
        
            
                
            
        

    




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 3 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 third of three fictitious interviews with women from an imaginary future, where state-sponsored control of men 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, A Christmas Facesit. This story also appeared in one of my newsletters, so, again, if you read the newsletters, you’ve probably read this story. Unlike many of my stories, this one is a very light-hearted tale. 

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

EUTHANASIA SERVICE

I’m proud of the work I do,’ says Amy Lewis. ‘I think every girl in the Service will tell you the same. It might sound conceited – and I certainly don’t mean it that way – but we bring a lot of happiness into people’s lives at what is, without doubt, a difficult time.’

Amy, 27, has been a Smother Nurse for the past 4 years – having originally trained as a financial adviser in the banking sector. Her work in the Euthanasia Service – smothering elderly and terminally ill males – could scarcely be more different. Where once she advised on international investments, she now provides pre-suffocation counselling (both to male patients and, where appropriate, their wives or partners), before taking a man through to suffocation itself. On occasion, she offers post-treatment advice and support for the patient’s wife or partner – especially important if they’ve been present during the final procedure, and have seen her suffocate their loved one. Amy is one of 20 trained Smother Nurses who, between them, despatch over 500 men a year. During her time as a Nurse, she estimates she has smothered over 100 men with her bottom, and a further 20-25 with her pussy or her breasts. (These figures exclude the number of men she has smothered privately, details of which appear later in this article.) ‘It’s a lovely feeling,’ she says, ‘to know that my bottom has given so much pleasure to so many men in their final moments.’

It’s quite a leap – from working in finance to suffocating elderly or terminally ill men. What triggered such a dramatic career change? 

You’re right, of course – it was a huge decision. People thought I must be mad, swapping a high-paid job in banking to work in the public sector. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed what I did and I was good at it, but I always felt there was something missing. One day an old school friend came to visit and we got chatting. She worked as a Smother Nurse up north and told me all about her job, and how much she enjoyed it. How grateful men were to have her sit on their faces and smother them with her bottom. No knickers or anything. Just a bare backside – and her little hole! – pressing down on them as hard as she could. She said it was so rewarding to know you were helping someone end their life in such a beautiful way. To hold a man’s head in your crack and give him so much pleasure when he needed it most. I’d never heard anything so moving. It seemed such a caring thing to do – to use your body like that. Woman on man – for the best reason in the world: to put someone out of their misery. Right there and then, I knew that was what I wanted to do with my life. To sit on a man’s face and suffocate him with my bottom. But give him pleasure, too – so he wouldn’t be afraid to go when his time came. 

And you’ve never regretted your decision? 

Not for an instant. The money isn’t a patch on what I was earning in finance, but it’s lovely to go home at the end of the day and know I’ve made a difference. 

That I’ve sat on a man’s face – someone who’s ill, old, or possibly in great pain

– and I’ve finished him off with my bottom. It’s a wonderful feeling and I love it. I wouldn’t swap this job for the world. 

Could you take us through the various stages? I’m guessing there’s a lot of preliminary work – to ensure that suffocation is the appropriate option for a man? 

You’re right. And that’s so important – because once smothering begins there’s

no turning back. The patient has to know that when I sit on his face that’s it – I won’t get up again until I’ve finished him off. However long that takes. 

Have you ever suspected a man may have changed his mind? After you’ve mounted him? 

It’s hard to be sure because we administer a mild sedative immediately before suffocation. It paralyses the vocal chords so the man can’t speak, or move in any way. That’s important. You don’t want him to struggle, especially if his wife or girlfriend is holding his hand while I’m sitting on him. If it looked as if he was trying to get out from under me and he couldn’t, it would only distress them. 

We strap the man down – so even if the drug wears off he can’t shift me. Once he’s been sedated, it’s only the eyes that give him away. If he’s frightened, the pupils dilate. I’ve seen that happen once or twice and I’ve thought, ‘You’ve changed your mind. You don’t want me to sit on you, do you?’ But, by then, it’s too late. And, of course, I might be wrong. It would be awful to call it off only to discover he hasn’t changed his mind and has to go through the process all over again. If I think a man is frightened or has changed his mind, I won’t tell his wife, of course. That wouldn’t be fair. I’ll sit on his face, try to get an airtight seal – always important when suffocating a man – and smother him as fast as I can. Sometimes I’ll ask his wife if she’d like to masturbate him. But if she doesn’t, I’ll jerk him off anyway, so he gets some pleasure at the end. 

When does pre-treatment begin? Do you follow a set procedure? 

In most cases, a man will be referred to us through his general practitioner. There are strict criteria. Essentially, suffocation is only available to those over the age of 75, or the terminally ill. We conduct an initial psychological assessment to ensure the man is mentally sound. Opting for suffocation is a serious undertaking

– we have to be sure it’s a completely free choice and not something he’s been forced into. We interview close family members, employers if necessary, and anyone else who can throw light on the patient’s state of mind. His GP, for example. He or she is often our first port of call even if they’ve already referred the man to us. 

After the paperwork has been settled, a Smother Nurse will be assigned, and she’ll take the man through the rest of the process, from counselling and preparation through to suffocation itself. The aim is to build a personal relationship, so the man feels comfortable with his Nurse – and she with him. If, at any point, I think he’s changed his mind, or is having doubts, I’ll report to my superiors and they’ll review the process. Once a man has made up his mind, he rarely changes it – but now and then it becomes apparent that suffocation isn’t appropriate after all, in which case we’ll end the process and offer counselling instead. Either that, or we’ll suggest more traditional methods of euthanasia. You have to remember – suffocation is a very personal form of treatment. It’s an intimate act, often involving a woman’s private parts – her pussy and her anus –

and doesn’t suit every man. 

I think the public will be reassured to hear the process is strictly monitored. 

There have been concerns. Some critics have likened what you do to capital punishment. 

We’re acutely aware of people’s misgivings. It’s a controversial treatment – but anyone who objects to what we do should remember that every man who undergoes suffocation does so willingly. Yes, we sit on men’s faces and we smother them with our holes. But we don’t execute them. We put them out of their misery. There’s no comparison with capital punishment, and anyone who suggests otherwise doesn’t understand our work. Remember, too – there are more traditional forms of euthanasia available, involving the use of fatal drugs. 

