to keep up the pretence that he’d passed out. It might encourage them to untie him all the sooner. 

With Maddie now off his face, he could hear their conversation clearly. 

‘I was trying to smother him,’ said Maddie. ‘So he wouldn’t ruin dad and take our house away. He said he liked women to sit on his face. He wanted to fuck me, but I thought if I sat on his head. I … I could do him in with my bottom!’

Her last few words were rattled off quickly. Her voice rose for a moment, and then, from the way she dissolved, it was obvious she had burst into tears. ‘I think I’ve killed him, mum!’ she squealed. ‘I think I’ve smothered Mr Cole!’

There was an immediate silence, followed by a quick footfall, and two warm fingers pressed to the side of his neck. 

He heard Mrs Irwin mutter, ‘He’s not dead,’ and was saved from deciding how best to proceed when a stinging blow to the side of his face rendered further pretence academic. Jarvis Cole swung round, his eyes blazing, in time to see Mrs Irwin marching back to her daughter. ‘He was just pretending!’ she announced, slipping an arm around Maddie’s shoulder and steering her towards the door. 

‘Get dressed,’ she said quickly. ‘We’ll talk about this later.’

Jarvis grunted into the tape around his mouth, squealing like a stuck pig, but Mrs Irwin deliberately ignored him. A moment later, the door closed behind the two women and Jarvis was alone again. He dropped his head back onto the mattress and groaned miserably into the tape. 




*****

Once in the hallway, Mrs Irwin led Maddie into her own bedroom, handed her a silk dressing gown, then made her sit on the bed and tell her the entire story. By the time she had finished, Lucy Irwin was beside herself with fury. ‘The filthy bastard!’ she snapped. ‘He wanted all that? In return for simply delaying payment on the loan?’

Maddie nodded sheepishly. ‘I’m sorry, mum; she said quietly. ‘I didn’t know what else to do. I couldn’t let him take our house away.’

‘Of course you couldn’t,’ her mother replied sympathetically. ‘You’ve nothing to reproach yourself for.’ She looked thoughtful for a moment or two, then said –

having made up her mind, ‘You’re to stay in this room, do you understand? Until I come back.’

‘But mum,’ Maddie began, only to have her mother wave her back into silence. 

‘I mean it, Maddie. I’m going to speak to your father, and then I’m going to deal with this matter once and for all. But, in the meantime, you must stay put. Do you promise?’

Maddie dropped her head, defeated. ‘Yes, mum; she said quietly. ‘I promise.’

‘Good girl,’ said her mother. ‘And don’t worry. Everything’s going to be fine.’




*****

‘He wanted to fuck her?’ Harry Irwin fell back into his chair, his fists clenched. 

‘Every day for three years, apparently. All supposing it didn’t kill him after the first five minutes.’

Her husband frowned. ‘What do you mean?’

‘I’m not his doctor,’ said Mrs Irwin, ‘but my partner is. He told me Jarvis Cole has a weak heart. Nothing that can’t be kept in check as long as he’s on medication and doesn’t over-exert himself.’

‘Bully for him,’ muttered her husband bitterly. 

‘He doesn’t know,’ said Mrs Irwin. 

Her husband looked up. ‘What do you mean, he doesn’t know?’

‘He went in for tests. We’ve only just had them back. Dr Sanders was going to phone him in the morning. He said if I saw him first could I ask him to make an appointment. Of course, I said we were away for the weekend. If we hadn’t missed our train because of that bloody puncture…’

‘Thank God we did,’ said her husband heatedly. ‘If we hadn’t…’

‘We’re going to have to deal with this,’ said Lucy Irwin. ‘Once and for all.’

Her husband frowned. ‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean we owe Jarvis Cole a lot of money and we can’t afford to pay him back. 

Maddie has just tried to smother him with her bottom and, unfortunately, for all of us, I came in before she could finish him off. Not that I think she could have managed it, but either way it leaves us with a problem.’

Harry threw her a bleak look. ‘What are we going to do?’

His wife paced up and down for a few seconds, then stopped suddenly, swung round and said, ‘There’s only one thing we can do. We can’t let him go. He’ll either be straight round to the police or he’ll foreclose first thing in the morning. 

We’ll lose everything. And you can bet your life he’s the sort of man who won’t waste any time in telling the entire world that our daughter is a tart.’