What we offer is a more intimate treatment – one that can bring a lot of pleasure into a man’s life at the end. I honestly can’t see a problem with it. 

I imagine the presence of a loved one – wife or girlfriend, for example –

must do a lot to reassure a patient. 

Absolutely. It helps his Smother Nurse, too, because having someone there to support the man means we can concentrate on getting him through the process, knowing he’s not alone. We encourage the involvement of a wife or partner from the start. And, of course, they’ll often remain right through to the end, even being present during the suffocation itself. 

So, the patient has undergone a psychological profile and you’ve been assigned to take him through the process. What happens next? 

We’ll schedule a number of get-togethers. The first involves meeting the man and chatting generally about what will happen. I explain that he’ll be strapped to a fixed bed and given a mild sedative. That he’ll remain conscious throughout but will be unable to move once the process begins. His wife or partner will be allowed to sit with him during his suffocation and hold his hand. Having that moment of togetherness while I’m sitting on him often reassures both parties. 

As well as a more general run-through, I’ll also outline the methods of suffocation available. All Smother Nurses are trained to finish a man off at the breast, pussy or bottom. We’ll also use our hands if necessary, though that’s a less common procedure. Most men choose to be smothered under a woman’s bare bottom because it’s quicker and physically more comforting, but I’ve employed all four methods during my time as a Nurse. 

I notice you have small breasts. Is that a problem when it comes to smothering a man if he prefers that method? 

Not at all. Having said that, if a man does ask to be breast-smothered he’s given the option of requesting a more well-endowed Nurse: one who can actually suffocate him between her breasts. If he’s happy for me to finish him off, I explain that – because I’m small – I’ll feed a complete breast into his mouth, pinch his nostrils shut and smother him that way. It will take a little bit longer, but some men prefer to suck on a teat rather than being smothered between a pair of breasts. 

And if they choose another method? 

For me, it’s no problem. As I say, most men ask me to sit on their faces and smother them with my bottom. If they’d rather I smothered them with my cunt I explain I have a full bush down there, but that I’m happy to shave if they prefer a smooth pussy. Some men like the feel of a woman’s flesh around their nose and mouth when they’re being suffocated, which is perfectly understandable, and a lovely way to go. Other men enjoy the taste and texture of a ‘lady’s garden’! 

Men who opt for ‘Amazon’ fantasies will often insist on being smothered by a hairy woman. Those with, say, a schoolgirl fetish, will ask me to shave. Either way, it’s not a problem. The most important thing is to accommodate the patient’s final wishes. 

If a man asks to be pussy-smothered, I’ll show him my vagina and let him have a sniff. That way he can make up his mind if he’s in any doubt. In the same way, if he says he’d rather I sat on his face and finished him off with my bottom, I’ll show him my backside and let him smell my anus. He can touch it, too, if he likes. I think it’s important a man knows what my arsehole smells and feels like before the actual suffocation itself. 

Does that mean you suffocate him with your anus, rather than simply the weight of your bottom? 

To a large extent, yes. Obviously, I’ll take him into my crack and wrap my buttocks around his face, but I’ll also press my little hole against his nose so he can’t breathe. My pussy will usually cover his lips. Sometimes, if I press down hard, I can physically force my vagina into his mouth which will also stop him breathing. But my bum-hole does most of the work, which is why I like to show a patient what it looks like early on. That way, I hope it won’t frighten him when the time comes for me to smother him. 

That must be quite a moment – both for the patient and his partner. 

It is. And, of course, it really brings home to the man the fact that I am going to suffocate him. Often, when I show a couple my hole, it’ll make the man more relaxed about the process. That might sound odd, but it always seems to comfort him. A lot of men get excited, too, of course, which is understandable. Men who opt for suffocation usually have a thing for being sat on, so it’s not surprising they get aroused when they see a woman’s hole – knowing that, at some point in the near future, she’s going to use it to suffocate them. If a man gets too excited

– which often happens – I’ll ask if he’d like me to jerk him off into a condom. 

Arousal clouds the judgment and it’s vital a patient makes all his decisions with a clear head. 

I’m guessing most men will take you up on your offer? 

They do! 

And their wives don’t object? 

Not at all. Remember, they know that very soon I’m going to take off my pants, 

sit on their husband’s face and suffocate him with my bare bottom. Giving him some gentle relief is nothing compared with that. In fact, most wives are more than happy for me to give their man a little pleasure because it makes them realise how much I care. Which I do. If I didn’t, I couldn’t do the job properly. 

Do any men lose interest after you’ve relieved them? 

You’d think they would, but it’s never happened yet. But it does calm them down. Also, while I’m masturbating a man, I’ll talk about the suffocation itself. 

I’ll say things like, ‘Imagine I’m sitting over your face and you can see my little hole. Think about what it smells like, and how you’ll be able to look right up into it when it comes down on you. Feel it pressing down now; so hard you can’t breathe. Imagine you’re being sucked right up into my back passage.’ They usually close their eyes at that point and come. Afterwards, I’ve had men – and sometimes their wives, too – tell me they were nervous before they arrived, but having me masturbate them, while talking about my little hole and how it’s going to finish them off, has made them realise how wonderful the experience will be. Which is a lovely thing for any woman to be told. I mean, it’s a real compliment to my bum-hole that a man can think about it like that. 

So how long is it – between a first meeting and the actual suffocation itself? 

We usually work to a six-week deadline. The reason for that is to give the man a chance to reflect on his decision. We’ll have weekly get-togethers and discuss anything about the process that worries him. We’ll also have regular practical sessions. Most importantly, the man will be shown the room where I’ll suffocate him. He’ll also be strapped to the bed so he can get used to how it will feel. I’ll strip off and straddle him. For the first few sessions, I won’t sit on his face but I will position myself over his head so he can look up into my crack and see my hole. For the final two sessions before suffocation, I’ll lower myself lightly onto his face so he knows what it will feel like to have my bottom pressing down on him. Or my cunt if that’s what he prefers. 