‘Oh, God,’ groaned her husband, sinking back into his chair, his shoulders slumped miserably. 

Lucy Irwin drew herself up straight and took a deep breath. ‘I’m going to have to finish him off,’ she said in a soft voice. 

Her husband looked up quickly, his face white. ‘You can’t mean that?’

‘We don’t have any choice. If I sit on his face for long enough, I’ll either smother him or get him so excited he’ll have a heart attack. Either way, he’ll be out of our lives. I know how this works. I can do it.’

‘You can’t!’ cried her husband. ‘You can’t sit on a man’s face like that! You can’t

… oh, God, you can’t smother him!’

‘I can!’ she replied defiantly. ‘I can … and I will.’

Harry slumped forward, his head in his hands. ‘I don’t know what to do.’

‘No,’ said his wife bitterly. ‘If you had, we wouldn’t be in this mess in the first place.’

I’m the man,’ he said weakly, avoiding her eyes, staring miserably at his own feet. ‘I should be dealing with this.’

‘You are the man,’ she agreed in a quiet, sombre voice. ‘But on this occasion, dealing with Jarvis Cole, the way he has to be dealt with … this is woman’s work…’




*****

Jarvis Cole looked up as the bedroom door opened again. He had half-expected to see Harry Irwin stumble in. Poor weak, pathetic Harry Irwin, who didn’t know his arse from his elbow. He’d apologise for what had happened and beg that things went no further. Jarvis would tell him it was all forgotten, then, once he was safely out of this madhouse, he’d be straight round to his solicitors and have them issue every writ under the sun. 

So when Lucy Irwin walked in, straight-backed, calm and closed the door quietly behind her, he wasn’t sure what to make of things. Lucy Irwin wore the trousers in this family. She wouldn’t give him an easy time. Still, there wasn’t much she could do now, except grovel like her husband would have grovelled. If only he’d had the courage to come up and face him like a man. 

Jarvis’s eyes narrowed for a moment as he caught sight of the white latex gloves Lcu Irwin was holding and which, even as he spotted them, she proceeded to squeeze over her fingers. 

When, without a word, she sat down beside him on the bed, took hold of his flaccid cock and began to pump him quickly, he released a strained, muted squeal into the tape around his mouth. 

‘I’m masturbating you,’ she announced unnecessarily. ‘Not for my pleasure,’ she added. ‘Nor because I want to be nice to you.’ Without looking at him, she explained, ‘You have weak heart. Too much excitement could be fatal. I’m hoping that if I bring you off several times in quick succession it will prove too much and you’ll simply drop dead. If you don’t, then we move to Plan B. By which I mean, I’ll take off my knickers, sit on your face and smother you to death with my bare arse. Ah, good – I see that excites you. Excellent!’

His cock had jerked violently as she had announced her intention to sit on his face. She’d hoped it would. She hoped, too, that knowing he mustn’t exert himself would simply add to his stress levels and bring about – without the need to sit on him – the result she hoped for. 

‘Think of this as a medical procedure,’ she suggested, turning to face him for the first time. ‘I’m going to milk your balls until there’s nothing left in them. Then I’m going to milk them again. And again. The reason I’m wearing a pair of gloves, not just the one, is that in order to bring you off as often as I’ll need you, I’ll have to massage your prostate.’

At that moment, with a muffled, animal-like roar, Jarvis Cole came. Wads of semen spurted from the eye of his cock, soaking his belly and running down his legs. Scarcely changing rhythm, Lucy Irwin continued to pump his thick, pulsing shaft until pleasure turned to pain and he wept openly, arching his back and bouncing up and down on top of the mattress. 

‘I’m glad it’s hurting you,’ she said calmly. ‘But, of course, you’ll go down in a while, which means you won’t be able to come. That won’t do at all.’ She broke off for a moment, slackened her grip, and squeezed her other hand between his buttocks, feeling for the gap. He squealed, wriggled and arched his back again. 

Then released a violent groan as she pushed with two fingers and penetrated his rectum. Immediately, his cock hardened, jerked, and spat tiny pearls of semen into the air. 