That must be quite a significant moment for the man. To have you press down on him for the first time – however gently you do it. 

It is. Sometimes a man will panic at that point because it brings home to him that on the day itself I’ll be pressing down much harder and he won’t be able to breathe. If I think he needs reassurance, I’ll let him and his wife or partner have a chat in private, so they can talk things over. Often, that’s all they need. During the suffocation itself, of course, the man’s partner will be holding on to his hand in order to comfort him. We get them to do that during the practice runs, too, though it doesn’t always stop the man getting a bit edgy. 

Does a man ever need more than six weeks to prepare himself? 

Hardly ever – and it’s not something we encourage. Any more than six weeks and a man is more likely than not to back out. Besides, most men want it over and done with. They’re often in pain or possibly just old and have simply had enough of life. Delaying the moment doesn’t really suit them. If anything, most men would like it over and done with more quickly. The six-week schedule is more of a trial to them than anything else – but we stipulate that length of time to make absolutely sure they know what they’re doing. 

So what’s the procedure on the day itself? 

Suffocations take place at 3 o’clock in the afternoon and generally last about 30

minutes from the moment the patient walks into the room until it’s all over. We’ll have a final chat outside the room and then we’ll go in. Both the patient and I will strip off when we meet and I’ll give him a hug and a kiss and tell him not to worry, it’ll be all right. By then, we’ll have struck up a good rapport, so he’ll

have faith in me to do the job properly. He and his wife will have a final chat, and then the three of us will enter the room. I’ll usually hold his hand and lead him in. It’s important for a Nurse to take charge. It helps relax the patient, which is vital at that stage. 

There are two assistant Nurses in the room and they’ll help the man on to the bed, strap him down, place pillows behind his head and ensure he’s as comfortable as possible. 

After that, I’ll explain the process one last time. I tell him he’ll be sedated and that the drug will take about five minutes to kick in. Once it does, I remind him, he won’t be able to move but he’ll be able to breathe and will remain conscious throughout. There are short steps up to the bed which allow me to climb up and position my backside over his face. I’ll reach back, open up my arse and show him my anus. I’ll then lower it very slowly until the hole itself is just brushing his nose. I’ll remain in that position for one minute. That way he can breathe me in and prepare himself for what’s to come. 

While all this is going on, his wife will be holding his hand, and preparing herself, too. 

After one minute, I’ll lower myself fully on to his face, press my hole across his nostrils and take him as deeply into my crack as I can. Even though he’s sedated, I’ll often feel him shudder once he’s inside, or sniff me sharply. 

I generally talk his wife through the process so she knows what’s going on. I’ll say things like, ‘I’m pressing down as hard as I can. He can’t breathe now, it won’t take long.’ Or ‘His nose is right up my bottom. Your husband is such a naughty boy – I think he’s trying to get into my back passage.’ Things like that. 

Believe it or not, it makes them feel better because they know how happy their

husband must be to have his face inside a woman’s crack. 

The last thing I’ll do is to lean forward, take hold of the man’s penis and coax him into life. I think it’s nice to bring him off one last time – just as he’s going under. After I’ve emptied him, I’ll sit there without moving until an alarm goes off to tell me it’s over. 

That must be a traumatic moment for the loved one? 

You would think so, but it’s surprising how calm most women are. They’re often just so relieved their husband has been put out of his misery – and finished off in such a lovely way. Lots of wives have told me their husbands have said they think I’m an angel – willing to sit on their face like that and smother them with my bottom. That makes everything so worthwhile. I can’t tell you the buzz it gives me. 

Though the Euthanasia Service is a public sector department, I understand you also work on a freelance basis for private clients. 

That’s right. Provided patients meet the strict criteria laid down, public suffocation is provided free of charge. However, many men take out insurance to cover the need to be smothered, or have independent means which allows them to go private. They generally do so because they prefer a more personal – tailor-made – approach. 

So how exactly does that work? 

There’s often a level of sexual fantasy involved. A man may have had a long-standing desire to be overpowered by a female wrestler, or a warrior Amazon, for example. Or possibly fantasised about being smothered by a female assassin, a teacher, secretary, schoolgirl and so on. Private suffocation allows a man to indulge that fantasy in a way that can’t be accommodated in the public sector. 

Could you give us an example of how that works in practice? 

Certainly. I can’t mention names, of course, that would breach patient-nurse confidentiality, but I was recently employed by a gentleman who’d been diagnosed with a terminal illness and who’d always fantasised about being smothered by a schoolgirl – a young woman who, for whatever reason, decides to suffocate him with her bottom. 

And you were able to fulfil his dream? 

Yes. He was a lovely man, and – I know it sounds odd – it was such a pleasure to finish him off like that because I knew how happy it made him. 

Does private treatment last as long as a public sector suffocation? Is there a six-week preparation? 

By and large, yes, the only difference being that we get to know each other on a social level. I’ll visit the man’s house, we might go out to dinner, the cinema, that sort of thing. We don’t have sex, but cuddling and kissing is allowed, because it’s important to show affection. You want the man to know it’s not just a job – you really do want to smother him, and you want to make it special. 

You get pleasure from sitting on him? The act of suffocation itself? 

Oh, definitely. As I’ve said, I don’t think I could do this job if I didn’t enjoy sitting on a man’s face. It’s hard to describe, but I get such a sense of power down there – between my legs, I mean – when I’m actually suffocating a man. If you’ve never held a man to your cunt, knowing he can’t get away – that you’re actually smothering him with your pussy – you can’t understand what it feels like. And as for using your bottom – which most Nurses feel is the best way to suffocate a man – it’s just the most amazing feeling in the world. 

So in the case you’ve just mentioned – could you take us through what happened when you finally smothered him? 

John and I – that’s not his real name, but it sounds so impersonal if I keep calling him ‘the man’ – John and I had been out for a slap-up meal at a top-class restaurant. Then we came home, sat around on the settee, cuddling and drinking wine. The last thing I do – before starting the build-up to suffocation – is to go through what’s about to happen. It not only helps make sure I’ve understood a patient’s wishes, it also – and this may sound odd – helps put the man at ease. It excites him, too, of course, to hear what’s going to happen, but it also makes him happy – if that makes sense. 

It must be a nice feeling – knowing the man wants you to sit on him. That he’s not frightened of what you’re about to do. Smother him, that is – with your bottom. 

It is. Though to be fair, I wouldn’t say he’s not frightened. There’s always a part of him that knows this is it. I am going to finish him off. But it’s something he

wants – and it’s so much better than being drugged up to the eyeballs and going that way. I mean, personally, I think it’s far more barbaric to stick a needle in a man’s arm or make him drink something that’ll kill him – than for a woman to take off her knickers and sit on his face. 

Anyhow, on this occasion, I went through everything one last time, told John what it would be like when I sat on his face, how I’d press down hard and smother him with both my holes – pussy first, then my anus to finish him off. I could see he was getting excited, which is what he wanted. Most men want to be aroused throughout and it helps to get them going early on. 

One thing I forgot to mention – I should have mentioned this before – is that if a man hires me for a private suffocation, he’ll often ask not to be sedated. A lot of men like to struggle while I’m sitting on them – as if they don’t want to be smothered and they’re being overpowered by a more powerful woman. It feeds into their fantasy, which is lovely, I think, because you want the patient to have fun at the end. 

Anyway, John had said he’d like to struggle – so we worked out this scenario where he’d let me tie him to the bed because I thought that would be kinky. We agreed I’d tie his feet to the foot of his bed, but not his arms. That way he wouldn’t be able to get away but he could still try to shift me. To be fair, his illness had made him quite weak, so there was no way he could have shifted me even if his legs were free. But he liked the idea of feeling he was helpless and there was no way out, however much he struggled. 

Do you ever get nervous? About what you’re going to do to a man? 

Not as such, no. Not in the sense that I worry I won’t be able to finish him off. If anything, I worry that I won’t give the man exactly what he wants – which is

why I go over it with him several times beforehand. We even have practice sessions – much like in the public sector – though of course here we’re more like actors in a play, rehearsing our parts. 

I’m guessing it all went well with John? 

Yes, it did. What actually happened was that John left the room and I got changed into my schoolgirl outfit. Then I stepped outside the front door and rang the bell. That was John’s cue to answer the door. The idea was that he was a teacher and I was one of his pupils. He was going to give me better grades if I promised to sit on his face. I could keep my panties on, but had to let him have a good nuzzle down there. What he didn’t know was that because I knew he’d made other girls sit on him, I’d decided that once I got on top of his face I’d finish him off – like an assassin. 

But this was all planned in advance? 

That’s right. He was going to act surprised, but after that I really would go for it

– as if I really were that schoolgirl wanting to finish off a bad man. 

He opened the door and there I was – looking young and innocent in my blouse, tie, short skirt, socks and sandals. I came in and put on an act, saying how I was nervous about sitting on his face because I’d never done that to anyone before. 

He said it was all right, that it was a perfectly natural thing to do and I’d enjoy it. 

He asked if I was wearing knickers, so I pulled up my skirt and showed him the little white panties I was wearing. There were two little teddy bears stencilled into the material, which made me seem even more ‘girly’, if I can put it like that. 

That was when he started saying rude things to me – which we’d agreed in advance, Stuff like: how he wished he could live inside my knickers so I could carry him around in my cunt. If I had an itchy bottom he could scratch it for me, that sort of thing. Schoolboy stuff, but it turned him on. He said he’d give me even higher grades if I let him kiss me on the arse – not just the cheeks but the hole itself. I pretended to be shocked and said, ‘No man’s ever going to kiss me there, that would be rude.’

I could see how excited he was getting, which was what we both wanted. 

Anyway, we went into the bedroom and I asked if I could tie his feet to the bed because I thought it would be nice if he couldn’t move. He said he didn’t mind that, but when I asked if I could tie his hands as well, he said no because I might try to sit on his cock and rape him. I pretended to be shocked, as if I didn’t know where to look. 

After that, he took his clothes off and lay on his back on the bed, absolutely naked. He stretched his legs wide and I fastened them with straps to the two corners. He said he was looking forward to me sitting on him; that he was sure my pussy would smell really nice when I put it over his nose. I acted very nervous and reminded him I hadn’t done anything like this before. He said it was OK and that lots of women sat on men’s faces. He went on about some women liking a man to put his tongue up their bottom and see how far it would go. I told him he was a dirty bastard and that I couldn’t believe any woman would ever let a man do that to her. 

He was obviously a man who got excited hearing rude things being said. 

He was, but I didn’t mind. I thought it was sweet. That probably sounds silly, but I did. He was a really nice man. 

Anyhow, I climbed on top of his chest and he said he hoped I’d make a good job of it. Especially if I wanted top grades. That was when I slid forward and wrapped my thighs around his head. I sort of nudged his chin for a bit as if I didn’t know what to do. That’s when he reached round, took hold of my bottom and tried to pull me forward. ‘Come on,’ he said, ‘I want your pussy on me. 

Really hard. I want to sniff it.’

I let him pull me forward so my pussy was over him and then I pressed it down. 

I was still wearing knickers, but I could feel my lips open up and spread around his nose. He started breathing a bit more heavily. Short, sharp sniffs – the way a man does when he’s excited. After a while, I drew back, he had a rest and we did it again. That part of the evening lasted about half an hour, and I knew he was enjoying it because his cock was up. 

You obviously enjoy your work – what with all the preliminary teasing beforehand. 

I think it makes it much more fun. It would be really easy just to sit on a man’s face and finish him off. Almost any woman could do it, especially if the man’s tied down. You can’t get much air if a woman’s bum is on your face. Most of us tend to be quite big down there – and if a woman wants to keep a man’s head inside her crack, it isn’t that hard. But making the experience special – erotic even – that’s something else altogether. 

So what happened next? 

We moved on to what you might call ‘the main event’. We’d agreed about half an hour’s gentle sitting, and then I’d turn nasty. Reveal why I was really there. 