He moaned into the tape and a tear broke from the corner of one eye. Ignoring his obvious discomfort, Mrs Irwin continued to pump smoothly until, after two or three minutes, he was fully erect again. Holding his cock at right angles to his body, she inserted one finger, as high into his rectum as it could possibly go. As it touched his prostate, Jarvis Cole arched violently, squealed and came for a third time. By now, his balls were empty and the pain – mixed with pleasure –

proved an almost unbearable combination. 

Behind the tape he begged her to have mercy on him. He couldn’t take any more, he’d do anything she asked. He didn’t care about the loan any more. All he cared about was putting an end to his torment. 

But the bitch was still pumping him. Again, and again and again. Dry come followed dry come as she drove her fingers high and squeezed his cock. 

Just when he thought he couldn’t come again, she leaned in close and said, in a quiet voice, ‘Did you enjoy sniffing my daughter’s arsehole? Were you hoping she’d smother you to death? Did you want her to suck you up into her bottom?’’

He could hardly believe it was possible for him to come again. But as her fingers probed, and her words hit home, he arched his back one last time and jerked his cock at the ceiling. The pain in his shaft was now excruciating, on top of which

his chest had begun to hurt. Stabbing pains fanned out into his arms and his face was drenched with sweat. Oh, God! He wondered if he was having a heart attack. The bitch was killing him! She was a doctor! She was supposed to save lives, not fucking take them! 

Releasing his cock, she extracted her fingers from his arse and stood up. Peeling off the gloves, she discarded them quickly and stepped back, looking him up and down, her eyes cold and focused. 

‘You’ve done very well,’ she remarked idly. ‘Your heart must be stronger than we thought.’ She released a long sigh. ‘It looks as if I’m going to have to finish you off with my bottom after all…’

He raised his head, damp eyes pleading with her, tears running down his cheeks. 

‘You really shouldn’t have treated my daughter like that,’ she told him. ‘Telling her she had to fuck you. Wanting her to sit on your face. and rub her bottom on your mouth …’

He squealed again, screaming into the tape, begging her not to hurt him anymore; telling her she could have anything she wanted if only she would let him go. 

Mrs Irwin reached down, bunched her fingers around the hem of her skirt and pulled it up over her head. Unlike her daughter, her bra and pants – emerald green and satin – matched. She wore stockings and suspenders which, at any other time, would have thrilled him beyond measure. But now, as she peeled her panties down and lay them carefully over a nearby chair, along with her skirt, he

felt only morbid terror. She had a thick, wiry bush and, when she turned to drop her clothes on the chair he caught sight of her full, voluptuous bottom. He could see where Maddie got her arse from. Mrs Irwin was in her early forties, but she was a firm well-toned woman with a soft, pretty face and long, blonde hair. And her arse, if anything, was even bigger than Maddie’s…

Turning round again, she crossed quickly to the bed. ‘My daughter is just a girl,’

she said in a soft, expressionless voice. ‘She doesn’t know how to sit on a man properly.’ A tight, unfriendly smile pulled at her lips. ‘Smothering a man to death with her arse isn’t something a girl can do. Smothering a man, a man like you …

is woman’s work!’

Coming forward quickly, before he had a chance to twist his head away – not that it would have done him much good – Mrs Irwin sat down beside him, closed her fingers around his nose and pinched his nostrils shut. He shook violently. 

‘How long could you last, I wonder,’ she mused softly, ‘if I just did this?’ She sighed heavily. ‘Not long, I suppose. A minute, maybe two. It’s not a very humiliating way to go, though, is it? And I want you to be humiliated. For everything you’ve done to us. I want you to suffer…’

She held on for almost two minutes, until his eyes were bulging. Then she released him, allowed him to snatch a couple of breaths and pinched his nose again. Another two minutes, another quick breath, and so his torment rolled on. 

Finally, after almost 15 minutes, she released him for the last time and stood up, stretching her arms and legs. Leaning forward, she gazed directly into his eyes and said, ‘I didn’t realise this would be so much fun. Being able to do whatever I like to you. And no one will ever know …’

Again he squealed into the tape. If only she would let him speak he could tell her. Tell her that she’d won. He didn’t care about the fucking loan. They didn’t have to pay him back. He’d sign anything they wanted! 

And, then, as if she had read his mind, she reached forward, and ripped the tape away. Able to breathe freely at last, he threw back his head and sucked air greedily, filling his lungs for the first time in what felt like hours. 