To sit on his face and finish him off with my arse. The cue for us to change tack was for him to say he was feeling a bit sore and would I untie the straps around

his feet. 

That was when I finally told him why I was there. I suddenly jumped on top of his chest and pinned him down. He looked genuinely surprised – it was a brilliant act – and asked, ‘What the hell are you playing at?’ I said he was a bad man and he had to be punished – punished as only a woman could punish him. 

He asked me what I meant by that, and I said, ‘I’m going to sit on your face again. But this time, I’m going to smother you to death!’

He told me not to be so silly; that a woman couldn’t smother a man by sitting on him because he could push her off. Besides, he said I was only a schoolgirl so I was too small to smother him even if it was possible. 

I told him I didn’t care, I was going to smother him anyway. I slid right up to his chin like I had before and then I said, ‘This is it. I’m going to smother you with my pussy.’ Then I went right over his face and pressed down as hard as I could. 

He started tugging at my hips, trying to shift me. I didn’t let him pull me off at first partly because I wanted to excite him and partly because I wanted to see how much strength he had left. It wasn’t a lot, so after about a minute I let him shift me. After that, I tried again and we went through the whole thing a second time. We did it twice more after that and I could see he was getting tired. That was when I got off, and paced up and down looking as if I didn’t know what to do. 

After he’d recovered, he said, ‘See, I told you a woman couldn’t smother a man with her pussy.’ And then he laughed. 

That was when I said, ‘You’re right, I can’t. But I bet I can smother you with my bottom!’

‘What are you doing?’ he said, when I climbed back on top of his chest, but facing his feet this time. I lifted up my skirt and bunched it around my waist so he could see my hips. ‘I’m going to bum you to death!’ I told him. Then I slid back so my arse was over his face and pressed down. He really began to struggle, then. My thighs were pressed against his shoulders so he could move his arms but not very much. I grabbed hold of his wrists and let him struggle for a bit. Then I let him push me off so he could get some air. We did that a few times – as we’d agreed – and finally I pretended I couldn’t manage it, after all. 

I got off him and he said something like, ‘You’re completely mad! I’m going to call the police. They’ll arrest you and send you to prison. You’re in trouble now!’

That’s when I told him it wasn’t me in trouble, it was him. He asked what I meant, and I said, ‘Because I am going to bum you to death. But I’m going to do it without knickers!’

He went wild then, and tried to undo the straps, but I pulled off my pants and jumped on top of him and held his arms down. Once I’d got him back under control, I stripped off completely. I said something that will probably sound silly, but it was what he’d asked me to say. I said, ‘This is a job for a naked schoolgirl!’

He started begging me to get off him, but I just said, ‘I’m going to smother you! 

I’m going to smother you with my schoolgirl’s bottom!’

As soon as I was naked, I cupped my breasts in my hands, leaned forward and rubbed them in his face. ‘Suck on these!’ I told him, which was another thing

he’d asked me to say. ‘They’re the last tits you’re ever going to see!’ He’d asked me to say that, too. 

He was getting quite tired by now, and I knew he didn’t have a lot of strength left. 

I sat upright on his chest, looked down at him and said, ‘I’m going to bum you now. I’m going to sit on your face and I’m going to bum you to death with my arse!’

There were tears in his eyes – real tears – he wasn’t putting it on or anything. 

Do you mean he was frightened? 

I don’t think so. I hope not. Part of him probably was, of course, because he knew this was it. I was going to turn around, show him my bottom and then smother him with it. But I think he was genuinely happy. Knowing he was going out between a woman’s buttocks – trapped inside a schoolgirl’s crack and smothered by her arsehole. Which is what he’d always wanted. 

Did it take long after that? 

No. Just a few minutes. I didn’t want him to suffer. I turned around, lifted up my arse and showed him my anus. I said, ‘I’m going to smother you to death with my little girl’s hole! I’m going to suck you right up into my passage.’ You should have seen the way his cock stiffened when I said that. It was what he wanted to

hear. 

‘You’re not getting away!’ I told him, grabbing hold of his wrists. ‘You’re not getting away from my bum-hole!’ And then I lowered my arse onto his face and really held on tight. His nose was up against my anus and I could feel him trying to sniff me. My pussy was over his mouth, so he couldn’t breathe. What I actually did was ride him on and off for a while to tire him out. And I played with his cock, so he was really on edge. 

After a few minutes, I decided it was time to finish him off, so I took him into my crack one last time, held on tight and just sat there. He knew this was it – his final smother – because he started struggling like mad. Really trying to get away. 

Not because he didn’t want me to smother him but because he couldn’t help himself. You can’t when you’re short of breath. Your body just does what comes naturally – which is to fight. I was amazed how much strength he had left, because one minute he was almost gone and the next he was wriggling around all over the place. 

But you didn’t get off him? 

No. I held on to his wrists, so he couldn’t push me off, and just stayed there –

sitting on his face – until he got so weak I didn’t have to hold him anymore. I took hold of his cock instead and rubbed it quickly until he came. His balls were really full, which showed how excited he was. He came like a fountain. It went all over the place. 

While he was coming, he just clung on to my hips, instead of trying to push me off – which I thought was lovely – because it felt as if he was saying ‘thank you for doing this to me’. After he came, I just sat there until he stopped moving. I didn’t get up straightaway – I never do – because some men have actually come

round, and then you have to finish them off all over again, which is horrible. I sat there a little bit longer, just to make sure I really had smothered him. After that, I untied his feet, got dressed and rang for an ambulance to collect him. 

How did you feel? Any sadness – or just satisfaction at a job well done? 

It’s always a little bit of both. It’s a lovely feeling to know you’ve made a man happy at the end of his life – but it’s also sad that you’ve had to do it. Finish him off, I mean. 

I’ve taken up far more of your time than I meant to. Before I close, do you have any advice for women out there who might be considering a career as a Smother Nurse? 

There are two things, really. Remember, this is a caring profession. We sit on men’s faces and we suffocate them – but we do it with kindness. The most important thing is to have a caring nature. After that, you have to be comfortable with your own body. A woman has a lot of power between her legs – not just her pussy, but her bum-hole, too – but it’s knowing how to use that power that makes a good Smother Nurse. If you’ve got a boyfriend or husband, sit on his face and see what it feels like. Imagine you’re really trying to finish him off. 

Most men will be more than happy to let you practise on them, so have a go. 

Nurse Lewis, thank you so much for taking the time to give us an insight into the work of the Euhanasia Service. 

You’re very welcome. 

A CHRISTMAS FACESIT

It happened after the office party. The usual sort of thing. Too much food; too much wine; too much – well, too much everything. 

Tom felt well and truly pickled. And he wasn’t the only one. Why was it, he wondered, that the more he had to drink, the more he fancied just about every woman in the room? That was men for you, he told himself. His eyes danced up and down a dozen pairs of naked legs, and swarmed across a lake of heaving bosoms. 

Women. He loved them. Loved every little part of them. Legs, tummies, tits and bottoms. Especially bottoms. God, he had a thing for bottoms: must have been a dog, he reckoned, in an earlier life. And if he hadn’t been, then he was definitely coming back as one. Down between a warm pair of female cheeks forever. 

Sniffing his way into paradise. That’d do nicely, thank you. 

Janet brushed past him, carrying a tray of dirty glasses. He watched her wobble her way through the crowds, her tight little rump jiggling beneath her skirt. The hem was cut so short that when she bent over to pick up another empty bottle, he could see the curve of her buttocks. 

Fuck, she was gorgeous. And those breasts! They were like cannon-balls! Her nipples were stiff and pink, pushing through the thin white cotton of her blouse. 

She wasn’t even wearing a bra! You could see the crinkled rounds of her areolae flush against the damp material. Damp because she was sweating. He licked his tongue and imagined he was licking the dribble from out of her crack. Sucking the heat from her dark, curly pubes. Nuzzling into her slit. Drinking from her sticky little cunt…

Yeah, that was the booze for you. For him at any rate. Made him think things. 

Really, really rude things. 

Made him want to do things, too. 

And this time, finally, gave him the courage he’d always needed. 

He cornered her in the kitchen, pressed his hands to her arse and squeezed those big fat cheeks of hers. No, not fat. Large and round. And firm. Like they should be. Perfect. 

Janet smiled a little stupidly and giggled. She was as drunk as he was. That much was obvious when she pulled him close, anchored her lips to his mouth and kissed him long and hard. 

Her skirt rode up and his fingers gouged into the trench between her buttocks. 

He swore with excitement, but it was a formless grunt against her tongue. When she brought her hand down between their bodies and closed her palm around his crotch he squealed like a mouse. Dead embarrassing that, but he didn’t think she noticed. And anyway, he was too drunk to care. What the fuck – he was in heaven. 

She broke away from his mouth. Her tongue ploughed a wet salivary trail across his face, then plunged into his ear and made him squeal again. 

“Oh, my God…” he groaned and felt his knees begin to buckle. His cock was

hard against her belly and if she squeezed much harder he was going to disgrace himself in his trousers. 

“Let’s go home and fuck,” she whispered and gave his prick another rub. 

“Before I wet myself on you…” 

So they did. Left the party tout de suite as the French like to put it. And he definitely wanted to put it somewhere sweet and make it toot. He shook his head. 

Was that a joke, he asked himself? Not a very good one. Who cared? He followed Janet’s exquisite little bottom as it mounted the stairs to her apartment and knew that all his birthdays had come at once for Christmas. 

The suite was big and spacious, with several doors off. She took his hand and led him to the bedroom; pressed a finger to her lips and shushed him to be quiet. 

“Room-mate,” she mouthed silently and tiptoed past the door. He followed nervously, his stomach shaking with excitement. 

Tom kicked off his shoes, tugged down his trousers and pants and fell onto the bed. His cock was long and hard and trembled against his belly. Janet sat down beside him and giggled. He looked up at her like a shy young schoolboy. Her eyes were big and brown and just a little bleary. 

“What would you like, lover?” she breathed huskily. “Something special for Christmas?” 

Her fingers shivered around his prick. He drove his shaft up and down, but her touch was too light. Deliberately light. Wickedly light…

She released him suddenly and got up on her knees. A little unsteady. It made her look sexier still. And when she reached down, hoisted up her skirt and showed him her lacy red G-string, he thought his balls were going to burst. 

“There is something,” he whispered feebly, wondering if he dared tell her the one thing he wanted more than anything else. The one thing he’d always wanted. 

Her eyelids fluttered and she sighed. He caught the perfumed smell of her breath: a rush of Chanel Number 5 and Chardonnay. Her lips glistened with spittle, and a pearl of sweat rolled down her neck and onto her breasts. 




*****

“Fuck this for a lark,” giggled Janet. She tugged her dress up over her head and threw it onto the floor. Then she reached round and unclipped her bra. Her breasts spilled out: a tidal wave of warm, creamy flesh. She fell onto her back, kicked her legs in the air and peeled her panties down. Her cunt was fat and neatly shaven: the long, bloated channel of her slit fringed with tiny chestnut curls. 

She parted her legs, pressed a finger to her clit and purred crudely. Tom leaned up on one elbow and stared straight into her sex. It took a supreme effort to tear his gaze away and look her in the eyes. She lowered her lids and licked the corners of her mouth. Then she arched her back and pointed her breasts at the ceiling. The nipples were big and fat and quivered like udders ready to be

milked. 

“Will you sit on me?” he asked her boldly. Well, no, not boldly. His voice was a high, nervous squeak. Not bold at all. He rushed on quickly, before his courage finally deserted him. “Will you sit on my face? Rub yourself all over me?” 

Her eyes closed into two chestnut-brown slits. She pursed her lips, growled softly, and wriggled forward on her knees. 

“On your back, little man…” she told him, swung a powerful thigh across his middle and clambered up his chest. 

Tom’s head hit the mattress and his heart hit his ribs. Lucky he had ribs, else it might have hit the ceiling after that. 

“Oh, fuck,” he muttered. It wasn’t a request. Not yet. Just a curse of disbelief. 