‘You have one minute,’ she announced. ‘One minute to convince me we have nothing to fear from you.’

‘The … the contract,’ he gasped, still breathing deeply. ‘It’s on my desk at home. 

I’ll rip it up. You’ll owe me nothing. I won’t tell anyone.’

‘No,’ she replied, smiling coldly. ‘You won’t tell anyone. Ever …’

His eyes blazed open and the colour drained from his face as she climbed onto the mattress, swung a leg across his body and settled herself on his chest. 

‘What the fuck are you doing?’ he cried, staring up at her as she shuffled forward. 

‘What’s it look like?’ she replied starkly. ‘I’m going to sit on your face and smother you with my cunt!’

He shook his head from side to side. ‘No!’ he cried. ‘You can’t! I’ve just told you! I’ll tear up the contract! I’ll fucking destroy it!’

‘You don’t have to,’ she said. ‘I’m guessing your keys are in your pocket. After I’ve finished you off, we’ll take you home in our car. Destroy the contract ourselves and leave your body in your bed. I’ll clean you up, of course. We don’t want any stray pubes in your mouth, or little arse hairs giving me away. When you’re eventually found, my partner, Dr Sanders will be only too pleased to confirm that you had a weak heart and could have gone at any time. I don’t think we’ll have a problem getting away with this.’ She grinned coldly. ‘It’ll be nice to get back to normal.’

‘I’ll scream!’ he yelled. ‘I’ll scream the fucking house down!’

She smiled again. ‘No one will hear you. Apart from my husband and Maddie. 

And neither of them is going to help you. As for our neighbours, they’re half a mile away and you won’t be screaming for long. Not once I shove my pussy in your mouth – and then my arsehole…’

‘Oh, God help me, please,’ he muttered. ‘I don’t want to die. Not like this. 

Please! Not like this…’

‘You should have thought about that before you tried to screw my daughter, you dirty little bastard!’

She shuffled forward quickly and raised herself up onto her knees. Reaching

down, she locked her fingers around the back of his head and pulled him up, into her cunt. She moved so quickly, he had no time to turn away. Her thick, hairy bush tickled his nose, and the long, fleshy lips of her cunt moulded themselves to his face, shutting off his breath. He grunted feebly, and she gave a little squeal as warm air thudded into her cunt. Now she leaned into him, pressing down as she pulled up, staring into his wide, terrified eyes as she smothered him hard. 

‘You can’t breathe, can you?’ she remarked unnecessarily. ‘I’m killing you with my pussy. Suffocating you with my big, hairy cunt…’

She was, too. Almost a minute had passed and, having failed to grab a deep enough breath at the start, Jarvis Cole was already in serious trouble. His eyes bulged, his head hurt and a vein stood out on the side of his face. His chest and arms were beginning to sting. He didn’t feel well. Oh, God! The bitch was doing him in with her cunt! 

She held him like that for almost two minutes, relaxed her grip, allowed him a breath or two, then hugged him tight a second time. After ten minutes of on-off smothering, he was weeping like a child, tossing his head from side to side, moaning feebly. Settling back on his chest, she breathed deeply, recovering her strength, as she prepared for the final attack. He looked up at her through tear-filled eyes, and muttered, ‘Please… Please, Dr Irwin. Don’t smother me. I don’t want to die. Please, I’ll do anything…’

Looking down at him, her nostrils flared briefly as she took another deep breath. 

‘It’s too late for that,’ she said coldly. ‘I’m going to sit on your face in a minute. 

My bum this time. And I won’t get up until I know it’s all over…’

He screamed like a stuck pig as he eased herself off his chest, turned around and sat back down again, this time facing his feet. He couldn’t take his eyes off her

plump, rounded buttocks, the base of each one flattened against his chest. For no reason in particular, it suddenly occurred to him that her little arsehole was flush against his skin. He felt it pulse against his chest and knew that, in a very short time, it would be pulsing around the tip of his nose as she forced it down on him. 

When she took him into her crack …. and smothered him with her bare backside until he was dead. 

When she raised herself onto her knees again and shuffled back, he let out a mournful wail. Her backside rose in the air, a huge tidal wave of flesh advancing on him without mercy. Looking up, he caught sight of her anus for the first time: the hole itself was straight and narrow, not so much a mouth as a tiny slit, sitting in a light-brown circle of mottled flesh. The pubes from her cunt spilled into the crack itself, and short, wiry hairs circled her arsehole like tiny guards protecting their mistress. 

‘Oh, God, please no,’ he muttered. ‘I don’t want to be smothered by a bumhole…’

She might have responded, but at that moment something happened that neither of them had anticipated. The door to the bedroom was flung open and a second later, Maddie had rushed in. She staggered to an abrupt halt, hands flying to her mouth as she caught sight of Jarvis on the bed, her mother straddling his chest, her backside high over his face, ready to strike. 

‘Mummy!’ she cried, her eyes wide with astonishment. And then the penny dropped. ‘Oh, my God! You’re smothering him! You’re smothering Mr Cole!’

Almost immediately, before her mother had a chance to reply, Harry Irwin appeared in the doorway, rushed forward and took hold of his daughter’s shoulders. He cast a brief look in the direction of the bed, then turned away

quickly, without a word, 

‘Leave us alone, darling,’ said Dr Irwin gently. ‘Mummy has work to do. I won’t be long.’

On the bed, Jarvis Cole took his last chance, raised his head and yelled, 

‘Maddie! Your mother’s going to do me in! She’s going to smother me with her bottom!’

When the girl returned his pleas blankly, he turned his attention to Harry Irwin, in a last desperate throw of the dice. ‘Harry!’ he cried. ‘You can’t let your wife smother me! Please! It’s wrong! It’s fucking wrong!’

Ignoring him, Harry gently pushed his daughter towards he door. 

‘You bastards!’ screamed Jarvis. ‘You heartless fucking bastards!’

He dropped his head back on to the mattress and wept freely as the door closed and he was left alone with Dr Irwin. 

‘Can you see my little hole?’ she asked in a quiet voice. ‘If you want this to be over quickly, just let me press it down over your nose. It’ll be easier that way.’

‘I don’t want your fucking hole on me, you bitch!’ he cried, tears running down his face. ‘It’s not fair! It’s not fucking fair!’

She shrugged. ‘Life isn’t always fair,’ she whispered. ‘But be that as it may …

I’m still going to smother you. With my bare fucking arse…’

As she lowered herself inch by inch towards him, Jarvis Cole could only screw up his eyes in horror. He twisted his head from one side to the other, but each time he did, she simply moved with him. As her buttocks pressed around his face, a whiff of earthy arse-scent filled his nostrils. It both terrified and excited him at the same time. He didn’t want to be smothered. Not like this! A pretend smother, yes. But not a real one. Oh, God, not a real one! 

‘I’m 41 years old,’ she sighed. ‘Just think – you’re going to be smothered by a 41-year-old arse…’

And then she pressed completely down and took him into her crack. Her flesh moulded itself around his face, around his nose and mouth. And though he tried to twist away, she drew him home until he was gazing straight up, sightlessly into her crack. Oh, fuck! He was trapped inside her crack! 

Her anus pressed against his nose and the smell of her arse filled his lungs. It was a rich, earthy scent, and it intoxicated him. He groaned, wept, grunted and squealed. He tugged on his restraints as she forced the air from his lungs. 

‘Not long now,’ he heard her saying, somewhere off. ‘Not long now…’

He was in pain. There were pins and needles in his chest and arms. And to his great surprise, his cock was stiff again. And suddenly he was coming as she

folded her fingers around the shaft and squeezed. He expelled one last breath of air and the his lungs were empty. 

She pressed down hard for almost four minutes. Jarvis heaved, kicked and wept, begging her in vain for mercy. 

Finally, he gave one last dramatic kick and fell still. 

 It was over…

Dr Irwin got up and crossed to where his clothes lay in a neat pile. After some fumbling, she removed his house keys from a jacket pocket. Very shortly, they would drive him home and lay him in his bed. After she’d cleaned him up, of course, Then they would take the papers and destroy them. 

Then, at last, they could put this whole sorry mess behind them. 

She looked down at Jarvis Cole’s face. He looked so peaceful, he might have just been asleep. He wasn’t, of course. Not this time. Not even pretending to be. It was almost as if a smile played on his lips. In spite of everything that had happened, Dr Irwin hoped he had enjoyed those last few minutes inside her arse. 

A funny way to go, she reflected. But a nice one, too, she hoped…

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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