Janet shimmied her way along his body, smearing his skin with her sweat and her juices. Tom’s breath caught in the back of his throat. 

And then she was over him. That big fat cunt of hers reared up over his face, like the mother ship sliding into view on “Independence Day”. Two shimmering lengths of shiny pink flesh moving closer, settling down on him…

Tom poked out his tongue and stabbed at her sex. She wriggled her hips from

side to side, so that he played her like a brush. Up and down; back and forth; slowly; sweetly. He was in heaven. 

Janet reached back and ran her hands around his balls. She grazed the tender spot of skin between the scrotum and the anus. Tom’s body lurched and he drove his hips towards the ceiling. Her cunt embraced him fully, forging its way over and into his mouth. He closed his lips around the swollen mass of her sex, sucking at her gently. 

The taste was sharp at first: a hint of peach and metal. Weird! He’d always wondered what it must be like. Had always been a little scared. A mate of his had told him that it tasted like it smelt: of fish and sweat and pee. But it didn’t. It didn’t taste like that at all. It was sweet and peppery: a wild mélange of heady spices. There were juices trickling down his chin; liquid bubbling in his throat. 

He nuzzled gently, soaking his nose in the mire of her cunt. Hot flesh. A throbbing damp. She began to run her pussy back and forth; as if she were wiping herself across his face. He pushed hard with his tongue, squirming into the heart of her pussy. For one brief moment he imagined her coming right down over him. Coming down so far that she swallowed him completely; sucking him up into her body. Until he was covered in her cunt. Drowning in her boiling juices. 

And suddenly it felt like that. He must have pushed too far because all at once she let out an almighty squeal, as if he’d hurt her. She came scything forward, thighs clamped tight around his head as if her life depended on it. She drove with her hips and screamed. Over and over again. He felt her pussy swell and shudder. A plug of meat inside his mouth exploded and he knew that she was coming. 

It was wonderful. Indescribable. Janet was sitting on his face and she was coming in his mouth. He sucked at her like a baby at the teat. Drawing off her juices, triggering another round of ecstasy inside her belly. 

And then it was over. Suddenly, she pulled away, breaking his grip on her cunt. 

Her fingers dug into his chest and her big hips shuddered. Tom stared up at her breasts: two huge balloons of creamy flesh, soaked in sweat and quivering. And he knew that he had never been happier. 

“You wicked boy …” breathed Janet huskily. “You wicked, wicked boy…” 

“Was it good?” he asked. “Was it okay?” 

She grinned lustily. “Was it good?” she repeated, threw back her head and squealed again. “It was fucking magic!” And she wobbled her breasts from side to side, spraying him with sweat. 

“What now?” she said, gazing down at his sodden face. “Do you want to clean yourself up?” 

He shook his head, breathing hard through his nose, savouring the aromas that clung to his pores. “No. It’s great. The taste. The smell. Everything.” 

“Was it your first time?” she asked him gently. “Sucking on a pussy, I mean?” 

He nodded silently, a shade embarrassed. No point in hiding anything from her. 

Not now. She smiled. 

“Would you like a reverse facesit?” she whispered silkily. “Have a taste of my arse?” 

“You wouldn’t mind?” His voice was trembling. This was more than he had hoped for. 

Janet cupped her giant breasts, squeezed her nipples into stalks and moaned. “I love it when men lick my arse. Stick their noses right up there and have a snuffle…” 

She was provoking him now. Deliberately egging him on. And he was loving every minute of it. She had baited him, hooked him – and now she was reeling him in. 

Turning her back, she swung her legs around his midriff, and pushed her arse across his tummy. Closer and closer: two huge cushions of flesh sidling up his body until she settled on his chest. 

What a weight! He felt it bearing down on him, crushing at his ribs, making it hard for him to breathe. But only for a moment. Then she raised herself a fraction and wobbled her hips. A sudden smell washed over him. Sweet and sour. 

Pussy at first, then arse. Unmistakeably arse…

She shuffled back; inch by wicked inch. Playing with him; drawing it out. 

Making him wait. 

And then she raised herself on her haunches. Straddling him now. That mother ship image again. Or was it storm clouds this time? Big, fat and brooding. And right overhead…

He watched as Janet’s bottom came down over his face. The globes of her bottom were large and white; a vivid contrast to the dark shadow of her crack. 

“Is that all right?” she asked him softly. “Can you see my arsehole?” 

Tom gave a little nod and tried to speak. Why was it that whenever he became excited, his voice seemed to desert him? 

“What’s it look like?” she simpered crudely. “Is it like a little brown mouth?” 

“It’s fucking great!” he whispered hoarsely. 

“Do you want to kiss it?” she breathed. “Give it a little sniff?” 

“Please…” he croaked inaudibly and felt her fingers soft against his cock. He said something else then, but it didn’t make much sense. Just a sort of shapeless groan of pleasure as she began to pump him with her fist. 

And then her arse descended. Her big fat smelly arse. Her damp and hot and sticky bottom…

Tom took the deepest breath he’d ever taken. Breathed her smell and felt his penis twitch against her fingers. He raised his head and pressed his nostrils to her crack. Sniffed along the shiny trench of dark brown skin until he reached the hole itself. A ridge of wrinkled flesh that beat to a rhythmic pulse. Taut and brown. Warm and damp. Tiny whiskers grew around the rim. They were soft and dark and tickled his nose. 

He sniffed around the nut-brown mouth, coating himself with her smell. Then his tongue came out and lapped across the knot of muscle. He flicked at the tiny hairs and poked softly at the well of her anus. Her sphincter muscle shuddered sweetly, reacting to his gentle probes by closing tight. He pushed again, hardening his tongue, and managed to squirm the very tip inside. But it was hard work. No way could he penetrate her further. Not yet at any rate. 

So he lapped into her crack instead. Up and down along the length of salty flesh, savouring the taste of sweat and come that dribbled from her pussy. 

He felt her body shudder briefly and watched her buttocks wobble. She looked back and said, “Would you like me to sit right over you? Just for a minute? So you can feel completely covered?” 

Another dream come true! God, he could die tonight a happy man, he told himself. He’d already gone to heaven. What else was left to him? 

He tried to speak but his throat had closed with pleasure. Instead, he nodded rapidly, with that stupid grunt of his, which he hoped she knew meant “Yes!” 

She did. 

Her arse came down on him a second time. Very slowly. Manoeuvring into position. Two big globes of naked female meat; built around a hairy little mouth that throbbed and opened…

Tom didn’t breathe. He didn’t need the air. He knew she wouldn’t smother him. 

This was gentle. Sweet. Sexy. Dark. Hot. And very, very damp…

He felt the gristle of her anus hard against his nose. His mouth was firmly shut. 

Funny that, how her bottom could squash his cheeks so tight that he couldn’t even bare his teeth. He remembered reading stories about women who sat on men’s faces and smothered them. They turned him on. Not that he wanted to be smothered, of course. Not in real life. That would have been stupid. But he’d always thought it couldn’t happen anyway. You could bite your way free. No problem. That’s what he’d always thought. But now he reckoned not. He tried to open his mouth, and found he couldn’t. Sexy. 

Janet eased her weight slightly and let him move his head from side to side. She relaxed her arse a little, so that he could free his tongue and push it up between her cheeks. His nose was soaking now: stewing in her sweat and juices. Her bottom began to wobble seriously. Very fast from side to side. She slapped his face with her rump and giggled, lifting herself properly for a moment, so he could breathe at will. 

His tongue caught her clit and her body went tight. 

“Oh, fuck!” she squealed. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” 

She dropped her arse back onto his head. She couldn’t help herself. All the feeling had gone from her legs. It was concentrated in her cunt now. Her bubbling, boiling cunt. 

Tom didn’t mind. He let her sit there, shaking and squealing, until she had spent herself completely. He felt the dribble of juice from her sex; enjoyed the way her anus twitched around his nose as her rectum contracted. 

He was sorry when she raised herself and tumbled onto the bed beside him, her legs apart and her knees in the air. 

“Oh my God, you’ve fucking killed me…” she whispered. Then looked up and smiled. Her hand came across to his penis and smoothed it softly. “Bet you’d like a little excitement now,” she giggled. 

He wiped his hand across his face and was surprised to see how wet he was. His fingertips were glistening with her dampness. He raised them to his mouth and sucked them eagerly. 

Janet swung off the bed and walked to the door. It caught him by surprise. 

She crossed her legs girlishly and said, “I need a pee. Be back in a sec.” 

And then she was gone. But not for long. About a minute and a half, he reckoned. Long enough for him to lie there, savouring her smell and playing with his prick. And wondering if this was all a dream. 

The door opened and she scurried back across the room. As beautiful and as naked as ever. He wondered what she’d say if he asked to start again. Another couple of facesits, front and reverse. Then she swung herself across his middle, reached for his cock and drew it towards her cunt. And he sort of forgot everything else. 

She pulled him inside her and sank down slowly, easing him home, inch by inch. 

So it didn’t take long. Like a warm, velvet glove tightening around his shaft. Her buttocks rested on his balls and she jiggled her hips from side to side. Very gently, so that her breasts swam before his eyes like giant circles of warm oil. 

She began to move up and down. Slowly at first. Then fast. Then slow. Like a sexy dance. An erotic tango over his cock. He felt his semen surge from his balls into his shaft and had to bite his tongue. Had to hold back. Not yet. Make it last. 

Enjoy it all. She might sober up in a minute and tell him to fuck off. 




*****

Tom closed his eyes and tried to think of something dull. Fishing. That was dull. 

He hated fishing. Chess, too. Playing chess with a fish. That might do it. Janet moved a little faster and he knew it wasn’t going to work. 

Feet were padding rapidly across the bedroom floor. Tom opened his eyes and the blood froze in his cock. Just in time. He didn’t recognise the woman who was fast approaching. He only knew she was a woman. Because she had long legs, small breasts and hair done up in bright blonde plaits. And she was naked. 

That was a dead giveaway. Yep. Definitely a woman. 

Janet giggled. “You don’t mind if Kathy joins in, do you, Tom?” 

He did a rapid double-take as the other woman reached the bed and climbed on to the mattress. She had a small shaven cunt, with a long dewy slit. It was damp and sparkled with sap. 

“She’s my room-mate,” Janet explained. “Heard us going at it. Got excited. Had to play with herself. See what you’ve done, Tom?” And then she bounced and giggled like a schoolgirl. 

Kathy swing her leg across Tom’s face, kneeling over his head. He finally cottoned on. 

“You mean she’s going to …? I mean, while you …? Both at the same …?” 

He gave up. The words were there, they just wouldn’t all come out to play. Not in the proper order at any rate. 

“Is that all right?” asked Janet. “Two of us, I mean? Can you handle it?” 

No nod. Not even a squeak. Tom just sort of shuddered and made a sound like a cat miaowing. Inside a sack. And very quietly. 

But they knew what he meant. 

He looked up yet again. Saw a different pair of buttocks coming down this time. 

Smaller. Tighter. A shade more rounded. Paler, too. But what the hell. It was an arse. Kathy reached back and peeled her cheeks apart, exposing the hairless pink bud of her anus. She pouted and lowered. Then rubbed from side to side. Gently. 

Sweetly. Until her juices flowed freely, soaking his face all over again. He plied her with his tongue. Apples and pears. She must have used some sort of scent. 

But beyond that, deeper still, a hint of musk. And all those other wicked smells and tastes that lingered in the cunt and arse. 

She was moving faster now. And so was Janet. Tom felt his body harden. Then relax. Kathy gave a little-girl yell and scythed her bottom back and forth. Janet’s cunt bubbled and burst, and melted over his cock. 

The seed spilled from his balls and surged along his heated shaft, flooding Janet’s belly. He screamed. So did Kathy. So did Janet. 

It was heaven. Liquid heat around his nose and mouth. Satin warmth about his trembling shaft. 

He came. They came. They oozed and screamed. He drank and vaguely moaned. 

Over and over again. 

It was the best Christmas ever. 

And with a bit of luck, it wasn’t finished yet…

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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